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Crapiter +

“My DEAR, GooD WIFE!” said Sir Roderick Shelley.

The former replied without raising her head.

“The money subscribed divided by the number of sub-
scribers gives you the average subscription. Twenty-four
pounds, ten shillings and sixpence, divided by thirty-five.
Would you do a sum like that in your head, Roderick? Or
could you not do it at all?”

The latter expressed no opinion, indeed had none.

“Come, my pretty,” he said.

“Fourteen shillings,” said Maria Shelley, looking at him
over her pencil. “Of course I am neglecting the pence.”

Her husband repeated his words, neglecting the pounds
and shillings also.

Maria gave him a smile and extended a hand in his direc-
tion, or gave the smile to herself and put a hand into space.
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4 Two Worlds and Their Ways

He tapped a spoon on a saucer with more acquiescence than
impatience, and rested his eyes on the scene beyond the
window. His most satisfying vision was the flat, green land
about his fading walls, and his only music the wind in his na-
tive trees sighing over the ground where he would lie. To
be without it would be to be without a grave.

“Meals are such a waste of time,” said his wife.

“Any congenial way of spending it tends to be called that.”

“I wish we could do without them, or without so many.”

“The wish is often fulfilled in your case.”

“I only eat to keep up my energy.”

“You attain your object. I am a person of a wider range.”

“You are always boasting, Roderick.”

“That may be as true of yourself.”

“People who did not know us, might think we were dis-
agreeing.”

“So they might,” said Sir Roderick, smiling. “And what
kind of person would it take, to know we were not?”

Maria’s hand encountered the coffee-pot and closed on it.
Her husband pushed a cup beneath it and pursued the un-
certain stream, and as he withdrew it, tilted the spout to a
safe angle. She gave him a glance at the suggested waste of
energy, and filled her own cup before she put the pot down.

“Thank you, my pretty,” he said, and stirred his cup.

Maria opened a letter and ignored her own. With her
broad, massive frame, her crumpled, weatherbeaten face, her
prominent, greenish eyes and the signs of fifty-three years,
she was no one’s pretty but Sir Roderick’s; while the latter,
with his unshapely figure, his slits of blue eyes, his fleshy fea-
tures and a chin and neck more undefined than is usual at
sixty-eight, was no one’s pretty at all. He saw his wife as she
was when he married her, sixteen years before, or at about
that time had ceased to see her. She saw him as he was, and
saw an engaging quality in him, that she believed was ap-
parent to no one but herself, though it was the first thing
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that strangers noticed. He was aware of it himself, as he saw
its effects, but was protected by his natural ease.

“Are you having no breakfast this morning, Maria?” he
said, holding a spoon above a dish.

“I wonder why we still call them your sisters-in-law.
Though I don’t know what word we are to use. And we give
enough advice to ourselves, or at any rate I do.”

“And have some over for other people. There does seem
to be a fair supply.”

““The most trying part of being a second wife is the exist-
ence of the first wife's family. I did not ask for their opinions,
or if I did—"

“You did not mean you wanted them. Advice suggests that
we ought to change, and why should we tolerate that?”

“I do not think I have ever followed their advice.”

“It was necessary to increase the dose. And in its present
strength it scems to be having some effect.”

“You think you put things neatly, don’t you, Roderick?”

“Yes,” said the latter, with a smile.

“One would not think you would be able to express them
at all.”

“No,” said Sir Roderick, as if seeing the truth of this.

“How did you come to have one sister-in-law who keeps a
school, and another married to a man who keeps another:
It does not seem to fit with you.”

“I married into a different stock. I am a clod, a squire, a
turnip, anything you please. Or nothing you please, I dare
say.”

“You are a very self-satisfied person.”

“I have no great wish to improve. Perhaps that is what i
means. But I have not much opinion of myself.”

“I wonder if I have,” said Maria, with an air of turning he:
eyes on herself, but actually turning them on her husband
“I wonder why two women wanted to marry you, Roderick.’

“You must answer for one,” said the latter, who knew the
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number was larger than this, and found it caused him no
wonderment.

“She was much better-looking than I have ever been,”
said Maria, glancing at a portrait. “Would you call me plain?”

Sir Roderick looked at the face before him, and realised it
was years since he had called it anything.

“You are yourself, my pretty. To me your face is your

”

own.

“I wonder if a second wife often wishes she had known the
first. I feel I should like to have a talk with her. But I am
rather unlike other people.”

“You are yourself,” repeated her husband, not disputing
this.

“I am glad my boy is a younger son. I want him to have a
life of personal effort. It is what I should choose for him.”

“I hope he will like it as well as you do, as he will not have
any choice.”

“I never grudge Oliver’s mother the place she left her son.
I believe Sefton will go further.”

“He probably will, and fare worse. If I had ten sons, I
should like them to be elder sons. I have liked being one
myself.”

“Mary!” said Maria, in a meditative manner. ‘“Mary
Shelley. How familiar the name must have been to you! It
is strange that she and I should have different forms of the
same name, when we were to be different forms of the same
thing; your wife, Roderick.”

“It is a common name,” said the latter, and said no more.

Maria gave him a look in which sympathy predominated.

“I can never bear to think of those years between your
marriages. I cannot imagine what you did.”

“My dear, good wife!” said Sir Roderick, not referring to
his earlier marriage and only romance.

“You do not often look at her portrait. I suppose you can
look at the one in your mind.”

Sir Roderick was silent, finding he had looked at neither
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so often of late. He had ceased to speak of his first wife, not
because her death had broken his heart, though it once had
done so, but because the heart had mended.

“My dear, the past has its own life and its own death.”

“It is said that it never dies. But I suppose it gets old like
everything else. Miss Petticott will miss the children, if we
take this advice and send them to school.”

“We can easily make up to her.”

“We can impose demands on her time and patience. That
is what they do. It will be harder to make up to ourselves. I
wonder if they all know they are to have breakfast down here
to-day.”

‘“Has anyone told them?”

“They must know that workmen are repairing the wall of
the schoolroom. The damp was coming through. Do not be
slow, my dear. Did Mary treat Oliver as I treat my children?”

“No. It was different.”

“Was she fonder of him?”

“It was not quite that. She did not want to improve him.”

“Perhaps there was less room for improvement when he
was a child. How I talk like the ordinary stepmother! But it
has been good of me to have her father in my house for all
these years. Of course these letters are really addressed to
you.”

“Why ‘of course,” when you have read them?”

“The advice is meant for us both. I wish I could regard
myself as exempt from it. I always read the letters and give
you the gist of them. You will not read the writing.”

“What is the good of writing that cannot be read? And why
make the characters in Greek, when you are writing in
English?”

“I can read any writing as if it were print.”

“People are proud of such trivial things,” said Sir Roderick,
interpreting the tone. “And the gift may have its danger.”

“You and I have no secrets from each other. Indeed I have
none from anyone. Have you any secrets, Roderick?”
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“No,” said the latter, after the pause of a man who, if he
had secrets, would have them remain so.

“They think we are failing in our duty to our children.
The curate at two about the charity sale. I wonder what made
me think of that.”

“The sight of an envelope prompted you to make a note on
the back.”

“Well, remind me that the note is there. I shall be keeping
the envelopes.”

“Why should I remember what you will not, when it is
your affair, not mine?”

“I have a great many things on my mind.”

“And so have 1. And their all going wrong does not make
them any fewer,” said Sir Roderick, frowning over the prob-
lems of his estate, in which he could not command success.

Maria smiled over her own problems, in which she found
she could.

“Well, how about these schools and the children?” she
said, putting her pencil in the middle of an envelope, as
though in observance of a correct course.

“I was never the better for education.”

“You might have been, if you had had more of it. I daresay
that is what the schoolkeepers think. And you do not know
what you would have been without it.”

“What I am now, as long as I had learned to read and
write.”

“What more did you learn?” said Maria. “They feel the
children should go further. And you need not say ‘and fare
worse,” as there is no likelihood of it.”

“They want them in their schools for their own purposes.
We want them in our home for ours. And as our stake is the
larger, we have the right to decide.”

“We must use it fairly. And I doubt if you have it, Roder-
ick. You gave up your rights during your first marriage, and
such things do not come back. But we will leave the matter

far the mament Tt mav all 1nnl Aifferant nrecently ”’



Two Worlds and Their Ways 9

“It will look the same to me. I never understand the effect
of a different time on other people.”

“Good-morning, Sir Roderick; good-morning, Lady Shel-
ley. I suppose I should put the names in the other order. I am
always impressing on Sefton the doctrine of ‘ladies first,” and
then I fail myself on the first opportunity. Well, I suppose
few of us practise what we preach.”

“Good-morning, Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Roderick, with
a movement of rising, that he did not complete.

The new-comer looked at the table, as though uncertain of
her claims to what it afforded.

“I understood we were to have breakfast down here, Lady
Shelley.”

Maria gave a smile and gesture with her eyes down.

“Sit down, Miss Petticoat, sit down,” said Sir Roderick,
with a note of putting someone at ease, who might not be so.
“Sit down and give us your opinion on a matter that concerns
you as much as ourselves. The question is arising again of
the children’s leaving their home for school. Our connections
cannot let it rest, and we are forced to the point of considering
it. What help can you be to us?”

“Well, really, Sir Roderick, I had not thought of the mat-
ter. And perhaps I am hardly the person to be consulted. It
might be thought to involve me too closely. Not that I should
not despise myself, if I could not give an honest opinion. And
I do see there is much to be said on both sides.”

“Come, Miss Petticoat, you will not leave us. You are one
of ourselves. My wife could not make a list or go to a meet-
ing without you. And the children will always be having
holidays, or being ill or expelled. We had no thought of a
parting. Maria is upset at the bare idea.”

“I have never had the idea, so that is not quite true,” said
the latter, putting down the letters. “Will you have a hot roll,
Miss Petticott? They ought to be finished to-day—that is why
my husband and I are struggling with them.”

“Thank you, Lady Shelley; they make a nice change from
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toast. Not that that is not the best thing for every day. I say
to the children, when they tire of it—" Miss Petticott broke
off, as Maria’s attention failed.

“My dear, Miss Petticoat has no coffee.”

Maria almost raised her eyes.

“My dear, Miss Petticoat has no coffee,” said her husband,
in the same tone, as though a first appeal hardly qualified for
success.

“Do you know you always pronounce Miss Petticott’s name
‘Petticoat’?”

“I pronounce it as it is said. Of course I know the name.
What does Miss Petticoat say herself?”’

“Oh, do not worry about it, Sir Roderick. It has quite a
nice, little, homely sound. I should quite miss my pet name,”
said Miss Petticott, hurrying past these words. “Not that it is
meant in that way, of course; that is only my way of putting it.
But I should quite miss the variation in the name, as you
pronounce it. And I believe the derivation is not very dif-
ferent. The name is derived—"" Miss Petticott again broke
off, finding that inattentiveness, which she had encountered
in her pupils, was a family characteristic.

“I shall take matters into my own hands, Miss Petticoat. I
am not going to let you be neglected for another moment.”

‘“Thank you, Sir Roderick. I do not know why I should be
spoilt like this,” said Miss Petticott, taking a rather full view
of conventional attention. “I cannot say why the children are
so late. I cannot explain it.” .

“They are puzzled by finding no breakfast in the school-
room,” said Maria. “If you would ring the bell in the hall,
it will suggest that we are downstairs. They do little thinking
for themselves.”

“Allow me, allow me, Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Roderick,
keeping his eyes averted from Miss Petticott’s progress to the
door. “I do not know why our duties should devolve upon
you.”

The latter returned with the brisk steps of relief of mind.
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She saw every reason why duties should fall to her share or
saw the one reason, that they gave her her foothold in the
house. She was a buxom, cheerful woman of forty-six, with
cheeks of unvarying red, hair turning grey, bright, full, brown
eyes, and features of the shapeless kind that involves so many
shapes. She had the fewest wishes of any person in the house,
indeed had one wish, that she would have enough money for
her old age; and this was eased by the hope that, if she re-
mained long enough with the Shelleys, they would pro-
vide it.

Voices sounded on the stairs and Maria raised her eyes.

“The children are talking to Aldom again. I do not know
how to prevent it.”

“Neither do I, Lady Shelley, as you do not wish it to be
forbidden.”

“I can hardly wish that. There is nothing against their
talking to him. But they talk to nobody else. I suppose they
do need more companionship.”

“I do my best for them, Lady Shelley.”

“You do too much, Miss Petticoat. Do not give them an-
other thought,” said Sir Roderick. “The little ruffians prefer
the servants’ company. It is more on their own ground. They
are all equally uneducated. I mean, you have not had time
to get them up to your level. We hope they may reach it in
the end.”

A girl and boy entered, and advanced to embrace their
parents. They came to their father first, but he motioned
them to pass him and give Maria the first greeting. They took
no notice of Miss Petticott, an omission that neither she nor
they nor anyone else observed. Sir Roderick’s face lit up with
affection and pride, Maria’s with affection and pride and
eager hope, Miss Petticott’s with reflected light.

Both children resembled both their parents, but they
showed less likeness to each other. Clemence looked her
father’s child, but her build was shapely and her own, and
her features had a sharper mould. Sefton, still in a childish
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stage, already showed his mother’s massiveness. His features
seemed to be Maria’s, before life had changed them. They
both had their mother’s grey-green eyes, Sefton’s the wider
and more simply expressive. His sister’s seemed a veiled and
deeper edition of them, but when the veil was lifted, held
their own light. There was something uncertain and wary
about them, and while they hardly saw Miss Petticott, they
saw their father often, and their mother whenever her eyes
fell upon them or attracted theirs.

“Aldon says the walls of this house are rotten,” said Sefton,
in clear, conscious tones.

“I expect he said that the wall of the schoolroom had some
rot in it,” said Maria. “Now is not that what he said?”

“Yes, I think it was.”

“We must quote people correctly another time. That is
only fair to them, isn’t it? We must not give a wrong impres-
sion. Would you have waited upstairs until someone came to
fetch your”

“We thought the breakfast might come up. It is sometimes
late.”

“Not as late as this. You are a very dependent pair. Would
you like to go somewhere where you would learn to rely more
on yourselves?”

“No,” said Sefton, his eyes changing.

“Go where?” said Clemence.

‘““Maria, say what you mean,” said Sir Roderick. “Children
do not need to have things made puzzling for them.”

“Do they know what I mean?” said Maria, smiling.

“Oliver’s aunts have written again,” said Clemence, look-
ing at the letters.

“They hardly need things to be made so easy,” said Maria.
“And what have Oliver’s aunts to say, Clemence?”

“They want us to go to their schools.”

“Well, they think it would be better for you.”

“Then they ought to want it.”
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The parents laughed, Maria with an exultant note, and
Clemence smiled and avoided their eyes. Miss Petticott saw
their amusement, and showed some herself.

“I think they feel a real concern,” said Maria. “Indeed they
show that they do. It is kind of them to take an interest in
you.”

“We don’t much want them to take it,” said Sefton.
“Wouldn’t they be paid, if we went to their schools? Then it
would be a good thing for them as well as for us.”

“We do not talk about that side of things,” said his mother.

“If you talk about one side of a thing and not the other,
you only talk about half of it,”” said Clemence. “Would they
be paid as much for us, as for children that were not related?”

“The same,” said her father. “You need have no doubt on
that score.”

“Might it be better to go to people who were nothing to do
with us?”

“You think that things would be less likely to be brought
home in more than one sense?”

“Well, that i1s what you think.”

“What would Miss Petticott do, if we went?” said Sefton.

“How do you mecan? Do?” said Maria.

“She would do less, and that might be good for her,” said
Sir Roderick.

“She would not leave us, would she? I mean, she would be
here when we came home?”

“Now do you think we could spare her?” said Maria.

“No. That is why I wanted to know.”

“We should want her in the holidays,” said Clemence,
feeling the need of one adult who made for ease.

“And we want her all the time,” said Maria. “You are not
the only people whom she is glad to help.”

“They did not think they were,” said Sir Roderick. “They
were afraid of her having the feeling in too wide a sense.”

“Well, go and tell Miss Petticott how much you feel for
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her, and how glad you are that you can still depend on her,”
said Maria. ““‘Come, that is not too much to do for someone
who has done so much for you.”

It was more than the children saw as within their power.
Their code was rigid and immutable, and admitted of no
breach. No word of sentiment, no gesture of affection escaped
them. On the occasion of Miss Petticott’s holidays they had
recourse to manifold ruses, to avoid what threatened to be an
annual embrace. She accepted a position whose nature for-
bade change, and on this occasion rose to it. She got up and
brought a hand down on a shoulder of each.

“Oh, we understand each other. We should not do any
better for putting it all into words.”

“But we ought to be able to express our feelings some-
times,” said Maria. “A reluctance to do so really comes from
thinking of ourselves.”

“It would be hard to put an end to everything of which
that may be said, Lady Shelley.”

“Is it all settled then?” said Sefton, looking at his mother.

“No, no, my dear. We are only talking about it. But you
are a boy, and Clemence is getting older. It seems that a
‘change will have to come before long.”

“You would not like always to be at home, would you?”
said Sir Roderick.

“Yes,” said Sefton, looking him in the eyes.

“My little son!” said Maria.

“Why isn’t it a good thing always to be at home?” said
Clemence with equal innocence.

“My little daughter!” said Maria.

A manservant, who had followed the children into the
room, winked at them from behind the table. He was a small,
insignificant man about thirty, with a sallow, crooked face,
small, supple features that seemed to vary their form, and an
oddly boyish look that suggested it would never leave him.
His eyes watched the doings at the table from lowered lids,
while his ears were always alive. He was the companion of
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Clemence and Sefton to an extent known only to Miss Petti-
cott, who observed silence on matters beyond her control.
He accorded her the easy respect that he saw as her due, but
did not disguise his knowledge of his power. Some of it he
used, and some he might not have known he possessed, as his
sense of his obligations was not less, that he would not have
acknowledged it.

“Where have you been, Aldom?” said Maria.

“Well, my lady, the workmen may not be any the worse for
an eye upon them.”

“Did they do any better?” said her husband.

“Well, Sir Roderick, they might have made more confu-
sion than was the case.”

“And did you help to make things right?”

“The moment was hardly ripe, Sir Roderick, some things
having to get worse before they are better.”

“You might as well have been down here,” said Maria.

“Yes, my lady, though the day’s routine may be none the
worse for the exchange of a word,” said Aldom, with a mo-
mentary exposure of eyes as blue as his master’s.

“Well, you can attend to your work now.”

Aldom carried a dish from the room, and Maria waited for
the door to close.

“You should not exchange glances with Aldom, my dears.
It is not a thing that is done by people who know how to be-
have. And to do it with a servant before your parents! Aldom
himself would not think any more of you for it. And Miss
Petticott must have been quite ashamed, after the trouble she
has taken with you. Do you think it is fair to her to do her so
little credit?”’

“I am glad I did not see it, Lady Shelley,” said Miss Petti-
cott, who was expert at avoiding such sights, and had not
done much more than feel it. ‘I should have been as ashamed
as you say.”

“Well, we will not think any more about it, except to be
sure it will not happen again. Go on with your breakfast, my
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dears. Do not hurry because there has been a mistake, that
will soon pass from our minds.”

Aldom returned and felt Maria’s eyes, knew what had
passed, and continued his duties with an air of being un-
conscious of it.

“My boy, attend to Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Roderick to
his son. “Keep your eye on her, and see she has what she
needs. We shall think you do not look after her upstairs.”

Sefton had seen the obligation as reversed, and passed Miss
Petticott something in an unaccustomed manner, and found
it received in a similar one.

“My little son!” said Maria, leaning forward to take his
hands and look into his face.

Sir Roderick looked at Clemence as though he might do
the same to her, but went no further. Sefton remained with
his eyes and smile fixed, until his mother released him and
looked round the table.

“How nice it would be, if this were our family! I forget
how different my life is from other women’s.”

“Why do you suddenly remember it?” said her husband.
“You know I do not forget. It is not the least thing you have
done for me.”

“It has been a hard thing in my life,” said Maria, who
found little difficulty in revealing herself. “And it is not like
something that is over and behind. It goes through the past
and future. What do you think of it, Miss Petticott?”

“That it is so well done, Lady.Shelley, that I did not know
it went against the grain.”

“I ought not to betray it. What is the good of undertaking
a thing and then failing in it? And what a way to talk before
the children! Not that there is anything that Clemence does
not know.”

“I knew you did not want Oliver and Grandpa here, when
I was a child.”

“And when was that?” said Sir Roderick, who had no aspi-
rations for himself.

’
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Maria made a warning gesture, and the subjects of the dis-
cussion entered the room, two large, dark men with heavy,
aquiline faces, dark, heavy-lidded eyes, thick, white, notice-
able hands, and such a likeness between them, that the dis-
crepancy in years might have been the only difference. It was
not a negligible one, as the dividing years were forty-eight.

Oliver Firebrace and his grandson, Oliver Shelley, were
the former father-in-law and the elder son of Sir Roderick,
the thorns in Maria’s flesh, and the half-brother and adopted
grandfather of Clemence and Sefton. Sir Roderick had waited
many years between his marriages, and his first wife’s father
had so long made his home in his house, that Maria, in the
exaltation of her own romance, had suggested his retaining
the place. He had accepted the offer and hardly modified his
life; presumed on his knowledge of the past; given all his
feeling to his grandson, and done no more for Maria’s chil-
dren than accept their adoption of their brother’s name for
him. Maria regretted her generosity, but enjoyed her hus-
band’s appreciation of it. Sir Roderick had a pitying tender-
ness for such creatures as aged men and children and women,
and shrank from breaking his tie and, as it seemed to him,
his faith, with his earlier mate. He had no beliefs remaining,
but could not rid himself of a feeling that she could observe
him from some vantage-ground and approve or condemn his
course.

His elder son was the less to him, that he bore no resem-
blance to her. He was the less to Maria, that he bore none to
his father, and had acquired a feeling that he meant rather
little in his home. He was scarcely fifteen years younger than
Maria, had dropped any filial mode of address, treated her as
a friend, and on the whole found her such. She had a vein of
humility that subdued her personal claims, and he had one of
self-confidence, that saved him from mistrust of himself. Ma-
ria had also a vein of justice, and though she regretted his
existence and his grandfather’s, never questioned their right
to 1t.
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Her life was dominated by her love for her children, and
her desire for them to advance and impress their father rose
to a passion and held its threat. Sir Roderick had no great
feeling for personal success, but Maria had no suspicion that
they did not see things through the same eyes. That her chil-
dren should excel their brother in his sight was the ambition
of her life and of her heart.

“So my governesses have written again,” said Mr. Fire-
brace, looking at her letters. “I remember those envelopes in
Oliver’s youth. They wrote at the same time and never knew
it. Laid their plans together and forgot to plan ahead. A pair
of simple women. You had the best of the three, Roderick.”

“I was never in any doubt of it.”

“They are anxious for Clemence and Sefton to go to their
schools,” said Maria, with a suggestion that the relations of
the first wife had claims to make on the second.

“Peddling their wares! You would think they would have
more opinion of themselves, when they hold their heads so
high.”

“One of the letters is from Oliver’s uncle,” said Sefton.

“An upright person and a worthy governess.”

“He is a man and a schoolmaster, Grandpa.”

“Well, that may be part of the truth.”

“Miss Petticott is a governess.”

“Good-morning, Miss Petticott. I did not know you were
here. It is your habit to be elsewhere. What does the boy
mean by what he says of you?” .,

“He means that Miss Petticott is like anyone else,” said
Clemence. “And you seemed to think a governess was differ-
ent.”

“I was talking of the male of the species.”

“The masculine of governess would be governor,” said
Sefton.

“There is no such thing, as Miss Petticott will tell you. Not
that you do not show she has told you many things.”
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“I see what you mean, Mr. Firebrace. And you are right in
a sense.”

“Yes, yes. You are a sensible girl, my dear. And now what
causes your pupils to mock at me?”

“They are amused by your calling me a girl, Mr. Fire-
brace.”

“And you are not to them. Well, no doubt you would have
them remember it.”

“You went to your uncle’s school, Oliver. I forgot that,”
said Maria. “Of course that was in its early days. But what
would you say of it?”

“That I gave it nothing, and took what it had to give. I
liked that, or I like looking back on it.”

“Your uncle was a young man then,” said Sir Roderick,
“though he did not seem so to you.”

“I despised him for his youth.”

“He was over thirty,” said Maria. “How do you feel about
him now, when he is sixty-two?”

“I pity his age.”

“The prime of life is short, according to your view.”

“According to anyone’s.”

“Well, what did the school give you?” said Maria.

“It taught me to trust no one and to expect nothing,” said
her stepson, in his deep, smooth, rapid tones. “To keep ev-
erything from everyone, especially from my nearest friends.
That familiarity breeds contempt, and ought to breed it. It
is through familiarity that we get to know each other.”

“I dislike that sort of easy cynicism.”

“So do I, but because it is not easy. It is necessary, and ne-
cessity is the mother of invention. The hard mother of a sad
and sorry thing.”

“I wonder if you know what you mean. I certainly do not.
Can you tell me plainly if you were happy at the school?”

“I learned to suffer, and that is the basis of happiness. It
teaches the difference, which is the deepest of all lessons.”
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“I cannot think how you can be your father’s son.”

“I am my mother’s son, and the nephew of her sisters, and
her father’s grandson. You see how I can be those.”

“You are a family I do not understand. Do you understand
them, Roderick?”

“Well, we are used to each other. And probably no one
fully understands anyone else.”

“My father spoke there,” said Oliver. “I do sometimes hear
his voice. It is partial understanding that carries danger. It
suggests more than the truth.”

“Which of your aunts do you like the better?” said Maria.

“I should like to prefer Aunt Lesbia, because of her esteem
for herself. Most of us despise ourselves, because we have such
good reason, and admire other people, because they cannot be
as bad as we are. To admire oneself is a great sign of quality.
But I find that Aunt Juliet is more to me.”

“Do you admire yourself?”

“Be careful, Maria; I might dare to tell the truth.”

“On which side?” said Sir Roderick.

“On either side. There my father spoke again.”

“I do not admire myself so much,” said Maria.

“Do not dare too far,” said her stepson. “Beware of reveal-
ing what you do not admire. Other people might not admire
it either.”

“I do not see why they should.”

“And neither would they. Be in no doubt about it.”

“I am not in any doubt.” .

“You are in more than you know. Or have any right to be.
We think our little failings have their own charm. And they
have not. And they are great failings.”

“I wish I knew whether to trust Sefton to your aunt and
uncle.”

“You cannot do that. You can put him into their charge.”

“It does not seem a fair thing to do.”

“It is not. The system is part of a great wrong.”
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“Are boys happier at home?”

“Well, I would not say that.”

“Were you happier here?”

“Well, I had no mother. I was left to servants, and that is
the best of all fates. I took everything from them, and gave
them nothing. It seems I have a habit of doing that.”

“Were you happier after your mother died?”

“I ceased to give anything, and that was a burden lifted.
But I have never got over it. No one has taken her place.”

“You mean that I have not.”

“That is what I mean.”

“You would like her to be here instead of me and my chil-
dren?”

“Well, I remember how I did like it.”

“And you think your father would like it too?”

“I had not thought about him. My thoughts run on myself.
And most people cannot relive the years. Only gifted people
with empty lives can do so.”

“And that is how you would describe yourself?”

“Well, you often talk of my empty hours. And my gifts are
fluency, perception, music, an exotic charm.”

“You mean that you think so?”

“No. That is what you mean.”

“Well, should not they help to fill the hours?”

“They do fill them. They are only empty in a sense that
does not count. Though I know that you count it. And now
the little unspoken things are out between us. They might
just as well not have been unspoken. And we shall have a
better relationship, which is a pity, as we have had an easy
one. I should hate things to go deeper between us.”

“They are only out on your side.”

‘““Maria, you sail under false colours. You are as dangerous
as anyone else. Well, let that be our safeguard. Let those
hidden things lie between us and keep us apart. It would be
so awkward to come closer.”
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‘“The hoy talks in his own way,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“I never know what the two of you talk about upstairs,”
said Maria.

“If you did, the talk would not be upstairs,” said Clem-
ence, causing her parents to exchange a smile, or causing her
mother to turn one on her father.

“We do not know either,” said Oliver. “If we did, we
should not talk. We should tell each other of matters, which
would be quite different.”

“ ‘Sefton’ is a nice name, isn’t it?”’ said Maria, on a sudden
note of content, induced by the sight of her son.

“Is it a name?” said her husband. “I forget why we thought
it was.”

“It is the surname of my mother’s father.”

“Had he no baptismal name to serve your purpose?” said
Mr. Firebrace.

“It was Peter, and I do not like names of disciples.”

“That does put a dozen out of court.”

“Don’t you like the name, ‘Sefton,” Roderick?”

“It has come to suggest the boy to me. It has settled into its
place.”

“Who gave me my name?” said Clemence.

“I did,” said her mother. “I named you both. It is a com-
mon name in my family. Your father could only suggest the
name of ‘Anne.’ ”

“It was my mother’s name,” said Sir Roderick, as if he sup-
ported the suggestion. “* ‘Clemernrce’ has a flavour of your pu-
ritan background, or had before it took on its own meaning.”

“Well, that is not a thing to be ashamed of.”

‘“Father can hardly agree,” said Oliver. “Disadvantages do
not count in the woman he makes his wife, but they remain
disadvantages. How otherwise can he arrange for them not to
count?”

“I did not come to you empty-handed,” said Maria. ““The
sober background prevented that. I do not see why we should
not talk of money, if we can use it.”
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“If we could not, we could use nothing else,” said Mr. Fire-
brace. “The position is not our choice.”

“You would have to have a great deal of money, never to
talk about it,” said Clemence. “And I daresay none at all,
never to think of it.”

Maria sought her husband’s eyes.

“Money is said to be power,” said Miss Petticott. “But it
seems to me a superficial view. And such power is often mis-
used.”

“Well, it is used,” said Sir Roderick. “And we prefer that
that should not be the case.”

“So much of my money has gone into the place,” said his
wife. “Anything that the land takes, it never seems to return.
I wonder if we should have been happier without it.”

Sir Roderick gave her a dumb look, and turned his eyes to
the window. That he had put her on his land seemed to him
the thing he had done for her. Her yielding it her money had
been the fair return. As he asked himself what he had done,
he knew he did not wish it undone.

“Ah, your life calls for gratitude as well as mine,” said
Mr. Firebrace. “And we neither of us give it. We should be
more grateful to have no reason for it.”

“We cannot have everything as we should choose,” said
Maria.

“No, that is so. I do not take another view.”

“I do not have it myself.”

“No, no. I know I am here, my dear.”

“You are very ill-mannered, Grandpa. Speaking the truth
from your heart,” said Oliver. “You should speak half-truths
with your lips like any other man.”

“I do not know it was much more than half, my boy.”

Sir Roderick gave a covert glance at his elder son, the only
person to earn from him so uncharacteristic a thing. He knew
he had suffered from his second marriage, had been super-
seded in his heart. He knew that his own compunction sev-
ered them further, that he had found himself wishing that
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Sefton was his heir. His homage to the past was the homage
of the living to the dead.

“Are you looking back a score or two years, my boy?” said
Mr. Firebrace, who liked to detect Sir Roderick in doing this.

“Well, not so much less than that. I was thinking of my
Naboth’s vineyard. That piece of land that I sold from the
heart of the place,” said Sir Roderick, whose thoughts re-
verted so readily to this, that he hardly had a sense of violat-
ing truth. “That farm where Aldom has his home. I was hop-
ing that Oliver might buy it back one day.”

“Or wishing that Sefton could,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Wishing he could himself,” said Oliver. “Hoping that
Maria would. I hardly know where the farm lies, or where
to look for it. And I don’t think I knew that the place had a
heart.”

“Oh, you are not my son,” said Sir Roderick, saying the
last thing he would have had himself say.

“That has been so since Sefton was born,” said Mr. Fire-
brace. “But no one need to be a thing twice over, and he has
been mine.”

“Aldom’s mother wants to sell the farm,” said Sir Roderick.
“Or so Aldom tells me; I have never seen the women. She
wants to have a shop in the village. I live in fear that someone
will buy it and put it from my reach.”

“Why did you sell it?”” said Oliver.

“Come, my boy, you can guess as much as that,” said Mr.
Firebrace. .

“I wonder what it is like to lead a simple life with only
one marriage involved in it,” said Maria. “It is odd to think
that most people have it.”

“Your qualities would be wasted, if there was no demand
on them,” said her husband.

“I suppose they were wasted in Mary's case, if she had
them. Well, it is no good to go on for ever.”

“None at all,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Why did Father marry twice?” said Sefton.
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“He got very fond of someone twice,” said Maria.

“It is a good thing it did not happen with both at the same
time,” said Clemence.

“Shouldn’t we be here, if the first wife had not died?” said
Sefton.

“Of course not. Things are like that with second marriages.
Anything that happens, brings a lot of other things with it.
And marriages do it especially.”

“Thirteen and three quarters,” said Maria in a low tone,
putting her finger-tips together and looking into space.

“Then is Father sorry we are here, glad that she is dead?”

“No, no, my little son,” said Maria. “Having you makes up
to him for what he lost.”

“If you are sure of that, you are sure of all you need to be,”
said Mr. Firebrace.

“That is true,” said Maria, meeting his eyes. “Now Lesbia
and Juliet want to come on a visit next week. I must write
and say they will be welcome.”

“And not the other governess?”

“Lucius will come with Juliet, if that is what you mean.”

“Then we shall have four with Miss Petticott. And only
one genuine example among them.”

“I hope I am that one, Mr. Firebrace?” said Miss Petticott,
almost with archness.

“Yes, yes, that is so. I never mind the real thing.”

“You children may run upstairs now,” said Maria, willing
for a withdrawal that included Miss Petticott. “We have had
two pairs of eyes fixed on us long enough. And what has been
happening to two pairs of ears I do not dare to think.”

Miss Petticott rose and clapped her hands to marshal her
pupils, and withdrew the third pair of eyes and ears with
deliberation and ease. She allowed a group to gather on a
landing without appearing to notice it. It consisted of her
pupils, their nurse and Aldom, who had left the dining-room
with an air of sudden purpose. The four voices, full and clear
and with an undeniably similar note, followed her to the
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schoolroom, but she had learned when eyes and ears should
cease to function.

“So school is in the wind again,” said Aldom. “I am glad I
cannot be sent to right and left at other people’s will. I belong
to myself.”

“And to Sir Roderick and her ladyship, while you are in
this house,” said Adela. “And you can be sent where they like,
as far as I can see. And you will soon be sent for to the dining-
room. What do you think you are?”

“A prince in disguise,” said Aldom.

“Well, the disguise goes deep enough.”

“And are you a princess, Adela?” said Sefton.

“No. Servants are as good as anyone else,” said Adela, dis-
posing of any need for the flight of fancy.

“Well, no one seems to know it,” said Aldom.

“Well, you would not expect them to act up to it, if you
have noticed anything.”

Adela was a lively, healthy-looking woman of thirty-five,
with interested, busy eyes, a confident cast of feature, and
an independent mien, that could be decorous. She was one
person with the children, another with their parents, with
Miss Petticott a third, and with Aldom herself, though
through all the characters went something of the same es-
sence.

Aldom had two characters, of which one was his own.
Whether or no he was a prince in disguise downstairs, he
was someone in disguise.

“I expect we can do as we like about going to school,” said
Clemence, swinging her feet from a window-seat.

Sefton looked at her in question.

“Then you will stay at home,” said Adela. “So we shall see
if that is the truth.”

“One begins to look at the matter all round. There is more
than one side to everything.”

“She has come on since I first knew her,” said Adela, look-
ing at Aldom.
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“As is natural, as that was thirteen years ago,” said Clem-
ence.

“He is still a little boy,” said Adela, putting her arm round
Sefton.

“Oh, look at the love,” said Aldom.

“It seems a shame to send a child like him away from his
home.”

Sefton proved his agreement by showing some emotion.

“There, there, perhaps it won’t happen. I don’t feel as if
it would,” said Adela, successfully checking it.

“You won’t say anything to Mother or Father to make them
send us,” he said to Clemence.

“No, I shall just let matters take their course.”

“He is going to school at eleven. I left school then,” said
Aldom. “It was nearly twenty years ago, in the year eighteen
hundred and seventy-five. I had gone as far as was required.”

“Oh, you!” said Adela, not accepting any parallel.

“And how far had you gone?”

“We could leave at fourteen, wherever we were,” said
Adela, leaving anything incidental to be inferred. “I never
could see that schoolbooks led to anything. They are nothing
to do with life, and it is life we are concerned with, not the
records of what it used to be. And why send the two at the
same time, when one of them is three years older?”

“Clemence is a girl,” said Aldom.

“You should really call me ‘Miss Clemence.’ ”’

“Oh, the grandeur!” said Adela. “Not that you shouldn'’t,
Aldom. I wonder how you think of yourself.”

“I told you as a prince in disguise.”

“You would not say ‘Clemence,” if Mother or Father were
here.”

“Well, we shouldn’t any of us be quite the same then,” said
Adela. “I daresay you are not the same in the dining-room as
you are up here. What would you say, Aldom?"’

“Well, you might not say that I was the same then either.”

“The prince is even more disguised,” said Clemence. “I
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expect we shall get to be more the same, if we go to school.”

Sefton looked at her with trouble in his eyes at her accept-
ance of the threat to their lives.

“So you are going to leave us behind, are you?” said Adela.

“Well, of course, our position is different.”

“The person whose position I should not like, is Miss Petti-
cott,” said Adela. “I would rather be one thing or the other,
and know where I stood.”

“I don’t find knowing it such an advantage,” said Aldom.
“I would not mind its being a little less to the fore.”

“I wish we could always go on in the life we know,” said
Sefton. “We have not learned what to do in any other.”

“It may be time you did,” said Aldom. “Changes must
come. I may get to be known for what I am.”

“I should think that is taking place,” said Adela. “If it has
not already done so.”

“Are you really something we don’t know?” said Sefton.

“I am the general man, called by courtesy the butler. And
not always so much courtesy either.”

“Oh, Father and Mother are much better than most peo-
ple,” said Clemence.

“And quite right that she should think so,” said Adela,
looking into Aldom’s eyes. “And I am not saying it is not the
case.”

“Well, I mightn’t be better than they are, in their posi-
tion.”

“Are you better now?” said Sefton.

“Well, I am a useful person, ready to soil my hands.”

“So that is what he thinks of himself,” said Adela.

“Trial by ordeal,” said Clemence.

“What is that?”’ said Adela. “And where have you got hold
of it?”

“Oh, one hears all sorts of things between daybreak and
dusk.”

“It is my belief that most of what she says, comes out of her
own head.”
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“It is talking to Mr. Oliver,” said Aldom. ‘“That gives her
an opportunity. But it may be better for her to go where
there are more and different.”

“And what do you know about what is better for her?
Children do not need to get old before their time. And what
does she want with common knowledge? She is not in the po-
sition of Miss Petticott. It would only reduce her level.”

A step sounded on the stairs, and a change took place in the
atmosphere that was almost tangible.

“No, Miss Clemence, this is a different sort of wall. No
damp could come in here,” said Aldom, in an instructive
tone. “You see, the bricks are not just painted. They are
covered with cement.”

“Do you understand now, Master Sefton?” said Adela, in
an almost severe manner.

“Yes,” said Sefton, in a tone of just coming to this point.

“A lesson in building?” said Maria, smiling as she reached
them. “But what about the other lessons that are waiting?
And Miss Petticott waiting too! This is not the way to pre-
pare for school.”

“Poor little things! To have that thrown at them, whatever
they do or say!” said Adela, looking after them. “When I was
their age, I was welcome under my father’s roof.”

“I don’t know that I was,” said Aldom. “My father did not
do much for me.”

The children certainly had a feeling of hardly being this,
as the day wore on, and the idea of exile sank into their
minds. The feeling was heightened by the necessity of hav-
ing meals where their presence seemed superfluous, if not
unsuitable. Tea at an earlier than their usual hour enhanced
the position, especially as Maria appeared reluctant to as-
sume the duties it involved. She stood in the hall, with a
list in her hand, and her mind distracted by something that
eluded it.

“Is her ladyship coming to make the tea, Aldom?”

“I cannot say, Sir Roderick,” said Aldom, glancing through
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the door and then applying a light to the lamp under the
kettle, a duty that Maria saw as her own. “She is within sight
and hearing.”

“And might be a thousand miles away.”

“Not as far as that,” said his wife, coming suddenly into
the room, and at once going to the lamp to reverse the ar-
rangements. ““The kettle here and the lamp underneath it,
Aldom. Not here and here, so that half the heat is wasted. I
have explained that before.”

“Yes, my lady.”

“There would be nothing else, except expenses and enough
refreshments to prevent any feeling,” said Maria, letting go
her pencil and holding out her hand for Aldom to restore it,
and bringing her eyes to rest on Miss Petticott as the likely
source of attention.

“I do not know who is to have that,” said Sir Roderick,
“but we do not appear to be among them.”

“You do not have things always going on in your head.”

“And I do not wish to. A free mind makes an alert, atten-
tive person.”

“Would you describe yourself as that?”

“I have done so.”

Maria took up the teapot and smiled at the faces round her.

“One, two, three, four, five, six cups to be filled before I
reach my own! And though I may not be an attentive per-
son, I happen to be a thirsty one. What would you all do
without me?” .

“We should fill the cups,” said her husband. “And what is
to happen with us with you, I do not know.”

“Do not lose your sense of proportion. Tea is not such an
important thing.”

“It is the need of all of us at the moment. Your own as
well.”

“Pray let me pour out the tea for you, Lady Shelley,” said
Miss Petticott.
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“No, I must not shirk the duties of my place.”

“That is the feeling of us all,” said Sir Roderick.

“Of course not, Lady Shelley. I did not mean to usurp
those. Indeed it would not be possible. I only thought I might
save you trouble.”

Maria smiled and handed her her cup.

“Now, why should I come first, Lady Shelley? I refuse to
drink my tea until you have had yours.”

Maria filled the other cups, supplied her own and sat in
disregard of it, and incidentally in disregard of Miss Petti-
cott. Sir Roderick drank with relief and without compunc-
tion, and looked towards the teapot.

“Some more tea, Roderick?”

“Thank you, my pretty.”

Miss Petticott indicated Maria’s cup.

“Some more tea, Miss Petticott?”

“Lady Shelley!” said the latter, still pointing.

Maria moved a hand towards her cup, but allowed it to
waver and receive her stepson’s, and Miss Petticott sat back
in her chair.

“Aldom,” said Maria, “what do you think we should want
at this stage, being the number of people that we are?”

“Fresh tea, my lady?”

“Then might you not bring it to us?”

Aldom left the room.

“Now Miss Petticott,” said Maria, when the tea was
brought.

Miss Petticott handed her cup in simple resignation.

“You are incorrigible, Lady Shelley.”

“Now, my girl and boy. Now Roderick again and Oliver.”

“And now Lady Shelley,” said Miss Petticott. “We have
earned it. Do not play us false.”

Maria drained her cup, replenished it and drained it again.

“Suppose I were to desert you all,” she said, looking over
it. “What would you do?”
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“Why do people say such things?” said Oliver. “At the mo-
ment we should be doing what we are now.”

“I cannot help imagining it sometimes,” said Maria, with a
sigh for the picture evoked.

“We are not ungrateful, my pretty.”

“Why does Father call Mother that?” said Sefton.

“He got into the way of it when they were younger,” said
Miss Petticott, in a low, explanatory tone. “And he has never
given it up. There are often little habits like that between
happily married people.”

‘“Then isn’t she pretty any longer?”

‘““That is not for me to say. No doubt she is pretty to him,”
said Miss Petticott, looking nowhere in particular with dis-
tending eyes.

“Then you don’t think she is pretty?”

“She has not asked me what I think.”

“But the boy has,” said Mr. Firebrace, with enjoyment.

“I cannot answer him. He is old enough to know that.”

“What do you think yourself, Mother?” said Clemence.

“I am pleasant to look at. I was never any more.”

“Thank you, my dear,” said Sir Roderick, extending his
cup.

“And now, Miss Petticott,” said Maria.

“No, thank you, Lady Shelley, no more,” said Miss Petti-
cott, with a sense of retaliating for personal discomfiture.

“Come, change your mind, Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “Do not leave me drinking alone.”

“Well, in that case, Sir Roderick.”

“I suppose the children are not going to school this time
any more than at any other?” said Mr. Firebrace.

“This time seems to be different,” said Maria. “I suppose
the day must come.”

“I used to suppose it, until I perceived it was not the
truth.”

“Do you want to be rid of them?”
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“I have no feeling on the matter. The idea did not come
from me. The question is whether you do.”

“It is whether it is best for them. Your daughters think
it is.”

“I should pay them no heed. They have to gain their
bread.”

“What do you think, Miss Petticott?”’ said Oliver.

“That does not bear on the matter either, Mr. Shelley, and
so has no point in being thought, if I may express it as the
children would. And I do agree that Sefton is a boy, and that
Clemence is getting older.”

“Well, yes, so do 1,” said Oliver.

“It may sound an obvious thing to say, but it has its own
truth, as obvious things so often have.”

“I should have thought it had only ordinary truth.”

“Well, truth of any kind should be enough for us, Mr.
Shelley.”

“Oh, who has taken the last jam tart?”’ said Maria in rally-
ing reproach.

Sefton restored the tart to the dish.

“But what can we do with it, now that those grubby hands
have been over it?”

Sefton resumed possession of the tart.

“Did you ask Miss Petticott if she would like it?”

Sefton looked uncertain whether to proffer it at this
stage.

“I could not eat any more, Lady Shelley.”

“But conventions should be observed. Sefton must remem-
ber another time.”

The latter began to eat the tart, uncertain what other
course to take.

“It is nice?” said his mother, with the same touch of re-
proach.

“Yes.”

“You do not sound very sure about it?”
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This was natural, as Sefton was eating the tart without
tasting it, in his desire to be rid of it and be at ease.

“So it has gone,” said Maria, in the same manner. “It did
not take long, did it?”

“No.” .

“My dear, the boy must have his tea,” said Sir Roderick.
“And surely the morsel has played its part.”

“The evil that things do, lives after them,” said Clemence.

“How many tarts were there in the dish?” said Maria. “Did
you happen to notice, Miss Petticott?”

“Well, I actually did, Lady Shelley. They were arranged in
a pattern. Five pairs and one in the middle.”

“Very good taste,” said Oliver.

“Did you have one, Roderick?”

“No, they did not come my way.”

“Did you, Miss Petticott?”

“No, Lady Shelley. But I had quite enough without them.
I could not have managed any more.”

“I had two,” said Oliver, “and so did Clemence.”

“Then Sefton had seven. Really, Sefton, you should pass
things to other people, and not just sit in front of them and
despatch them yourself.”

Clemence and Sefton laughed at the phrase, and Maria
looked faintly gratified.

“Where is the boy to sit, if not at the table?” said Sir Rod-
erick.

‘“He should remember there :are other people there. I am
afraid he does not get much discipline upstairs.”

“He behaves very nicely, Lady Shelley,” said Miss Petti-
cott. “He always does as he is told.”

‘“He waits to be told. I suppose that is it.”

‘“He did not think of passing the things on this table,” said
Clemence. “He thought they were nothing to do with him.
He is not used to being down here.”

“Is that it, my little son? Come and give your mother a
kiss,” said Maria, holding out her arms.
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Sefton went and stood within them. Sir Roderick beckoned
to Clemence and accommodated her in the same way. Mr.
Firebrace and Oliver rose with one accord, linked their arms
and danced to the door, keeping in step with each other. Miss
Petticott’s were the only eyes that followed them.

“A queer household, Miss Petticoat?”

“Well, it is individual, like all households, Sir Roderick.
We should not like them without their little idiosyncrasies.
It would take from the variety and zest of life. The world
would be a poorer place.”

The children remained in their parents’ embrace, uneasy
in it, willing to escape, but feeling its safety in view of the
menaced future. When release came, Sefton went at once to
the door.

“Go after him and comfort him, Clemence,’
“He is upset by being convicted of greediness.”

“By being accused of it,” said Sir Roderick. “What would
you have a boy do with the food in front of him?”

“I do not want him to be a copy of other boys. But no
doubt they will make him so. He will be spoiled; both of
them will. But I suppose it cannot be helped.”

“Of course it can,” said her husband, his eyes following his
daughter. “There is no need for them to leave their home.”

Maria saw his look and knew she had given him the first
thing in his life, knew too she had never held the place. She
gave a sigh, honest, discouraged, resigned, and Sir Roderick
heard it and bowed to fate.

“I will go and attend to my flock, Lady Shelley,” said Miss
Petticott. “I have a feeling that they are in need of their
shepherdess.”

“Yes, go and make things comfortable for them, Miss Petti-
coat,” said Sir Roderick.

Miss Petticott mounted to the schoolroom, now restored to
its normal use. Sefton was standing by the table with emotion
on his face. Clemence regarded him with easy sympathy, and
Adela, sunk in the armchair on the hearth, with question.

’

said Maria.
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“I hope we are not to have supper downstairs,” he said.

“It would be the most dangerous of all the meals,” said his
sister. “It would be dinner, and we should be particularly un-
worthy of it.”

“Well, I expect you will have it up here,” said Miss Petti-
cott, taking a chair with a glance at the one in use. “And our
manners may be the better for a touch of polish. Perhaps we
are sinking too much into our own groove.”

Adela indicated her lap to Sefton, but as it was not ac-
cepted, had no choice but to rise and yield the seat.

“Thank you, Adela,” said Miss Petticott, taking it as some-
thing that was due.

“Children are better in their own quarters, ma’am.”

“That does seem to be so. But they must learn to be happy
and easy anywhere. Miss Clemence is getting older.”

“I wonder why people are so struck by that in my case. It
must be a common thing.”

“To hark at her!” said Adela. “She does not need to be
hurried forward. And she will never have to fend for her-
self.”

“She will have to do other things. And going to school
may be the right beginning.”

“It is the beginning of the end,” said Clemence.

“Now what do you mean by that?” said Adela.

“What I may.”

“I don’t think she needs so much school to help her.”

“We shall have to be brave, you and I, Adela, and put our-
selves in the background. What is best for the children, is best
for us. That is how we must see it.”

“There are places I like better than a background, ma’am.
And I am not so sure about its being best. It may not amount
to that.”

Sefton took a book and leaned back and crossed his legs.
Adela spoke to Clemence with an elaborate movement of her
lips, and enough sound coming from them to render the pan-
tomime meaningless.
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“Did anything go wrong downstairs?”’

“Something about a plate of tarts. Nothing that meant any-
thing.”

“Well, I should hope he is allowed to help himself at the
table in his own home!”

“I had seven,” said Sefton, looking up to throw light on the
matter.

“To think of him! Doing that of his own accord! And ev-
eryone’s eyes on him! And him not downstairs above once or
twice a year!”

“It was Mother’s eyes that were on me,” said Sefton, with
a hint of a smile.

“And they are not coming on fast enough at home!”

“Come and sit here, Sefton, and have a luxurious hour,”
said Miss Petticott, rising from her chair. “I am going to my
room for a time.”

Miss Petticott had hardly closed the door, when it opened
to the sound of Maria’s voice.

“Oh, who has taken the best armchair for himself?”

There was scarcely a pause before Adela spoke.

“And who shows he doesn’t dare to meet the governess?
That doesn’t suggest the character that is intended.”

Sefton drew a breath, and Clemence sprang on to the table
and swung her legs, as though from a rash height.

“Aldom, do the scene at the inn, when you fetched your
father from the supper,” said Sefton.

“And not too many of the words, with Miss Clemence
here,” said Adela. “She won’t have to get used to what you
had to.”

“Miss Clemence all of a sudden!”

“And time you said it, being what you are, a man and not
of any age.”

The children stood, absorbed in the scene. Adela sat with
her mouth open, in mingled interest and lack of it. It held
its own until it seemed to sustain a sudden shock. A change
seemed to shiver through it. The innkeeper spoke with an-
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other voice, lived and moved as another man. Clemence and
Sefton glanced at each other and the door.

“A scene from the village school?” said Maria. “What a
life-like master!”

“Yes, my lady,” said Aldom, with a sheepishness that in-
volved acting equal to any he had shown.

“And what put that into your heads?”

“They have heard some talk about school, my lady,” said
Adela, in bustling explanation. “And that set their thoughts
running on the line. And Aldom is something of a mimic,
and was a character when he was at school.”

Maria did not question the account, being unaware of the
duration of this period.

“It was something of Master Sefton’s, my lady, that I was
mending for him. And my memory having played me false,
I have come up without it,” said Aldom, naturally looking
rather distraught, as his memory was doing him even less
service than he said.

“I think some people need a good deal of amusing,” said
Maria, with her reproachful note, and no thought that in
this case her children might hardly be provided for. “And I
think we must all go about our duties. Aldom can bring the
toy another time. It was kind of him to mend it, but he will
be late in setting the dinner.”

“Not beyond what a little haste will obviate, my lady, it
being possible to put out an effort even at the end of the day.”

“Where is Miss Petticott?”” said Maria, seeming not to hear.

“She went to her room for something,” said Clemence, giv-
ing the impression of a transitory errand.

“And has found the something and brought it down with
her, and here it is!” said Miss Petticott, holding up an atlas
in the doorway, her ear having caught Maria’s step on the
stairs. “And now a gap in our life can be filled, and a hiatus
can disappear, and all those things can happen, that I have

been desiring for some time. I am a happy and contented
woman.”
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“Can you come downstairs and help me with these enve-
lopes, Miss Petticott? I seem to have got behind. It is so diffi-
cult to keep up with everything.”

“Certainly, Lady Shelley. I am always glad of a little occu-
pation at the end of the day, when the real work is done,” said
Miss Petticott, holding her hands as if their idleness were a
source of discomfort to her.

“I hope we give you enough time to yourself,” said Maria,
feeling that the expression of the hope was a substitute for its
fulfilment, and finding it so accepted. “Aldom in the school-
room! I suppose we cannot do anything. I hope it does not
often happen.”

“No, not too often, Lady Shelley. And only in the most
casual way. Just a man’s line of interest or a piece of instruc-
tion that I cannot give. I am a woman and Sefton is a boy,
and it is surprising how early the difference asserts itself.”

“Clemence is a girl; that is our problem,” said Maria, ac-
cepting a gulf between Miss Petticott and her son. “I suppose
the change will have to come, though it breaks my heart.”

“Indeed, Lady Shelley, it almost breaks mine. I shall find
myself living for the holidays, when my work will begin.”

“We shall find some for you at the other times. Never fear.”

“Then I will not, Lady Shelley. I will depend on you. I
know you are a person to be trusted.”

Adela and the children confronted the fact that danger had
approached and passed.

“Mother might have heard the drunken talk,” said Sefton,
in an awed tone.

‘“Well, she did not; so we need not build up on that.”

“She might have asked what the toy was.”

“Well, she knew what no one else did, that it was a toy. She
did not need to ask so much.”

“And Aldom could have told her, though we could not,”
said Clemence. “And the Petticoat is a great support. When
she cannot help things, she shuts her eyes to them. And she
might do worse.”
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“The Petticoat! So that is the latest.”

“We often called her that, when we were young.”

“Oh, did you? Then it is your proper nickname for her,”
said Adela, in a serious tone.

“We even said it to her face,” said Sefton.

“Most children nickname the governess,” said Clemence.

“And I should like to know how much you know about
most children.”

“What we hear and what we read, and what we know by
the light of nature, and our own light.”

Adela’s silence did not challenge this account.

“Oh, is that the way we talk about Miss Petticott, who has
been so kind to us?” said Maria’s voice. “Now suppose we tell
her about all we feel for her?”

“Now that is enough,” said Adela. ‘“There must be an end
to cleverness, when it is all of one kind.”

“Go on with the talk at the inn, Aldom,” said Sefton, who
reacted swiftly from emotion that was past.

“Mother and the Petticoat will be closeted together for
some time,” said Clemence.

‘“Yes, that is the newest thing,” said Adela, ‘“and they are
supposed to have done it all the time.”

“Well, so they have, off and on.”

“Clemence told you, Adela,” said Sefton.

“Poor old Petticoat!” said Clemence.

“So it has come to stay,” said Adela, “whether it was here
before or not.” .

“Are we expected to go down to dinner?” said Clemence.

“Hark at her! Expected to go! So they can’t do without
them all of a sudden.”

“No, your supper will be brought up here,” said Aldom.
“What is wrong with the room now?”

“Then go on with the scene, Aldom,” said Sefton. “There
is time before Miss Petticott comes back.”

“The Petticoat, if you please,” said Adela. “Pray let us
have it right, if we have it at all.”
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The children resumed their survey of the scene, became
involved in it, and finally relieved Aldom of two of the parts.
Adela sat between them and the door, in the combined capac-
ity of sentinel and spectator. As the excitement waxed, pre-
cautions waned; Adela allowed one character to supersede
the other; the open door did its work. Maria stood on the
threshold with Miss Petticott behind, the latter’s relief that
she had not been in charge, the only enviable feeling on the
occasion.

“Well, what a commotion for two small people to make!”
said Maria. .

The children felt a shock they did not define. Was the
protagonist to be passed over? Was there behaviour beyond
the pale of words? Was he himself struck dumb, petrified, dis-
solved by shock? The last appeared to be the case; Aldom was
no more; and advantage might be taken of it, before the long
grief supervened and held its course. And Adela’s voice was
her own.

“They get excited, my lady. They were acting a scene. It is
what they learn with Miss Petticott, that puts it into their
heads. I got quite lost in it, sitting and watching them.”

“They had the door wide open,” said Maria, taking this
safeguard of guilt as a proof of innocence. “We heard the
noise and could not think what it was. I suppose it is a sort
of play. Go on from where you were, my dears; and if it is
good enough, I will bring Father up to see it.”

The children cast about in their minds for words—of Al-
dom’s, of Shakespeare’s, of Miss Petticott’s—to meet the need;
took a step towards Maria and uttered some sounds, and
looked at Miss Petticott with their hearts in their faces.

“Oh, come, Lady Shelley, you do not know how sensitive
we are about our artistic efforts. I am afraid self-conscious i3
the word, but that is no help, as we cannot get away from
ourselves. We must accept the artistic temperament, and take
what it has to give us, in its own good time. It is a tax on pa-
tience, but we do not make such demands on you in vain.”
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“Well, I will be patient, though I do not think the noise
I heard, quite bears out that view. Thank you for all your
help, Miss Petticott. Good-night, my little shy actor and ac-
tress.”

The children received the caress with as much conscious-
ness as could have resulted from any dramatic gift. Miss Petti-
cott followed Maria to the staircase and engaged her in talk,
bringing her pencil down at intervals on some papers in her
hand. Her eyes remained on the papers as she retraced her
steps, so that a figure that flashed from behind the sofa to the
stairs, escaped her notice.

“Well, you are a nice pair,” she said to her pupils. “Keep-
ing your artistic efforts for when I am away, instead of giving
me the benefit of them! I shall not expect such scurvy treat-
ment another time. I feel I have deserved better at your
hands.” The pupils had something of the same feeling. “And
I should not act any more to-night. Miss Clemence is flushed,
Adela, and Sefton is pale, and you are rather pale yourself.
I recommend a rest to you all, before you go to bed. And I
expect my advice to be followed.”



Choppten 2

“]l HAVE COME TO OFFER YOU MYSELF,” said Lesbia
Firebrace, as she mounted the Shelleys’ steps. ‘‘Because I have
nothing else to offer. When people say that, they are content
with their offering, and expect other people to be.”

“This is indeed a pleasure, Lesbia,” said Sir Roderick, with
a simple air of welcome.

“It is good of you to find it so, Roderick,” said Miss Fire-
brace, her simplicity so well-matched as almost to suggest
something else.

“My dear, you are welcome, welcome,” said Mr. Firebrace,
pressing forward and displacing the host, indeed seeming to
assume the character. “You are in your father’s home again.
I wish it were that to you, but things must be as they are. I
have been looking to this day; I can do that under any roof.”

Miss Firebrace’s filial greeting seemed hardly to accord

43
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with her grey head and experienced face. She was a small,
odd-looking woman of sixty, with small, clear, grey eyes con-
trasting with a sallow skin,~features that, like the rest of her,
seemed to conform to some standard of her own, and sparse,
iron-grey hair worn short at a time when the fashion carried
some meaning. In her case it was an outcome of illness, that
she had not troubled to rectify, but she accepted any signifi-
cance read into it as an enhancement to her personality. This
was a thing to which she gave attention, though she had not
created it, merely rendered it its due.

Her sister was a plainer, feminine counterpart of her father
and nephew. She followed with the air of the secondary char-
acter, that she clearly fulfilled in her family and in her fa-
ther’s sight. He greeted her with equal affection, but without
any touch of deference, a distinction that had become estab-
lished. She had an air of being clever, complacent and dissat-
isfied, and was all these things, and would have denied none.
Her complacence, like all her qualities, was real, and as
deeply rooted in her as in the rest of her family. Oliver’s
mother had been between the two sisters in age, and had been
the dearest to her father, or been rendered so by death, a state
less grudging of advantages than of the opportunity to enjoy
them. Her sisters accepted this view of her life, seeing it as
mild compensation for losing it.

Juliet’s husband followed her, tall and upright and a per-
son apart, and also evincing the slight humility of mien. He
had a Grecian profile, thin, silver hair, and ice-blue eyes so
honest that they seemed to hold some menace. His name of
Cassidy seemed to have arisen out of himself.

Mr. Firebrace gathered them about him, put his arms
about the women, marshalled his grandson to the front of
the group, and fulfilled his part as a patriarch ordering his
family. The pathos of his life was clear at the moment of its
passing.

“I feel I am a guest in my own house at these times,” said
Maria to her husband.
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“Well, they are guests in other people’s, and that is not so
good. And it is the old man’s moment. He was once in this
house in a different place.”

“It must bring it all back to you, Roderick. I can see you
are living in the past.”

“I live in the past and in the present, as all reasonable peo-
ple must. The past is in us, and the present with us,” said Sir
Roderick, with his not infrequent sense of surprise at him-
self.

“If you are not the host, you are nothing in your own
home.”

“Well, that is easy, and I am equal to it. We should all be
able to be nothing there. More is asked of people who are
something anywhere else.”

“Here is scope for you, Maria,” said Oliver. “It is a great
position. You can show all the deep and subtle qualities that
generally escape notice. I wish I had such an opportunity.”

“You might make use of it, and so miss it,” said Lesbia.

“Perhaps I should. It is that touch of the actor about me.”

“We cannot have passed over our hostess in making our
greetings,” said Lesbia, coming towards Maria. ‘““That is not
a possible thing, and it is fortunate that it is not.”

““Maria gives you a real welcome,” said Sir Roderick.

“Lesbia, Juliet, Lucius, Mr. Firebrace, Roderick, Oliver,”
said Maria, handing the teacups as she filled them.

“We are too many,” said Lesbia. “It neutralises the incon-
venience of a large party, for someone to say they are too
many.”’

“I am not at my ease,” said her sister, “shocking thing
though that is. It is not that I cannot take kindness; I am
rather fond of taking it. But I have not the grace that can
accept. Neither has Lucius, but people assume that he has.
I appear to take everything for granted.”

“I hope you do so in this house,” said Sir Roderick.

“But I do not. I am trembling with gratitude and a sense
of presuming on the past.”
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“'T always feel that my family and I ought not to be here at
these times,” said Maria.

“Well, neither ought you,” said Lesbia, in her soft, almost
mysterious tones. “It was all complete without you, even to
the blank caused by death. You have added to the finished
picture, which is known to be a mistake. But the addition is
always worth while in itself.”

“That is why the temptation to make it is never resisted,”
said Oliver.

“I was not a conscious artist in the matter,” said Maria.

“Well, art is instinctive,” said Lesbia.

“The impulse in matters of this kind commonly is,” said
Mr. Firebrace to his grandson.

“Father seems to have forgotten how to speak to anyone
but Oliver,” said Juliet.

“Well, that is no wonder, my dear. My memory in the mat-
ter has not had an easy time.”

“My children must feel superfluous in their own home,”
said Maria.

“What harm does that do?” said her stepson. “Whatever
it is, I have always suffered it.”

“We had your letters about them, Lesbia,” said Sir Rod-
erick.

“I have no doubt you did. People always have letters. They
never really go astray. But I was not thinking of your children
at the moment; I was thinking of myself, improper though
it is.” .

“I am sure you meant the advice for the best,” said
Sir Roderick, not concealing the tendency of his own
thought.

“Yes, Roderick, we did,” said Lesbia, in a sudden, impres-
sive tone. “We were thinking of the children’s welfare. And
who is more qualified to do that? Children’s welfare is the
object of our lives.”

“My children’s welfare has that place in mine. It is simply
a more concentrated feeling.”
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“Clemence has had no experience outside her own home.
This house is the bound of her universe.”

“And long may it be so,” said the father.

“Of course we are not asking for pupils,” said Juliet. “It is
not conceivable, and that is a good thing. People might form
the conception.”

“Are you thinking of yourself or of Clemence, Roderick?”
said Lesbia, in a neutral manner.

“Of myself, improper though it is,” said Sir Roderick, with
triumph in his tone. “I like to have my girl at home; I like
her to think of me and not of other people; I like to keep her
feeling and not share it. In other words, I have the only kind
of affection for her, that is worth having or worth giving.”

“To be with Roderick must be a liberal education,” said
Juliet.

Maria’s eyes rested on her husband, as though questioning
if this could be the case.

“Is there not a good deal of simple selfishness in the feel-
ing?” said Lesbia, in a tone of taking a purely theoretic view.

“Of course there is, or it would not be the kind worth giv-
ing,” said Sir Roderick. “How do you separate a personal
feeling from yourself?”

“I believe it is the only kind,” said Juliet. “When people
love other people better than themselves, it means that they
are prepared to give them up, or not to see them for their
own sakes, or do something else that shows indifference.”

“A good definition of sending people to school,” said Sir
Roderick.

“I am arguing against my own advantage. No wonder Lu-
cius is looking at me. I am almost on his plane.”

‘“Might it not be better for them to go to schools kept by
strangers?”’

“Yes, Roderick, that might be better,” said Lesbia, in a
quiet tone, that yet had a faintly scolding note. “It would be
necessary to look at the matter from all its sides.”

“What difference would it make to them to go to connec-
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tions?” said Maria. “If one thing is better than the other, there
must be some difference.”

“Well, we should have to be careful to show them no fa-
vour,” said Juliet. “And to let no sign of interest or affection
escape us. And awkward things might reach home, that would
otherwise escape notice. And their companions would see
them as the relations—no, of course, the connections—of peo-
ple who earned their living by service to themselves; and I
believe they might see them as relations. And they would get
a good deal of knowledge of life.”

“Yes. Yes. It would have that side. It would have that edu-
cational point,” said Lesbia. “And we are not related to them,
you know.”

“It seems that you ought to be,” said Oliver.

“Yes, Oliver, it does seem so.”

“Would you advise us to send Sefton to you, Lucius?” said
Sir Roderick.

“Well, well, I am the last person to give the advice. I might
be prejudiced in favour of my own methods. It might be so,
as I have given my life to them. I would rather hold aloof.”

“It was I who wrote the letter,” said Juliet. “And that was
because I could not disobey Lesbia. Lucius only gets pupils
in spite of himself. That is why he has so many. People like
their boys to go where they are not wanted.”

“Why?” said Sir Roderick.

“They think they will get so much. If they were only to get
a little, they would be wanted.” .

“Lesbia, would you advise us to send Clemence to you?”
said Maria, in a definite tone.

“I would, Maria, and for the reason that Lucius gave for
not advising the same thing, that I am prejudiced in favour
of my own methods, as I have given my life to them.”

“Well, I suppose the matter is settled,” said Maria, with a
sigh.

“The two kinds of advice seem to lead along the same way,”
said Sir Roderick.
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“Settled need not be the word as yet,” said Lesbia, looking
" at the window, “‘though it is a good thing to have the lines of
the matter clear. Questions will arise and will not be gainsaid,
and among them is the matter of a vacancy. I do not generally
allow such problems to follow me into the country.”

“Is there a vacancy or not?” said Sir Roderick.

“Letters arrive by every post,” said Lesbia, stooping to ad-
just her shoe. “When 1 have the data, the matter can be
settled.

“You are rash, Aunt Lesbia,” said Oliver. “Suppose letters
do not arrive at such intervals?”

“Then I must say they have not been forwarded,” said his
aunt with a laugh. “They are waiting for me at home.”

“Why should other pupils have preference over Clemence?”
said Sir Roderick.

“They may make a definite application,” said Lesbia, in an
incidental tone.

“I did not think about vacancies,” said Juliet. “I am so un-
dignified. And I do not know about them. Perhaps mere space
does not attract my attention. Or I may be used to it.”

“We have plenty of room,” said her husband. “We are not
running the school at full numbers.”

“Lucius, you have even less dignity than I have. And it is
not true that people have nothing to fear, if they speak the
truth. They have everything to fear. That is the reason of
falsehood. And now we fear that they will not send Sefton to
us. Why should they, when there is a vacancy?”

“A school may not be any better for being so full,” said Sir
Roderick.

“But when it is better, I suppose it is full,” said Juliet.

“It seems that my line was the right one,” said Lesbia, with
a smile.

“So Clemence can go to you, if we wish to send her?” said
Sir Roderick.

“No, seriously, Roderick, that question must wait.”

“Aunt Lesbia spoke, as she said, seriously,” said Oliver.
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“What made you decide to be a schoolmaster, Lucius?”
said Sir Roderick, keeping his tone neutral.

“I thought the work was of use and interest, and perhaps
I had not much choice.”

“What a beautiful answer!” said his wife. “So open and
uncringing. Simple, too, which is always creditable.”

“Yes, simplicity is to the good,” said Lesbia, half to herself,
“if there is no reason to dispense with it.”

“We do not often avoid it,” said Oliver. “Complexity is so
much more difficult.”

“That is what I should have thought,” said Juliet, “if I
dared to think it. But I am never sure of myself.”

“Is no one going to ask me why I chose the profession?”
said Lesbia.

“No, my dear,” said Mr. Firebrace. “A woman is a gov-
erness or nothing. But it is natural to ask a man.”

“Oliver, must you play the piano just while we are talking?”
said Maria.

“Yes, I must, Maria. The need is upon me. And you have
been talking more easily for my subdued and sensitive accom-
paniment.”

“I wish I had your services for a term,” said Lucius. “My
music master is to have a rest, and it is difficult to get a sub-
stitute.”

“Well, why not make the boy a governess with the rest of
you?” said Mr. Firebrace. “Why should we have exceptions in
the family?”

“I should like to be one for a .term,” said Oliver. “I should
like to see the world of school from a different angle, and
know why it is called a world. And to know if schoolmasters
do what they are supposed to, destroy each other in imagina-
tion, and treat boys with hysterical cruelty, and ruin them by
romantic devotion, and lose heart and hope and become ma-
chines. Because it does not sound so very like machines. And
I should like Grandpa to learn what it is to be without me.
Some little thing that he takes for granted, might return to
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him and loom larger than any great one. And Father would
learn that he does not really want to be without his elder son.
Maria would learn nothing, as she does want to be with-
out me.”

“A governess is born, not made,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Well, may we regard it as settled?”” said Lucius.

“Yes, sir. I must call you that now, instead of ‘Uncle Lu-
cius,’ or the masters would laugh at me. Or is it only the boys?
There is so much I want to know.”

“Is this all nonsense, or is it serious?’’ said Maria.

“It is serious on my side,” said Lucius.

“It is both one thing and the other,” said Mr. Firebrace,
looking from Lucius to his grandson. ‘“But I think it is to be
carried out.”

“Well, perhaps it would be good for Sefton to have a grown-
up brother at the school,” said Maria. “It might give him a
background.”

“You are given a real reason for your going, Oliver,” said
Sir Roderick.

“It would make no difference,” said Lucius, “or anyhow
would be no advantage. Their paths would not cross, and the
boys would think no more of Sefton. They have little respect
for labour held to be worthy of its hire.”

“Of course boys are the most conventional of creatures,”
said Juliet, “though I never quite know how it was discovered.
They do not eschew breaches of convention. When any trou-
ble arises, it is generally about those.”

“I suppose some breaches of convention are conventional,”
said Sir Roderick. ,

“So, my boy, they are making a governess of you between
them,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Yes, I should have thought someone else would have sup-
posed that,” said Lesbia.

“Shall we send for the children, and ask them what they
think?” said Maria.

“We will tell them what has been decided,” said her hus-
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band. “We will not ask them for opinions that are to be dis-
regarded, about their own future.”

“Yes, you are right, Roderick,” said Lesbia. “To have one’s
fate in the hands of other people is one of the hard features
of childhood, and merits sympathy. I find that is one of the
demands of my life, to give sympathy of the right kind and
degree; and I hope the power has grown with exercise. And
they have not tried the new conditions. We should wait for
their judgment until they have.”

“They may as well come down,” said Maria. “We should
all like to see them, or anyhow Roderick and I would.”

“There is only one thing for us to say, and so of course it
goes without saying,” said Lesbia.

“It is fortunate that things that go without saying, are such
harmless things,” said Juliet. “If they were not, we should
live in danger, as they always seem to be said.”

“Aldom, ask Miss Clemence and Master Sefton to come
downstairs,” said Maria.

“Yes, my lady. Is Miss Petticott to come too?”

“We need hardly trespass on Miss Petticoat’s time,” said
Sir Roderick, with a hint of preferring his own choice of
phrase.

“Now I should like to see Miss Petticott,” said Lesbia. “I
am interested in all forms of education, and hers is different
from mine. And I should like the present question to be dis-
cussed before her. It is what I should choose in her place, and
in such matters we are safe in judging other people by our-
selves.”

“Miss Petticott too, my lady? Yes, my lady,” said Aldom,
looking at Maria and going to the door.

“I think Aldom takes the conventional view of the teaching
profession,” said Lesbia with a laugh.

‘“He may see the different position of someone who teaches
in the house,” said Sir Roderick.

“Now why is it different?”” said Lesbia. “I fail to see any
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difference. I recognise none. I see the same aims, the same
interests, the same hopes in both that branch of the calling
and mine.”

“He may see a different income and a different degree of
independence.”

“I hope he does not see our income,” said Juliet. “I never
turn my eyes on it. It is shocking to get so much out of the
charge and training and food—yes, food—of helpless boys.
We can hardly look for people’s respect. And nothing ought
to have respect, that has so much besides.”

“You have not the same reason for discomfort, Lesbia?”
said Sir Roderick.

“No, I can hold my head high. And I think on the whole I
prefer it in that way. On the basis of a simple and fair return
for what it is in my power to give. I give it, and ask but the
means to live, and I think that makes for true content.”

“My content is the other kind, and I do like it better,” said
her sister. “But I have the grace to feel ashamed.”

“Why do you call it grace?” said Oliver. “Things that are
mixed up with shame, ought to have some other name, and
really have it.”

“How do you do, Miss Petticott?” said Lesbia, rising at the
opening of the door, on which she had kept her eyes. “I am
looking forward to my talk with you. You and I are to have
something in common—" She broke off as she encountered
the children, and realised one difference in Miss Petticott’s
branch of the calling, a vagueness in the matter of precedence.

“How do you do, Miss Petticott?”’ she said again, sending
her eyes past the children as a relief to the check. “I have been
looking forward to my talk with you. You and I are to have
something in common, a pupil, in addition to the other things
common to us both. You hold the superior position with re-
gard to her; you have laid the foundations; my task is to add
the superstructure, an humbler part. I hope you will give me
your help, a generous office, as I have given you none.”
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“Indeed, Miss Firebrace, you put things very kindly. I
will do anything I can. I am sorry to lose Clemence, but glad
for her to have any advantages that should be hers. And I
shall have her in the holidays. I must think of that.”

“Yes, yes, the holidays,” said Lesbia, in her soft tones.
“They have their significance in the educational round. I
often wish I had more to do with the holidays. They are not
the least of the formative influences. They admit the use of
initiative, of free will. They cannot be.”

“Does not Miss Petticott have any?” said Oliver.

“Well, Mr. Shelley, holidays are short, when the life in-
volves the sharing of a home. And I shall soon have a change
of work, and that is known to be a rest.”

“It is a good thing it is known,” said Juliet. “Or how should
we find it out?”

“A change of work!” said Lesbia. “That too will have its
effect on the guidance, when it comes into force again. The
wider the experience, the wider the survey. That is why I
keep my holidays for my own interests. I feel I am not the
narrower for them.”

“Anything seems to do for education,” said Juliet. “It
seems rather pointless to keep a school for the purpose.”

“Do you teach in your school, Juliet?” said Sir Roderick.

“No, not now. I used to, but it was not a success.”

“I should have thought the boys would like you.”

“They did. They liked me too much. And I could not bear
to lose their affection. That was the whole thing.”

“Could you not teach them without losing it?”

“No, I could not be harsh with them.”

“Can nothing be done without harshness?”’

“No, everything is done by it.”

“Are there no other methods?”

“Yes, I believe so, but no successful ones.”

“I thought it was not allowed in these days.”

“It is always the things that are not allowed, that achieve
results. No notice is taken of things that do nothing.”
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“I suppose it creeps in in spite of the theories. And small
doses have more effect.”

“Well, they have some effect,” said Juliet.

“How do you do, Clemence? How do you do, Sefton?”’ said
Lesbia, turning as if on a second thought. “I hope you can
forgive this invasion of your home.”

“I did not greet them, as you did not,” said Juliet. “I
thought it might be making advances to possible pupils. But
I am glad you have done it. I was wondering how things were
to be.”

“I had forgotten the problematic future relation at the mo-
ment,” said Lesbia, with a smile. “If I have lost my dignity,
I must do my best to recover it.”

“If you had greeted them when they came in, you would
have kept it,” said Oliver.

Sir Roderick gave a glance almost of approval at his son.

“What do you think of the relative claims of home and
school?” said Juliet to the children. “Well, somebody has to
say it. And I am used to taking the thankless part. It leaves
Lucius aloof for the good of the school. I suppose we should
be ruined, if he said that sort of thing.”

“I think the first things would always come first,” said
Clemence.

“There does not seem much good in a home, if you have to
leave it,” said her brother.

“I suppose there is no help for it, for a boy,” said Lesbia,
resting her eyes on them in acceptance of their point of view.
“In Clemence’s case there may be more freedom of choice.
She can depend upon Miss Petticott in solitude, if it is ?)re-
ferred. And if Miss Petticott will accept the responsibility.”

‘““She would be lonely by herself,” said Maria.

“The trap was right in your path,” said her husband.

“No, Roderick, I do not set traps,” said Lesbia. ‘“Maria
presumably meant what she said, and there is truth in it. Or
do you say there is not?”

“I want both my children in their home. Sefton can go on
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with his tutor until his time for a public school. They have a
right to each other’s companionship, and a girl has a right to
her father’s roof.”

“Well, that is one side of things,” said Lesbia, on a more
cordial note. “So let us leave it at that. And I shall be inter-
ested in the result of the experiment. For that it must be
said to be. Everything is grist to my mill, as I have said, in the
sphere of preparation for life.”

“Did you know that your brother was to be a governess
with the rest of them?” said Mr. Firebrace to the children.

“You do not address the children of your own accord more
than twice a year,” said Maria.

“Perhaps that would be about the number of times.”

“How do you mean, Grandpar” said Clemence.

“Music mistress at his uncle’s school.”

“Music master,” said Sefton.

“No, I meant what I said, my boy.”

“Then will he be there when I am there?”

“Yes, I thought you would be glad to hear that,” said Maria.
It will make a background for you. There will be someone to

‘appeal to, if anything goes wrong.”

“Then he will have to acknowledge the relationship,” said
Oliver.

“And why should he not do that?”

“Well, I shall have to play the piano for the hymn at pray-
ers.”

“How did you know?” said Juliet. “I am so relieved. I was
wondering if Lucius would dare to tell you, or if it would
devolve upon me.”

“Why should I mind his playing?” said Sefton. “He plays
at home.”

“There is no reason to mind,” said Maria.

“You little know what you say,” said her stepson.

“I do not suppose he will give me any reasons, when he
comes home.”
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“No, I do not suppose he will.”

“What is all this mystery?”’ said Maria, in an exasperated
manner. ‘“Why should not school be an open and natural life,
like any other?”

“Like what other?” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Do not try to be suggestive, Grandpa. It is not a thing you
can do. I could give Maria some reasons, and I shall know
some more when I return. And some of the life is natural.
Perhaps that is why it cannot be open. It could not be both.”

“I hate to feel there is so much that does not go into words,”
said his stepmother.

“It does throw a shadow. And it must remain, dark, sinister
and hovering. And it is over innocent lives. But there is no
need for Grandpa to hint that it is over lives like our own.
As if they were innocent.”

“Well, what about this question of school, Roderick?” said
Maria, in a weary tone. “Shall we put it to the vote? To go or
not to go? Hands up, those in favour!”

No hand was raised, and Maria looked round in doubt.

“No, no, I am aloof,” said Lesbia, shaking her head. “I
have given my opinion. It must be taken for what it is worth.
I do not give it a second time.”

“Of course Lucius and I cannot vote for having an extra
boy,” said Juliet. “And Lucius is never in favour of anything.
He cannot let his personality go to pieces.”

“I am in your position, Miss Firebrace. I am aloof,” said
Miss Petticott. “Our minds do seem to work on the same
lines.”

“I am against their going,” said Sir Roderick. “I do not
mind giving the opinion a second and a third time.”’

“I vote in favour of it,” said Oliver. “The results may afford
me some amusement. I expect it will have some results.”

“I give the casting vote, also in favour,” said Mr. Firebrace.
“When I have a family of governesses, it is not for me to stand
in their light.”
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“Then the ayes have it,” said Maria. “I have not voted
myself, but no one has noticed that.”

“A note of dignified sadness,” said Oliver. “When Sefton
goes wrong at school, it will come to his mind. There must be
something to do that.”

“It has been settled all the time,” said his father. “And I
ask that we shall not continue to assume it is not. And I hope
they will not stay long.”

“I should not think they will. The results of their going are
to amuse me; and if they stay long, I do not see how they
could.”

“Well, I am tired of the riddles and mysteries,” said Maria.
“They give such a shallow touch to everything.”

“That is a hard saying, and meant to be one,” said Oliver.
“I thought they gave a subtle touch, and I still think it.”

“What do the people who are most concerned, think of its
being settled?”” said Lesbia, in a quiet tone.

“I knew it was,” said Clemence.

“Why did we think it was not?” said Sefton.

“That I cannot tell you,” said his father.

“I do not know that it is settled now,”” said Lesbia, laughing.
“I shall be prepared for either event. And it will not make so
much difference, as long as we know in time.”

“It will make a good deal of difference to us,” said Clem-
€nce.

“I should not be so half-hearted, if I ran a school,” said
Maria. .

“Well, your methods would be more direct,” said her hus-
band.

“Which kind of method do you think best?”’ said Oliver to
Clemence, noticing her look.

“There does not seem to be much difference. All methods
are direct really. It is not as if we could not see the indirect
ones working.”

The parents suppressed amusement, or seemed to do so,
and Maria put her arms about her children and guided them
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to the door, as though they had been sufficiently stimulated
by adult company. Lesbia kept her eyes on Clemence as long
as the latter was in hearing.

“Clemence has no social intercourse except with older peo-
ple,” she said, as if she could deduce this.

“The two children are very good friends,” said Miss Petti-
cott.

“Yes, but her brother’s companionship cannot lead her
beyond a certain point,” said Lesbia, turning fully to the
speaker and continuing under the protection. “Not beyond
considering the effect of her words, and speaking with a sense
of being listened to. It leaves her helpless there.” She dropped
her voice and seemed to speak to herself. “And helplessness
merits help.”

“She is not at all behind her age, Miss Firebrace.”

“No, the growth has been normal, but with the gaps result-
ing from the lack in the environment.”

“I always think the gaps are the best part of education,”
said Sir Roderick, who thought this, or thought of it, for the
first time.

“Well, I daresay we could all show plenty of them,’
Lesbia. “We will not make the lists.”

“I thought it was a mistake to do so,” said Oliver.

“Lucius has more gaps than anyone,” said Juliet. “Some
people might think he was almost wholly a gap. But it is dan-
gerous to copy him.”

“It is always a mistake to copy the peculiarities of a work
of art,” said Oliver. “And that is what people do. But as they
cannot copy the merits, what is their choice?”

“And gaps would be particularly easy to copy,” said Ju-
liet.

“Well, I think I will go upstairs,” said Maria, “and visit
the victims of a mistaken upbringing.”

Lesbia rose at the same time, so unobtrusively that the ac-
tion escaped notice, and as she met Maria’s eyes, spoke with
sudden firmness.

’

said

’
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“It will help me, Maria. So I will not risk having permis-
sion denied.”

The two women mounted the staircase, and Sir Roderick
rose as an afterthought and followed. No sound came from
the schoolroom, and Lesbia’s expression registered the evi-
dence of lack of life. Maria entered with a defiant look, as
though prepared to defend what she saw.

This caused her to pause and glance at her companion, as
if to make sure of her position at her side. Her smile hovered
for a moment, and steadied as it was supported by her hus-
band’s mirth. Lesbia’s voice was the first to be heard.

“So I have lost no time in implanting an impression of my
personality. Something about me has not delayed to do its
work. To whom are we indebted for the recognisable presen-
tation? For I think we must accord it the merit of being that.”

Miss Petticott, her pupils and Adela sat at attention before
a masquerading figure. The trappings of the latter sorted
themselves out to the eye. The stuffing of Adela’s armchair
supplied the short grey hair; a scarf of Miss Petticott’s the
grey and shadowy garment; a strap, with some scissors depend-
ing, the belt with its silver attachment, at sight of which Les-
bia restrained a movement of her hand towards her waist.
Here sources of supply had failed, and Aldom’s nether gar-
ments provided the basis of the whole. His small, supple
figure and pliable, sallow face were a possible substitute for
the model’s lineaments.

He began to divest himself of his disguise, as though un-
conscious what he did. Lesbia looked on with moderate in-
terest, Sir Roderick with more, Maria with some disappoint-
ment that no achievement was to be accredited to her
children.

“Well, if simple ingenuity is of any use to us, they will have
that help,” said Lesbia, looking at the accoutrements, as they
were discarded, and then going into easy mirth. “It does not
often fall to anyone to witness her own dissolution.”

‘“Had you nothing else to do with your time, Aldom?” said
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Sir Roderick, in a tone that seemed to be neutral, because he
could not decide on its expression.

“Well, Sir Roderick, I have acted at school before, as is
known to her ladyship, it not being the custom to work from
morning till night. And this time it seemed to fit the occa-
sion, as it was an imminent experience.”

“And it has its educational value, Miss Petticott?” said
Lesbia, in a tone that just held a question. ““As all work and
play should have.”

“Well, really I do not know, Miss Firebrace. I did not know
what the scene was to be. I was quite taken aback when it
began. I had not any idea of it.”

“I do not suppose you had. I am not so conceited as to
suppose that this particular thing would occur to you. And
no doubt you trusted your pupils. Trust should exist in all
relations; and if it is to be on one side, it must be on the other.
And I believe in self-government, in things that admit of it.
And amusements are surely to be reckoned amongst these.”

“I will go now, my lady,” said Aldom, and did as he said.

“Well, if Clemence is not prepared for her new life, it is
not Aldom’s fault,” said Lesbia, in another tone. “I hope the
light thrown upon her path will illumine it. It would be a
pity if all that thought and contrivance were wasted. I might
feel quite flattered by being the instigator of it.”

“Aldom had only about half-an-hour between waiting at
tea and coming up here,” said Maria, as if this feeling might
occur in too great a degree.

“Yes, it was the most concentrated effort.”

Sir Roderick laughed.

“What are you laughing at, Roderick?” said Maria.

Her husband continued to laugh, and began to do so to
excess, looking at Lesbia, at Miss Petticott, at his children,
as he made up the arrears of his emotion.

Lesbia smiled on him with indulgence.

“You are still young in heart and mind, Roderick. Childish
things are not of those that you have put away.”
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Sir Roderick was checked by this interpretation of his
mood, but not to the point of overcoming it, and continued
to be subject to outbreaks, as the talk went on.

“Really, Roderick, I am ashamed of you,” said Maria. “In-
deed I do not know how far to be ashamed of all of you.”

“Oh, that is too much of a feeling, surely,” said Lesbia, as
though some easy condemnation would meet the case. “Peo-
ple cannot always present themselves in the most becoming
light. We all have our more ordinary moments.”

“What may be your jest?” said Mr. Firebrace, leading his
family into the room.

“A merry one,” said his daughter. “We came up and caught
Aldom in the act of impersonating me in my professional
character. And very realistic it all was. Observed and plausi-
ble and failing in none of the stock humours. Whether or
no it was worth doing, it was done quite well.”

“And you put off being amused by it until Aldom had left
you,” said Mr. Firebrace. “Well, we see your reasons.”

Sir Roderick, who had put off some of his amusement for
longer than this, now allowed it to escape him.

“Why, my boy, I have not seen you laugh like that for
thirty-two years,” said Mr. Firebrace, choosing to mention
the time that had passed since his daughter’s death.

“You are wonderful, Roderick,” said Juliet. “A vow never
to smile again is hardly ever kept so long.”

Sir Roderick’s vow, if he had made one, was once more
broken. . i

“I love to see Father happy,” said Oliver.

Lesbia went into mirth, as though here were really cause.

“I do not know why I am laughing so much,” said Sir
Roderick.

“I can tell you, Roderick,” said Lesbia, gently. “Your emo-
tion at losing your children is finding its outlet; the more so,
that I, the cause of the loss, am also the cause of the laughter.”

“Is that really so?” said Sir Roderick.

“Aunt Lesbia, you have quenched the light in Father’s
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eyes,” said Oliver. “I should think that is probably one of
the greatest of wrongs.”

“Lesbia has become Clemence’s headmistress,” said Lucius.
“Being mimicked and mocked is a symptom of the state.”

“I did not think you knew that,” said Juliet. “I suppose
you are really a person whom nothing escapes.”

“Yes, yes. It is a thing that does happen to a certain de-
gree,” said Lesbia, in a considering, open tone. “To a certain
degree, and in the spirit prompted by the object of the
mimicry. We want a word more sympathetic to both sides.”

“I fear we all do not,” said Lucius.

“Well, the atmosphere of different schools must have its
difference.”

“And girls may be different from boys,” said Sir Roderick.

“Yes, that is quite true, Roderick,” said Lesbia, in cordial
agreement.

“I thought that girls were more subtle and cruel in
their methods,” said Juliet.

“Now did you really think so?” said her sister. “Or are you
just repeating what you have heard?”

“I think I thought that was thinking so. I believe it gen-
erally is. When people think about a thing, they do say
what they have heard. If they had heard nothing, they would
not think about it.”

“You have full opportunity of observing boys. That may
help you to draw some conclusions.”

“I try not to use it, in case it may lead to that. And the
boys would hardly let it be a full one. And conclusions would
come between me and the parents, who seem to have no idea
of them. I do not think they ever form them.”

“I suppose you know you are contradicting yourself?”

“I must be one of those ordinary women, who do not pre-
tend to be consistent. Why do they not pretend to be? We
all pretend to be honest and kind and intelligent, and surely
it is not so much more to add consistence. People are so con-
ceited; they only pretend to be the higher things.”
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“Girls are themselves,” said Lesbia, in a quiet, even voice.
“Individual, variable, understanding and loyal in their own
way—" she gave a faint smile, as though such things as mim-
icry did occur to her—*in need of supervision and training
to bring out their best; and the best may be very good.”

“You can keep a girls’ school without any sense of guilt.
But the best in anyone is good. How would you manage about
the other things in them, if they came to the fore? We do not
know what would be our problems, if we dared to face them.”

“The deduction may be simply that girls are more suited
to school than boys. They are more responsive and receptive,
more open to influence. Boys may sometimes be better at
home; I have often thought it.”

“But do not strike at the foundations of our livelihood.”

“What do you think, Lucius?” said Maria.

“I am no advocate of sending young boys from home. I see
it as unnatural and sometimes harmful. But we have to do our
best with the system. It is established.”

“It must be,” said his wife. “One cannot help wondering
how it came about.”

“It is no good to go back and consider the matter from the
beginning,” said Maria.

“None,” said Oliver. “If it were, it would have been of
good by now.”

“We are doing as Lucius said, my dear,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “Making the best of the prevailing system. We are
agreed that it is a bad one, even Lesbia. in the case of boys.”

“I am surprised that Lesbia should aim at our establish-
ment, and spare her own,” said Juliet.

“Grandpa looks as if he were thinking something,” said
Oliver.

“I think that parents should do their own duty.”

“Why did you not say that before?” said Maria, with a note
of despair.

“It was not such a strange thing to think, that people
should need to be informed of it.”
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“It would have made no difference, my dear,” said Sir
Roderick. “It is what we thought ourselves, and it made
none.”

“But I wish people would not keep their opinions until
after a decision, and then air them.”

“They may not know them until then. Juliet was right in
her account of the way they form them.”

“What is it, that you say of me?” said Mr. Firebrace.

Maria put her hands to her head.

“Come, my pretty, let us go downstairs. We have done our
best, and must leave it. No one can do more.”

“We have done nothing,” said Maria.

“Well, that is usually people’s best,” said her stepson.
“Their worst is something quite different.”

“Well, let us say good-night to the victims of our indeci-
sions.”

“Dear, dear, is that still the word?” said Mr. Firebrace.

“So it is as bad as that, to be afforded ordinary advantages?”
said Lesbia, turning to Clemence and using an almost friendly
tone. “What do you think of the new prospect, Clemence?”

“We never know what to think of prospects, until they be-
come something else.”

“We can use our imaginations,” said Lesbia, with quiet
gravity, keeping her eyes from the parents.

“I don’t think I can. Or not in any way that would show
me how things are to be. I have never been inside a school.”

“Well, then you have not much to build upon,” said
Lesbia, meeting simple truthfulness with cordiality. “We can-
not do quite without a foundation. So you will wait and
let the new world break upon you in all its unexpected-
ness.”

“I shall not be able to prevent it.”

Lesbia laughed readily and followed the others from the
room.

“Good-night, my little ones,’
children in a close embrace.

’

’

said Maria, folding her
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Sir Roderick followed her example, and it was felt that a -
seal had been set upon the coming change.

“Well, it is good to be with my own flesh and blood,” said
Mr. Firebrace, as he sat down amongst his family. ‘It may be
that they will leave us for a spell.”

“We must not resent their presence in their own home,”
said Lesbia.

“If I had such a thing myself, I should not need to do so.”

“Roderick has never filled Mary’s place. And I mean no
disrespect to Maria, when I say so.”

“I call it gross disrespect,” said Oliver.

“Maria has a place of her own.”

“And Mary has the same by now,” said Juliet. “When
things are people’s own, there is never much to be said for
them. ‘A poor thing but mine own,” was a natural saying to
become established.”

“Poor Marial” said Lucius, looking surprised at himself,
and incurring looks of surprise.

“Yes, poor Maria!” said Lesbia. “I have often thought it.”

“It is terrible that we reveal our thoughts,” said Oliver.

“So have 1,” said Juliet, “but I have never said it, because I
knew it was insensitive to pity people.”

“Pity may be a healthy and natural feeling,” said her
sister.

“It certainly flourishes,” said Oliver. “I pity most people.
I mean, I think how dreadful it would be to be them.”

“Do you pity me?” said Juliet. i

“Yes. You are a woman, and older than I am. You have less
of your life left.”

“Do you pity your father?”

“Yes, he is sixty-eight, and he loves the treacherous land
with a man’s simplicity.”

“And the children?”

“They are always pitiful.”

“And me?” said Lesbia. “Am I subject to a woman’s
subtlety?”
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“There is no such thing.”

“But if you admit a man’s simplicity, you must admit a
woman’s corresponding quality.”

“I do admit it.”

“And what is it?”’

“Simplicity,” said Oliver. “But I do not pity you or
Grandpa. I am not quite sure of the reasons, but they are the
same for both.”

“And yourself, my boy?” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Well, self-pity is too deep a thing to be broached in words.
I envy you for being able to do it. It shows how simple your
causes for self-pity are. Mine are the knotted and tangled
kind, that lie fallow in the day, and rise up to torment peo-
ple at night.”

“Mine do their business by day, it is true. And they are
active at the moment,” said Mr. Firebrace, as steps sounded
on the stairs.

“Well, we have left the two little martyrs,” said Maria.

“Come, that is too strong,” said Lesbia. “Thousands of
children are martyrs, if that is the truth.”

“And is that impossible?” said her nephew.

“Yes, I think it is, Oliver. I think we may say so. The force
of such a weight of suffering would react and end the cause.”

“Oliver takes a pride in taking a gloomy view of every-
thing,” said Maria.

“Well, no one would be proud of looking at the bright
side of things,” said Juliet. “It leads to saying that poverty is
a blessing in disguise—as if a disguised thing ever served its
purpose—or that sacrifice is its own reward, or even that we
should not grieve at people’s death. It is simply a cover for
what we are ashamed of.”

“T wonder if we should send the children to school, if we
put ourselves in their place,” said Maria. “You will all forgive
my harping on the same thing. It must fill my mind.”

“I hardly think they will forgive it much longer,” said her
stepson. ‘“Certainly not all of them.”
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“Well, no one would do anything then,” said Sir Roderick.
“A murderer would not kill, or a thief steal, if they did that.
If we all formed the habit, the world could not go on. Of
course we should not send them.”

“A pessimistic presentation of human activities,” said
Lesbia, with a laugh.

The door opened and Sefton entered, holding his jacket
together to cover an early stage of undress. He went to a
bookcase and appeared to fumble for a book.

“What do you want, my dear?” said Maria.

“I wanted a book. I thought it was here. I was not quite
sure if it was,”’ said Sefton, with his hands on his knees and
his back to the audience. “It is a book about the way things
happen, because people think they are happening. I forget
what the thing is called. And it could not be like that. If
someone thought someone was ill, thought it in the night,
when he was away from home, that person would not be ill,
and perhaps die, because of it.”

“Come here, my little son,” said Maria.

Sefton went to her at once, brushing his hand across his
eyes.

“Now say what is true, my dear. There was no book there
that you wanted, was there?”

“No,” said Sefton, sinking into tears.

“You wanted to know if imagining things at school could
make those things happen to someone at home?”

“I did want to know. I felt I had to. It is in the night that
the thoughts come, when you can’t help it.”

“Well, it could not, my dear. It would not make any dif-
ference. Except that trying to be contented and cheerful
would please your mother and help her to be happy and well.
Nothing that you cannot help, will do any harm. And another
time you will ask a question straight out, and not pretend to
be doing something else.”

“Yes, I will.”

“It does not matter if a question is odd or unexpected,”
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went on Maria, in an easy, almost offhand manner. “We all
want to ask those questions sometimes. It shows we are think-

ing people. And we can say anything to our mothers, can’t
we?”’

“Yes.”

“So run away to bed with an easy mind. And do not think
about changes until they come. You will find they bring their
own help with them.”

Sefton left the room, still holding his jacket together, and
without glancing at the onlookers. Maria turned to them
with a sort of triumph in her face.

“So that had to happen to prepare me for being a school-
master,” said Oliver.

“So harm is already being done,” said Sir Roderick.

“It is possible that the swifter life of school may do some-
thing for him,” said Lucius. “I think we may hope that it
may.”

“His life has been too stagnant, as you say,” said Lesbia.

“Did Lucius say it?” said Juliet. “I hardly think he should
have. And it is not like him to have positive thoughts.”

“I wonder what Clemence is imagining,” said Maria, still
with the exultant touch.

“She is three years older than Sefton,” said Lesbia. “Not
that that would prevent imagination. But it might alter its
channels. Yes, you must wonder, Maria. But, as Lucius says, a
fuller life will do its work.”

“Lucius is really getting garrulous,” said Juliet. “And
rather dogmatic as well. I hope he is not going to lose his
touch. He almost recommended the school. If he begins to
do that, there will be an end of everything. Fancy keeping a
school that needs recommendation!”

“It may need it the less, that it can have it,” said Lesbia.
“Anyhow from its owner.”

“Where are you going, Roderick?” said Maria.

“To see that it is well with my little man and woman up-
stairs. I should not sleep, if I did not see them.”
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“I suppose I might have had a father like that, if I had
been the child to invite it,” said Oliver.

“You had the same father,” said Maria.

“I did not, and you know it, and are glad about it.”

“Your father never spoke a harsh word to you.”

“No, but I do not think he spoke words to me.”

“You must have had the ordinary intercourse of daily
life.”

“I do not call that speaking words. And I see you do
not.”

“Did you ever try to do anything for him?”

“No. What could I have done? He had power; I had none.
He had everything; I had nothing. It could only have been a
farce.”

“He always did everything for you.”

“Of course. What other arrangement could have been
made?”’

“You could have pleased him in many little ways.”

“That is where I did not please him. And where I do not.
He is not attracted by the little touches that make up my per-
sonality.”

“And are you by those that make up his?”

“I do not think he has any. The whole of his personality is
one touch. And everyone is attracted by it. He does not need
to have any more. If he did, he would have them.”

“You make him sound a simple person.”

“I should hardly have thought I did.”

“I can never follow your talk. I suppose you know what
you mean yourself?”

“That is how I should put it.”

“To be contemptuous is to be contemptible,” said Maria.

“Well, it is probable that I am that. I do not say I know I
am. I am really not quite sure.”

“Perhaps you were for a moment, Oliver,” said Lesbia.

Sir Roderick had mounted to the schoolroom and paused
outside the door. He sustained this violation of his instincts,
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to gain light on his children’s minds. Adela’s voice came to
him, low and carrying a crooning sound, that suggested it was
an accompaniment to rocking someone in her arms. Sefton’s,
coming from the same point, succeeded hers.

“I have always thought you might be ill, Adela, when I
have woken in the dark. Sometimes I have thought you were
dead.”

“When I was young, I thought so too,” said Clemence. “But
I never do now. Or I should not, if I did not remember do-
ing it.”

There was a sound of movement, as though Adela con-
trived a place for her elder charge. The crooning was re-
sumed, and Sir Roderick for the first time in his life tiptoed
away from a door.

“Well, how were matters upstairs?” said Maria.

“I heard their voices through the door, and thought I need
not go in.”

“I will go up myself. It is better to be on the safe side. I
cannot have Sefton lying awake, fancying that his mother has
been reft from him. And Clemence imagining the same thing
on the other side of the wall.”

“I should not, my pretty,” said Sir Roderick, laying a hand
on her arm. “They do not think so at the moment, and we
need not put it into their minds. We will leave them to adapt
themselves to the future in their own way. Adela is with
them.”

“Adela is the right person, Maria?”’ said Lesbia, in a tone
that held nothing beyond the question.

“Yes, I think so. She is kind and trustworthy, and attached
to them. And they are fond of her, or fond enough. More we
hardly want. A nurse should not take the mother’s place.”

“I suppose in a sense that is what she does,” said Sir Roder-
ick. “She gives what the mother would naturally give.”

“In a savage state,” said Oliver. “Why do we set up that as
an example, when we spend thousands of years in getting
away from it?”
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“We see to whom Sefton turns in his real needs,” said
Maria.

“Yes, we do, my pretty,” said Sir Roderick, perhaps feeling
he had a right to say this.

“There may be the more need to keep schools, that children
are rendered so vulnerable by life at home,” said Lesbia, as if
as the result of thought.

“Of course, if it is a duty, it has to be done,” said her
sister.

“I think—I hope it becomes so,” said Lucius. “Much of
what is done in the world, is begun as a means to live.”

“Most of it, if we think,” said Lesbia, with an air of doing
this. “I suppose Shakespeare earned by his plays, and began
to write to gain his bread.”

“It is so pleasant always to be compared to Shakespeare,”
said Juliet. “It is a nice instinct always to take him as an ex-
ample. There really seems to be nothing between him and
savages.”

“Well, everyone knows about him,” said Sir Roderick.
“We only half-know about the other people, though so much
more is known.”

“Father is one of those people who show how much better
it is to be uneducated,” said Oliver. “By that I mean, of
course, to have had education and not profited by it, not
really to have had none.”

“Schools seem necessary on either ground,” said Lesbia.

“Teaching at home would do,” said Sir Roderick. “What
are schools but places where people teach?”

“There are the lessons of communal life,” said Lesbia, on
her almost mysterious note. “And the safeguard against ec-
centricity and exaggerated individualism.”

“But I thought those were the people whom we were so
SOrITy to see passing away,” said Juliet.

“I went to school,” said Sir Roderick, simply.

“Oh, Roderick, why should people always be talking about
you?” said Lesbia, shaking her head.
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“There are surely reasons,” said Oliver.

“I thought she meant me,” said his father. “And I do not
bear out her view. We do not all profit by the same thing.”

“That is true. That is one of the first of our problems,”
said Lesbia, looking at the window. “I have even met cases in
which I have actually advised that pupils should leave me.
And people do not expect it, do not expect honest advice. 1
have found they do not. I do not know why they should not.
To me there can be reason.”

“I do like people to play tribute to themselves,” said Oliver.

“Then you like your father to assume that our talk must
refer to him?” said Lesbia, smiling.

“Yes, I do, but not so much. Anyone may think that peo-
ple’s talk refers to him; everyone does think so. But not many
people would refer to themselves as you did.”

“I hope a good many would in their hearts.”

“Yes, in their hearts. But I do not count that. Anyone
might do anything there. And in their hearts they know bet-
ter. They know they are imagining other people referring to
them.”

“People say we should see ourselves as others see us,” said
Juliet. “But it is better to tell them how to see us, and save the
effort. Especially as they are looking forward to our mak-
ing it.”

“Is this talk supposed to be clever?” said Maria.

“Why, yes, Maria, it is,” said her stepson. “Aunt Juliet is
right. We must tell you how to see us.”

““Was your speech supposed to be polite, my pretty?” said
Sir Roderick.

“I am so wearied by this quibbling with words that mean
nothing, when there is a real problem hanging over us.”

“And what is that?”

“The children’s going to school,” said Maria, raising her
eyes.

“Well, the term must begin sooner or later,” said Mr. Fire-
brace, ‘““and bring its solution.”
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“Then it will be their staying at home,” said Lesbia, in an
amused tone, “as it will be too late to make the adjustments.
But let us allow the subject a rest, and come to it fresh later.
Sleep on it, as they say.”

“Then you are not in form at the moment?” said her father.
“Sleep would mean another day.”

“My children are going to school,” said Sir Roderick. “It
is settled, and the subject is closed. It tires and tries my wife,
and that is enough.”

“So we must have another subject,” said Oliver. “How nice
subjects are! I do appreciate them. And I did like to hear
Father speaking like a man. I find there is so much pleasure
in life.”

Sir Roderick rested his eyes on his son. He sometimes
thought he was easily pleased, and had need to be, and almost
felt he owed him gratitude.

“I hope you like to hear me speaking like a woman,” said
Maria, “because I am going to do so. Could we manage with-
out a subject, and just talk of anything that comes into our
heads?”

“Well, honestly, Maria, that is what we have been doing,”
said Lesbia, raising her brows.

“You cannot be governesses for a generation and bear no
signs,” said Mr. Firebrace. “We all carry our scars.”

“To be natural is known to be the rarest of all things,”
said Oliver.

“We can be natural on different levels,” said Lesbia. “There
may be no point where we meet.”

“I think our standard of naturalness is very high. And I
agree that it is the greatest of all charms.”

“I think I am a natural person,” said Maria, in a tone that
made no particular claim.

“So you are, my pretty. We should all bear witness to it,”
said Sir Roderick.

“So we should,” said his son.



Chopiter 2

“WELL, MAUD—ESTHER—VERITY—GWENDOLEN,"’
said Lesbia, taking the hands of her pupils in turn. “I hope
your holiday has been a success, and that the term will be so
in its own way. They should supplement and support each
other. This is Clemence Shelley, a new companion—a connec-
tion of mine, but we are to forget that during the term. The
relationship is only a shadow, but a shadow is not always easy
to elude. Can I leave her in your charge?”

“Yes, Miss Firebrace,” said the four girls, glancmg at each
other before they looked at the new-comer.

“Maud, you have the advantage in years and experience,”
said Lesbia, uniting the hands of Maud and Clemence. “And
—1I think I may say it—the advantage in some other ways as
well. Can I appoint you guardian-in-chief without misgiving?
I have other claims on my time.”

75
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Maud had a tall, thin figure, small, brown, honest eyes,
average features that failed to result in average comeliness,
and an air of following virtue, irrespective of current opinion.

‘“Yes, Miss Firebrace,” she said, in a tone that ranged Lesbia
and herself on one side against the rest on the other.

The latter stood by without signs of competitive feeling or
need to suppress them.

“Well, I will leave you to what is apparently silence. Thank
you, Gwendolen,” said Lesbia, passing through the opened
door, and leaving her pupils to something that was different.

“Why did you come to a school kept by a relation?” said
Esther, in a rapid monotone, tossing back a pale plait of hair
from an oval face, and speaking with a gleam in her opaque,
blue eyes.

“There is no relationship, Esther. Did you not hear what
Miss Firebrace said?” said Maud.

“I also heard her say there was one.”

“There is a sort of connection,” said Clemence. “No blood
relationship.”

“Blood relationship!” said the third girl on a mocking note.

“It is quite an accepted phrase, Verity,” said Maud.

“Why talk about what does not exist?”’ said Esther.

“I am sure I do not know,” said Clemence. “It was quite
unnecessary.”

“Why, is it anything to be ashamed of?” said Gwendolen,
her round, happy face taking on a happier line.

“No, Miss Firebrace is simply the sister of my father’s first
wife.”

“And are you any relation of his second?”

“Yes. I am her daughter.”

“And what about the relations of his third?” said Verity.

“They do not exist, and neither does she. My mother is still
alive.”

“There is no relationship at all. Miss Firebrace was right,”
said Maud. “It is, as she said, the shadow of one.”

“She also said it was not easy to elude, and was also right,”
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said Verity, who had a noticeable face and head, long, fine
hands, clothes too good for her age, and an air of being or
feeling apart from the rest.

“Are you very clever, Clemence?”’ said Gwendolen, as if
struck by something in Clemence’s replies.

“I daresay I am as clever as the rest of you.”

“Well, why did you come to a school kept by a relation, or
by somebody who thinks she is one, and knows she is not?”
said Esther, in one rapid breath.

“Well, we knew about the school. We had not heard of any
other.”

“On that basis none of us could be educated,” said Gwen-
dolen. “We have no relations who keep them. I wonder how
people do hear of schools. I have no idea how we knew of
this.”

“Naturally people would know more about a school kept
by a connection,” said Maud. “And would be more likely to
go to it. And Miss Firebrace said the matter was to be for-
gotten during the term.”

“Then why did she remember it? And why do you?” said
Esther. “Why put it into our heads, just to give us the trouble
of getting it out again?”’

“You do not seem to be taking the trouble,” said Clemence,
affording some amusement to Verity and Gwendolen.

“A spurious connection seems to make more confusion than
a real one.”

“It makes no confusion, Esther,” said Maud, who had the
school habit of using people’s names with courteous fre-
quency and deliberation. “Indeed I have never known a point
emerge with greater clearness.”

“Is it anything to be ashamed of?”’ said Gwendolen, again.
“I don’t see so much disgrace in keeping a school. Perhaps
there isn’t any.”

“I should say there is no occupation that carries less dis-
grace, Gwendolen. Miss Firebrace merely meant that no
difference was to be made.”
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“Does it make any other difference to come to a school
kept by a relation, by a connection?” said Esther, in a tone at
once blunt and innocent.

“I suppose not, if it is to be forgotten,” said Clemence.

“I meant any difference of any kind.”

“Does Miss Firebrace do you charity, or do you do her
charity?” said Gwendolen, laughing at her own openness.

“Oh, I expect we do her charity,” said Clemence, finding
the situation taken in hand by something outside herself, and
surprised at her ease in it. ““That is how it would be.”

“Have you been in the habit of doing her charity?”

“Oh, I don’t know. My father may have a certain sense of
responsibility towards her,” said Clemence, uncertain where
instinctive knowledge stopped and invention began.

“Clemence, be careful that you do not betray anyone’s con-
fidence,” said Maud.

“Do your people do a lot of charity?” said Esther.

“Yes, a good deal, or I expect they do. That is how it would
have to be. I know my father says it is a drain on the family
resources,” said Clemence, trying to strike a happy mean in
her suggestions.

“Why do they do so much charity?” said Gwendolen. “I
don’t think my parents do. I believe we keep all we have, for
ourselves.”

“We could hardly do that, as we are placed. I mean, we
have to do what the family has always done. I don’t think we
should have any choice.”

““That is how it would have to be,” ” quoted Verity.

“Is your father the lord of the manor?” said Esther, with
her eyes on something in her hand.

“Oh, I daresay he is. It is the sort of thing he would be,
amongst other things. But it would not make much difference.
He is what would be called the squire, though it sounds an
old-fashioned term.”

“An old-fashioned term!” said Verity.
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“Well, it is the word for something that no other term
gives, Verity,” said Maud.

“Who calls him that?” said Esther.

“The people in the village, and about the place.”

“Do you choose your own clothes?” said Esther, throwing
her eyes over Clemence, and as rapidly withdrawing them.

“No. My mother chooses them. I have not troubled about
such things yet. Or sometimes Miss Petticott does.”

“Who is Miss Petticott?”

“The governess. We call her the Petticoat.”

“To her face?” said Gwendolen.

“No, behind her back, but I think she knows.”

“Are you very rude people in your home?” said Gwendo-
len. “Ruder than we are here?”

“No, about the same,” said Clemence.

There was a sound of mirth.

“I suppose Miss Petty-something will leave now?”

“No, she will stay to help my mother, and to be with us in
the holidays.”

The girls exchanged glances, as though this shed a real
light.

“What kind of thing does your mother do?” said Esther.

“Esther, Clemence will think we are unable to put a re-
mark except in the form of a question,” said Maud.

“Oh, there are notes to write, and lists to make, and mes-
sages to be taken, and all kinds of things to manage in the
village.”

“Has your mother a high sense of duty?” said Gwendolen.

“Yes, I believe she has. She is always thinking of the wel-
fare of everyone about her.”

“I suppose in her position she has to,” said Esther, with a
glance at Verity.

“Yes, she would hardly have any alternative.”

“Who mends your clothes?” said Esther.

“Adela, the maid I share with my brother.”
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“Your brother?” said more than one voice.

“Oh, he is only eleven. She is a sort of nurse.”

“And do your father and mother share a maid?” said
Gwendolen.

“Gwendolen, I wonder if you realise the impression you
are giving,” said Maud.

“No, I think my mother has one to herself,” said Clemence,
finding the fiction spring to her lips of its own force.

“Are you not sure?”’

“Well, I think a maid who does other things, waits on her
as well.”

“And does your father have another maid?” said Esther.

“Perhaps it is time,” said Verity, under her breath, “as he
has had so many wives, and a maid is a sort of nurse.”

“No, Aldom looks after him, in so far as he needs looking
after. He does not want much done for him.”

“Who is Aldom?”

“He is called the butler, or calls himself that. He is all
kinds of things. He is the only man we have in the house.”

“Isn’t your father a man?”

“Oh, you must know the use of the term, man, for man-
servant.”

“I do not wonder if Clemence is losing her patience,” said
Maud.

“Was it your mother, who was getting into a cab at the
door just now?” said Esther. “Or did the governess come
with you?” .

“I expect that was the governess,” said Clemence, meeting
the truth that one falsehood leads to another, as Maria’s ap-
pearance and the possession of a maid were incompatible.

“She looked like your mother. She was rather like you in
the face. Her eyes were like yours.”

“Well, I don’t know who it was. They both came with me.”

“Then did not they both have to go?”

“Miss Petticott went early to the station, to do some shop-
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ping on the way. But she may have come back to go with my
mother. I said goodbye to them both in the drawing-room.”

“Did you cry?” said Gwendolen.

“Well, perhaps I did a little,” said Clemence, glad to be
released from the effort of invention, though she had found
it lighter than she could have hoped.

“Poor Clemence!” said four voices, though Esther’s was a
little distraught.

“How old are you?” said Gwendolen. “I should think you
are about fourteen.”

“I shall be fourteen in about two months, I think,” said
Clemence, unused to the school custom of exact estimation
of age.

There was some mirth.

“Are you not sure, Clemence?”’ said Maud, with a note of
admonition.

“Yes, I suppose I am; I had not thought much about it. I
shall be fourteen on November the twelfth.”

“What a dull sort of day for a birthday!” said Esther.

“Well, Clemence had not much choice in the matter,” said
Maud.

“I had none that I remember,” said Clemence.

“You will be the youngest in the form,” said Gwendolen.
“You sound as if you would be that. We are all fifteen ex-
cept Maud, who is sixteen and a half. I was the youngest be-
fore you came; I was fifteen yesterday. You have ousted me
from my place.”

‘““Have you a very good brain? I suppose you have,” said
Esther, in a resigned tone.

“I don’t know why I should be different from the rest of
you.”

“The relation of a headmistress would hardly be quite the
same,” said Verity, her tone not disguising the ambiguity in
her words.

“I fail to see why, Verity,” said Maud.
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“I wish my head was as large as yours, if it would mean I
had a better brain,” said Gwendolen. “But I should cover it
with my hair.”

“Why do you have your hair like that?” said Esther.

“Clemence might ask us all that question, Esther,” said
Maud.

“No, she might not. She is the only one who wears it in an
odd way.”

“Oh, I don’t know; I had not thought about it,” said
Clemence. “I do not do it myself. Does it matter how I have
it? I suppose I shall have to manage it now.’

“The matron can do it for you, if you tell her how. I don’t
see how she could know.”

“If Clemence understands the theory of the matter, she
can soon put it into practice,” said Maud.

“Well, is that better?” said Clemence, pulling at her hair
with both hands, as though in the recklessness of indifference.

“You do look nice, Clemence,” said three voices, as all the
girls but Maud linked arms and regarded the new-comer.

“Let us go upstairs and see Miss Tuke unpack for her, and
look at her clothes,” said Gwendolen, leading the line to the
door.

“Come along, Clemence,” said Verity, stretching out an
arm from its end. “Don’t stand and look like a person apart.”

“This is our usual way of progressing, Clemence,” said
Maud, allowing herself to be attached to the line, as though
having no wish to hold aloof from anything that was not
wrong.

“Miss Tuke, Clemence Shelley refuses to walk upstairs
with us,” said Gwendolen, entering the dormitory with her
usual vigorous tread. “Do you like us to be treated with
contempt?”

The matron was a pale, preoccupied woman, who seemed
to defy description by having so little to be described, whose
age could have been placed between thirty and fifty-eight.
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She was standing, in complete personal heatness but with a
dishevelled air, in a room containing five beds and the cor-
responding pieces of furniture, and a medley of rods and cur-
tains that seemed designed to undo the effect at a moment’s
notice.

“Now what is this? No nonsense at this stage of the term,”
she said, coming forward and kissing Clemence with an af-
fection that had the merit of being spontaneous. “And what
are you all doing upstairs at this hour?”

“We want to see you unpack Clemence’s clothes. We take
a great interest in her, though she takes none in us. I am
afraid she has a cold heart. But have you ever seen hair like
hers, Miss Tuke?”

“Yes, it is very pretty; we must take care of it,” said Miss
Tuke, almost looking at Clemence’s head.

“Is that her box?” said Verity, with a return to her faintly
mocking tone.

“Now what do you think it would be? A very good old box
it is. I wish things were made as well in these days. I expect
it has many associations, hasn’t it, Clemence?”

“I don’t know. It just came from the boxroom. There are
a lot of old things up there.”

“It must be more than a hundred years old,” said Maud.

“Then the associations are other people’s rather than
Clemence’s,” said Gwendolen. “Perhaps her family had boxes
before our families existed.”

“We have an old box at home, that was made in the reign
of Charles the Second,” said Miss Tuke, not feeling it neces-
sary to enlarge on this light on her lineage.

“What are those things?”’ said Esther, indicating some linen
in Miss Tuke’s hands. ‘“Underclothes?”

“Now what do you think they would be?” said Miss Tuke,
shaking them out.

“I don’t know,” said Verity, in a low tone, as though good
manners deterred her from going further.
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“Little window-curtains,” said Esther, in a tone of sug-
gestion. ‘“The kind that hang by those windows that open
like doors.”

“I fail to see any resemblance, Esther,” said Maud.

“It must be a lot of trouble to press and iron them like
that,” said Esther, in a manner of making some atonement.
“I don’t think anyone would do it for me.”

“Who does it for you, Clemence?” said Verity, with the
idle note that seldom veiled her mind.

“I do not know. I suppose someone must do it.”

“Indeed someone must. That is quite true,” said Miss
Tuke.

“Don’t you really know?”” said Gwendolen.

“Now why should she?” said Miss Tuke.

“She must know, of course,” said Esther.

“I don’t think I do. Perhaps it is Adela. Or perhaps they
are done in the village.”

“Well, why should we want to know?” said Verity, giving
a yawn or causing herself to give one.

“I cannot tell you,” said Clemence, “but you evidently do
want to. I have never wanted to know so much about anyone,
as you want to know about me.”

“That is right, Clemence. Show spirit,” said Miss Tuke,
putting some pins into her mouth, with no further apparent
purpose for them.

“Why do people eat pins?” said Gwendolen. “No wonder
children swallow them, with the example always before their
eyes. Do they taste nice, Miss Tuke?”

“I have not three hands,” said the latter, continuing to
use the two she had.

“I hope they are wholesome,” said Gwendolen. “Dress-
makers have a habit of eating them.”

‘“Hasn’t she any dresses?” said Esther to Miss Tuke.

“Now what do you suppose? You might as well ask if she
has any shoes.”

“Well, has she? I don’t see any. Have you, Clemence?”
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“I expect they have been put in, those I am supposed to
have here.”

“Don’t you have all your things here?”

“Oh, I don’t know. No, I don’t suppose quite all of them.
This is only school, after all.”

“So it 1s, Clemence,” said Miss Tuke, in a tone of absent
but warm approval.

“I have things bought for me especially for school, that I
should not have, if I were at home,” said Esther, covering
with rapid lightness what seemed to be an extreme admission.

“I have one or two things kept at home, that are supposed
to be too good to wear here,” said Gwendolen. “They are just
stored up and go out of fashion, and they are the things that
suit me best.”

“Dear, dear, that is the way of the world,” said Miss Tuke.

“I wear all my things both at home and at school, or I
should not have enough,” said Verity, lifting her shoulders.

“Fortunate people that you are, to have everything ar-
ranged for you!” said Miss Tuke.

“What do you do, Maud?” said Verity.

“I had not thought, Verity. I may not always do the same
thing. Is it such an interesting subject?”

“Yes, of course it is,” said Gwendolen. “It throws light into
all sorts of shadowy corners. I am fascinated by it.”

“We must learn to look things in the face,” said Verity.
“We are the future women of England.”

“Now what nonsense next?”’ said Miss Tuke.

“Well, what is the subject?” said a rather deep, dry voice.
“It seems to be one of great interest.”

“It is of the greatest, Miss Chancellor,” said Gwendolen,
turning at once to the door. “Clemence Shelley does not bring
her clothes to school, because they are too good to wear
amongst people like us. What do you think of it?”

“I do not think of it at all, Gwendolen. The clothes are
not my province,” said the new-comer, adjusting her glasses
in a manner that suggested others, as she regarded the scene
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with steady, moderate interest. ‘“‘So this is Clemence Shelley?
How do you do, Clemence?”

“Quite well, thank you,” murmured Verity, as though this
would be Clemence’s natural rejoinder.

Miss Chancellor appeared not to hear, and continued with
her eyes on the latter.

“I think you are the only addition to my form this term.”

“Are you not sure?” said Esther.

“No, I am not sure, Esther. I only know that there is one
extra name on my list, and that it is probably that of Clem-
ence,” said Miss Chancellor, on her way to Miss Tuke as the
centre-point of the group. “How are you, Miss Tuke? I hope
you are rested after the holidays. You set us an example by
being at work so soon.”

“Other people’s work cannot begin until some of mine is
done,” said Miss Tuke, taking the pins from her mouth in
rapid succession.

“How do you do, Maud?” said Miss Chancellor, on an
equal and cordial note. “Can you say that you are glad to be
back at work again?”

“Yes, thank you, Miss Chancellor. On the whole I am very
glad.”

“Are you glad, Miss Chancellor?” said Verity.

“Well, my feelings are mixed, Verity. I cannot quite emu-
late Maud’s whole-heartedness,” said Miss Chancellor, turn-
ing her glasses on Verity in a somehow unsparing manner.

Miss Chancellor had bright, near-set, near-sighted eyes, a
bony, irregular nose, with glasses riding uncertainly on it,
and a suggestion about her of acting according to her con-
ception of herself. She looked older than her thirty-six years,
and seeing the circumstance as the result of weight of per-
sonality, was not without satisfaction in it.

“When do we have tea, Miss Chancellor?” said Gwendolen.
“I am beginning to think of nothing else.”

“I do not know, Gwendolen. I had not thought. But I
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suppose at the usual time. You all seem to assign to me a
good many provinces that are not mine. And I am far from
being a person of general activities like Miss Tuke. I am
rather a specialised individual.”

“You have a high opinion of yourself, haven’t you, Miss
Chancellor?” said Verity.

“Have I, Verity? I do not know what I said to imply it.
And I hope I have no higher a one than is healthy and
natural, and gives me a standard to live up to. We are none of
us the worse for that. I hope you are not without it your-
self, and I should not have said you were.”

“I suppose you think I am a conceited creature.”

“So that was the idea in your mind,” said Miss Chancellor,
with a laugh.

“Things are different on the first day,” said Gwendolen.
“I wish the bell would go. Don’t you want some tea, Miss
Chancellor?”

“Well, I shall be glad of a cup, Gwendolen, now that you
speak of it,” said the latter, as though such a desire in her-
self were dependent on suggestion.

“I shall be glad of a good deal more. I had luncheon early,
and I was crying too much to eat.”

“I can hardly imagine it, Gwendolen,” said Miss Chan-
cellor, with a smile.

“I am longing for the plain and wholesome school fare.”

“I am not,” said Esther. “I am dreading three months of it.
The holidays are hardly long enough to recover.”

Maud looked out of the window, as though a thing better
not said were better not heard.

“Are you tired after your journey, Esther?” said Miss
Chancellor, as though seeking an excuse for something that
needed it.

“Yes, I am rather, Miss Chancellor.”

“Poor Esther, she is easily tired,” said Miss Tuke, her eyes
on a garment she was holding up before them.
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“Are you tired, Clemence?” said Miss Chancellor.

“No, thank you.”

“Was your journey a long one?”

“No, quite short. Only about an hour.”

“Did your mother bring you?”

“Yes. She has gone back now.”

“Well, well, we can’t keep everyone with us,” said Miss
Tuke.

“Especially if you have as many people as Clemence has,”
said Gwendolen. “Her mother and her governess brought
her, Miss Chancellor. One person was enough to bring the
rest of us, and Maud came alone. That shows that Clemence
is twice as important as we are.”

“And how many times as important as Maud? Really,
Gwendolen, your method of estimating relative importance
is an odd one. What do you think of it, Clemence?”

“Well, of course it has not anything in it.”

“It is usual to use people’s names, Clemence, when you
are talking to people who are older than you, and who are
going to teach you,” said Miss Chancellor, in an even,
pleasant tone, that hurried towards the next words. “Is this
your first experience of school life?”

“Yes, Miss Chancellor.”

“She will be the youngest in the form, Miss Chancellor,”
said Gwendolen, urged to compliment by the reproof. “She
is still under fourteen. Don’t you find yourself looking at
her hair?”

“Well, if I may make a per.sonal remark, it is very pretty.
I hope she will take care of it. Do you manage it yourself,
Clemence?”’

“I have not done it yet. But I think I could learn. I am
supposed to be careless with it.”

“Dear, dear, we must have an end of that,” said Miss Tuke.
“What a confession!”

“I am sure you could learn a good many things, Clemence,”
said Miss Chancellor.
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“Twelve weeks of term!” said Esther, sinkiﬁg into a chair.
“Shall we any of us survive?”

“Yes, I think I may say you all will, Esther. Anyhow your
having done so several times is a reasonable ground for sup-
posing it. And this happens to be a short term. Christmas
is not so far away.”

“Three months to plum pudding,” said Gwendolen, “and
I am ravenous already.”

“Really, Gwendolen, the unvarying line of your thought!”

“She is growing, poor child!” said Miss Tuke.

“I wish it was not necessary to be educated. Why is it, Miss
Chancellor?”

“Now I do not think you expect that question to be an-
swered, Gwendolen.”

“If it were not, our parents could have the advantage of
us. And mine find me a great pleasure. I think being edu-
cated is rather selfish.”

“Well, it has that side, Gwendolen,” said Miss Chancellor,
in an unbiased tone. “It is true that it has. But the result
should give you more for everyone in the end.”

“If we were not being educated, Miss Chancellor would
not have to be here—would not be here,” said Esther, rapidly.
“She would be as glad as we should.”

“Well, it would have its bright side, Esther,” said Miss
Chancellor, in a dispassionate tone. “But there are compen-
sations in every life, if we look for them. I have always found
them in mine, and been grateful for them.”

“You want compensation for being with us, Miss Chancel-
lor. That is a cruel thing to say to hungry and helpless
children,” said Gwendolen. “The tea-belll The sound that
cheers so much that it almost inebriates!”

“That is an individual turn to the expression, Gwendolen,”
said Miss Chancellor, turning her instinctive movement to
the door into a smiling advance towards her pupil.

“Are you going out, Miss Chancellor?”’ said Maud, pausing
in the doorway.
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“Thank you, Maud. I suppose we must obey the sum-
mons,” said Miss Chancellor, leading the way with another
adjustment of her glasses.

“What would happen to Miss Chancellor’s spectacles, if
she did not keep on attending to them?”’ said Gwendolen.

“They would fall off, Gwendolen,” said Miss Chancellor,
turning with some liveliness. ‘““That is what would happen.
My nose is the wrong shape for glasses, and my eyes the wrong
kind for doing without them. And they are glasses, not
spectacles.”

“Would spectacles interfere with your personality?” said
Verity.

“Yes, in the sense that most people would see them as you
evidently do, Verity.”

“Miss Chancellor is really as eager for food as any of us,”
said Esther, in a whisper, or what she intended to be such,
breaking off as she observed a modification of Miss Chancel-
lor’s bearing.

The latter paused, threw back her head, and emitted a
little peal of mirth.

“Well, really, Esther, what a way of expressing yourself!
I hope we all have good appetites, and shall satisfy them to
the extent of keeping well and being equal to our work. I
never heard that an appetite was a thing to be ashamed of.
Indeed I was taught that that kind of refinement belonged
to another sphere.”

“Yes, Miss Chancellor,” muttered Esther, glancing at her
companions. - )

“And I am quite content to do my duty in that station of
life to which—to which I am called,” said Miss Chancellor,
adapting the quotation to the lightness of the moment, and
taking her stand in readiness for grace, with her eyes held
above the board, as though disregard of food were natural in
certain conditions.

Lesbia came to the table and looked at its supplies before
she bent her head. Meals were a welcome break in her routine,
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and she did not disguise it, thinking it a healthy view of
them.

Gwendolen murmured to her neighbour as she took her
seat:

There was an old woman and what do you think?
She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink.

“What did you say, Gwendolen?”

“I said that—we lived upon nothing but victuals and drink,
Miss Firebrace.”

“Well, have some of both, Gwendolen. I am sorry we can
offer you nothing else.”

A thin, dark, grey-haired woman at Lesbia’s hand, who was
a partner in the school, turned absent, grey eyes on the new-
comer.

“Clemence Shelley? Your little cousin, Miss Firebrace?”

“Yes,” said Lesbia, in an audible tone of saying what was
of sufficient, but not excessive interest. “Or my little con-
nection by marriage. She is to be in Miss Chancellor’s form,
and so will be with you for some subjects.”

Miss Laurence smiled at Clemence in automatic, kindly
interest, and appeared to sink into abstraction, a state that so
often claimed her, that it had come almost to be required of
her, and tended to be less complete than it seemed.

“I think she is adapting herself easily to her new surround-
ings,” said another voice, as the third partner smiled at Clem-
ence. “And that is a great art.”

The number of partners in the school was in excess of its
resources. It had been necessary to bring it into being, and
was still so, to maintain it in this state. Lesbia drew a veil
over it, and tended to pass over her partners’ existence, when
they were not there to establish it.

Miss Marathon’s upright figure, pronounced nose and
prominent, expressionless eyes gave her a somewhat forbid-
ding aspect, that was hardly borne out by her pupils’ de-
meanour towards her. She sat among them and supervised
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their needs, in a manner at once precise and kindly, critical
and tolerant. Miss Laurence was recognised as too intellectual
for tangible affairs, and remained aloof and did nothing,
thereby both creating and fulfilling a part. Her pupils re-
garded her with affection and fear, or merely with the latter.
Miss Marathon they regarded with neither, and with no
other particular feeling. Miss Chancellor sat by Miss Lau-
rence, and seemed to identify herself with her aloof attitude,
and indeed with any other that she displayed.

“Clemence, do have some victuals and drink,” said Gwen-
dolen. “I hope you do not feel as if every mouthful would
choke you. Clemence feels that every mouthful will choke
her, Miss Chancellor. And it is not reasonable, when she is
not taking any mouthfuls.”

“It sounds as if you were right to urge her to modify her
course, Gwendolen.”

“All the attention will be for Clemence now, I expect,”
said Esther.

“What did you say, Esther?” said Lesbia, in a tone of ac-
cording interest to everyone’s utterance.

“Nothing, Miss Firebrace.”

“Then it is of no good for us to pursue it. But how you
managed to observe something and say nothing, I do not
know.”

“An answer unworthy of your years, Esther,” said Miss
Chancellor.

“Did you enjoy your holiday, Maud?” said Miss Marathon,
going on to safe ground with a safe companion.

“Yes, thank you, Miss Marathon. I have never enjoyed a
holiday more. But I find I am glad to get back to work
again.”

A sighing sound, as of incredulous consternation, went
round the girls, and Lesbia turned her eyes on them.

“Now which of you is acting in accordance with her real
convictions? Or is ‘acting’ the right word in another sense?



Two Worlds and Their Ways 93

Do you really feel such an objection to being educated,
Gwendolen?”

“Yes, Miss Firebrace.”

“Do you, Esther?”

“Well, Miss Firebrace, it is not the pleasantest part of the
year, and it is two thirds of it.”

“And you, Verity?”

“Well, I do not agree that our schooldays are the happiest
time of our life, Miss Firebrace. Or anyhow I hope they are
not.
“Neither do I agree, Verity. I hope that will not be the
case. I hope there are fuller and more useful—yes, more use-
ful, Verity—times ahead of you, more useful to other people.
But the foundations of them have to be laid. I should have
thought you were old enough to realise that. We may not al-
ways be enough in ourselves to come to our own fulfilment
without help.”

“I don’t expect people ever realise that the times they are
living, are foundations of other times,” said Clemence.

Miss Laurence and Miss Marathon smiled towards her,
welcoming her entry into the talk, faintly deprecating any ad-
vance upon the freedom of it.

Lesbia remained grave.

“We must beware of presenting ourselves according to
some rule of our own, and not in our true colours,” she said,
as she rose from her seat. “That is at best a mere lip-service
to convention.” ,

There was silence, and Miss Laurence and Miss Marathon
raised their eyes.

“And at its worst a simple acting for effect,” said Lesbia,
leaving the table.

Her partners looked at their pupils almost in sympathy
for the consequences of their heedlessness.

“So we are under a cloud already,” said Esther. “The storm
has rolled up in the first few hours.”

”»
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“That is very graphic, Esther,” said Miss Marathon, in an
uncertain tone.

“I feel I managed to bring it on you all,” said Maud.

Miss Laurence and Miss Marathon rose and left the room,
leaving what was irrepressible, to find its outlet.

“No, Maud, you need not feel that,” said Miss Chancellor.
“You spoke the truth simply and sincerely, and no one can
be asked to regret that.”

“I ask Maud to regret it,” said Gwendolen. ““She startled
us into betraying ourselves. We could have told Miss Fire-
brace we were glad to languish in exile.”

“If you did not feel it, Gwendolen, it was better not to
say it.” |

“It was probably better not to say that,” said Clemence.

“It did not seem so much better,” said Gwendolen.

“We suffered for the faith that was in us,” said Verity.

“And what faith is that, Verity?” said Lesbia’s voice.

There was the slightest pause.

“Faith in the value of freedom, Miss Firebrace.”

“That was ready, Verity,” said Lesbia, in a tone of giving
ungrudging approbation where it was merited. “I do not
know how far it was the expression of the truth, but I hold
to what I say; it was ready.”

Verity suppressed a smile.

“Miss Firebrace felt she had gone rather far,” muttered
Esther. “She is trying to retrieve her position.”

Lesbia turned her eyes on_Esther, kept them on her for
some seconds, and withdrew them without speaking.

“Esther, you and I are the only ones who do not attain any
credit,” said Gwendolen.

“Is that so, Gwendolen? Then take some credit for bring-
ing back to us a cheerful face,” said Lesbia, smoothing Gwen-
dolen’s hair, and then turning to Esther with a different ex-
pression.

“Are you very tired after your journey, Esther?”

“Yes, Miss Firebrace; I cannot endure travelling.”
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“Poor child!” said Lesbia, putting out-her hand with a
similar purpose, but seeming to reconsider the matter and
withdrawing it. “I shall be glad to feel you are in bed. I think
you had better go up to Miss Tuke now. Yes, go straight up-
stairs, Esther. If you are so tired, that is the right course
for you.”

“Good-night, Miss Firebrace.”

“Good-night, Esther.”

The girls bade Lesbia a formal good-night, and received
each a separate and full response. She stood and watched them
as they left the room, and meeting a glance from Miss Chan-
cellor, nodded as though in agreement. As the latter went to
the door, there was a sound of Gwendolen’s voice.

“My movements were stiff and self-conscious under Miss
Firebrace’s eyes.”

Lesbia and Miss Chancellor yielded to amusement, and
the latter followed her pupils to the dormitory.

“I suppose Miss Iirebrace is really our second mother,”
said Gwendolen. “Anyhow I do not know who is, if she is not.
And I think people generally have second mothers. It is sec-
ond fathers they do not seem to have. I don’t know why.”

“It is not the term I should apply to her,” said Esther.

“Now, be careful, Esther,” said Miss Chancellor. “You are
over-tired, and may say things you will regret.”

“I will have Miss Tuke for my second mother. I think her
feelings towards us come more from the heart. It is a mis-
take to come to bed so early. We shall have to cry for so
long.”

“Well, really, Gwendolen, what a very odd compulsion!”

“You ought not to brush other people’s troubles lightly
aside, Miss Chancellor. We have been torn from home and
kindred.”

“Well, so have I, Gwendolen, and I am not going to cry.”

“Yes, but, Miss Chancellor, you can do as you like,” said
Verity. “You are not forced to spend three months away from
your natural surroundings.”
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“No, I cannot do as I like, Verity; you are mistaken,” said
Miss Chancellor, looking straight at her pupil as she made
her admission. ‘I am also the victim of compulsion, a different
one from yours, but quite as binding.”

“And then people say the age of slavery is past,” said
Gwendolen, sitting down on her bed.

“Slavery, but not service, Gwendolen. I hope we shall never
get beyond that.”

“Gwendolen, your quilt!” said Miss Tuke. “It is fresh to-
day, and the bed has not been turned down.”

“I knew we had come upstairs too soon.”

“You are too old for such carelessness, Gwendolen,” said
Miss Chancellor.

“I am too old for the things I do, and not old enough for
the things I want to do. Fifteen is an intolerable age.”

“Indeed it is not, Gwendolen, if you would realise its op-
portunities. I wish I had realised them at that age, and made
the most of them.”

“So do I, Miss Chancellor. I already wish it,” said Maud.

“Well, I think that is rather premature, Maud. You can put
off your regrets a little longer. You have still plenty of time
to make up for any you have lost.”

“Poor Maud! Carrying a load of regret for a wasted youth!”
said Verity. “I could see she carried some kind of burden.”

“What would you have been doing, Miss Chancellor, if
you had used your opportunities?”’ said Esther. “Not what
you are doing now?”

“The same sort of thing, Esther, but on a different plane
and in a wider sphere,” said Miss Chancellor, looking fully at
the speaker and using an unsparing note.

“You wish you had not seen any of us, Miss Chancellor. I
shall cry longer than I thought.”

“Now that is not quite a fair way of putting it, Gwendolen.
As you will see, if you think.”

“Of course we are unbearable creatures, and no one can
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tolerate us,” said Verity, approaching her bed to throw her-
self upon it, but dragging off the quilt before she did so.

“Thank you, Verity,” said Miss Tuke.

“I don’t know if it is very rude to ask you to speak for
yourself, Verity,” said Miss Chancellor, laughing.

“Are those Clemence’s dresses, Miss Tuke?” said Esther.

“Yes. They are all together in her cupboard. Now no one
is to interfere with them.”

The girls gathered round the wardrobe and handled the
garments, as if they had received the opposite injunction.
Verity lifted herself off the bed and came with a languid stride
to join them.

“What is that dress?” said Esther. “I mean, what kind of a
dress is it?”

“Well, surely you can see that, Esther,” said Miss Chancel-
lor. ““A muslin dress meant for rather better occasions. There
is no mystery about it.”

“I think there is one,” said Esther rapidly. “It is not good
enough for a party, and not much good for anything else. I
find it a mystery.”

“It did for little, garden tea-parties,” said Clemence, just
glancing at it.

“It would be most suitable for those,” said Miss Chancel-
lor.

“Why did you bring it here?” said Gwendolen. “Did you
expect to have garden-parties at school?”

“Oh, I suppose it was put in.”

“Don’t you see your own packing done?” said Esther.

“No, I do not trouble about it. Of course I have never had
it done before.”

‘“Have you never been away from home?”

“Not alone, so that my things had to be packed separately.”

“Do you see your packing done, Maud?” said Verity, in her
idle tone.

“I do it myself, Verity. There is no one to do it for me.”
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“Cannot the servants do it?” said Esther, as though her
bluntness were sufficiently established to justify itself.

‘“There are only two, Esther, and they have not time. My
mother is not strong and needs a good deal of attention.”

“Could not your mother help you?” said Gwendolen.

“I should not dream of asking her, Gwendolen. I would
rather manage by myself.”

“Has your mother a cold heart?”

“Well, really, Gwendolen! What will Maud think of you?”
said Miss Chancellor.

“No, but she has not a strong one,” said Maud, her gravity
unshaken in the face of a sound of mirth. “I feel it is for me
to take things off her, rather than put them on.”

“Gwendolen, you do not know the difficulties and demands
of other households,” said Miss Chancellor, gravely.

“No, but I am trying to learn them, and my sympathies are
growing wider.”

“I hope Maud’s are wide enough to embrace your childish-
ness.”

“Did you bring more than one trunk, Clemence?” said
Esther.

“I do not know. I am not quite sure.”

“Now I do know, Clemence,” said Miss Chancellor. ‘“You
brought one large, interesting one. I saw you and your mother
arrive from my window. I happened to be looking out.”

“And the governess with them,” said Esther. “Clemence
travels with an escort.” )

“No, no governess, Esther. Clemence simply came with her
mother, as you all did. You let your imagination run away
with you.”

“Mine is not the only imagination that does that,” said
Esther, in a light tone, separating the dresses with her hand.
“Where is your party dress, Clemence?”

“I expect at home. That kind of thing would be there. Do
you have real parties at school?”
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“There is the break-up party at the end of this term. It is
regarded as the.climax of the year.”

“Well, twelve weeks will give Clemence plenty of time to
send for a dress,” said Miss Chancellor.

“I believe the muslin is her party dress.”

“Why, what a tone to use, Esther! You sound as if you were
accusing her of a crime.”

“I should not mind if it was. What is the matter with it?”
said Clemence, preparing the way for any eventual climax.
“It is only a little, schoolgirl party, I suppose.”

“Well, that is what it would be, Clemence, in our present
situation,” said Maud.

“What kind of parties did you have at home?” said Gwen-
dolen.

“I hardly did have them. There were no little, ordinary
ones. And I am not old enough for the others.”

“Don’t you have a Christmas tree and things like that?”

“Yes, but they are mostly for the villagers. It would not do
to dress for those,” said Clemence, giving a little laugh.

“Clemence’s life has had duties as well as pleasures,” said
Miss Chancellor.

“What is your real party dress like? Describe it to us,” said
Esther.

“I thought you said the muslin was my party dress.”

“Well, I think you deserved that, Esther. You brought it on
yourself,” said Miss Chancellor.

“Do tell us what it is like, Clemence,” said Gwendolen.

“Oh, I don’t know. I have hardly seen it. It has been so
little good. And I daresay I have grown out of it.”

“And you do not care if you have, Clemence,” said Miss
Chancellor, smiling.

“Will you have it at the end of the term?” said Verity.

“I suppose it will be sent, if I ask for it, or one something
like it. I don’t much like party dresses. They are too different
from the ordinary kind.”
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“That is a reasonable criticism of some of them, Clem-
ence,” said Maud.

“Maud has never worn one, against which the criticism
could be brought,” said Verity, in a murmur that seemed de-
signed to escape the general ear, and apparently did escape
Maud’s, as she gave every sign of not hearing it.

“Things that are grown out of, and cannot be seen, might
just as well not exist,” said Esther. “I daresay they often do
not.”

“Esther, we know you are over-tired,” said Maud. “Other-
wise we should not be proud of you.”

“I hope the same excuse can be made for you, Verity,” said
Miss Chancellor. “But you do not look over-tired.”

Verity moved to her bed and sank down on it, giving
colour to another view.

“Well, I don’t mind if it doesn’t,” said Clemence, with a
laugh. “It would be a fussy-looking thing. And I like things
that are old and comfortable.” She settled her shoulders in
the dress she wore.

“You said it did exist,” said Esther. “Or you implied it.”

“Well, it may have found its way to the rag-bag by now.”

“We could all have plenty of dresses on that understand-
ing.”

“Or it may be unearthed and lengthened and altered, and
given to me instead of a new one. Then you will have the
pleasure of seeing it. Though I should not think it would be
much pleasure.”

“It is easy to see you have not been to school before, Clem-
ence,” said Miss Chancellor. “But I understand you have
done a fair amount of work at home.”

“Yes, with a governess, and with my brother’s tutor.”

“You have learned Latin and Greek?”

“Yes, up to a point. Of course not very much of them.”

“Greek?” said Gwendolen. “Then are you going to do
something, when you grow up?”

“Do something? How do you mean?”
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“Well, I hope she will not do nothing, Gwendolen,” said
Miss Chancellor.

“Do some sort of work for a salary,” said Esther.

“No, I do not suppose so. Why, are the rest of you go-
ing to?”

“No, but we do not learn Greek.”

“I envy you, Clemence,” said Maud.

“So do I, Maud,” said Miss Chancellor. “I wish I had had
such opportunities when I was young. We shall see if Clem-
ence has made the most of them. Or rather Miss Laurence
will tell us in her own good time, or will tell herself. What
she tells us, is her own affair.”

“I hope she will not tell me,” said Clemence.

“You need not be afraid, Clemence. There is nothing to
fear in Miss Laurence’s teaching, for those who can respond
to her influence. That there may be for those who do not, I
do not deny. It would be idle to do so.”

“I do not know what her real influence is,” said Gwendo-
len. “She rules me by fear.”

“You are very fond of Miss Laurence, are you not, Miss
Chancellor?” said Verity.

“Yes, very fond, Verity. She taught me when I was your
age, and it was an experience not to be forgotten. I certainly
shall never forget it.”

“Being taught by someone does not always make people
fond of the person,” said Esther.

“No, it does not, Esther. I do not flatter myself, for ex-
ample, that any of you are very fond of me. But I can do my
work and find it interesting, in spite of that. Indeed I do not
find that that sort of feeling plays much part in my life.”

“People are supposed to be proud of odd things,” said
Verity. “And I suppose a failure to inspire human affection
is one of them.”

“But Miss Laurence is another matter,” went on Miss
Chancellor. “She has the gift of inspiring her pupils, or some
of them, with a strong feeling.”



102 Two Worlds and Their Ways

“I do not call it a gift,” said Gwendolen. “It is a vice.”

“Well, but, Miss Chancellor, you are not very fond of us,
are you?” said Verity.

“No, I am not, Verity,” said Miss Chancellor, with her un-
sparing note. “As I have said, affection is not necessary, and
perhaps not natural, to me in such a relation. I neither in-
spire it nor feel it. But Miss Laurence often does both. Clem-
ence is fortunate to meet with teaching on that level.”

“And are not the rest of us fortunate?” said Esther.

“You can answer that question for yourself, Esther. I can-
not do it for you.”

“I wish you would stop boasting of things you ought to
be ashamed of, Miss Chancellor,” said Gwendolen. “You are
fond of us, aren’t you, dear Miss Tuke?”

“Dear, dear! What should I do without you all?”” said the
latter, continuing her occupations under existing conditions.

“You are unfeeling, Miss Chancellor,” said Verity. “You
make no attempt to come near to us.”

“No, I do not, Verity. It is the last thing I should think
due from me to you,” said Miss Chancellor, going to the door.
“Now, I hope you will all sleep well, and appear punctual and
bright in my classroom in the morning.”

“I hope you will sleep, Miss Chancellor,” said Gwendolen,
“but I do not see how you can, with such a burden of remorse
upon you.”

“Miss Chancellor has taken a fancy to Clemence,” said
Esther. .

“And promised her that Miss Laurence shall do the same,”
said Verity.

“Now how much more time are you going to waste?” said
Miss Tuke. “The other girls will wonder what has happened
to me.”

“I wish you would ignore their claims and sit with us until
we are asleep,” said Gwendolen. “This harsh bringing-up will

make hard women of us. We shall want other people to suffer
as we have.”
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“I wonder what you would say, if you had one,” said Miss
Tuke, going round the beds and imprinting a kiss on each
cheek. “Now no more chatter until the morning. I put you
on your honour not to say another word.”

“Why did you say that your governess came with you to
school, when really only your mother did?” said Esther to
Clemence, as the door closed.

“Did I say so? I got so muddled by all your questions. And
she did come. She did some shopping while my mother was
here, and they were to travel back together.”

“Then she did not come to the house?”

“Yes, she came and went away again. They were to meet at
the station.”

“Then she could not have been getting into the cab at the
last. You knew it was your mother.”

“I did not know who it was. She might have come back at
any time. She is always here and there and everywhere.”

“But if she had come back, you would have seen her.”

“I might not have. I did not stay in the drawing-room all
the time. It seemed that my mother and Miss Firebrace
wanted to talk without me.”

“As was to be expected, Clemence,” said Maud.

“But wouldn’t you have gone back to say goodbye to the
governess?” said Esther. “Or is yours an old-fashioned family,
where she is not treated like other people?”

“We said goodbye in the morning, before I started.”

“But you could not have, if you were to travel together.”

“Oh, indeed we could. You don’t know the Petticoat’s
goodbyes. They stretch right over the past and future. Noth-
ing that we could have said here, would have added to them.”

“We all know that sort of goodbye,” said Maud, “and it
was a very natural occasion on which to have one. Now do
leave poor Clemence alone, Esther. Anyone might find the
first day confusing, and you are not doing anything to make
it less so. And naturally she knows her own affairs.”

‘“Well, if she does not, she can easily produce some others,"”
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said Esther, in a rapid undertone. “And I do not think she
is confused. And 1 quite agree with everyone that she is
clever.”

“Can you call Miss Petticott by the old nursery name, with-
out getting a lump in your throat?” said Gwendolen.

“I do not think about it; we have done it for so long,” said
Clemence, her voice uncertain, as this condition threatened
her.

“Poor Clemence! She has had a long day, and we have all
been teasing her,” said Maud.

Esther turned on her pillow and closed her eyes, dissociat-
ing herself from a situation to which she had sufficiently con-
tributed.

“I am going to get you a glass of water, Clemence,” said
Gwendolen. “I think a cup of cold water is what it would be
called.”

“Gwendolen, are you thinking of what you are saying?”
said Maud.

Clemence rose in the morning with a sense that a cloud
threatened her world, and that she must walk warily until it
was dispelled. Things passed as she would have expected, un-
til they assembled in the classroom. Miss Chancellor checked
the names and set matters on foot, and waited for Miss Lau-
rence, who was to succeed her. She had a tendency to welcome
encounter with the latter, and was not expected to withdraw
until it had taken place. Miss Laurence entered a little be-
hind her time, a little absent and distraught, and more than
a little dishevelled, which last circumstance was accepted as
an occasional adjunct to a picture that as a whole invited no
criticism. Miss Chancellor rose, collided with her, made a full
apology, and was repaid by a more perfunctory one. Gwendo-
len opened the door for Miss Chancellor, and received a cour-
teous acknowledgment, which she did not take as directed to
herself. Miss Laurence confronted her class and proceeded to
fulfil her character.

“Now have I left my books behind? Shall I have to teach
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you out of my head? I hope I have not forgotten all I know,
as I have no doubt you have. Perhaps we had better all begin
at the beginning.”

‘““There are your books, Miss Laurence,” said Verity, indi-
cating a pile that Miss Laurence had just put down.

“So they are, my good, observant child. Now we can make
our impression on Clemence. She is used to masculine tui-
tion, and is ready to look down on us. Will you read the Latin
in turn and then translate the passages? I know you are not
prepared, and that it will be painful to hear you, but we have
to get through the hour. Maud, Verity, Esther, Gwendolen,
Clemence. That is your order on the books. I wonder what it
will be at the end of the term.”

“I expect Clemence will be the first, and before that date,”
said Esther.

It looked as if this might be the case. Clemence was in ad-
vance of the rest, and when she had a private lesson in Greek,
also acquitted herself well. She was treated with ordinary, un-
exaggerated approval, but she felt her success, saw a word ex-
changed by Miss Laurence and Miss Chancellor, and had
bright eyes and cheeks by the middle of the morning.

“Nothing succeeds like success,” said Esther. “Would any-
one think that Clemence was the same person as she was yes-
terday?”

“Well, you are rather different yourself, Esther,” said
Maud. “And it is not too much to say that we hope you will
remain so. You and Clemence were both over-tired, though
she gave less evidence of it.”

“Her memory was odd,” said Esther. “That is a sign of
fatigue.”

“Perhaps it is as well not to talk about the different signs
of it, Esther.”

‘““Miss Chancellor, I have conquered myself,” said Gwendo-
len. “I have got over my jealousy of Clemence. It belongs to a
self I have left behind.”

“I am glad its life was such a short one, Gwendolen,” said
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Miss Chancellor, finding her amusement echoed by Lesbia,
who stood, as she frequently did, in silent attention.

‘“Her success shall be sweeter to me than my own.”

“Your success would be sweet to me, Gwendolen,” said
Lesbia, advancing and speaking gravely. “Yes it would. And
I mean what I say. I hope you will try to attain it this term.”

“I am not a clever person, Miss Firebrace.”

“No, you are not. That is not your word. But you have
your own capacities, if you would use them. And I am asking
you to do so.”

“Yes, Miss Firebrace.”

“I hope you will all act up to the best that is in you,” said
Lesbia, looking from face to face. “This is a small form, and
each of you has a chance to make her mark, and leave it. That
is not always the case, and may not always be so. You should
make the most of it.”

“The forms seem to get smaller and smaller. I suppose the
school is going down,” said Esther, after allowing time for
Lesbia to withdraw.

“And why do you think that, Esther?” said the latter, who
had not availed herself of it.

“Well, if the numbers get less, I suppose that is how it
must be.”

“Our numbers are larger,” said Lesbia, in a cool, incidental
tone. “We have arranged small forms, and more of them, for
your benefit. We hope to be able to maintain the arrange-
ment, but questions are involved that are beyond your scope.
That is why I have advised you to make the most of it.”

“I suppose our parents do not pay enough,” said Esther,
after waiting again for Lesbia’s withdrawal, and this time as-
certaining that it had taken place.

“Well, there must be a certain correspondence in things,
Esther,” said Maud.

“My father says the bills increase. And I cannot see any
advantage in such small forms myself.”

“Well, I can, Esther,” said Miss Marathon, entering with
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her books under her arm, and in no doubt of their where-
abouts, “if I may answer a speech that was not addressed to
me. It prevents pupils from getting to the back of the class,
and taking advantage of it in their own way. I think we re-
member some incidents of that kind.”

The girls just glanced at Esther, who had figured in one
of these, and silence ensued while Miss Marathon chalked a
problem on the board. As the girls took it down, Esther’s
voice was again audible, though intentionally only to her
neighbour.

“This place is a nest of professional eavesdroppers.”

Miss Marathon raised her eyes in complex feeling, and a
voice came as though in response to the mute appeal.

“It is true that I have a profession, Esther, but it is not
that of eavesdropper. I have a right to walk where I will in
my own house, and I shall continue to use it. And it is a pity
you so often say things that you do not wish to be heard, that
is, that you are a little ashamed of. If you broke yourself of
the habit, you would not need to be concerned about what
you choose to call eavesdropping.”

There was silence over this choice of Esther’s, and Lesbia
continued in an even, distinct tone.

I do not take a harsh or narrow view of the intercourse
amongst you. No, I do not, Esther. You are allowed more
latitude than is often the case. You would not meet it every-
where. I know that young people must talk, and that it is idle
to look for much weight or worth in what they say—or to
listen for it, if you will.” Miss Marathon just raised her eyes
at this open appraisement. “But things must be kept within
certain bounds, and within these bounds they will be kept.
Do you understand me, Esther?”

“Yes, Miss Firebrace.”

“Do you not all agree with me?” said Lesbia, looking
round.

There was no reply, and Lesbia repeated her question in a
manner that necessitated one.
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“Yes, Miss Firebrace.”

“Well, I will leave you to your mathematics. Indeed, I am
due elsewhere,” said Lesbia, taking out her watch and turn-
ing on her way. “You will forgive the interruption, Miss
Marathon; it was not of my seeking.”

“Now here is Clemence working away by herself, while the
rest of us have been wasting our time!” said Miss Marathon,
more concerned with restoring normal conditions than with
doing justice to her partner. “Now let us see how she has man-
aged. What is her answer to the question?”

Clemence gave it, and Miss Marathon smiled in approval.

“That is very good. We have all been set an example. And
now we will have an easier problem, as we have been a little
disturbed. Clemence has done it in her head! So I will ask her
not to answer the next one. We must all be given a chance,
and mere quickness is not everything. Not that I know why
I use the word ‘mere’; it may be based on something deeper.
That is right, Verity; I am glad someone else has managed
it. And now here is one that calls for something more than
quickness. Write the answer in your books, and I will come
round and see. No, do not give up without making an effort,
Gwendolen. Trying in itself has its educational value. Verity
and Clemence have both managed it. We must accept them
as our leaders. Maud, it is time that you made some contribu-
tion to our success.”

“I am not good at mathematics, Miss Marathon.”

“I know it is not your strong point. But Clemence is good
at other things as well. Indeed she refutes the theory that
classical and mathematical ability do not meet.”

“Miss Laurence has both,” said Esther, as though the com-
bination were not so rare.

“Yes, there is nothing mutually exclusive about them. And
now our time is at an end. Of course it got a little wasted—a
little—at the beginning. Yes, Miss Chancellor, you will have
your hour. I am not encroaching upon it.”

“Clemence goes from strength to strength, Miss Chancel-
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lor,” said Gwendolen. “My heart swells with pride in her.”

“That is more than my heart does in any of you, when I
look at last term’s history papers. Apart from Maud, you
might all have gone back to your childhood.”

“I thought I was still in my childhood.”

“I am afraid you are, Gwendolen. You are remaining in it
a little too long. You must try to get beyond it. Now I am
going to read some history aloud, and then you can write a
summary of it. That will show me how Clemence competes
with the rest.”

“Clemence, Clemence, Clemence!” muttered Esther. “I
thought her being Miss Firebrace’s cousin was to make no
difference.”

“And you were right, Esther. It is to make none. And she
s not Miss Firebrace’s cousin. And ‘compete’ was the wrong
word. I am sure she has none of the feelings that it suggests.
Now will you all give me your attention?”

“I wish I were having luncheon instead of writing this his-
tory,” said Gwendolen, as the hour advanced. “Don’t you
wish you were, Miss Chancellor?”

“No, Gwendolen, the wish had not occurred to me. And
have I given you permission to interrupt the class?”

“No, Miss Chancellor. But I thought you would be sorry
I was tired and hungry, and make allowance.”

“Well, if that is really the case, Gwendolen, you may break
off and have a rest before luncheon. Now I think of it, you do
look a little tired. Has anyone else come to the end of her
tether?”

“Yes, Miss Chancellor,” said Esther and Verity together.

“No, thank you, Miss Chancellor,” said Maud, continuing
to write.

‘“Are you tired and hungry, Clemence?”

“No, thank you, Miss Chancellor. But I have finished the
account.”

“Well, that is a good reason for leaving it. So we will leave
Maud working in solitary state, and go into the passage for a
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breathing-space. Perhaps we do deserve it. The morning is
rather long. Not that I do not often wish we could get more
into it. So it is ungrateful of me to complain of its length.”

“Miss Chancellor was betrayed into uttering an ordinary,
human sentiment,” said Verity.

“Yes, I do rather feel that happened to me, Verity,” said
Miss Chancellor, laughing and leading the way into the corri-
dor, unconscious of the extent of her self-betrayal. “Why,
there is your luncheon bell, Gwendolen, three minutes be-
fore its time! Are we to congratulate you?” She laughed at
the idea, as she directed her steps to the dining-room.

“I am glad the bell is not only Gwendolen’s,” said Clem-
ence.

“Why, so am I, Clemence,” said Miss Chancellor, in a tone
of realising something about herself. “I find I am quite glad,
now that the moment comes.”

Clemence followed in a mood of exaltation and doubt. She
had attained success, but was unsure of its foundations. She
had put out her effort, shown her resource, and felt they were
seen as the basis of further things. Would she be able to go
from strength to strength? Could she keep this distance that
might be less than was thought? Was her father so anxious for
her success? Was her mother as anxious as she said?

She settled to the work and talk that seemed to constitute
her life; paid little heed to the games, that did not touch her
pride; and took the second place on the weekly lists with a
plausible appearance of content, as the first was dedicated to
Maud and toil, and held less glamour. No one but the latter,
who sometimes had a sense of pursuit, suspected that she
strove for the first place. Her mother’s letters moved her to
further effort, one from her father to tears. The last rendered
her distraught for a day, and showed how easily her ascend-
ance might be lost. Her companions were not without parts,
and worked with less pains; what they did not do easily, they
left undone; and they could add to their stature, when she
had to struggle to maintain hers. She began to seek further
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methods of advance, and one day put an open book, with
some lists she was supposed to know, just inside her desk,
more to give herself a sense of security than with any defi-
nite purpose. Miss Laurence noticed the raised lid, opened
it and thrust the book within, giving a rapid glance at Clem-
ence and as rapidly withdrawing it. The latter attended to
the lesson without sign of discomposure, though she noticed
that Esther and Verity observed the incident and exchanged
a glance. At the end of the hour Esther approached.

“Why did you have that book of rules open inside your
desk?”

“Oh, it is best to glance over things at the last moment.
Don’t you find it is? I find it makes all the difference. It
brings things to the front of your mind, that have got to the
back. Everything can’t always be in the foreground.”

Verity stood with her eyes on Clemence, and said nothing.

“Miss Laurence shut it up and put it away quickly enough,”
said Esther.

“Perhaps she thought Clemence might open her desk and
take a peep,” said Gwendolen with a laugh.

“You should not say things like that, Gwendolen, even as a
joke,” said Maud.

“Many a true word is spoken in jest,” said Esther.

“But many more untrue ones,” said Clemence.

“Yes, I think that is so, Clemence,” said Lesbia at the door,
where she had heard the last speeches without their context.

“True words are more often spoken in a more trying
spirit,” said Clemence, causing Lesbia to laugh, and feeling
she had strengthened her position.

Miss Laurence’s manner hardly altered to Clemence; she
gave her the benefit of an obvious doubt; and the latter came
to believe she had not been doubted. The placing of an open
book inside her desk became a practice, and several times ob-
tained her an increase of credit. Esther suspected her meth-
ods, but nothing was said, though there were whispers within
her hearing. She hardly realised their menace, took the reluc-
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tance to speak as a sign of uncertainty rather than discomfi-
ture. One day the whispers took a more open form. Lesbia
commented on the standard of the class, and mentioned
Clemence, who was now at its head. When she had gone,
Esther spoke in a casual manner.

“Do you like to be first in the form, Clemence?”

“Well, it is as good as any other place.”

“It must be better than that to you, or you would not take
so much trouble to get to it.”

“Clemence only does what we all do, Esther,” said Maud,
who had missed the whispers and was at pains to show no
chagrin. “We all like the first place better than any other.”

“I should not like it, if I were Clemence.”

“Nonsense, Esther, of course you would.”

“I should be too little at home in it to be comfortable,”
said Gwendolen. “And if my parents saw it on my report, the
shock might outweigh the pleasure.”

“Try it, Gwendolen, and see if that is the case.”

“I don’t see why you should not say what you mean,
Esther,” said Verity, drawing with a pencil on her desk.

“Oh, I can’t go any further. I don’t know what words to
use. It is not fair to have to find them.”

“What is it all about?” said Gwendolen, opening her eyes.

“Nothing at all, Gwendolen, I should say,” said Maud.

“Things are not often about nothing,” said Esther. ““There
is no smoke without flame.”

“No, Esther, but there may be a good deal of smoke with
very little flame,” said Lesbia, at the door. “We should be
prepared for that, as life goes by. It may lend to broader
judgment.”

“Words may give rise to thoughts, as well as thoughts to
words,” said Clemence. '

Lesbia rested her eyes on her and passed on her way.

Esther said no more at the time, felt she might get into
personal disrepute, and things went on until the examina-
tions. Then Clemence resorted to her method when answer-
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ing a paper, arrested the eyes of Esther, Verity and Maud,
and the resulting tension brought the mistress from her desk,
and the matter into the open. The book was confiscated, and
the examination proceeded, Esther working with an easier
heart and Clemence with a heavier one, Maud with an air of
keeping aloof, and Verity and Gwendolen with covert com-
munication, as the latter sought explanation and was ac-
corded it. At the end of the hour the mistress collected the
papers with a single glance at Clemence, and the girls hardly
waited for the door to close before they formed a group.

“Clemence, you cannot go on like this,” said Verity. “No
one will speak to you or know you. And there is no meaning
in that kind of success.”

“It is worse than none,” said Esther. “It can’t give you any
satisfaction.”

“Why do you need to do it?”’ said Gwendolen. “Don’t you
do well enough without it?”

“That is what I should have thought,” said Esther. “If I
were as clever as she is, I am sure I should be content.”

“Why stand there like a molten image for us all to worship,
Maud?” said Verity. ‘““There is nothing to be proud of in not
saying what is in your mind.”

“I have nothing to say, Verity. I could not help what I
saw.”’

“And could the rest of us help it? You talk as if being mute
about it would make any difference.”

“I made no such implication, Verity. But I sometimes
think that talk about a thing does have its own effect. And
so I would choose to be silent.”

“Well, it is nothing to do with us,” said Verity. “It will be
carried to the ears of authority, and there it can rest.”

“It will hardly do that,” said Esther. “Or Clemence will be
fortunate if it does. But she is a fortunate person, and I dare-
say it will.”

“If it does, you should let it do so,” said Maud.

“Why should I interfere with it any more than you? You
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talk as if I were the guilty person. All I did, was to see first
what all of you came to see afterwards. Somebody had to be
first; somebody always has to. We can’t all be equally blunt.”

Clemence was not a fortunate person, and the matter did
not rest. It developed with a simple directness that seemed
inconsistent with the complexity of life. She was summoned
to the presence of the three headmistresses, and found them
in open conclave concerning herself. The directness of their
outlook and the experience behind it came home to her and
pointed to a simple ruthlessness of fate. Miss Marathon was
looking harassed and distressed, and was lost in the situation.
Miss Laurence stood with her elbow on a bookcase, and an
air of being present only in the flesh. Lesbia spoke with a com-
passion in her sternness, that defined and enhanced the occa-
sion.

“Now, Clemence, I ask you to give me your own account of
this matter. You know what it is; and I shall not tell you or
expect you to ask. Give me your account in your own words
and in your own way. Take your time and do justice to your-
self.”

“Oh, do you mean that book inside my desk?”

“Yes, Clemence, I do mean that. And you know I do,” said
Lesbia, keeping her eyes on Clemence’s face.

“I often put an open book just inside my desk, to look at
at the last. I find it is a great help. Things get pushed to the
back of my mind, and it brings them to the foreground. Then
I find I know them quite well. Of course, if you did not know
them, it would be no good. And I opened the desk to settle
the things inside. It was too full, and I could not write on it.
And I saw the book, of course; I could not help it. But it did
not make any difference; it was not open at any place that
helped.”

“It was open at a place that bore on the question, that
Clemence was answering at the time,” said Miss Marathon,
with obvious reluctance to say what must be said.

“Yes, Clemence, we know you put open books inside your
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desk,” said Lesbia, revealing that Miss Laurence did not live
apart from the world. “But do you think it is a good thing to
do? To refresh your memory in a way that the other girls do
not, and would not? Do you think it is free from an attempt
to give a false impression?”

“No, I suppose it is not; of course it is not. But people often
do look at things at the last. It is the kind of wrong impression
that everyone gives.”

“And it is looking at a book during an examination, that
is the case in point. We see how one thing leads to another.
What do you think of that, Clemence? What have you to say
about it?”

“I saw the book by accident, when I opened the desk. I did
not think what I was doing.”

“No, I believe you did not think; I am prepared to believe
you did not. Had you done so, you would hardly have ven-
tured on a thing that involved so much risk. But think now,
Clemence; you are old enough to think. Does it seem to you
that putting open books inside your desk, and looking at
them during an examination, is conduct worthy of yourself,
of your parents, of anyone to do with you?”

“No, Miss Firebrace, but I did not plan to do that. I just
saw the book when I lifted the lid of the desk. It was not any-
thing more than that. It did not mean anything.”

“It seems there have been other incidents of the same
kind,” said Miss Marathon, still with the obvious effort. “I
do not see that we can leave them out of account, in justice
to the other girls. It seems they have borne a good deal. If
Clemence had not been popular, I do not know what would
have been the result.”

Miss Laurence raised her eyes and threw them over Clem-
ence’s face.

“They tried not to make more of it than they were
obliged,” said Miss Marathon, in a tone of indulgent affec-
tion. “I do not say there has not been jealousy of Clemence;
I have noticed it in Esther more than once. But they spoke of
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her cleverness, and said that she seemed the last person to
have to do such things.” Miss Marathon smiled at Clemence,
and smiled in recollection of her other pupils, and seemed to
recall herself from feelings of general appreciation. “Indeed
it was only Esther and Verity who said anything. Maud is
quite aloof, and Gwendolen hardly seemed to realise that
anything had happened.” Here Miss Laurence turned her
eyes about with a smile, as though seeking Gwendolen, to
bestow it upon her. “But we must recognise that in a sense a
charge is brought against Clemence, and that we cannot see
it as without foundation. And there will be a reference in
Clemence’s report to the matter. We cannot avoid that.”

Clemence lifted her eyes in incredulous consternation.
Surely human beings could not have such power over each
other, and wield it thus without thought or mercy. She shrank
from betraying her fear of her home, her fear of her parents,
her fear of the trust and hope that had cradled her, but could
only grasp at the chance of averting an ordeal that was too
great.

“Need we trouble people at home with what happens at
school?” she said, in a voice that carried sufficient, but not
excessive urgency. “The point of school is that it takes such
things off them. They mean to entrust them to other peo-
ple.”

“There are things that they would wish to know. They will
not see it as a trouble,” said Miss Marathon, taking the words
at their surface meaning. “Wg cannot leave them ignorant of
anything that comes so near tqg them. They would see it as fail-
ing in the trust.”

There was a pause, and Clemence broke out, as if on an
impulse.

“Miss Marathon, they are both so worried by the troubles
of the house and place, and all the general anxieties. It seems
hard that they should not have freedom from these other
things. It was to be their reward for giving us up.”

“Yes, it does. But there are exceptions to every rule,” said
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Miss Marathon, in a sympathetic, almost social tone. “This is
perhaps the exception that proves this one.”

Lesbia’s eyes were also on Clemence, seeing more than Miss
Marathon, divining a shade of Clemence’s feeling; and what
Clemence saw as relentless and shallow penetration, struck
her pride and gave her a calm front. She made no further pro-
test, and left her judges to conduct their case, experiencing a
faint sense of triumph, as their resource failed.

“Well, the holidays are upon us,” said Miss Marathon, in
a more cheerful tone, as though seeing some solution in a fact
that for her pupil certainly carried none. “And we shall start
afresh next term, and forget this has ever happened. I am
sure nothing will occur to remind us of it. And the girls
have agreed not to speak of the matter, Clemence. Miss
Chancellor does not know, and we hope never will. We can
spare you that, and spare her the disappointment the rest of
us have felt.” She smiled and almost bowed towards Clemence
in reference to the compliment in her words.

Clemence felt the irony of sparing Miss Chancellor and
sacrificing her parents, of saving the easy disappointment and
causing the hard one; but supposed it escaped her judges in
their simplicity and ignorance. She wondered they had gone
so far in life, saw herself as inevitably going further, pictured
her mother’s joy in her advance, and fell with a shock to the
certain truth.

“And we must make clear, Clemence,” said Lesbia, main-
taining the note that had been relinquished by her partner,
“that if anything of the kind should happen again, the excuse
of not thinking, or of acting on the spur of the moment, will
not hold. We accept it this once, believing it to be the true
one, but things would take on a different complexion a sec-
ond time.”

Clemence made no acknowledgment of an acceptance that
went so short a way, and Miss Laurence seemed to divine her
thought, and turned as if to speak, sent a ray of hope through
her heart, and was silent.
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“Oh, there will be no second time, I am sure,” said Miss
Marathon.

“I hope we shall be able to be sure, as time goes by,” said
Lesbia; “and I will say, Clemence, that I believe we shall.”

Clemence returned to her companions, careless of the or-
deal in view of the greater ones ahead. They gathered about
her, too curious to hold aloof, not unfriendly in the face of
the reckoning that had come.

“What did they say?” said Esther.

“Oh, just the ordinary things that would be said by any-

”

one.

“How many of them were there?” said Verity.

“All three, but Miss Laurence did not say anything.”

“Didn’t she speak at all?”’ said Gwendolen.

“Not a word; she might have been struck dumb.”

“She is angry with us all,” said Esther. “More than she is
with Clemence.”

“Miss Chancellor is not to know about it,” said Verity.
“Did they say that?”

“Something was said. I am sure I do not care if she knows
or not.”

“I hardly think that can be the case, Clemence,” said
Maud. “It is clearly better both for you and for her, that
she should not know.”

“Oh, what difference does it make?” said Clemence, feeling
that to the main and desperate truth it made none.

“Will your people at home know?” said Esther.

“Yes, I suppose so. There was some talk of something on
the report, or I think there was. But home is not like school.”

“I should have thought it was a good deal worse in some
ways.”

“Well, homes differ, Esther,” said Maud. “Clemence knows
her own.”

“Won’t your parents really mind?”’ said Gwendolen. “Mine
would care very much about a thing like that.”

“Well, 1 don’t think they trouble much about things at
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school. They don’t seem to think they are very important,
somehow. And I am sure they are not.”

“I should have thought certain things were equally impor-
tant everywhere,” said Maud.

“Why did they send you to school, if they felt like that?”
said Gwendolen.

“Oh, well, I suppose we all have to be educated somehow.
And I daresay they would not have done it, if Miss Firebrace
had not suggested it, and carried it through.”

“Perhaps she wanted another pupil,” said Gwendolen.

“And got one of a kind she may not much have wanted,”
said Esther.

“Perhaps it is as much your parents’ fault as yours, that
things have happened as they have,” said Gwendolen.

“I should advise your reconsidering your attitude to school
before next term, Clemence,” said Maud.

“You might have been expelled,” said Esther.

“Well, I should not have minded that. I have no great wish
to be here.”

“I hardly think that is the case, Esther,” said Maud.
“Things would have had to go further.”

“And would soon have done so, if they had not been
checked. They were moving apace.”

“I don’t think there was any talk about it,” said Clemence,
in an indifferent tone.

“Miss Firebrace would hardly want to lose Clemence, after
taking all that trouble to get her,” said Gwendolen.

“People would hardly keep schools, if they wanted to lose
their pupils,” said Maud.

“What an odd conversation this is!” said Verity. “Are we
in sympathy with Clemence, or are we not?”

“I hope we are, Verity,” said Maud. “The more we regret
what has happened, the more we should be, in a way.”

“Oh, that kind of sympathy! I wonder if Clemence is grate-
ful for it.”

“I don’t think Clemence is easily grateful,” said Esther.
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“You would hardly have an opportunity of judging that.
About me or anyone,” said Clemence. “You are not a person
to inspire gratitude.”

“You frighten me, Clemence,” said Gwendolen. ‘“Maud,
forbid her to tell me her opinion of me. I am nervous of peo-
ple who do that.”

“I think a great deal more of you, than I do of Esther,” said
Clemence.

“Clemence’s tongue is unloosed,” said Verity. “She will
make us all nervous. It is a good thing that Miss Chancellor
is coming.”

“Well, what is the subject of discussion? You seem very
earnestly engaged in it.”

There was the slightest pause.

“Clemence’s parents do not mind how well she does at
school, Miss Chancellor. They think it does not matter.”

“Well, that is a pity, Gwendolen, as she seems likely to do
well. I hope she is mistaken, and I think it probable that she
is. People do not always say all they think, before their chil-
dren. There are many reasons why they might not.”

“We might get to feel that our own affairs were too impor-
tant. Especially as we are allowed no concern in any others.
I am sure I hope my affairs at school are not important. It
would be a sad thing if they were.”

“Well, perhaps that sort of success is hardly in your line,
Gwendolen. I should say it is more in Clemence’s, and she
shapes well towards it.”

“Clemence, Clemence, Clemence! Suppose we all copied
her!” muttered Esther.

“Well, you might do worse, Esther. Do you not think you
might, yourself?”

“I wish I were as clever as she is,” said Esther, in her rapid
monotone.

“Well, the break-up party is in four days,” said Gwendolen.

“And is that a continuation of the subject, Gwendolen?”
said another voice.
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“No, Miss Firebrace. But I wanted a change of subject.”

“Then there was no reason why you should not have it.
Break-up parties merit our interest as much as other things.
They depend on people’s thought and effort. We do not ask
you to be indifferent to them.”

“Will you have a new dress for the party, Clemence?” said
Esther.

“No, I should not think so. There is not enough time, is
there? Only four days.”

“What about the one you said you had at home—the one
you left at home?” said Esther.

“Yes, Esther, your phrasing needed correction,” said Les-
bia.

“Oh, I shauld think I must have grown out of that. It has
been about for so long. And it is such a fussy thing. I would
rather wear the old muslin that is upstairs. That is at any rate
ordinary and simple.”

“There is time to get a ready-made one,” said Verity, as
Lesbia withdrew into the background, keeping her eyes on
Clemence, as though to receive light on her character. “And
they are much better than they were.”

“Write now and catch the post,” said Gwendolen. “Miss
Chancellor will give you permission. Say you forgot it in the
stress of the examinations. There is sure to be something at
home, to give the measurements.”

“May I write, Miss Chancellor?” said Clemence, yielding
to the mood of recklessness induced by her position.

“Yes, certainly, Clemence. I see nothing against it.”

Clemence wrote to her mother and stated the case, unable
to think of another pretext under scrutiny, and on the spur
of the moment. Gwendolen ran to the hall and returned with
an air of relief.

“I was just in time. The box was being cleared.”

“I am glad, Gwendolen,” said Miss Chancellor, “and as
much for you as for Clemence. I think you take the matter
more seriously than she does.”
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A pair of eyes at the door rested gently on Gwendolen.

“I wish I could command a new dress at a moment’s no-
tice,” said Verity. “Mine has been brought up to date, with
the result that it is a medley of dates. It is better not to give
people time to think. Their thoughts run to contrivance,
which is an indulgence for them and not for us.”

“Clemence may not have her request granted, Verity,”
said Miss Chancellor. “I shall think she is fortunate, if
she does. Such short notice involves both trouble and ex-
pense.”

The term moved to its end. The examination lists were
read. Clemence was given the place second to Maud, that
her marks warranted, without question or sign of doubt. The
course was involved in the policy of silence, and she supposed
that any unfairness or false impression was balanced by the
exposure on the report, and did not see the scale as weighted
on her own side. She sat through the applause in awareness of
the thoughts about her, feeling her uneasiness a shadow of the
real thing. She imagined prisoners awaiting their doom with
a sort of envy. Here was dignity of fate, simple, strong trouble
instead of subtle and humbling.

An unfamiliar gleam of light pierced the darkness. A dress
arrived from Maria, chosen indeed with haste, but with a care
prompted by regard for its cost and its future usefulness. A
letter hinted surprise and a sense of lavishness, and enjoined
care of the garment. Clemence felt the irony of the pleasure
cankered at the root, but gave herself to the moment. The
form hailed the parcel, and proceeded to Miss Tuke to be
present at the unpacking. Miss Chancellor followed, as
though she hardly knew where her steps led her.

“Do you take an interest in clothes, Miss Chancellor?”

“I am quite interested in seeing Clemence’s dress, Verity.
It is a signal instance of what can be done at a moment’s no-
tice.”

“It is a charming dress, Clemence,” said Maud. “And I
think it should be becoming.”
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“I am jealous of it,” said Verity. “I wish we had not re-
minded Clemence to send for it.”

“Well, really, Verity, what a very odd line for a joke to
take!”

“It is not a joke, Miss Chancellor. Our dresses will suffer by
comparison.”

“I do not think you need trouble about a comparison that
no one will make, Verity.”

“People ought to make it. They ought to put themselves in
other people’s place,” said Gwendolen.

“It was really clever of Clemence’s mother to manage it in
so short a time,” said Miss Chancellor, with a reference in her
tone to her momentary glimpse of Maria.

“Have you a new dress for the party, Maud?” said Verity.

“Yes, I have one this year, Verity.”

“Then why did you not show it to us?”

“It did not strike me as a very interesting object. And I
think I will hold to my own view of it.”

“One that is apparently unique in your present company,
Maud,”’ said Miss Chancellor. .

“Dear, dear, how proud I shall be of you alll” said Miss
Tuke.

“What are you going to wear, Miss Tuke?” said Gwendo-
len.

“Oh, I shall have too much to do in supervising other peo-
ple’s clothes, to worry about my own.”

Miss Chancellor looked towards the window with an easy
expression.

“What are you—have you thought about your dress, Miss
Chancellor?”

“Yes, I have thought, Verity. I gave quite proper attention
to it at one moment, though I admit it has escaped my mind
since. I shall be wearing a velvet dress with lace touches, that
I think will meet the occasion.”

“The one you wore—the dress I think you wore at the
spring concert?” said Esther.
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“The very same, Esther. Not a stitch or a button altered.
To my joy it was not held to be necessary. No thought, no
trouble, no expense! It was a great relief.”

Clemence went through the evening with a sense of suffer-
ing a dead form of the pleasure that might have been hers.
She marvelled that the girls assumed her enjoyment to be of
the same order as their own. The lack of imagination stag-
gered her and wrought in her a lasting change. Her growing
sense of superiority would have startled the arbiters of her
fate. The farewells and the actual departure followed with
the same unreality. Miss Tuke kissed numbers of girls with-
out sign of discrimination, and Miss Chancellor shook hands
with her form, as though the prospect of travelling with them
gave no cause for dispensing with the observance. The princi-
pals bade each pupil a cordial farewell, and Miss Laurence
held Clemence’s hand for a moment longer than was usual,
and looked into her face. Lesbia said an extra word to Clem-
ence at the last, as though they might now resume their rela-
tionship.

“You and I are to be reunited in a week, Clemence. I shall
meet you next in the capacity of a guest. It is quite a turn in
our affairs.”

Clemence smiled in acceptance of the words, disguised the
sinking of her heart, wondered if Lesbia would see the visit
as imposing silence, or as affording scope for violation of it.
She felt the impulse to put the question, to plead the code of
host and guest, but found her courage fail. She did not care
if Lesbia read her thought, almost hoped she did, that she
might recall and act upon it. She followed her companions to
the cab and the train with no sign of her inner tumult. They
were to travel with Miss Chancellor to London, there to be
met and conducted onwards. Clemence was the only one
whose destination was earlier, and it seemed a part of the
ruthless hastening of fate.

“You are fortunate to get home so quickly,
“This is a dreary stage of the term.”

”

said Verity.



Two Worlds and Their Ways 125

‘“Why not call it the first stage of the holidays, Verity?” said
Miss Chancellor.

“I find it the best of all moments. Nothing over, and every-
thing to come,” said Gwendolen, striking at the pain in Clem-
ence’s heart.

“School seems a long way off already. I have almost for-
gotten it.”

“Well, really, Clemence, that is evidence of a very shallow
heart,” said Miss Chancellor. “And when school so soon af-
forded you a niche of your own!”

“It must be odd to have Miss Firebrace to stay,” said Esther.
“What is she like in the house?”

“Why should it be odd?” said Miss Chancellor. “I suppose
Miss Firebrace may pay a visit like anyone else. And no doubt
she is like herself, Esther, and so an entertaining guest. I ex-
pect Clemence will enjoy having her.”

“I hope she will not broach awkward school affairs,” said
Esther, breaking off as she realised where her words might
lead.

“I fail to see what school affairs have been awkward for
Clemence, Esther. And I do not know why Miss Firebrace
should take another view.”

“I shall not see much of her,” said Clemence. “My brother
and I will be together. We are not a great deal with guests.
We are still looked upon as children.”

“Won’t your being at school make a difference to that?”
said Esther.

“No, I don’t think so. School is not much regarded. And
we like our old ways best.”

“But you see your father and mother?”

“Yes, we can go to them when we like. But Miss Petticott
is with us in the schoolroom.”

“I suppose it is a very large house.”

“Well, it seems to be divided into parts. I suppose houses
in the country are like that.”

“We live humbly in London,” said Gwendolen.
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“I do not see anything humble in living in the greatest city
in the world, Gwendolen.”

“There are slums in great cities, Miss Chancellor.”

“But you do not live in one, so I fail to see how that is on
the point.”

“We live in a watering-place,” said Verity, lifting her shoul-
ders.

“We live in a suburb,” said Esther, speaking as though she
did not spare her bluntness in her own case.

“Maud lives in the same place as I do, and we never meet,”
said Verity, as if in mockery of the circumstance.

“We move in a different milieu, Verity. My mother and I
live in another part of the town. Those things count in a
place of that kind, even if they do not count in themselves.”

“As they do,” muttered Esther.

“Where do you live, Miss Chancellor?”

“Also in a suburb, Gwendolen. And very pleasant I find it,
and very anxious I am to get there.”

“Have you parents, Miss Chancellor?” said Verity, in a tone
that recalled the one she sometimes used to Maud.

“Yes, indeed I have, Verity. And they are eagerly awaiting
me. I am going back to be a child at home again, as Clem-
ence is.”

“But you are not kept upstairs in a schoolroom?”’

“No, not quite that. I have enough of schoolrooms in the
term. But I believe my father would think it was rather my
proper place.”

“Have you not had enough of them, Clemence?” said Ver-
ity.

“No, not of my own schoolroom. I have had nothing of it
for three months.”

“But everything of it for years before,” said Esther.

“It is a natural feeling, Clemence,” said Miss Chancellor.
“You are fortunate to have a sanctum of your own. It is one of
the things for which I envy you.”

“Here is Clemence’s station!” said Esther. “The porter is
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looking out for her. I saw him recognise her, as we passed.
He is talking to a lady, and pointing her out. Is that someone
who has come to meet you, Clemence? I think I once caught a
glimpse of her at school.”

“Yes, it is my mother. I am at home at last,” said Clemence,
preparing to leave the train.

“Well, really, Clemence, your journey has not been such a
long one,” said Miss Chancellor, laughing, and helping with
Clemence’s possessions. “I will just get out and see you into
your mother’s hands.”

“Miss Chancellor likes to make new acquaintance,” said
Esther. “And may not have much opportunity in the house
where she is a child again.”

“I do not know why we should deduce so much from her
seeing Clemence out of the train,” said Maud.

“This is Miss Chancellor, Mother. I am in her form,” said
Clemence, when she and Maria had embraced.

Maria turned at once and grasped and retained Miss Chan-
cellor’s hand.

“Why, here is a closer tie than many older ones. I am sure
Clemence’s father would agree with me. Perhaps Miss Fire-
brace would let Clemence bring you here at some time, or let
you bring her, in whichever way it is seen. I suppose we are
all under discipline.”

“I think we should have to bring each other, Lady Shelley.
And in the spring it would be a delightful plan. The win-
ter days are rather short. We were sorry not to see you at
our party on Tuesday. We hoped you would be able to
come.”

“You will have to see us in our home, to know us. I should
think we can see you anywhere. You are not a person who has
to be in one spot, to be yourself.”

“No, Lady Shelley. One advantage of my work is that it
has taken me into different parts of the world we live in. It
is one of the things I asked of life, and it has not been de-
nied me.”
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Maria talked until the train moved on, and beyond this
stage, calling out invitations and suggestions, as it gathered
speed. The girls leaned from their seats and called their fare-
wells.

“Lady Shelley is very charming,” said Miss Chancellor, as
she returned to her place.

“I should hardly have thought that was her word,” said
Esther.

“And it is not, Esther. You are right. Cordial, genuine,
with a quality of her own. That is a much better way of put-
ting it.”

“It was clever of Esther to suggest so much in a word,” said
Gwendolen.

“Or without one,” said Verity.

“Lady Shelley suggested it, Verity. Esther simply saw some-
thing of what was there. And it comes out much more in ac-
tual contact with her, both what is there and what is not. And
the one definitely outweighs the other. I quite feel we shall
meet as friends another time, and that is good work for a
passing encounter.”

“The girls seem fond of you,” said Maria to her daughter,
with a mingled pleasure and dubiousness, that drew Clem-
ence back in a moment to her home world. “I am glad you
are making friends. Is there anyone whom you especially
like?”

“No, not yet. There has hardly been time. But I have got
to know all my form. There are only five of us, and we see a
good deal of each other.”

“They are all nice to you, are they?”

“Yes, very nice,” said Clemence, realising for the first time
how far this had been the case.

“You are pale and thin, my little girl,” said Maria, putting
her arm about her. “It is time you were back in your mother’s
hands. Are you glad to be in them again?”

Clemence felt an impulse to yield her mind as well as her
body to this keeping. The flatness of this homecoming seemed
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to offer support to the truth. But the very ordinariness broke
her courage, and her load was the heavier as the impulse
passed.

Sir Roderick came on to the steps with joy in his face, to
fold his daughter in his arms, and resume their relation with-
out thought or question of the intervening time, or any idea
that she had any thought of it. She yielded with a relief that
was sapped at its roots by the impending doom. She served
her parents’ pleasure and pride with the knowledge that her
efforts would emerge as placing her in a false light. Maria saw
something new in her, and spoke of it to Miss Petticott.

“The change seems to have brought out the best in her. Or
is it the pleasure of being at home again? We should like to
think it is that.”

“And I am going to think so, Lady Shelley. Especially as a
still, small voice within me tells me that it is the truth.”

“I met rather a nice governess—mistress I suppose she-is
called—at the station,” said Maria, as though Miss Petticott’s
presence prompted the recollection. “I think she takes Clem-
ence’s form. I hope she will come to see us at some time.”

“Oh, I shall hear all about her, Lady Shelley. I shall not
need to see her, to have a clear glimpse of her personality.
Clemence is good at conjuring up characters for my benefit,
and very entertaining I find it, especially when her little spice
of mischief creeps in and leavens the whole.”

“You will always be the first and the foundation of them,
Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Roderick, giving the word that was
needed.

“I believe you think I am jealous, Sir Roderick. And, as
you say, as you imply, it would hardly be possible without any
cause.”

“School is the wrong thing for Clemence. She looks the
worse for it. It has done her no more good than I expected.
I shall take her away. I shall talk to Lesbia about it.”

“You will not do one thing, if you do the other,” said
Maria.
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“No, it would not be the best preliminary step,” said Miss
Petticott, not disputing that some step might be taken.

“Then I shall think of another, or you shall do so for me.
Between us we will outwit them,” said Sir Roderick, again
not affecting to misunderstand.

“It is surely not my business to outwit anyone, Sir Roder-
ick.”

“I might write a letter and say I will do what is best for
my own child,” said Sir Roderick, his tone faltering over this
extreme suggestion.

“Clemence, would you like to go back to school, or to settle
down at home again?” said Maria, later. “If the question
arose, that is to say.”

Clemence looked at her mother with a flood of feeling
surging into her face. Could connection with the school be
broken before the report came? Might Lesbia be estranged
and cancel her visit? Could the people who knew her secret,
pass in a moment from her life?

“It is a change that would have to happen at once, or not at
all.”

“It could hardly come about in a moment. It would have
to be considered and discussed. I wonder what Miss Firebrace
would say, and who would have the courage to ask her. Of
course she will be here in a week.”

Clemence’s heart sank once more, and rose again almost in
exaltation at her solitary confronting of the extreme thing.

“Oh, what did you think of the dress?”’ said Maria. “Was it
what you wanted? You did not allow us much time.”

“Yes, it was just the thing. We have to dress for that party,
silly though it seems, when only a few people come. It is a
kind of unwritten law, that is never broken. I only found it
out at the last.”

“I thought you did not really want it. I should have had
more pleasure in getting it, if I had thought you did. As it is,
it was rather an expense, and will be very little good. Miss
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Petticott was afraid the muslin might fall short of their re-
quirements.”

“Oh, I have my own knowledge of the ways of schoolmis-
tresses, Lady Shelley. They are not alive to the realities of
life, as we normal mortals are. They live in their imaginary
world, and draw their pupils into it.”

“I am going to draw one pupil out of it,” said Sir Roderick.
“And I am sure I wish the world was imaginary.”

Clemence received her parents’ fondness at night as a thing
undeserved and destined to emerge as such. She slept from
exhaustion, and the waking in ease and joy was succeeded by
the fall of hope. Oliver and Sefton were to return that day,
and their presence would end her respite. Sefton’s innocence
would reproach and isolate her, when her hour came.
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“I HOPE I AM NOT DISTURBING YOU at your luncheon,

Mrs. Cassidy.”

“Thank you, Miss James. It is so kind to cling to the hope.”

“Please do not get up. I will sit down, if I am to keep you
standing.”

“I did not suggest it, because I thought you always stood.”

“You see me at prayers, Mrs. Cassidy, and everyone stands
then.” '

“Yes, of course; so reverent. I hope I look as other peo-
ple do.”

“You look yourself, Mrs. Cassidy.”

“Yes, I was afraid of that.”

“I thought you might like to approve the hymns for the
first week of the term.”

“I should like to, of course. I do like approving of things.
It is disapproving of them that is disturbing. But is there any-

132
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thing about them to arouse approval? They make me feel un-
comfortable and complacent and almost exalted, and that can-
not be wholesome, and wholesomeness is important for boys.”

“We have chosen our usual one for the first night. I do not
know if you remember it.”

“It will soon remind me of itself, and of many other things
as well. Hymns do that more than anything, though it is sup-
posed to be scents. And how independent of you to dare to be
bound by custom! I knew we could rely on you.”

Miss James certainly looked as if people could do this, as
she stood with her notebook in her hand. She was the matron
of the school, and the only woman in it, and the second ca-
pacity seemed to transcend the first. Her dark hair was ar-
ranged so plainly that it seemed to need a more negative word;
her features seemed to be impregnated with her expression;
her clothes were so suitable that no one saw them, and her
figure so thin that the same thing might be said.

“It celebrates our coming together from our different
homes to face the spell of work before us.”

“But ought the boys to be reminded of those things? Ought
we not to help them to shut their eyes to them?”

“The thoughts must be in their minds.”

“Of course, and so it is healthier to give voice to them. And
hymns would lead to that.”

“I sometimes have a tiny suspicion, Mrs. Cassidy, that you
are not quite serious.”

“And that is shocking about hymns. But I am quite.”

“Perhaps you would like to suggest a hymn yourself.”

“I believe that speech was made in a spirit of revenge; I
mean I have a tiny suspicion of it. And I was to approve of the
hymns, not suggest them, though if you approve of something,
you may as well suggest it. Well, that hymn about the encircl-
ing gloom, and the night being dark and everyone far from
home—that seems to cover the ground. And there is some-

thing about not asking to see the distant scene, that might be
in place.”
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“Is it not a little too pointed?”

“Of course it is, and your hymn has a merciful vagueness.
You have the truer sympathy. And I was thinking it was my-
self. I am so ashamed.”

“You are not fair to yourself, Mrs. Cassidy.”

“I try to be. I think everyone does. And I hope I am sound
at bottom. Being sound at the top would be more useful, but
that seems too rare for us to hear of it.”

“I believe we are to have two members of your family with
us this term.”

“I find it hard to believe. It seems so odd that our connec-
tions should trust us so far, after the glimpses they have had
of us.”

“And a good deal more than glimpses, 1 suppose.”

“It was the glimpses I meant. And it seems that the plan
must be to our advantage, and that has a flavour of discom-
fort.”

“The advantage will be on both sides,” said Miss James.

“Will it? That is dreadful. I hoped it was tacitly assumed
that we were to get nothing out of it.”

“Things were arranged on the usual basis,” said Lucius.

“No wonder it was all so tacit. Truth does drag one down.
I do not think it can be best.”

“We shall have to make a demand of your nephew, as soon
as he arrives in the house,” said Miss James. ‘“We have no one
to play the harmonium, now that Mr. Eaton has left us.”

“And he left for his own ends without any thought of the
instrument? And he was very happy playing it. You could
tell by the way he swayed. I used to think how nice it would
be to abandon oneself.”

“Did we let him go without thanking him for his kindness?”’
said Lucius.

“We tried to induce him to stay,” said Juliet. “And when
he refused, it did not occur to us to thank him. It did not
seem to be due to him. We forgot it was due to ourselves.”

“You are confusing the issue.”
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“So I am. We did confuse it.”

“A vote of thanks was passed by the boys,” said Miss James.
“I suggested that one of the masters should propose it, and 1
seconded it myself. I thought it was in place.”

“ We are indebted to you,” said Lucius.

“And so is Mr. Eaton,” said Juliet, “and so will Oliver be
when he goes. Because I am sure Miss James will second it for
him too.”

“If I am here then, Mrs. Cassidy.”

“What a cruel thrust! Surely Mr. Eaton has not had an un-
settling influence. I should have thought all the influence
would come from you.”

“It was merely the natural rejoinder, Mrs. Cassidy; it meant
nothing. I have never been happier than I am here.”

“I wish I could say a generous word. But my tongue is tied.
It is that foolish sort of shyness.”

“We all understand you, Mrs. Cassidy. And as for Mr. Cas-
sidy, I never knew anyone speak with more economy and
point.” '

“Lucius, thank Miss James, and tell her that Oliver will be
glad to play the harmonium. I know he plays something at
home that is not the piano, and those people always play every-
thing. And we always render services, when they are not sim-
ply expected of us.”

“Will he bring his brother with him?” said Miss James.

“Yes,” said Juliet. “He is thirty-eight.”

“How is that on the point?” said Lucius.

“He is past the age when he would be ashamed of the
charge of a child.”

“Surely always an odd thing to be ashamed of,” said Miss
James.

“But people are ashamed of the oddest things,” said Juliet,
“though they are supposed only to be proud of them.”

“It is a good thing I am not ashamed of that, Mrs. Cassidy.
I have been in charge of as many as twenty children. But of
course I am past thirty-eight,” said Miss James, flushing as she
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ended, as an odd thing she was ashamed of, was her age of
forty-seven. “So no parents are coming. That is a good thing.
I do not mean they are not always welcome, of course.”

“Of course not,” said Juliet.

“But we shall have enough of them for this occasion. Do
you mean to hold to your rule that the new boys are to sleep
by themselves?”

“Well, it does make me proud to have made a rule, when
it is a thing so useful in a school. Though modern people do
say the boys should make them for themselves.”

“They cannot know much about it,” said Miss James.

“They would make the same ones,” said Lucius, “and be
too hard in enforcing them.”

“I never quite see the reason for a separate dormitory,”
said Miss James.

“It is to prevent brutality,” said Juliet.

“The new boys do not meet that here.”

“Might they not be asked the number of their sisters and
their father’s Christian name? The rumours cannot be quite
without foundation.”

“That would not hurt them.”

“I never know why it hurts them so much. But it seems to
be recognised.”

“They will never be anywhere at the right time. There
will be no one to tell them anything.”

“Cannot they read the notices on the walls? Or do they only
write things on them? I suppoge they mean those to be read,
though one might hardly think so. I am sure you do not. It
must all be part of the elusive charm of childhood.”

“I think this school has a healthy tone, Mrs. Cassidy,
though there are always a few things we cannot prevent.
There is none of that furtive atmosphere that prevails in some
schools, as if everyone had something to hide.”

“T'hat is not hidden from you. It is shocking that we do not
protect our womanhood. It is so untrue that to the pure all
things are pure. They are particularly impure, of course.”
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“Would you like to approve the other hymns, Mrs. Cas-
sidy?”

“I do approve of them. I see it is what must be.”

“Well, I think I understand the needs of boys, and the way
to meet them.”

“And you are the matron in a boy’s school! So you are not a
square peg in a round hole. And I should have thought you
would be. I mean, you are not of the stuff that martyrs are
made of.”

“There is no need for that here, Mrs. Cassidy. And I feel 1
have found my sphere. I am always so sorry for people in a
wrong place.”

“So am I. I am in one myself. The school touches no respon-
sive chords within me.”

“But you have the wisdom to keep aloof. So no harm is
done.”

“I did not know I was quite such a failure. I believe I
thought I shed my own influence in my own way. That is a
kinder way of saying that I shed none, but it is much kinder.”

“Oh, but you do, Mrs. Cassidy. You quite misunderstand
me. The difference when you are away, would hardly be
believed. Something that permeates the school from top to
bottom, is gone.”

“I did misunderstand you. Thank you so much. Is my hus-
band’s influence felt at all? We should not ask for compli-
ments, but people who do not ask for them, do not have any.”

“Mrs. Cassidy, a word or a look from him does more than
torrents of words from anyone else. We sometimes feel it is
quite unfair that natural gifts should go so far, and make all
our efforts seem superfluous. Though that is unworthy of us,
of course.”

“I should have thought everything was unworthy of you.
It is so good of you to come down to our level.”

“I never mind coming down to any extent. I think we never
know where real importance lies, or what may constitute a
real need. I do not call it coming down.”
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“I will never call it that again.”

“I do not mean to give the impression that I am a lofty-
minded person. I should almost feel I was praising myself, if
such a thing were possible.”

“I have heard that all things are possible, but I have never
thought it was true. Is that a ring at the bell? Why do we put
it like that, when we know it is?”

“It is the first of the masters,” said Miss James, going to the
window. “It is Mr. Dalziel. How tall and thin he looks!”

“I daresay he does,” said Juliet. “He did, I know. How nice
of him not to put off coming until the last moment. It is
almost as if he were not ashamed of being willing to re-
turn.”

“You are always the first of all, Miss James,” said Lucius.

“My term begins earlier and ends later than anyone else’s,
Mr. Cassidy,” said Miss James, going to the door with a glow
on her face.

“Miss James said that a word from you did more than a
torrent of words from anyone else,” said Juliet. “And I saw it
doing it.”

“How do you do, Miss James?” said a deep, soft voice. “It
is too bad of me to begin the term by almost knocking you
down.”

“It is dreadful what thoughts go through one’s mind,” said
Juliet. “I almost thought how kind it was of the masters to
be so nice to Miss James. I did not quite think it, of course.”

“It was my fault, Mr. Dalziel. I saw the cab arrive, and
ought to have guessed you would come straight to the study.
It is what we all do, of course.”

“Yes, she ought to have guessed it, said Juliet.

“How do you do, sir? How do you do, Mrs. Cassidy? You
see I have arrived betimes.”

“We were saying it was kind of you to be willing to rejoin
us,” said Lucius, anticipating his wife, but not disguising his
debt to her.
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“I never travel late in the day in the autumn. I mistrust the
evening air at the fall of the year.”

“I mistrust all air,” said Juliet. “It is what winds and
draughts are made of. And it is always morning or evening or
some kind of air. I do not know what air in itself would be
like, but no doubt very bad. Lucius, shut the window; Mr.
Dalziel will feel the air.”

“Thank you, sir. I am.serious about such matters. I find it
is the only thing to be,” said Mr. Dalziel, unaware that he had
no further choice of feeling.

“My wife is serious too in her heart. As you know, she does
not wear it on her sleeve.”

“I have gone into the matter of the textbooks, sir, if she
will forgive our broaching such matters before her.”

“I thought textbooks were expurgated, when they were for
boys,” said Juliet.

Mr. Dalziel turned his pale, broad, full-browed face to-
wards her.

“And Lucius never intrudes into the sphere of the school,
except in so far as his presence is a liberal education.”

“I endorse the last indeed. And surely ‘intrude’ is not the
word in his case.”

“Watch him next time you see him doing it, and tell him
what is the word.”

“Did you meet Miss James?” said Lucius.

“I am afraid I charged into her, sir. She was already about
her duties. She is a saint on earth.”

“I used to want to meet one, before I knew her,” said Juliet.
“Now of course the desire is fulfilled.”

“I meant it seriously, Mrs. Cassidy.”

“Then it was all the nicer of you to say it.”

“I am a great admirer of simple goodness.”

“I admire all goodness. I believe everyone does. And of
course we like to say that kind hearts are more than coronets,
as if we met both. But why is it better for being simple? I
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should admire complex goodness as much, though no one
speaks about it. I suppose people know they are wicked, and
they will not consent to be simple, and so they think the two
cannot go together.”

“Everything is commoner in its simpler forms,” said Lu-
cius.

Mr. Dalziel looked at him in some relief.

“I will go and unpack, if Miss James has not forestalled
me. I sent my luggage in advance.”

“I saw her engaged on what appeared to be that very
task.”

Mr. Dalziel lifted his shoulders in helpless resignation,
and left the room.

“Would you like to see Mr. Bigwell, Mr. Cassidy?” said
Miss James at the door. “He would prefer to know, before
he disturbs you.”

“Yes, yes, we should like it,” said Lucius, glancing at his
wife.

“Well, I wanted to be sure of my welcome, before 1 broke
in upon the conjugal privacy,” said a deep, unmodulated
voice, as a short, dark, simply rough-featured man entered
the room and looked about with a critical, unimpressed air.
“It must be such a dreary business starting the concern, that
I did not want to force it on you before the time. Well, the
respite is over, and we must make the best of the world where
we find ourselves.”

“Did you not enter it of yopr own will?” said Lucius, as he
shook hands.

“Well, those progressive universities put you into some-
thing useful, whether you will or not,” said Mr. Bigwell, who
dealt with the fact that he had not been to Oxford or Cam-
bridge, as well as he could, indeed was always dealing with it.
“And the life may not be more circumscribed than any soft-
handed life must be. In a way, the further you go up the scale,
the further you go down.”

“Are you a pessimist, Mr. Bigwell?”” said Juliet. “Perhaps
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we ought to stipulate for optimism, when we hold our inter-
views.”

“Well, there is scope for the quality in the routine of a
private schoolmaster. I don’t take any other view. But I never
see so much in life to throw up one’s bonnet about. Your
term may be the one for me. And those of us who live below
a certain point, as we all do here, have to adapt ourselves to a
certain degree. There are points below, of course.”

“Yes, that is true,” said Lucius, resting his eyes on the
speaker, as though the latter might have a right to speak of
these. “I hope you had a holiday that pleased you?”

“Yes, thank you. That is how I should describe it. My idea
of a good time is to follow my own bent, and not to do things
because they are done, or because it is time one did them. I
hope you can say the same.”

“We spent our time with relations,” said Juliet. “In the
house of my former brother-in-law, where my father still has
his home.”

“I hope you gave satisfaction,” said Mr. Bigwell, in the
manner of a man with his own knowledge of life.

“I hope so too. At least I am not without hope.”

“Hope 1s not dead in your breast.”

“By the way, Bigwell,” said Lucius, “a nephew of ours is
to take Eaton’s place this term. A man of your age, the elder
son of the house where we were staying. I hope you will make
him welcome.”

“We will not prejudice him against the life. But, situated
as he is, I am at a loss to know why he has chosen it.”

“It is only for a while. And he is easily spared from home.
His father is a vigorous man.”

“Yes, there would only be occupation for one,” said Mr.
Bigwell, as he ran his eye over the situation.

“And his young half-brother is coming to the school as a
boy.”

“You are using your family to bring in new blood,” said
Mr. Bigwell, rising and drawing a pipe out of his pocket in
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preparation for leaving Juliet’s presence. “Well, I hope your
nephew and I will bring out the best in each other.”

“What is the best in Mr. Bigwell?” said Juliet, as the door
closed.

“He is a worthy fellow and has made a good fight.”

“I wish he 1ad been more victorious. And it is quite a kind
wish.”

“People who remain in the one place, do not measure the
advance of those who rise to another. If ‘rise’ is the word.”

“Of course it is the word. What word would Mr. Bigwell
use?”’

“He has gone further than I have.”

“But you have not gone anywhere. I would not have mar-
ried a man who had conquered in the battle of life. I could
not live with the scars of victory. May I ask an impossible
question? Why would it have mattered, if Mr. Bigwell had
stayed where he was?”

“It would have mattered to him. He did not like the place.”

“I wonder how he knew he did not. That was rather clever
of him. But his effort has only been for himself. Why do we
have to admire him so much?”

“I see no sign that you do so.”

“But I am ashamed of not admiring him. You are not, and
you almost betrayed it. Is that a cab at the door?”

‘“Two cabs,” said Lucius, rising. “Oliver and Sefton in the
first with their baggage. And Spode by himself in the second.
Why did Spode not walk? His things came yesterday. What
care he takes of himself!”

“It is odd how much that sounds to a person’s discredit. I
think he is taking even more care of his umbrella. Does that
matter as much? He and Oliver are not unlike. They look as
if they might be fond of each other. Sefton looks if no one
had ever been fond of him. Why do new boys look like that,
when more affection than ever before has been lavished on
them? How do you know so much about people’s luggage,
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Lucius? No wonder your influence permeates the school,
when you go and put it everywhere.”

“So a mile is too far for you to walk, Spode?” said Lucius.

“Walk, sir? From the station?”

“Yes. Was a mile too far? It is a fine day.”

Mr. Spode looked out of the window as though he had not
considered this.

“Does one walk from stations?”’ said Oliver. “Cabs are al-
ways there. And what is the good of them, if people walk?”

“Many people have luggage,” said Lucius. “Spode had the
expense of sending his luggage in advance and of taking a
cab.”

“If you call it expense,” said Mr. Spode.

“What would you call it?”

“Expense,” said Mr. Spode, a smile creeping over his face.

“I was thriftier than you at your stage.”

“I should hope so,” said Juliet, “or your talk would have
no meaning.”

“I took care of the pence. I hope Spode’s pounds take care
of themselves.”

“I take care of them,” said Mr. Spode, at once.

“Pounds are made of pence,” said Lucius.

“No,” said Oliver. “Nothing is made of two hundred and
forty parts.”

“Well, I see what you mean,” said Lucius.

“Do you?” said Juliet. “How nice to be able to talk like
educated men!”

“How is Miss James?” said Mr. Spode.

“I think she is well,” said Lucius, with a faint note of sur-
prise.

“She looked exhausted at the end of last term. Not that she
ever talks of herself.”

“That is one excuse for my husband’s not knowing about
her,” said Juliet.

“I must hear more about Miss James,” said Oliver.
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“Well, pay attention,” said his aunt.

“We are dependent on her,” said Mr. Spode.

“For your creature comforts,” said Lucius. “Does your
work come anywhere in your lives?”

“Mine hardly does,” said Mr. Spode. “I am too far above it.”

“Why did you choose it?”

“Because it was a blind alley. I was afraid of anything that
led to further things. I shall only need it during my mother’s
life.”

“How old is—how is—is your mother well?”

“Of course she is,” said Juliet. “Or Mr. Spode could not
speak as if she would not always be.”

“She is seventy. She was forty when I was born. I am her
only child and the child of her old age.”

“Well, I hope she will remain herself for a long time,” said
Lucius.

“She hunts,” said Mr. Spode, on a deeper note, “ and her
horse has an Irish strain.”

“Perhaps she will give up hunting soon,” said Juliet. “No,
do not interrupt me, Lucius. I must say something to comfort
Mr. Spode. After all, I am a woman.”

“Do not tell me she is wonderful,” said Mr. Spode. “It is
not that to misuse power.”

“I see that her failings have endeared her to you,” said
Oliver.

The two tall, heavy young men stood side by side, looking
as if they would be alike, if . Mr. Spode’s hair had not been
light, his complexion fair, and his eyes grey instead of dark.
Sefton’s eyes rested on them, as though he saw them as a pair.

“Will you take your brother to Miss James, Oliver?” said
Lucius. “Spode will act as guide.”

Mr. Spode put his hand on Sefton’s collar to direct his steps,
and as they reached the passage turned to Oliver.

“I ask you—" he said, taking up his umbrella and breaking
off to look at it with interest.

“Is anything amiss with your umbrella?”
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“The boys,” said Mr. Spode, putting the umbrella under
his arm with a look of relief. “They are what is amiss with
many things. I ask you if it is proper for my mother to keep
her income, and give me only an allowance, when we are
equal human beings of mature age.”

“How does the money come to be hers?”

“Her father left it to her, because she was his daughter, and
I was only his grandson. Such a shallow reason.”

“But hardly an unnatural one.”

“He should not have allowed it to influence him. Suppose
we all did what was not unnatural! And he did not like my
not hunting. He said I was afraid of the risk.”

“And were you not afraid?”

“I shrink from all danger. I have high imaginative power.
My mother does not see the pictures that rise before me. That
is why I look so old for my age. My face carries its experi-
ence.”

“An accident might be instantaneous,” said Oliver.

“Sometimes horse and rider are entangled,” said Mr. Spode,
losing hold of Sefton and opening the door of the common
room. ‘“‘Dalziel, Bigwell, Shelley! Know each other.”

“We have followed hard on each other’s heels,” said Mr.
Dalziel, rising to shake hands.

“Each name has two I's,” said Mr. Bigwell, as he shook
hands without rising.

“And does that constitute a bond?” said Oliver.

“We can do with one, as the term goes on,” said Mr. Big-
well, on an almost retaliatory note.

“Surely we are not on each other’s nerves already?”

“Nephew of the Head?” said Mr. Bigwell, turning his
thumb in the direction of the study.

“Of his wife. She is my mother’s sister, my Aunt Juliet.”

“You are giving up a leisured life at home, I understand?”

“Yes, I need a rest from it.”

Mr. Bigwell nodded several times, as though he could fol-
low this.
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“I did not know that masters were put through a catechism.
I thought it was only the boys.”

“A certain foundation is necessary to an acquaintanceship.
And sharing a common life involves as much as that.”

“I like to tell you all about myself. I only meant I did not
know it was customary.”

“So you two knew each other?” said Mr. Bigwell, indicating
Oliver and Mr. Spode.

“No,” said the latter.

“But you were walking arm-in-arm.”

“An affectionate impulse,” said Oliver. “It helped me a
good deal. I only left my home this morning.”

“Parents?” said Mr. Bigwell.

“Two living. One dead,” said Oliver.

“Beyond the average,” said Mr. Bigwell, not permitting
himself further enquiry.

Mr. Dalziel raised his eyes.

“Father, mother, and now stepmother,” said Oliver, look-
ing at the latter.

“Stepmother any good?” said Mr. Bigwell.

“Yes, too much good. Now please tell me all about your-
self.”

“Both parents living in the North. Member of a large
family.”

Oliver nodded in Mr. Bigwell’s manner, and Mr. Dalziel
gave a gentle, almost guilty laugh.

“Religion?” said Mr. Spode to Oliver.

“None. Village church at home. Sometimes play the organ.
Play the harmonium here.”

“None. Chapel at home. I am not ashamed of it,” said Mr.
Bigwell.

“Surely you must be,” said Mr. Spode.

“I should not confess it, if I were.”

“People are always ashamed of things they confess. Other-
wise they would be easy in keeping them to themselves. I
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confess I have not a penny in the world, apart from what my
mother allows me. But I am ashamed.”

‘“Then why are you not quiet about it?”

“People might expect me to help them on their way,” said
Mr. Spode.

“I have nothing but what I earn,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“Then you must be ashamed, and glad to have got the
confession over.”

“I think independence is a good thing, though it may be an
arrogant attitude.”

“If it were arrogant, it would be very nice,” said Oliver.
“But it is brave and sad, and makes other people ashamed for
us. I am ceasing to be proud of depending on myself.”

“Have you a religion, Spode?” said Mr. Bigwell.

“I have tried many things in my search for support. But I
have had no encouragement. My mother is a sceptic.”

“I am a Catholic,” said Mr. Dalziel.

“Believing?” said Oliver.

Mr. Dalziel turned his eyes towards him.

“Believing as we see,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“I do not try to convert people.”

“Do you not think you ought?” said Oliver.

“I see what you mean. I fear I am but a feeble witness.”

“Confession,” said Mr. Spode, as if to himself. “Confession.
Such an outlet.”

“Well, since you say so,” said Mr. Bigwell, with a laugh.

“Do people confess the truth?” said Oliver.

“People always ask that,” said Mr. Dalziel.

“It is my turn to be ashamed.”

“Why should you not be as other men?” said Mr. Bigwell.

“It is because there are no reasons, that I am ashamed.”

“What are your ideas for the future?” said Mr. Bigwell.
“Inherit, I suppose?”

“If things can be kept together.”

Mr. Bigwell nodded once more.
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“How did you gain universal understanding?”’ said Oliver.
“Well, I keep my eyes open, as I go through life. I may as
well learn what I can, whether or no it is any good to me.”

“What are your ideas for your own future?”

“Stick to my work and get where I may. Nothing else for
me. I suppose you expect me to be ashamed.”

“You must be. And all through no fault of your own. What
are your ideas, Dalziel? This keeping nothing from each
other is such a success.”

“I shall have enough to live on in the end. And I can’t help
being glad of it. My own efforts would not take me far.”

“You need not pretend to be ashamed,” said Mr. Spode.

“Well, I am glad I have no reason to wish my parents dead,”
said Mr. Bigwell.

“Everyone wants the reasons,” said Oliver. “Of course we
need not be influenced by them.”

“My mother’s death will tear up the roots of my life,” said
Mr. Spode.

“But it will give you other support for it,” said Oliver.

“There, that is what I meant,” said Mr. Bigwell. “Always
that idea in your heads! I repeat that I am glad I have no
reason to desire the death of those who gave me life.”

“Yes, yes, you do repeat it,” said Oliver, in a soothing man-
ner.

“You do not really seem to like it much,” said Mr. Spode.

“I am glad I shall have enough to offer a woman one day,”
said Mr. Dalziel. .

“I would rather earn it,” said Mr. Bigwell. “But women—
that takes us into another sphere.”

“Not those we can offer enough to,” said Oliver.

“Well, well,” said Mr. Bigwell, half-laughing, “a man’s life
is his own.”

“Surely not here,” said Oliver. “I do not want to go back
to my old sense of isolation.”

“Well, a man is a man,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“That is rather sweeping,” said Oliver. “I am not.”
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“Neither am I,” said Mr. Spode. “And I should not think
Cassidy is.”

“Of course not,” said Oliver, ‘“when he keeps a boys’ school.
And my meaning is simple, not sinister.”

“Well, Dalziel and I will keep our own counsel,” said Mr.
Bigwell. :

“I should be surprised if Bigwell were a man,” said Mr.
Spode, in an absent tone.

“You can speak to me, and not of me, when I am here.”

“I found I could only speak of you.”

“So it is true,” said Oliver.

“What?” said Mr. Dalziel.

“The relation of masters in a school together.”

“I am not sure that I agree with Spode’s conception of him-
self,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“I like you to speak of me, and not to me. I follow my
mother’s conception of me. I am an adult human being.”

“She is an unusual parent, if she conceives of you as that.
My mother does not think of me as far on the road.”

“And she is right,” said Mr. Spode.

“Now what do you mean by that?”

“I mean what I say. That your mother is right.”

“Well, you would not have him say she is wrong, Bigwell,”
said Oliver. “A man does not speak against another man’s
mother. If he does, I believe he is not a man, and we hardly
want any more of that.”

“I know what he meant,” said Mr. Bigwell. “And it is true
that I started behind the rest of you, and have to go further.”

“I really did not know,” said Oliver. “And he was talking
about what your mother meant. Do you think that was it?
What are you holding in your hand, Spode? Some precious
thing?”

“Itis a jewel,” said Mr. Spode, in a deep tone. “My mother
wants me to sell it for her.”

“She wishes to part with it, does she?” said Mr. Bigwell, on
a faintly corrective note.
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“She wishes me to do it for her. It embarrasses her to part
with things. She fancies that people look at her as if she were
in debt.”

“Well, as long as she is not.”

“But she is. That is her reason for the step. I do not think
people often have any other.”

“What is the good of a single earring?”

“It could be made into something else. Ever since I can
remember, that has been the case. But it is the kind of thing
that is never done.”

“True,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“Is it true?” said Oliver. “I should not have known that
either. I believe I have seen an earring like it.”

“You cannot have,” said Mr. Spode. “It is unique.”

“Unless you have seen its fellow,” said Mr. Bigwell. “It
must be somewhere. Well, good luck to the barter. Is that
someone at the door?”

“Is this Miss James’s room?” said a boy’s voice.

“No, but come in,” said Mr. Spode. “We will try to take
her place.”

Four boys obeyed the word and looked about them.

“Is Miss James here?” said the same voice, as an open-eyed
boy, with a large round face and head, detached himself from
the group.

“What would you think?” said Mr. Bigwell. “If you cannot
believe your ears, you must use your eyes.”

“She is not here. There are, only men.”

“True,” said Mr. Spode; “and you have just been torn
from your mother and sisters. But do not despise the rougher
sex. It is your own.”

“Where is she?”

“You must call me ‘sir.” You must do as the Romans do.”

“ ‘Do you know where she is, sir?’” prompted Mr. Dalziel,
in even tones.

The boy repeated the words, with a glance of humour at
his companions.
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“You are laughing at us,” said Mr. Spode. “But I shall not
tell you that you will soon laugh on the other side of your
face, because I could not say a vulgar thing. And I daresay it
1s not true.”

“She is in her own room along the passage,” said Mr. Dal-
ziel. “She will solve your problems.”

“You detect in us no feminine grace?” said Mr. Bigwell.

“Hasn’t he got it?” said the boy, indicating Mr. Dalziel.

There was some mirth.

“What is your name, my man?”’ said Mr. Bigwell, in a tone
of giving the correct turn to the proceedings. “And how many
summers have you seen?”

“Francis Bacon, sir. I am eleven.”

“Your namesake was the greatest, the wisest and the
meanest of mankind,” said Mr. Spode. “Which of those do
we expect you to be?”

“The first, sir. The first two.”

There was further mirth.

“The last, sir,” said Bacon, with less confidence.

“The next boy,” said Mr. Bigwell. “Your name, my son?”

“Sefton Shelley, sir.”

“Yes, he is my half-brother,” said Oliver. “My stepmother
has sent me here to keep an eye on him.”

“You will not often see him.”

“Then I cannot do as she said.”

“Are you the boy I dropped in the passage?” said Mr. Spode,
in faint surprise, as if he had hardly expected Sefton to
emerge.

“Yes, sir. But I met the others.”

‘“That was a resourceful boy.”

“Next young man?” said Mr Bigwell.

“Hubert Holland, sir. Nearly eleven.”

“Colin Sturgeon, sir. Ten and a half.”

“A tall, pale, aquiline boy, and a short, snub, rosy boy,”
said Mr. Spode in a dreamy tone. “The old story that is al-
ways new.”
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Bacon glanced at Holland and then at the men.

“You could describe us as well as we can describe you?”
said Mr. Spode. .

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, remember that a pleasant description is more dif-
ficult than an unpleasant one,” said Mr. Bigwell. “You want
to do the difficult thing, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Why?"” said Mr. Spode.

“Because fewer people could do it, sir.”

“May you never have a worse reason for doing things than
that,” said Mr. Bigwell. “Now, you may go to Miss James.
And remember that she is always there, and we are always
here.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Miss James will make them feel at home,” said Mr. Dalziel.

“She will make them feel at school,” said Mr. Spode. “She
will show them the truest kindness. That is cruelty in a con-
densed form.”

“I had no idea that schoolmasters were so alive to boyish
troubles,” said Oliver. “I thought they became callous to
suffering they constantly witnessed.”

“They may become sharpened to it,” said Mr. Bigwell. “I
wish that could be said of the little ruffians themselves.”

“Well, they would hardly be tender with a man’s tender-
ness,” said Oliver.

The four boys outside the room paused and looked at each
other. Their pursuit of Miss James seemed to have fallen
from their minds.

“What relation did he say you were to him?” said Bacon to
Sefton. “The darker one of the two large men.”

“Half-brother. That means that one parent is the same, and
the other is not. We have the same father and different
mothers.”

“Then has your father more than one wife?”
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“No, of course not. The first wife has to die, before a man
can have a second. Oliver’s mother was the first.”

“Then your father does not keep a harem?”

“Of course not. He has only had one wife at a time. Oliver’s
mother died, and he married again later.”

“But she was still his wife. So is your mother his concu-
bine?” '

“No, of course not. A second wife is as much a wife as the
first. Just like a second husband.”

“When he happens to be a wife,” said Holland.

“We want to get at the truth,” said Bacon, with a frown.
“Perhaps his father is a Mohammedan.”

“Of course he is not,” said Sefton. “He is just like anyone
else.”

“Then is he a commonplace man?” said Holland.

‘“That is what you will be,” said Bacon. “But Shelley can’t
make things true by just saying ‘of course.” His mother is
probably a concubine. He might not be told about it. I don’t
suppose he would be.”

“It may be like Agamemnon bringing back Cassandra,
when he already had a wife,” said Sturgeon.

“It is not,” said Sefton. “The first wife died before he mar-
ried my mother, before he even saw her, years and years be-
fore.”

“Is your brother treated differently from you?” said Bacon.
“I mean apart from his being older. Does he have more of
everything?”

“He will have the place in the end. But that is because he
is the eldest.”

“You see,” said Bacon, nodding at the others. “That is
how it would be. The brother is the child of the real wife, and
is more important. Won’t you have any share of things at all,
Shelley?”

‘“Has he any right to be called that?”” said Holland. *“Per-
haps his mother called him Sefton, to give him a surname.”
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“My name is Sefton Shelley just as my brother’s is Oliver
Shelley. Sefton is my mother’s surname.”

“Well, there it is,” said Bacon. “His mother’s surname is
the one he has a right to.”

“I shall have a profession, and he will have the place, be-
cause it is the law.”

“Of course it would be. The child of the real wife is the
only one the law recognises. You are what is called a natural
son. That is why you are to have work of your own. Natural
sons are often made quite important in that way. There is a
lot of it in history.”

‘“He ought not really to be at the same school as we are,”
said Sturgeon. “He ought to be at one for the sons of concu-
bines. There are schools for the sons of almost all kinds of
people.”

“I expect his mother managed it for him,” said Holland.
“Concubines are often more spoilt than ordinary women.”

“Is his father a gentleman?” said Sturgeon.

“Yes,” said Bacon. “It is gentlemen who do these things.
They are the only ones who can afford to do them. They cost
a great deal, though they are generally not mentioned.”

“Do all men who can afford to, keep concubines?”

“No, only in China. In England only a few keep them. And
they are generally kept outside the house. Sometimes the
real wife does not know about them.”

“I am the son of a real wife,” said Sefton, with tears in his
voice. “My father’s first wife died before he ever saw my
mother.” ’

“Well, there is no need to cry about it,” said Bacon. “Your
father may love your mother the best. That does happen
with concubines. I daresay Agamemnon loved Cassandra bet-
ter than Clytaemnestra. Indeed it seems as if he did.”

“How do you know so much about concubines? Do all your
fathers keep several?”

““What is all this noise?” said Miss James, opening her door.
“No talking is allowed in the passage. Oh, it is the four new
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boys! Well, even you can read the rules. Were you looking
for my room?”

“Yes,” said Bacon, as he recalled this purpose.

“‘Yes, Miss James,” " said the latter, putting things at once
on a proper footing. “Why are you crying, Shelley? You are
Shelley, are you not? I saw you arriving with your brother.
What is wrong?”’

“My mother is not a concubine.”

“Well, of course she is not. Who said she was?”

“All of them. All of them, Miss James.”

“Well, he said our fathers kept several,” said Holland.
“Several, Miss James.”

“I never heard of such talk. I was never so shocked in my
life,” said Miss James, rapidly. “And new boys, and one of
you related to the Head! I should complain to him, if I liked
to talk about such things, if I wished to be degraded by them.
And telling tales of each other on your first day! I can hardly
believe it. Are you not ashamed of it yourselves?”

“Yes, Miss James.”

“Well, it is best to say no more about it. Indeed, it is not
fit to speak about. Here is the key of your playbox, Bacon.
And of yours, Sturgeon.” Miss James here waited for the keys
to be accepted, to attach names to their owners, a capacity
taken by them as part of a general unfathomable power. “You
have yours, Shelley. Then Holland will lead us upstairs. You
are to have a dormitory to yourselves. There is a playbox by
each bed, and you must claim your own.”

Miss James kept her eyes on Holland, to register her im-
pression of him, and the boys gave their first signs of interest
in their new world.

“Now I am going to put you all on your honour,” said Miss
James, her eyes now resting easily on the claimants of the
boxes. “I am sure you know what that means. You are on
your honour as gentlemen not to mention the word, ‘concu-
bine,’ again.”

“The word comes in the Bible,” said Bacon.
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“And so do a great many words that are not fit for you
to use, that are not suitable for people who do not understand
how to use them,” said Miss James, with the rapidity that was
frequently her resource. “And you want a great knowledge of
the Bible to understand its language.”

“Suppose we have to read the word aloud?”

“Then you will do so without giggling or exchanging
glances,” said Miss James, to the discomfort of her hearers,
who recognised in her some power of divining their nature.
“And in ordinary conversation you will not mention it. You
are on your honour not to do so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss James.”

“And now here are the rules of the school,” said Miss James,
with the faint sigh of one approaching the last and most
arduous stage. “Here is the printed list on the wall. Now can
you all read?”

“Yes, Miss James.”

“You need not say it too easily. I have often met boys who
apparently could not. This is an important thing,” said Miss
James, who had disposed of such matters as could be settled
through the medium of honour. “Will you read the first rule,
Bacon?”

‘“ ‘Rise on hearing the first bell.” How do we know it is the
first?”

“Well, you can count as far as one, can you not?”

“Yes. But we might be asleep when it went. Miss James.”

“The bell would wake you. That is its purpose. Read the
second rule, Shelley.” )

“ ‘Leave the dormitory on second bell, and descend in
silence to classroom.’ ”

“And the third, Sturgeon.”

“‘Observe silence in passages and on stairs.” Suppose we
observe a noise, Miss James?"’

“You do not know that use of the word?” said Miss James,
in a tone that mingled kindliness, suspicion and resignation,
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in case any of these qualities was called for. “It just means
‘keep.’ You can remember that.”

‘“ ‘Observe silence in dormitory after lights are out,” ”” read
Holland, “ ‘and when visiting dormitory during day. Observe
punctuality at meals.” Suppose we do forget what the word,
‘observe,” means?”’

Miss James took a pencil and altered the word to ‘keep,’
and on second thoughts produced a pen and traced it where
it occurred.

“Keep punctuality at meals?” said Holland, as if to himself.

“It is an old use of the word. You would not know it,” said
Miss James, going to the door. “Now, if you want me, you
know where I am. Remember all I have said.”

“If we do not want her, we forget where she is,” said
Holland.

“As is true in many cases,” said Bacon.

“Not a bad old dame,” said Sturgeon.

“She might be better-favoured,” said Bacon.

“If she was, she would not be here,” said Holland. “There
would be a risk of the masters’ falling in love with her.”

‘“She would not be chosen for—for what must not be said,”
said Sturgeon.

“You are breaking your promise,” said Bacon.

“He is not. He did not say the word,” said Holland. “And
we did not really give the promise.”

“We did in effect. There is a point beyond which we do
not go. Now I am going to open my playbox.”

“The size of mine is in keeping with myself,” said Sturgeon,
getting over what had to come.

“You are of a wizened stature,” said Bacon. “Perhaps you
will grow up a dwarf.”

‘““Then you could earn your living in a show,” said Holland.
“Indeed you might have to. I don’t think a dwarf would be
employed in ordinary ways.”

“Should I be paid enough for that?”
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“You would not want much,” said Bacon. “You would not
have family expenses. No one would marry a dwarf.”

“Dwarfs sometimes marry each other,” said Sturgeon.
“Sometimes their children are dwarfs, and sometimes not. It
happens in the big circuses, and I might succeed in my pro-
fession.”

“And what profession is that?” said Miss James, returning
with the air of one who had expected to do so. “When you
cannot remember a simple thing for a few minutes!”

“A dwarf in a fair, Miss James.”

“Well, what extraordinary characters you think of! First
a—and then a dwarf, first one thing and then another. And
did I, or did I not, tell you to read the rules, and hear you
reading them?”

“Yes, you did, Miss James.”

“And did you read the one about keeping silence in the
dormitories during the day? Or did you miss that one out?”

“No, Miss James. But that was visiting the dormitory,”
said Bacon. ‘“We are unpacking in this one and settling
down.”

Miss James again produced her pen, made an alteration on
the list, and turned on her way. A bell rang as she reached
the door, and she looked at the four boys engaged with their
boxes.

“What sound was that?”

“A bell, Miss James.”

“And what bell would it be at this hour?”

“A bell for tea?” said Sturgeon, in a dubious tone.

“And did you miss this rule out?” said Miss James, tapping
her pen against the list. “Will you please read it again, all
together?”

“Observe punctuality at meals.”

“Well, what are you going to do about it?”

Four pairs of eyes met hers and sought each other.

“Ought we to go down?” said Holland, in a tone of hazard-
ing a just possible suggestion.
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“Perhaps our tea will be brought up to us on our first
night,” said Sturgeon.

“Go down, all of you, and let me have no more nonsense,”
said Miss James, tapping her pen on his head and almost
smiling. “You will miss grace now. You can say your grace
to yourselves. You all know a grace, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss James.”

“Then mind you do not forget to say it. And talk among
yourselves and not to the other boys. That leads to trou-
ble.”

The boys went down and followed a hum of voices to the
dining-room. An elder boy leaned from his seat and pointed
them to their place. They took their seats and turned their
eyes on the table.

“If we were made truly thankful, we might get on better,”
said Sturgeon, with no thought of attending further than
this to Miss James’s injunction.

“They should have warned us that the school was for
coarse feeders,” said Bacon. ‘“Perhaps that is true of all schools.
Only coarse feeders can be educated.”

“What is this, boys?”’ said Miss James, coming late to her
place, with her habitual, hurried disregard of her own com-
fort. “What is this I hear about coarse feeders? It does not
sound a polite way to talk. I hope you can all behave properly
at table. Is no one going to pass anything to me?”

The boys, who had assumed that Miss James arranged mat-
ters for herself in arranging all things, handed plates with
signs of discomposure.

“Miss James also feeds coarsely,” muttered Sturgeon.

“I beg your pardon, Sturgeon?’’ said Miss James, in a new
tone.

“I said— I only said,” said Sturgeon, realising the interpre-
tation put upon his words; “we were talking about the food,
not about the people who ate it.”

“Oh, I see. That explains it. But I hope you were not find-
ing fault with the food put before you. We eat what is pro-
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vided for us, without discussion or criticism. Did you all re-
member your grace?” Her tone suggested that such an ob-
servance might have ensured subsequent propriety.

“No, Miss James,” said Bacon.

“Did you actually forget it?”

“No, Miss James,” said Holland, feeling that Sturgeon’s
allusion saved them from this.

“Then what was your reason for not saying it?”

“I don’t know, Miss James.”

“Now I think I can tell you,” said Miss James, leaning back
and surveying the faces turned towards her. “I think it was
that you felt a little ashamed of saying it in front of everyone,
of standing to your colours in public. And as that is not a
feeling to be proud of, you will not yield to it another time.
Are you going to leave that butter on your plate, Sturgeon?
Is it not wholesome food?”

“Yes. No, Miss James. It is the fat on the top of the potted
meat.”

“It is butter. The meat is potted in the house. Put it on a
piece of bread and eat it.”

“No, Miss James. It is against my nature, and I must stand
to my colours in public,” said Sturgeon, realising too late the
various baseness involved in his speech.

Miss James rose, a flush mounting her cheek, and walked
down the table towards the presiding master.

“I am about to suffer for my colours,” said Sturgeon, grin-
ning at his companions.

“You have time to hide the butter and say you have eaten
it,” said Bacon, not pretending to accept this lightness.

Sturgeon looked about him, but saw that the moment had
passed. Miss James was returning with a gowned figure in her
wake.

“Do you ask me to countenance direct disobedience, Mr.
Spode?”

“No disobedience of any kind. It would be an improper
requirement. In what way has obedience been withheld?”
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“Sturgeon refuses to eat the wholesome butter on his
plate.”

“Why did he take it, the boy called Sturgeon? He was called
that a little while ago. So he is a wasteful and unbiddable
boy. In my employer’s house are many monsters.”

“I did not take it. It was on the potted meat. Sir,” said
Sturgeon.

“And you took it upon yourself to separate them? Do not
take matters upon yourself in future. You are not a person to
judge. You are a person to be enjoined and directed. You are
the least of all persons. Do you grasp this truth about your-
self?”

“Yes, sir.” .

“Then render to Miss James the thing that is Miss James's,
the submission of people such as you. Take bread, place the
butter upon it, and carry it with you after the meal. Do not
keep a lady waiting while you eat it. Grace is about to be
said.” Mr. Spode took a step apart, stood for a space with
bowed head, and withdrew without a glance behind.

Sturgeon spread the butter, with remorse welling up within
him, and Miss James surveyed him with similar experience.
There is a rule that no human being is perfect, and a tend-
ency to hastiness saved Miss James from upsetting it.

“You see, Sturgeon, the view a master takes of your be-
haviour. Now all go up to the dormitory, and I will follow.
There are still some things to be arranged.”

“I will eat the bread-and-butter for you,” said Holland on
the stairs. “I don’t mind it as much as you do. I thought the
other things were worse.”

Sturgeon relinquished it with a shudder and wiped his
hands. Miss James was aloof and preoccupied, her geniality
destroyed by the recent passage and her compunction for it.
She began to sort some clothes and to ask curt questions con-
cerning them.

“I feel sick,” said Sturgeon, in an uncertain way. “I feel
sick, Miss James.”
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“Oh, no, you do not,” said the latter, rapidly threading one
thing through another. “Sick boys are not rude and obstinate.
Use your handkerchief and stop choking like that.”

Sturgeon obeyed the first injunction, but the smell of but-
ter on the handkerchief disposed of the second. The other
boys surveyed him, rigid and silent, and it occurred to him to
wonder if they would do anything to succour him, if his life
were at stake, as possibly it was. Miss James dealt with him
with an efficiency and absence of fuss, that aroused his grati-
tude, and finally stood back and regarded him in her usual
manner.

“Well, I am glad of this sickness, Sturgeon, if it does sound
an odd thing to say. It proves you were not yourself, when
you behaved as you did. I should be sorry to think it was your
real self that you showed me.”

“I am not glad of it,” said Holland.

“Sturgeon’s real self has not everything to recommend it,”
said Bacon.

“Now do not be foolish, boys. It might happen to you at
any time. And you should never say anything to add to
anyone’s discomfort. Your first thought should be to lessen
it.”

“We were not showing you our real selves, Miss James.”

“You should have said you were not well, Sturgeon. Then I
should not have told you to eat the butter.”

“Holland ate it for me. It was the smell of it on the handker-
chief,” said Sturgeon, now beyond any stage but simple truth.

“Well, I am glad it was not wasted.”

“As it would have been, if Sturgeon had eaten it,” said
Bacon.

“Now will you all get to bed? I want you off my mind before
I go to the other boys. You are only four out of sixty. I can-
not give you all my time.”

The boys, with an incredulous acceptance of the ordinary
nature of their experience, prepared for the night, now find-
ing every step an obstacle in the way of darkness and their



Two Worlds and Their Ways 163

different means of relief. These varied from tears to prayer,
and rapidly ended in sleep.

The next morning the bell tolled—as they had agreed to
describe the sound—and they rose with an unexpected feel-
ing of being able to face the day. Bacon, forgetting the con-
gestion of the new world, led the way downstairs with mim-
icry of Miss James.

“Whom are you imitating, Bacon?” said a voice in the rear.

“The—the housemaid at home, Miss James.”

“And do you think that is a kind thing to do?”

“Well, she cannot see me, Miss James.”

“And does that alter the essential quality of the action?”

“No. Yes. No, Miss James.”

“Do you think it is a manly thing to bring ridicule upon
someone of a weaker sex than your own?” said Miss James,
who was at frequent pains to impress the frailty of her nature
upon those who owed her subservience.

“No, Miss James.”

“Someone too who spends her life in working for your
comfort,” said Miss James, with a quiver of feeling, or fellow-
feeling, in her tone.

“No, Miss James,” said Bacon, with some feeling in his.

“Well, if I try to forget it this once, will you give me your
word that you will not sink to that level again?”

“Yes, Miss James,” said Bacon, less affected by Miss James’s
self-betrayal than by fear that she might realise it, and hurry-
ing into the breakfast room.

“We are getting hemmed in by promises,” said Holland.
“It is a good thing we have not promised not to eat and
drink.”

“It might be a solution,” said Bacon, looking at the dishes.

“I am the hungriest. I have a right to be,” said Sturgeon,
assuming that thoughts were on his late mishap, and sur-
prised by the looks of question.

Letters were put on the table, and there was one at Sefton’s
place.
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“You are a lucky boy. A letter already!” said Miss James,
something in her tone suggesting disapproval of unsettling
methods.

“It is from my mother,” said Sefton.

“From your mater?” said Holland, in a tone that was just
a question.

“Yes,” said Sefton, tearing the envelope and surveying the
round hand written by Maria for his aid.

MY LITTLE SON,

A word from your mother to help you through your
first day. A happy day it may not be, but a brave and busy
one it can, and I am sure will be, and the first step to-
wards the success that means so much to Father and me.
So you will forget yourself, and put your heart into your
new life for our sakes.

YOUR LOVING MOTHER

Sefton sat with his eyes on the words. Forget himself he
could not; put his heart into his life he could; succeed he
must. He crumpled the letter and put it in his pocket, con-
scious of reluctance for it to be seen, conscious in a way new
to him, that indifference to his progress in his parents would
be more to his credit than anxiety for it. To go to expense for
a son’s education, and then be unconcerned for his benefit,
was the ideal thing. He felt strange knowledge welling up
within him, knowledge that did not come from outside;
knowledge of the world of school, of the world itself; knowl-
edge that the parallel between them was a shallow thing. He
was surprised by his perception; felt it could not be common
to his kind, and set him apart; saw his parents’ ambitions ful-
filled, and himself rendered fitting dues. The mood of exalta-
tion was fostered by prayers, a ceremony new to him and
coming with consequent force. A passage of scripture, chosen
it seemed at random, was read by Lucius; and a hymn, chosen
in another manner by Miss James, was rendered by all with
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simple feeling, and supported by Oliver with his eyes on the
keyboard. Sefton’s emotions were fed, and he entered the
classroom in a mood of high resolve.

Arithmetic was the subject of the first hour, and the master
of the art was Mr. Spode, who suffered from resentful sur-
prise that new boys could not proceed from the point where
the last ones left off.

“Have you been taught?” he said.

“Yes. Yes, sir.”

“And have you learnt?” said Mr. Spode, as if it were not
worth while to finish his sentences.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then work that sum. And if it is wrong, do not mind
about it. Others will not.”

Sefton found the problem within his powers, looked up the
answer and found it correct, and awaited and obtained ap-
proval.

“Try the next kind, and I shall begin to see what you are.
I did not know what you might be. Do not look at the an-
swers. They are to help me, not you. We both need them, and
I am to have them. In future you will use a book without
them.”

Sefton followed directions and again attained success, was
put on to a further chapter and pursued his way. In the fourth
he was less sure of himself, consulted the answer and worked
at the question until the result tallied with it. Mr. Spode saw
the erasures.

“You were less sure of your ground?”

“Yes, sir. I saw the mistake myself. I thought the sum was
wrong, and looked for it.”

“Well, who else was there to see it? Now I am here to teach
you, and I do not ask that the cup shall pass from me. Do an-
other of the same kind, and take your time.”

Sefton did so, protected by glances at Mr. Spode, and by
means of his last method again achieved success. Then he



166 Two Worlds and Their Ways

went further, and finding a problem beyond his powers, ap-
pended the answer at a distance from it, filled in the inter-
vening space with attempts at working, and achieved a
plausible effect and another triumph. One more problem
dealt with in this way, and the lesson ended, and he put his
work into his desk in relief and exultation. He was too young
to see his danger, and joined his companions without mis-
giving.

“Who taught you arithmetic at home?” said Holland.

“Miss Petticott, my governess, my sister’s governess.”

“She must have kept your nose to the grindstone,” said
Bacon.

“Women do that,” said Holland. “They are known to be
harder than men.”

“I don’t think they are,” said Sturgeon.

“Oh, your sickness is not the whole of life,” said Bacon.

“No, but it is a part of it,” said Sturgeon, betraying some
feeling.

“There is not so much in early success,” said Bacon. “It
may be a bad sign. But you need not look disturbed, Shelley.
I daresay you will not have much of it.”

Sefton was silent, knowing he must have it, if he could.

“We have Latin after the break. We have it with Mr. Big-
well,” said Holland. “Bigwell wastes his time and ours
with it.”

“He takes Greek too, for the boys who learn it,” said
Bacon. “I shall have enough of Bigwell, and he of me.”

“I am not to learn Greek,” said Holland. “I am not sup-
posed to be clever. Are you, Sturgeon?”

“Yes. So I am to learn Greek, to let people know about it.”

“Now what is this, boys?” said Miss James, appearing from
no particular direction. “You do not want so much to eat in
the middle of the morning. You have fetched enough from
your boxes to last you all day. Anyone would think you had
never had a meal before.”

The boys, who had seen their appetites as casting an asper-
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sion on the school fare, were silent as the slur was transferred
to their home provision.

“No wonder you do not enjoy your meals, if you over-eat
between them.”

The boys grinned at each other, Sefton feeling shame for
the first time that day, and repaired before they needed, to
Mr. Bigwell’s class.

“Well, I hope you are ready to face the term,” said the lat-
ter, hitching his gown on to his shoulders as a hardly natural
appendage. “I confess I am still inclined to indulge in the
backward glance.”

“It is easier for you. You have not anything to learn,” said
Holland.

“Have I not? Make no mistake,” said Mr. Bigwell, who
made none himself, and attended to his needs.

“I mean, you know all you have to teach. You don’t have
to keep on learning, as we do.”

“Well, once I was in your pristine state,” said Mr. Bigwell,
giving further adjustment to the outward sign of his present
one.

He set the boys to construe from a book of selections, to
gauge their knowledge. The book was in common use, and
Sefton had read it with his tutor, and obtained easy credit.

“Have you read that passage before, Shelley? Do you know
this book?”

“No, sir. But I have read Latin something like it.”

“Try this passage on the opposite page.”

Sefton did so, with similar result.

“And now this harder one some pages further.”

Sefton just managed it, or gave the impression that he did,
making one or two false moves, and rectifying them in a
manner of sudden perception.

“That is above the average. You may have a gift for lan-
guages. If so, you must see it as a responsibility. It is not a
matter of credit for yourself.”

“No, sir,” said Sefton, who had no personal concern with it.

”"”
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‘“We shall have our textbooks next week, and shall see how
you manage then. That will be more of a test, but I do not
think you will fail.”

“I think you know more Latin than Bigwell,” said Holland,
when the latter had withdrawn. “He is supposed to buy cribs
for every book, and keep them in his desk. The boys have seen
them when he opens it. But he did not give himself away,
when I set a trap for him.”

“It would hardly do to borrow them,” said Bacon. “It
would leave him without the means of taking his classes. He
would have to take to his bed.”

“And then we could not show off before him. So it would
be no good,” said Sturgeon. “And it would be beyond human
courage.”

“Yes,” said Sefton, feeling that this might be the case, but
that the matter could remain in the balance.

The rest of the morning was given to Mr. Dalziel, who
taught Scripture, history and English, regarded as kindred
subjects, and appropriate to his gentler nature. Sefton did
well without great effort, and saw these things would present
no problem, a matter for relief, as problems gathered.

The dinner bell rang, and the four took their seats about
Miss James in an uncertain spirit, feeling that a poor appetite
would recall their gluttony, and a good one establish it. Miss
James had forgotten the incident, or rather had got out of
the way of remembering incidents, to avoid the strain on her
memory. .

Sefton’s life thickened about him. Success was his, but suc-
cess with a crumbling basis. He followed it along a way that
wound hard and steep. Strategy and courage were demanded
of him; danger claimed him for its own. Envy of his comrades,
with their open and ordinary lives, filled his heart and looked
from his eyes. By night he crept down to Mr. Bigwell’s desk,
to read translations with his ear alert for sound; broached the
desk of Mr. Spode for the answers to the problems to be faced
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by day. A visit from Maria, urgent and exultant, confirmed
him in this course. More than once catastrophe dogged him,
barely passed him by. He was heard, followed, all but seen.
A reputation for sleep-walking arose and saved him for the
time. He was discussed, questioned, physicked by Miss James.
His lapses from his standard, when his strategy failed, were
ascribed to improper sleep, and he bore the symptoms of it.

He settled down to the routine, almost coming to find it
such, received his mother’s letters with their pride and praise,
wept over his father’s simple words, and pressed forward on
his path, resolved to sustain its rigours for his parents’ sake.
He longed for the end of the term; never forgot, as others did,
to mark off the days; felt he could hold out so far and no fur-
ther, shrank from imagining an extra day. He fancied the
masters grew guarded in their praise, that their eyes rested on
him in doubt and question, but was too young to know how
far he was self-betrayed. If he could reach the end of the term,
his troubles would end. The next term lay beyond his sight.
Here his childhood protected him; it was part of the formless
future.

The end of the term approached, and with it the examina-
tions. He heard them discussed without any real conception
of them, hardly knew the threat they carried. When they
came, it emerged that his house was founded upon the sand.
Elemental forces beat upon that house, and it fell. He was
confronted by problems without an answer, by passages he
had not seen. His place in the subjects passed without ques-
tion, either from masters or boys. This was ill-omened, but
the threat was not defined. The end was at hand; the hard
road lay behind; enough success was assured to him to carry
him home. He no longer envied boys who slept in their beds,
slept himself in a delusive peace.

When the summons to Lucius came, he went with a sink-
ing heart that he did not explain. The glances of the boys
gave him a feeling he would not recognise. He could hardly
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believe it, when he found his shadowy suspicions fulfilled.
What was known as simple truth, was simple indeed.

Lucius sat at his desk, with Mr. Spode and Mr. Bigwell at
his hand. Their faces defined Sefton’s foreboding. As Lucius
spoke, his heart was still.

“Sefton, I ask you to speak the truth, to show me you are a
person who can speak it. You have had answers to the ques-
tions set by Mr. Spode?”

“Yes—ryes, sir,” said Sefton, realising that honesty was the
best policy, at the usual moment of finding that other policies
had failed.

“You have had books with the answers appended to them?”

“Yes. Yes, sir,” said Sefton, preferring this picture to that
of himself creeping forth by night to pursue the books to
their place.

“Did you bring them from home?”

“They were with the books that were packed for me. I did
not know what they were.”

“Did you think that copying the answers and faking the
work above them, was the proper use of them?”

“I did not know how to use them, sir. I think Miss Petticott
looked first at the answers.”

Lucius looked him in the eyes, uncertain how far to accept
this innocence. Mr. Spode and Mr. Bigwell kept their eyes
averted, not being subject to the uncertainty.

“And had you translations of the books you read with Mr.
Bigwell?” . '

“Well, I had read the book of extracts at home.”

“You did not say you had read it?”

“No, sir,” said Sefton, seeing that Mr. Bigwell recalled his
saying he had not.

“And the other books you used? Had you translations of
those?”

“I found some old ones in the classroom. I did not know at
first we were not supposed to use them.”

“But you did not show them to the other boys?”
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“No, sir,” said Sefton, weeping. “I wanted to do better
than they did.”

“Even when you realised you were gaining credit that was
not yours, you did not show them?” said Lucius, his tone sug-
gesting that honour among wrong-doers rendered the latter
more acceptable to him.

“No, sir. I thought that would make it more likely that it
would be found out,” said Sefton, on an honest note.

“Well, go and fetch those books and bring them to me.”

“I can’t, sir. I have destroyed them. I put them on the fire.
I wanted to stop using them before the examinations. I
thought, if I did not use them for those, it would not much
matter my doing it before. And I did not use them for those;
I did not open a single book all through them; I had not got
the books any longer.” Sefton raised his eyes with a childish
openness that was echoed in his tone.

“There was no sign that you did use them,” said Mr. Spode.

“You could not have done so,” said Mr. Bigwell. “The
invigilation would have made it impossible.”

Sefton lifted his eyes again in innocent acceptance.

“So this was the reason of the sleep-walking and pallid
looks,” said Lucius. “It was what you had on your mind.”

“Yes, sir,” said Sefton, causing his shoulders to rise, as
though he felt the burden rolling off them.

“What made you so anxious to do better than the other
boys?”’

“My mother wanted it, sir, because of my father,” said
Sefton, arousing in Lucius a familiar doubt whether to en-
courage parents in interest in their sons.

“We have never had to deal with such a protracted course
of deceit.”

Sefton broke into natural tears, as the long stretch of weari-
ness and effort surged over him.

“Your parents will feel more sorrow in your wrongdoing,
than they had pleasure in your success. I need hardly say that
to your father’s son.”
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“No, sir,” said Sefton, his eyes dilating, as he grasped the
possible result of his sacrifice.

‘“The masters cannot write a report of your work, without
mention of a thing so much involved in it,” said Lucius, in an
empty tone, as though getting through what must be said.
“And we could not take it upon ourselves to keep such a thing
from your parents. We must not fail them, because you have
done so.”

“I suppose you do have to depend on them in any real
thing to do with the boys.”

Sefton spoke under some inner urge, surprised by the di-
recting force within himself. He saw the shaft go home, saw
a gleam of hope and saw it fade, knew without seeing it the
comprehension in the masters’ eyes.

“I am glad there has been no suggestion of trouble in your
work for Mr. Dalziel.”

“No, sir. There was nothing in the books I had, to do with
that,” said Sefton, as though the trouble in the other things
were hardly to be referred to himself.

“You may go now. There is no more to say on the matter.
I wish that words could mend it.”

“It is a sorry thing to see a child at bay,” said Mr. Bigwell.
“We could only be ashamed of our own position.”

“He saw us as secure and pitiless,” said Mr. Spode, “and
what is greater cause for shame? And a child is not what we
think. We should not know, if we did not see it, that it was a
child. That is a knowledge that has come to me.”

“The childishness of the whole affair is its saving grace,”
said Lucius. ““Thank you for giving me your time.”

““So he does not want to give us his,” said Mr. Spode, in the
passage. “He does not like to hear us doing justice to our-
selves. Most of this trouble is saving grace. It is so gentle and
aspiring a crime. That may be true of many crimes. It is
righteousness that tends to lack quality.”

“Oh, it has more on the whole,” said Mr. Bigwell.
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“The boy was surprised that it had not. I observed the
boy.”

“I wonder what he is doing now. I hope not crying in the
dormitory.”

“Your hope is realised. I can hear him with the other boys.
He is vaunting himself and being puffed up.”

“I do not see he has cause for doing that.”

“I think I see why he does. The way of transgressors may be
hard in a subtle sense.”

Sefton had intended to go upstairs and face alone the death
of hope. He was not yet versed in the ways of his present
world. In the passage, at a considered distance from the
study, stood the three partners of his life, if not of his ex-
perience.

“What had the Head to say?” said Holland. “You have not
lost a relation, have you? I mean, nobody is dead at home? It
is just that you did your papers less well than your ordinary
work?”

“Yes, of course it is that. Don’t you really know the game
I have played?”

“We knew there was something. We began to guess. Had
you cribs and keys and things?”

“Yes, of course I had. I have torn them all up now. I have
watched their death in the flames. I wanted to see how far
I could go without being suspected. And it was a pretty long
way. What fools these masters are!”

“It is not a sign of intelligence to be easily suspicious,”
said Bacon.

“I got rid of the keys before the examinations. I could not
use them for those. It would not have been fair on the rest
of you. And there is such a thing as going too far.”

“You did not stop far short of it. You went a pretty long
way.”

“And I expect the Head thought so,” said Holland, “and
said what he thought.”
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“And you were not so fair to the rest of us as all that,”
said Bacon. ‘“We had to suffer through the term by comparison
with you.”

“With your keys and cribs, which was worse,” said Stur-
geon.

“Isn’t there going to be any trouble about it?”’ said Holland,
in a baffled tone.

“Allusions on report, and all that,” said Sefton, in an airy
manner, feeling this would satisfy any normal desire for
justice.

“An instance of the all in one indeed,” said Bacon, showing
it had done so in his case.

“Couldn’t you run away instead of going home?” said Hol-
land, in whose case it had gone further.

“No, thank you. I prefer the comforts of home to hanging
about without a roof over my head.”

“Comforts of home!” said Sturgeon.

“You might stay away just long enough to make them
anxious,” said Holland. “Then they might be too relieved to
see you, to say much.”

“I have not enough money. And I can’t very well ask for
it for that purpose,” said Sefton, implying that for any other
it would be forthcoming.

“Ask for it for something else.”

“There is not time. We go home in two days.”

“Well, the sooner it comes, the sooner it will be over,”
said Sturgeon. .

“True,” said Sefton lightly, unable to imagine the latter
stage.

“We could lend you enough between us,” said Bacon.
“That is, if you really think it is a wise course.”

“No, thank you. I won’t take it. You will need it on the
journey. And, after all, I am accustomed to imposing my
own ideas at home.”

“You may find the idea of cheating through a term an ex-
ception,” said Bacon.
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“Oh, parents don’t use those words about little, trivial,
school affairs.”

“I wonder what words the report will use.”

“Two different people will write them, Spode and Big-
well,” said Sefton, on a note of interest. “It will be amusing
to see what they make of it.”

“If amusement is your feeling.”

“I suppose you began by wanting to be a success?” said
Holland, puzzled by ambition in one under so little pressure
to realise it.

“Something of the kind. I really can’t quite explain. The
whole thing was a novelty to me. And then the ball gathered
force as it rolled. You know how it is.”

“Yes,” said Holland and Sturgeon.

“No, we do not know,” said Bacon. “We are not versed
in such courses.”

“What does your brother say about it?” said Holland.

“Oliver? Oh, I don’t know. I daresay he has not heard
anything. What is it to do with him?”

“Will you go home with him?” said Sturgeon.

“We shall travel together in the normal way.”

“Couldn’t you intercept the report and destroy it?” said
Holland. “It comes in the first few days. You could watch the
posts and get hold of it. Your parents might not think of its
coming.”

‘“Hardly worth while,” said Sefton, in a considering man-
ner. “‘It would waste the first days of the holidays. I should
have to think of nothing else.”

“You know you will do that anyhow,” said Bacon. “But it
is not worth while to get any deeper in the mire. Your parents
might be looking for the report too. It would not do for you
all to intercept it together.”

“They would hardly think so much about it. But my
brother would know it would come, wouldn’t he? Why, he
will have to write reports himself. That might put it into his
head.”
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“It is a good thing that parents do not see the people at the
school,” said Holland.

“Or only on festive occasions, when it cannot be called see-
ing them,” said Sturgeon.

“Or seeing the parents either,” said Bacon.

“The Cassidys will come to us for part of the holidays,”
said Sefton. “They are related, you know, connections of
some kind, really relations of Oliver’s. But they don’t talk
about the school, when they are with us. Before I came here,
I hardly knew they kept one.”

“They must have talked about it, when it was arranged for
you to come to it,” said Sturgeon.

“This time you will know that they keep one, and that you
are at it,” said Bacon.

“Will you come back next term?” said Holland. “Or will
you be expelled?”

“There has not been any talk of it. If I were, my life would
be a perpetual holiday. There would be nothing to mind in
that.”

“Make no mistake,” said Sturgeon.

‘“Shelley does not make as many as you think,” said Ba-
con.

“Wouldn’t you have your tutor again?’’ said Holland.

“Oh, yes, I suppose I should. Yes, that was a mistake.”

“I wonder if the masters are discussing you at this mo-
ment,” said Sturgeon. “I believe people are always talking
about what we should expect.”

“They are engaged with their own business,” said Sefton.
“I don’t suppose they take so much interest in mine.”

“Your affairs are interesting enough at the moment,” said
Bacon. “And I expect they think so. They would not be so
different from other people.”

It was Bacon who took the correct view, or took it openly.
Sefton was the subject of the talk in the common room, where
the group had been joined by Lucius and Juliet. *

“Do I understand that the child has cheated through the
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term?”’ said Oliver. “For one thing, I should not have
thought he had it in him.”

“I agree that he must have a good deal in him,” said Juliet.
“Only a resourceful person could have done it. I do not know
why he came to school, when he had progressed so far.”

“I wonder if we ought to keep him there,” said Lucius.

“Why should pupils be expelled for wrongdoing? If schools
cannot train them, what is their purpose?”

“We must think of his influence over the other boys.”

“Well, that seems to be good. He kept all knowledge of evil
from them. It is not his fault, if their ears have been sullied
by it.”

“Did you not suspect anything, Spode?” said Oliver.

“Not at first. I pampered him and spoke him honeyed
words. Then I saw the cloud as big as a man’s hand. And
when he came down so much in his papers, I went to his desk
and examined his work. And what I have told you, was made
plain.”

“How dreadful to be a child!” said Juliet. “Suppose some
one went to our desks and examined our private papers! Be-
cause it must be said that these were private.”

“It was leaving him so much to himself, that led to the
trouble,” said Lucius. ““He should have been treated as a child
from the beginning.”

“So he should, if he was going to be in the end.”

“And he hoodwinked you too, Bigwell?” said Oliver.

“Well, I did not think of his having translations,” said Mr.
Bigwell, as though this were not a likely line of thought. “He
had no opportunity to buy them. He must have had them in
his possession.”

“Well, they are not rare things.”

“No, I suppose not,” said Mr. Bigwell, accepting light on
the subject.

“I must not say that I wish it had been any other boy,”
said Lucius. “But its being the child of relations complicates
the issue.”
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“Can’t you wish it had been no boy at all?”’ said his wife.
“And why must there be an issue? When we resent parents’

interference in so many things, ought we to demand it in
others?”

“Perhaps it is inconsistent.”

“You are clutching at a straw. And when people do that, it
does sometimes save them.”

“But how can we write a report with any meaning, without
allusion to the matter? And the boy should be checked in his
course for his own sake.”

“Are you really thinking what is involved for him? He will
not see it as arranged for his benefit.”

“And yet it is, Mrs. Cassidy,” said Mr. Bigwell.

“The reports must be written, including my own, as if for
any other boy,” said Lucius. “I cannot see my way to anything
else. I should only be saving myself.”

“And that of course you must not do,” said his wife. *“‘Sef-
ton must be sacrified to prevent it.”

“The boy looks better for having the strain off his mind,”
said Mr. Bigwell, who did not know of the nightly demand on
Sefton’s body.

“Did you notice nothing amiss with him, Oliver?” said
Lucius.

“My dear sir, I hardly ever see him. And relations are
known to miss what is clear to other people.”

“Oliver, remember you are not at home,” said Juliet.
“What an honest phrase that is!”

“I am glad he steered a straight course with me,” said Mr.
Dalziel. “I never leave my boys to work without supervision.”

“You mean you steered his course for him,” said Mr.
Spode. “And naturally you steered it straight.”

“I do not believe in treating boys as natural deceivers,”
said Mr. Bigwell. “If you trust people, they become worthy
of trust.”

“So they do. Sefton destroyed his keys,” said Juliet.

“I know it is the Catholic view that boys should be watched
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from morning till night. But there is something repellent to
a Protestant in such mistrustfulness.”

“If I may say so, you know nothing about the Catholic
view,” said Mr. Dalziel.

“May he say so, Mr. Bigwell?” said Juliet.

“Well, suspicion is the keynote of the system.”

“You know nothing about the system, as you call it.”

“Well, what would you call it?”

“Giving something a name does not put it in its place.”

“It is because it is in its place, that it has the name.”

“I can’t help being glad that Sefton only cheated two of
you,” said Juliet. “Or would it have been better, if he had
done the same to you all? It was nice of him not to cheat you,
Oliver. People are generally worst to their own families.”

“He does not learn music. My stepmother likes him to be
different from me.”

“Is your family musical, Mr. Spode?” said Juliet, with no
suggestion of a change of subject.

“My mother is one of those people, who do not know one
note from another. That means that they do not concern
themselves with notes. I do not know about my father. He
died when I was born.”

“What?” said more than one voice.

“It appears to have been the case. There is a primitive peo-
ple, whose men take to their beds, when their wives have
children. It seems that my father followed that course, and
never rose again.”

“So your mother is a widow?”’ said Mr. Bigwell.

“That is one of the consequences.”

“We must remember that Mrs. Cassidy is present.”

“I did remember it. I was trying to cause her some amuse-
ment.”’

“Thank you so much,” said Juliet. “You have quite taken
my thoughts off our disgrace.”

“Oh, the little boy’s lapse hardly comes up to that, Mrs.
Cassidy,” said Mr. Bigwell.
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“If lapse is the word,” said Lucius. “It lasted for a term.”

“It was a sustained one,” said Oliver.

“It has been kind of you to let us come and discuss it,” said
Juliet. “And it was clever to find it out, when it had gone on
for so long. It seems it might have gone on for ever. And it
was nice not to have discovered it before; it shows so much
undestroyed faith in boys. And Sefton must have had a lot of
undeserved praise, and that is known to be the hardest thing
to bear. And that must have been so salutary.”

“It is always part of the gentlest method to find the hardest
thing,” said Mr. Spode.

“The praise was not that in this case,” said Mr. Bigwell.
“I am afraid we have found it, but what are we to do?”

“Convention is too strong for you,” said Juliet. “It always
is. If it were not, it would be no good. It is unfair to blame us
for being the slaves of it. What else can we be?”

“The boy had given up cheating of his own accord,” said
Lucius. “That can be said for him.”

“And for ourselves as well,” said his wife. “‘It does show the
influence of the school.”

“I should not talk to the boy of the matter, Oliver. Leave
it to his parents. They cannot be spared.”

“I never talk to children of their failings. It implies that I
have none myself, and they know the truth. Children and
animals are never wrong.”

“Neither are the working classes,” said Juliet; “they always
know. And women cannot be wrong, with their penetration.
And doctors and clergymen’s testimony is always accepted. I
wonder who is wrong. Perhaps it is only schoolmasters.”

“Well,” said Lucius, holding out his hand, without any in-
dication who was to grasp it, in his usual avoidance of prefer-
ential dealing, “we shall reassemble at the beginning of next
term.”

“And now we shall find ourselves outside the door,” said
Juliet. “And that will be so useful. It is such an awkward
thing to have to happen so often.”
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“Will you and my nephew come with me for a moment,
Spode?” said Lucius, in a tone so incidental as to sound like a
rejoinder.

“Two handshakes wasted!” said his wife. “And worse. You
will have to shake hands twice as much with some people as
with others.”

“The friendship between you—perhaps it is rather too evi-
dent,” said Lucius, with his eyes on the ground.

There was a moment’s silence.

“Is this a thing to talk about in the passage?” said Juliet.
“Or couldn’t it be talked about anywhere else?”

“It is not what I looked for,” said Oliver. “I thought I
might meet the sort of thing at school, even hoped to do so;
but I never thought I should have to bring it with me.”

“We should know better than to betray it,” said Mr. Spode.
“We are congenial to each other. We have much in common.
It is a good thing in our lives, and we are lovely and pleasant
in them.”

“I was not suggesting anything else,” said Lucius, faltering
as he found himself committed so far.

“And we have the same Christian name,” said Oliver.

“Have you?” said Juliet. “Oliver?”

“Yes. It had to be that, to be the same.”

“Well, that is a coincidence of a kind,” said Lucius.

“You should not speak contemptuously of anything,” said
Juliet. “And I am sure it is quite a good coincidence. Do they
call each other by the name?”

“No doubt they can tell you?”

“Perhaps they modify it in one case. But there are no names
like Oliver, but Olivia. And that would not do. You need
not look at me, Lucius. I said it would not do.”

“Am I to have no interest in life but what I produce my-
self?” said Oliver.

‘““That note is not in place,” said Lucius. “I am merely sug-
gesting that you should veil your intimacy. You do not mis-
understand me.”
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“I wonder if they do,” said Juliet. “I am not sure if I do or
not.”

“Well, that is all,” said Lucius, still looking at the ground.
“We have said goodbye.”

“That may be fortunate,” said Juliet, as they moved away.
“It was better to shake hands before they refused to do so.”

“It escaped me that you were here.”

“It escaped me too. But Mr. Bigwell was not here to remind
us.”

“Well, I have met the problems of school,” said Oliver.
“Cheating and this. And it has all been provided by my own
family. It was not necessary to leave home at all.”

“If Cassidy meant no more than he said, he would hardly
have said it,” said Mr. Spode. “It is a pqor return for three
terms’ faithful service. We will revenge ourselves by having
a lifelong friendship. He will not like us to have what he does
not have himself.”

“I believe he says just what he means. That is probably
why he does not have the friendships.”

The other masters were waiting in suspense, as the boys
had done at another moment.

“Yes, we may turn our eyes to the holidays,” said Mr. Big-
well as though continuing the talk. “For me, four weeks of
home, with a family who see me as a worldly success. And a
few days of visiting, of course.”

“Four weeks of visiting. I have no home,” said Mr. Dalziel.

“Sad,” said Mr. Spode.

“Four weeks at home with a family who see me as no suc
cess at all,” said Oliver. “And when my uncle comes to stay,
some of the school as well.”

“Four weeks with my mother,” said Mr. Spode. “One with
affection and familiar chat; one with less; one with none; one
with other things. Sad.”

“I wonder that the Head wanted you, Shelley, when he was
to have the further chance of unburdening himself,” said Mr.
Bigwell. “But of course he wanted you both.”
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“Yes, of course,” said Mr. Spode. “And Mrs. Cassidy was
present.”

The four boys came aleng the passage, and Oliver ad-
dressed his brother through the open door.

“Ten o’clock on Thursday, and no doubt about it! I am
not to be kept waiting.”

“No, and neither am I. That is a bargain,’
a distinct tone, glancing at his companions.

They paid him no attention. Their eyes were on Bacon,
who was about to deliver his mind.

“Ought we to thank Miss James for all she has done for
us this term?”

“Do people generally do it?”” said Holland.

“It would be an awkward thing to do, if it is not done,”
said Sturgeon.

“Perhaps we ought not to think of that,” said Bacon. “I
don’t think it can all have been included in her duties. And
it would not do to take extra things as a matter of course.”

“It might hurt her feelings,” said Holland. “She is the sort
of person who would notice it.”

“And then we should suffer remorse,’
blinking his eyes.

“Who would dare to begin?”’ said Holland.

“We must draw lots,” said Bacon.

“No,” said Sturgeon. “‘Shelley is under a cloud, and Miss
James may know about it. I am too awkward and undersized.
Holland is too ordinary. Bacon is the one. Miss James will
think more of anything that comes from him. And people
must fulfil the duties of their place.”

Bacon turned his steps towards Miss James’s door, his lips
firm and his face pale, as he set himself to pay the price of that
which was in him.

“Thank you very much for all you have done for us this
term.”

“Thank you very much,” said Sturgeon and Sefton in one
breath.

said Sefton, in

said Sturgeon, just



18} Two Worlds and Their Ways

“Thank you very much, Miss James,” said Holland.

“Well, this is nice of you boys,” said Miss James, rising and
coming to meet them. “I appreciate it very much. I shall not
forget it. I shall think of it afterwards. And you will remem-
ber to knock at the door another time. And Holland remem-
bered to say my name. Will you stay behind for a moment,
Shelley?”

The last words just anticipated the closing of the door, and
Sefton turned and faced her.

“Now, Shelley, I keep to my own sphere in the school. But
a rumour has reached me, and I want to say one word to you,
just as you wanted to say one to me. I am so sure that such a
thing can never happen again, that you will rise above it, be-
cause you are above it in yourself, that I feel it must be as I
say. Just because I feel so sure. Do you not agree with me?”

“Yes, Miss James,” said Sefton, not questioning Miss
James’s part in the matter.

“Then thank you once more for what you said. And good-
bye and happy holidays.”

Sefton reached the passage, marvelling that a person on
Miss James’s scale should not see the irony of the last wish.
He braced himself to meet the questions of the boys, with a
sense that crowding trials almost lost their force. They did
not cease their talk, and he had only to stand and hear it.

“I think it was a good thing to do,” said Bacon. “It may be
a small thing, but small things have their importance. They
may have more meaning than bigger ones. Trifles make per-
fection, and perfection is no trifle. And it is a good thing to
end up the term in the right way.”

“It makes the average better,” said Sturgeon.

“Yes, now we can feel that our level for the term is quite
good,” said Holland, while Sefton stood in silence, a person
in a different place.



Chivyiter 5

“My LITTLE sOoN!” said Maria, standing on her
steps. “So you are glad to see your mother.”

“We got out of the train first. The other boys had quite a
long way to go. It is better to live near the school. The holi-
days begin sooner. Being in the train is not really holidays,
is it?”’

“He is just the same,” said Maria to her husband, con-
fronted by no advance on the surface, and unable to see be-
neath. “We need not have thought he would change.”

“People don’t change, do they?” said her son. “Everyone
is always the person he is.”

“Out of the mouth of babes!” said Maria.

“How are you, my boy?” said Sir Roderick, shaking hands
with his elder son, after his embrace of the younger.

“I am well, but I have changed.”

185
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“Have you retired from your profession?” said Mr. Fire-
brace, with no sign of his joy in the reunion. ‘““Has it done
what you hoped for you?”

“No, but it has done other things.”

“You have gained your knowledge of life?”

“No, but I have gained knowledge of lives.”

“And that is not the same thing?”

“No, it is a deeper, more demanding thing. It is a change
from the shallow to the deep. It seems to add less to the per-
son who has it, and really adds more. It has made me a stu-
dent of human nature instead of a man of the world. I don’t
think I shall ever be a man of the world again.”

“Were you ever one?”’ said Maria.

“I dare to answer the question. I still have my own kind
of courage. Strange though it was in my useless, narrow life,
that is what I was. It is a sheltered life that makes such people.
If you think, they always belong to the privileged class. And
if you think again, Father is one.”

“Will you be a happier person for the experiment?”

“Not happier, but better. I shall see people’s problems be-
neath the surface. And that is the last thing a man of the
world does. He thinks that people do not have problems in
their position.”

“Well, they do not,” said Sir Roderick, with a smile.

“Well, are not the brother and sister going to greet each
other?” said Maria, passing to a point of interest.

Clemence and Sefton, who had done this at once in their
own way, now did it in their mother’s.

Miss Petticott came into the hall, and Sefton gave her an
excited welcome, suffered the unavoidable salute and even
returned it. Clemence looked on with feelings that she hardly
defined. To her eyes there was a change in her brother. She
seemed to see in him something that she knew in herself. He
might almost be doing what she had done, might be laying
the foundations for things that would need them.

“Well, the group is complete,” said Maria, allowing the
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three to withdraw in their established way. “I wonder what
we did in separating them. I suppose we shall never know.”

“I have always known,” said her husband. “We did a heart-
less and harmful and needless thing. We can never undo it,
but I hope to end it when I can.”

“Both the children are pale and thin. Did you see much of
Sefton at school, Oliver?”

“No, I only caught a glimpse of his white face and wistful
air from a distance.”

“Do you think he was homesick?”

“I expect he was only schoolsick. I think that is what home-
sickness generally is.”

“You are confusing your meaning. Anyone might be home-
sick in your sense, when he was at home.”

“So he might,” said Oliver.

“Is that what you were yourself?” said Sir Roderick.

“What a sharp and pointed question, Father! I hope you
are not becoming acute. I honestly do not know.”

“Did you get the impression that he was happy?” said
Maria.

“No, I don’t think so. But I did not get much impression.”

“Why did you not write and tell me?”

“He could have done so himself. It was not for me to come
between mother and son, or to inform against an institution
where I was a member of the staff. I was loyal to the school,
and it seems that Sefton was too.”

“It is easy to see you are not a mother.”

“Well, yes, I daresay it is.”

“Did you never talk to your brother?”

“I think hardly ever.”

“Do not the masters ever speak to the boys?”

“I had not thought of it, but I hardly think they do. What
could they say to them?”

“They could ask if they were well and happy.”

“Could they? Then no wonder they do not talk to them.
They might find the words escaping their lips.”
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“What was the good of your being at the school with Sef-
ton?”’

“It was none. But it was no harm either. He was not de-
spised for the relationship. I carried off the position, even
when I played the hymns.”

“How do you know you did?” said Sir Roderick, ‘“when
you held no communication with the boys?”

“It came through to me, and my instinct is never wrong.”

“Why should you be so exceptional?” said Maria.

‘“Exceptional? No one’s instinct is ever wrong. Everyone
will tell you about it.”

“Played the hymns?” said Mr. Firebrace. “Were there no
waiting women?”

“Only to sing them. There were some for that. And they
always sang the one I played.”

“What other should they sing?”

“They might have sung many in the course of the day.”

“You mean that they sang all day the one you played in the
morning?” ’

“That is what I mean. And the one I played in the evening,
they sang at night. I heard them, as they went up to bed.”

“Why did you not stop them?” said Maria.

“Because I felt faintly flattered by it.”

“Did Sefton sing?”

“No, but he moved his lips in time.”

“Poor little boy!”

“That would not have hurt him. He does it in church at
home. And if it were hurtful, fewer people would do it.”

“I always do it,” said Sir Roderick.

“I shall not let the children go to church in the holi-
days,” said Maria. ““They have enough of the sort of thing at
school.”

“I like a woman’s inconsequence,” said Oliver. “But only
because it is really something else.”

“You give me the impression that you could be more ex-
plicit, if you would.”
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“I dislike a woman’s penetration. What credit is it to any-
one to see what she is not meant to see, and not to scruple to
reveal it? I cannot think why it is supposed to be any.”

“I expect your uncle can tell me more.”

“I daresay he can, and will do so. I dislike a man’s simplic-
ity.”

“Are you free from it yourself?”

“Yes, quite free. I do not shrink from self-praise. It is so
untrue that it is no recommendation.”

“Well, come along, my boy,” said Mr. Firebrace, offering
his arm to his grandson in his old way.

“Another group complete,” said Sir Roderick.

“Not a very natural one,” said Maria.

“As natural as any can be at a school. And depending on
human affection. Not simply on the impulse of some people
to live, and of other to shirk the duties of their lives.”

Sefton and Clemence ran to the schoolroom, uplifted by
their reunion, living in the moment, trying to see an indefinite
respite in the days ahead. Sefton ran into Adela’s arms; Miss
Petticott left a scene in which she had no part; Aldom ap-
peared at the moment of her doing so, his instinct for succeed-
ing her unimpaired by disuse.

“Well, what did they want to change this for?” said Adela.
“What is wrong with it, I should like to know.”

“It 1s well enough as far as it goes,” said Aldom. “It does
not go far enough. That is what was thought.”

“No, it does not,” said Clemence, whirling round on one
foot. “It goes such a little way, if only you knew.”

“Well, what have you learned, that you don’t say?” said
Adela.

“A good many things,” said Clemence, pausing as the truth
of her words came home.

“That sort of talk hasn’t much meaning. If there is anything
to be told, people tell it.”

“Well, it may not mean a great deal,” said Clemence, stand-
ing with her eyes on space.
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Aldom minced across the room, recalling his earlier mim-
icry.

“Oh, it is not like that,” said Clemence, again revolving.
“You can’t know things without knowing them.”

“People don’t think there is anything funny in teaching in
a school,” said Sefton. ““And when you are there, there doesn’t
seem to be.”

“Well, you miss one thing to gain another,” said Adela.
“And why have things so much on the common line? What
is there in being what you are, if you just have ordinary
knowledge?”’

“I don’t think the boys were different from me. I mean, I
don’t think they were poorer. We seem to be rather poor.”

“We don’t spend as much as other people,” said Clemence.
“The girls have better clothes than I have.”

“Well, they may need them to compensate for having less
background,” said Adela.

“They have not so much less. We are not different from
other people.”

“Well, I am glad you sent for the right kind of dress. You
were not called upon to go without it. And it was properly
packed; I will say that.”

“Miss Tuke does that sort of thing. The matron.”

“Oh, and so I suppose you want no one but her now.”

“I do not want her at all. She was thrust upon me, or I was
upon her.”

“There you see. That is her real mind,” said Adela, turn-
ing to Aldom. )

“I don’t want the matron; I don’t want the mistresses; I
don’t want the girls,” said Clemence, with a sense of unworthi-
ness in disclaiming the world that had welcomed her and la-
mented her downfall.

“And I don’t want the masters or the boys,” said Sefton.
“And I don’t think they want me. I should like not to remem-
ber any of it.”

“Oh, and after all the trouble and expense,” said Maria at
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the door, in a tone of reproach and joy. “Why, here are a girl
and a boy, who like their home better than school, their
mother and father better than masters and mistresses, and
their own nurse better than the matrons. Well, their mother
likes them in the same way, and would not change them. So
Aldom has come to join in the welcome. I daresay you like
him better than his counterpart too. But he will not have to
impersonate teachers any longer. You know them at first-
hand.”

“Five more days to Christmas!” said Sefton, with a note of
excitement, that he would have given much to have real.

“And we shall be a large party this year,” said Maria. ‘“Miss
Firebrace and the Cassidys are coming tomorrow. I thought
I should like to discuss you with them. And now I find I
would rather not talk about them and their schools at all.
I want to enjoy our home, and not think of your leaving it. I
hope it will not spoil our Christmas.”

“It will not add to it,” said Clemence, with a faint hope of
averting the danger. “It will bring in things that have nothing
to do with home.”

“My poor child! How stupid I have been! You have had
enough of them. And we ought to feel they have had enough
of you. But you shall stay up here with Miss Petticott, and
hardly see them. Miss Petticott, come and hear what your
duty will be this Christmas. To protect these two little home-
lovers from the school invaders. I promise to make it easy for
you. That will be my expiation of the sin of asking them. But
I do want to discuss the children’s abilities and prospects. 1
promise not to do it in their presence, but I am looking for-
ward to it, and I daresay you are too.”

“Well, Lady Shelley, I have had my opinion about the chil-
dren for too long, to need that of people who have only just
known them. It can hardly be of much value to me. There is
not much that I need to be told.”

“You may find your own opinion confirmed, and that has
its own satisfaction.”
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“It is much too unshakeable to be strengthened by argu-
ment, or weakened by the lack of it. Indeed, opinion is the
wrong word. It is a case of simple knowledge. And I am afraid
poor Sir Roderick will be the chief sufferer from the invasion,
if I am to use your word. He will not be able to take refuge
in the schoolroom.”

“Their success means a great deal to him. Only he and I
know how much. Well, Aldom and I will return to our sphere,
and leave you to settle down in yours.”

The children could only pretend to do this, and used an
apparent excitement to veil their restlessness. Miss Petticott
found them docile and affectionate, as they established them-
selves in a favour that would withstand the shock to come.
They seemed to be playing into each other’s hands, but had
no chance of a private word. It was evening when they found
themselves alone.

“What is a report, Clemence?” said Sefton, as he turned a
page.

“A report? A paper that comes from a school and tells
about a pupil in it. I think one is sent at the end of each
term.”

“And will one come for us?”

“Yes, I suppose so. Of course it will. But it will make no
difference, as the people themselves are coming.”

“It is a pity we went to schools kept by relations. Or we
might have watched for the reports and intercepted them.
That is what boys call it. It is a thing they do sometimes.”

Clemence stared at her brother at this evidence of change
in him.

“Is there anything bad on your report?”

“Yes. Yes, there is,” said Sefton, with a burst of tears. “Clem-
ence, I have cheated all through the term, and it has been
found out. And it will be on the report, and Mother will
mind so much, and there will be such misery. And Father
will mind about cheating as much as she will.”

“So have I cheated,” said Clemence, in a tone that seemed
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to her strange for the words she said. ‘I wonder why we have
both done it. It seems to be such an unusual thing, or they
say it is. It is such a strange coincidence. I wonder if we are
different from other people.”

“Have you cheated, Clemence? Then it will not be so bad.
It will be the same for us both. The coincidence is a happy
one. Coincidences are often that. It will all seem so much
more ordinary. And I don’t think it can be as bad as they say,
if we both have done it.”

“What exactly did you do?” said his sister.

Sefton gave his account, and she gave her own, and they
heard each other without question or judgment.

“It will make great trouble,” said Clemence. “We have
dreadful things ahead, worse than we have ever had. We shall
need great courage. We have thought such small things were
bad. And the people from the schools will make it worse. No
one but us would have to face that.”

“Yes, we shall need great courage,” said Sefton, almost with
complacence. “But its being the same for us both will make
a difference. Even the school people can’t prevent that.”

“It may not make it so much better. Why should Mother
and Father like disgrace for both of us better than only for
one? In a way it will be twice as bad. I wish we could run
away or die. But we should starve, if we ran away, and we
don’t know any way to die. We are not like savages, who can
die when they want to.”

“If we were, would you die?”

‘“Well, savages would never be in our place. It is only pos-
sible for civilised people. Miss Firebrace could not be a savage.
Her way of making things worse, without seeming to want to,
could not exist in one. I wonder if she knows what she is like,
and what I really think of her. She seems only to think of
what she thinks of me. But thoughts are possible in anyone.”

Lesbia was unconscious of this verdict on herself, as she
entered the Shelleys’ house, followed in the usual way by her
sister and her husband.
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“Christmas, the season of childhood!” she said. “We have
no excuse for coming, and so will make none. So Clemence
and Sefton are not here to greet us. They are properly exer-
cising their peculiar rights.”

“Christmas is the season of everyone,” said Sir Roderick,
who almost adopted at this time the beliefs he did not hold
at others. “We are all here to greet and serve each other. The
children will be coming to do their part.”

“I have a sense of guilt at Christmas,” said Juliet. “We have
nothing but pleasure that we have done nothing to deserve.”

“A good definition of it,” said her sister, speaking just audi-
bly. “A sense of guilt is not out of place. And our having done
nothing to deserve our benefits is also true.”

“I never have such a feeling,” said Oliver. “I am a helpless
vessel tossed on the waves of life.”

“I always have it,” said his grandfather. “I am not entitled
to my home or my bread.”

“We all give thanks for our daily bread,” said Sir Roderick.

“No wonder people dread Christmas,” said Oliver. “Ought
we to make it so much worse for each other? This is the sort
of thing that gives it its name.”

Maria took no part in the talk. She moved about her duties
in a dreamlike way, and her manner had a zest and hint of
suspense that were new to Lesbia and told their tale. The lat-
ter rendered the dues to convention, and then looked about
her with a difference.

“Maria, I have an ordeal before me. I hesitate to ask you to
make it easy for me, as I carinot do the same for you. Some-
thing of an ordeal it will be to me. Christmas, we have said,
is the season of childhood, and the cloud over this Christmas
must be the sadder for that. Your children have been a source
of joy, and must be one of sorrow too.”

“What is the trouble?” said Sir Roderick.

“Must it come so soon?”” said Oliver. “Must it come at all?
Why talk of Christmas as the season of childhood, and then
forget it?”
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“Oliver, if only it need not come! If only the choice were
ours!”

“We all have our ordinary, human choice,” said Juliet.

“What is it all about?” said Maria. “I have heard noth-
ing.”

“No?” said Lesbia, in gentle question, pausing as if this
shed a certain light. “No? I could wish that you had, Maria,
and not only because it would save myself.”

“Give us the plain tale, Lesbia,” said Sir Roderick. ‘“Tell
it simply and openly, as anyone else would tell it. Tell us the
truth, and the whole truth, but also tell us nothing but the
truth. Do not spare us and do not indulge yourself.”

The twofold injunction did its work, and Lesbia did nei-
ther of these things. Silence succeeded her account and Lu-
cius’s confirmation of it, and a summons to the children
followed at once. The parents could brook no delay in hearing
their version of the matter, and their support or denial of
Lesbia’s. They hoped for a refutation of it, hoped it too much
to face the frailty of the chance.

Lesbia raised her hand.

“Stay, Maria. Do you know the questions you will ask, the
answers you expect? We must not plan answers to our ques-
tions. That is not our part. The part of the questioner is to
accept the replies.”

“Could you really bear to hear them?” said Oliver.

“We can have neither questions nor answers until the peo-
ple concerned are here,” said Sir Roderick.

“People concerned!” said Juliet. “It seems such a callous
way to refer to the young.”

“They will have to face the tribunal of seven grown people.
There is no help for it.”

“Of course there is,” said Oliver. “We can all do what we
can. I withdraw from the tribunal, and so do Aunt Juliet and
Grandpa.”

“I am not part of it,” said Maria. “I am simply their
mother.”
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“And I am their father. But certain things are binding on
me as that. They must face their ordeal. They cannot have
their chance without it.”

“Then I am the tribunal,” said Lesbia. “I will not disclaim
the part. It may be mine.”

“So a thing can be said between a smile and a sigh,” said
Oliver.

“It was nearer to the sigh, Oliver,” said Lesbia, coming
nearer still to it.

“I may not withdraw,” said Lucius. “My place is with Les-
bia.”

“Thank you, Lucius.”

“I cannot bear the spectacle of wasted nobility,” said Oli-
ver. “I would so much rather not see it at all. Indeed I would
always rather be spared the sight. I only admire it, when it is
hidden.”

“Do not be hard on us, Oliver,” said Lesbia. “We have but
a thankless part.”

“When people are thanked too little, they ought to pause
and think.”

“And you think we have not done so, Oliver?”

Miss Petticott led the way into the room, unaware that the
summons did not include herself, and advanced at once to
Lesbia.

“How are you, Miss Firebrace? There is a closer bond than
ever between us, now that we actually share a pupil.”

“How do you do, Miss Petticott?” said Lesbia, simply re-
turning the handshake. |

Miss Petticott cast her eyes over ‘her face. The children
came forward as though hardly conscious what they did. The
parents eyes sought their faces, and Sir Roderick’s fell.

“Tell the tale again, Lesbia, and we will see if the children
corroborate it.”

“No, I do not think I will ‘tell the tale again,” Roderick,”
said Lesbia, just moving her lips. “I did not know that I had



Two Worlds and Their Ways 197

told a tale. What I said, remains. It does not need repeating,
certainly not corroboration.”

“But the children did not hear it.”

“No. We were able to spare them that. But they could have
told it themselves. I hoped to hear they had done so.”

“I wonder if you did. Your own account had been prepared,
and one from them would have forestalled it. It would have
rendered your effort meaningless.”

“Yes, it had been prepared, Roderick. It told the truth in
the fewest words, with the least possible hurt in them. I had
given thought to it. It is the last thing I wish to deny. I should
not approach the matter in a careless spirit, or claim to do so.
It would seem to me a strange claim.”

“Have you said how-do-you-do to the guests?” said Maria
to the children, in an empty tone.

“How do you do, Clemence? How do you do, Sefton?” said
Lesbia, shaking hands with them in turn.

No one else offered to do the same, and the children ap-
proached no one. Everything seemed to be centred in Lesbia,
and Sir Roderick and Maria appeared to accept the view.
Sefton gave a glance at Lucius, who stood aloof.

“Now let the children tell the tale in their own words,”
said Sir Roderick, not shaken in his own conception.

“No, pray do not,” said Oliver. “No one could bear it, and
naturally they could not. And we must not see people as cul-
prits, and then expect them to rise to the heights.”

Lesbia looked at her nephew, and then gravely bowed her
head.

“Were you going just to say nothing about it, Clemence?”
said Maria.

“Well, we knew the people from the schools were coming,
and that it would be on the reports. It was no good to say
anything.”

“So you talked about it to each other?”

“Yes, we did that.”
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Lesbia drew the reports from her bag, and held them in
her hand, as though rendering them available for anyone con-
cerned, and in a moment passed them smoothly to Miss Pet-
ticott.

“Miss Petticott may see them, Maria?” she said, in inciden-
tal question. “There are things that might interest her. The
one thing is not the whole.”

Miss Petticott looked at them uncertainly, and Mr. Fire-
brace intercepted them, put on his glasses and scrutinised
them.

“It reminds me of my own young days. How the old gen-
eration passeth away, and the new generation cometh!”

“Did you cheat?” said Oliver.

“Why, yes, my boy. We could not have managed without
it. Everything was in Latin and Greek, you know. And it was
not thought so much of in those days, not taken so hard. And
it was the masters we were outwitting, not each other.”

“Did you do it, Oliver?” said Maria, at once.

“Maria, I wish I could tell you that I did. But I did not.
There was no need. You see, I had no mother. But I have a
word of comfort for you. I met a downfall.”

“What was your trouble?” said his father.

“I feel guilty in drawing attention from the children’s trou-
ble to my own. I made a conspicuous friendship.”

“With a boy?”

“No, no, Father. You and Grandpa have your own knowl-
edge of life; no doubt you have gained it; but there is no
need to drag it in. Only with another master.”

“The young man, Oliver Spode?” said Mr. Firebrace.

“It sounds like the Bible and goes on sounding like it. The
only son of his mother, and she is a widow.”

“Did your friendship attract attention?” said Sir Roderick.

“I think only that of Uncle Lucius.”

“I was afraid it might do so,” said the latter, “and lead to
unfounded suggestions. I had no personal uneasiness.”
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“How much less well you think of other people than of
yourself!” said Oliver. “I suppose that is a tribute to anyone.”

“What did you mean by saying you had no mother?” said
Maria. “What difference did that make?”

“Well, no one cared whether I was a success or not.”

“So I am the culprit. I see that the guilt is mine, and I am
glad to see it. You see it too, Oliver, and I see you are glad,
though I do not know your reason.”

“It is the same as yours. We are glad that no helpless person
is cast for the part. We see that it is good.”

Sefton threw himself into his mother’s arms and broke into
weeping. She held him close and looked at Lesbia over his
head. Sir Roderick beckoned to Clemence, and drew her on
to the sofa at his side.

“They are ours, Maria. They owe us life, and therefore we
owe them everything. Their sins and sorrows are ours. Who
else are the authors of them?”

Clemence leant against her father and sank into tears, and
he kept his arm about her.

“So 1t is all true,” said Juliet, “all that we have tried to dis-
prove. A mother does love her erring children best, and it
seems that a father does too, though no one has thought about
it. We may be the first people to see an instance. And men do
not have to hide their feelings, and mothers are not the last
people to bring up their own children, and there is no hostil-
ity between fathers and sons, and home life is best. And keep-
ing a school is a thing to be ashamed of. Not that people have
ever thought it anything else, but their reasons were not the
right ones. Schoolkeepers should be despised on quite differ-
ent grounds, or anyhow on some extra ones. And cynicism
has no place in life, though it will make conversation very
difficult. No one will be able to be clever.”

“I think someone will be able to be,” said Lesbia, laying a
hand on her sister’s arm.

“How was it? Why was it?”’ said Maria. ““Have I urged them
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too much, asked more of them than they could do? Were they
forced to it, to satisfy me? But they knew I would rather they
did nothing, than sink to this.”

“But you were not prepared for them to do nothing,” said
Oliver.

“But had I any reason to be? Had I any ground for think-
ing of them in that way? Look at their heads; look at their
faces. What would any mother have thought?”

“What you did, Maria,” said Lesbia, gently. “And she
would have been right in thinking it. Your children have
good abilities, in some ways high ones. There was no reason
for them to hide their talents in the earth, or for you to wish
them to do so.”

“Oh, I should have been so pleased, so proud. If only it had
not been for this! Indeed I was pleased and proud, when I
heard of their first success.”

“We went too far,” said Sir Roderick, identifying himself
with his wife. ““That was our mistake. We urged them beyond
their bounds, and they could not cross them of themselves.
We forgot their lonely position; we forgot their childhood.”

Maria was silent, facing the accusation in the only form it
would be made.

“And so they looked to higher aid,” said Juliet. “Well, it
was lower aid, I suppose. They looked to aid and it failed
them; and that was hard on them in a school, which is a place
designed to give aid. But I am glad they gave Maria pleasure.
They had their reward.”

“They are getting it, poor children!” said Sir Roderick.

There was a pause.

“I am sorry, Miss Petticott,” said Lesbia, turning and put-
ting a hand on Miss Petticott’s arm. “You will let me say it.”

“It is a great shock and trouble to me, Miss Firebrace. I was
quite unprepared. There has never been anything of the kind
in all the years I have taught them. It is strange that a new en-
vironment should bring about such a change.”

“It would be strange,” said Lesbia, allowing the faint smile
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to reach her lips. “But a new environment does not cause
essential change. It can only reveal or release something that
is there. Or we will say something that has grown somehow
out of the earlier experience.”

“Shall we say that, Father?” said Oliver.

“The new environment supplied the conditions that led
to the change,” said Sir Roderick. “That and an undue pres-
sure from home, which we acknowledge. The fact that the
result was the same with them both, shows that it came from
something outside.”

“You do not allow for a possible likeness between them,
arising from the same blood and the same upbringing?” said
Lesbia. “How do you explain the fact that no other pupil in
either school has done the same?”

“I do not explain it. It cannot be a fact.”

“Neither can it,” said Mr. Firebrace. “But do not lose hold
on yourself, my boy.”

“Actually, Roderick, it is very rare,” said Lesbia.

“What is the truth, Lucius?” said Sir Roderick, hardly at-
tending to Mr. Firebrace’s injunction.

“Well, ‘rare’ is scarcely the word in a general sense. But in
a case of a sustained course like this, I am afraid it is.”

“Poor little boy!” said Maria.

Her husband held Clemence closer to his side, in lieu of
voicing a similar sentiment.

“It is clear that the schools exercised a disruptive in-
fluence.”

“Honestly, Roderick, we considered seriously whether we
could keep the children in them,” said Lesbia.

“And came to the conclusion that you could. I have con-
sidered equally seriously, and come to the conclusion that I
cannot.”

“Why have so much honesty, my dear?” said Mr. Firebrace
to his daughter. “It is not always the best policy. You must
have found that.”

“Oh Roderick, Roderick,” said Lesbia, shaking her head
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and seeming just to avoid amusement. “Will anything do for
an excuse to indulge yourself?”

“This will do well enough. When I did the opposite thing,
we see what came of it. And when two innocent children
stumble and fall on the same path, it shows that it is too
rough for them, and that it is wise to guide them to another.”

“Then they are of weaker stuff than the other children.”

“It has emerged that they are of different stuff.

“Roderick, it is not an occasion for pride.”

“I was feeling that it was,” said Juliet.

“I have felt it all the time,” said Oliver.

There was a pause.

“You would not like them to live it down?” said Lesbia,
just raising her eyes. “You have not that amount of respect—
or we will say that kind of respect—for them?”

“Parents have too little respect for their children, just as
the children have too much for the parents,” said Sir Rod-
erick, stating the belief as it came to him. “But I have a father’s
love for them, and that can be my guide. I could not have a
better.”

“And an ordinary human love for yourself, Roderick?”

“Well, that is to say I am an ordinary human being.”

“But surely you would not say that,” said Oliver.

Sir Roderick was silent, finding that his mood of the mo-
ment did prevent his doing so.

“So it is settled that Clemence is not to return to us,
Maria?” said Lesbia, making a movement of rising from her
seat. “‘Because, if s0, I must telegraph that there is a vacancy.”

“If you will draft the telegram, it will be taken for you,”
said Sir Roderick.

Lesbia disengaged her skirt from her chair, and went to the
door, thanking Oliver for opening it. As though at a sign,
Maria turned to her children, and as though at another,
Juliet followed her sister, and was followed by her husband,
father and nephew.

“It seems pitiless,” said Oliver, as they gained the hall. “But



Two Worlds and Their Ways 208

they had better strike while the iron is hot, if I say what I
mean. A scene in cold blood leads to the worst results, and as
the blood always gets hot in the course of it, it leads to every-
thing else as well.”

The door opened and Miss Petticott broke into the hall,
suddenly aware that her presence was preventing the family
solitude.

“So you are like the rest of us,” said Mr. Firebrace. “You
can bear things better, if you do not see them.”

“I am in such distress, Mr. Firebrace, that I hardly know
what I am doing,” said Miss Petticott, smoothing her hair, as
if she felt it ought to be dishevelled.

“Come along, my boy,” said Mr. Firebrace to his grandson.
“The children have their years to forget the scene, and the
same cannot be said of me. So I will not concern myself
with it.”’

“I shall not be myself until it is over,” said Oliver. “It
shows what a feeling heart can beat under a polished ex-
terior.”

“No one would be more ashamed of a rugged one,” said
Lesbia, smiling at him in disregard of her own preoccupa-
tions.

“No one indeed. And it is natural for the better heart to
result in the better exterior, though no one has thought of
their going together. You are looking at the door, Aunt Les-
bia. You are thinking what a door may hide. I wish I dared
to think of it.”

“The judges and the culprits are facing each other,” said
Lesbia, with a sigh.

“I dare to think of that. But the parents and children are
doing so.”

This was the case, and continued to be so after the door had
closed. Clemence afterwards remembered the things that had
passed through her mind in those moments. It was almost a
relief when Maria spoke. The extreme moment had come,
and must soon be actually past.

’
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“Now, Clemence, tell me it all from the beginning. We
took your part before outsiders. We are your parents, and
owe you our help in any kind of need. But we do not know
how to face such a thing, hardly how to listen to it.”

“I expect they wish that was the case,” said Sir Roderick,
tightening his arm round his daughter. “And I think we have
done our listening. I do not expect that Lesbia left out any-
thing.”

“There was nothing more than she said,” said Clemence.

“And surely it is enough,” said her mother. “How did you
come to do what you did? You had been taught the difference
between right and wrong. You could not have thought there
was any meaning in a false success. You could not have taken
any satisfaction in it.”

“We thought you would be pleased. We did not know you
would ever come to know the truth.”

“The truth! The thing I have taught you comes first in
life! What mistake have I made? Would you have been bet-
ter, if you had had another mother?”

Maria seemed to hear her own words, and to be seeking an
answer to them from herself.

“They would in a sense,” said Sir Roderick. “They would
not have been urged to a point beyond their scope, and forced
to things not natural to them. That is what it was. That was
your—that was our mistake.”

“But I thought they were children above the average, and
would naturally go beyond the others.”

“My dear, good wife, there you are again! We must accept
what they do, not plan it ourselves beforehand. That is how
the trouble came.”

“We are above the average in many ways,” said Clemence,
with a pang for her mother’s baffled, disappointed face. “Miss
Firebrace said we were. That is how it all began. We did do
better than the others, and then we tried to keep it up more
than we could.”

“If only you had been content to be true to yourselves!
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How proud I should have been! Even now I can’t help being
proud of what you did at first. But nothing counts but trust-
worthiness. Or nothing counts without it.”

“Proud we cannot be, my pretty,” said Sir Roderick, bring-
ing another pang to his daughter’s heart, and as he saw it,
again tightening his hold. “We must be content without
that. But there are better things that we can be. We can be
loving and loyal enough for the feelings to hold through a
test, and our children are not the people whom they should
fail. We will let the dead past bury its dead, and go back to
the old days and the old ways and the old happiness.” Sir
Roderick glanced at his children, saw the admiration in their
eyes, and felt that he and they were at one.

“But is that making it too easy for them? Will it lead to
their taking too light a view of it? Is it really indulging our-
selves? God knows, I should like to make it easy. But is that
where the danger lies?”

“We need not avoid self-indulgence at their expense. And
we need not fear it has been easy. There was the effort and
suspense through the term, and at the end the shock and
shame. And heavy guns were brought to bear on them. Ac-
count was not taken of their helplessness.”

At these words the children gave their mother her answer.
They broke into convulsive tears, and at the sound the group
outside the room turned and vanished up the stairs. Lesbia
alone held her ground, and in a moment moved towards the
door.

“Well, I will be guided by you, Roderick,” said Maria. “I
suppose I often am, though I hardly realise it. I will leave the
burdens on you and follow my own heart.”

“You will not be wrong, my pretty. And so the trouble be-
longs to the past. We shall remember its cost, and the memory
will do its work. We shall not talk of it again. It will be as if
it had never been. And now I hear Lesbia coming. I can al-
ways recognise that noiseless step.”

“Run up to the schoolroom, my dears,” said Maria, in her
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ordinary tones. ‘“We do not want her to see you in tears. After
all, you are in your own home and have a right to happiness
there. And you have a right to your mother’s help in leaving
a stumble behind. It is not the end of everything. Go up and
settle back into the life that suits you, and lets you be what
you are. It was breaking it that was the mistake; and the
mistake was ours, not yours.”

Sir Roderick looked at his wife in admiration of the quali-
ties of motherhood. Lesbia passed the children with her eyes
held from their faces, as though she divined their mother’s
wish; and a spasm of annoyance crossed the latter’s face at her
observance of it.

“Well, the telegram is sent, and the way is clear,” said
Lesbia, in an almost cordial tone, resuming her seat. “I shall
be sorry not to see Clemence about the place. And I am sorry
too, Roderick, for the pains and penalties of changing the
plan. They must follow as the custom has it.”

“Do you mean that we have to pay for next term, even
though they do not return?”

“Yes, that is what I mean,” said Lesbia, smiling. “And you
make me feel I might have said it. Why not put a simple thing
simply? The rule of a term’s notice cannot be broken. Of
course Clemence can take the term with us, if you prefer it.”

“That would be a mistake, when she is going to leave you.”

“Yes, I think it would. Yes, it would be a mistake,” said
Lesbia, her tone trailing away on a reflective note. “To return
to variety in teaching and companionship, before resuming
the routine of sameness. It would not be the right transi-
tion.”

“And I suppose we owe a term’s fees to Lucius too?”

““That is the position. But Lucius may be more corruptible.
He may not observe the integrity of the law, as it exists be-
tween school and school. He may stoop to accepting the bribe
of gratitude.”

“I do not wish any favour done me.”

““Then you owe him the fees. But I think in your place I
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should not object to it,” said Lesbia, giving her little laugh.
“And I think I detected the inclination in you, pending the
withdrawal of the word, favour. Is not that so, Roder-
ick?”

“The word, favour, was my own.”

“A favour is what it would be,” said Lesbia, gravely. “By
the way, what does Clemence think of the change of plan?
Does she herself wish it? It is heedless of us to pass over the
person most concerned.”

“I think she is too sad and ashamed to raise her voice in
the matter,” said Maria.

“Poor Clemence! A concern for her will always remain with
me, Maria, as it does for any of my pupils. The term behind
us will be the term when Clemence was with us, or will be
until further terms have superimposed their impression. Oh,
and one more thing—it is the very last, and we may allow
ourselves to be glad of it—how about the responsibility for
Miss Petticott? It is a heavy one.”

“She does not shrink from it,” said Sir Roderick. “The fact
that the children came to grief when they left her, and had
never done so before, is in its way an encouragement. It does
not suggest that there is much wrong with her methods.”

There was a pause.

“Are you speaking seriously, Roderick?”

“Yes. What is wrong with what I said?”

“What is education but a preparation for life?”

“A school is not life.”

“Then what is it?”

“A little, artificial corner of it, designed to turn out people
to pattern, who are already made to it. I do not claim that
mine are average children.”

Lesbia appeared to give way to genuine amusement.

“Pride may go before a fall,” she said. “But it may also con-
tinue after it. Well, I daresay that is a happy thing. And it
does not do to be too cast down by our falls and failures. They
may not be much more than mistakes.”
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“And we learn by our mistakes,” said Sir Roderick. “So
what would happen to us, if we did not make them?”

“My pride has not survived this,” said Maria, wiping her
eyes. “But now let us talk of something else. Wrong-doers are
not the only people in the world.”

“Well, if we all do wrong, I suppose they are,” said her
husband.

“These wrong-doers bore themselves well, considering how
hard that was in their place,” said Lesbia. “Yes, they did,
Maria. We recognise it. They would have been able to build
on that foundation, the foundation laid by themselves. But
they are to have the hard part and not its recompense. That
in itself may be a lesson.”

“The hard part has been enough,” said Sir Roderick.
“They do not need anything more.”

“No, it is not to be, Roderick,” said Lesbia.

“I thought for the moment it was all going to start again.”

“I do not think we any of us want that.”

“Well, what news have you of yourselves and your af-
fairse”

“This has been one of our affairs,” said Lesbia, simply.
“And as for selves, I sometimes doubt whether I have one. It
gets so merged in other people’s.”

“They survive in most of us,” said Sir Roderick. “Mine has
done so in me. Or enough to enable me to take my children
into their home, and keep them there, whatever the cost.”

“Well, we have counted that,” said Lesbia.

“What will it be?” said Maria, coming out of an abstrac-
tion. “The school fees without the extras, I suppose?”

Lesbia almost gave another laugh.

“We were talking of the other kind of cost, or we thought
we were.” )

“Well, you can answer my wife’s question,” said Sir Roder-
ick, who seldom used this word of Maria with his first wife’s
family. “It is a simple one.”
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“So it is, Roderick. But I cannot answer it,” said Lesbia,
with a tremble in her voice as of 1mperfect self-recovery. “I
do not remember at the moment.”

“I do not see why we should not talk about fees, if they are
taken.”

“There is no reason why we should not. And we will do so,
if you will. Only, as I have forgotten them, I am a rather un-
satisfactory informant.”

“You would remember them, if they were not rendered
correctly.”

“Should I? Would that be a reliable spur to the memory?”

“Well, something would have to be, if you were not to
suffer.”

“The discrepancy with the accounts would emerge, when
they were made up,” said Lesbia, in an almost absent tone.

“Well, after all, what has happened?” said Sir Roderick,
as though speaking under a goad. “T'wo children copy, to get
to the top of the class. What else do they suppose is their busi-
ness at school? To stay at the bottom?”

“I think they were conscious that there was another pur-

”»

pose.

“It was the duty of the people in charge of them to see that
they fulfilled it.”

“No, no, Roderick, we are not going to start the matter
again upon another basis. We could not prevent what we did
not conceive to be possible. And we should not do better to
pursue a policy of suspicion. And now I will say my last word,
disclaiming any inclination to have the last one. May your ar-
rangement for your children meet with every success. May it
prove all that you hope for them.”

“I wonder what they are doing now, poor children,” said
Maria.

“We have said enough to them, my pretty,” said her hus-
band.

Clemence and Sefton were sitting by the schoolroom fire,
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in a silence they could not break. It seemed to press upon
them as a cover for what forbade words. Sefton was the first to
struggle through it.

“Was that as bad as anything could be, Clemence? Or could
there be anything worse? Father and Mother were kind. But
did that make it any better?”

“Yes, of course it did. It is nonsense to say that that makes
things worse. But I daresay it was worse than anything else
will ever be.”

“Then we are prepared for life, aren’t we?” said Sefton,
with wonder in his tone.

“No, we are shattered by it, before it comes.”

Sefton almost gave a laugh.

“Father and Mother still seem to love us. We did not really
know them.”

“I expect they feel that about us,” said Clemence. “Indeed
I could see they did. And I would rather bear anything than
see Father think that.”

“It is strange that three places, that were really kind, should
bring us to such misery. Because our home and both the
schools are really gentle worlds.”

“I suppose the thing to say is that we brought it on our-
selves. But don’t let us talk about it. We were new to every-
thing, and did not know how to deal with it. That is all it was.
The others were versed in things, and of course behaved ac-
cordingly. The people at school have not seen things as they
are. I should not think they ever do. And Father and Mother
had no one else to follow. I wonder they saw as much as they
did.”

“They seemed to know a good deal, and without being
told. Shall we ever be happy again? Quite happy as we used
to be.”

“It will take some time. But we shall get nearer to it.
Though perhaps we were hardly as happy as we think now.

It will be difficult to judge, now that we have known some-
thing else.”
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“Will people ever speak about all this?”

“There will always be the risk. It will be the worst with
Mother. Father will not do it, as he has said he will not. And
we can deal with Miss Petticott. But we shall see the thoughts
in people’s minds.”

“But we need not take any notice of them, if they are not
spoken,” said Sefton. “We can forget them. And it was really
for Mother that we did it?”

“We should not have done it, if it had not been for her.
But that is not the same thing. She only wanted us to succeed
in the real sense.”

“But she would have had no happiness at all, if we had not
done it. And she had a good deal, before it was found out. So
it was not quite wasted.”

“Of course it was. The pleasure was not as great as the
trouble afterwards. We should have been content with what
we could do.”

“But she would not have been content, Clemence. The real
thing is, that she wants us to be cleverer than we are.”

“Well, we all want other people to be better in some way.
You see we want Mother to be. But pretence is no good. It
cannot be kept up. If it could, perhaps it would be different.”

“Will Mother begin to want us to be clever again?”

“Perhaps she will in the end. For a time she will be on her
guard.”

“It is strange that the people at the schools seemed to be
kind about it, and yet let it be so bad.”

“I don’t think they were kind. No kind person would have
told about it. They knew what that meant, or knew part of
it. I could see they did. They were too stupid to know all of
it, but stupidity is not kindness. I don’t think a really kind
person would ever be stupid.”

“But people who teach in schools are supposed to be
clever.”

“They are only clever along their own line. And they are
not so very clever on that. You can tell that, when you learn
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with them; there is not really so much difference. They did
not even try to see the real truth. They just did what made
them feel superior and powerful, and left us to suffer what
we might. And you could see them taking a kind of satisfac-
tion in it, especially Miss Firebrace. She is much the worst.”

“I liked Miss James,” said Sefton. “Wasn’t there a matron
at your school?”

“Miss Tuke. Yes, I liked her too. You could hardly be a
matron unless you were nice. You are always doing things
for other people, that don’t make you thought any more of,
yourself.”

“It seems that the nicest people don’t have the important
places. Perhaps the others know how to get them for them-
selves.”

“Well, my two, poor, tired little culprits!” said Maria’s
voice.

Clemence gave a start, and suffered a reaction of feeling
that overcame her.

“Be silent, Aldom. Do not dare to say another word. And
don’t dare to do such a thing again. Don’t you know better
than to listen at doors and repeat what you were not meant
to hear? You are a dishonourable, ill-mannered young man.
This is the very last time. Do you understand? I see you do;
so we need have no more words. I have said mine, and I wish
to hear none from you. I have heard enough.”

There was a pause.

“Well, she has come on,” said Adela.

“As far as she needs to,”” said Aldom, examining his boot.

“Adela, you still like us?”’ said Sefton. “You will always
feel the same?”

Clemence drew an audible breath and began to weep.

“There, there,” said Adela, putting her arms about them.
“I don’t care what you did, if you don’t do it any more. Miss
Petticott will see it doesn’t happen again. You want someone’s
eye on you, of course. The mistake was your going away from
home. And they have lost you by complaining about you, as
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is quite right. If they can’t manage their pupils, and look to
the parents to do it, why take them from the parents at all?
That is what I should like to know.”

“I think that is what Father thought,” said Clemence, in a
steadier tone. “And I daresay it helped him to bring things
to the pass.”

“Oh, Roderick, Roderick, will anything serve your pur-
pose?”

Aldom’s voice or rather Lesbia’s, was faint.

“There isn’t so much you can tell them now,” said Adela.
“They know it better than you do. And their kind of school
is not yours. That is how it must strike them. They must
wonder why you think you know about it. And you heard
what Miss Clemence said. Well, it is a good thing the trouble
came at once, as it had to come. Any putting off would have
made a harder reckoning.”

“It did not exactly have to come,” said Clemence. “It was
not that everything was bad. There was another side.”

“Oh, was there? And what was that?”’

“Well, there were the girls. And Miss Tuke and Miss Chan-
cellor were nice. And so was Miss Marathon in a way.”

“Well, all those Misses! And now only Miss Petticott. It
shows how much good they were.”

“And there was Miss Laurence as well. And of course Miss
Firebrace. And several other mistresses. And some more came
by the day.”

“Well, to think what she has seen! And her looking just
the same. Well, she can only see it once. She knows about it
now.”

“And there were eighty girls, and most of them were taller
than I am. You should have seen them going downstairs in
their party clothes! All the dresses were as good as mine. And
we never had the same person to teach us for more than an
hour. And no one taught more than one or two things. Every-
thing was done by specialists. That is how it is in these days.”

“Well, I must say it does Miss Petticott credit,” said Adela.
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“To take the place of all that. And no wonder you could not
keep up with it.”

“You are contradicting yourself,” said Clemence. “And I
did keep up with a good deal. And in some things I did better
than the others did, only Mother wanted me to do too much.
And there were nearly a hundred people at every meal. And
the break-up party was a sight you would not believe, with
all the girls and mistresses and guests.”

“And what of Sefton’s school?”” said Adela.

“We had most of those things,” said Sefton, with startled
eyes on his sister. “But I don’t think it was really the same. I
should not like to go back to it.”

“Of course it was different,” said Clemence. “Yours was
a school for younger boys. I don’t suppose there was anything
to learn, apart from books. Or, if there was, you did not see
it. But there is not much that I don’t know now. I know such
a lot of unexpected things. Things that are said and not
thought, and things that are thought and not said. And there
are so many of both. I should never have known, if I had
stayed at home, or never have known that I knew. That is an-
other thing you learn, to know what you know.”

“Well, one term has been enough,” said Adela. “Or you
might begin to know what you didn’t know.”

Clemence was approaching this stage, when Miss Petticott
returned. She at once broke off, and Adela looked at her and
gave a laugh. Aldom withdrew without furtiveness or haste.
Sefton looked at Miss Petticott in mute appeal, seeking some
ground beneath his feet.

“Well, shall I read to you before you go to bed?” said the
latter, keeping her eyes from Clemence, whose mood she
divined. “We were in the middle of this book when you went
away. Shall we go on from there, or begin at the beginning?”

“Begin at the beginning,” said her pupils, feeling this
would be the case with many things.

Maria and Sir Roderick, yielding to temptation, came up to
the schoolroom and opened the door. Miss Petticott was read-
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ing in a fluent, distinct voice, now and then making a gesture
in accordance with her words. On either side of her, sunk
back in their upright chairs, were Clemence and Sefton,
asleep.

“Poor little creatures!” said Maria. “It has all been too
much for them.”

“Worn out by things foreign to them,” said Sir Roderick,
taking the appearance of innocence as proof of it.

“Speak softly. Try not to wake them. They might be em-
barrassed by being discovered asleep.”

Miss Petticott sat with her eyes rather wide, finding that
this feeling resulted also from causing the state.

“I thought a little reading aloud might rest their nerves,
Lady Shelley. And I seem to have been almost too successful.”

“You were right, Miss Petticoat. Here is the proof. You
understand what they need.”

“And that comes from understanding them, Sir Roderick.”

“I wish Lesbia could see them now,” said Maria, as though
the sight must in some way confute the former’s position.
“They should all be coming downstairs at any moment. I
have a good mind to call them in.”

“The sight would convey nothing to her, my dear. She is
blunter than the run of women.”

Maria was listening for sounds on the stairs, and tiptoed
to the door with a beckoning movement.

“Come and look, all of you,” she said, as though further
words were needless.

The group hushed their steps at the sight of her raised
hand.

“And no one will ever call me ‘Mother,” " said Juliet.

“I would I were alone,” said Oliver, “‘so that I could weep.”

“Cannot someone take them to bed?” said Mr. Firebrace.
“Are there no women about their business?”

“I am glad, Roderick, that they are in their own home,”
said Lesbia, just shaking her head. “Whatever their general
need. that is their need now. You and I are at one.”
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Sefton opened his eyes.

“Good-night, Mother dear,” he said, and smiled at Maria
and closed them.

“Lucius, must you be silent?” said Juliet. “My feelings are
too deep for words, but I don’t think yours can be.”

“Lesbia’s word will do for me.”

“We must be careful not to see them as martyrs,” said
Maria, in a tone of repressing any rising pride.

“Well, that is better than seeing them as evil-doers,” said
Sir Roderick, as if this were the last of possible views. “Good-
night, Miss Petticoat. Good-night, good-night. Thank you for
letting us intrude on your domain.”

“Cannot you even say it once,” Miss Petticott?” said Lesbia,
smiling.

“Good-night, Sir Roderick,” said Miss Petticott, accom-
panying the group to the door in her character of hostess.

Sefton opened his eyes again and found they met his
sister’s.

“Were you awake when they were here?”

“Not at first. I did not hear them come in. Then I heard
their voices.”

“We could not be really asleep in these chairs. But they
would not know.”

“Did you say what you said to Mother, on purpose?”

“Yes, in a way. My eyes were open and I had to say some-
thing. And that sounded as if I were partly asleep.”

“Well, shall we ever make any progress with this book?”
said Miss Petticott, her voice betraying that she had waited
for this dialogue to end. “I do not think we will make our
third attempt tonight. And we shall have plenty more oppor-
tunities. I will tell them to bring your supper. And then you
will go to bed.”

When the children came out of the room with this purpose,
a shape that was almost a shadow, moved across their path,
and a sound that was hardly a voice, came on their ears.

“Clemence, there is a word I have to say to you, a word I

?
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want to say. No, do not start and shrink, my child; there is no
need; I am here to tell you there is none. There will be no
further word from me on this that is between us, to you or
your father or your mother or anyone that is yours. I am your
guest in this house, and need not be anything more. Good-
night, my child.”

“Good-night, Miss Firebrace.”

Sefton crept after his sister and put his hand in hers.

“That is the last thing we had to dread.”

“We have had too many things to keep count of them. I
hope I shall not grow up like that, boastful and self-satisfied
and proud of being it. Why should she be complacent about
doing no harm to us, when we have done none to her? But 1
would do it now, if I could. I would break up her school and
throw her out to beg her bread, except that Father might have
to support her.”

“But we have really conquered her, haven’t we? Father does
not like her so much, and she has not had things as she meant
to. She really helped Father to take us away from school. If
they had not told about us, we should still be there. It fits in
like things in a book. And we can rest now for the first time
for months. There is nothing more on our minds. And we
have Miss Petticott and Adela, and Aldom too. And Father
and Mother will soon be the same. I think Father is now.”

Sir Roderick’s voice on the stairs supported this view.

“Well, we made the right choice in Miss Petticoat. We were
not wrong there. Our mistake was in letting other people
supersede her. Poor Miss Petticoat! It was a shabby return.
We must do what we can to atone.”

“What is this in my hand?”’ said Maria, leaning against the
balusters and moving something before his eyes.

“I do not know. A bundle of something.”

“A bundle of what?”

“Money notes. What a number! What is their meaning, my
dear?”

“Money is something else in another form. What would
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you like this to be? I will tell you what it is. The land cut out
of the place.”

“It is the very sum. But my dear, good wife! What is its
source?”’

“That is my affair. Women have their ways and means. I
was not an empty-handed woman, and I have been working
up to this. I thought the moment to bestow it was when you
were out of heart. Well, does this neutralise the troubles?”

“It does indeed,” said Sir Roderick, with simple truth. “It
makes an occasion of rejoicing out of one of sorrow.”

“Well, it helps the sorrow to fall into place. And it will
show Lesbia that our lives are our own.”

Sir Roderick was intent on his own line. He entered the
drawing-room and walked straight up to his elder son.

“Well, Oliver, what do you say to this? It does as much for
you as for me. It is bound up with your future. The price of
our lost farmland! It is Maria’s gift.”

“But it is the price of so much else,” said Oliver, as he
handled the notes.

“It is indeed. That is the measure of our debt. The place
is whole again, the place I have lived to serve, that I betrayed
when I was helpless. It went hard with me to do it. It is whole
again, and I am again a whole man.”

Silence followed these words and was broken by Lesbia.

“I suppose these things to which we give our hearts, do take
on a sort of human guise, and stand with human creatures in
our sight. Their fate takes on the same significance, or per-
haps I should say a similar one.”

“We do indeed congratulate you, Roderick,” said Lucius.

“I congratulate myself too much for that to be neces-
sary.”

“That is a good thing,” said Juliet. “Then it does not mat-
ter about Lesbia.”

“Do I fail in what was expected of me? Was the transition
from the human sphere to the material rather much? Then
let me fulfil my part. Roderick, I offer you my felicitations
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from my heart. It is true that I was troubled by human prob-
lems, that I am still troubled by them.”

“They have vanished,” stated Sir Roderick. “They are swal-
lowed up in joy. Anything else would be ingratitude.”

“Have they vanished?” said Lesbia, just contracting her
brows.

“Yes, dear. You heard,” said Juliet.

“Roderick waves his wand, does whatever is the proper
thing, and troubles are no more! But a wand in the form of
a packet of notes is a new idea.”

“No, dear. Things in a fairy sphere always take on some
different guise. I think the difference is generally greater
than this.”

“A fairy sphere,” said Lesbia, half under her breath. “This
hard, unhappy human world.”

“I wish you would stop these innuendoes about the chil-
dren and their stumble,” said Sir Roderick. “Why do you
not use open and honest words? You cannot expect young
creatures to steer straight, with such an example.”

Lesbia put back her head.

“Oh, Roderick, Roderick!” she said, contracting her eyes
towards him in tearful mirth.

“Let us talk about Maria,” said Oliver. “It is she who waves
the wand. Her powers are mysterious and great.”

“Yes, hers is the fairy world,” said Lesbia. “I hope the rain
of gold and precious stones will not change into one of toads
and snakes, in the approved way.”

“You mean it would be approved by you,” said Sir Rod-
erick.

“No, Roderick, I do not mean that. I mean what I said, if I
may still mean it, if your words do not imply that the change
has already taken place.”

“The gold is to turn into the farm,” said Juliet. “Are we
rejoicing enough about that?”

“I am doing so,” said Sir Roderick. “And it is a pure and
personal joy, and that is the one that counts.”
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“I have always wondered what was wrong with joys,” said
Oliver. “And of course that is it. They do not count. Now I
do wish people would sometimes talk about me. I have had a
downfall as much as the children, and no one takes any in-
terest in it. I shall begin to think you believe I really had
one.”

“I suppose school must be a naughty place,’
“There is no help for it.”

“So it is as easy as that to lose one’s character. Some things
do turn out to be true.”

“Well, we have got away from it,” said Sir Roderick. “And
after this paying instead of notice, we shall leave it behind. I
suppose we do not go on paying for ever.”

“What ground have you for supposing that, Roderick?”
said Lesbia, in a quiet tone.

“Well, you said it would be for a term.”

“Then I do not know where you got the idea of paying
for ever.”

“From making you an allowance, and always doing it,” said
Sir Roderick, in a burst of irritation to himself, or rather to
Lesbia, inaudibly; and then glancing to see if Juliet had felt
what he said, and perceiving that she had, and smiling.

“I have always thought it would be undignified to quarrel
with parents,” said the latter, keeping her eyes from him.
“But it seems to bring out all the innate dignity in us.”

“The farm is mine; the children are mine; the future is
mine,” said Sir Roderick.

“Roderick, is it simply'an occasion for rejoicing?” said
Lesbia, just uttering the words.

“I find it so, and I am going to rejoice. We have had
enough lamentation and great weeping over nothing.”

“Yes, we made it as little as we could. We drew veils where
we could, glossed over what we could, gave the benefit of
every doubt. But the main thing remains, inescapable, itself.
We do not accept the word, ‘nothing.’ ”’

“The word is mine, not yours,” said Sir Roderick, allowing

’

said Maria.
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his eyes to wander. “Well, Aldom, we can give you a piece of
news. We shall be able to buy the farm from your mother.”

There was a pause.

“You will, Sir Roderick?”

“Your mother will rejoice to hear it.”

“Well, Sir Roderick, she was thinking of selling it.”

“I thought she was anxious to do so.”

“Well, she thought she might, Sir Roderick, if it turned out
to be to her advantage.”

“I thought she wanted to set up a shop in the village.”

“She has spoken about it, Sir Roderick. It seemed that it
might be a change. Only when you have done a thing for a
good many years, it seems you might as well go on with it.”

“Has your mother changed her mind?”

“Well, not to say that, Sir Roderick. It is only that things
look different, the more you think about them. And when you
have led a life for so long, it cannot be gainsaid.”

“She has never made up her mind, I suppose. I got a wrong
impression.”

“Well, a shop in the village would suit her, and suit her
health. She finds the farm life rough-and-ready, with her be-
ing withdrawn and reserved.”

“She must be past the age for heavy work.”

“Well, Sir Roderick, it is contrived to spare her. And she
shows no sign of her years, as she has herself remarked. The
words have passed her lips.”

“And what is your view of the matter?”

“Well, I sometimes feel that I have the easy life, and she
the hard one, which is not your choice, when you have been
a good son. Though neither her work nor mine is of the kind
that is ever done. And she might miss the country life, if she
were to leave it.”

“You would be nearer to each other, if she were in the
village.”

“Yes, Sir Roderick, though distance is soon covered. And
the shop suits our requirements, though the rooms are what
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we see as dark and small. It might have been made for us,
as we say. And so the matter goes on. And we often say we
may as well continue as we are.”

“Perhaps your mother will come and see me.”

“Well, Sir Roderick, it is the quiet season. And if you are
going to leave a place, why go on putting your strength into
it, when you have put in enough? It is like throwing good
money after bad.”

“Dear, dear, people should be educated,” said Lesbia, as
Aldom left them. “Roderick and I must be of one mind at
last.”

“Oh, the question of education does not fill the whole of
my horizon.”

“It ought to have its place in it,” said Lesbia, just shaking
her head, as she rose and passed from the room. “No, do not
be afraid. I have said all I have to say.”

“We do not often have a chance of doing that,” said Sir
Roderick. “But I do not grudge it to Lesbia. She has so much
more to grudge to me.”



Criopiter 6

“SOMETHING NORMAL IS GOING TO HAPPEN to me to-
day,” said Oliver.

“Do not normal things usually happen?” said Maria.

“Surely you have noticed they do not. It is easy to see I
have no mother.”

“Well, what is to happen?”

“Thank you for trying to fill the place. I do like swift -
compunction. Well, the friend I made at the school is coming
to see me. It may be an odd way to make a friend, but other-
wise the incident is ordinary. He is returning to the school
early, and coming to see me on his way.”

“Well, he is welcome,” said Sir Roderick.

“That shows how you see the occasion. What a thing to say
about a guest! It shows that the shock and effort of having him
might have been too much.”

223
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“That could hardly occur to any of us,” said Lesbia, “when
we are housed and sustained without sign of either.”

“I have been grateful for the echo of my own home life,”
said Mr. Firebrace.

“I have felt uneasy,” said Juliet. “I have not the generosity
that can accept. It seems to give someone else the superior
place. I believe it does.”

“The young man, Oliver Spode, the only son of his mother,
and she a widow,” said Mr. Firebrace, in a rapid undertone.
“To say the truth, my thoughts have run on that young man.
I think he may owe me his name, as Oliver does. The name
has stirred my memories. His mother is an old friend of mine,
unless I mistake. And I do not see why I do so.”

“Someone you have not seen for years, or wanted to see,
and would not have thought of by yourself,” said Oliver.
“That is what an old friend is. I would not ask an old friend
to my home. This friend is new enough to be made a stranger
of; and what could be nicer for him, or become us better?
It is dreadful to do things on the ground of having known
someone for so long.”

“His mother and I were hardly such ships in the night. We
served a purpose for each other. It was after your grandmother
died, when you were young. I came to this house, feeling
alone and homeless, though I was given a home. That is the
truest homelessness.”

“How can you be so absurd, Grandpa? The truest homeless-
ness is not to be given one.”

“Well, I was glad of a friend who wanted something from
me, whom I could know on terms of give-and-take.”

“It was on terms of give, wasn’t it?”’ said Sir Roderick. *I
remember the matter now. You made over some money to the
lady; a Miss Spode; yes, that was the name. She must have
been in some sort of trouble. In one sort anyhow.”

“You made it easy for me. And I did not know then that
for you it was not so. I had the poor man’s ignorance. It was a
Mrs. Spode, whose husband died a little later. We came to-
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gether and went apart. As the boy says, we name that an old
friendship.”

“You were a friend in need,” said Juliet. ‘“That would lead
to going apart. When the need is ended, both sides want a
different sort of friend. And one sees the reasons.”

“A sense of obligation seems a hard thing to carry,” said
Lesbia. “I have always found the benefit worth it. I have not
that sort of pride. When gratitude has been the payment I
could make, I have made it willingly. Not that I have felt
the other side was so much richer for it.”

“But you yourself were richer,” said her father. “You had
paid your debt.”

“Of course she had not,” said Oliver.

“I shall like to see this young man and send my word to
his mother,” said Mr. Firebrace, moving to a desk. “There is
a trinket that I will send to her, an old jewel that I have by
me, an old earring that has lain idle through the years. I gave
her its fellow the last time I saw her. It was a parting token.
This one can be a greeting.”

“Oh, Spode has sold that earring,” said Oliver. “He showed
it to me and said it was unique, but I knew I had seen one
like it. Of course it was the one I played with as a child. He
took it to a shop near the school, that deals in such things.
Someone came in while he was there, and said she had a
duplicate of it, and the man said the pair would fetch a price,
and it worked out well. It must really be a stock design. Spode
was very pleased, as his mother was in debt, and if the earring
had not got her out of it, he might have had to do so. It sounds
as if she is still the person she was.” \

“How soon will he be coming?” said Maria.

“By the afternoon train. He will not be here yet.”

‘“He is right that the earring is unique,” said Mr. Firebrace,
searching in the desk. “The one supposed to be a duplicate
cannot be the same. This one of mine is its mate. They were
made for my family, to a special design and of rare stones,
but of course in the fashion of the day. One might be found
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that could be used to make a pair. So she still lets the money
slip through her hands. She never kept a hold on it. I will
send this earring to take the place of the other. One does as
well as two. They are too large to wear as the fashion goes,
and it can be made to hang on a chain. That is its natural
destiny.”

“But that is a thing that is never done,” said Oliver. “Spode
told me about it. It had not been done through all those
years.”

“Well, it can be done now. It will awaken memories and
start the train of thought, and probably will be done. But I
cannot find the thing at the moment; I do not put my hand
on it. It was in this drawer in its case, and neither is there.
And no one knows of this drawer but you and me. The secret
drawer we call it.”

“I know of it,” said Sir Roderick, “and so do Maria and
Aldom. We all call it that.”

“It seems kind of us,” said Oliver.

“But no one uses it or thinks of it, except that some things
of Maria’s are there. The desk is hers and she gives me the
use of it. What should I have, if she did not give it to me? The
drawer is supposed to ensure absolute safety.”

“Of which we may all avail ourselves,” said Sir Roderick.

“But I hope only in a certain way. Has any of you put the
earring to some use? You knew I had none for it.”

“What purpose could it serve?” said Maria. “No one could
wear one earring. It is a useless thing, unless it is made into
something else. And, as Oliver says, that is a thing that is never
done.”

“Then Aldom must come into our minds. There is no help
for it. I hope no murkiness is brewing.”

“Aldom has not touched it,” said Maria, “if that is what
you mean.”

“Well, it has gone, and the case with it, and it cannot have
taken up its bed and walked.”
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“Aldom is as honest as you or I, as anyone else in the
house.”

“Then let him say an honest word to us. He may have
taken it for some lawful purpose, let us say to clean it. That
can be our cover and his. I do not suggest there is any black
stain on him, but people are not as white as snow.”

“Of course you suggest it, if you broach the matter. The
question would be an insult.”

“Well, I ask you all to consider. Did anyone take it to use
in any way? Any time in the last score of years.”

“Neither Maria nor I wear earrings,” said Lesbia, “and
neither Juliet nor anyone else could wear a single one.”

“I suppose Aldom does not wear them either. But the
thing has found some escape. So no one had any purpose for
it? Anyone may have had one. I have found one for it my-
self.”

“You are the most likely person to have disturbed it,” said
Sir Roderick. “When did you see it last?”

“But I am not the actual person. I saw it last in Oliver’s
hands, when he was a child.”

“That was probably the means of its escape.”

“No, I locked it up when he put away childish things. To
him it was one of those.”

“Earrings always seem of those to me,” said Lesbia. “As far
as I am concerned, it could remain locked up for ever. But I
remember my mother’s wearing these, if I am thinking of the
right ones.”

“It is a long time to depend on your memory, sir,” said Sir
Roderick.

“It may be failing, but not as much as that.”

“I am going to fetch my glasses,” said Juliet. “I want to
feel that nothing can escape me.”

“I did not know you wore them,” said her father.

“I did not mean you to know. It is a thing we are ashamed
of without any reason. They make us look older and plainer
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and suggest mortal decay. And I should almost have thought
those were reasons.”

“Well, the intended recipient does not know of her mis-
fortune,” said Lesbia, “and need never know.”

“It is not nothing to me, my dear,” said her father. “I re-
member, as you do, your mother’s wearing the earrings. My
not touching this one for so long did not mean that I did not
keep it safe. It should have been the safer.”

“You remember that, and you were going to give it away!”
said Oliver. “And you gave one away all that time ago, when
the memory was fresher! I am quite ashamed of you, Grandpa.
I wonder you confess it.”

“I saw nothing against the simple truth. Things are of no
use to the dead, and may do what they can for the living.”

“They seem to be of use to them for some while after they
are dead. They are always kept intact at first.”

“I do not gain much from mementoes. And it is no good to
manufacture sentiment.”

“I think you ought to manufacture a little. Indeed you
seemed to be doing so.”

“Why did you not give the earrings to your daughters?”
said Sir Roderick.

“I do not know. I wish I had. It would have saved this
trouble.”

“It would have given pleasure to your own family,” said
Juliet, as she returned. “And you felt you had done enough
for them. The pleasure of people we have not seen for many
years, seems really worth while. Perhaps we want to make up
to them.”

“I fear it escaped from the desk in Oliver’s childhood,”
said Lesbia, “and has remained at large. And it must have got
a taste for liberty by this time.”

“I wonder why it is a jest to all of you,” said her father.

“Your purpose for it was a sudden one, and will soon pass,”
said Sir Roderick.
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“Might the children know anything?” said Lesbia. “If it
was ever about the house, they may have come on it.”

“I will not have them asked,” said Maria. “Why should
they be the target for anyone’s chance suspicions?”

“They could not be for mine, as I had none. Neither the
word nor what it carries comes from me.”

“No one can be asked about it. No one should have taken
it, and therefore no one has done so.”

“And no one who had taken it, would admit it,” said Sir
Roderick. “The person who would do the one thing, would
not do the other. There is no use in questions of that kind; I
never know why people ask them.”

“They want to clear up a mystery and cannot believe that
people will not help them,” said Oliver. ‘“They want the
truth and are vexed that they do not have it. And of course
it is vexing.”

“So it is, my boy,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Is that it?”" said Juliet, pointing to the floor. “There in
that crevice between the boards, a sort of gleam! It seems to
come and go. There it is again, a sudden spark!”

Oliver followed the direction of her eyes, picked up the
earring and laid it on the desk. His grandfather took it in his
hand.

“Well, will that ever be explained?”

“It will, in many ways and many times,” said Lesbia. “I am
trying to think of the first.”

“It will not be by me. But I make no protest, as I have
no proof.”

“But that is when protest is useful,” said Oliver. “You
would not need them both.”

“It may have lain there for years,” said Sir Roderick.

“Someone would have seen it,” said Mr. Firebrace,” as
someone saw it to-day.”

“Perhaps some dust was swept away, and left it exposed,”
said Lucius.
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“It was certainly exposed, my boy. The more so, that it was
without its case.”

“Grandpa, you have a dark, sad mind,” said Oliver.

“He cannot take his eyes off the earring,” said Lesbia.
“When he did not look at it for twenty-five years or more!”

“It would be a wonder if I could. This is not the earring
that was lost. It is the other, that I gave away all that time
ago. I know it by a mark on the back.”

“You have confused the two,” said Sir Roderick. ‘“It would
be an easy thing to do.”

“Too easy. I have not done it. Even though I am an old
man, with a mind already confused.”

“The thing has its own reminders and sets off your imagi-
nation.”

“Thank you, my boy, for seeing that I know what you do.”

“Grandpa, please do not frighten me,” said Oliver.

“It is very highly polished,” said Lucius.

“Fancy speaking so little for so long and then saying that!”
said Juliet.

“It is on the point,” said her father. “It has not lain there
for years. That is what he meant.”

“Did he? I am proud of him. How inferior women are!”

“Do you think you took it out yourself, sir, and forgot
about it?” said Sir Roderick.

“I have no doubt that you do. So that can be your solu-
tion.”

“You may have put the open case somewhere, with the
earring in it. Think along'that line and see if it stirs your
memory.”

“It does so, and shows me I have touched neither.”

“If the case should turn up, it would support that view,”
said Sir Roderick, looking round as if in hope.

“Well, there may have been some oversight, my boy. Per-
haps it will appear.”

“Well, now the earring can go out on its journey,” said
Juliet.
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“It has come on one,” said her father, balancing it on his
hand. “I have a feeling that it should rest now.”

“You assign it a human personality,” said Sir Roderick.
“That would lead you into all kinds of ways.”

“In which case it could lead me out of them.”

“We think of earrings as a pair,” said Lucius. “The sight
of one would suggest the other. They would hardly give a
separate impression.”’

“I knew them apart. That is the simple truth,” said Mr.
Firebrace.

“Almost too simple to be believed,” said Lesbia. “Well,
there must be mysteries in life.”

“I do not know why, my dear. Secrets are not the same
thing.”

“Pray do not be so sinister, Grandpa,” said Oliver. “And
before me, whom you knew as a helpless child.”

“It 1s ungrateful to say there are no mysteries,” said Juliet,
“when we have such a good one, and are making the most
of it. Maria, you are pale. I have noticed it all day. The
household has been too much, and you are fidgeted by these
problems. Why not go and rest, and miss Oliver’s friend? You
can see him on another day.”

“Yes, do, my pretty,” said Sir Roderick. “You are not your-
self. We have hardly heard your voice. I wondered what the
difference was. Go and rest and take a weight off my mind.”

Maria left the room. Sir Roderick threw off the weight.
Mr. Firebrace handled the earring. Juliet walked to the
window. Oliver and Lucius looked at the crevice in the floor,
where the earring had lain.

“Come, sir,” said Sir Roderick, “admit you have made a
mistake. Admit it to yourself, if to nobody else. There is no
need to be prodigal with the confession. One earring was
marked; the other was not. You thought of them together and
confused the pair. It is not such a great matter. There is no
need to make too much of it.”

“And the other earring may have acquired a mark,” said
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Lesbia. “Metal can be .scratched, or anyhow this metal
can be.”

Her father held the earring to the light, turned it and
looked at the back, seemed to be trying to accept the account,
seemed to be tired and to wish to end the matter.

“Well, a mark might come, I suppose. What has been done,
can be done again. And I do not remember its shape.”

“And the earring had been on the floor,” said Oliver,
“wedged into that crevice between the boards. It may have
got rubbed against the broken oak. The polish on it sug-
gests it.”’

“Well, you suggest it, my boy. And the idea does as well as
any other. I do not think much of any of them, but I have no
proof, even for myself. I am old; the earring was between the
boards; metal may be marked; the case may be about some-
where; it is all true. We will say that the earring was dead and
is alive again, and was lost and is found.”

“So we will,” said Oliver. “I wish I had said it.”

“Mr. Spode!” said Aldom at the door.

“Well, Mr. Spode, this is a great pleasure,” said Sir Rod-
erick, as though glad to address himself to another matter.
“We give you our first welcome, and hope it will not be the
last.”

“There cannot be many, good as you are. I am leaving the
school this term. I could not remain without your son. I
could not do what I once did.”

“This is not good hearing, Spode,” said Lucius.

“So Oliver has been an upsetting influence,” said Juliet.
“We might have known what would come of employing a
relation.”

“What a way to talk, when I obliged you for a term! Why
have you returned so early, Spode?”

“The other masters are not there. Miss James and I are by
ourselves.”

“There are two good reasons, but surely there is another.”

“My mother and I are estranged.”
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‘“Why, that is not good hearing either,” said Mr. Firebrace.
“I remember your mother. She is an old friend of mine. I am
interested to meet her son, and to have news of her. But your
news is not of the best.”

“It means nothing, sir. It is only that difference is not a
basis for companionship. That is an error. And she chooses
her words to wound me. She stoops to that.”

“What are her words?” said Oliver. “I always like to hear
them.”

“You have heard these before. That I am afraid to hunt. I
am glad they give someone pleasure. They give me none.”

“Well, that is not true, I am sure,” said Sir Roderick,
heartily.

“It is true,” said his guest. ““There lies the meanness of
saying it.”

“You do not understand Spode, Father,” said Oliver. “It
cannot be done all at once.”

Sir Roderick did not question this.

“Your son and I are good friends because we are cast in the
same mould. The soul of Spode was knit unto the soul of
Shelley.”

“You are certainly alike. You might be taken for brothers.”

“And my mother and I might be strangers. Anyhow when
we pass each other without speaking.”

“I am sure that does not often happen.”

“Never until the latter half of the holidays. Then it does.”

“Do you call each other ‘Oliver’?” said Sir Roderick, look-
ing from one young man to the other.

“We call each other Shelley and Spode, as is necessary in a
school. It is a hard and hardly judging world.”

‘““That is why our intercourse was suspect in it,” said Oliver.
“Suspicion must flourish in a school. There is so much ground
for it.”

“I shall be sorry to lose you, Spode,” said Lucius. “It will
not be easy to fill your place.”

“I fear it may not, sir, with my being a just man.”
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“We shall miss you both,” said Juliet. “The two tall,
ponderous figures will no longer pace arm-in-arm along the
corridors.”

“They would not have done that anyhow,” said Oliver.
“Uncle Lucius had forbidden it. They say it is nice to be
missed, but I never understand how one knows about it. I
wish I had known that the passages were corridors, before it
was too late.”

“So your brother will return alone?” said Mr. Spode.

“He is not returning either. The experiment for both of
us has failed.”

“Oh, that is how it has turned out.”

“How what has turned out?” said Sir Roderick at once.

“The trouble,” said Mr. Spode, on a deeper note.

“Yes, it was a great and sad trouble to us all, and to the poor
little boy as well.”

“It must have been to him.”

“We tried to make it a light one.”

“And you did not succeed. You attempted the impossible.
But the attempt should be honoured.”

“Perhaps it was a case where failure was greater than suc-
cess,” said Oliver. “I had not ever met one.”

“Success would have been greater,” said Mr. Spode. “Suc-
cess is very great. We were right about it when we were
young, as we were about so many things. Not that we are not
right about more now.”

“What did you think of ,the boy and the trouble and all of
it?” said Sir Roderick, as if the words broke from him.

“You could not repress the question,” said Oliver. “It
would come out. Why do we talk as if questions should not
do that? What else should happen to them? And if they did
not, the answers would not come out either.”

“And answers to questions always contain some truth,”
said Mr. Spode.

“So they do,” said Oliver. “People are so cruel.”
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“Do you see your way to answering this question?” said Sir
Roderick, seeming to control his voice.

“I thought badly of the trouble,” said Mr. Spode. “I do
think ill of such things. But the boy only tried to command
success, when he should have done more, deserved it. He may
have thought people would not think it was more. He may
indeed have noticed it. I pitied the boy, and it was pity with
equal feeling in it. It was the kind I give myself. I am often
in need of it.”

“Would you advise me to keep him at home?”

“Roderick, ought you to ask advice from our masters, when
you have taken your son from the school?” said Juliet.

“I am asking the advice of Oliver’s friend. And he will be
leaving himself at the end of the term.”

“I love to give advice,” said Mr. Spode. “It makes me feel
so much at home. I advise you to keep him where memories
are shortest. That would probably be at school. But the mat-
ter is in your hands.”

“I understand you. I will see that the thing is forgotten.”

“My father takes advice without resenting it,” said Oliver.
“You can cast your bread upon the waters, and see it return
on the same day.”

“The seed falls upon good ground and brings forth fruit,”
said Lesbia, half to herself. “Sixty and an hundredfold.”

“No wonder Shelley does not apologise for his home,” said
Mr. Spode.

“Do most people do that?” said Lesbia.

“Everyone but your nephew.”

“How do you know of our relationship?”

‘“He has told me about his home life,” said Mr. Spode, with
a note of reproach.

“I expect the apology for home comes from a sort of pride
in it.”

“No, it comes from a sort of shame. The simplicity of life
is inescapable.”
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“The two feelings probably have the same source.”

“They have opposite sources. Life is as simple as that.”

“Do you apologise for your home?”

“I owe it to myself. Apology is called for.”

“You despise yourself, and yet you find yourself doing it?”’

“I do not despise myself. It is my home that I despise.”

“I daresay there is not as much reason as you think,” said
Sir Roderick.

“I know the reasons. It is economical and comfortless, and
my mother says the things that—"

‘“That are not always said,” said Sir Roderick, on an under-
standing note.

“That people’s parents say,” said Mr. Spode.

“Well, those are not such terrible things.”

“No, they are not. One would not apologise for those.”

“I hope you can go round the place with my son. It is to
be his home for life.”

“If I may send a telegram to my mother.”

“Of course, if it will ease her mind.”

“It will ease mine. The manner of our parting weighs on
it.”

“If you will dictate the telegram, it will go at once.”

“I would rather write it, as it is a message from the heart.”

“You will retract every word you said?”’ said Oliver.

“I said no words. That is what I retract. But those minutes
will never come again.”

Sir Roderick put writing, materials on the desk, and Mr.
Spode sat down. As he rose he suddenly exclaimed.

“Why, there is my earring!”

“One like it. I knew it was,” said Oliver.

“So it is a stock pattern. My mother will never believe it.”

“And she will be right,” said Mr. Firebrace, coming to the
desk. “The one that was matched with yours, could not have
been the same. As you say, this one is yours, or rather it is
hers. Take it to her from me, as my message from the past. I
gave her the other all those years ago, and this one was to
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have made the pair. But it can take its place.”

“I think she deserves this one, if she has the other,” said
Lesbia. “The separatio&wwas a mistake.”

“She has not the otkar,” said Mr. Spode. “But she always
gets more than she deserves. That is a tribute to her.”

Aldom entered to take the telegram and spoke to his master
as he passed.

“My mother has come to see you about the farm, Sir Rod-
erick. I have shown her into the library.”

“Oh, yes, Aldom. I will go to her at once. I am sorry to
leave you, Mr. Spode. I was not the object of your visit, but
you make us feel you came to see us all. I hope you will be
here when I return. We will shake hands, in case I am not so
fortunate.”

“I should hardly have known your father was a parent,
Shelley,” said Mr. Spode.

“No, he has not been a father to me. And you make me feel
I should be glad. You take a load of bitterness from my heart.
The old, sad burden is rolling away.”

“I have never had a mother.”

“And I have not been a son. I have only just realised it.”

“You have been a good stepson and a kind nephew,” said
Lesbia. ““We cannot all fulfil ourselves in the deeper relations
of life.”

“Thank you, Aunt Lesbia. I have heard there is good in
everyone.”

“I do not think your father would change you, Oliver.”

“Only for Sefton. He wishes that Sefton could inherit the
place.”

“A thing that Maria does not wish,” said Juliet. “How
Maria is a person by herself! I think we take it too much for
granted.”

“It is the best way to take it,” said Oliver. “Of course I am
attached to Maria. I say that, to show I did not mean any-
thing disparaging. Or rather in case I did.”

“I have never heard you express affection for Maria be-
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fore,” said Lesbia.

“Well, it is not my habit to disparage her.”

Sir Roderick went into the library, and a small, thin woman
rose to meet him, and lifted a face that was Aldom’s, apart
from the eyes. He suddenly saw, with a rise and fall of his
heart, whose eyes Aldom’s were.

“Elizabeth!” he said.

The small, even voice, though having no likeness to
Aldom’s, recalled Aldom himself.

“It is a good many years, what some would call a great many.
We have had the farm, but you have never known the truth.
It was best, and I had given my word. My husband bought it
with the money you gave me, though we often said we might
have put it to a better use. The boy has had his name, and has
never known. And the same may be said of others, as it may
of you. But if we move to the village, encounter will be
natural. So I have come myself, instead of leaving it to the
men, as women do.”

“You are well, Elizabeth? Things have gone fairly with
you? Your life has been a success?”

“Well, words may be easily used. I lost my husband and
those have hardly been the terms. But my son is good, and
has kept his place, and it is to his credit not to have wanted a
change. I was not aware, when he took it, in whose house it
was, and then it seemed no good to speak. It seemed the time
was past, and silence was the best safeguard. And you have
never known, with my keeping on the farm. Indeed it has not
been often that I could get away.”

“So the boy has been here—your son. He has had his home
under my roof.”

“It is where he has earned his bread. It has often seemed
strange, as I have said to myself, but it does not do to pursue
things in your heart. It does not take you any further.”

“I have done my best for him, though I have not known. I
trust he has been happy in my house.”

“Well, the years go by, and we have never made a change.
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And when a thing has gone on, it seems as if it might as well
go on doing so.”

“Your son is very like you, Elizabeth.”

“Yes, though there must be the other aspects. But it does
not do to dwell on those. Or I always say, what is the good of
giving your word? But it might be thought there might be
some difference made, as it is a thing by itself, as it is no
good to deny. It is not as if you had much to spare, as is well
known not to be the case. It is a wonder you can go on here,
as we all know.”

“I will add what I can to the price, and be glad to do so.
It can only be a small increase for the reasons you give.”

“You are what you always were, as we look to find people.
The change is in what strikes the eye. Of course the years
must do their part.”

‘“There must be changes in us all,” said Sir Roderick, keep-
ing his eyes from the face that seemed so much the simple
original of Aldom’s, that he hardly believed in his own past.
“And we must hope that some of it is gain.”

“Well, silence can now supervene, Sir Roderick, except for
the word when we encounter, that would naturally pass,”
said Mrs. Aldom, using the normal address for the first time,
and rising with such a complete assumption of her future
manner, that Sir Roderick saw Aldom’s dramatic talent re-
lated to its source. “And I am sure, if the farm proves what
you wish, we do not grudge any improvement.”

Sir Roderick saw her out of the house and returned through
the hall. As he did so, three figures came towards him, walk-
ing abreast on their way to the door. He paused and drew
back, his eyes upon them, his sudden thought in his face.

“Goodbye, my boy, goodbye,” said Mr. Firebrace, grasping
the guest’s hand with a feeling that seemed to transcend the
occasion. “You will carry my gift to your mother, with the
word from me. I shall picture her receiving both.”

He rested his eyes on the closing door, as though it shut
off some vista from his sight. Sir Roderick moved towards the



240 ‘ Two Worlds and Their Ways

library, picked up a scarf of his wife’s that lay on the thresh-
old, and beckoned the older man within.

“I must say a word to you, sir. It cannot be left unsaid. It
would be, if I had the choice.”

“Well, what is it, my boy? You are not afraid. So why talk
as if you were?”

“The three of you walking together,” said Sir Roderick,
with the feeling that he was carried forward on a flood of
common experience. “That look you all have; that heavy,
swinging movement; the ridge beneath the eyes, and the way
the lids fall over them; even the shape of the hands. If it sug-
gested anything, it could only be one thing.”

The pause seemed too inevitable to carry any uneasiness.
As he waited, Sir Roderick glanced through the door, saw
Oliver and Aldom crossing the hall, and Sefton leaving the
hiding place where he had caught a glimpse of Mr. Spode;
and felt the current that bore him, rise and swell. Mr. Fire-
brace’s voice recalled him.

“Did it suggest it to anyone?”’

“As far as I know, only to me. But it would be wise not to
repeat the risk. You should not encourage the visits. The
danger is not only for yourself.”

“You mean it might spread to her and to him. I see there
is the chance.”

“I remember the matter, as I said. It was all those years ago,
the right number of years; the young man is of that age. You
were in trouble about the woman and needed some money for
her. It was a thing I understood, as I had the same need. It
was to help her with some debts, you said. So it was also to
pay your own. I sold the farm to meet the claims on us both.
So she has lived as a widow; the son does not know; it is pos-
sible that no one knows. Anyhow no one can tell her that he
does.”

“So I can tell you nothing. You have told it all to me. It is
a good deal to see and sum up. It shows someone else might
do it. You are not such an astute man. I cannot deny it; I will
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not condone it; I do not know that I regret it. My heart has
been stirred to-day.”

“Well, let this meeting be the first and last. Let it stand by
itself. It will hold the better place.”

“The first and the last. My hail and farewell,” said Mr.
Firebrace to himself, and also to Sir Roderick. “My ‘ave atque
vale.” Well, we will leave it so. I have sent my message, sent
my token across the years, seen—well, that is enough. I will
be content.”

“We must serve the past and present as we can,” said Sir
Roderick, catching the note.

“There is a truth that I see. The closer tie of blood counts
less than the feeling that the years have fed. The one does not
threaten the other. The place that is filled, remains.”

“It is the hidden thing that does not flourish,” said Sir
Roderick. “Nothing can grow without the light. We can only
tend it as we can, leaving it safe in the dark. And although
‘out of sight’ may not mean ‘out of mind,’ this talk must be
as if it had not been. We must trust each other.”

“You speak wisely, my boy. You speak well. You might
speak from experience.”

“We should be able to use our imagination,” said Sir Rod-
erick, suggesting another source of success. “I am sorry for
you and also glad. And I might be sorry for many, and sorry
without gladness. In future our lips are closed. We are not
women, that we cannot seal them.”

“No, we are both men,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Will you leave this scarf in Maria's room? I picked it up
in the hall. I am remaining here to write to the bailiff. I am
increasing the price I am giving for Aldom’s farm. His mother
seemed to think it fair, as they have put work into it.”

“And also got their living out of it. The two things fit with
each other. But fulfil your obligations. You know what they
are.”

Mr. Firebrace left the room, leaving Sir Roderick uncer-
tain if he also knew, with a suspicion that he had always
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known. He put it from his mind and sat down to express him-
self on paper, a thing not among his gifts. It never struck him
that he could write the word he spoke.

Mr. Firebrace carried the scarf upstairs and met Maria on
her way to recover it. She took it as if she hardly saw him, and
entered the drawing-room, where Juliet was sitting alone.

“Well, Maria, the guest has gone and the house is itself
again. I forget I am a guest myself. I expect that is paying you
the truest compliment, a thing that always has a selfish sound.
I hope you have had a sleep?”

“Yes, but it has made me restless. I think a sleep in the
day often does that.”

“Other things that happen in the day, may do it. Things
quite different from sleep. I am going to talk of some of
them. My reason is that a question will always pursue you, if
it is not answered. Will you sit down and hear me?”

“I would rather stand.”

“I daresay you would. I expect you would choose to pace
the room. But your attention will soon be arrested.”

“I may not listen.”

“I will take the risk. Just let me begin at the beginning.
A young man went into a shop to sell an earring. Now do not
be too much arrested, Maria. If you are in my hands, you are
safe in them. There is no need to describe the young man.
Someone else came in while he was there, and said she had an
earring like it. There is no need to describe her either.”

“How do you know it was me?”

“No one else knows. No one else need ever know.”

“I went into the shop for something on the day when I
visited Sefton. The young man was there with the earring,
and the jeweller said the pair would have great value. I meant
to tell your father and suggest that he should send his own.”

“And then you sent it yourself. Of course second thoughts
are best. And the pair of earrings was put in the window for
sale. I saw them and was reminded of some of my mother’s,
and bought them at the price. You know I have money to
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spare. The man had the case that originally held them. It was
wrapped in one of your large, grey envelopes and directed in
your hand. I thought you had sold them for my father, and
assumed they must be the actual ones I remembered. I forgot
the matter until to-day, when it was brought to my mind.
The truth was clear to me in time to prevent my betray-
ing it.”

“You told me to go and rest.”

“You could not meet Mr. Spode. And I could not have him
meet you. You had to have some reason for going.”

“But what of the earring on the floor? Were there three?
Was one of them a different one?”

““That is what we are to think. The one that was sent to the
shop. It is what my father thinks, though he clearly has other
thoughts. But there were only the original two.”

“Then how did it get on the floor?”

“Well, who saw it there?"’ said Juliet.

“Oh, you put it there! You brought it back when you went
out of the room on some pretext. And you put it between the
boards, when you moved those rugs. I thought you were rest-
less; I remember wishing I had as little reason to be. No
wonder the earring was polished, when it had so lately come
from the shop. And you would not have noticed that one of
them was marked. And you did not think of the case. What a
clear and complicated tale! So you brought the earrings here.”

“To wear them. I thought it would please my father. I
supposed he had sold them from necessity, and would be glad
to see them rescued.”

“It is true that I am in your hands, Juliet.”

“I never know why people say that, when someone knows
something to their disadvantage. Anything she said, could be
denied, and she would get great discredit. I would never risk
my fair name, just to blot somebody else’s, however nice it
would be. And why should I want to blot yours? It would
put you in a pathetic position, and I dislike feeling pity.”

“Well, anyhow you know what to think of me.”
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“I don’t feel I know much more than before. Might not
many people do what you did? To take something that some-
one did not want, to give someone something that he did—
was it so bad? It sounds as if it was almost right.”

“You cannot think the same of me.”

“Not the same; I do think differently. But I don’t know
that I think any less; I am not quite sure. I rather like your
anxiety to serve Roderick to be stronger than your respect for
yourself. Self-respect is too common a thing to rouse my
feeling; people have so much. You may have acted rather
nobly. I do not mean that Shakespeare would have thought so;
he took the accepted views; but I am inclined to think so my-
self. And I don’t mean that all crime is noble. I am not a
modern person.”

“You are making it easy for me, Juliet.”

“Well, it would be unkind to do anything else.”

“You would not have done such a thing yourself.”

“I wonder if I should. I always wonder if I should with-
stand temptation. I never seem able to meet any. I should
like to be put to the test. I am so interested in myself.”

“lI am not,” said Maria, with a sigh. “I have never met a
drearier subject. And I reproached those poor children for
doing as I had done, when they did it for my sake!”

“As you did it for Roderick’s. There must be a strain of
pure nobility in you.”

“It is a thing we must hide and be ashamed of.”

“Well, that does happen to nobility. People are always dis-
concerted when it is found out. I suppose they feel it makes
their ordinary life so inexplicable. Not that that is true in
your case.”

“You are trying to comfort me, Juliet.”

“Well, my dear, you seem to need comfort.”

“Suppose something of the kind happened in your fam-
ily?”

“Well, people are known to be harsh judges of their own
families.”
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“You and Lesbia are upright people,” said Maria. “I never
feel so sure about your father. I do not feel I know him,
though he has lived in my house longer than I have. You do
not mind my saying that?”

“That is what people say, when they know it is not the
truth. But I do not mind very much.”

“Of course I am not without affection for him.”

“I wonder if you know how unusual you are, Maria?”

“Do you feel you know so much about him yourself?”

“I have come to know more lately.”

“In the last few months?”

“In the last few hours,” said Juliet, throwing her eyes over
Maria’s face. ““It was seeing him with Oliver’s friend.”

“It did show him in a new light. He was really almost
fatherly. The three men made quite an impressive group,
and he seemed to fit in as the head of it. If they were related,
we should remark on the family likeness. It shows how types
can repeat. I suppose I owe your father money for the ear-
ring. Though not any more than if I had not been found
out. How confused our minds are!”

“Yours certainly is. Of course you did owe it, but you do
not now. The earring on the floor was mine, and he gave it
away as his own. The score has been paid.”

“So it is to you that I owe the money.”

“Yes, but I forgive you the debt.”

“What will you do with one earring?”

“Keep it, in case some use for it arises. I can hardly believe
it will not fulfil some need.”

“Suppose you showed it to them all! They would think it
was a stock pattern indeed.”

“I shall not show it to them. They might not think only
that. Indeed too much thought would be involved. It is a
subject that always entails a good deal.”

“I wonder if Roderick is worthy of what I did for him.”

“If he is not, it is the better to have done it. If he is, it is no
more than you ought to have done. And we do feel it was a



246 Two Worlds and Their Ways

little more?”

“I do not mean I am proud of it. I should not like to tell
him the truth. But I daresay he has not told me everything
about himself.”

“Well, we all keep some things to ourselves, those little
mean things that cause us more shame than big ones, though
we do not know why. Not that we do not really know.”

“The big ones cause us shame,” said Maria with a sigh.

“I do not believe you commit the small ones. And that is
almost unique. Though this thing is not a big one, of course.
You have simply committed one small thing.”

“I am grateful to you from my heart, Juliet. If the earring
had not been found, the quest and cry would have continued.
And what should I have done, if the cloud had fallen on
Aldom?”

“Left him under it, as you did when it did fall on him.
What else could be done? And protested your own trust in
him, and probably protested a thought too much. You almost
did that to-day. It put me on the track and prepared my mind
for the truth.”

“Other people are not as alert as you are.”

“Oh, no, they are not,” said Juliet.

“Your father does not suspect me. It makes me feel I have
sailed under false colours.”

“We could not sail under our true ones. It would mean
sailing under too many.”

“Was your sister, Mary, like you, Juliet?”

*“A little. More than Lesbia is. And we were greater friends.
And my father loved her the most of the three. Of course she
was the best.”

“Why ‘of course’? Because she is dead?”

“Yes,” said Juliet.

“I wish I had known her, though it is an odd thing to say.”

“I wish she had known you. And I do not think it is odd.”

“Well, my pretty, you had your rest,” said Sir Roderick,
leading in his household. “You had a sleep and feel the better



Two Worlds and Their Ways 247

for it. I feel rather fatigued myself. It has been an exhausting
day.”

“I have been wondering,” said Maria, with an impulse to
hasten into talk, “if the children might ask their friends at
school to spend a day here at some time. They seem to have
liked some of them. And there is no need for them to disap-
pear from sight, as if they had been expelled.”

“No need at all,” said Lesiba, “as that was not the case.”

“You would allow your girls to come?”

“But by all means, Maria. I have advocated companion-
ship for Clemence, and half a loaf is better than no bread.
And I hold no brief for all work and no play.”

“And you would let the boys come, Lucius?”

“Yes, if someone may bring them.”

“Of course. But it had better not be Oliver’s friend. Now
he has been here as a guest, I would rather have someone else
in the other character.”

“Miss James will be the right person.”

“I may also send a mistress, Maria?" said Lesbia. “The ewe
lambs do not go out unshepherded from the fold.”

“If you will not come yourself.”

“I will come with pleasure, if it does not preclude the mis-
tress. I have no experience in daily superintendence. It is out-
side my sphere.”

“Will you come, Juliet?”

“No, I am afraid I should superintend, and appear to dis-
advantage. I do forget myself so easily. It might seem to be
within my sphere, when honestly it is not. And the boys will
be happier without Lucius or me.”

“And the girls will not without Lesbia?”’ said Sir Roderick.

The faint smile came to Lesbia’s lips without her summon-
ing it. ‘

“I do not know, Roderick. I do not concern myself with
the matter. That is the best way to be free of them, and have
them free of me.”

“Perhaps that nice woman, Miss Chancellor, will come,”
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said Maria. “We met at the station and had a talk. We should
meet as friends. And she seemed to be fond of Clemence.”

“She was fond of Clemence, Maria. It is probable that she
would like to come. Her duties will be in abeyance. I will
make the suggestion.”

“Cannot you just tell her to come, as her time is yours?”
said Sir Roderick.

“Why, no, Roderick,” said Lesbia, slightly raising her
brows. “And her time is her own. I do not know whom you
are thinking of.”

Sir Roderick did not tell her.

“Of course we do not mean there is any chance of Clem-
ence’s returning to the school. Maria is not making any move
towards that.”

“I should hope not indeed,” said Lesbia, laughing, “after
all we have been through on the score. It would be a sinister
threat.”

“Would you refuse to take her now, if I wanted to send
her?” said Maria.

“Yes, I think so, Maria,” said Lesbia, in an incidental
manner. “I do not care for uncertain pupils. They have an
unsettling influence.”

“And it would not be the right policy to encourage that,”
said Sir Roderick.

“It is fairer to the parents not to do so.”

“Would you also repudiate Sefton, Lucius?”’

“You can say you would, Lucius,” said Juliet, “‘as there is
no chance of your having the choice.”

“No, I think I should just accept him in the ordinary way.”

“Both courses have their own dignity,” said Oliver. “But I
think the second has more.”

“I do not make sacrifices to dignity,” said Lesbia.

“How will you entertain the guests, Maria?” said Oliver.

“They will see the children, and have good things to eat,
and wander about the place. That will be enough for them.
They are not grown-up. You appear to be amused.”
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“I am,” said her stepson.

“Will the girls expect anything more, Lesbia?”

“They will be glad to do as you say, Maria, and will think
it kind to ask them,” said Lesbia, in a faintly recitative tone.

“Well, the day will come and go,” said Sir Roderick.

“It will come,” said his son. “And in the end it will go,
though Clemence and Sefton will find themselves in some
doubt about it. And with them it will remain.”



Clivyiter 7

“WELL, CLEMENCE, if we are not to see you at
school, we must be content to see you in your home,” said
Miss Chancellor, as she entered the Shelleys’ hall. “Not that
that is not an ungracious way of referring to your invitation.
We are most pleased to come, and thank you very much for
thinking of us. Are we blocking your path, Miss Firebrace?”

Lesbia gave Clemence a smile as she passed, and followed
Aldom to the drawing-room!:

“It is nice of you to want us here, Clemence,” said Verity,
glancing round the hall.

“I was so upset when you did not come back,” said Gwen-
dolen. “I felt that our lives had gone apart, and that to you it
meant nothing.”

“We were all disappointed not to see you, Clemence,” said
Maud. “And it came as such a complete surprise. There had
been no hint or suggestion of it.”

| 250
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“Why did you suddenly decide to leave?” said Esther.

“Esther has not lost her abruptness,” said Miss Chancellor.

“I cannot help thinking it was a pity, Clemence,” said
Maud. “Of course I know nothing about it, and have no
right to form an opinion.”

“Only to express one,” said Verity.

“But you had settled down and got over the uncertain pe-
riod,” went on Maud, without looking at Verity. “It seems a
waste of the initiation stage, of which the point is that it leads
to something further.”

“We must hope it will do so,” said Miss Chancellor. “We
can build upon foundations anywhere, if they are well and
truly laid. Not that a term was not a short time in which to
lay them; which amounts to saying the same thing as Maud.”

“Who teaches you now, Clemence?” said Verity.

“Miss Petticott and my brother’s tutor, who taught us be-
fore.”

“And taught you well, if I remember,” said Miss Chancel-
lor, with a note of having relegated Clemence to the past.
“Miss Tuke, you have not greeted your former charge. It is
remiss of you, when she is also your hostess.”

“Poor Miss Tuke was ill in the train,” said Gwendolen, as
though this explained the omission.

“Yes, Clemence, I was quite poorly,” said Miss Tuke, find-
ing her tongue in this accustomed sphere. “And I felt quite a
novice in attending to myself.”

“Would you like to lie down?” said Clemence.

“Dear, dear, no indeed. I should think I was somebody
else.”

“And that would not do,” said Miss Chancellor, “when we
are all dependent on your being yourself.”

“Shall I ask Adela to come to you?”

“No, no, I should have nothing to say to Adela, whoever
she may be. But thank you, Clemence, my dear. I see you
would do the right things in illness.”

“Such as fetching someone else to deal with it.”
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“Well, that might be the right thing,” said Miss Chancel-
lor, “as you are without experience in such matters. But
Adela is baulked of her patient this time. Miss Tuke will
have none of her.”

“Didn’t you wear that dress in the evenings at school some-
times?”’ said Esther.

“Yes, I believe I did. Or one something like it.”

“Did you have two dresses made almost alike?”’ said Gwen-
dolen, looking at it with attention.

“It has been altered, hasn’t it?”’ said Esther.

“Yes, I think it has. Oh, yes, that is it,” said Clemence,
looking down at the dress and giving it a careless pull.

“And you do not care whether it has or not,” said Miss
Chancellor. “You will never cure Clemence of her indiffer-
ence to such things, Esther. You may as well relinquish the
effort.”

“She might have taken more trouble for our visit,” said
Verity. “We have all made the most of our resources.”

Clemence sent her eyes over the figures before her, and
gave a faint frown, as though perplexed by the account.

“I cannot help laughing at your expression, Clemence,”
said Miss Chancellor, proving what she said.

“Don’t you think Miss Chancellor’s dress is nice, Clem-
ence?” said Gwendolen.

“Confess now, Clemence. You had no idea whether it was
nice or not, and no wish to form one.”

“Don’t you like Miss Tuke’s new dress?” said Esther, at the
same moment.

“Oh, my dress; well, I have to wear something. If I did not,
what a saving it would be of time and trouble! It is other peo-
ple’s dresses that are my province, and an interesting one I
find it. I am pleased with Esther’s dress. Are not you, Miss
Chancellor?”

“I could not have it made in the way I wanted; it would
have cost too much,” said Esther, in the space of a second.
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“Why, what change did you want, Esther?” said Miss Chan-
cellor, surveying the dress.

“I wanted the embroidery carried down the front. It looks
SO scanty, as it is.”

“Well, I do not know that I agree with you, Esther. It is
very nice and simple and finished. And suitable for any oc-
casion, when it might easily have been too much.”

“But it has to do for other occasions.”

“And so it should. But it is a good rule to keep one’s dress-
ing a little down,” said Miss Chancellor, holding her eyes
from her own garments. “ ‘Better a little under-dressed than
a little over-dressed’ is a sound motto.”

“Do you still learn Greek, Clemence?” said Verity, tapping
her foot on the flags of the hall.

“Yes, with Sefton’s tutor, as I did before.”

“And with considerable success, if I remember, Clemence,”
said Miss Chancellor.

“And are you as clever as you used to be?” said Gwen-
dolen.

“She can hardly have altered in this time, Gwendolen. In-
deed I hope she is cleverer, as she is in the developing stage.”

“Are we all in that? I don’t think I get any different.”

“Yes, I think you do, Gwendolen. At your own pace, and
in your own way. We must not expect you to be anyone but
yourself.”

“I think you ought to expect a little more of me than that,
Miss Chancellor. It sounds as if you had given me up. Of
course we have no one really clever, now that Clemence is
gone.”

“Perhaps we might make an exception of Verity, Gwendo-
len,” said Maud, “if we are to be open in our discussion,
which is a breach of convention, of course.”

“I am not prepared to be drawn into a comparison of the
respective gifts of Verity and Clemence,” said Miss Chancel-
lor.
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“What is this about Verity and Clemence and their gifts?”
said Maria, coming from the drawing-room, and throwing an
arm about her daughter as she surveyed the guests. “I know
which one is Clemence. So now which is Verity?”

“We do not meet quite as strangers, Lady Shelley,” said
Miss Chancellor, shaking hands. “We had a talk at the rail-
way station at the end of last term. I do not know if you re-
member.”

“Of course I do. Why should my memory be poorer than
yours? I was glad to meet the mistress of Clemence’s form.
And now I am glad to meet a friend of us both.”

“We did not know then that we were to lose Clemence.”

“Why did she desert us, Lady Shelley?” said Gwendolen.

“She was the cleverest of any of us. Things are quite dif-
ferent without her,” said Esther, attracting Maria’s eyes by
her sudden utterance.

“We thought she would tread the thorny path of learning
at our side,” said Verity.

“And that to her it would not be thorny,” said Maud.

“How kind you all are! Clemence could find many pretty
things to say about you. So fresh and nice as you all look,”
said Maria, taking the arm of the nearest and leading the
way to the drawing-room. “I cannot feel much pride in the
little ragamuffin herself. She ought to have profited more by
your example. Her father is waiting to meet you; he has been
looking forward to the day.”

“Let me introduce Miss Tuke, Lady Shelley,” said Miss
Chancellor.

“Oh, kind Miss Tuke! I know her well by name,” said
Maria, putting her other arm through the latter’s, and con-
tinuing suitably to talk of her in the third person, as she had
not looked at her face. “She was so good to Clemence when
she was ill. I do not know Clemence’s reason for keeping you
in the hall.”

This did not matter, as the girls knew and understood it,
an instinct to postpone the meeting of family and friends.
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“Now here you all are! This is kindness indeed,” said Sir
Roderick, sending his eyes over the girls in open appraise-
ment. “Now come and sit down and talk to me. I am not
going to waste this opportunity.”

The girls obeyed him with an ease and success that sug-
gested a regard for effect. Miss Chancellor rested her eyes on
them. Lesbia did not do so. Clemence leaned back in her
chair, already pale with her experience.

“Now you two should have things in common,” said Maria,
with a hand on the shoulders of Miss Chancellor and Miss
Petticott. “You must be initiates in many of the same mys-
teries.”

“We have Clemence in common, Lady Shelley, and that is
a foundation you share with us,” said Miss Chancellor, who
inclined to her hostess’s company. “Or rather that we share
with you.”

“And you share it too,” said Maria, transferring a hand to
Miss Tuke. “Though I do not know why we should choose
that particular foundation.”

Miss Petticott and Miss Tuke looked at each other, sud-
denly exchanged a handshake and fell into fluent talk. Maria
turned to Miss Chancellor and discussed education with
lively interest, the latter gave of her best and had her reward.
Sir Roderick’s talk with the girls resolved itself into a discus-
sion on equal terms with Maud, and the others transferred
their attention to Clemence.

“I feel as if I had always lived here,” said Gwendolen. “I
suppose anyone who had, would always have done it. It feels
as if things had always been the same.”

“Even the clothes,” murmured Verity.

“Yes, Clemence, both your dress and your mother’s are
those you wore on the day you came to school,” said Esther,
in a tone of interest. “We saw your mother from the win-
dow.”

“Are they?” said Clemence, idly.

“Don’t you remember?” said Verity.
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“I daresay I should, if I threw my thoughts back over all
that time.”

“The Petticoat!” said Verity, with her covert smile, indi-
cating the bearer of this nickname.

“Yes, but do not let her hear you call her that.”

“Would she mind what we do?”

“I daresay not. But she might not like me to have told you.”

“What is there to like about it?” said Gwendolen. “Verity,
why are you not on your proper behaviour as a guest?”

“I suppose because Maud’s back is turned,” said Verity,
locking her hands behind her head, and then glancing at Miss
Chancellor and withdrawing them.

“What a lot Miss Tuke and Miss Petticott have to say to
each other!” said Esther. “Miss Tuke does not generally open
her mouth.”

“They look rather alike,” said Verity. “No, I do not mean
alike; rather as if they were somehow in the same sort of
world.”

“Well, I daresay they are,” said Clemence. “Miss Petticott
is not a qualified person like your mistresses. We have Sefton’s
tutor to teach us their sort of subjects.”

“Where is your brother, Clemence?” said Gwendolen.

“He will be coming in presently, when his friends are
here.”

“Is he having friends too to-day?”

“Yes, from his school. They are coming by a later train. He
left the school at the end of the term, as I did.”

“Did he leave for any particular reason?” said Esther.

“No, just as I did,” said Clemence, hurrying her words.
“He was supposed not to look so well, or to have been over-
worked or something.”

“If there had been ten of you, would you all have left?”
said Verity. “I suppose some of you would have reached the
leaving age.”

“Oh, the powers that be, settled it between them. I do not
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know much about it. My parents seem to like home education
best.”

“They may be afraid of your becoming unfitted for home
life,” said Esther. “That would have happened soon enough.
If you were not relations of Miss Firebrace, you would have
had to give a term’s notice. I mean, you would have had to
pay the fees for the term.”

“We did have to. I heard it being talked about. My father
and mother were not very pleased about it.”

“I should think not,” said Gwendolen. “Mine would not
have been pleased at all. I should have been made to feel
quite guilty.”

“Did you not have to feel guilty, Clemence?” said Esther.

“It was nothing to do with me. School customs are not my
fault.”

“Why did you not come back for the one term?” said Ver-
ity.

“Oh, I don’t know. It was not even suggested.”

“So your parents wasted a term’s fees to indulge their in-
clinations,” said Gwendolen, while three pairs of eyes passed
over Clemence’s clothes. “I wish mine had as much to spare,
and would spend it so easily.”

“People spend on such different things,” said Esther.

“Which life do you really prefer, Clemence?” said Verity.

“It is a good thing that Maud cannot hear, so that we can
show our true natures,” said Gwendolen. “She would be so
ashamed of us, and so would Miss Chancellor. I should be
ashamed of myself, if I were capable of such a feeling.”

“Really, Gwendolen, I think you do yourself an injustice,”
said Verity, in idle imitation of Miss Chancellor.

“I have seen no sign in you of such insensitiveness,” said
Esther, in the same manner.

“Well, which life do you prefer, Clemence?” said Verity.

“Oh, home on the whole, I suppose. But there were things
I liked about school; the changes in teaching and the different
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people as companions. Home life does incline to be rather the
same.”

“You have no affection for us, as we have for you,” said
Gwendolen. “I shall give way when we get home, because we
never won your heart.”

“You continually promise us a sight of you in tears, Gwen-
dolen, and the promise is never realised,” said Clemence, tak-
ing up the mimicry. “Not that we wish it to be.”

“Yes, imitation of everyone is the thing at school now,”
said Verity. “You left just in time to escape it.”

“I shall hate home life, when I have nothing else,” said
Esther.

“Esther, are you thinking what you are saying?” said Ver-
ity, changing her voice the next moment to her own. “How
old is your brother, Clemence?”

“He is eleven, three years younger than I am.”

“And will his friends be—are his friends of his own age?”

“I suppose so. About that age. I had not thought about it,”
said Clemence, her face changing as she thought about it
now. y

There was a pause.

“Why did you ask us all on the same day?” said Esther.

“Oh, I do not know. It was planned in that way. I did not
have much to do with it. It was thought we might like to see
our friends, and then it was just arranged. Perhaps we said we
should like to. I don’t remember.”

“I wish my chance words were attended to like that,” said
Esther. “You must have to be careful what you say.”

“But I could not suggest that the age of Sefton’s friends
should be altered,” said Clemence, in a rising tone. “It would
have been no good to drop a hint like that.”

“I don’t mind what age they are,” said Esther. “What dif-
ference does it make to us?”

“None, unless you talk to them. And that you need not do.
Indeed I don’t suppose you will have the chance. They will
keep together.”
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“They will awaken my maternal instincts;” said Gwendo-
len.

“We can let them do that,” said Verity. “And that will
solve any problems.”

“I did not know it presented any problems just to have
some boys about,” said Clemence. “I am too used to Sefton
to worry about his age. I don’t suppose he troubles about
mine. We have all been that age ourselves.”

“Clemence is more of a child since she settled down at
home,” said Verity, resting her eyes on her hostess. “She is
more as she was when she first came to school.”

“Well, I daresay that is natural,” said Clemence. “We are
all children up to a point in our own homes. I expect it is the
same with all of you. And we shall have plenty of time to be
grown-up.”

“If I were not a child with my parents, they would be more
unloving towards me,” said Gwendolen.

“I don’t know that my family was so fond of my winning
infancy,” said Verity, lifting her shoulders. “They don’t mind
my being myself. If we outnumber the boys, our maternal
impulses may overwhelm them. Perhaps we had better sup-
press them.”

The girls appeared to have no difficulty in doing this,
when Sefton entered with his friends. They regarded the
latter without expression, and gave no sign of distinguish-
ing one from another. Maria saw the position and did not
introduce them. Maud moved away from Sir Roderick, as if
she had taken enough of his attention, and he gave the boys
the welcome he would have given to any guests; and having
seen Miss James attracted by some hidden force to Miss Tuke
and Miss Petticott, sat down among them and talked with se-
rious interest, asking for accounts of their school life and
giving recollections of his own. He obtained light on Sefton
without betraying his purpose, or without knowing that he
did so; and if Bacon gave him what help he could, was no
less the gainer, that he was unaware of it. Any jests he made
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were well received, partly because the boys were amused by
them, and partly because they involved no rallying of them-
selves.

When luncheon was announced, he guided them to places
that kept them together, and put Sefton at the head of the
board, on the ground that he was the host.

“Then Clemence is the hostess and should sit at the other
end,” said Maria, rising and preparing to undo the arrange-
ments, without thought of an alternative scheme.

“No, no, my pretty, she is well enough. Leave her among
her friends.”

The girls exchanged glances at this description of Maria,
and then looked again at the latter, as though to reconsider
their impression.

“You should not call me that before strangers, Roder-
ick. They cannot fit the words to a weatherbeaten woman
like me.”

* “I call you what you are to me, my dear.”

The luncheon was based on youthful ideas of luxury. Sir
Roderick saw that the boys could eat without any sense of
eyes upon them; Miss Petticott that the girls did much the
same; Maria saw to nothing with an unconscious inattentive-
ness that did its part. Oliver entered the room as everything
was under way.

“I could not resist being late, Maria. I wanted to enter at a
moment when every eye would be upon me.”

“You should not be so conscious of yourself.”

“I did not think I was. I wanted other people to be con-
scious of me. I thought that was being conscious of them.”

The girls looked at Oliver and then at Clemence.

“It is my grown-up brother. He will behave in his own
way.”

“How are you, Aunt Lesbia?” said Oliver, going to greet
his aunt.

Lesbia raised her face for his salute, keeping her eyes from
the girls, whose expression perhaps did not invite scrutiny.
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‘“How do you do, Miss James?” said Oliver, moving round
the table. “I hope you find you cannot fill my place?”

“That is just how I should put it, Mr. Shelley. The place
is formally filled, but it seems to lack the one thing need-
ful.”

“How does your brother know Miss James, Clemence?”
said Verity. “I thought she was the matron at your younger
brother’s school.”

“So she is. He taught music there last term by way of an
experiment. He soon gave it up, of course.”

“Was it a sort of joke?” said Gwendolen.

“Yes, and the humour of it soon palled.”

“My sister is betraying my confidence,” said Oliver, playing
into Clemence’s hands. “Have you given up your music, Hol-
land?”

“No, sir. I learn with the new master.”

“Then he does what I could not do.”

“I mean I have lessons with him.”

“You should say what you mean. How the schoolmaster’s
touch returns! Is the school different without my brother
and me?”

“No, it is the same,” said Bacon. “Of course we wish Sefton
was there.”

“And not that I was?”

“Well, that does not make so much difference. Except to
the boys who learn music—who have music lessons,” said Ba-
con, correcting himself without change of tone.

“Do you still eat potted meat, Sturgeon?”

“No, I never take it now.”

“When it was the thing that raised your life to the heights?”

“He did not like the heights,” said Bacon. “They are not
always congenial to people.”

“And you yourself still go from strength to strength?”’

“Yes, he does,” said Holland.

“He is still a leader of men?”

“Yes,” said Bacon, grinning.
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“Did the good fairies preside at his birth?” said Sir Roder-
ick, looking at Bacon.

“Yes, they gave him a great brain,” said Holland, ““and that
large head to keep it in, and give it room to grow.”

“And how did the rest of you come?” said Maria, using the
past tense to bring Sefton into the lists.

“Shelley came next, and the rest of us nowhere.”

“And no one near to Bacon?”

“Well, Shelley came up to him in brains, but not in other
things.”

“My little son!” said Maria.

“Shelley looks as if he did not like the description,” said
Holland.

“Though it cannot be called incorrect,” said Bacon.

“You are in an advantageous position, sir,” said Sir Roder-
ick to Mr. Firebrace, who sat opposite the girls.

“That is so, my boy; and as I am too old to be of account, I
avail myself of it.”

“Who is the old gentlemen, Clemence?” said Verity.

“Oh, some sort of relation, who lives in the house.”

“Isn’t he your grandfather?” said Esther. “Your brother
called him that.”

“He is Oliver’s grandfather, not mine.”

“How can he be? You must have the same.”

“Oh, I can’t keep on expounding it all. If you were inter-
ested, you would not need so much explanation.”

“My husband married twice,” said Maria, in a clear, cor-
dial tone, smiling at her daughter’s guests. “I am his second
wife. Mr. Firebrace is the father of the first, and so Oliver’s
grandfather and not my children’s.”

“Oh, I see,” said Verity. “It is like a lesson.”

“Not at all, Verity,” said Miss Chancellor. “I hope your
lessons are not often as simple as that. I cannot understand
your difficulty. You are not usually so easily perplexed.”

“These family trees are complicated,” said Sir Roderick,
with a note of sympathy. “They are only clear on paper.”
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“Then I am right that they are like a lesson, Sir Roderick.”

“Then remember that lessons should be mastered as
quickly and thoroughly as possible, Verity.”

“You should not be so harsh, Miss Chancellor, when we are
having a day’s pleasure,” said Gwendolen.

“You need not give your intelligence a rest, Gwendolen,
That is a misuse of a holiday too often made.”

“I wish Miss Chancellor would take a holiday,” said Esther,
in a murmur audible to Sir Roderick, who controlled a smile,
and to Lesbia, who kept her eyes down and did not do so.

“I think it is dignified of me to have my particular grand-
father,” said Oliver. “It is not everyone who can keep his own
forbear in the house. Do you not agree with me, Miss Gwen-
dolen?”

Gwendolen was taken aback and made a conscious response.

“I don’t think it was dignified to be music master in a
school, Mr. Shelley.”

“And why not, Gwendolen?” said Miss Chancellor.

“Well, he must have watched five-finger exercises and heard
all kinds of strumming. It was an extraordinary choice.”

“I did not dislike the idea,” said Oliver. “It reminded me
of a picture in the Academy. The Music Master. Myself rest-
ing my head on my hand and my eyes on the keyboard. And
a boy pupil seemed to be a change from a girl, and to have a
certain pathos.”

“And had he any?” said Sir Roderick.

“Well, not of the kind I thought.”

“You might as well say my position was undignified, Gwen-
dolen,” said Miss Chancellor.

Sir Roderick raised his eyes.

“She was talking of a man teacher and a boys’ school,” said
Oliver. “The opposite situation. She thought it suggested pov-
erty and the common task.”

“Well, no one could apply the term, ‘undignified,” to such
things as those.”

“Isn’t it dreadful that people can?” said Oliver.
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There was some laughter, in which Miss Chancellor joined
a moment later.

“I should be proud if I could teach anything,” said Maria.

“Yes, that is my view, Lady Shelley.”

“Now I am going to desert the boys for the girls,” said
Sir Roderick, rising and gathering up the implements at his
place.

Aldom came to his aid; other changes of position were in-
volved; and as the stir subsided Maud’s voice was heard.

“In using the word, ‘dignified,” we should be clear if we
are using it in its true sense. Dignity is not synonymous with
prosperity.”

“Quite right, quite right,” said Sir Roderick.

“Does it tend to rise out of it?”” said Oliver. “Of course I
hope it does not.”

“Are you going to take up any work when you leave
school?”” said Maria to Maud, unconscious of the sequence of
her thought.

“Well, Lady Shelley, that would be my choice in a way. But
there will be other claims upon me.”

“Home claims save women from a great deal,” said Sir
Roderick.

“And deprive them of as much in some cases,” said Miss
Chancellor. “I am afraid in a good many.”

“Well, that may sometimes be so. But what do they deprive
them of, now? Incessant work and a daily grind that ages them
before their time. What is there to be said for it?”

Miss Chancellor’s amusement was so easy, that it suggested
no prospect of a serious reply.

“Roderick, if you had been a little less foolish, you might
have been rewarded differently,” said Maria.

“By that flash of the eyes that carries terror with it,” said
Gwendolen. “Miss Chancellor would not do for a picture in
the Academy.”

“That would have been a reward indeed,” said Sir Roder-
ick, just bowing towards Miss Chancellor.
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“Well, really, Sir Roderick, you are the last person to
make a target of people’s eyes,” said Miss Chancellor, look-
ing through her glasses at her host. “You have without excep-
tion the bluest pair it has been my lot to meet.”

“I have never seen such blue ones either,” said Esther, to
her companions. “And the butler’s are just the same. They
come suddenly open in just the same way.”

“It may be a mark of the local stock,” said Maud. “The
same characteristics do appear in the same place. In some
counties the tendency is marked.”

“My husband is not used to compliments on his appear-
ance,” said Maria, as Sir Roderick’s eyes fell.

“We ought to talk about the girls’ eyes, though we might
find ourselves confronted by a row of lashes.”

“Well, if you give warning like that, Sir Roderick,” said
Miss Chancellor, looking full at him, as one who had not re-
ceived it, “‘I do not know what you would expect.”

“What colour are your eyes, Miss James?” said Sir Roder-
ick, as the result of looking round the table to see that every-
one had full attention.

“Hazel, Sir Roderick, whatever that -may be. Or that is
what I have been brought up to believe. I am never quite
sure what the colour is, or whether it is the colour of my eyes
or not. And I have never concerned myself much about it.”

‘““Hazel,” said Sir Roderick, after leaning forward with an
air of concerning himself more.

“No one has dared to tell me that my eyes are green,” said
Maria, overestimating the general courage, as no one knew
they were.

“Green is a most unusual colour, Lady Shelley,” said Miss
Chancellor. “Not that I think it is a fair description.”

“What colour are your eyes, Miss Tuke?” said Sir Roderick,
seeing or rather feeling an alertness in Miss Tuke’s bearing.

“Blue-grey or grey-blue, Sir Roderick. It does not much
matter which, and anyhow it cannot be determined.”

Miss Tuke was wrong.
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“Grey-blue,” said Sir Roderick, after leaning forward
again.

“Now the boys’ eyes, Father,” said Oliver.

“What are they?” said Sir Roderick, as if this hardly mat-
tered.

“They are different colours,” said Bacon, as though he did
not think it did.

“You have a noble pair, my boy,” said Sir Roderick, as he
saw this.

“All the better to see with.”

“And is the noble head the better to think with?”

“Well, most people do not think much.”

“Would you put me among them?”

“Well,” said Bacon, after looking into his face, “I don’t
think it matters with everyone.”

“Do you envy this great man?” said Sir Roderick, to the
other boys.

“No,” said Holland. “I only want to be a nice, ordinary
person.”

“I don’t especially want to be ordinary,” said Sturgeon. “I
don’t see any good in it. I am rather sorry that I am.”

“I should not call Sturgeon ordinary, Sir Roderick,” said
Miss James, from across the table. “I do not think the word
gives him.”

“Well, you must know, Miss James. Your word carries
weight.”

“Well, I have many opportunities of observing the boys,
and it leads to forming an unconscious estimate of them.”

“Where would you put my boy?” said Sir Roderick, in a
tone so easy that he hardly seemed to utter the words.

“Well, there is no need to say he was not ordinary, Sir Rod-
erick, as no one thought he was.”

Maria’s face flushed, and she seemed to hold herself from
moving forward.

“Where would Miss Tuke put my girl?” she said, her tone
seeming to echo the easiness of her husband’s.
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“My work is to look after them, Lady Shelley, and with
such a number I find it enough. I do not see their work and
play. All I can say of Clemence, is that I miss her so much that
I could cry when I go into her dormitory.”

“Why did you snatch her from us, Lady Shelley?” said
Gwendolen.

“Perhaps for that very reason, that I cried when I went
into her dormitory. I hope it was not too much because of
that. I thought the life at home would suit her better, kind
and clever as you all are.”

“It may suit her health better,” said Miss Chancellor, look-
ing at Clemence. “She was paler and thinner as the term went
on, sorry as I am to admit it. My hopes of taking her back
with us are fading. I confess I was not quite without them.”

“I did not know we had a traitor in the camp,” said Lesbia.

“Oh, you are the person I ought to have asked about her
standing, Miss Chancellor.”

“It is not my habit to talk of the girls to their faces, Lady
Shelley. I remember how I disliked it, when I was a child.
But this hardly comes under the head of what can be termed
personal remarks. I will say what Miss James said of your
son, that there is no need to say she is not ordinary, as no one
thought she was.”

Maria drew a breath and turned her eyes on her husband,
as though calling his attention to a vindication of herself.

“What was my standing among the masters?”’ said Oliver.
“I do not like it to be thought that no one wants to know. I
am sensitive about my position in my family.”

“We are dependent upon you, Miss James,” said his father.

“Well, Sir Roderick, I can only refer to the humorous and
original atmosphere that was diffused through the school in
Mr. Shelley’s time with us. I cannot say anything more inti-
mate, as I was not thrown with him.”

“Cannot you say a word against the new man?” said Oliver.

“I am not criticising him, Mr. Shelley. He does his work
and takes his part in the common life, and that is as much as
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can be said for most of us. I do not imply any disparagement.
There would be no occasion.”

“I think we will have coffee in the drawing-room,” said
Maria, rising.

“You cannot give your mind to the talk about me,” said
Oliver. “How I am alone amongst many!”

Miss Chancellor followed Maria with an air of ease, and
Miss James and Miss Tuke with observation and reproduc-
tion of it. The girls appeared accustomed to the ceremony,
and the boys to be surprised by it.

“Do you always have coffee with your parents, Shelley?”
said Holland.

“No, it is only because you are here.”

“Do you, Clemence?”’ said Verity, in her idle tone.

“Well, I do sometimes, but I am older than Sefton,” said
Clemence, looking to see if her family was in earshot, and
seeing only Oliver, who appeared not to hear.

“Are we to see Adela?” said Verity, with her veiled smile.
“We have seen Aldom.”

“That suggestion should surely have come from Clem-
ence,” said Maud.

“You can ¢ome upstairs, if you like. She will be in the
schoolroom. Mother, we are going upstairs to see Adela.”

“Yes, do, my dear. She will be very pleased. But do not
exaggerate the entertainment. Bring your friends down when
they have had enough.”

The girls linked arms and mounted the staircase, the guests
noting its shallowness and breadth, the hostess relieved that
no eyes were upon them. She had not reckoned with this
transference of school customs to her home. Adela rose at
their entrance, set chairs for them, and stood in silence.

“Is this the schoolroom, Clemence?” said Esther, in a tone
of lively interest.

“Yes. It used to be the nursery. It still looks rather like
that.
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“Of course your brother is only eleven,” said Verity, in
smiling quotation.

“The room has grown of itself and never had anything
done to it,” said Gwendolen. “It somehow makes me feel
homesick.”

“I used to want it sometimes, when I was at school,” said
Clemence.

“We have heard so much about you, Adela,” said Maud,
her tone suggesting that it was time for such a speech.

“Thank you, miss. No doubt your name is familiar.”

“We grudge you our companion,” said Gwendolen. “I be-
lieve you used your influence to wean her from us.”

“Well, miss, I do take the view that her own home is the
place for her. I do not disguise the opinion.”

“I think you ought to,” said Verity. “It savours of mean
triumph.”

“Well, triumph it may be in a sense, miss. But meanness
does not come into it, it not being in my nature.”

“You have looked after Miss Clemence all her life,” said
Maud. “You have more claim to her than we have.”

“Well, miss, claim is not the word, as I am aware. But a
bond remains.”

“Do you help her to choose her clothes?” said Esther.

“Well, miss, she has not reached the stage of interest, as you
have no doubt observed. But the time for that is to come.”

“I was thinking of the dress she had at Christmas.”

“It would not do to think of the other things,” said Clem-
ence.

“You go further than you know, Miss Clemence,” said
Adela, on a severe note.

“Why don’t you come back to school, Clemence, with a lot
of nice things?" said Esther.

“The prospect is not in my line. Neither one part of it nor
the other.”

“There are other things at school than wearing pretty
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clothes,” said Adela. “When Miss Clemence came home, my
heart ached to see her.”

“But she is clever at her books, Adela,” said Maud.

“Clever at her books,” murmured Verity, in mockery of
Maud’s adaptation of herself.

“She can be that at home, miss, as she always had been. It
did not come from leaving it.”

“What a lovely view!” said Esther, going to the window.
“We should like to see the park, Clemence.”

“Esther, that suggestion should have come from Clem-
ence,” said Verity, in the tones of Maud.

“I will have Miss Clemence ready in a moment, miss.”

Clemence stood to be dressed, as though used to doing
nothing for herself, regardful of Adela’s conception of a girl
attended by her maid, but feeling that the clothes modified it
to one of a child and a nurse. Then she accepted the arms of
her companions and descended the stairs. They walked with
linked arms about the park, now and then catching a glimpse
of the boys, but showing no wish to advance on it. Clemence
held herself uneasily, fearful of eyes at the windows. The gulf
between the worlds of school and home, the ignorance in each
of the other, made her wonder she had ever thought she could
live between them. Exhaustion was superseding excitement,
and she found herself longing for the end of the day.

“I suppose you know every inch of this park, Clemence?”
said Verity.

“Well, all the separate parts of it. It is different at different
times of the year. It is best in spring and autumn.”

“I think I like the country in the winter best,” said Maud.

“I wonder how often that is true,” said Verity. “It sounds
a thing worth saying for the sake of saying it.”

“It is true in my case, Verity, or I should not have said it.”

“What time is really the best, Clemence?” said Esther.

“I think myself the spring. Then it changes every day. In
the winter it is always the same.”

“You are a happy creature, Clemence,” said Gwendolen,
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causing Clemence a sense of surprise. “The house and the
park, and your father and brother, and your mother and Miss
Petticott. It must be perfect, mustn’t it, Maud?”

“Well, talking of perfection, Gwendolen, I should say that
the last item, if I may use such a word, is the dubious one.
The sameness in the education is perhaps the weak point.”

“Of course you may not use the word. Miss Petticott is not
an item.”

““T'hat was surely unworthy of you, Maud,” said Verity.

“Never mind, Maud,” said Esther. “There are times when
self-approval must be enough.” '

“I did not know that such a feeling came into the matter,
Esther.”

“I must stop you all and fasten my coat,” said Gwendolen.
“Adela does not take as much care of me as she does of Clem-
ence.”

“Clemence must have found it odd, when she came to
school, to do things for herself,” said Esther.

“Well, she has soon forgotten again,” said Verity.

“Oh, Adela does not always fuss over me like that. She was
making an impression on guests. And it does not make such
difference, with my kind of dressing.”

“Why do you have a special kind?” said Esther.

“Oh, I do not know. I did not know I had, until I went to
school. I think it is a sort of family custom.”

“You knew you had those, when you came to school,” said
Esther.

“The shabbiness of a duchess!” said Verity. “I will not
emulate it until I become one.” ,

“Clemence made no such implication,” said Maud.

“It is odd to see Miss Firebrace in the house,” said Esther.
“I wonder how she likes not being deferred to by everyone.”

“I should always just defer to her,” said Gwendolen.

“That is what I did this time,” said Clemence. “It was eas-
ier not to change.”

“And the difference in your age and position does give a
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certain basis to the relation,” said Maud. “Though an as-
sumption of general deference might be the danger of a sit-
uation like hers.”

“Was there any mention of what happened at school, Clem-
ence?”’ said Esther, with more than her usual suddenness.

“Oh, it was in the atmosphere at first. But it soon passed
off. School is only school, after all. And I suppose that was
what was felt.”

“I should hardly have thought that implication was in
place, Clemence,” said Maud. “About your father I cannot
say, as we talked of other things; but your mother seemed
interested in education, and anxious for your success.”

“Oh, yes, she has a serious mind in her way. In a sense she
is ambitious for us, though it is difficult to know what she
wants. She does not seem. to know, herself. She had Miss Fire-
brace thrust upon her as a ready-made relation, and that did
not prejudice her in favour of what she represents. She has
made every effort to get over the bias, and with a good deal
of success; she does not show it, as you say. But one term of
school for us was enough for her. It was easy to see that.”

“It sounds as if an afternoon with Miss Chancellor might
make it all too much,” said Verity.

“Oh, I think she likes talking to Miss Chancellor. That
easy, obvious intellectualism is just the thing. Not that it
would be, if she had had different opportunities, because it
would not.”

“You never used to strike that disparaging note about Miss
Chancellor at school, Clemence,” said Maud. “And as you
have not seen her since you left, it can hardly have much
foundation.”

“It is seeing her suddenly with people outside the school.
It seems to show her as she is.”

“Do we all stand exposed in this merciless light?” said
Verity.

“Well, I had not seen you in it before. But then neither
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had you seen me with my family. We all know more about
each other now. These things are the same on both sides.”

“I am frightened,” said Gwendolen. “Clemence has a hid-
den self.”

“Which would you put higher as an educationist, Clem-
ence? Miss Petticott or Miss Chancellor?” said Maud, in an
even tone.

“Oh, the dear old Petticoat! I do not compare her with
other people. She is just herself.”

“We honour you for the sentiment,” said Verity.

“Maud, are you honouring Clemence?”’ said Gwendolen.

“I am a most appreciative guest, Gwendolen. But this is a
matter by itself. You made a great advance when you came
under Miss Chancellor, Clemence. Are you taking that into
account?”’

“Yes, but not too much. It was more than I should have
made, if I had not had the foundation. That rather points to
something in Miss Petticott.”

“When things are pointed to, ought we to see them?” said
Verity.

“No, of course not. Not in Miss Petticott’s case. None of
you would see anything about her at first. No ordinary person
would.”

“I can’t help my own nature,” said Gwendolen, giggling.
“I find I like Maud to be called ordinary. I wish I were a bet-
ter girl.”

“I have no objection to being included in that category,
Gwendolen.”

“Oh, nonsense, everyone has,” said Verity. “How Clemence
does despise us alll No wonder she wanted to leave the school.
I wonder she asked us here to-day. I suppose she imagined
that her better nature would triumph.”

“I do think you want a good deal of appreciation of your-
selves and the school.”

“I like a little for myself,” said Gwendolen. “And I some-
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how feel I am having it. I think Clemence is one of those
good hostesses, who attend to the wants of their guests with-
out seeming to do so.” '

“Did your father mind what happened to you at school,
Clemence?” said Esther.

“Oh, he seemed to think it was a natural thing. He said it
always happened when he was a boy. He-seemed to see it as
quite ordinary.”

“I know who your grandfather is,” said Gwendolen. “I
mean the man who is not your grandfather. I am not too
stupid to understand. And I was beginning to think I was.”

“I was beginning to think you all were,” said Clemence.

“Does your mother mind his living here?” said Esther.

“Well, I do not suppose she would choose it. She has been
very good about it. I think my father is grateful to her.”

“She must like having his gratitude,” said Gwendolen. “I
think it would be an ample reward. He was an angel with us,
and with the boys, and with the matrons, and a different sort
of angel with each. How nice the other matron is! I like ma-
trons much better than other people.”

Miss Petticott’s figure was seen advancing across the grass.

“Now it is sad to interrupt your walk and talk. But tea has
to be early because of the trains.”

The girls turned at once, attached Miss Petticott to their
line with an ease that ranked her with the matrons, and pro-
ceeded towards the house; and she accompanied them with a
springy step that was the result of the latter’s companionship.

“It is pleasant to eat for so much of the day,” said Gwendo-
len, as they came to the table. “At school we have such long
breaks from food.”

“Well, really, Gwendolen, what impression will you give?”
said Miss Chancellor, who herself gave one of unwittingly
finding herself where she was.

“I hope you did not catch cold in the park,” said Maria. “I
saw you from the window and wished you would run about.
Perhaps you kept each other warm.”
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“We always go about, linked up like that, Lady Shelley,”
said Gwendolen, “even at school, where the staircase is not
wide enough to allow of it. I do not know how we manage.”

“I have never quite solved the problem, Gwendolen,” said
Miss Chancellor.

“I wondered how it was done, when 1 first got to school,”
said Clemence. “I was at the end of the line and wondered
what would happen to me. But nothing did.”

“Clemence despises the school ways,” said Verity, causing
Maria to turn fond eyes on her daughter. “She has asked us
here to-day with contempt in her heart.”

“You should not speak true words in jest,” said Esther.

“Verity is rather speaking untrue words in earnest,” said
Maud. “And that she clearly should not do.”

“I wish I had taught in a girls’ school instead of a boys’,”
said Oliver. “It would have done much more for me.”

“Why do you not try the experiment?’’ said Miss Chancel-
lor. “You could come to us as a visiting master.”

“If I could not be at prayers, and jostle people in the
passage, and hear housemaids sing on the stairs, I should not
count it.”

“I am afraid you could not fulfil that programme at our
school, Mr. Shelley.”

“Well, naturally I was not thinking of any other.”

“Suppose all these were my grandchildren,” said Mr. Fire-
brace, looking round. “I might have had as many.”

“Then I am sure Maria would let you have them all here,”
said Oliver. “But do not speak to wound me, Grandpa. I have
tried to be enough for you.”

“Would you like to have me for a grandfather, my dear?”
said Mr. Firebrace to Gwendolen.

“Well, I don’t much like having people for grandfathers.
I have two for them, and they say I am brought up in the
modern way.”

“They ought to be ashamed of themselves.”

“It is me they are ashamed of, and it is embarrassing to
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cause shame. I do not mind feeling it. One has to get used to
that.”

“These are three good boys, Miss James,” said Oliver. “I
think I remember them.”

“You remember Sturgeon,” said Bacon, ‘“because you asked
him about the potted meat.”

“I remembered the potted meat, and wondered what re-
minded me of it, and found it was Sturgeon. Do you remem-
ber the potted meat, Miss James?”

“No, it is the kind of thing one forgets, Mr. Shelley.”

“And you remember Holland,” said Bacon, “because you
asked him about his music.”

“And I remember you. You are the boy who tends up-
wards. How I have proved my social memory! It is a thing
one should always possess. I think I am really at the mercy
of it.”

“Do you all enjoy your school life?” said Maria, to the girls.

“It is not the life that I mind, as much as the advantages,”
said Gwendolen. “I do find those a great strain.”

“I enjoy it to the full, Lady Shelley, and do so consciously,”
said Maud. “I realise that it will not last for ever.”

“I wish I could,” said Verity. “Some things seem never to
come true. I envy Maud her simple faith.”

“Do you think I am depriving Clemence of something she
ought to have?”’

“I expect you are,” said Gwendolen. “People ought to have
advantages. They are like plain, wholesome food, and not too
much excitement. It is the d{lty of parents to attend to it.”

“What do you think, Miss Chancellor, if I have not asked
you before? Anyhow I ask you again.”

“Well, Gwendolen and I are not often of one mind. I usu-
ally find myself correcting her views. But this time I am of her
opinion, though I should not express it quite in her way.”

“Do you think I am thinking of myself and not of Clem-
ence?”

“No one who knows you even as well as I do, could think
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that, Lady Shelley. Thinking of yourself has not played a
large part in your life.”

“I am thinking of Clemence and of myself as well,” said
Sir Roderick. ‘“Why should not we both be considered? An-
swer me that, Miss Chancellor. I mean, do you not see it as a
reasonable view?”

“In the matter of education the young person claims the
thought, Sir Roderick. Her future is involved, as the older
person’s is not.”

“But my present is involved, and there is nothing else for
me. And Clemence does not want to leave her father.”

“I shall break down in the train,” said Gwendolen, ‘“be-
cause it is all so sad.”

“Well, it is no good to think that life can always be as we
would choose it, Gwendolen.”

“Talking of trains,” said Maria, rising, “I fear the moment
has come to consider them. I could not face Miss Firebrace, if
you missed yours.”

“Does not Aunt Lesbia conduct her own party?” said Oli-
ver. :
“I am going later, Oliver,” said Lesbia, holding her eyes
from this group.

“I should be reluctant to encounter her myself, Lady Shel-
ley, at the head of a line of bestranded charges,” said Miss
Chancellor. “Now we all want to thank you for quite a mem-
orable day.”

“I have liked everything better than anything else,” said
Gwendolen. “I have not considered anyone but myself, and
I have not eaten a single wholesome thing.”

“Thank you so much for a day of many pleasures,” said
Maud, suggesting that other tastes had been met.

“If school life were often like this,” said Verity, “we should
not long for it to be over.”

“One of its advantages is its opportunities for making
friends,” said Miss Chancellor. “To-day has been an illus-
tration of it.”
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“Why do you not come to the school functions with your
mother, Clemence?” said Esther, awkwardly keeping her eyes
from Maria. ““Then we should see you both.”

“I have a message from Miss Laurence for you, Clemence,”
said Miss Chancellor, slightly lowering her tones. “Quite a
deep little message, that I hope you will carry with you into
your life. She says she will think of you as rising on stepping-
stones, of which one may perhaps be said to be laid by herself.
Will you remember that, and let me tell her that you will?”

“Yes,” said Clemence, seeing through Miss Chancellor’s
eyes a living thread spring up in the mesh of her future.

“Why, this is not a member of the party, is it?” said Sir
Roderick, failing to recognise Miss Tuke in her outdoor
clothes. “Why, yes, of course, the matron; that is the most
important work of all. Now do not catch cold, Miss Tuke;
we want you to take care of yourself as well as other people.”
He adjusted Miss Tuke’s coat and fastened the collar.

“Goodbye,” said Holland, to the girls.

“Goodbye,” said the latter, smiling at him and then at each
other.

“Goodbye,” said the other boys, on a compliant note.

Sefton said nothing, feeling that Clemence’s brother must
say more, if he spoke at all, and the girls kept their eyes from
him, with something of the same feeling.

Clemence and her parents stood on the steps. Oliver
mounted the box of the carriage as escort. The six guests
were accommodated inside, by dint of a sacrifice of Miss
Tuke, which by her own account she found congenial. As
the girls waited on the platform with Oliver, they made
some terse remarks in distinct tones, and Miss Chancellor
responded in a similar manner. When the train moved out
of the station, a different note was struck.

“Which do you like better, Miss Chancellor, Sir Roderick
or Lady Shelley?” ‘

“Well, Gwendolen, comparisons are odious, and I think
may really be so in the case of two people whom we can like
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so well. I think I should class Lady Shelley as the higher type;
but Sir Roderick has his own charm; and that is a thing that
goes far with many people, perhaps further with some than
with me. I think we need not decide between them.”

“I wondered why I liked him better,” said Gwendolen. “Of
course it was because he was a lower type.That would be my
reason.”

“What do you think of Sir Roderick’s way of calling Lady
Shelley ‘my pretty,” Miss Chancellor? Do you think it is a for-
tunate one?”

“Well, Esther, as I have implied, I should not be inclined
to criticise people of that quality. I think it suggests his own
point of view, and does so with the ease and openness that
would be expected of him, and might not be possible in any-
one of another calibre. The matter is between themselves,
and may be left so.”

“But those are the matters we do not want to leave,” said
Gwendolen. “It is easy to know about the others.”

“Do you suppose Lady Shelley minds, Miss Chancellor?”

“No, Verity, I think she is too large a woman to mind any
superficial incongruity in a term used as this one is. I am
sure we need not trouble about her inconvenience, as she
suffers none.”

“Would you like her position, Miss Chancellor? How
would you feel about being a second wife?”

“Well, Verity, my own feeling is that I should not like it,”
said Miss Chancellor, settling her glasses to look straight at
her questioner. “I admit that, if I were to marry, I should
look for the experience in its fullest form. But that is my own
point of view. There is no reason why Lady Shelley and I
should be copies of each other.”

“Anyhow their Maker saw none,” murmured Esther. ‘“And
I daresay Lady Shelley feels with him.”

“I daresay she does, Esther,” said Miss Chancellor, in a
pleasant tone, as the train slackened and left Esther’s voice
clear. “Indeed I hope she does, as she has chosen to fulfil her-
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self so differently. No one hopes more than I do, that her life
seems to her as full as it can be. If fuller than mine, then be
it so. I am the last person to grudge her the conviction, or in-
deed the reality. Do you not feel with me, Miss Tuke?”

“Certainly, Miss Chancellor,” said Miss Tuke, not sounding
quite sure of her ground.

“The two lives offer and ask such different things,” said
Maud. “They do not meet on any point. It is not a very fruit-
ful theme for comparison.”

“It was Lady Shelley’s being a second wife, that we wanted
to talk about,” said Gwendolen. “I think that would have
been fruitful, full of prying and gossip and a naughty sort of
pity.”

“Well, really, Gwendolen, after your pleasant day! I am
quite ashamed of you.”

“But you said you would never be a second wife yourself,
Miss Chancellor.”

“I am not aware that I said quite that. But as I have no
thought at the moment of being a wife at all, the matter may
be outside my sphere.”

“Have you had many proposals, Miss Chancellor?”

“Really, Gwendolen, the effect of excitement on you is not
very happy.”

“But I did not ask you how many proposals you had had.
I asked if you had had many. That is quite different.”

“I see your distinction, Gwendolen. But as at your age you
cannot have had any, you need not concern yourself with the
subject.” )

“Is Miss Chancellor embarrassed by really having had many
proposals, or by having had none?” said Esther, again unfor-
tunate in the moment of her speech.

“Esther, I find myself laughing before I know,” said Miss
Chancellor, not in time to check a peal, and speaking with
a light in her eyes. “You had better talk to each other and not
to me, as I seem to set your thoughts running on romantic
lines. Holidays in the term are not to be recommended.”
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“Oh, please recommend them, Miss Chancellor; please do
not say that to Miss Firebrace.”

“Well, do not let me hear your voice so often, Gwendolen.
That will be the best way to ensure the result.”

“I will not open my mouth again. Miss Chancellor, do you
think Sir Roderick would often think of his first marriage?”

“The elder son must think of it,”” said Esther.

“I cannot give an opinion, Gwendolen. I am not such an
authority on romantic matters as you seem to think.”

“Did you notice the view from the dining-room windows,
Miss Chancellor?” said Maud, in the tone of a rescuer. “It re-
minded me of an old picture.”

“A Constable, Maud, though not a very early one. I hoped
it would strike you in that way. Did anyone else think of it?”

“I saw it as a view, but not as a Constable,” said Esther.
“And, after all, it was not one.”

“It struck me as belonging to his later period,” said Verity.

“Why did you not tell me, Miss Chancellor?” said Gwendo-
len. “I did not know about a Constable; I believe I thought
it was some sort of policeman. And I am willing to learn.”

“Now I am going to forget you all for a time,” said Miss
Chancellor, closing her eyes to ensure this prospect, “‘and lose
myself, as the expression goes. And I should advise you all to
do the same. I see Miss Tuke has set us the example.”

There was silence until Miss Chancellor had followed it.

“Is pleasure really exhausting?” said Gwendolen.

“I do not know,” said Esther. ““I have never had enough of
it to judge. Miss Chancellor was quite excited by the idea of
having had many proposals. I suppose it shows she has not
had one.”

“Well, I think the idea is exciting,” said Gwendolen.

“I think you deduce a good deal from very slight premises,
Esther,” said Maud.

“Straws show which way the wind blows,” said Verity.

“I should advise you to modify your voices. People are apt
to be awakened suddenly in a train. It is not a homogeneous
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method of travelling. Indeed it is a good rule to say behind
people’s backs what you would say to their faces.”

“We cannot judge of it,” said Verity, “as it is not a rule.”

“It certainly has a good many exceptions.”

“It is no good to think it consists of anything else,” said
Esther. “Do you think Clemence is happy in her home? I was
not quite sure.”

“I see no reason why she should not be,” said Maud. “She
certainly looks better than she did at school, anyhow at the
last.”

“She was involved in a good deal of trouble then. I wonder
if she ever thinks of it.”

“You saw that she should do so to-day, Esther, the day on
which we were accepting her hospitality. I confess I was sorry
about it. Was it a gracious way of responding to her kindness,
to bring up the one thing known to her disadvantage?”

“Our being there was bound to remind her of it,” said
Verity.

“But should not that have been enough? It was a thing to
regret, not to bring further home.”

“I hope it will not prevent her asking us again,” said Gwen-
dolen, as the train drew in to the station. “How gloomy it is
to get home after a holiday!”

“It is gloomy to get to school,” said Esther.

“It is gloomy to see how spoilt people can be by one day’s
pleasure,” said Miss Chancellor, rising in the mood of awak-
ing, and ushering the girls to the door. “There are your gloves,
Esther. Gwendolen, do you intend to walk to school without
a hat? I do not know why Miss Tuke should wait on you all.
Thank you, Maud.”

“I wish we could have a cab,” said Gwendolen.

“Miss Tuke cannot wish it,” said Verity. “It would be
smaller than the Shelley carriage, and more than one person
would have to sit on the top of her.”

“Why on Miss Tuke rather than on anyone else?”’ said Miss
Chancellor. “It does not do to depend on the unselfishness of
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one person. And, Gwendolen, too much reliance on luxury
is not a sign of quality or breeding, and would not be so con-
sidered.”

“It is only a sign of weariness, Miss Chancellor. I mean it
is a sign of healthy tiredness. Pleasure does not do me any
harm. I shall work all the better tomorrow for it. I always
like lessons, when we are not supposed to have prepared for
them.”

“I hope that forecast will come true, Gwendolen. And I
admit that pleasure has its exhausting side, like anything else.
I ought to know, as I have enjoyed the day as much as you
have. But I am not like you in preferring to come to work
without preparation. I look forward to my share of it, as well
as to yours, with a certain misgiving.”

“I wish we could live at Clemence’s home, while we are not
welcome in our own,” said Esther. “I don’t mean that she
would like to have us, but I believe Lady Shelley would.”

This was hardly a correct estimate of Maria’s feeling, as she
showed on her return from speeding her daughter’s guests.

“How exhausting half-grown creatures are!” she said, smil-
ing at.the boys as creatures wholly ungrown. “You do not
know whether they are going to talk as women or children;
and it is always one or the other, and never the thing they are.
But they are all very nice, Clemence, my dear. And how much
they seem to like you! You went a long way in the time. Peo-
ple cannot say now that you have no friends. Which of them
do you like the best?”

“Well, I was only with them for one term,” said Clemence,
while Lesbia smiled to herself over the fleeting experience.
“And we were always together, so that it was difficult to know
them separately. I think perhaps Gwendolen, thought she was
not as clever as the others, or was supposed not to be.”

“The happy one who was going to cry in the train?” said
Sir Roderick. “I suppose she is up and down.”

“I liked the tall one,” said Holland.

“Verity. She is a handsome girl,”” said Maria. “But how ad-
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vanced for her age! She seems to be missing her childhood.”

“The one in the grey dress seemed an interesting type,”
said Miss Petticott. “I was struck by her conversation. Maud,
I think was the name.”

“She was struck by it herself,” said Bacon. “I thought at
first she was a mistress.”

“Did you think they were all mistresses?” said Sir Roderick
to Sturgeon.

“No. Two of them I knew were not.”

“They did not worry you much,” said Maria. “I suppose
they found you too young.”

“They did not find us anything,’
“They took no steps to do so.”

“You did not manage much of an approach yourselves,”
said Sir Roderick.

“It was not for us to make the advance,” said Holland.

“Did you admire them?”

“No,” said Bacon.

“I did,” said Holland.

“And so did 1,” said his host. “As pretty a group as could
be wanted by man or boy. I cannot imagine Lesbia lording it
over them. I mean, I cannot picture you ordering them here
and there and everywhere, Lesbia.”

“Is that what I did, Clemence?” said Lesbia, hardly moving
her head.

“No,” said Clemence, smiling. “You believed in self-gov-
ernment.”

“You rascall You saw the whole thing with a twinkle in
your eye,” said Sir Roderick, feeling that this disposed of any
idea of his daughter’s losing by the change in her life.

“Clemence has a keen sense of humour,” said Miss Petti-
cott. “’I confess I kept on thinking of things she had told me,
while her guests were here. I hope I did not betray myself.”

Lesbia’s eyes rested on Miss Petticott.

“No, no, Miss Petticott. You talked to the two who did not
matter,” said Sir Roderick. “Who did not mind, I should say.

’

said Bacon grinning.
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And here is Miss James still with us. She would always be
kind, I am sure. I hope she need not leave us just yet. Would
you like to look after girls instead of boys, Miss James?”

“Well, boys are my speciality, Sir Roderick. We matrons
are specialists as much as anyone else. And the matron in a
boys’ school has a rather unique position. Her being the only
woman on the staff throws her into several kinds of promi-
nence. In a girls’ school she tends to become a mere character
for attending on people.”

“Is Miss Tuke that? I thought she was nice,” said Bacon.

“And so she was,” said Miss James. “You are quite right to
think so, and to say what you think. She may be in danger of
becoming rather too nice. That is what I meant.”

“I should have thought you might be too,” said Bacon.

“Oh, ah, Miss James, you are given away,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “You are betrayed by the hand that fed you, by one of
those whom your hand has fed. I do not doubt that he is right.
There is more give than take in your life, I am sure.”

“Well, that position may have its own privileges, Sir Rod-
erick. Indeed it may itself constitute a privilege. And my life,
as I have said, includes those of another kind.”

~“I am sure of it, Miss James. And quite right too. It would
be very wrong, if it did not. I hope Miss Tuke has a fair
deal, I am sure.”

“I did not mean to imply that she had not, Sir Roderick.
Unfairness did not come into my mind. I was only making a
sort of generalisation, a thing that perhaps one should not do,
as it may result in a false impression.”

“We are too ready to deduce the particular from the gen-
eral.”

“Exactly, Sir Roderick. Those would be my very words.”

“But they were not,” murmured Bacon.

“You make me feel that Sefton must be dull without you
all,” said Maria. “Do you think his life is a dreary one?”

“No,” said Sturgeon, seeing it as consisting of days like the
present one. “But it could not always be a holiday.”
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“Every day at home would be a half-holiday at school,”
said Sefton.

“The hours at school are too long,” said his father.

“Yes, they are,” said Bacon.

“You would learn more in shorter ones. Or you would
learn as much.” ’

“No, we should learn less. But we should like it better.
People do not so much like to learn.”

“I cannot think how your parents can part with you all,”
said Maria.

“It is for our good,” said Holland. ‘“They have to make the
sacrifice.”

“And you are grateful to them?”

“Yes,” said three voices on a dutiful note.

“And are they grateful to you for being such good boys?”

“No,” said Bacon, opening his eyes.

“You do not have much trouble, do you, Miss James?” said
Sir Roderick. “And the credit for that is largely yours, I am
sure.”

“Well, things are not always quite as the moment may sug-
gest. There are two sides to every picture, and more than that
to the nature of boys.”

“And if anyone knows all sides of it, you do.”

“Well, I have got to the stage when they seem to repeat
themselves, and that probably shows that my knowledge is
pretty complete.”

“What would you all do without Miss James?” said Sir
Roderick, with a faint note of reproach.

“Even the masters could not do without her,” said Stur-
geon.

“Do you think I am wrong to take Sefton away from school,
Miss James?” said Maria.

“Yes, in the sense of mistaken, Lady Shelley.”

“My wife acts first, and asks advice afterwards,” said Sir
Roderick. “What she wants, is support of her own opinion,
and she cannot always have it.”
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“I am afraid I am rather an uncompromising person to
face with a straight question, Sir Roderick. I am likely to
give a straight answer. I think that shows more respect for the
person who asks it. People are apt to say the right thing, to
feel they can do nothing, and may as well present themselves
in a welcome light. But I do not claim to be a person who oils
the wheels of the world. It might be better if I were; I make
no claim.”

“Does she make none?” said Bacon.

“Ah, you are a brave girl, my dear,” said Mr. Firebrace, in
an automatic manner.

The boys met each other’s eyes.

“She cannot help what the old man said,” said Bacon.

There was a sound of people’s entering the house, and Oli-
ver came into the room, accompanied by Mr. Spode.

“Why, Mr. Spode, this is a pleasure indeed,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “We hardly felt we could hope for it.”

“Why, my boy, my boy!” said Mr. Firebrace, rising and
advancing with outstretched hands.

“I have come to conduct our party home. Cassidy felt that
Miss James should have an escort. It came to him after she
had gone.”

“Well, her companions are young to be seen in that light,”
said Sir Roderick.

“The dusk is gathering,” said Mr. Spode, on his deeper
note.

“Well, I am not sorry to see you, Mr. Spode. I will not claim
to be,” said Miss James, rising as she voiced her welcome. “As
you say, it is getting dusk, and reminding us that our pleasant
day is at an end. And very young people are not more manage-
able after excitement.”

Mr. Spode almost glanced at the young people involved.

“You have not met my wife,” said Sir Roderick. “She was
not with us the last time you were here. I am glad for you to
know each other.”

“Why, we already do that,” said Mr. Spode, advancing to
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Maria. “We met in that jeweller’s shop behind the school. I
remember it as if it were yesterday. I was selling an earring,
and you were to provide one like it. They made a pair, and
the transaction was a great success. And I was given another
here to take the place of the first. So they all came from this
house. You must have had a collection of them. My mother
was grateful for the earring, sir. She told me to say, if I saw
you, that she would never part with it. And that means a great
deal from her, as it is her nature to part with things.”

“I hope she will put it to any use she likes,” said Mr. Fire-
brace.

“Did you have it adapted, before you gave it to her?” said
Oliver.

“No,” said Mr. Spode. “That is a thing that is never done.”

“Sit down and have some tea, Mr. Spode,” said Maria, in
her usual tones, keeping her eyes on the guest. “We will
have it fresh in a moment. I hope you are not in a hurry
to leave us.”

“Mr. Spode will have to—I am afraid our train is due in
half-an-hour,” said Miss James. “I expect he had his tea be-
fore he came.”

“It was doled out to me at an early hour.”

“It sounds as if it might be supplemented,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “I hope there is time for that.” _

“Was it not enough?” said Miss James. “Not that I should
broach our domestic problems here. But I expect you had a
little tray to yourself.”

“That is what it was. And solitude is not completely satis-
fying, though I find it so up to a’point. But you are right that
we should go.”

“Well, we must bow to necessity,” said Sir Roderick. “We
will depend on better fortune another time.”

“We might well have it,” murmured Oliver.

“Your cap, Sturgeon,” said Mr. Spode.

“On my head, sir,” said Sturgeon, putting up his hand.
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Mr. Spode did not contradict him, and he snatched off the
cap.

“Now, boys,” said Miss James.

““Thank you very much,” said Bacon, shaking hands with
Maria.

“Thank you very much for our happy day,” said Holland.

“Thank you,” said Sturgeon, looking down and twirling
the cap.

“I should like to kiss you all,” said Maria, on a faintly reck-
less note.

Mr. Spode looked surprised, but glanced at the boys, as if
they were available for any purpose of hers.

“But I suppose I must not.”

“No,” said Bacon. “But thank you very much for it all.”

“I don’t mind,” murmured Sturgeon, and flushed as Maria
did not hear, and his companions did.

“Thank you once again,” said Holland.

Miss James was handed into the carriage. Mr. Spode set-
tled himself at her side, as though his obligations ended here.
Miss James leaned across him and directed the boys to seats.
As the carriage followed the curve of the drive, Juliet came
from some bushes and hurried into the house.

“I am here in time to conduct the scene. I did not know
Mr. Spode was coming. Lucius sent him as an afterthought,
and I was not in time to prevent it. I caught the quick train
and got the guard to stop it for me. I got out of the cab at
the gates and waited in the bushes until they had gone. I hope
the scene has not broken. I have told you enough, for you to
give it all your minds.”

There was a pause.

“Yes, do what you can for us, my dear,” said Mr. Firebrace.
“We do need some help.”

“Come and join us at the fire, my pretty,” said Sir Roderick,
to his wife.

“So you are worthy of the name of a man, Roderick,” said
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Juliet. “I thought you would be, but one can never be quite
sure. As there is no problem for you, there is none for any-
one; for Maria least of all. How much do you know, and how
much do you want to be told? There must be the questions,
and the answers can be quick and complete. The whole truth
can be revealed.”

The questions came uncertainly, Mr. Firebrace’s the most
direct and full. Juliet answered them simply, without expla-
nation or comment. Sir Roderick kept his eyes down, now and
then raising them openly to his wife. He was the only person
who asked none.

“I had heard of a woman’s power of sacrifice,” said Oliver,
“but I had not met an example of it. I had come to wonder if
it existed. And Maria of all people to sacrifice her principles!
Perhaps it is an instance of the supreme sacrifice. I had heard
of that too.”

“My dear, good wife!” said Sir Roderick.

“This is what I hoped,” said Juliet. “My anxiety was simply
lest Maria should not have enough praise. The danger seemed
to be that people might be grudging with it. But you are all
on my own level, the especial level I had arranged for the sit-
uation. We are all on it together, and of course Maria as well.”

Maria covered her face and broke into weeping.

“Come, come, my dear,” said Mr. Firebrace, “it is not SO
much. You had not enough money to pay for the farm, though
you had thought and saved to get it. The trinket was serving
no purpose, and served that one of yours. You were doing no
harm to anyone, and good to your husband. That is how you
saw it. And a woman does not see the abstract principles
behind.”

“Of course she does,” said Maria, without lifting her head.
“She sees them as much as a man, and often acts on them more.
I knew I was doing a dishonest thing. I simply yielded to
temptation. I meant at first to tell you of the earring in the

shop, and suggest that you should send your own. What I did,
was an afterthought.”
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“What a light thing it sounds!” said Oliver. “And that is
what it is, of course.”

“I reproached my poor children for their innocent decep-
tion. I was indeed the person to blame them!”

“Children are always reproached for doing what we do our-
selves. What else could they be reproached for? They must
have some bringing-up, and that consists of reproach. A term
as a schoolmaster shows you that. And without it they would
yield too much to their instincts. You see we yield enough, as
it is. I do not mean Maria, of course. She yielded to just the
right extent.”

Sir Roderick took one of his wife’s hands from her face,
and held it in his. His face was dark and set, and might have
belied his action, if she had seen it. But he knew that she did
not see.

“Aunt Juliet is the heroine of the story,” said Oliver. “If
it were written, it would bear her name. She is the only per-
son who has lost anything. But I gather she has one earring
left. Who would have thought one pair would go so far? No
wonder Spode thought we had a collection. You would think
the pair bred.”

“The earrings are the chief sufferers,” said Lesbia, speaking
for the first time. ‘““They have lost the name of being unique,
when they have every right to it.”

“It is a trivial sort of a tale,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“What a shallow word!” said his grandson. “When the facts
are trivial, and it is itself rooted in the depths. It is the sort of
thing that is a test, and you have failed.”

“Of course we ought to pay the debt to Juliet,” said Maria.
‘“But she would not consent.”

“I think we may leave Juliet in her place,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “It carries its reward.”

“Father, I never thought to hear you say a mean thing.”

“But we seem to get things out of the position,” said Ma-
ria.

“And so we do,” said her stepson. ‘'Everything has its bright
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side. Why should this be an exception, though I should al-
most have thought it might be? Father has the farm. You have
the honour of giving it to him, and many other kinds of hon-
our. Aunt Juliet has her own kind. Spode has an earring for
his mother. I have had interest and excitement; it is dreadful,
but I have had them; and Grandpa has too. The children will
have understanding. I do not know what Aunt Lesbia has
had.”

“I have had a shock, Oliver,” said Lesbia, with quiet dis-
tinctness. “And I do not think I am paying any less tribute
to Maria than the rest of you, when I say that.”

“I think you are,” said Oliver.

“So, Miss Petticoat, you have been in the room all the
time?” said Sir Roderick.

“Well, Sir Roderick, I did not know what to do. I was fol-
lowing the children upstairs, when Mrs. Cassidy arrived; and
I paused to say the conventional things, and found myself
involved in the group before I knew. I could not escape with-
out attracting attention, and it seemed better to avoid that.
No one seemed to notice me, and I hoped I was such a familiar
figure, that I should not be noticed any more than the furni-
ture—"

There was silence, as it was realised that this had largely
been the case. :

“Oh, come, Miss Petticoat, you are more to us than that,”
said Sir Roderick. “And as regards discretion, we can rely on
you as much——-you will not betray us any more than—than
as you say.’

“Need you ask, Sir Rodenck? Am I a stranger to you?”

“Of course she is not,” murmured Juliet. “‘She has told him
what she is.”

“And he seemed to follow her,” said Oliver.

“Do you feel you can remain with me, Miss Petticott?” said
Maria.

“Do not hurt me, Lady Shelley. What do I know of your
mutual lives, or of your claims upon each other?”
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“That is a wise word,” said Mr. Firebrace. ““After all I have
taken here, anything that is mine, is theirs.”

“He gave what was his, to Spode,” murmured Oliver. “But
it is nice to give it twice, so ungrudging. How the best is being
brought out of everyone! Generally it only comes out of one
person, as it did out of Maria.”

“Miss Petticott knows better,” said Maria. “And I am glad
she does. If she did not, I could not leave the children in her
hands.”

“Poor Miss Petticott! A middle course is so unrewarding.
Or anyhow so unrewarded.”

“I do not ask reward, Mr. Shelley.”

“But you have it, Miss Petticoat,” said Sir Roderick, in a
rather loud tone. “In our trust and affection and the other
things worth having.”

“Father, do think what you are saying,” said Oliver.
“We shall not know where to look.”

“I wish Lucius was here,” said Juliet. “We could depend
so upon his silence.”

“It would be no good to us,” said her nephew. “Silence
never does what has to be done. It would not show that we
think nothing of the matter. It is not true that it is
golden.”

Sir Roderick looked at his son with the expression that was
almost of gratitude. He had not wished for his silence.

“There is almost too much of this generosity,” said Maria,
with a break in her voice. “It would mean more, if there were
less. All this care to avoid looking at the truth only means it
cannot be faced.”

“But it can be,” said her stepson. ““It has to be, to be grasped
at all. I have never met a matter that called for closer atten-
tion.”

“There, there, my pretty, we have been clumsy, have we?”
said Sir Roderick.

“You may have, Father. It is a thing I could not be. It is a
quality that Maria likes, and I do see her point of view.”
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“She does not want too tactful and easy a smoothing over
of things. She is too honest to want anythmg but honesty in
other people.”

“Honest!” said Maria.

“We never get honesty by itself,” said Juliet. “It is insepa-
rable from other things, and the last ones to be coupled with
it. Do not insist upon it, Maria. It would show us in such a
bad light, and we have been so careful to present ourselves
in a good one.”

“Yes, care has been taken,” said Lesbia.

“By you as well, Aunt Lesbia.”

“No, I do not think so, Oliver. I think I have appeared in
an unconsidered one.”

“l am not going to pose as an authority upon honesty,”
said Maria.

“Or to pose at all, my pretty. It is not in you. I know how
you have wanted to make a clean breast of it all.”

“Have you really, Maria?” said Oliver. “I should so like to
know.”

“Of course I have not. I could easily have done it. I meant
the truth to remain hidden.”

“Easily have done it! No, no, no,” said Mr. Firebrace.

“Well, most truth does remain so,” said Oliver. “Think
what would happen if it did not.”

“I do not want to think,” said Juliet. “I have often
thought.”

“We know in one case,” said Maria.

“There, there, my dear. Your nerves are all on edge,” said
Sir Roderick. “And I do not wonder.”

“Ought you not to wonder, Father? You are losing the
thread of things. I am in rather a carping mood. It is because
I was accused of clumsiness.”

“It seems to me a mild accusation,” said Maria. “What
could I be accused of? I have been accused of clumsiness all
my life, and never been the worse.”

“Not by me, my pretty, not by me,” said Sir Roderick.
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“Anyone who finds you so in any deep matter, must be a
poor judge, Lady Shelley,” said Miss Petticott.

“And it is a disgrace to excel in anything on the surface,”
said Juliet.

“When people are sound at bottom,” said Mr. Firebrace,
“who cares for so much smoothness on the top?”

“Now they have all accused Maria of clumsiness,” said
Lesbia to Juliet, hardly moving her lips. “And, as she says,
she is none the worse. I wonder if she is better.”

“My children will not know what I have done,” said
Maria. “And they had to face my knowing what they had.
How the heavier burdens fall on the helpless!”

“People who are not helpless, would avoid them,” said
Oliver.

“I actually did not think of my own stumble, when we were
dealing with theirs. I gave the money to Roderick on that very
day. I was as dishonest with myself as I was with other people.”

“Then clearly they have no cause to complain,” said Juliet.
“That is a very rare equality.”

“You are upset, Maria, and hardly know what you say,”
said her husband. “And I am sure you have every reason.”

“Of course she has not,” said Juliet. “She has so little
reason, that I am going to give her more trouble and stay for
the night.”

“I also should like to stay with you, Maria,” said Lesbia.

“Well, that is good news,” said Sir Roderick. “It will help
us through what might have been an awkward evening. I
mean, it will be good for Maria to have your company, as she
has been out of heart.”

“I wish Father would say what he means,” said Oliver.

“Does Lucius know you are here, my dear?” said Mr. Fire-
brace to Juliet.

“Yes, I told him I was coming. He did not ask for reasons.
If he ever does, he can have one.’

“There is to be a secret between husband and wife,” said
Lesbia.
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“There is none between my wife and me,” said Sir Rod-
erick. “And I do not thank Mr. Spode for it. I do not call
this thing a secret. Maria did not want the left hand to know
what the right hand was doing, did not want me to know how
much she had done for me.”

“Of course it is not a secret,” said Juliet. “No one would
count it.”

“I did not see Miss Petticoat go,” said Sir Roderick.

“I think I felt she was gone,” said Juliet. “We know that
we do not see her. She has explained.”

“A nice woman,” said Sir Roderick. “Sound at heart. I was
glad there were some people on her own level here for her
to-day.”

“I had forgotten it was a festal occasion,” said Oliver.
“Somehow nothing reminds me of it.”

“We ought to compare her to Miss Chancellor,” said Maria.
“She manages the children’s education. The people she talked
to, were the matrons.”

“And none the worse for that,” said Sir Roderick. “Any
more than the other one was the better for what she was. Of
all the people here to-day, she was the one I was not quite
sure of. I am a judge of people in my way.”

Lesbia rested her eyes on him with uncertain lips, as though
he might not be this in other people’s. ‘

“This hopeless trouble of mine has prevented our discus-
sion of everything,” said Maria.

“Postponed it,” said her husband. “It will last us for sev-
eral days. There were eleven guests without Spode. I counted
them.”

“You are so thorough, Father,” said Oliver.

“I did not have to do that, as I had arranged for them all,”
said Maria.

“That gave you an advantage,” said Lesbia. “I did have to.”

“How did you manage it, without looking at them?” said
Oliver.
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“It was only at the girls that she did not look,” said Sir
Roderick. “And she knew the number of those.”

“People certainly looked at me,” said Lesbia, laughing. “I
wonder I did not get counted twice.”

“Those dear little boys!” said Maria. “I only just kept from
embracing them.”

“Grandpa kept from embracing several people,” said Oli-
ver. “I saw him keeping from it.”

“And that was a dear child with the round face.”

“Gwendolen,” said Lesbia, easily. “We have had her with
us for years. It has been interesting to see her go from stage
to stage.”

“She seemed so fond of Clemence. I wonder if Clemence
would really be better with friends about her.”

“This day has put us back for months,” said Oliver. “I
knew it would.”

“Not if you hold to your advance,” said Lesbia. “Do not
let it go.”

“She is better at home,” said Sir Roderick. ‘“The life
amongst numbers is too much for her. She was pale and tired
at the end of to-day. I noticed it. If anyone understands her,
I do.” ,.

“Miss Chancellor and Miss Petticott hardly exchanged a
word,” said Maria. “I do not know how that happened. They
were the natural pair to come together.”

“Ah, Miss Petticoat knew better,” said Sir Roderick. “She
knew where she was safe. Trust a woman’s instinct. And you
were talking to Miss Chancellor, or she was to you. Someone
had to talk to the housekeepers. Miss Petticoat threw herself
into the breach, and enjoyed her day. And I was glad for her
to have a change.”

“It seems that a man’s instinct would have done as well,”
said Oliver.

“You put her on the housekeepers’ level,” said Maria. “And
she should rank with the mistresses, if she is in her place.”
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“Well, we have settled that,” said Lesbia. “We will not
throw doubt on it.”

“If Miss Chancellor is a mistress, I rank her above them,”
said Sir Roderick.

“I know what you mean,” said his wife. “But you know
what I mean too.”

“You are right, my boy. The day has put us back,” said
Mr. Firebrace.

“Do not let it, my dear. Keep a hand on yourself,” said
Sir Roderick, with some urgency. “We cannot keep on going
backwards and forwards. Our family life is settled. Let it be.”

“It is good advice, Maria,” said Lesbia.

“We behave as if nothing had happened,” said Maria. “But
I know what must be in your minds.”

“Forget it, my pretty. You will soon get used to the feel-
ing.”

“It had gone from my mind,” said Juliet, “and left a sense
of blank. And I mean a real blank with nothing in it. But it
seemed such a stimulating thing, and it is fading away.”

“Yielding to temptation seems so natural, that I was hardly
stimulated,” said Oliver.

“There, my pretty!” said Sir Roderick.

“Are there any cases of resisting it?” said Juliet. “We never
hear about them, but it does not seem there can be none.”

“We all withstand it all the time,” said Sir Roderick.

“Well, we cannot be expected to admit that,” said his son.

“We are people who are not assailed by it,” said Lesbia
with a smile. .

“I yielded to the first real one I ever had,” said Maria.

“And I suppose it hardly matters if we yield to the others,”
said Juliet. “That is just living day by day.”

‘““Are we to discuss now the difference between the real ones
and the others?” said Maria, on a weary note.

“Well, it would be your fault if we did,” said Oliver. “And
Aunt Juliet and I may be going to.”

“I will take you away, Maria,” said Sir Roderick. “You
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have borne enough. We will go away together and leave them
to discuss what they must.”

“They are entitled to the opportunity. And they must be
ready to make the most of it. They have restrained themselves
long enough.”

“And if anyone is grateful to them, I am,” said Sir Rod-
erick.

“Well, we are the survivors,” said Oliver.

“And from what a sad, little wreck!” said Mr. Firebrace.
“And the rock we struck, was the young man, Spode.”

“Do we think more or less of Maria?” said Juliet. “That is
the interesting thing.”

“We will not say we have never liked her so well,” said
Oliver. “That means we like people in humility and self-
abasement. It is sad that it should be so common.”

“Well, well, it was a woman’s slip,” said Mr. Firebrace. “I
grudge no woman a trinket.”

“No, that is true, Grandpa. You tend to be lavish with
them.”

“How much are we attached to Maria?” said Juliet. “I
hated the idea of her being exposed.”

“So did 1,” said Oliver. “I really admired myself for hating
it so much.”

“You will keep your tongue still, my boy,” said Mr. Fire-
brace. “Your stepmother has a right to it.”

“This is the first time you have given Maria that name. Is
it a mark of respect at this time?”

“Well, if it is, there is no harm in it.”

“I do look up to you, Grandpa. Ought I to make an effort
to call her ‘Mother’?”

“Can it be that you have never liked her so well, Father?”
said Lesbia.

“It is himself he has never liked so well,” said Oliver. “And
I am sure I do not wonder.”

“I wonder if we really see it as a joke,” said Lesbia. “If we
do not, is there any reason to pretend to?”
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“If it is not a joke, there is no advantage in talking about
it,” said her nephew. “Understanding and pity will not give
us any pleasure. They have given us none.”

“They only show that we can imagine ourselves doing the
same thing,” said Juliet.

“Can you imagine it?” said Oliver.

“I am not sure. But I cannot imagine Maria.”

“So you have never liked yourself so well either.”

“Well, do you not think I am being very likeable?”

“Do you wish we could hear the talk between Roderick
and Maria?” said Lesbia. “I think we do not wish it.”

“If the matter is not a joke, why should we?” said Oliver.
“It might become even less of a joke, and that would not do.”

“I believe I could imagine that,” said Juliet. “If I did not
keep a hand on myself, I believe I should.”

Juliet’s imagination would not have served her well. As the
husband and wife reached the library, Maria turned to the
door.

“There is a fire in here, Roderick. There is something I
want to say to you. I had better say it on this day when every-
thing is being said. Then there will be an end of it. I feel now
that I shall not always keep it to myself.”

“No more confession is there? If so, leave it unsaid. I do not
want to know any more about you. I know you well enough.”

“I have not made any confession. My sin simply found me
out. Oliver would say you should pay more attention. But
other people’s sin may do the same. I am not the culprit this
time.” .

“The poor children again? Something transpired with this
invasion from the schools? I knew we should regret it.”

“This trouble is not theirs. There is a father to a family as
well as a mother and children.”

“Well, why speak in riddles, my dear? It does not help.”

“My mind is not clear about my reasons for telling you. I
want to be certain of them, before I speak. It is not that I want
you to be on my level as a wrong-doer, though that may come
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into it; and it may not be such a bad thing to have that
equality between us. I think it is that I do not want to have
any secret from you, even that I know something to your dis-
credit. You said there were no secrets between us, and when
this is told, there will not be, on my side. Further than that
I cannot know.”

“There is not much you have not known about me, Maria.”

“There may be only this one thing. As I say, I cannot know.
Now I am going to speak, Roderick; I am going to speak, my
husband. You remember the day when the earring was
missed, and all that perplexity ensued. I went away to rest,
because I was tired, and also for the reason that we know.”

“Yes, I know. How should I not? But nothing else hap-
pened on that day, or happened to you.”

“Something happened to us both, Roderick. I was too tired
to climb the stairs, and I rested in this room, on the sofa be-
hind those bookcases. And I was awakened by voices, yours
and Mrs. Aldom’s. Need I say any more?”

“Why have you said as much? What is the good?”

“Only what I have told you. But I felt I must say it, be-
cause some day it would be said, and possibly when harm
would be done. To-day it will equalise things between us,
and do no more.”

“I picked up your scarf in the hall. Near the door of this
room. In a book that would have been a clue. But I am not a
man in a book. I am one on a man’s level, as I need not tell
you. There is nothing in your stumble that puts you on it, my
pretty, that brings you down to it.”

“You have had to remember that I am a woman. Well, now
I must remember that you are a man. It might be better for us
both to remember that we are both human beings, liable to
human error. Being a man and being a woman seem to lead
along the same way.”

Sir Roderick laughed.

“I seem to be talking like Oliver. And I would rather be
myself.”
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“I would rather you were too, though the boy does well in
his way. Well, I have little to say to you. I was a widower; I
had been a married man; it was a simple emotion; it was be-
fore you came into my life. There is really no more to say.”

Maria did not dispute this. Her next words were not her
stepson’s but her own.

“Are you giving Aldom’s mother enough for the farm? It
is not a case for driving a matter hard. There are things to
take into account.”

“I am giving all I can afford. And giving too much would
carry its own danger.”

“Giving a little more would carry none.”

“I am doing that. She did not fail to ask it,” said Sir Rod-
erick, telling his wife that his romance was of the past. “And
I discharged my obligations all those years ago. I had almost
forgotten it.”

“And Mrs. Aldom had quite done so. I wonder what else
has been forgotten.”

“You are better, my dear. You are more yourself. This
burden is off your mind. You no longer feel the sword hang-
ing over you.”

“And neither do you. You must have felt it, since that day.
What is your feeling for Aldom now? Has it altered since you
knew?”

“It has and it has not,” said Sir Roderick, speaking easily
to cover feeling more complex than his wife supposed, and
perhaps less deep. “It is difficult to change a feeling that is the
growth of years. It keeps raising its head. And I must not show
any difference.”

“It is strange to think that you have—that there are three
of them in the house.”

“I have had the thought and put it from me. It is a thing
that must be done.”

“I had always noticed the eyes. But I did not think anything
of it. We do see likenesses between people. And those very
blue eyes are not uncommon about here.”
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“One of the girls said something of the kind. I heard them
talking. She noticed the eyes too.”

“I did feel at first that Aldom should go,” said Maria, an-
swering the implication. “But I found myself forgetting it. As
you say, an old feeling returns.”

“He has not less right to be here than he has always
had.”

“But surely less reason, in his present character.”

“He can be here in no other.”

“I hope we avre doing right, Roderick. If we are doing
wrong, we must go on doing it. After all, we are used to it.”

“Maria, we cannot continue to have talks like this. People
are about everywhere. Houses hear and see. Could I say a
word in my own library without being heard? We hardly
know that this one is not finding someone’s ear. Miss Petti-
coat was present at the revelation to-day. This first talk must
be the last. Have you anything more to say?”

“Only a little more. But more would occur to me, as I said
it. So perhaps it is better not said. We know the truth about
each other, and know there was no excuse for it. And that
must be enough.”

“Well, we must leave it there,” said Sir Roderick, “though
I think it is rather too much. Magnets are about on all sides
to draw our secrets.”

“To think what the children inherit! It will be hard to
train them, when we feel we should expect so little.”

“They seem already to have come into their heritage,” said
Sir Roderick, with a reckless laugh.

“And I do not know how we shall meet Miss Petticott.”

“That also has happened. Though I do not think it should
have. It makes me like her less.”

“Something would soon have done that. You were probably
unconsciously waiting for it. She did not know what the scene
was to be. And when she did, she would have been riveted to
the spot. She is only human, though that causes you surprise.
We do like people less, when they know the worst about us.
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Their attitude is not so flattering. But she is not to blame, We
must not think of parting with her.”

“We cannot think of it. She will not fail us, while we do
not fail her. But loyalty is a tender plant, not an everlasting
one.”

“How much we know about virtue, when we practise it so
little! Well, people get used to anything, though it would not
often be to things like this. We will go upstairs and talk to her
and the children. They will expect to discuss their day, and
the ice must be broken.”

Miss Petticott was reading aloudto her pupils, a scene that
recalled another, and Maria fulfilled her resolve to be simply
herself.

“Not asleep this time?” she said, her brows contracting in
uncertain recollection.

“Why, no, Lady Shelley. We have had too exciting a day. I
am sure I have,” said Miss Petticott, flushing as she realised
where her words might lead. “It has been nothing put pleas-
ure from beginning to end, as someone said in a book. And
the end was as good as the beginning, which can rarely be
said. The interest did not flag; it gathered as the moments
passed—"’

“And how did the host and hostess enjoy it?”

“Very much,” said Clemence, “and so did they all. When
you have been at school, you know what a change it is. Some-
times it seemed as if the term would never end.”

“Dear, dear, we did make a mistake,” said Sir Roderick.

“And the boys enjoyed it too,” said Sefton. “More than
anything this term. We played at brigands in the park. Bacon
was the chief. And of course they liked the things to eat.”

“And what did they think of your home?”

“We had told them about it. None of them has a home so
near.”

“I am glad you had a pleasant day, Miss Petticoat,” said
Sir Roderick.

“Very, Sir Roderick. I quite feel I have made friends. Miss
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James and Miss Tuke are extremely nice women. Miss Chan-
cellor struck me as a slightly forbidding figure, but Lady
Shelley acted as a bulwark, and I basely sheltered behind it.
So of her I am not qualified to speak.”

“A straightforward, professional woman,” said Maria. “I
had not met one before, and was quite well entertained. I
daresay she might become monotonous, if you saw her day by
day.”

“She is certainly one of those people who are always them-
selves,” said Clemence.

“And that is not always such a compliment as it sounds,”
said Miss Petticott. “Clemence has found that out.”

“What did you think of the girls, Miss Petticoat?”’

“Well, Sir Roderick, I found myself feeling rather sorry
for them. Nice, good-looking, well-cared-for girls, but some-
how with some lack about them. The lack that comes from
a life lived too much on one line. Little conventions have too
much meaning; little things loom too large. After all, the dif-
ference between their clothes and Clemence’s does not argue
any difference in the soul within. I do not care to see young
girls too conventionally dressed, myself. Of course the lack
can be put right, but it is hardly the object of education to
create hiatuses to be filled later. It should be a preparation for
life, not an interlude before it begins.”

“I thought Clemence was a favourite of Miss Chancellor’s,”
said Maria.

“Well, perhaps I was. And I think Gwendolen was too.”

“I have the same favourites,” said Sir Roderick, “though I
should not have expected it. That was a nice little girl, quite
untouched by all that Miss Petticoat said.”

“She has been at school for years,” said Clemence. “It must
have done its worst for her.”

“Or done its best,” said Maria. “We must be fair.”

“I don’t think it does anything for her. She does not seem
to take any notice of it.”

“That is the explanation,” said Sir Roderick. “She keeps
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herself apart. The others are sunk in the slough up to the
neck. Miss Petticoat is right.”

“Really, Sir Roderick, your powers of observation! We
shall be afraid to meet you.”

“We are all sunk in a slough of some kind,” said Maria.

“No, no, my pretty, you are not fair to yourself. Things are
not as bad as that. We all do some little things—have some-
thing on the debit side.”

“Clemence is in spirits,” said Maria, looking at her daugh-
ter. “Is it the result of a day with her friends?”

“A sense of duty well done, Lady Shelley,” said Miss Petti-
cott.

“Which is it, Clemence?”

“Well, I am glad it was all a success. But I don’t think I
want it again just yet.”

“I should hope not, as it has to happen in the term,” said
Miss Petticott.

“You do not wish you were back at school?”” said Maria.

“I don’t think it is a good thing to live in two places,” said
Clemence, with a note of truth. “And of course you must
have your home.”

“You would not like to have the best of both worlds?”

“I don’t think you do have it. You can’t have the best of
home in a few months. And the long terms do not seem the
best of school. They are the worst of it.”

Sir Roderick and Miss Petticott laughed.

“You would never find another term so long,” said Maria.

“Do not confuse their minds, Maria. They are quite clear.
Come and befog your own with your charity accounts. It will
not rest while they are on it.”

“Can I be of any help, Lady Shelley?”

“Well, if it were not at the end of a long day, Miss Petti-
cott, and you were not tired out and only fit for bed—"
Maria hesitated to ignore these circumstances.

“A fig Miss Petticoat cares for any of that,” said Sir Rod-
erick, prepared to support the disregard.
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“Tired out and fit for fiddlesticks, Lady Shelley! I have
had a day of pleasure. It is you who have had the duties, you
and poor Clemence here. Those accounts have been on my
mind. I have had a sense that they were accumulating.”

“You will soon have evidence of it,” said Sir Roderick.
“The library table is like a haystack, except that it has no
shape.”

“Well, it will not be so for long, Sir Roderick,” said Miss
Petticott, leading the way from the room with a firm step.

Sefton looked at his sister, as the door closed.

“We never seem to be alone until the end of the day. We
always talk about things when we are tired. But I think we
know about them.”

“It may be the best time to see them. It is no good for the
morning to bring fresh hope. There is.not enough reason
for it.”

“You said we could not live in two places, and that seems to
be the whole thing. Places do not understand each other.”

“And some places could never be understood. Homes are
one of them. To think there are thousands of them, all over
the world! The girls did not understand this one, even when
they saw it. And I don’t suppose the boys did either.”

“We did not really want them to. It is somehow a thing
we could not bear. And yet there is not anything really to be
ashamed of.”

“There are things they would be ashamed of, and that
would make us ashamed. Little things that do not matter, but
that they would think mattered. You can’t help seeing them
with their eyes. And they all seem to see them with the same
ones.”

“And then we are ashamed of being ashamed. We should
not like Father and Mother to know.”

“It is really the people at school we are ashamed of, or
should be, if we cared for them enough. I don’t think people
can often make friendships at school, that last for their lives.
The friendships would end when school ended. It would be
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as it was with us to-day. And people are not often with people
they knew at school. They are with people they have known
later, and that is what you would expect.”

“I think I could have a friendship with Bacon, if we knew
each other better. I don’t think that would end.”

“That may be partly what it is. We did not have time to
get far. But I don’t think the friendships would go on, even
if they were real at the time.”

“But they would do for the time. And that is what matters
then. It is a pity we went to school, if we were not going to
stay. It would have been better not to know about it.”

“Of course it is a pity. No one is in any doubt. Now we
think Mother is odd and shabby; and Father is simple; and
Miss Petticott is on the level of the matrons; and none of them
is different from what they were. And they see us as children
who would get things by cheating, if they could. They do not
think of us in the same way. And that is hardly an enrichment
of our family life.”

Sefton laughed and his sister continued.

“And we think Aldom is an awkward, little manservant,
and should be ashamed of his acting before the schools,
though we used to be proud of it. We knew he wanted to act
to-day, and let him be disappointed. The girls would laugh
at his village ideas. They laugh at so much, and are ashamed
of so much, and yet they are not so much in themselves; they
do not even know so very much. It is only that they know it
in a way that makes it count.”

“The boys are not as bad as they are.”

“Those boys are too young. Older boys would not be dif-
ferent. You will find it when you go to a larger school.”

“But that will not be for years.”

“No, for years things will be the same. And there are three
hundred and sixty-five days in every year. We shall get used
to Miss Petticott; we are getting used to her now. We shall
stop being surprised at her ordinariness, and go back to try-
ing less, and that will have its bright side. The schools will
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get further behind, and be just a thing to be remembered.
We shall not even talk about them, as no one will know what
we mean. I hardly think the people from them will come here
again. Mother did not suggest it, though I could see it came
into her mind. She will not say what may not be the truth.
And it is no use to know people, whom you are not to go on
knowing. It is only feeling ashamed, and then having to be
grateful; and the two things do not fit, and neither is any
good—"" Clemence started as the door opened, but relaxed on
perceiving Oliver.

“I have come to ask how you are, after what you have been
through. It seemed heartless to let you go to bed without a
word of human kindness. The same blood flows in our veins.”

“We are just as usual. Perhaps we are rather tired.”

“You have a brave heart, Clemence.”

“Why should there be anything wrong with us?”’

“Things might have been too much for you. Something
might have snapped.”

Clemence and Sefton smiled.

“You will find what is graven on your hearts. You will
never face a greater demand. You have never faced one as
great.”

The children raised their eyes.

“Except on the day of your exposure. I was speaking of the
normal range of life. And that had the advantage of not being
regarded as a festive occasion.”

“It had no others,” said Clemence.

“Did the girls admire you for having me for a brother?”

“Yes, I think they did. You are different from most
brothers.”

“The boys did not seem to,” said Sefton. “You had been a
master at their school. They don’t admire anyone who is
that.”

“The girls thought it was a joke,” said Clemence.

“Didn’t you tell them it was?” said Sefton.

“It was a wise and brave word,” said Oliver. “Did they
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think Maria’s dress was a joke, or did they know it was worn
in earnest?”

“It was the one she wore on the day she took me to school.”

“Further words would add nothing. But yours was not the
samer”’

“Yes,” said Clemence, almost smiling. “And it had been
altered.”

“And we wonder if you ought to return! Things had to
happen to prevent it.”

“Well, they happened,” said Clemence. “And the same
dress might be packed. It would be.”

“So we stop at nothing,” said Oliver. “And you could only
do the same.”

“Are other people as ashamed as we are?” said Sefton.

“If they wear the same clothes, and if their mothers wear
the same ones, and order economical households. Those are
grounds for shame.”

“I suppose it is really false shame.”

“That is what it is called. It is shame in its strongest form.”

“The economy did not show much to-day,” said Clem-
ence.

“No, Maria is hospitable. But she has not the right kind of
pride, not the kind that is really the wrong kind. We could
never rely on her. We can only hide our heads at home.
Homes cause the shame, but they also provide a hiding-place
for it, and we have to take one thing with another.”

“You would hardly think homes would be so fair,” said
Clemence. .

“No, we see the claim they have on us. And anyhow they
impose it. You see life whole, Clemence. I leave you with a
heavy heart, but with an easy mind.”

“I suppose the same words would apply to us,” said his
sister, as the door closed.

“Well, anyhow we have nothing to dread now,” said Sefton.
Everything seems to be over.”

“That is what it is. There is nothing left. Nothing good,
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nothing bad, nothing to dread, nothing to hope for. Noth-
ing.”

“Really, Clemence, that is a needlessly negative view to
take of life,” said Miss Chancellor’s voice at the door. “I think
you might manage to be a little more on the positive side.”

“Oh, we still have Aldom!” said Sefton. “He will always
be here. He almost seems to be given back to us.”

“He heard the talk downstairs. He knows as much as we
do now. He may soon know more. Things in his mind seem
to grow.”

Maria and Miss Petticott, coming upstairs, heard sounds of
laughter and paused.

“What is it?”’ said Maria.

“Relief, Lady Shelley. Relief that the aftermath of school
is over, and home life stretches before them in happiness and
peace. That is what it is.”






A NOTE ON THE TYPE

THE TEXT OF THIS BOOK was set on the Linotype in
Baskerville. Linotype Baskerville is a facsimile cutting from
type cast from the original matrices of a face designed by John
Baskerville. The original face was the forerunner of the “mod-

m’’ group of type faces.

John Baskerville (1706—75), of Birmingham, England, a
writing-master, with a special renown for cutting inscriptions
in stone, began experimenting about 1750 with punch-cut-
ting and making typographical material. It was not until 1757
that he published his first work, a Virgil in royal quarto,
with great-primer letters. This was followed by his famous
editions of Milton, the Bible, the Book of Common Prayer,
and several Latin classic authors. His types, at first criticized
as unnecessarily slender, delicate, and feminine, in time were
recognized as both distinct and elegant, and his types as well
as his printing were greatly admired. Four years after his
death Baskerville’s widow sold all his punches and matrices
to the Société Littéraire-typographique, which used some of
the types for the sumptuous Kehl edition of Voltaire’s works
in seventy volumes.

The book was composed, printed, and bound by Kingsport
Press, Inc., Kingsport, Tenn.
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