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					My men like satyrs graz­ing on the lawns
					

					Shall with their goat-feet dance the antic hay.
				

				Mar­lowe
			

		
	
		
			Antic Hay

		
	
		
			I

			Gum­bril, Theodore Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, B.A. Ox­on., sat in his oaken stall on the north side of the School Chapel and wondered, as he listened through the un­easy si­lence of half a thou­sand school­boys to the First Les­son, pondered, as he looked up at the vast win­dow op­pos­ite, all blue and jaun­diced and bloody with nine­teenth-cen­tury glass, spec­u­lated in his rap­id and ram­bling way about the ex­ist­ence and the nature of God.

			Stand­ing in front of the spread brass eagle and for­ti­fied in his con­vic­tions by the sixth chapter of Deu­ter­o­nomy (for this first Sunday of term was the Fifth after East­er), the Rev­er­end Pel­vey could speak of these things with an en­vi­able cer­tainty. “Hear, O Is­rael,” he was boom­ing out over the top of the portent­ous Book: “the Lord our God is one Lord.”

			One Lord; Mr. Pel­vey knew; he had stud­ied theo­logy. But if theo­logy and theo­sophy, then why not theo­graphy and theo­metry, why not theognomy, theo­trophy, theotomy, theo­gamy? Why not theo­phys­ics and theo-chem­istry? Why not that in­geni­ous toy, the theo­trope or wheel of gods? Why not a mo­nu­ment­al theo­drome?

			In the great win­dow op­pos­ite, young Dav­id stood like a cock, crow­ing on the dunghill of a tumbled gi­ant. From the middle of Go­liath’s fore­head there is­sued, like a nar­whal’s bud­ding horn, a curi­ous ex­cres­cence. Was it the em­bed­ded pebble? Or per­haps the gi­ant’s mar­ried life?

			“… with all thine heart,” de­claimed the Rev­er­end Pel­vey, “and with all thy soul, and with all thy might.”

			No, but ser­i­ously, Gum­bril re­minded him­self, the prob­lem was very trouble­some in­deed. God as a sense of warmth about the heart, God as ex­ulta­tion, God as tears in the eyes, God as a rush of power or thought—that was all right. But God as truth, God as 2 + 2 = 4—that wasn’t so clearly all right. Was there any chance of their be­ing the same? Were there bridges to join the two worlds? And could it be that the Rev­er­end Pel­vey, M.A., fog-horn­ing away from be­hind the im­per­i­al bird, could it be that he had an an­swer and a clue? That was hardly be­liev­able. Par­tic­u­larly if one knew Mr. Pel­vey per­son­ally. And Gum­bril did.

			“And these words which I com­mand thee this day,” re­tor­ted Mr. Pel­vey, “shall be in thine heart.”

			Or in the heart, or in the head? Reply, Mr. Pel­vey, reply. Gum­bril jumped between the horns of the di­lemma and voted for oth­er or­gans.

			“And thou shalt teach them di­li­gently to thy chil­dren, and shalt talk of them when thou sit­test in thine house, and when thou walkest by the way, and when thou li­est down, and when thou risest up.”

			Di­li­gently to thy chil­dren. … Gum­bril re­membered his own child­hood; they had not been very di­li­gently taught to him. “Beetles, black beetles”—his fath­er had a really pas­sion­ate feel­ing about the clergy. Mum­bojumbery was an­oth­er of his fa­vour­ite words. An athe­ist and an anti-cler­ic­al of the strict old school he was. Not that, in any case, he gave him­self much time to think about these things; he was too busy be­ing an un­suc­cess­ful ar­chi­tect. As for Gum­bril’s moth­er, her di­li­gence had not been dog­mat­ic. She had just been di­li­gently good, that was all. Good; good? It was a word people only used nowadays with a kind of de­prec­at­ing hu­mor­ous­ness. Good. Bey­ond good and evil? We are all that nowadays. Or merely be­low them, like ear­wigs? I glory in the name of ear­wig. Gum­bril made a men­tal ges­ture and in­wardly de­claimed. But good in any case, there was no get­ting out of that, good she had been. Not nice, not merely molto sim­pat­ica—how charm­ingly and ef­fect­ively these for­eign tags as­sist one in the great task of call­ing a spade by some oth­er name!—but good. You felt the act­ive ra­di­ance of her good­ness when you were near her. … And that feel­ing, was that less real and val­id than two plus two?

			The Rev­er­end Pel­vey had noth­ing to reply. He was read­ing with a holy gusto of “houses full of all good things, which thou filledst not, and wells digged, which thou diggedst not, vine­yards and olive trees, which thou plantedst not.”

			She had been good and she had died when he was still a boy; died—but he hadn’t been told that till much later—of creep­ing and de­vour­ing pain. Ma­lig­nant dis­ease—oh, caro nome!

			“Thou shalt fear the Lord thy God,” said Mr. Pel­vey.

			Even when the ul­cers are be­nign; thou shalt fear. He had trav­elled up from school to see her, just be­fore she died. He hadn’t known that she was go­ing to die, but when he entered her room, when he saw her ly­ing so weakly in the bed, he had sud­denly be­gun to cry, un­con­trol­lably. All the forti­tude, the laughter even, had been hers. And she had spoken to him. A few words only; but they had con­tained all the wis­dom he needed to live by. She had told him what he was, and what he should try to be, and how to be it. And cry­ing, still cry­ing, he had prom­ised that he would try.

			“And the Lord com­manded us to do all these stat­utes,” said Mr. Pel­vey, “for our good al­ways, that he might pre­serve us alive, as it is at this day.”

			And had he kept his prom­ise, Gum­bril wondered, had he pre­served him­self alive?

			“Here en­de­th the First Les­son.” Mr. Pel­vey re­treated from the eagle, and the or­gan pres­aged the com­ing Te Deum.

			Gum­bril hois­ted him­self to his feet; the folds of his B.A. gown bil­lowed nobly about him as he rose. He sighed and shook his head with the ges­ture of one who tries to shake off a fly or an im­por­tunate thought. When the time came for singing, he sang. On the op­pos­ite side of the chapel two boys were grin­ning and whis­per­ing to one an­oth­er be­hind their lif­ted Pray­er Books. Gum­bril frowned at them fe­ro­ciously. The two boys caught his eye and their faces at once took on an ex­pres­sion of sickly piety; they began to sing with unc­tion. They were two ugly, stu­pid-look­ing louts, who ought to have been ap­pren­ticed years ago to some use­ful trade. In­stead of which they were wast­ing their own and their teach­er’s and their more in­tel­li­gent com­rades’ time in try­ing, quite vainly, to ac­quire an el­eg­ant lit­er­ary edu­ca­tion. The minds of dogs, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, do not be­ne­fit by be­ing treated as though they were the minds of men.

			“O Lord, have mercy upon us: have mercy upon us.”

			Gum­bril shrugged his shoulders and looked round the chapel at the faces of the boys. Lord, in­deed, have mercy upon us! He was dis­turbed to find the sen­ti­ment echoed on a some­what dif­fer­ent note in the Second Les­son, which was drawn from the twenty-third chapter of St. Luke. “Fath­er, for­give them,” said Mr. Pel­vey in his un­vary­ingly juicy voice; “for they know not what they do.” Ah, but sup­pose one did know what one was do­ing? sup­pose one knew only too well? And of course one al­ways did know. One was not a fool.

			But this was all non­sense, all non­sense. One must think of some­thing bet­ter than this. What a com­fort it would be, for ex­ample, if one could bring air cush­ions in­to chapel! These pol­ished oaken stalls were dev­il­ishly hard; they were meant for stout and lusty ped­agogues, not for bony starvelings like him­self. An air cush­ion, a de­li­cious pneu.

			“Here en­de­th,” boomed Mr. Pel­vey, clos­ing his book on the back of the Ger­man eagle.

			As if by ma­gic, Dr. Jolly was ready at the or­gan with the “Be­ne­dic­tus.” It was pos­it­ively a re­lief to stand again; this oak was adam­antine. But air cush­ions, alas, would be too bad an ex­ample for the boys. Hardy young Spartans! it was an es­sen­tial part of their edu­ca­tion that they should listen to the word of rev­el­a­tion without pneu­mat­ic ease­ment. No, air cush­ions wouldn’t do. The real rem­edy, it sud­denly flashed across his mind, would be trousers with pneu­mat­ic seats. For all oc­ca­sions; not merely for churchgo­ing.

			The or­gan blew a thin Pur­it­an-preach­er’s note through one of its hun­dred nos­trils. “I be­lieve. …” With a noise like the break­ing of a wave, five hun­dred turned to­wards the East. The view of Dav­id and Go­liath was ex­changed for a Cru­ci­fix­ion in the grand man­ner of eight­een hun­dred and sixty. “Fath­er, for­give them; for they know not what they do.” No, no, Gum­bril pre­ferred to look at the grooved stone­work rush­ing smoothly up on either side of the great east win­dow to­wards the vaul­ted roof; pre­ferred to re­flect, like the du­ti­ful son of an ar­chi­tect he was, that Per­pen­dic­u­lar at its best—and its best is its largest—is the finest sort of Eng­lish Goth­ic. At its worst and smal­lest, as in most of the col­leges of Ox­ford, it is mean, petty, and, but for a cer­tain pic­tur­esque­ness, al­most wholly dis­gust­ing. He felt like a lec­turer: next slide, please. “And the life ever­last­ing. Amen.” Like an oboe, Mr. Pel­vey in­toned: “The Lord be with you.”

			For pray­er, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, there would be Dun­lop knees. Still, in the days when he had made a habit of pray­ing, they hadn’t been ne­ces­sary. “Our Fath­er. …” The words were the same as they were in the old days; but Mr. Pel­vey’s meth­od of re­cit­ing them made them sound rather dif­fer­ent. Her dresses, when he had leaned his fore­head against her knee to say those words—those words, good Lord! that Mr. Pel­vey was oboe­ing out of ex­ist­ence—were al­ways black in the even­ings, and of silk, and smelt of or­ris root. And when she was dy­ing, she had said to him: “Re­mem­ber the Par­able of the Sower, and the seeds that fell in shal­low ground.” No, no. Amen, de­cidedly. “O Lord, show thy mercy upon us,” chanted oboe Pel­vey, and Gum­bril trom­bone re­spon­ded, pro­foundly and grot­esquely: “And grant us thy sal­va­tion.” No, the knees were ob­vi­ously less im­port­ant, ex­cept for people like re­viv­al­ists and house­maids, than the seat. Sedent­ary are com­mon­er than gen­u­flect­ory pro­fes­sions. One would in­tro­duce little flat rub­ber blad­ders between two lay­ers of cloth. At the up­per end, hid­den when one wore a coat, would be a tube with a valve: like a hol­low tail. Blow it up—and there would be per­fect com­fort even for the boni­est, even on rock. How did the Greeks stand marble benches in their theatres?

			The mo­ment had now come for the Hymn. This be­ing the first Sunday of the Sum­mer term, they sang that spe­cial hymn, writ­ten by the Head­mas­ter, with mu­sic by Dr. Jolly, on pur­pose to be sung on the first Sundays of terms. The or­gan quietly sketched out the tune. Simple it was, up­lift­ing and manly.

			
				
					One, two, three, four; one, two three—4.
					

					One, two-and three-and four-and; One, two three—4.
					

					One—2, three—4; one—2—3—4,
					

					and-one—2, three—4; one—2—3—4.
					

					One, two-and three, four; One, two three—4.
				

			

			Five hun­dred flawed ad­oles­cent voices took it up. For good ex­ample’s sake, Gum­bril opened and closed his mouth; noise­lessly, how­ever. It was only at the third verse that he gave rein to his un­cer­tain bari­tone. He par­tic­u­larly liked the third verse; it marked, in his opin­ion, the Head­mas­ter’s highest po­et­ic­al achieve­ment.

			
				
					(f) For slack hands and (dim.) idle minds
					

					(mf) Mis­chief still the Tempter finds.
					

					(ff) Keep him cap­tive in his lair.
				

			

			At this point Dr. Jolly en­riched his tune with a thick ac­com­pani­ment in the lower re­gisters, art­fully de­signed to sym­bol­ize the depth, the gloom and gen­er­al re­puls­ive­ness of the Tempter’s home.

			
				
					(ff) Keep him cap­tive in his lair.
					

					(f) Work will bind him. (dim.) Work is (pp) pray­er.
				

			

			Work, thought Gum­bril, work. Lord, how pas­sion­ately he dis­liked work! Let Aus­tin have his swink to him re­served! Ah, if only one had work of one’s own, prop­er work, de­cent work—not forced upon one by the grip­ing of one’s belly! Amen! Dr. Jolly blew the two sump­tu­ous jets of rev­er­ence in­to the air; Gum­bril ac­com­pan­ied them with all his heart. Amen, in­deed.

			Gum­bril sat down again. It might be con­veni­ent, he thought, to have the tail so long that one could blow up one’s trousers while one ac­tu­ally had them on. In which case, it would have to be coiled round the waist like a belt; or looped up, per­haps, and fastened to a clip on one’s braces.

			“The nine­teenth chapter of the Acts of the Apostles, part of the thirty-fourth verse.” The Head­mas­ter’s loud, harsh voice broke vi­ol­ently out from the pul­pit. “All with one voice for the space of about two hours cried out, Great is Di­ana of the Eph­esians.”

			Gum­bril com­posed him­self as com­fort­ably as he could on his oaken seat. It was go­ing to be one of the Head­mas­ter’s real swinge­ing ser­mons. Great is Di­ana. And Venus? Ah, these seats, these seats!

			Gum­bril did not at­tend even­ing chapel. He stayed at home in his lodgings to cor­rect the sixty-three Hol­i­day Task Pa­pers which had fallen to his share. They lay, thick piles of them, on the floor be­side his chair: sixty-three an­swers to ten ques­tions about the Itali­an Risor­gi­mento. The Risor­gi­mento, of all sub­jects! It had been one of the Head­mas­ter’s caprices. He had called a spe­cial mas­ter’s meet­ing at the end of last term to tell them all about the Risor­gi­mento. It was his latest dis­cov­ery.

			“The Risor­gi­mento, gen­tle­men, is the most im­port­ant event in mod­ern European his­tory.” And he had banged the table; he had looked de­fi­antly round the room in search of con­tra­dict­ors.

			But nobody had con­tra­dicted him. Nobody ever did; they all knew bet­ter. For the Head­mas­ter was as fierce as he was ca­pri­cious. He was forever dis­cov­er­ing some­thing new. Two terms ago it had been singe­ing; after the hair­cut and be­fore the sham­poo, there must be singe­ing.

			“The hair, gen­tle­men, is a tube. If you cut it and leave the end un­sealed, the wa­ter will get in and rot the tube. Hence the im­port­ance of singe­ing, gen­tle­men. Singe­ing seals the tube. I shall ad­dress the boys about it after chapel to­mor­row morn­ing; and I trust that all house­mas­ters”—and he had glared around him from un­der his sav­age eye­brows—“will see that their boys get them­selves reg­u­larly singed after cut­ting.”

			For weeks af­ter­wards every boy trailed be­hind him a faint and naus­eat­ing whiff of burn­ing, as though he were fresh from hell. And now it was the Risor­gi­mento. One of these days, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, it would be birth con­trol, or the decim­al sys­tem, or ra­tion­al dress.

			He picked up the nearest batch of pa­pers. The prin­ted ques­tions were pinned to the top­most of them.

			“Give a brief ac­count of the char­ac­ter and ca­reer of Pope Pi­us IX, with dates wherever pos­sible.”

			Gum­bril leaned back in his chair and thought of his own char­ac­ter, with dates. 1896: the first ser­i­ous and con­scious and de­lib­er­ate lie. Did you break that vase, Theodore? No, moth­er. It lay on his con­science for nearly a month, eat­ing deep­er and deep­er. Then he had con­fessed the truth. Or rather he had not con­fessed; that was too dif­fi­cult. He led the con­ver­sa­tion, very subtly, as he thought, round through the non-mal­le­ab­il­ity of glass, through break­ages in gen­er­al, to this par­tic­u­lar broken vase; he prac­tic­ally forced his moth­er to re­peat her ques­tion. And then, with a burst of tears, he had answered, yes. It had al­ways been dif­fi­cult for him to say things dir­ectly, point-blank. His moth­er had told him, when she was dy­ing. … No, no; not that.

			In 1898 or 1899—oh, these dates!—he had made a pact with his little cous­in, Molly, that she should let him see her with no clothes on, if he would do the same by her. She had ful­filled her part of the bar­gain; but he, over­whelmed at the last mo­ment by a pas­sion of mod­esty, had broken his prom­ise.

			Then, when he was about twelve and still at his pre­par­at­ory school, in 1902 or 1903 he had done badly in his ex­ams, on pur­pose; he had been frightened of Sadler, who was in the same form, and wanted to get the prize. Sadler was stronger than he was, and had a geni­us for per­se­cu­tion. He had done so badly that his moth­er was un­happy; and it was im­possible for him to ex­plain.

			In 1906 he had fallen in love for the first time—ah, much more vi­ol­ently than ever since—with a boy of his own age. Pla­ton­ic it had been and pro­found. He had done badly that term, too; not on pur­pose, but be­cause he had spent so much time help­ing young Vick­ers with his work. Vick­ers was really very stu­pid. The next term he had “come out”—Sta­phyl­o­coc­cus pyo­genes is a lov­er of grow­ing ad­oles­cence—with spots and boils all over his face and neck. Gum­bril’s af­fec­tion ceased as sud­denly as it had be­gun. He fin­ished that term, he re­membered, with a second prize.

			But it was time to be think­ing ser­i­ously of Pio Nono. With a sigh of dis­gus­ted wear­i­ness, Gum­bril looked at his pa­pers. What had Falarope Ma­jor to say of the Pontiff? “Pi­us IX was called Fer­retti. He was a lib­er­al be­fore he was a Pope. A kindly man of less than av­er­age in­tel­li­gence, he thought that all dif­fi­culties could be settled by a little good­will, a few re­forms and a polit­ic­al am­nesty. He wrote sev­er­al en­cyc­lic­als and a syl­labus.” Gum­bril ad­mired the phrase about less than av­er­age in­tel­li­gence; Falarope Ma­jor should have at least one mark for hav­ing learnt it so well by heart. He turned to the next pa­per. Higgs was of opin­ion that “Pi­us the Ninth was a good but stu­pid man, who thought he could settle the Risor­gi­mento with a few re­forms and a polit­ic­al armistice.” Bed­does was severer. “Pi­us IX was a bad man, who said that he was in­fal­lible, which showed he had a less than av­er­age in­tel­li­gence.” Sop­with Minor shared the gen­er­al opin­ion about Pio’s in­tel­li­gence, and dis­played a great fa­mili­ar­ity with the wrong dates. Clegg-Weller was vo­lu­min­ous and in­form­at­ive. “Pi­us IX was not so clev­er as his prime min­is­ter, Car­din­al Ant­on­elli. When he came to the tiara he was a lib­er­al, and Met­ter­nich said he had nev­er reckoned on a lib­er­al pope. He then be­came a con­ser­vat­ive. He was kindly, but not in­tel­li­gent, and he thought Garibaldi and Ca­vour would be con­tent with a few re­forms and an am­nesty.” At the top of Garstang’s pa­per was writ­ten: “I have had measles all the hol­i­days, so have been un­able to read more than the first thirty pages of the book. Pope Pi­us IX does not come in­to these pages, of the con­tents of which I will pro­ceed to give the fol­low­ing pré­cis.” And the pré­cis duly fol­lowed. Gum­bril would have liked to give him full marks. But the busi­ness­like an­swer of Ap­ple­yard called him back to a bet­ter sense of his duty. “Pi­us IX be­came Pope in 1846 and died in 1878. He was a kindly man, but his in­tel­li­gence was be­low the. …”

			Gum­bril laid the pa­per down and shut his eyes. No, this was really im­possible. Def­in­itely, it couldn’t go on, it could not go on. There were thir­teen weeks in the sum­mer term, there would be thir­teen in the au­tumn and el­ev­en or twelve in the spring; and then an­oth­er sum­mer of thir­teen, and so it would go on forever. Forever. It wouldn’t do. He would go away and live un­com­fort­ably on his three hun­dred. Or, no, he would go away and he would make money—that was more like it—money on a large scale, eas­ily; he would be free and he would live. For the first time, he would live. Be­hind his closed eyes, he saw him­self liv­ing.

			Over the plushy floors of some vast and ig­noble Ritz slowly he walked, at ease, with con­fid­ence: over the plushy floors and there, at the end of a long vista, there was Myra Viveash, wait­ing, this time, for him; com­ing for­ward im­pa­tiently to meet him, his ab­ject lov­er now, not the cool, free, laugh­ing mis­tress who had lent her­self con­temp­tu­ously once to his pathet­ic and si­lent im­por­tun­ity and then, after a day, with­drawn the gift again. Over the plushy floors to dine. Not that he was in love with Myra any longer: but re­venge is sweet.

			He sat in his own house. The Chinese statues looked out from the niches; the Mail­lols pas­sion­ately med­it­ated, slept, and were more than alive. The Goy­as hung on the walls, there was a Bouch­er in the bath­room; and when he entered with his guests, what a Piazz­etta ex­ploded above the din­ing-room man­tel­piece! Over the an­cient wine they talked to­geth­er, and he knew everything they knew and more; he gave, he in­spired, it was the oth­ers who as­sim­il­ated and were en­riched. After din­ner there were Moz­art quar­tets; he opened his port­fo­li­os and showed his Daumi­ers, his Tiepo­los, his Canaletto sketches, his draw­ings by Pi­cas­so and Lewis, and the pur­ity of his na­ked In­gres. And later, talk­ing of Odal­isques, there were or­gies without fa­tigue or dis­gust, and the wo­men were pic­tures and lust in ac­tion, art.

			Over the empty plains forty horses im­pelled him to­wards Man­tua: rubadub—adubadub, with the si­len­cer out. To­wards the most ro­mantic city in all the world.

			When he spoke to wo­men—how eas­ily and in­solently he spoke now!—they listened and laughed and looked at him side­ways and dropped their eye­lids over the ad­mis­sion, the in­vit­a­tion, of their glance. With Phyl­lis once he had sat, for how long? in a warm and moon­less dark­ness, say­ing noth­ing, risk­ing no ges­ture. And in the end they had par­ted, re­luct­antly and still in si­lence. Phyl­lis now was with him once again in the sum­mer night; but this time he spoke, now softly, now in the angry breath­less whis­per of de­sire, he reached out and took her, and she was na­ked in his arms. All chance en­coun­ters, all plot­ted op­por­tun­it­ies re­curred; he knew, now, how to live, how to take ad­vant­age of them.

			Over the empty plains to­wards Man­tua, to­wards Man­tua, he slid along at ease, free and alone. He ex­plored the hor­rors of Ro­man so­ci­ety; vis­ited Athens and Seville. To Un­amuno and Pap­ini he con­versed fa­mil­iarly in their own tongues. He un­der­stood per­fectly and without ef­fort the quantum the­ory. To his friend Shear­wa­ter he gave half a mil­lion for physiolo­gic­al re­search. He vis­ited Schoen­berg and per­suaded him to write still bet­ter mu­sic. He ex­hib­ited to the politi­cians the full ex­tent of their stu­pid­ity and their wicked­ness; he set them work­ing for the sal­va­tion, not the de­struc­tion, of hu­man­ity. Once in the past when he had been called upon to make a pub­lic speech, he had felt so nervous that he was sick; the thou­sands who listened to him now bent like wheat un­der the wind of his elo­quence. But it was only by the way and oc­ca­sion­ally that he troubled him­self to move them. He found it easy now to come to terms with every­one he met, to un­der­stand all points of view, to identi­fy him­self with even the most un­fa­mil­i­ar spir­it. And he knew how every­body lived, and what it was like to be a mill girl, a dust­man, an en­gine-driver, a Jew, an Anglic­an bish­op, a con­fid­ence-trick­ster. Ac­cus­tomed as he was to be­ing swindled and im­posed upon without protest, he now knew the art of be­ing bru­tal. He was just dress­ing down that in­solent port­er at the Con­tin­ent­al, who had com­plained that ten francs wasn’t enough (and had got, as a mat­ter of his­tor­ic fact, an­oth­er five in ad­di­tion), when his land­lady gave a knock, opened the door and said: “Din­ner’s ready, Mr. Gum­bril.”

			Feel­ing a little ashamed at hav­ing been in­ter­rup­ted in what was, after all, one of the ig­no­bler and more trivi­al oc­cu­pa­tions of his new life, Gum­bril went down to his fatty chop and green peas. It was the first meal to be eaten un­der the new dis­pens­a­tion; he ate it, for all that it was un­hap­pily in­dis­tin­guish­able from the meals of the past, with ela­tion and a cer­tain solem­nity, as though he were par­tak­ing of a sac­ra­ment. He felt buoy­ant with the thought that at last, at last, he was do­ing some­thing about life.

			When the chop was eaten, he went up­stairs and, after filling two suit­cases and a Glad­stone bag with the most val­ued of his pos­ses­sions, ad­dressed him­self to the task of writ­ing to the Head­mas­ter. He might have gone away, of course, without writ­ing. But it would be no­bler, more in keep­ing, he felt, with his new life, to leave a jus­ti­fic­a­tion be­hind—or rather not a jus­ti­fic­a­tion, a de­nounce­ment. He picked up his pen and de­nounced.

		
	
		
			II

			Gum­bril Seni­or oc­cu­pied a tall, nar­row-shouldered and rachit­ic house in a little ob­scure square not far from Pad­ding­ton. There were five floors, and a base­ment with beetles, and nearly a hun­dred stairs, which shook when any­one ran too rudely down them. It was a pre­ma­turely old and de­cay­ing house in a de­cay­ing quarter. The square in which it stood was stead­ily com­ing down in the world. The houses which a few years ago had all been oc­cu­pied by re­spect­able fam­il­ies, were now split up in­to squal­id little mais­on­nettes, and from the neigh­bour­ing slums, which along with most oth­er un­pleas­ant things the old bour­geois fam­il­ies had been able to ig­nore, in­vad­ing bands of chil­dren came to sport on the once sac­red pave­ments.

			Mr. Gum­bril was al­most the last sur­viv­or of the old in­hab­it­ants. He liked his house, and he liked his square. So­cial dec­ad­ence had not af­fected the four­teen plane trees which ad­orned its little garden, and the gam­bols of the dirty chil­dren did not dis­turb the starlings who came, even­ing by even­ing in sum­mer­time, to roost in their branches.

			On fine even­ings he used to sit out on his bal­cony wait­ing for the com­ing of the birds. And just at sun­set, when the sky was most golden, there would be a twit­ter­ing over­head, and the black, in­nu­mer­able flocks of starlings would come sweep­ing across on the way from their daily haunts to their roost­ing-places, chosen so ca­pri­ciously among the tree-planted squares and gar­dens of the city and so ten­a­ciously re­tained, year after year, to the ex­clu­sion of every oth­er place. Why his four­teen plane trees should have been chosen, Mr. Gum­bril could nev­er ima­gine. There were plenty of lar­ger and more um­brageous gar­dens all round; but they re­mained bird­less, while every even­ing, from the lar­ger flocks, a faith­ful le­gion de­tached it­self to settle clam­or­ously among his trees. They sat and chattered till the sun went down and twi­light was past, with in­ter­vals every now and then of si­lence that fell sud­denly and in­ex­plic­ably on all the birds at once, las­ted through a few seconds of thrill­ing sus­pense, to end as sud­denly and sense­lessly in an out­burst of the same loud and sim­ul­tan­eous con­ver­sa­tion.

			The starlings were Mr. Gum­bril’s most af­fec­tion­ately cher­ished friends; sit­ting out on his bal­cony to watch and listen to them, he had caught at the shut of treach­er­ous even­ings many colds and chills on the liv­er, he had laid up for him­self many pain­ful hours of rheum­at­ism. These little ac­ci­dents did noth­ing, how­ever, to damp his af­fec­tion for the birds; and still on every even­ing that could pos­sibly be called fine, he was al­ways to be seen in the twi­light, sit­ting on the bal­cony, gaz­ing up, round-spec­tacled and rapt, at the four­teen plane trees. The breezes stirred in his grey hair, toss­ing it up in long, light wisps that fell across his fore­head and over his spec­tacles; and then he would shake his head im­pa­tiently, and the bony hand would be freed for a mo­ment from its un­ceas­ing comb­ing and clutch­ing of the sparse grey beard to push back the strayed tendrils, to smooth and re­duce to or­der the whole ruffled head. The birds chattered on, the hand went back to its clutch­ing and comb­ing; once more the wind blew; dark­ness came down, and the gas lamps round the square lit up the out­er leaves of the plane trees, touched the priv­et bushes in­side the rail­ings with an em­er­ald light; be­hind them was im­pen­et­rable night; in­stead of shorn grass and bed­ded gerani­ums there was mys­tery, there were end­less depths. And the birds at last were si­lent.

			Mr. Gum­bril would get up from his iron chair, stretch his arms and his stiff cold legs and go in through the French win­dow to work. The birds were his di­ver­sion; when they were si­lent, it was time to think of ser­i­ous mat­ters.

			To­night, how­ever, he was not work­ing; for al­ways on Sunday even­ings his old friend Porteous came to dine and talk. Break­ing in un­ex­pec­tedly at mid­night, Gum­bril Ju­ni­or found them sit­ting in front of the gas fire in his fath­er’s study.

			“My dear fel­low, what on earth are you do­ing here?” Gum­bril Seni­or jumped up ex­citedly at his son’s en­trance. The light silky hair floated up with the move­ment, turned for a mo­ment in­to a sil­ver au­re­ole, then sub­sided again. Mr. Porteous stayed where he was, calm, sol­id and un­dishevelled as a seated pil­lar-box. He wore a monocle on a black rib­bon, a black stock tie that re­vealed above its double folds a quarter of an inch of stiff white col­lar, a double-breasted black coat, a pair of pale checked trousers and pat­ent leath­er boots with cloth tops. Mr. Porteous was very par­tic­u­lar about his ap­pear­ance. Meet­ing him cas­u­ally for the first time, one would not have guessed that Mr. Porteous was an ex­pert on Late Lat­in po­etry; and he did not mean that you should guess. Thin-limbed, bent and agile in his loose, crumpled clothes, Gum­bril Seni­or had the air, be­side Mr. Porteous, of a strangely an­im­ated scare­crow.

			“What on earth?” the old gen­tle­man re­peated his ques­tion.

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or shrugged his shoulders. “I was bored, I de­cided to cease be­ing a school­mas­ter.” He spoke with a fine airy as­sump­tion of care­less­ness. “How are you, Mr. Porteous?”

			“Thank you, in­vari­ably well.”

			“Well, well,” said Gum­bril Seni­or, sit­ting down again, “I must say I’m not sur­prised. I’m only sur­prised that you stood it, not be­ing a born ped­agogue, for as long as you did. What ever in­duced you to think of turn­ing ush­er, I can’t ima­gine.” He looked at his son first through his spec­tacles, then over the top of them; the motives of the boy’s con­duct re­vealed them­selves to neither vis­ion.

			“What else was there for me to do?” asked Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, pulling up a chair to­wards the fire. “You gave me a ped­agogue’s edu­ca­tion and washed your hands of me. No op­por­tun­it­ies, no open­ings. I had no al­tern­at­ive. And now you re­proach me.”

			Mr. Gum­bril made an im­pa­tient ges­ture. “You’re talk­ing non­sense,” he said. “The only point of the kind of edu­ca­tion you had is this, it gives a young man leis­ure to find out what he’s in­ter­ested in. You ap­par­ently wer­en’t suf­fi­ciently in­ter­ested in any­thing—”

			“I am in­ter­ested in everything,” in­ter­rup­ted Gum­bril Ju­ni­or.

			“Which comes to the same thing,” said his fath­er par­en­thet­ic­ally, “as be­ing in­ter­ested in noth­ing.” And he went on from the point at which he had been in­ter­rup­ted. “You wer­en’t suf­fi­ciently in­ter­ested in any­thing to want to de­vote your­self to it. That was why you sought the last refuge of feeble minds with clas­sic­al edu­ca­tions, you be­came a school­mas­ter.”

			“Come, come,” said Mr. Porteous. “I do a little teach­ing my­self; I must stand up for the pro­fes­sion.”

			Gum­bril Seni­or let go his beard and brushed back the hair that the wind of his own vehe­mence had brought tum­bling in­to his eyes. “I don’t den­ig­rate the pro­fes­sion,” he said. “Not at all. It would be an ex­cel­lent pro­fes­sion if every­one who went in­to it were as much in­ter­ested in teach­ing as you are in your job, Porteous, or I in mine. It’s these un­de­cided creatures like Theodore, who ru­in it by drift­ing in. Un­til all teach­ers are geni­uses and en­thu­si­asts, nobody will learn any­thing, ex­cept what they teach them­selves.”

			“Still,” said Mr. Porteous, “I wish I hadn’t had to learn so much by my­self. I wasted a lot of time find­ing out how to set to work and where to dis­cov­er what I wanted.”

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or was light­ing his pipe. “I have come to the con­clu­sion,” he said, speak­ing in little jerks between each suck of the flame in­to the bowl, “that most people … ought nev­er … to be taught any­thing at all.” He threw away the match. “Lord have mercy upon us, they’re dogs. What’s the use of teach­ing them any­thing ex­cept to be­have well, to work and obey. Facts, the­or­ies, the truth about the uni­verse—what good are those to them? Teach them to un­der­stand—why, it only con­fuses them; makes them lose hold of the simple real ap­pear­ance. Not more than one in a hun­dred can get any good out of a sci­entif­ic or lit­er­ary edu­ca­tion.”

			“And you’re one of the ones?” asked his fath­er.

			“That goes without say­ing,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or replied.

			“I think you mayn’t be so far wrong,” said Mr. Porteous. “When I think of my own chil­dren, for ex­ample. …” he sighed, “I thought they’d be in­ter­ested in the things that in­ter­ested me; they don’t seem to be in­ter­ested in any­thing but be­hav­ing like little apes—not very an­throp­oid ones either, for that mat­ter. At my eld­est boy’s age I used to sit up most of the night read­ing Lat­in texts. He sits up—or rather stands, reels, trots up—dan­cing and drink­ing. Do you re­mem­ber St. Bern­ard? ‘Vi­gi­let tota nocte lux­uriosus non solum pa­tienter’ (the as­cet­ic and the schol­ar only watch pa­tiently); ‘sed et libenter, ut suam ex­pleat vo­luptatem.’ What the wise man does out of a sense of duty, the fool does for fun. And I’ve tried very hard to make him like Lat­in.”

			“Well in any case,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, “you didn’t try to feed him on his­tory. That’s the real un­for­giv­able sin. And that’s what I’ve been do­ing, up till this even­ing—en­cour­aging boys of fif­teen and six­teen to spe­cial­ize in his­tory, hours and hours a week, mak­ing them read bad writers’ gen­er­al­iz­a­tions about sub­jects on which only our ig­nor­ance al­lows us to gen­er­al­ize; teach­ing them to re­pro­duce these gen­er­al­iz­a­tions in hor­rid little ‘Es­says’ of their own; rot­ting their minds, in fact, with a diet of soft vague­ness; scan­dal­ous it was. If these creatures are to be taught any­thing, it should be some­thing hard and def­in­ite. Lat­in—that’s ex­cel­lent. Math­em­at­ics, phys­ic­al sci­ence. Let them read his­tory for amuse­ment, cer­tainly. But for Heav­en’s sake don’t make it the staple of edu­ca­tion!” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or spoke with the greatest earn­est­ness, as though he were an in­spect­or of schools, mak­ing a re­port. It was a sub­ject on which, at the mo­ment, he felt very pro­foundly; he felt pro­foundly on all sub­jects while he was talk­ing about them. “I wrote a long let­ter to the Head­mas­ter about the teach­ing of his­tory this even­ing,” he ad­ded. “It’s most im­port­ant.” He shook his head thought­fully, “Most im­port­ant.”

			“Hora no­vis­sima, tem­pora pess­imma sunt, vi­gilemus,” said Mr. Porteous, in the words of St. Peter Dami­anus.

			“Very true,” Gum­bril Seni­or ap­plauded. “And talk­ing about bad times, Theodore, what do you pro­pose to do now, may I ask?”

			“I mean to be­gin by mak­ing some money.”

			Gum­bril Seni­or put his hands on his knees, bent for­ward and laughed, “Ha, ha, ha!” He had a pro­found bell-like laugh that was like the croak­ing of a very large and me­lodi­ous frog. “You won’t,” he said, and shook his head till the hair fell in­to his eyes. “You won’t,” and he laughed again.

			“To make money,” said Mr. Porteous, “one must be really in­ter­ested in money.”

			“And he’s not,” said Gum­bril Seni­or. “None of us are.”

			“When I was still un­com­monly hard up,” Mr. Porteous con­tin­ued, “we used to lodge in the same house with a Rus­si­an Jew, who was a fur­ri­er. That man was in­ter­ested in money, if you like. It was a pas­sion, an en­thu­si­asm, an ideal. He could have led a com­fort­able, easy life, and still have made enough to put by some­thing for his old age. But for his high ab­stract ideal of money he suffered more than Michelan­gelo ever suffered for his art. He used to work nine­teen hours a day, and the oth­er five he slept, ly­ing un­der his bench, in the dirt, breath­ing in­to his lungs the stink and the broken hairs. He is now very rich in­deed and does noth­ing with his money, doesn’t want to do any­thing, doesn’t know what one does do with it. He de­sires neither power nor pleas­ure. His de­sire for lucre is purely dis­in­ter­ested. He re­minds me of Brown­ing’s ‘Gram­mari­an.’ I have a great ad­mir­a­tion for him.”

			Mr. Porteous’s own pas­sion had been for the poems of Notker Bal­bu­lus and St. Bern­ard. It had taken him nearly twenty years to get him­self and his fam­ily out of the house where the Rus­si­an fur­ri­er used to lodge. But Notker was worth it, he used to say; Notker was worth even the wear­i­ness and the pal­lor of a wife who worked bey­ond her strength, even the shab­bi­ness of ill-dressed and none too well-fed chil­dren. He had re­ad­jus­ted his monocle and gone on. But there had been oc­ca­sions when it needed more than the monocle and the care­ful, dis­tin­guished clothes to keep up his mor­ale. Still, those times were over now; Notker had brought him at last a kind of fame—even, in­dir­ectly, a cer­tain small prosper­ity.

			Gum­bril Seni­or turned once more to­wards his son. “And how do you pro­pose,” he asked, “to make this money?”

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or ex­plained. He had thought it all out in the cab on the way from the sta­tion. “It came to me this morn­ing,” he said, “in chapel, dur­ing ser­vice.”

			“Mon­strous,” put in Gum­bril Seni­or, with a genu­ine in­dig­na­tion, “mon­strous these me­di­ev­al sur­viv­als in schools! Chapel, in­deed!”

			“It came,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or went on, “like an apo­ca­lypse, sud­denly, like a di­vine in­spir­a­tion. A grand and lu­min­ous idea came to me—the idea of Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes.”

			“And what are Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes?”

			“A boon to those whose oc­cu­pa­tion is sedent­ary”; Gum­bril Ju­ni­or had already com­posed his pro­spect­us and his first ad­vert­ise­ments: “a com­fort to all trav­el­lers, civil­iz­a­tion’s sub­sti­tute for ste­ato­py­gism, in­dis­pens­able to first-night­ers, the con­cert-go­ers’ friend, the. …”

			“Lec­tu­lus Dei flor­idus,” in­toned Mr. Porteous.
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			Your small-clothes sound to me very like one of my old lit­an­ies, Theodore.”

			“We want sci­entif­ic de­scrip­tions, not lit­an­ies,” said Gum­bril Seni­or. “What are Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes?”

			“Sci­en­tific­ally, then,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, “my Pat­ent Small-Clothes may be de­scribed as trousers with a pneu­mat­ic seat, in­flate­able by means of a tube fit­ted with a valve; the whole con­struc­ted of stout seam­less red rub­ber, en­closed between two lay­ers of cloth.”

			“I must say,” said Gum­bril Seni­or on a tone of some­what grudging ap­prob­a­tion, “I have heard of worse in­ven­tions. You are too stout, Porteous, to be able to ap­pre­ci­ate the idea. We Gum­brils are all a bony lot.”

			“When I have taken out a pat­ent for my in­ven­tion,” his son went on, very busi­ness­like and cool, “I shall either sell it to some cap­it­al­ist, or I shall ex­ploit it com­mer­cially my­self. In either case, I shall make money, which is more, I may say, than you or any oth­er Gum­bril have ever done.”

			“Quite right,” said Gum­bril Seni­or, “quite right”; and he laughed very cheer­fully. “And nor will you. You can be grate­ful to your in­tol­er­able Aunt Flo for hav­ing left you that three hun­dred a year. You’ll need it. But if you really want a cap­it­al­ist,” he went on, “I have ex­actly the man for you. He’s a man who has a mania for buy­ing Tu­dor houses and mak­ing them more Tu­dor than they are. I’ve pulled half a dozen of the wretched things to pieces and put them to­geth­er again dif­fer­ently for him.”

			“He doesn’t sound much good to me,” said his son.

			“Ah, but that’s only his vice. Only his amuse­ment. His busi­ness,” Gum­bril Seni­or hes­it­ated.

			“Well, what is his busi­ness?”

			“Well, it seems to be everything. Pat­ent medi­cine, trade news­pa­pers, bank­rupt to­bac­con­ist’s stock—he’s talked to me about those and heaps more. He seems to flit like a but­ter­fly in search of honey, or rather money.”

			“And he makes it?”

			“Well, he pays my fees and he buys more Tu­dor houses, and he gives me lunch­eons at the Ritz. That’s all I know.”

			“Well, there’s no harm in try­ing.”

			“I’ll write to him,” said Gum­bril Seni­or. “His name is Bol­dero. He’ll either laugh at your idea or take it and give you noth­ing for it. Still,” he looked at his son over the top of his spec­tacles, “if by any con­ceiv­able chance you ever should be­come rich; if, if, if. …” And he em­phas­ized the re­mote­ness of the con­di­tion­al by rais­ing his eye­brows a little high­er, by throw­ing out his hands in a du­bi­ous ges­ture a little farther at every re­pe­ti­tion of the word, “if—why, then I’ve got ex­actly the thing for you. Look at this really de­light­ful little idea I had this af­ter­noon.” He put his hand in his coat pock­et and after some sort­ing and sift­ing pro­duced a sheet of squared pa­per on which was roughly drawn the el­ev­a­tion of a house. “For any­one with eight or ten thou­sand to spend, this would be—this would be. …” Gum­bril Seni­or smoothed his hair and hes­it­ated, search­ing for some­thing strong enough to say of his little idea. “Well, this would be much too good for most of the greasy dev­ils who do have eight or ten thou­sand to spend.”

			He passed the sheet to Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, who held it out so that both Mr. Porteous and him­self could look at it. Gum­bril Seni­or got up from his chair and, stand­ing be­hind them, leant over to elu­cid­ate and ex­plain.

			“You see the idea,” he said, anxious lest they should fail to un­der­stand. “A cent­ral block of three stor­ies, with low wings of only one, end­ing in pa­vil­ions with a second floor. And the flat roofs of the wings are used as gar­dens—you see?—pro­tec­ted from the north by a wall. In the east wing there is the kit­chen and the gar­age, with the maids’ rooms in the pa­vil­ion at the end. The west is a lib­rary, and it has an ar­caded log­gia along the front. And in­stead of a sol­id su­per­struc­ture cor­res­pond­ing to the maids’ rooms, there’s a per­gola with brick piers. You see? And in the main block there’s a Span­ish sort of bal­cony along the whole length at first-floor level; that gives a good ho­ri­zont­al line. And you get the per­pen­dic­u­lars with coigns and raised pan­els. And the roof’s hid­den by a bal­us­trade, and there are bal­us­trades along the open sides of the roof gar­dens on the wings. All in brick it is. This is the garden front; the en­trance front will be ad­mir­able too. Do you like it?”

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or nod­ded. “Very much,” he said.

			His fath­er sighed and tak­ing the sketch put it back in his pock­et. “You must hurry up with your ten thou­sand,” he said. “And you Porteous, and you. I’ve been wait­ing so long to build your splen­did house.”

			Laugh­ing, Mr. Porteous got up from his chair. “And long, dear Gum­bril,” he said, “may you con­tin­ue to wait. For my splen­did house won’t be built this side of New Jer­u­s­alem, and you must go on liv­ing a long time yet. A long, long time,” Mr. Porteous re­peated; and care­fully he buttoned up his double-breasted coat, care­fully, as though he were ad­just­ing an in­stru­ment of pre­ci­sion, he took out and re­placed his monocle. Then, very erect and neat, very sol­dierly and pil­lar-box­ic­al, he marched to­wards the door. “You’ve kept me very late to­night,” he said. “Un­con­scion­ably late.”

			The front door closed heav­ily be­hind Mr. Porteous’s de­par­ture. Gum­bril Seni­or came up­stairs again in­to the big room on the first floor smooth­ing down his hair, which the im­petu­os­ity of his as­cent had once more dis­ar­ranged.

			“That’s a good fel­low,” he said of his de­par­ted guest, “a splen­did fel­low.”

			“I al­ways ad­mire the monocle,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or ir­rel­ev­antly. But his fath­er turned the ir­rel­ev­ance in­to rel­ev­ance.

			“He couldn’t have come through without it, I be­lieve. It was a sym­bol, a proud flag. Poverty’s squal­id, not fine at all. The monocle made a kind of dif­fer­ence, you un­der­stand. I’m al­ways so enorm­ously thank­ful I had a little money. I couldn’t have stuck it without. It needs strength, more strength than I’ve got.” He clutched his beard close un­der the chin and re­mained for a mo­ment pens­ively si­lent. “The ad­vant­age of Porteous’s line of busi­ness,” he went on at last, re­flect­ively, “is that it can be car­ried on by one­self, without col­lab­or­a­tion. There’s no need to ap­peal to any­one out­side one­self, or to have any deal­ings with oth­er people at all, if one doesn’t want to. That’s so de­plor­able about ar­chi­tec­ture. There’s no pri­vacy, so to speak; al­ways this hor­rible jost­ling with cli­ents and build­ers and con­tract­ors and people, be­fore one can get any­thing done. It’s really re­volt­ing. I’m not good at people. Most of them I don’t like at all, not at all,” Mr. Gum­bril re­peated with vehe­mence. “I don’t deal with them very well; it isn’t my busi­ness. My busi­ness is ar­chi­tec­ture. But I don’t of­ten get a chance of prac­tising it. Not prop­erly.”

			Gum­bril Seni­or smiled rather sadly. “Still,” he said, “I can do some­thing. I have my tal­ent, I have my ima­gin­a­tion. They can’t take those from me. Come and see what I’ve been do­ing lately.”

			He led the way out of the room and moun­ted, two steps at a time, to­wards a high­er floor. He opened the door of what should have been, in a well-ordered house, the Best Bed­room, and slipped in­to the dark­ness.

			“Don’t rush in,” he called back to his son, “for God’s sake don’t rush in. You’ll smash some­thing. Wait till I’ve turned on the light. It’s so like these as­in­ine elec­tri­cians to have hid­den the switch be­hind the door like this.” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or heard him fum­bling in the dark­ness; there was sud­denly light. He stepped in.

			The only fur­niture in the room con­sisted of a couple of long trestle tables. On these, on the man­tel­piece and all over the floor, were scattered con­fusedly, like the ele­ments of a jumbled city, a vast col­lec­tion of ar­chi­tec­tur­al mod­els. There were cathed­rals, there were town halls, uni­ver­sit­ies, pub­lic lib­rar­ies, there were three or four el­eg­ant little sky­scrapers, there were blocks of of­fices, huge ware­houses, factor­ies, and fi­nally dozens of mag­ni­fi­cent coun­try man­sions, com­plete with their ter­raced gar­dens, their noble flights of steps, their foun­tains and or­na­ment­al wa­ters and grandly bridged canals, their little ro­coco pa­vil­ions and garden houses.

			“Aren’t they beau­ti­ful?” Gum­bril Seni­or turned en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally to­wards his son. His long grey hair floated wis­pily about his head, his spec­tacles flashed, and be­hind them his eyes shone with emo­tion.

			“Beau­ti­ful,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or agreed.

			“When you’re really rich,” said his fath­er, “I’ll build you one of these.” And he poin­ted to a little vil­lage of Chats­worths clus­ter­ing, at one end of a long table, round the dome of a vaster and aus­ter­er St. Peter’s. “Look at this one, for ex­ample.” He picked his way nimbly across the room, seized the little elec­tric read­ing-lamp that stood between a rail­way sta­tion and a bap­tistery on the man­tel­piece, and was back again in an in­stant, trail­ing be­hind him a long flex that, as it tautened out, twitched one of the crown­ing pin­nacles off the top of a sky­scraper near the fire­place. “Look,” he re­peated, “look.” He switched on the cur­rent, and mov­ing the lamp back and forth, up and down in front of the mini­ature palace. “See the beauty of the light and shade,” he said. “There, un­der­neath the great, pon­der­ous cor­nice, isn’t that fine? And look how splen­didly the pi­lasters carry up the ver­tic­al lines. And then the solid­ity of it, the size, the im­mense, im­pend­ing bleak­ness of it!” He threw up his arms, he turned his eyes up­wards as though stand­ing over­whelmed at the foot of some huge pre­cip­it­ous façade. The lights and shad­ows va­cil­lated wildly through all the city of palaces and domes as he bran­dished the lamp in ec­stasy above his head.

			“And then,” he had sud­denly stooped down, he was peer­ing and point­ing once more in­to the de­tails of his palace, “then there’s the door­way—all flor­id and rich with carving. How mag­ni­fi­cently and sur­pris­ingly it flowers out of the bare walls! Like the co­lossal writ­ing of Dari­us, like the fig­ures graven in the bald face of the pre­cip­ice over Be­his­tun—un­ex­pec­ted and beau­ti­ful and hu­man, hu­man in the sur­round­ing empti­ness.”

			Gum­bril Seni­or brushed back his hair and turned, smil­ing, to look at his son over the top of his spec­tacles.

			“Very fine,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or nod­ded to him. “But isn’t the wall a little too blank? You seem to al­low very few win­dows in this vast palazzo.”

			“True,” his fath­er replied, “very true.” He sighed. “I’m afraid this design would hardly do for Eng­land. It’s meant for a place where there’s some sun—where you do your best to keep the light out, in­stead of let­ting it in, as you have to do here. Win­dows are the curse of ar­chi­tec­ture in this coun­try. Your walls have to be like sieves, all holes, it’s heart­break­ing. If you wanted me to build you this house, you’d have to live in Bar­ba­dos or some­where like that.”

			“There’s noth­ing I should like bet­ter,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or.

			“An­oth­er great ad­vant­age of sunny coun­tries,” Gum­bril Seni­or pur­sued, “is that one can really live like an ar­is­to­crat, in pri­vacy, by one­self. No need to look out on the dirty world or to let the dirty world look in on you. Here’s this great house, for ex­ample, look­ing out on the world through a few dark portholes and a single cav­ernous door­way. But look in­side.” He held his lamp above the court­yard that was at the heart of the palace. Gum­bril Ju­ni­or leaned and looked, like his fath­er. “All the life looks in­wards—in­to a lovely court­yard, a more than Span­ish patio. Look there at the treble tiers of ar­cades, the vaul­ted cloisters for your cool peri­pat­et­ic med­it­a­tions, the cent­ral Tri­ton spout­ing white wa­ter in­to a marble pool, the mo­sa­ic work on the floor and flower­ing up the walls, bril­liant against the white stucco. And there’s the arch­way that leads out in­to the gar­dens. And now you must come and have a look at the garden front.”

			He walked round with his lamp to the oth­er side of the table. There was sud­denly a crash; the wire had twitched a cathed­ral from off the table. It lay on the floor in dis­astrous ru­in as though shattered by some ap­palling cata­clysm.

			“Hell and death!” said Gum­bril Seni­or in an out­burst of Eliza­beth­an fury. He put down the lamp and ran to see how ir­re­par­able the dis­aster had been. “They’re so hor­ribly ex­pens­ive, these mod­els,” he ex­plained, as he bent over the ru­ins. Ten­derly he picked up the pieces and re­placed them on the table. “It might have been worse,” he said at last, brush­ing the dust off his hands. “Though I’m afraid that dome will nev­er be quite the same again.” Pick­ing up the lamp once more, he held it high above his head and stood look­ing out, with a mel­an­choly sat­is­fac­tion, over his cre­ations. “And to think,” he said after a pause, “that I’ve been spend­ing these last days design­ing mod­el cot­tages for work­men at Bletch­ley! I’m in luck to have got the job, of course, but really, that a civ­il­ized man should have to do jobs like that! It’s too much. In the old days these creatures built their own hov­els, and very nice and suit­able they were too. The ar­chi­tects busied them­selves with ar­chi­tec­ture—which is the ex­pres­sion of hu­man dig­nity and great­ness, which is man’s protest, not his miser­able ac­qui­es­cence. You can’t do much protest­ing in a mod­el cot­tage at sev­en hun­dred pounds a time. A little, no doubt, you can protest a little; you can give your cot­tage de­cent pro­por­tions and avoid sor­did­ness and vul­gar­ity. But that’s all; it’s really a neg­at­ive pro­cess. You can only be­gin to protest pos­it­ively and act­ively when you aban­don the petty hu­man scale and build for gi­ants—when you build for the spir­it and the ima­gin­a­tion of man, not for his little body. Mod­el cot­tages, in­deed!”

			Mr. Gum­bril snorted with in­dig­na­tion. “When I think of Al­berti!” And he thought of Al­berti—Al­berti, the noblest Ro­man of them all, the true and only Ro­man. For the Ro­mans them­selves had lived their own ac­tu­al lives, sor­didly and ex­tra­vag­antly in the middle of a vul­gar em­pire. Al­berti and his fol­low­ers in the Renais­sance lived the ideal Ro­man life. They put Plut­arch in­to their ar­chi­tec­ture. They took the de­test­able real Cato, the Bru­tus of his­tory, and made of them Ro­man her­oes to walk as guides and mod­els be­fore them. Be­fore Al­berti there were no true Ro­mans, and with Pir­anesi’s death the race began to with­er to­wards ex­tinc­tion.

			“And when I think of Brunelles­chi!” Gum­bril Seni­or went on to re­mem­ber with pas­sion the ar­chi­tect who had sus­pen­ded on eight thin fly­ing ribs of marble the light­est of all domes and the love­li­est.

			“And when of Michelan­gelo! The grim, enorm­ous apse. … And of Wren and of Pal­la­dio, when I think of all these—” Gum­bril Seni­or waved his arms and was si­lent. He could not put in­to words what he felt when he thought of them.

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or looked at his watch. “Half-past two,” he said. “Time to go to bed.”

		
	
		
			III

			“Mis­ter Gum­bril!” Sur­prise was mingled with de­light. “This is in­deed a pleas­ure!” De­light was now the pre­vail­ing emo­tion ex­pressed by the voice that ad­vanced, as yet without a vis­ible source, from the dark re­cesses of the shop.

			“The pleas­ure, Mr. Bojanus, is mine.” Gum­bril closed the shop door be­hind him.

			A very small man, dressed in a frock-coat, popped out from a canyon that opened, a mere black crevice, between two strat­i­fied pre­cip­ices of mid-sea­son suit­ings, and ad­van­cing in­to the open space be­fore the door bowed with an old-world grace, re­veal­ing a nacreous scalp thinly mantled with long damp creep­ers of brown hair.

			“And to what, may I ask, do I owe this pleas­ure, sir?” Mr. Bojanus looked up archly with a side­ways cock of his head that tilted the ri­gid points of his waxed mous­tache. The fin­gers of his right hand were thrust in­to the bos­om of his frock-coat and his toes were turned out in the dan­cing-mas­ter’s First Po­s­i­tion. “A light spring great­coat, is it? Or a new suit? I no­tice,” his eye trav­elled pro­fes­sion­ally up and down Gum­bril’s long, thin form, “I no­tice that the gar­ments you are wear­ing at present, Mr. Gum­bril, look—how shall I say?—well, a trifle neg­lee­jay, as the French would put it, a trifle neg­lee­jay.”

			Gum­bril looked down at him­self. He re­sen­ted Mr. Bojanus’s neg­lee­jay, he was pained and wounded by the as­per­sion. Neg­lee­jay? And he had fan­cied that he really looked rather el­eg­ant and dis­tin­guished (but, after all, he al­ways looked that, even in rags)—no, that he looked pos­it­ively neat, like Mr. Porteous, pos­it­ively sol­dierly in his black jack­et and his mu­sic­al com­edy trousers and his pat­ent leath­er shoes. And the black felt hat—didn’t that just add the for­eign, the South­ern touch which saved the whole com­pos­i­tion from banal­ity? He re­garded him­self, try­ing to see his clothes—gar­ments, Mr. Bojanus had called them; gar­ments, good Lord!—through the tail­or’s ex­pert eyes. There were sag­ging folds about the over­loaded pock­ets, there was a stain on his waist­coat, the knees of his trousers were baggy and puckered like the bare knees of Hélène Four­mont in Rubens’s fur-coat por­trait at Vi­enna. Yes, it was all hor­ribly neg­lee­jay. He felt de­pressed; but look­ing at Mr. Bojanus’s stud­ied and pro­fes­sion­al cor­rect­ness, he was a little com­for­ted. That frock-coat, for ex­ample. It was like some­thing in a very mod­ern pic­ture—such a smooth, un­wrinkled cyl­in­der about the chest, such a sense of pure and ab­stract con­ic-ness in the sleekly roun­ded skirts! Noth­ing could have been less neg­lee­jay. He was re­as­sured.

			“I want you,” he said at last, clear­ing his throat im­port­antly, “to make me a pair of trousers to a nov­el spe­cific­a­tion of my own. It’s a new idea.” And he gave a brief de­scrip­tion of Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes.

			Mr. Bojanus listened with at­ten­tion.

			“I can make them for you,” he said, when the de­scrip­tion was fin­ished. “I can make them for you—if you really wish, Mr. Gum­bril,” he ad­ded.

			“Thank you,” said Gum­bril.

			“And do you in­tend, may I ask, Mr. Gum­bril, to wear these … these gar­ments?”

			Guiltily, Gum­bril denied him­self. “Only to demon­strate the idea, Mr. Bojanus. I am ex­ploit­ing the in­ven­tion com­mer­cially, you see.”

			“Com­mer­cially? I see, Mr. Gum­bril.”

			“Per­haps you would like a share,” sug­ges­ted Gum­bril.

			Mr. Bojanus shook his head. “It wouldn’t do for my cleean­tail, I fear, Mr. Gum­bril. You could ’ar­dly ex­pect the Best People to wear such things.”

			“Couldn’t you?”

			Mr. Bojanus went on shak­ing his head. “I know them,” he said, “I know the Best People. Well.” And he ad­ded with an ir­rel­ev­ance that was, per­haps, only ap­par­ent, “Between ourselves, Mr. Gum­bril, I am a great ad­mirer of Len­in. …”

			“So am I,” said Gum­bril, “the­or­et­ic­ally. But then I have so little to lose to Len­in. I can af­ford to ad­mire him. But you, Mr. Bojanus, you, the pros­per­ous bour­geois—oh, purely in the eco­nom­ic sense of the word, Mr. Bojanus. …”

			Mr. Bojanus ac­cep­ted the ex­plan­a­tion with one of his old-world bows.

			“… you would be among the first to suf­fer if an Eng­lish Len­in were to start his activ­it­ies here.”

			“There, Mr. Gum­bril, if I may be al­lowed to say so, you are wrong.” Mr. Bojanus re­moved his hand from his bos­om and em­ployed it to em­phas­ize the points of his dis­course. “When the re­volu­tion comes, Mr. Gum­bril—the great and ne­ces­sary re­volu­tion, as Al­der­man Beck­ford called it—it won’t be the own­ing of a little money that’ll get a man in­to trouble. It’ll be his class-habits, Mr. Gum­bril, his class-speech, his class-edu­ca­tion. It’ll be Shib­boleth all over again, Mr. Gum­bril; mark my words. The Red Guards will stop people in the street and ask them to say some such word as ‘tow­el.’ If they call it ‘tow­el,’ like you and your friends, Mr. Gum­bril, why then. …” Mr. Bojanus went through the ges­tures of point­ing a rifle and pulling the trig­ger; he clicked his tongue against his teeth to sym­bol­ize the re­port. … “That’ll be the end of them. But if they say ‘tèaul,’ like the rest of us, Mr. Gum­bril, it’ll be: ‘Pass Friend and Long Live the Pro­let­ari­at.’ Long live Tèaul.”

			“I’m afraid you may be right,” said Gum­bril.

			“I’m con­vinced of it,” said Mr. Bojanus. “It’s my cli­ents, Mr. Gum­bril, it’s the Best People that the oth­er people re­sent. It’s their con­fid­ence, their ease, it’s the habit their money and their po­s­i­tion give them of or­der­ing people about, it’s the way they take their place in the world for gran­ted, it’s their prestige, which the oth­er people would like to deny, but can’t—it’s all that, Mr. Gum­bril, that’s so galling.”

			Gum­bril nod­ded. He him­self had en­vied his se­curer friends their power of ig­nor­ing the hu­man­ity of those who were not of their class. To do that really well, one must al­ways have lived in a large house full of clock­work ser­vants; one must nev­er have been short of money, nev­er at a res­taur­ant ordered the cheap­er thing in­stead of the more de­li­cious; one must nev­er have re­garded a po­lice­man as any­thing but one’s paid de­fend­er against the lower or­ders, nev­er for a mo­ment have doubted one’s di­vine right to do, with­in the ac­cep­ted lim­its, ex­actly what one liked without a fur­ther thought to any­thing or any­one but one­self and one’s own en­joy­ment. Gum­bril had been brought up among these blessed be­ings; but he was not one of them. Alas? or for­tu­nately? He hardly knew which.

			“And what good do you ex­pect the re­volu­tion to do, Mr. Bojanus?” he asked at last.

			Mr. Bojanus re­placed his hand in his bos­om. “None whatever, Mr. Gum­bril,” he said. “None whatever.”

			“But Liberty,” Gum­bril sug­ges­ted, “equal­ity and all that. What about those, Mr. Bojanus?”

			Mr. Bojanus smiled up at him tol­er­antly and kindly, as he might have smiled at someone who had sug­ges­ted, shall we say, that even­ing trousers should be turned up at the bot­tom. “Liberty, Mr. Gum­bril?” he said; “you don’t sup­pose any ser­i­ous-minded per­son ima­gines a re­volu­tion is go­ing to bring liberty, do you?”

			“The people who make the re­volu­tion al­ways seem to ask for liberty.”

			“But do they ever get it, Mr. Gum­bril?” Mr. Bojanus cocked his head play­fully and smiled. “Look at ’is­tory, Mr. Gum­bril, look at ’is­tory. First it’s the French Re­volu­tion. They ask for polit­ic­al liberty. And they gets it. Then comes the Re­form Bill, then Forty-Eight, then all the Fran­chise Acts and Votes for Wo­men—al­ways more and more polit­ic­al liberty. And what’s the res­ult, Mr. Gum­bril? Noth­ing at all. Who’s freer for polit­ic­al liberty? Not a soul, Mr. Gum­bril. There was nev­er a great­er swindle ’atched in the ’ole of ’is­tory. And when you think ’ow those poor young men like Shel­ley talked about it—it’s pathet­ic,” said Mr. Bojanus, shak­ing his head, “reelly pathet­ic. Polit­ic­al liberty’s a swindle be­cause a man doesn’t spend his time be­ing polit­ic­al. He spends it sleep­ing, eat­ing, amus­ing him­self a little and work­ing—mostly work­ing. When they’d got all the polit­ic­al liberty they wanted—or found they didn’t want—they began to un­der­stand this. And so now it’s all for the in­dus­tri­al re­volu­tion, Mr. Gum­bril. But bless you, that’s as big a swindle as the oth­er. How can there ever be liberty un­der any sys­tem? No amount of profit-shar­ing or self-gov­ern­ment by the work­ers, no amount of hyjeen­ic con­di­tions or co­coa vil­lages or re­cre­ation grounds can get rid of the fun­da­ment­al slavery—the ne­ces­sity of work­ing. Liberty? why, it doesn’t ex­ist! There’s no liberty in this world; only gil­ded cages. And then, Mr. Gum­bril, even sup­pose you could some­how get rid of the ne­ces­sity of work­ing, sup­pose a man’s time were all leis­ure. Would he be free then? I say noth­ing of the nat­ur­al slavery of eat­ing and sleep­ing and all that, Mr. Gum­bril; I say noth­ing of that, be­cause that, if I may say so, would be too ’air-split­ting and meta­phys­ic­al. But what I do ask you is this,” and Mr. Bojanus wagged his fore­finger al­most men­acingly at the sleep­ing part­ner in this dia­logue: “would a man with un­lim­ited leis­ure be free, Mr. Gum­bril? I say he would not. Not un­less he ’appened to be a man like you or me, Mr. Gum­bril, a man of sense, a man of in­de­pend­ent judg­ment. An or­din­ary man would not be free. Be­cause he wouldn’t know how to oc­cupy his leis­ure ex­cept in some way that would be forced on ’im by oth­er people. People don’t know ’ow to en­ter­tain them­selves now; they leave it to oth­er people to do it for them. They swal­low what’s giv­en them. They ’ave to swal­low it, wheth­er they like it or not. Cinemas, news­pa­pers, magazines, gramo­phones, foot­ball matches, wire­less tele­phones—take them or leave them, if you want to amuse you­self. The or­din­ary man can’t leave them. He takes; and what’s that but slavery? And so you see, Mr. Gum­bril,” Mr. Bojanus smiled with a kind of roguish tri­umph, “you see that even in the purely ’ypo­thet­ic­al case of a man with in­def­in­ite leis­ure, there still would be no free­dom. … And the case, as I have said, is purely ’ypo­thet­ic­al; at any rate so far as con­cerns the sort of people who want a re­volu­tion. And as for the sort of people who do en­joy leis­ure, even now—why I think, Mr. Gum­bril, you and I know enough about the Best People to know that free­dom, ex­cept pos­sibly sexu­al free­dom, is not their strongest point. And sexu­al free­dom—what’s that?” Mr. Bojanus dra­mat­ic­ally in­quired. “You and I, Mr. Gum­bril,” he answered con­fid­en­tially, “we know. It’s an ’or­rible, ’ideous slavery. That’s what it is. Or am I wrong, Mr. Gum­bril?”

			“Quite right, quite right, Mr. Bojanus,” Gum­bril hastened to reply.

			“From all of which,” con­tin­ued Mr. Bojanus, “it fol­lows that, ex­cept for a few, a very few people like you and me, Mr. Gum­bril, there’s no such thing as liberty. It’s an ’oax, Mr. Gum­bril. An ’or­rible plant. And if I may be al­lowed to say so,” Mr. Bojanus lowered his voice, but still spoke with em­phas­is, “a bloody swindle.”

			“But in that case, Mr. Bojanus, why are you so anxious to have a re­volu­tion?” Gum­bril in­quired.

			Thought­fully, Mr. Bojanus twis­ted to a finer point his waxed mous­taches. “Well,” he said at last, “it would be a nice change. I was al­ways one for change and a little ex­cite­ment. And then there’s the sci­entif­ic in­terest. You nev­er quite know ’ow an ex­per­i­ment will turn out, do you, Mr. Gum­bril? I re­mem­ber when I was a boy, my old dad—a great garden­er he was, a reg­u­lar flo­ri­cul­tur­ist, you might say, Mr. Gum­bril—he tried the ex­per­i­ment of graft­ing a sprig of Gloire de Di­jon on to a black cur­rant bush. And, would you be­lieve it? the roses came out black, coal black, Mr. Gum­bril. Nobody would ever have guessed that if the thing had nev­er been tried. And that’s what I say about the re­volu­tion. You don’t know what’ll come of it till you try. Black roses, blue roses—’oo knows, Mr. Gum­bril, ’oo knows?”

			“Who in­deed?” Gum­bril looked at his watch. “About those trousers …” he ad­ded.

			“Those gar­ments,” cor­rec­ted Mr. Bojanus. “Ah, yes. Should we say next Tues­day?”

			“Let us say next Tues­day.” Gum­bril opened the shop door. “Good morn­ing, Mr. Bojanus.”

			Mr. Bojanus bowed him out, as though he had been a prince of the blood.

			The sun was shin­ing and at the end of the street between the houses the sky was blue. Gauz­ily the dis­tances faded to a soft rich in­dis­tinct­ness; there were veils of golden muslin thick­en­ing down the length of every vista. On the trees in the Han­over Square gar­dens the young leaves were still so green that they seemed to be alight, green fire, and the sooty trunks looked black­er and dirti­er than ever. It would have been a pleas­ant and ap­pos­ite thing if a cuckoo had star­ted call­ing. But though the cuckoo was si­lent it was a happy day. A day, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, as he strolled idly along, to be in love.

			From the world of tail­ors Gum­bril passed in­to that of the ar­ti­fi­cial pearl mer­chants and with a still keen­er ap­pre­ci­ation of the amor­ous qual­it­ies of this clear spring day, he began a leis­ured march along the per­fumed pave­ments of Bond Street. He thought with a pro­found sat­is­fac­tion of those sixty-three pa­pers on the Risor­gi­mento. How pleas­ant it was to waste time! And Bond Street offered so many op­por­tun­it­ies for wast­ing it agree­ably. He trot­ted round the Spring Ex­hib­i­tion at the Gros­ven­or and came out, a little re­gret­ting, he had to con­fess, his eight­een pence for ad­mis­sion. After that, he pre­ten­ded that he wanted to buy a grand pi­ano. When he had fin­ished prac­tising his fa­vour­ite pas­sages on the mag­ni­fi­cent in­stru­ment to which they ob­sequiously in­tro­duced him, he looked in for a few mo­ments at So­theby’s, sniffed among the an­cient books and strolled on again, ad­mir­ing the ci­gars, the lu­cid scent-bottles, the socks, the old mas­ters, the em­er­ald neck­laces, everything, in fact, in all the shops he passed.

			“Forth­com­ing Ex­hib­i­tion of Works by Casimir Lypi­att.” The an­nounce­ment caught his eye. And so poor old Lypi­att was on the warpath again, he re­flec­ted, as he pushed open the doors of the Al­bemarle Gal­ler­ies. Poor old Lypi­att! Dear old Lypi­att, even. He liked Lypi­att. Though he had his de­fects. It would be fun to see him again.

			Gum­bril found him­self in the midst of a dis­mal col­lec­tion of etch­ings. He passed them in re­view, won­der­ing why it was that, in these hard days when no paint­er can sell a pic­ture, al­most any dull fool who can scratch a con­ven­tion­al etch­er’s view of two boats, a sug­ges­ted cloud and the flat sea should be able to get rid of his prints by the dozen and at guineas apiece. He was in­ter­rup­ted in his spec­u­la­tions by the ap­proach of the as­sist­ant in charge of the gal­lery. He came up shyly and un­com­fort­ably, but with the con­scien­tious de­term­in­a­tion of one am­bi­tious to do his duty and make good. He was a very young man with pale hair, to which heavy oil­ing had giv­en a curi­ous grey­ish col­our, and a face of such child­ish con­tour and so im­berb that he looked like a little boy play­ing at grownups. He had only been at this job a few weeks and he found it very dif­fi­cult.

			“This,” he re­marked, with a little in­tro­duct­ory cough, point­ing to one view of the two boats and the flat sea, “is an earli­er state than this.” And he poin­ted to an­oth­er view, where the boats were still two and the sea seemed just as flat—though pos­sibly, on a closer in­spec­tion, it might really have been flat­ter.

			“In­deed,” said Gum­bril.

			The as­sist­ant was rather pained by his cold­ness. He blushed; but con­strained him­self to go on. “Some ex­cel­lent judges,” he said, “prefer the earli­er state, though it is less highly fin­ished.”

			“Ah?”

			“Beau­ti­ful at­mo­sphere, isn’t it?” The as­sist­ant put his head on one side and pursed his child­ish lips ap­pre­ci­at­ively.

			Gum­bril nod­ded.

			With des­per­a­tion, the as­sist­ant in­dic­ated the shad­owed rump of one of the boats. “A won­der­ful feel­ing in this pas­sage,” he said, red­der than ever.

			“Very in­tense,” said Gum­bril.

			The as­sist­ant smiled at him grate­fully. “That’s the word,” he said, de­lighted. “In­tense. That’s it. Very in­tense.” He re­peated the word sev­er­al times as though to make sure of re­mem­ber­ing it when the oc­ca­sion next presen­ted it­self. He was de­term­ined to make good.

			“I see Mr. Lypi­att is to have a show here soon,” re­marked Gum­bril, who had had enough of the boats.

			“He is mak­ing the fi­nal ar­range­ments with Mr. Al­bemarle at this very mo­ment,” said the as­sist­ant tri­umphantly, with the air of one who pro­duces, at the dra­mat­ic and crit­ic­al mo­ment, a rab­bit out of the empty hat.

			“You don’t say so?” Gum­bril was duly im­pressed. “Then I’ll wait till he comes out,” he said, and sat down with his back to the boats.

			The as­sist­ant re­turned to his desk and picked up the gold-belted foun­tain pen which his Aunt had giv­en him when he first went in­to busi­ness, last Christ­mas. “Very in­tense,” he wrote in cap­it­als on a half-sheet of note­pa­per. “The feel­ing in this pas­sage is very in­tense.” He stud­ied the pa­per for a few mo­ments, then fol­ded it up care­fully and put it away in his waist­coat pock­et. “Al­ways make a note of it.” That was one of the busi­ness mot­toes he had him­self writ­ten out so la­bor­i­ously in In­di­an ink and old Eng­lish let­ter­ing. It hung over his bed between “The Lord is my Shep­herd,” which his moth­er had giv­en him, and a quo­ta­tion from Dr. Frank Crane, “A smil­ing face sells more goods than a clev­er tongue.” Still, a clev­er tongue, the young as­sist­ant had of­ten re­flec­ted, was a very use­ful thing, es­pe­cially in this job. He wondered wheth­er one could say that the com­pos­i­tion of a pic­ture was very in­tense. Mr. Al­bemarle was very keen on the com­pos­i­tion, he no­ticed. But per­haps it was bet­ter to stick to plain “fine,” which was a little com­mon­place, per­haps, but very safe. He would ask Mr. Al­bemarle about it. And then there was all that stuff about plastic val­ues and pure plas­ti­city. He sighed. It was all very dif­fi­cult. A chap might be as will­ing and eager to make good as he liked; but when it came to this about at­mo­sphere and in­tense pas­sages and plas­ti­city—well, really, what could a chap do? Make a note of it. It was the only thing.

			In Mr. Al­bemarle’s private room Casimir Lypi­att thumped the table. “Size, Mr. Al­bemarle,” he was say­ing, “size and vehe­mence and spir­itu­al sig­ni­fic­ance—that’s what the old fel­lows had, and we haven’t. …” He ges­tic­u­lated as he talked, his face worked and his green eyes, set in their dark, charred or­bits, were full of a troubled light. The fore­head was pre­cip­it­ous, the nose long and sharp; in the bony and al­most flesh­less face, the lips of the wide mouth were sur­pris­ingly full.

			“Pre­cisely, pre­cisely,” said Mr. Al­bemarle in his juicy voice. He was a round, smooth, little man with a head like an egg; he spoke, he moved with a cer­tain pomp, a but­ler­ish grav­ity, that were evid­ently meant to be ducal.

			“That’s what I’ve set my­self to re­cap­ture,” Lypi­att went on: “the size, the mas­ter­ful­ness of the mas­ters.” He felt a warmth run­ning through him as he spoke, flush­ing his cheeks, pulsing hotly be­hind the eyes, as though he had drunk a draught of some heart­en­ing red wine. His own words elated him, and drunk­enly ges­tic­u­lat­ing, he was as though drunk­en. The great­ness of the mas­ters—he felt it in him. He knew his own power, he knew, he knew. He could do all that they had done. Noth­ing was bey­ond his strength.

			Egg-headed Al­bemarle con­fron­ted him, im­pec­cably the but­ler, ex­acer­bat­ingly se­rene. Al­bemarle too should be fired. He struck the table once more, he broke out again:

			“It’s been my mis­sion,” he shouted, “all these years.”

			All these years. … Time had worn the hair from his temples; the high, steep fore­head seemed high­er than it really was. He was forty now; the tur­bu­lent young Lypi­att who had once de­clared that no man could do any­thing worth do­ing after he was thirty, was forty now. But in these fiery mo­ments he could for­get the years, he could for­get the dis­ap­point­ments, the un­sold pic­tures, the bad re­views. “My mis­sion,” he re­peated; “and by God! I feel, I know I can carry it through.”

			Warmly the blood pulsed be­hind his eyes.

			“Quite,” said Mr. Al­bemarle, nod­ding the egg. “Quite.”

			“And how small the scale is nowadays!” Lypi­att went on, rhaps­od­ic­ally. “How trivi­al the con­cep­tion, how lim­ited the scope! You see no paint­er-sculptor-po­ets, like Michelan­gelo; no sci­ent­ist-artists, like Le­onardo; no math­em­atician-courtiers, like Boscov­itch; no im­pres­ario-mu­si­cians, like Han­del; no geni­uses of all trades, like Wren. I have set my­self against this ab­ject spe­cial­iz­a­tion of ours. I stand alone, op­pos­ing it with my ex­ample.” Lypi­att raised his hand. Like the statue of Liberty, stand­ing co­lossal and alone.

			“Nev­er­the­less,” began Mr. Al­bemarle.

			“Paint­er, poet, mu­si­cian,” cried Lypi­att. “I am all three. I. …”

			“… there is a danger of—how shall I put it—dis­sip­at­ing one’s en­er­gies,” Mr. Al­bemarle went on with de­term­in­a­tion. Dis­creetly, he looked at his watch. This con­ver­sa­tion, he thought, seemed to be pro­long­ing it­self un­ne­ces­sar­ily.

			“There is a great­er danger in let­ting them stag­nate and at­rophy,” Lypi­att re­tor­ted. “Let me give you my ex­per­i­ence.” Vehe­mently, he gave it.

			Out in the gal­lery, among the boats, the views of the Grand Canal, and the Firth of Forth, Gum­bril pla­cidly ru­min­ated. Poor old Lypi­att, he was think­ing. Dear old Lypi­att, even, in spite of his fant­ast­ic egot­ism. Such a bad paint­er, such a bom­bin­at­ing poet, such a loud emo­tion­al im­pro­viser on the pi­ano! And go­ing on like this, year after year, peg­ging away at the same old things—al­ways badly! And al­ways without a penny, al­ways liv­ing in the most hideous squal­or! Mag­ni­fi­cent and pathet­ic old Lypi­att!

			A door sud­denly opened and a loud, un­steady voice, now deep and harsh, now break­ing to shrill­ness, ex­ploded in­to the gal­lery.

			“… like a Ver­onese,” it was say­ing; “enorm­ous, vehe­ment, a great swirl­ing com­pos­i­tion” (“swirl­ing com­pos­i­tion”—men­tally, the young as­sist­ant made a note of that), “but much more ser­i­ous, of course, much more spir­itu­ally sig­ni­fic­ant, much more—”

			“Lypi­att!” Gum­bril had ris­en from his chair, had turned, had ad­vanced, hold­ing out his hand.

			“Why, it’s Gum­bril. Good Lord!” and Lypi­att seized the proffered hand with an ex­cru­ci­at­ing cor­di­al­ity. He seemed to be in ex­uber­antly good spir­its. “We’re set­tling about my show, Mr. Al­bemarle and I,” he ex­plained. “You know Gum­bril, Mr. Al­bemarle?”

			“Pleased to meet you,” said Mr. Al­bemarle. “Our friend, Mr. Lypi­att,” he ad­ded richly, “has the true artist­ic temp—”

			“It’s go­ing to be mag­ni­fi­cent.” Lypi­att could not wait till Mr. Al­bemarle had fin­ished speak­ing. He gave Gum­bril a hero­ic blow on the shoulder.

			“… artist­ic tem­pera­ment, as I was say­ing,” pur­sued Mr. Al­bemarle. “He is al­to­geth­er too im­pa­tient and en­thu­si­ast­ic for us poor people …” a ducal smile of con­des­cen­sion ac­com­pan­ied this grace­ful act of self-abase­ment … “who move in the pro­sa­ic, prac­tic­al, work­aday world.”

			Lypi­att laughed, a loud, dis­cord­ant peal. He didn’t seem to mind be­ing ac­cused of hav­ing an artist­ic tem­pera­ment; he seemed, in­deed, to en­joy it, if any­thing. “Fire and wa­ter,” he said aph­or­ist­ic­ally, “brought to­geth­er, be­get steam. Mr. Al­bemarle and I go driv­ing along like a steam en­gine. Psh, psh!” He worked his arms like a pair of al­tern­ate pis­tons. He laughed; but Mr. Al­bemarle only coldly and cour­teously smiled. “I was just telling Mr. Al­bemarle about the great Cru­ci­fix­ion I’ve just been do­ing. It’s as big and head­long as a Ver­onese, but much more ser­i­ous, more. …”

			Be­hind them the little as­sist­ant was ex­pound­ing to a new vis­it­or the beau­ties of the etch­ings. “Very in­tense,” he was say­ing, “the feel­ing in this pas­sage.” The shad­ow, in­deed, clung with an in­sist­ent af­fec­tion round the stern of the boat. “And what a fine, what a—” he hes­it­ated for an in­stant, and un­der his pale, oiled hair his face be­came sud­denly very red—“what a swirl­ing com­pos­i­tion.” He looked anxiously at the vis­it­or. The re­mark had been re­ceived without com­ment. He felt im­mensely re­lieved.

			They left the gal­ler­ies to­geth­er. Lypi­att set the pace, strid­ing along at a great rate and with a mag­ni­fi­cent bru­tal­ity through the el­eg­ant and leis­ured crowd, ges­tic­u­lat­ing and loudly talk­ing as he went. He car­ried his hat in his hand; his tie was bril­liantly or­ange. People turned to look at him as he passed and he liked it. He had, in­deed, a re­mark­able face—a face that ought by rights to have be­longed to a man of geni­us. Lypi­att was aware of it. The man of geni­us, he liked to say, bears upon his brow a kind of mark of Cain, by which men re­cog­nize him at once—“and hav­ing re­cog­nized, gen­er­ally stone him,” he would add with that pe­cu­li­ar laugh he al­ways uttered whenev­er he said any­thing rather bit­ter or cyn­ic­al; a laugh that was meant to show that the bit­ter­ness, the cyn­icism, jus­ti­fi­able as events might have made them, were really only a mask, and that be­neath it the artist was still se­renely and tra­gic­ally smil­ing. Lypi­att thought a great deal about the ideal artist. That ti­tan­ic ab­strac­tion stalked with­in his own skin. He was it—a little too con­sciously, per­haps.

			“This time,” he kept re­peat­ing, “they’ll be bowled over. This time. … It’s go­ing to be ter­rif­ic.” And with the blood beat­ing be­hind his eyes, with the ex­ult­ant con­scious­ness and cer­tainty of power grow­ing and grow­ing in him with every word he spoke, Lypi­att began to de­scribe the pic­tures there would be at his show; he talked about the pre­face he was writ­ing to the cata­logue, the poems that would be prin­ted in it by way of lit­er­ary com­ple­ment to the pic­tures. He talked, he talked.

			Gum­bril listened, not very at­tent­ively. He was won­der­ing how any­one could talk so loud, could boast so ex­tra­vag­antly. It was as though the man had to shout in or­der to con­vince him­self of his own ex­ist­ence. Poor Lypi­att; after all these years, Gum­bril sup­posed, he must have some doubts about it. Ah, but this time, this time he was go­ing to bowl them all over.

			“You’re pleased, then, with what you’ve done re­cently,” he said at the end of one of Lypi­att’s long tirades.

			“Pleased?” ex­claimed Lypi­att; “I should think I was.”

			Gum­bril might have re­minded him that he had been as well pleased in the past and that “they” had by no means been bowled over. He pre­ferred, how­ever, to say noth­ing. Lypi­att went on about the size and uni­ver­sal­ity of the old mas­ters. He him­self, it was ta­citly un­der­stood, was one of them.

			They par­ted near the bot­tom of the Tot­ten­ham Court Road, Lypi­att to go north­ward to his stu­dio off Maple Street, Gum­bril to pay one of his secret vis­its to those rooms of his in Great Rus­sell Street. He had taken them nearly a year ago now, two little rooms over a gro­cer’s shop, prom­ising him­self good­ness only knew what ad­ven­tures in them. But some­how there had been no ad­ven­tures. Still, it had pleased him, all the same, to be able to go there from time to time when he was in Lon­don and to think, as he sat in solitude be­fore his gas fire, that there was lit­er­ally not a soul in the uni­verse who knew where he was. He had an al­most child­ish af­fec­tion for mys­ter­ies and secrets.

			“Good­bye,” said Gum­bril, rais­ing his hand to the sa­lute. “And I’ll beat up some people for din­ner on Fri­day.” (For they had agreed to meet again.) He turned away, think­ing that he had spoken the last words; but he was mis­taken.

			“Oh, by the way,” said Lypi­att, who had also turned to go, but who now came step­ping quickly after his com­pan­ion. “Can you, by any chance, lend me five pounds. Only till after the ex­hib­i­tion, you know. I’m a bit short.”

			Poor old Lypi­att! But it was with re­luct­ance that Gum­bril par­ted from his Treas­ury notes.

		
	
		
			IV

			Lypi­att had a habit, which some of his friends found rather try­ing—and not only friends, for Lypi­att was ready to let the merest ac­quaint­ances, the most ab­so­lute strangers, even, in­to the secrets of his in­spir­a­tion—a habit of re­cit­ing at every pos­sible op­por­tun­ity his own verses. He would de­claim in a voice loud and trem­u­lous, with an emo­tion that nev­er seemed to vary with the vary­ing sub­ject-mat­ter of his poems, for whole quar­ters of an hour at a stretch; would go on de­claim­ing till his aud­it­ors were over­whelmed with such a con­fu­sion of em­bar­rass­ment and shame, that the blood rushed to their cheeks and they dared not meet one an­oth­er’s eyes.

			He was de­claim­ing now; not merely across the din­ner table to his own friends, but to the whole res­taur­ant. For at the first re­ver­ber­at­ing lines of his latest, “The Con­quista­dor,” there had been a startled turn­ing of heads, a cran­ing of necks from every corner of the room. The people who came to this Soho res­taur­ant be­cause it was, no­tori­ously, so “artist­ic,” looked at one an­oth­er sig­ni­fic­antly and nod­ded; they were get­ting their money’s worth, this time. And Lypi­att, with a fine air of rapt un­con­scious­ness, went on with his re­cit­a­tion.

			“Look down on Mex­ico, Con­quista­dor”—that was the re­frain.

			The Con­quista­dor, Lypi­att had made it clear, was the Artist, and the Vale of Mex­ico on which he looked down, the towered cit­ies of Tlacopan and Chalco, of Tenoch­tit­lan and Iztap­alapan sym­bol­ized—well, it was dif­fi­cult to say pre­cisely what. The uni­verse, per­haps?

			“Look down,” cried Lypi­att, with a quiv­er­ing voice.

			
				
					“Look down, Con­quista­dor!
					

					There on the val­ley’s broad green floor,
					

					There lies the lake; the jew­elled cit­ies gleam;
					

					Chalco and Tlacopan
					

					Await­ing the com­ing Man.
					

					Look down on Mex­ico, Con­quista­dor,
					

					Land of your golden dream.”
				

			

			“Not ‘dream,’ ” said Gum­bril, put­ting down the glass from which he had been pro­foundly drink­ing. “You can’t pos­sibly say ‘dream,’ you know.”

			“Why do you in­ter­rupt me?” Lypi­att turned on him an­grily. His wide mouth twitched at the corners, his whole long face worked with ex­cite­ment. “Why don’t you let me fin­ish?” He al­lowed his hand, which had hung awk­wardly in the air above him, sus­pen­ded, as it were, at the top of a ges­ture, to sink slowly to the table. “Im­be­cile!” he said, and once more picked up his knife and fork.

			“But really,” Gum­bril in­sisted, “you can’t say ‘dream.’ Can you now, ser­i­ously?” He had drunk the best part of a bottle of Bur­gundy and he felt good-hu­moured, ob­stin­ate and a little bel­li­cose.

			“And why not?” Lypi­att asked.

			“Oh, be­cause one simply can’t.” Gum­bril leaned back in his chair, smiled and caressed his droop­ing blond mous­tache. “Not in this year of grace, nine­teen twenty-two.”

			“But why?” Lypi­att re­peated, with ex­as­per­a­tion.

			“Be­cause it’s al­to­geth­er too late in the day,” de­clared pre­cious Mr. Mer­captan, rush­ing up to his em­phas­is with flutes and roar­ing, like a true Con­quista­dor, to fall back, how­ever, at the end of the sen­tence rather ig­no­mini­ously in­to a breath­less con­fu­sion. He was a sleek, com­fort­able young man with smooth brown hair par­ted in the centre and con­duc­ted in a pair of flow­ing curves across the temples, to be looped in damp curls be­hind his ears. His face ought to have been rather more ex­quis­ite, rather more re­finedly dix-huitième than it ac­tu­ally was. It had a rather gross, snouty look, which was sadly out of har­mony with Mr. Mer­captan’s in­im­it­ably grace­ful style. For Mr. Mer­captan had a style and used it, de­light­fully, in his middle art­icles for the lit­er­ary weeklies. His most pre­cious work, how­ever, was that little volume of es­says, prose poems, vign­ettes and para­doxes, in which he had so bril­liantly il­lus­trated his fa­vour­ite theme—the pet­ti­ness, the simi­an lim­it­a­tions, the in­sig­ni­fic­ance and the ab­surd pre­ten­tious­ness of Homo soi-dis­ant Sapi­ens. Those who met Mr. Mer­captan per­son­ally of­ten came away with the feel­ing that per­haps, after all, he was right in judging so severely of hu­man­ity.

			“Too late in the day,” he re­peated. “Times have changed. Sunt lac­rymæ re­rum, nos et mutamur in il­lis.” He laughed his own ap­plause.

			“Quot hom­ines, tot dis­putan­dum est,” said Gum­bril, tak­ing an­oth­er sip of his Beau­ne Supérieure. At the mo­ment, he was all for Mer­captan.

			“But why is it too late?” Lypi­att in­sisted.

			Mr. Mer­captan made a del­ic­ate ges­ture. “Ça se sent, mon cher ami,” he said, “ça ne s’ex­plique pas.” Satan, it is said, car­ries hell in his heart; so it was with Mr. Mer­captan—wherever he was, it was Par­is. “Dreams in nine­teen twenty-two. …” He shrugged his shoulders.

			“After you’ve ac­cep­ted the war, swal­lowed the Rus­si­an fam­ine,” said Gum­bril. “Dreams!”

			“They be­longed to the Rostand epoch,” said Mr. Mer­captan, with a little tit­ter. “Le Rève—ah!”

			Lypi­att dropped his knife and fork with a clat­ter and leaned for­ward, eager for battle. “Now I have you,” he said, “now I have you on the hip. You’ve giv­en yourselves away. You’ve giv­en away the secret of your spir­itu­al poverty, your weak­ness and pet­ti­ness and im­pot­ence. …”

			“Im­pot­ence? You ma­lign me, sir,” said Gum­bril.

			Shear­wa­ter pon­der­ously stirred. He had been si­lent all this time, sit­ting with hunched shoulders, his el­bows on the table, his big round head bent for­ward, ab­sorbed, ap­par­ently, in the slow me­tic­u­lous crum­bling of a piece of bread. Some­times he put a piece of crust in his mouth and un­der the bushy brown mous­tache his jaw moved slowly, ru­min­at­ively, with a side­ways mo­tion, like a cow’s. He nudged Gum­bril with his el­bow. “Ass,” he said, “be quiet.”

			Lypi­att went on tor­ren­tially. “You’re afraid of ideals, that’s what it is. You dar­en’t ad­mit to hav­ing dreams. Oh, I call them dreams,” he ad­ded par­en­thet­ic­ally. “I don’t mind be­ing thought a fool and old-fash­ioned. The word’s short­er and more Eng­lish. Be­sides, it rhymes with gleams. Ha, ha!” And Lypi­att laughed his loud Ti­tan’s laugh, the laugh of cyn­icism which seems to be­lie, but which, for those who have un­der­stand­ing, re­veals the high, pos­it­ive spir­it with­in. “Ideals—they’re not suf­fi­ciently gen­teel for you civ­il­ized young men. You’ve quite out­grown that sort of thing. No dream, no re­li­gion, no mor­al­ity.”

			“I glory in the name of ear­wig,” said Gum­bril. He was pleased with that little in­ven­tion. It was fe­li­cit­ous; it was well chosen. “One’s an ear­wig in sheer self-pro­tec­tion,” he ex­plained.

			But Mr. Mer­captan re­fused to ac­cept the name of ear­wig at any price. “What there is to be ashamed of in be­ing civ­il­ized, I really don’t know,” he said, in a voice that was now the bull’s, now the pip­ing robin’s. “No, if I glory in any­thing, it’s in my little ro­coco bou­doir, and the con­ver­sa­tions across the pol­ished ma­hogany, and the del­ic­ate, las­ci­vi­ous, witty little flir­ta­tions on ample so­fas in­hab­ited by the soul of Cre­bil­lon Fils. We needn’t all be Rus­si­ans, I hope. These re­volt­ing Dosto­evskys.” Mr. Mer­captan spoke with a pro­found feel­ing. “Nor all Uto­pi­ans. Homo au naturel—” Mr. Mer­captan ap­plied his thumb and fore­finger to his, alas! too snout-like nose, “ça pue. And as for Homo à la H. G. Wells—ça ne pue pas as­sez. What I glory in is the civ­il­ized, middle way between stink and asepsis. Give me a little musk, a little in­tox­ic­at­ing fem­in­ine ex­hal­a­tion, the bou­quet of old wine and straw­ber­ries, a lav­ender bag un­der every pil­low and pot­pourri in the corners of the draw­ing-room. Read­able books, amus­ing con­ver­sa­tion, civ­il­ized wo­men, grace­ful art and dry vin­tage, mu­sic, with a quiet life and reas­on­able com­fort—that’s all I ask for.”

			“Talk­ing about com­fort,” Gum­bril put in, be­fore Lypi­att had time to fling his an­swer­ing thun­ders, “I must tell you about my new in­ven­tion. Pneu­mat­ic trousers,” he ex­plained. “Blow them up. Per­fect com­fort. You see the idea? You’re a sedent­ary man, Mer­captan. Let me put you down for a couple of pairs.”

			Mr. Mer­captan shook his head. “Too Well­si­an,” he said. “Too hor­ribly Uto­pi­an. They’d be ludicrously out of place in my bou­doir. And be­sides, my sofa is well enough sprung already, thank you.”

			“But what about Tol­stoy?” shouted Lypi­att, let­ting out his im­pa­tience in a vi­ol­ent blast.

			Mr. Mer­captan waved his hand. “Rus­si­an,” he said, “Rus­si­an.”

			“And Michelan­gelo?”

			“Al­berti,” said Gum­bril, very ser­i­ously, giv­ing them all a piece of his fath­er’s mind—“Al­berti was much the bet­ter ar­chi­tect, I as­sure you.”

			“And pre­ten­tious­ness for pre­ten­tious­ness,” said Mr. Mer­captan, “I prefer old Bor­romini and the baroque.”

			“What about Beeth­oven?” went on Lypi­att. “What about Blake? Where do they come in un­der your scheme of things?”

			Mr. Mer­captan shrugged his shoulders. “They stay in the hall,” he said. “I don’t let them in­to the bou­doir.”

			“You dis­gust me,” said Lypi­att, with rising in­dig­na­tion, and mak­ing wider ges­tures. “You dis­gust me—you and your odi­ous little sham eight­eenth-cen­tury civil­iz­a­tion; your pid­dling little po­etry; your art for art’s sake in­stead of for God’s sake; your naus­eat­ing little cop­u­la­tions without love or pas­sion; your hog­gish ma­ter­i­al­ism; your bes­ti­al in­dif­fer­ence to all that’s un­happy and your yelp­ing hatred of all that’s great.”

			“Charm­ing, charm­ing,” mur­mured Mr. Mer­captan, who was pour­ing oil on his salad.

			“How can you ever hope to achieve any­thing de­cent or sol­id, when you don’t even be­lieve in de­cency or solid­ity? I look about me,” and Lypi­att cast his eyes wildly round the crowded room, “and I find my­self alone, spir­itu­ally alone. I strive on by my­self, by my­self.” He struck his breast, a gi­ant, a sol­it­ary gi­ant. “I have set my­self to re­store paint­ing and po­etry to their right­ful po­s­i­tion among the great mor­al forces. They have been amuse­ments, they have been mere games for too long. I am giv­ing my life for that. My life.” His voice trembled a little. “People mock me, hate me, stone me, de­ride me. But I go on, I go on. For I know I’m right. And in the end they too will re­cog­nize that I’ve been right.” It was a loud so­li­lo­quy. One could fancy that Lypi­att had been en­gaged in re­cog­niz­ing him­self.

			“All the same,” said Gum­bril with a cheer­ful stub­born­ness, “I per­sist that the word ‘dreams’ is in­ad­miss­ible.”

			“In­ad­miss­ible,” re­peated Mr. Mer­captan, im­part­ing to the word an ad­di­tion­al sig­ni­fic­ance by giv­ing it its French pro­nun­ci­ation. “In the age of Rostand, well and good. But now. …”

			“Now,” said Gum­bril, “the word merely con­notes Freud.”

			“It’s a mat­ter of lit­er­ary tact,” ex­plained Mr. Mer­captan. “Have you no lit­er­ary tact?”

			“No,” said Lypi­att, with em­phas­is, “thank God, I haven’t. I have no tact of any kind. I do things straight­for­wardly, frankly, as the spir­it moves me. I don’t like com­prom­ises.”

			He struck the table. The ges­ture start­lingly let loose a peal of cracked and diabol­ic laughter. Gum­bril and Lypi­att and Mr. Mer­captan looked quickly up; even Shear­wa­ter lif­ted his great spher­ic­al head and turned to­wards the sound the large disk of his face. A young man with a blond, fan-shaped beard stood by the table, look­ing down at them through a pair of bright blue eyes and smil­ing equi­voc­ally and dis­quiet­ingly as though his mind were full of some name­less and fant­ast­ic malice.

			“Come sta la Sua Ter­rib­iltà?” he asked; and, tak­ing off his pre­pos­ter­ous bowl­er hat, he bowed pro­foundly to Lypi­att. “How I re­cog­nize my Buon­arotti!” he ad­ded af­fec­tion­ately.

			Lypi­att laughed, rather un­com­fort­ably, and no longer on the Ti­tan­ic scale. “How I re­cog­nize my Cole­man!” he echoed, rather feebly.

			“On the con­trary,” Gum­bril cor­rec­ted, “how al­most com­pletely I fail to re­cog­nize. This beard”—he poin­ted to the blond fan—“why, may I ask?”

			“More Rus­si­an­ism,” said Mr. Mer­captan, and shook his head.

			“Ah, why in­deed?” Cole­man lowered his voice to a con­fid­en­tial whis­per. “For re­li­gious reas­ons,” he said, and made the sign of the cross.

			
				
					“Christ­like in my be­ha­viour,
					

					Like every good be­liev­er,
					

					I im­it­ate the Sa­viour,
					

					And cul­tiv­ate a beaver.
				

			

			There be beavers which have made them­selves beavers for the king­dom of heav­en’s sake. But there are some beavers, on the oth­er hand, which were so born from their moth­er’s womb.” He burst in­to a fit of out­rageous laughter which stopped as sud­denly and as vol­un­tar­ily as it had be­gun.

			Lypi­att shook his head. “Hideous,” he said, “hideous.”

			“Moreover,” Cole­man went on, without pay­ing any at­ten­tion, “I have oth­er and, alas! less holy reas­ons for this change of face. It en­ables one to make such de­light­ful ac­quaint­ances in the street. You hear someone say­ing, ‘Beaver,’ as you pass, and you im­me­di­ately have the right to rush up and get in­to con­ver­sa­tion. I owe to this dear sym­bol,” and he caressed the golden beard ten­derly with the palm of his hand, “the most ad­mir­ably dan­ger­ous re­la­tions.”

			“Mag­ni­fi­cent,” said Gum­bril, drink­ing his own health. “I shall stop shav­ing at once.”

			Shear­wa­ter looked round the table with raised eye­brows and a wrinkled fore­head. “This con­ver­sa­tion is rather bey­ond me,” he said gravely. Un­der the for­mid­able mous­tache, un­der the thick, tufted eye­brows, the mouth was small and in­genu­ous, the mild grey eyes full of an al­most child­ish in­quiry. “What does the word ‘beaver’ sig­ni­fy in this con­text? You don’t refer, I sup­pose, to the ro­dent, Castor fiber?”

			“But this is a very great man,” said Cole­man, rais­ing his bowl­er. “Tell me who he is?”

			“Our friend Shear­wa­ter,” said Gum­bril, “the physiolo­gist.”

			Cole­man bowed. “Physiolo­gic­al Shear­wa­ter,” he said. “Ac­cept my homage. To one who doesn’t know what a beaver is, I resign all my claims to su­peri­or­ity. There’s noth­ing else but beavers in all the pa­pers. Tell me, do you nev­er read the Daily Ex­press?”

			“No.”

			“Nor the Daily Mail?”

			Shear­wa­ter shook his head.

			“Nor the Mir­ror? nor the Sketch? nor the Graph­ic? nor even (for I was for­get­ting that physiolo­gists must surely have Lib­er­al opin­ions)—even the Daily News?”

			Shear­wa­ter con­tin­ued to shake his large spher­ic­al head.

			“Nor any of the even­ing pa­pers?”

			“No.”

			Cole­man once more lif­ted his hat. “O elo­quent, just and mighty Death!” he ex­claimed, and re­placed it on his head. “You nev­er read any pa­pers at all—not even our friend Mer­captan’s de­li­cious little middles in the weeklies? How is your de­li­cious little middle, by the way?” Cole­man turned to Mr. Mer­captan and with the point of his huge stick gave him a little prod in the stom­ach. “Ça marche—les tripes? Hein?” He turned back to Shear­wa­ter. “Not even those?” he asked.

			“Nev­er,” said Shear­wa­ter. “I have more ser­i­ous things to think about than news­pa­pers.”

			“And what ser­i­ous thing, may I ask?”

			“Well, at the present mo­ment,” said Shear­wa­ter, “I am chiefly pre­oc­cu­pied with the kid­neys.”

			“The kid­neys!” In an ec­stasy of de­light, Cole­man thumped the floor with the fer­rule of his stick. “The kid­neys! Tell me all about kid­neys. This is of the first im­port­ance. This is really life. And I shall sit down at your table without ask­ing per­mis­sion of Buon­arotti here, and in the teeth of Mer­captan, and without so much as think­ing about this spe­cies of Gum­bril, who might as well not be there at all. I shall sit down and—”

			“Talk­ing of sit­ting,” said Gum­bril, “I wish I could per­suade you to or­der a pair of my pat­ent pneu­mat­ic trousers. They will—”

			Cole­man waved him away. “Not now, not now,” he said. “I shall sit down and listen to the physiologue talk­ing about runions, while I my­self ac­tu­ally eat them—sautés. Sautés, mark my words.”

			Lay­ing his hat and stick on the floor be­side him, he sat down at the end of the table, between Lypi­att and Shear­wa­ter.

			“Two be­liev­ers,” he said, lay­ing his hand for a mo­ment on Lypi­att’s arm, “and three black-hearted un­be­liev­ers—con­fron­ted. Eh, Buon­arotti? You and I are both croy­ants et prati­quants, as Mer­captan would say. I be­lieve in one dev­il, fath­er quasi-almighty, Samael and his wife, the Wo­man of Whore­dom. Ha, ha!” He laughed his fe­ro­cious, ar­ti­fi­cial laugh.

			“Here’s an end to any civ­il­ized con­ver­sa­tion,” Mr. Mer­captan com­plained, hiss­ing on the c, la­bi­at­ing linger­ingly on the v of “civ­il­ized” and giv­ing the first two i’s their fullest value. The word, in his mouth, seemed to take on a spe­cial and a rich­er sig­ni­fic­ance.

			Cole­man ig­nored him. “Tell me, you physiologue,” he went on, “tell me about the physiology of the Ar­chetyp­al Man. This is most im­port­ant; Buon­arotti shares my opin­ion about this, I know. Has the Ar­chetyp­al Man a boy­au rectum, as Mer­captan would say again, or not? Everything de­pends on this, as Voltaire real­ized ages ago. ‘His feet,’ as we know already on in­spired au­thor­ity, ‘were straight feet; and the sole of his feet were like the sole of a calf’s foot.’ But the vis­cera, you must tell us some­thing about the vis­cera. Mustn’t he, Buon­arotti? And where are my ro­gnons sautés?” he shouted at the waiter.

			“You re­volt me,” said Lypi­att.

			“Not mor­tu­ally, I ’ope?” Cole­man turned with so­li­citude to his neigh­bour; then shook his head. “Mor­tu­ally I fear. Kiss me ’Ar­dy, and I die happy.” He blew a kiss in­to the air. “But why is the physiologue so slow? Up, pa­chy­derm, up! An­swer. You hold the key to everything. The key, I tell you, the key. I re­mem­ber, when I used to hang about the bio­lo­gic­al labor­at­or­ies at school, evis­cer­at­ing frogs—cru­ci­fied with pins, they were, belly up­wards, like little green Christs—I re­mem­ber once, when I was sit­ting there, quietly por­ing over the en­trails, in came the labor­at­ory boy and said to the stinks ush­er: ‘Please, sir, may I have the key of the Ab­so­lute?’ And, would you be­lieve it, that ush­er calmly put his hand in his trouser pock­et and fished out a small Yale key and gave it him without a word. What a ges­ture! The key of the Ab­so­lute. But it was only the ab­so­lute al­co­hol the urchin wanted—to pickle some loath­some fœtus in, I sup­pose. God rot his soul in peace! And now, Castor Fiber, out with your key. Tell us about the Ar­chetyp­al Man, tell us about the prim­or­di­al Adam. Tell us all about the boy­au rectum.”

			Pon­der­ously, Shear­wa­ter moved his clumsy frame; lean­ing back in his chair he scru­tin­ized Cole­man with a large, be­ne­vol­ent curi­os­ity. The eyes un­der the sav­age eye­brows were mild and gentle; be­hind the fear­ful dis­guise of the mous­tache he smiled pout­ingly, like a baby who sees the ap­proach­ing bottle. The broad, domed fore­head was se­rene. He ran his hand through his thick brown hair, scratched his head med­it­at­ively and then, when he had thor­oughly ex­amined, had com­pre­hen­ded and duly clas­si­fied the strange phe­nomen­on of Cole­man, opened his mouth and uttered a little good-natured laugh of amuse­ment.

			“Voltaire’s ques­tion,” he said at last, in his slow, deep voice, “seemed at the time he asked it an un­answer­able piece of irony. It would have seemed al­most equally iron­ic to his con­tem­por­ar­ies, if he had asked wheth­er God had a pair of kid­neys. We know a little more about the kid­neys nowadays. If he had asked me, I should an­swer: why not? The kid­neys are so beau­ti­fully or­gan­ized; they do their work of reg­u­la­tion with such a mi­ra­cu­lous—it’s hard to find an­oth­er word—such a pos­it­ively di­vine pre­ci­sion, such know­ledge and wis­dom, that there’s no reas­on why your ar­chetyp­al man, who­ever he is, or any­one else, for that mat­ter, should be ashamed of own­ing a pair.”

			Cole­man clapped his hands. “The key,” he cried, “the key. Out of the trouser pock­et of babes and suck­lings it comes. The genu­ine, the unique Yale. How right I was to come here to­night! But, holy Sephiroth, there’s my trol­lop.”

			He picked up his stick, jumped from his chair and threaded his way between the tables. A wo­man was stand­ing near the door. Cole­man came up to her, poin­ted without speak­ing to the table, and re­turned, driv­ing her along in front of him, tap­ping her gently over the haunches with his stick, as one might drive a do­cile an­im­al to the slaughter.

			“Al­low me to in­tro­duce,” said Cole­man. “The sharer of my joys and sor­rows. La com­pagne de mes nu­its blanches et de mes jours plutôt sales. In a word, Zoe. Qui ne com­prend pas le français, qui me dé­teste avec une pas­sion égale à la mienne, et qui mangera, ma foi, des ro­gnons pour faire hon­neur au physiologue.”

			“Have some Bur­gundy?” Gum­bril proffered the bottle.

			Zoe nod­ded and pushed for­ward her glass. She was dark-haired, had a pale skin and eyes like round black­ber­ries. Her mouth was small and flor­idly curved. She was dressed, rather de­press­ingly, like a pic­ture by Au­gus­tus John, in blue and or­ange. Her ex­pres­sion was sul­len and fe­ro­cious, and she looked about her with an air of pro­found con­tempt.

			“Shear­wa­ter’s no bet­ter than a mys­tic,” fluted Mr. Mer­captan. “A mys­tic­al sci­ent­ist; really, one hadn’t reckoned on that.”

			“Like a Lib­er­al Pope,” said Gum­bril. “Poor Met­ter­nich, you re­mem­ber? Pio Nono.” And he burst in­to a fit of eso­ter­ic laughter. “Of less than av­er­age in­tel­li­gence,” he mur­mured de­lightedly, and re­filled his glass.

			“It’s only the de­lib­er­ately blind who wouldn’t reck­on on the com­bin­a­tion,” Lypi­att put in, in­dig­nantly. “What are sci­ence and art, what are re­li­gion and philo­sophy but so many ex­pres­sions in hu­man terms of some real­ity more than hu­man? New­ton and Boehme and Michelan­gelo—what are they do­ing but ex­press­ing, in dif­fer­ent ways, dif­fer­ent as­pects of the same thing?”

			“Al­berti, I beg you,” said Gum­bril. “I as­sure you he was the bet­ter ar­chi­tect.”

			“Fi donc!” said Mr. Mer­captan. “San Carlo alle Quatro Font­ane—” But he got no fur­ther. Lypi­att ab­ol­ished him with a ges­ture.

			“One real­ity,” he cried, “there is only one real­ity.”

			“One real­ity,” Cole­man reached out a hand across the table and caressed Zoe’s bare white arm, “and that is cal­li­pyg­ous.” Zoe jabbed at his hand with her fork.

			“We are all try­ing to talk about it,” con­tin­ued Lypi­att. “The phys­i­cists have for­mu­lated their laws, which are after all no more than stam­mer­ing pro­vi­sion­al the­or­ies about a part of it. The physiolo­gists are pen­et­rat­ing in­to the secrets of life, psy­cho­lo­gists in­to the mind. And we artists are try­ing to say what is re­vealed to us about the mor­al nature, the per­son­al­ity of that real­ity, which is the uni­verse.”

			Mr. Mer­captan threw up his hands in af­fected hor­ror. “Oh, bar­bar­id­ad, bar­bar­id­ad!” Noth­ing less than the pure Castili­an would re­lieve his feel­ings. “But all this is mean­ing­less.”

			“Quite right about the chem­ists and phys­i­cists,” said Shear­wa­ter. “They’re al­ways try­ing to pre­tend that they’re near­er the truth than we are. They take their crude the­or­ies as facts and try to make us ac­cept them when we’re deal­ing with life. Oh, they are sac­red, their the­or­ies. Laws of Nature they call them; and they talk about their known truths and our ro­mantic bio­lo­gic­al fan­cies. What a fuss they make when we talk about life! Bloody fools!” said Shear­wa­ter, mild and crush­ing. “Nobody but a fool could talk of mech­an­ism in face of the kid­neys. And there are ac­tu­ally im­be­ciles who talk about the mech­an­ism of hered­ity and re­pro­duc­tion.”

			“All the same,” began Mr. Mer­captan very earn­estly, anxious to deny his own life, “there are em­in­ent au­thor­it­ies. I can only quote what they say, of course. I can’t pre­tend to know any­thing about it my­self. But—”

			“Re­pro­duc­tion, re­pro­duc­tion,” Cole­man mur­mured the word to him­self ec­stat­ic­ally. “De­light­ful and hor­ri­fy­ing to think they all come to that, even the most vir­gin­al; that they were all made for that, little she-dogs, in spite of their china blue eyes. What sort of a man­drake shall we pro­duce, Zoe and I?” he asked, turn­ing to Shear­wa­ter. “How I should like to have a child,” he went on without wait­ing for an an­swer. “I shouldn’t teach it any­thing; no lan­guage, noth­ing at all. Just a child of nature. I be­lieve it would really be the dev­il. And then what fun it would be if it sud­denly star­ted to say ‘Bekkos,’ like the chil­dren in Hero­dotus. And Buon­arotti here would paint an al­leg­or­ic­al pic­ture of it and write an epic called ‘The Ig­noble Sav­age.’ And Castor Fiber would come and sound its kid­neys and in­vest­ig­ate its sexu­al in­stincts. And Mer­captan would write one of his in­im­it­able middle art­icles about it. And Gum­bril would make it a pair of pat­ent trousers. And Zoe and I would look par­ent­ally on and fairly swell with pride. Shouldn’t we, Zoe?” Zoe pre­served her ex­pres­sion of sul­len, un­chan­ging con­tempt and did not deign to an­swer. “Ah, how de­light­ful it would be! I long for pos­ter­ity. I live in hopes. I stope against Stopes. I—”

			Zoe threw a piece of bread, which caught him on the cheek, a little be­low the eye. Cole­man leaned back and laughed and laughed till the tears rolled down his face.

		
	
		
			V

			One after an­oth­er, they en­gaged them­selves in the re­volving doors of the res­taur­ant, trot­ted round in the mov­ing cage of glass and ejec­ted them­selves in­to the cool­ness and dark­ness of the street. Shear­wa­ter lif­ted up his large face and took two or three deep breaths. “Too much car­bon di­ox­ide and am­mo­nia in there,” he said.

			“It is un­for­tu­nate that when two or three are gathered to­geth­er in God’s name, or even in the more civ­il­ized name of Mer­captan of the de­li­cious middle,” Mer­captan dex­ter­ously par­ried the prod which Cole­man aimed at him, “it is al­to­geth­er de­plor­able that they should ne­ces­sar­ily em­pest the air.”

			Lypi­att had turned his eyes heav­en­wards. “What stars,” he said, “and what prodi­gious gaps between the stars!”

			“A real light op­era sum­mer night.” And Mer­captan began to sing, in frag­ment­ary Ger­man, the “Bar­car­olle” from the Tales of Hoff­mann. “Liebe Nacht, du schöne Nacht, oh stille mein tumpty-tum. Te, tum, Te tum. … De­li­cious Of­fen­bach. Ah, if only we could have a third Em­pire! An­oth­er com­ic Na­po­leon! That would make Par­is look like Par­is again. Tiddy, tumpty-ti-tum.”

			They walked along without any par­tic­u­lar des­tin­a­tion, but simply for the sake of walk­ing through this soft cool night. Cole­man led the way, tap­ping the pave­ment at every step with the fer­rule of his stick. “The blind lead­ing the blind,” he ex­plained. “Ah, if only there were a ditch, a cre­vasse, a great hole full of sting­ing centi­pedes and dung. How glee­fully I should lead you all in­to it!”

			“I think you would do well,” said Shear­wa­ter gravely, “to go and see a doc­tor.”

			Cole­man gave vent to a howl of de­light.

			“Does it oc­cur to you,” he went on, “that at this mo­ment we are walk­ing through the midst of sev­en mil­lion dis­tinct and sep­ar­ate in­di­vidu­als, each with dis­tinct and sep­ar­ate lives and all com­pletely in­dif­fer­ent to our ex­ist­ence? Sev­en mil­lion people, each one of whom thinks him­self quite as im­port­ant as each of us does. Mil­lions of them are now sleep­ing in an em­pes­ted at­mo­sphere. Hun­dreds of thou­sands of couples are at this mo­ment en­gaged in mu­tu­ally caress­ing one an­oth­er in a man­ner too hideous to be thought of, but in no way dif­fer­ing from the man­ner in which each of us per­forms, de­light­fully, pas­sion­ately and beau­ti­fully, his sim­il­ar work of love. Thou­sands of wo­men are now in the throes of par­tur­i­tion, and of both sexes thou­sands are dy­ing of the most di­verse and ap­palling dis­eases, or simply be­cause they have lived too long. Thou­sands are drunk, thou­sands have over-eaten, thou­sands have not had enough to eat. And they are all alive, all unique and sep­ar­ate and sens­it­ive, like you and me. It’s a hor­rible thought. Ah, if I could lead them all in­to that great hole of centi­pedes.”

			He tapped and tapped on the pave­ment in front of him, as though search­ing for the cre­vasse. At the top of his voice he began to chant: “O all ye Beasts and Cattle, curse ye the Lord: curse him and vil­i­fy him forever.”

			“All this re­li­gion,” sighed Mer­captan. “What with Lypi­att on one side, be­ing a mus­cu­lar Chris­ti­an artist, and Cole­man on the oth­er, howl­ing the black mass. … Really!” He elab­or­ated an Itali­anate ges­ture, and turned to Zoe. “What do you think of it all?” he asked.

			Zoe jerked her head in Cole­man’s dir­ec­tion. “I think ’e’s a bloody swine,” she said. They were the first words she had spoken since she had joined the party.

			“Hear, hear!” cried Cole­man, and he waved his stick.

			In the warm yel­low light of the cof­fee-stall at Hyde Park Corner loitered a little group of people. Among the peaked caps and the chauf­feurs’ dust-coats, among the weath­er-stained work­men’s jack­ets and the knot­ted handker­chiefs, there emerged an ali­en el­eg­ance. A tall tubed hat and a silk-faced over­coat, a cloak of flame-col­oured sat­in, and in bright, cop­pery hair a great Span­ish comb of carved tor­toise­shell.

			“Well, I’m damned,” said Gum­bril as they ap­proached. “I be­lieve it’s Myra Viveash.”

			“So it is,” said Lypi­att, peer­ing in his turn. He began sud­denly to walk with an af­fected swag­ger, kick­ing his heels at every step. Look­ing at him­self from out­side, his divin­ing eyes pierced through the veil of cyn­ic­al je-m’en-fichisme to the bruised heart be­neath. Be­sides, he didn’t want any­one to guess.

			“The Viveash is it?” Cole­man quickened his rap­ping along the pave­ment. “And who is the present in­cum­bent?” He poin­ted at the top hat.

			“Can it be Bru­in Opps?” said Gum­bril du­bi­ously.

			“Opps!” Cole­man yelled out the name. “Opps!”

			The top hat turned, re­veal­ing a shirt front, a long grey face, a glit­ter of cir­cu­lar glass over the left eye. “Who the dev­il are you?” The voice was harsh and ar­rog­antly of­fens­ive.

			“I am that I am,” said Cole­man. “But I have with me”—he poin­ted to Shear­wa­ter, to Gum­bril, to Zoe—“a physiologue, a ped­agogue and a pri­apagogue; for I leave out of ac­count mere artists and journ­al­ists whose titles do not end with the ma­gic syl­lable. And fi­nally,” in­dic­at­ing him­self, “plain Dog, which be­ing in­ter­preted kab­bal­ist­ic­ally back­wards, sig­ni­fies God. All at your ser­vice.” He took off his hat and bowed.

			The top hat turned back to­wards the Span­ish comb. “Who is this hor­rible drunk?” it in­quired.

			Mrs. Viveash did not an­swer him, but stepped for­ward to meet the new­comers. In one hand she held a peeled, hard-boiled egg and a thick slice of bread and but­ter in the oth­er, and between her sen­tences she bit at them al­tern­ately.

			“Cole­man!” she ex­claimed, and her voice, as she spoke, seemed al­ways on the point of ex­pir­ing, as though each word were the last, ut­terly faintly and break­ingly from a deathbed—the last, with all the pro­found and name­less sig­ni­fic­ance of the ul­ti­mate word. “It’s a very long time since I heard you rav­ing last. And you, Theodore darling, why do I nev­er see you now?”

			Gum­bril shrugged his shoulders. “Be­cause you don’t want to, I sup­pose,” he said.

			Myra laughed and took an­oth­er bite at her bread and but­ter. … She laid the back of her hand—for she was still hold­ing the butt end of her hard-boiled egg—on Lypi­att’s arm. The Ti­tan, who had been look­ing at the sky, seemed to be sur­prised to find her stand­ing there. “You?” he said, smil­ing and wrink­ling up his fore­head in­ter­rog­at­ively.

			“It’s to­mor­row I’m sit­ting for you, Casimir, isn’t it?”

			“Ah, you re­membered.” The veil par­ted for a mo­ment. Poor Lypi­att! “And happy Mer­captan? Al­ways happy?”

			Gal­lantly Mer­captan kissed the back of the hand which held the egg. “I might be hap­pi­er,” he mur­mured, rolling up at her from the snouty face a pair of small brown eyes. “Puis-je es­pérer?”

			Mrs. Viveash laughed ex­pir­ingly from her in­ward deathbed and turned on him, without speak­ing, her pale un­waver­ing glance. Her eyes had a for­mid­able ca­pa­city for look­ing and ex­press­ing noth­ing; they were like the pale blue eyes which peer out of the Sia­mese cat’s black vel­vet mask.

			“Bel­lis­sima,” mur­mured Mer­captan, flower­ing un­der their cool light.

			Mrs. Viveash ad­dressed her­self to the com­pany at large. “We have had the most ap­palling even­ing,” she said. “Haven’t we, Bru­in?”

			Bru­in Opps said noth­ing, but only scowled. He didn’t like these damned in­truders. The skin of his con­trac­ted brows oozed over the rim of his monocle, on to the shin­ing glass.

			“I thought it would be fun,” Myra went on, “to go to that place at Hamp­ton Court, where you have din­ner on an is­land and dance. …”

			“What is there about is­lands,” put in Mer­captan, in a de­li­ciously whim­sic­al par­en­thes­is, “that makes them so pe­cu­li­arly vo­lup­tu­ous? Cythera, Mon­key Is­land, Capri. Je me de­mande.”

			“An­oth­er charm­ing middle.” Cole­man poin­ted his stick men­acingly; Mr. Mer­captan stepped quickly out of range.

			“So we took a cab,” Mrs. Viveash con­tin­ued, “and set out. And what a cab, my God! A cab with only one gear and that the low­est. A cab as old as the cen­tury, a mu­seum spe­ci­men, a col­lect­or’s piece.” They had been hours and hours on the way. And when they got there, the food they were offered to eat, the wine they were ex­pec­ted to drink! From her etern­al deathbed Mrs. Viveash cried out in un­af­fected hor­ror. Everything tasted as though it has been kept soak­ing for a week in the river be­fore be­ing served up—rather weedy, with that de­li­cious typhoid fla­vour of Thames wa­ter. There was Thames even in the cham­pagne. They had not been able to eat so much as a crust of bread. Hungry and thirsty, they had re-em­barked in their an­tique taxi, and here, at last, they were, at the first out­post of civil­iz­a­tion, eat­ing for dear life.

			“Oh, a ter­rible even­ing,” Mrs. Viveash con­cluded. “The only thing which kept up my spir­its was the spec­tacle of Bru­in’s bad tem­per. You’ve no idea, Bru­in, what an in­com­par­able com­ic you can be.”

			Bru­in ig­nored the re­mark. With an ex­pres­sion of pain­fully repressed dis­gust he was eat­ing a hard-boiled egg. Myra’s caprices were be­com­ing more and more im­possible. That Hamp­ton Court busi­ness had been bad enough; but when it came to eat­ing in the street, in the middle of a lot of filthy work­men—well, really, that was rather too much.

			Mrs. Viveash looked about her. “Am I nev­er to know who this mys­ter­i­ous per­son is?” She poin­ted to Shear­wa­ter, who was stand­ing a little apart from the group, his back lean­ing against the Park rail­ings and star­ing thought­fully at the ground.

			“The physiologue,” Cole­man ex­plained, “and he has the key. The key, the key!” He hammered the pave­ment with his stick.

			Gum­bril per­formed the in­tro­duc­tion in more com­mon­place style.

			“You don’t seem to take much in­terest in us, Mr. Shear­wa­ter,” Myra called ex­pir­ingly. Shear­wa­ter looked up; Mrs. Viveash re­garded him in­tently through pale, un­waver­ing eyes, smil­ing as she looked that queer, down­ward-turn­ing smile which gave to her face, through its mask of laughter, a pe­cu­li­ar ex­pres­sion of agony. “You don’t seem to take much in­terest in us,” she re­peated.

			Shear­wa­ter shook his heavy head. “No,” he said, “I don’t think I do.”

			“Why don’t you?”

			“Why should I? There’s not time to be in­ter­ested in everything. One can only be in­ter­ested in what’s worth while.”

			“And we’re not worth while?”

			“Not to me per­son­ally,” replied Shear­wa­ter with cand­our. “The Great Wall of China, the polit­ic­al situ­ation in Italy, the habits of Trem­at­odes—all these are most in­ter­est­ing in them­selves. But they aren’t in­ter­est­ing to me; I don’t per­mit them to be. I haven’t the leis­ure.”

			“And what do you al­low your­self to be in­ter­ested in?”

			“Shall we go?” said Bru­in im­pa­tiently; he had suc­ceeded in swal­low­ing the last frag­ment of his hard-boiled egg. Mrs. Viveash did not an­swer, did not even look at him.

			Shear­wa­ter, who had hes­it­ated be­fore reply­ing, was about to speak. But Cole­man answered for him. “Be re­spect­ful,” he said to Mrs. Viveash. “This is a great man. He reads no pa­pers, not even those in which our Mer­captan so beau­ti­fully writes. He does not know what a beaver is. And he lives for noth­ing but the kid­neys.”

			Mrs. Viveash smiled her smile of agony. “Kid­neys? But what a memento mori. There are oth­er por­tions of the ana­tomy.” She threw back her cloak re­veal­ing an arm, a bare shoulder, a slant of pec­tor­al muscle. She was wear­ing a white dress that, leav­ing her back and shoulders bare, came up, un­der either arm, to a point in front and was held there by a golden thread about the neck. “For ex­ample,” she said, and twis­ted her hand sev­er­al times over and over, mak­ing the slender arm turn at the el­bow, as though to demon­strate the move­ment of the ar­tic­u­la­tions and the mus­cu­lar play.

			“Memento vivere,” Mr. Mer­captan aptly com­men­ted. “Vivamus, mea Les­bia, atque amemus.”

			Mrs. Viveash dropped her arm and pulled the cloak back in­to place. She looked at Shear­wa­ter, who had fol­lowed all her move­ments with con­scien­tious at­ten­tion, and who now nod­ded with an ex­pres­sion of in­ter­rog­a­tion on his face, as though to ask: what next?

			“We all know that you’ve got beau­ti­ful arms,” said Bru­in an­grily. “There’s no need for you to make an ex­hib­i­tion of them in the street, at mid­night. Let’s get out of this.” He laid his hand on her shoulder and made as if to draw her away. “We’d bet­ter be go­ing. Good­ness knows what’s hap­pen­ing be­hind us.” He in­dic­ated with a little move­ment of the head the loiter­ers round the cof­fee-stall. “Some dis­turb­ance among the ca­naille.”

			Mrs. Viveash looked round. The cab­drivers and the oth­er con­sumers of mid­night cof­fee had gathered in an in­ter­ested circle, curi­ous and sym­path­et­ic, round the fig­ure of a wo­man who was sit­ting, like a limp bundle tied up in black cot­ton and mack­in­tosh, on the stall-keep­er’s high stool, lean­ing wear­ily against the wall of the booth. A man stood be­side her drink­ing tea out of a thick white cup. Every­one was talk­ing at once.

			“Mayn’t the poor wretches talk?” asked Mrs. Viveash, turn­ing back to Bru­in. “I nev­er knew any­one who had the lower classes on the brain as much as you have.”

			“I loathe them,” said Bru­in. “I hate every­one poor, or ill, or old. Can’t abide them; they make me pos­it­ively sick.”

			“Quelle âme bi­en-née,” piped Mr. Mer­captan. “And how well and frankly you ex­press what we all feel and lack the cour­age to say.”

			Lypi­att gave vent to in­dig­nant laughter.

			“I re­mem­ber when I was a little boy,” Bru­in went on, “my old grand­fath­er used to tell me stor­ies about his child­hood. He told me that when he was about five or six, just be­fore the passing of the Re­form Bill of ’thirty-two, there was a song which all right-think­ing people used to sing, with a chor­us that went like this: ‘Rot the People, blast the People, damn the Lower Classes.’ I wish I knew the rest of the words and the tune. It must have been a good song.”

			Cole­man was en­rap­tured with the song. He shouldered his walk­ing-stick and began march­ing round and round the nearest lamp­post chant­ing the words to a stir­ring march tune. “Rot the People, blast the People. …” He marked the rhythm with heavy stamps of his feet.

			“Ah, if only they’d in­vent ser­vants with in­tern­al com­bus­tion en­gines,” said Bru­in, al­most pathet­ic­ally. “How­ever well trained they are, they al­ways be­tray their hu­man­ity oc­ca­sion­ally. And that is really in­tol­er­able.”

			“How te­di­ous is a guilty con­science!” Gum­bril mur­mured the quo­ta­tion.

			“But Mr. Shear­wa­ter,” said Myra, bring­ing back the con­ver­sa­tion to more con­geni­al themes, “hasn’t told us yet what he thinks of arms.”

			“Noth­ing at all,” said Shear­wa­ter. “I’m oc­cu­pied with the reg­u­la­tion of the blood at the mo­ment.”

			“But is it true what he says, Theodore?” She ap­pealed to Gum­bril.

			“I should think so.” Gum­bril’s an­swer was rather dim and re­mote. He was strain­ing to hear the talk of Bru­in’s ca­naille, and Mrs. Viveash’s ques­tion seemed a little ir­rel­ev­ant.

			“I used to do cartin’ jobs,” the man with the tea­cup was say­ing. “ ’Ad a van and a nold pony of me own. And didn’t do so badly neither. The only trouble was me lift­ing fur­niture and ’eavy weights about the place. Be­cause I ’ad mal­aria out in In­dia, in the war. …”

			“Nor even—you com­pel me to vi­ol­ate the laws of mod­esty—nor even,” Mrs. Viveash went on, smil­ing pain­fully, speak­ing husk­ily, ex­pir­ingly, “of legs?”

			A spring of blas­phemy was touched in Cole­man’s brain. “Neither de­lighteth He in any man’s legs,” he shouted, and with an ex­tra­vag­ant show of af­fec­tion he em­braced Zoe, who caught hold of his hand and bit it.

			“It comes back on you when you get tired like, mal­aria does.” The man’s face was sal­low and there was an air of pe­cu­li­ar list­less­ness and hope­less­ness about his misery. “It comes back on you, and then you go down with fever and you’re as weak as a child.”

			Shear­wa­ter shook his head.

			“Nor even of the heart?” Mrs. Viveash lif­ted her eye­brows. “Ah, now the in­ev­it­able word has been pro­nounced, the real sub­ject of every con­ver­sa­tion has ap­peared on the scene. Love, Mr. Shear­wa­ter!”

			“But as I says,” re­capit­u­lated the man with the tea­cup, “we didn’t do so badly after all. We ’ad noth­ing to com­plain about. ’Ad we, Flor­rie?”

			The black bundle made an af­firm­at­ive move­ment with its up­per ex­tremity.

			“That’s one of the sub­jects,” said Shear­wa­ter, “like the Great Wall of China and the habits of Trem­at­odes, I don’t al­low my­self to be in­ter­ested in.”

			Mrs. Viveash laughed, breathed out a little “Good God!” of in­credu­lity and as­ton­ish­ment, and asked, “Why not?”

			“No time,” he ex­plained. “You people of leis­ure have noth­ing else to do or think about. I’m busy and so nat­ur­ally less in­ter­ested in the sub­ject than you; and I take care, what’s more, to lim­it such in­terest as I have.”

			“I was goin’ up Ludgate ’Ill one day with a van­load of stuff for a chap in Clerken­well. I was lead­in’ Jerry up the ’ill—Jerry’s the name of our ole pony. …”

			“One can’t have everything,” Shear­wa­ter was ex­plain­ing, “not all at the same time, in any case. I’ve ar­ranged my life for work now. I’m quietly mar­ried, I sim­mer away do­mest­ic­ally.”

			“Quelle hor­reur!” said Mr. Mer­captan. All the Louis Quin­ze Ab­bé in him was shocked and re­vol­ted by the thought.

			“But love?” ques­tioned Mrs. Viveash. “Love?”

			“Love!” Lypi­att echoed. He was look­ing up at the Milky Way.

			“All of a sud­den out jumps a cop­per at me. ‘ ’Ow old is that ’orse?’ ’e says. ‘It ain’t fit to drawr a load, it limps in all four feet,’ ’e says. ‘No, it doesn’t,’ I says. ‘None of your an­swer­in’ back,’ ’e says. ‘Take it out­er the shafts at once.’ ”

			“But I know all about love already. I know pre­cious little still about kid­neys.”

			“But, my good Shear­wa­ter, how can you know all about love be­fore you’ve made it with all wo­men?”

			“Off we goes, me and the cop and the ’orse, up in front of the po­lice court ma­gis­trate. …”

			“Or are you one of those im­be­ciles,” Mrs. Viveash went on, “who speak of wo­men with a large W and pre­tend we’re all the same? Poor Theodore here might pos­sibly think so in his feebler mo­ments.” Gum­bril smiled vaguely from a dis­tance. He was fol­low­ing the man with the tea­cup in­to the ma­gis­trate’s stuffy court. “And Mer­captan cer­tainly does, be­cause all the wo­men who ever sat on his dix-huitième sofa cer­tainly were ex­actly like one an­oth­er. And per­haps Casimir does too; all wo­men look like his ab­surd ideal. But you, Shear­wa­ter, you’re in­tel­li­gent. Surely you don’t be­lieve any­thing so stu­pid?”

			Shear­wa­ter shook his head.

			“The cop, ’e gave evid­ence against me. ‘Limp­ing in all four feet,’ ’e says. ‘It wasn’t,’ I says, and the po­lice court vet, ’e bore me out. ‘The ’orse ’as been very well treated,’ ’e says. ‘But ’e’s old, ’e’s very old.’ ‘I know ’e’s old,’ I says. ‘But where am I goin’ to find the price for a young one?’ ”

			“x² − y²,” Shear­wa­ter was say­ing, “= (x + y)(x − y). And the equa­tion holds good whatever the val­ues of x and y. … It’s the same with your love busi­ness, Mrs. Viveash. The re­la­tion is still fun­da­ment­ally the same, whatever the value of the un­known per­son­al quant­it­ies con­cerned. Little in­di­vidu­al tics and pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies—after all, what do they mat­ter?”

			“What in­deed!” said Cole­man. “Tics, mere tics. Sheep ticks, horse ticks, bed bugs, tape worms, taint worms, guinea worms, liv­er flukes. …”

			“ ‘The ’orse must be des­troyed,’ says the beak. ‘ ’E’s too old for work.’ ‘But I’m not,’ I says. ‘I can’t get a old age pen­sion at thirty-two, can I? ’Ow am I to earn my liv­ing if you take away what I earns my liv­ing by?’ ”

			Mrs. Viveash smiled ag­on­iz­ingly. “Here’s a man who thinks per­son­al pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies are trivi­al and un­im­port­ant,” she said. “You’re not even in­ter­ested in people, then?”

			“ ‘I don’t know what you can do,’ ’e says. ‘I’m only ’ere to ad­min­is­ter the law.’ ‘Seems a queer sort of law,’ I says. ‘What law is it?’ ”

			Shear­wa­ter scratched his head. Un­der his for­mid­able black mous­tache he smiled at last his in­genu­ous, child­ish smile. “No,” he said. “No, I sup­pose I’m not. It hadn’t oc­curred to me, un­til you said it. But I sup­pose I’m not. No.” He laughed, quite de­lighted, it seemed, by this dis­cov­ery about him­self.

			“ ‘What law is it?’ ’e says. ‘The Croolty to An­im­als law. That’s what it is,’ ’e says.”

			The smile of mock­ery and suf­fer­ing ap­peared and faded. “One of these days,” said Mrs. Viveash, “you may find them more ab­sorb­ing than you do now.”

			“Mean­while,” said Shear­wa­ter. …

			“I couldn’t find a job ’ere, and ’aving been wor­kin’ on my own, my own mas­ter like, couldn’t get un­em­ploy­ment pay. So when we ’eard of jobs at Ports­mouth, we thought we’d try to get one, even if it did mean walkin’ there.”

			“Mean­while, I have my kid­neys.”

			“ ‘ ’Ope­less,’ ’e says to me, ‘quite ’ope­less. More than two hun­dred come for three va­can­cies.’ So there was noth­ing for it but to walk back again. Took us four days it did, this time. She was very bad on the way, very bad. Be­ing nearly six months gone. Our first it is. Things will be ’ar­der still, when it comes.”

			From the black bundle there is­sued a sound of quiet sob­bing.

			“Look here,” said Gum­bril, mak­ing a sud­den ir­rup­tion in­to the con­ver­sa­tion. “This is really too aw­ful.” He was con­sumed with in­dig­na­tion and pity; he felt like a proph­et in Ninev­eh.

			“There are two wretched people here,” and Gum­bril told them breath­lessly, what he had over­heard. It was ter­rible, ter­rible. “All the way to Ports­mouth and back again; on foot; without prop­er food; and the wo­man’s with child.”

			Cole­man ex­ploded with de­light. “Gravid,” he kept re­peat­ing, “gravid, gravid. The laws of gravidy, first for­mu­lated by New­ton, now re­co­di­fied by the im­mor­tal Ein­stein. God said, Let News­tein be, and there was light. And God said, Let there be Light; and there was dark­ness o’er the face of the earth.” He roared with laughter.

			Between them they raised five pounds. Mrs. Viveash un­der­took to give them to the black bundle. The cab­men made way for her as she ad­vanced; there was an un­com­fort­able si­lence. The black bundle lif­ted a face that was old and worn, like the face of a statue in the portal of a cathed­ral; an old face, but one was aware some­how, that it be­longed to a wo­man still young by the reck­on­ing of years. Her hands trembled as she took the notes, and when she opened her mouth to speak her hardly ar­tic­u­late whis­per of grat­it­ude, one saw that she had lost sev­er­al of her teeth.

			The party dis­in­teg­rated. All went their ways: Mr. Mer­captan to his ro­coco bou­doir, his sweet ba­rocco bed­room in Sloane Street; Cole­man and Zoe to­wards good­ness only knew what scenes of in­tim­ate life in Pimlico; Lypi­att to his stu­dio off the Tot­ten­ham Court Road, alone, si­lently brood­ing and per­haps too con­sciously bowed with un­hap­pi­ness. But the un­hap­pi­ness, poor Ti­tan! was real enough, for had he not seen Mrs. Viveash and the in­suf­fer­able, the stu­pid and lout­ish Opps driv­ing off in one taxi? “Must fin­ish up with a little dan­cing,” Myra had husk­ily uttered from that deathbed on which her rest­less spir­it forever and wear­ily ex­er­ted it­self. Obed­i­ently, Bru­in had giv­en an ad­dress and they had driv­en off. But after the dan­cing? Oh, was it pos­sible that that odi­ous, bad-blooded young cad was her lov­er? And that she should like him? It was no won­der that Lypi­att should have walked, bent like At­las un­der the weight of a world. And when, in Pic­ca­dilly, a be­lated and still un­suc­cess­ful pros­ti­tute sidled out of the dark­ness, as he strode by un­see­ing in his misery when she squeaked up at him a des­pair­ing “Cheer up, duck­ie,” Lypi­att sud­denly threw up his head and laughed ti­tan­ic­ally, with the ter­rible bit­ter­ness of a noble soul in pain. Even the poor drabs at the street corners were af­fected by the un­hap­pi­ness that ra­di­ated out from him, wave after throb­bing wave, like mu­sic, he liked to fancy, in­to the night. Even the wretched drabs. He walked on, more des­per­ately bowed than ever; but met no fur­ther ad­ven­ture on his way.

			Gum­bril and Shear­wa­ter both lived in Pad­ding­ton; they set off in com­pany up Park Lane, walk­ing in si­lence. Gum­bril gave a little skip to get him­self in­to step with his com­pan­ion. To be out of step, when steps so loudly and flat-footedly flapped on empty pave­ments, was dis­agree­able, he found, was em­bar­rass­ing, was some­how dan­ger­ous. Step­ping, like this, out of time, one gave one­self away, so to speak, one made the night aware of two pres­ences, when there might, if steps soun­ded in uni­son, be only one, heav­ier, more for­mid­able, more se­cure than either of the sep­ar­ate two. In uni­son, then, they flapped up Park Lane. A po­lice­man and the three po­ets, sulk­ing back to back on their foun­tain, were the only hu­man things be­sides them­selves un­der the mauve elec­tric moons.

			“It’s ap­palling, it’s hor­rible,” said Gum­bril at last, after a long, long si­lence, dur­ing which he had, in­deed, been rel­ish­ing to the full the hor­ror of it all. Life, don’t you know.

			“What’s ap­palling?” Shear­wa­ter in­quired. He walked with his big head bowed, his hands clasped be­hind his back and clutch­ing his hat; walked clum­sily, with sud­den lurches of his whole massive ana­tomy. Wherever he was, Shear­wa­ter al­ways seemed to take up the space that two or three or­din­ary people would nor­mally oc­cupy. Cool fin­gers of wind passed re­fresh­ingly through his hair. He was think­ing of the ex­per­i­ment he meant to try, in the next few days, down at the physiolo­gic­al labor­at­ory. You’d put a man on an er­gomet­er in a heated cham­ber and set him to work—hours at a time. He’d sweat, of course, prodi­giously. You’d make ar­range­ments for col­lect­ing the sweat, weigh­ing it, ana­lys­ing it and so on. The in­ter­est­ing thing would be to see what happened at the end of a few days. The man would have got rid of so much of his salts, that the blood com­pos­i­tion might be altered and all sorts of de­light­ful con­sequences might fol­low. It ought to be a cap­it­al ex­per­i­ment. Gum­bril’s ex­clam­a­tion dis­turbed him. “What’s ap­palling?” he asked rather ir­rit­ably.

			“Those people at the cof­fee-stall,” Gum­bril answered. “It’s ap­palling that hu­man be­ings should have to live like that. Worse than dogs.”

			“Dogs have noth­ing to com­plain of.” Shear­wa­ter went off at a tan­gent. “Nor guinea-pigs, nor rats. It’s these blas­ted anti-vi­vi­sec­tion ma­ni­acs who make all the fuss.”

			“But think,” cried Gum­bril, “what these wretched people have had to suf­fer! Walk­ing all the way to Ports­mouth in search of work; and the wo­man with child. It’s hor­ri­fy­ing. And then, the way people of that class are ha­bitu­ally treated. One has no idea of it un­til one has ac­tu­ally been treated that way one­self. In the war, for ex­ample, when one went to have one’s mitral mur­murs listened to by the med­ic­al board—they treated one then as though one be­longed to the lower or­ders, like all the rest of the poor wretches. It was a real eye-open­er. One felt like a cow be­ing got in­to a train. And to think that the ma­jor­ity of one’s fel­low-be­ings pass their whole lives be­ing shoved about like mal­treated an­im­als!”

			“H’m,” said Shear­wa­ter. If you went on sweat­ing in­def­in­itely, he sup­posed, you would end by dy­ing.

			Gum­bril looked through the rail­ings at the pro­found dark­ness of the park. Vast it was and mel­an­choly, with a string, here and there, of re­ced­ing lights. “Ter­rible,” he said, and re­peated the word sev­er­al times. “Ter­rible, ter­rible.” All the leg­less sol­diers grind­ing bar­rel-or­gans, all the hawkers of toys stamp­ing their leaky boots in the gut­ters of the Strand; at the corner of Cursit­or Street and Chan­cery Lane, the old wo­man with matches, forever hold­ing to her left eye a handker­chief as yel­low and dirty as the winter fog. What was wrong with the eye? He had nev­er dared to look, but hur­ried past as though she were not there, or some­times, when the fog was more than or­din­ar­ily cold and stifling, paused for an in­stant with aver­ted eyes to drop a brown coin in­to her tray of matches. And then there were the mur­der­ers hanged at eight o’clock, while one was sa­vour­ing, al­most with vo­lup­tu­ous con­scious­ness, the fi­nal dream-haunted doze. There was the phthis­ic­al char­wo­man who used to work at his fath­er’s house, un­til she got too weak and died. There were the lov­ers who turned on the gas and the ruined shop­keep­ers jump­ing in front of trains. Had one a right to be con­ten­ted and well-fed, had one a right to one’s edu­ca­tion and good taste, a right to know­ledge and con­ver­sa­tion and the leis­urely com­plex­it­ies of love?

			He looked once more through the rail­ings at the park’s im­pen­et­rable, rus­tic night, at the lines of beaded lamps. He looked, and re­membered an­oth­er night, years ago, dur­ing the war, when there were no lights in the park and the elec­tric moons above the road­way were in al­most total ec­lipse. He had walked up this street alone, full of mel­an­choly emo­tions which, though the cause of them was dif­fer­ent, were in them­selves much the same as the mel­an­choly emo­tions which swelled wind­ily up with­in him to­night. He had been most hor­ribly in love.

			“What did you think,” he asked ab­ruptly, “of Myra Viveash?”

			“Think?” said Shear­wa­ter. “I don’t know that I thought very much about her. Not a case for ra­ti­ocin­a­tion ex­actly, is she? She seemed to me en­ter­tain­ing enough, as wo­men go. I said I’d lunch with her on Thursday.”

			Gum­bril felt, all of a sud­den, the need to speak con­fid­en­tially. “There was a time,” he said in a tone that was quite un­really airy, off­hand and dis­en­gaged, “years ago, when I totally lost my head about her. Totally.” Those tear-wet patches on his pil­low, cold against his cheek in the dark­ness; and oh, the hor­rible pain of weep­ing, vainly, for some­thing that was noth­ing, that was everything in the world! “To­wards the end of the war it was. I re­mem­ber walk­ing up this dis­mal street one night, in the pitch dark­ness, writh­ing with jeal­ousy.” He was si­lent. Spec­trally, like a dim, haunt­ing ghost, he had hung about her; dumbly, dumbly im­plor­ing, ap­peal­ing. “The weak, si­lent man,” she used to call him. And once for two or three days, out of pity, out of af­fec­tion, out of a mere de­sire, per­haps, to lay the tire­some ghost, she had giv­en him what his mourn­ful si­lence im­plored—only to take it back, al­most as soon as ac­cor­ded. That oth­er night, when he had walked up this street be­fore, de­sire had eaten out his vi­tals and his body seemed empty, sick­en­ingly and achingly void; jeal­ousy was busily re­mind­ing him, with an un­flag­ging malice, of her beauty—of her beauty and the hate­ful, ruf­fi­an hands which now caressed, the eyes which looked on it. That was all long ago.

			“She is cer­tainly hand­some,” said Shear­wa­ter, com­ment­ing, at one or two re­moves, on Gum­bril’s last re­mark. “I can see that she might make any­one who got in­volved in her de­cidedly un­com­fort­able.” After a day or two’s con­tinu­ous sweat­ing, it sud­denly oc­curred to him, one might per­haps find sea­wa­ter more re­fresh­ing than fresh wa­ter. That would be queer.

			Gum­bril burst out fe­ro­ciously laugh­ing. “But there were oth­er times,” he went on jauntily, “when oth­er people were jeal­ous of me.” Ah, re­venge, re­venge. In the bet­ter world of the ima­gin­a­tion it was pos­sible to get one’s own back. What fiendish ven­det­tas were there car­ried to suc­cess­ful ends! “I re­mem­ber once writ­ing her a quat­rain in French.” (He had writ­ten it years after the whole thing was over, he had nev­er sent it to any­one at all; but that was all one.) “How did it go? Ah, yes.” And he re­cited, with suit­able ges­tures:

			
				
					“ ‘Puisque nous sommes là, je dois,
					

					Vous aver­tir, sans trop de honte,
					

					Que je n’égale pas le Comte
					

					Cas­anovesque de Six­fois.’
				

			

			Rather pret­tily turned, I flat­ter my­self. Rather el­eg­antly gross.”

			Gum­bril’s laughter went hoot­ing past the Marble Arch. It stopped rather sud­denly, how­ever, at the corner of the Edg­ware Road. He had sud­denly re­membered Mr. Mer­captan, and the thought de­pressed him.

		
	
		
			VI

			It was between White­field Street and the Tot­ten­ham Court Road, in a “heav­enly Mews,” as he liked to call it (for he had a char­ac­ter­ist­ic weak­ness for philo­soph­ic­al par­ono­masia), that Casimir Lypi­att lived and worked. You passed un­der an arch­way of bald and sooty brick—and at night, when the green gas-lamp un­der­neath the arch threw liv­id lights and enorm­ous ar­chi­tec­tur­al shad­ows, you could fancy your­self at the en­trance of one of Pir­anesi’s pris­ons—and you found your­self in a long cul-de-sac, flanked on either side by low build­ings, hav­ing stabling for horses be­low and, less com­mo­di­ously, stabling for hu­man be­ings in the at­tics above. An old-fash­ioned smell of an­im­als mingled with the more pro­gress­ive stink of burnt oil. The air was a little thick­er here, it seemed, than in the streets out­side; look­ing down the mews on even the clearest day, you could see the forms of things dim­ming and soften­ing, the col­ours grow­ing rich­er and deep­er with every yard of dis­tance. It was the best place in the world, Lypi­att used to say, for study­ing aer­i­al per­spect­ive; that was why he lived there. But you al­ways felt about poor Lypi­att that he was fa­cing mis­for­tune with a jest a little too self-con­sciously.

			Mrs. Viveash’s taxi drove in un­der the Pir­ane­sian arch, drove in slowly and as though with a gingerly re­luct­ance to soil its white wheels on pave­ments so sor­did. The cab­man looked round in­quir­ingly.

			“This right?” he asked.

			With a white-gloved fin­ger Mrs. Viveash prod­ded the air two or three times, in­dic­at­ing that he was to drive straight on. Halfway down the mews she rapped the glass; the man drew up.

			“Nev­er been down ’ere be­fore,” he said, for the sake of mak­ing a little con­ver­sa­tion, while Mrs. Viveash fumbled for her money. He looked at her with a po­lite and slightly iron­ic curi­os­ity that was frankly mingled with ad­mir­a­tion.

			“You’re lucky,” said Mrs. Viveash. “We poor de­cayed gen­tle­wo­men—you see what we’re re­duced to.” And she handed him a flor­in.

			Slowly the taxi-man un­buttoned his coat and put the coin away in an in­ner pock­et. He watched her as she crossed the dirty street, pla­cing her feet with a me­tic­u­lous pre­ci­sion one after the oth­er in the same straight line, as though she were tread­ing a knife edge between good­ness only knew what in­vis­ible gulfs. Float­ing she seemed to go, with a little spring at every step and the skirt of her sum­mery dress—white it was, with a flor­id pat­tern prin­ted in black all over it—blow­ing air­ily out around her sway­ing march. De­cayed gen­tle­wo­men in­deed! The driver star­ted his ma­chine with an un­ne­ces­sary vi­ol­ence; he felt, for some reas­on, pos­it­ively in­dig­nant.

			Between the broad double-doors through which the horses passed to their fod­der and re­pose were little nar­row hu­man doors—for the Ya­hoos, Lypi­att used to say in his large al­lus­ive way; and when he said it he laughed with the loud and bell-mouthed cyn­icism of one who sees him­self as a mis­un­der­stood and em­bittered Pro­meth­eus. At one of these little Ya­hoo doors Mrs. Viveash hal­ted and rapped as loudly as a small and stiff-hinged knock­er would per­mit. Pa­tiently she waited; sev­er­al small and dirty chil­dren col­lec­ted to stare at her. She knocked again and again waited. More chil­dren came run­ning up from the farther end of the mews; two young girls of fif­teen or six­teen ap­peared at a neigh­bour­ing door­way and im­me­di­ately gave tongue in whoops of mirth­less, hy­ena-like laughter.

			“Have you ever read about the pied piper of Hamelin?” Mrs. Viveash asked the nearest child. Ter­ri­fied, it shrank away. “I thought not,” she said, and knocked again.

			There was a sound, at last, of heavy feet slowly des­cend­ing steep stairs; the door opened.

			“Wel­come to the palazzo!” It was Lypi­att’s hero­ic for­mula of hos­pit­al­ity.

			“Wel­come at last,” Mrs. Viveash cor­rec­ted, and fol­lowed him up a nar­row, dark stair­case that was as steep as a lad­der. He was dressed in a vel­veteen jack­et and lin­en trousers that should have been white, but needed wash­ing. He was dishevelled and his hands were dirty.

			“Did you knock more than once?” he asked, look­ing back over his shoulder.

			“More than twenty times,” Mrs. Viveash jus­ti­fi­ably ex­ag­ger­ated.

			“I’m in­fin­itely sorry,” pro­tested Lypi­att. “I get so deeply ab­sorbed in my work, you know. Did you wait long?”

			“The chil­dren en­joyed it, at any rate.” Mrs. Viveash was ir­rit­ated by a sus­pi­cion, which was prob­ably, after all, quite un­jus­ti­fied, that Casimir had been rather con­sciously ab­sorbed in his work; that he had heard her first knock and plunged the more pro­foundly in­to those depths of ab­sorp­tion where the true artist al­ways dwells, or at any rate ought to dwell; to rise at her third ap­peal with a slow, pained re­luct­ance, curs­ing, per­haps, at the im­por­tun­ity of a world which thus nois­ily in­ter­rup­ted the flow of his in­spir­a­tion. “Queer, the way they stare at one,” she went on, with a note in her dy­ing voice of a petu­lance that the chil­dren had not in­spired. “Does one look such a guy?”

			Lypi­att threw open the door at the head of the stairs and stood there on the threshold, wait­ing for her. “Queer?” he re­peated. “Not a bit.” And as she moved past him in­to the room, he laid his hand on her shoulder and fell in­to step with her, leav­ing the door to slam be­hind them. “Merely an ex­ample of the mob’s in­stinct­ive dis­like of the ar­is­to­crat­ic in­di­vidu­al. That’s all. ‘Oh, why was I born with a dif­fer­ent face?’ Thank God I was, though. And so were you. But the dif­fer­ence has its dis­ad­vant­ages; the chil­dren throw stones.”

			“They didn’t throw stones.” Mrs. Viveash was too truth­ful, this time.

			They hal­ted in the middle of the stu­dio. It was not a very large room and there were too many things in it. The easel stood near the centre of the stu­dio; round it Lypi­att kept a space per­man­ently cleared. There was a broad fair­way lead­ing to the door, and an­oth­er, nar­row­er and tor­tu­ously wind­ing between boxes and piled-up fur­niture and tumbled books, gave ac­cess to his bed. There was a pi­ano and a table per­man­ently set with dirty plates and strewed with the rel­ics of two or three meals. Book­shelves stood on either side of the fire­place and ly­ing on the floor were still more books, piles on dusty piles. Mrs. Viveash stood look­ing at the pic­ture on the easel (ab­stract again—she didn’t like it), and Lypi­att, who had dropped his hand from her shoulder, had stepped back the bet­ter to see her, stood earn­estly look­ing at Mrs. Viveash.

			“May I kiss you?” he asked after a si­lence.

			Mrs. Viveash turned to­wards him, smil­ing ag­on­iz­ingly, her eye­brows iron­ic­ally lif­ted, her eyes steady and calm and palely, brightly in­ex­press­ive. “If it really gives you any pleas­ure,” she said. “It won’t, I may say, to me.”

			“You make me suf­fer a great deal,” said Lypi­att, and said it so quietly and un­af­fectedly, that Myra was al­most startled; she was ac­cus­tomed, with Casimir, to nois­i­er and more mag­ni­lo­quent prot­est­a­tions.

			“I’m very sorry,” she said; and, really, she felt sorry. “But I can’t help it, can I?”

			“I sup­pose you can’t,” he said. “You can’t,” he re­peated and his voice had now be­come the voice of Pro­meth­eus in his bit­ter­ness. “Nor can tigresses.” He had be­gun to pace up and down the un­ob­struc­ted fair­way between his easel and the door; Lypi­att liked pa­cing while he talked. “You like play­ing with the vic­tim,” he went on; “he must die slowly.”

			Re­as­sured, Mrs. Viveash faintly smiled. This was the fa­mil­i­ar Casimir. So long as he could talk like this, could talk like an old-fash­ioned French nov­el, it was all right; he couldn’t really be so very un­happy. She sat down on the nearest un­en­cumbered chair. Lypi­att con­tin­ued to walk back and forth, wav­ing his arms as he walked.

			“But per­haps it’s good for one to suf­fer,” he went on, “per­haps it’s un­avoid­able and ne­ces­sary. Per­haps I ought to thank you. Can an artist do any­thing if he’s happy? Would he ever want to do any­thing? What is art, after all, but a protest against the hor­rible in­clem­ency of life?” He hal­ted in front of her, with arms ex­ten­ded in a ques­tion­ing ges­ture. Mrs. Viveash slightly shrugged her shoulders. She really didn’t know; she couldn’t an­swer. “Ah, but that’s all non­sense,” he burst out again, “all rot. I want to be happy and con­ten­ted and suc­cess­ful; and of course I should work bet­ter if I were. And I want, oh, above everything, everything, I want you: to pos­sess you com­pletely and ex­clus­ively and jeal­ously and forever. And the de­sire is like rust cor­rod­ing my heart, it’s like moth eat­ing holes in the fab­ric of my mind. And you merely laugh.” He threw up his hands and let them limply fall again.

			“But I don’t laugh,” said Mrs. Viveash. On the con­trary, she was very sorry for him; and, what was more, he rather bored her. For a few days, once, she had thought she might be in love with him. His im­petu­os­ity had seemed a tor­rent strong enough to carry her away. She had found out her mis­take very soon. After that he had rather amused her: and now he rather bored her. No, de­cidedly, she nev­er laughed. She wondered why she still went on see­ing him. Simply be­cause one must see someone? or why? “Are you go­ing to go on with my por­trait?” she asked.

			Lypi­att sighed. “Yes,” he said, “I sup­pose I’d bet­ter be get­ting on with my work. Work—it’s the only thing. ‘Por­trait of a Tigress.’ ” The cyn­ic­al Ti­tan spoke again. “Or shall I call it, ‘Por­trait of a Wo­man who has nev­er been in Love?’ ”

			“That would be a very stu­pid title,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Or, ‘Por­trait of the Artist’s Heart Dis­ease’? That would be good, that would be damned good!” Lypi­att laughed very loudly and slapped his thighs. He looked, Mrs. Viveash thought, pe­cu­li­arly ugly when he laughed. His face seemed to go all to pieces; not a corner of it but was wrinkled and dis­tor­ted by the vi­ol­ent grim­ace of mirth. Even the fore­head was ruined when he laughed. Fore­heads are gen­er­ally the hu­man part of people’s faces. Let the nose twitch and the mouth grin and the eyes twinkle as mon­key­ishly as you like; the fore­head can still be calm and se­rene, the fore­head still knows how to be hu­man. But when Casimir laughed, his fore­head joined in the gen­er­al dis­in­teg­rat­ing grim­ace. And some­times even when he wasn’t laugh­ing, when he was just vi­va­ciously talk­ing, his fore­head seemed to lose its calm and would twitch and wrinkle it­self in a dread­ful kind of agit­a­tion. “Por­trait of the Artist’s Heart Dis­ease”—she didn’t find it so very funny.

			“The crit­ics would think it was a prob­lem pic­ture,” Lypi­att went on. “And so it would be, by God, so it would be. You are a prob­lem. You’re the Sphinx. I wish I were Oed­ipus and could kill you.”

			All this myth­o­logy! Mrs. Viveash shook her head.

			He made his way through the in­ter­ven­ing lit­ter and picked up a can­vas that was lean­ing with aver­ted face against the wall near the win­dow. He held it out at arm’s length and ex­amined it, his head crit­ic­ally cocked on one side. “Oh, it’s good,” he said softly. “It’s good. Look at it.” And, step­ping out once more in­to the open, he propped it up against the table so that Mrs. Viveash could see it without mov­ing from her chair.

			It was a stormy vis­ion of her; it was Myra seen, so to speak, through a tor­nado. He had dis­tor­ted her in the por­trait, had made her longer and thin­ner than she really was, had turned her arms in­to sleek tubes and put a bright, metal­lic pol­ish on the curve of her cheek. The fig­ure in the por­trait seemed to be lean­ing back­wards a little from the sur­face of the can­vas, lean­ing side­ways too, with the twist of an ivory statuette carved out of the curving tip of a great tusk. Only some­how in Lypi­att’s por­trait the curve seemed to lack grace, it was without point, it had no sense.

			“You’ve made me look,” said Mrs. Viveash at last, “as though I were be­ing blown out of shape by the wind.” All this show of vi­ol­ence—what was the point of it? She didn’t like it, she didn’t like it at all. But Casimir was de­lighted with her com­ment. He slapped his thighs and once more laughed his rest­less, sharp-fea­tured face to pieces.

			“Yes, by God,” he shouted, “by God, that’s right! Blown out of shape by the wind. That’s it: you’ve said it.” He began stamp­ing up and down the room again, ges­tic­u­lat­ing. “The wind, the great wind that’s in me.” He struck his fore­head. “The wind of life, the wild west wind. I feel it in­side me, blow­ing, blow­ing. It car­ries me along with it; for though it’s in­side me, it’s more than I am, it’s a force that comes from some­where else, it’s Life it­self, it’s God. It blows me along in the teeth of op­pos­ing fate, it makes me work on, fight on.” He was like a man who walks along a sin­is­ter road at night and sings to keep up his own spir­its, to em­phas­ize and mag­ni­fy his own ex­ist­ence. “And when I paint, when I write or im­pro­vise my mu­sic, it bends the things I have in my mind, it pushes them in one dir­ec­tion, so that everything I do has the look of a tree that streams north­east with all its branches and all its trunk from the root up­wards, as though it were try­ing to run from be­fore the At­lantic gale.”

			Lypi­att stretched out his two hands and, with fin­gers splayed out to the widest and trem­bling in the ex­cess­ive ten­sion of the muscles, moved them slowly up­wards and side­ways, as though he were run­ning his palms up the stem of a little wind-wizened tree on a hill­top above the ocean.

			Mrs. Viveash con­tin­ued to look at the un­fin­ished por­trait. It was as noisy and easy and im­me­di­ately ef­fect­ive as a Ver­mouth ad­vert­ise­ment in the streets of Padua. Cin­zano, Bonomelli, Cam­pari—il­lus­tri­ous names. Giotto and Mantegna mouldered mean­while in their re­spect­ive chapels.

			“And look at this,” Lypi­att went on. He took down the can­vas that was clamped to the easel and held it out for her in­spec­tion. It was one of Casimir’s ab­stract paint­ings: a pro­ces­sion of ma­chine-like forms rush­ing up di­ag­on­ally from right to left across the can­vas, with as it were a spray of en­ergy blow­ing back from the crest of the wave to­wards the top right-hand corner. “In this paint­ing,” he said, “I sym­bol­ize the Artist’s con­quer­ing spir­it—rush­ing on the uni­verse, mak­ing it its own.” He began to de­claim:

			
				
					“Look down, Con­quista­dor,
					

					There on the val­ley’s broad green floor,
					

					There lies the lake, the jew­elled cit­ies gleam,
					

					Chalco and Tlacopan
					

					Await­ing the com­ing Man;
					

					Look down on Mex­ico, Con­quista­dor,
					

					Land of your golden dream.
				

			

			Or the same idea in terms of mu­sic—” and Lypi­att dashed to the pi­ano and evoked a dis­tor­ted ghost of Scriabin. “You see?” he asked fe­ver­ishly, when the ghost was laid again and the sad cheap jangling had faded again in­to si­lence. “You feel? The artist rushes on the world, con­quers it, gives it beauty, im­poses a mor­al sig­ni­fic­ance.” He re­turned to the pic­ture. “This will be fine when it’s fin­ished,” he said. “Tre­mend­ous. You feel the wind blow­ing there, too.” And with a point­ing fin­ger he fol­lowed up the on­rush of the forms. “The great south­west­er driv­ing them on. ‘Like leaves from an en­chanter flee­ing.’ Only not chaot­ic­ally, not in dis­order. They’re blown, so to speak, in column of four—by a con­scious wind.” He leaned the can­vas against the table and was free again to march and bran­dish his con­quer­ing fists.

			“Life,” he said, “life—that’s the great, es­sen­tial thing. You’ve got to get life in­to your art, oth­er­wise it’s noth­ing. And life only comes out of life, out of pas­sion and feel­ing; it can’t come out of the­or­ies. That’s the stu­pid­ity of all this chat­ter about art for art’s sake and the aes­thet­ic emo­tions and purely form­al val­ues and all that. It’s only the form­al re­la­tions that mat­ter; one sub­ject is just as good as an­oth­er—that’s the the­ory. You’ve only got to look at the pic­tures of the people who put it in­to prac­tice to see that it won’t do. Life comes out of life. You must paint with pas­sion and the pas­sion will stim­u­late your in­tel­lect to cre­ate the right form­al re­la­tions. And to paint with pas­sion, you must paint things that pas­sion­ately in­terest you, mov­ing things, hu­man things. Nobody, ex­cept a mys­tic­al pan­the­ist, like Van Gogh, can ser­i­ously be as much in­ter­ested in nap­kins, apples and bottles as in his lov­er’s face, or the re­sur­rec­tion, or the des­tiny of man. Could Mantegna have de­vised his splen­did com­pos­i­tions if he had painted ar­range­ments of Chi­anti flasks and cheeses in­stead of Cru­ci­fix­ions, mar­tyrs and tri­umphs of great men? Nobody but a fool could be­lieve it. And could I have painted that por­trait if I hadn’t loved you, if you wer­en’t killing me?”

			Ah, Bonomelli and il­lus­tri­ous Cin­zano!

			“Pas­sion­ately I paint pas­sion. I draw life out of life. And I wish them joy of their bottles and their Ca­na­dian apples and their muddy table nap­kins with the beastly folds in them that look like loops of tripe.” Once more Lypi­att dis­in­teg­rated him­self with laughter; then was si­lent.

			Mrs. Viveash nod­ded, slowly and re­flect­ively. “I think you’re right,” she said. Yes, he was surely right; there must be life, life was the im­port­ant thing. That was pre­cisely why his paint­ings were so bad—she saw now; there was no life in them. Plenty of noise there was, and ges­tic­u­la­tion and a vi­ol­ent gal­van­ized twitch­ing; but no life, only the the­at­ric­al show of it. There was a flaw in the con­duit; some­where between the man and his work life leaked out. He pro­tested too much. But it was no good; there was no dis­guising the dead­ness. Her por­trait was a dan­cing mummy. He bored her now. Did she even pos­it­ively dis­like him? Be­hind her un­chan­ging pale eyes Mrs. Viveash wondered. But in any case, she re­flec­ted, one needn’t al­ways like the people with whom one as­so­ci­ates. There are mu­sic halls as well as con­fid­en­tial bou­doirs; some people are ad­mit­ted to the tea-party and the tête-à-tête, oth­ers, on a stage in­vis­ible, poor things! to them­selves, do their little song-and-dance, roll out their char­ac­ter­ist­ic pat­ter, and hav­ing provided you with your en­ter­tain­ment are dis­missed with their due share of ap­plause. But then, what if they be­come bor­ing?

			“Well,” said Lypi­att at last—he had stood there, mo­tion­less, for a long time, bit­ing his nails, “I sup­pose we’d bet­ter be­gin our sit­ting.” He picked up the un­fin­ished por­trait and ad­jus­ted it on the easel. “I’ve wasted a lot of time,” he said, “and there isn’t, after all, so much of it to waste.” He spoke gloomily, and his whole per­son had be­come, all of a sud­den, curi­ously shrunken and de­flated. “There isn’t so much of it,” he re­peated, and sighed. “I still think of my­self as a young man, young and prom­ising, don’t you know. Casimir Lypi­att—it’s a young, prom­ising sort of name, isn’t it? But I’m not young, I’ve passed the age of prom­ise. Every now and then I real­ize it, and it’s pain­ful, it’s de­press­ing.”

			Mrs. Viveash stepped up on to the mod­el’s dais and took her seat. “Is that right?” she asked.

			Lypi­att looked first at her, then at his pic­ture. Her beauty, his pas­sion—were they only to meet on the can­vas? Opps was her lov­er. Time was passing; he felt tired. “That’ll do,” he said and began paint­ing. “How young are you?” he asked after a mo­ment.

			“Twenty-five, I should ima­gine,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Twenty-five? Good Lord, it’s nearly fif­teen years since I was twenty-five. Fif­teen years, fight­ing all the time. God, how I hate people some­times! Every­body. It’s not their ma­lig­nity I mind; I can give them back as good as they give me. It’s their power of si­lence and in­dif­fer­ence, it’s their ca­pa­city for mak­ing them­selves deaf. Here am I with some­thing to say to them, some­thing im­port­ant and es­sen­tial. And I’ve been say­ing it for more than fif­teen years, I’ve been shout­ing it. They pay no at­ten­tion. I bring them my head and heart on a char­ger, and they don’t even no­tice that the things are there. I some­times won­der how much longer I can man­age to go on.” His voice had be­come very low, and it trembled. “One’s nearly forty, you know. …” The voice faded husk­ily away in­to si­lence. Lan­guidly and as though the busi­ness ex­hausted him, he began mix­ing col­ours on his palette.

			Mrs. Viveash looked at him. No, he wasn’t young; at the mo­ment, in­deed, he seemed to have be­come much older than he really was. An old man was stand­ing there, peaked and sharp and worn. He had failed, he was un­happy. But the world would have been un­juster, less dis­crim­in­at­ing if it had giv­en him suc­cess.

			“Some people be­lieve in you,” she said; there was noth­ing else for her to say.

			Lypi­att looked up at her. “You?” he asked.

			Mrs. Viveash nod­ded, de­lib­er­ately. It was a lie. But was it pos­sible to tell the truth? “And then there is the fu­ture,” she re­as­sured him, and her faint deathbed voice seemed to proph­esy with a per­fect cer­tainty. “You’re not forty yet; you’ve got twenty, thirty years of work in front of you. And there were oth­ers, after all, who had to wait—a long time—some­times till after they were dead. Great men; Blake, for in­stance. …” She felt pos­it­ively ashamed; it was like a little talk by Doc­tor Frank Crane. But she felt still more ashamed, when she saw that Casimir had be­gun to cry and that the tears were rolling, one after an­oth­er, slowly down his face.

			He put down his palette, he stepped on to the dais, he came and knelt at Mrs. Viveash’s feet. He took one of her hands between his own and he bent over it, press­ing it to his fore­head, as though it were a charm against un­happy thoughts, some­times kiss­ing it; soon it was wet with tears. He wept al­most in si­lence.

			“It’s all right,” Mrs. Viveash kept re­peat­ing, “it’s all right,” and she laid her free hand on his bowed head, she pat­ted it com­fort­ingly as one might pat the head of a large dog that comes and thrusts its muzzle between one’s knees. She felt, even as she made it, how mean­ing­less and un­in­tim­ate the ges­ture was. If she had liked him, she would have run her fin­gers through his hair; but some­how his hair rather dis­gus­ted her. “It’s all right, all right.” But, of course, it wasn’t all right; and she was com­fort­ing him un­der false pre­tences and he was kneel­ing at the feet of some­body who simply wasn’t there—so ut­terly de­tached, so far away she was from all this scene and all his misery.

			“You’re the only per­son,” he said at last, “who cares or un­der­stands.”

			Mrs. Viveash could al­most have laughed.

			He began once more to kiss her hand.

			“Beau­ti­ful and en­chant­ing Myra—you were al­ways that. But now you’re good and dear as well, now I know you’re kind.”

			“Poor Casimir!” she said. Why was it that people al­ways got in­volved in one’s life? If only one could man­age things on the prin­ciple of the rail­ways! Par­al­lel tracks—that was the thing. For a few miles you’d be run­ning at the same speed. There’d be de­light­ful con­ver­sa­tion out of the win­dows; you’d ex­change the om­elette in your res­taur­ant car for the vol-au-vent in theirs. And when you’d said all there was to say, you’d put on a little more steam, wave your hand, blow a kiss and away you’d go, for­ging ahead along the smooth, pol­ished rails. But in­stead of that, there were these dread­ful ac­ci­dents; the points were wrongly set, the trains came crash­ing to­geth­er; or people jumped on as you were passing through the sta­tions and made a nuis­ance of them­selves and wouldn’t al­low them­selves to be turned off. Poor Casimir! But he ir­rit­ated her, he was a hor­rible bore. She ought to have stopped see­ing him.

			“You can’t wholly dis­like me, then?”

			“But of course not, my poor Casimir!”

			“If you knew how hor­ribly I loved you!” He looked up at her des­pair­ingly.

			“But what’s the good?” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Have you ever known what it’s like to love someone so much that you feel you could die of it? So that it hurts all the time. As though there were a wound. Have you ever known that?”

			Mrs. Viveash smiled her ag­on­iz­ing smile, nod­ded slowly and said, “Per­haps. And one doesn’t die, you know. One doesn’t die.”

			Lypi­att was lean­ing back, star­ing fix­edly up at her. The tears were dry on his face, his cheeks were flushed. “Do you know what it is,” he asked, “to love so much, that you be­gin to long for the ano­dyne of phys­ic­al pain to quench the pain in the soul? You don’t know that.” And sud­denly, with his clenched fist, he began to bang the wooden dais on which he was kneel­ing, blow after blow, with all his strength.

			Mrs. Viveash leant for­ward and tried to ar­rest his hand. “You’re mad, Casimir,” she said. “You’re mad. Don’t do that.” She spoke with an­ger.

			Lypi­att laughed till his face was all broken up with the grim­ace, and proffered for her in­spec­tion his bleed­ing knuckles. The skin hung in little white tags and tat­ters, and from be­low the blood was slowly ooz­ing up to the sur­face. “Look,” he said, and laughed again. Then sud­denly, with an ex­traordin­ary agil­ity, he jumped to his feet, bounded from the dais and began once more to stride up and down the fair­way between his easel and the door.

			“By God,” he kept re­peat­ing, “by God, by God. I feel it in me. I can face the whole lot of you; the whole damned lot. Yes, and I shall get the bet­ter of you yet. An Artist”—he called up that tra­di­tion­al ghost and it com­for­ted him; he wrapped him­self with a pro­tect­ive ges­ture with­in the ample folds of its bright mantle—“an Artist doesn’t fail un­der un­hap­pi­ness. He gets new strength from it. The tor­ture makes him sweat new mas­ter­pieces. …”

			He began to talk about his books, his poems and pic­tures; all the great things in his head, the things he had already done. He talked about his ex­hib­i­tion—ah, by God, that would as­ton­ish them, that would bowl them over, this time. The blood moun­ted to his face; there was a flush over the high pro­ject­ing cheekbones. He could feel the warm blood be­hind his eyes. He laughed aloud; he was a laugh­ing li­on. He stretched out his arms; he was enorm­ous, his arms reached out like the branches of a ce­dar. The Artist walked across the world and the mangy dogs ran yelp­ing and snap­ping be­hind him. The great wind blew and blew, driv­ing him on; it lif­ted him and he began to fly.

			Mrs. Viveash listened. It didn’t look as though he would get much fur­ther with the por­trait.

		
	
		
			VII

			It was Press Day. The crit­ics had be­gun to ar­rive; Mr. Al­bemarle cir­cu­lated among them with a ducal ami­ab­il­ity. The young as­sist­ant hovered vaguely about, strain­ing to hear what the great men had to say and try­ing to pre­tend that he wasn’t eaves­drop­ping. Lypi­att’s pic­tures hung on the walls, and Lypi­att’s cata­logue, thick with its pre­face and its ex­plan­at­ory notes, was in all hands.

			“Very strong,” Mr. Al­bemarle kept re­peat­ing, “very strong in­deed!” It was his pass­word for the day.

			Little Mr. Clew, who rep­res­en­ted the Daily Post, was in­clined to be en­thu­si­ast­ic. “How well he writes!” he said to Mr. Al­bemarle, look­ing up from the cata­logue. “And how well he paints! What im­pasto.”

			Im­pasto, im­pasto—the young as­sist­ant sidled off un­ob­trus­ively to the desk and made a note of it. He would look the word up in Grubb’s Dic­tion­ary of Art and Artists later on. He made his way back, cir­cuit­ously and as though by ac­ci­dent, in­to Mr. Clew’s neigh­bour­hood.

			Mr. Clew was one of those rare people who have a real pas­sion for art. He loved paint­ing, all paint­ing, in­dis­crim­in­ately. In a pic­ture gal­lery he was like a Turk in a har­em; he ad­ored them all. He loved Mem­ling as much as Raphael, he loved Grüne­wald and Michelan­gelo, Hol­man Hunt and Manet, Rom­ney and Tintor­etto; how happy he could be with all of them! Some­times, it is true, he hated; but that was only when fa­mili­ar­ity had not yet bred love. At the first Post-Im­pres­sion­ist Ex­hib­i­tion, for ex­ample, in 1911, he had taken a very firm stand. “This is an ob­scene farce,” he had writ­ten then. Now, how­ever, there was no more pas­sion­ate ad­mirer of Ma­tisse’s geni­us. As a con­nois­seur and kun­st­forscher, Mr. Clew was much es­teemed. People would bring him dirty old pic­tures to look at, and he would ex­claim at once: Why, it’s an El Greco, a Piaz­etta, or some oth­er suit­able name. Asked how he knew, he would shrug his shoulders and say: But it’s signed all over. His cer­tainty and his en­thu­si­asm were in­fec­tious. Since the com­ing of El Greco in­to fash­ion, he had dis­covered dozens of early works by that great artist. For Lord Petersfield’s col­lec­tion alone he had found four early El Gre­cos, all by pu­pils of Bas­sano. Lord Petersfield’s con­fid­ence in Mr. Clew was un­boun­ded; not even that af­fair of the Prim­it­ives had shaken it. It was a sad af­fair: Lord Petersfield’s Duc­cio had shown signs of crack­ing; the es­tate car­penter was sent for to take a look at the pan­el; he had looked. “A worse-seasoned piece of Illinois hick­ory,” he said, “I’ve nev­er seen.” After that he looked at the Si­mone Mar­tini; for that, on the con­trary, he was full of praise. Smooth-grained, well-seasoned—it wouldn’t crack, no, not in a hun­dred years. “A nicer slice of board nev­er came out of Amer­ica.” He had a hy­per­bol­ic­al way of speak­ing. Lord Petersfield was ex­tremely angry; he dis­missed the es­tate car­penter on the spot. After that he told Mr. Clew that he wanted a Gior­gione, and Mr. Clew went out and found him one which was signed all over.

			“I like this very much,” said Mr. Clew, point­ing to one of the thoughts with which Lypi­att had pre­faced his cata­logue. “ ‘Geni­us,’ ” he ad­jus­ted his spec­tacles and began to read aloud, “ ‘is life. Geni­us is a force of nature. In art, noth­ing else counts. The mod­ern im­pot­ents, who are afraid of geni­us and who are en­vi­ous of it, have in­ven­ted in self-de­fence the no­tion of the Artist. The Artist with his sense of form, his style, his de­vo­tion to pure beauty, et cet­era, et cet­era. But Geni­us in­cludes the Artist; every Geni­us has, among very many oth­ers, the qual­it­ies at­trib­uted by the im­pot­ents to the Artist. The Artist without geni­us is a carv­er of foun­tains through which no wa­ter flows.’ Very true,” said Mr. Clew, “very true in­deed.” He marked the pas­sage with his pen­cil.

			Mr. Al­bemarle pro­duced the pass­word. “Very strongly put,” he said.

			“I have al­ways felt that my­self,” said Mr. Clew. “El Greco, for ex­ample. …”

			“Good morn­ing, what about El Greco?” said a voice, all in one breath. The thin, long, skin-covered skel­et­on of Mr. Mal­lard hung over them like a guilty con­science. Mr. Mal­lard wrote every week in the Heb­domadal Di­gest. He had an im­mense know­ledge of art, and a sin­cere dis­like of all that was beau­ti­ful. The only mod­ern paint­er whom he really ad­mired was Hodler. All oth­ers were treated by him with a mer­ci­less sav­agery; he tore them to pieces in his weekly art­icles with all the holy gusto of a Calvin­ist icon­o­clast smash­ing im­ages of the Vir­gin.

			“What about El Greco?” he re­peated. He had a pe­cu­li­arly pas­sion­ate loath­ing of El Greco.

			Mr. Clew smiled up at him pro­pi­ti­at­ingly; he was afraid of Mr. Mal­lard. His en­thu­si­asms were no match for Mr. Mal­lard’s eru­dite and lo­gic­al dis­gusts. “I was merely quot­ing him as an ex­ample,” he said.

			“An ex­ample, I hope, of in­com­pet­ent draw­ing, baroque com­pos­i­tion, dis­gust­ing forms, gar­ish col­our­ing and hys­ter­ic­al sub­ject-mat­ter.” Mr. Mal­lard showed his old ivory teeth in a men­acing smile. “Those are the only things which El Greco’s work ex­em­pli­fies.”

			Mr. Clew gave a nervous little laugh. “What do you think of these?” he asked, point­ing to Lypi­att’s canvases.

			“They look to me very or­din­ar­ily bad,” answered Mr. Mal­lard.

			The young as­sist­ant listened ap­palled. In a busi­ness like this, how was it pos­sible to make good?

			“All the same,” said Mr. Clew cour­ageously, “I like that bowl of roses in the win­dow with the land­scape be­hind. Num­ber twenty-nine.” He looked in the cata­logue. “And there’s a really charm­ing little verse about it:

			
				
					‘O beauty of the rose,
					

					Good­ness as well as per­fume ex­hal­ing!
					

					Who gazes on these flowers,
					

					On this blue hill and ripen­ing field—he knows
					

					Where duty leads and that the name­less Powers
					

					In a rose can speak their will.’
				

			

			Really charm­ing!” Mr. Clew made an­oth­er mark with his pen­cil.

			“But com­mon­place, com­mon­place.” Mr. Mal­lard shook his head. “And in any case a verse can’t jus­ti­fy a bad pic­ture. What an un­subtle har­mony of col­our! And how un­in­ter­est­ing the com­pos­i­tion is! That re­ced­ing di­ag­on­al—it’s been worked to death.” He too made a mark in his cata­logue—a cross and a little circle, ar­ranged like the skull and cross­bones on a pir­ate’s flag. Mr. Mal­lard’s cata­logues were al­ways covered with these little marks: they were his sym­bols of con­dem­na­tion.

			Mr. Al­bemarle, mean­while, had moved away to greet the new ar­rivals. To the crit­ic of the Daily Cinema he had to ex­plain that there were no por­traits of celebrit­ies. The re­port­er from the Even­ing Plan­et had to be told which were the best pic­tures.

			“Mr. Lypi­att,” he dic­tated, “is a poet and philo­soph­er as well as a paint­er. His cata­logue is a—h’m—de­clar­a­tion of faith.”

			The re­port­er took it down in short­hand. “And very nice too,” he said. “I’m most grate­ful to you, sir, most grate­ful.” And he hur­ried away, to get to the Cattle Show be­fore the King should ar­rive. Mr. Al­bemarle af­fably ad­dressed him­self to the crit­ic of the Morn­ing Globe.

			“I always re­gard this gal­lery,” said a loud and cheer­ful voice, full of bulls and ca­nar­ies in chor­us, “as pos­it­ively a mauvais lieu. Such ex­hib­i­tions!” And Mr. Mer­captan shrugged his shoulders ex­press­ively. He hal­ted to wait for his com­pan­ion.

			Mrs. Viveash had lagged be­hind, read­ing the cata­logue as she slowly walked along. “It’s a com­plete book,” she said, “full of poems and es­says and short stor­ies even, so far as I can see.”

			“Oh, the usu­al crack­er mot­toes.” Mr. Mer­captan laughed. “I know the sort of thing. ‘Look after the past and the fu­ture will look after it­self.’ ‘God squared minus Man squared equals Art-plus-life times Art-minus-Life.’ ‘The High­er the Art the few­er the mor­als’—only that’s too nearly good sense to have been in­ven­ted by Lypi­att. But I know the sort of thing. I could go on like that forever.” Mr. Mer­captan was de­lighted with him­self.

			“I’ll read you one of them,” said Mrs. Viveash. “ ‘A pic­ture is a chem­ic­al com­bin­a­tion of plastic form and spir­itu­al sig­ni­fic­ance.’ ”

			“Crikey!” said Mr. Mer­captan.

			“ ‘Those who think that a pic­ture is a mat­ter of noth­ing but plastic form are like those who ima­gine that wa­ter is made of noth­ing but hy­dro­gen.’ ”

			Mr. Mer­captan made a grim­ace. “What writ­ing!” he ex­claimed; “le style c’est l’homme. Lypi­att hasn’t got a style. Ar­gal—in­ex­or­able con­clu­sion—Lypi­att doesn’t ex­ist. My word, though. Look at those hor­rible great nudes there. Like Car­ra­cis with cu­bic­al muscles.”

			“Sampson and De­li­l­ah,” said Mrs. Viveash. “Would you like me to read about them?”

			“Cer­tainly not.”

			Mrs. Viveash did not press the mat­ter. Casimir, she thought, must have been think­ing of her when he wrote this little poem about Po­ets and Wo­men, crossed geni­us, tor­ments, the sweat­ing of mas­ter­pieces. She sighed. “Those leo­pards are rather nice,” she said, and looked at the cata­logue again. “ ‘An an­im­al is a sym­bol and its form is sig­ni­fic­ant. In the long pro­cess of ad­apt­a­tion, evol­u­tion has re­fined and sim­pli­fied and shaped, till every part of the an­im­al ex­presses one de­sire, a single idea. Man, who has be­come what he is, not by spe­cial­iz­a­tion, but by gen­er­al­iz­a­tion, sym­bol­izes with his body no one thing. He is a sym­bol of everything from the most hideous and fe­ro­cious bes­ti­al­ity to god­head.’ ”

			“Dear me,” said Mr. Mer­captan.

			A can­vas of moun­tains and enorm­ous clouds like nas­cent sculp­tures presen­ted it­self.

			“ ‘Aer­i­al Alps’ ” Mrs. Viveash began to read.

			
				
					“ ‘Aer­i­al Alps of am­ber and of snow,
					

					Jun­o­ni­an flesh, and bos­omy ala­baster
					

					Carved by the wind’s un­cer­tain hands. …’ ”
				

			

			Mr. Mer­captan stopped his ears. “Please, please,” he begged.

			“Num­ber sev­en­teen,” said Mrs. Viveash, “is called Wo­man on a Cos­mic Back­ground,” A fe­male fig­ure stood lean­ing against a pil­lar on a hill­top, and bey­ond was a blue night with stars. “Un­der­neath is writ­ten: ‘For one at least, she is more than the starry uni­verse.’ ” Mrs. Viveash re­membered that Lypi­att had once said very much that sort of thing to her. “So many of Casimir’s things re­mind me,” she said, “of those Itali­an ver­mouth ad­vert­ise­ments. You know—Cin­zano, Bonomelli and all these. I wish they didn’t. This wo­man in white with her head in the Great Bear. …” She shook her head. “Poor Casimir.”

			Mr. Mer­captan roared and squealed with laughter. “Bonomelli,” he said; “that’s pre­cisely it. What a crit­ic, Myra! I take off my hat.” They moved on. “And what’s this grand trans­form­a­tion scene?” he asked.

			Mrs. Viveash looked at the cata­logue. “It’s called ‘The Ser­mon on the Mount,’ ” she said. “And really, do you know, I rather like it. All that crowd of fig­ures slant­ing up the hill and the single fig­ure on the top—it seems to me very dra­mat­ic.”

			“My dear,” pro­tested Mr. Mer­captan.

			“And in spite of everything,” said Mrs. Viveash, feel­ing sud­denly and un­com­fort­ably that she had some­how been be­tray­ing the man, “he’s really very nice, you know. Very nice, in­deed.” Her ex­pir­ing voice soun­ded very de­cidedly.

			“Ah, ces femmes,” ex­claimed Mr. Mer­captan, “ces femmes! They’re all Pa­siphaes and Le­das. They all in their hearts prefer beasts to men, sav­ages to civ­il­ized be­ings. Even you, Myra, I really be­lieve.” He shook his head.

			Mrs. Viveash ig­nored the out­burst. “Very nice,” she re­peated thought­fully. “Only rather a bore. …” Her voice ex­pired al­to­geth­er.

			They con­tin­ued their round of the gal­lery.

		
	
		
			VIII

			Crit­ic­ally, in the glasses of Mr. Bojanus’s fit­ting-room, Gum­bril ex­amined his pro­file, his back view. In­flated, the Pat­ent Small-Clothes bulged, bulged de­cidedly, though with a cer­tain gra­cious op­u­lence that might, in a per­son of the oth­er sex, have seemed only de­li­ciously nat­ur­al. In him, how­ever, Gum­bril had to ad­mit, the op­u­lence seemed a little mis­placed and para­dox­ic­al. Still, if one has to suf­fer in or­der to be beau­ti­ful, one must also ex­pect to be ugly in or­der not to suf­fer. Prac­tic­ally, the trousers were a tre­mend­ous suc­cess. He sat down heav­ily on the hard wooden bench of the fit­ting-room and was re­ceived as though on a lap of bound­ing re­si­li­ency; the Pat­ent Small-Clothes, there was no doubt, would be proof even against marble. And the coat, he com­for­ted him­self, would mask with its skirts the too de­cided bulge. Or if it didn’t, well, there was no help for it. One must resign one­self to bul­ging, that was all.

			“Very nice,” he de­clared at last.

			Mr. Bojanus, who had been watch­ing his cli­ent in si­lence and with a po­lite but also, Gum­bril could not help feel­ing, a some­what iron­ic­al smile, coughed. “It de­pends,” he said, “pre­cisely what you mean by ‘nice.’ ” He cocked his head on one side, and the fine waxed end of his mous­tache was like a point­er aimed up at some re­mote star.

			Gum­bril said noth­ing, but catch­ing sight once more of his own side view, nod­ded a du­bi­ous agree­ment.

			“If by nice,” con­tin­ued Mr. Bojanus, “you mean com­fort­able, well and good. If, how­ever, you mean el­eg­ant, then, Mr. Gum­bril, I fear I must dis­agree.”

			“But el­eg­ance,” said Gum­bril, feebly play­ing the philo­soph­er, “is only re­l­at­ive, Mr. Bojanus. There are cer­tain Afric­an negroes, among whom it is con­sidered el­eg­ant to pierce the lips and dis­tend them with wooden plates, un­til the mouth looks like a pel­ic­an’s beak.”

			Mr. Bojanus placed his hand in his bos­om and slightly bowed. “Very pos­sibly, Mr. Gum­bril,” he replied. “But if you’ll par­don my say­ing so, we are not Afric­an negroes.”

			Gum­bril was crushed, de­servedly. He looked at him­self again in the mir­rors. “Do you ob­ject,” he asked after a pause, “to all ec­cent­ri­cit­ies in dress, Mr. Bojanus? Would you put us all in­to your el­eg­ant uni­form?”

			“Cer­tainly not,” replied Mr. Bojanus. “There are cer­tain walks of life in which ec­cent­ri­city in ap­pear­ance is pos­it­ively a sine qua non, Mr. Gum­bril, and I might al­most say de ri­gueur.”

			“And which walks of life, Mr. Bojanus, may I ask? You refer, per­haps, to the artist­ic walks? Som­brer­os and Byron­ic col­lars and pos­sibly vel­veteen trousers? Though all that sort of thing is surely a little out of date, nowadays.”

			En­ig­mat­ic­ally Mr. Bojanus smiled, a play­ful Sphinx. He thrust his right hand deep­er in­to his bos­om and with his left twis­ted to a finer needle the point of his mous­tache. “Not artists, Mr. Gum­bril.” He shook his head. “In prac­tice they may show them­selves a little ec­cent­ric and neg­lee­jay. But they have no need to look un­usu­al on prin­ciple. It’s only the politi­cians who need do it on prin­ciple. It’s only de ri­gueur, as one might say, in the polit­ic­al walks, Mr. Gum­bril.”

			“You sur­prise me,” said Gum­bril. “I should have thought that it was to the politi­cian’s in­terest to look re­spect­able and nor­mal.”

			“But it is still more to his in­terest as a lead­er of men to look dis­tin­guished,” Mr. Bojanus replied. “Well, not pre­cisely dis­tin­guished,” he cor­rec­ted him­self, “be­cause that im­plies that politi­cians look dis­tangay, which I re­gret to say, Mr. Gum­bril, they very of­ten don’t. Dis­tin­guish­able, is more what I mean.”

			“Ec­cent­ri­city is their badge of of­fice?” sug­ges­ted Gum­bril. He sat down lux­uri­ously on the Pat­ent Small-Clothes.

			“That’s more like it,” said Mr. Bojanus, tilt­ing his mous­taches. “The lead­er has got to look dif­fer­ent from the oth­er ones. In the good old days they al­ways wore their of­fi­cial badges. The lead­er ’ad his liv­ery, like every­one else, to show who he was. That was sens­ible, Mr. Gum­bril. Nowadays he has no badge—at least not for or­din­ary oc­ca­sions—for I don’t count Privy Coun­cil­lors’ uni­forms and all that sort of once-a-year fancy dress. ’E’s re­duced to dress­ing in some ec­cent­ric way or mak­ing the most of the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of ’is per­son­al ap­pear­ance. A very ’apaz­ard meth­od of do­ing things, Mr. Gum­bril, very ’apaz­ard.”

			Gum­bril agreed.

			Mr. Bojanus went on, mak­ing small, neat ges­tures as he spoke. “Some of them,” he said, “wear ’uge col­lars, like Mr. Glad­stone. Some wear orch­ids and eye­glasses, like Joe Cham­ber­lain. Some let their ’air grow, like Lloyd George. Some wear curi­ous ’ats, like Win­ston Churchill. Some put on black shirts, like this Mus­solini, and some put on red ones, like Garibaldi. Some turn up their mous­taches, like the Ger­man Em­per­or. Some turn them down, like Clem­enceau. Some grow whiskers, like Tirpitz. I don’t speak of all the uni­forms, or­ders, or­na­ments, ’ead-dresses, feath­ers, crowns, but­tons, tat­too­ings, ear­rings, sashes, swords, trains, tiaras, ur­ims, thum­mims and what­not, Mr. Gum­bril, that ’ave been used in the past and in oth­er parts of the world to dis­tin­guish the lead­er. We, ’oo know our ’is­tory, Mr. Gum­bril, we know all about that.”

			Gum­bril made a de­prec­at­ing ges­ture. “You speak for your­self, Mr. Bojanus,” he said.

			Mr. Bojanus bowed.

			“Pray con­tin­ue,” said Gum­bril.

			Mr. Bojanus bowed again. “Well, Mr. Gum­bril,” he said, “the point of all these things, as I’ve already re­marked, is to make the lead­er look dif­fer­ent, so that ’e can be re­cog­nized at the first coop d’oil, as you might say, by the ’erd ’e ’ap­pens to be lead­ing. For the ’uman ’erd, Mr. Gum­bril, is an ’erd which can’t do without a lead­er. Sheep, for ex­ample: I nev­er no­ticed that they ’ad a lead­er; nor rooks. Bees, on the oth­er ’and, I take it, ’ave. At least when they’re swarm­ing. Cor­rect me, Mr. Gum­bril, if I’m wrong. Nat­ur­al ’is­tory was nev­er, as you might say, my forty.”

			“Nor mine,” pro­tested Gum­bril.

			“As for ele­phants and wolves, Mr. Gum­bril, I can’t pre­tend to speak of them with first-’and know­ledge. Nor lla­mas, nor lo­custs, nor squab pi­geons, nor lem­mings. But ’uman be­ings, Mr. Gum­bril, those I can claim to talk of with au­thor­ity, if I may say so in all mod­esty, and not as the scribes. I ’ave made a spe­cial study of them, Mr. Gum­bril. And my pro­fes­sion ’as brought me in­to con­tact with very nu­mer­ous spe­ci­mens.”

			Gum­bril could not help won­der­ing where pre­cisely in Mr. Bojanus’s mu­seum he him­self had his place.

			“The ’uman ’erd,” Mr. Bojanus went on, “must have a lead­er. And a lead­er must have some­thing to dis­tin­guish him from the ’erd. It’s im­port­ant for ’is in­terests that he should be re­cog­nized eas­ily. See a baby reach­ing out of a bath and you im­me­di­ately think of Pears’ Soap; see the white ’air wav­ing out be­hind and think of Lloyd George. That’s the secret. But in my opin­ion, Mr. Gum­bril, the old sys­tem was much more sens­ible, give them reg­u­lar uni­forms and badges, I say; make Cab­in­et Min­is­ters wear feath­ers in their ’air. Then the people will be look­ing to a real fixed sym­bol of lead­er­ship, not to the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of the mere in­di­vidu­als. Beards and ’air and funny col­lars change; but a good uni­form is al­ways the same. Give them feath­ers, that’s what I say, Mr. Gum­bril. Feath­ers will in­crease the dig­nity of the State and lessen the im­port­ance of the in­di­vidu­al. And that,” con­cluded Mr. Bojanus with em­phas­is, “that, Mr. Gum­bril, will be all to the good.”

			“But you don’t mean to tell me,” said Gum­bril, “that if I chose to show my­self to the mul­ti­tude in my in­flated trousers, I could be­come a lead­er—do you?”

			“Ah, no,” said Mr. Bojanus. “You’d ’ave to ’ave the tal­ent for talk­ing and or­der­ing people about, to be­gin with. Feath­ers wouldn’t give the geni­us, but they’d mag­ni­fy the ef­fect of what there was.”

			Gum­bril got up and began to di­vest him­self of the Small-Clothes. He un­screwed the valve and the air whistled out, dy­ingly. He too sighed. “Curi­ous,” he said pens­ively, “that I’ve nev­er felt the need for a lead­er. I’ve nev­er met any­one I felt I could whole­heartedly ad­mire or be­lieve in, nev­er any­one I wanted to fol­low. It must be pleas­ant, I should think, to hand one­self over to some­body else. It must give you a warm, splen­did, com­fort­able feel­ing.”

			Mr. Bojanus smiled and shook his head. “You and I, Mr. Gum­bril,” he said, “we’re not the sort of people to be im­pressed with feath­ers or even by talk­ing and or­der­ing about. We may not be lead­ers ourselves. But at any rate we aren’t the ’erd.”

			“Not the main herd, per­haps.”

			“Not any ’erd,” Mr. Bojanus in­sisted proudly.

			Gum­bril shook his head du­bi­ously and buttoned up his trousers. He was not sure, now he came to think of it, that he didn’t be­long to all the herds—by a sort of hon­or­ary mem­ber­ship and tem­por­ar­ily, as oc­ca­sion offered, as one be­longs to the Uni­on at the sis­ter uni­ver­sity or to the Nav­al and Mil­it­ary Club while one’s own is hav­ing its an­nu­al clean-out. Shear­wa­ter’s herd, Lypi­att’s herd, Mr. Mer­captan’s herd, Mrs. Viveash’s herd, the ar­chi­tec­tur­al herd of his fath­er, the edu­ca­tion­al herd (but that, thank God! was now bleat­ing on dis­tant pas­tures), the herd of Mr. Bojanus—he be­longed to them all a little, to none of them com­pletely. Nobody be­longed to his herd. How could they? No chamele­on can live with com­fort on a tartan. He put on his coat.

			“I’ll send the gar­ments this even­ing,” said Mr. Bojanus. Gum­bril left the shop. At the the­at­ric­al wig-maker’s in Leicester Square he ordered a blond fan-shaped beard to match his own hair and mous­tache. He would, at any rate, be his own lead­er; he would wear a badge, a sym­bol of au­thor­ity. And Cole­man had said that there were dan­ger­ous re­la­tions to be entered in­to by the sym­bol’s aid.

			Ah, now he was pro­vi­sion­ally a mem­ber of Cole­man’s herd. It was all very de­press­ing.

		
	
		
			IX

			Fan-shaped, blond, moun­ted on gauze and guar­an­teed un­detect­able, it ar­rived from the wig-maker, pre­ciously packed in a stout card­board box six times too large for it and ac­com­pan­ied by a quarter of a pint of the choicest spir­it gum. In the pri­vacy of his bed­room Gum­bril un­coffined it, held it out for his own ad­mir­a­tion, caressed its silk­i­ness and fi­nally tried it on, hold­ing it pro­vi­sion­ally to his chin, in front of the look­ing-glass. The ef­fect, he de­cided im­me­di­ately, was stun­ning, was gran­di­ose. From mel­an­choly and all too mild he saw him­self trans­formed on the in­stant in­to a sort of jovi­al Henry the Eighth, in­to a massive Ra­belaisi­an man, broad and power­ful and ex­uber­ant with vi­tal­ity and hair.

			The pro­por­tions of his face were start­lingly altered. The po­di­um, be­low the mouth, had been in­suf­fi­ciently massive to carry the stately or­der of the nose; and the ra­ti­ocin­at­ive at­tic of the fore­head, noble enough, no doubt, in it­self, had been dis­pro­por­tion­ately high. The beard now sup­plied the de­fi­cien­cies in the sty­lob­ate, and planted now on a firm base­ment of will, the or­der of the senses, the aer­i­al at­tic of ideas, reared them­selves with a more clas­sic­al har­mo­ni­ous­ness of pro­por­tion. It only re­mained for him to or­der from Mr. Bojanus an Amer­ic­an coat, pad­ded out at the shoulders as squarely and hero­ic­ally as a doublet of the Cin­que­cento, and he would look the com­plete Ra­belaisi­an man. Great eat­er, deep drink­er, stout fight­er, prodi­gious lov­er; clear thinker, cre­at­or of beauty, seeker of truth and proph­et of hero­ic grandeurs. Fit­ted out with coat and beard, he could qual­i­fy for the next va­cancy among the cœn­ob­ites of Thelema.

			He re­moved his beard—“put his beaver up,” as they used to say in the fine old days of chiv­alry; he would have to re­mem­ber that little joke for Cole­man’s be­ne­fit. He put his beaver up—ha, ha!—and stared rue­fully at the far from Ra­belaisi­an fig­ure which now con­fron­ted him. The mous­tache—that was genu­ine enough—which had looked, in con­junc­tion with the splen­did work of art be­low, so fierce and manly, served by it­self, he now per­ceived, only droopily to em­phas­ize his nat­ive mild­ness and mel­an­choly.

			It was a dis­mal af­fair, which might have be­longed to Maurice Bar­rès in youth; a slant­ing, flag­ging, sag­ging thing, such as could only grow on the lip of an as­sidu­ous Cul­tiv­at­or of the Me, and would be­come, as one grew older, ludicrously out of place on the vis­age of a roar­ing Na­tion­al­ist. If it wer­en’t that it fit­ted in so splen­didly with the beard, if it wer­en’t that it be­came so mar­vel­lously dif­fer­ent in the new con­text he had now dis­covered for it, he would have shaved it off then and there.

			Mourn­ful ap­pend­age. But now he would trans­form it, he would add to it its bet­ter half. Za­dig’s quat­rain to his mis­tress, when the tab­let on which it was writ­ten was broken in two, be­came a treas­on­able li­bel on the king. So this mous­tache, thought Gum­bril, as gingerly he ap­plied the spir­it gum to his cheeks and chin, this mous­tache which by it­self serves only to be­tray me, be­comes, as soon as it is joined to its miss­ing con­text, an amor­ous arm for the con­quest of the fair sex.

			A little far­fetched, he de­cided; a little pon­der­ous. And be­sides, as so few people had read Za­dig, not much use in con­ver­sa­tion. Cau­tiously and with neat, me­tic­u­lous fin­ger­tips he ad­jus­ted the trans­form­a­tion to his gummed face, pressed it firmly, held it while it stuck fast. The portals of Thelema opened be­fore him; he was free of those rich orch­ards, those halls and courts, those broad stair­cases wind­ing in noble spir­als with­in the flanks of each of the fair round towers. And it was Cole­man who had poin­ted out the way; he felt duly grate­ful. One last look at the Com­plete Man, one fi­nal and defin­it­ive con­stata­tion that the Mild and Mel­an­choly one was, for the time at least, no more; and he was ready in all con­fid­ence to set out. He se­lec­ted a loose, light great­coat—not that he needed a coat at all, for the day was bright and warm; but un­til Mr. Bojanus had done his la­bour of pad­ding he would have to broaden him­self out in this way, even if it did mean that he might be un­com­fort­ably hot. To fall short of Com­plete Man­hood for fear of a little in­con­veni­ence would be ab­surd. He slipped, there­fore, in­to his light coat—a toga, Mr. Bojanus called it, a very neat toga in real West Coun­try whip­cord. He put on his broad­est and black­est felt hat, for breadth above everything was what he needed to give him com­plete­ness, breadth of stature, breadth of mind, breadth of hu­man sym­pathy, breadth of smile, breadth of hu­mour, breadth of everything. The fi­nal touch was a massive and an­tique Malacca cane be­long­ing to his fath­er. If he had pos­sessed a bull­dog, he would have taken it out on a leash. But he did not. He is­sued in­to the sun­shine, un­ac­com­pan­ied.

			But un­ac­com­pan­ied he did not mean to re­main for long. These warm, bright May days were won­der­ful days for be­ing in love on. And to be alone on such days was like a mal­ady. It was a mal­ady from which the Mild and Mel­an­choly Man suffered all too fre­quently. And yet there were mil­lions of su­per­flu­ous wo­men in the coun­try; mil­lions of them. Every day, in the streets, one saw thou­sands of them passing; and some were ex­quis­ite, were rav­ish­ing, the only pos­sible soul-mates. Thou­sands of unique soul-mates every day. The Mild and Mel­an­choly one al­lowed them to pass—forever. But today—today he was the com­plete and Ra­belaisi­an man; he was bearded to the teeth; the im­be­cile game was at its height; there would be op­por­tun­it­ies, and the Com­plete Man could know how to take them. No, he would not be un­ac­com­pan­ied for long.

			Out­side in the square the four­teen plane trees glowed in their young, un­sul­lied green. At the end of every street the golden muslin of the haze hung in an un­wrinkled cur­tain that thinned away above the sky’s gauzy ho­ri­zon to trans­par­ent noth­ing against the in­tenser blue. The dim, conch-like mur­mur that in a city is si­lence seemed hazily to identi­fy it­self with the golden misti­ness of sum­mer, and against this dim, wide back­ground the yells of the play­ing chil­dren de­tached them­selves, dis­tinct and pier­cing. “Beaver,” they shouted, “beaver!” and, “Is it cold up there?” Full of play­ful men­ace, the Com­plete Man shook at them his bor­rowed Malacca. He ac­cep­ted their prompt hail as the most fa­vour­able of omens.

			At the first to­bac­con­ist’s Gum­bril bought the longest ci­gar he could find, and trail­ing be­hind him ex­pir­ing blue wreaths of Cuban smoke, he made his way slowly and with an ample swag­ger to­wards the Park. It was there, un­der the elms, on the shores of the or­na­ment­al wa­ters, that he ex­pec­ted to find his op­por­tun­ity, that he in­ten­ded—how con­fid­ently be­hind his Gar­gan­tu­an mask!—to take it.

			The op­por­tun­ity offered it­self soon­er than he ex­pec­ted.

			He had just turned in­to the Queen’s Road and was saun­ter­ing past Whiteley’s with the air of one who knows that he has a right to a good place, to two or three good places even, in the sun, when he no­ticed just in front of him, peer­ing in­tently at the New Sea­son’s Mod­els, a young wo­man whom in his mild and mel­an­choly days he would have only hope­lessly ad­mired, but who now, to the Com­plete Man, seemed a destined and ac­cess­ible prey. She was fairly tall, but seemed taller than she ac­tu­ally was, by reas­on of her re­mark­able slen­der­ness. Not that she looked dis­agree­ably thin, far from it. It was a roun­ded slen­der­ness. The Com­plete Man de­cided to con­sider her as tu­bu­lar—flex­ible and tu­bu­lar, like a sec­tion of boa con­strict­or, should one say. She was dressed in clothes that em­phas­ized this ser­pent­ine slim­ness, in a close-fit­ting grey jack­et that buttoned up to the neck and a long, nar­row grey skirt that came down to her ankles. On her head was a small, sleek black hat, that looked al­most as though it were made of met­al. It was trimmed on one side with a bunch of dull golden fo­liage.

			Those golden leaves were the only touch of or­na­ment in all the severe smooth­ness and un­broken tu­bu­lar­ity of her per­son. As for her face, that was neither strictly beau­ti­ful nor strictly ugly, but com­bined ele­ments of both beauty and ugli­ness in­to a whole that was un­ex­pec­ted, that was oddly and some­how un­nat­ur­ally at­tract­ive.

			Pre­tend­ing, he too, to take an in­terest in the New Sea­son’s Mod­els, Gum­bril made, squint­ing side­ways over the burn­ing tip of his ci­gar, an in­vent­ory of her fea­tures. The fore­head, that was mostly hid­den by her hat; it might be pens­ively and se­renely high, it might be of that de­gree of low­ness which in men is vil­lain­ous, but in wo­men is only an­oth­er—a rather rus­tic one per­haps, rather ca­naille even, but def­in­itely an­oth­er—at­trac­tion. There was no telling. As for her eyes, they were green, and limp­id; set wide apart in her head they looked out from un­der heavy lids and through open­ings that slanted up to­wards the out­er corners. Her nose was slightly aquil­ine. Her mouth was full-lipped, but straight and un­ex­pec­tedly wide. Her chin was small, round and firm. She had a pale skin, a little flushed over the cheekbones, which were prom­in­ent.

			On the left cheek, close un­der the corner of the slant­ing eye, she had a brown mole. Such hair as Gum­bril could see be­neath her hat was pale and in­con­spicu­ously blond. When she had fin­ished look­ing at the New Sea­son’s Mod­els she moved slowly on, halt­ing for a mo­ment be­fore the trav­el­ling trunks and the fit­ted pic­nic bas­kets; dwell­ing for a full minute over the cor­sets, passing the hats, for some reas­on, rather con­temp­tu­ously, but paus­ing, which seemed strange, for a long pens­ive look at the ci­gars and wine. As for the ten­nis rack­ets and crick­et bats, the school out­fits and the gen­tle­man’s ho­siery—she hadn’t so much as a look for one of them. But how lov­ingly she lingered be­fore the boots and shoes! Her own feet, the Com­plete Man no­ticed with sat­is­fac­tion, had an el­eg­ance of flor­id curves. And while oth­er folk walked on neat’s leath­er she was con­tent to be shod with noth­ing coars­er than mottled ser­pent’s skin.

			Slowly they drif­ted up Queen’s Road, linger­ing be­fore every jew­eller’s, every an­ti­quar­i­an’s, every mil­liner’s on the way. The stranger gave him no op­por­tun­ity, and in­deed, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, how should she? For the im­be­cile game on which he was re­ly­ing is a trav­el­ling pi­quet for two play­ers, not a game of pa­tience. No sane hu­man be­ing could play it in solitude. He would have to make the op­por­tun­ity him­self.

			All that was mild in him, all that was mel­an­choly, shrank with a sickened re­luct­ance from the task of break­ing—with what con­sequences de­li­cious and per­il­ous in the fu­ture or, in the case of the de­served snub, im­me­di­ately hu­mi­li­at­ing?—a si­lence which, by the tenth or twelfth shop win­dow, had be­come quite un­bear­ably sig­ni­fic­ant. The Mild and Mel­an­choly one would have drif­ted to the top of the road, shar­ing, with that com­munity of tastes which is the basis of every happy uni­on, her en­thu­si­asm for brass can­dle­sticks and toast­ing-forks, im­it­a­tion Chip­pend­ale fur­niture, gold watch-brace­lets and low-waisted sum­mer frocks; would have drif­ted to the top of the road and watched her, dumbly, dis­ap­pear­ing forever in­to the green Park or along the blank pave­ments of the Bayswa­ter Road; would have watched her forever dis­ap­pear and then, if the pubs had happened to be open, would have gone and ordered a glass of port, and sit­ting at the bar would have sa­voured, still dumbly, among the oth­er drink­ers, the muddy grapes of the Douro, and his own unique loneli­ness.

			That was what the Mild and Mel­an­choly one would have done. But the sight, as he gazed earn­estly in­to an an­ti­quary’s win­dow, of his own power­ful bearded face re­flec­ted in a sham Hep­pel­white mir­ror, re­minded him that the Mild and Mel­an­choly one was tem­por­ar­ily ex­tinct, and that it was the Com­plete Man who now dawdled, smoking his long ci­gar, up the Queen’s Road to­wards the Ab­bey of Thelema.

			He squared his shoulders; in that loose toga of Mr. Bojanus’s he looked as co­pi­ous as François Premi­er. The time, he de­cided, had come.

			It was at this mo­ment that the re­flec­tion of the stranger’s face joined it­self in the little mir­ror, as she made a little move­ment away from the Old Welsh dress­er in the corner, to that of his own. She looked at the spuri­ous Hep­pel­white. Their eyes met in the hos­pit­able glass. Gum­bril smiled. The corners of the stranger’s wide mouth seemed faintly to move; like petals of the magno­lia, her eye­lids came slowly down over her slant­ing eyes. Gum­bril turned from the re­flec­tion to the real­ity.

			“If you want to say Beaver,” he said, “you may.”

			The Com­plete Man had made his first speech.

			“I want to say noth­ing,” said the stranger. She spoke with a charm­ing pre­ci­sion and dis­tinct­ness, linger­ing with a pretty em­phas­is on the n of noth­ing. “N—n—noth­ing”—it soun­ded rather fi­nal. She turned away, she moved on.

			But the Com­plete Man was not one to be put off by a mere ul­ti­mat­um. “There,” he said, fall­ing in­to step with her, “now I’ve had it—the de­served snub. Hon­our is saved, prestige duly up­held. Now we can get on with our con­ver­sa­tion.”

			The Mild and Mel­an­choly one stood by, gasp­ing with as­ton­ished ad­mir­a­tion.

			“You are v—very im­per­tin­ent,” said the stranger, smil­ing and look­ing up from un­der the magno­lia petals.

			“It is in my char­ac­ter,” said the Com­plete Man. “You mustn’t blame me. One can­not es­cape from one’s hered­ity; that’s one’s share of ori­gin­al sin.”

			“There is al­ways grace,” said the stranger.

			Gum­bril caressed his beard. “True,” he replied.

			“I ad­vise you to pr—ray for it.”

			His pray­er, the Mild and Mel­an­choly one re­flec­ted, had already been answered. The ori­gin­al sin in him had been self-cor­rec­ted.

			“Here is an­oth­er an­tique shop,” said Gum­bril. “Shall we stop and have a look at it?”

			The stranger glanced at him doubt­fully. But he looked quite ser­i­ous. They stopped.

			“How re­volt­ing this sham cot­tage fur­niture is,” Gum­bril re­marked. The shop, he no­ticed, was called “Ye Olde Farme House.”

			The stranger, who had been on the point of say­ing how much she liked those lovely Old Welsh dress­ers, gave him her hearti­est agree­ment. “So v—vul­gar.”

			“So hor­ribly re­fined. So re­fined and artist­ic.”

			She laughed on a des­cend­ing chro­mat­ic scale. This was ex­cit­ingly new. Poor Aunt Ag­gie with her Arts and Crafts, and her old Eng­lish fur­niture. And to think she had taken them so ser­i­ously! She saw in a flash the fas­ti­di­ous lady that she now was—with Louis whatever-it-was fur­niture at home, and jew­els, and young po­ets to tea, and real artists. In the past, when she had ima­gined her­self en­ter­tain­ing real artists, it had al­ways been among really artist­ic fur­niture. Aunt Ag­gie’s fur­niture. But now—no, oh no. This man was prob­ably an artist. His beard; and that big black hat. But not poor; very well dressed.

			“Yes, it’s funny to think that there are people who call that sort of thing artist­ic. One’s quite s—sorry for them,” she ad­ded, with a little hiss.

			“You have a kind heart,” said Gum­bril. “I’m glad to see that.”

			“Not v—very kind, I’m af—fraid.” She looked at him side­ways, and sig­ni­fic­antly as the fas­ti­di­ous lady would have looked at one of the po­ets.

			“Well, kind enough, I hope,” said the Com­plete Man. He was de­lighted with his new ac­quaint­ance.

			To­geth­er they dis­em­bogued in­to the Bayswa­ter Road. It was here, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, that the Mild and Mel­an­choly one would dumbly have slunk away to his glass of port and his loneli­ness among the ali­en topers at the bar. But the Com­plete Man took his new friend by the el­bow, and steered her in­to the traffic. To­geth­er they crossed the road, to­geth­er entered the park.

			“I still think you are v—very im­per­tin­ent,” said the lady. “What in­duced you to fol­low me?”

			With a single com­pre­hens­ive ges­ture, Gum­bril in­dic­ated the sun, the sky, the green trees air­ily glit­ter­ing, the grass, the em­er­ald lights and vi­ol­et shad­ows of the rus­tic dis­tance. “On a day like this,” he said, “how could I help it?”

			“Ori­gin­al sin?”

			“Oh,” the Com­plete Man mod­estly shook his head, “I lay no claim to ori­gin­al­ity in this.”

			The stranger laughed. This was nearly as good as a young poet at the tea-table. She was very glad that she’d de­cided, after all, to put on her best suit this af­ter­noon, even if it was a little stuffy for the warmth of the day. He, too, she no­ticed, was wear­ing a great­coat; which seemed rather odd.

			“Is it ori­gin­al,” he went on, “to go and tumble stu­pidly like an ele­phant in­to a pit­fall, head over ears, at first sight … ?”

			She looked at him side­ways, then closed down the magno­lia petals, and smiled. This was go­ing to be the real thing—one of those long, those in­ter­min­able, or, at any rate, in­def­in­itely re­new­able con­ver­sa­tions about love; witty, subtle, pen­et­rat­ing and bold, like the con­ver­sa­tions in books, like the con­ver­sa­tions across the tea-table between bril­liant young po­ets and ladies of qual­ity, grown fas­ti­di­ous through an ex­cess­ive ex­per­i­ence, fas­ti­di­ous and a little weary, but still, in their subtle way, in­sa­ti­ably curi­ous.

			“Sup­pose we sit down,” sug­ges­ted Gum­bril, and he poin­ted to a couple of green iron chairs, stand­ing isol­ated in the middle of the grass close to­geth­er and with their fronts slant­ing in­wards a little to­wards one an­oth­er in a po­s­i­tion that sug­ges­ted a con­fid­en­tial in­tim­acy. At the pro­spect of the con­ver­sa­tion that, in­ev­it­ably, was about to un­roll it­self, he felt de­cidedly less elated than did his new friend. If there was any­thing he dis­liked it was con­ver­sa­tions about love. It bored him, oh, it bored him most hor­ribly, this minute ana­lys­is of the pas­sion that young wo­men al­ways seemed to ex­pect one, at some point or oth­er in one’s re­la­tion with them, to make. How love al­ters the char­ac­ter for both good and bad; how phys­ic­al pas­sion need not be in­com­pat­ible with the spir­itu­al; how a hate­ful and tyr­an­nous pos­sess­ive­ness can be al­lied in love with the most un­selfish so­li­citude for the oth­er party—oh, he knew all this and much more, so well, so well. And wheth­er one can be in love with more than one per­son at a time, wheth­er love can ex­ist without jeal­ousy, wheth­er pity, af­fec­tion, de­sire can in any way re­place the full and genu­ine pas­sion—how of­ten he had had to thrash out these dreary ques­tions!

			And all the philo­soph­ic spec­u­la­tions were equally fa­mil­i­ar, all the physiolo­gic­al and an­thro­po­lo­gic­al and psy­cho­lo­gic­al facts. In the the­ory of the sub­ject he had ceased to take any in­terest. Un­hap­pily, a dis­cus­sion of the the­ory al­ways seemed to be an es­sen­tial pre­lim­in­ary to the prac­tice of it. He sighed a little wear­ily as he took his seat on the green iron chair. But then, re­col­lect­ing that he was now the Com­plete Man, and that the Com­plete Man must do everything with a flour­ish and a high hand, he leaned for­ward and, smil­ing with a charm­ing in­solence through his beard, began:

			“Tiresi­as, you may re­mem­ber, was gran­ted the sin­gu­lar priv­ilege of liv­ing both as a man and a wo­man.”

			Ah, this was the genu­ine young poet. Sup­port­ing an el­bow on the back of her chair and lean­ing her cheek against her hand, she dis­posed her­self to listen and, where ne­ces­sary, bril­liantly to in­ter­pel­late; it was through half-closed eyes that she looked at him, and she smiled faintly in a man­ner which she knew, from ex­per­i­ence, to be en­ig­mat­ic, and though a shade haughty, though a tiny bit mock­ing and iron­ic­al, ex­ceed­ingly at­tract­ive.

			An hour and a half later they were driv­ing to­wards an ad­dress in Bloxam Gar­dens, Maida Vale. The name seemed vaguely fa­mil­i­ar to Gum­bril. Bloxam Gar­dens—per­haps one of his aunts had lived there once?

			“It’s a dr—dread­ful little mais­on­nette,” she ex­plained. “Full of aw­ful things. We had to take it fur­nished. It’s so im­possible to find any­thing now.”

			Gum­bril leaned back in his corner, won­der­ing, as he stud­ied that aver­ted pro­file, who or what this young wo­man could be. She seemed to be in the ob­vi­ous move­ment, to like the sort of things one would ex­pect people to like; she seemed to be as highly civ­il­ized, in Mr. Mer­captan’s rather tech­nic­al sense of the term, as free of all pre­ju­dices as the great ex­po­nent of civil­iz­a­tion him­self.

			She seemed, from her coolly dropped hints, to pos­sess all the dan­ger­ous ex­per­i­ence, all the as­sur­ance and easy ruth­less­ness of a great lady whose whole life is oc­cu­pied in the in­ter­min­able af­fairs of the heart, the senses and the head. But, by a strange con­tra­dic­tion she seemed to find her life nar­row and un­in­ter­est­ing. She had com­plained in so many words that her hus­band mis­un­der­stood and neg­lected her, had com­plained, by im­plic­a­tion, that she knew very few in­ter­est­ing people.

			The mais­on­nette in Bloxam Gar­dens was cer­tainly not very splen­did—six rooms on the second and third floors of a peel­ing stucco house. And the fur­niture—de­cidedly Hire Pur­chase. And the cur­tains and cre­tonnes—brightly “mod­ern,” pos­it­ively “fu­tur­ist.”

			“What one has to put up with in fur­nished flats!” The lady made a grim­ace as she ushered him in­to the sit­ting-room. And while she spoke the words, she really man­aged to per­suade her­self that the fur­niture wasn’t theirs, that they had found all this sor­did stuff clut­ter­ing up the rooms, not chosen it, oh with pains! them­selves, not dog­gedly paid for it, month by month.

			“Our own things,” she mur­mured vaguely, “are stored. In the Rivi­era.” It was there, un­der the palms, among the gaudy mel­on flowers and the croupi­ers that the fas­ti­di­ous lady had last held her salon of young po­ets. In the Rivi­era—that would ex­plain, now she came to think of it, a lot of things, if ex­plan­a­tion ever be­came ne­ces­sary.

			The Com­plete Man nod­ded sym­path­et­ic­ally. “Oth­er people’s tastes,” he held up his hands, they both laughed. “But why do we think of oth­er people?” he ad­ded. And com­ing for­ward with a con­quer­ing im­puls­ive­ness he took both her long, fine hands in his and raised them to his bearded mouth.

			She looked at him for a second, then dropped her eye­lids, took back her hands. “I must go and make the tea,” she said. “The ser­vants”—the plur­al was a par­don­able ex­ag­ger­a­tion—“are out.”

			Gal­lantly, the Com­plete Man offered to come and help her. These scenes of in­tim­ate life had a charm all their own. But she would not al­low it. “No, no,” she was very firm, “I simply for­bid you. You must stay here. I won’t be a mo­ment,” and she was gone, clos­ing the door care­fully be­hind her.

			Left to him­self, Gum­bril sat down and filed his nails.

			As for the young lady, she hur­ried along to her dingy little kit­chen, lit the gas, put the kettle on, set out the teapot and the cups on a tray, and from the bis­cuit-box, where it was stored, took out the re­mains of a chocol­ate cake, which had already seen ser­vice at the day-be­fore-yes­ter­day’s tea-party. When all was ready here, she tip­toed across to her bed­room and sit­ting down at her dress­ing-table, began with hands that trembled a little with ex­cite­ment to powder her nose, and height­en the col­our of her cheeks. Even after the last touch had been giv­en, she still sat there, look­ing at her im­age in the glass.

			The lady and the poet, she was think­ing, the grande dame and the bril­liant young man of geni­us. She liked young men with beards. But he was not an artist, in spite of the beard, in spite of the hat. He was a writer of sorts. So she gathered; but he was reti­cent, he was de­light­fully mys­ter­i­ous. She too, for that mat­ter. The great lady slips out, masked, in­to the street; touches the young man’s sleeve: Come with me. She chooses, does not let her­self pass­ively be chosen. The young poet falls at her feet; she lifts him up. One is ac­cus­tomed to this sort of thing.

			She opened her jew­el box, took out all her rings—there were not many of them, alas!—and put them on. Two or three of them, on second thoughts, she took off again; they were a little, she sus­pec­ted with a sud­den qualm, in oth­er people’s taste.

			He was very clev­er, very artist­ic—only that seemed to be the wrong word to use; he seemed to know all the new things, all the in­ter­est­ing people. Per­haps he would in­tro­duce her to some of them. And he was so much at ease be­hind his know­ledge, so well as­sured. But for her part, she felt pretty cer­tain, she had made no stu­pid mis­takes. She too had been, had looked at any rate—which was the im­port­ant thing—very much at ease.

			She liked young men with beards. They looked so Rus­si­an. Cath­er­ine of Rus­sia had been one of the great ladies with caprices. Masked in the streets. Young poet, come with me. Or even, Young butcher’s boy. But that, no, that was go­ing too far, too low. Still, life, life—it was there to be lived—life—to be en­joyed. And now, and now? She was still won­der­ing what would hap­pen next, when the kettle, which was one of those funny ones which whistle when they come to the boil, began, fit­fully, at first, then, un­der full steam, un­flag­gingly, to sound its mourn­ful, oth­er­worldly note. She sighed and be­stirred her­self to at­tend to it.

			“Let me help you.” Gum­bril jumped up as she came in­to the room. “What can I do?” He hovered rather in­eptly round her.

			The lady put down her tray on the little table. “N—noth­ing,” she said.

			“N—noth­ing?” he im­it­ated her with a play­ful mock­ery. “Am I good for n—noth­ing at all?” He took one of her hands and kissed it.

			“Noth­ing that’s of the l—least im­port­ance.” She sat down and began to pour out the tea.

			The Com­plete Man also sat down. “So to ad­ore at first sight,” he asked, “is not of the l—least im­port­ance?”

			She shook her head, smiled, raised and lowered her eye­lids. One was so well ac­cus­tomed to this sort of thing; it had no im­port­ance. “Sug­ar?” she asked. The young poet was safely there, spark­ling across the tea-table. He offered love and she, with the easy heart­less­ness of one who is so well ac­cus­tomed to this sort of thing, offered him sug­ar.

			He nod­ded. “Please. But if it’s of no im­port­ance to you,” he went on, “then I’ll go away at once.”

			The lady laughed her sec­tion of a des­cend­ing chro­mat­ic scale. “Oh no, you won’t,” she said. “You can’t.” And she felt that the grande dame had made a very fine stroke.

			“Quite right,” the Com­plete Man replied; “I couldn’t.” He stirred his tea. “But who are you,” he looked up at her sud­denly, “you dev­il­ish fe­male?” He was genu­inely anxious to know; and be­sides, he was pay­ing her a very pretty com­pli­ment. “What do you do with your dan­ger­ous ex­ist­ence?”

			“I en­joy life,” she said. “I think one ought to en­joy life. Don’t you? I think it’s one’s first duty.” She be­came quite grave. “One ought to en­joy every mo­ment of it,” she said. “Oh, pas­sion­ately, ad­ven­tur­ously, newly, ex­cit­ingly, uniquely.”

			The Com­plete Man laughed. “A con­scien­tious he­don­ist. I see.”

			She felt un­com­fort­ably that the fas­ti­di­ous lady had not quite lived up to her char­ac­ter. She had spoken more like a young wo­man who finds life too dull and daily, and would like to get on to the cinema. “I am very con­scien­tious,” she said, mak­ing sig­ni­fic­ant play with the magno­lia petals and smil­ing her rid­dling smile. She must re­trieve the Great Cath­er­ine’s repu­ta­tion.

			“I could see that from the first,” mocked the Com­plete Man with a tri­umphant in­solence. “Con­science doth make cow­ards of us all.”

			The fas­ti­di­ous lady only con­temp­tu­ously smiled. “Have a little chocol­ate cake,” she sug­ges­ted. Her heart was beat­ing. She wondered, she wondered.

			There was a long si­lence. Gum­bril fin­ished his chocol­ate cake, gloomily drank his tea and did not speak. He found, all at once, that he had noth­ing to say. His jovi­al con­fid­ence seemed, for the mo­ment, to have deser­ted him. He was only the Mild and Mel­an­choly one fool­ishly dis­guised as a Com­plete Man; a sheep in beaver’s cloth­ing. He en­trenched him­self be­hind his for­mid­able si­lence and waited; waited, at first, sit­ting in his chair, then, when this total in­activ­ity be­came un­bear­able, strid­ing about the room.

			She looked at him, for all her air of se­rene com­pos­ure, with a cer­tain dis­quiet. What on earth was he up to now? What could he be think­ing about? Frown­ing like that, he looked like a young Jupiter, bearded and burly (though not, she no­ticed, quite so burly as he had ap­peared in his over­coat) mak­ing ready to throw a thun­der­bolt. Per­haps he was think­ing of her—sus­pect­ing her, see­ing through the fas­ti­di­ous lady and feel­ing angry at her at­temp­ted de­cep­tion. Or per­haps he was bored with her, per­haps he was want­ing to go away. Well, let him go; she didn’t mind. Or per­haps he was just made like that—a moody young poet; that seemed, on the whole, the most likely ex­plan­a­tion; it was also the most pleas­ing and ro­mantic. She waited. They both waited.

			Gum­bril looked at her and was put to shame by the spec­tacle of her quiet serenity. He must do some­thing, he told him­self; he must re­cov­er the Com­plete Man’s lost mor­ale. Des­per­ately he came to a halt in front of the one de­cent pic­ture hanging on the walls. It was an eight­eenth-cen­tury en­grav­ing of Raphael’s Trans­fig­ur­a­tion—bet­ter, he al­ways thought, in black and white than in its bleakly-col­oured ori­gin­al.

			“That’s a nice en­grav­ing,” he said. “Very nice.” The mere fact of hav­ing uttered at all was a great com­fort to him, a real re­lief.

			“Yes,” she said, “That be­longs to me. I found it in a second­hand shop, not far from here.”

			“Pho­to­graphy,” he pro­nounced, with that tem­por­ary earn­est­ness which made him seem an en­thu­si­ast about everything, “is a mixed bless­ing. It has made it pos­sible to re­pro­duce pic­tures so eas­ily and cheaply, that all the bad artists who were well oc­cu­pied in the past, mak­ing en­grav­ings of good men’s paint­ings, are now free to do bad ori­gin­al work of their own.” All this was ter­ribly im­per­son­al, he told him­self, ter­ribly off the point. He was los­ing ground. He must do some­thing drastic to win it back. But what?

			She came to his res­cue. “I bought an­oth­er at the same time,” she said. “The Last Com­mu­nion of St. Jerome, by—who is it? I for­get.”

			“Ah, you mean Domenichino’s St. Jerome?” The Com­plete Man was afloat again. “Poussin’s fa­vour­ite pic­ture. Mine too, very nearly. I’d like to see that.”

			“It’s in my room, I’m afraid. But if you don’t mind.”

			He bowed. “If you don’t.”

			She smiled gra­ciously to him and got up. “This way,” she said, and opened the door.

			“It’s a lovely pic­ture,” Gum­bril went on, lo­qua­ciously now, be­hind her, as they walked down the dark cor­ridor. “And be­sides, I have a sen­ti­ment­al at­tach­ment to it. There used to be a copy of an en­grav­ing of it at home, when I was a child. And I re­mem­ber won­der­ing and won­der­ing—oh, it went on for years—every time I saw the pic­ture; won­der­ing why on earth that old bish­op (for I did know it was a bish­op) should be hand­ing the na­ked old man a five-shil­ling piece.”

			She opened a door; they were in her very pink room. Grave in its sol­emn and subtly har­mo­ni­ous beauty, the pic­ture hung over the man­tel­piece, hung there, among the pho­to­graphs of the little friends of her own age, like some strange ob­ject from an­oth­er world. From with­in that chipped gilt frame all the beauty, all the grandeur of re­li­gion looked darkly out upon the pink room. The little friends of her own age, all de­li­ciously nu­bile, sweetly smiled, turned up their eyes, clasped Per­sian cats or stood jauntily, feet apart, hand in the breeches pock­et of the land-girl’s uni­form; the pink roses on the wall­pa­per, the pink and white cur­tains, the pink bed, the straw­berry-col­oured car­pet, filled all the air with the rosy re­flec­tions of na­ked­ness and life.

			And ut­terly re­mote, ab­sorbed in their grave, sol­emn ec­stasy, the robed and mitred priest held out, the dy­ing saint yearn­ingly re­ceived, the body of the Son of God. The min­is­trants looked gravely on, the little an­gels looped in the air above a gravely tri­umphant fes­toon, the li­on slept at the saint’s feet, and through the arch bey­ond, the eye trav­elled out over a quiet coun­try of dark trees and hills.

			“There it is,” she waved to­wards the man­tel­piece.

			But Gum­bril had taken it all in long ago. “You see what I mean by the five-shil­ling piece.” And step­ping up to the pic­ture, he poin­ted to the round bright wafer which the priest holds in his hand and whose aver­ted disk is like the es­sen­tial sun at the centre of the pic­ture’s har­mo­ni­ous uni­verse. “Those were the days of five-shil­ling pieces,” he went on. “You’re prob­ably too young to re­mem­ber those large, lovely things. They came my way oc­ca­sion­ally, and con­sec­rated wafers didn’t. So you can un­der­stand how much the pic­ture puzzled me. A bish­op giv­ing a na­ked old man five shil­lings in a church, with an­gels flut­ter­ing over­head, and a li­on sleep­ing in the fore­ground. It was ob­scure, it was hor­ribly ob­scure.” He turned away from the pic­ture and con­fron­ted his host­ess, who was stand­ing a little way be­hind him smil­ing en­ig­mat­ic­ally and in­vit­ingly.

			“Ob­scure,” he re­peated. “But so is everything. So is life in gen­er­al. And you,” he stepped to­wards her, “you in par­tic­u­lar.”

			“Am I?” she lif­ted her limp­id eyes at him. Oh, how her heart was beat­ing, how hard it was to be the fas­ti­di­ous lady, calmly sat­is­fy­ing her caprice. How dif­fi­cult it was to be ac­cus­tomed to this sort of thing. What was go­ing to hap­pen next?

			What happened next was that the Com­plete Man came still closer, put his arms round her, as though he were in­vit­ing her to the fox­trot, and began kiss­ing her with a start­ling vi­ol­ence. His beard tickled her neck; shiv­er­ing a little, she brought down the magno­lia petals across her eyes. The Com­plete Man lif­ted her up, walked across the room car­ry­ing the fas­ti­di­ous lady in his arms and de­pos­ited her on the rosy cata­falque of the bed. Ly­ing there with her eyes shut, she did her best to pre­tend she was dead.

			Gum­bril had looked at his wrist watch and found that it was six o’clock. Already? He pre­pared him­self to take his de­par­ture. Wrapped in a pink ki­mono, she came out in­to the hall to wish him farewell.

			“When shall I see you again, Rosie?” He had learnt that her name was Rosie.

			She had re­covered her great lady’s equan­im­ity and de­tach­ment, and was able to shrug her shoulders and smile. “How should I know?” she asked, im­ply­ing that she could not fore­see what her caprice might be an hour hence.

			“May I write then, and ask one of these days if you do know?”

			She put her head on one side and raised her eye­brows, doubt­fully. At last nod­ded. “Yes, you can write,” she per­mit­ted.

			“Good,” said the Com­plete Man, and picked up his wide hat. She held out her hand to him with stateli­ness, and with a form­al gal­lantry he kissed it. He was just clos­ing the front door be­hind him, when he re­membered some­thing. He turned round. “I say,” he called after the re­treat­ing pink ki­mono. “It’s rather ab­surd. But how can I write? I don’t know your name. I can’t just ad­dress it ‘Rosie.’ ”

			The great lady laughed de­lightedly. This had the real capric­cio fla­vour. “Wait,” she said, and she ran in­to the sit­ting-room. She was back again in a mo­ment with an ob­long of paste­board. “There,” she said, and dropped it in­to his great­coat pock­et. Then blow­ing a kiss she was gone.

			The Com­plete Man closed the door and des­cen­ded the stairs. Well, well, he said to him­self; well, well. He put his hand in his coat pock­et and took out the card. In the dim light of the stair­case he read the name on it with some dif­fi­culty. Mrs. James—but no, but no. He read again, strain­ing his eyes; there was no ques­tion of it. Mrs. James Shear­wa­ter.

			Mrs. James Shear­wa­ter.

			That was why he had vaguely known the name of Bloxam Gar­dens.

			Mrs. James Shear—. Step after step he des­cen­ded, pon­der­ously. “Good Lord,” he said out loud. “Good Lord.”

			But why had he nev­er seen her? Why did Shear­wa­ter nev­er pro­duce her? Now he came to think of it, he hardly ever spoke of her.

			Why had she said the flat wasn’t theirs? It was; he had heard Shear­wa­ter talk about it.

			Did she make a habit of this sort of thing!

			Could Shear­wa­ter be wholly un­aware of what she was really like? But, for that mat­ter, what was she really like?

			He was halfway down the last flight, when with a rattle and a squeak of hinges the door of the house, which was only sep­ar­ated by a short lobby from the foot of the stairs, opened, re­veal­ing, on the door­step, Shear­wa­ter and a friend, eagerly talk­ing.

			“… I take my rab­bit,” the friend was say­ing—he was a young man with dark, pro­trud­ing eyes, and star­ing, doggy nos­trils; very eager, lively and loud. “I take my rab­bit and I in­ject in­to it the solu­tion of eyes, pulped eyes of an­oth­er dead rab­bit. You see?”

			Gum­bril’s first in­stinct was to rush up the stairs and hide in the first likely-look­ing corner. But he pulled him­self to­geth­er at once. He was a Com­plete Man, and Com­plete Men do not hide; moreover, he was suf­fi­ciently dis­guised to be quite un­re­cog­niz­able. He stood where he was, and listened to the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“The rab­bit,” con­tin­ued the young man, and with his bright eyes and star­ing, sniff­ing nose, he looked like a poach­er’s ter­ri­er ready to go bark­ing after the first white tail that passed his way; “the rab­bit nat­ur­ally de­vel­ops the ap­pro­pri­ate res­ist­ance, de­vel­ops a spe­cif­ic anti-eye to pro­tect it­self. I then take some of its anti-eye ser­um and in­ject it in­to my fe­male rab­bit; I then im­me­di­ately breed from her.” He paused.

			“Well?” asked Shear­wa­ter, in his slow, pon­der­ous way. He lif­ted his great round head in­quir­ingly and looked at the doggy young man from un­der his bushy eye­brows.

			The doggy young man smiled tri­umphantly. “The young ones,” he said, em­phas­iz­ing his words by strik­ing his right fist against the ex­ten­ded palm of his left hand, “the young ones are born with de­fect­ive sight.”

			Thought­fully Shear­wa­ter pulled at his for­mid­able mous­tache. “H’m,” he said slowly. “Very re­mark­able.”

			“You real­ize the full sig­ni­fic­ance of it?” asked the young man. “We seem to be ef­fect­ing the germ-plasm dir­ectly. We have found a way of mak­ing ac­quired char­ac­ter­ist­ics. …”

			“Par­don me,” said Gum­bril. He had de­cided that it was time to be gone. He ran down the stairs and across the tiled hall, he pushed his way firmly but po­litely between the talk­ers.

			“… her­it­able,” con­tin­ued the young man, im­per­turb­ably eager, speak­ing through and over and round the obstacle.

			“Damn!” said Shear­wa­ter. The Com­plete Man had trod­den on his toe. “Sorry,” he ad­ded, ab­sent­mindedly apo­lo­giz­ing for the in­jury he had re­ceived.

			Gum­bril hur­ried off along the street. “If we really have found out a tech­nique for in­flu­en­cing the germ-plasm dir­ectly …” he heard the doggy young man say­ing; but he was already too far away to catch the rest of the sen­tence. There are many ways, he re­flec­ted, of spend­ing an af­ter­noon.

			The doggy young man re­fused to come in, he had to get in his game of ten­nis be­fore din­ner. Shear­wa­ter climbed the stairs alone. He was tak­ing off his hat in the little hall of his own apart­ment, when Rosie came out of the sit­ting-room with a tray­ful of tea-things.

			“Well?” he asked, kiss­ing her af­fec­tion­ately on the fore­head. “Well? People to tea?”

			“Only one,” Rosie replied. “I’ll go and make you a fresh cup.”

			She glided off, rust­ling in her pink ki­mono to­wards the kit­chen.

			Shear­wa­ter sat down in the sit­ting-room. He had brought home with him from the lib­rary the fif­teenth volume of the Bio­chem­ic­al Journ­al. There was some­thing in it he wanted to look up. He turned over the pages. Ah, here it was. He began read­ing. Rosie came back again.

			“Here’s your tea,” she said.

			He thanked her without look­ing up. The tea grew cold on the little table at his side.

			Ly­ing on the sofa, Rosie pondered and re­membered. Had the events of the af­ter­noon, she asked her­self, really happened? They seemed very im­prob­able and re­mote, now, in this stu­di­ous si­lence. She couldn’t help feel­ing a little dis­ap­poin­ted. Was it only this? So simple and ob­vi­ous? She tried to work her­self up in­to a more ex­al­ted mood. She even tried to feel guilty; but there she failed com­pletely. She tried to feel rap­tur­ous; but without much more suc­cess. Still, he cer­tainly had been a most ex­traordin­ary man. Such im­pudence, and at the same time such del­ic­acy and tact.

			It was a pity she couldn’t af­ford to change the fur­niture. She saw now that it wouldn’t do at all. She would go and tell Aunt Ag­gie about the dread­ful middle-classness of her Art and Craft­i­ness.

			She ought to have an Em­pire chaise longue. Like Ma­dame Récami­er. She could see her­self ly­ing there, dis­pens­ing tea. “Like a de­li­cious pink snake.” He had called her that.

			Well, really, now she came to think of it all again, it had been too queer, too queer.

			“What’s a he­don­ist?” she sud­denly asked.

			Shear­wa­ter looked up from the Journ­al of Bio­chem­istry. “What?” he said.

			“A he­don­ist.”

			“A man who holds that the end of life is pleas­ure.”

			A “con­scien­tious he­don­ist”—ah, that was good.

			“This tea is cold,” Shear­wa­ter re­marked.

			“You should have drunk it be­fore,” she said. The si­lence re­newed and pro­longed it­self.

			Rosie was get­ting much bet­ter, Shear­wa­ter re­flec­ted, as he washed his hands be­fore sup­per, about not in­ter­rupt­ing him when he was busy. This even­ing she had really not dis­turbed him at all, or at most only once, and that not ser­i­ously. There had been times in the past when the child had really made life al­most im­possible. There were those months at the be­gin­ning of their mar­ried life, when she had thought she would like to study physiology her­self and be a help to him. He re­membered the hours he had spent try­ing to teach her ele­ment­ary facts about the chro­mo­somes. It had been a great re­lief when she aban­doned the at­tempt. He had sug­ges­ted she should go in for sten­cil­ling pat­terns on Gov­ern­ment lin­en. Such pretty cur­tains and things one could make like that. But she hadn’t taken very kindly to the idea. There had fol­lowed a long peri­od when she seemed to have noth­ing to do but pre­vent him from do­ing any­thing. Ringing him up at the labor­at­ory, in­vad­ing his study, sit­ting on his knee, or throw­ing her arms round his neck, or pulling his hair, or ask­ing ri­dicu­lous ques­tions when he was try­ing to work.

			Shear­wa­ter flattered him­self that he had been ex­tremely pa­tient. He had nev­er got cross. He had just gone on as though she wer­en’t there. As though she wer­en’t there.

			“Hurry up,” he heard her call­ing. “The soup’s get­ting cold.”

			“Com­ing,” he shouted back, and began to dry his large, blunt hands.

			She seemed to have been im­prov­ing lately. And to­night, to­night she had been a mod­el of nonex­ist­ence.

			He came strid­ing heav­ily in­to the din­ing-room. Rosie was sit­ting at the head of the table, ladling out the soup. With her left hand she held back the flow­ing pink sleeve of her ki­mono so that it should not trail in the plates or the tur­een. Her bare arm showed white and pearly through the steam of len­tils.

			How pretty she was! He could not res­ist the tempta­tion, but com­ing up be­hind her bent down and kissed her, rather clum­sily, on the back of her neck.

			Rosie drew away from him. “Really, Jim,” she said, dis­ap­prov­ingly. “At meal­times!” The fas­ti­di­ous lady had to draw the line at these ill-timed, tum­bling fa­mili­ar­it­ies.

			“And what about work-times?” Shear­wa­ter asked laugh­ing. “Still, you were won­der­ful this even­ing, Rosie, quite won­der­ful.” He sat down and began eat­ing his soup. “Not a sound all the time I was read­ing; or, at any rate, only one sound, so far as I re­mem­ber.”

			The great lady said noth­ing, but only smiled—a little con­temp­tu­ously and with a touch of pity. She pushed away the plate of soup un­fin­ished and planted her el­bows on the table. Slip­ping her hands un­der the sleeves of her ki­mono, she began, lightly, del­ic­ately, with the tips of her fin­gers, to caress her own arms.

			How smooth they were, how soft and warm and how secret un­der the sleeves. And all her body was as smooth and warm, was as soft and secret, still more secret be­neath the pink folds. Like a warm ser­pent hid­den away, secretly, secretly.

		
	
		
			X

			Mr. Bol­dero liked the idea of the Pat­ent Small-Clothes. He liked it im­mensely, he said, im­mensely.

			“There’s money in it,” he said.

			Mr. Bol­dero was a small dark man of about forty-five, act­ive as a bird and with a bird’s brown, beady eyes, a bird’s sharp nose. He was al­ways busy, al­ways had twenty dif­fer­ent irons in the fire at once, was al­ways fresh, clear­headed, nev­er tired. He was also al­ways un­punc­tu­al, al­ways un­tidy. He had no sense of time or of or­der. But he got away with it, as he liked to say. He de­livered the goods—or rather the goods, in the con­veni­ent form of cash, de­livered them­selves, al­most mi­ra­cu­lously it al­ways seemed, to him.

			He was like a bird in ap­pear­ance. But in mind, Gum­bril found, after hav­ing seen him once or twice, he was like a cater­pil­lar: he ate all that was put be­fore him, he con­sumed a hun­dred times his own men­tal weight every day. Oth­er people’s ideas, oth­er people’s know­ledge—they were his food. He de­voured them and they were at once his own. All that be­longed to oth­er people he an­nexed without a scruple or a second thought, quite nat­ur­ally, as though it were already his own. And he ab­sorbed it so rap­idly and com­pletely, he laid pub­lic claim to it so promptly that he some­times de­ceived people in­to be­liev­ing that he had really an­ti­cip­ated them in their ideas, that he had known for years and years the things they had just been telling him, and which he would at once air­ily re­peat to them with the per­fect as­sur­ance of one who knows—knows by in­stinct, as it were, by in­her­it­ance.

			At their first lunch­eon he had asked Gum­bril to tell him all about mod­ern paint­ing. Gum­bril had giv­en him a brief lec­ture; be­fore the sa­voury had ap­peared on the table, Mr. Bol­dero was talk­ing with per­fect fa­mili­ar­ity of Pi­cas­so and De­rain. He al­most made it un­der­stood that he had a fine col­lec­tion of their works in his draw­ing-room at home. Be­ing a trifle deaf, how­ever, he was not very good at names, and Gum­bril’s all-too-tact­ful cor­rec­tions were lost on him. He could not be in­duced to aban­don his Ba­cosso in fa­vour of any oth­er ver­sion of the Span­iard’s name. Ba­cosso—why, he had known all about Ba­cosso since he was a school­boy! Ba­cosso was an old mas­ter, already.

			Mr. Bol­dero was very severe with the waiters and knew so well how things ought to be done at a good res­taur­ant, that Gum­bril felt sure he must re­cently have lunched with some me­tic­u­lous gor­mand­izer of the old school. And when the waiter made as though to serve them with brandy in small glasses, Mr. Bol­dero was so pas­sion­ately in­dig­nant that he sent for the man­ager.

			“Do you mean to tell me,” he shouted in a per­fect frenzy of right­eous an­ger, “that you don’t yet know how brandy ought to be drunk?”

			Per­haps it was only last week that he him­self, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, had learned to aer­ate his cognac in Gar­gan­tu­an beak­ers.

			Mean­while, of course, the Pat­ent Small-Clothes were not neg­lected. As soon as he had been told about the things, Mr. Bol­dero began speak­ing of them with a per­fect and prac­tised fa­mili­ar­ity. They were already his, men­tally his. And it was only Mr. Bol­dero’s gen­er­os­ity that pre­ven­ted him from mak­ing the Small-Clothes more ef­fect­ively his own.

			“If it wer­en’t for the friend­ship and re­spect which I feel for your fath­er, Mr. Gum­bril,” he said, twink­ling gen­i­ally over the brandy, “I’d just an­nex your Small-Clothes. Bag and bag­gage. Just an­nex them.”

			“Ah, but they’re my pat­ent,” said Gum­bril. “Or at least they’re in pro­cess of be­ing pat­en­ted. The agents are at work.”

			Mr. Bol­dero laughed. “Do you sup­pose that would trouble me if I wanted to be un­scru­pu­lous? I’d just take the idea and man­u­fac­ture the art­icle. You’d bring an ac­tion. I’d have it de­fen­ded with all the pro­fes­sion­al eru­di­tion that could be brought. You’d find your­self let in for a case that might cost thou­sands. And how would you pay for it? You’d be forced to come to an agree­ment out of court, Mr. Gum­bril. That’s what you’d have to do. And a damned bad agree­ment it would be for you, I can tell you.” Mr. Bol­dero laughed very cheer­fully at the thought of the bad­ness of this agree­ment. “But don’t be alarmed,” he said. “I shan’t do it, you know.”

			Gum­bril was not wholly re­as­sured. Tact­fully, he tried to find out what terms Mr. Bol­dero was pre­pared to of­fer. Mr. Bol­dero was neb­u­lously vague.

			They met again in Gum­bril’s rooms. The con­tem­por­ary draw­ings on the walls re­minded Mr. Bol­dero that he was now an art ex­pert. He told Gum­bril all about it—in Gum­bril’s own words. Every now and then, it was true, Mr. Bol­dero made a little slip. Ba­cosso, for ex­ample, re­mained un­shak­ably Ba­cosso. But on the whole the per­form­ance was most im­press­ive. It made Gum­bril feel very un­com­fort­able, how­ever, while it las­ted. For he re­cog­nized in this char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Mr. Bol­dero a hor­rible ca­ri­ca­ture of him­self. He too was an as­sim­il­at­or; more dis­crim­in­at­ing, no doubt, more tact­ful, know­ing bet­ter than Mr. Bol­dero how to turn the as­sim­il­ated ex­per­i­ence in­to some­thing new and truly his own; but still a cater­pil­lar, def­in­itely a cater­pil­lar. He began study­ing Mr. Bol­dero with a close and dis­gust­ful at­ten­tion, as one might pore over some re­puls­ive memento mori.

			It was a re­lief when Mr. Bol­dero stopped talk­ing art and con­sen­ted to get down to busi­ness. Gum­bril was wear­ing for the oc­ca­sion the sample pair of Small-Clothes which Mr. Bojanus had made for him. For Mr. Bol­dero’s be­ne­fit he put them, so to speak, through their paces. He al­lowed him­self to drop with a bump on to the floor—ar­riv­ing there bruise­less and un­jarred. He sat in com­plete com­fort for minutes at a stretch on the edge of the or­na­ment­al iron fend­er. In the in­ter­vals he paraded up and down be­fore Mr. Bol­dero like a man­nequin. “A trifle bulgy,” said Mr. Bol­dero. “But still. …” He was, tak­ing it all round, fa­vour­ably im­pressed. It was time, he said, to be­gin think­ing of de­tails. They would have to be­gin by mak­ing ex­per­i­ments with the blad­ders to dis­cov­er a mod­el com­bin­ing, as Mr. Bol­dero put it, “max­im­um ef­fi­ciency with min­im­um bulge.” When they had found the right thing, they would have it made in suit­able quant­it­ies by any good rub­ber firm. As for the trousers them­selves, they could rely for those on sweated fe­male la­bour in the East End. “Cheap and good,” said Mr. Bol­dero.

			“It sounds ideal,” said Gum­bril.

			“And then,” said Mr. Bol­dero, “there’s our ad­vert­ising cam­paign. On that I may say,” he went on with a cer­tain solem­nity, “will de­pend the fail­ure or suc­cess of our en­ter­prise. I con­sider it of the first im­port­ance.”

			“Quite,” said Gum­bril, nod­ding im­port­antly and with in­tel­li­gence.

			“We must set to work,” said Mr. Bol­dero, “sci—en—tific­ally.” Gum­bril nod­ded again.

			“We have to ap­peal,” Mr. Bol­dero went on so glibly that Gum­bril felt sure he must be quot­ing some­body else’s words, “to the great in­stincts and feel­ings of hu­man­ity. … They are the sources of ac­tion. They spend the money, if I may put it like that.”

			“That’s all very well,” said Gum­bril. “But how do you pro­pose to ap­peal to the most im­port­ant of the in­stincts? I refer, as you may well ima­gine, to sex.”

			“I was just go­ing to come to that,” said Mr. Bol­dero, rais­ing his hand as though to ask for a pa­tient hear­ing. “Alas! we can’t. I don’t see any way of hanging our Small-Clothes on the sexu­al peg.”

			“Then we are un­done,” said Gum­bril, too dra­mat­ic­ally.

			“No, no.” Mr. Bol­dero was re­as­sur­ing. “You make the er­ror of the Vi­en­nese. You ex­ag­ger­ate the im­port­ance of sex. After all, my dear Mr. Gum­bril, there is also the in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion; there is also,” he leaned for­ward, wag­ging his fin­ger, “the so­cial in­stinct, the in­stinct of the herd.”

			“True.”

			“Both of them as power­ful as sex. What are the Pro­fess­or’s fam­ous Cen­sors but for­bid­ding sug­ges­tions from the herd without, made power­ful and en­trenched by the so­cial in­stinct with­in?”

			Gum­bril had no an­swer; Mr. Bol­dero con­tin­ued, smil­ing:

			“So that we shall be all right if we stick to self-pre­ser­va­tion and the herd. Rub in the com­fort and the util­ity, the hy­gien­ic vir­tues of our Small-Clothes; that will catch their self-pre­ser­vat­ory feel­ings. Aim at their dread of pub­lic opin­ion, at their am­bi­tion to be one bet­ter than their fel­lows and their ter­ror of be­ing dif­fer­ent—at all the ludicrous weak­nesses a well-de­veloped so­cial in­stinct ex­poses them to. We shall get them, if we set to work sci­en­tific­ally.” Mr. Bol­dero’s bird­like eyes twinkled very brightly. “We shall get them,” he re­peated, and he laughed a happy little laugh, full of such a child­like di­ab­ol­ism, such an in­no­cent gay ma­lig­nity that it seemed as though a little lep­re­chaun had sud­denly taken the fin­an­ci­er’s place in Gum­bril’s best arm­chair.

			Gum­bril laughed too; for this lep­re­chaunish mirth was in­fec­tious. “We shall get them,” he echoed. “Oh, I’m sure we shall, if you set about it, Mr. Bol­dero.”

			Mr. Bol­dero ac­know­ledged the com­pli­ment with a smile that ex­pressed no false hu­mil­ity. It was his due, and he knew it.

			“I’ll give you some of my ideas about the ad­vert­ising cam­paign,” he said. “Just to give you a no­tion. You can think them over, quietly, and make sug­ges­tions.”

			“Yes, yes,” said Gum­bril, nod­ding.

			Mr. Bol­dero cleared his throat. “We shall be­gin,” he said, “by mak­ing the most simple ele­ment­ary ap­peal to their in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion: we shall point out that the Pat­ent Small-Clothes are com­fort­able; that to wear them is to avoid pain. A few strik­ing slo­gans about com­fort—that’s all we want. Very simple in­deed. It doesn’t take much to per­suade a man that it’s pleas­anter to sit on air than on wood. But while we’re on the sub­ject of hard seats we shall have to glide off subtly at a tan­gent to make a flank at­tack on the so­cial in­stincts.” And join­ing the tip of his fore­finger to the tip of his thumb, Mr. Bol­dero moved his hand del­ic­ately side­ways, as though he were slid­ing it along a smooth brass rail. “We shall have to speak about the glor­ies and the tri­als of sedent­ary la­bour. We must ex­alt its spir­itu­al dig­nity and at the same time con­demn its phys­ic­al dis­com­forts. ‘The seat of hon­our,’ don’t you know. We could talk about that. ‘The Seats of the Mighty.’ ‘The seat that rules the of­fice rocks the world.’ All those lines might be made some­thing of. And then we could have little his­tor­ic­al chats about thrones; how dig­ni­fied, but how un­com­fort­able they’ve been. We must make the bank clerk and the civil ser­vant feel proud of be­ing what they are and at the same time feel ashamed that, be­ing such splen­did people, they should have to sub­mit to the in­dig­nity of hav­ing blistered hindquar­ters. In mod­ern ad­vert­ising you must flat­ter your pub­lic—not in the oily, ab­ject, trades­man­like style of the old ad­vert­isers, crawl­ing be­fore cli­ents who were their so­cial su­per­i­ors; that’s all over now. It’s we who are the so­cial su­per­i­ors—be­cause we’ve got more money than the bank clerks and the civil ser­vants. Our mod­ern flat­tery must be manly, straight­for­ward, sin­cere, the ad­mir­a­tion of equal for equal—all the more flat­ter­ing as we aren’t equals.” Mr. Bol­dero laid a fin­ger to his nose. “They’re dirt and we’re cap­it­al­ists. …” He laughed.

			Gum­bril laughed too. It was the first time that he had ever thought of him­self as a cap­it­al­ist, and the thought was ex­hil­ar­at­ing.

			“We flat­ter them,” went on Mr. Bol­dero. “We say that hon­est work is glor­i­ous and en­nobling—which it isn’t; it’s merely dull and cret­in­iz­ing. And then we go on to sug­gest that it would be finer still, more en­nobling, be­cause less un­com­fort­able, if they wore Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes. You see the line?”

			Gum­bril saw the line.

			“After that,” said Mr. Bol­dero, “we get on to the med­ic­al side of the mat­ter. The med­ic­al side, Mr. Gum­bril—that’s most im­port­ant. Nobody feels really well nowadays—at any rate, nobody who lives in a big town and does the kind of loath­some work that the people we’re ca­ter­ing for does. Keep­ing this fact be­fore our eyes, we have to make it clear that only those can ex­pect to be healthy who wear pneu­mat­ic trousers.”

			“That will be a little dif­fi­cult, won’t it?” ques­tioned Gum­bril.

			“Not a bit of it!” Mr. Bol­dero laughed with an in­fec­tious con­fid­ence. “All we have to do is to talk about the great nerve centres of the spine: the shocks they get when you sit down too hard; the wear­ing ex­haus­tion to which long-pro­trac­ted sit­ting on un­pad­ded seats sub­jects them. We’ll have to talk very sci­en­tific­ally about the great lumbar ganglia—if there are such things, which I really don’t pre­tend to know. We’ll even talk al­most mys­tic­ally about the ganglia. You know that sort of gan­gli­on philo­sophy?” Mr. Bol­dero went on par­en­thet­ic­ally. “Very in­ter­est­ing it is, some­times, I think. We could put in a lot about the dark, power­ful sense-life, sex-life, in­stinct-life which is con­trolled by the lumbar gan­gli­on. How im­port­ant it is that that shouldn’t be dam­aged. That already our mod­ern con­di­tions of civil­iz­a­tion tend un­duly to de­vel­op the in­tel­lect and the thoracic ganglia con­trolling the high­er emo­tions. That we’re wear­ing out, grow­ing feeble, los­ing our bal­ance in con­sequence. And that the only cure—if we are to con­tin­ue our present mode of civ­il­ized life—is to be found in Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes.” Mr. Bol­dero brought his hand with an em­phat­ic smack on to the table as he spoke, as he fairly shouted, these last words.

			“Mag­ni­fi­cent,” said Gum­bril, with genu­ine ad­mir­a­tion.

			“This sort of med­ic­al and philo­soph­ic­al dope,” Mr. Bol­dero went on, “is al­ways very ef­fect­ive, if it’s prop­erly used. The pub­lic to whom we are mak­ing our ap­peal is, of course, al­most ab­so­lutely ig­nor­ant on these, or, in­deed, on al­most all oth­er sub­jects. It is there­fore very much im­pressed by the un­fa­mil­i­ar words; par­tic­u­larly if they have such a good juicy sound as the word ‘ganglia.’ ”

			“There was a young man of East Anglia, whose loins were a tangle of ganglia,” mur­mured Gum­bril, im­pro­visatore.

			“Pre­cisely,” said Mr. Bol­dero. “Pre­cisely. You see how juicy it is? Well, as I say, they’re im­pressed. And they’re also grate­ful. They’re grate­ful to us for hav­ing giv­en them a piece of ab­struse, un­likely in­form­a­tion which they can pass on to their wives, or to such friends as they know don’t read the pa­per in which our ad­vert­ise­ment ap­pears—can pass on air­ily, don’t you know, with easy eru­di­tion, as though they’d known all about ganglia from their child­hood. And they’ll feel such a flow of su­peri­or­ity as they hand on the meta­phys­ics and the patho­logy, that they’ll al­ways think of us with af­fec­tion. They’ll buy our breeks and they’ll get oth­er people to buy. That’s why,” Mr. Bol­dero went off again on an in­struct­ive tan­gent, “that’s why the day of secret pat­ent medi­cines is really over. It’s no good say­ing you have re­dis­covered some secret known only, in the past, to the Egyp­tians. People don’t know any­thing about Egypto­logy; but they have an ink­ling that such a sci­ence ex­ists. And that if it does ex­ist, it’s un­likely that pat­ent medi­cine makers should have found out facts un­known to the pro­fess­ors at the uni­ver­sit­ies. And it’s much the same even with secrets that don’t come from Egypt. People know there’s such a thing as med­ic­al sci­ence and they again feel it’s im­prob­able that man­u­fac­tur­ers should know things ig­nored by the doc­tors. The mod­ern demo­crat­ic ad­vert­iser is en­tirely above­board. He tells you all about it. He ex­plains that the di­gest­ive juices act­ing on bis­muth give rise to a dis­in­fect­ant acid. He points out that lact­ic fer­ment gets des­troyed be­fore it reaches the large in­test­ine, so that Metch­nikoff’s cure gen­er­ally won’t work. And he goes on to ex­plain that the only way of get­ting the fer­ment there is to mix it with starch and par­affin: starch to feed the fer­ment on, par­affin to pre­vent the starch be­ing di­ges­ted be­fore it gets to the in­test­ine. And in con­sequence, he con­vinces you that a mix­ture of starch, par­affin and fer­ment is the only thing that’s any good at all. Con­sequently you buy it; which you would nev­er have done without the ex­plan­a­tion. In the same way, Mr. Gum­bril, we mustn’t ask people to take our trousers on trust. We must ex­plain sci­en­tific­ally why these trousers will be good for their health. And by means of the ganglia, as I’ve poin­ted out, we can even show that the trousers will be good for their souls and the whole hu­man race at large. And as you prob­ably know, Mr. Gum­bril, there’s noth­ing like a spir­itu­al mes­sage to make things go. Com­bine spir­itu­al­ity with prac­tic­al­ity and you’ve fairly got them. Got them, I may say, on toast. And that’s what we can do with our trousers; we can put a mes­sage in­to them, a big, spir­itu­al mes­sage. De­cidedly,” he con­cluded, “we shall have to work those ganglia all we can.”

			“I’ll un­der­take to do that,” said Gum­bril, who felt very buoy­ant and self-as­sured. Mr. Bol­dero’s hy­dro­gen­ous con­ver­sa­tion had blown him up like a bal­loon.

			“And I’m sure you’ll do it well,” said Mr. Bol­dero en­cour­agingly. “There is no bet­ter train­ing for mod­ern com­merce than a lit­er­ary edu­ca­tion. As a prac­tic­al busi­ness man, I al­ways up­hold the an­cient uni­ver­sit­ies, es­pe­cially in their teach­ing of the Hu­man­it­ies.”

			Gum­bril was much flattered. At the mo­ment, it seemed su­premely sat­is­fy­ing to be told that he was likely to make a good busi­ness man. The busi­ness man took on a ra­di­ance, began to glow, as it were, with a phos­phor­es­cent splend­our.

			“Then it’s very im­port­ant,” con­tin­ued Mr. Bol­dero, “to play on their snob­bism; to ex­ploit that pain­ful sense of in­feri­or­ity which the ig­nor­ant and in­genu­ous al­ways feel in the pres­ence of the know­ing. We’ve got to make our trousers the Thing—so­cially right as well as merely per­son­ally com­fort­able. We’ve got to im­ply some­how that it’s bad form not to wear them. We’ve got to make those who don’t wear them feel rather un­com­fort­able. Like that film of Charlie Chap­lin’s, where he’s the ab­sent­minded young man about town who dresses for din­ner im­macu­lately, from the waist up—white waist­coat, tail coat, stiff shirt, top-hat—and only dis­cov­ers, when he gets down in­to the hall of the hotel, that he’s for­got­ten to put on his trousers. We’ve got to make them feel like that. That’s al­ways very suc­cess­ful. You know those ex­cel­lent Amer­ic­an ad­vert­ise­ments about young ladies whose en­gage­ments are broken off be­cause they per­spire too freely or have an un­pleas­ant breath? How hor­ribly un­com­fort­able those make you feel! We’ve got to do some­thing of the same sort for our trousers. Or more im­me­di­ately ap­plic­able would be those tail­or’s ad­vert­ise­ments about cor­rect clothes. ‘Good clothes make you feel good.’ You know the sort of line. And then those grave warn­ing sen­tences in which you’re told that a cor­rectly cut suit may make the dif­fer­ence between an ap­point­ment gained and an ap­point­ment lost, an in­ter­view gran­ted and an in­ter­view re­fused. But the most mas­terly ex­amples I can think of,” Mr. Bol­dero went on with grow­ing en­thu­si­asm, “are those Amer­ic­an ad­vert­ise­ments of spec­tacles, in which the man­u­fac­tur­ers first as­sume the ex­ist­ence of a so­cial law about goggles, and then pro­ceed to in­voke all the sanc­tions which fall on the head of the com­mit­ter of a sol­ecism upon those who break it. It’s mas­terly. For sport or re­lax­a­tion, they tell you, as though it was a so­cial ax­iom, you must wear spec­tacles of pure tor­toise­shell. For busi­ness, tor­toise­shell rims and nick­el earpieces lend in­cis­ive poise—in­cis­ive poise, we must re­mem­ber that for our ads, Mr. Gum­bril. ‘Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes lend in­cis­ive poise to busi­ness men.’ For semi-even­ing dress, shell rims with gold earpieces and gold nose-bridge. And for full dress, gold-moun­ted rim­less pince-nez are re­fine­ment it­self, and ab­so­lutely cor­rect. Thus we see, a so­cial law has been cre­ated, ac­cord­ing to which every self-re­spect­ing my­ope or astig­mat must have four dis­tinct pairs of glasses. Think if he should wear the all-shell sports mod­el with full dress! Re­volt­ing sol­ecism! The people who read ad­vert­ise­ments like that be­gin to feel un­com­fort­able; they have only one pair of glasses, they are afraid of be­ing laughed at, thought low-class and ig­nor­ant and sub­urb­an. And since there are few who would not rather be taken in adul­tery than in pro­vin­cial­ism, they rush out to buy four new pairs of spec­tacles. And the man­u­fac­turer gets rich, Mr. Gum­bril. Now, we must do some­thing of the kind with our trousers. Im­ply some­how that they’re cor­rect, that you’re un­dressed without, that your fiancée would break off the en­gage­ment if she saw you sit­ting down to din­ner on any­thing but air.” Mr. Bol­dero shrugged his shoulders, vaguely waved his hand.

			“It may be rather dif­fi­cult,” said Gum­bril, shak­ing his head.

			“It may,” Mr. Bol­dero agreed. “But dif­fi­culties are made to be over­come. We must pull the string of snob­bery and shame: it’s es­sen­tial. We must find out meth­ods for bring­ing the weight of pub­lic opin­ion to bear mock­ingly on those who do not wear our trousers. It is dif­fi­cult at the mo­ment to see how it can be done. But it will have to be done, it will have to be done,” Mr. Bol­dero re­peated em­phat­ic­ally. “We might even find a way of in­vok­ing pat­ri­ot­ism to our aid. ‘Eng­lish trousers filled with Eng­lish air, for Eng­lish men.’ A little far­fetched, per­haps. But there might be some­thing in it.”

			Gum­bril shook his head doubt­fully.

			“Well, it’s one of the things we’ve got to think about in any case,” said Mr. Bol­dero. “We can’t af­ford to neg­lect such power­ful so­cial emo­tions as these. Sex, as we’ve seen, is al­most en­tirely out of the ques­tion. We must run the rest, there­fore, as hard as we can. For in­stance, there’s the nov­elty busi­ness. People feel su­per­i­or if they pos­sess some­thing new which their neigh­bours haven’t got. The mere fact of new­ness is an in­tox­ic­a­tion. We must en­cour­age that sense of su­peri­or­ity, brew up that in­tox­ic­a­tion. The most ab­surd and fu­tile ob­jects can be sold be­cause they’re new. Not long ago I sold four mil­lion pat­ent soap-dishes of a new and pe­cu­li­ar kind. The point was that you didn’t screw the fix­ture in­to the bath­room wall; you made a hole in the wall and built the soap-dish in­to a niche, like a holy wa­ter stoup. My soap-dishes pos­sessed no ad­vant­ages over oth­er kinds of soap-dishes, and they cost a fant­ast­ic amount to in­stal. But I man­aged to put them across, simply be­cause they were new. Four mil­lion of them.” Mr. Bol­dero smiled with sat­is­fac­tion at the re­col­lec­tion. “We shall do the same, I hope, with our trousers. People may be shy of be­ing the first to ap­pear in them; but the shy­ness will be com­pensated for by the sense of su­peri­or­ity and ela­tion pro­duced by the con­scious­ness of the new­ness of the things.”

			“Quite so,” said Gum­bril.

			“And then, of course, there’s the eco­nomy slo­gan. ‘One pair of Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes will out­last six pairs of or­din­ary trousers.’ That’s easy enough. So easy that it’s really un­in­ter­est­ing.” Mr. Bol­dero waved it away.

			“We shall have to have pic­tures,” said Gum­bril, par­en­thet­ic­ally. He had an idea.

			“Oh, of course.”

			“I be­lieve I know of the very man to do them,” Gum­bril went on. “His name’s Lypi­att. A paint­er. You’ve prob­ably heard of him.”

			“Heard of him!” ex­claimed Mr. Bol­dero. He laughed. “But who hasn’t heard of Ly­dgate.”

			“Lypi­att.”

			“Lyp­g­ate, I mean, of course.”

			“I think he’d be the very man,” said Gum­bril.

			“I’m cer­tain he would,” said Mr. Bol­dero, not a whit be­hind­hand.

			Gum­bril was pleased with him­self. He felt he had done someone a good turn. Poor old Lypi­att; be glad of the money. Gum­bril re­membered also his own fiver. And re­mem­ber­ing his own fiver, he also re­membered that Mr. Bol­dero had as yet made no con­crete sug­ges­tion about terms. He nerved him­self at last to sug­gest to Mr. Bol­dero that it was time to think of this little mat­ter. Ah, how he hated talk­ing about money! He found it so hard to be firm in as­sert­ing his rights. He was ashamed of show­ing him­self grasp­ing. He al­ways thought with con­sid­er­a­tion of the oth­er per­son’s point of view—poor dev­il, could he af­ford to pay? And he was al­ways swindled and al­ways con­scious of the fact. Lord, how he hated life on these oc­ca­sions! Mr. Bol­dero was still evas­ive.

			“I’ll write you a let­ter about it,” he said at last.

			Gum­bril was de­lighted. “Yes, do,” he said en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, “do.” He knew how to cope with let­ters all right. He was a dev­il with the foun­tain pen. It was these per­son­al, hand-to-hand com­bats that he couldn’t man­age. He could have been, he al­ways felt, such a ruth­less crit­ic and sat­ir­ist, such a vi­ol­ent, un­scru­pu­lous po­lem­ic­al writer. And if ever he com­mit­ted his auto­bi­o­graphy to pa­per, how breath-tak­ingly in­tim­ate, how na­ked—na­ked without so much as a healthy sun­burn to col­our the white­ness—how quiv­er­ingly a sens­it­ive jelly it would be! All the things he had nev­er told any­one would be in it. Con­fes­sion at long range—if any­thing, it would be rather agree­able.

			“Yes, do write me a let­ter,” he re­peated. “Do.”

			Mr. Bol­dero’s let­ter came at last, and the pro­pos­als it con­tained were de­ris­ory. A hun­dred pounds down and five pounds a week when the busi­ness should be star­ted. Five pounds a week—and for that he was to act as a man­aging dir­ect­or, writer of ad­vert­ise­ments and pro­moter of for­eign sales. Gum­bril felt thank­ful that Mr. Bol­dero had put the terms in a let­ter. If they had been offered point-blank across the lunch­eon table, he would prob­ably have ac­cep­ted them without a mur­mur. He wrote a few neat, sharp phrases say­ing that he could not con­sider less than five hun­dred pounds down and a thou­sand a year. Mr. Bol­dero’s reply was ami­able; would Mr. Gum­bril come and see him?

			See him? Well, of course, it was in­ev­it­able. He would have to see him again some time. But he would send the Com­plete Man to deal with the fel­low. A Com­plete Man matched with a lep­re­chaun—there could be no doubt as to the is­sue.

			
				“Dear Mr. Bol­dero,” he wrote back, “I should have come to talk over mat­ters be­fore this. But I have been en­gaged dur­ing the last days in grow­ing a beard and un­til this has come to ma­tur­ity, I can­not, as you will eas­ily be able to un­der­stand, leave the house. By the day after to­mor­row, how­ever, I hope to be com­pletely present­able and shall come to see you at your of­fice at about three o’clock, if that is con­veni­ent to you. I hope we shall be able to ar­range mat­ters sat­is­fact­or­ily.—Be­lieve me, dear Mr. Bol­dero, yours very truly,

				
					Theodore Gum­bril, Jr.”

				
			

			The day after to­mor­row be­came in due course today; splen­didly bearded and Ra­belaisi­anly broad in his whip­cord toga, Gum­bril presen­ted him­self at Mr. Bol­dero’s of­fice in Queen Vic­tor­ia Street.

			“I should hardly have re­cog­nized you,” ex­claimed Mr. Bol­dero as he shook hands. “How it does al­ter you, to be sure!”

			“Does it?” The Com­plete Man laughed with a sig­ni­fic­ant jo­vi­al­ity.

			“Won’t you take off your coat?”

			“No, thanks,” said Gum­bril. “I’ll keep it on.”

			“Well,” said the lep­re­chaun, lean­ing back in his chair and twink­ling, bird­like, across the table.

			“Well,” re­peated Gum­bril on a dif­fer­ent tone from be­hind the stooks of his corn-like beard. He smiled, feel­ing se­renely strong and safe.

			“I’m sorry we should have dis­agreed,” said Mr. Bol­dero.

			“So am I,” the Com­plete Man replied. “But we shan’t dis­agree for long,” he ad­ded, with sig­ni­fic­ance; and as he spoke the words he brought down his fist with such a bang, that the ink­pots on Mr. Bol­dero’s very sol­id ma­hogany writ­ing-table trembled and the pens danced, while Mr. Bol­dero him­self star­ted with a genu­ine alarm. He had not ex­pec­ted them. And now he came to look at him more closely, this young Gum­bril was a great, hulk­ing, dan­ger­ous-look­ing fel­low. He had thought he would be easy to man­age. How could he have made such a mis­take?

			Gum­bril left the of­fice with Mr. Bol­dero’s cheque for three hun­dred and fifty pounds in his pock­et and an an­nu­al in­come of eight hun­dred. His bruised right hand was ex­tremely tender to the touch. He was thank­ful that a single blow had been enough.

		
	
		
			XI

			Gum­bril had spent the af­ter­noon at Bloxam Gar­dens. His chin was still sore from the spir­it gum with which he had at­tached to it the sym­bol of the Com­plete Man; he was feel­ing also a little fa­tigued. Rosie had been de­lighted to see him; St. Jerome had gone on sol­emnly com­mu­nic­at­ing all the time.

			His fath­er had gone out to dine, and Gum­bril had eaten his rump steak and drunk his bottle of stout alone. He was sit­ting now in front of the open French win­dows which led from his fath­er’s work­room on to the bal­cony, with a block on his knee and a foun­tain-pen in his hand, com­pos­ing ad­vert­ise­ments for the Pat­ent Small-Clothes. Out­side, in the plane trees of the square, the birds had gone through their nightly per­form­ance. But Gum­bril had paid no at­ten­tion to them. He sat there, smoking, some­times writ­ing a word or two—sunk in the quag­mire of his own drowsy and com­fort­able body. The flaw­less weath­er of the day had darkened in­to a blue May even­ing. It was agree­able merely to be alive.

			He sketched out two or three ad­vert­ise­ments in the grand ideal­ist­ic transat­lantic style. He ima­gined one in par­tic­u­lar with a pic­ture of Nel­son at the head of the page and “Eng­land ex­pects …” prin­ted large be­neath it. “Eng­land … Duty … these are sol­emn words.” That was how it would be­gin. “These are sol­emn words, and we use them sol­emnly as men who real­ize what Duty is, and who do all that in them lies to per­form it as Eng­lish­men should. The Man­u­fac­turer’s is a sac­red trust. The guide and ruler of the mod­ern world, he has, like the Mon­arch of oth­er days, re­spons­ib­il­it­ies to­wards his people; he has a Duty to ful­fil. He rules, but he must also serve. We real­ize our re­spons­ib­il­it­ies, we take them ser­i­ously. Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes have been brought in­to the world that they may serve. Our Duty to­wards you is a Duty of Ser­vice. Our proud boast is that we per­form it. But be­sides his Duty to­wards Oth­ers, every man has a duty to­wards Him­self. What is that Duty? It is to keep him­self in the highest pos­sible state of phys­ic­al and spir­itu­al fit­ness. Gum­bril’s Pat­ent Small-Clothes pro­tect the lumbar ganglia. …” After that it would be plain med­ic­al and mys­tic­al sail­ing.

			As soon as he got to the ganglia, Gum­bril stopped writ­ing. He put down the block, sheathed his pen, and aban­doned him­self to the pleas­ures of pure idle­ness. He sat, he smoked his ci­gar. In the base­ment, two floors down, the cook and the house-par­lour­maid were read­ing—one the Daily Mir­ror, the oth­er the Daily Sketch. For them, Her Majesty the Queen spoke kindly words to crippled fe­male orphans; the jock­eys tumbled at the jumps; Cu­pid was busy in So­ci­ety, and the mur­der­ers who had dis­em­bowelled their mis­tresses were at large. Above him was the city of mod­els, was a bed­room, a ser­vant’s bed­room, an at­tic of tanks and an­cient dirt, the roof and, after that, two or three hun­dred light-years away, a star of the fourth mag­nitude. On the oth­er side of the party-wall on his right, a teem­ing fam­ily of Jews led their dark, com­pact, Jew­ish lives with a prodi­gious in­tens­ity. At this mo­ment they were all pas­sion­ately quar­rel­ling. Bey­ond the wall on the left lived the young journ­al­ist and his wife. To­night it was he who had cooked the sup­per. The young wife lay on the sofa, feel­ing hor­ribly sick; she was go­ing to have a baby, there could be no doubt about it now. They had meant not to have one; it was hor­rible. And, out­side, the birds were sleep­ing in the trees, the in­vad­ing chil­dren from the slum tumbled and squealed. Ships mean­while were wal­lop­ing across the At­lantic freighted with more ci­gars. Rosie at this mo­ment was prob­ably mend­ing Shear­wa­ter’s socks. Gum­bril sat and smoked, and the uni­verse ar­ranged it­self in a pat­tern about him, like iron fil­ings round a mag­net.

			The door opened, and the house-par­lour­maid in­truded Shear­wa­ter upon his lazy fe­li­city, ab­ruptly, in her un­ce­re­mo­ni­ous old way, and hur­ried back to the Daily Sketch.

			“Shear­wa­ter! This is very agree­able,” said Gum­bril. “Come and sit down.” He poin­ted to a chair.

			Clum­sily, filling the space that two or­din­ary men would oc­cupy, Shear­wa­ter came zig­zag­ging and lurch­ing across the room, bumped against the workt­able and the sofa as he passed, and fi­nally sat down in the in­dic­ated chair.

			It sud­denly oc­curred to Gum­bril that this was Rosie’s hus­band: he had not thought of that be­fore. Could it be in the mar­it­al ca­pa­city that he presen­ted him­self so un­ex­pec­tedly now? After this af­ter­noon. … He had come home; Rosie had con­fessed all. … Ah! but then she didn’t know who he was. He smiled to him­self at the thought. What a joke! Per­haps Shear­wa­ter had come to com­plain to him of the un­known Com­plete Man—to him! It was de­light­ful. Anon—the au­thor of all those bal­lads in the Ox­ford Book of Eng­lish Verse: the fam­ous Itali­an paint­er—Ig­noto. Gum­bril was quite dis­ap­poin­ted when his vis­it­or began to talk of oth­er themes than Rosie. Sunk in the quag­mire of his own com­fort­able guts, he felt good-hu­mouredly ob­scene. The dra­mat­ic scab­rous­ness of the situ­ation would have charmed him in his present mood. Good old Shear­wa­ter—but what an ox of a man! If he, Gum­bril, took the trouble to marry a wife, he would at least take some in­terest in her.

			Shear­wa­ter had be­gun to talk in gen­er­al terms about life. What could he be get­ting at, Gum­bril wondered? What par­tic­u­lars were am­bushed be­hind these gen­er­al­iz­a­tions? There were si­lences. Shear­wa­ter looked, he thought, very gloomy. Un­der his thick mous­tache the small, pout­ing, ba­by­ish mouth did not smile. The can­did eyes had a puzzled, tired ex­pres­sion in them.

			“People are queer,” he said after one of his si­lences. “Very queer. One has no idea how queer they are.”

			Gum­bril laughed. “But I have a very clear idea of their queer­ness,” he said. “Every­one’s queer, and the or­din­ary, re­spect­able, bour­geois people are the queerest of the lot. How do they man­age to live like that? It’s as­ton­ish­ing. When I think of all my aunts and uncles. …” He shook his head.

			“Per­haps it’s be­cause I’m rather in­curi­ous,” said Shear­wa­ter. “One ought to be curi­ous, I think. I’ve come to feel lately that I’ve not been curi­ous enough about people.” The par­tic­u­lars began to peep, alive and in­di­vidu­al, out of the vague­ness, like rab­bits; Gum­bril saw them in his fancy, at the fringe of a wood.

			“Quite,” he said en­cour­agingly. “Quite.”

			“I think too much of my work,” Shear­wa­ter went on, frown­ing. “Too much physiology. There’s also psy­cho­logy. People’s minds as well as their bod­ies. … One shouldn’t be lim­ited. Not too much, at any rate. People’s minds. …” He was si­lent for a mo­ment. “I can ima­gine,” he went on at last, as in the tone of one who puts a very hy­po­thet­ic­al case, “I can ima­gine one’s get­ting so much ab­sorbed in some­body else’s psy­cho­logy that one could really think of noth­ing else.” The rab­bits seemed ready to come out in­to the open.

			“That’s a pro­cess,” said Gum­bril, with middle-aged joc­u­lar­ity, speak­ing out of his private warm mor­ass, “that’s com­monly called fall­ing in love.”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence. Shear­wa­ter broke it to be­gin talk­ing about Mrs. Viveash. He had lunched with her three or four days run­ning. He wanted Gum­bril to tell him what she was really like. “She seems to me a very ex­traordin­ary wo­man,” he said.

			“Like every­body else,” said Gum­bril ir­rit­at­ingly. It amused him to see the rab­bits scam­per­ing about at last.

			“I’ve nev­er known a wo­man like that be­fore.”

			Gum­bril laughed. “You’d say that of any wo­man you happened to be in­ter­ested in,” he said. “You’ve nev­er known any wo­men at all.” He knew much more about Rosie, already, than Shear­wa­ter did, or prob­ably ever would.

			Shear­wa­ter med­it­ated. He thought of Mrs. Viveash, her cool, pale, crit­ic­al eyes; her laughter, faint and mock­ing; her words that pierced in­to the mind, goad­ing it in­to think­ing un­pre­ced­en­ted thoughts.

			“She in­terests me,” he re­peated. “I want you to tell me what she’s really like.” He em­phas­ized the word really, as though there must, in the nature of things, be a vast dif­fer­ence between the ap­par­ent and the real Mrs. Viveash.

			Most lov­ers, Gum­bril re­flec­ted, pic­ture to them­selves, in their mis­tresses, a secret real­ity, bey­ond and dif­fer­ent from what they see every day. They are in love with some­body else—their own in­ven­tion. And some­times there is a secret real­ity; and some­times real­ity and ap­pear­ance are the same. The dis­cov­ery, in either case, is likely to cause a shock. “I don’t know,” he said. “How should I know? You must find out for your­self.”

			“But you knew her, you know her well,” said Shear­wa­ter, al­most with anxi­ety in his voice.

			“Not so well as all that.”

			Shear­wa­ter sighed pro­foundly, like a whale in the night. He felt rest­less, in­cap­able of con­cen­trat­ing. His mind was full of a hor­rible con­fu­sion. A vi­ol­ent erupt­ive bub­bling up from be­low had shaken its calm clar­ity to pieces. All this ab­surd busi­ness of pas­sion—he had al­ways thought it non­sense, un­ne­ces­sary. With a little strength of will one could shut it out. Wo­men—only for half an hour out of the twenty-four. But she had laughed, and his quiet, his se­cur­ity had van­ished. “I can ima­gine,” he had said to her yes­ter­day, “I can ima­gine my­self giv­ing up everything, work and all, to go run­ning round after you.” “And do you sup­pose I should en­joy that?” Mrs. Viveash had asked. “It would be ri­dicu­lous,” he said, “it would be al­most shame­ful.” And she had thanked him for the com­pli­ment. “And at the same time,” he went on, “I feel that it might be worth it. It might be the only thing.” His mind was con­fused, full of new thoughts. “It’s dif­fi­cult,” he said after a pause, “ar­ran­ging things. Very dif­fi­cult. I thought I had ar­ranged them so well. …”

			“I nev­er ar­range any­thing,” said Gum­bril, very much the prac­tic­al philo­soph­er. “I take things as they come.” And as he spoke the words, sud­denly he be­came rather dis­gus­ted with him­self. He shook him­self; he climbed up out of his own mor­ass. “It would be bet­ter, per­haps, if I ar­ranged things more,” he ad­ded.

			“Render there­fore un­to Caesar the things which are Caesar’s,” said Shear­wa­ter, as though to him­self; “and to God, and to sex, and to work. … There must be a work­ing ar­range­ment.” He sighed again. “Everything in pro­por­tion. In pro­por­tion,” he re­peated, as though the word were ma­gic­al and had power. “In pro­por­tion.”

			“Who’s talk­ing about pro­por­tion?” They turned round. In the door­way Gum­bril Seni­or was stand­ing, smooth­ing his ruffled hair and tug­ging at his beard. His eyes twinkled cheer­fully be­hind his spec­tacles. “Poach­ing on my ar­chi­tec­tur­al ground?” he said.

			“This is Shear­wa­ter,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or put in, and ex­plained who he was.

			The old gen­tle­man sat down. “Pro­por­tion,” he said—“I was just think­ing about it, now, as I was walk­ing back. You can’t help think­ing about it in these Lon­don streets, where it doesn’t ex­ist. You can’t help pin­ing for it. There are some streets … oh, my God!” And Gum­bril Seni­or threw up his hands in hor­ror. “It’s like listen­ing to a sym­phony of cats to walk along them. Sense­less dis­cords and a hor­rible dis­order all the way. And the one street that was really like a sym­phony by Moz­art—how busily and glee­fully they’re pulling it down now! An­oth­er year and there’ll be noth­ing left of Re­gent Street. There’ll only be a jumble of huge, hideous build­ings at three-quar­ters of a mil­lion apiece. A con­cert of Brobd­ing­na­gi­an cats. Or­der has been turned in­to a dis­gust­ing chaos. We need no bar­bar­i­ans from out­side; they’re on the premises, all the time.”

			The old man paused and pulled his beard med­it­at­ively. Gum­bril Ju­ni­or sat in si­lence, smoking; and in si­lence Shear­wa­ter re­volved with­in the walls of his great round head his ag­on­iz­ing thoughts of Mrs. Viveash.

			“It has al­ways struck me as very curi­ous,” Gum­bril Seni­or went on, “that people are so little af­fected by the vile and dis­cord­ant ar­chi­tec­ture around them. Sup­pose, now, that all these brass bands of un­em­ployed ex-sol­diers that blow so mourn­fully at all the street corners were sud­denly to play noth­ing but a series of sense­less and dev­il­ish dis­cords—why, the first po­lice­man would move them on, and the second would put them un­der ar­rest, and the pass­ersby would try to lynch them on their way to the po­lice sta­tion. There would be a real spon­tan­eous out­cry of in­dig­na­tion. But when at these same street corners the con­tract­ors run up enorm­ous palaces of steel and stone that are every bit as stu­pid and ig­noble and in­har­mo­ni­ous as ten brass bands­men each play­ing a dif­fer­ent tune in a dif­fer­ent key, there is no out­cry. The po­lice don’t ar­rest the ar­chi­tect; the passing ped­es­tri­ans don’t throw stones at the work­men. They don’t no­tice that any­thing’s wrong. It’s odd,” said Gum­bril Seni­or. “It’s very odd.”

			“Very odd,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or echoed.

			“The fact is, I sup­pose,” Gum­bril Seni­or went on, smil­ing with a cer­tain air of per­son­al tri­umph, “the fact is that ar­chi­tec­ture is a more dif­fi­cult and in­tel­lec­tu­al art than mu­sic. Mu­sic—that’s just a fac­ulty you’re born with, as you might be born with a snub nose. But the sense of plastic beauty—though that’s, of course, also an in­born fac­ulty—is some­thing that has to be de­veloped and in­tel­lec­tu­ally ripened. It’s an af­fair of the mind; ex­per­i­ence and thought have to draw it out. There are in­fant prodi­gies in mu­sic; but there are no in­fant prodi­gies in ar­chi­tec­ture.” Gum­bril Seni­or chuckled with a real sat­is­fac­tion. “A man can be an ex­cel­lent mu­si­cian and a per­fect im­be­cile. But a good ar­chi­tect must also be a man of sense, a man who knows how to think and to profit by ex­per­i­ence. Now, as al­most none of the people who pass along the streets in Lon­don, or any oth­er city of the world, do know how to think or to profit by ex­per­i­ence, it fol­lows that they can­not ap­pre­ci­ate ar­chi­tec­ture. The in­nate fac­ulty is strong enough in them to make them dis­like dis­cord in mu­sic; but they haven’t the wits to de­vel­op that oth­er in­nate fac­ulty—the sense of plastic beauty—which would en­able them to see and dis­ap­prove of the same bar­bar­ism in ar­chi­tec­ture. Come with me,” Gum­bril Seni­or ad­ded, get­ting up from his chair, “and I’ll show you some­thing that will il­lus­trate what I’ve been say­ing. Some­thing you’ll en­joy, too. Nobody’s seen it yet,” he said mys­ter­i­ously as he led the way up­stairs. “It’s only just fin­ished—after months and years. It’ll cause a stir when they see it—when I let them see it, if ever I do, that is. The dirty dev­ils!” Gum­bril Seni­or ad­ded good-hu­mouredly.

			On the land­ing of the next floor he paused, felt in his pock­et, took out a key and un­locked the door of what should have been the second best bed­room. Gum­bril Ju­ni­or wondered, without very much curi­os­ity, what the new toy would turn out to be. Shear­wa­ter wondered only how he could pos­sess Mrs. Viveash.

			“Come on,” called Gum­bril Seni­or from in­side the room. He turned on the light. They entered.

			It was a big room; but al­most the whole of the floor was covered by an enorm­ous mod­el, twenty feet long by ten or twelve wide, of a com­plete city tra­versed from end to end by a wind­ing river and dom­in­ated at its cent­ral point by a great dome. Gum­bril Ju­ni­or looked at it with sur­prise and pleas­ure. Even Shear­wa­ter was roused from his bit­ter ru­min­a­tions of de­sire to look at the charm­ing city spread out at his feet.

			“It’s ex­quis­ite,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or. “What is it? The cap­it­al of Uto­pia, or what?”

			De­lighted, Gum­bril Seni­or laughed. “Don’t you see some­thing rather fa­mil­i­ar in the dome?” he asked.

			“Well, I had thought …” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or hes­it­ated, afraid that he might be go­ing to say some­thing stu­pid. He bent down to look more closely at the dome. “I had thought it looked rather like St. Paul’s—and now I see that it is St. Paul’s.”

			“Quite right,” said his fath­er. “And this is Lon­don.”

			“I wish it were,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or laughed.

			“It’s Lon­don as it might have been if they’d al­lowed Wren to carry out his plans of re­build­ing after the Great Fire.”

			“And why didn’t they al­low him to?” Shear­wa­ter asked.

			“Chiefly,” said Gum­bril Seni­or, “be­cause, as I’ve said be­fore, they didn’t know how to think or profit by ex­per­i­ence. Wren offered them open spaces and broad streets; he offered them sun­light and air and clean­li­ness; he offered them beauty, or­der and grandeur. He offered to build for the ima­gin­a­tion and the am­bi­tious spir­it of man, so that even the most bes­ti­al, vaguely and re­motely, as they walked those streets, might feel that they were of the same race—or very nearly—as Michelan­gelo; that they too might feel them­selves, in spir­it at least, mag­ni­fi­cent, strong and free. He offered them all these things; he drew a plan for them, walk­ing in per­il among the still smoul­der­ing ru­ins. But they pre­ferred to re-erect the old in­tric­ate squal­or; they pre­ferred the me­di­ev­al dark­ness and crooked­ness and beastly ir­reg­u­lar quaint­ness; they pre­ferred holes and cran­nies and wind­ing tun­nels; they pre­ferred foul smells, sun­less, stag­nant air, phthis­is and rick­ets; they pre­ferred ugli­ness and pet­ti­ness and dirt; they pre­ferred the wretched hu­man scale, the scale of the sickly body, not of the mind. Miser­able fools! But I sup­pose,” the old man con­tin­ued, shak­ing his head, “we can’t blame them.” His hair had blown loose from its in­sec­ure an­chor­age; with a ges­ture of resig­na­tion he brushed it back in­to place. “We can’t blame them. We should have done the same in the cir­cum­stances—un­doubtedly. People of­fer us reas­on and beauty; but we will have none of them, be­cause they don’t hap­pen to square with the no­tions that were graf­ted in­to our souls in youth, that have grown there and be­come a part of us. Ex­per­i­en­tia do­cet—noth­ing falser, so far as most of us are con­cerned, was ever said. You, no doubt, my dear Theodore, have of­ten in the past made a fool of your­self with wo­men. …”

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or made an em­bar­rassed ges­ture that half denied, half ad­mit­ted the soft im­peach­ment. Shear­wa­ter turned away, pain­fully re­minded of what, for a mo­ment, he had half for­got­ten. Gum­bril Seni­or swept on.

			“Will that pre­vent you from mak­ing as great a fool of your­self again to­mor­row? It will not. It will most as­suredly not.” Gum­bril Seni­or shook his head. “The in­con­veni­ences and hor­rors of the pox are per­fectly well known to every­one; but still the dis­ease flour­ishes and spreads. Sev­er­al mil­lion people were killed in a re­cent war and half the world ruined; but we all busily go on in courses that make an­oth­er event of the same sort in­ev­it­able. Ex­per­i­en­tia do­cet? Ex­per­i­en­tia doesn’t. And that is why we must not be too hard on these hon­est cit­izens of Lon­don who, fully ap­pre­ci­at­ing the in­con­veni­ences of dark­ness, dis­order and dirt, man­fully res­isted any at­tempt to al­ter con­di­tions which they had been taught from child­hood on­wards to con­sider as ne­ces­sary, right and be­long­ing in­ev­it­ably to the or­der of things. We must not be too hard. We are do­ing some­thing even worse ourselves. Know­ing by a cen­tury of ex­per­i­ence how beau­ti­ful, how grace­ful, how sooth­ing to the mind is an ordered piece of town-plan­ning, we pull down al­most the only spe­ci­men of it we pos­sess and put up in its place a chaos of Port­land stone that is an of­fence against civil­iz­a­tion. But let us for­get about these old cit­izens and the labyrinth of ugli­ness and in­con­veni­ence which we have in­her­ited from them, and which is called Lon­don. Let us for­get the con­tem­por­ar­ies who are mak­ing it still worse than it was. Come for a walk with me through this ideal city. Look.”

			And Gum­bril Seni­or began ex­pound­ing it to them.

			In the middle, there, of that great el­lipt­ic­al Piazza at the east­ern end of the new City, stands, foursquare, the Roy­al Ex­change. Pierced only with small dark win­dows, and built of rough ash­lars of the sil­very Port­land stone, the ground floor serves as a massy found­a­tion for the huge pi­lasters that slide up, between base and cap­it­al, past three tiers of ped­i­men­ted win­dows. Upon them rest the cor­nice, the at­tic and the bal­us­trade, and on every pier of the bal­us­trade a statue holds up its sym­bol against the sky. Four great portals, rich with al­legory, ad­mit to the court­yard with its double tier of coupled columns, its cloister and its gal­lery. The statue of Charles the Mar­tyr rides tri­umphantly in the midst, and with­in the win­dows one guesses the great rooms, rich with heavy gar­lands of plaster, pan­elled with carved wood.

			Ten streets give on to the Piazza, and at either end of its el­lipse the wa­ter of sump­tu­ous foun­tains cease­lessly blows aloft and falls. Com­merce, in that to the north of the Ex­change, holds up her cor­nu­copia, and from the midst of its grapes and apples the mas­ter jet leaps up; from the teats of all the ten Use­ful Arts, grouped with their sym­bols about the cent­ral fig­ure, there spouts a score of fine sub­si­di­ary streams. The dol­phins, the seahorses and the Tri­tons sport in the basin be­low. To the south, the ten prin­cip­al cit­ies of the King­dom stand in a fam­ily round the Moth­er Lon­don, who pours from her urn an in­ex­haust­ible Thames.

			Ranged round the Piazza are the Gold­smiths’ Hall, the Of­fice of Ex­cise, the Mint, the Post Of­fice. Their flanks are curved to the curve of the el­lipse. Between pi­lasters, their win­dows look out on to the Ex­change, and the sis­ter statues on the bal­us­trades beck­on to one an­oth­er across the in­ter­ven­ing space.

			Two mas­ter roads of ninety feet from wall to wall run west­wards from the Ex­change. New Gate ends the more north­ern vista with an Arch of Tri­umph, whose three open­ings are deep, shad­owy and sol­emn as the entries of cav­erns. The Guild­hall and the halls of the twelve City Com­pan­ies in their liv­ery of rose-red brick, with their la­cings of white stone at the coigns and round the win­dows, lend to the street an air of do­mest­ic and com­fort­able splend­our. And every two or three hun­dred paces the line of the houses is broken, and in the in­dent­a­tion of a square re­cess there rises, con­spicu­ous and in­su­lar, the fant­ast­ic tower of a par­ish church. Spire out of dome; oc­ta­gon on oc­ta­gon di­min­ish­ing up­wards; cyl­in­der on cyl­in­der; round lan­terns, lan­terns of many sides; towers with airy pin­nacles; clusters of pil­lars linked by incurving cor­nices, and above them, four more clusters and above once more; square towers pierced with poin­ted win­dows; spires up­lif­ted on fly­ing but­tresses; spires bulbous at the base—the mul­ti­tude of them beck­ons, fa­mil­i­ar and friendly, on the sky. From the oth­er shore, or slid­ing along the quiet river, you see them all, you tell over their names; and the great dome swells up in the midst over­top­ping them all.

			The dome of St. Paul’s.

			The oth­er mas­ter street that goes west­ward from the Piazza of the Ex­change slants down to­wards it. The houses are of brick, plain-faced and square, ar­caded at the base, so that the shops stand back from the street and the ped­es­tri­an walks dry-shod un­der the har­mo­ni­ous suc­ces­sion of the vault­ings. And there at the end of the street, at the base of a tri­an­gu­lar space formed by the com­ing to­geth­er of this with an­oth­er mas­ter street that runs east­wards to Tower Hill, there stands the Cathed­ral. To the north of it is the Dean­ery and un­der the ar­cades are the book­sellers’ shops.

			From St. Paul’s the main road slopes down un­der the swag­ger­ing Itali­anate arches of Ludgate, past the wide lime-planted boulevards that run north and south with­in and without the city wall, to the edge of the Fleet Ditch—widened now in­to a noble canal, on whose paved banks the barges un­load their freights of coun­try stuff—leaps it on a single fly­ing arch to climb again to a round cir­cus, a little to the east of Temple Bar, from which, in a pair of di­ag­on­ally su­per­im­posed crosses, eight roads ra­di­ate: three north­wards to­wards Hol­born, three from the op­pos­ite arc to­wards the river, one east­ward to the City, and one past Lin­coln’s Inn Fields to the west. The piazza is all of brick and the houses that com­pose it are con­tinu­ous above the ground-floor level; for the roads lead out un­der arch­ways. To one who stands in the centre at the foot of the ob­elisk that com­mem­or­ates the vic­tory over the Dutch, it seems a smooth well of brick­work pierced by eight arched con­duits at the base and di­ver­si­fied above by the three tiers of plain, un­or­na­men­ted win­dows.

			Who shall de­scribe all the foun­tains in the open places, all the statues and monu­ments? In the cir­cus north of Lon­don Bridge, where the four roads come to­geth­er, stands a pyr­am­id of nymphs and Tri­tons—river god­desses of Poly­ol­bion, sea-gods of the is­land beaches—bathing in a cease­less tumble of white wa­ter. And here the city grif­fon spouts from its beak, the roy­al li­on from between its jaws. St. George at the foot of the Cathed­ral rides down a dragon whose nos­trils spout, not fire, but the clear wa­ter of the New River. In front of the In­dia House, four ele­phants of black marble, en­dorsed with towers of white, blow through their up­turned trunks the co­pi­ous sym­bol of East­ern wealth. In the gar­dens of the Tower sits Charles the Second, en­throned among a troop of Muses, Car­din­al Vir­tues, Graces and Hours. The tower of the Cus­toms-House is a phar­os. A great wa­ter-gate, the sym­bol of nav­al tri­umph, spans the Fleet at its junc­tion with the Thames. The river is em­banked from Black­fri­ars to the Tower, and at every twenty paces a grave stone an­gel looks out from the piers of the bal­us­trade across the wa­ter. …

			Gum­bril Seni­or ex­pounded his city with pas­sion. He poin­ted to the mod­el on the ground, he lif­ted his arms and turned up his eyes to sug­gest the size and splend­our of his edi­fices. His hair blew wis­pily loose and fell in­to his eyes, and had to be brushed im­pa­tiently back again. He pulled at his beard; his spec­tacles flashed, as though they were liv­ing eyes. Look­ing at him, Gum­bril Ju­ni­or could ima­gine that he saw be­fore him the pas­sion­ate and ges­tic­u­lat­ing sil­hou­ette of one of those old shep­herds who stand at the base of Pir­anesi’s ru­ins demon­strat­ing ob­scurely the prodi­gious grandeur and the ab­jec­tion of the hu­man race.

		
	
		
			XII

			“You? Is it you?” She seemed doubt­ful.

			Gum­bril nod­ded. “It’s me,” he re­as­sured her. “I’ve shaved; that’s all.” He had left his beard in the top right-hand draw­er of the chest of draw­ers, among the ties and the col­lars.

			Emily looked at him ju­di­cially. “I like you bet­ter without it,” she de­cided at last. “You look nicer. Oh no, I don’t mean to say you wer­en’t nice be­fore,” she hastened to add. “But—you know—gentler—” She hes­it­ated. “It’s a silly word,” she said, “but there it is: sweeter.”

			That was the un­kind­est cut of all. “Milder and more mel­an­choly?” he sug­ges­ted.

			“Well, if you like to put it like that,” Emily agreed.

			He took her hand and raised it to his lips. “I for­give you,” he said.

			He could for­give her any­thing for the sake of those can­did eyes, any­thing for the grave, ser­i­ous mouth, any­thing for the short brown hair that curled—oh, but nev­er ser­i­ously, nev­er gravely—with such a hil­ari­ous ex­tra­vag­ance round her head. He had met her, or rather the Com­plete Man, flushed with his com­mer­cial tri­umphs as he re­turned from his vic­tory over Mr. Bol­dero, had met her at the Na­tion­al Gal­lery. “Old Mas­ters, young mis­tresses;” Cole­man had re­com­men­ded the Na­tion­al Gal­lery. He was walk­ing up the Vene­tian Room, feel­ing as full of swag­ger­ing vi­tal­ity as the largest com­pos­i­tion of Ver­onese, when he heard, gig­glingly whispered just be­hind him his Open Ses­ame to new ad­ven­ture, “Beaver.” He spun round on his tracks and found him­self face to face with two rather startled young wo­men. He frowned fe­ro­ciously: he de­man­ded sat­is­fac­tion for the im­per­tin­ence. They were both, he no­ticed, of grat­i­fy­ingly pleas­ing ap­pear­ance and both ex­tremely young. One of them, the eld­er it seemed, and the more charm­ing, as he had de­cided from the first, of the two, was dread­fully taken aback; blushed to the eyes, stammered apo­lo­get­ic­ally. But the oth­er, who had ob­vi­ously pro­nounced the word, only laughed. It was she who made easy the form­ing of an ac­quaint­ance which ripened, half an hour later, over the tea­cups and to the strains of the most classy mu­sic on the fifth floor of Ly­ons’s Strand Corner House.

			Their names were Emily and Molly. Emily, it seemed, was mar­ried. It was Molly who let that out, and the oth­er had been angry with her for what was evid­ently an in­dis­cre­tion. The bald fact that Emily was mar­ried had at once been veiled with mys­ter­ies, sur­roun­ded and pro­tec­ted by si­lences; whenev­er the Com­plete Man asked a ques­tion about it, Emily did not an­swer and Molly only giggled. But if Emily was mar­ried and the eld­er of the two, Molly was de­cidedly the more know­ledge­able about life; Mr. Mer­captan would cer­tainly have set her down as the more civ­il­ized. Emily didn’t live in Lon­don; she didn’t seem to live any­where in par­tic­u­lar. At the mo­ment she was stay­ing with Molly’s fam­ily at Kew.

			He had seen them the next day, and the day after, and the day after that; once at lunch, to desert them pre­cip­it­ately for his af­ter­noon with Rosie; once at tea in Kew Gar­dens; once at din­ner, with a theatre to fol­low and an ex­tra­vag­ant taxi back to Kew at mid­night. The tame de­coy al­lays the fears of the shy wild birds; Molly, who was tame, who was frankly a flirt­ing little wan­ton, had served the Com­plete Man as a de­coy for the en­snar­ing of Emily. When Molly went away to stay with friends in the coun­try, Emily was already in­ured and ac­cus­tomed to the hunter’s pres­ence; she ac­cep­ted the play­ful at­ti­tude of gal­lantry, which the Com­plete Man, at the in­vit­a­tion of Molly’s rolling eyes and pro­voc­at­ive giggle, had ad­op­ted from the first, as nat­ur­al and be­long­ing to the es­tab­lished or­der of things. With gig­gling Molly to give her a lead, she had gone in three days much fur­ther along the path of in­tim­acy than, by her­self, she would have ad­vanced in ten times the num­ber of meet­ings.

			“It seems funny,” she had said the first time they met after Molly’s de­par­ture, “it seems funny to be see­ing you without Molly.”

			“It seemed fun­ni­er with Molly,” said the Com­plete Man. “It wasn’t Molly I wanted to see.”

			“Molly’s a very nice, dear girl,” she de­clared loy­ally. “Be­sides, she’s amus­ing and can talk. And I can’t; I’m not a bit amus­ing.”

			It wasn’t dif­fi­cult to re­tort to that sort of thing; but Emily didn’t be­lieve in com­pli­ments; oh, quite genu­inely not.

			He set out to make the ex­plor­a­tion of her; and now that she was in­ured to him, no longer too frightened to let him ap­proach, now, moreover, that he had aban­doned the joc­u­lar in­solences of the Com­plete Man in fa­vour of a more nat­ive mild­ness, which he felt in­stinct­ively was more suit­able in this par­tic­u­lar case, she laid no dif­fi­culties in his way. She was lonely, and he seemed to un­der­stand everything so well; in the un­known coun­try of her spir­it and her his­tory she was soon go­ing eagerly be­fore him as his guide.

			She was an orphan. Her moth­er she hardly re­membered. Her fath­er had died of in­flu­enza when she was fif­teen. One of his busi­ness friends used to come and see her at school, take her out for treats and give her chocol­ates. She used to call him Uncle Stan­ley. He was a leath­er mer­chant, fat and jolly with a rather red face, very white teeth and a bald head that was beau­ti­fully shiny. When she was sev­en­teen and a half he asked her to marry him, and she had said yes.

			“But why?” Gum­bril asked. “Why on earth?” he re­peated.

			“He said he’d take me round the world; it was just when the war had come to an end. Round the world, you know; and I didn’t like school. I didn’t know any­thing about it and he was very nice to me; he was very press­ing. I didn’t know what mar­riage meant.”

			“Didn’t know?”

			She shook her head; it was quite true. “But not in the least.”

			And she had been born with­in the twen­ti­eth cen­tury. It seemed a case for the text­books of sexu­al psy­cho­logy. “Mrs. Emily X., born in 1901, was found to be in a state of per­fect in­no­cence and ig­nor­ance at the time of the Armistice, 11th Novem­ber 1918,” etc.

			“And so you mar­ried him?”

			She had nod­ded.

			“And then?”

			She had covered her face with her hands, she had shuddered. The am­a­teur uncle, now pro­fes­sion­ally a hus­band, had come to claim his rights—drunk. She had fought him, she had eluded him, had run away and locked her­self in­to an­oth­er room. On the second night of her hon­ey­moon he gave her a bruise on the fore­head and a bite on the left breast which had gone on sep­tic­ally fes­ter­ing for weeks. On the fourth, more de­term­ined than ever, he seized her so vi­ol­ently by the throat, that a blood-ves­sel broke and she began cough­ing bright blood over the bed­clothes. The am­a­teur uncle had been re­duced to send for a doc­tor and Emily had spent the next few weeks in a nurs­ing home. That was four years ago; her hus­band had tried to in­duce her to come back, but Emily had re­fused. She had a little money of her own; she was able to re­fuse. The am­a­teur uncle had con­soled him­self with oth­er and more do­cile nieces.

			“And has nobody tried to make love to you since then?” he asked.

			“Oh, lots of them have tried.”

			“And not suc­ceeded?”

			She shook her head. “I don’t like men,” she said. “They’re hate­ful, most of them. They’re brutes.”

			“Anch’ io?”

			“What?” she asked, puzzled.

			“Am I a brute too?” And be­hind his beard, sud­denly, he felt rather a brute.

			“No,” said Emily, after a little hes­it­a­tion, “you’re dif­fer­ent. At least I think you are; though some­times,” she ad­ded can­didly, “some­times you do and say things which make me won­der if you really are dif­fer­ent.”

			The Com­plete Man laughed.

			“Don’t laugh like that,” she said. “It’s rather stu­pid.”

			“You’re per­fectly right,” said Gum­bril. “It is.”

			And how did she spend her time? He con­tin­ued the ex­plor­a­tion.

			Well, she read a lot of books; but most of the nov­els she got from Boots’ seemed to her rather silly.

			“Too much about the same thing. Al­ways love.”

			The Com­plete Man gave a shrug. “Such is life.”

			“Well, it oughtn’t to be,” said Emily.

			And then, when she was in the coun­try—and she was of­ten in the coun­try, tak­ing lodgings here and there in little vil­lages, weeks and months at a time—she went for long walks. Molly couldn’t un­der­stand why she liked the coun­try; but she did. She was very fond of flowers. She liked them more than people, she thought.

			“I wish I could paint,” she said. “If I could, I’d be happy forever, just paint­ing flowers. But I can’t paint.” She shook her head. “I’ve tried so of­ten. Such dirty, ugly smudges come out on the pa­per; and it’s all so lovely in my head, so lovely out in the fields.”

			Gum­bril began talk­ing with eru­di­tion about the flora of West Sur­rey: where you could find but­ter­fly orch­is and green man and the bee, the wood where there was ac­tu­ally wild columbine grow­ing, the best loc­al­it­ies for butcher’s broom, the out­crops of clay where you get wild daf­fodils. All this odd know­ledge came spout­ing up in­to his mind from some un­der­ground source of memory. Flowers—he nev­er thought about flowers nowadays from one year’s end to the oth­er. But his moth­er had liked flowers. Every spring and sum­mer they used to go down to stay at their cot­tage in the coun­try. All their walks, all their drives in the gov­erness cart had been hunts after flowers. And nat­ur­ally the child had hunted with all his moth­er’s ar­dour. He had kept books of pressed flowers, he had mum­mi­fied them in hot sand, he had drawn maps of the coun­try and col­oured them elab­or­ately with dif­fer­ent col­oured inks to show where the dif­fer­ent flowers grew. How long ago all that was! Hor­ribly long ago! Many seeds had fallen in the stony places of his spir­it, to spring lux­uri­antly up in­to stalky plants and with­er again be­cause they had no deep­ness of earth; many had been sown there and had died, since his moth­er scattered the seeds of the wild flowers.

			“And if you want sun­dew,” he wound up, “you’ll find it in the Punch Bowl, un­der Hind­head. Or round about Fren­sham. The Little Pond, you know, not the Big.”

			“But you know all about them,” Emily ex­claimed in de­light. “I’m ashamed of my poor little know­ledge. And you must really love them as much as I do.”

			Gum­bril did not deny it; they were linked hence­forth by a chain of flowers.

			But what else did she do?

			Oh, of course she played the pi­ano a great deal. Very badly; but at any rate it gave her pleas­ure. Beeth­oven: she liked Beeth­oven best. More or less, she knew all the son­atas, though she could nev­er keep up any­thing like the right speed in the dif­fi­cult parts.

			Gum­bril had again shown him­self won­der­fully at home. “Aha!” he said. “I bet you can’t shake that low B in the last vari­ation but one of Op. 106 so that it doesn’t sound ri­dicu­lous.”

			And of course she couldn’t, and of course she was glad that he knew all about it and how im­possible it was.

			In the cab, as they drove back to Kew that even­ing, the Com­plete Man had de­cided it was time to do some­thing de­cis­ive. The part­ing kiss—more of a play­ful son­or­ous buss than a ser­i­ous em­brace­ment—that was already in the pro­tocol, as signed and sealed be­fore her de­par­ture by gig­gling Molly. It was time, the Com­plete Man con­sidered, that this sa­lute should take on a char­ac­ter less form­al and less play­ful. One, two, three and, de­cis­ively, as they passed through Ham­mer­smith Broad­way, he risked the ges­ture. Emily burst in­to tears. He was not pre­pared for that, though per­haps he should have been. It was only by im­plor­ing, only by al­most weep­ing him­self, that Gum­bril per­suaded her to re­voke her de­cision nev­er, nev­er to see him again.

			“I had thought you were dif­fer­ent,” she sobbed. “And now, now—”

			“Please, please,” he en­treated. He was on the point of tear­ing off his beard and con­fess­ing everything there and then. But that, on second thoughts, would prob­ably only make things worse.

			“Please, I prom­ise.”

			In the end, she had con­sen­ted to see him once again, pro­vi­sion­ally, in Kew Gar­dens, on the fol­low­ing day. They were to meet at the little temple that stands on the hil­lock above the val­ley of the heath­ers.

			And now, duly, they had met. The Com­plete Man had been left at home in the top right-hand draw­er, along with the ties and col­lars. She would prefer, he guessed, the Mild and Mel­an­choly one; he was quite right. She had thought him “sweeter” at a first glimpse.

			“I for­give you,” he said, and kissed her hand. “I for­give you.”

			Hand in hand they walked down to­wards the val­ley of the heaths.

			“I don’t know why you should be for­giv­ing me,” she said, laugh­ing. “It seems to me that I ought to be do­ing the for­giv­ing. After yes­ter­day.” She shook her head at him. “You made me so wretched.”

			“Ah, but you’ve already done your for­giv­ing.”

			“You seem to take it very much for gran­ted,” said Emily. “Don’t be too sure.”

			“But I am sure,” said Gum­bril. “I can see—”

			Emily laughed again. “I feel happy,” she de­clared.

			“So do I.”

			“How green the grass is!”

			Green, green—after these long damp months it glowed in the sun­light, as though it were lighted from in­side.

			“And the trees!”

			The pale, high, clot-polled trees of the Eng­lish spring; the dark, sym­met­ric­al pine trees, is­landed here and there on the lawns, each with its own sep­ar­ate pro­file against the sky and its own shad­ow, im­pen­et­rably dark or freckled with mov­ing lights, on the grass at its feet.

			They walked on in si­lence. Gum­bril took off his hat, breathed the soft air that smelt of the green­ness of the garden.

			“There are quiet places also in the mind,” he said med­it­at­ively. “But we build band­stands and factor­ies on them. De­lib­er­ately—to put a stop to the quiet­ness. We don’t like the quiet­ness. All the thoughts, all the pre­oc­cu­pa­tions in my head—round and round, con­tinu­ally.” He made a cir­cu­lar mo­tion with his hand. “And the jazz bands, the mu­sic-hall songs, the boys shout­ing the news. What’s it for? what’s it all for? To put an end to the quiet, to break it up and dis­perse it, to pre­tend at any cost it isn’t there. Ah, but it is; it is there, in spite of everything, at the back of everything. Ly­ing awake at night, some­times—not rest­lessly, but se­renely, wait­ing for sleep—the quiet rees­tab­lishes it­self, piece by piece; all the broken bits, all the frag­ments of it we’ve been so busily dis­pers­ing all day long. It rees­tab­lishes it­self, an in­ward quiet, like this out­ward quiet of grass and trees. It fills one, it grows—a crys­tal quiet, a grow­ing, ex­pand­ing crys­tal. It grows, it be­comes more per­fect; it is beau­ti­ful and ter­ri­fy­ing, yes, ter­ri­fy­ing as well as beau­ti­ful. For one’s alone in the crys­tal and there’s no sup­port from out­side, there’s noth­ing ex­tern­al and im­port­ant, noth­ing ex­tern­al and trivi­al to pull one­self up by or to stand on, su­peri­orly, con­temp­tu­ously, so that one can look down. There’s noth­ing to laugh at or feel en­thu­si­ast­ic about. But the quiet grows and grows. Beau­ti­fully and un­bear­ably. And at last you are con­scious of some­thing ap­proach­ing; it is al­most a faint sound of foot­steps. Some­thing in­ex­press­ibly lovely and won­der­ful ad­vances through the crys­tal, near­er, near­er. And, oh, in­ex­press­ibly ter­ri­fy­ing. For if it were to touch you, if it were to seize and en­gulf you, you’d die; all the reg­u­lar, ha­bitu­al, daily part of you would die. There would be an end of band­stands and whizz­ing factor­ies, and one would have to be­gin liv­ing ar­du­ously in the quiet, ar­du­ously in some strange, un­heard-of man­ner. Near­er, near­er come the steps; but one can’t face the ad­van­cing thing. One dar­en’t. It’s too ter­ri­fy­ing, it’s too pain­ful to die. Quickly, be­fore it is too late, start the fact­ory wheels, bang the drum, blow up the sax­o­phone. Think of the wo­men you’d like to sleep with, the schemes for mak­ing money, the gos­sip about your friends, the last out­rage of the politi­cians. Any­thing for a di­ver­sion. Break the si­lence, smash the crys­tal to pieces. There, it lies in bits; it is eas­ily broken, hard to build up and easy to break. And the steps? Ah, those have taken them­selves off, double quick. Double quick, they were gone at the first flaw­ing of the crys­tal. And by this time the lovely and ter­ri­fy­ing thing is three in­fin­it­ies away, at least. And you lie tran­quilly on your bed, think­ing of what you’d do if you had ten thou­sand pounds, and of all the for­nic­a­tions you’ll nev­er com­mit.” He thought of Rosie’s pink un­der­clothes.

			“You make things very com­plic­ated,” she said, after a si­lence.

			Gum­bril spread out his great­coat on a green bank and they sat down. Lean­ing back, his hands un­der his head, he watched her sit­ting there be­side him. She had taken off her hat; there was a stir of wind in those child­ish curls, and at the nape, at the temples, where the hair had sleaved out thin and fine, the sun­light made little misty ha­loes of gold. Her hands clasped round her knees, she sat quite still, look­ing out across the green ex­panses, at the trees, at the white clouds on the ho­ri­zon. There was quiet in her mind, he thought. She was nat­ive to that crys­tal world; for her, the steps came com­fort­ingly through the si­lence and the lovely thing brought with it no ter­rors. It was all so easy for her and simple.

			Ah, so simple, so simple; like the Hire Pur­chase Sys­tem on which Rosie had bought her pink bed. And how simple it was, too, to puddle clear wa­ters and un­pet­al every flower!—every wild flower, by God! one ever passed in a gov­erness cart at the heels of a bar­rel-bel­lied pony. How simple to spit on the floors of churches! Si prega di non sputare. Simple to kick one’s legs and en­joy one­self—du­ti­fully—in pink un­der­cloth­ing. Per­fectly simple.

			“It’s like the Arietta, don’t you think?” said Emily sud­denly, “the Arietta of Op. 111.” And she hummed the first bars of the air. “Don’t you feel it’s like that?”

			“What’s like that?”

			“Everything,” said Emily. “Today, I mean. You and me. These gar­dens—” And she went on hum­ming.

			Gum­bril shook his head. “Too simple for me,” he said.

			Emily laughed. “Ah, but then think how im­possible it gets a little farther on.” She agit­ated her fin­gers wildly, as though she were try­ing to play the im­possible pas­sages. “It be­gins eas­ily for the sake of poor im­be­ciles like me; but it goes on, it goes on, more and more fully and subtly and ab­strusely and em­bra­cingly. But it’s still the same move­ment.”

			The shad­ows stretched farther and farther across the lawns, and as the sun de­clined the level light picked out among the grasses in­nu­mer­able stip­plings of shad­ow; and in the paths, that had seemed un­der the more per­pen­dic­u­lar rays as level as a table, a thou­sand little shad­owy de­pres­sions and sun-touched moun­tains were now ap­par­ent. Gum­bril looked at his watch.

			“Good Lord!” he said, “we must fly.” He jumped up. “Quick, quick!”

			“But why?”

			“We shall be late.” He wouldn’t tell her for what. “Wait and see” was all that Emily could get out of him by her ques­tion­ing. They hur­ried out of the gar­dens, and in spite of her protests he in­sisted on tak­ing a taxi in­to town. “I have such a lot of un­earned in­cre­ment to get rid of,” he ex­plained. The Pat­ent Small-Clothes seemed at the mo­ment re­moter than the farthest stars.

		
	
		
			XIII

			In spite of the taxi, in spite of the gobbled din­ner, they were late. The con­cert had be­gun.

			“Nev­er mind,” said Gum­bril. “We shall get in in time for the min­uetto. It’s then that the fun really be­gins.”

			“Sour grapes,” said Emily, put­ting her ear to the door. “It sounds to me simply too lovely.”

			They stood out­side, like beg­gars wait­ing ab­jectly at the doors of a ban­quet­ing-hall—stood and listened to the snatches of mu­sic that came out tan­tal­iz­ingly from with­in. A rattle of clap­ping an­nounced at last that the first move­ment was over; the doors were thrown open. Hun­grily they rushed in. The Sclopis Quar­tet and a sub­si­di­ary vi­ola were bow­ing from the plat­form. There was a chir­rup of tun­ing, then pre­lim­in­ary si­lence. Sclopis nod­ded and moved his bow. The min­uetto of Moz­art’s G minor Quin­tet broke out, phrase after phrase, short and de­cis­ive, with every now and then a vi­ol­ent sforz­ando chord, start­ling in its harsh and sud­den em­phas­is.

			Min­uetto—all civil­iz­a­tion, Mr. Mer­captan would have said, was im­plied in the de­li­cious word, the del­ic­ate, pretty thing. Ladies and pre­cious gen­tle­men, fresh from the wit and gal­lantry of Cre­bil­lon-haunted so­fas, step­ping grace­fully to a pat­tern of airy notes. To this pas­sion of one who cries out, to this ob­scure and angry ar­gu­ment with fate how would they, Gum­bril wondered, how would they have tripped it?

			How pure the pas­sion, how un­af­fected, clear and without clot or pre­ten­sion the un­hap­pi­ness of that slow move­ment which fol­lowed! Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God. Pure and un­sul­lied; pure and un­mixed, unadul­ter­ated. “Not pas­sion­ate, thank God; only sen­su­al and sen­ti­ment­al.” In the name of ear­wig. Amen. Pure, pure. Wor­ship­pers have tried to rape the statues of the gods; the statu­ar­ies who made the im­ages were gen­er­ally to blame. And how de­li­ciously, too, an artist can suf­fer! and, in the face of the whole Al­bert Hall, with what an ef­fect­ive ges­ture and grim­ace! But blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God. The in­stru­ments come to­geth­er and part again. Long sil­ver threads hang aer­i­ally over a mur­mur of wa­ters; in the midst of muffled sob­bing a cry. The foun­tains blow their ar­chi­tec­ture of slender pil­lars, and from basin to basin the wa­ters fall; from basin to basin, and every fall makes some­how pos­sible a high­er leap­ing of the jet, and at the last fall the mount­ing column springs up in­to the sun­light, and from wa­ter the mu­sic has mod­u­lated up in­to a rain­bow. Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God; they shall make God vis­ible, too, to oth­er eyes.

			Blood beats in the ears. Beat, beat, beat. A slow drum in the dark­ness, beat­ing in the ears of one who lies wake­ful with fever, with the sick­ness of too much misery. It beats un­ceas­ingly, in the ears, in the mind it­self. Body and mind are in­di­vis­ible, and in the spir­it blood pain­fully throbs. Sad thoughts droop through the mind. A small, pure light comes sway­ing down through the dark­ness, comes to rest, resign­ing it­self to the ob­scur­ity of its mis­for­tune. There is resig­na­tion, but blood still beats in the ears. Blood still pain­fully beats, though the mind has ac­qui­esced. And then, sud­denly, the mind ex­erts it­self, throws off the fever of too much suf­fer­ing and laugh­ing, com­mands the body to dance. The in­tro­duc­tion to the last move­ment comes to its sus­pen­ded, throb­bing close. There is an in­stant of ex­pect­a­tion, and then, with a series of mount­ing tro­chees and a down­ward hur­ry­ing, step after tiny step, in triple time, the dance be­gins. Ir­rel­ev­ant, ir­rev­er­ent, out of key with all that has gone be­fore. But man’s greatest strength lies in his ca­pa­city for ir­rel­ev­ance. In the midst of pes­ti­lences, wars and fam­ines, he builds cathed­rals; and a slave, he can think the ir­rel­ev­ant and un­suit­able thoughts of a free man. The spir­it is slave to fever and beat­ing blood, at the mercy of an ob­scure and tyr­an­nous mis­for­tune. But ir­rel­ev­antly, it elects to dance in triple meas­ure—a mount­ing skip, a pat­ter of des­cend­ing feet.

			The G minor Quin­tet is at an end; the ap­plause rattles out loudly. En­thu­si­asts stand up and cry bravo. And the five men on the plat­form rise and bow their ac­know­ledg­ments. Great Sclopis him­self re­ceives his share of the plaudits with a weary con­des­cen­sion; weary are his poached eyes, weary his dis­il­lu­sioned smile. It is only his due, he knows; but he has had so much clap­ping, so many lovely wo­men. He has a Ro­man nose, a co­lossal brow and, though the tawny mu­sic­al mane does much to con­ceal the fact, no back to his head. Garo­falo, the second fiddle, is black, beady-eyed and pot­bel­lied. The con­vex re­flec­tions of the elec­tro­liers slide back and forth over his pol­ished bald head, as he bends, again, again, in little mil­it­ary sa­lutes. Peperkoek, two metres high, bows with a sinu­ous po­lite­ness. His face, his hair are all of the same grey­ish buff col­our; he does not smile, his ap­pear­ance is mono­lith­ic and grim. Not so ex­uber­ant Knoedler, who sweats and smiles and em­braces his cello send lays his hand to his heart and bows al­most to the ground as though all this hul­laba­loo were dir­ec­ted only at him. As for poor little Mr. Jen­kins, the sub­si­di­ary vi­ola, he has slid away in­to the back­ground, and feel­ing that this is really the Sclopis’s show and that he, a mere in­truder, has no right to any of these demon­stra­tions, he hardly bows at all, but only smiles, vaguely and nervously, and from time to time makes a little spas­mod­ic twitch to show that he isn’t really un­grate­ful or haughty, as you might think, but that he feels in the cir­cum­stances—the po­s­i­tion is a little em­bar­rass­ing—it is hard to ex­plain. …

			“Strange,” said Gum­bril, “to think that those ri­dicu­lous creatures could have pro­duced what we’ve just been hear­ing.”

			The poached eye of Sclopis lighted on Emily, flushed and ar­dently ap­plaud­ing. He gave her, all to her­self, a weary smile. He would have a let­ter, he guessed, to­mor­row morn­ing signed “Your little Ad­mirer in the Third Row.” She looked a choice little piece. He smiled again to en­cour­age her. Emily, alas! had not even no­ticed. She was ap­plaud­ing the mu­sic.

			“Did you en­joy it?” he asked, as they stepped out in­to a deser­ted Bond Street.

			“Did I … ?” Emily laughed ex­press­ively. “No, I didn’t en­joy,” she said. “En­joy isn’t the word. You en­joy eat­ing ices. It made me happy. It’s un­happy mu­sic, but it made me happy.”

			Gum­bril hailed a cab and gave the ad­dress of his rooms in Great Rus­sell Street. “Happy,” he re­peated, as they sat there side by side in the dark­ness. He, too, was happy.

			“Where are we go­ing?” she asked.

			“To my rooms,” said Gum­bril, “we shall be quiet there.” He was afraid she might ob­ject to go­ing there—after yes­ter­day. But she made no com­ment.

			“Some people think that it’s only pos­sible to be happy if one makes a noise,” she said, after a pause. “I find it’s too del­ic­ate and mel­an­choly for noise. Be­ing happy is rather mel­an­choly—like the most beau­ti­ful land­scape, like those trees and the grass and the clouds and the sun­shine today.”

			“From the out­side,” said Gum­bril, “it even looks rather dull.” They stumbled up the dark stair­case to his rooms. Gum­bril lit a pair of candles and put the kettle on the gas ring. They sat to­geth­er on the di­van sip­ping tea. In the rich, soft light of the candles she looked dif­fer­ent, more beau­ti­ful. The silk of her dress seemed won­der­fully rich and glossy, like the petals of a tulip, and on her face, on her bare arms and neck the light seemed to spread an im­palp­able bright bloom. On the wall be­hind them, their shad­ows ran up to­wards the ceil­ing, enorm­ous and pro­foundly black.

			“How un­real it is,” Gum­bril whispered. “Not true. This re­mote secret room. These lights and shad­ows out of an­oth­er time. And you out of nowhere and I, out of a past ut­terly re­mote from yours, sit­ting to­geth­er here, to­geth­er—and be­ing happy. That’s the strangest thing of all. Be­ing quite sense­lessly happy. It’s un­real, un­real.”

			“But why,” said Emily, “why? It’s here and hap­pen­ing now. It is real.”

			“It all might van­ish, at any mo­ment,” he said.

			Emily smiled rather sadly. “It’ll van­ish in due time,” she said. “Quite nat­ur­ally, not by ma­gic; it’ll van­ish the way everything else van­ishes and changes. But it’s here now.”

			They gave them­selves up to the en­chant­ment. The candles burned, two shin­ing eyes of flame, without a wink, minute after minute. But for them there were no longer any minutes. Emily leaned against him, her body held in the crook of his arm, her head rest­ing on his shoulder. He caressed his cheek against her hair; some­times, very gently, he kissed her fore­head or her closed eyes.

			“If I had known you years ago …” she sighed. “But I was a silly little idi­ot then. I shouldn’t have no­ticed any dif­fer­ence between you and any­body else.”

			“I shall be very jeal­ous,” Emily spoke again after an­oth­er time­less si­lence. “There must nev­er be any­body else, nev­er the shad­ow of any­body else.”

			“There nev­er will be any­body else,” said Gum­bril.

			Emily smiled and opened her eyes, looked up at him. “Ah, not here,” she said, “not in this real un­real room. Not dur­ing this etern­ity. But there will be oth­er rooms just as real as this.”

			“Not so real, not so real.” He bent his face to­wards hers. She closed her eyes again, and the lids fluttered with a sud­den trem­u­lous move­ment at the touch of his light kiss.

			For them there were no more minutes. But time passed, time passed flow­ing in a dark stream, stanch­lessly, as though from some pro­found mys­ter­i­ous wound in the world’s side, bleed­ing, bleed­ing forever. One of the candles had burned down to the sock­et and the long, smoky flame wavered un­stead­ily. The flick­er­ing light troubled their eyes; the shad­ows twitched and stirred un­eas­ily. Emily looked up at him.

			“What’s the time?” she said.

			Gum­bril looked at his watch. It was nearly one o’clock. “Too late for you to get back,” he said.

			“Too late?” Emily sat-up. Ah, the en­chant­ment was break­ing, was giv­ing way, like a film of ice be­neath a weight, like a web be­fore a thrust of the wind. They looked at one an­oth­er. “What shall I do?” she asked.

			“You could sleep here,” Gum­bril answered in a voice that came from a long way away.

			She sat for a long time in si­lence, look­ing through half-closed eyes at the ex­pir­ing candle flame. Gum­bril watched her in an agony of sus­pense. Was the ice to be broken, the web-work fi­nally and forever torn? The en­chant­ment could still be pro­longed, the etern­ity re­newed. He felt his heart beat­ing in his breast; he held his breath. It would be ter­rible if she were to go now, it would be a kind of death. The flame of the candle flickered more vi­ol­ently, leap­ing up in a thin, long, smoky flare, sink­ing again al­most to dark­ness. Emily got up and blew out the candle. The oth­er still burned calmly and stead­ily.

			“May I stay?” she asked. “Will you al­low me?”

			He un­der­stood the mean­ing of her ques­tion, and nod­ded. “Of course,” he said.

			“Of course? Is it as much of course as all that?”

			“When I say so.” He smiled at her. The etern­ity had been re­newed, the en­chant­ment pro­longed. There was no need to think of any­thing now but the mo­ment. The past was for­got­ten, the fu­ture ab­ol­ished. There was only this secret room and the candle­light and the un­real, im­possible hap­pi­ness of be­ing two. Now that this per­il of a dis­en­chant­ment had been aver­ted, it would last forever. He got up from the couch, crossed the room, he took her hands and kissed them.

			“Shall we sleep now?” she asked.

			Gum­bril nod­ded.

			“Do you mind if I blow out the light?” And without wait­ing for his an­swer, Emily turned, gave a puff, and the room was in dark­ness. He heard the rust­ling of her un­dress­ing. Hast­ily he stripped off his own clothes, pulled back the cov­er­let from the di­van. The bed was made and ready; he opened it and slipped between the sheets. A dim green­ish light from the gas lamp in the street be­low came up between the par­ted cur­tains il­lu­min­at­ing faintly the farther end of the room. Against this tempered dark­ness he could see her, sil­hou­et­ted, stand­ing quite still, as if hes­it­at­ing on some in­vis­ible brink.

			“Emily,” he whispered.

			“I’m com­ing,” Emily answered. She stood there, un­mov­ing, a few seconds longer, then over­stepped the brink. She came si­lently across the room, and sat down on the edge of the low couch. Gum­bril lay per­fectly still, without speak­ing, wait­ing in the en­chanted time­less dark­ness. Emily lif­ted her knees, slid her feet in un­der the sheet, then stretched her­self out be­side him, her body, in the nar­row bed, touch­ing his. Gum­bril felt that she was trem­bling; trem­bling, a sharp in­vol­un­tary start, a little shud­der, an­oth­er start.

			“You’re cold,” he said, and slip­ping one arm be­neath her shoulders he drew her, limp and un­res­ist­ing, to­wards him. She lay there, pressed against him. Gradu­ally the trem­bling ceased. Quite still, quite still in the calm of the en­chant­ment. The past is for­got­ten, the fu­ture ab­ol­ished; there is only this dark and ever­last­ing mo­ment. A drugged and in­tox­ic­ated stupor of hap­pi­ness pos­sessed his spir­it; a numb­ness, warm and de­li­cious, lay upon him. And yet through the stupor he knew with a dread­ful anxious cer­tainty that the end would soon be there. Like a man on the night be­fore his ex­e­cu­tion, he looked for­ward through the end­less present; he foresaw the end of his etern­ity. And after? Everything was un­cer­tain and un­safe.

			Very gently, he began caress­ing her shoulder, her long slender arm, draw­ing his fin­ger­tips lightly and slowly over her smooth skin; slowly from her neck, over her shoulder, linger­ingly round the el­bow to her hand. Again, again; he was learn­ing her arm. The form of it was part of the know­ledge, now, of his fin­ger­tips; his fin­gers knew it as they knew a piece of mu­sic, as they knew Moz­art’s Twelfth Son­ata, for ex­ample. And the themes that crowd so quickly one after an­oth­er at the be­gin­ning of the first move­ment played them­selves seri­ally, glit­ter­ingly in his mind; they be­came a part of the en­chant­ment.

			Through the silk of her shift he learned her curving side, her smooth straight back and the ridge of her spine. He stretched down, touched her feet, her knees. Un­der the smock he learned her warm body, lightly, slowly caress­ing. He knew her, his fin­gers, he felt, could build her up, a warm and curving statue in the dark­ness. He did not de­sire her; to de­sire would have been to break the en­chant­ment. He let him­self sink deep­er and deep­er in­to his dark stupor of hap­pi­ness. She was asleep in his arms; and soon he too was asleep.

		
	
		
			XIV

			Mrs. Viveash des­cen­ded the steps in­to King Street, and stand­ing there on the pave­ment looked du­bi­ously first to the right and then to the left. Little and loud, the tax­is rolled by on their white wheels, the long-snouted lim­ousines passed with a sigh. The air smelt of watered dust, tempered in Mrs. Viveash’s im­me­di­ate neigh­bour­hood by those memor­ies of Itali­an jas­mines which were her per­fume. On the op­pos­ite pave­ment, in the shade, two young men, look­ing very con­scious of their grey top-hats, marched gravely along.

			Life, Mrs. Viveash thought, looked a little dim this morn­ing, in spite of the fine weath­er. She glanced at her watch; it was one o’clock. Soon one would have to eat some lunch. But where, and with whom? Mrs. Viveash had no en­gage­ments. All the world was be­fore her, she was ab­so­lutely free, all day long. Yes­ter­day, when she de­clined all those press­ing in­vit­a­tions, the pro­spect had seemed de­light­ful. Liberty, no com­plic­a­tions, no con­tacts; a pre-Ad­am­ite empty world to do what she liked in.

			But today, when it came to the point, she hated her liberty. To come out like this at one o’clock in­to a va­cu­um—it was ab­surd, it was ap­palling. The pro­spect of im­meas­ur­able bore­dom opened be­fore her. Steppes after steppes of en­nui, ho­ri­zon bey­ond ho­ri­zon, forever the same. She looked again to the right and again to the left. Fi­nally she de­cided to go to the left. Slowly, walk­ing along her private knife-edge between her per­son­al abysses, she walked to­wards the left. She re­membered sud­denly one shin­ing day like this in the sum­mer of 1917, when she had walked along this same street, slowly, like this, on the sunny side, with Tony Lamb. All that day, that night, it had been one long good­bye. He was go­ing back the next morn­ing. Less than a week later he was dead. Nev­er again, nev­er again: there had been a time when she could make her­self cry, simply by say­ing those two words once or twice, un­der her breath. Nev­er again, nev­er again. She re­peated them softly now. But she felt no tears be­hind her eyes. Grief doesn’t kill, love doesn’t kill; but time kills everything, kills de­sire, kills sor­row, kills in the end the mind that feels them; wrinkles and softens the body while it still lives, rots it like a med­lar, kills it too at last. Nev­er again, nev­er again. In­stead of cry­ing, she laughed, laughed aloud. The pi­geon-breasted old gen­tle­man who had just passed her, twirl­ing between his fin­ger and thumb the ends of a white mil­it­ary mous­tache, turned round startled. Could she be laugh­ing at him?

			“Nev­er again,” mur­mured Mrs. Viveash.

			“I beg your par­don?” quer­ied the mar­tial gen­tle­man, in a rich, port-winey, ci­gary voice.

			Mrs. Viveash looked at him with such wide-eyed as­ton­ish­ment that the old gen­tle­man was quite taken aback. “A thou­sand apo­lo­gies, dear lady. Thought you were ad­dress­ing … H’m, ah’m.” He re­placed his hat, squared his shoulders and went off smartly, left, right, bear­ing pre­ciously be­fore him his pi­geon-breast. Poor thing, he thought, poor young thing. Talk­ing to her­self. Must be cracked, must be off her head. Or per­haps she took drugs. That was more likely: that was much more likely. Most of them did nowadays. Vi­cious young wo­men. Les­bi­ans, drug-fiends, nym­pho­ma­ni­acs, dipsos—thor­oughly vi­cious, nowadays, thor­oughly vi­cious. He ar­rived at his club in an ex­cel­lent tem­per.

			Nev­er again, nev­er, nev­er again. Mrs. Viveash would have liked to be able to cry.

			St. James’s Square opened be­fore her. Ro­mantic­ally un­der its trees the statue pranced. The trees gave her an idea: she might go down in­to the coun­try for the af­ter­noon, take a cab and drive out, out, good­ness only knew where! To the top of a hill some­where. Box Hill, Leith Hill, Holmbury Hill, Iv­ing­hoe Beacon—any hill where one could sit and look out over plains. One might do worse than that with one’s liberty.

			But not much worse, she re­flec­ted.

			Mrs. Viveash had turned up to­wards the north­ern side of the square and was al­most at its north­west­ern corner when, with a thrill of genu­ine de­light, with a sense of the most pro­found re­lief she saw a fa­mil­i­ar fig­ure, run­ning down the steps of the Lon­don Lib­rary.

			“Theodore!” she hal­looed faintly but pen­et­rat­ingly, from her in­ward deathbed. “Gum­bril!” She waved her para­sol.

			Gum­bril hal­ted, looked round, came smil­ing to meet her. “How de­light­ful,” he said, “but how un­for­tu­nate.”

			“Why un­for­tu­nate?” asked Mrs. Viveash. “Am I of evil omen?”

			“Un­for­tu­nate,” Gum­bril ex­plained, “be­cause I’ve got to catch a train and can’t profit by this meet­ing.”

			“Ah no, Theodore,” said Mrs. Viveash, “you’re not go­ing to catch a train. You’re go­ing to come and lunch with me. Provid­ence has de­creed it. You can’t say no to Provid­ence.”

			“I must,” Gum­bril shook his head. “I’ve said yes to some­body else.”

			“To whom?”

			“Ah!” said Gum­bril, with a coy and saucy mys­ter­i­ous­ness.

			“And where are you go­ing in your fam­ous train?”

			“Ah again,” Gum­bril answered.

			“How in­tol­er­ably tire­some and silly you are!” Mrs. Viveash de­clared. “One would think you were a six­teen-year-old school­boy go­ing out for his first as­sig­na­tion with a shop girl. At your age, Gum­bril!” She shook her head, smiled ag­on­iz­ingly and with con­tempt. “Who is she? What sor­did pickup?”

			“Not sor­did in the least,” pro­tested Gum­bril.

			“But de­cidedly a pickup. Eh?” A ba­nana-skin was ly­ing, like a be­draggled star­fish, in the gut­ter, just in front of where they were stand­ing. Mrs. Viveash stepped for­ward and with the point of her para­sol lif­ted it care­fully up and offered it to her com­pan­ion.

			“Merci,” Gum­bril bowed.

			She tossed the skin back again in­to the gut­ter. “In any case,” she said, “the young lady can wait while we have lunch­eon.”

			Gum­bril shook his head. “I’ve made the ar­range­ment,” he said. Emily’s let­ter was in his pock­et. She had taken the love­li­est cot­tage just out of Roberts­bridge, in Sus­sex. Ah, but the love­li­est ima­gin­able. For the whole sum­mer. He could come and see her there. He had tele­graphed that he would come today, this af­ter­noon, by the two o’clock from Char­ing Cross.

			Mrs. Viveash took him by the el­bow. “Come along,” she said. “There’s a post of­fice in that pas­sage go­ing from Jermyn Street to Pic­ca­dilly. You can wire from there your in­fin­ite re­grets. These things al­ways im­prove with a little keep­ing. There will be rap­tures when you do go to­mor­row.”

			Gum­bril al­lowed him­self to be led along. “What an in­suf­fer­able wo­man you are,” he said, laugh­ing.

			“In­stead of be­ing grate­ful to me for ask­ing you to lunch­eon!”

			“Oh, I am grate­ful,” said Gum­bril. “And as­ton­ished.”

			He looked at her. Mrs. Viveash smiled and fixed him for a mo­ment with her pale, un­troubled eyes. … She said noth­ing.

			“Still,” Gum­bril went on, “I must be at Char­ing Cross by two, you know.”

			“But we’re lunch­ing at Ver­rey’s.”

			Gum­bril shook his head.

			They were at the corner of Jermyn Street. Mrs. Viveash hal­ted and de­livered her ul­ti­mat­um, the more im­press­ive for be­ing spoken in that ex­pir­ing voice of one who says in ar­tic­ulo the fi­nal and su­premely im­port­ant things. “We lunch at Ver­rey’s, Theodore, or I shall nev­er, nev­er speak to you again.”

			“But be reas­on­able, Myra,” he im­plored. If only he’d told her that he had a busi­ness ap­point­ment. … Im­be­cile, to have dropped those stu­pid hints—in that tone!

			“I prefer not to be,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			Gum­bril made a ges­ture of des­pair and was si­lent. He thought of Emily in her nat­ive quiet among the flowers; in a cot­tage al­to­geth­er too cot­tagey, with hon­ey­suckles and red ram­blers and hol­ly­hocks—though, on second thoughts, none of them would be bloom­ing yet, would they?—hap­pily, in white muslin, ex­tract­ing from the cot­tage pi­ano the easi­er sec­tions of the Arietta. A little ab­surd, per­haps, when you con­sidered her like that; but ex­quis­ite, but ad­or­able, but pure of heart and flaw­less in her bright pel­lu­cid in­teg­rity, com­plete as a crys­tal in its fa­ceted per­fec­tion. She would be wait­ing for him, ex­pect­ing him; and they would walk through the twiddly lanes—or per­haps there would be a gov­erness cart for hire, with a fat pony like a tub on legs to pull it—they would look for flowers in the woods and per­haps he would still re­mem­ber what sort of noise a whitethroat makes; or even if he didn’t re­mem­ber, he could al­ways ma­gis­teri­ally say he did. “That’s a whitethroat, Emily. Do you hear? The one that goes ‘Tweedly, weedly, weedledy dee.’ ”

			“I’m wait­ing,” said Mrs. Viveash. “Pa­tiently, how­ever.”

			Gum­bril looked at her and found her smil­ing like a tra­gic mask. After all, he re­flec­ted, Emily would still be there if he went down to­mor­row. It would be stu­pid to quar­rel with Myra about some­thing that was really, when he came to think of it, not of enorm­ous im­port­ance. It was stu­pid to quar­rel with any­one about any­thing; and with Myra and about this, par­tic­u­larly so. In this white dress pat­terned with flow­ing ar­abesques of black she looked, he thought, more than ever en­chant­ing. There had been times in the past. … The past leads on to the present. … No; but in any case she was ex­cel­lent com­pany.

			“Well,” he said, sigh­ing de­cis­ively, “let’s go and send my wire.”

			Mrs. Viveash made no com­ment, and tra­vers­ing Jermyn Street they walked up the nar­row pas­sage un­der the lee of Wren’s bald barn of St. James’s, to the post of­fice.

			“I shall pre­text a cata­strophe,” said Gum­bril, as they entered; and go­ing to the tele­graph desk he wrote: “Slight ac­ci­dent on way to sta­tion not ser­i­ous at all but a little in­dis­posed come same train to­mor­row.” He ad­dressed the form and handed it in.

			“A little what?” asked the young lady be­hind the bars, as she read it through, prod­ding each suc­cess­ive word with the tip of her blunt pen­cil.

			“A little in­dis­posed,” said Gum­bril, and he felt sud­denly very much ashamed of him­self. “A little in­dis­posed,”—no, really, that was too much. He’d with­draw the tele­gram, he’d go after all.

			“Ready?” asked Mrs. Viveash, com­ing up from the oth­er end of the counter where she had been buy­ing stamps.

			Gum­bril pushed a flor­in un­der the bars.

			“A little in­dis­posed,” he said, hoot­ing with laughter, and he walked to­wards the door lean­ing heav­ily on his stick and limp­ing. “Slight ac­ci­dent,” he ex­plained.

			“What is the mean­ing of this clown­ery?” Mrs. Viveash in­quired.

			“What in­deed?” Gum­bril had limped up to the door and stood there, hold­ing it open for her. He was tak­ing no re­spons­ib­il­ity for him­self. It was the clown’s do­ing, and the clown, poor creature, was non com­pos, not en­tirely there, and couldn’t be called to ac­count for his ac­tions. He limped after her to­wards Pic­ca­dilly.

			“Gi­udic­ato guar­abile in cinque giorni,” Mrs. Viveash laughed. “How charm­ing that al­ways is in the Itali­an pa­pers. The fickle lady, the jeal­ous lov­er, the stab, the colpo di rivol­tella, the mere Anglo-Sax­on black eye—all judged by the house sur­geon at the Miseri­cor­dia cur­able in five days. And you, my poor Gum­bril, are you cur­able in five days?”

			“That de­pends,” said Gum­bril. “There may be com­plic­a­tions.”

			Mrs. Viveash waved her para­sol; a taxi came swerving to the pave­ment’s edge in front of them. “Mean­while,” she said, “you can’t be ex­pec­ted to walk.”

			At Ver­rey’s they lunched off lob­sters and white wine. “Fish sup­pers,” Gum­bril quoted jovi­ally from the Res­tor­a­tion, “fish sup­pers will make a man hop like a flea.” Through the whole meal he clowned away in the most in­im­it­able style. The ghost of a gov­erness cart rolled along the twiddly lanes of Roberts­bridge. But one can re­fuse to ac­cept re­spons­ib­il­ity; a clown can­not be held ac­count­able. And be­sides, when the fu­ture and the past are ab­ol­ished, when it is only the present in­stant, wheth­er en­chanted or un­en­chanted, that counts, when there are no causes or motives, no fu­ture con­sequences to be con­sidered, how can there be re­spons­ib­il­ity, even for those who are not clowns? He drank a great deal of hock, and when the clock struck two and the train had be­gun to snort out of Char­ing Cross, he could not re­frain from pro­pos­ing the health of Vis­count Las­celles. After that he began telling Mrs. Viveash about his ad­ven­ture as a Com­plete Man.

			“You should have seen me,” he said, de­scrib­ing his beard.

			“I should have been bowled over.”

			“You shall see me, then,” said Gum­bril. “Ah, what a Don Gio­vanni. La ci dar­em la mano, La mi dirai di si, Vi­eni, non e lontano, Par­tiam, ben mio, da qui. And they came, they came. Without hes­it­a­tion. No ‘vor­rei e non vor­rei,’ no ‘mi trema un poco il cor.’ Straight away.”

			“Fe­lice, io so, sarei,” Mrs. Viveash sang very faintly un­der her breath, from a re­mote bed of agony.

			Ah, hap­pi­ness, hap­pi­ness; a little dull, someone had wisely said, when you looked at it from out­side. An af­fair of duets at the cot­tage pi­ano, of col­lect­ing spe­ci­mens, hand in hand, for the hortus sic­cus. A mat­ter of in­teg­rity and quiet­ness.

			“Ah, but the his­tory of the young wo­man who was mar­ried four years ago,” ex­claimed Gum­bril with clown­ish rap­ture, “and re­mains to this day a vir­gin—what an epis­ode in my mem­oirs!” In the en­chanted dark­ness he had learned her young body. He looked at his fin­gers; her beauty was a part of their know­ledge. On the table­cloth he drummed out the first bars of the Twelfth Son­ata of Moz­art. “And even after singing her duet with the Don,” he con­tin­ued, “she is still vir­gin. There are chaste pleas­ures, sub­lim­ated sen­su­al­it­ies. More thrill­ingly vo­lup­tu­ous,” with the ges­ture of a res­taur­ant-keep­er who praises the spe­ci­al­ity of the house, he blew a treacly kiss, “than any of the gross­er de­li­ri­ums.”

			“What is all this about?” asked Mrs. Viveash.

			Gum­bril fin­ished off his glass. “I am talk­ing eso­ter­ic­ally,” he said, “for my own pleas­ure, not yours.”

			“But tell me more about the beard,” Mrs. Viveash in­sisted. “I liked the beard so much.”

			“All right,” said Gum­bril, “let us try to be un­worthy with co­her­ence.”

			They sat for a long time over their ci­gar­ettes; it was half past three be­fore Mrs. Viveash sug­ges­ted they should go.

			“Al­most time,” she said, look­ing at her watch, “to have tea. One damned meal after an­oth­er. And nev­er any­thing new to eat. And every year one gets bored with an­oth­er of the old things. Lob­ster, for in­stance, how I used to ad­ore lob­ster once! But today—well, really, it was only your con­ver­sa­tion, Theodore, that made it tol­er­able.”

			Gum­bril put his hand to his heart and bowed. He felt sud­denly ex­tremely de­pressed.

			“And wine: I used to think Or­vi­eto so heav­enly. But this spring, when I went to Italy, it was just a bad muddy sort of Vouv­ray. And those soft car­a­mels they call Fi­ats; I used to eat those till I was sick. I was at the sick stage be­fore I’d fin­ished one of them, this time in Rome.” Mrs. Viveash shook her head. “Dis­il­lu­sion after dis­il­lu­sion.”

			They walked down the dark pas­sage in­to the street.

			“We’ll go home,” said Mrs. Viveash. “I really haven’t the spir­it to do any­thing else this af­ter­noon.” To the com­mis­sion­aire who opened the door of the cab she gave the ad­dress of her house in St. James’s.

			“Will one ever re­cap­ture the old thrills?” she asked rather fa­tiguedly as they drove slowly through the traffic of Re­gent Street.

			“Not by chas­ing after them,” said Gum­bril, in whom the clown had quite evap­or­ated. “If one sat still enough they might per­haps come back of their own ac­cord. …” There would be the faint sound as it were of feet ap­proach­ing through the quiet.

			“It isn’t only food,” said Mrs. Viveash, who had closed her eyes and was lean­ing back in her corner.

			“So I can well be­lieve.”

			“It’s everything. Noth­ing’s the same now. I feel it nev­er will be.”

			“Nev­er more,” croaked Gum­bril.

			“Nev­er again,” Mrs. Viveash echoed. “Nev­er again.” There were still no tears be­hind her eyes. “Did you ever know Tony Lamb?” she asked.

			“No,” Gum­bril answered from his corner. “What about him?”

			Mrs. Viveash did not an­swer. What, in­deed, about him? She thought of his very clear blue eyes and the fair, bright hair that had been light­er than his brown face. Brown face and neck, red-brown hands; and all the rest of his skin was as white as milk. “I was very fond of him,” she said at last. “That’s all. He was killed in 1917, just about this time of the year. It seems a very long time ago, don’t you think?”

			“Does it?” Gum­bril shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. The past is ab­ol­ished. Vivamus, mea Les­bia. If I wer­en’t so hor­ribly de­pressed, I’d em­brace you. That would be some slight com­pens­a­tion for my”—he tapped his foot with the end of his walk­ing-stick—“my ac­ci­dent.”

			“You’re de­pressed too?”

			“One should nev­er drink at lunch­eon,” said Gum­bril. “It wrecks the af­ter­noon. One should also nev­er think of the past and nev­er for one mo­ment con­sider the fu­ture. These are treas­ures of an­cient wis­dom. But per­haps after a little tea—” He leaned for­ward to look at the fig­ures on the taxi­meter, for the cab had come to a stand­still—“after a nip of the tan­nin stim­u­lant”—he threw open the door—“we may feel rather bet­ter.”

			Mrs. Viveash smiled ex­cru­ci­at­ingly. “For me,” she said, as she stepped out on to the pave­ment, “even tan­nin has lost its vir­tues now.”

			Mrs. Viveash’s draw­ing-room was taste­fully in the move­ment. The fur­niture was up­holstered in fab­rics de­signed by Dufy—race­horses and roses, little ten­nis play­ers clus­ter­ing in the midst of enorm­ous flowers, prin­ted in grey and ochre on a white ground. There were a couple of lamp­shades by Balla. On the pale rose-stippled walls hung three por­traits of her­self by three dif­fer­ent and en­tirely in­con­gru­ous paint­ers, a se­lec­tion of the usu­al or­anges and lem­ons, and a rather for­bid­ding con­tem­por­ary nude painted in two tones of green.

			“And how bored I am with this room and all these beastly pic­tures!” ex­claimed Mrs. Viveash as she entered. She took off her hat and, stand­ing in front of the mir­ror above the man­tel­piece, smoothed her cop­pery hair.

			“You should take a cot­tage in the coun­try,” said Gum­bril, “buy a pony and a gov­erness cart and drive along the twiddly lanes look­ing for flowers. After tea you open the cot­tage pi­ano,” and suit­ing his ac­tion to the words, Gum­bril sat down at the long-tailed Blüth­ner, “and you play, you play.” Very slowly and with par­od­ied ex­press­ive­ness he played the open­ing theme of the Arietta. “You wouldn’t be bored then,” he said, turn­ing round to her, when he had fin­ished.

			“Ah, wouldn’t I!” said Mrs. Viveash. “And with whom do you pro­pose that I should share my cot­tage?”

			“Any­one you like,” said Gum­bril. His fin­gers hung, as though med­it­at­ing over the keys.

			“But I don’t like any­one,” cried Mrs. Viveash with a ter­rible vehe­mence from her deathbed. … Ah, now it had been said, the truth. It soun­ded like a joke. Tony had been dead five years now. Those bright blue eyes—ah, nev­er again. All rot­ted away to noth­ing.

			“Then you should try,” said Gum­bril, whose hands had be­gun to creep softly for­ward in­to the Twelfth Son­ata. “You should try.”

			“But I do try,” said Mrs. Viveash. Her el­bows propped on the man­tel­piece, her chin rest­ing on her clasped hands, she was look­ing fix­edly at her own im­age in the glass. Pale eyes looked un­waver­ingly in­to pale eyes. The red mouth and its re­flec­tion ex­changed their smiles of pain. She had tried; it re­vol­ted her now to think how of­ten she had tried; she had tried to like someone, any­one, as much as Tony. She had tried to re­cap­ture, to re-evoke, to re­viv­i­fy. And there had nev­er been any­thing, really, but a dis­gust. “I haven’t suc­ceeded,” she ad­ded, after a pause.

			The mu­sic had shif­ted from F ma­jor to D minor; it moun­ted in leap­ing anapæsts to a sus­pen­ded chord, ran down again, moun­ted once more, mod­u­lat­ing to C minor, then, through a pas­sage of trem­bling notes to A flat ma­jor, to the dom­in­ant of D flat, to the dom­in­ant of C, to C minor, and at last, to a new clear theme in the ma­jor.

			“Then I’m sorry for you,” said Gum­bril, al­low­ing his fin­gers to play on by them­selves. He felt sorry, too, for the sub­jects of Mrs. Viveash’s des­per­ate ex­per­i­ments. She mightn’t have suc­ceeded in lik­ing them—for their part, poor dev­ils, they in gen­er­al only too ag­on­iz­ingly liked her. … Only too. … He re­membered the cold, damp spots on his pil­low, in the dark­ness. Those hope­less, angry tears. “You nearly killed me once,” he said.

			“Only time kills,” said Mrs. Viveash, still look­ing in­to her own pale eyes. “I have nev­er made any­one happy,” she ad­ded, after a pause. “Nev­er any­one,” she thought, ex­cept Tony, and Tony they had killed, shot him through the head. Even the bright eyes had rot­ted, like any oth­er car­ri­on. She too had been happy then. Nev­er again.

			A maid came in with the tea-things.

			“Ah, the tan­nin!” ex­claimed Gum­bril with en­thu­si­asm, and broke off his play­ing. “The one hope of sal­va­tion.” He poured out two cups, and pick­ing up one of them he came over to the fire­place and stood be­hind her, sip­ping slowly at the pale brewage and look­ing over her shoulder at their two re­flec­tions in the mir­ror.

			“La ci dar­em,” he hummed. “If only I had my beard!” He stroked his chin and with the tip of his fore­finger brushed up the droop­ing ends of his mous­tache. “You’d come trem­bling like Zer­lina, in un­der its golden shad­ow.”

			Mrs. Viveash smiled. “I don’t ask for any­thing bet­ter,” she said. “What more de­light­ful part! Fe­lice, io so, sarei: Batti, batti, o bel Maz­etto. En­vi­able Zer­lina!”

			The ser­vant made an­oth­er si­lent entry.

			“A gen­tle­man,” she said, “called Mr. Shear­wa­ter would like—”

			“Tell him I’m not at home,” said Mrs. Viveash, without look­ing round.

			There was a si­lence. With raised eye­brows Gum­bril looked over Mrs. Viveash’s shoulder at her re­flec­tion. Her eyes were calm and without ex­pres­sion, she did not smile or frown. Gum­bril still ques­tion­ingly looked. In the end he began to laugh.

		
	
		
			XV

			They were play­ing that latest nov­elty from across the wa­ter, “What’s he to Hecuba?” Sweet, sweet and pier­cing, the sax­o­phone pierced in­to the very bowels of com­pas­sion and ten­der­ness, pierced like a rev­el­a­tion from heav­en, pierced like the an­gel’s treacly dart in­to the holy Teresa’s quiv­er­ing and ec­stas­i­ated flank. More ripely and roundly, with a kindly and less ag­on­iz­ing vo­lup­tu­ous­ness, the cello med­it­ated those Mo­hammedan ec­stas­ies that last, un­der the green palms of Para­dise, six hun­dred in­en­ar­rable years apiece. In­to this charged at­mo­sphere the vi­ol­in ad­mit­ted re­fresh­ing draughts of fresh air, cool and thin like the breath from a still damp squirt. And the pi­ano hammered and rattled away un­mind­ful of the sens­ib­il­it­ies of the oth­er in­stru­ments, banged away all the time re­mind­ing every­one con­cerned, in a thor­oughly busi­ness­like way, that this was a cab­aret where people came to dance the fox­trot; not a baroque church for fe­male saints to go in­to ec­stas­ies in, not a mild, happy val­ley of tum­bling hour­is.

			At each re­cur­rence of the re­frain the four negroes of the or­ches­tra, or at least the three of them who played with their hands alone—for the sax­o­phon­ist al­ways blew at this point with a re­doubled sweet­ness, en­rich­ing the pas­sage with a warb­ling con­tra­punt­al so­li­lo­quy that fairly wrung the en­trails and trans­por­ted the pierced heart—broke in­to mel­an­choly and drawl­ing song:

			
				
					“What’s he to Hecuba?
					

					Noth­ing at all.
					

					That’s why there’ll be no wed­ding on Wed­nes­day week,
					

					Way down in old Bengal.”
				

			

			“What un­speak­able sad­ness,” said Gum­bril, as he stepped, stepped through the in­tric­a­cies of the trot. “Etern­al pas­sion, etern­al pain. Les chants déses­per­és sont les chants les plus beaux, Et j’en sais d’im­mor­tels qui sont de purs san­glots. Rum tiddle-um-tum, pom-pom. Amen. What’s he to Hecuba? Noth­ing at all. Noth­ing, mark you. Noth­ing, noth­ing.”

			“Noth­ing,” re­peated Mrs. Viveash. “I know all about that.” She sighed.

			“I am noth­ing to you,” said Gum­bril, glid­ing with skill between the wall and the Charyb­dis of a couple dan­ger­ously ex­per­i­ment­ing with a new step. “You are noth­ing to me. Thank God. And yet here we are, two bod­ies with but a single thought, a beast with two backs, a per­fectly united cen­taur trot­ting, trot­ting.” They trot­ted.

			“What’s he to Hecuba?” The grin­ning black­amoors re­peated the ques­tion, re­it­er­ated the an­swer on a tone of fright­ful un­hap­pi­ness. The sax­o­phone warbled on the verge of an­guish. The couples re­volved, marked time, stepped and stepped with an ha­bitu­al pre­ci­sion, as though per­form­ing some an­cient and pro­foundly sig­ni­fic­ant rite. Some were in fancy dress, for this was a gala night at the cab­aret. Young wo­men dis­guised as cal­li­pyg­ous Florentine pages, blue-breeched Gon­do­liers, black-breeched Tor­eadors cir­cu­lated, moon-like, round the hall, clasped some­times in the arms of Ar­abs, or white clowns, or more of­ten of un­trav­estied part­ners. The faces re­flec­ted in the mir­rors were the sort of faces one feels one ought to know by sight; the cab­aret was “Artist­ic.”

			“What’s he to Hecuba?”

			Mrs. Viveash mur­mured the re­sponse, al­most pi­ously, as though she were wor­ship­ping almighty and om­ni­present Nil. “I ad­ore this tune,” she said, “this di­vine tune.” It filled up a space, it moved, it jigged, it set things twitch­ing in you, it oc­cu­pied time, it gave you a sense of be­ing alive. “Di­vine tune, di­vine tune,” she re­peated with em­phas­is, and she shut her eyes, try­ing to aban­don her­self, try­ing to float, try­ing to give Nil the slip.

			“Rav­ish­ing little Tor­eador, that,” said Gum­bril, who had been fol­low­ing the black-breeched trav­esty with af­fec­tion­ate in­terest.

			Mrs. Viveash opened her eyes. Nil was un­es­cap­able. “With Piers Cot­ton, you mean? Your tastes are a little com­mon, my dear Theodore.”

			“Green-eyed mon­ster!”

			Mrs. Viveash laughed. “When I was be­ing ‘fin­ished’ in Par­is,” she said, “Ma­demois­elle al­ways used to urge me to take fen­cing les­sons. C’est un ex­er­cice très gra­cieux. Et puis,” Mrs. Viveash mim­icked a pas­sion­ate earn­est­ness, “et puis, ça dévelope le bassin. Your Tor­eador, Gum­bril, looks as though she must be a cham­pi­on with the foils. Quel bassin!”

			“Hush,” said Gum­bril. They were abreast of the Tor­eador and her part­ner. Piers Cot­ton turned his long grey­hound’s nose in their dir­ec­tion.

			“How are you?” he asked across the mu­sic.

			They nod­ded. “And you?”

			“Ah, writ­ing such a book,” cried Piers Cot­ton, “such a bril­liant, bril­liant, flash­ing book.” The dance was car­ry­ing them apart. “Like a smile of false teeth,” he shouted across the widen­ing gulf, and dis­ap­peared in the crowd.

			“What’s he to Hecuba?” Lach­rym­osely, the hil­ari­ous black­amoors chanted their ques­tion, mourn­fully preg­nant with its fore­known reply.

			Nil, om­ni­present nil, world-soul, spir­itu­al in­form­er of all mat­ter. Nil in the shape of a black-breeched moon-basined Tor­eador. Nil, the man with the grey­hound’s nose. Nil, as four black­amoors. Nil in the form of a di­vine tune. Nil, the faces, the faces one ought to know by sight, re­flec­ted in the mir­rors of the hall. Nil this Gum­bril whose arm is round one’s waist, whose feet step in and out among one’s own. Noth­ing at all.

			That’s why there’ll be no wed­ding. No wed­ding at St. George’s, Han­over Square—oh, des­per­ate ex­per­i­ment!—with Nil Viveash, that charm­ing boy, that charm­ing noth­ing at all, en­gaged at the mo­ment in hunt­ing ele­phants, hunt­ing fever and car­ni­vores among the Tikki-tikki pyg­mies. That’s why there’ll be no wed­ding on Wed­nes­day week. For Ly­ci­das is dead, dead ere his prime. For the light strawy hair (not a lock left), the brown face, the red-brown hands and the smooth boy’s body, milk-white, milk-warm, are noth­ing at all, noth­ing, now, at all—nil these five years—and the shin­ing blue eyes as much nil as the rest.

			“Al­ways the same people,” com­plained Mrs. Viveash, look­ing round the room. “The old fa­mil­i­ar faces. Nev­er any­one new. Where’s the young­er gen­er­a­tion, Gum­bril? We’re old, Theodore. There are mil­lions young­er than we are. Where are they?”

			“I’m not re­spons­ible for them,” said Gum­bril. “I’m not even re­spons­ible for my­self.” He ima­gined a cot­tagey room, un­der the roof, with a win­dow near the floor and a slop­ing ceil­ing where you were al­ways bump­ing your head; and in the candle­light Emily’s can­did eyes, her grave and happy mouth; in the dark­ness, the curve, un­der his fin­gers, of her firm body.

			“Why don’t they come and sing for their sup­per?” Mrs. Viveash went on petu­lantly. “It’s their busi­ness to amuse us.”

			“They’re prob­ably think­ing of amus­ing them­selves,” Gum­bril sug­ges­ted.

			“Well, then, they should do it where we can see them.”

			“What’s he to Hecuba?”

			“Noth­ing at all,” Gum­bril clown­ishly sang. The room, in the cot­tage, had noth­ing to do with him. He breathed Mrs. Viveash’s memor­ies of Itali­an jas­mines, laid his cheek for a mo­ment against her smooth hair. “Noth­ing at all.” Happy clown!

			Way down in old Bengal, un­der the green Para­disi­ac palms, among the ec­stat­ic mys­ta­gogues and the saints who scream be­neath the di­vine caresses, the mu­sic came to an end. The four negroes wiped their glisten­ing faces. The couples fell apart. Gum­bril and Mrs. Viveash sat down and smoked a ci­gar­ette.

		
	
		
			XVI

			The black­amoors had left the plat­form at the end of the hall. The cur­tains looped up at either side had slid down, cut­ting it off from the rest of the room—“mak­ing two worlds,” Gum­bril el­eg­antly and al­lus­ively put it, “where only one grew be­fore—and one of them a bet­ter world,” he ad­ded too philo­soph­ic­ally, “be­cause un­real.” There was the the­at­ric­al si­lence, the sus­pense. The cur­tains par­ted again.

			
				On a nar­row bed—on a bier per­haps—the corpse of a wo­man. The hus­band kneels be­side it. At the foot stands the doc­tor, put­ting away his in­stru­ments. In a beribboned pink cradle re­poses a mon­strous baby.

				
					
						
								The Hus­band
								
								Mar­garet! Mar­garet!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								She is dead.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Mar­garet!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Of sep­ticæmia, I tell you.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								I wish that I too were dead!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								But you won’t to­mor­row.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								To­mor­row! But I don’t want to live to see to­mor­row.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								You will to­mor­row.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Mar­garet! Mar­garet! Wait for me there; I shall not fail to meet you in that hol­low vale.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								You will not be slow to sur­vive her.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Christ have mercy upon us!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								You would do bet­ter to think of the child.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Rising and stand­ing men­acingly over the cradle. Is that the mon­ster?

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								No worse than oth­ers.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Be­got­ten in a night of im­macu­late pleas­ure, mon­ster, may you live love­less, in dirt and im­pur­ity!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Con­ceived in lust and dark­ness, may your own im­pur­ity al­ways seem heav­enly, mon­ster, in your own eyes!

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Mur­der­er, slowly die all your life long!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								The child must be fed.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Fed? With what?

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								With milk.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Her milk is cold in her breasts.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								There are still cows.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Tuber­cu­lar short­horns. Call­ing. Let Short-i’-the-horn be brought!

							
						

						
								Voices (off)
								
								Short-i’-the-horn! Short-i’-the-horn! Fad­ingly. Short-i’-the. …

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								In nine­teen hun­dred and twenty-one, twenty-sev­en thou­sand nine hun­dred and thir­teen wo­men died in child­birth.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								But none of them be­longed to my har­em.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Each of them was some­body’s wife.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Doubt­less. But the people we don’t know are only char­ac­ters in the hu­man com­edy. We are the tra­gedi­ans.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Not in the spec­tat­or’s eyes.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Do I think of the spec­tat­ors? Ah, Mar­garet! Mar­garet! …

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								The twenty-sev­en thou­sand nine hun­dred and four­teenth.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								The only one!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								But here comes the cow.

							
						

						
								
								
								
									Short-i’-the-horn is led in by a Yokel.
								

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Ah, good Short-i’-the-horn! He pats the an­im­al. She was tested last week, was she not?

							
						

						
								The Yokel
								
								Ay, sir.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								And found tuber­cu­lar. No?

							
						

						
								The Yokel
								
								Even in the ud­ders, may it please you.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Ex­cel­lent! Milk me the cow, sir, in­to this dirty wash-pot.

							
						

						
								The Yokel
								
								I will, sir. He milks the cow.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Her milk—her milk is cold already. All the wo­man in her chilled and curdled with­in her breasts. Ah, Je­sus! what mi­ra­cu­lous galac­ta­gogue will make it flow again?

							
						

						
								The Yokel
								
								The wash-pot is full, sir.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Then take the cow away.

							
						

						
								The Yokel
								
								Come, Short-i’-the-horn; come up, good Short-i’-the-horn. He goes out with the cow.

							
						

						
								The Hus­band
								
								Pour­ing the milk in­to a long-tubed feed­ing-bottle. Here’s for you, mon­ster, to drink your own health in. He gives the bottle to the child.

							
						

						
								
								
								
									Cur­tain.
								

							
						

					
				

			

			“A little pon­der­ous, per­haps,” said Gum­bril, as the cur­tain came down.

			“But I liked the cow.” Mrs. Viveash opened her ci­gar­ette-case and found it empty. Gum­bril offered her one of his. She shook her head. “I don’t want it in the least,” she said.

			“Yes, the cow was in the best pan­to­mime tra­di­tion,” Gum­bril agreed. Ah! but it was a long time since he had been to a Christ­mas pan­to­mime. Not since Dan Leno’s days. All the little cous­ins, the uncles and aunts on both sides of the fam­ily, dozens and dozens of them—every year they filled the best part of a row in the dress circle at Drury Lane. And buns were stick­ily passed from hand to hand, chocol­ates cir­cu­lated; the grownups drank tea. And the pan­to­mime went on and on, glory after glory, un­der the shin­ing arch of the stage. Hours and hours; and the grownups al­ways wanted to go away be­fore the har­le­quinade. And the chil­dren felt sick from eat­ing too much chocol­ate, or wanted with such ex­treme ur­gency to go to the w.c. that they had to be led out, tramp­ling and stum­bling over every­body else’s feet—and every stumble mak­ing the need more ag­on­iz­ingly great—in the middle of the trans­form­a­tion scene. And there was Dan Leno, in­im­it­able Dan Leno, dead now as poor Yorick, no more than a mere skull like any­body else’s skull. And his moth­er, he re­membered, used to laugh at him some­times till the tears ran down her cheeks. She used to en­joy things thor­oughly, with a whole heart.

			“I wish they’d hurry up with the second scene,” said Mrs. Viveash. “If there’s any­thing that bores me, it’s en­tr’act­es.”

			“Most of one’s life is an en­tr’acte,” said Gum­bril, whose present mood of hil­ari­ous de­pres­sion seemed fa­vour­able to the enun­ci­ation of apoph­thegms.

			“None of your crack­er mot­toes, please,” pro­tested Mrs. Viveash. All the same, she re­flec­ted, what was she do­ing now but wait­ing for the cur­tain to go up again, wait­ing, with what un­speak­able wear­i­ness of spir­it, for the cur­tain that had rung down, ten cen­tur­ies ago, on those blue eyes, that bright strawy hair and the weathered face?

			“Thank God,” she said with an ex­pir­ing earn­est­ness, “here’s the second scene!”

			
				The cur­tain went up. In a bald room stood the Mon­ster, grown now from an in­fant in­to a frail and bent young man with bandy legs. At the back of the stage a large win­dow giv­ing on to a street along which people pass.

				
					
						
								The Mon­ster Sol­us.
								
								The young girls of Sparta, they say, used to wrestle na­ked with na­ked Spartan boys. The sun caressed their skins till they were brown and trans­par­ent like am­ber or a flask of olive oil. Their breasts were hard, their bel­lies flat. They were pure with the chastity of beau­ti­ful an­im­als. Their thoughts were clear, their minds cool and un­troubled. I spit blood in­to my handker­chief and some­times I feel in my mouth some­thing slimy, soft and dis­gust­ing, like a slug—and I have coughed up a shred of my lung. The rick­ets from which I suffered in child­hood have bent my bones and made them old and brittle. All my life I have lived in this huge town, whose domes and spires are wrapped in a cloud of stink that hides the sun. The slug-dank tat­ters of lung that I spit out are black with the soot I have been breath­ing all these years. I am now come of age. Long-ex­pec­ted one-and-twenty has made me a fully priv­ileged cit­izen of this great realm of which the own­ers of the Daily Mir­ror, the News of the World and the Daily Ex­press are noble peers. Some­where, I must lo­gic­ally in­fer, there must be oth­er cit­ies, built by men for men to live in. Some­where, in the past, in the fu­ture, a very long way off. … But per­haps the only street im­prove­ment schemes that ever really im­prove the streets are schemes in the minds of those who live in them: schemes of love mostly. Ah! here she comes.

								
									The Young Lady enters. She stands out­side the win­dow, in the street, pay­ing no at­ten­tion to the Mon­ster; she seems to be wait­ing for some­body.
								

								She is like a pear tree in flower. When she smiles, it is as though there were stars. Her hair is like the har­vest in an ec­logue, her cheeks are all the fruits of sum­mer. Her arms and thighs are as beau­ti­ful as the soul of St. Cath­er­ine of Si­ena. And her eyes, her eyes are plumb­less with thought and limp­idly pure like the wa­ter of the moun­tains.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								If I wait till the sum­mer sale, the crêpe de Chine will be re­duced by at least two shil­lings a yard, and on six cam­isoles that will mean a lot of money. But the ques­tion is: can I go from May till the end of Ju­ly with the un­der­cloth­ing I have now?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								If I knew her, I should know the uni­verse!

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								My present ones are so dread­fully middle-class. And if Ro­ger should … by any chance. …

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Or, rather, I should be able to ig­nore it, hav­ing a private uni­verse of my own.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								If—if he did—well, it might be rather hu­mi­li­at­ing with these I have … like a ser­vant’s al­most. …

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Love makes you ac­cept the world; it puts an end to cri­ti­cism.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								His hand already. …

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Dare I, dare I tell her how beau­ti­ful she is?

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								On the whole, I think I’d bet­ter get it now, though it will cost more.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Des­per­ately ad­van­cing to the win­dow as though to as­sault a bat­tery. Beau­ti­ful! beau­ti­ful!

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								Look­ing at him. Ha, ha, ha!

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But I love you, flower­ing pear tree; I love you, golden har­vest; I love you, fruit­age of sum­mer; I love you, body and limbs, with the shape of a saint’s thought.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								Re­doubles her laughter. Ha, ha, ha!

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Tak­ing her hand. You can­not be cruel! He is seized with a vi­ol­ent par­oxysm of cough­ing which doubles him up, which shakes and tor­ments him. The handker­chief he holds to his mouth is spot­ted with blood.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								You dis­gust me! She draws away her skirts so that they shall not come in con­tact with him.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But I swear to you, I love—I—He is once more in­ter­rup­ted by his cough.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								Please go away. In a dif­fer­ent voice. Ah, Ro­ger! She ad­vances to meet a snub-nosed lub­ber with curly hair and a face like a groom’s, who passes along the street at this mo­ment.

							
						

						
								Ro­ger
								
								I’ve got the mo­tor­bike wait­ing at the corner.

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								Let’s go, then.

							
						

						
								Ro­ger
								
								Point­ing to the Mon­ster. What’s that?

							
						

						
								The Young Lady
								
								Oh, it’s noth­ing in par­tic­u­lar.

							
						

						
								
								
								
									Both roar with laughter. Ro­ger es­corts her out, pat­ting her fa­mil­iarly on the back as they walk along.
								

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Look­ing after her. There is a wound un­der my left pap. She has de­flowered all wo­men. I can­not. …

							
						

					
				

			

			“Lord!” whispered Mrs. Viveash, “how this young man bores me!”

			“I con­fess,” replied Gum­bril, “I have rather a taste for mor­al­it­ies. There is a pleas­ant up­lift­ing vague­ness about these sym­bol­ic­al gen­er­al­ized fig­ures which pleases me.”

			“You were al­ways charm­ingly simple-minded,” said Mrs. Viveash. “But who’s this? As long as the young man isn’t left alone on the stage, I don’t mind.”

			
				An­oth­er fe­male fig­ure has ap­peared in the street bey­ond the win­dow. It is the Pros­ti­tute. Her face, painted in two tones of red, white, green, blue and black, is the most taste­ful of nature-mor­tes.

				
					
						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Hullo, duck­ie!

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Hullo!

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Are you lonely?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Yes.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Would you like me to come in to see you?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Very well.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Shall we say thirty bob?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								As you like.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Come along then.

							
						

						
								
								
								
									She climbs through the win­dow and they go off to­geth­er through the door on the left of the stage. The cur­tains des­cend for a mo­ment, then rise again. The Mon­ster and the Pros­ti­tute are seen is­su­ing from the door at which they went out.
								

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Tak­ing out a cheque­book and a foun­tain pen. Thirty shil­lings. …

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Thank you. Not a cheque. I don’t want any cheques. How do I know it isn’t a dud one that they’ll re­fuse pay­ment for at the bank? Ready money for me, thanks.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But I haven’t got any cash on me at the mo­ment.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Well, I won’t take a cheque. Once bit­ten, twice shy, I can tell you.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But I tell you I haven’t got any cash.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Well, all I can say is, here I stay till I get it. And, what’s more, if I don’t get it quick, I’ll make a row.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But this is ab­surd. I of­fer you a per­fectly good cheque. …

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								And I won’t take it. So there!

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Well then, take my watch. It’s worth more than thirty bob. He pulls out his gold half-hunter.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Thank you, and get my­self ar­res­ted as soon as I take it to the pop-shop! No, I want cash, I tell you.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But where the dev­il do you ex­pect me to get it at this time of night?

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								I don’t know. But you’ve got to get it pretty quick.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								You’re un­reas­on­able.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Aren’t there any ser­vants in this house?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Yes.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Well, go and bor­row it from one of them.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								But really, that would be too low, too hu­mi­li­at­ing.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								All right, I’ll be­gin kick­ing up a noise. I’ll go to the win­dow and yell till all the neigh­bours are woken up and the po­lice come to see what’s up. You can bor­row it from the cop­per then.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								You really won’t take my cheque? I swear to you it’s per­fectly all right. There’s plenty of money to meet it.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Oh, shut up! No more dilly­dal­ly­ing. Get me my money at once, or I’ll start the row. One, two, three. … She opens her mouth wide as if to yell.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								All right. He goes out.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Nice state of things we’re com­ing to, when young rips try and swindle us poor girls out of our money! Mean, stink­ing skunks! I’d like to slit the throats of some of them.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Com­ing back again. Here you are. He hands her money.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Ex­amin­ing it. Thank you, dear­ie. Any oth­er time you’re lonely. …

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								No, no!

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Where did you get it fi­nally?

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster
								
								I woke the cook.

							
						

						
								The Pros­ti­tute
								
								Goes off in­to a peal of laughter. Well, so long, duck­ie. She goes out.

							
						

						
								The Mon­ster Sol­us.
								
								Some­where there must be love like mu­sic. Love har­mo­ni­ous and ordered: two spir­its, two bod­ies mov­ing con­tra­punt­ally to­geth­er. Some­where, the stu­pid bru­tish act must be made to make sense, must be en­riched, must be made sig­ni­fic­ant. Lust, like Diabelli’s waltz, a stu­pid air, turned by a geni­us in­to three-and-thirty fab­ulous vari­ations. Some­where. …

							
						

					
				

			

			“Oh dear!” sighed Mrs. Viveash.

			“Charm­ing!” Gum­bril pro­tested.

			
				
					
						
								
								
								… love like sheets of silky flame; like land­scapes bril­liant in the sun­light against a back­ground of purple thun­der; like the solu­tion of a cos­mic prob­lem; like faith. …

							
						

					
				

			

			“Crikey!” said Mrs. Viveash.

			
				
					
						
								
								
								… Some­where, some­where. But in my veins creep the mag­gots of the pox. …

							
						

					
				

			

			“Really, really!” Mrs. Viveash shook her head. “Too med­ic­al!”

			
				
					
						
								
								
								… crawl­ing to­wards the brain, crawl­ing in­to the mouth, bur­row­ing in­to the bones. In­sa­ti­ably.

							
						

					
				

				The Mon­ster threw him­self to the ground, and the cur­tain came down.

			

			“And about time too!” de­clared Mrs. Viveash.

			“Charm­ing!” Gum­bril stuck to his guns. “Charm­ing! charm­ing!”

			There was a dis­turb­ance near the door. Mrs. Viveash looked round to see what was hap­pen­ing. “And now on top of it all,” she said, “here comes Cole­man, rav­ing, with an un­known drunk.”

			“Have we missed it?” Cole­man was shout­ing. “Have we missed all the lovely bloody farce?”

			“Lovely bloody!” his com­pan­ion re­peated with drunk­en rap­tures, and he went in­to fits of un­con­trol­lable laughter. He was a very young boy with straight dark hair and a face of Hel­len­ic beauty, now dis­tor­ted with tipsi­ness.

			Cole­man greeted his ac­quaint­ances in the hall, shout­ing a jovi­al ob­scen­ity to each. “And Bum­bril-Gum­bril,” he ex­claimed, catch­ing sight of him at last in the front row. “And Het­aira-Myra!” He pushed his way through the crowd, fol­lowed un­stead­ily by his young dis­ciple. “So you’re here,” he said, stand­ing over them and look­ing down with an en­ig­mat­ic malice in his bright blue eyes. “Where’s the physiologue?”

			“Am I the physiologue’s keep­er?” asked Gum­bril. “He’s with his glands and his hor­mones, I sup­pose. Not to men­tion his wife.” He smiled to him­self.

			“Where the hor­mones, there moan I,” said Cole­man, skid­ding off side­ways along the slip­pery word. “I hear, by the way, that there’s a lovely pros­ti­tute in this play.”

			“You’ve missed her,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“What a mis­for­tune,” said Cole­man. “We’ve missed the de­li­cious trull,” he said, turn­ing to the young man.

			The young man only laughed.

			“Let me in­tro­duce, by the way,” said Cole­man. “This is Dante,” he poin­ted to the dark-haired boy; “and I am Vir­gil. We’re mak­ing a round tour—or, rather, a des­cend­ing spir­al tour of hell. But we’re only at the first circle so far. These, Aligh­ieri, are two damned souls, though not, as you might sup­pose, Paolo and Francesca.”

			The boy con­tin­ued to laugh, hap­pily and un­com­pre­hend­ingly.

			“An­oth­er of these in­ter­min­able en­tr’act­es,” com­plained Mrs. Viveash. “I was just say­ing to Theodore here that if there’s one thing I dis­like more than an­oth­er, it’s a long en­tr’acte.” Would hers ever come to an end?

			“And if there’s one thing I dis­like more than an­oth­er,” said the boy, break­ing si­lence for the first time, with an air of the greatest earn­est­ness, “it’s … it’s one thing more than an­oth­er.”

			“And you’re per­fectly right in do­ing so,” said Cole­man. “Per­fectly right.”

			“I know,” the boy replied mod­estly.

			
				When the cur­tain rose again it was on an aged Mon­ster, with a black patch over the left side of his nose, no hair, no teeth, and sit­ting harm­lessly be­hind the bars of an asylum.

				
					
						
								The Mon­ster
								
								Asses, apes and dogs! Milton called them that; he should have known. Some­where there must be men, how­ever. The vari­ations on Diabelli prove it. Brunelles­chi’s dome is more than the mag­ni­fic­a­tion of Cléo de Mérode’s breast. Some­where there are men with power, liv­ing reas­on­ably. Like our myth­ic­al Greeks and Ro­mans. Liv­ing cleanly. The im­ages of the gods are their por­traits. They walk un­der their own pro­tec­tion. The Mon­ster climbs on to a chair and stands in the pos­ture of a statue. Jupiter, fath­er of gods, a man, I bless my­self, I throw bolts at my own dis­obedi­ence, I an­swer my own pray­ers, I pro­nounce or­acles to sat­is­fy the ques­tions I my­self pro­pound. I ab­ol­ish all tet­ters, poxes, blood-spit­ting, rot­ting of bones. With love I re­cre­ate the world from with­in. Europa puts an end to squal­or, Leda does away with tyranny, Dan­ae tem­pers stu­pid­ity. After es­tab­lish­ing these re­forms in the so­cial sew­er, I climb, I climb, up through the man­hole, out of the man­hole, bey­ond hu­man­ity. For the man­hole, even the man­hole, is dark; though not so dingy as the dog­hole it was be­fore I altered it. Up through the man­hole, to­wards the air. Up, up! And the Mon­ster, suit­ing the ac­tion to his words, climbs up the runged back of his chair and stands, by a mi­ra­cu­lous feat of ac­robacy, on the top­most bar. I be­gin to see the stars through oth­er eyes than my own. More than dog already, I be­come more than man. I be­gin to have ink­lings of the shape and sense of things. Up­wards, up­wards I strain, I peer, I reach aloft. The bal­anced Mon­ster reaches, strains and peers. And I seize, I seize! As he shouts these words, the Mon­ster falls heav­ily, head fore­most, to the floor. He lies there quite still. After a little time the door opens and the Doc­tor of the first scene enters with a Ward­er.

							
						

						
								The Ward­er
								
								I heard a crash.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Who has by this time be­come im­mensely old and has a beard like Fath­er Thames. It looks as though you were right. He ex­am­ines the Mon­ster.

							
						

						
								The Ward­er
								
								He was forever climb­ing on to his chair.

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Well, he won’t any more. His neck’s broken.

							
						

						
								The Ward­er
								
								You don’t say so?

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								I do.

							
						

						
								The Ward­er
								
								Well, I nev­er!

							
						

						
								The Doc­tor
								
								Have it car­ried down to the dis­sect­ing-room.

							
						

						
								The Ward­er
								
								I’ll send for the port­ers at once.

							
						

						
								
								
								
									Ex­eunt sev­er­ally, and Cur­tain.
								

							
						

					
				

			

			“Well,” said Mrs. Viveash, “I’m glad that’s over.”

			The mu­sic struck up again, sax­o­phone and cello, with the thin draught of the vi­ol­in to cool their ec­stas­ies and the thump­ing pi­ano to re­mind them of busi­ness. Gum­bril and Mrs. Viveash slid out in­to the dan­cing crowd, re­volving as though by force of habit.

			“These sub­sti­tutes for the genu­ine cop­u­lat­ive art­icle,” said Cole­man to his dis­ciple, “are be­neath the dig­nity of hell­hounds like you and me.”

			Charmed, the young man laughed; he was at­tent­ive as though at the feet of So­crates. Cole­man had found him in a night club, where he had gone in search of Zoe, found him very drunk in the com­pany of two for­mid­able wo­men fif­teen or twenty years his seni­or, who were look­ing after him, half ma­ter­nally out of pure kind­ness of heart, half pro­fes­sion­ally; for he seemed to be car­ry­ing a good deal of money. He was in­cap­able of look­ing after him­self. Cole­man had pounced on him at once, claimed an old friend­ship which the youth was too tipsy to be able to deny, and car­ried him off. There was some­thing, he al­ways thought, pe­cu­li­arly in­ter­est­ing about the spec­tacle of chil­dren to­bog­gan­ing down in­to the cess­pools.

			“I like this place,” said the young man.

			“Tastes dif­fer!” Cole­man shrugged his shoulders. “The Ger­man pro­fess­ors have cata­logued thou­sands of people whose whole pleas­ure con­sists in eat­ing dung.”

			The young man smiled and nod­ded, rather vaguely. “Is there any­thing to drink here?” he asked.

			“Too re­spect­able,” Cole­man answered, shak­ing his head.

			“I think this is a bloody place,” said the young man.

			“Ah! but some people like blood. And some like boots. And some like long gloves and cor­sets. And some like birch-rods. And some like slid­ing down slopes and can’t look at Michelan­gelo’s Night on the Medici Tombs without dy­ing the little death, be­cause the statue seems to be slid­ing. And some. …”

			“But I want some­thing to drink,” in­sisted the young man.

			Cole­man stamped his feet, waved his arms. “À boire! à boire!” he shouted, like the new­born Gar­gan­tua. Nobody paid any at­ten­tion.

			The mu­sic came to an end. Gum­bril and Mrs. Viveash re­appeared.

			“Dante,” said Cole­man, “calls for drink. We must leave the build­ing.”

			“Yes. Any­thing to get out of this,” said Mrs. Viveash. “What’s the time?”

			Gum­bril looked at his watch. “Half-past one.”

			Mrs. Viveash sighed. “Can’t pos­sibly go to bed,” she said, “for an­oth­er hour at least.”

			They walked out in­to the street. The stars were large and bril­liant over­head. There was a little wind that al­most seemed to come from the coun­try. Gum­bril thought so, at any rate; he thought of the coun­try.

			“The ques­tion is, where?” said Cole­man. “You can come to my bor­dello, if you like; but it’s a long way off and Zoe hates us all so much, she’ll prob­ably set on us with the meat-chop­per. If she’s back again, that is. Though she may be out all night. Zoe mou, sas agapo. Shall we risk it?”

			“To me it’s quite in­dif­fer­ent,” said Mrs. Viveash faintly, as though wholly pre­oc­cu­pied with ex­pir­ing.

			“Or there’s my place,” Gum­bril said ab­ruptly, as though shak­ing him­self awake out of some dream.

			“But you live still farther, don’t you?” said Cole­man. “With ven­er­able par­ents, and so forth. One foot in the grave and all that. Shall we mingle horn­pipes with fu­ner­als?” He began to hum Chop­in’s “Fu­ner­al March” at three times its prop­er speed, and seiz­ing the young stranger in his arms, two-stepped two or three turns on the pave­ment, then re­leased his hold and let him go reel­ing against the area rail­ings.

			“No, I don’t mean the fam­ily man­sion,” said Gum­bril. “I mean my own rooms. They’re quite near. In Great Rus­sell Street.”

			“I nev­er knew you had any rooms, Theodore,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Nobody did.” Why should they know now? Be­cause the wind seemed al­most a coun­try wind? “There’s drink there,” he said.

			“Splen­did!” cried the young man. They were all splen­did people.

			“There’s some gin,” said Gum­bril.

			“Cap­it­al aph­ro­dis­i­ac!” Cole­man com­men­ted.

			“Some light white wine.”

			“Di­ur­et­ic.”

			“And some whisky.”

			“The great emet­ic,” said Cole­man. “Come on.” And he struck up the March of the Fas­cisti. “Giov­inezza, giov­inezza, primavera di bellezza. …” The noise went fad­ing down the dark, empty streets.

			The gin, the white wine, and even, for the sake of the young stranger, who wanted to sample everything, the emet­ic whisky, were pro­duced.

			“I like your rooms,” said Mrs. Viveash, look­ing round her. “And I re­sent your secrecy about them, Theodore.”

			“Drink, puppy!” Cole­man re­filled the boy’s glass.

			“Here’s to secrecy,” Gum­bril pro­posed. Shut it tightly, keep it dark, cov­er it up. Be si­lent, pre­var­ic­ate, lie out­right. He laughed and drank. “Do you re­mem­ber,” he went on, “those in­struct­ive ad­vert­ise­ments of Eno’s Fruit Salt they used to have when we were young? There was one little an­ec­dote about a doc­tor who ad­vised the hy­po­chon­dri­ac­al pa­tient who had come to con­sult him, to go and see Grim­aldi, the clown; and the pa­tient answered, ‘I am Grim­aldi.’ Do you re­mem­ber?”

			“No,” said Mrs. Viveash. “And why do you?”

			“Oh, I don’t know. Or rather, I do know,” Gum­bril cor­rec­ted him­self, and laughed again.

			The young man sud­denly began to boast. “I lost two hun­dred pounds yes­ter­day play­ing chemin de fer,” he said, and looked round for ap­plause.

			Cole­man pat­ted his curly head. “De­li­cious child!” he said. “You’re pos­it­ively Hog­ar­thi­an.”

			An­grily, the boy pushed him away. “What are you do­ing?” he shouted; then turned and ad­dressed him­self once more to the oth­ers. “I couldn’t af­ford it, you know—not a bloody penny of it. Not my money, either.” He seemed to find it ex­quis­itely hu­mor­ous. “And that two hun­dred wasn’t all,” he ad­ded, al­most ex­pir­ing with mirth.

			“Tell Cole­man how you bor­rowed his beard, Theodore.”

			Gum­bril was look­ing in­tently in­to his glass, as though he hoped to see in its pale mix­ture of gin and Saut­erne vis­ions, as in a crys­tal, of the fu­ture. Mrs. Viveash touched him on the arm and re­peated her in­junc­tion.

			“Oh, that!” said Gum­bril rather ir­rit­ably. “No. It isn’t an in­ter­est­ing story.”

			“Oh yes, it is! I in­sist,” said Mrs. Viveash, com­mand­ing per­emp­tor­ily from her deathbed.

			Gum­bril drank his gin and Saut­erne. “Very well then,” he said re­luct­antly, and began.

			“I don’t know what my gov­ernor will say,” the young man put in once or twice. But nobody paid any at­ten­tion to him. He re­lapsed in­to a sulky and, it seemed to him, very dig­ni­fied si­lence. Un­der the warm, jolly tipsi­ness he felt a chill of fore­bod­ing. He poured out some more whisky.

			Gum­bril warmed to his an­ec­dote. Ex­pir­ingly Mrs. Viveash laughed from time to time, or smiled her ag­on­iz­ing smile. Cole­man whooped like a Red­skin.

			“And after the con­cert to these rooms,” said Gum­bril.

			Well, let everything go. In­to the mud. Leave it there, and let the dogs lift their hind legs over it as they pass.

			“Ah! the genu­ine pla­ton­ic fum­blers,” com­men­ted Cole­man.

			“I am Grim­aldi,” Gum­bril laughed. Fur­ther than this it was dif­fi­cult to see where the joke could go. There, on the couch, where Mrs. Viveash and Cole­man were now sit­ting, she had lain sleep­ing in his arms.

			“Tows­ing, in Eliza­beth­an,” said Cole­man.

			Un­real, etern­al in the secret dark­ness. A night that was an etern­al par­en­thes­is among the oth­er nights and days.

			“I feel I’m go­ing to be sick,” said the young man sud­denly. He had wanted to go on si­lently and haught­ily sulk­ing; but his stom­ach de­clined to take part in the dig­ni­fied game.

			“Good Lord!” said Gum­bril, and jumped up. But be­fore he could do any­thing ef­fect­ive, the young man had ful­filled his own proph­ecy.

			“The real charm about de­bauch­ery,” said Cole­man philo­soph­ic­ally, “is its total point­less­ness, fu­til­ity, and above all its in­cred­ible te­di­ous­ness. If it really were all roses and ex­hil­ar­a­tion, as these poor chil­dren seem to ima­gine, it would be no bet­ter than go­ing to church or study­ing the high­er math­em­at­ics. I should nev­er touch a drop of wine or an­oth­er har­lot again. It would be against my prin­ciples. I told you it was emet­ic,” he called to the young man.

			“And what are your prin­ciples?” asked Mrs. Viveash.

			“Oh, strictly eth­ic­al,” said Cole­man.

			“You’re re­spons­ible for this creature,” said Gum­bril, point­ing to the young man, who was sit­ting on the floor near the fire­place, cool­ing his fore­head against the marble of the man­tel­piece. “You must take him away. Really, what a bore!” His nose and mouth were all wrinkled up with dis­gust.

			“I’m sorry,” the young man whispered. He kept his eyes shut and his face was ex­ceed­ingly pale.

			“But with pleas­ure,” said Cole­man. “What’s your name?” he asked the young man, “and where do you live?”

			“My name is Porteous,” mur­mured the young man.

			“Good lord!” cried Gum­bril, let­ting him­self fall on to the couch be­side Mrs. Viveash. “That’s the last straw!”

		
	
		
			XVII

			The two o’clock snorted out of Char­ing Cross, but no healths were drunk, this time, to Vis­count Las­celles. A de­sic­cat­ing sobri­ety made ar­id the corner of the third-class car­riage in which Gum­bril was sit­ting. His thoughts were an in­ter­min­able desert of sand, with not a palm in sight, not so much as a com­fort­ing mirage. Once again he fumbled in his breast-pock­et, brought out and un­fol­ded the flimsy pa­per. Once more he read. How many times had he read be­fore?

			
				“Your tele­gram made me very un­happy. Not merely be­cause of the ac­ci­dent—though it made me shud­der to think that some­thing ter­rible might have happened, poor darling—but also, selfishly, my own dis­ap­point­ment. I had looked for­ward so much. I had made a pic­ture of it all so clearly. I should have met you at the sta­tion with the horse and trap from the Chequers, and we’d have driv­en back to the cot­tage—and you’d have loved the cot­tage. We’d have had tea and I’d have made you eat an egg with it after your jour­ney. Then we’d have gone for a walk; through the most heav­enly wood I found yes­ter­day to a place where there’s a won­der­ful view—miles and miles of it. And we’d have wandered on and on, and sat down un­der the trees, and the sun would have set, and the twi­light would slowly have come to an end, and we’d have gone home again and found the lamps lighted and sup­per ready—not very grand, I’m afraid, for Mrs. Vole isn’t the best of cooks. And then the pi­ano; for there is a pi­ano, and I had the tuner come spe­cially from Hast­ings yes­ter­day, so that it isn’t so bad now. And you’d have played; and per­haps I would have made my noises on it. And at last it would have been time for candles and bed. When I heard you were com­ing, Theodore, I told Mrs. Vole a lie about you. I said you were my hus­band, be­cause she’s fear­fully re­spect­able, of course; and it would dread­fully dis­turb her if you wer­en’t. But I told my­self that, too. I meant that you should be. You see, I tell you everything. I’m not ashamed. I wanted to give you everything I could, and then we should al­ways be to­geth­er, lov­ing one an­oth­er. And I should have been your slave, I should have been your prop­erty and lived in­side your life. But you would al­ways have had to love me.

				“And then, just as I was get­ting ready to go and call at the Chequers for the horse and trap, your tele­gram came. I saw the word ‘ac­ci­dent,’ and I ima­gined you all bleed­ing and smashed—oh, dread­ful, dread­ful. But then, when you seemed to make rather a joke of it—why did you say ‘a little in­dis­posed?’ that seemed, some­how, so stu­pid, I thought—and said you were com­ing to­mor­row, it wasn’t that which up­set me; it was the dread­ful, dread­ful dis­ap­point­ment. It was like a stab, that dis­ap­point­ment; it hurt so ter­ribly, so un­reas­on­ably much. It made me cry and cry, so that I thought I should nev­er be able to stop. And then, gradu­ally, I began to see that the pain of the dis­ap­point­ment wasn’t un­reas­on­ably great. It wasn’t merely a ques­tion of your com­ing be­ing put off for a day; it was a ques­tion of its be­ing put off forever, of my nev­er see­ing you again. I saw that that ac­ci­dent had been some­thing really ar­ranged by Provid­ence. It was meant to warn me and show me what I ought to do. I saw how hope­lessly im­prac­tic­able the hap­pi­ness I had been ima­gin­ing really was. I saw that you didn’t, you couldn’t love me in any­thing like the same way as I loved you. I was only a curi­ous ad­ven­ture, a new ex­per­i­ence, a means to some oth­er end. Mind, I’m not blam­ing you in the least. I’m only telling you what is true, what I gradu­ally came to real­ize as true. If you’d come—what then? I’d have giv­en you everything, my body, my mind, my soul, my whole life. I’d have twis­ted my­self in­to the threads of your life. And then, when in due course you wanted to make an end to this curi­ous little ad­ven­ture, you would have had to cut the tangle and it would have killed me; it would also have hurt you. At least I think it would. In the end, I thanked God for the ac­ci­dent which had pre­ven­ted you com­ing. In this way, Provid­ence lets us off very lightly—you with a bruise or two (for I do hope it really is noth­ing, my pre­cious darling), and me with a bruise in­side, round the heart. But both will get well quite soon. And all our lives, we shall have an af­ter­noon un­der the trees, an even­ing of mu­sic and in the dark­ness, a night, an etern­ity of hap­pi­ness, to look back on. I shall go away from Roberts­bridge at once. Good­bye, Theodore. What a long let­ter! The last you’ll ever get from me. The last—what a dread­ful hurt­ing word that is. I shall take it to post at once, for fear, if I leave it, I may be weak enough to change my mind and let you come to­mor­row. I shall take it at once, then I shall come home again and pack up and tell some new fib to Mrs. Vole. And after that, per­haps I shall al­low my­self to cry again. Good­bye.”

			

			Ar­idly, the desert of sand stretched out with not a tree and not even a mirage, ex­cept per­haps the vague and des­per­ate hope that he might get there be­fore she star­ted, that she might con­ceiv­ably have changed her mind. Ah, if only he’d read the let­ter a little earli­er! But he hadn’t woken up be­fore el­ev­en, he hadn’t been down be­fore half-past. Sit­ting at the break­fast-table, he had read the let­ter through.

			The eggs and ba­con had grown still colder, if that was pos­sible, than they were. He had read it through, he had rushed to the A.B.C. There was no prac­tic­able train be­fore the two o’clock.

			If he had taken the sev­en-twenty-sev­en he would cer­tainly have got there be­fore she star­ted. Ah, if only he had woken up a little earli­er! But then he would have had to go to bed a little earli­er. And in or­der to go to bed earli­er, he would have had to aban­don Mrs. Viveash be­fore she had bored her­self to that ul­ti­mate point of fa­tigue at which she did at last feel ready for re­pose. And to aban­don Mrs. Viveash—ah, that was really im­possible, she wouldn’t al­low her­self to be left alone. If only he hadn’t gone to the Lon­don Lib­rary yes­ter­day! A wan­ton, un­ne­ces­sary vis­it it had been. For after all, the jour­ney was short; he didn’t need a book for the train. And the Life of Beck­ford, for which he had asked, proved, of course, to be out—and he had been ut­terly in­cap­able of think­ing of any oth­er book, among the two or three hun­dred thou­sand on the shelves, that he wanted to read. And, in any case, what the dev­il did he want with a Life of Beck­ford? Hadn’t he his own life, the life of Gum­bril, to at­tend to? Wasn’t one life enough, without mak­ing su­per­flu­ous vis­its to the Lon­don Lib­rary in search of oth­er lives? And then what a stroke of bad luck to have run in­to Mrs. Viveash at that very mo­ment! What an ab­ject weak­ness to have let him­self be bul­lied in­to send­ing that tele­gram. “A little in­dis­posed. …” Oh, my God! Gum­bril shut his eyes and ground his teeth to­geth­er; he felt him­self blush­ing with a ret­ro­spect­ive shame.

			And of course it was quite use­less tak­ing the train, like this, to Roberts­bridge. She’d be gone, of course. Still, there was al­ways the des­per­ate hope. There was the mirage across the de­sic­cated plains, the mirage one knew to be de­cept­ive and which, on a second glance, proved not even to be a mirage, but merely a few liv­ery spots be­hind the eyes. Still, it was amply worth do­ing—as a pen­ance, and to sat­is­fy the con­science and to de­ceive one­self with an il­lu­sion of ac­tion. And then the fact that he was to have spent the af­ter­noon with Rosie and had put her off—that too was highly sat­is­fy­ing. And not merely put her off, but—ul­ti­mate clown­ery in the worst of de­li­ri­ously bad taste—played a joke on her. “Im­possible come to you, meet me 213 Sloane Street, second floor, a little in­dis­posed.” He wondered how she’d get on with Mr. Mer­captan; for it was to his ro­coco bou­doir and Cré­bil­lon-souled sofa that he had on the spur of the clown­ish mo­ment, as he dashed in­to the post of­fice on the way to the sta­tion, sent her.

			Ar­idly, the de­sic­cated waste ex­ten­ded. Had she been right in her let­ter? Would it really have las­ted no more than a little while, and ended as she proph­esied, with an ag­on­iz­ing cut­ting of the tangle? Or could it be that she had held out the one hope of hap­pi­ness? Wasn’t she per­haps the one unique be­ing with whom he might have learned to await in quiet­ness the fi­nal com­ing of that lovely ter­rible thing, from be­fore the sound of whose secret foot­steps more than once and oh! ig­nobly he had fled? He could not de­cide, it was im­possible to de­cide un­til he had seen her again, till he had pos­sessed her, mingled his life with hers. And now she had eluded him; for he knew very well that he would not find her. He sighed and looked out of the win­dow.

			The train pulled up at a small sub­urb­an sta­tion. Sub­urb­an, for though Lon­don was already some way be­hind, the little sham half-timbered houses near the sta­tion, the new­er tile and rough­cast dwell­ings farther out on the slope of the hill pro­claimed with em­phas­is the pres­ence of the busi­ness man, the hold­er of the sea­son tick­et. Gum­bril looked at them with a pens­ive dis­gust which must have ex­pressed it­self on his fea­tures; for the gen­tle­man sit­ting in the corner of the car­riage fa­cing his, sud­denly leaned for­ward, tapped him on the knee, and said, “I see you agree with me, sir, that there are too many people in the world.”

			Gum­bril, who up till now had merely been aware that some­body was sit­ting op­pos­ite him, now looked with more at­ten­tion at the stranger. He was a large, square old gen­tle­man of ro­bust and flour­ish­ing ap­pear­ance, with a face of wrinkled brown parch­ment and a white mous­tache that merged, in a hand­some curve, with a pair of side whiskers, in a man­ner which re­minded one of the pho­to­graphs of the Em­per­or Fran­cis Joseph.

			“I per­fectly agree with you, sir,” Gum­bril answered. If he had been wear­ing his beard, he would have gone on to sug­gest that lo­qua­cious old gen­tle­men in trains are among the su­per­nu­mer­ar­ies of the plan­et. As it was, how­ever he spoke with cour­tesy, and smiled in his most en­ga­ging fash­ion.

			“When I look at all these re­volt­ing houses,” the old gen­tle­man con­tin­ued, shak­ing his fist at the snug­ger­ies of the sea­son-tick­et hold­ers, “I am filled with in­dig­na­tion. I feel my spleen ready to burst, sir, ready to burst.”

			“I can sym­path­ize with you,” said Gum­bril. “The ar­chi­tec­ture is cer­tainly not very sooth­ing.”

			“It’s not the ar­chi­tec­ture I mind so much,” re­tor­ted the old gen­tle­man, “that’s merely a ques­tion of art, and all non­sense so far as I’m con­cerned. What dis­gusts me is the people in­side the ar­chi­tec­ture, the num­ber of them, sir. And the way they breed. Like mag­gots, sir, like mag­gots. Mil­lions of them, creep­ing about the face of the coun­try, spread­ing blight and dirt wherever they go; ru­in­ing everything. It’s the people I ob­ject to.”

			“Ah well,” said Gum­bril, “if you will have san­it­ary con­di­tions that don’t al­low plagues to flour­ish prop­erly; if you will tell moth­ers how to bring up their chil­dren, in­stead of al­low­ing nature to kill them off in her nat­ur­al way; if you will im­port un­lim­ited sup­plies of corn and meat: what can you ex­pect? Of course the num­bers go up.”

			The old gen­tle­man waved all this away. “I don’t care what the causes are,” he said. “That’s all one to me. What I do ob­ject to, sir, is the ef­fects. Why sir, I am old enough to re­mem­ber walk­ing through the de­li­cious mead­ows bey­ond Swiss Cot­tage, I re­mem­ber see­ing the cows milked in West Hamp­stead, sir. And now, what do I see now, when I go there? Hideous red cit­ies pul­lu­lat­ing with Jews, sir. Pul­lu­lat­ing with pros­per­ous Jews. Am I right in be­ing in­dig­nant, sir? Do I do well, like the proph­et Jo­nah, to be angry?”

			“You do, sir,” said Gum­bril, with grow­ing en­thu­si­asm, “and the more so since this fright­ful in­crease in pop­u­la­tion is the world’s most for­mid­able danger at the present time. With pop­u­la­tions that in Europe alone ex­pand by mil­lions every year, no polit­ic­al foresight is pos­sible. A few years of this mere bes­ti­al propaga­tion will suf­fice to make non­sense of the wisest schemes of today—or would suf­fice,” he hastened to cor­rect him­self, “if any wise schemes were be­ing ma­tured at the present.”

			“Very pos­sibly, sir,” said the old gen­tle­man, “but what I ob­ject to is see­ing good corn­land be­ing turned in­to streets, and mead­ows, where cows used to graze, covered with houses full of use­less and dis­gust­ing hu­man be­ings. I re­sent see­ing the coun­try par­celled out in­to back gar­dens.”

			“And is there any pro­spect,” Gum­bril earn­estly asked, “of our ever be­ing able in the fu­ture to sup­port the whole of our pop­u­la­tion? Will un­em­ploy­ment ever de­crease?”

			“I don’t know, sir,” the old gen­tle­man replied. “But the fam­il­ies of the un­em­ployed will cer­tainly in­crease.”

			“You are right, sir,” said Gum­bril, “they will. And the fam­il­ies of the em­ployed and the pros­per­ous will as stead­ily grow smal­ler. It is re­gret­table that birth con­trol should have be­gun at the wrong end of the scale. There seems to be a level of poverty be­low which it doesn’t seem worth while prac­tising birth con­trol, and a level of edu­ca­tion be­low which birth con­trol is re­garded as mor­ally wrong. Strange, how long it has taken for the ideas of love and pro­cre­ation to dis­so­ci­ate them­selves in the hu­man mind. In the ma­jor­ity of minds they are still, even in this so-called twen­ti­eth cen­tury, in­di­vis­ibly wed­ded. Still,” he con­tin­ued hope­fully, “pro­gress is be­ing made, pro­gress is cer­tainly, though slowly, be­ing made. It is grat­i­fy­ing to find, for ex­ample, in the latest stat­ist­ics, that the clergy, as a class, are now re­mark­able for the small­ness of their fam­il­ies. The old jest is out of date. Is it too much to hope that these gen­tle­men may bring them­selves in time to preach what they already prac­tise?”

			“It is too much to hope, sir,” the old gen­tle­man answered with de­cision.

			“You are prob­ably right,” said Gum­bril.

			“If we were all to preach all the things we all prac­tise,” con­tin­ued the old gen­tle­man, “the world would soon be a pretty sort of bear-garden, I can tell you. Yes, and a mon­key-house. And a wart-hog­gery. As it is, sir, it is merely a place where there are too many hu­man be­ings. Vice must pay its trib­ute to vir­tue, or else we are all un­done.”

			“I ad­mire your wis­dom, sir,” said Gum­bril.

			The old gen­tle­man was de­lighted. “And I have been much im­pressed by your philo­soph­ic­al re­flec­tions,” he said. “Tell me, are you at all in­ter­ested in old brandy?”

			“Well, not philo­soph­ic­ally,” said Gum­bril. “As a mere em­pir­ic only.”

			“As a mere em­pir­ic!” The old gen­tle­man laughed. “Then let me beg you to ac­cept a case. I have a cel­lar which I shall nev­er drink dry, alas! be­fore I die. My only wish is that what re­mains of it shall be dis­trib­uted among those who can really ap­pre­ci­ate it. In you, sir, I see a fit­ting re­cip­i­ent of a case of brandy.”

			“You over­whelm me,” said Gum­bril. “You are too kind, and, I may add, too flat­ter­ing.” The train, which was a mor­tally slow one, came grind­ing for what seemed the hun­dredth time to a halt.

			“Not at all,” said the old gen­tle­man. “If you have a card, sir.”

			Gum­bril searched his pock­ets. “I have come without one.”

			“Nev­er mind,” said the old gen­tle­man. “I think I have a pen­cil. If you will give me your name and ad­dress, I will have the case sent to you at once.”

			Leis­urely, he hunted for the pen­cil, he took out a note­book. The train gave a jerk for­ward.

			“Now, sir,” he said.

			Gum­bril began dic­tat­ing. “Theodore,” he said slowly.

			“The—o—dore,” the old gen­tle­man re­peated, syl­lable by syl­lable.

			The train crept on, with slowly gath­er­ing mo­mentum, through the sta­tion. Hap­pen­ing to look out of the win­dow at this mo­ment, Gum­bril saw the name of the place painted across a lamp. It was Roberts­bridge. He made a loud, in­ar­tic­u­late noise, flung open the door of the com­part­ment, stepped out on to the foot­board and jumped. He landed safely on the plat­form, staggered for­ward a few paces with his ac­quired mo­mentum and came at last to a halt. A hand reached out and closed the swinging door of his com­part­ment and, an in­stant af­ter­wards, through the win­dow, a face that, at a dis­tance, looked more than ever like the face of the Em­per­or Fran­cis Joseph, looked back to­wards the re­ced­ing plat­form. The mouth opened and shut; no words were aud­ible. Stand­ing on the plat­form, Gum­bril made a com­plic­ated pan­to­mime, sig­ni­fy­ing his re­gret by shrug­ging his shoulders and pla­cing his hand on his heart; ur­ging in ex­cuse for his ab­rupt de­par­ture the ne­ces­sity un­der which he la­boured of alight­ing at this par­tic­u­lar sta­tion—which he did by point­ing at the name on the boards and lamps, then at him­self, then at the vil­lage across the fields. The old gen­tle­man waved his hand, which still held, Gum­bril no­ticed, the note­book in which he had been writ­ing. Then the train car­ried him out of sight. There went the only case of old brandy he was ever likely to pos­sess, thought Gum­bril sadly, as he turned away. Sud­denly, he re­membered Emily again; for a long time he had quite for­got­ten her.

			The cot­tage, when at last he found it, proved to be fully as pic­tur­esque as he had ima­gined. And Emily, of course, had gone, leav­ing, as might have been ex­pec­ted, no ad­dress. He took the even­ing train back to Lon­don. The arid­ity was now com­plete, and even the hope of a mirage had van­ished. There was no old gen­tle­man to make a di­ver­sion. The size of cler­gy­men’s fam­il­ies, even the fate of Europe, seemed un­im­port­ant now, were in­deed per­fectly in­dif­fer­ent to him.

		
	
		
			XVIII

			Two hun­dred and thir­teen Sloane Street. The ad­dress, Rosie re­flec­ted, as she va­por­ized syn­thet­ic lilies of the val­ley over all her sinu­ous per­son, was de­cidedly a good one. It ar­gued a reas­on­able prosper­ity, at­tested a cer­tain dis­tinc­tion. The know­ledge of his ad­dress con­firmed her already high opin­ion of the bearded stranger who had so sur­pris­ingly entered her life, as though in ful­fil­ment of all the for­tune-tell­ers’ proph­ecies that ever were made; had entered, yes, and in­tim­ately made him­self at home. She had been de­lighted, when the tele­gram came that morn­ing, to think that at last she was go­ing to find out some­thing more about this man of mys­tery. For dark and mys­ter­i­ous he had re­mained, re­mote even in the midst of the most in­tim­ate con­tacts. Why, she didn’t even know his name. “Call me Toto,” he had sug­ges­ted, when she asked him what it was. And Toto she had had to call him, for lack of any­thing more def­in­ite or com­mit­tal. But today he was let­ting her fur­ther in­to his secret. Rosie was de­lighted. Her pink un­der­cloth­ing, she de­cided, as she looked in the long glass, was really rav­ish­ing. She ex­amined her­self, turn­ing first one way, then the oth­er, look­ing over her shoulder to see the ef­fect from be­hind. She poin­ted a toe, bent and straightened a knee, ap­plaud­ing the length of her legs (“Most wo­men,” Toto had said, “are like dachshunds”), their slen­der­ness and plump suav­ity of form. In their white stock­ings of Mil­anese silk they looked de­li­cious; and how mar­vel­lously, by the way, those Sel­fridge people had men­ded those stock­ings by their new pat­ent pro­cess! Ab­so­lutely like new, and only charged four shil­lings. Well, it was time to dress. Good­bye, then, to the pink un­der­cloth­ing and the long white legs. She opened the ward­robe door. The mov­ing glass re­flec­ted, as it swung through its half-circle, pink bed, rose-wreathed walls, little friends of her own age, and the dy­ing saint at his last com­mu­nion. Rosie se­lec­ted the frock she had bought the oth­er day at one of those little shops in Soho, there they sell such smart things so cheaply to a cli­ent­age of minor act­resses and cocottes. Toto hadn’t seen it yet. She looked ex­tremely dis­tin­guished in it. The little hat, with its inch of veil hanging like a mask, un­con­ceal­ing and in­vit­ing, from the brim, suited her to per­fec­tion. One last dab of powder, one last squirt of syn­thet­ic lilies of the val­ley, and she was ready. She closed the door be­hind her. St. Jerome was left to com­mu­nic­ate in the un­ten­an­ted pink­ness.

			Mr. Mer­captan sat at his writ­ing-table—an ex­quis­itely amus­ing af­fair in papi­er-mâché, in­laid with flor­al dec­or­a­tions in moth­er-of-pearl and painted with views of Wind­sor Castle and Tin­t­ern in the ro­mantic man­ner of Prince Al­bert’s later days—pol­ish­ing to its fi­nal and gem-like per­fec­tion one of his middle art­icles. It was on a splen­did sub­ject—the “Jus Primæ Noc­tis, or Droit du Sei­gneur”—“that de­li­cious droit,” wrote Mr. Mer­captan, “on which, one likes to think, the Sov­er­eigns of Eng­land in­sist so firmly in their motto, Dieu et mon Droit—de Sei­gneur.” That was charm­ing, Mr. Mer­captan thought, as he read it through. And he liked that bit which began ele­gi­ac­ally: “But, alas! the Right of the First Night be­longs to a Middle Age as myth­ic­al, al­beit hap­pily dif­fer­ent, as those dis­mal epochs in­ven­ted by Mor­ris or by Chester­ton. The Lord’s right, as we pret­tily ima­gine it, is a fig­ment of the baroque ima­gin­a­tion of the sev­en­teenth cen­tury. It nev­er ex­is­ted. Or at least it did ex­ist, but as some­thing de­plor­ably dif­fer­ent from what we love to pic­ture it.” And he went on, eru­ditely, to refer to that Coun­cil of Carthage which, in 398, de­man­ded of the faith­ful that they should be con­tin­ent on their wed­ding-night. It was the Lord’s right—the droit of a heav­enly Sei­gneur. On this text of fact, Mr. Mer­captan went on to preach a bril­liant ser­mon on that mel­an­choly sexu­al per­ver­sion known as con­tin­ence. How much hap­pi­er we all should be if the real his­tor­ic­al droit du Sei­gneur had in fact been the myth­ic­al right of our “pretty pruri­ent ima­gin­a­tions”! He looked for­ward to a golden age when all should be sei­gneurs pos­sess­ing rights that should have broadened down in­to uni­ver­sal liberty. And so on. Mr. Mer­captan read through his cre­ation with a smile of sat­is­fac­tion on his face. Every here and there he made a care­ful cor­rec­tion in red ink. Over “pretty pruri­ent ima­gin­a­tions” his pen hung for a full minute in con­scien­tious hes­it­a­tion. Wasn’t it per­haps a little too strongly al­lit­er­at­ive, a shade, per­haps, cheap? Per­haps “pretty las­ci­vi­ous” or “del­ic­ate pruri­ent” would be bet­ter. He re­peated the al­tern­at­ives sev­er­al times, rolling the sound of them round his tongue, ju­di­cially, like a tea-taster. In the end, he de­cided that “pretty pruri­ent” was right. “Pretty pruri­ent”—they were the mots justes, de­cidedly, without a ques­tion.

			Mr. Mer­captan had just come to this de­cision and his poised pen was mov­ing farther down the page, when he was dis­turbed by the sound of ar­guing voices in the cor­ridor, out­side his room.

			“What is it, Mrs. Gol­die?” he called ir­rit­ably, for it was not dif­fi­cult to dis­tin­guish his house­keep­er’s loud and quer­ulous tones. He had giv­en or­ders that he was not to be dis­turbed. In these crit­ic­al mo­ments of cor­rec­tion one needed such ab­so­lute tran­quil­lity.

			But Mr. Mer­captan was to have no tran­quil­lity this af­ter­noon. The door of his sac­red bou­doir was thrown rudely open, and there strode in, like a Goth in­to the el­eg­ant marble vomit­ori­um of Pet­roni­us Ar­bit­er, a hag­gard and dishevelled per­son whom Mr. Mer­captan re­cog­nized, with a cer­tain sense of dis­com­fort, as Casimir Lypi­att.

			“To what do I owe the pleas­ure of this un­ex­pec­ted … ?” Mr. Mer­captan began with an es­say in of­fens­ive cour­tesy.

			But Lypi­att, who had no feel­ing for the finer shades, coarsely in­ter­rup­ted him. “Look here, Mer­captan,” he said. “I want to have a talk with you.”

			“De­lighted, I’m sure,” Mr. Mer­captan replied. “And what, may I ask, about?” He knew, of course, per­fectly well; and the pro­spect of the talk dis­turbed him.

			“About this,” said Lypi­att; and he held out what looked like a roll of pa­per.

			Mr. Mer­captan took the roll and opened it out. It was a copy of the Weekly World. “Ah!” said Mr. Mer­captan, in a tone of de­lighted sur­prise, “The World. You have read my little art­icle?”

			“That was what I wanted to talk to you about,” said Lypi­att.

			Mr. Mer­captan mod­estly laughed. “It hardly de­serves it,” he said.

			Pre­serving a calm of ex­pres­sion which was quite un­nat­ur­al to him, and speak­ing in a stud­iedly quiet voice, Lypi­att pro­nounced with care­ful de­lib­er­a­tion: “It is a dis­gust­ing, ma­li­cious, ig­noble at­tack on me,” he said.

			“Come, come!” pro­tested Mr. Mer­captan. “A crit­ic must be al­lowed to cri­ti­cize.”

			“But there are lim­its,” said Lypi­att.

			“Oh, I quite agree,” Mr. Mer­captan eagerly con­ceded. “But, after all, Lypi­att, you can’t pre­tend that I have come any­where near those lim­its. If I had called you a murder­er, or even an adulter­er—then, I ad­mit, you would have some cause to com­plain. But I haven’t. There’s noth­ing like a per­son­al­ity in the whole thing.”

			Lypi­att laughed de­ris­ively, and his face went all to pieces, like a pool of wa­ter in­to which a stone is sud­denly dropped.

			“You’ve merely said I was in­sin­cere, an act­or, a moun­te­bank, a quack, rav­ing fus­ti­an, spout­ing mock hero­ics. That’s all.”

			Mr. Mer­captan put on the ex­pres­sion of one who feels him­self in­jured and mis­un­der­stood. He shut his eyes, he flapped de­prec­at­ingly with his hand. “I merely sug­ges­ted,” he said, “that you protest too much. You de­feat your own ends; you lose em­phas­is by try­ing to be over-em­phat­ic. All this folie de grandeur, all this hanker­ing after ter­rib­iltà—” sagely Mr. Mer­captan shook his head, “it’s led so many people astray. And, in any case, you can’t really ex­pect me to find it very sym­path­et­ic.” Mr. Mer­captan uttered a little laugh and looked af­fec­tion­ately round his bou­doir, his re­tired and per­fumed pout­ery with­in whose walls so much civil­iz­a­tion had finely flowered. He looked at his mag­ni­fi­cent sofa, gil­ded and carved, up­holstered in white sat­in, and so deep—for it was a great square piece of fur­niture, al­most as broad as it was long—that when you sat right back, you had of ne­ces­sity to lift your feet from the floor and re­cline at length. It was un­der the white sat­in that Cré­bil­lon’s spir­it found, in these late de­gen­er­ate days, a sym­path­et­ic home. He looked at his ex­quis­ite Condor fans over the man­tel­piece; his lovely Mar­ie Lauren­cin of two young girls, pale-skinned and berry-eyed, walk­ing em­braced in a shal­low my­op­ic land­scape amid a troop of bound­ing her­ald­ic dogs. He looked at his cab­in­et of bibelots in the corner where the nig­ger mask and the su­perb Chinese phal­lus in sculp­tured rock crys­tal con­tras­ted so amus­ingly with the Chelsea china, the little ivory Madonna, which might be a fake, but in any case was quite as good as any me­di­ev­al French ori­gin­al, and the Itali­an medals. He looked at his com­ic­al writ­ing-desk in shin­ing black papi­er-mâché and moth­er-of-pearl; he looked at his art­icle on the “Jus Primæ Noc­tis,” black and neat on the page, with the red cor­rec­tions at­test­ing his tire­less search for, and his, he flattered him­self, al­most in­vari­able dis­cov­ery of, the in­ev­it­able word. No, really, one couldn’t ex­pect him to find Lypi­att’s no­tions very sym­path­et­ic.

			“But I don’t ex­pect you to,” said Lypi­att, “and, good God! I don’t want you to. But you call me in­sin­cere. That’s what I can’t and won’t stand. How dare you do that?” His voice was grow­ing louder.

			Once more Mr. Mer­captan de­prec­at­ingly flapped. “At the most,” he cor­rec­ted, “I said that there was a cer­tain look of in­sin­cer­ity about some of the pic­tures. Hardly avoid­able, in­deed, in work of this kind.”

			Quite sud­denly, Lypi­att lost his self-con­trol. All the ac­cu­mu­lated an­ger and bit­ter­ness of the last days burst out. His show had been a hope­less fail­ure. Not a pic­ture sold, a press that was mostly bad, or, when good, that had praised for the wrong, the in­sult­ing reas­ons. “Bright and ef­fect­ive work.” “Mr. Lypi­att would make an ex­cel­lent stage de­sign­er.” Damn them! damn them! And then, when the dailies had all had their yelp, here was Mer­captan in the Weekly World tak­ing him as a text for what was prac­tic­ally an es­say on in­sin­cer­ity in art. “How dare you?” he furi­ously shouted. “You—how dare you talk about sin­cer­ity? What can you know about sin­cer­ity, you dis­gust­ing little bug!” And aven­ging him­self on the per­son of Mr. Mer­captan against the world that had neg­lected him, against the fate that had denied him his right­ful share of tal­ent, Lypi­att sprang up and, seiz­ing the au­thor of the “Jus Primæ Noc­tis” by the shoulders, he shook him, he bumped him up and down in his chair, he cuffed him over the head. “How can you have the im­pudence,” he asked, let­ting go of his vic­tim, but still stand­ing men­acingly over him, “to touch any­thing that even at­tempts to be de­cent and big?” All these years, these wretched years of poverty and struggle and cour­ageous hope and fail­ure and re­peated dis­ap­point­ment; and now this last fail­ure, more com­plete than all. He was trem­bling with an­ger; at least one for­got un­hap­pi­ness while one was angry.

			Mr. Mer­captan had re­covered from his first ter­ri­fied sur­prise. “Really, really,” he re­peated, “too bar­bar­ous. Scuff­ling like hobble­de­hoys.”

			“If you knew,” Lypi­att began; but he checked him­self. If you knew, he was go­ing to say, what those things had cost me, what they meant, what thought, what pas­sion—But how could Mer­captan un­der­stand? And it would sound as though he were ap­peal­ing to this creature’s sym­pathy. “Bug!” he shouted in­stead, “bug!” And he struck out again with the flat of his hand. Mr. Mer­captan put up his hands and ducked away from the slaps, blink­ing.

			“Really,” he pro­tested, “really. …”

			In­sin­cere? Per­haps it was half true. Lypi­att seized his man more furi­ously than be­fore and shook him, shook him. “And then that vile in­sult about the ver­mouth ad­vert­ise­ment,” he cried out. That had rankled. Those flar­ing, vul­gar posters! “You thought you could mock me and spit at me with im­pun­ity, did you? I’ve stood it so long, you thought I’d al­ways stand it? Was that it? But you’re mis­taken.” He lif­ted his fist. Mr. Mer­captan cowered away, rais­ing his arm to pro­tect his head. “Vile bug of a cow­ard,” said Lypi­att, “why don’t you de­fend your­self like a man? You can only be dan­ger­ous with words. Very witty and spite­ful and cut­ting about those ver­mouth posters, wasn’t it? But you wouldn’t dare to fight me if I chal­lenged you.”

			“Well, as a mat­ter of fact,” said Mr. Mer­captan, peer­ing up from un­der his de­fences, “I didn’t in­vent that par­tic­u­lar piece of cri­ti­cism. I bor­rowed the apéri­tif.” He laughed feebly, more ca­nary than bull.

			“You bor­rowed it, did you?” Lypi­att con­temp­tu­ously re­peated. “And who from, may I ask?” Not that it in­ter­ested him in the least to know.

			“Well, if you really want to know,” said Mr. Mer­captan, “it was from our friend Myra Viveash.”

			Lypi­att stood for a mo­ment without speak­ing, then put­ting his men­acing hand in his pock­et, he turned away. “Oh!” he said non­com­mit­tally, and was si­lent again.

			Re­lieved, Mr. Mer­captan sat up in his chair; with the palm of his right hand he smoothed his dishevelled head.

			Air­ily, out­side in the sun­shine, Rosie walked down Sloane Street, look­ing at the num­bers on the doors of the houses. A hun­dred and ninety-nine, two hun­dred, two hun­dred and one—she was get­ting near now. Per­haps all the people who passed, strolling so eas­ily and el­eg­antly and dis­en­gagedly along, per­haps they all of them car­ried be­hind their eyes a secret, as de­light­ful and amus­ing as hers. Rosie liked to think so; it made life more ex­cit­ing. How non­chal­antly dis­tin­guished, Rosie re­flec­ted, she her­self must look. Would any­one who saw her now, saun­ter­ing along like this, would any­one guess that, ten houses farther down the street, a young poet, or at least very nearly a young poet, was wait­ing, on the second floor, eagerly for her ar­rival? Of course they wouldn’t and couldn’t guess! That was the fun and the enorm­ous ex­cite­ment of the whole thing. For­mid­able in her light­hearted de­tach­ment, for­mid­able in the pas­sion which at will she could give rein to and check again, the great lady swam beau­ti­fully along through the sun­light to sat­is­fy her caprice. Like Di­ana, she stooped over the shep­herd boy. Eagerly the starving young poet waited, waited in his gar­ret. Two hun­dred and twelve, two hun­dred and thir­teen. Rosie looked at the en­trance and was re­minded that the gar­ret couldn’t after all be very sor­did, nor the young poet ab­so­lutely starving. She stepped in and, stand­ing in the hall, looked at the board with the names. Ground floor: Mrs. Budge. First floor: F. de M. Row­botham. Second floor: P. Mer­captan.

			P. Mer­captan. … But it was a charm­ing name, a ro­mantic name, a real young poet’s name! Mer­captan—she felt more than ever pleased with her se­lec­tion. The fas­ti­di­ous lady could not have had a hap­pi­er caprice. Mer­captan … Mer­captan. … She wondered what the P. stood for. Peter, Philip, Patrick, Pen­den­nis even? She could hardly have guessed that Mr. Mer­captan’s fath­er, the em­in­ent bac­teri­olo­gist, had in­sisted, thirty-four years ago, on call­ing his first­born “Pas­teur.”

			A little trem­u­lous, un­der her out­ward el­eg­ant calm, Rosie moun­ted the stairs. Twenty-five steps to the first floor—one flight of thir­teen, which was rather dis­agree­ably omin­ous, and one of twelve. Then two flights of el­ev­en, and she was on the second land­ing, fa­cing a front door, a bell-push like a round eye, a brass name­plate. For a great lady thor­oughly ac­cus­tomed to this sort of thing, she felt her heart beat­ing rather un­pleas­antly fast. It was those stairs, no doubt. She hal­ted a mo­ment, took two deep breaths, then pushed the bell.

			The door was opened by an aged ser­vant of the most for­bid­dingly re­spect­able ap­pear­ance.

			“Mr. Mer­captan at home?”

			The per­son at the door burst at once in­to a long, ram­bling, angry com­plaint, but pre­cisely about what Rosie could not for cer­tain make out. Mr. Mer­captan had left or­ders, she gathered, that he wasn’t to be dis­turbed. But someone had come and dis­turbed him, “fairly shoved his way in, so rude and in­con­sid­er­ate,” all the same. And now he’d been once dis­turbed, she didn’t see why he shouldn’t be dis­turbed again. But she didn’t know what things were com­ing to if people fairly shoved their way in like that. Bolshev­ism, she called it.

			Rosie mur­mured her sym­path­ies, and was ad­mit­ted in­to a dark hall. Still quer­ulously de­noun­cing the Bolshev­iks who came shov­ing in, the per­son led the way down a cor­ridor and, throw­ing open a door, an­nounced, in a tone of griev­ance: “A lady to see you, Mas­ter Pas­ter”—for Mrs. Gol­die was an old fam­ily re­tain­er, and one of the few who knew the Secret of Mr. Mer­captan’s Chris­ti­an name, one of the few­er still who were priv­ileged to em­ploy it. Then, as soon as Rosie had stepped across the threshold, she cut off her re­treat with a bang and went off, mut­ter­ing all the time, to­wards her kit­chen.

			It cer­tainly wasn’t a gar­ret. Half a glance, the first whiff of pot­pourri, the feel of the car­pet be­neath her feet, had been enough to prove that. But it was not the room which oc­cu­pied Rosie’s at­ten­tion, it was its oc­cu­pants. One of them, thin, sharp-fea­tured and, in Rosie’s very young eyes, quite old, was stand­ing with an el­bow on the man­tel­piece. The oth­er, sleeker and more gen­i­al in ap­pear­ance, was sit­ting in front of a writ­ing-desk near the win­dow. And neither of them—Rosie glanced des­per­ately from one to the oth­er, hop­ing vainly that she might have over­looked a blond beard—neither of them was Toto.

			The sleek man at the writ­ing-desk got up, ad­vanced to meet her.

			“An un­ex­pec­ted pleas­ure,” he said, in a voice that al­tern­ately boomed and fluted. “Too de­light­ful! But to what do I owe—? Who, may I ask—?”

			He had held out his hand; auto­mat­ic­ally Rosie proffered hers. The sleek man shook it with cor­di­al­ity, al­most with ten­der­ness.

			“I … I think I must have made a mis­take,” she said. “Mr. Mer­captan … ?”

			The sleek man smiled. “I am Mr. Mer­captan.”

			“You live on the second floor?”

			“I nev­er laid claims to be­ing a math­em­atician,” said the sleek man, smil­ing as though to ap­plaud him­self, “but I have al­ways cal­cu­lated that …” he hes­it­ated … “en­fin, que ma de­meure se trouve, en ef­fet, on the second floor. Lypi­att will bear me out, I’m sure.” He turned to the thin man, who had not moved from the fire­place, but had stood all the time mo­tion­lessly, his el­bow on the man­tel­piece, look­ing gloomily at the ground.

			Lypi­att looked up. “I must be go­ing,” he said ab­ruptly. And he walked to­wards the door. Like ver­mouth posters, like ver­mouth posters!—so that was Myra’s piece of mock­ery! All his an­ger had sunk like a quenched flame. He was al­to­geth­er quenched, put out with un­hap­pi­ness.

			Po­litely Mr. Mer­captan hur­ried across the room and opened the door for him. “Good-bye, then,” he said air­ily.

			Lypi­att did not speak, but walked out in­to the hall. The front door banged be­hind him.

			“Well, well,” said Mr. Mer­captan, com­ing back across the room to where Rosie was still ir­res­ol­utely stand­ing. “Talk about the fur­or po­e­t­i­c­us! But do sit down, I beg you. On Cré­bil­lon.” He in­dic­ated the vast white sat­in sofa. “I call it Cré­bil­lon,” he ex­plained, “be­cause the soul of that great writer un­doubtedly ten­ants it, un­doubtedly. You know his book, of course? You know Le Sopha?”

			Sink­ing in­to Cré­bil­lon’s soft lap, Rosie had to ad­mit that she didn’t know Le Sopha. She had be­gun to re­cov­er her self-pos­ses­sion. If this wasn’t the young poet, it was cer­tainly a young poet. And a very pe­cu­li­ar one, too. As a great lady she laugh­ingly ac­cep­ted the odd situ­ation.

			“Not know Le Sopha?” ex­claimed Mr. Mer­captan. “Oh! but, my dear and mys­ter­i­ous young lady, let me lend you a copy of it at once. No edu­ca­tion can be called com­plete without a know­ledge of that di­vine book.” He dar­ted to the book­shelf and came back with a small volume bound in white vel­lum. “The hero’s soul,” he ex­plained, hand­ing her the volume, “passes, by the laws of met­em­psy­chos­is, in­to a sofa. He is doomed to re­main a sofa un­til such time as two per­sons con­sum­mate upon his bos­om their re­cip­roc­al and equal loves. The book is the re­cord of the poor sofa’s hopes and dis­ap­point­ments.”

			“Dear me!” said Rosie, look­ing at the title-page.

			“But now,” said Mr. Mer­captan, sit­ting down be­side her on the edge of Cré­bil­lon, “won’t you please ex­plain? To what happy qui­proquo do I owe this sud­den and al­to­geth­er de­light­ful in­va­sion of my pri­vacy?”

			“Well,” said Rosie, and hes­it­ated. It was really rather dif­fi­cult to ex­plain. “I was to meet a friend of mine.”

			“Quite so,” said Mr. Mer­captan en­cour­agingly.

			“Who sent me a tele­gram,” Rosie went on.

			“He sent you a tele­gram!” Mr. Mer­captan echoed.

			“Chan­ging the—the place we had fixed and telling me to meet him at this ad­dress.”

			“Here?”

			Rose nod­ded. “On the s—second floor,” she made it more pre­cise.

			“But I live on the second floor,” said Mr. Mer­captan. “You don’t mean to say your friend is also called Mer­captan and lives here too?”

			Rosie smiled. “I don’t know what he’s called,” she said with a cool iron­ic­al care­less­ness that was genu­inely grande dame.

			“You don’t know his name?” Mr. Mer­captan gave a roar and a squeal of de­lighted laughter. “But that’s too good,” he said.

			“S—second floor, he wrote in the tele­gram.” Rosie was now per­fectly at her ease. “When I saw your name, I thought it was his name. I must say,” she ad­ded, look­ing side­ways at Mr. Mer­captan and at once drop­ping the magno­lia petals of her eye­lids, “it seemed to me a very charm­ing name.”

			“You over­whelm me,” said Mr. Mer­captan, smil­ing all over his cheer­ful, snouty face. “As for your name—I am too dis­creet a galan­tuomo to ask. And, in any case, what does it mat­ter? A rose by any oth­er name. …”

			“But, as a mat­ter of fact,” she said, rais­ing and lower­ing once again her smooth, white lids, “my name does hap­pen to be Rose; or, at any rate, Rosie.”

			“So you are sweet by right!” ex­claimed Mr. Mer­captan, with a pretty gal­lantry which he was the first to ap­pre­ci­ate. “Let’s or­der tea on the strength of it.” He jumped up and rang the bell. “How I con­grat­u­late my­self on this as­ton­ish­ing piece of good for­tune!”

			Rosie said noth­ing. This Mr. Mer­captan, she thought, seemed to be even more a man of the great artist­ic world than Toto.

			“What puzzles me,” he went on, “is why your an­onym­ous friend should have chosen my ad­dress out of all the mil­lions of oth­ers. He must know me, or, at any rate, know about me.”

			“I should ima­gine,” said Rosie, “that you have a lot of friends.”

			Mr. Mer­captan laughed—the whole or­ches­tra, from bas­soon to pic­colo. “Des amis, des amies—with and without the mute e,” he de­clared.

			The aged and for­bid­ding ser­vant ap­peared at the door.

			“Tea for two, Mrs. Gol­die.”

			Mrs. Gol­die looked round the room sus­pi­ciously. “The oth­er gen­tle­man’s gone, has he?” she asked. And hav­ing as­sured her­self of his ab­sence, she re­newed her com­plaint. “Shov­ing in like that,” she said. “Bolshev­ism, that’s what I—”

			“All right, all right, Mrs. Gol­die. Let’s have our tea as quickly as pos­sible.” Mr. Mer­captan held up his hand, au­thor­it­at­ively, with the ges­ture of a po­lice­man con­trolling the traffic.

			“Very well, Mas­ter Pas­ter.” Mrs. Gol­die spoke with resig­na­tion and de­par­ted.

			“But tell me,” Mr. Mer­captan went on, “if it isn’t in­dis­creet—what does your friend look like?”

			“W—well,” Rosie answered, “he’s fair, and though he’s quite young he wears a beard.” With her two hands she in­dic­ated on her own un­em­phat­ic bos­om the con­tours of Toto’s broad blond fan.

			“A beard! But, good heav­ens,” Mr. Mer­captan slapped his thigh, “it’s Cole­man, it’s ob­vi­ously and un­doubtedly Cole­man!”

			“Well, who­ever it was,” said Rosie severely, “he played a very stu­pid sort of joke.”

			“For which I thank him. De tout mon cœur.”

			Rosie smiled and looked side­ways. “All the same,” she said, “I shall give him a piece of my mind.”

			Poor Aunt Ag­gie! Oh, poor Aunt Ag­gie, in­deed! In the light of Mr. Mer­captan’s bou­doir her hammered cop­per and her lead­less glaze cer­tainly did look a bit com­ic­al.

			After tea Mr. Mer­captan played cicer­one in a tour of in­spec­tion round the room. They vis­ited the papi­er-mâché writ­ing-desk, the Condor fans, the Mar­ie Lauren­cin, the 1914 edi­tion of Du Côté de chez Swann, the Madonna that prob­ably was a fake, the nig­ger mask, the Chelsea fig­ures, the Chinese ob­ject of art in sculp­tured crys­tal, the scale mod­el of Queen Vic­tor­ia in wax un­der a glass bell. Toto, it be­came clear, had been no more than a fore­run­ner; the defin­it­ive rev­el­a­tion was Mr. Mer­captan’s. Yes, poor Aunt Ag­gie! And in­deed, when Mr. Mer­captan began to read her his little middle on the “Droit du Sei­gneur,” it was poor every­body. Poor moth­er, with her ab­surd, old-fash­ioned, prudish views; poor, earn­est fath­er, with his Unit­ari­an­ism, his Hi­b­bert Journ­al, his let­ters to the pa­pers about the ne­ces­sity for a spir­itu­al re­gen­er­a­tion.

			“Bravo!” she cried from the depths of Cré­bil­lon. She was lean­ing back in one corner, lan­guid, ser­pent­ine, and at ease, her feet in their mottled snake’s leath­er tucked up un­der her. “Bravo!” she cried as Mr. Mer­captan fin­ished his read­ing and looked up for his ap­plause.

			Mr. Mer­captan bowed.

			“You ex­press so ex­quis­itely what we—” and wav­ing her hand in a com­pre­hens­ive ges­ture, she pic­tured to her­self all the oth­er fas­ti­di­ous ladies, all the mar­chion­esses of fable, re­clin­ing, as she her­self at this mo­ment re­clined, on up­hol­stery of white sat­in, “what we all only feel and aren’t clev­er enough to say.”

			Mr. Mer­captan was charmed. He got up from be­fore his writ­ing-desk, crossed the room and sat down be­side her on Cré­bil­lon. “Feel­ing,” he said, “is the important thing.”

			Rosie re­membered that her fath­er had once re­marked, in blank verse: “The things that mat­ter hap­pen in the heart.”

			“I quite agree,” she said.

			Like mov­able rais­ins in the su­et of his snouty face, Mr. Mer­captan’s brown little eyes rolled amor­ous avow­als. He took Rosie’s hand and kissed it. Cré­bil­lon creaked dis­creetly as he moved a little near­er.

			It was only the even­ing of the same day. Rosie lay on her sofa—a poor, hire-pur­chase thing in­deed, com­pared with Mr. Mer­captan’s grand af­fair in white sat­in and carved and gil­ded wood, but still a sofa—lay with her feet on the arm of it and her long suave legs ex­posed, by the slip­ping of the ki­mono, to the top of her stretched stock­ings. She was read­ing the little vel­lum-jack­eted volume of Cré­bil­lon, which Mr. Mer­captan had giv­en her when he said “good­bye” (or rather, “À bi­entôt, mon amie”); giv­en, not lent, as he had less gen­er­ously offered at the be­gin­ning of their af­ter­noon; giv­en with the most grace­ful of al­lus­ive ded­ic­a­tions in­scribed on the flyleaf:

			
				To

				By-No-Oth­er-Name-As-Sweet,

				With Grat­it­ude,

				from

				Cré­bil­lon De­livered.

			

			À bi­entôt—she had prom­ised to come again very soon. She thought of the es­say on the “Jus Primæ Noc­tis”—ah! what we’ve all been feel­ing and none of us clev­er enough to say. We on the so­fas, ruth­less, lovely and fas­ti­di­ous. …

			“I am proud to con­sti­tute my­self”—Mr. Mer­captan had said of it—“l’es­prit d’es­cal­i­er des dames galantes.”

			Rosie was not quite sure what he meant; but it cer­tainly soun­ded very witty in­deed.

			She read the book slowly. Her French, in­deed, wasn’t good enough to per­mit her to read it any­how else. She wished it were bet­ter. Per­haps it if were bet­ter she wouldn’t be yawn­ing like this. It was dis­grace­ful: she pulled her­self to­geth­er. Mr. Mer­captan had said that, it was a mas­ter­piece.

			In his study, Shear­wa­ter was try­ing to write his pa­per on the reg­u­lat­ive func­tions of the kid­neys. He was not suc­ceed­ing.

			Why wouldn’t she see me yes­ter­day? he kept won­der­ing. With an­guish he sus­pec­ted oth­er lov­ers; de­sired her, in con­sequence, the more. Gum­bril had said some­thing, he re­membered, that night they had met her by the cof­fee-stall. What was it? He wished now that he had listened more at­tent­ively.

			She’s bored with me. Already. It was ob­vi­ous.

			Per­haps he was too rus­tic for her. Shear­wa­ter looked at his hands. Yes, the nails were dirty. He took an or­ange stick out of his waist­coat pock­et and began to clean them. He had bought a whole pack­et of or­ange sticks that morn­ing.

			De­term­inedly he took up his pen. “The hy­dro­gen ion con­cen­tra­tion in the blood …” he began a new para­graph. But he got no fur­ther than the first sev­en words.

			If, he began think­ing with a fright­ful con­fu­sion, if—if—if—Past con­di­tion­als, hope­lessly past. He might have been brought up more el­eg­antly; his fath­er, for ex­ample, might have been a bar­ris­ter in­stead of a bar­ris­ter’s clerk. He mightn’t have had to work so hard when he was young; might have been about more, danced more, seen more young wo­men. If he had met her years ago—dur­ing the war, should one say, dressed in the uni­form of a lieu­ten­ant in the Guards. …

			He had pre­ten­ded that he wasn’t in­ter­ested in wo­men; that they had no ef­fect on him; that, in fact, he was above that sort of thing. Im­be­cile! He might as well have said that he was above hav­ing a pair of kid­neys. He had only con­sen­ted to ad­mit, gra­ciously, that they were a physiolo­gic­al ne­ces­sity.

			O God, what a fool he had been!

			And then, what about Rosie? What sort of a life had she been hav­ing while he was be­ing above that sort of thing? Now he came to think of it, he really knew noth­ing about her, ex­cept that she had been quite in­cap­able of learn­ing cor­rectly, even by heart, the simplest facts about the physiology of frogs. Hav­ing found that out, he had really giv­en up ex­plor­ing fur­ther. How could he have been so stu­pid?

			Rosie had been in love with him, he sup­posed. Had he been in love with her? No. He had taken care not to be. On prin­ciple. He had mar­ried her as a meas­ure of in­tim­ate hy­giene; out of pro­tect­ive af­fec­tion, too, cer­tainly out of af­fec­tion; and a little for amuse­ment, as one might buy a puppy.

			Mrs. Viveash had opened his eyes; see­ing her, he had also be­gun to no­tice Rosie. It seemed to him that he had been a lout­ish cad as well as an im­be­cile.

			What should he do about it? He sat for a long time won­der­ing.

			In the end he de­cided that the best thing would be to go and tell Rosie all about it, all about everything.

			About Mrs. Viveash too? Yes, about Mrs. Viveash too. He would get over Mrs. Viveash more eas­ily and more rap­idly if he did. And he would be­gin to try and find out about Rosie. He would ex­plore her. He would dis­cov­er all the oth­er things be­sides an in­ca­pa­city to learn physiology that were in her. He would dis­cov­er her, he would quick­en his af­fec­tion for her in­to some­thing live­li­er and more ur­gent. And they would be­gin again; more sat­is­fact­or­ily this time; with know­ledge and un­der­stand­ing; wise from their ex­per­i­ence.

			Shear­wa­ter got up from his chair be­fore the writ­ing-table, lurched pens­ively to­wards the door, bump­ing in­to the re­volving book­case and the arm­chair as he went, and walked down the pas­sage to the draw­ing-room. Rosie did not turn her head as he came in, but went on read­ing without chan­ging her po­s­i­tion, her slippered feet still high­er than her head, her legs still charm­ingly avow­ing them­selves.

			Shear­wa­ter came to a halt in front of the empty fire­place. He stood there with his back to it, as though warm­ing him­self be­fore an ima­gin­ary flame. It was, he felt, the safest, the most stra­tegic point from which to talk.

			“What are you read­ing?” he asked.

			“Le Sopha,” said Rosie.

			“What’s that?”

			“What’s that?” Rosie scorn­fully echoed. “Why, it’s one of the great French clas­sics.”

			“Who by?”

			“Cré­bil­lon the young­er.”

			“Nev­er heard of him,” said Shear­wa­ter. There was a si­lence. Rosie went on read­ing.

			“It just oc­curred to me,” Shear­wa­ter began again in his rather pon­der­ous, in­fe­li­cit­ous way, “that you mightn’t be very happy, Rosie.”

			Rosie looked up at him and laughed. “What put that in­to your head?” she asked. “I’m per­fectly happy.”

			Shear­wa­ter was left a little at a loss. “Well, I’m very glad to hear it,” he said. “I only thought … that per­haps you might think … that I rather neg­lected you.”

			Rosie laughed again. “What is all this about?” she said.

			“I have it rather on my con­science,” said Shear­wa­ter. “I be­gin to see … some­thing has made me see … that I’ve not. … I don’t treat you very well. …”

			“But I don’t n—no­tice it, I as­sure you,” put in Rosie, still smil­ing.

			“I leave you out too much,” Shear­wa­ter went on with a kind of des­per­a­tion, run­ning his fin­gers through his thick brown hair. “We don’t share enough to­geth­er. You’re too much out­side my life.”

			“But after all,” said Rosie, “we are a civ—vil­ized couple. We don’t want to live in one an­oth­er’s pock­ets, do we?”

			“No, but we’re really no more than strangers,” said Shear­wa­ter. “That isn’t right. And it’s my fault. I’ve nev­er tried to get in­to touch with your life. But you did your best to un­der­stand mine … at the be­gin­ning of our mar­riage.”

			“Oh, then—n!” said Rosie, laugh­ing. “You found out what a little idi­ot I was.”

			“Don’t make a joke of it,” said Shear­wa­ter. “It isn’t a joke. It’s very ser­i­ous. I tell you, I’ve come to see how stu­pid and in­con­sid­er­ate and un-un­der­stand­ing I’ve been with you. I’ve come to see quite sud­denly. The fact is,” he went on with a rush, like an un­corked foun­tain, “I’ve been see­ing a wo­man re­cently whom I like very much, and who doesn’t like me.” Speak­ing of Mrs. Viveash, un­con­sciously he spoke her lan­guage. For Mrs. Viveash people al­ways eu­phemist­ic­ally “liked” one an­oth­er rather a lot, even when it was a case of the most fright­ful and ex­cru­ci­at­ing pas­sion, the most com­plete aban­don­ments. “And some­how that’s made me see a lot of things which I’d been blind to be­fore—blind de­lib­er­ately, I sup­pose. It’s made me see, among oth­er things, that I’ve really been to blame to­wards you, Rosie.”

			Rosie listened with an as­ton­ish­ment which she per­fectly dis­guised. So James was em­bark­ing on his little af­fairs, was he? It seemed in­cred­ible, and also, as she looked at her hus­band’s face—the face be­hind its brist­lingly manly mask of a har­assed baby—also rather pathet­ic­ally ab­surd. She wondered who it could be. But she dis­played no curi­os­ity. She would find out soon enough.

			“I’m sorry you should have been un­happy about it,” she said.

			“It’s fin­ished now.” Shear­wa­ter made a de­cided little ges­ture.

			“Ah, no!” said Rosie. “You should per­severe.” She looked at him, smil­ing.

			Shear­wa­ter was taken aback by this dis­play of easy de­tach­ment. He had ima­gined the con­ver­sa­tion so very dif­fer­ently, as some­thing so ser­i­ous, so pain­ful and, at the same time, so heal­ing and sooth­ing, that he did not know how to go on. “But I thought,” he said hes­it­at­ingly, “that you … that we … after this ex­per­i­ence … I would try to get closer to you. …” (Oh, it soun­ded ri­dicu­lous!) … “We might start again, from a dif­fer­ent place, so to speak.”

			“But, cher ami,” pro­tested Rosie, with the in­flec­tion and in the pre­ferred tongue of Mr. Mer­captan, “you can’t ser­i­ously ex­pect us to do the Darby and Joan busi­ness, can you? You’re dis­tress­ing your­self quite un­ne­ces­sar­ily on my ac­count. I don’t find you neg­lect me or any­thing like it. You have your life—nat­ur­ally. And I have mine. We don’t get in one an­oth­er’s way.”

			“But do you think that’s the ideal sort of mar­ried life?” asked Shear­wa­ter.

			“It’s ob­vi­ously the most civ—vil­ized,” Rosie answered, laugh­ing.

			Con­fron­ted by Rosie’s civil­iz­a­tion, Shear­wa­ter felt help­less.

			“Well, if you don’t want,” he said. “I’d hoped … I’d thought. …”

			He went back to his study to think things over. The more he thought them over, the more he blamed him­self. And in­cess­antly the memory of Mrs. Viveash tor­men­ted him.

		
	
		
			XIX

			After leav­ing Mr. Mer­captan, Lypi­att had gone straight home. The bright day seemed to de­ride him. With its shin­ing red om­ni­buses, its para­sols, its muslin girls, its young-leaved trees, its bands at the street corners, it was too much of a garden party to be tol­er­able. He wanted to be alone. He took a cab back to the stu­dio. He couldn’t af­ford it, of course; but what did that mat­ter, what did that mat­ter now?

			The cab drove slowly and as though with re­luct­ance down the dirty mews. He paid it off, opened his little door between the wide stable doors, climbed the steep lad­der of his stairs and was at home. He sat down and tried to think.

			“Death, death, death, death,” he kept re­peat­ing to him­self, mov­ing his lips as though he were pray­ing. If he said the word of­ten enough, if he ac­cus­tomed him­self com­pletely to the idea, death would come al­most by it­self; he would know it already, while he was still alive, he would pass al­most without no­ti­cing out of life in­to death. In­to death, he thought, in­to death. Death like a well. The stone falls, falls, second after second; and at last there is a sound, a far-off, hor­rible sound of death and then noth­ing more. The well at Caris­brooke, with a don­key to wind the wheel that pulls up the buck­et of wa­ter, of icy wa­ter. … He thought for a long time of the well of death.

			Out­side in the mews a bar­rel-or­gan struck up the tune of “Where do flies go in the win­ter­time?” Lypi­att lif­ted his head to listen. He smiled to him­self. “Where do flies go?” The ques­tion asked it­self with a dra­mat­ic, a tra­gic­al ap­pos­ite­ness. At the end of everything—the last ludicrous touch. He saw it all from out­side. He pic­tured him­self sit­ting there alone, broken. He looked at his hand ly­ing limp on the table in front of him. It needed only the stigma of the nail to make it the hand of a dead Christ.

			There, he was mak­ing lit­er­at­ure of it again. Even now. He bur­ied his face in his hands. His mind was full of twis­ted dark­ness, of an un­speak­able, pain­ful con­fu­sion. It was too dif­fi­cult, too dif­fi­cult.

			The ink­pot, he found when he wanted to be­gin writ­ing, con­tained noth­ing but a parched black sed­i­ment. He had been mean­ing for days past to get some more ink; and he had al­ways for­got­ten. He would have to write in pen­cil.

			“Do you re­mem­ber,” he wrote, “do you re­mem­ber, Myra, that time we went down in­to the coun­try—you re­mem­ber—un­der the Hog’s Back at that little inn they were try­ing to make pre­ten­tious? ‘Hotel Bull’—do you re­mem­ber? How we laughed over the Hotel Bull! And how we liked the coun­try out­side its doors! All the world in a few square miles. Chalk-pits and blue but­ter­flies on the Hog’s Back. And at the foot of the hill, sud­denly, the sand; the hard, yel­low sand with those queer caves, dug when and by what re­mote vil­lains at the edge of the Pil­grims’ Way? the fine grey sand on which the heath­er of Putten­ham Com­mon grows. And the flag­staff and the in­scrip­tion mark­ing the place where Queen Vic­tor­ia stood to look at the view. And the enorm­ous slop­ing mead­ows round Compton and the thick, dark woods. And the lakes, the heaths, the Scotch firs at Cutt Mill. The forests of Shackle­ford. There was everything. Do you re­mem­ber how we en­joyed it all? I did, in any case. I was happy dur­ing those three days. And I loved you, Myra. And I thought you might, you might per­haps, some day, love me. You didn’t. And my love has only brought me un­hap­pi­ness. Per­haps it has been my fault. Per­haps I ought to have known how to make you give me hap­pi­ness. You re­mem­ber that won­der­ful son­net of Michelan­gelo’s, where he says that the loved wo­man is like a block of marble from which the artist knows how to cut the per­fect statue of his dreams. If the statue turns out a bad one, if it’s death in­stead of love that the lov­er gets—why, the fault lies in the artist and in the lov­er, not in the marble, not in the be­loved.

			
				
					
						Amor dunque non ha, ne tua beltate,
					
					

					
						O for­tu­na, o durezza, o gran dis­de­gno,
					
					

					
						Del mio mal colpa, o mio des­tino, o sorte.
					
				

				
					
						Se den­tro del tuo cor morte e piet­ate
					
					

					
						Porti in un tempo, e ch’l mio basso in­gegno
					
					

					
						Non sap­pia ar­dendo trarne al­tro che morte.
					
				

			

			Yes, it was my basso in­gegno: my low geni­us which did not know how to draw love from you, nor beauty from the ma­ter­i­als of which art is made. Ah, now you’ll smile to your­self and say: Poor Casimir, he has come to ad­mit that at last? Yes, yes, I have come to ad­mit everything. That I couldn’t paint, I couldn’t write, I couldn’t make mu­sic. That I was a char­lat­an and a quack. That I was a ri­dicu­lous act­or of hero­ic parts who de­served to be laughed at—and was laughed at. But then every man is ludicrous if you look at him from out­side, without tak­ing in­to ac­count what’s go­ing on in his heart and mind. You could turn Ham­let in­to an epi­gram­mat­ic farce with an in­im­it­able scene when he takes his ad­ored moth­er in adul­tery. You could make the wit­ti­est Guy de Maupassant short story out of the life of Christ, by con­trast­ing the mad rabbi’s pre­ten­sions with his ab­ject fate. It’s a ques­tion of the point of view. Every­one’s a walk­ing farce and a walk­ing tragedy at the same time. The man who slips on a ba­nana-skin and frac­tures his skull de­scribes against the sky, as he falls, the most richly com­ic­al ar­abesque. And you, Myra—what do you sup­pose the un­sym­path­et­ic gos­sips say of you? What sort of a farce of the Boulevards is your life in their eyes? For me, Myra, you seem to move all the time through some name­less and in­com­pre­hens­ible tragedy. For them you are what? Merely any sort of a wan­ton, with amus­ing ad­ven­tures. And what am I? A char­lat­an, a quack, a pre­ten­tious, boast­ing, rhodo­montading im­be­cile, in­cap­able of paint­ing any­thing but ver­mouth posters. (Why did that hurt so ter­ribly? I don’t know. There was no reas­on why you shouldn’t think so if you wanted to.) I was all that—and grot­esquely laugh­able. And very likely your laughter was jus­ti­fied, your judg­ment was true. I don’t know. I can’t tell. Per­haps I am a char­lat­an. Per­haps I’m in­sin­cere; boast­ing to oth­ers, de­ceiv­ing my­self. I don’t know, I tell you. Everything is con­fu­sion in my mind now. The whole fab­ric seems to have tumbled to pieces; it lies in a hor­rible chaos. I can make no or­der with­in my­self. Have I lied to my­self? have I ac­ted and pos­tured the Great Man to per­suade my­self that I am one? have I some­thing in me, or noth­ing? have I ever achieved any­thing of worth, any­thing that rhymed with my con­cep­tions, my dreams (for those were fine; of that, I am cer­tain)? I look in­to the chaos that is my soul and, I tell you, I don’t know, I don’t know. But what I do know is that I’ve spent nearly twenty years now play­ing the char­lat­an at whom you all laugh. That I’ve suffered, in mind and in body too—al­most from hun­ger, some­times—in or­der to play it. That I’ve struggled, that I’ve ex­ult­antly climbed to the at­tack, that I’ve been thrown down—ah, many times!—that I’ve picked my­self up and star­ted again. Well, I sup­pose all that’s ludicrous, if you like to think of it that way. It is ludicrous that a man should put him­self to pro­longed in­con­veni­ence for the sake of some­thing which doesn’t really ex­ist at all. It’s ex­quis­itely com­ic, I can see. I can see it in the ab­stract, so to speak. But in this par­tic­u­lar case, you must re­mem­ber I’m not a dis­pas­sion­ate ob­serv­er. And if I am over­come now, it is not with laughter. It is with an in­des­crib­able un­hap­pi­ness, with the bit­ter­ness of death it­self. Death, death, death. I re­peat the word to my­self, again and again. I think of death, I try to ima­gine it, I hang over it, look­ing down, where the stones fall and fall and there is one hor­rible noise, and then si­lence again; look­ing down in­to the well of death. It is so deep that there is no glit­ter­ing eye of wa­ter to be seen at the bot­tom. I have no candle to send down. It is hor­rible, but I do not want to go on liv­ing. Liv­ing would be worse than. …”

			Lypi­att was reach­ing out for an­oth­er sheet of pa­per when he was startled to hear the sound of feet on the stairs. He turned to­wards the door. His heart beat with vi­ol­ence. He was filled with a strange sense of ap­pre­hen­sion. In ter­ror he awaited the ap­proach of some un­known and ter­rible be­ing. The feet of the an­gel of death were on the stairs. Up, up, up. Lypi­att felt him­self trem­bling as the sound came near­er. He knew for cer­tain that in a few seconds he was go­ing to die. The hang­men had already pin­ioned him; the sol­diers of the fir­ing squad had already raised their rifles. One, two, … he thought of Mrs. Viveash stand­ing, bare­headed, the wind blow­ing in her hair, at the foot of the flag­staff from the site of which Queen Vic­tor­ia had ad­mired the dis­tant view of Sel­borne; he thought of her dol­or­ously smil­ing; he re­membered that once she had taken his head between her two hands and kissed him: “Be­cause you’re such a golden ass,” she had said, laugh­ing. Three. … There was a little tap at the door. Lypi­att pressed his hand over his heart. The door opened.

			A small, bird­like man with a long, sharp nose and eyes as round and black and shin­ing as but­tons stepped in­to the room.

			“Mr. Ly­dgate, I pre­sume?” he began. Then looked at a card on which a name and ad­dress were evid­ently writ­ten. “Lypi­att, I mean. A thou­sand par­dons. Mr. Lypi­att, I pre­sume?”

			Lypi­att leaned back in his chair and shut his eyes. His face was as white as pa­per. He breathed hard and his temples were wet with sweat, as though he had been run­ning.

			“I found the door down be­low open, so I came straight up. I hope you’ll ex­cuse. …” The stranger smiled apo­lo­get­ic­ally.

			“Who are you?” Lypi­att asked, re­open­ing his eyes. His heart was still beat­ing hard; after the storm it calmed it­self slowly. He drew back from the brink of the fear­ful well; the time had not yet come to plunge.

			“My name,” said the stranger, “is Bol­dero, Her­bert Bol­dero. Our mu­tu­al friend Mr. Gum­bril, Mr. Theodore Gum­bril, ju­ni­or,” he made it more pre­cise, “sug­ges­ted that I might come and see you about a little mat­ter in which he and I are in­ter­ested and in which per­haps you, too, might be in­ter­ested.”

			Lypi­att nod­ded, without say­ing any­thing.

			Mr. Bol­dero, mean­while, was turn­ing his bright, bird­like eyes about the stu­dio. Mrs. Viveash’s por­trait, all but fin­ished now, was clamped to the easel. He ap­proached it, a con­nois­seur.

			“It re­minds me very much,” he said, “of Ba­cosso. Very much in­deed, if I may say so. Also a little of …” he hes­it­ated, try­ing to think of the name of that oth­er fel­low Gum­bril had talked about. But be­ing un­able to re­mem­ber the un­im­press­ive syl­lables of De­rain he played for safety and said—“of Or­pen.” Mr. Bol­dero looked in­quir­ingly at Lypi­att to see if that was right.

			Lypi­att still spoke no word and seemed, in­deed, not to have heard what had been said.

			Mr. Bol­dero saw that it wasn’t much good talk­ing about mod­ern art. This chap, he thought, looked as though some­thing were wrong with him. He hoped he hadn’t got in­flu­enza. There was a lot of the dis­ease about. “This little af­fair I was speak­ing of,” he pur­sued, in an­oth­er tone, “is a little busi­ness pro­pos­i­tion that Mr. Gum­bril and I have gone in­to to­geth­er. A mat­ter of pneu­mat­ic trousers,” he waved his hand air­ily.

			Lypi­att sud­denly burst out laugh­ing, an em­bittered Ti­tan. Where do flies go? Where do souls go? The bar­rel-or­gan, and now pneu­mat­ic trousers! Then, as sud­denly, he was si­lent again. More lit­er­at­ure? An­oth­er piece of act­ing? “Go on,” he said, “I’m sorry.”

			“Not at all, not at all,” said Mr. Bol­dero in­dul­gently. “I know the idea does seem a little hu­mor­ous, if I may say so, at first. But I as­sure you, there’s money in it, Mr. Ly­dgate—Mr. Lypi­att. Money!” Mr. Bol­dero paused a mo­ment dra­mat­ic­ally. “Well,” he went on, “our idea was to launch the new product with a good swinge­ing pub­li­city cam­paign. Spend a few thou­sands in the pa­pers and then get it good and strong in­to the Un­der­ground and on the hoard­ings, along with Ow­bridge’s and John Bull and the Golden Bal­lot. Now, for that, Mr. Lypi­att, we shall need, as you can well ima­gine, a few good strik­ing pic­tures. Mr. Gum­bril men­tioned your name and sug­ges­ted I should come and see you to find out if you would per­haps be agree­able to lend­ing us your tal­ent for this work. And I may add, Mr. Lypi­att,” he spoke with real warmth, “that hav­ing seen this ex­ample of your work”—he poin­ted to the por­trait of Mrs. Viveash—“I feel that you would be em­in­ently cap­able of. …”

			He did not fin­ish the sen­tence; for at this mo­ment Lypi­att leapt up from his chair and, mak­ing a shrill, in­ar­tic­u­late, an­im­al noise, rushed on the fin­an­ci­er, seized him with both hands by the throat, shook him, threw him to the floor, then picked him up again by the coat col­lar and pushed him to­wards the door, kick­ing him as he went. A fi­nal kick sent Mr. Bol­dero to­bog­gan­ing down the steep stairs. Lypi­att ran down after him; but Mr. Bol­dero had picked him­self up, had opened the front door, slipped out, slammed it be­hind him, and was run­ning up the mews be­fore Lypi­att could get to the bot­tom of the stairs.

			Lypi­att opened the door and looked out. Mr. Bol­dero was already far away, al­most at the Pir­ane­sian arch. He watched him till he was out of sight, then went up­stairs again and threw him­self face down­wards on his bed.

		
	
		
			XX

			Zoe ended the dis­cus­sion by driv­ing half an inch of pen­knife in­to Cole­man’s left arm and run­ning out of the flat, slam­ming the door be­hind her. Cole­man was used to this sort of thing; this sort of thing, in­deed, was what he was there for. Care­fully he pulled out the pen­knife which had re­mained stick­ing in his arm. He looked at the blade and was re­lieved to see that it wasn’t so dirty as might have been ex­pec­ted. He found some cot­ton-wool, mopped up the blood as it oozed out, and dabbed the wound with iod­ine. Then he set him­self to band­age it up. But to tie a band­age round one’s own left arm is not easy. Cole­man found it im­possible to keep the lint in place, im­possible to get the band­age tight enough. At the end of a quarter of an hour he had only suc­ceeded in smear­ing him­self very co­pi­ously with blood, and the wound was still un­bound. He gave up the at­tempt and con­ten­ted him­self with swab­bing up the blood as it came out.

			“And forth­with came there out blood and wa­ter,” he said aloud, and looked at the red stain on the cot­ton wool. He re­peated the words again and again, and at the fiftieth re­pe­ti­tion burst out laugh­ing.

			The bell in the kit­chen sud­denly buzzed. Who could it be? He went to the front door and opened it. On the land­ing out­side stood a tall slender young wo­man with slant­ing Chinese eyes and a wide mouth, el­eg­antly dressed in a black frock piped with white. Keep­ing the cot­ton-wool still pressed to his bleed­ing arm, Cole­man bowed as grace­fully as he could.

			“Do come in,” he said. “You are just in the nick of time. I am on the point of bleed­ing to death. And forth­with came there out blood and wa­ter. Enter, enter,” he ad­ded, see­ing the young wo­man still stand­ing ir­res­ol­utely on the threshold.

			“But I wanted to see Mr. Cole­man,” she said, stam­mer­ing a little and show­ing her em­bar­rass­ment by blush­ing.

			“I am Mr. Cole­man.” He took the cot­ton-wool for a mo­ment from his arm and looked with the air of a con­nois­seur at the blood on it. “But I shall very soon cease to be that in­di­vidu­al un­less you come and tie up my wounds.”

			“But you’re not the Mr. Cole­man I thought you were,” said the young lady, still more em­bar­rassed. “You have a beard, it is true; but. …”

			“Then I must resign my­self to quit this life, must I?” He made a ges­ture of des­pair, throw­ing out both hands, “Out, out brief Cole­man. Out, damned spot,” and he made as though to close the door.

			The young lady checked him. “If you really need ty­ing up,” she said, “I’ll do it of course. I passed my First-Aid Ex­am, in the war.”

			Cole­man re­opened the door. “Saved!” he said. “Come in.”

			It had been Rosie’s ori­gin­al in­ten­tion yes­ter­day to go straight on from Mr. Mer­captan’s to Toto’s. She would see him at once, she would ask him what he meant by play­ing that stu­pid trick on her. She would give him a good talk­ing to. She would even tell him that she would nev­er see him again. But, of course, if he showed him­self suf­fi­ciently con­trite and reas­on­ably ex­plan­at­ory, she would con­sent—oh, very re­luct­antly—to take him back in­to fa­vour. In the free, un­pre­ju­diced circles in which she now moved, this sort of joke, she ima­gined, was a mere trifle. It would be ab­surd to quar­rel ser­i­ously about it. But still, she was de­term­ined to give Toto a les­son.

			When, how­ever, she did fi­nally leave Mr. Mer­captan’s de­li­cious bou­doir, it was too late to think of go­ing all the way to Pimlico, to the ad­dress which Mr. Mer­captan had giv­en her. She de­cided to put it off till the next day.

			And so the next day, duly, she had set out for Pimlico—to Pimlico, and to see a man called Cole­man! It seemed rather dull and second-rate after Sloane Street and Mr. Mer­captan. Poor Toto!—the sparkle of Mr. Mer­captan had made him look rather tar­nished. That es­say on the “Jus Primæ Noc­tis”—ah! Walk­ing through the un­sa­voury mazes of Pimlico, she thought of it, and, think­ing of it, smiled. Poor Toto! And also, she mustn’t for­get, stu­pid, ma­li­cious, idi­ot­ic Toto! She had made up her mind ex­actly what she should say to him; she had even made up her mind what Toto would say to her. And when the scene was over they would go and dine at the Café Roy­al—up­stairs, where she had nev­er been. And she would make him rather jeal­ous by telling him how much she had liked Mr. Mer­captan; but not too jeal­ous. Si­lence is golden, as her fath­er used to say when she used to fly in­to tem­pers and wanted to say nasty things to every­body with­in range. Si­lence, about some things, is cer­tainly golden.

			In the rather gloomy little turn­ing off Lupus Street to which she had been dir­ec­ted, Rosie found the num­ber, found, in the row of bells and cards, the name. Quickly and de­cidedly she moun­ted the stairs.

			“Well,” she was go­ing to say as soon as she saw him, “I thought you were a civ­il­ized be­ing.” Mr. Mer­captan had dropped a hint that Cole­man wasn’t really civ­il­ized; a hint was enough for Rosie. “But I see,” she would go on, “that I was mis­taken. I don’t like to as­so­ci­ate with boors.” The fas­ti­di­ous lady had se­lec­ted him as a young poet, not as a plough­boy.

			Well re­hearsed, Rosie rang the bell. And then the door had opened on this huge bearded Cos­sack of a man, who smiled, who looked at her with bright, dan­ger­ous eyes, who quoted the Bible and who was bleed­ing like a pig. There was blood on his shirt, blood on his trousers, blood on his hands, bloody fin­ger­marks on his face; even the blond fringe of his beard, she no­ticed, was dabbled here and there with blood. It was too much, at first, even for her ar­is­to­crat­ic equan­im­ity.

			In the end, how­ever, she fol­lowed him across a little ves­ti­bule in­to a bright, white­washed room empty of all fur­niture but a table, a few chairs and a large box-spring and mat­tress, which stood like an is­land in the middle of the floor and served as bed or sofa as oc­ca­sion re­quired. Over the man­tel­piece was pinned a large pho­to­graph­ic re­pro­duc­tion of Le­onardo’s study of the ana­tomy of love. There were no oth­er pic­tures on the walls.

			“All the ap­par­at­us is here,” said Cole­man, and he poin­ted to the table. “Lint, band­ages, cot­ton-wool, iod­ine, gauze, oiled silk. I have them all ready in pre­par­a­tion for these little ac­ci­dents.”

			“But do you of­ten man­age to cut your­self in the arm?” asked Rosie. She took off her gloves and began to undo a fresh pack­et of lint.

			“One gets cut,” Cole­man ex­plained. “Little dif­fer­ences of opin­ion, you know. If your eye of­fend you, pluck it out; love your neigh­bour as your­self. Ar­gal: if his eye of­fend you—you see? We live on Chris­ti­an prin­ciples here.”

			“But who are ‘we’?” asked Rosie, giv­ing the cut a last dress­ing of iod­ine and lay­ing a big square of lint over it.

			“Merely my­self and—how shall I put it?—my help­mate,” Cole­man answered. “Ah! you’re won­der­fully skil­ful at this busi­ness,” he went on. “You’re the real hos­pit­al nurse type; all ma­ter­nal in­stincts. When pain and an­guish wring the brow, an in­ter­est­ing mangle thou, as we used to say in the good old days when the pun and the Spoon­er­is­mus were in fash­ion.”

			Rosie laughed. “Oh, I don’t spend all my time ty­ing up wounds,” she said, and turned her eyes for an in­stant from the band­age. After the first sur­prise she was feel­ing her cool self again.

			“Brava!” cried Cole­man. “You make them too, do you? Make them first and cure them af­ter­wards in the grand old homœo­path­ic way. De­light­ful! You see what Le­onardo has to say about it.” With his free hand he poin­ted to the pho­to­graph over the man­tel­piece.

			Rosie, who had no­ticed the pic­ture when she came in­to the room, pre­ferred not to look at it too closely a second time. “I think it’s rather re­volt­ing,” she said, and was very busy with the band­age.

			“Ah! but that’s the point, that’s the whole point,” said Cole­man, and his clear blue eyes were alive with dan­cing lights. “That’s the beauty of the grand pas­sion. It is re­volt­ing. You read what the Fath­ers of the Church have to say about love. They’re the men. It was Odo of Cluny, wasn’t it, who called wo­man a sac­cus ster­cor­is, a bag of muck. Si quis en­im con­sid­er­at quæ in­tra nares et quæ in­tra fauces et quæ in­tra ventr­em lateant, sordes ubi­que reper­iet.” The Lat­in rumbled like elo­quent thun­der in Cole­man’s mouth. “Et si nec ex­tremis di­git­is flegma vel ster­cus tangere patimur, quo­modo ipsum ster­cor­is sac­cum amplecti de­sid­era­mus.” He smacked his lips. “Mag­ni­fi­cent!” he said.

			“I don’t un­der­stand Lat­in,” said Rosie, “and I’m glad of it. And your band­age is fin­ished. Look.”

			“In­ter­est­ing mangle!” Cole­man smiled his thanks. “But Bish­op Odo, I fear, wouldn’t even have spared you; not even for your good works. Still less for your good looks, which would only have pro­voked him to dwell with the more in­sist­ency on the vis­cer­al secrets which they con­ceal.”

			“Really,” Rosie pro­tested. She would have liked to get up and go away, but the Cos­sack’s blue eyes glittered at her with such a strange ex­pres­sion and he smiled so en­ig­mat­ic­ally, that she found her­self still sit­ting where she was, listen­ing with a dis­gus­ted pleas­ure to his quick talk, his screams of de­lib­er­ate and ap­palling laughter.

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed, throw­ing up his hands, “what sen­su­al­ists these old fel­lows were! What a real vo­lup­tu­ous feel­ing they had for dirt and gloom and sor­did­ness and bore­dom, and all the hor­rors of vice. They pre­ten­ded they were try­ing to dis­suade people from vice by enu­mer­at­ing its hor­rors. But they were really only mak­ing it more spicy by telling the truth about it. O esca ver­mi­um, O massa pul­ver­is! What naus­eat­ing em­brace­ments! To con­jug­ate the cop­u­lat­ive verb, bor­ingly, with a sack of tripes—what could be more ex­quis­itely and pier­cingly and de­li­ri­ously vile?” And he threw back his head and laughed; the blood-dabbled tips of his blond beard shook. Rosie looked at them, fas­cin­ated with dis­gust.

			“There’s blood on your beard,” she felt com­pelled to say.

			“What of it? Why shouldn’t there be?” Cole­man asked.

			Con­fused, Rosie felt her­self blush­ing. “Only be­cause it’s rather un­pl—leas­ant. I don’t know why. But it is.”

			“What a reas­on for im­me­di­ately fall­ing in­to my arms!” said Cole­man. “To be kissed by a beard is bad enough at any time. But by a bloody beard—ima­gine!”

			Rosie shuddered.

			“After all,” he said, “what in­terest or amuse­ment is there in do­ing the or­din­ary things in the ob­vi­ous way? Life au naturel.” He shook his head. “You must have gar­lic and saf­fron. Do you be­lieve in God?”

			“Not m—much,” said Rosie, smil­ing.

			“I pity you. You must find ex­ist­ence dread­fully dull. As soon as you do, everything be­comes a thou­sand times life-size. Phal­lic sym­bols five hun­dred feet high,” he lif­ted his hand. “A row of grin­ning teeth you could run the hun­dred yards on.” He grinned at her through his beard. “Wounds big enough to let a coach-and-six drive in­to their pur­u­lent re­cesses. Every slight­est act etern­ally sig­ni­fic­ant. It’s only when you be­lieve in God, and es­pe­cially in hell, that you can really be­gin en­joy­ing life. For in­stance, when in a few mo­ments you sur­render your­self to the im­por­tun­it­ies of my bloody beard, how prodi­giously much more you’d en­joy it if you could be­lieve you were com­mit­ting the sin against the Holy Ghost—if you kept think­ing calmly and dis­pas­sion­ately all the time the af­fair was go­ing on: All this is not only a hor­rible sin, it is also ugly, grot­esque, a mere de­fæc­a­tion, a—”

			Rosie held up her hand. “You’re really hor­rible,” she said. Cole­man smiled at her. Still, she did not go.

			“He who is not with me is against me,” said Cole­man. “If you can’t make up your mind to be with, it’s surely bet­ter to be pos­it­ively against than merely neg­at­ively in­dif­fer­ent.”

			“Non­sense!” ex­claimed Rosie feebly.

			“When I call my lov­er a nym­pho­ma­ni­ac­al dog, she runs the pen­knife in­to my arm.”

			“Well, do you en­joy it?” asked Rosie.

			“Pier­cingly,” he answered. “It is at once sor­did to the last and low­est de­gree and in­fin­itely and etern­ally sig­ni­fic­ant.”

			Cole­man was si­lent and Rosie too said noth­ing. Fu­tilely she wished it had been Toto in­stead of this hor­rible, dan­ger­ous Cos­sack. Mr. Mer­captan ought to have warned her. But then, of course, he sup­posed that she already knew the creature. She looked up at him and found his bright eyes fixed upon her; he was si­lently laugh­ing.

			“Don’t you want to know who I am?” she asked. “And how I got here?”

			Cole­man blandly shook his head. “Not in the very least,” he said.

			Rosie felt more help­less, some­how, than ever. “Why not?” she asked as bravely and im­per­tin­ently as she could.

			Cole­man answered with an­oth­er ques­tion. “Why should I?”

			“It would be nat­ur­al curi­os­ity.”

			“But I know all I want to know,” he said. “You are a wo­man, or, at any rate, you have all the fe­male stig­mata. Not too sump­tu­ously well-de­veloped, let me add. You have no wooden legs. You have eye­lids that flut­ter up and down over your eyes like a mov­ing shut­ter in front of a sig­nalling lamp, spelling out in a fa­mil­i­ar code the let­ters: A.M.O.R., and not, un­less I am very much mis­taken, those oth­ers: C.A.S.T.I.T.A.S. You have a mouth that looks as though it knew how to taste and how to bite. You. …”

			Rosie jumped up. “I’m go­ing away,” she said.

			Cole­man leaned back in his chair and hal­looed with laughter. “Bite, bite, bite,” he said. “Thirty-two times.” And he opened and shut his mouth as fast as he could, so that his teeth clicked against one an­oth­er with a little dry, bony noise. “Every mouth­ful thirty-two times. That’s what Mr. Glad­stone said. And surely Mr. Glad­stone”—he rattled his sharp, white teeth again—“surely Mr. Glad­stone should know.”

			“Good­bye,” said Rosie from the door.

			“Good­bye,” Cole­man called back; and im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards jumped to his feet and made a dash across the room to­wards her.

			Rosie uttered a cry, slipped through the door and, slam­ming it be­hind her, ran across the ves­ti­bule and began fum­bling with the latches of the out­er door. It wouldn’t open, it wouldn’t open. She was trem­bling; fear made her feel sick. There was a rat­tling at the door be­hind her. There was a whoop of laughter, and then the Cos­sack’s hands were on her arms, his face came peer­ing over her shoulder, and the blond beard dabbled with blood prickled against her neck and face.

			“Oh, don’t, don’t, don’t!” she im­plored, turn­ing away her head. Then all at once she began vi­ol­ently cry­ing.

			“Tears!” ex­claimed Cole­man in rap­ture, “genu­ine tears!” He bent eagerly for­ward to kiss them away, to drink them as they fell. “What an in­tox­ic­a­tion,” he said, look­ing up to the ceil­ing like a chick­en that has taken a sip of wa­ter; he smacked his lips.

			Sob­bing un­con­trol­lably, Rosie had nev­er in all her life felt less like a great, fas­ti­di­ous lady.

		
	
		
			XXI

			“Well,” said Gum­bril, “here I am again.”

			“Already?” Mrs. Viveash had been re­duced, by the vi­ol­ence of her head­ache, to com­ing home after her lunch­eon with Piers Cot­ton for a rest. She had fed her hungry pain on Pyr­am­id­on and now she was ly­ing down on the Dufy-up­holstered sofa at the foot of her full-length por­trait by Jacques-Emile Blanche. Her head was not much bet­ter, but she was bored. When the maid had an­nounced Gum­bril, she had giv­en word that he was to be let in. “I’m very ill,” she went on ex­pir­ingly. “Look at me,” she poin­ted to her­self, “and me again.” She waved her hand to­wards the sizz­ling bril­liance of the por­trait. “Be­fore and after. Like the ad­vert­ise­ments, you know. Every pic­ture tells a story.” She laughed faintly, then made a little grim­ace and, suck­ing in the breath between her lips, she put her hand to her fore­head.

			“My poor Myra.” Gum­bril pulled up a chair to the sofa and sat there like a doc­tor at his pa­tient’s bed­side. “But be­fore and after what?” he asked, al­most pro­fes­sion­ally.

			Mrs. Viveash gave an all but im­per­cept­ible shrug. “I don’t know,” she said.

			“Not in­flu­enza, I hope?”

			“No, I don’t think so.”

			“Not love, by any chance?”

			Mrs. Viveash did not ven­ture an­oth­er laugh; she con­ten­ted her­self with smil­ing ag­on­iz­ingly.

			“That would have been a just re­tri­bu­tion,” Gum­bril went on, “after what you’ve done to me.”

			“What have I done to you?” Mrs. Viveash asked, open­ing wide her pale-blue eyes.

			“Merely wrecked my ex­ist­ence.”

			“But you’re be­ing child­ish, Theodore. Say what you mean without these grand, silly phrases.” The dy­ing voice spoke with im­pa­tience.

			“Well, what I mean,” said Gum­bril, “is merely this. You pre­ven­ted me from go­ing to see the only per­son I ever really wanted to see in my life. And yes­ter­day, when I tried to see her, she was gone. Van­ished. And here am I left in the va­cu­um.”

			Mrs. Viveash shut her eyes. “We’re all in the va­cu­um,” she said. “You’ll still have plenty of com­pany, you know.” She was si­lent for a mo­ment. “Still, I’m sorry,” she ad­ded. “Why didn’t you tell me? And why didn’t you just pay no at­ten­tion to me and go all the same?”

			“I didn’t tell you,” Gum­bril answered, “be­cause, then, I didn’t know. And I didn’t go be­cause I didn’t want to quar­rel with you.”

			“Thank you,” said Mrs. Viveash, and pat­ted his hand, “But what are you go­ing to do about it now? Not quar­rel­ling with me is only a rather neg­at­ive sat­is­fac­tion, I’m afraid.”

			“I pro­pose to leave the coun­try to­mor­row morn­ing,” said Gum­bril.

			“Ah, the clas­sic­al rem­edy. … But not to shoot big game, I hope?” She thought of Viveash among the Tikki-tik­kis and the tsetses. He was a charm­ing creature; charm­ing, but … but what?

			“Good heav­ens!” ex­claimed Gum­bril. “What do you take me for? Big game!” He leaned back in his chair and began to laugh, heart­ily, for the first time since he had re­turned from Roberts­bridge, yes­ter­day even­ing. He had felt then as though he would nev­er laugh again. “Do you see me in a pith hel­met, with an ele­phant gun?”

			Mrs. Viveash put her hand to her fore­head. “I see you, Theodore,” she said, “but I try to think you would look quite nor­mal; be­cause of my head.”

			“I go to Par­is first,” said Gum­bril. “After that, I don’t know. I shall go wherever I think people will buy pneu­mat­ic trousers. I’m trav­el­ling on busi­ness.”

			This time, in spite of her head, Mrs. Viveash laughed.

			“I thought of giv­ing my­self a farewell ban­quet,” Gum­bril went on. “We’ll go round be­fore din­ner, if you’re feel­ing well enough, that is, and col­lect a few friends. Then, in pro­found­est gloom, we’ll eat and drink. And in the morn­ing, un­shaved, ex­hausted and filled with dis­gust, I shall take the train from Vic­tor­ia, feel­ing thank­ful to get out of Eng­land.”

			“We’ll do it,” said Mrs. Viveash faintly and in­dom­it­ably from the sofa that was al­most genu­inely a deathbed. “And, mean­while, we’ll have a second brew of tea and you shall talk to me.”

			The tan­nin was brought in. Gum­bril settled down to talk and Mrs. Viveash to listen—to listen and from time to time to dab her brows with eau de co­logne, to take a sniff of hartshorn.

			Gum­bril talked. He talked of the mar­riage ce­re­mon­ies of oc­topuses, of the rites in­tric­ately con­sum­mated in the sub­mar­ine green grot­tos of the In­di­an Ocean. Giv­en a total of six­teen arms, how many per­muta­tions and com­bin­a­tions of caresses? And in the middle of each bunch of arms a mouth like the beak of a macaw.

			On the back­side of the moon, his friend Um­bi­l­ikoff, the mys­tic, used to as­sure him, the souls of the dead in the form of little blad­ders—like so much swelled sago—are piled up and piled up till they squash and squeeze one an­oth­er with an ex­cru­ci­at­ing and ever-grow­ing pres­sure. In the exo­ter­ic world this squeez­ing on the moon’s back­side is known, er­ro­neously, as hell. And as for the con­stel­la­tion, Scor­pio—he was the first of all con­stel­la­tions to have a prop­er sort of back­bone. For by an ef­fort of the will he in­gur­git­ated his ex­tern­al ar­mour, he com­pressed and re­built it with­in his body and so be­came the first ver­teb­rate. This, you may well be­lieve, was a not­able day in cos­mic his­tory.

			The rents in these new build­ings in Re­gent Street and Pic­ca­dilly run to as much as three or four pounds a square foot. Mean­while, all the beauty ima­gined by Nash has de­par­ted, and chaos and bar­bar­ism once more reign su­preme, even in Re­gent Street. The ghost of Gum­bril Seni­or stalked across the room.

			Who lives longer: the man who takes heroin for two years and dies, or the man who lives on roast beef, wa­ter and pota­toes till ninety-five? One passes his twenty-four months in etern­ity. All the years of the beefeat­er are lived only in time. “I can tell you all about heroin,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			Lady Capri­corn, he un­der­stood, was still keep­ing open bed. How Rubens would have ad­mired those silk cush­ions, those gi­gant­ic cab­bage roses, those round pink pearls of hers, vaster than those that Cap­tain Nemo dis­covered in the im­me­mori­al oyster! And the warm dry rustle of flesh over flesh as she walks, mov­ing first one leg, then ad­van­cing the oth­er.

			Talk­ing of oc­topuses, the swim-blad­ders of deep-sea fishes are filled with al­most ab­so­lutely pure oxy­gen. C’est la vie—Gum­bril shrugged his shoulders.

			In Alpine pas­tures the grasshop­pers start their flight, whizz­ing like clock­work grasshop­pers. And these brown in­vis­ible ones re­veal them­selves sud­denly as they skim above the flowers—a streak of blue light­ning, a trail­ing curve of scar­let. Then the over­wing shuts down over the col­oured wing be­low and they are once more in­vis­ible fid­dlers rub­bing their thighs, like Lady Capri­corn, at the foot of the tower­ing flowers.

			For­gers give pat­ina to their me­di­ev­al ivor­ies by lend­ing them to stout young Jew­esses to wear for a few months hanging, like an am­u­let, between their breasts.

			In Itali­an cemeter­ies the fam­ily vaults are made of glass and iron, like green­houses.

			Sir Henry Griddle has fi­nally mar­ried the hog-faced gen­tle­wo­man.

			Piero della Francesca’s fresco of the Re­sur­rec­tion at San Sepol­cro is the most beau­ti­ful pic­ture in the world, and the hotel there is far from bad. Scriabine = le Ts­chaikovsky de nos jours. The dullest land­scape paint­er is Marchand. The best poet. …

			“You bore me,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Must I talk of love, then?” asked Gum­bril.

			“It looks like it,” Mrs. Viveash answered, and closed her eyes.

			Gum­bril told the an­ec­dote about Jo Peters, Con­nie As­ticot and Jim Baum. The an­ec­dote of Lola Knopf and the Bar­on­ess Gnomon. Of Mar­gher­ita Radicofani, him­self, and the Pas­tor Mey­er. Of Lord Cavey and little Toby Nobes. When he had fin­ished these, he saw that Mrs. Viveash had gone to sleep.

			He was not flattered. But a little sleep would do her head­ache, he re­flec­ted, a world of good. And know­ing that if he ceased to speak, she would prob­ably be woken by the sud­den blank­ness of the si­lence, he went on quietly talk­ing to him­self.

			“When I’m abroad this time,” he so­li­lo­quized, “I shall really be­gin writ­ing my auto­bi­o­graphy. There’s noth­ing like a hotel bed­room to work in.” He scratched his head thought­fully and even picked his nose, which was one of his bad habits, when he was alone. “People who know me,” he went on, “will think that what I write about the gov­erness cart and my moth­er and the flowers and so on is writ­ten merely be­cause I know in here,” he scratched his head a little harder to show him­self that he re­ferred to his brain, “that that’s the sort of thing one ought to write about. They’ll think I’m a sort of dingy Ro­main Rolland, hope­lessly try­ing to pre­tend that I feel the emo­tions and have the great spir­itu­al ex­per­i­ences, which the really im­port­ant people do feel and have. And per­haps they’ll be right. Per­haps the Life of Gum­bril will be as mani­festly an er­satz as the Life of Beeth­oven. On the oth­er hand, they may be as­ton­ished to find that it’s the genu­ine art­icle. We shall see.” Gum­bril nod­ded his head slowly, while he trans­ferred two pen­nies from his right-hand trouser pock­et to his left-hand trouser pock­et. He was some­what dis­tressed to find that these cop­pers had been tres­passing among the sil­ver. Sil­ver was for the right-hand, cop­per for the left. It was one of the laws which it was ex­tremely un­lucky to in­fringe. “I have a pre­mon­i­tion,” he went on, “that one of these days I may be­come a saint. An un­suc­cess­ful flick­er­ing sort of saint, like a candle be­gin­ning to go out. As for love—m’yes, m’yes. And as for the people I have met—I shall point out that I have known most of the em­in­ent men in Europe, and that I have said of all of them what I said after my first love af­fair: Is that all?”

			“Did you really say that about your first love af­fair?” asked Mrs. Viveash, who had woken up again.

			“Didn’t you?”

			“No. I said: This is all—everything, the uni­verse. In love, it’s either all or noth­ing at all.” She shut her eyes and al­most im­me­di­ately went to sleep again.

			Gum­bril con­tin­ued his lul­laby-so­li­lo­quy.

			“ ‘This charm­ing little book.’ … The Scots­man. ‘This far­rago of ob­scen­ity, slander and false psy­cho­logy.’ … Dar­ling­ton Echo. ‘Mr. Gum­bril’s first cous­in is St. Fran­cis Xavi­er, his second cous­in is the Earl of Rochester, his third cous­in is the Man of Feel­ing, his fourth cous­in is Dav­id Hume.’ … Court Journ­al.” Gum­bril was already tired of this joke. “When I con­sider how my light is spent,” he went on, “when I con­sider! … Herr Jesu, as Fraulein Nim­mernein used to ex­claim at the crit­ic­al mo­ment. Con­sider, dear cow, con­sider. This is not the time of year for grass to grow. Con­sider, dear cow, con­sider, con­sider.” He got up from his chair and tip­toed across the room to the writ­ing-table. An In­di­an dag­ger lay next to the blot­ting-pad; Mrs. Viveash used it as a pa­per-knife. Gum­bril picked it up, ex­ecuted sev­er­al passes with it. “Thumb on the blade,” he said, “and strike up­wards. On guard. Lunge. To the hilt it pen­et­rates. Pon­iard at the tip”—he ran the blade between his fin­gers—“caress by the time it reaches the hilt. Z—zip.” He put down the knife and stop­ping for a mo­ment to make a grim­ace at him­self in the mir­ror over the man­tel­piece, he went back to his chair.

			At sev­en o’clock Mrs. Viveash woke up. She shook her head to feel if the pain were still rolling about loose in­side her skull.

			“I really be­lieve I’m all right,” she said. She jumped up. “Come on,” she cried. “I feel ready for any­thing.”

			“And I feel like so much food for worms,” said Gum­bril. “Still, Ver­siam’ a tazza piena il gen­er­oso umor.” He hummed the Drink­ing Song out of Robert the Dev­il, and to that in­genu­ously jolly melody they left the house.

			Their taxi that even­ing cost them sev­er­al pounds. They made the man drive back and forth, like a shuttle, from one end of Lon­don to the oth­er. Every time they passed through Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus Mrs. Viveash leant out of the win­dow to look at the sky signs dan­cing their un­ceas­ing St. Vi­t­us’s dance above the monu­ment to the Earl of Shaft­es­bury.

			“How I ad­ore them!” she said the first time they passed them. “Those wheels that whizz round till the sparks fly out from un­der them: that rush­ing mo­tor, and that lovely bottle of port filling the glass and then dis­ap­pear­ing and re­appear­ing and filling it again. Too lovely.”

			“Too re­volt­ing,” Gum­bril cor­rec­ted her. “These things are the epi­leptic sym­bol of all that’s most bes­ti­al and idi­ot­ic in con­tem­por­ary life. Look at those beastly things and then look at that.” He poin­ted to the County Fire Of­fice on the north­ern side of the Cir­cus. “There stands de­cency, dig­nity, beauty, re­pose. And there flick­ers, there gib­bers and twitches—what? Rest­less­ness, dis­trac­tion, re­fus­al to think, any­thing for an un­quiet life. …”

			“What a de­li­cious ped­ant you are!” She turned away from the win­dow, put her hands on his shoulders and looked at him. “Too ex­quis­itely ri­dicu­lous!” And she kissed him.

			“You won’t force me to change my opin­ion.” Gum­bril smiled at her. “Ep­pur’ si muove—I stick to my guns like Ga­lileo. They move and they’re hor­rible.”

			“They’re me,” said Mrs. Viveash em­phat­ic­ally. “Those things are me.”

			They drove first to Lypi­att’s mews. Un­der the Pir­ane­sian arch. The clotheslines looped from win­dow to win­dow across the street might have been those ropes which form so es­sen­tial and so mys­ter­i­ous a part of the fur­niture of the Pris­ons. The place smelt, the chil­dren were shout­ing; the hy­ena-like laughter of the flap­pers re­ver­ber­ated between the close-set walls. All Gum­bril’s sense of so­cial re­spons­ib­il­ity was aroused in a mo­ment.

			Shut up in his room all day, Lypi­att had been writ­ing—writ­ing his whole life, all his ideas and ideals, all for Myra. The pile of scribbled sheets grew high­er and high­er. To­wards even­ing he made an end; he had writ­ten all that he wanted to write. He ate the re­mains of yes­ter­day’s loaf of bread and drank some wa­ter; for he real­ized sud­denly that he had been fast­ing the whole day. Then he com­posed him­self to think; he stretched him­self out on the brink of the well and looked down in­to the eye­less dark­ness.

			He still had his Ser­vice re­volver. Tak­ing it out of the draw­er in which it was kept, he loaded it, he laid it on the pack­ing-case which served him as a table at his bed’s head, and stretched him­self out on the bed. He lay quite still, his muscles all re­laxed, hardly breath­ing. He ima­gined him­self dead. De­ri­sion! there was still the plunge in­to the well.

			He picked up the pis­tol, looked down the bar­rel. Black and deep as the well. The muzzle against his fore­head was a cold mouth.

			There was noth­ing new to be thought about death. There was not even the pos­sib­il­ity of a new thought. Only the old thoughts, the hor­rible old ques­tions re­turned.

			The cold mouth to his fore­head, his fin­ger press­ing on the trig­ger. Already he would be fall­ing, fall­ing. And the an­ni­hil­at­ing crash would be the same as the faraway sound of death at the bot­tom of the well. And after that, in the si­lence? The old ques­tion was still the same.

			After that, he would lie bleed­ing. The flies would drink his blood as though it were red honey. In the end the people would come and fetch him away, and the cor­on­er’s jury would look at him in the mor­tu­ary and pro­nounce him tem­por­ar­ily in­sane. Then he would be bur­ied in a black hole, would be bur­ied and de­cay.

			And mean­while, would there be any­thing else? There was noth­ing new to be thought or asked. And there was still no an­swer.

			In the room it began to grow dark; col­ours van­ished, forms ran to­geth­er. The easel and Myra’s por­trait were now a single black sil­hou­ette against the win­dow. Near and far were fused, be­come one and con­tinu­ous in the dark­ness, be­came a part of the dark­ness. Out­side the win­dow the pale twi­light grew more sombre. The chil­dren shouted shrilly, play­ing their games un­der the green gas lamps. The mirth­less, fe­ro­cious laughter of young girls mocked and in­vited. Lypi­att stretched out his hand and fingered the pis­tol.

			Down be­low, at his door, he heard a sharp knock­ing. He lif­ted his head and listened, caught the sound of two voices, a man’s and a wo­man’s. Myra’s voice he re­cog­nized at once; the oth­er, he sup­posed, was Gum­bril’s.

			“Hideous to think that people ac­tu­ally live in places like this,” Gum­bril was say­ing. “Look at those chil­dren. It ought to be pun­ish­able by law to pro­duce chil­dren in this street.”

			“They al­ways take me for the Pied Piper,” said Mrs. Viveash. Lypi­att got up and crept to the win­dow. He could hear all they said.

			“I won­der if Lypi­att’s in. I don’t see any sign of a light.”

			“But he has heavy cur­tains,” said Mrs. Viveash, “and I know for a fact that he al­ways com­poses his po­etry in the dark. He may be com­pos­ing po­etry.”

			Gum­bril laughed.

			“Knock again,” said Mrs. Viveash. “Po­ets are al­ways ab­sorbed, you know. And Casimir’s al­ways the poet.”

			“Il Po­eta—cap­it­al P. Like d’An­nun­zio in the Itali­an pa­pers,” said Gum­bril. “Did you know that d’An­nun­zio has books prin­ted on mack­in­tosh for his bath?” He rapped again at the door. “I saw it in the Cor­ri­ere della Sera the oth­er day at the club. He reads the Little Flowers of St. Fran­cis by pref­er­ence in his bath. And he has a foun­tain pen with wa­ter­proof ink in the soap-dish, so that he can add a few Fior­etti of his own whenev­er he feels like it. We might sug­gest that to Casimir.”

			Lypi­att stood with fol­ded arms by the win­dow, listen­ing. How lightly they threw his life, his heart, from hand to hand, as though it were a ball and they were play­ing a game! He thought sud­denly of all the times he had spoken lightly and ma­li­ciously of oth­er people. His own per­son had al­ways seemed, on those oc­ca­sions, sac­red. One knew in the­ory very well that oth­ers spoke of one con­temp­tu­ously—as one spoke of them. In prac­tice—it was hard to be­lieve.

			“Poor Casimir!” said Mrs. Viveash. “I’m afraid his show was a fail­ure.”

			“I know it was,” said Gum­bril. “Com­plete and ab­so­lute. I told my tame cap­it­al­ist that he ought to em­ploy Lypi­att for our ad­vert­ise­ments. He’d be ex­cel­lent for those. And it would mean some genu­ine money in his pock­et.”

			“But the worst of it is,” said Mrs. Viveash, “that he’ll only feel in­sul­ted by the sug­ges­tion.” She looked up at the win­dow.

			“I don’t know why,” she went on, “this house looks most hor­ribly dead. I hope noth­ing’s happened to poor Casimir. I have a most dis­agree­able feel­ing that it may have.”

			“Ah, this fam­ous fem­in­ine in­tu­ition,” laughed Gum­bril. He knocked again.

			“I can’t help feel­ing that he may be ly­ing there dead, or de­li­ri­ous, or some­thing.”

			“And I can’t help feel­ing that he must have gone out to din­ner. We shall have to give him up, I’m afraid. It’s a pity. He’s so good with Mer­captan. Like bear and mastiff. Or rather, like bear and poodle, bear and King Charles’s span­iel—or whatever those little dogs are that you see ladies in eight­eenth-cen­tury French en­grav­ings tak­ing to bed with them. Let’s go.”

			“Just knock once again,” said Mrs. Viveash. “He might really be pre­oc­cu­pied, or asleep, or ill.” Gum­bril knocked. “Now listen. Hush.”

			They were si­lent; the chil­dren still went on hal­loo­ing in the dis­tance. There was a great clop-clop­ping of horse’s feet as a van was backed in­to a stable door near by. Lypi­att stood mo­tion­less, his arms still crossed, his chin on his breast. The seconds passed.

			“Not a sound,” said Gum­bril. “He must have gone out.”

			“I sup­pose so,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Come on, then. We’ll go and look for Mer­captan.”

			He heard their steps in the street be­low, heard the slam­ming of the taxi door. The en­gine was star­ted up. Loud on the first gear, less loud on the second, whis­per­ingly on the third, it moved away, gath­er­ing speed. The noise of it was merged with the gen­er­al noise of the town. They were gone.

			Lypi­att walked slowly back to his bed. He wished sud­denly that he had gone down to an­swer the last knock. These voices—at the well’s edge he had turned to listen to them; at the well’s ex­treme verge. He lay quite still in the dark­ness; and it seemed to him at last that he had floated away from the earth, that he was alone, no longer in a nar­row dark room, but in an il­lim­it­able dark­ness out­side and bey­ond. His mind grew calmer; he began to think of him­self, of all that he had known, re­motely, as though from a great way off.

			“Ad­or­able lights!” said Mrs. Viveash, as they drove once more through Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus.

			Gum­bril said noth­ing. He had said all that he had to say last time.

			“And there’s an­oth­er,” ex­claimed Mrs. Viveash, as they passed, near Bur­l­ing­ton House, a foun­tain of San­de­man’s port. “If only they had an auto­mat­ic jazz band at­tached to the same mech­an­ism!” she said re­gret­fully.

			The Green Park re­mained sol­it­ary and re­mote un­der the moon. “Wasted on us,” said Gum­bril, as they passed. “One should be hap­pily in love to en­joy a sum­mer night un­der the trees.” He wondered where Emily could be now. They sat in si­lence; the cab drove on.

			Mr. Mer­captan, it seemed, had left Lon­don. His house­keep­er had a long story to tell. A reg­u­lar Bolshev­ik had come yes­ter­day, push­ing in. And she had heard him shout­ing at Mr. Mer­captan in his own room. And then, luck­ily, a lady had come and the Bolshev­ik had gone away again. And this morn­ing Mr. Mer­captan had de­cided, quite sud­den like, to go away for two or three days. And it wouldn’t sur­prise her at all if it had some­thing to do with that hor­rible Bolshev­ik fel­low. Though of course Mas­ter Pas­ter hadn’t said any­thing about it. Still, as she’d known him when he was so high and seen him grow up like, she thought she could say she knew him well enough to guess why he did things. It was only bru­tally that they con­trived to tear them­selves away.

			Se­cure, mean­while, be­hind a whole troop of but­lers and foot­men, Mr. Mer­captan was din­ing com­fort­ably at Ox­hanger with the most faith­ful of his friends and ad­mirers, Mrs. Spee­gle. It was to Mrs. Spee­gle that he had ded­ic­ated his co­rus­cat­ing little “Loves of the Pa­chy­derms”; for Mrs. Spee­gle it was who had sug­ges­ted, cas­u­ally one day at lunch­eon, that the hu­man race ought to be clas­si­fied in two main spe­cies—the Pa­chy­derms, and those whose skin, like her own, like Mr. Mer­captan’s and a few oth­ers’, was fine and “re­spons­ive,” as Mr. Mer­captan him­self put it, “to all caresses, in­clud­ing those of pure reas­on.” Mr. Mer­captan had taken the cas­u­al hint and had de­veloped it, richly. The bar­bar­ous Pa­chy­derms he di­vided up in­to a num­ber of sub­spe­cies: ste­ato­ceph­ali, aceph­ali, theo­l­at­ers, in­dus­tri­ous Judæo­rhynci—busy, com­pact and hard as dung-beetles—Pe­abod­ies, Rus­si­ans and so on. It was all very witty and del­ic­ately sav­age. Mr. Mer­captan had a stand­ing in­vit­a­tion at Ox­hanger. With dan­ger­ous pa­chy­derms like Lypi­att ran­ging loose about the town, he thought it best to avail him­self of it. Mrs. Spee­gle, he knew, would be de­lighted to see him. And in­deed she was. He ar­rived just at lunch­time. Mrs. Spee­gle and Mais­ie Fur­longer were already at the fish.

			“Mer­captan!” Mrs. Spee­gle’s soul seemed to be in the name. “Sit down,” she went on, coo­ing as she talked, like a ring­dove. There seemed to be singing in every word she spoke. She poin­ted to a chair next to hers. “N’you’re n’just in time to tell us all about n’your Les­bi­an ex­per­i­ences.”

			And Mer­captan, giv­ing vent to his fully or­ches­trated laugh—squeal and roar to­geth­er—had sat down and, speak­ing in French partly, he nod­ded to­wards the but­ler and the foot­man, “à cause des valets,” and partly be­cause the lan­guage lent it­self more de­li­ciously to this kind of con­fid­ences, he had be­gun there and then, in­ter­rup­ted and spurred on by the coo­ing of Mrs. Spee­gle and the happy shrieks of Mais­ie Fur­longer, to re­count at length and with all the wit in the world his ex­per­i­ence among the Isles of Greece. How de­li­cious it was, he said to him­self, to be with really civ­il­ized people! In this happy house it seemed scarcely pos­sible to be­lieve that such a thing as a pa­chy­derm ex­is­ted.

			But Lypi­att still lay, face up­wards, on his bed, float­ing, it seemed to him­self, far out in­to the dark empti­nesses between the stars. From those dis­tant ab­stract spaces he seemed to be look­ing im­per­son­ally down upon his own body stretched out by the brink of the hideous well; to be look­ing back over his own his­tory. Everything, even his own un­hap­pi­ness, seemed very small and beau­ti­ful; every fright­ful con­vul­sion had be­come no more than a ripple, and only the fine mu­sic­al ghost of sound came up to him from all the shout­ing.

			“We have no luck,” said Gum­bril, as they climbed once more in­to the cab.

			“I’m not sure,” said Mrs. Viveash, “that we haven’t really had a great deal. Did you genu­inely want very much to see Mer­captan?”

			“Not in the least,” said Gum­bril. “But do you genu­inely want to see me?”

			Mrs. Viveash drew the corners of her mouth down in­to a pain­ful smile and did not an­swer. “Aren’t we go­ing to pass through Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus again?” she asked. “I should like to see the lights again. They give one tem­por­ar­ily the il­lu­sion of be­ing cheer­ful.”

			“No, no,” said Gum­bril, “we are go­ing straight to Vic­tor­ia.”

			“We couldn’t tell the driver to … ?”

			“Cer­tainly not.”

			“Ah, well,” said Mrs. Viveash. “Per­haps one’s bet­ter without stim­u­lants. I re­mem­ber when I was very young, when I first began to go about at all, how proud I was of hav­ing dis­covered cham­pagne. It seemed to me won­der­ful to get rather tipsy. Some­thing to be ex­ceed­ingly proud of. And, at the same time, how much I really dis­liked wine! Loathed the taste of it. Some­times, when Cal­li­ope and I used to dine quietly to­geth­er, tête-à-tête, with no aw­ful men about, and no ap­pear­ances to keep up, we used to treat ourselves to the lux­ury of a large lem­on-squash, or even rasp­berry syr­up and soda. Ah, I wish I could re­cap­ture the de­li­cious­ness of rasp­berry syr­up.”

			Cole­man was at home. After a brief delay he ap­peared him­self at the door. He was wear­ing py­ja­mas, and his face was covered with red-brown smears, the tips of his beard were clot­ted with the same dried pig­ment.

			“What have you been do­ing to your­self?” asked Mrs. Viveash.

			“Merely wash­ing in the blood of the Lamb,” Cole­man answered, smil­ing, and his eyes spark­ling blue fire, like an elec­tric ma­chine.

			The door on the op­pos­ite side of the little ves­ti­bule was open. Look­ing over Cole­man’s shoulder, Gum­bril could see through the open­ing a brightly lighted room and, in the middle of it, like a large rect­an­gu­lar is­land, a wide di­van. Re­clin­ing on the di­van an odal­isque by In­gres—but slim­mer, more ser­pent­ine, more like a lithe pink length of boa—presen­ted her back. That big, brown mole on the right shoulder was surely fa­mil­i­ar. But when, startled by the loud­ness of the voices be­hind her, the odal­isque turned round—to see in a hor­ribly em­bar­rass­ing in­stant that the Cos­sack had left the door open and that people could look in, were look­ing in, in­deed—the slant­ing eyes be­neath their heavy white lids, the fine aquil­ine nose, the wide, full-lipped mouth, though they presen­ted them­selves for only the frac­tion of a second, were still more re­cog­niz­able and fa­mil­i­ar. For only the frac­tion of a second did the odal­isque re­veal her­self def­in­itely as Rosie. Then a hand pulled fe­ver­ishly at the coun­ter­pane, the sec­tion of buff-col­oured boa wriggled and rolled; and, in a mo­ment, where an odal­isque had been, lay only a long pack­et un­der a white sheet, like a jockey with a frac­tured skull when they carry him from the course.

			Well, really. … Gum­bril felt pos­it­ively in­dig­nant; not jeal­ous, but as­ton­ished and right­eously in­dig­nant.

			“Well, when you’ve fin­ished bathing,” said Mrs. Viveash, “I hope you’ll come and have din­ner with us.” Cole­man was stand­ing between her and the farther door; Mrs. Viveash had seen noth­ing in the room bey­ond the ves­ti­bule.

			“I’m busy,” said Cole­man.

			“So I see.” Gum­bril spoke as sar­castic­ally as he could.

			“Do you see?” asked Cole­man, and looked round. “So you do!” He stepped back and closed the door.

			“It’s Theodore’s last din­ner,” pleaded Mrs. Viveash.

			“Not even if it were his last sup­per,” said Cole­man, en­chanted to have been giv­en the op­por­tun­ity to blas­pheme a little. “Is he go­ing to be cru­ci­fied? Or what?”

			“Merely go­ing abroad,” said Gum­bril.

			“He has a broken heart,” Mrs. Viveash ex­plained.

			“Ah, the genu­ine pla­ton­ic towsers?” Cole­man uttered his ar­ti­fi­cial de­mon’s laugh.

			“That’s just about it,” said Gum­bril, grimly.

			Re­lieved by the shut­ting of the door from her im­me­di­ate em­bar­rass­ment, Rosie threw back a corner of the coun­ter­pane and ex­truded her head, one arm and the shoulder with the mole on it. She looked about her, open­ing her slant­ing eyes as wide as she could. She listened with par­ted lips to the voices that came, muffled now, through the door. It seemed to her as though she were wak­ing up; as though now, for the first time, she were hear­ing that shat­ter­ing laugh, were look­ing now for the first time on these blank, white walls and the one lovely and hor­ri­fy­ing pic­ture. Where was she? What did it all mean? Rosie put her hand to her fore­head, tried to think. Her think­ing was al­ways a series of pic­tures; one after an­oth­er the pic­tures swam up be­fore her eyes, melted again in an in­stant.

			Her moth­er tak­ing off her pince-nez to wipe them—and at once her eyes were trem­u­lous and vague and help­less. “You should al­ways let the gen­tle­man get over the stile first,” she said, and put on her glasses again. Be­hind the glasses her eyes im­me­di­ately be­came clear, pier­cing, steady and ef­fi­cient. Rather for­mid­able eyes. They had seen Rosie get­ting over the stile in front of Wil­lie Hoskyns, and there was too much leg.

			James read­ing at his desk; his heavy, round head propped on his hand. She came up be­hind him and threw her arms round his neck. Very gently, and without turn­ing his eyes from the page, he un­did her em­brace and, with a little push that was no more than a hint, an im­plic­a­tion, sig­ni­fied that he didn’t want her. She had gone to her pink room, and cried.

			An­oth­er time James shook his head and smiled pa­tiently un­der his mous­tache. “You’ll nev­er learn,” he said. She had gone to her room and cried that time too.

			An­oth­er time they were ly­ing in bed to­geth­er, in the pink bed; only you couldn’t see it was pink be­cause there was no light. They were ly­ing very quietly. Warm and happy and re­mote she felt. Some­times as it were the phys­ic­al memory of pleas­ure plucked at her nerves, mak­ing her start, mak­ing her sud­denly shiver. James was breath­ing as though he were asleep. All at once he stirred. He pat­ted her shoulder two or three times in a kindly and busi­ness­like way. “I know what that means,” she said, “when you pat me like that.” And she pat­ted him—pat-pat-pat, very quickly. “It means you’re go­ing to bed.” “How do you know?” he asked. “Do you think I don’t know you after all this time? I know that pat by heart.” And sud­denly all her warm, quiet hap­pi­ness evap­or­ated; it was all gone. “I’m only a ma­chine for go­ing to bed with,” she said. “That’s all I am for you.” She felt she would like to cry. But James only laughed and said, “Non­sense!” and pulled his arm clum­sily from un­der­neath her. “You go to sleep,” he said, and kissed her on the fore­head. Then he got out of bed, and she heard him bump­ing clum­sily about in the dark­ness. “Damn!” he said once. Then he found the door, opened, and was gone.

			She thought of those long stor­ies she used to make up when she went shop­ping. The fas­ti­di­ous lady; the po­ets; all the ad­ven­tures.

			Toto’s hands were won­der­ful.

			She saw, she heard Mr. Mer­captan read­ing his es­say. Poor fath­er, read­ing aloud from the Hi­b­bert Journ­al!

			And now the Cos­sack, covered with blood. He, too, might read aloud from the Hi­b­bert Journ­al—only back­wards, so to speak. She had a bruise on her arm. “You think there’s noth­ing in­her­ently wrong and dis­gust­ing in it?” he had asked. “There is, I tell you.” He had laughed and kissed her and stripped off her clothes and caressed her. And she had cried, she had struggled, she had tried to turn away; and in the end she had been over­come by a pleas­ure more pier­cing and ag­on­iz­ing than any­thing she had ever felt be­fore. And all the time Cole­man had hung over her, with his blood­stained beard, smil­ing in­to her face, and whis­per­ing, “Hor­rible, hor­rible, in­fam­ous and shame­ful.” She lay in a kind of stupor. Then, sud­denly there had been that ringing. The Cos­sack had left her. And now she was awake again, and it was hor­rible, it was shame­ful. She shuddered; she jumped out of bed and began as quickly as she could to put on her clothes.

			“Really, really, won’t you come?” Mrs. Viveash was in­sist­ing. She was not used to people say­ing no when she asked, when she in­sisted. She didn’t like it.

			“No.” Cole­man shook his head. “You may be hav­ing the last sup­per. But I have a date here with the Mag­dalen.”

			“Oh, a wo­man,” said Viveash. “But why didn’t you say so be­fore?”

			“Well, as I’d left the door open,” said Cole­man, “I thought it was un­ne­ces­sary.”

			“Fie,” said Mrs. Viveash. “I find this very re­puls­ive. Let’s go away.” She plucked Gum­bril by the sleeve.

			“Good­bye,” said Cole­man, po­litely. He shut the door after them and turned back across the little hall.

			“What! Not think­ing of go­ing?” he ex­claimed, as he came in. Rosie was sit­ting down on the edge of the bed pulling on her shoes.

			“Go away,” she said. “You dis­gust me.”

			“But that’s splen­did,” Cole­man de­clared. “That’s all as it should be, all as I in­ten­ded.” He sat down be­side her on the di­van. “Really,” he said, ad­mir­ingly, “what ex­quis­ite legs!”

			Rosie would have giv­en any­thing in the world to be back again in Bloxam Gar­dens. Even if James did live in his books all the time. … Any­thing in the world.

			“This time,” said Mrs. Viveash, “we simply must go through Pic­ca­dilly Cir­cus.”

			“It’ll only be about two miles farther.”

			“Well, that isn’t much.”

			Gum­bril leaned out and gave the word to the driver.

			“And be­sides, I like driv­ing about like this,” said Mrs. Viveash. “I like driv­ing for driv­ing’s sake. It’s like the Last Ride To­geth­er. Dear Theodore!” She laid her hand on his.

			“Thank you,” said Gum­bril, and kissed it.

			The little cab buzzed along down the empty Mall. They were si­lent. Through the thick air one could see the bright­est of the stars. It was one of those even­ings when men feel that truth, good­ness and beauty are one. In the morn­ing, when they com­mit their dis­cov­ery to pa­per, when oth­ers read it writ­ten there, it looks wholly ri­dicu­lous. It was one of those even­ings when love is once more in­ven­ted for the first time. That, too, seems a little ri­dicu­lous, some­times, in the morn­ing.

			“Here are the lights again,” said Mrs. Viveash. “Hop, twitch, flick—yes, genu­inely an il­lu­sion of jol­lity, Theodore. Genu­inely.”

			Gum­bril stopped the cab. “It’s after half-past eight,” he said. “At this rate we shall nev­er get any­thing to eat. Wait a minute.”

			He ran in­to Ap­pen­rodt’s, and came back in a mo­ment with a pack­et of smoked sal­mon sand­wiches, a bottle of white wine and a glass.

			“We have a long way to go,” he ex­plained, as he got in­to the taxi.

			They ate their sand­wiches, they drank their wine. The taxi drove on and on.

			“This is pos­it­ively ex­hil­ar­at­ing,” said Mrs. Viveash, as they turned in­to the Edg­ware Road.

			Pol­ished by the wheels and shin­ing like an old and pre­cious bronze, the road stretched be­fore them, re­flect­ing the lamps. It had the in­vit­ing air of a road which goes on forever.

			“They used to have such good peep­shows in this street,” Gum­bril ten­derly re­membered: “Little back shops where you paid two­pence to see the genu­ine mer­maid, which turned out to be a stuffed wal­rus, and the tat­tooed lady, and the dwarf, and the liv­ing statu­ary, which one al­ways hoped, as a boy, was really go­ing to be rather na­ked and thrill­ing, but which was al­ways the most pathet­ic of un­em­ployed bar­maids, dressed in the thick­est of pink Jae­ger.”

			“Do you think there’d be any of those now?” asked Mrs. Viveash.

			Gum­bril shook his head. “They’ve moved on with the march of civil­iz­a­tion. But where?” He spread out his hands in­ter­rog­at­ively. “I don’t know which dir­ec­tion civil­iz­a­tion marches—wheth­er north to­wards Kil­burn and Golders Green, or over the river to the Ele­phant, to Clapham and Syden­ham and all those oth­er mys­ter­i­ous places. But, in any case, high rents have marched up here; there are no more genu­ine mer­maids in the Edg­ware Road. What stor­ies we shall be able to tell our chil­dren!”

			“Do you think we shall ever have any?” Mrs. Viveash asked.

			“One can nev­er tell.”

			“I should have thought one could,” said Mrs. Viveash. Chil­dren—that would be the most des­per­ate ex­per­i­ment of all. The most des­per­ate, and per­haps the only one hav­ing any chance of be­ing suc­cess­ful. His­tory re­cor­ded cases. … On the oth­er hand, it re­cor­ded oth­er cases that proved the op­pos­ite. She had of­ten thought of this ex­per­i­ment. There were so many ob­vi­ous reas­ons for not mak­ing it. But some day, per­haps—she al­ways put it off, like that.

			The cab had turned off the main road in­to quieter and dark­er streets.

			“Where are we now?” asked Mrs. Viveash.

			“Pen­et­rat­ing in­to Maida Vale. We shall soon be there. Poor old Shear­wa­ter!” He laughed. Oth­er people in love were al­ways ab­surd.

			“Shall we find him in, I won­der?” It would be fun to see Shear­wa­ter again. She liked to hear him talk­ing, learn­edly, and like a child. But when the child is six feet high and three feet wide and two feet thick, when it tries to plunge head first in­to your life—then, really, no. … “But what did you want with me?” he had asked. “Just to look at you,” she answered. Just to look; that was all. Mu­sic hall, not bou­doir.

			“Here we are.” Gum­bril got out and rang the second floor bell.

			The door was opened by an im­per­tin­ent-look­ing little maid.

			“Mr. Shear­wa­ter’s at the lav­at­ory,” she said, in an­swer to Gum­bril’s ques­tion.

			“Labor­at­ory?” he sug­ges­ted.

			“At the ’os­pit­al.” That made it clear.

			“And is Mrs. Shear­wa­ter at home?” he asked ma­li­ciously.

			The little maid shook her head. “I ex­pec­ted ’er, but she didn’t come back to din­ner.”

			“Would you mind giv­ing her a mes­sage when she does come in,” said Gum­bril. “Tell her that Mr. Toto was very sorry he hadn’t time to speak to her when he saw her this even­ing in Pimlico.”

			“Mr. who?”

			“Mr. Toto.”

			“Mr. Toto is sorry ’e ’adn’t the time to speak to Mrs. Shear­wa­ter when ’e saw ’er in Pimlico this even­ing. Very well, sir.”

			“You won’t for­get?” said Gum­bril.

			“No, I won’t for­get.”

			He went back to the cab and ex­plained that they had drawn blank once more.

			“I’m rather glad,” said Mrs. Viveash. “If we ever did find any­body, it would mean the end of this Last-Ride-To­geth­er feel­ing. And that would be sad. And it’s a lovely night. And really, for the mo­ment, I feel I can do without my lights. Sup­pose we just drove for a bit now.”

			But Gum­bril would not al­low that. “We haven’t had enough to eat yet,” he said, and he gave the cab­man Gum­bril Seni­or’s ad­dress.

			Gum­bril Seni­or was sit­ting on his little iron bal­cony among the dried-out pots that had once held gerani­ums, smoking his pipe and look­ing earn­estly out in­to the dark­ness in front of him. Clustered in the four­teen plane trees of the square, the starlings were already asleep. There was no sound but the rust­ling of the leaves. But some­times, every hour or so, the birds would wake up. Some­thing—per­haps it might be a stronger gust of wind, per­haps some happy dream of worms, some night­mare of cats sim­ul­tan­eously dreamed by all the flock to­geth­er—would sud­denly rouse them. And then they would all start to talk at once, at the tops of their shrill voices—for per­haps half a minute. Then in an in­stant they all went to sleep again and there was once more no sound but the rust­ling of the shaken leaves. At these mo­ments Mr. Gum­bril would lean for­ward, would strain his eyes and his ears in the hope of see­ing, of hear­ing some­thing—some­thing sig­ni­fic­ant, ex­plan­at­ory, sat­is­fy­ing. He nev­er did, of course; but that in no way di­min­ished his hap­pi­ness.

			Mr. Gum­bril re­ceived them on his bal­cony with cour­tesy.

			“I was just think­ing of go­ing in to work,” he said. “And now you come and give me a good ex­cuse for sit­ting out here a little longer. I’m de­lighted.”

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or went down­stairs to see what he could find in the way of food. While he was gone, his fath­er ex­plained to Mrs. Viveash the secrets of the birds. En­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, his light floss of grey hair float­ing up and fall­ing again about his head as he poin­ted and ges­tic­u­lated, he told her; the great flocks as­sembled—good­ness only knew where!—they flew across the golden sky, de­tach­ing here a little troop, there a whole le­gion, they flew un­til at last all had found their ap­poin­ted rest­ing-places and there were no more to fly. He made this nightly flight sound ep­ic­al, as though it were a mi­gra­tion of peoples, a pas­sage of armies.

			“And it’s my firm be­lief,” said Gum­bril Seni­or, adding notes to his epic, “that they make use of some sort of tele­pathy, some kind of dir­ect mind-to-mind com­mu­nic­a­tion between them­selves. You can’t watch them without com­ing to that con­clu­sion.”

			“A charm­ing con­clu­sion,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“It’s a fac­ulty,” Gum­bril Seni­or went on, “we all pos­sess, I be­lieve. All we an­im­als.” He made a ges­ture which in­cluded him­self, Mrs. Viveash and the in­vis­ible birds among the plane trees. “Why don’t we use it more? You may well ask. For the simple reas­on, my dear young lady, that half our ex­ist­ence is spent in deal­ing with things that have no mind—things with which it is im­possible to hold tele­path­ic com­mu­nic­a­tion. Hence the de­vel­op­ment of the five senses. I have eyes that pre­serve me from run­ning in­to the lamp­post, ears that warn me I’m in the neigh­bour­hood of Niagara. And hav­ing made these in­stru­ments very ef­fi­cient, I use them even in hold­ing con­verse with oth­er be­ings hav­ing a mind. I let my tele­path­ic fac­ulty lie idle, pre­fer­ring to em­ploy an elab­or­ate and cum­brous ar­range­ment of sym­bols in or­der to make my thought known to you through your senses. In cer­tain in­di­vidu­als, how­ever, the fac­ulty is nat­ur­ally so well-de­veloped—like the mu­sic­al, or the math­em­at­ic­al, or the chess-play­ing fac­ulties in oth­er people—that they can­not help en­ter­ing in­to dir­ect com­mu­nic­a­tion with oth­er minds, wheth­er they want to or not. If we knew a good meth­od of edu­cat­ing and draw­ing out the lat­ent fac­ulty, most of us could make ourselves mod­er­ately ef­fi­cient tele­paths; just as most of us can make ourselves in­to mod­er­ate mu­si­cians, chess play­ers and math­em­aticians. There would also be a few, no doubt, who could nev­er com­mu­nic­ate dir­ectly. Just as there are a few who can­not re­cog­nize ‘Rule Brit­an­nia’ or Bach’s Con­certo in D minor for two vi­ol­ins, and a few who can­not com­pre­hend the nature of an al­geb­ra­ic­al sym­bol. Look at the gen­er­al de­vel­op­ment of the math­em­at­ic­al and mu­sic­al fac­ulties only with­in the last two hun­dred years. By the twenty-first cen­tury, I be­lieve, we shall all be tele­paths. Mean­while, these de­light­ful birds have fore­stalled us. Not hav­ing the wit to in­vent a lan­guage or an ex­press­ive pan­to­mime, they con­trive to com­mu­nic­ate such simple thoughts as they have, dir­ectly and in­stant­an­eously. They all go to sleep at once, wake at once, say the same thing at once; they turn all at once when they’re fly­ing. Without a lead­er, without a word of com­mand, they do everything to­geth­er, in com­plete uni­son. Sit­ting here in the even­ings, I some­times fancy I can feel their thoughts strik­ing against my own. It has happened to me once or twice: that I have known a second be­fore it ac­tu­ally happened, that the birds were go­ing to wake up and be­gin their half-minute of chat­ter in the dark. Wait! Hush.” Gum­bril Seni­or threw back his head, pressed his hand over his mouth, as though by com­mand­ing si­lence on him­self he could com­mand it on the whole world. “I be­lieve they’re go­ing to wake now. I feel it.”

			He was si­lent. Mrs. Viveash looked to­wards the dark trees and listened. A full minute passed. Then the old gen­tle­man burst out hap­pily laugh­ing.

			“Com­pletely wrong!” he said. “They’ve nev­er been more soundly asleep.” Mrs. Viveash laughed too. “Per­haps they all changed their minds, just as they were wak­ing up,” she sug­ges­ted.

			Gum­bril Ju­ni­or re­appeared; glasses clinked as he walked, and there was a little rattle of crock­ery. He was car­ry­ing a tray.

			“Cold beef,” he said, “and salad and a bit of a cold apple-pie. It might be worse.”

			They drew up chairs to Gum­bril Seni­or’s workt­able, and there, among the let­ters and the un­paid bills and the sketchy el­ev­a­tions of archi­du­cal palaces, they ate the beef and the apple-pie, and drank the one-and-nine­penny vin or­din­aire of the house. Gum­bril Seni­or, who had already supped, looked on at them from the bal­cony.

			“Did I tell you,” said Gum­bril Ju­ni­or, “that we saw Mr. Porteous’s son the oth­er even­ing—very drunk?”

			Gum­bril Seni­or threw up his hands. “If you knew the calam­it­ies that young im­be­cile has been the cause of!”

			“What’s he done?”

			“Gambled away I don’t know how much bor­rowed money. And poor Porteous can’t af­ford any­thing—even now.” Mr. Gum­bril shook his head and clutched and combed his beard. “It’s a fear­ful blow, but of course, Porteous is very stead­fast and se­rene and. … There!” Gum­bril Seni­or in­ter­rup­ted him­self, hold­ing up his hand. “Listen!”

			In the four­teen plane trees the starlings had sud­denly woken up.

			There was a wild out­burst, like a stormy sit­ting in the Itali­an Par­lia­ment. Then all was si­lent. Gum­bril Seni­or listened, en­chanted. His face, as he turned back to­wards the light, re­vealed it­self all smiles. His hair seemed to have blown loose of its own ac­cord, from with­in, so to speak; he pushed it in­to place.

			“You heard them?” he asked Mrs. Viveash. “What can they have to say to one an­oth­er, I won­der, at this time of night?”

			“And did you feel they were go­ing to wake up?” Mrs. Viveash in­quired.

			“No,” said Gum­bril Seni­or with cand­our.

			“When we’ve fin­ished,” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or spoke with his mouth full, “you must show Myra your mod­el of Lon­don. She’d ad­ore it—ex­cept that it has no elec­tric sky-signs.”

			His fath­er looked all of a sud­den very much em­bar­rassed. “I don’t think it would in­terest Mrs. Viveash much,” he said.

			“Oh, yes it would. Really,” she de­clared.

			“Well, as a mat­ter of fact it isn’t here.” Gum­bril Seni­or pulled with fury at his beard.

			“Not here? But what’s happened to it?”

			Gum­bril Seni­or wouldn’t ex­plain. He just ig­nored his son’s ques­tion and began to talk once more about the starlings. Later on, how­ever, when Gum­bril and Mrs. Viveash were pre­par­ing to go, the old man drew him apart in­to a corner and began to whis­per the ex­plan­a­tion.

			“I didn’t want to blare it about in front of strangers,” he said, as though it were a ques­tion of the house­maid’s il­le­git­im­ate baby or a re­pair to the wa­ter-closet. “But the fact is, I’ve sold it. The Vic­tor­ia and Al­bert had wind that I was mak­ing it; they’ve been want­ing it all the time. And I’ve let them have it.”

			“But why?” Gum­bril Ju­ni­or asked in a tone of as­ton­ish­ment. He knew with what a pa­ternal af­fec­tion—no, more than pa­ternal; for he was sure that his fath­er was more whole­heartedly at­tached to his mod­els than his son—with what pride he re­garded these chil­dren of his spir­it.

			Gum­bril Seni­or sighed. “It’s all that young im­be­cile,” he said.

			“What young im­be­cile?”

			“Porteous’s son, of course. You see, poor Porteous has had to sell his lib­rary, among oth­er things. You don’t know what that means to him. All these pre­cious books. And col­lec­ted at the price of such hard­ships. I thought I’d like to buy a few of the best ones back for him. They gave me quite a good price at the Mu­seum.” He came out of his corner and hur­ried across the room to help Mrs. Viveash with her cloak. “Al­low me, al­low me,” he said.

			Slowly and pens­ively Gum­bril Ju­ni­or fol­lowed him. Bey­ond good and evil? Be­low good and evil? The name of ear­wig. … The tubby pony trot­ted. The wild columbines sus­pen­ded, among the shad­ows of the hazel copse, hooked spurs, hel­mets of aer­i­al purple. The twelfth son­ata of Moz­art was in­sect­icide; no ear­wigs could crawl through that mu­sic. Emily’s breasts were firm and poin­ted and she had slept at last without a tremor. In the star­light, good, true and beau­ti­ful be­came one. Write the dis­cov­ery in books—in books quos, in the morn­ing, le­gimus cacantes. They des­cen­ded the stairs. The cab was wait­ing out­side.

			“The Last Ride again,” said Mrs. Viveash.

			“Gol­gotha Hos­pit­al, South­wark,” said Gum­bril to the driver and fol­lowed her in­to the cab.

			“Drive, drive, drive,” re­peated Mrs. Viveash. “I like your fath­er, Theodore. One of these days he’ll fly away with the birds. And how nice it is of those starlings to wake them­selves up like that in the middle of the night, merely to amuse him. Con­sid­er­ing how un­pleas­ant it is to be woken in the night. Where are we go­ing?”

			“We’re go­ing to look at Shear­wa­ter in his labor­at­ory.”

			“Is that a long way away?”

			“Im­mensely,” said Gum­bril.

			“Thank God for that,” Mrs. Viveash pi­ously and ex­pir­ingly breathed.

		
	
		
			XXII

			Shear­wa­ter sat on his sta­tion­ary bi­cycle, ped­alling un­ceas­ingly like a man in a night­mare. The ped­als were geared to a little wheel un­der the saddle and the rim of the wheel rubbed, as it re­volved against a brake, care­fully ad­jus­ted to make the work of the ped­al­ler hard, but not im­possibly hard. From a pipe which came up through the floor is­sued a little jet of wa­ter which played on the brake and kept it cool. But no jet of wa­ter played on Shear­wa­ter. It was his busi­ness to get hot. He did get hot.

			From time to time his dog-faced young friend, Lan­cing, came and looked through the win­dow of the ex­per­i­ment­ing cham­ber to see how he was get­ting on. In­side that little wooden house, which might have re­minded Lan­cing, if he had had a lit­er­ary turn of mind, of the Box in which Gul­li­v­er left Brobd­ing­nag, the scenes of in­tim­ate life were the same every time he looked in. Shear­wa­ter was al­ways at his post on the saddle of the night­mare bi­cycle, ped­alling, ped­alling. The wa­ter trickled over the brake. And Shear­wa­ter sweated. Great drops of sweat came ooz­ing out from un­der his hair, ran down over his fore­head, hung beaded on his eye­brows, ran in­to his eyes, down his nose, along his cheeks, fell like rain­drops. His thick bull-neck was wet; his whole na­ked body, his arms and legs streamed and shone. The sweat poured off him and was caught as it rained down in a wa­ter­proof sheet, to trickle down its slop­ing folds in­to a large glass re­cept­acle which stood un­der a hole in the centre of the sheet at the fo­cal point where all its slopes con­verged. The auto­mat­ic­ally con­trolled heat­ing ap­par­at­us in the base­ment kept the tem­per­at­ure in the box high and steady. Peer­ing through the damp-dimmed panes of the win­dow. Lan­cing no­ticed with sat­is­fac­tion that the mer­cury stood un­chan­gingly at twenty-sev­en point five Cen­ti­grade. The vent­il­at­ors at the side and top of the box were open; Shear­wa­ter had air enough. An­oth­er time, Lan­cing re­flec­ted, they’d make the box air­tight and see the ef­fect of a little car­bon di­ox­ide pois­on­ing on top of ex­cess­ive sweat­ing. It might be very in­ter­est­ing, but today they were con­cerned with sweat­ing only. After see­ing that the ther­mo­met­er was steady, that the vent­il­at­ors were prop­erly open, the wa­ter was still trick­ling over the brake, Lan­cing would tap at the win­dow. And Shear­wa­ter, who kept his eyes fixed straight be­fore him, as he ped­alled slowly and un­re­mit­tingly along his night­mare road, would turn his head at the sound.

			“All right?” Lan­cing’s lips moved and his eye­brows went up in­quir­ingly.

			Shear­wa­ter would nod his big, round head, and the sweat­drops, sus­pen­ded on his eye­brows and his mous­tache, would fall like little li­quid fruits shaken sud­denly by the wind.

			“Good,” and Lan­cing would go back to his thick Ger­man book un­der the read­ing-lamp at the oth­er end of the labor­at­ory.

			Con­stant as the ther­mo­met­er Shear­wa­ter ped­alled stead­ily and slowly on. With a few brief halts for food and rest, he had been ped­alling ever since lunch­time. At el­ev­en he would go to bed on a shake­down in the labor­at­ory and at nine to­mor­row morn­ing he would re-enter the box and start ped­alling again. He would go on all to­mor­row and the day after; and after that, as long as he could stand it. One, two, three, four. Ped­al, ped­al, ped­al. … He must have trav­elled the equi­val­ent of sixty or sev­enty miles this af­ter­noon. He would be get­ting on for Swin­don. He would be nearly at Ports­mouth. He would be past Cam­bridge, past Ox­ford. He would be nearly at Har­wich, ped­alling through the green and golden val­leys where Con­stable used to paint. He would be at Winchester by the bright stream. He would have rid­den through the beech woods of Ar­undel out in­to the sea. …

			In any case he was far away, he was es­cap­ing. And Mrs. Viveash fol­lowed, walk­ing sway­ingly along on feet that seemed to tread between two abysses, at her leis­ure. Ped­al, ped­al. The hy­dro­gen ion con­cen­tra­tion in the blood. … For­mid­ably, calmly, her eyes re­garded. The lids cut off an arc of those pale circles. When she smiled, it was a cru­ci­fix­ion. The coils of her hair were cop­per ser­pents. Her small ges­tures loosened enorm­ous frag­ments of the uni­verse and at the faint dy­ing sound of her voice they had fallen in ru­ins about him. His world was no longer safe, it had ceased to stand on its found­a­tions. Mrs. Viveash walked among his ru­ins and did not even no­tice them. He must build up again. Ped­al, ped­al. He was not merely es­cap­ing; he was work­ing a build­ing ma­chine. It must be built with pro­por­tion; with pro­por­tion, the old man had said. The old man ap­peared in the middle of the night­mare road in front of him, clutch­ing his beard. Pro­por­tion, pro­por­tion. There were first a lot of dirty rocks ly­ing about; then there was St. Paul’s. These bits of his life had to be built up pro­por­tion­ably.

			There was work. And there was talk about work and ideas. And there were men who could talk about work and ideas. But so far as he had been con­cerned that was about all they could do. He would have to find out what else they did; it was in­ter­est­ing. And he would have to find out what oth­er men did; men who couldn’t talk about work and not much about ideas. They had as good kid­neys as any­one else.

			And then there were wo­men.

			On the night­mare road he re­mained sta­tion­ary. The ped­als went round and round un­der his driv­ing feet; the sweat ran off him. He was es­cap­ing, and yet he was also draw­ing near­er. He would have to draw near­er. “Wo­man, what have I to do with you?” Not enough; too much.

			Not enough—he was build­ing her in, a great pil­lar next to the pil­lar of work.

			Too much—he was es­cap­ing. If he had not caged him­self here in this hot box, he would have run out after her, to throw him­self—all in frag­ments, all dis­sip­ated and use­less—in front of her. And she wanted none of him. But per­haps it would be worse, per­haps it would be far, far worse if she did.

			The old man stood in the road be­fore him, clutch­ing his beard, cry­ing out, “Pro­por­tion, pro­por­tion.” He trod and trod at his build­ing ma­chine, work­ing up the pieces of his life, stead­ily, un­re­mit­tingly work­ing them in­to a pro­por­tion­able whole, in­to a dome that should hang, light, spa­cious and high, as though by a mir­acle, on the empty air. He trod and trod, es­cap­ing, mile after mile in­to fa­tigue, in­to wis­dom. He was at Dover now, ped­alling across the Chan­nel. He was cross­ing a di­vid­ing gulf and there would be safety on the oth­er side; the cliffs of Dover were already be­hind him. He turned his head as though to look back at them; the drops of sweat were shaken from his eye­brows, from the shaggy fringes of his mous­tache. He turned his head from the blank wooden wall in front of him over his left shoulder. A face was look­ing through the ob­ser­va­tion win­dow be­hind him—a wo­man’s face.

			It was the face of Mrs. Viveash.

			Shear­wa­ter uttered a cry and at once turned back again. He re­doubled his ped­alling. One, two, three, four—furi­ously he rushed along the night­mare road. She was haunt­ing him now in hal­lu­cin­a­tions. She was pur­su­ing and she was gain­ing on him. Will, wis­dom, res­ol­u­tion and un­der­stand­ing were of no avail, then? But there was al­ways fa­tigue. The sweat poured down his face, streamed down the in­den­ted run­nel of his spine, along the seam at the meet­ing-place of the ribs. His loin­cloth was wringing wet. The drops pattered con­tinu­ously on the wa­ter­proof sheet. His calves and the muscles of his thighs ached with ped­alling. One, two, three, four—he trod round a hun­dred times with either foot. After that he ven­tured to turn his head once more. He was re­lieved, and at the same time he was dis­ap­poin­ted, to see that there was now no face at the win­dow. He had ex­or­cised the hal­lu­cin­a­tion. He settled down to a more leis­urely ped­alling.

			In the an­nexe of the labor­at­ory the an­im­als de­voted to the ser­vice of physiology were woken by the sud­den open­ing of the door, the sud­den ir­rup­tion of light. The al­bino guinea-pigs peered through the meshes of their hutch and their red eyes were like the rear-lights of bi­cycles. The preg­nant she-rab­bits lolloped out and shook their ears and poin­ted their trem­u­lous noses to­wards the door. The cock in­to which Shear­wa­ter had en­graf­ted an ovary came out, not know­ing wheth­er to crow or cluck.

			“When he’s with hens,” Lan­cing ex­plained to his vis­it­ors, “he thinks he’s a cock. When he’s with a cock, he’s con­vinced he’s a pul­let.”

			The rats who were be­ing fed on milk from a Lon­don dairy came tum­bling from their nest with an anxious hungry squeak­ing. They were get­ting thin­ner and thin­ner every day; in a few days they would be dead. But the old rat, whose diet was Grade A milk from the coun­try, hardly took the trouble to move. He was as fat and sleek as a brown furry fruit, ripe to burst­ing. No skim and chalky wa­ter, no dried dung and tubercle ba­cilli for him. He was in clover. Next week, how­ever, the fates were plot­ting to give him dia­betes ar­ti­fi­cially.

			In their glass pa­goda the little black ax­o­lotls crawled, the her­aldry of Mex­ico, among a scanty herb­age. The beetles, who had had their heads cut off and re­placed by the heads of oth­er beetles, dar­ted un­cer­tainly about, some obey­ing their heads, some their gen­it­al or­gans. A fif­teen-year-old mon­key, re­ju­ven­ated by the Stein­ach pro­cess, was dis­covered by the light of Lan­cing’s elec­tric torch, shak­ing the bars that sep­ar­ated him from the green-furred, bald-rumped, bearded young beauty in the next cage. He was gnash­ing his teeth with thwarted pas­sion.

			Lan­cing ex­pounded to the vis­it­ors all the secrets. The vast, un­be­liev­able, fant­ast­ic world opened out as he spoke. There were trop­ics, there were cold seas busy with liv­ing be­ings, there were forests full of hor­rible trees, si­lence and dark­ness. There were fer­ments and in­fin­ites­im­al pois­ons float­ing in the air. There were le­viath­ans suck­ling their young, there were flies and worms, there were men, liv­ing in cit­ies, think­ing, know­ing good and evil. And all were chan­ging con­tinu­ously, mo­ment by mo­ment, and each re­mained all the time it­self by vir­tue of some un­ima­gin­able en­chant­ment. They were all alive. And on the oth­er side of the court­yard bey­ond the shed in which the an­im­als slept or un­eas­ily stirred, in the huge hos­pit­al that went up sheer like a win­dowed cliff in­to the air, men and wo­men were ceas­ing to be them­selves, or were strug­gling to re­main them­selves. They were dy­ing, they were strug­gling to live. The oth­er win­dows looked on to the river. The lights of Lon­don Bridge were on the right, of Black­fri­ars to the left. On the op­pos­ite shore, St. Paul’s floated up as though self-sup­por­ted in the moon­light. Like time the river flowed, si­lent and black. Gum­bril and Mrs. Viveash leaned their el­bows on the sill and looked out. Like time the river flowed, stanch­lessly, as though from a wound in the world’s side. For a long time they were si­lent. They looked out, without speak­ing, across the flow of time, at the stars, at the hu­man sym­bol hanging mi­ra­cu­lously in the moon­light. Lan­cing had gone back to his Ger­man book; he had no time to waste look­ing out of win­dows.

			“To­mor­row,” said Gum­bril at last, med­it­at­ively.

			“To­mor­row,” Mrs. Viveash in­ter­rup­ted him, “will be as aw­ful as today.” She breathed it like a truth from bey­ond the grave pre­ma­turely re­vealed, ex­pir­ingly from her deathbed with­in.

			“Come, come,” pro­tested Gum­bril.

			In his hot box Shear­wa­ter sweated and ped­alled. He was across the Chan­nel now; he felt him­self safe. Still he trod on; he would be at Ami­ens by mid­night if he went on at this rate. He was es­cap­ing, he had es­caped. He was build­ing up his strong light dome of life. Pro­por­tion, cried the old man, pro­por­tion! And it hung there, pro­por­tioned and beau­ti­ful in the dark, con­fused hor­ror of his de­sires, sol­id and strong and dur­able among his broken thoughts. Time flowed darkly past.

			“And now,” said Mrs. Viveash, straight­en­ing her­self up, and giv­ing her­self a little shake, “now we’ll drive to Hamp­stead and have a look at Piers Cot­ton.”
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