THE SUPER.

Arghol crosses yard to the banks of the canal : sits down.
‘““ Arghol 1’

“1 am here.”

His voice raucous and disfigured with a catarrh of lies in the fetid bankrupt
atmosphere of life’s swamp : clear and splendid among Truth’s balsamic hills,
shepherding his agile thoughts.

‘“ Arghol 1"’
It was like a child’s voice hunting it’s mother.

A note of primitive distress edged the thick bellow. The figure rushed without
running. Arghol heeled over to the left. A boot battered his right hand
ribs. These were the least damaged : it was their turn.

Upper lip shot down, half covering chin, his body reached methodically. At
each blow, in muscular spasm, he made the pain pass out. Rolled and jumped,
crouched and flung his grovelling Enceladus weight against it, like swimmer with
wave.

The boot, and heavy shadow above it, went. The self-centred and elemental
shadow, with whistling noise peculiar to it, passed soitly and sickly into a doorway’s
brown light.

The second attack, pain left by first shadow, lashing him, was worse. He
lost consciousness.






HANP.

I.

Hanp comes out of hut, coughing like a goat, rolling a cighrette. He goes
to where Arghol is lying. He stirs him with his foot roughly.

Arghol strains and stretches elegantly, face over shoulder, like a woman.
“* Come, you fool, and have supper.”” Hanp walks back to hut, leaving him.

Arghol lies, hands clasped round his knees. This new kick has put him into
a childish lethargy. He gets to his feet soon, and walks to hut. e puts his
hand on Hanp’s shoulder, who has been watching him, and kisses him on the cheek.

Hanp shakes him ofi with fury and passes inside hut.

Bastard violence of his hali-disciple, metis of an apache of the icy steppe, sleek
citizen, and his own dumbiounding soul.

Fungi of sullen violet thoughts, investing primitive vegetation. Hot words
drummed on his ear every evening : abuse : question. Groping hands strummed
toppling Byzantine organ of his mind, producing monotonous black fugue.

Harsh bayadere-shepherdess of Pamir, with her Chinese beauty : living on
from month to month in utmost tent with wastrel, lean as mandrake roof, red and
precocious : with heavy black odour of vast Manchurian garden—deserts, and the
disreputable muddy gold squandered by the unknown sun of the Amur.

His mind unlocked, free to this vielent hand. It was his mind’s one cold
flirtation, then cold love. Excelling in beauty, marked out for Hindu fate of
sovereign prostitution, but clear of the world, with furious vow not to return. The
deep female strain succumbed to this ragged spirt of crude manhood, masculine
with blunt wilfulness and hideous stupidity of the fecund horde of men, phalic wand-
like cataract incessantly poured into God. This pip of icy spray struck him on
the mouth. He tasted it with new pleasure, before spitting it out : acrid.

To be spat back among men. The young men foresaw the event.

They ate their supper at the door of the hut. An hour passed in wandering
spacious silence.

‘“ Was it bad to-night? ’’ a fierce and railing question often repeated.

Arghol lay silent, his hands a thick shell fitting back of head, his face grey
vegetable cave.
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Ar'ghoi’s uncle was a wheelwright on the edge of the town.

Two hundred miles to north the Arctic circle swept. Sinister tramps, it's winds
came wandering down the high road, fatigued and chill, doors shut against them.

‘ First of all ; lily pollen of Ideal on red badge of your predatory category.
Scrape this off and you lese your appetite. Obviously.—But I don’t want in any
case to eat Smith, because he is tough and distasteful to me. I am too vain to do
harm, too superb ever to liit a finger when harmed.

A man eats his mutton chop, forgetting it is his neighbour ; drinks every evening
blood of the Christs, and gossips of glory.

Existence ; loud feeble sunset, blaring like lumpish, savage clown, alive with

rigid tinsel, before a misty door : announcing events, tricks and a thousand follies,
to penniless herds, their eyes red with stupidity.

To leave violently slow monotonous life is to take header into the boiling starry

cold. (For with me some guilty fire of friction unspent in solitariness, will reach
the stars.)

Hell of those Heavens uncovered, whirling pit, every evening ! You cling to
any object, dig your nails in earth, not to drop into it.”’

The night plunged gleaming nervous arms down into the wood, to wrench it
up by the roots. Restless and rythimical, beyond the staring red rimmed doorway,
giddy and expanding in drunken walls, its heavy drastic lights shifted.

Arghol could see only ponderous arabesques of red cloud, whose lines did not
stop at door’s frame, but pressed on into shadows within the hut, in tyrannous con-
tinuity. As a cloud drove eastward, out of this frame, its weight passed, with

spiritual menace, into the hut. A thunderous atmosphere thickened above their
heads.

Arghol, paler, tossed clumsily and swiitly from side to side, as though asleep.

He got nearer the door. The clouds had room to waste themselves. The land
continued in dull form, one per cent. animal, these immense bird-amoebas. Nerves
made the earth pulse up against his side and reverberate. He dragged hot palms
along the ground, caressing its explosive harshness.

All merely exterior attack.
His face calm seismograph of eruptions in Heaven.

Head of black, eagerly carved, herculean Venus, of iron tribe, hyper barbarous

and ascetic. Lofty tents, sonorous with October rains, swarming from vast bright
doll-like Asiatic lakes.

Faces following stars in blue rivers, till sea.struck, thundering engine of red
water.

Pink idle brotherhood of little stars, passed over by rongh cloud of sea.
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Next day I had my knife up my sleeve as my uncle came at me, ready for what
you recommend. But a superstition, habit, is there, curbing him mathematically :
that of not killing me. I should know an ounce of effort more.—He loads my plate,
even. He must have palpable reasons for my being alive.”’

A superb urchin watching some centre of angry commotion in the street, his
companion kept his pufied slit eyes, generously cruel, fixed on him. God and Fate,
constant protagonists, one equivalent to Police, his simple sensationalism was always
focussed on. But God was really his champion. He longed to see God fall on
Arghol, and wipe the earth with him. He egged God on : then egged on Arghol.

His soft rigid face grinned with intensity of attention, propped contemplatively on
hand.

Port—prowler, serf of the capital, serving it’s tongue and gait within the grasp
and aroma of the white, mat, immense sea. Abstract instinct of sullen seafarer,

dry-salted in slow acrid airs, aerian flood not stopped by shore, dying in dirty warmth
of harbour-boulevards.

His soul like ocean-town ; leant on by two skies. Lower opaque one washes
it with noisy clouds : or lies giddily flush with street crevices, wedges of black air,
flooding it with red emptiness of dead light.

It sends ships between its unchanging slight rock of houses periodically, slowly
to spacious centre. Nineteen big ships, like nineteen nomad souls for its
amphibious sluggish body, locked there.
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Dhespﬁ:t or mocking is followed, in spiritnalistic seances, with offended

silence on part of the spooks, Such silence, not discernedly ofiended, now followed.

The pséﬁdo=rustic Master, cavernously, hemicycally real, but anomalous sham-
ness on him in these circumstances, poudre de riz on face of knights sleeping effigy,

lay back indifferent, his feet lying, two heavy closed books, before the disciple.

Arghol was a large open book, full of truths and insults.
He opened his jaws wide once more in egotistic self castigation.

i ‘f The doctoring is often fouler than disease.

Men have a loathsome deformity called Self; affliction got through
‘indiscriminate rubbing against their fellows : Social excrescence.

Their being is regulated by exigencies of this affliction. Only one operation
can cure it : the suicide’s knife. :

Or an immense snuffling or taciturn parasite, become necessary to victim, like
abortive poedle, all nerves, vice and dissatisfaction.

I have smashed it against me, but it still writhes, turbulent mess.

I have shrunk it in frosty climates, but it has filtered filth inward through me,
dispersed till my deepest solitude is impure.

Mire stirred up desperately, without success in subsequent hygiene.”

This focussed disciples’ physical repulsion : nausea of humility added. Perfect
tyrannic contempt: but choking respect, curiosity; consciousness of defeat. These
two extremes clashed furiously. The contempt claimed it’s security and triumph :
the other sentiment baffled it. His hatred of Arghol for perpetually producing this

second sentiment grew. This would have been faint without physical repulsion to
fascinate him, make his murderous and sick.

He was strong and insolent with consciousness stuffed in him in anonymous
form of vastness of Humanity: full of rage at gigantic insolence and superiority,

combined with utter uncleanness and despicableness—all back to physical parallel—
of his Master.

The more Arghol made him realize his congenital fatuity and cheapness, the
more a contemptible matter appeared accumulated in the image of his Master,
sunken mirror. The price of this sharp vision of mastery was contamination.

Too many things inhabited together in this spirit for cleanliness or health. Is
one soul too narrow an abode for genius?

To have humanity inside you—to keep a doss-house ! At least impossible to
organise on such a scale.

People are right who would disperse these impure monopolies | Let everyone
get his little bit, intellectual Ballam rather than Bedlam !
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Arghol had fallen. His Theébaide had been his Waterloo.
e o oy
4 Wll'y do. I speak to you? *’

- It’s not to you but myself.—I think it’s a physical matter : simply to use one’s

‘mouth,

My thoughts to walk abroad and not always be stufied up in my head : ideas
to banjo this resounding body.

Youn seemed such a contemptible sort of fellow that there was some hope for
you. Or to be clear, there was NOTHING to hope from your vile character.

That is better than little painful somethings !
I am amazed to find that you are like me.
I talk to you for an hour and get more disgusted with myself.

I find I wanted to make a naif yapping Poodie-parasite of you.—I shall always
be a prostitute.

I véanted to make you my self ; you understand ?

- Every man who wants to make another HIMSELF, is seeking a companion
for his detached ailment of a self. .

You are an unclean little beast, crept gloomily out of my ego. You are the
world, brother, with its family objections to me.

Go back to our Mother and spit in her face for me !

I wish to see you no more here ! Leave at once. Here is money. |Take train

at once: Berlin is the place for your pestilential little carcass. Get out!
Here! Go!l”

Amazement had stretched the disciple’s face back like a mouth, then slowly
it confracted, the eyes growing smaller, chin more prominent, old and clenched like
a fist. !

Arghol’s voice rang coldly in the hut, a bell beaten by words.

Only the words, not tune of bell, had grown harder. At last they beat
virulently.
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The great beer-coloured sky, at the fuss, leapt in féte of green gaiety,

Its immense lines bent like whalebones and sprang back with slight deaf
thunder.

The sky, two clouds, their two furious shadows, fought.
The bleak misty hospital of the horizon grew pale with fluid of anger.

The trees were wiped out in a blow.

The hut became a new boat inebriated with electric milky human passion,
poured in,

It shrank and struck them ; struck, in its course, in a stirred up unmixzed world,
by tree, or house-side grown wave.

First they hit each other, both with blows about equal in force—on face and
head.

Soul perched like aviator in basin of skull, more alert and smaller than on any

other occasion. Mask stoic with energy : thought cleaned off slick—pure and clean
with action. Bodies grown brain, black octopi.

Flushes on silk epiderm and fierce card-play of fists between : emptying of
*“ hand *’ on soft flesh-table.

Arms of grey windmills, grinding anger on stone of the new heart.

Messages from one to another, dropped down anywhere when nobody is looking,
reaching brain by telegraph : most desolating and alarming messages possible.

The attacker rushed in drunk with blows. They rolled, swift jagged rut, into
one corner of shed : large insect scuttling roughly to hiding.

Stopped astonished.

Fisticuffs again : then rolled kicking air and each other, springs broken, torn
from engine.

Hanp’s punch wore itself out, soon, on herculean clouds, at mad rudder of
boat on Arghol.

Then like a punch-ball, somethmg vague and swift struck him on face,
exhausted and white,

Arghol did not hit hard. Like something inanimate, only striking as rebound
and as attacked.

He became soft, blunt paw of Nature, taken back to her bosom, mechanically ;
slowly and idly winning.

5



!nxed-. and went on witp it's
{ lge had been lying before

head, and at once dazed him
fﬂon : pufied and exhilarated:

open at some

o e T

d, col l'ai;s : past days not effaced
{ their accidents lying in heaps.

nough for the six corpses that

cki t hnd ghirt, and threw the




Ondmummhhhumrnhd.

Pod!belugltoutotthewtndow.
there was a knock at his door. It wasa young man he
but now saw for the first time, seemingly. He had come

allen into the roadway.

A few minutes, and

had known in the town,
: tobrtnglumtheboou.t

« [ thought 1 told you to go!’
d changed into his present disciple.

' he said.

The young man ha

Obliquely, though he appeared now to be addressing Stirnir,

« [ thought I told you to go!"
d time.

ed head and dark eyes, seli-
g to a decision.

His visitor changed a thir
A middle aged man, red cropp possessed, loose,
Stirnir as he had

free, student—sailor, fingering the book : comin
imagined him.

** Get out, 1 say. Here is money."’

Was the money for the book?

head ; its cover slapped him sharply.

The man flung it at his

« Glib tongued cow! Take that!”’

physical experiences of recent fi
of door.

ght recurring, ending in eviction

A scrap ensued,

of this visitor, and slamming
¢ These books are all parasites. Poodles of the mind, Chows and King

Charles ; eternal prostitute.
perverse and gorgeous.

osterity and the rest, is wrong.

The mind,
All this Art life, p

Begin with these.”

He tore up his books.

A pile by door ready to sweep out.
and went round to Calé t

No single one a brother.
¢ selves, not with

He leit the room, o find his friends.

« All companions of parasite Sell.
My dealings with these men is with their parasite composit
Them.”
Thenighthndoommmddenlv. Smnkeclenrninaoakedohlmly into him.

Nnmwinthumot.
1
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Arghol was under a dishonouring pact with all of them.

He repudiated it and him.
“* S0 I am Arghol.”

¢ Of course. But if you don’t want N

« That is a lie. Your foolish grin proves you are lying. Good day."”

Walking on, he knew his friend was himself. He had divested himself of
something.

The other steps followed, timidly and deliberately : odious invitation.
The sound of the footsteps gradually sent him to sleep.

Next, a Caié ; he, alone, writing at table.

He became slowly aware of his friends seated at other end of room, watching
him, as it had actually happened pefore his return to his uncles house. There he

was behaving as a complete stranger with a set of men hie had been on good terms
with two days before.

« He’s gone mad. Leave him alone,”’ they advised each other.

As an idiot, too, he had come home ; dropped, idle and sullen, on his relative’s
shoulders.
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i S_uddmly,.ﬁroﬁgh"'w ktrug'gles and vague successions of SCemes, a new
state of mind asserted itself. o e
A riddle had been solved. '
What could this be?

~ He was Arghol once more.
Was that a key to something ? He was simply Arghol.

~ He repeated his name—like sinister word invented to launch a new Soeap, in
_ gigantic advertisement—toilet-necessity, he, to scrub the soul.

" He had ventured in his solitude and failed. Arghol he had imagined left in

the city.—Suddenly he had discovered Arghol who had followed him, in Hanp.
Always a deux ! .

! Flnng back to éxirenﬂiy of hut, Hanp lay for some time recovering. Then he
~ thought. Chattel for rest of mankind, Arghol had brutalised him.

Both eyes were swollen pulp. e
Shut in : thought for him hardly possible s0 cut off from visible world.

. Sullen indignation at Arghol ACTING, he who had not the right fo act,
~ Violence in him was indecent ; again question of taste. |

MRS : _ How mmmﬂ hea?}' bOdy, 80 long ‘l"iet.ﬂinging itself about : il I
~ With intimate expression of act of love. R T

" Pudeur,” in races accustomed to restraint, is the most violent emotion, in
- all its developments. Devil redicule, heroism of vice, ideal, god of taste. Why
 has it not been taken for root of great Northern tragedy ?
Argho!lnnweﬂﬂysensiﬂwness, Physical and mental, made him a monster in
s own eyes, among other things. Such illusion, imparted with bullet:like direct-
‘companion, falling on suitable soil, produced similar conviction.

m ; g‘m mw’ and at same time a second, its antidote



brutality, chief ingredients of their drama, fought side by side.

ha been ** ordered off,” knocked about. Now he was going. Why?
been sent off like a belonging.

had @mgged him down : had preached a certain life, and now .insolently
p 'pl' the opposite.

lin aﬁd.nearer city was full of Arghol. He was comfortable where he was.

Arghol had lived for him, worked : impaired his will. Even wheel-making had
n difficulf, whereas Arghol acquitted himself of duties of trade quite easily.

- §I;Ifﬁéa_:iilstlbeen feeding on him—Hanp !
eRB FUSED to act, almost avowedly to infuriate : prurient contempt.

I}ﬁysical rstrength was obmoxious : muscles affecting as flabby fat would

rgetlc ihr_ough self indulgence.
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n!thy, ogling finger.

I___'l_'lote abated. A second at once was set up : stronger, startling,
unconsciousness.

| withdisgust and fury, he lay dully, head against ground. At each
the veins pufied faintly in his temples.

answer to his vision
ﬂnwml stand it! How can I stand it ! ”

Tis 1 _l.l'(__i_lés being was laid bare : battened on by this noise. His strength was
1 raspingly out of him. Ina minute he would be a flabby yelling wreck,

Lil a sl'gek s_ha'dow passing down his face, the rigour of his discomfort changed,
te-face of Nature,

-

He up, held by this foul sound of sleep, in dream of action. Rapt beyond
ection, e would, martyr, relieve the world of this sound.

; duttllis noise like a cancer.
sWayed and groaned a little, peeping through patches of tumified flesh,

er collecting his senses ; fumbled in pocket.



His knife was not there. ¢
He stood still wiping blood off his face.
Then he stepped across shed fo where fight had occurred.

The snore grew again : its sonorous recoveries had amazing and startling
strength. Every time it rose he gasped, pressing back a clap of laughter.

With his eyes, it was like looking through goggles.

He peered round carefully, and found knife and two coppers where they had
slipped out of his pocket a foot away from Arghol. -

He opened the knife, and an -ocean of movements poured into his body. He
stretched and strained like a toy wound up.

He took deep breaths : his eyes almost closed. He opened one roughly with
two fingers, the knife held stiffly at arms length.

- He could hardly help plunging it in himself, the nearest flesh to him.
He now saw Arghol clearly : knelt down beside him.

A long stout snore drove his hand back. But the next instant the hand rushed
in, and the knife sliced heavily the impious meat. The blood burst out after the
Knife,

Arghol rose as though on a spring, his eyes glaring down on Hanp, and with
an action of the head, as though he were abont to sneeze. Hanp shrank back, on
his haunches. He over-balanced, and fell on his back.

He scrambled up, and Arghol lay now in the position in which he had been
sleeping.

W - There was something incredible in the dead figure, the blood sinking down, a
NGRS 8 i moist shaft, into the ground. Hanp felt friendly towards it.

- There was only flesh there, and all our flesh is the same. Something distant,

. terrible and eccentric, bathing in that milky snore, had been struck and banished
from matter, ' :

~ Haop wiped his hands on a rag, and rubbed at his clothes for a few minutes,
- then went out of the hut.

- The night was suddenly absurdly.ﬁeacetul, trying richly to please him with
: \.wm-'.moyments of frees, and gay precessions of arctic clouds.

 Reliet of grateful universe.




A upld despair settled down on Hanp, a galloplng blackness of mood. He
Ve qnlckly to outstrip it, perhaps.

A -'.Ne'ar the gate of the yard he found an idle ﬁgure.. It was his master. He
"gmund his teeth almost in this man’s face, with an agressive and furious movement
g tqmlrds Hm The face looked shy and pleased, but civil, like a mysterious domestic.

Hanp walked slowly along the canal to a low stone bridge.

'His face was wet with tears, his heart beating weakly, a boat slowed down

J

A slckly flood of moonlight beat miserably on him, cutting enipty shadow he
- could hardly drag along.

He sprang from the bridge clumsily, too unhappy for instinctive science, and
sank like lead, his heart a sagging weight of stagnant hatred.
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. year to year,

~THE SADDEST STORY

BY

~ FORD MADDOX HEUFFER.

Beati Immaculati.

We had known the Ashburnhams for nine seasons, of the
town of Nauheim, with an extreme intimacy—or rather, with
an acquaintance—ship as loose and easy, and yet as close
as a good glove's with your hand. My wife and I knew
Captain and Mrs. Ashburnham as well as it was possible to
know anybody, and yet, in another sense, we knew nothing
at all about them. This is, I believe, a state of things only
possible with English people, of whom till to-day, when I sit
down to puzzle out what I know of this sad affair, I knew
nothing whatever. Six months ago I had never been to
England and, certainly, I had never sounded the depths of an
English heart. I had known the shallows.

I don’t mean to say that we were not acquainted with many
English people. Living, as we perforce lived, in Europe;
and being, as we perforce were, leisured Americans, which
is as much as to say that were un-American—we were
thrown very much into the society of the nicer English,

Paris, yon see, was our home. Somewhere between Nice
and Bordighera provided yearly winter quarters for us, and
Nauheim always received us from July to September. You
will gather from this statement that one of us had, as the
saying is, a ‘‘ heart’’; and, from the statement that my wife
is dead, that she, poor thing, was the sufferer.

Captain Ashburnham also had a heart. But whereas a
yearly month or so at Nauheim tuned him up to exactly the
right pitch for the rest of the twelve-month, the two months
~or so were only just enough to keep poor Florence alive from
The reason for his heart was approximately

- polo, or too much hard sportsmanship in his youth. The
_reason for poor Florence's broken years may have been in
. the first instance congenital, but the immediate occasion was
& storm at sea upon our first crossing to Europe, and the

: ""I'-_'_'in'lmediata reasons for our imprisonment in that continent

: ~ were doctors’ orders. They said that even the short Channel
- crossing might well kill the poor thing.
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When we all first met, Captain Ashburnham, home on sick
leave from India, to which he was never to return, was
thirty-six and poor, Florence thirty, Thus to-day, Florence
would have been thirty-nine and Captain Ashburnham forty-
two ; whereas I am forty-five and Leonora thirty-seven. You
will perceive therefore that our friendship has been a young
middleaged affair, more particularly since we were all of us
of quiet dispositions, the Ashburnhams being more particu-
larly what in England it is the custom to call quite good
people. }

They were descended, as you will probably expect, from
the Ashburnham who accompanied Charles I. to the scaffold,
and, as you must also expect with this class of English
people, you would never have noticed it. Mrs, Ashburnham
was a Powys; Florence was a Hurlbirl of Stamford,
Connecticut, where, as yon know, they are more old-
fashioned than ever the inhabitants of Cranford, England,
could have been. I myself am a Lowell, of Philadelphia, Pa.,
where, it is historically true, there are more old English
families than you would find in any six English counties taken
together. I carry about with me indeed—as if it were the
only thing that invisibly anchored me to any spot upon the
globe—the title deeds of my farm which once covered the
blocks between Chestnut and Walnut Streets and Sixteen to
Twenty-sixth, These title deeds are upon wampum, the
grant of an Indian chief to the first Dowell, who left Farnham
in Surrey in company with William Penn. Florence's people
as is often the case with the inhabitants of Connecticut, came
from the neighbourhood of Fordingbridge, where the Ash-
burn ham’s place is. From there, at this moment, I am
actually writing,

You may well ask why I write. And yet my reasons are
quite many, For it is not unusual in human beings who
have witnessed the sack of a city or the falling to pieces of
a people, to desire to set down what they have witnessed for
the benefit of unknown heirs or of generations infinitely



remote; or, if you please just to get the sight out of their
heads, ]

Someone has said that the death of a mouse from cancer is
the whole sack of Rome by the Goths, and I swear to you
that the breaking-up of our little four-square coteric was
such another unthinkable event, Supposing that you should
come upen us, all four sitting together at onme of the little
tables in front of the club house, let us say at Hombqrg.
taking tea of an afternoon and watching the minature golf,
you would have said, that as human affairs go we were an
extraordinarily safe castle. We were, if yon will, one of
those things that seem the proudest and the safest of all
the beautiful and safe things that God has permitted the
mind of men to frame. Where better could one take refuge?
Where better? -

Permanance? Stability! I can’t believe it's gome. 1
can't believe that that long tranquil life, which was just
stepping a minuet, vanished in four crushing days at the end
of nine years and six weeks. Upon my word, yes, our
intimacy was like a minuet, simply because on every possible
occasion and in every possible circumstance we knew where
to go, which table we unanimously should choose and we
could rise and go, all four together, without a signal from
any one of us, always to the music of the Kur orchestra,
always in the temperate sunshine, or if it rained, in discreet
shelters. No indeed, it can’t be gone. You can’t kill a
minuet de la cour. You may shut up the music-hook ; close
the harpsichord; in the cupboard and presses the rats may
destroy the white satin favours,

The mob may sack Versailles; the Trianon may fall, but
surely the minuet—the minuet itself is dancing itself away
into the furthest stars, even as our minuet of the Hessian
bathing-places must be stepping itself still, Isn’t there any

5 ¢ heaven where old beautiful dances, old beautiful intimacies,
i) prolong themselves? Isn't there any Nirvana pervaded by
T A the faint thrilling of instruments that have fallen into the
. dust of wormwood, but that yet had frail, remulous, and

AdLRY everlasing souls?

No, by God it is false! It wasn’t a minuet that we
_stepped; it was a prison—a prison full of screaming
hysterics, tied down so that they might not outsound the
rolling of our carriage-wheels as we went along the shaded
~ avenues of the Taunus Wald.

: And yet, I swear by the sacred name of my creator that
- it was true. It was true sunshine; the true music ; the true
of the fountains from the mouth of stome dolphins,
ﬂ-_!u'gp--?ﬁg'were'tom people with the same tastes,
 same desires acting—or no not acting—sitting here
WW’ isn't that the truth? If for nine
Possessed a goodly apple that is rotten at the
rottenness only in nine years and six

months less four days, isn’t it true to say that for nine years
1 possessed a goodly apple?

So it may well be with Edward Ashburnham, with Leonora,
his wife, and with poor dear Florence. And, if you come
to think of it, isn’t it a little odd that the physical rotteness
of at least two pillars of our four-square house mnever
presented itself to my mind as a menace to its security? It
doesn’t so present itself mow though the two of them are
actually dead. I don’t kmow. . . .

I know nothing—nothing in the world—of the hearts of
men. I only know that I am alone—horribly alome. No
hearthstones will ever again witness, for me, friendly inter-
course. No smoking-room will ever be other than peopled
with incalculable simulacra amidst smoke-wreathes. Yet,
in the name of God, what should I know if I don’t know the
life of the hearth and of the smoking-room, since my whole
life has been passed in those places? The warm hearthside |
—Well, there was Florence: I believe that for the twelve
years her life lasted after the storm that irretrievably weakened
her heart—I don't believe that for one minute she was out
of my sight, except when she was safely tucked up in bed
and I should be downstairs, talking to some good fellow or
other in some lounge or smoking-room, or taking my final
turn with a cigar before going to bed. I don’t, you under-
stand, blame Florence. But how can she have known what
she knew all the time? How could she have got to know it?
To know it so fully, Heavens! There doesn’t seem to have
been the actual time. It must have been when I was taking
my baths, and my Sweedish exercises, being manicured.

Leading the life I did, of the sedulous, strained nurse,
I had to do something to keep myself fit. It must have been
then! Yet even that can’t have been enough time to get
the tremendously long conversations full of worldly wisdom
that Leonora has reported to me since their deaths, And is
it possible to imagine that during our prescribed walks in
Nauheim and the neighbourhood she found time to carry on
the protracted negociations which she did carry on between
Edward Ashburnham and his wife? And isn’t it incredible
that during all that time Edward and Leonora never spoke
a word to each other in private. What is one to think of
humanity ?

For I swear to yon that they were the model couple. He
was as deyoted as it was possible to be without appearing
fatuous. So well set up, with such honest blue eyes, such a
touch of stupidity, such a warm good-heartedness! And
she—so tall, so splendid in the saddle, so fair! Yes, Leonora
Wwas extraordinarily fair, and so extraordinarily the real thing
that she seemed too good to be trne. Yonu don’t, I mean,
as a rule, get it all so superlatively together. To be the
county family, to look the county family, to be so
appropriately and perfectly wealthy; to be so perfect in
manner—even just to the saving touch of insolence that seems
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to be necessary. To have all that and to be all that! No,
it was too good to be true. And yet, only this afternoon,
talking over the whole matter she said to me:—‘‘ Once I
tried to have a lover but I was so sick at the heart, so utterly
worn out that I had to send him away.”’

That struck me as the most amazing thing I had ever
heard. She said '‘ I was actually in a man’s arms. Such a
nice chap! Such a dear fellow! And I was saying to my-
self, flercely, hissing it between my teeth as they say in
novels—and really clenching them together: I was saying
to myseli; ‘ Now I’'m in for it, and I'll really have a good
time for omce in my life ; for once in my life!’ It was in the
dark, in a carriage, coming back from a hunt ball, Eleven
miles we had to drive! And then suddenly the bitterness of
the endless poverty, of the endless acting—it fell on me like
a blight, it spoilt everything. Yes, I had to realise that I

- had been spoilt even for the good time when it came. And
I burst out crying, and I cried and I cried for the whole
eleven miles. Just imagine ME crying! And just imagine
me making a fool of the poor dear chap like that. It
certainly wasn’t playing the game, was it now? "’

I don’t know; I don’t know ; was that last remark of hers
the remark of a harlot, or is it what every decent woman,
county family or not county family, thinks at the bottom of
her heart? Or thinks all the time for the matter of that?
Who knows?

Yet, if one doesn’t know that at this hour and day, at this
pitch of civilisation to which we have attained, after all the
preachings of all the moralists, and all the teachings of all
the mothers to all the daughters in saeculum saeculornm

~ . but perhaps that is what all mothers teach all
daughters, not with lips, but with the eyes, or with
heart whispering to heart. And, if one doesn’t kmow as
much as that about the first thing in the world, what does
one know and why is one here?

1 asked Mrs. Ashburnham whether she had told Florence
that and what Florence had said, and she answered :—
** Florence didn’t offer any comment at all. - What could she
say? There wasn’t anything to be said. With the grinding
poverty we had to put up with to keep up appearances, and
the way the poverty came about—YOQOU know what I mean—
any woman would have been justified in taking a lover and
presents, too. Florence once said about a very similar
position—she was a little too well-bred, too American, to
talk about mine—that it was a case of perfectly open riding,
and the woman could just act on the spur of the moment.
She said it in American, of course, but that was the sense of
it. I think her actual words were :—‘* That it was up to her
to take it or leave it . . .

I don’t want you to think that I am writing Teddy Ashburn-
ham down a brute. I don’t believe he was. God knows, per-
haps all men are like that. For as I’ve said, what do I know

even of the smoking-room? Fellows come in and tell the
most extraordinarily gross stories—so gross that they will
positively give you a pain. And yet they'd be offended if you
suggested that they weren’t the sort of person you would
trust you wife alone with, And very likely they'd be quite
properly offended—that is, i you cam trust anybody alone
with anybody. But that sort of fellow obviously takes more
delight in listening to or in telling gross stories—more delight
than in anything else in the world.

They’lt hunt languidly and dress languidly and dine
languidly, and work without enthusiasm, and find it a bore
to carry on three minutes conversation about anything what-
ever, and yet, when the other sort of eonversation begins
they’ll laugh, and wake up and throw themselves about in
their chairs. Then, if they so delight in the narration, how
is it possible that they can be offended—and properly ofiended
at the suggestion that they might make attempts upon your

‘wife’s homour? Or again: Edward Ashburnham was the

cleanest looking sort of chap ; an excellent magistrate, a first
rate soldier, one of the best landlords, so they said in
Hampshire, England. To the poor and to hopeless
drunkards, as I myself have witnessed, he was like a pains-
taking guardian. And he never told a story that couldn’t
have gone into the columns of the ‘‘ Field,”” more than once
or twice in all the nine years of my knowing him. He didn’t
even like hearing them, he would fidget and get up and go
out to buy a cigar or something of that sort. You would
have said that he was just exactly the sort of chap that you
could have trusted your wife with. And I trusted mine, and
it was madness,

And yet again yon have me. If poor Edward was danger-
ous because of the chastity of his expressions—and they say
that that is always the hall-mark of a libertine—what about
myself? For I solemnly avow that not only have I never so
much as hinted at an impropriety in my conversation in the
whole course of my life, and more than that, I will vouch for
the cleanness of my thoughts and the absolute chastity of
my life.

At what then does it all work out? Is the whole thing
a folly and a mockery? Am I no better than a eunuch, or is
the proper man—the man with the right to existence—a
raging stallion forever, neighing after his meighbour’s
womenkind? '

I don’t know. And there is nothing to guide us. And if
everything is so nebulous about a matter so elementary as
as the morals of sex, what is there to guide us in the more
subtle morality of all other personal contacts, associations
and activities? Or are we meant to act on impulse alone?
It is all a darkness.

II.

I don’t know how it is best to put this thing down—
whether it would be better to try and tell the story from the
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spiritnality of Walter Pater. 1 had to keep her at it yom
understand or she might die. For I was solemnly informed
that if she became excited over anything, or if her emotions
were really stirred, her little heart might cease to beat. For
twelve years 1 had to watch every word that any person
uttered in any conversation, and I had to head it off what
the English call '‘things''—off, love, poverty, crime,
religion, and the rest of it. Yes, the first doctor that we had
when she was carried off the ship at Havre assured me that
this must be dome. Good God, are all these fellows
monstrous idiots, or is there a free-masonry between all of
them from end to end of the earth? That is what
makes me think of that fellow Peire Vidal,

Because, of course, his story is culture, and I had to head
her towards cnlture, and at the same time it’s so funny and
she hadn’t got to laugh, and it's so full of love and she
wasn't to think of love. Do you know the story? Las
Tours of the Four Castles had for chatelaine Blanche Some-
body-or-other who was called as a term of commendation, La
Louve—the She-Wolf. And Peire Vidal, the Troubadour,
paid his court to La Lonve. And she wouldn’t have anything
to do with him, So, out of compliment to her—the things
people do when they’'re in love!—he dressed himself up in
wolf-skins and went up into the Black Mountains. And the
shepherds of the Montagne Noire and their dogs mistook
him for a wolf, and he was torn with the fangs and beaten
with clubs. So they carried him back to Las Tours and
La Louve wasn't at all impressed. They polished him up,
and her husband remonstrated seriously with her. Vidal
was, you see, a great poet, and it was not proper to freat
a great poet with indifferenece.

So Peire Vidal declared himseli Emperor of Jerusalem or
somewhere, and the husband had to kneel down and kiss his
feet though La Louve wouldn’t, And Peire set sail in a
rowing boat with four companions to redeem the Holy
Sepulchre, And they struck on a rock somewhere, and, at
great expense, the husband had to fit out an expedition to
fetch him back. And Peire Vidal fell ail over the lady’s bed,
while the husband, who was a most ferocious warrior, remon-
strated some more about the courtesy that is due to great

poets. But I suppose La Louve was the more ferocious of
the two. Anyhow that is all that came of it, Isn’t that
a story?

You haven’t an idea of the queer old fashiomedness of
Florence’s aunts—the Misses Hurlbird, nor yet of her uncle.
An extraordinarily lovable man, that Uncle Johun., Thin,
gentle, and with a '‘ heart '’ that made his life very much
what Florence’s afterwards became.

He didn’t reside at Stamford ; his home was in Waterbury,
where the watches come from, He had a factory there
which, in our queer American way, would change its

o1

fanctions almost from year to year, For nine months or so
it wonld manufacture buttons out of bone. Then it would
suddenly produce brass buttons for coachman's liveries.
Then it would take a turn at embossed tin lids for candy
boxes, The fact is that the poor old gentleman, with his
weak and fluttering heart didn’t want his factory to manu-
facture anything at all. He wanted to retire. And he did
retire when he was seventy. But he was so worried at
having all the street boys in the town point after him and
exclaim: ** There goes the laziest man in Waterbury!’’ that
he tried taking a tour round the world. And Florence and
a young man called Jimmy went with him. It appears from

what Florence told me that Jimmy’'s function with Mr.
Hurlbird was to avoid exciting topics for him. He had fo

keep him, for instance, out of political discussions, For the
poor old man was a violent Democrat in days when youn might
travel the world over without finding anything but a
Republican, Anyhow they went round the world.

I think an anecdote is about the best way to give yon an
idea of what the old gentleman was like. For it is perhaps
important that you should know what the old gentleman was
since, of course, he had a great deal of influence in lorming
the character of my poor dear wife.

Just before they set out from San Francisco for the South
Seas old Mr. Hulbird said he must take something with him
to make little presents to people he met on the voyage.
And it struck him that the things to take for that purpose
were oranges—because California is the orange country—
and comfortable folding chairs, So he bought I don’t know
how many cases of oranges—the great cool Californian
oranges and half-a-dozen folding chairs in a special case
that he always kept in his cabin. There must have been
half a cargo of fruit.

For, to every person on board the several steamers that
they employed—to every person with whom he had so much
as a nodding acquaintance, he gave an orange every
morning, And they lasted him right ronnd the girdle of this
mighty globe of ours. When they were at North Cape,
even, he saw on the horizon, poor dear thin man that he was,
a lighthouse, ‘' Hallo,”' he says, to himself, ‘‘ these poor
fellows munst be very lomely. Let's take them some
oranges.”” So he had a boatload of his fruit out and had
humself rowed to the lighthouse on the horizon. The folding-
chairs he lent to any lady that he came across and liked,
or who seemed tired and invalidish on the ship. And so,
guarded against his heart and, having his niece with him,
he went round the world.

He wasn’t obtrusive about his heart. Yon wouldn’t have
known he had one, He only left it to the physical laboratory
at Waterbury for the benefit of science, since he considered
it to be quite an extraordinary kind of heart. And the joke
of the matter was that, when at the age of eighty-four, just



five days alter poor Florence, he died of bronchitis, there
was found to be absolutely mothing the matter with that
organ. It had certainly fumped or squeaked or something,
just sufficiently to take in the doctors, but it appears that
that was because of an odd formation of the lungs. I don’t
much understand about these matters.

I inherited his money because Florence died five days before
bim. I wish I hadn’t, It was a great worry. 1 had to go
out to Waterbury just after Florence’s death, because the
poor dear old fellow had left a good many charitable
bequests and I had to appoint trustees. I didn't like the

idea of their not being properly handled.

Yes, it was a great worry. And just as I had got things
roughly settled I received the extraordinary cable from Ash-
burnham begging me to come back and have a talk with him,
And immediately afterwards came one from Leonora saying,
“* Yes, please do come, You could be so helpful.’’ It was
as if he had sent the cable withont consulting her and had
atterwards told her. Indeed that was pretty much what had
happened, except that he had told the girl, and the girl told
the wite, I arrived, however, too late to be of any good,
it T could have been of any good. And then I had my first
taste of English life. It was amazing. It was overwhelm-
ing. 1 never shall forget the polisked cob that Edward,
beside me, drove, the animal’s action, its high-stepping, its
skin that was like satin, And the peace! And the red
cheeks! And the beautiful old house.

Just near Branshaw Teleragh it was, and we descended
on it from the high, clear, windswept waste of the New
Forest. I tell you it was amazing to arrive there from
Waterbury. And it came into my head—for Teddy Ash-
burnham, you remember had cabled to me to ‘‘ come and
have a talk '’ with him—that it was unbelievable that any-
thing essentially calamitous could happen to that place and
those people. I tell you it was the very spirit of peace.
And Leonora, beautiful and smiling, with her coils of yellow
hair stood on the toop doorstep, with a butler and footman
and a maid or so behind her. And she just said: ‘* So glad
you've come,’’ as if I'd run down to lunch from a town tem
miles away, instead of having come half the world over at the
call of two urgent telegrams,

The glrl was out with the hounds I thiak,

~ And that poor devil beside me was in an agony. Absolute,
hopeless, dumb agony such as passes the mind of man to
imagine,

111,

i li ma very hof summer, in August, 1904, and Flo:
RS ery | nmer, rence

\ hdl.lretdyhen ta__khg-tlu baths for a nonth.’ I don't know
how it Mh be a patient at one of those places. I mever

was a patient anywhere. 1 daresay the patients get a home
feeling and some sort of anchorage in the spot. They seem
to Hke the bath attendants, with their cheerful faces. their
air of authority, their white linen. But, for mysell, to be
at Nanheim gave me a sense—what shall I say?—a sense
almost of nakedness—the nakedness that one feels on the
sea-shore or in any great open space. I had no attachments,
no accumulations. In one’s own home it is as if little,
innate sympathies draw one to particular chairs that seem to
enfold one in an embrace, or take one along particular streets
that seem friendly when others may be hostile. And, believe
me, that feeling is a very important part of life. I know it
well, that have been for so long a wanderer upon the face
of public resorts.

And ome is too polished up. Heavem knows |
was gever an untidy man. But the feeling that I had when,
whilst poor Florence was taking her morning bath, I stood
upon the carefully swept steps of the Englisher Hof, looking
at the carefully arranged trees in tubs upon the carefully
arranged gravel, whilst carefully arranged people walked
past in earefully calculated gaiety, at the carefully calculated
heur ; the reddish stone of the baths—or were they white half-
timbor chalets? Upor my word I have fergotten, I who was
there so often. That will give you the measure of how much
1 was ia the landscape. I could find my way blind-folded
to the hot rooms, to the douche rooms, to the fountain in the
centre of the quadrangle where the rusty waer gushes out.
Yes, I could find my way blind-fold. I know the exact
distances. From the Hotel Regina you took ome hundred
and eighty-seves paces, then, turning sharp, left-handed,
four hundred and twenty teok you straight down to the
feuntain. From the Englishcher Hol, starting om the side
walk, it was ninety-seven paces, and the same four hundred
and twenty, but turaing left-handed this time.

And sow you understand that, having nothing in the world
to do—but nothing whatever! I fell into the habit of
connting my footsteps. I would walk with Florence to the
baths. And, of course, she eamtertained me with her com-
versation, It was, as I have said, wonderful what she could
make conversation out of.

She walked very lightly, and her hair was very nicely done,
and she dressed beautifully and very costily. Of course, she
had moeney ef her own, but I shouldn’t have minded. And
yet you know I can’t remember a single one of her dresses.
Or I can remember just one, a very simple one of blue figured
silk—a Chizese pattern—very full in the skirts and broaden-
ing out over the shoulders. And her hair was copper
coloured, and the heels of her shoes were exceedingly high,
so that she tripped upon the points of her toes. And when
she came to the door of the bathing place and, when it
opened to receive her, she would look back at me with a little
coquettish smile, so that her cheek appeared to be caressing
her shoulder.




I seem to remember that, with that dress, she wore an
immansely broad Leghorn hat—like the Chapeau de Paille of
Rubens, oaly very white. The hat would be tied with a
lightly knotted scarf of the same stuff as her dress. She
knew how to give value to her blue eyes. And round her
neck would be some simple pink, coral beads. And her

complexion had a perfect clearness, a perfect smoothe.
nessi, At

And, what the devil! For whose benefit did she do it?
For that of the bath attendant? of the passers-by? I don’t
know. Anyhow it can't have been for me, for gever, in all
the years of her life, never on any possible occasion, or in
any other place did she so smile tome, mockingly, invitingly.
Ah, she was a riddle; but then, all other women are riddles.
And it occurs to me that some way back I began a sentence
that I have never finished . It was about the feeling
that I had when 1 stood on the steps of my hotel every
morning before starting out to fetch Florence back from the
bath. Natty, precise, well brushed, conscious of being
rather small amongst the long English, the lank Americans,
the rotund Germans, and the obese Russian Jewesses. |
should stand there tapping a cigarette on the outside of my
case, surveying for a moment the world in the sunlight.
But a day was to come when I was never fo do it again

alone. You can imagine, therefore, what the coming of the
Ashburnhams meant for me.

I have forgotten the aspect of many things, but I shall
never forget the aspect of the dining-room of the Hotel
Excelsion on that evening—and on so many other evenings.
Whole castles have vanished from my memory, whole cities
that I have never visited again, but that white room,
festooned with paper-maché fruits and flowers; the fall
windows ; the many tables ; the black screen round the door
with three golden cranes flying upward on each panel; the
palm-tree in the centre of the room; the swish of the waiter's
feet; the cold expensive elegance; the mien of the diners as
they came in every evening—their air of earnestness as if
they must go through a meal prescribed by the Kur authori-
ties, and their air of sobriety as if they must seek not by any

means to emjoy their meals—those things I shall not easily
forget,

And then, one evening, in the twilight, 1 saw Edward
Ashburnham lounge round the screen into the room. The
head waiter, a man with a face all grey—in what subterranean
nooks or corners do people cultivate those absolutely grey
complexions?—went with the timorous deference of these
creatures towards him and held out a grey ear to be whispered
into. It was generally a disagreeable ordeal for newcomers,
but Edward Ashburnham bore it like an Englishman and a
gentleman. 1 could see his lips form a word of three
syllables—remember I had nothing in the world to do but to
notice these nicities—and immediately I knew that he must

be Edward Ashburnham, Captain, Fourteenth Hussars, of
Branshaw Honse, Bramshaw Teleragh. 1 knew it because
every evening just before dinner, whilst I waited in the hall
I used by the courtesy of Monsieur Schontz, the proprietor,
to inspect the little police reports that each guest was ex-
pected to sign upon taking a room.

The head waiter piloted him immediately to a vacant table,
three away from my own—the table that the Grenialls of
Falls River N. J. had just vacated. It struck me that that
was not a very nice table for the newcomers, since the sun-
light, low though it was, shone straight down upon it, and
the same idea seemed to come at the same moment into
Captain Ashburnham's head. His face hitherto had in the
wonderful English fashion, expressed mothing whatever.
Nothing. There was in it neither joy nor despair; neither
hope nor fear; neither boredom nor satisfaction. He seemed
to perceive no soul in that crowded room; he might have
been walking in a jungle. I mever came across such a perfect
expression belore, and I never shall again. It was insolence
and not insolence; it was modesty and not modesty. His
hair was fair, extraordinarily, ordered in a wave, running
from the left temple to the right; his face was a light brick-
red, perfectly uniform in tint, his yellow moustache
was as stif as a tooth brush, and I verily believe
that he had had his black smoking jacket thickened a
little over the shoulder-blades so as to give himself
the air of the slightest possible stoop. It would be like him
to do that; that was the sort of thing he thought about,
Martingales, Chiffney bits, boots; where you got the best
soap, the best brandy, the name of the chap who road a plater
down the Khyber cliffs ; the spreading power of number three
shot before a charge of number four powder . . . by
heavens, I never heard him talk of anything else. Not in
all the years that I knew him did I hear him talk of anything
but these subjects. Oh yes, once he told me that I could buy
my special shade of blue ties cheaper from a firm in Burling-
ton Arcade than from my own people in New York. And
I have brought my ties from that firm ever since. Otherwise
I should not remember the name of the Burlington Arcade.
I wonder what it looks like. I have never seen it. I imagine
it to be two immense rows of pillars, like those of the Forum
at Rome, with Edward Ashburnham striding down between
them. But it probably isn’t in the least like that, Once also
he advised me to buy Caledonian Deferred, since they were
due to rise. And I did buy them and they did rise, But of
how he got the knowledge I haven't the faintest idea. It
seemed to drop out of the blue sky.

And that was absolutely all that I knew of him until a
month ago—that and the profusion of his cases, all of pigskin
and stamped with his initials E. F. A. There were gun cases,
and collar cases, and shirt cases, and letter cases, and cases
each containing four bottles of medicine ; and hat cases and
helmet cases. It must have needed a whole herd of the
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and I heard him saying to himsell: ** Might just be donel”
And he did it. Goodness! he swung that pony round with

all its four legs spread out, like a cat dropping off a
roof . ...

Well, it was just that look that I noticed in his eyes: “ It

might,”’ I seem even now to hear him muttering to himself,
‘‘ just be dome.”’

I looked round over my shoulder, and saw tall, smiling
brilliantly and buoyant—Leonora. And, little and fair, and
as radiant as the track of sunlight along the sea—my wife.

That poor wretch! to think that he was at that moment
in a perfect devil of a fix, and there he was, saying at the
back of his mind: “ It might just be dome.”” It was like a
chap in the middle of the eruption of a volcano, saying that
he might just manage to bolt into the tumult and set fire

to a haystack. Madness? Predistination? Who the devil
knows?

Mrs, Ashburnham exhibited at that moment more gaiety
than I have ever since known her to show. There are certain
classes of English people—the nicer ones when they have
been to many spas who seem to make a point of becoming
much more than usually animated when they are introduced
to my compatriots, 1 have noticed this after. Of course,
they must first have accepted the Americans. But, that once
done they seem to say to themselves: ‘* Hallo, these women
are so bright. We aren’t going to be outdone in brightness.”’
And for the time being they certainly aren't. But it wears
off. So it was with Leonora—at least, until she noticed me.
She began, Leonora did—and perhaps it was that that gave
me the idea of a touch of insolence in her character, for she
never afterwards did any one single thing like it—she began
by saying in quite a loud voice and from quite a distance:

“ Don’t stop over by that stuffy old table, Teddy. Come
and sit by these nice people! ”’

And that was an extraordinary thing to say. Quite extra-
ordinary. I couldn’t for the life of me refer to total strangers
as nice people. But, of course, she was taking a line of her
own in which I at any rate—and no one else in the room, for
she too had taken the trouble to read through the list of
guests—counted any more than so many clean, bull terriers.
And she sat down rather brilliantly at a vacant table, beside
ours—one that was reserved for the Guggenheimers. And
she just sat absolutely deaf to the remonstrances of the head
waiter with his face like a grey ram’s. That poor chap was
doing his steadfast duty too. He knew that the Guggen-
heimers of Chicago aiter they had stayed there a month and
had worried the poor life out of him would give him two
dollars fifty and grumble at the tipping system. And he
knew that Teddy Ashburnham and his wife wonld give him
no trouble whatever, except what the smiles of Leonora might
cause in bis apparently unimpressionable bosom—though you

never can tell what may go on behind even a not quite spofless
plastron |—And every week Edward Ashburnham would give
him a solid, sound, golden English sovereign. Yet this stout
fellow was intent on saving that table for the Guggenheimers,
of Chicago. It ended in Florence saying:

‘“ Why shouldn’t we all eat out of the same trough—that's
a nasty New York saying. But I'm sure we’re all nice quiet
people, and there can be four seats at our table. It's round.”

Then came as it were an appreciative gurgle from the
Captain, and I was perfectly aware of a slight hesitation—a
quick sharp motion in Mrs. Ashburnham, as if her horse had
checked. But she put it at the fence all right, rising from
the seat she had taken and sitting down opposite me, as it
were, all in one motion.

1 never thought that Leonmora looked her best in evening
dress. She seemed to get it too clearly cut, there was no
ruffling. She always affected black and her shoulders were
too classical. She seemed to stand out of her corsage as a
white marble bust might out of black Wedgwood vase. I
don’t know,

I loved Leonora always and, to-day, I would very cheer-
fully lay down my life, what is left of it, in her service. But
I am sure I never had the beginnings of a trace of what is
called the sex instinct towards her.

And I suppose—no I am certain that she never had it
towards me. As far as I am concerned I think it was those
white shoulders that did it. I seemed to feel when I looked
at them that, if ever I should press my lips upoa them,
they would be slightly cold—not icily, not without a touch
oi human heat, but, as they say of batis, with the chill off,
I seemed to feel chilled at the end of my lips when I looked
ather . . ,

No, Leonora always appeared to me at her best in a blue
tailor-made. Then her glorious hair wasn't deadened by
anything in the world. Certain women's lines guide your
eyes to their necks, their eyelashes, their lips, their breasts.
But Leonora’s seemed to conduct your gaze always to her
wrist. And the wrist was at its best in a black or a dog-
skin glove, and there was always a gold circlet with a little
chain supporting a very small golden key to a dispatch box.
Perhaps it was that in which she locked up her heart and
her feelings.

Anyhow, she sat down opposite me and then, for the first
time, she paid any attention to my existence. She gave me,
suddenly, yet deliberately, one long stare. Her eyes, too,
were blue and dark, and the eyelids were so arched that they
gave you the whole round of the irises. And it was a most
remarkable, a most moving glance, as if for a moment a
lighthouse had looked at me. I seemed fo perceive the swift
questions chasing each other through the brain that was
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india-rubber, and it is disagreeable to have to drink brandy
when you would prefer to be cheered up by warm, sweet
Kummel. And it is masty to have to take a cold bath in
the morning when what you want is really a hot one at night.
And it stirs a little of the faith of your fathers that is deep
down within you to have to have it taken for granted that
you are an Episcopalian, when really you are an old-
fashioned Philadelphia Quaker.

But these things have to be dome; it is the cock that the
whole of this society owes to Aesulapius.

And the odd, queer thing is that the whole collection of
rules applies to anybody—to the anybodies that you meet in
hotels, in railway trains, to a less degree perhaps in steamers,
but even, in the end, upon steamers.

You meet a man or a woman and, from tiny and intimate
sounds, from the slightest of movements, you know at once
whether you are concerned with good people or with those
who won’t do. You know, that is to say, whether they will
go rigidly through with the whole programme, from the
underdone beef to the Anglicanism. It won't matter whether
they be short or fall; whether the voice squeak like a
marionette or rumbles like a town bull’s; it won’t, for the
matter of that, matter whether they are Germans, Austrians,
French, Spanish, or even Brazilians—they will be the
Germans or Brazilians who take a cold bath every morning
and who move, roughly speaking, in diplomatic circles.

But the inconvenient—well, hang it all, I will say it—the
damnable nuisence of the whole thing is, that with all the
taking for granted, you never really get an inch deeper than
the things I have catalogued.

I can give you a rather extraordinary instance of this. I
can’t remember whether it was in our first year—the first year
of us four at Nauheim, because, of course, it would have been
the fourth year of Florence and myseli—but it must have
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‘been in the Brst or s_econd'year. And that gives the measure

at once of the extraordinariness of our discussion and of the
swiftness with which intimacy had grown up between us. On
the one hand we seemed to start out on the expedition so
naturally and with so little preparation, that it was as if we
must have made many such excursions before; and our
intimacy seemed so deep . . . -

Yet the place to which we went was obviously one to which
Florence at least would have wanted fo take us quite early,
so that you would almost think we should have gone there
together at the beginning of our intimacy. Florence was
singularly expert as a guide to archeological exceptions, and
there was nothing she liked so much as taking people round
ruins and showing you the window from which someone
looked down upon the murder of someone else. She only did
it once; but she did it quite magnificently. She could find
her way, with the sole help of Baedeker, as easily about any
old monument as she could about any American city where
the blocks were all square and the streets all numbered, so
that you can go perfectly easily from Twenty-Fourth to
Thirtieth,

Now it happens that fifty minutes away from Nauheim,
by a good ftrain, is the ancient city of M , Upon a great
pinnacle of basalt, girt with a triple road running sideways
up its shoulder like a scarf. And at the top there is a castle
—rnot a square castle like Windsor—but a castle all slate
gables and high peaks, with gilt weathercocks flashing
bravely—the castle of St. Elizabeth of Hungary. It has the
disadvantage of being in Prussia; and it is always disagree-
able to go into that country; but it is very old, and there
are many double-spired churches, and it stands up like a
I don’t suppose
the Ashburnhams wanted especially to go there, and I didn’t
especially want to go there myseli. Buf, you understand,
there was no objection.

(To be continued.)
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absurd supper to set before a hungry soficitor’s clerk! In fhe centre, obviously
;atended as the principal dish, was a bowl of plums, softly red, soaked with the
sun, glowing like jewels in the downward stream of the incandescent light. Besides
them was a great yellow melon, its sleek sides fluted with rich growth, and a honey-

comb glistening on a willow-pattern dish. The only sensible food to be seen was
a plate of tongue laid at his place.

*“1 can’t sit down to supper without washing my hands! "’

While he splashed in the bathroom upstairs he heard her pull in a chair to
the table and sit down to her supper. It annoyed him. There was no ritual about
it. While he was eating the tongue she would be crushing honey on new bread,
or stripping a plum of its purple skin and holding the golden globe up to the gas
to see the light filter through. The meal would pass in silence. She would
innocently take his dumbness for a sign of abstraction and forbear to babble. He
would find the words choked on his lips by the weight of dullness that always
oppressed him in her presence. Then, just about the time when he was beginning
to feel able to formulate his obscure grievances against her, she would rise from

the table without a word and run upstairs to her work, humming in that uncanny,
negro way of hers. i

And so it was. She ate with an appalling catholicity of taste, with a nice
child’s love of sweet foods, and occasionally she broke into that hoarse beautiful
croon. Every now and then she looked at him with too obvious speculations as
to whether his silence was due to weariness or uncertain temper. Timidly she cut
him an enormous slice of the melon, which he did not want. Then she rose abruptly
and flung herself into the rocking chair on the hearth. She clasped her hands behind

her head and strained backwards so that the muslin stretched over her strong breasts.
She sang saitly to the ceiling.

There was something about the fantastic figure that made him feel as though
they were not properly married.

‘* Evadne? ”’
(10 S?”

‘‘ What have you been up to this evening? *’

‘“1 was at Milly Stafordale’s.”’

He was silent again. That name brought up the memory of his courting days.
It was under the benign eyes of blonde, plebeian Milly that he had wooed the
distracting creature in the rocking chair.

Ten years before, when he was twenty-five, his firm had been reduced to

~ hysteria over the estates of an extraordinarily stupid old woman, named Mrs, Mary

Ellerker. Her stupidity, grappling with the complexity of the sources of the vast
29
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income which rushed in spate Irom the properties of Iour dec.eased husband-s,
demanded oceans of explanations even over her weekly fents. Silverton alone in
the office, by reason of a certain natural incapacity for exc:tenfent,. could deal calmly
with this marvel of imbecility. He alone ceuld endufe to sit with patience in the
black:panelled drawing-room amidst the jungle of shfny mahogany furniture and
talk to a mass of darkness, who rested heavily in the window-seat and now and then

made an idiotic remark in a bright, hearty voice. But it shook even him. Mrs.
Mary Ellerker was obsceme. Yet she was perfectly sane and, although of that

remarkable plainness noticeable in most oft-married women, in good enough physical
condition. She merely prescnted the loathsome spectacle of an ignorant mind,
contorted by the artificial idiocy of coquetry, lack of responsibility, and hatred of

One

discipline, stripped naked by old age. That was the real horror of lu?r.

feared to think how many women were really like Mrs. Ellerker under their armour
of physical perfection or social grace. For this reason he turned eyes of hate on
Mrs. Ellerker’s pretty little companion, Milly Stafordale, who smiled at him over
her embroidery with wintry northern brightness. When she was old she too would
be obsceme.

This horror obssessed him. Never before had he feared anything. He had
never lived more than half-an-hour from a police station, and, as he had by some
chance missed the melancholy clairvoyance of adolescence, he had never conceived
of 'any horror with which the police could not deal. This disgust of women revealed
to him that the world is a place of subtle perils. He began to fear marriage as he
feared death. | The thonght of intimacy with some lovely, desirable and necessary

wife turned him sick as he sat at his lunch. The secret obscenity of women! He
talked darkly of it to his friends. He wondered why the Church did not provide

a service for the absolution of men after marriage. Wife desertion seemed to him
a beautiful return of the tainted body to cleanliness.

On his fifth visit to Mrs. Ellerker he could not begin his business at once.

One of Milly Stafordale’s friends had come in to sing to the old lady. She stood

by the piano against the light, so that he saw her washed with darkness. Amazed,

of tropical fruit. And before he had time to apprehend the sleepy wonder of her

 beauty, she had begun to sing. Now he knew that her voice was a purely physical

T ) attribute, built in her as she lay in her mother’s womb, and no index of her spiritual
~ values. But then, as it welled up from the thick golden throat and clung to her
lips, it seemed a sublime achievement of the soul. It was smouldering contralto
such as only those of black bleod can possess. As she sang her great black eyes

- Iay on him with the innocent shamelessness of a young animal, and he remembered
Gtk iopeml!y that he was good looking. Suddenly she stood in silence, playing with
- her heayy black plait. Mrs. Ellerker broke into silly thanks. The girl’s mother,
~ who had been playing the accompaniment, rose and stood rolling up her music.
~ Silverton, sick with excitement, was infroduced to them. He noticed that the
mother was a little darker than the conventions permit. (Their name was Hannan—
Mrs. Arthur Hannan and Evadne. 'They moved lithely and quietly out of the room,

the girl's eyes still lingering on his face.




The thought of ker splendour and the rolling echoes of her voice disturbed him
all night. Next day, going to his office, he travelled with her on the horse-car that
bound his suburb to Petrick. One of the horses fell lame, and she had time to
tell him that she was studying at a commercial college. He quivered with distress.
All the time he had a dizzy illusion that she was nestling up against him. They
parted shyly. During the next few days they met constantly. He began to go
and see them in the evening at their home—a mean flat crowded with cheap glories
of bead curtains and Oriental hangings that set off the women’s alien beauty. Mrs.
Hannan was a widow and they lived alone, in a wonderful silence. He talked more
than he had ever done in his whole life before. He took a dislike to the widow, she
was consumed with flery subterranean passions, no fit guardian for the tender girl.

Now ke could imagine with what silent rapture Evadne had watched his
agitation. Almost from the first she had meant to marry him. He was physically
attractive, though not strong. His intellect was gently stimulating like a mild
white wine. And it was time she married. She was ripe for adult things. This
was the real wound in his soul. He had tasted of a divine thing created in his time
for dreams out of her rich beauty, her loneliness, her romantic poverty, her
immaculate youth. He had known love. And Evadne had never known anything
more than a magnificent physical adventure which she had secured at the right time
as she would have engaged a cab to take her to the station in time for the cheapest
excursion train. It was a quick way to light-hearted living, With loathing he
remembered how in the days of their engagement she used to gaze purely info his
blinking eyes and with her unashamed kisses incite him to extravagant embraces.
Now ke cursed her for having obtained his spiritual revolution on false pretences.
Only for a little time had he had his illusion, for their marriage was hastened by
Mrs. Hannan’s sudden death. After three months of savage mourning Evadne
flung herself into marriage, and her excited candour had enlightened him very soon.

That marriage had lasted ten years. And to Evadne their relationship was
just the same as ever. Her vitality needed him as it needed the fruit on the table
before him, He shook with wrath and a sense of outraged decency.

** 0 George !’ She was yawning widely.

‘‘ What’s the matter ? >’ he said without interest.
‘* It’s so beastly dull.”

““1 can’t help that, can I ? *’

‘*“ No.”” She smiled placidly at him. ** We're a couple of dull dogs, aren’t

we? I wish we had children.”’

After a minute she suggested, apparently as an alternative amusement,
** Perhaps the post hasn’t passed.”
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A change passed over her. She became ugly. Her face was heavy with
intellect, her lips coarse with power. He was at arms with a Socialist lead. Much

he would have preferred the bland sensualist again,
““ w‘y 2"

‘“ Because—his lips stuck together like blotting-paper—he’s not the sort of
man my wife should—should— *’

Witll movements which terrified him by their rough energy, she folded up the
bills and put them back in the envelope.

‘‘ George. I suppose you mean that he’s a bad man.”’ He nodded.

*“1I know quite well that the girl who used to be his typist is his mistress.”’
Ske spoke it sweetly, as if reasoning with an old fool. *‘ But she’s gof consumption.
She’ll be dead in six months, In fact, I think it’s rather nice of him. To look
after her and all that.”’

““My God! He leapt to his feet, extending a shaking forefinger. As she
turned to him, the smile dying on her lips, his excited weakness wrapped him in
a paramnesic illugion : it seemed to him that he had been through all this before—
a leng, long time ago. ‘‘ My God, you talk like a woman off the streets!’’

. Evadne’s lips lifted over her strong teeth. With clever cruelty she fixed his
eyes with hers, well knowing that he longed to fall forward and bury his head on
the table in a transport of hysterical sobs. After a moment of this torture she turned
away, herself distressed by a desire to cry.

** How can you say such dreadful, dreadful things! ’’ she protested, chokingly.

He sat down again. His eyes looked little and red, but they blazed on her.
** I wonder if you are,”’ he said softly.

** Are what? >’ she asked petulantly, a tear rolling down her nose.
** You know,’’ he answered, nodding.

** George, George, George! ’’ she cried.

* You’ve always been keen on kissing and making love, haven't you, my
precious? At first you startled me, you did! I didn’t know women were like
that.”” From that morass he suddenly stepped on to a high peak of terror. Amazed
to find himself sincere, he cried—*‘ I don’t believe good women are! *’

** Georgie, how can you be so silly! exclaimed Evadne shrilly, *‘ You know
quite well I’ve been as true to you as any woman could be.”” She sought his eyes
with a liquid glance of reproach. He averted his gaze, sickened at having put
himself in the wrong. For even while he degraded his tongue his pure soul fainted
with loathing of her fleshliness.
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 there controlling his breath and trying to still his heart. Then he Tollowed her into

the kitchen. She was making a nolse with a basinful of dighes.
 + Stop that row.”

. _She". tm'ned round with a dripping dish-cloth in her hand and pondered whether
to throw it at kim. But she was tired and wanted peace : so that she could finish
the rough draft of her speech. So she stood waiting.

““ Did you understand what I said then? If you don’t promise me here and
now—"’

She flung her arms upwards with a cry and dashed past him. He made to rus
after her upstairs, but stumbled on the threshold of the lobby and sat with his ankle
twisted under him, shaking with rage. In a second she ran downstairs again, clothed
in a big cleak with black bundle clutched to her breast. For the first time in their
married life she was seized with a convulsion of sobs. She dashed out of the froat
door and banged it with such passion that a glass pane shivered to fragments
behind her.

“ What’s this? What’s this? ** he cried stupidly, standing up. He percelved
with an insane certainty that she was going out to meet some unknown lover. e -
come and tell him what a slut you are!’’ he shouted after her and stumbled to the
door. It was jammed now and he had to drag at it.

The night was flooded with the yellow moonshine of midsummer: it seemed to
drip from the lacquered leaves of the shrubs in the front garden. In its soft clarity
he could see her plainly, although she was now two hundred yards away. She was
hastening to the north end of Sumatra Crescent, an end that curled up the hill
like a silly kitten’s tail and stopped abruptly in green fields. So he knew that she
was going to the young man who had just bought the Georgian Manor, whose elm-
trees crowned the hill. Oh, how he hated her ! Yet he must follow her, or else
she would cover up her adulteries so that he could not take his legal revenge. Seo
he began to run—silently, for he wore his carpet slippers. He was only a kundred
yards behind her when she slipped through a gap in the hedge to tread a field-path.
She still walked with pride, for though she was town-bred, night in the open seemed
not at all fearful to her. As he shuffled in pursuit his carpet slippers were engulfed
in a shining pool of mud : he raised one with a squelch, the other was left. This
seemed the last humiliation. He kicked the other one off his feet and padded on in
his socks, snuffling in anticipating of a cold. Then physical pain sent him back te
the puddle to pluck out the slippers ; it was a dirty job. His heart battered his
breast as he saw that Evadne had gained the furthest hedge and was crossing the
stile into the lane that ran up to the Manor gates.

“ Go on, you beast!*’ he muttered, * Go on, go on!” After a scamper he
climbed the stile and thrust his lean neck beyond a mass of wilted hawthorn bloom
that crumbled into vagrant petals at his touch.
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sides, heaped with boulders, tufted with mountain grasses, shone before him in the
moonlight. He scrambled up to it hurriedly and hoisted himself from ledge to ledge
4ill he fell on his knees with a squeal of pain. Hig ankle was caught in a crevice
of the rock. Gulping down his agony at this final physical humiliation he heaved
himself npright and raced on to the summit, and found himself before the Devil’s
Cauldron, filled to the brim with yellow moonshine and the fiery play of summer
lightning. (The rugged crags opposite him were a low barricade against the stars
to which the mound where he stood shot forward like a bridge. To the left of this
‘the long Lisbech pond lay like a trailing serpent; its silver scales glittered as the
wind swept down from the vaster moorlands to the east. To the right under a steep
drop of twenty feet was the Whimsey pond, more sinister, shaped in an unnatural
oval, sheltered from the wind by the high ridge so that the undisturbed moonlight
lay across it like a sharp-edged sword.

He looked about for some sign of Evadne. She could not be on the land by
the margin of the lakes, for the light blazed so strongly that each reed could be
clearly seen like a black dagger stabbing the silver. 'He looked down Lisbech and
saw far east a knot of red and green and orange lights. ‘Perhaps for some devilish
purpose Evadne had sought Lisbech railway station. But his volcanic mind had
preserved one grain of sense that assured him that, subtle as Evadne’s villainy might
be, it would not lead her to walk five miles out of her way to a terminus which she
could have reached in fifteen minutes by taking a train from the station down the
road. She must be under cover somewhere here. He went down the gentle slope
that fell from the top of the ridge to Lisbech pond in a disorder of rough heather,
unhappy patches of cultivated grass, and coppices of silver birch, fringed with flaming
broom that seemed faintly tarnished in the moonlight. At the bottom was a roughly
‘hewn path which he followed in hot aimless hurry. Inm a little he approached a riot
of falling waters. There was a slice ten feet broad carved out of the ridge, and to
this narrow channel of black shining rock the floods of Lisbech leapt some feet and
raced through to Whimsey. The noise beat him back. The gap was spanned by
a gaunt thing of paint-blistered iron, on which he stood dizzily and noticed how the
wide step that ran on each side of the channel through to the other pond was smeared
with sinister green slime. Now his physical distress reminded him of Evadne, whom
he had almost forgotten in contemplation of these lonely waters. 'The idea of her
had been present but obscured, as sometimes toothache may cease active torture.
His blood lust set him on and he staggered forward with covered ears. Even as
he went something caught his eye in a thicket high up on the slope near the crags.
Against the slender pride of some silver birches stood a gnarled hawthorn tree, its
branches flattened under the stern moorland winds so that it grew squat like an
opened umbrella. Inits dark shadows, faintly illumined by a few boughs of withered
blossom, there moved a strange bluish light. Even while he did not know what i
was it made his flesh stir.

The light emerged. It was the moonlight reﬂecfed from Evadne’s body. She
was clad in a black bathing dress, and her arms and legs and the broad streak of
flesh laid bare by a rent down the back shone brilliantly white, so that she seemed
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& opm,@luse tell me the truth, do Evadnel ”’ he cried pititully.

e But, dear, what is there to carry on abeut so? You went on so queerly about
my meeting that my head felt fit to split, and I thought the long walk and the dip
would do me good.”” She broke off, amazed at the wave of horror that passed over

his face.

His heart sank. From the loose-lipped hurry in the telling of her story, from
the bigness of her eyes and the lack of subtlety in her voice, e knew that this was
the trnth. Here was no adulteress whom he could accuse in the law courts and
condemn into the street, no resonrceful sinner whose merry crimes he could discover.
Here was merely his good wife, the faithful attendant of his hearth, relentless wrecker
of his soul.

She came towards him as a cat approaches a displeased master, and hovered
about him on the stone coping of the noisy sluice.

« [ndeed!” he found himself saying sarcastically. * Indeed! "’

“ Yes, George Silverton, indeed! ’’ she burst out, a little frightened. ** And
why shouldn’t I? I used to come here often emough on summer nights with poor
Mamma— "’

« yes! "’ he shouted. It was exactly the sort of thing that would appeal to that
weird half-black woman from the back of beyond. ¢ Mamma! '’ he cried tauntingly,
¢ Mamma! "’

There was a flash of silence between them before Evadne, clutching her breast
and balancing herself dangerously on her heels on the stone coping, broke into gentle
shrieks. *‘ You dare talk of my Mamma, my poor Mamma, and she cold in hex
grave! I haven’t been happy since she died and I married you, you silly little
misery, you!’’ Then the rage was suddenly wiped ofi her brain by the perception
of a crisis.

The trickle of silence overflowed into a lake, over which their spirits flew,
looking at each other’s reflection in the calm waters : in the hurry of their flight they
had mever before seen each other. They stood facing one another with dropped
heads, quietly thinking.

The strong passion which filled them threatened to disintegrate their sonls as
a magnetic current decomposes the electrolyte, so they fought to organise their
sensations. They tried to arrange themselves and their lives for comprehension,
but beyond sudden lyric visions ef old incidents of hatefulmess—such as a smarting
quarrel of six years ago as to whether Evadne had or had not cheated the railway
company out of one and eightpence on an excursion ticket—the past was intangible.
It trailed behind this intense event as the pale hair trails behind the burning comet.
They were pre-occupied with the moment. Quite often George had found a mean
pleasure in the thought that by mever giving Evadne a child he had cheated her
out of one form of experience, and now he paid the price for this unnatural pride of
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sterility. For now the spiritual ofispring of their infercourse came t.o birth. A
sublime ]oi!hlng was between them. For a little time it was a huge perilous horror,
but afterwards, like men aboard a ship whose masts-seek the sky through steep waves,
they found a drunken pride in the adventure. This was the very absolute of hatred,
It cheapened the memory of the fantasias of irritation and ill-will they had performed
in the less boring moments of their marriage, and they felt dazed, as amateurs who
had found themselves creating a masterpiece. For the first time they were possessed
by a supreme emotion and they felt a glad desire to strip away, restraint and express

it makedly, It was ecstasy ; they felt tall and full of blood.

 Like people who, bewitched by Christ, see the whole earth as the breathing body
of God, so they saw the universe as the substance and the symbol of their hatred.
- The stars trembled overhead with wrath. A wind from behind the angry crags set
~ the moonlight on Lisbech quivering with rage, and the squat hawthorn-tree creaked
slowly like the irritation of a dull little man, The dry moors, parched with harsh
anger, waited thirstily and, sending out the murmur of rustling mountain grass and
the cry of wakening fowl, seemed to huddle closer to the lake. But this sense of the
earth’s sympathy slipped away from them and they loathed all matter as the dull
wrapping of their flame-like passion. At their wishing matter fell away and they
saw sarcastic visions. He saw her as a toad squatting on the clean earth, obscuring
the stars and pressing down its hot moist body on the cheerful fields. She felt his
long boneless body coiled round the roots of the lovely tree of life. They shivered
fastidiously. With an uplifting sense of responsibility they realised that they must
kill each other.

A bird rose over their heads with a leaping flight that made it seem as though
its black body was bouncing against the bright sky. The foolish noise and motion
precipitated their thoughts, They were broken into a new conception of life. They
perceived that God is war and his creatures are meant to fight. When dogs walk
through the world cats must climb trees. The virgin must snare the wanton, the
fine lover must put the prude to the sword. The gross man of action walks, spurred
on the bloodless bodies of the men of thought, who lie quiet and cunningly do not tell

bim where his grossness leads him. The flesh must smother the spirit, the spirit

must set the flesh on fire and watch it burn. And those who were gentle by nature

and shrank from the ordained brutality were betrayers of their kind, surrendering

U the earth to the seed of their enemics. In this war there is no discharge. If they
SR succumbed to peace now, the rest of their lives would be dishonourable, like the
- - exile of a rebel who has begged his life as the reward of cowardice. It was their

| first experience of religious passion, and they abandoned themselves to it so that
_-.tllel!'_immedinte.personal qualities fell away from them. Neither his weakness nor

hﬂf prudence stood in the way of the event,

A e the v':‘l_l:e y Measured each other with the eye. To her he was a spidery thing against
A lnlb.lng ;tr blackness and hargd silver surfaces of the pond. The light soaked her
e though 'sh:“ 50 that she Seemed, against the jagged shadows of the rock cutting, as
o e Were clad in a garment of dar polished mail. Her knees were bent

' ?c.hms"h” toes gripped the coping so strongly. - He understood very clearly that
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if he did not kill her instantly she would drop him easily into the deep riot of waters.
Yet for a space he could not move, but stood expecting a degrading death. Indeed,

~ he gave her time to kill him. But she was without power too, and struggled weakly

with a hallucination. The quarrel in Sumatra Crescent with its suggestion of vast
and unmentionable antagonisms ; her swiit race through the moon-drenched
countryside, all crepitant with night noises : the swimming in the wine-like lake 3
their isolation on the moor, which was expressedly hostile to them, as nature always
is to lonely man : and this stark contest face to face, with their resentments heaped
between them like a pile of naked swords—these things were 80 strange that her
civilised self shrank back appalled. There entered into her the primitive woman
who is the curse of all women : a creature of the most utter femaleness, useless, save
for childbirth, with no strong brain to make her physical weakness a light accident,
abjectly and corruptingly afraid of maa. A squaw, she dared not strike her lord.

‘The illusion passed like a moment of faintness and left her enraged at having

forgotten her superiority even for an instant. In the material world she had a

thousand times been defeated into making prudent reservations and practising
unnatural docilities. But in the world of thought she had maintained unfalteringly
her masterfulness in spite of the strong yearning of her temperament towards
voluptuous surrenders. That was her virtue, Its violation whipped her to action
and she would have killed him at once, had not his moment come a second before
hers. Sweating horribly, he had dropped his head jorward on his chest : his eyes
fell on her feet and marked the plebeian moulding of her ankle, which rose thickly
over a crease of flesh from the heel to the cali. The woman was coarse in grain and
pattern.

He had no instinct for honourable attack, so he found himself striking her in
the stomach. She reeled from pain, not because his strength overcame hers. For
the first time her eyes looked into his candidly open, unveiled by languor or lust :
their hard brightness told him how she despised him for that unwarlike blow. He
cried out as he realised that this was another of her despicable victories and that the
whole burden of the crime now lay on him, for he had begun it. But the rage was
stopped on his lips as her arms, flung wildly out as she fell backwards, caught him
about the waist with abominable justness of eye and evil intention. So they fell
body to body into the quarrelling waters.

The feathery confusion had looked so soft, yet it seemed the solid rock they
struck. The breath shot out of him and suffocation warmly stuffed his ears and
nose. Then the rock cleft and he was swallowed by a brawling blackness in which
whirled a vortex that flung him again and again on a sharp thing that burned his
shoulder. All about him fought the waters, and they cut his flesh like knives. His
pain was past belief. Though God might be war, he desired peace in his time,
and he yearned for another God—a child’s God, an immense arm coming down from
the hills and lifting him to a kindly bosont. Soon his body would burst for breath,
his agony would smash in his breast bone. So great was his pain that his conscious-
ness was strained to apprehend it, as a too tightly stretched canvas splits and rips.
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he elt on the lowest stone step watching her wet seal-smooth head bobbing nearer
nﬂne waters. As her strong arms, covered with little dark points where her thick
iﬂu were clotted with moisture, stretched out towards safety he bent forward and
I‘é‘hmmds on her head. He held her face under water. Scornfully he noticed
the bubbles that rose to the surface from her protesting mouth and nostrils, and the
 foam raised by her arms and her thick ankles. To the end the creature persisted
in turmoil, in movement, in action. . . "

~ She dropped like a stone. His hands, with nothing to resist them, slapped the
'ﬁjait'er_f foolishly and he nearly overbalanced forward into the steam. He rose to his
feet very stifly. ** I must be a very strong man,”’ he said, as he slowly climbed
the steps. ‘I must be a very strong man,” he repeated, a little louder, as with a
ot and painful rigidity of the joints he stretched himself out at full length along the
stone shelf. Weakness closed him in like a lead coffin. For a little time the wet-
 ness of his clothes persisted in being felt : then the sensation oozed out of him and
his body fell out of knowledge. There was neither pain nor joy mor any other
_ reckless ploughing of the brain by nerves. He knew unconsciousness, or rather the
 fullest consciousness he had ever known. For the world became nothingness, and
: __iget'l_lingne'ss which is free from the yeasty nuisance of matter and the ugliness of
_ generation was the law of his being. He was absorbed into vacuity, the untamed
_T'sn'l":;s'tance of the universe, round which he conceived passion and thought to circle
as straws caught up by the wind. He saw God and lived.

‘In Heaven a thousand years are a day. And this little corner of time in which
“he found happiness shrank to a nut-shell as he opened his eyes again. This peace
~ was hardly printed on his heart, yet the brightness of the night was blurred by the
dawn. With the grunting carefulness of a man drunk with fatigue, he crawled
‘along the stone shelf to the iron bridge, where he stood with his back to the roaring
sluice and rested. All things seemed difierent now and happier. Like most timid
people he disliked the night, and the commonplace hand which the dawn laid on the
scene seemed to him a sanctification. The dimmed moon sank to her setting behind
the crags. The jewel lights of Lisbech railway station were weak, cheerful
twinklings. A steaming bluish milk of morning mist had been spilt on the hard
silver surface of the lake, and the reeds no longer stabbed it like little daggers,
but seemed a feathery fringe, like the pampas grass in the front garden in Sumatra
Crescent. The black crags became brownish, and the mist disguised the sternness
of the moor. This weakening of effects was exactly what he had always thought the
¢ extinction of Evadne would bring the world, He smiled happily at the moon.

Yet he was moved to sudden angry speech. ‘‘ If I had my time over again,”’
he said, ** I wouldn’t touch her with the tongs.”” For the cold he had known all
along he would catch had settled in his head, and his handkerchief was wet through.

~ He leaned over the bridge and looked along Lisbech and thought of Evadne.
For the first time for many years he saw her image without spirits, and wondered
without indignation why she had so often looked like the cat about to steal the
cream. What was the cream? And did she ever steal it? Now he would never
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know. He thought of her very generously and sighed over the perversity of fate in
letting so much comeliness.

“ If she had married a butcher or a veterinary surgeon she might have been
happy,”’ he said, and shook his head at the glassy black water that slid under the

bridge to that boiling sluice.

A gust of ague reminded him that wet clothes clung to his fevered body and
that he ought to change as quickly as possible, or expect to laid up for weeks. He
turned along the path that led back across the moor to the withered ash tree, and was
learning the torture of bare feet on gravel when he cried out to himself : *“ I shall be
hanged for killing my wife.”” It did not come as a trumpet-call, for he was one of
those people who never quite hear what is said to them, and this deafishness extended
in him to emotional things. It stole on him clamly, like a fog closing on a city.
When he first felt hemmed in by this certainty he looked over his shoulder to the
crags, remembering tales of how Jacobite fugitives had hidden on the moors for many
weeks. There lay at least another day of freedom. But he was the kind of man
who always goes home. He stumbled on, not very unhappy, except for his feet.
Like many people of weak temperament he did not fear death. Indeed, it had a
peculiar appeal to him ; for while it was important, exciting, it did not, like most
important and exciting things try to create action. He allowed his imagination the
vanity of painting pictures. He saw himself standing in their bedroom, plotting this
last event, with the white sheet and the high lights of the mahongany wardrobe shining
ghostly at him through the darkness. He saw himself raising a thin hand to the gas
bracket and turning on the tap. He saw himself staggering to their bed while death
crept in at his nostrils. He saw his corpse lying in full daylight, and for the first
time knew himself certainly, unquestionably dignified.

He threw back his chest in pride : but at that moment the path stopped and he
found himself staggering down the mound of heatherland and boulders with bleeding
feet. Always he had sufiered from sore feet, which had not exactly disgusted but,
worse still, disappointed Evadne. A certain wistfulness she had always evinced
when she found herself the superior animal had enraged and himiliated him many
times. He felt that sting him now, and flung himself down the mound cursing.
When he stumbled up to the withered ash tree he hated her so much that it seemed
as though she were alive again, and a sharp wind blowing down from the moor
terrified him like her touch.

He rested there. Leaning against the stripped grey trunk, he smiled up at the
sky, which was now so touched to ineffectiveness by the dawn that it looked like a tent

- of faded silk. ‘There was the peace of weakness in him, which he took to be spiritual,
. because it had no apparent physical Justification : but he lost it as his dripping clothes

chilled his tired flesh. His discomfort reminded him that the phantasmic night was

 Passing from him. Daylight threatened him : the daylight in which for so many
 Years he had worked in the solicitor’s office and been snubbed and ignored. *‘‘ The

garish day,’” he murmured disgustedly, quoting the blasphemy of some hymn

. Writer. He wanted his death to happen in this phantasmic night.
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~ Sokhe ﬁmpod his way along the road. The birds had not yet begun to sing,
but the rustling noises of the night had ceased. The silent highway was consecrated
to his proud progress. He staggered happily like a tired child returning from a
lovely birthday walk : his death in the little bedroom, which for the first time he would

" have to himseli, was a culminating treat to be gloated over like the promise of a

favourite pudding for supper. As he walked he brooded dozingly on large and
swelling thoughts. Like all people of weak passions and enterprise he loved to
think of Napoleon, and in the shadow of the great asylum wall he strutted a few
steps of his advance from murder to suicide, with arms crossed on his breast and thin
legs tr'ying_to strut massively. He was so happy. He wished that a military band
went before him, and pretended that the high hedges were solemn lines of men,
stricken in awe to silence as their king rode out to some nobly seli-chosen doom.
Vast he seemed to himself, and magnificent like music, and solemn like the Sphinx.
He had saved the earth from corruption by killing Evadne, for whom he now felt
the unremorseful pity a conqueror might bestow on a devastated empire. He might

have grieved that his victory brought him death, but with immense pride he found

that the occasion was exactly described by a text. ‘‘ He saved others, Himself He
could not save.”” He had missed the stile in the field above Sumatra Crescent and
had to go back and hunt for it in the hedge. So quickly had his satisfaction borne
him home.

The field had the fantastic air that jerry-builders give to land poised on the
knife-edge of town and country, so that he walked in romance to his very door. The

_unmarred grass sloped to a stone-hedge of towers of loose brick, trenches and mounds

of shining clay, and the fine intentful spires of the scaffording round the last un-
finished house. And he looked down on Petrick. Though to the actual eye it was
but a confusion of dark distances through the twilight, a breaking of velvety
perspectives, he saw more intensely than ever before its squalid walls and squalid
homes where mean men and mean women enlaced their unwholesome lives. Yet
he did not shrink from entering for his great experience : as Christ did not shrink
from being born in a stable. He swaggered with humility over the trodden mud of
the field and the new white flags of Sumatra Crescent. Down the road beiore him
there passed a dim figure, who paused at each lamp post and raised a long wand to
behead the yellow gas-flowers that were now wilting before the dawn : a ghostly

“herald preparing the world to be his deathbed. The Crescent curved in quiet dark-

ness, save for one house, where blazed a gas-lit room with undrawn blinds. The

 brightness had the startling quality of a scream. He looked in almost anxiously as

he passed, and met the blank eyes of a man in evening clothes who stood by the
window shaking a medicine. His face was like a wax mask softened by heat : the
features were blurred with the suffering which comes from the spectacle of suffering.
His eyes lay unshiftingly on George’s face as he went by and he went on shaking the
boftle. It seemed as though he would never steg.

In the hour of his grandeur George was not forgetiul of the griefs of the lit.tle
human people, but interceded with God for the sake of this stranger. [Everything

was beautiful, beautiful, beautiful.
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r into danger, for she was a great lusty creature and the

‘He had imagined the wonder and peril of the battle as he
ry. He sneezed exhaustingly, and from his physical distress
it was ever to have thought that he had killed her. Bodies

like hers.

ﬁs’shess of Evadne’s sleep made him sufier more unlovely a
Id beggarwoman squatting by the roadside in the rain. He
d what every man most desires : one night of power over a

all tears in his throat. At least this night had given him passion
anend to it all.

ed the room. Then he crept over to the gas bracket and raised
 had imagined in his hour of vain glory by the lake. '

" s!lg went to bed.
He undressed and got into bed : as he had done every night
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