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			To

			my wife

			I ded­ic­ate the For­syte Saga

			in its en­tirety,

			be­liev­ing it to be of all my works

			the least un­worthy of one

			without whose en­cour­age­ment, sym­pathy,

			and cri­ti­cism

			I could nev­er have be­come even

			such a writer as I am.

		
	
		
			Preface

			The For­syte Saga was the title ori­gin­ally destined for that part of it which is called The Man of Prop­erty; and to ad­opt it for the col­lec­ted chron­icles of the For­syte fam­ily has in­dulged the For­sytean tenacity that is in all of us. The word “saga” might be ob­jec­ted to on the ground that it con­notes the hero­ic and that there is little hero­ism in these pages. But it is used with a suit­able irony; and, after all, this long tale, though it may deal with folk in frock coats, fur­bel­ows, and a gilt-edged peri­od, is not devoid of the es­sen­tial heat of con­flict. Dis­count­ing for the gi­gant­ic stature and bloodthirsti­ness of old days, as they have come down to us in fairytale and le­gend, the folk of the old sagas were For­sytes, as­suredly, in their pos­sess­ive in­stincts, and as little proof against the in­roads of beauty and pas­sion as Swith­in, Soames, or even Young Joly­on. And if hero­ic fig­ures, in days that nev­er were, seem to startle out from their sur­round­ings in fash­ion un­be­com­ing to a For­syte of the Vic­tori­an era, we may be sure that tri­bal in­stinct was even then the prime force, and that “fam­ily” and the sense of home and prop­erty coun­ted as they do to this day, for all the re­cent ef­forts to “talk them out.”

			So many people have writ­ten and claimed that their fam­il­ies were the ori­gin­als of the For­sytes that one has been al­most en­cour­aged to be­lieve in the typ­ic­al­ity of an ima­gined spe­cies. Man­ners change and modes evolve, and “Timothy’s on the Bayswa­ter Road” be­comes a nest of the un­be­liev­able in all ex­cept es­sen­tials; we shall not look upon its like again, nor per­haps on such a one as James or Old Joly­on. And yet the fig­ures of In­sur­ance So­ci­et­ies and the ut­ter­ances of Judges re­as­sure us daily that our earthly para­dise is still a rich pre­serve, where the wild raid­ers, Beauty and Pas­sion, come steal­ing in, filch­ing se­cur­ity from be­neath our noses. As surely as a dog will bark at a brass band, so will the es­sen­tial Soames in hu­man nature ever rise up un­eas­ily against the dis­sol­u­tion which hov­ers round the folds of own­er­ship.

			“Let the dead Past bury its dead” would be a bet­ter say­ing if the Past ever died. The per­sist­ence of the Past is one of those tra­gi­com­ic bless­ings which each new age denies, com­ing cock­sure on to the stage to mouth its claim to a per­fect nov­elty.

			But no Age is so new as that! Hu­man Nature, un­der its chan­ging pre­ten­sions and clothes, is and ever will be very much of a For­syte, and might, after all, be a much worse an­im­al.

			Look­ing back on the Vic­tori­an era, whose ripe­ness, de­cline, and “fall-of” is in some sort pic­tured in the For­syte Saga, we see now that we have but jumped out of a fry­ing-pan in­to a fire. It would be dif­fi­cult to sub­stan­ti­ate a claim that the case of Eng­land was bet­ter in 1913 than it was in 1886, when the For­sytes as­sembled at Old Joly­on’s to cel­eb­rate the en­gage­ment of June to Philip Bosin­ney. And in 1920, when again the clan gathered to bless the mar­riage of Fleur with Mi­chael Mont, the state of Eng­land is as surely too mol­ten and bank­rupt as in the eighties it was too con­gealed and low-per­cen­t­ed. If these chron­icles had been a really sci­entif­ic study of trans­ition one would have dwelt prob­ably on such factors as the in­ven­tion of bi­cycle, mo­tor­car, and fly­ing-ma­chine; the ar­rival of a cheap Press; the de­cline of coun­try life and in­crease of the towns; the birth of the Cinema. Men are, in fact, quite un­able to con­trol their own in­ven­tions; they at best de­vel­op ad­apt­ab­il­ity to the new con­di­tions those in­ven­tions cre­ate.

			But this long tale is no sci­entif­ic study of a peri­od; it is rather an in­tim­ate in­carn­a­tion of the dis­turb­ance that Beauty ef­fects in the lives of men.

			The fig­ure of Irene, nev­er, as the read­er may pos­sibly have ob­served, present, ex­cept through the senses of oth­er char­ac­ters, is a con­cre­tion of dis­turb­ing Beauty impinging on a pos­sess­ive world.

			One has no­ticed that read­ers, as they wade on through the salt wa­ters of the Saga, are in­clined more and more to pity Soames, and to think that in do­ing so they are in re­volt against the mood of his cre­at­or. Far from it! He, too, pit­ies Soames, the tragedy of whose life is the very simple, un­con­trol­lable tragedy of be­ing un­lov­able, without quite a thick enough skin to be thor­oughly un­con­scious of the fact. Not even Fleur loves Soames as he feels he ought to be loved. But in pity­ing Soames, read­ers in­cline, per­haps, to an­im­us against Irene: After all, they think, he wasn’t a bad fel­low, it wasn’t his fault; she ought to have for­giv­en him, and so on!

			And, tak­ing sides, they lose per­cep­tion of the simple truth, which un­der­lies the whole story, that where sex at­trac­tion is ut­terly and def­in­itely lack­ing in one part­ner to a uni­on, no amount of pity, or reas­on, or duty, or what­not, can over­come a re­pul­sion im­pli­cit in Nature. Wheth­er it ought to, or no, is be­side the point; be­cause in fact it nev­er does. And where Irene seems hard and cruel, as in the Bois de Boulogne, or the Goupen­or Gal­lery, she is but wisely real­ist­ic—know­ing that the least con­ces­sion is the inch which pre­cedes the im­possible, the re­puls­ive ell.

			A cri­ti­cism one might pass on the last phase of the Saga is the com­plaint that Irene and Joly­on—those rebels against prop­erty—claim spir­itu­al prop­erty in their son Jon. But it would be hy­per­crit­icism, as the tale is told. No fath­er and moth­er could have let the boy marry Fleur without know­ledge of the facts; and the facts de­term­ine Jon, not the per­sua­sion of his par­ents. Moreover, Joly­on’s per­sua­sion is not on his own ac­count, but on Irene’s, and Irene’s per­sua­sion be­comes a re­it­er­ated: “Don’t think of me, think of your­self!” That Jon, know­ing the facts, can real­ise his moth­er’s feel­ings, will hardly with justice be held proof that she is, after all, a For­syte.

			But though the im­pinge­ment of Beauty and the claims of Free­dom on a pos­sess­ive world are the main pre­pos­ses­sions of the For­syte Saga, it can­not be ab­solved from the charge of em­balm­ing the up­per-middle class. As the old Egyp­tians placed around their mum­mies the ne­ces­sar­ies of a fu­ture ex­ist­ence, so I have en­deav­oured to lay be­side the fig­ures of Aunts Ann and Ju­ley and Hester, of Timothy and Swith­in, of Old Joly­on and James, and of their sons, that which shall guar­an­tee them a little life here­after, a little balm in the hur­ried Gilead of a dis­solv­ing “Pro­gress.”

			If the up­per-middle class, with oth­er classes, is destined to “move on” in­to amorph­ism, here, pickled in these pages, it lies un­der glass for strollers in the wide and ill-ar­ranged mu­seum of Let­ters. Here it rests, pre­served in its own juice: The Sense of Prop­erty.
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				“At Home” at Old Joly­on’s

			
			Those priv­ileged to be present at a fam­ily fest­iv­al of the For­sytes have seen that charm­ing and in­struct­ive sight—an up­per middle-class fam­ily in full plumage. But who­so­ever of these fa­voured per­sons has pos­sessed the gift of psy­cho­lo­gic­al ana­lys­is (a tal­ent without mon­et­ary value and prop­erly ig­nored by the For­sytes), has wit­nessed a spec­tacle, not only de­light­ful in it­self, but il­lus­trat­ive of an ob­scure hu­man prob­lem. In plain­er words, he has gleaned from a gath­er­ing of this fam­ily—no branch of which had a lik­ing for the oth­er, between no three mem­bers of whom ex­is­ted any­thing worthy of the name of sym­pathy—evid­ence of that mys­ter­i­ous con­crete tenacity which renders a fam­ily so for­mid­able a unit of so­ci­ety, so clear a re­pro­duc­tion of so­ci­ety in mini­ature. He has been ad­mit­ted to a vis­ion of the dim roads of so­cial pro­gress, has un­der­stood some­thing of pat­ri­arch­al life, of the swarm­ings of sav­age hordes, of the rise and fall of na­tions. He is like one who, hav­ing watched a tree grow from its plant­ing—a par­agon of tenacity, in­su­la­tion, and suc­cess, amidst the deaths of a hun­dred oth­er plants less fibrous, sappy, and per­sist­ent—one day will see it flour­ish­ing with bland, full fo­liage, in an al­most re­pug­nant prosper­ity, at the sum­mit of its ef­flor­es­cence.

			On June 15, eight­een eighty-six, about four of the af­ter­noon, the ob­serv­er who chanced to be present at the house of old Joly­on For­syte in Stan­hope Gate, might have seen the highest ef­flor­es­cence of the For­sytes.

			This was the oc­ca­sion of an “at home” to cel­eb­rate the en­gage­ment of Miss June For­syte, old Joly­on’s grand­daugh­ter, to Mr. Philip Bosin­ney. In the bravery of light gloves, buff waist­coats, feath­ers and frocks, the fam­ily were present, even Aunt Ann, who now but sel­dom left the corner of her broth­er Timothy’s green draw­ing-room, where, un­der the ae­gis of a plume of dyed pam­pas grass in a light blue vase, she sat all day read­ing and knit­ting, sur­roun­ded by the ef­fi­gies of three gen­er­a­tions of For­sytes. Even Aunt Ann was there; her in­flex­ible back, and the dig­nity of her calm old face per­son­i­fy­ing the ri­gid pos­sess­ive­ness of the fam­ily idea.

			When a For­syte was en­gaged, mar­ried, or born, the For­sytes were present; when a For­syte died—but no For­syte had as yet died; they did not die; death be­ing con­trary to their prin­ciples, they took pre­cau­tions against it, the in­stinct­ive pre­cau­tions of highly vi­tal­ized per­sons who re­sent en­croach­ments on their prop­erty.

			About the For­sytes ming­ling that day with the crowd of oth­er guests, there was a more than or­din­ar­ily groomed look, an alert, in­quis­it­ive as­sur­ance, a bril­liant re­spect­ab­il­ity, as though they were at­tired in de­fi­ance of some­thing. The ha­bitu­al sniff on the face of Soames For­syte had spread through their ranks; they were on their guard.

			The sub­con­scious of­fens­ive­ness of their at­ti­tude has con­sti­tuted old Joly­on’s “at home” the psy­cho­lo­gic­al mo­ment of the fam­ily his­tory, made it the pre­lude of their drama.

			The For­sytes were re­sent­ful of some­thing, not in­di­vidu­ally, but as a fam­ily; this re­sent­ment ex­pressed it­self in an ad­ded per­fec­tion of raiment, an ex­uber­ance of fam­ily cor­di­al­ity, an ex­ag­ger­a­tion of fam­ily im­port­ance, and—the sniff. Danger—so in­dis­pens­able in bring­ing out the fun­da­ment­al qual­ity of any so­ci­ety, group, or in­di­vidu­al—was what the For­sytes scen­ted; the pre­mon­i­tion of danger put a burn­ish on their ar­mour. For the first time, as a fam­ily, they ap­peared to have an in­stinct of be­ing in con­tact, with some strange and un­safe thing.

			Over against the pi­ano a man of bulk and stature was wear­ing two waist­coats on his wide chest, two waist­coats and a ruby pin, in­stead of the single sat­in waist­coat and dia­mond pin of more usu­al oc­ca­sions, and his shaven, square, old face, the col­our of pale leath­er, with pale eyes, had its most dig­ni­fied look, above his sat­in stock. This was Swith­in For­syte. Close to the win­dow, where he could get more than his fair share of fresh air, the oth­er twin, James—the fat and the lean of it, old Joly­on called these broth­ers—like the bulky Swith­in, over six feet in height, but very lean, as though destined from his birth to strike a bal­ance and main­tain an av­er­age, brooded over the scene with his per­man­ent stoop; his grey eyes had an air of fixed ab­sorp­tion in some secret worry, broken at in­ter­vals by a rap­id, shift­ing scru­tiny of sur­round­ing facts; his cheeks, thinned by two par­al­lel folds, and a long, clean-shaven up­per lip, were framed with­in Dun­dreary whiskers. In his hands he turned and turned a piece of china. Not far off, listen­ing to a lady in brown, his only son Soames, pale and well-shaved, dark-haired, rather bald, had poked his chin up side­ways, car­ry­ing his nose with that afore­said ap­pear­ance of “sniff,” as though des­pising an egg which he knew he could not di­gest. Be­hind him his cous­in, the tall George, son of the fifth For­syte, Ro­ger, had a Quilpish look on his fleshy face, pon­der­ing one of his sar­don­ic jests. Some­thing in­her­ent to the oc­ca­sion had af­fected them all.

			Seated in a row close to one an­oth­er were three ladies—Aunts Ann, Hester (the two For­syte maids), and Ju­ley (short for Ju­lia), who not in first youth had so far for­got­ten her­self as to marry Sep­timus Small, a man of poor con­sti­tu­tion. She had sur­vived him for many years. With her eld­er and young­er sis­ter she lived now in the house of Timothy, her sixth and young­est broth­er, on the Bayswa­ter Road. Each of these ladies held fans in their hands, and each with some touch of col­our, some em­phat­ic feath­er or brooch, test­i­fied to the solem­nity of the op­por­tun­ity.

			In the centre of the room, un­der the chan­delier, as be­came a host, stood the head of the fam­ily, old Joly­on him­self. Eighty years of age, with his fine, white hair, his dome-like fore­head, his little, dark grey eyes, and an im­mense white mous­tache, which drooped and spread be­low the level of his strong jaw, he had a pat­ri­arch­al look, and in spite of lean cheeks and hol­lows at his temples, seemed mas­ter of per­en­ni­al youth. He held him­self ex­tremely up­right, and his shrewd, steady eyes had lost none of their clear shin­ing. Thus he gave an im­pres­sion of su­peri­or­ity to the doubts and dis­likes of smal­ler men. Hav­ing had his own way for in­nu­mer­able years, he had earned a pre­script­ive right to it. It would nev­er have oc­curred to old Joly­on that it was ne­ces­sary to wear a look of doubt or of de­fi­ance.

			Between him and the four oth­er broth­ers who were present, James, Swith­in, Nich­olas, and Ro­ger, there was much dif­fer­ence, much sim­il­ar­ity. In turn, each of these four broth­ers was very dif­fer­ent from the oth­er, yet they, too, were alike.

			Through the vary­ing fea­tures and ex­pres­sion of those five faces could be marked a cer­tain stead­fast­ness of chin, un­der­ly­ing sur­face dis­tinc­tions, mark­ing a ra­cial stamp, too pre­his­tor­ic to trace, too re­mote and per­man­ent to dis­cuss—the very hall­mark and guar­an­tee of the fam­ily for­tunes.

			Among the young­er gen­er­a­tion, in the tall, bull-like George, in pal­lid strenu­ous Archibald, in young Nich­olas with his sweet and tent­at­ive ob­stin­acy, in the grave and fop­pishly de­term­ined Eu­stace, there was this same stamp—less mean­ing­ful per­haps, but un­mis­tak­able—a sign of some­thing in­erad­ic­able in the fam­ily soul. At one time or an­oth­er dur­ing the af­ter­noon, all these faces, so dis­sim­il­ar and so alike, had worn an ex­pres­sion of dis­trust, the ob­ject of which was un­doubtedly the man whose ac­quaint­ance they were thus as­sembled to make. Philip Bosin­ney was known to be a young man without for­tune, but For­syte girls had be­come en­gaged to such be­fore, and had ac­tu­ally mar­ried them. It was not al­to­geth­er for this reas­on, there­fore, that the minds of the For­sytes mis­gave them. They could not have ex­plained the ori­gin of a mis­giv­ing ob­scured by the mist of fam­ily gos­sip. A story was un­doubtedly told that he had paid his duty call to Aunts Ann, Ju­ley, and Hester, in a soft grey hat—a soft grey hat, not even a new one—a dusty thing with a shape­less crown. “So, ex­traordin­ary, my dear—so odd,” Aunt Hester, passing through the little, dark hall (she was rather short­sighted), had tried to shoo it off a chair, tak­ing it for a strange, dis­rep­ut­able cat—Tommy had such dis­grace­ful friends! She was dis­turbed when it did not move.

			Like an artist forever seek­ing to dis­cov­er the sig­ni­fic­ant trifle which em­bod­ies the whole char­ac­ter of a scene, or place, or per­son, so those un­con­scious artists—the For­sytes had fastened by in­tu­ition on this hat; it was their sig­ni­fic­ant trifle, the de­tail in which was em­bed­ded the mean­ing of the whole mat­ter; for each had asked him­self: “Come, now, should I have paid that vis­it in that hat?” and each had answered “No!” and some, with more ima­gin­a­tion than oth­ers, had ad­ded: “It would nev­er have come in­to my head!”

			George, on hear­ing the story, grinned. The hat had ob­vi­ously been worn as a prac­tic­al joke! He him­self was a con­nois­seur of such. “Very haughty!” he said, “the wild Buc­can­eer.”

			And this mot, the “Buc­can­eer,” was ban­died from mouth to mouth, till it be­came the fa­vour­ite mode of al­lud­ing to Bosin­ney.

			Her aunts re­proached June af­ter­wards about the hat.

			“We don’t think you ought to let him, dear!” they had said.

			June had answered in her im­per­i­ous brisk way, like the little em­bod­i­ment of will she was: “Oh! what does it mat­ter? Phil nev­er knows what he’s got on!”

			No one had cred­ited an an­swer so out­rageous. A man not to know what he had on? No, no! What in­deed was this young man, who, in be­com­ing en­gaged to June, old Joly­on’s ac­know­ledged heir­ess, had done so well for him­self? He was an ar­chi­tect, not in it­self a suf­fi­cient reas­on for wear­ing such a hat. None of the For­sytes happened to be ar­chi­tects, but one of them knew two ar­chi­tects who would nev­er have worn such a hat upon a call of ce­re­mony in the Lon­don sea­son.

			Dan­ger­ous—ah, dan­ger­ous! June, of course, had not seen this, but, though not yet nine­teen, she was no­tori­ous. Had she not said to Mrs. Soames—who was al­ways so beau­ti­fully dressed—that feath­ers were vul­gar? Mrs. Soames had ac­tu­ally giv­en up wear­ing feath­ers, so dread­fully down­right was dear June!

			These mis­giv­ings, this dis­ap­prov­al, and per­fectly genu­ine dis­trust, did not pre­vent the For­sytes from gath­er­ing to old Joly­on’s in­vit­a­tion. An “at home” at Stan­hope Gate was a great rar­ity; none had been held for twelve years, not in­deed, since old Mrs. Joly­on had died.

			Nev­er had there been so full an as­sembly, for, mys­ter­i­ously united in spite of all their dif­fer­ences, they had taken arms against a com­mon per­il. Like cattle when a dog comes in­to the field, they stood head to head and shoulder to shoulder, pre­pared to run upon and trample the in­vader to death. They had come, too, no doubt, to get some no­tion of what sort of presents they would ul­ti­mately be ex­pec­ted to give; for though the ques­tion of wed­ding gifts was usu­ally gradu­ated in this way: “What are you giv­in’? Nich­olas is giv­in’ spoons!”—so very much de­pended on the bride­groom. If he were sleek, well-brushed, pros­per­ous-look­ing, it was more ne­ces­sary to give him nice things; he would ex­pect them. In the end each gave ex­actly what was right and prop­er, by a spe­cies of fam­ily ad­just­ment ar­rived at as prices are ar­rived at on the Stock Ex­change—the ex­act niceties be­ing reg­u­lated at Timothy’s com­mo­di­ous, red­brick res­id­ence in Bayswa­ter, over­look­ing the Park, where dwelt Aunts Ann, Ju­ley, and Hester.

			The un­eas­i­ness of the For­syte fam­ily has been jus­ti­fied by the simple men­tion of the hat. How im­possible and wrong would it have been for any fam­ily, with the re­gard for ap­pear­ances which should ever char­ac­ter­ize the great up­per-middle class, to feel oth­er­wise than un­easy!

			The au­thor of the un­eas­i­ness stood talk­ing to June by the fur­ther door; his curly hair had a rumpled ap­pear­ance, as though he found what was go­ing on around him un­usu­al. He had an air, too, of hav­ing a joke all to him­self. George, speak­ing aside to his broth­er, Eu­stace, said:

			“Looks as if he might make a bolt of it—the dash­ing Buc­can­eer!”

			This “very sin­gu­lar-look­ing man,” as Mrs. Small af­ter­wards called him, was of me­di­um height and strong build, with a pale, brown face, a dust-col­oured mous­tache, very prom­in­ent cheekbones, and hol­low checks. His fore­head sloped back to­wards the crown of his head, and bulged out in bumps over the eyes, like fore­heads seen in the li­on-house at the Zoo. He had sherry-col­oured eyes, dis­con­cert­ingly in­at­tent­ive at times. Old Joly­on’s coach­man, after driv­ing June and Bosin­ney to the theatre, had re­marked to the but­ler:

			“I dunno what to make of ’im. Looks to me for all the world like an ’alf-tame leo­pard.” And every now and then a For­syte would come up, sidle round, and take a look at him.

			June stood in front, fend­ing off this idle curi­os­ity—a little bit of a thing, as some­body once said, “all hair and spir­it,” with fear­less blue eyes, a firm jaw, and a bright col­our, whose face and body seemed too slender for her crown of red-gold hair.

			A tall wo­man, with a beau­ti­ful fig­ure, which some mem­ber of the fam­ily had once com­pared to a hea­then god­dess, stood look­ing at these two with a shad­owy smile.

			Her hands, gloved in French grey, were crossed one over the oth­er, her grave, charm­ing face held to one side, and the eyes of all men near were fastened on it. Her fig­ure swayed, so bal­anced that the very air seemed to set it mov­ing. There was warmth, but little col­our, in her cheeks; her large, dark eyes were soft.

			But it was at her lips—ask­ing a ques­tion, giv­ing an an­swer, with that shad­owy smile—that men looked; they were sens­it­ive lips, sen­su­ous and sweet, and through them seemed to come warmth and per­fume like the warmth and per­fume of a flower.

			The en­gaged couple thus scru­tin­ized were un­con­scious of this pass­ive god­dess. It was Bosin­ney who first no­ticed her, and asked her name.

			June took her lov­er up to the wo­man with the beau­ti­ful fig­ure.

			“Irene is my greatest chum,” she said: “Please be good friends, you two!”

			At the little lady’s com­mand they all three smiled; and while they were smil­ing, Soames For­syte, si­lently ap­pear­ing from be­hind the wo­man with the beau­ti­ful fig­ure, who was his wife, said:

			“Ah! in­tro­duce me too!”

			He was sel­dom, in­deed, far from Irene’s side at pub­lic func­tions, and even when sep­ar­ated by the ex­i­gen­cies of so­cial in­ter­course, could be seen fol­low­ing her about with his eyes, in which were strange ex­pres­sions of watch­ful­ness and long­ing.

			At the win­dow his fath­er, James, was still scru­tin­iz­ing the marks on the piece of china.

			“I won­der at Joly­on’s al­low­ing this en­gage­ment,” he said to Aunt Ann. “They tell me there’s no chance of their get­ting mar­ried for years. This young Bosin­ney” (he made the word a dac­tyl in op­pos­i­tion to gen­er­al us­age of a short o) “has got noth­ing. When Wini­fred mar­ried Dartie, I made him bring every penny in­to set­tle­ment—lucky thing, too—they’d ha’ had noth­ing by this time!”

			Aunt Ann looked up from her vel­vet chair. Grey curls ban­ded her fore­head, curls that, un­changed for dec­ades, had ex­tin­guished in the fam­ily all sense of time. She made no reply, for she rarely spoke, hus­band­ing her aged voice; but to James, un­easy of con­science, her look was as good as an an­swer.

			“Well,” he said, “I couldn’t help Irene’s hav­ing no money. Soames was in such a hurry; he got quite thin dan­cing at­tend­ance on her.”

			Put­ting the bowl pet­tishly down on the pi­ano, he let his eyes wander to the group by the door.

			“It’s my opin­ion,” he said un­ex­pec­tedly, “that it’s just as well as it is.”

			Aunt Ann did not ask him to ex­plain this strange ut­ter­ance. She knew what he was think­ing. If Irene had no money she would not be so fool­ish as to do any­thing wrong; for they said—they said—she had been ask­ing for a sep­ar­ate room; but, of course, Soames had not. …

			James in­ter­rup­ted her rev­er­ie:

			“But where,” he asked, “was Timothy? Hadn’t he come with them?”

			Through Aunt Ann’s com­pressed lips a tender smile forced its way:

			“No, he didn’t think it wise, with so much of this diph­ther­ia about; and he so li­able to take things.”

			James answered:

			“Well, he takes good care of him­self. I can’t af­ford to take the care of my­self that he does.”

			Nor was it easy to say which, of ad­mir­a­tion, envy, or con­tempt, was dom­in­ant in that re­mark.

			Timothy, in­deed, was sel­dom seen. The baby of the fam­ily, a pub­lish­er by pro­fes­sion, he had some years be­fore, when busi­ness was at full tide, scen­ted out the stag­na­tion which, in­deed, had not yet come, but which ul­ti­mately, as all agreed, was bound to set in, and, selling his share in a firm en­gaged mainly in the pro­duc­tion of re­li­gious books, had in­ves­ted the quite con­spicu­ous pro­ceeds in three per­cent con­sols. By this act he had at once as­sumed an isol­ated po­s­i­tion, no oth­er For­syte be­ing con­tent with less than four per­cent for his money; and this isol­a­tion had slowly and surely un­der­mined a spir­it per­haps bet­ter than com­monly en­dowed with cau­tion. He had be­come al­most a myth—a kind of in­carn­a­tion of se­cur­ity haunt­ing the back­ground of the For­syte uni­verse. He had nev­er com­mit­ted the im­prudence of mar­ry­ing, or en­cum­ber­ing him­self in any way with chil­dren.

			James re­sumed, tap­ping the piece of china:

			“This isn’t real old Worcester. I s’pose Joly­on’s told you some­thing about the young man. From all I can learn, he’s got no busi­ness, no in­come, and no con­nec­tion worth speak­ing of; but then, I know noth­ing—nobody tells me any­thing.”

			Aunt Ann shook her head. Over her square-chinned, aquil­ine old face a trem­bling passed; the spidery fin­gers of her hands pressed against each oth­er and in­ter­laced, as though she were subtly re­char­ging her will.

			The eld­est by some years of all the For­sytes, she held a pe­cu­li­ar po­s­i­tion amongst them. Op­por­tun­ists and egot­ists one and all—though not, in­deed, more so than their neigh­bours—they quailed be­fore her in­cor­rupt­ible fig­ure, and, when op­por­tun­it­ies were too strong, what could they do but avoid her!

			Twist­ing his long, thin legs, James went on:

			“Joly­on, he will have his own way. He’s got no chil­dren”—and stopped, re­col­lect­ing the con­tin­ued ex­ist­ence of old Joly­on’s son, young Joly­on, June’s fath­er, who had made such a mess of it, and done for him­self by desert­ing his wife and child and run­ning away with that for­eign gov­erness. “Well,” he re­sumed hast­ily, “if he likes to do these things, I s’pose he can af­ford to. Now, what’s he go­ing to give her? I s’pose he’ll give her a thou­sand a year; he’s got nobody else to leave his money to.”

			He stretched out his hand to meet that of a dap­per, clean-shaven man, with hardly a hair on his head, a long, broken nose, full lips, and cold grey eyes un­der rect­an­gu­lar brows.

			“Well, Nick,” he muttered, “how are you?”

			Nich­olas For­syte, with his bird­like rapid­ity and the look of a preter­nat­ur­ally sage school­boy (he had made a large for­tune, quite le­git­im­ately, out of the com­pan­ies of which he was a dir­ect­or), placed with­in that cold palm the tips of his still colder fin­gers and hast­ily with­drew them.

			“I’m bad,” he said, pout­ing—“been bad all the week; don’t sleep at night. The doc­tor can’t tell why. He’s a clev­er fel­low, or I shouldn’t have him, but I get noth­ing out of him but bills.”

			“Doc­tors!” said James, com­ing down sharp on his words: “I’ve had all the doc­tors in Lon­don for one or an­oth­er of us. There’s no sat­is­fac­tion to be got out of them; they’ll tell you any­thing. There’s Swith­in, now. What good have they done him? There he is; he’s big­ger than ever; he’s enorm­ous; they can’t get his weight down. Look at him!”

			Swith­in For­syte, tall, square, and broad, with a chest like a pout­er pi­geon’s in its plumage of bright waist­coats, came strut­ting to­wards them.

			“Er—how are you?” he said in his dan­di­fied way, as­pir­at­ing the h strongly (this dif­fi­cult let­ter was al­most ab­so­lutely safe in his keep­ing)—“how are you?”

			Each broth­er wore an air of ag­grav­a­tion as he looked at the oth­er two, know­ing by ex­per­i­ence that they would try to ec­lipse his ail­ments.

			“We were just say­ing,” said James, “that you don’t get any thin­ner.”

			Swith­in pro­truded his pale round eyes with the ef­fort of hear­ing.

			“Thin­ner? I’m in good case,” he said, lean­ing a little for­ward, “not one of your thread-pa­pers like you!”

			But, afraid of los­ing the ex­pan­sion of his chest, he leaned back again in­to a state of im­mob­il­ity, for he prized noth­ing so highly as a dis­tin­guished ap­pear­ance.

			Aunt Ann turned her old eyes from one to the oth­er. In­dul­gent and severe was her look. In turn the three broth­ers looked at Ann. She was get­ting shaky. Won­der­ful wo­man! Eighty-six if a day; might live an­oth­er ten years, and had nev­er been strong. Swith­in and James, the twins, were only sev­enty-five, Nich­olas a mere baby of sev­enty or so. All were strong, and the in­fer­ence was com­fort­ing. Of all forms of prop­erty their re­spect­ive healths nat­ur­ally con­cerned them most.

			“I’m very well in my­self,” pro­ceeded James, “but my nerves are out of or­der. The least thing wor­ries me to death. I shall have to go to Bath.”

			“Bath!” said Nich­olas. “I’ve tried Har­rog­ate. That’s no good. What I want is sea air. There’s noth­ing like Yar­mouth. Now, when I go there I sleep. …”

			“My liv­er’s very bad,” in­ter­rup­ted Swith­in slowly. “Dread­ful pain here;” and he placed his hand on his right side.

			“Want of ex­er­cise,” muttered James, his eyes on the china. He quickly ad­ded: “I get a pain there, too.”

			Swith­in reddened, a re­semb­lance to a tur­key-cock com­ing upon his old face.

			“Ex­er­cise!” he said. “I take plenty: I nev­er use the lift at the Club.”

			“I didn’t know,” James hur­ried out. “I know noth­ing about any­body; nobody tells me any­thing. …”

			Swith­in fixed him with a stare:

			“What do you do for a pain there?”

			James brightened.

			“I take a com­pound—”

			“How are you, uncle?”

			June stood be­fore him, her res­ol­ute small face raised from her little height to his great height, and her hand out­held.

			The bright­ness faded from James’s vis­age.

			“How are you?” he said, brood­ing over her. “So you’re go­ing to Wales to­mor­row to vis­it your young man’s aunts? You’ll have a lot of rain there. This isn’t real old Worcester.” He tapped the bowl. “Now, that set I gave your moth­er when she mar­ried was the genu­ine thing.”

			June shook hands one by one with her three great-uncles, and turned to Aunt Ann. A very sweet look had come in­to the old lady’s face; she kissed the girl’s check with trem­bling fer­vour.

			“Well, my dear,” she said, “and so you’re go­ing for a whole month!”

			The girl passed on, and Aunt Ann looked after her slim little fig­ure. The old lady’s round, steel grey eyes, over which a film like a bird’s was be­gin­ning to come, fol­lowed her wist­fully amongst the bust­ling crowd, for people were be­gin­ning to say good­bye; and her fin­ger­tips, press­ing and press­ing against each oth­er, were busy again with the re­char­ging of her will against that in­ev­it­able ul­ti­mate de­par­ture of her own.

			“Yes,” she thought, “every­body’s been most kind; quite a lot of people come to con­grat­u­late her. She ought to be very happy.” Amongst the throng of people by the door, the well-dressed throng drawn from the fam­il­ies of law­yers and doc­tors, from the Stock Ex­change, and all the in­nu­mer­able avoca­tions of the up­per-middle class—there were only some twenty per­cent of For­sytes; but to Aunt Ann they seemed all For­sytes—and cer­tainly there was not much dif­fer­ence—she saw only her own flesh and blood. It was her world, this fam­ily, and she knew no oth­er, had nev­er per­haps known any oth­er. All their little secrets, ill­nesses, en­gage­ments, and mar­riages, how they were get­ting on, and wheth­er they were mak­ing money—all this was her prop­erty, her de­light, her life; bey­ond this only a vague, shad­owy mist of facts and per­sons of no real sig­ni­fic­ance. This it was that she would have to lay down when it came to her turn to die; this which gave to her that im­port­ance, that secret self-im­port­ance, without which none of us can bear to live; and to this she clung wist­fully, with a greed that grew each day! If life were slip­ping away from her, this she would re­tain to the end.

			She thought of June’s fath­er, young Joly­on, who had run away with that for­eign girl. And what a sad blow to his fath­er and to them all. Such a prom­ising young fel­low! A sad blow, though there had been no pub­lic scan­dal, most for­tu­nately, Jo’s wife seek­ing for no di­vorce! A long time ago! And when June’s moth­er died, six years ago, Jo had mar­ried that wo­man, and they had two chil­dren now, so she had heard. Still, he had for­feited his right to be there, had cheated her of the com­plete ful­fil­ment of her fam­ily pride, de­prived her of the right­ful pleas­ure of see­ing and kiss­ing him of whom she had been so proud, such a prom­ising young fel­low! The thought rankled with the bit­ter­ness of a long-in­flic­ted in­jury in her ten­a­cious old heart. A little wa­ter stood in her eyes. With a handker­chief of the finest lawn she wiped them stealth­ily.

			“Well, Aunt Ann?” said a voice be­hind.

			Soames For­syte, flat-shouldered, clean-shaven, flat-cheeked, flat-waisted, yet with some­thing round and secret about his whole ap­pear­ance, looked down­wards and aslant at Aunt Ann, as though try­ing to see through the side of his own nose.

			“And what do you think of the en­gage­ment?” he asked.

			Aunt Ann’s eyes res­ted on him proudly; of all the neph­ews since young Joly­on’s de­par­ture from the fam­ily nest, he was now her fa­vour­ite, for she re­cog­nised in him a sure trust­ee of the fam­ily soul that must so soon slip bey­ond her keep­ing.

			“Very nice for the young man,” she said; “and he’s a good-look­ing young fel­low; but I doubt if he’s quite the right lov­er for dear June.”

			Soames touched the edge of a gold-lacquered lustre.

			“She’ll tame him,” he said, stealth­ily wet­ting his fin­ger and rub­bing it on the knobby bulbs. “That’s genu­ine old lac­quer; you can’t get it nowadays. It’d do well in a sale at Job­son’s.” He spoke with rel­ish, as though he felt that he was cheer­ing up his old aunt. It was sel­dom he was so con­fid­en­tial. “I wouldn’t mind hav­ing it my­self,” he ad­ded; “you can al­ways get your price for old lac­quer.”

			“You’re so clev­er with all those things,” said Aunt Ann. “And how is dear Irene?”

			Soames’ smile died.

			“Pretty well,” he said. “Com­plains she can’t sleep; she sleeps a great deal bet­ter than I do,” and he looked at his wife, who was talk­ing to Bosin­ney by the door.

			Aunt Ann sighed.

			“Per­haps,” she said, “it will be just as well for her not to see so much of June. She’s such a de­cided char­ac­ter, dear June!”

			Soames flushed; his flushes passed rap­idly over his flat cheeks and centered between his eyes, where they re­mained, the stamp of dis­turb­ing thoughts.

			“I don’t know what she sees in that little flib­ber­ti­gib­bet,” he burst out, but no­ti­cing that they were no longer alone, he turned and again began ex­amin­ing the lustre.

			“They tell me Joly­on’s bought an­oth­er house,” said his fath­er’s voice close by; “he must have a lot of money—he must have more money than he knows what to do with! Mont­pel­li­er Square, they say; close to Soames! They nev­er told me, Irene nev­er tells me any­thing!”

			“Cap­it­al po­s­i­tion, not two minutes from me,” said the voice of Swith­in, “and from my rooms I can drive to the Club in eight.”

			The po­s­i­tion of their houses was of vi­tal im­port­ance to the For­sytes, nor was this re­mark­able, since the whole spir­it of their suc­cess was em­bod­ied therein.

			Their fath­er, of farm­ing stock, had come from Dor­set­shire near the be­gin­ning of the cen­tury.

			“Su­per­i­or Dos­set For­syte,” as he was called by his in­tim­ates, had been a stone­ma­son by trade, and ris­en to the po­s­i­tion of a mas­ter-build­er.

			To­wards the end of his life he moved to Lon­don, where, build­ing on un­til he died, he was bur­ied at Highg­ate. He left over thirty thou­sand pounds between his ten chil­dren. Old Joly­on al­luded to him, if at all, as “a hard, thick sort of man; not much re­fine­ment about him.” The second gen­er­a­tion of For­sytes felt in­deed that he was not greatly to their cred­it. The only ar­is­to­crat­ic trait they could find in his char­ac­ter was a habit of drink­ing Madeira.

			Aunt Hester, an au­thor­ity on fam­ily his­tory, de­scribed him thus: “I don’t re­col­lect that he ever did any­thing; at least, not in my time. He was er—an own­er of houses, my dear. His hair about your Uncle Swith­in’s col­our; rather a square build. Tall? No—not very tall” (he had been five feet five, with a mottled face); “a fresh-col­oured man. I re­mem­ber he used to drink Madeira; but ask your Aunt Ann. What was his fath­er? He—er—had to do with the land down in Dor­set­shire, by the sea.”

			James once went down to see for him­self what sort of place this was that they had come from. He found two old farms, with a cart track rut­ted in­to the pink earth, lead­ing down to a mill by the beach; a little grey church with a but­tressed out­er wall, and a smal­ler and grey­er chapel. The stream which worked the mill came bub­bling down in a dozen rivu­lets, and pigs were hunt­ing round that es­tu­ary. A haze hovered over the pro­spect. Down this hol­low, with their feet deep in the mud and their faces to­wards the sea, it ap­peared that the primev­al For­sytes had been con­tent to walk Sunday after Sunday for hun­dreds of years.

			Wheth­er or no James had cher­ished hopes of an in­her­it­ance, or of some­thing rather dis­tin­guished to be found down there, he came back to town in a poor way, and went about with a pathet­ic at­tempt at mak­ing the best of a bad job.

			“There’s very little to be had out of that,” he said; “reg­u­lar coun­try little place, old as the hills. …”

			Its age was felt to be a com­fort. Old Joly­on, in whom a des­per­ate hon­esty welled up at times, would al­lude to his an­cest­ors as: “Yeo­men—I sup­pose very small beer.” Yet he would re­peat the word “yeo­men” as if it af­forded him con­sol­a­tion.

			They had all done so well for them­selves, these For­sytes, that they were all what is called “of a cer­tain po­s­i­tion.” They had shares in all sorts of things, not as yet—with the ex­cep­tion of Timothy—in con­sols, for they had no dread in life like that of three per­cent for their money. They col­lec­ted pic­tures, too, and were sup­port­ers of such char­it­able in­sti­tu­tions as might be be­ne­fi­cial to their sick do­mest­ics. From their fath­er, the build­er, they in­her­ited a tal­ent for bricks and mor­tar. Ori­gin­ally, per­haps, mem­bers of some prim­it­ive sect, they were now in the nat­ur­al course of things mem­bers of the Church of Eng­land, and caused their wives and chil­dren to at­tend with some reg­u­lar­ity the more fash­ion­able churches of the Met­ro­pol­is. To have doubted their Chris­tian­ity would have caused them both pain and sur­prise. Some of them paid for pews, thus ex­press­ing in the most prac­tic­al form their sym­pathy with the teach­ings of Christ.

			Their res­id­ences, placed at stated in­ter­vals round the park, watched like sen­tinels, lest the fair heart of this Lon­don, where their de­sires were fixed, should slip from their clutches, and leave them lower in their own es­tim­a­tions.

			There was old Joly­on in Stan­hope Place; the Jameses in Park Lane; Swith­in in the lonely glory of or­ange and blue cham­bers in Hyde Park Man­sions—he had nev­er mar­ried, not he—the Soamses in their nest off Knights­bridge; the Ro­gers in Prince’s Gar­dens (Ro­ger was that re­mark­able For­syte who had con­ceived and car­ried out the no­tion of bring­ing up his four sons to a new pro­fes­sion. “Col­lect house prop­erty, noth­ing like it,” he would say; “I nev­er did any­thing else”).

			The Hay­mans again—Mrs. Hay­man was the one mar­ried For­syte sis­ter—in a house high up on Camp­den Hill, shaped like a gir­affe, and so tall that it gave the ob­serv­er a crick in the neck; the Nich­olases in Lad­broke Grove, a spa­cious abode and a great bar­gain; and last, but not least, Timothy’s on the Bayswa­ter Road, where Ann, and Ju­ley, and Hester, lived un­der his pro­tec­tion.

			But all this time James was mus­ing, and now he in­quired of his host and broth­er what he had giv­en for that house in Mont­pel­li­er Square. He him­self had had his eye on a house there for the last two years, but they wanted such a price.

			Old Joly­on re­coun­ted the de­tails of his pur­chase.

			“Twenty-two years to run?” re­peated James; “The very house I was after—you’ve giv­en too much for it!”

			Old Joly­on frowned.

			“It’s not that I want it,” said James hast­ily; “it wouldn’t suit my pur­pose at that price. Soames knows the house, well—he’ll tell you it’s too dear—his opin­ion’s worth hav­ing.”

			“I don’t,” said old Joly­on, “care a fig for his opin­ion.”

			“Well,” mur­mured James, “you will have your own way—it’s a good opin­ion. Good­bye! We’re go­ing to drive down to Hurl­ing­ham. They tell me June’s go­ing to Wales. You’ll be lonely to­mor­row. What’ll you do with your­self? You’d bet­ter come and dine with us!”

			Old Joly­on re­fused. He went down to the front door and saw them in­to their ba­rouche, and twinkled at them, hav­ing already for­got­ten his spleen—Mrs. James fa­cing the horses, tall and majest­ic with au­burn hair; on her left, Irene—the two hus­bands, fath­er and son, sit­ting for­ward, as though they ex­pec­ted some­thing, op­pos­ite their wives. Bob­bing and bound­ing upon the spring cush­ions, si­lent, sway­ing to each mo­tion of their chari­ot, old Joly­on watched them drive away un­der the sun­light.

			Dur­ing the drive the si­lence was broken by Mrs. James.

			“Did you ever see such a col­lec­tion of rumty-too people?”

			Soames, glan­cing at her be­neath his eye­lids, nod­ded, and he saw Irene steal at him one of her un­fathom­able looks. It is likely enough that each branch of the For­syte fam­ily made that re­mark as they drove away from old Joly­on’s “at home!”

			Amongst the last of the de­part­ing guests the fourth and fifth broth­ers, Nich­olas and Ro­ger, walked away to­geth­er, dir­ect­ing their steps along­side Hyde Park to­wards the Praed Street Sta­tion of the Un­der­ground. Like all oth­er For­sytes of a cer­tain age they kept car­riages of their own, and nev­er took cabs if by any means they could avoid it.

			The day was bright, the trees of the Park in the full beauty of mid-June fo­liage; the broth­ers did not seem to no­tice phe­nom­ena, which con­trib­uted, nev­er­the­less, to the jaunti­ness of prom­en­ade and con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Yes,” said Ro­ger, “she’s a good-look­in’ wo­man, that wife of Soames’. I’m told they don’t get on.”

			This broth­er had a high fore­head, and the freshest col­our of any of the For­sytes; his light grey eyes meas­ured the street front­age of the houses by the way, and now and then he would level his um­brella and take a “lun­ar,” as he ex­pressed it, of the vary­ing heights.

			“She’d no money,” replied Nich­olas.

			He him­self had mar­ried a good deal of money, of which, it be­ing then the golden age be­fore the Mar­ried Wo­men’s Prop­erty Act, he had mer­ci­fully been en­abled to make a suc­cess­ful use.

			“What was her fath­er?”

			“Her­on was his name, a pro­fess­or, so they tell me.”

			Ro­ger shook his head.

			“There’s no money in that,” he said.

			“They say her moth­er’s fath­er was ce­ment.”

			Ro­ger’s face brightened.

			“But he went bank­rupt,” went on Nich­olas.

			“Ah!” ex­claimed Ro­ger, “Soames will have trouble with her; you mark my words, he’ll have trouble—she’s got a for­eign look.”

			Nich­olas licked his lips.

			“She’s a pretty wo­man,” and he waved aside a cross­ing-sweep­er.

			“How did he get hold of her?” asked Ro­ger presently. “She must cost him a pretty penny in dress!”

			“Ann tells me,” replied Nich­olas, “he was half-cracked about her. She re­fused him five times. James, he’s nervous about it, I can see.”

			“Ah!” said Ro­ger again; “I’m sorry for James; he had trouble with Dartie.” His pleas­ant col­our was heightened by ex­er­cise, he swung his um­brella to the level of his eye more fre­quently than ever. Nich­olas’s face also wore a pleas­ant look.

			“Too pale for me,” he said, “but her fig­ure’s cap­it­al!”

			Ro­ger made no reply.

			“I call her dis­tin­guished-look­ing,” he said at last—it was the highest praise in the For­syte vocab­u­lary. “That young Bosin­ney will nev­er do any good for him­self. They say at Burkitt’s he’s one of these artist­ic chaps—got an idea of im­prov­ing Eng­lish ar­chi­tec­ture; there’s no money in that! I should like to hear what Timothy would say to it.”

			They entered the sta­tion.

			“What class are you go­ing? I go second.”

			“No second for me,” said Nich­olas;—“you nev­er know what you may catch.”

			He took a first-class tick­et to Not­ting Hill Gate; Ro­ger a second to South Kens­ing­ton. The train com­ing in a minute later, the two broth­ers par­ted and entered their re­spect­ive com­part­ments. Each felt ag­grieved that the oth­er had not mod­i­fied his habits to se­cure his so­ci­ety a little longer; but as Ro­ger voiced it in his thoughts:

			“Al­ways a stub­born beg­gar, Nick!”

			And as Nich­olas ex­pressed it to him­self:

			“Can­tan­ker­ous chap Ro­ger—al­ways was!”

			There was little sen­ti­ment­al­ity about the For­sytes. In that great Lon­don, which they had conquered and be­come merged in, what time had they to be sen­ti­ment­al?

		
	
		
			
				II

				Old Joly­on Goes to the Op­era

			
			At five o’clock the fol­low­ing day old Joly­on sat alone, a ci­gar between his lips, and on a table by his side a cup of tea. He was tired, and be­fore he had fin­ished his ci­gar he fell asleep. A fly settled on his hair, his breath­ing soun­ded heavy in the drowsy si­lence, his up­per lip un­der the white mous­tache puffed in and out. From between the fin­gers of his veined and wrinkled hand the ci­gar, drop­ping on the empty hearth, burned it­self out.

			The gloomy little study, with win­dows of stained glass to ex­clude the view, was full of dark green vel­vet and heav­ily-carved ma­hogany—a suite of which old Joly­on was wont to say: “Shouldn’t won­der if it made a big price some day!”

			It was pleas­ant to think that in the after life he could get more for things than he had giv­en.

			In the rich brown at­mo­sphere pe­cu­li­ar to back rooms in the man­sion of a For­syte, the Rem­brandtesque ef­fect of his great head, with its white hair, against the cush­ion of his high-backed seat, was spoiled by the mous­tache, which im­par­ted a some­what mil­it­ary look to his face. An old clock that had been with him since be­fore his mar­riage forty years ago kept with its tick­ing a jeal­ous re­cord of the seconds slip­ping away forever from its old mas­ter.

			He had nev­er cared for this room, hardly go­ing in­to it from one year’s end to an­oth­er, ex­cept to take ci­gars from the Ja­pan­ese cab­in­et in the corner, and the room now had its re­venge.

			His temples, curving like thatches over the hol­lows be­neath, his cheekbones and chin, all were sharpened in his sleep, and there had come upon his face the con­fes­sion that he was an old man.

			He woke. June had gone! James had said he would be lonely. James had al­ways been a poor thing. He re­col­lec­ted with sat­is­fac­tion that he had bought that house over James’s head.

			Serve him right for stick­ing at the price; the only thing the fel­low thought of was money. Had he giv­en too much, though? It wanted a lot of do­ing to—He dared say he would want all his money be­fore he had done with this af­fair of June’s. He ought nev­er to have al­lowed the en­gage­ment. She had met this Bosin­ney at the house of Baynes, Baynes and Bilde­boy, the ar­chi­tects. He be­lieved that Baynes, whom he knew—a bit of an old wo­man—was the young man’s uncle by mar­riage. After that she’d been al­ways run­ning after him; and when she took a thing in­to her head there was no stop­ping her. She was con­tinu­ally tak­ing up with “lame ducks” of one sort or an­oth­er. This fel­low had no money, but she must needs be­come en­gaged to him—a har­um-scar­um, un­prac­tic­al chap, who would get him­self in­to no end of dif­fi­culties.

			She had come to him one day in her slap­dash way and told him; and, as if it were any con­sol­a­tion, she had ad­ded:

			“He’s so splen­did; he’s of­ten lived on co­coa for a week!”

			“And he wants you to live on co­coa too?”

			“Oh no; he is get­ting in­to the swim now.”

			Old Joly­on had taken his ci­gar from un­der his white mous­taches, stained by cof­fee at the edge, and looked at her, that little slip of a thing who had got such a grip of his heart. He knew more about “swims” than his grand­daugh­ter. But she, hav­ing clasped her hands on his knees, rubbed her chin against him, mak­ing a sound like a purring cat. And, knock­ing the ash off his ci­gar, he had ex­ploded in nervous des­per­a­tion:

			“You’re all alike: you won’t be sat­is­fied till you’ve got what you want. If you must come to grief, you must; I wash my hands of it.”

			So, he had washed his hands of it, mak­ing the con­di­tion that they should not marry un­til Bosin­ney had at least four hun­dred a year.

			“I shan’t be able to give you very much,” he had said, a for­mula to which June was not un­ac­cus­tomed. “Per­haps this What’s-his-name will provide the co­coa.”

			He had hardly seen any­thing of her since it began. A bad busi­ness! He had no no­tion of giv­ing her a lot of money to en­able a fel­low he knew noth­ing about to live on in idle­ness. He had seen that sort of thing be­fore; no good ever came of it. Worst of all, he had no hope of shak­ing her res­ol­u­tion; she was as ob­stin­ate as a mule, al­ways had been from a child. He didn’t see where it was to end. They must cut their coat ac­cord­ing to their cloth. He would not give way till he saw young Bosin­ney with an in­come of his own. That June would have trouble with the fel­low was as plain as a pikestaff; he had no more idea of money than a cow. As to this rush­ing down to Wales to vis­it the young man’s aunts, he fully ex­pec­ted they were old cats.

			And, mo­tion­less, old Joly­on stared at the wall; but for his open eyes, he might have been asleep. … The idea of sup­pos­ing that young cub Soames could give him ad­vice! He had al­ways been a cub, with his nose in the air! He would be set­ting up as a man of prop­erty next, with a place in the coun­try! A man of prop­erty! H’mph! Like his fath­er, he was al­ways nos­ing out bar­gains, a cold-blooded young beg­gar!

			He rose, and, go­ing to the cab­in­et, began meth­od­ic­ally stock­ing his ci­gar-case from a bundle fresh in. They were not bad at the price, but you couldn’t get a good ci­gar, nowadays, noth­ing to hold a candle to those old Su­per­fi­nos of Han­son and Bridger’s. That was a ci­gar!

			The thought, like some steal­ing per­fume, car­ried him back to those won­der­ful nights at Rich­mond when after din­ner he sat smoking on the ter­race of the Crown and Sceptre with Nich­olas Tref­fry and Tra­quair and Jack Her­ring and An­thony Thorn­worthy. How good his ci­gars were then! Poor old Nick!—dead, and Jack Her­ring—dead, and Tra­quair—dead of that wife of his, and Thorn­worthy—aw­fully shaky (no won­der, with his ap­pet­ite).

			Of all the com­pany of those days he him­self alone seemed left, ex­cept Swith­in, of course, and he so out­rageously big there was no do­ing any­thing with him.

			Dif­fi­cult to be­lieve it was so long ago; he felt young still! Of all his thoughts, as he stood there count­ing his ci­gars, this was the most poignant, the most bit­ter. With his white head and his loneli­ness he had re­mained young and green at heart. And those Sunday af­ter­noons on Hamp­stead Heath, when young Joly­on and he went for a stretch along the Span­iard’s Road to Highg­ate, to Child’s Hill, and back over the Heath again to dine at Jack Straw’s Castle—how de­li­cious his ci­gars were then! And such weath­er! There was no weath­er now.

			When June was a tod­dler of five, and every oth­er Sunday he took her to the Zoo, away from the so­ci­ety of those two good wo­men, her moth­er and her grand­moth­er, and at the top of the bear den baited his um­brella with buns for her fa­vour­ite bears, how sweet his ci­gars were then!

			Ci­gars! He had not even suc­ceeded in out­liv­ing his pal­ate—the fam­ous pal­ate that in the fifties men swore by, and speak­ing of him, said: “For­syte’s the best pal­ate in Lon­don!” The pal­ate that in a sense had made his for­tune—the for­tune of the cel­eb­rated tea men, For­syte and Tref­fry, whose tea, like no oth­er man’s tea, had a ro­mantic aroma, the charm of a quite sin­gu­lar genu­ine­ness. About the house of For­syte and Tref­fry in the City had clung an air of en­ter­prise and mys­tery, of spe­cial deal­ings in spe­cial ships, at spe­cial ports, with spe­cial Ori­ent­als.

			He had worked at that busi­ness! Men did work in those days! these young pups hardly knew the mean­ing of the word. He had gone in­to every de­tail, known everything that went on, some­times sat up all night over it. And he had al­ways chosen his agents him­self, prided him­self on it. His eye for men, he used to say, had been the secret of his suc­cess, and the ex­er­cise of this mas­ter­ful power of se­lec­tion had been the only part of it all that he had really liked. Not a ca­reer for a man of his abil­ity. Even now, when the busi­ness had been turned in­to a Lim­ited Li­ab­il­ity Com­pany, and was de­clin­ing (he had got out of his shares long ago), he felt a sharp chag­rin in think­ing of that time. How much bet­ter he might have done! He would have suc­ceeded splen­didly at the Bar! He had even thought of stand­ing for Par­lia­ment. How of­ten had not Nich­olas Tref­fry said to him:

			“You could do any­thing, Jo, if you wer­en’t so d-damned care­ful of your­self!” Dear old Nick! Such a good fel­low, but a rack­etty chap! The no­tori­ous Tref­fry! He had nev­er taken any care of him­self. So he was dead. Old Joly­on coun­ted his ci­gars with a steady hand, and it came in­to his mind to won­der if per­haps he had been too care­ful of him­self.

			He put the ci­gar-case in the breast of his coat, buttoned it in, and walked up the long flights to his bed­room, lean­ing on one foot and the oth­er, and help­ing him­self by the ban­nis­ter. The house was too big. After June was mar­ried, if she ever did marry this fel­low, as he sup­posed she would, he would let it and go in­to rooms. What was the use of keep­ing half a dozen ser­vants eat­ing their heads off?

			The but­ler came to the ring of his bell—a large man with a beard, a soft tread, and a pe­cu­li­ar ca­pa­city for si­lence. Old Joly­on told him to put his dress clothes out; he was go­ing to dine at the Club.

			How long had the car­riage been back from tak­ing Miss June to the sta­tion? Since two? Then let him come round at half-past six!

			The Club which old Joly­on entered on the stroke of sev­en was one of those polit­ic­al in­sti­tu­tions of the up­per-middle class which have seen bet­ter days. In spite of be­ing talked about, per­haps in con­sequence of be­ing talked about, it be­trayed a dis­ap­point­ing vi­tal­ity. People had grown tired of say­ing that the Dis­union was on its last legs. Old Joly­on would say it, too, yet dis­reg­arded the fact in a man­ner truly ir­rit­at­ing to well-con­sti­tuted Club­men.

			“Why do you keep your name on?” Swith­in of­ten asked him with pro­found vex­a­tion. “Why don’t you join the Poly­glot? You can’t get a wine like our Heidsieck un­der twenty shil­lin’ a bottle any­where in Lon­don;” and, drop­ping his voice, he ad­ded: “There’s only five hun­dred dozen left. I drink it every night of my life.”

			“I’ll think of it,” old Joly­on would an­swer; but when he did think of it there was al­ways the ques­tion of fifty guineas en­trance fee, and it would take him four or five years to get in. He con­tin­ued to think of it.

			He was too old to be a Lib­er­al, had long ceased to be­lieve in the polit­ic­al doc­trines of his Club, had even been known to al­lude to them as “wretched stuff,” and it af­forded him pleas­ure to con­tin­ue a mem­ber in the teeth of prin­ciples so op­posed to his own. He had al­ways had a con­tempt for the place, hav­ing joined it many years ago when they re­fused to have him at the Hotch Potch ow­ing to his be­ing “in trade.” As if he were not as good as any of them! He nat­ur­ally des­pised the Club that did take him. The mem­bers were a poor lot, many of them in the City—stock­brokers, so­li­cit­ors, auc­tion­eers—what not! Like most men of strong char­ac­ter but not too much ori­gin­al­ity, old Joly­on set small store by the class to which he be­longed. Faith­fully he fol­lowed their cus­toms, so­cial and oth­er­wise, and secretly he thought them “a com­mon lot.”

			Years and philo­sophy, of which he had his share, had dimmed the re­col­lec­tion of his de­feat at the Hotch Potch, and now in his thoughts it was en­shrined as the Queen of Clubs. He would have been a mem­ber all these years him­self, but, ow­ing to the slip­shod way his pro­poser, Jack Her­ring, had gone to work, they had not known what they were do­ing in keep­ing him out. Why! they had taken his son Jo at once, and he be­lieved the boy was still a mem­ber; he had re­ceived a let­ter dated from there eight years ago.

			He had not been near the Dis­union for months, and the house had un­der­gone the piebald dec­or­a­tion which people be­stow on old houses and old ships when anxious to sell them.

			“Beastly col­our, the smoking-room!” he thought. “The din­ing-room is good!”

			Its gloomy chocol­ate, picked out with light green, took his fancy.

			He ordered din­ner, and sat down in the very corner, at the very table per­haps! (things did not pro­gress much at the Dis­union, a Club of al­most Rad­ic­al prin­ciples) at which he and young Joly­on used to sit twenty-five years ago, when he was tak­ing the lat­ter to Drury Lane, dur­ing his hol­i­days.

			The boy had loved the theatre, and old Joly­on re­called how he used to sit op­pos­ite, con­ceal­ing his ex­cite­ment un­der a care­ful but trans­par­ent non­chal­ance.

			He ordered him­self, too, the very din­ner the boy had al­ways chosen—soup, white­bait, cut­lets, and a tart. Ah! if he were only op­pos­ite now!

			The two had not met for four­teen years. And not for the first time dur­ing those four­teen years old Joly­on wondered wheth­er he had been a little to blame in the mat­ter of his son. An un­for­tu­nate love af­fair with that pre­cious flirt Dan­ae Thorn­worthy (now Dan­ae Pellew), An­thony Thorn­worthy’s daugh­ter, had thrown him on the re­bound in­to the arms of June’s moth­er. He ought per­haps to have put a spoke in the wheel of their mar­riage; they were too young; but after that ex­per­i­ence of Jo’s sus­cept­ib­il­ity he had been only too anxious to see him mar­ried. And in four years the crash had come! To have ap­proved his son’s con­duct in that crash was, of course, im­possible; reas­on and train­ing—that com­bin­a­tion of po­tent factors which stood for his prin­ciples—told him of this im­possib­il­ity, and his heart cried out. The grim re­morse­less­ness of that busi­ness had no pity for hearts. There was June, the atom with flam­ing hair, who had climbed all over him, twined and twis­ted her­self about him—about his heart that was made to be the plaything and be­loved re­sort of tiny, help­less things. With char­ac­ter­ist­ic in­sight he saw he must part with one or with the oth­er; no half-meas­ures could serve in such a situ­ation. In that lay its tragedy. And the tiny, help­less thing pre­vailed. He would not run with the hare and hunt with the hounds, and so to his son he said good­bye.

			That good­bye had las­ted un­til now.

			He had pro­posed to con­tin­ue a re­duced al­low­ance to young Joly­on, but this had been re­fused, and per­haps that re­fus­al had hurt him more than any­thing, for with it had gone the last out­let of his penned-in af­fec­tion; and there had come such tan­gible and sol­id proof of rup­ture as only a trans­ac­tion in prop­erty, a be­stow­al or re­fus­al of such, could sup­ply.

			His din­ner tasted flat. His pint of cham­pagne was dry and bit­ter stuff, not like the Veuve Clic­quots of old days.

			Over his cup of cof­fee, he be­thought him that he would go to the op­era. In the Times, there­fore—he had a dis­trust of oth­er pa­pers—he read the an­nounce­ment for the even­ing. It was Fi­delio.

			Mer­ci­fully not one of those new­fangled Ger­man pan­to­mimes by that fel­low Wag­n­er.

			Put­ting on his an­cient op­era hat, which, with its brim flattened by use, and huge ca­pa­city, looked like an em­blem of great­er days, and, pulling out an old pair of very thin lav­ender kid gloves smelling strongly of Rus­sia leath­er, from ha­bitu­al prox­im­ity to the ci­gar-case in the pock­et of his over­coat, he stepped in­to a hansom.

			The cab rattled gaily along the streets, and old Joly­on was struck by their un­wonted an­im­a­tion.

			“The ho­tels must be do­ing a tre­mend­ous busi­ness,” he thought. A few years ago there had been none of these big ho­tels. He made a sat­is­fact­ory re­flec­tion on some prop­erty he had in the neigh­bour­hood. It must be go­ing up in value by leaps and bounds! What traffic!

			But from that he began in­dul­ging in one of those strange im­per­son­al spec­u­la­tions, so un­char­ac­ter­ist­ic of a For­syte, wherein lay, in part, the secret of his su­prem­acy amongst them. What atoms men were, and what a lot of them! And what would be­come of them all?

			He stumbled as he got out of the cab, gave the man his ex­act fare, walked up to the tick­et of­fice to take his stall, and stood there with his purse in his hand—he al­ways car­ried his money in a purse, nev­er hav­ing ap­proved of that habit of car­ry­ing it loosely in the pock­ets, as so many young men did nowadays. The of­fi­cial leaned out, like an old dog from a ken­nel.

			“Why,” he said in a sur­prised voice, “it’s Mr. Joly­on For­syte! So it is! Haven’t seen you, sir, for years. Dear me! Times aren’t what they were. Why! you and your broth­er, and that auc­tion­eer—Mr. Tra­quair, and Mr. Nich­olas Tref­fry—you used to have six or sev­en stalls here reg­u­lar every sea­son. And how are you, sir? We don’t get young­er!”

			The col­our in old Joly­on’s eyes deepened; he paid his guinea. They had not for­got­ten him. He marched in, to the sounds of the over­ture, like an old war­horse to battle.

			Fold­ing his op­era hat, he sat down, drew out his lav­ender gloves in the old way, and took up his glasses for a long look round the house. Drop­ping them at last on his fol­ded hat, he fixed his eyes on the cur­tain. More poignantly than ever he felt that it was all over and done with him. Where were all the wo­men, the pretty wo­men, the house used to be so full of? Where was that old feel­ing in the heart as he waited for one of those great sing­ers? Where that sen­sa­tion of the in­tox­ic­a­tion of life and of his own power to en­joy it all?

			The greatest op­era-go­er of his day! There was no op­era now! That fel­low Wag­n­er had ruined everything; no melody left, nor any voices to sing it. Ah! the won­der­ful sing­ers! Gone! He sat watch­ing the old scenes ac­ted, a numb feel­ing at his heart.

			From the curl of sil­ver over his ear to the pose of his foot in its elast­ic-sided pat­ent boot, there was noth­ing clumsy or weak about old Joly­on. He was as up­right—very nearly—as in those old times when he came every night; his sight was as good—al­most as good. But what a feel­ing of wear­i­ness and dis­il­lu­sion!

			He had been in the habit all his life of en­joy­ing things, even im­per­fect things—and there had been many im­per­fect things—he had en­joyed them all with mod­er­a­tion, so as to keep him­self young. But now he was deser­ted by his power of en­joy­ment, by his philo­sophy, and left with this dread­ful feel­ing that it was all done with. Not even the “Pris­on­ers’ Chor­us,” nor “Flori­an’s Song,” had the power to dis­pel the gloom of his loneli­ness.

			If Jo were only with him! The boy must be forty by now. He had wasted four­teen years out of the life of his only son. And Jo was no longer a so­cial pari­ah. He was mar­ried. Old Joly­on had been un­able to re­frain from mark­ing his ap­pre­ci­ation of the ac­tion by en­clos­ing his son a cheque for £500. The cheque had been re­turned in a let­ter from the Hotch Potch, couched in these words.

			
				“My dearest fath­er,

				“Your gen­er­ous gift was wel­come as a sign that you might think worse of me. I re­turn it, but should you think fit to in­vest it for the be­ne­fit of the little chap (we call him Jolly), who bears our Chris­ti­an and, by cour­tesy, our sur­name, I shall be very glad.

				“I hope with all my heart that your health is as good as ever.

				
					“Your lov­ing son,

					“Jo.”

				
			

			The let­ter was like the boy. He had al­ways been an ami­able chap. Old Joly­on had sent this reply:

			
				“My dear Jo,

				“The sum (£500) stands in my books for the be­ne­fit of your boy, un­der the name of Joly­on For­syte, and will be duly-cred­ited with in­terest at 5 per­cent. I hope that you are do­ing well. My health re­mains good at present.

				
					“With love, I am,

					“Your af­fec­tion­ate Fath­er,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			And every year on the 1st of Janu­ary he had ad­ded a hun­dred and the in­terest. The sum was mount­ing up—next New Year’s Day it would be fif­teen hun­dred and odd pounds! And it is dif­fi­cult to say how much sat­is­fac­tion he had got out of that yearly trans­ac­tion. But the cor­res­pond­ence had ended.

			In spite of his love for his son, in spite of an in­stinct, partly con­sti­tu­tion­al, partly the res­ult, as in thou­sands of his class, of the con­tinu­al hand­ling and watch­ing of af­fairs, prompt­ing him to judge con­duct by res­ults rather than by prin­ciple, there was at the bot­tom of his heart a sort of un­eas­i­ness. His son ought, un­der the cir­cum­stances, to have gone to the dogs; that law was laid down in all the nov­els, ser­mons, and plays he had ever read, heard, or wit­nessed.

			After re­ceiv­ing the cheque back there seemed to him to be some­thing wrong some­where. Why had his son not gone to the dogs? But, then, who could tell?

			He had heard, of course—in fact, he had made it his busi­ness to find out—that Jo lived in St. John’s Wood, that he had a little house in Wistar­ia Av­en­ue with a garden, and took his wife about with him in­to so­ci­ety—a queer sort of so­ci­ety, no doubt—and that they had two chil­dren—the little chap they called Jolly (con­sid­er­ing the cir­cum­stances the name struck him as cyn­ic­al, and old Joly­on both feared and dis­liked cyn­icism), and a girl called Holly, born since the mar­riage. Who could tell what his son’s cir­cum­stances really were? He had cap­it­al­ized the in­come he had in­her­ited from his moth­er’s fath­er and joined Lloyd’s as an un­der­writer; he painted pic­tures, too—wa­ter­col­ours. Old Joly­on knew this, for he had sur­repti­tiously bought them from time to time, after chan­cing to see his son’s name signed at the bot­tom of a rep­res­ent­a­tion of the river Thames in a deal­er’s win­dow. He thought them bad, and did not hang them be­cause of the sig­na­ture; he kept them locked up in a draw­er.

			In the great op­era-house a ter­rible yearn­ing came on him to see his son. He re­membered the days when he had been wont to slide him, in a brown hol­land suit, to and fro un­der the arch of his legs; the times when he ran be­side the boy’s pony, teach­ing him to ride; the day he first took him to school. He had been a lov­ing, lov­able little chap! After he went to Eton he had ac­quired, per­haps, a little too much of that de­sir­able man­ner which old Joly­on knew was only to be ob­tained at such places and at great ex­pense; but he had al­ways been com­pan­ion­able. Al­ways a com­pan­ion, even after Cam­bridge—a little far off, per­haps, ow­ing to the ad­vant­ages he had re­ceived. Old Joly­on’s feel­ing to­wards our pub­lic schools and ’Varsit­ies nev­er wavered, and he re­tained touch­ingly his at­ti­tude of ad­mir­a­tion and mis­trust to­wards a sys­tem ap­pro­pri­ate to the highest in the land, of which he had not him­self been priv­ileged to par­take. … Now that June had gone and left, or as good as left him, it would have been a com­fort to see his son again. Guilty of this treas­on to his fam­ily, his prin­ciples, his class, old Joly­on fixed his eyes on the sing­er. A poor thing—a wretched poor thing! And the Flori­an a per­fect stick!

			It was over. They were eas­ily pleased nowadays!

			In the crowded street he snapped up a cab un­der the very nose of a stout and much young­er gen­tle­man, who had already as­sumed it to be his own. His route lay through Pall Mall, and at the corner, in­stead of go­ing through the Green Park, the cab­man turned to drive up St. James’s Street. Old Joly­on put his hand through the trap (he could not bear be­ing taken out of his way); in turn­ing, how­ever, he found him­self op­pos­ite the Hotch Potch, and the yearn­ing that had been secretly with him the whole even­ing pre­vailed. He called to the driver to stop. He would go in and ask if Jo still be­longed there.

			He went in. The hall looked ex­actly as it did when he used to dine there with Jack Her­ring, and they had the best cook in Lon­don; and he looked round with the shrewd, straight glance that had caused him all his life to be bet­ter served than most men.

			“Mr. Joly­on For­syte still a mem­ber here?”

			“Yes, sir; in the Club now, sir. What name?”

			Old Joly­on was taken aback.

			“His fath­er,” he said.

			And hav­ing spoken, he took his stand, back to the fire­place.

			Young Joly­on, on the point of leav­ing the Club, had put on his hat, and was in the act of cross­ing the hall, as the port­er met him. He was no longer young, with hair go­ing grey, and face—a nar­row­er rep­lica of his fath­er’s, with the same large droop­ing mous­tache—de­cidedly worn. He turned pale. This meet­ing was ter­rible after all those years, for noth­ing in the world was so ter­rible as a scene. They met and crossed hands without a word. Then, with a quaver in his voice, the fath­er said:

			“How are you, my boy?”

			The son answered:

			“How are you, Dad?”

			Old Joly­on’s hand trembled in its thin lav­ender glove.

			“If you’re go­ing my way,” he said, “I can give you a lift.”

			And as though in the habit of tak­ing each oth­er home every night they went out and stepped in­to the cab.

			To old Joly­on it seemed that his son had grown. “More of a man al­to­geth­er,” was his com­ment. Over the nat­ur­al ami­ab­il­ity of that son’s face had come a rather sar­don­ic mask, as though he had found in the cir­cum­stances of his life the ne­ces­sity for ar­mour. The fea­tures were cer­tainly those of a For­syte, but the ex­pres­sion was more the in­tro­spect­ive look of a stu­dent or philo­soph­er. He had no doubt been ob­liged to look in­to him­self a good deal in the course of those fif­teen years.

			To young Joly­on the first sight of his fath­er was un­doubtedly a shock—he looked so worn and old. But in the cab he seemed hardly to have changed, still hav­ing the calm look so well re­membered, still be­ing up­right and keen-eyed.

			“You look well, Dad.”

			“Mid­dling,” old Joly­on answered.

			He was the prey of an anxi­ety that he found he must put in­to words. Hav­ing got his son back like this, he felt he must know what was his fin­an­cial po­s­i­tion.

			“Jo,” he said, “I should like to hear what sort of wa­ter you’re in. I sup­pose you’re in debt?”

			He put it this way that his son might find it easi­er to con­fess.

			Young Joly­on answered in his iron­ic­al voice:

			“No! I’m not in debt!”

			Old Joly­on saw that he was angry, and touched his hand. He had run a risk. It was worth it, how­ever, and Jo had nev­er been sulky with him. They drove on, without speak­ing again, to Stan­hope Gate. Old Joly­on in­vited him in, but young Joly­on shook his head.

			“June’s not here,” said his fath­er hast­ily: “went of today on a vis­it. I sup­pose you know that she’s en­gaged to be mar­ried?”

			“Already?” mur­mured young Joly­on.

			Old Joly­on stepped out, and, in pay­ing the cab fare, for the first time in his life gave the driver a sov­er­eign in mis­take for a shil­ling.

			Pla­cing the coin in his mouth, the cab­man whipped his horse secretly on the un­der­neath and hur­ried away.

			Old Joly­on turned the key softly in the lock, pushed open the door, and beckoned. His son saw him gravely hanging up his coat, with an ex­pres­sion on his face like that of a boy who in­tends to steal cher­ries.

			The door of the din­ing-room was open, the gas turned low; a spir­it-urn hissed on a tea-tray, and close to it a cyn­ic­al look­ing cat had fallen asleep on the din­ing-table. Old Joly­on shoo’d her off at once. The in­cid­ent was a re­lief to his feel­ings; he rattled his op­era hat be­hind the an­im­al.

			“She’s got fleas,” he said, fol­low­ing her out of the room. Through the door in the hall lead­ing to the base­ment he called “Hssst!” sev­er­al times, as though as­sist­ing the cat’s de­par­ture, till by some strange co­in­cid­ence the but­ler ap­peared be­low.

			“You can go to bed, Par­fitt,” said old Joly­on. “I will lock up and put out.”

			When he again entered the din­ing-room the cat un­for­tu­nately pre­ceded him, with her tail in the air, pro­claim­ing that she had seen through this manouevre for sup­press­ing the but­ler from the first. …

			A fatal­ity had dogged old Joly­on’s do­mest­ic stratagems all his life.

			Young Joly­on could not help smil­ing. He was very well versed in irony, and everything that even­ing seemed to him iron­ic­al. The epis­ode of the cat; the an­nounce­ment of his own daugh­ter’s en­gage­ment. So he had no more part or par­cel in her than he had in the Puss! And the po­et­ic­al justice of this ap­pealed to him.

			“What is June like now?” he asked.

			“She’s a little thing,” re­turned old Joly­on; “they say she’s like me, but that’s their folly. She’s more like your moth­er—the same eyes and hair.”

			“Ah! and she is pretty?”

			Old Joly­on was too much of a For­syte to praise any­thing freely; es­pe­cially any­thing for which he had a genu­ine ad­mir­a­tion.

			“Not bad look­ing—a reg­u­lar For­syte chin. It’ll be lonely here when she’s gone, Jo.”

			The look on his face again gave young Joly­on the shock he had felt on first see­ing his fath­er.

			“What will you do with your­self, Dad? I sup­pose she’s wrapped up in him?”

			“Do with my­self?” re­peated old Joly­on with an angry break in his voice. “It’ll be miser­able work liv­ing here alone. I don’t know how it’s to end. I wish to good­ness. …” He checked him­self, and ad­ded: “The ques­tion is, what had I bet­ter do with this house?”

			Young Joly­on looked round the room. It was pe­cu­li­arly vast and dreary, dec­or­ated with the enorm­ous pic­tures of still life that he re­membered as a boy—sleep­ing dogs with their noses rest­ing on bunches of car­rots, to­geth­er with onions and grapes ly­ing side by side in mild sur­prise. The house was a white ele­phant, but he could not con­ceive of his fath­er liv­ing in a smal­ler place; and all the more did it all seem iron­ic­al.

			In his great chair with the book-rest sat old Joly­on, the fig­ure­head of his fam­ily and class and creed, with his white head and dome-like fore­head, the rep­res­ent­at­ive of mod­er­a­tion, and or­der, and love of prop­erty. As lonely an old man as there was in Lon­don.

			There he sat in the gloomy com­fort of the room, a pup­pet in the power of great forces that cared noth­ing for fam­ily or class or creed, but moved, ma­chine-like, with dread pro­cesses to in­scrut­able ends. This was how it struck young Joly­on, who had the im­per­son­al eye.

			The poor old Dad! So this was the end, the pur­pose to which he had lived with such mag­ni­fi­cent mod­er­a­tion! To be lonely, and grow older and older, yearn­ing for a soul to speak to!

			In his turn old Joly­on looked back at his son. He wanted to talk about many things that he had been un­able to talk about all these years. It had been im­possible to ser­i­ously con­fide in June his con­vic­tion that prop­erty in the Soho quarter would go up in value; his un­eas­i­ness about that tre­mend­ous si­lence of Pip­pin, the su­per­in­tend­ent of the New Col­li­ery Com­pany, of which he had so long been chair­man; his dis­gust at the steady fall in Amer­ic­an Gol­gothas, or even to dis­cuss how, by some sort of set­tle­ment, he could best avoid the pay­ment of those death du­ties which would fol­low his de­cease. Un­der the in­flu­ence, how­ever, of a cup of tea, which he seemed to stir in­def­in­itely, he began to speak at last. A new vista of life was thus opened up, a prom­ised land of talk, where he could find a har­bour against the waves of an­ti­cip­a­tion and re­gret; where he could soothe his soul with the opi­um of de­vis­ing how to round off his prop­erty and make etern­al the only part of him that was to re­main alive.

			Young Joly­on was a good listen­er; it was his great qual­ity. He kept his eyes fixed on his fath­er’s face, put­ting a ques­tion now and then.

			The clock struck one be­fore old Joly­on had fin­ished, and at the sound of its strik­ing his prin­ciples came back. He took out his watch with a look of sur­prise:

			“I must go to bed, Jo,” he said.

			Young Joly­on rose and held out his hand to help his fath­er up. The old face looked worn and hol­low again; the eyes were stead­ily aver­ted.

			“Good­bye, my boy; take care of your­self.”

			A mo­ment passed, and young Joly­on, turn­ing on his, heel, marched out at the door. He could hardly see; his smile quavered. Nev­er in all the fif­teen years since he had first found out that life was no simple busi­ness, had he found it so sin­gu­larly com­plic­ated.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Din­ner at Swith­in’s

			
			In Swith­in’s or­ange and light-blue din­ing-room, fa­cing the Park, the round table was laid for twelve.

			A cut-glass chan­delier filled with lighted candles hung like a gi­ant stalac­tite above its centre, ra­di­at­ing over large gilt-framed mir­rors, slabs of marble on the tops of side-tables, and heavy gold chairs with crewel­worked seats. Everything be­tokened that love of beauty so deeply im­planted in each fam­ily which has had its own way to make in­to So­ci­ety, out of the more vul­gar heart of Nature. Swith­in had in­deed an im­pa­tience of sim­pli­city, a love of or­molu, which had al­ways stamped him amongst his as­so­ci­ates as a man of great, if some­what lux­uri­ous taste; and out of the know­ledge that no one could pos­sibly enter his rooms without per­ceiv­ing him to be a man of wealth, he had de­rived a sol­id and pro­longed hap­pi­ness such as per­haps no oth­er cir­cum­stance in life had af­forded him.

			Since his re­tire­ment from land agency, a pro­fes­sion de­plor­able in his es­tim­a­tion, es­pe­cially as to its auc­tion­eer­ing de­part­ment, he had aban­doned him­self to nat­ur­ally ar­is­to­crat­ic tastes.

			The per­fect lux­ury of his lat­ter days had em­bed­ded him like a fly in sug­ar; and his mind, where very little took place from morn­ing till night, was the junc­tion of two curi­ously op­pos­ite emo­tions, a linger­ing and sturdy sat­is­fac­tion that he had made his own way and his own for­tune, and a sense that a man of his dis­tinc­tion should nev­er have been al­lowed to soil his mind with work.

			He stood at the side­board in a white waist­coat with large gold and onyx but­tons, watch­ing his valet screw the necks of three cham­pagne bottles deep­er in­to ice-pails. Between the points of his stand-up col­lar, which—though it hurt him to move—he would on no ac­count have had altered, the pale flesh of his un­der chin re­mained im­mov­able. His eyes roved from bottle to bottle. He was de­bat­ing, and he ar­gued like this: Joly­on drinks a glass, per­haps two, he’s so care­ful of him­self. James, he can’t take his wine nowadays. Nich­olas—Fanny and he would swill wa­ter he shouldn’t won­der! Soames didn’t count; these young neph­ews—Soames was thirty-one—couldn’t drink! But Bosin­ney?

			En­coun­ter­ing in the name of this stranger some­thing out­side the range of his philo­sophy, Swith­in paused. A mis­giv­ing arose with­in him! It was im­possible to tell! June was only a girl, in love too! Emily (Mrs. James) liked a good glass of cham­pagne. It was too dry for Ju­ley, poor old soul, she had no pal­ate. As to Hatty Chess­man! The thought of this old friend caused a cloud of thought to ob­scure the per­fect glassi­ness of his eyes: He shouldn’t won­der if she drank half a bottle!

			But in think­ing of his re­main­ing guest, an ex­pres­sion like that of a cat who is just go­ing to purr stole over his old face: Mrs. Soames! She mightn’t take much, but she would ap­pre­ci­ate what she drank; it was a pleas­ure to give her good wine! A pretty wo­man—and sym­path­et­ic to him!

			The thought of her was like cham­pagne it­self! A pleas­ure to give a good wine to a young wo­man who looked so well, who knew how to dress, with charm­ing man­ners, quite dis­tin­guished—a pleas­ure to en­ter­tain her. Between the points of his col­lar he gave his head the first small, pain­ful os­cil­la­tion of the even­ing.

			“Ad­olf!” he said. “Put in an­oth­er bottle.”

			He him­self might drink a good deal, for, thanks to that pre­scrip­tion of Blight’s, he found him­self ex­tremely well, and he had been care­ful to take no lunch. He had not felt so well for weeks. Puff­ing out his lower lip, he gave his last in­struc­tions:

			“Ad­olf, the least touch of the West In­dia when you come to the ham.”

			Passing in­to the ante­room, he sat down on the edge of a chair, with his knees apart; and his tall, bulky form was wrapped at once in an ex­pect­ant, strange, primev­al im­mob­il­ity. He was ready to rise at a mo­ment’s no­tice. He had not giv­en a din­ner-party for months. This din­ner in hon­our of June’s en­gage­ment had seemed a bore at first (among For­sytes the cus­tom of sol­em­niz­ing en­gage­ments by feasts was re­li­giously ob­served), but the la­bours of send­ing in­vit­a­tions and or­der­ing the re­past over, he felt pleas­antly stim­u­lated.

			And thus sit­ting, a watch in his hand, fat, and smooth, and golden, like a flattened globe of but­ter, he thought of noth­ing.

			A long man, with side whiskers, who had once been in Swith­in’s ser­vice, but was now a green­gro­cer, entered and pro­claimed:

			“Mrs. Chess­man, Mrs. Sep­timus Small!”

			Two ladies ad­vanced. The one in front, habited en­tirely in red, had large, settled patches of the same col­our in her cheeks, and a hard, dash­ing eye. She walked at Swith­in, hold­ing out a hand cased in a long, prim­rose-col­oured glove:

			“Well! Swith­in,” she said, “I haven’t seen you for ages. How are you? Why, my dear boy, how stout you’re get­ting!”

			The fix­ity of Swith­in’s eye alone be­trayed emo­tion. A dumb and grumbling an­ger swelled his bos­om. It was vul­gar to be stout, to talk of be­ing stout; he had a chest, noth­ing more. Turn­ing to his sis­ter, he grasped her hand, and said in a tone of com­mand:

			“Well, Ju­ley.”

			Mrs. Sep­timus Small was the tallest of the four sis­ters; her good, round old face had gone a little sour; an in­nu­mer­able pout clung all over it, as if it had been en­cased in an iron wire mask up to that even­ing, which, be­ing sud­denly re­moved, left little rolls of mutin­ous flesh all over her coun­ten­ance. Even her eyes were pout­ing. It was thus that she re­cor­ded her per­man­ent re­sent­ment at the loss of Sep­timus Small.

			She had quite a repu­ta­tion for say­ing the wrong thing, and, ten­a­cious like all her breed, she would hold to it when she had said it, and add to it an­oth­er wrong thing, and so on. With the de­cease of her hus­band the fam­ily tenacity, the fam­ily mat­ter-of-fact­ness, had gone sterile with­in her. A great talk­er, when al­lowed, she would con­verse without the faintest an­im­a­tion for hours to­geth­er, re­lat­ing, with epic mono­tony, the in­nu­mer­able oc­ca­sions on which For­tune had mis­used her; nor did she ever per­ceive that her hear­ers sym­path­ized with For­tune, for her heart was kind.

			Hav­ing sat, poor soul, long by the bed­side of Small (a man of poor con­sti­tu­tion), she had ac­quired the habit, and there were count­less sub­sequent oc­ca­sions when she had sat im­mense peri­ods of time to amuse sick people, chil­dren, and oth­er help­less per­sons, and she could nev­er di­vest her­self of the feel­ing that the world was the most un­grate­ful place any­body could live in. Sunday after Sunday she sat at the feet of that ex­tremely witty preach­er, the Rev. Thomas Scoles, who ex­er­cised a great in­flu­ence over her; but she suc­ceeded in con­vin­cing every­body that even this was a mis­for­tune. She had passed in­to a pro­verb in the fam­ily, and when any­body was ob­served to be pe­cu­li­arly dis­tress­ing, he was known as a reg­u­lar “Ju­ley.” The habit of her mind would have killed any­body but a For­syte at forty; but she was sev­enty-two, and had nev­er looked bet­ter. And one felt that there were ca­pa­cit­ies for en­joy­ment about her which might yet come out. She owned three ca­nar­ies, the cat Tommy, and half a par­rot—in com­mon with her sis­ter Hester;—and these poor creatures (kept care­fully out of Timothy’s way—he was nervous about an­im­als), un­like hu­man be­ings, re­cog­nising that she could not help be­ing blighted, at­tached them­selves to her pas­sion­ately.

			She was som­brely mag­ni­fi­cent this even­ing in black bom­bazine, with a mauve front cut in a shy tri­angle, and crowned with a black vel­vet rib­bon round the base of her thin throat; black and mauve for even­ing wear was es­teemed very chaste by nearly every For­syte.

			Pout­ing at Swith­in, she said:

			“Ann has been ask­ing for you. You haven’t been near us for an age!”

			Swith­in put his thumbs with­in the arm­holes of his waist­coat, and replied:

			“Ann’s get­ting very shaky; she ought to have a doc­tor!”

			“Mr. and Mrs. Nich­olas For­syte!”

			Nich­olas For­syte, cock­ing his rect­an­gu­lar eye­brows, wore a smile. He had suc­ceeded dur­ing the day in bring­ing to fruition a scheme for the em­ploy­ment of a tribe from Up­per In­dia in the gold­mines of Ceylon. A pet plan, car­ried at last in the teeth of great dif­fi­culties—he was justly pleased. It would double the out­put of his mines, and, as he had of­ten for­cibly ar­gued, all ex­per­i­ence ten­ded to show that a man must die; and wheth­er he died of a miser­able old age in his own coun­try, or pre­ma­turely of damp in the bot­tom of a for­eign mine, was surely of little con­sequence, provided that by a change in his mode of life he be­nefited the Brit­ish Em­pire.

			His abil­ity was un­doubted. Rais­ing his broken nose to­wards his listen­er, he would add:

			“For want of a few hun­dred of these fel­lows we haven’t paid a di­vidend for years, and look at the price of the shares. I can’t get ten shil­lings for them.”

			He had been at Yar­mouth, too, and had come back feel­ing that he had ad­ded at least ten years to his own life. He grasped Swith­in’s hand, ex­claim­ing in a joc­u­lar voice:

			“Well, so here we are again!”

			Mrs. Nich­olas, an ef­fete wo­man, smiled a smile of frightened jol­lity be­hind his back.

			“Mr. and Mrs. James For­syte! Mr. and Mrs. Soames For­syte!”

			Swith­in drew his heels to­geth­er, his de­port­ment ever ad­mir­able.

			“Well, James, well Emily! How are you, Soames? How do you do?”

			His hand en­closed Irene’s, and his eyes swelled. She was a pretty wo­man—a little too pale, but her fig­ure, her eyes, her teeth! Too good for that chap Soames!

			The gods had giv­en Irene dark brown eyes and golden hair, that strange com­bin­a­tion, pro­voc­at­ive of men’s glances, which is said to be the mark of a weak char­ac­ter. And the full, soft pal­lor of her neck and shoulders, above a gold-col­oured frock, gave to her per­son­al­ity an al­lur­ing strange­ness.

			Soames stood be­hind, his eyes fastened on his wife’s neck. The hands of Swith­in’s watch, which he still held open in his hand, had left eight be­hind; it was half an hour bey­ond his din­ner­time—he had had no lunch—and a strange primev­al im­pa­tience surged up with­in him.

			“It’s not like Joly­on to be late!” he said to Irene, with un­con­trol­lable vex­a­tion. “I sup­pose it’ll be June keep­ing him!”

			“People in love are al­ways late,” she answered.

			Swith­in stared at her; a dusky or­ange dyed his cheeks.

			“They’ve no busi­ness to be. Some fash­ion­able non­sense!”

			And be­hind this out­burst the in­ar­tic­u­late vi­ol­ence of prim­it­ive gen­er­a­tions seemed to mut­ter and grumble.

			“Tell me what you think of my new star, Uncle Swith­in,” said Irene softly.

			Among the lace in the bos­om of her dress was shin­ing a five-poin­ted star, made of el­ev­en dia­monds. Swith­in looked at the star. He had a pretty taste in stones; no ques­tion could have been more sym­path­et­ic­ally de­vised to dis­tract his at­ten­tion.

			“Who gave you that?” he asked.

			“Soames.”

			There was no change in her face, but Swith­in’s pale eyes bulged as though he might sud­denly have been af­flic­ted with in­sight.

			“I dare say you’re dull at home,” he said. “Any day you like to come and dine with me, I’ll give you as good a bottle of wine as you’ll get in Lon­don.”

			“Miss June For­syte—Mr. Joly­on For­syte! … Mr. Boswainey! …”

			Swith­in moved his arm, and said in a rum­bling voice:

			“Din­ner, now—din­ner!”

			He took in Irene, on the ground that he had not en­ter­tained her since she was a bride. June was the por­tion of Bosin­ney, who was placed between Irene and his fiancée. On the oth­er side of June was James with Mrs. Nich­olas, then old Joly­on with Mrs. James, Nich­olas with Hatty Chess­man, Soames with Mrs. Small, com­plet­ing the circle to Swith­in again.

			Fam­ily din­ners of the For­sytes ob­serve cer­tain tra­di­tions. There are, for in­stance, no hors d’oeuvre. The reas­on for this is un­known. The­ory among the young­er mem­bers traces it to the dis­grace­ful price of oysters; it is more prob­ably due to a de­sire to come to the point, to a good prac­tic­al sense de­cid­ing at once that hors d’oeuvre are but poor things. The Jameses alone, un­able to with­stand a cus­tom al­most uni­ver­sal in Park Lane, are now and then un­faith­ful.

			A si­lent, al­most mor­ose, in­at­ten­tion to each oth­er suc­ceeds to the sub­sid­ence in­to their seats, last­ing till well in­to the first en­trée, but in­ter­spersed with re­marks such as, “Tom’s bad again; I can’t tell what’s the mat­ter with him!”—“I sup­pose Ann doesn’t come down in the morn­ings?”—“What’s the name of your doc­tor, Fanny? Stubbs? He’s a quack!”—“Wini­fred? She’s got too many chil­dren. Four, isn’t it? She’s as thin as a lath!”—“What d’you give for this sherry, Swith­in? Too dry for me!”

			With the second glass of cham­pagne, a kind of hum makes it­self heard, which, when di­vested of cas­u­al ac­cessor­ies and re­solved in­to its prim­al ele­ment, is found to be James telling a story, and this goes on for a long time, en­croach­ing some­times even upon what must uni­ver­sally be re­cog­nised as the crown­ing point of a For­syte feast—“the saddle of mut­ton.”

			No For­syte has giv­en a din­ner without provid­ing a saddle of mut­ton. There is some­thing in its suc­cu­lent solid­ity which makes it suit­able to people “of a cer­tain po­s­i­tion.” It is nour­ish­ing and tasty; the sort of thing a man re­mem­bers eat­ing. It has a past and a fu­ture, like a de­pos­it paid in­to a bank; and it is some­thing that can be ar­gued about.

			Each branch of the fam­ily ten­a­ciously held to a par­tic­u­lar loc­al­ity—old Joly­on swear­ing by Dart­moor, James by Welsh, Swith­in by South­down, Nich­olas main­tain­ing that people might sneer, but there was noth­ing like New Zea­l­and! As for Ro­ger, the “ori­gin­al” of the broth­ers, he had been ob­liged to in­vent a loc­al­ity of his own, and with an in­genu­ity worthy of a man who had de­vised a new pro­fes­sion for his sons, he had dis­covered a shop where they sold Ger­man; on be­ing re­mon­strated with, he had proved his point by pro­du­cing a butcher’s bill, which showed that he paid more than any of the oth­ers. It was on this oc­ca­sion that old Joly­on, turn­ing to June, had said in one of his bursts of philo­sophy:

			“You may de­pend upon it, they’re a cranky lot, the For­sytes—and you’ll find it out, as you grow older!”

			Timothy alone held apart, for though he ate saddle of mut­ton heart­ily, he was, he said, afraid of it.

			To any­one in­ter­ested psy­cho­lo­gic­ally in For­sytes, this great saddle-of-mut­ton trait is of prime im­port­ance; not only does it il­lus­trate their tenacity, both col­lect­ively and as in­di­vidu­als, but it marks them as be­long­ing in fibre and in­stincts to that great class which be­lieves in nour­ish­ment and fla­vour, and yields to no sen­ti­ment­al crav­ing for beauty.

			Young­er mem­bers of the fam­ily in­deed would have done without a joint al­to­geth­er, pre­fer­ring guinea-fowl, or lob­ster salad—some­thing which ap­pealed to the ima­gin­a­tion, and had less nour­ish­ment—but these were fe­males; or, if not, had been cor­rup­ted by their wives, or by moth­ers, who hav­ing been forced to eat saddle of mut­ton through­out their mar­ried lives, had passed a secret hos­til­ity to­wards it in­to the fibre of their sons.

			The great saddle-of-mut­ton con­tro­versy at an end, a Tewkes­bury ham com­menced, to­geth­er with the least touch of West In­di­an—Swith­in was so long over this course that he caused a block in the pro­gress of the din­ner. To de­vote him­self to it with bet­ter heart, he paused in his con­ver­sa­tion.

			From his seat by Mrs. Sep­timus Small Soames was watch­ing. He had a reas­on of his own con­nec­ted with a pet build­ing scheme, for ob­serving Bosin­ney. The ar­chi­tect might do for his pur­pose; he looked clev­er, as he sat lean­ing back in his chair, moodily mak­ing little ram­parts with bread­crumbs. Soames noted his dress clothes to be well cut, but too small, as though made many years ago.

			He saw him turn to Irene and say some­thing and her face sparkle as he of­ten saw it sparkle at oth­er people—nev­er at him­self. He tried to catch what they were say­ing, but Aunt Ju­ley was speak­ing.

			Hadn’t that al­ways seemed very ex­traordin­ary to Soames? Only last Sunday dear Mr. Scole had been so witty in his ser­mon, so sar­cast­ic: “For what,” he had said, “shall it profit a man if he gain his own soul, but lose all his prop­erty?” That, he had said, was the motto of the middle class; now, what had he meant by that? Of course, it might be what middle-class people be­lieved—she didn’t know; what did Soames think?

			He answered ab­strac­tedly: “How should I know? Scoles is a hum­bug, though, isn’t he?” For Bosin­ney was look­ing round the table, as if point­ing out the pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies of the guests, and Soames wondered what he was say­ing. By her smile Irene was evid­ently agree­ing with his re­marks. She seemed al­ways to agree with oth­er people.

			Her eyes were turned on him­self; Soames dropped his glance at once. The smile had died off her lips.

			A hum­bug? But what did Soames mean? If Mr. Scoles was a hum­bug, a cler­gy­man—then any­body might be—it was fright­ful!

			“Well, and so they are!” said Soames.

			Dur­ing Aunt Ju­ley’s mo­ment­ary and hor­ri­fied si­lence he caught some words of Irene’s that soun­ded like: “Aban­don hope, all ye who enter here!”

			But Swith­in had fin­ished his ham.

			“Where do you go for your mush­rooms?” he was say­ing to Irene in a voice like a courtier’s; “you ought to go to Smi­ley­bob’s—he’ll give ’em you fresh. These little men, they won’t take the trouble!”

			Irene turned to an­swer him, and Soames saw Bosin­ney watch­ing her and smil­ing to him­self. A curi­ous smile the fel­low had. A half-simple ar­range­ment, like a child who smiles when he is pleased. As for George’s nick­name—“The Buc­can­eer”—he did not think much of that. And, see­ing Bosin­ney turn to June, Soames smiled too, but sar­don­ic­ally—he did not like June, who was not look­ing too pleased.

			This was not sur­pris­ing, for she had just held the fol­low­ing con­ver­sa­tion with James:

			“I stayed on the river on my way home, Uncle James, and saw a beau­ti­ful site for a house.”

			James, a slow and thor­ough eat­er, stopped the pro­cess of mas­tic­a­tion.

			“Eh?” he said. “Now, where was that?”

			“Close to Pang­bourne.”

			James placed a piece of ham in his mouth, and June waited.

			“I sup­pose you wouldn’t know wheth­er the land about there was free­hold?” he asked at last. “You wouldn’t know any­thing about the price of land about there?”

			“Yes,” said June; “I made in­quir­ies.” Her little res­ol­ute face un­der its cop­per crown was sus­pi­ciously eager and aglow.

			James re­garded her with the air of an in­quis­it­or.

			“What? You’re not think­ing of buy­ing land!” he ejac­u­lated, drop­ping his fork.

			June was greatly en­cour­aged by his in­terest. It had long been her pet plan that her uncles should be­ne­fit them­selves and Bosin­ney by build­ing coun­try-houses.

			“Of course not,” she said. “I thought it would be such a splen­did place for—you or—someone to build a coun­try-house!”

			James looked at her side­ways, and placed a second piece of ham in his mouth. …

			“Land ought to be very dear about there,” he said.

			What June had taken for per­son­al in­terest was only the im­per­son­al ex­cite­ment of every For­syte who hears of some­thing eli­gible in danger of passing in­to oth­er hands. But she re­fused to see the dis­ap­pear­ance of her chance, and con­tin­ued to press her point.

			“You ought to go in­to the coun­try, Uncle James. I wish I had a lot of money, I wouldn’t live an­oth­er day in Lon­don.”

			James was stirred to the depths of his long thin fig­ure; he had no idea his niece held such down­right views.

			“Why don’t you go in­to the coun­try?” re­peated June; “it would do you a lot of good.”

			“Why?” began James in a fluster. “Buy­ing land—what good d’you sup­pose I can do buy­ing land, build­ing houses?—I couldn’t get four per­cent for my money!”

			“What does that mat­ter? You’d get fresh air.”

			“Fresh air!” ex­claimed James; “what should I do with fresh air?”

			“I should have thought any­body liked to have fresh air,” said June scorn­fully.

			James wiped his nap­kin all over his mouth.

			“You don’t know the value of money,” he said, avoid­ing her eye.

			“No! and I hope I nev­er shall!” and, bit­ing her lip with in­ex­press­ible mor­ti­fic­a­tion, poor June was si­lent.

			Why were her own re­la­tions so rich, and Phil nev­er knew where the money was com­ing from for to­mor­row’s to­bacco. Why couldn’t they do some­thing for him? But they were so selfish. Why couldn’t they build coun­try-houses? She had all that na­ive dog­mat­ism which is so pathet­ic, and some­times achieves such great res­ults. Bosin­ney, to whom she turned in her dis­com­fit­ure, was talk­ing to Irene, and a chill fell on June’s spir­it. Her eyes grew steady with an­ger, like old Joly­on’s when his will was crossed.

			James, too, was much dis­turbed. He felt as though someone had threatened his right to in­vest his money at five per­cent. Joly­on had spoiled her. None of his girls would have said such a thing. James had al­ways been ex­ceed­ingly lib­er­al to his chil­dren, and the con­scious­ness of this made him feel it all the more deeply. He trifled moodily with his straw­ber­ries, then, de­lu­ging them with cream, he ate them quickly; they, at all events, should not es­cape him.

			No won­der he was up­set. En­gaged for fifty-four years (he had been ad­mit­ted a so­li­cit­or on the earli­est day sanc­tioned by the law) in ar­ran­ging mort­gages, pre­serving in­vest­ments at a dead level of high and safe in­terest, con­duct­ing ne­go­ti­ations on the prin­ciple of se­cur­ing the ut­most pos­sible out of oth­er people com­pat­ible with safety to his cli­ents and him­self, in cal­cu­la­tions as to the ex­act pe­cu­ni­ary pos­sib­il­it­ies of all the re­la­tions of life, he had come at last to think purely in terms of money. Money was now his light, his me­di­um for see­ing, that without which he was really un­able to see, really not cog­nis­ant of phe­nom­ena; and to have this thing, “I hope I shall nev­er know the value of money!” said to his face, saddened and ex­as­per­ated him. He knew it to be non­sense, or it would have frightened him. What was the world com­ing to! Sud­denly re­col­lect­ing the story of young Joly­on, how­ever, he felt a little com­for­ted, for what could you ex­pect with a fath­er like that! This turned his thoughts in­to a chan­nel still less pleas­ant. What was all this talk about Soames and Irene?

			As in all self-re­spect­ing fam­il­ies, an em­pori­um had been es­tab­lished where fam­ily secrets were bartered, and fam­ily stock priced. It was known on For­syte ’Change that Irene re­gret­ted her mar­riage. Her re­gret was dis­ap­proved of. She ought to have known her own mind; no de­pend­able wo­man made these mis­takes.

			James re­flec­ted sourly that they had a nice house (rather small) in an ex­cel­lent po­s­i­tion, no chil­dren, and no money troubles. Soames was re­served about his af­fairs, but he must be get­ting a very warm man. He had a cap­it­al in­come from the busi­ness—for Soames, like his fath­er, was a mem­ber of that well-known firm of so­li­cit­ors, For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte—and had al­ways been very care­ful. He had done quite un­usu­ally well with some mort­gages he had taken up, too—a little timely fore­clos­ure—most lucky hits!

			There was no reas­on why Irene should not be happy, yet they said she’d been ask­ing for a sep­ar­ate room. He knew where that ended. It wasn’t as if Soames drank.

			James looked at his daugh­ter-in-law. That un­seen glance of his was cold and du­bi­ous. Ap­peal and fear were in it, and a sense of per­son­al griev­ance. Why should he be wor­ried like this? It was very likely all non­sense; wo­men were funny things! They ex­ag­ger­ated so, you didn’t know what to be­lieve; and then, nobody told him any­thing, he had to find out everything for him­self. Again he looked furt­ively at Irene, and across from her to Soames. The lat­ter, listen­ing to Aunt Ju­ley, was look­ing up, un­der his brows in the dir­ec­tion of Bosin­ney.

			“He’s fond of her, I know,” thought James. “Look at the way he’s al­ways giv­ing her things.”

			And the ex­traordin­ary un­reas­on­able­ness of her dis­af­fec­tion struck him with in­creased force.

			It was a pity, too, she was a tak­ing little thing, and he, James, would be really quite fond of her if she’d only let him. She had taken up lately with June; that was do­ing her no good, that was cer­tainly do­ing her no good. She was get­ting to have opin­ions of her own. He didn’t know what she wanted with any­thing of the sort. She’d a good home, and everything she could wish for. He felt that her friends ought to be chosen for her. To go on like this was dan­ger­ous.

			June, in­deed, with her habit of cham­pi­on­ing the un­for­tu­nate, had dragged from Irene a con­fes­sion, and, in re­turn, had preached the ne­ces­sity of fa­cing the evil, by sep­ar­a­tion, if need be. But in the face of these ex­horta­tions, Irene had kept a brood­ing si­lence, as though she found ter­rible the thought of this struggle car­ried through in cold blood. He would nev­er give her up, she had said to June.

			“Who cares?” June cried; “let him do what he likes—you’ve only to stick to it!” And she had not scrupled to say some­thing of this sort at Timothy’s; James, when he heard of it, had felt a nat­ur­al in­dig­na­tion and hor­ror.

			What if Irene were to take it in­to her head to—he could hardly frame the thought—to leave Soames? But he felt this thought so un­bear­able that he at once put it away; the shady vis­ions it con­jured up, the sound of fam­ily tongues buzz­ing in his ears, the hor­ror of the con­spicu­ous hap­pen­ing so close to him, to one of his own chil­dren! Luck­ily, she had no money—a beg­garly fifty pound a year! And he thought of the de­ceased Her­on, who had had noth­ing to leave her, with con­tempt. Brood­ing over his glass, his long legs twis­ted un­der the table, he quite omit­ted to rise when the ladies left the room. He would have to speak to Soames—would have to put him on his guard; they could not go on like this, now that such a con­tin­gency had oc­curred to him. And he no­ticed with sour dis­fa­vour that June had left her wine­glasses full of wine.

			“That little thing’s at the bot­tom of it all,” he mused; “Irene’d nev­er have thought of it her­self.” James was a man of ima­gin­a­tion.

			The voice of Swith­in roused him from his rev­er­ie.

			“I gave four hun­dred pounds for it,” he was say­ing. “Of course it’s a reg­u­lar work of art.”

			“Four hun­dred! H’m! that’s a lot of money!” chimed in Nich­olas.

			The ob­ject al­luded to was an elab­or­ate group of statu­ary in Itali­an marble, which, placed upon a lofty stand (also of marble), dif­fused an at­mo­sphere of cul­ture through­out the room. The sub­si­di­ary fig­ures, of which there were six, fe­male, nude, and of highly or­nate work­man­ship, were all point­ing to­wards the cent­ral fig­ure, also nude, and fe­male, who was point­ing at her­self; and all this gave the ob­serv­er a very pleas­ant sense of her ex­treme value. Aunt Ju­ley, nearly op­pos­ite, had had the greatest dif­fi­culty in not look­ing at it all the even­ing.

			Old Joly­on spoke; it was he who had star­ted the dis­cus­sion.

			“Four hun­dred fid­dle­sticks! Don’t tell me you gave four hun­dred for that?”

			Between the points of his col­lar Swith­in’s chin made the second pain­ful os­cil­lat­ory move­ment of the even­ing.

			“Four-hun­dred-pounds, of Eng­lish money; not a farth­ing less. I don’t re­gret it. It’s not com­mon Eng­lish—it’s genu­ine mod­ern Itali­an!”

			Soames raised the corner of his lip in a smile, and looked across at Bosin­ney. The ar­chi­tect was grin­ning be­hind the fumes of his ci­gar­ette. Now, in­deed, he looked more like a buc­can­eer.

			“There’s a lot of work about it,” re­marked James hast­ily, who was really moved by the size of the group. “It’d sell well at Job­son’s.”

			“The poor for­eign dey-vil that made it,” went on Swith­in, “asked me five hun­dred—I gave him four. It’s worth eight. Looked half-starved, poor dey-vil!”

			“Ah!” chimed in Nich­olas sud­denly, “poor, seedy-look­in’ chaps, these artists; it’s a won­der to me how they live. Now, there’s young Flageoletti, that Fanny and the girls are al­ways hav’in’ in, to play the fiddle; if he makes a hun­dred a year it’s as much as ever he does!”

			James shook his head. “Ah!” he said, “I don’t know how they live!”

			Old Joly­on had ris­en, and, ci­gar in mouth, went to in­spect the group at close quar­ters.

			“Wouldn’t have giv­en two for it!” he pro­nounced at last.

			Soames saw his fath­er and Nich­olas glance at each oth­er anxiously; and, on the oth­er side of Swith­in, Bosin­ney, still shrouded in smoke.

			“I won­der what he thinks of it?” thought Soames, who knew well enough that this group was hope­lessly vieux jeu; hope­lessly of the last gen­er­a­tion. There was no longer any sale at Job­son’s for such works of art.

			Swith­in’s an­swer came at last. “You nev­er knew any­thing about a statue. You’ve got your pic­tures, and that’s all!”

			Old Joly­on walked back to his seat, puff­ing his ci­gar. It was not likely that he was go­ing to be drawn in­to an ar­gu­ment with an ob­stin­ate beg­gar like Swith­in, pig­headed as a mule, who had nev­er known a statue from a—straw hat.

			“Stucco!” was all he said.

			It had long been phys­ic­ally im­possible for Swith­in to start; his fist came down on the table.

			“Stucco! I should like to see any­thing you’ve got in your house half as good!”

			And be­hind his speech seemed to sound again that rum­bling vi­ol­ence of prim­it­ive gen­er­a­tions.

			It was James who saved the situ­ation.

			“Now, what do you say, Mr. Bosin­ney? You’re an ar­chi­tect; you ought to know all about statues and things!”

			Every eye was turned upon Bosin­ney; all waited with a strange, sus­pi­cious look for his an­swer.

			And Soames, speak­ing for the first time, asked:

			“Yes, Bosin­ney, what do you say?”

			Bosin­ney replied coolly:

			“The work is a re­mark­able one.”

			His words were ad­dressed to Swith­in, his eyes smiled slyly at old Joly­on; only Soames re­mained un­sat­is­fied.

			“Re­mark­able for what?”

			“For its na­iv­ete.”

			The an­swer was fol­lowed by an im­press­ive si­lence; Swith­in alone was not sure wheth­er a com­pli­ment was in­ten­ded.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Pro­jec­tion of the House

			
			Soames For­syte walked out of his green-painted front door three days after the din­ner at Swith­in’s, and look­ing back from across the Square, con­firmed his im­pres­sion that the house wanted paint­ing.

			He had left his wife sit­ting on the sofa in the draw­ing-room, her hands crossed in her lap, mani­festly wait­ing for him to go out. This was not un­usu­al. It happened, in fact, every day.

			He could not un­der­stand what she found wrong with him. It was not as if he drank! Did he run in­to debt, or gamble, or swear; was he vi­ol­ent; were his friends rack­ety; did he stay out at night? On the con­trary.

			The pro­found, sub­dued aver­sion which he felt in his wife was a mys­tery to him, and a source of the most ter­rible ir­rit­a­tion. That she had made a mis­take, and did not love him, had tried to love him and could not love him, was ob­vi­ously no reas­on.

			He that could ima­gine so out­land­ish a cause for his wife’s not get­ting on with him was cer­tainly no For­syte.

			Soames was forced, there­fore, to set the blame en­tirely down to his wife. He had nev­er met a wo­man so cap­able of in­spir­ing af­fec­tion. They could not go any­where without his see­ing how all the men were at­trac­ted by her; their looks, man­ners, voices, be­trayed it; her be­ha­viour un­der this at­ten­tion had been bey­ond re­proach. That she was one of those wo­men—not too com­mon in the Anglo-Sax­on race—born to be loved and to love, who when not lov­ing are not liv­ing, had cer­tainly nev­er even oc­curred to him. Her power of at­trac­tion, he re­garded as part of her value as his prop­erty; but it made him, in­deed, sus­pect that she could give as well as re­ceive; and she gave him noth­ing! “Then why did she marry me?” was his con­tinu­al thought. He had for­got­ten his court­ship; that year and a half when he had be­sieged and lain in wait for her, de­vis­ing schemes for her en­ter­tain­ment, giv­ing her presents, pro­pos­ing to her peri­od­ic­ally, and keep­ing her oth­er ad­mirers away with his per­petu­al pres­ence. He had for­got­ten the day when, adroitly tak­ing ad­vant­age of an acute phase of her dis­like to her home sur­round­ings, he crowned his la­bours with suc­cess. If he re­membered any­thing, it was the dainty ca­pri­cious­ness with which the gold-haired, dark-eyed girl had treated him. He cer­tainly did not re­mem­ber the look on her face—strange, pass­ive, ap­peal­ing—when sud­denly one day she had yiel­ded, and said that she would marry him.

			It had been one of those real de­voted woo­ings which books and people praise, when the lov­er is at length re­war­ded for ham­mer­ing the iron till it is mal­le­able, and all must be happy ever after as the wed­ding bells.

			Soames walked east­wards, mous­ing dog­gedly along on the shady side.

			The house wanted do­ing, up, un­less he de­cided to move in­to the coun­try, and build.

			For the hun­dredth time that month he turned over this prob­lem. There was no use in rush­ing in­to things! He was very com­fort­ably off, with an in­creas­ing in­come get­ting on for three thou­sand a year; but his in­ves­ted cap­it­al was not per­haps so large as his fath­er be­lieved—James had a tend­ency to ex­pect that his chil­dren should be bet­ter off than they were. “I can man­age eight thou­sand eas­ily enough,” he thought, “without call­ing in either Robertson’s or Nich­oll’s.”

			He had stopped to look in at a pic­ture shop, for Soames was an am­a­teur of pic­tures, and had a little room in No. 62, Mont­pel­li­er Square, full of canvases, stacked against the wall, which he had no room to hang. He brought them home with him on his way back from the City, gen­er­ally after dark, and would enter this room on Sunday af­ter­noons, to spend hours turn­ing the pic­tures to the light, ex­amin­ing the marks on their backs, and oc­ca­sion­ally mak­ing notes.

			They were nearly all land­scapes with fig­ures in the fore­ground, a sign of some mys­ter­i­ous re­volt against Lon­don, its tall houses, its in­ter­min­able streets, where his life and the lives of his breed and class were passed. Every now and then he would take one or two pic­tures away with him in a cab, and stop at Job­son’s on his way in­to the City.

			He rarely showed them to any­one; Irene, whose opin­ion he secretly re­spec­ted and per­haps for that reas­on nev­er so­li­cited, had only been in­to the room on rare oc­ca­sions, in dis­charge of some wifely duty. She was not asked to look at the pic­tures, and she nev­er did. To Soames this was an­oth­er griev­ance. He hated that pride of hers, and secretly dreaded it.

			In the plate-glass win­dow of the pic­ture shop his im­age stood and looked at him.

			His sleek hair un­der the brim of the tall hat had a sheen like the hat it­self; his cheeks, pale and flat, the line of his clean-shaven lips, his firm chin with its grey­ish shaven tinge, and the buttoned strict­ness of his black cut­away coat, con­veyed an ap­pear­ance of re­serve and secrecy, of im­per­turb­able, en­forced com­pos­ure; but his eyes, cold—grey, strained—look­ing, with a line in the brow between them, ex­amined him wist­fully, as if they knew of a secret weak­ness.

			He noted the sub­jects of the pic­tures, the names of the paint­ers, made a cal­cu­la­tion of their val­ues, but without the sat­is­fac­tion he usu­ally de­rived from this in­ward ap­praise­ment, and walked on.

			No. 62 would do well enough for an­oth­er year, if he de­cided to build! The times were good for build­ing, money had not been so dear for years; and the site he had seen at Robin Hill, when he had gone down there in the spring to in­spect the Nich­oll mort­gage—what could be bet­ter! With­in twelve miles of Hyde Park Corner, the value of the land cer­tain to go up, would al­ways fetch more than he gave for it; so that a house, if built in really good style, was a first-class in­vest­ment.

			The no­tion of be­ing the one mem­ber of his fam­ily with a coun­try house weighed but little with him; for to a true For­syte, sen­ti­ment, even the sen­ti­ment of so­cial po­s­i­tion, was a lux­ury only to be in­dulged in after his ap­pet­ite for more ma­ter­i­al pleas­ure had been sat­is­fied.

			To get Irene out of Lon­don, away from op­por­tun­it­ies of go­ing about and see­ing people, away from her friends and those who put ideas in­to her head! That was the thing! She was too thick with June! June dis­liked him. He re­turned the sen­ti­ment. They were of the same blood.

			It would be everything to get Irene out of town. The house would please her, she would en­joy mess­ing about with the dec­or­a­tion, she was very artist­ic!

			The house must be in good style, some­thing that would al­ways be cer­tain to com­mand a price, some­thing unique, like that last house of Parkes, which had a tower; but Parkes had him­self said that his ar­chi­tect was ru­in­ous. You nev­er knew where you were with those fel­lows; if they had a name they ran you in­to no end of ex­pense and were con­ceited in­to the bar­gain.

			And a com­mon ar­chi­tect was no good—the memory of Parkes’ tower pre­cluded the em­ploy­ment of a com­mon ar­chi­tect.

			This was why he had thought of Bosin­ney. Since the din­ner at Swith­in’s he had made en­quir­ies, the res­ult of which had been mea­gre, but en­cour­aging: “One of the new school.”

			“Clev­er?”

			“As clev­er as you like—a bit—a bit up in the air!”

			He had not been able to dis­cov­er what houses Bosin­ney had built, nor what his charges were. The im­pres­sion he gathered was that he would be able to make his own terms. The more he re­flec­ted on the idea, the more he liked it. It would be keep­ing the thing in the fam­ily, with For­sytes al­most an in­stinct; and he would be able to get “fa­voured-na­tion,” if not nom­in­al terms—only fair, con­sid­er­ing the chance to Bosin­ney of dis­play­ing his tal­ents, for this house must be no com­mon edi­fice.

			Soames re­flec­ted com­pla­cently on the work it would be sure to bring the young man; for, like every For­syte, he could be a thor­ough op­tim­ist when there was any­thing to be had out of it.

			Bosin­ney’s of­fice was in Sloane Street, close at hand, so that he would be able to keep his eye con­tinu­ally on the plans.

			Again, Irene would not be to likely to ob­ject to leave Lon­don if her greatest friend’s lov­er were giv­en the job. June’s mar­riage might de­pend on it. Irene could not de­cently stand in the way of June’s mar­riage; she would nev­er do that, he knew her too well. And June would be pleased; of this he saw the ad­vant­age.

			Bosin­ney looked clev­er, but he had also—and—it was one of his great at­trac­tions—an air as if he did not quite know on which side his bread were buttered; he should be easy to deal with in money mat­ters. Soames made this re­flec­tion in no de­fraud­ing spir­it; it was the nat­ur­al at­ti­tude of his mind—of the mind of any good busi­ness man—of all those thou­sands of good busi­ness men through whom he was thread­ing his way up Ludgate Hill.

			Thus he ful­filled the in­scrut­able laws of his great class—of hu­man nature it­self—when he re­flec­ted, with a sense of com­fort, that Bosin­ney would be easy to deal with in money mat­ters.

			While he el­bowed his way on, his eyes, which he usu­ally kept fixed on the ground be­fore his feet, were at­trac­ted up­wards by the dome of St. Paul’s. It had a pe­cu­li­ar fas­cin­a­tion for him, that old dome, and not once, but twice or three times a week, would he halt in his daily pil­grim­age to enter be­neath and stop in the side aisles for five or ten minutes, scru­tin­iz­ing the names and epi­taphs on the monu­ments. The at­trac­tion for him of this great church was in­ex­plic­able, un­less it en­abled him to con­cen­trate his thoughts on the busi­ness of the day. If any af­fair of par­tic­u­lar mo­ment, or de­mand­ing pe­cu­li­ar acute­ness, was weigh­ing on his mind, he in­vari­ably went in, to wander with mouse-like at­ten­tion from epi­taph to epi­taph. Then re­tir­ing in the same noise­less way, he would hold stead­ily on up Cheapside, a thought more of dogged pur­pose in his gait, as though he had seen some­thing which he had made up his mind to buy.

			He went in this morn­ing, but, in­stead of steal­ing from monu­ment to monu­ment, turned his eyes up­wards to the columns and spa­cings of the walls, and re­mained mo­tion­less.

			His up­lif­ted face, with the awed and wist­ful look which faces take on them­selves in church, was whitened to a chalky hue in the vast build­ing. His gloved hands were clasped in front over the handle of his um­brella. He lif­ted them. Some sac­red in­spir­a­tion per­haps had come to him.

			“Yes,” he thought, “I must have room to hang my pic­tures.”

			That even­ing, on his re­turn from the City, he called at Bosin­ney’s of­fice. He found the ar­chi­tect in his shirtsleeves, smoking a pipe, and rul­ing off lines on a plan. Soames re­fused a drink, and came at once to the point.

			“If you’ve noth­ing bet­ter to do on Sunday, come down with me to Robin Hill, and give me your opin­ion on a build­ing site.”

			“Are you go­ing to build?”

			“Per­haps,” said Soames; “but don’t speak of it. I just want your opin­ion.”

			“Quite so,” said the ar­chi­tect.

			Soames peered about the room.

			“You’re rather high up here,” he re­marked.

			Any in­form­a­tion he could gath­er about the nature and scope of Bosin­ney’s busi­ness would be all to the good.

			“It does well enough for me so far,” answered the ar­chi­tect. “You’re ac­cus­tomed to the swells.”

			He knocked out his pipe, but re­placed it empty between his teeth; it as­sisted him per­haps to carry on the con­ver­sa­tion. Soames noted a hol­low in each cheek, made as it were by suc­tion.

			“What do you pay for an of­fice like this?” said he.

			“Fifty too much,” replied Bosin­ney.

			This an­swer im­pressed Soames fa­vour­ably.

			“I sup­pose it is dear,” he said. “I’ll call for you—on Sunday about el­ev­en.”

			The fol­low­ing Sunday there­fore he called for Bosin­ney in a hansom, and drove him to the sta­tion. On ar­riv­ing at Robin Hill, they found no cab, and star­ted to walk the mile and a half to the site.

			It was the 1st of Au­gust—a per­fect day, with a burn­ing sun and cloud­less sky—and in the straight, nar­row road lead­ing up the hill their feet kicked up a yel­low dust.

			“Gravel soil,” re­marked Soames, and side­ways he glanced at the coat Bosin­ney wore. In­to the side-pock­ets of this coat were thrust bundles of pa­pers, and un­der one arm was car­ried a queer-look­ing stick. Soames noted these and oth­er pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies.

			No one but a clev­er man, or, in­deed, a buc­can­eer, would have taken such liber­ties with his ap­pear­ance; and though these ec­cent­ri­cit­ies were re­volt­ing to Soames, he de­rived a cer­tain sat­is­fac­tion from them, as evid­ence of qual­it­ies by which he must in­ev­it­ably profit. If the fel­low could build houses, what did his clothes mat­ter?

			“I told you,” he said, “that I want this house to be a sur­prise, so don’t say any­thing about it. I nev­er talk of my af­fairs un­til they’re car­ried through.”

			Bosin­ney nod­ded.

			“Let wo­men in­to your plans,” pur­sued Soames, “and you nev­er know where it’ll end.”

			“Ah!” said Bosin­ney, “wo­men are the dev­il!”

			This feel­ing had long been at the bot­tom of Soames’ heart; he had nev­er, how­ever, put it in­to words.

			“Oh!” he muttered, “so you’re be­gin­ning to. …” He stopped, but ad­ded, with an un­con­trol­lable burst of spite: “June’s got a tem­per of her own—al­ways had.”

			“A tem­per’s not a bad thing in an an­gel.”

			Soames had nev­er called Irene an an­gel. He could not so have vi­ol­ated his best in­stincts, let­ting oth­er people in­to the secret of her value, and giv­ing him­self away. He made no reply.

			They had struck in­to a half-made road across a war­ren. A cart-track led at right-angles to a gravel pit, bey­ond which the chim­neys of a cot­tage rose amongst a clump of trees at the bor­der of a thick wood. Tus­socks of feath­ery grass covered the rough sur­face of the ground, and out of these the larks soared in­to the haze of sun­shine. On the far ho­ri­zon, over a count­less suc­ces­sion of fields and hedges, rose a line of downs.

			Soames led till they had crossed to the far side, and there he stopped. It was the chosen site; but now that he was about to di­vulge the spot to an­oth­er he had be­come un­easy.

			“The agent lives in that cot­tage,” he said; “he’ll give us some lunch—we’d bet­ter have lunch be­fore we go in­to this mat­ter.”

			He again took the lead to the cot­tage, where the agent, a tall man named Oliv­er, with a heavy face and grizzled beard, wel­comed them. Dur­ing lunch, which Soames hardly touched, he kept look­ing at Bosin­ney, and once or twice passed his silk handker­chief stealth­ily over his fore­head. The meal came to an end at last, and Bosin­ney rose.

			“I dare say you’ve got busi­ness to talk over,” he said; “I’ll just go and nose about a bit.” Without wait­ing for a reply he strolled out.

			Soames was so­li­cit­or to this es­tate, and he spent nearly an hour in the agent’s com­pany, look­ing at ground-plans and dis­cuss­ing the Nich­oll and oth­er mort­gages; it was as it were by an af­ter­thought that he brought up the ques­tion of the build­ing site.

			“Your people,” he said, “ought to come down in their price to me, con­sid­er­ing that I shall be the first to build.”

			Oliv­er shook his head.

			“The site you’ve fixed on, sir,” he said, “is the cheapest we’ve got. Sites at the top of the slope are dear­er by a good bit.”

			“Mind,” said Soames, “I’ve not de­cided; it’s quite pos­sible I shan’t build at all. The ground rent’s very high.”

			“Well, Mr. For­syte, I shall be sorry if you go off, and I think you’ll make a mis­take, sir. There’s not a bit of land near Lon­don with such a view as this, nor one that’s cheap­er, all things con­sidered; we’ve only to ad­vert­ise, to get a mob of people after it.”

			They looked at each oth­er. Their faces said very plainly: “I re­spect you as a man of busi­ness; and you can’t ex­pect me to be­lieve a word you say.”

			Well, re­peated Soames, “I haven’t made up my mind; the thing will very likely go off!” With these words, tak­ing up his um­brella, he put his chilly hand in­to the agent’s, with­drew it without the faintest pres­sure, and went out in­to the sun.

			He walked slowly back to­wards the site in deep thought. His in­stinct told him that what the agent had said was true. A cheap site. And the beauty of it was, that he knew the agent did not really think it cheap; so that his own in­tu­it­ive know­ledge was a vic­tory over the agent’s.

			“Cheap or not, I mean to have it,” he thought.

			The larks sprang up in front of his feet, the air was full of but­ter­flies, a sweet fra­grance rose from the wild grasses. The sappy scent of the brack­en stole forth from the wood, where, hid­den in the depths, pi­geons were coo­ing, and from afar on the warm breeze, came the rhythmic chim­ing of church bells.

			Soames walked with his eyes on the ground, his lips open­ing and clos­ing as though in an­ti­cip­a­tion of a de­li­cious morsel. But when he ar­rived at the site, Bosin­ney was nowhere to be seen. After wait­ing some little time, he crossed the war­ren in the dir­ec­tion of the slope. He would have shouted, but dreaded the sound of his voice.

			The war­ren was as lonely as a prair­ie, its si­lence only broken by the rustle of rab­bits bolt­ing to their holes, and the song of the larks.

			Soames, the pi­on­eer-lead­er of the great For­syte army ad­van­cing to the civil­iz­a­tion of this wil­der­ness, felt his spir­it daun­ted by the loneli­ness, by the in­vis­ible singing, and the hot, sweet air. He had be­gun to re­trace his steps when he at last caught sight of Bosin­ney.

			The ar­chi­tect was sprawl­ing un­der a large oak tree, whose trunk, with a huge spread of bough and fo­liage, ragged with age, stood on the verge of the rise.

			Soames had to touch him on the shoulder be­fore he looked up.

			“Hallo! For­syte,” he said, “I’ve found the very place for your house! Look here!”

			Soames stood and looked, then he said, coldly:

			“You may be very clev­er, but this site will cost me half as much again.”

			“Hang the cost, man. Look at the view!”

			Al­most from their feet stretched ripe corn, dip­ping to a small dark copse bey­ond. A plain of fields and hedges spread to the dis­tant grey-blue downs. In a sil­ver streak to the right could be seen the line of the river.

			The sky was so blue, and the sun so bright, that an etern­al sum­mer seemed to reign over this pro­spect. Thistle­down floated round them, en­rap­tured by the serenity, of the eth­er. The heat danced over the corn, and, per­vad­ing all, was a soft, in­sens­ible hum, like the mur­mur of bright minutes hold­ing rev­el between earth and heav­en.

			Soames looked. In spite of him­self, some­thing swelled in his breast. To live here in sight of all this, to be able to point it out to his friends, to talk of it, to pos­sess it! His cheeks flushed. The warmth, the ra­di­ance, the glow, were sink­ing in­to his senses as, four years be­fore, Irene’s beauty had sunk in­to his senses and made him long for her. He stole a glance at Bosin­ney, whose eyes, the eyes of the coach­man’s “half-tame leo­pard,” seemed run­ning wild over the land­scape. The sun­light had caught the promon­tor­ies of the fel­low’s face, the bumpy cheekbones, the point of his chin, the ver­tic­al ridges above his brow; and Soames watched this rugged, en­thu­si­ast­ic, care­less face with an un­pleas­ant feel­ing.

			A long, soft ripple of wind flowed over the corn, and brought a puff of warm air in­to their faces.

			“I could build you a teas­er here,” said Bosin­ney, break­ing the si­lence at last.

			“I dare say,” replied Soames, drily. “You haven’t got to pay for it.”

			“For about eight thou­sand I could build you a palace.”

			Soames had be­come very pale—a struggle was go­ing on with­in him. He dropped his eyes, and said stub­bornly:

			“I can’t af­ford it.”

			And slowly, with his mous­ing walk, he led the way back to the first site.

			They spent some time there go­ing in­to par­tic­u­lars of the pro­jec­ted house, and then Soames re­turned to the agent’s cot­tage.

			He came out in about half an hour, and, join­ing Bosin­ney, star­ted for the sta­tion.

			“Well,” he said, hardly open­ing his lips, “I’ve taken that site of yours, after all.”

			And again he was si­lent, con­fusedly de­bat­ing how it was that this fel­low, whom by habit he des­pised, should have over­borne his own de­cision.

		
	
		
			
				V

				A For­syte Mén­age

			
			Like the en­lightened thou­sands of his class and gen­er­a­tion in this great city of Lon­don, who no longer be­lieve in red vel­vet chairs, and know that groups of mod­ern Itali­an marble are vieux jeu, Soames For­syte in­hab­ited a house which did what it could. It owned a cop­per door knock­er of in­di­vidu­al design, win­dows which had been altered to open out­wards, hanging flower boxes filled with fuch­sias, and at the back (a great fea­ture) a little court tiled with jade-green tiles, and sur­roun­ded by pink hy­drangeas in pea­cock-blue tubs. Here, un­der a parch­ment-col­oured Ja­pan­ese sun­shade cov­er­ing the whole end, in­hab­it­ants or vis­it­ors could be screened from the eyes of the curi­ous while they drank tea and ex­amined at their leis­ure the latest of Soames’ little sil­ver boxes.

			The in­ner dec­or­a­tion fa­voured the First Em­pire and Wil­li­am Mor­ris. For its size, the house was com­mo­di­ous; there were count­less nooks re­sem­bling birds’ nests, and little things made of sil­ver were de­pos­ited like eggs.

			In this gen­er­al per­fec­tion two kinds of fas­ti­di­ous­ness were at war. There lived here a mis­tress who would have dwelt dain­tily on a desert is­land; a mas­ter whose dainti­ness was, as it were, an in­vest­ment, cul­tiv­ated by the own­er for his ad­vance­ment, in ac­cord­ance with the laws of com­pet­i­tion. This com­pet­it­ive dainti­ness had caused Soames in his Marl­bor­ough days to be the first boy in­to white waist­coats in sum­mer, and cor­duroy waist­coats in winter, had pre­ven­ted him from ever ap­pear­ing in pub­lic with his tie climb­ing up his col­lar, and in­duced him to dust his pat­ent leath­er boots be­fore a great mul­ti­tude as­sembled on Speech Day to hear him re­cite Molière.

			Skin-like im­macu­late­ness had grown over Soames, as over many Lon­don­ers; im­possible to con­ceive of him with a hair out of place, a tie de­vi­at­ing one-eighth of an inch from the per­pen­dic­u­lar, a col­lar un­glossed! He would not have gone without a bath for worlds—it was the fash­ion to take baths; and how bit­ter was his scorn of people who omit­ted them!

			But Irene could be ima­gined, like some nymph, bathing in way­side streams, for the joy of the fresh­ness and of see­ing her own fair body.

			In this con­flict through­out the house the wo­man had gone to the wall. As in the struggle between Sax­on and Celt still go­ing on with­in the na­tion, the more im­pres­sion­able and re­cept­ive tem­pera­ment had had forced on it a con­ven­tion­al su­per­struc­ture.

			Thus the house had ac­quired a close re­semb­lance to hun­dreds of oth­er houses with the same high as­pir­a­tions, hav­ing be­come: “That very charm­ing little house of the Soames For­sytes, quite in­di­vidu­al, my dear—really el­eg­ant.”

			For Soames For­syte—read James Pe­abody, Thomas Atkins, or Em­manuel Spagno­letti, the name in fact of any up­per-middle-class Eng­lish­man in Lon­don with any pre­ten­sions to taste; and though the dec­or­a­tion be dif­fer­ent, the phrase is just.

			On the even­ing of Au­gust 8, a week after the ex­ped­i­tion to Robin Hill, in the din­ing-room of this house—“quite in­di­vidu­al, my dear—really el­eg­ant”—Soames and Irene were seated at din­ner. A hot din­ner on Sundays was a little dis­tin­guish­ing el­eg­ance com­mon to this house and many oth­ers. Early in mar­ried life Soames had laid down the rule: “The ser­vants must give us hot din­ner on Sundays—they’ve noth­ing to do but play the con­cer­tina.”

			The cus­tom had pro­duced no re­volu­tion. For—to Soames a rather de­plor­able sign—ser­vants were de­voted to Irene, who, in de­fi­ance of all safe tra­di­tion, ap­peared to re­cog­nise their right to a share in the weak­nesses of hu­man nature.

			The happy pair were seated, not op­pos­ite each oth­er, but rect­an­gu­larly, at the hand­some rose­wood table; they dined without a cloth—a dis­tin­guish­ing el­eg­ance—and so far had not spoken a word.

			Soames liked to talk dur­ing din­ner about busi­ness, or what he had been buy­ing, and so long as he talked Irene’s si­lence did not dis­tress him. This even­ing he had found it im­possible to talk. The de­cision to build had been weigh­ing on his mind all the week, and he had made up his mind to tell her.

			His nervous­ness about this dis­clos­ure ir­rit­ated him pro­foundly; she had no busi­ness to make him feel like that—a wife and a hus­band be­ing one per­son. She had not looked at him once since they sat down; and he wondered what on earth she had been think­ing about all the time. It was hard, when a man worked as he did, mak­ing money for her—yes, and with an ache in his heart—that she should sit there, look­ing—look­ing as if she saw the walls of the room clos­ing in. It was enough to make a man get up and leave the table.

			The light from the rose-shaded lamp fell on her neck and arms—Soames liked her to dine in a low dress, it gave him an in­ex­press­ible feel­ing of su­peri­or­ity to the ma­jor­ity of his ac­quaint­ance, whose wives were con­ten­ted with their best high frocks or with tea-gowns, when they dined at home. Un­der that rosy light her am­ber-col­oured hair and fair skin made strange con­trast with her dark brown eyes.

			Could a man own any­thing pret­ti­er than this din­ing-table with its deep tints, the starry, soft-pet­alled roses, the ruby-col­oured glass, and quaint sil­ver fur­nish­ing; could a man own any­thing pret­ti­er than the wo­man who sat at it? Grat­it­ude was no vir­tue among For­sytes, who, com­pet­it­ive, and full of com­mon sense, had no oc­ca­sion for it; and Soames only ex­per­i­enced a sense of ex­as­per­a­tion amount­ing to pain, that he did not own her as it was his right to own her, that he could not, as by stretch­ing out his hand to that rose, pluck her and sniff the very secrets of her heart.

			Out of his oth­er prop­erty, out of all the things he had col­lec­ted, his sil­ver, his pic­tures, his houses, his in­vest­ments, he got a secret and in­tim­ate feel­ing; out of her he got none.

			In this house of his there was writ­ing on every wall. His busi­ness­like tem­pera­ment pro­tested against a mys­ter­i­ous warn­ing that she was not made for him. He had mar­ried this wo­man, conquered her, made her his own, and it seemed to him con­trary to the most fun­da­ment­al of all laws, the law of pos­ses­sion, that he could do no more than own her body—if in­deed he could do that, which he was be­gin­ning to doubt. If any­one had asked him if he wanted to own her soul, the ques­tion would have seemed to him both ri­dicu­lous and sen­ti­ment­al. But he did so want, and the writ­ing said he nev­er would.

			She was ever si­lent, pass­ive, grace­fully averse; as though ter­ri­fied lest by word, mo­tion, or sign she might lead him to be­lieve that she was fond of him; and he asked him­self: Must I al­ways go on like this?

			Like most nov­el read­ers of his gen­er­a­tion (and Soames was a great nov­el read­er), lit­er­at­ure col­oured his view of life; and he had im­bibed the be­lief that it was only a ques­tion of time.

			In the end the hus­band al­ways gained the af­fec­tion of his wife. Even in those cases—a class of book he was not very fond of—which ended in tragedy, the wife al­ways died with poignant re­grets on her lips, or if it were the hus­band who died—un­pleas­ant thought—threw her­self on his body in an agony of re­morse.

			He of­ten took Irene to the theatre, in­stinct­ively choos­ing the mod­ern So­ci­ety Plays with the mod­ern So­ci­ety con­jugal prob­lem, so for­tu­nately dif­fer­ent from any con­jugal prob­lem in real life. He found that they too al­ways ended in the same way, even when there was a lov­er in the case. While he was watch­ing the play Soames of­ten sym­path­ized with the lov­er; but be­fore he reached home again, driv­ing with Irene in a hansom, he saw that this would not do, and he was glad the play had ended as it had. There was one class of hus­band that had just then come in­to fash­ion, the strong, rather rough, but ex­tremely sound man, who was pe­cu­li­arly suc­cess­ful at the end of the play; with this per­son Soames was really not in sym­pathy, and had it not been for his own po­s­i­tion, would have ex­pressed his dis­gust with the fel­low. But he was so con­scious of how vi­tal to him­self was the ne­ces­sity for be­ing a suc­cess­ful, even a “strong,” hus­band, that he nev­er spoke of a dis­taste born per­haps by the per­verse pro­cesses of Nature out of a secret fund of bru­tal­ity in him­self.

			But Irene’s si­lence this even­ing was ex­cep­tion­al. He had nev­er be­fore seen such an ex­pres­sion on her face. And since it is al­ways the un­usu­al which alarms, Soames was alarmed. He ate his sa­voury, and hur­ried the maid as she swept off the crumbs with the sil­ver sweep­er. When she had left the room, he filled his glass with wine and said:

			“Any­body been here this af­ter­noon?”

			“June.”

			“What did she want?” It was an ax­iom with the For­sytes that people did not go any­where un­less they wanted some­thing. “Came to talk about her lov­er, I sup­pose?”

			Irene made no reply.

			“It looks to me,” con­tin­ued Soames, “as if she were sweeter on him than he is on her. She’s al­ways fol­low­ing him about.”

			Irene’s eyes made him feel un­com­fort­able.

			“You’ve no busi­ness to say such a thing!” she ex­claimed.

			“Why not? Any­body can see it.”

			“They can­not. And if they could, it’s dis­grace­ful to say so.”

			Soames’ com­pos­ure gave way.

			“You’re a pretty wife!” he said. But secretly he wondered at the heat of her reply; it was un­like her. “You’re cracked about June! I can tell you one thing: now that she has the Buc­can­eer in tow, she doesn’t care two­pence about you, and, you’ll find it out. But you won’t see so much of her in fu­ture; we’re go­ing to live in the coun­try.”

			He had been glad to get his news out un­der cov­er of this burst of ir­rit­a­tion. He had ex­pec­ted a cry of dis­may; the si­lence with which his pro­nounce­ment was re­ceived alarmed him.

			“You don’t seem in­ter­ested,” he was ob­liged to add.

			“I knew it already.”

			He looked at her sharply.

			“Who told you?”

			“June.”

			“How did she know?”

			Irene did not an­swer. Baffled and un­com­fort­able, he said:

			“It’s a fine thing for Bosin­ney, it’ll be the mak­ing of him. I sup­pose she’s told you all about it?”

			“Yes.”

			There was an­oth­er pause, and then Soames said:

			“I sup­pose you don’t want to go?”

			Irene made no reply.

			“Well, I can’t tell what you want. You nev­er seem con­ten­ted here.”

			“Have my wishes any­thing to do with it?”

			She took the vase of roses and left the room. Soames re­mained seated. Was it for this that he had signed that con­tract? Was it for this that he was go­ing to spend some ten thou­sand pounds? Bosin­ney’s phrase came back to him: “Wo­men are the dev­il!”

			But presently he grew calmer. It might have, been worse. She might have flared up. He had ex­pec­ted some­thing more than this. It was lucky, after all, that June had broken the ice for him. She must have wormed it out of Bosin­ney; he might have known she would.

			He lighted his ci­gar­ette. After all, Irene had not made a scene! She would come round—that was the best of her; she was cold, but not sulky. And, puff­ing the ci­gar­ette smoke at a lady­bird on the shin­ing table, he plunged in­to a rev­er­ie about the house. It was no good wor­ry­ing; he would go and make it up presently. She would be sit­ting out there in the dark, un­der the Ja­pan­ese sun­shade, knit­ting. A beau­ti­ful, warm night. …

			In truth, June had come in that af­ter­noon with shin­ing eyes, and the words: “Soames is a brick! It’s splen­did for Phil—the very thing for him!”

			Irene’s face re­main­ing dark and puzzled, she went on:

			“Your new house at Robin Hill, of course. What? Don’t you know?”

			Irene did not know.

			“Oh! then, I sup­pose I oughtn’t to have told you!” Look­ing im­pa­tiently at her friend, she cried: “You look as if you didn’t care. Don’t you see, it’s what I’ve been pray­ing for—the very chance he’s been want­ing all this time. Now you’ll see what he can do;” and thereupon she poured out the whole story.

			Since her own en­gage­ment she had not seemed much in­ter­ested in her friend’s po­s­i­tion; the hours she spent with Irene were giv­en to con­fid­ences of her own; and at times, for all her af­fec­tion­ate pity, it was im­possible to keep out of her smile a trace of com­pas­sion­ate con­tempt for the wo­man who had made such a mis­take in her life—such a vast, ri­dicu­lous mis­take.

			“He’s to have all the dec­or­a­tions as well—a free hand. It’s per­fect—” June broke in­to laughter, her little fig­ure quivered glee­fully; she raised her hand, and struck a blow at a muslin cur­tain. “Do you know I even asked Uncle James. …” But, with a sud­den dis­like to men­tion­ing that in­cid­ent, she stopped; and presently, find­ing her friend so un­re­spons­ive, went away. She looked back from the pave­ment, and Irene was still stand­ing in the door­way. In re­sponse to her farewell wave, Irene put her hand to her brow, and, turn­ing slowly, shut the door. …

			Soames went to the draw­ing-room presently, and peered at her through the win­dow.

			Out in the shad­ow of the Ja­pan­ese sun­shade she was sit­ting very still, the lace on her white shoulders stir­ring with the soft rise and fall of her bos­om.

			But about this si­lent creature sit­ting there so mo­tion­less, in the dark, there seemed a warmth, a hid­den fer­vour of feel­ing, as if the whole of her be­ing had been stirred, and some change were tak­ing place in its very depths.

			He stole back to the din­ing-room un­noticed.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				James at Large

			
			It was not long be­fore Soames’ de­term­in­a­tion to build went the round of the fam­ily, and cre­ated the flut­ter that any de­cision con­nec­ted with prop­erty should make among For­sytes.

			It was not his fault, for he had been de­term­ined that no one should know. June, in the full­ness of her heart, had told Mrs. Small, giv­ing her leave only to tell Aunt Ann—she thought it would cheer her, the poor old sweet! for Aunt Ann had kept her room now for many days.

			Mrs. Small told Aunt Ann at once, who, smil­ing as she lay back on her pil­lows, said in her dis­tinct, trem­bling old voice:

			“It’s very nice for dear June; but I hope they will be care­ful—it’s rather dan­ger­ous!”

			When she was left alone again, a frown, like a cloud pres­aging a rainy mor­row, crossed her face.

			While she was ly­ing there so many days the pro­cess of re­char­ging her will went on all the time; it spread to her face, too, and tight­en­ing move­ments were al­ways in ac­tion at the corners of her lips.

			The maid Smith­er, who had been in her ser­vice since girl­hood, and was spoken of as “Smith­er—a good girl—but so slow!”—the maid Smith­er per­formed every morn­ing with ex­treme punc­tili­ous­ness the crown­ing ce­re­mony of that an­cient toi­let. Tak­ing from the re­cesses of their pure white band­box those flat, grey curls, the in­signia of per­son­al dig­nity, she placed them se­curely in her mis­tress’s hands, and turned her back.

			And every day Aunts Ju­ley and Hester were re­quired to come and re­port on Timothy; what news there was of Nich­olas; wheth­er dear June had suc­ceeded in get­ting Joly­on to shorten the en­gage­ment, now that Mr. Bosin­ney was build­ing Soames a house; wheth­er young Ro­ger’s wife was really—ex­pect­ing; how the op­er­a­tion on Arch­ie had suc­ceeded; and what Swith­in had done about that empty house in Wig­more Street, where the ten­ant had lost all his money and treated him so badly; above all, about Soames; was Irene still—still ask­ing for a sep­ar­ate room? And every morn­ing Smith­er was told: “I shall be com­ing down this af­ter­noon, Smith­er, about two o’clock. I shall want your arm, after all these days in bed!”

			After telling Aunt Ann, Mrs. Small had spoken of the house in the strict­est con­fid­ence to Mrs. Nich­olas, who in her turn had asked Wini­fred Dartie for con­firm­a­tion, sup­pos­ing, of course, that, be­ing Soames’ sis­ter, she would know all about it. Through her it had in due course come round to the ears of James. He had been a good deal agit­ated.

			“Nobody,” he said, “told him any­thing.” And, rather than go dir­ect to Soames him­self, of whose ta­cit­urnity he was afraid, he took his um­brella and went round to Timothy’s.

			He found Mrs. Sep­timus and Hester (who had been told—she was so safe, she found it tir­ing to talk) ready, and in­deed eager, to dis­cuss the news. It was very good of dear Soames, they thought, to em­ploy Mr. Bosin­ney, but rather risky. What had George named him? “The Buc­can­eer!” How droll! But George was al­ways droll! How­ever, it would be all in the fam­ily they sup­posed they must really look upon Mr. Bosin­ney as be­long­ing to the fam­ily, though it seemed strange.

			James here broke in:

			“Nobody knows any­thing about him. I don’t see what Soames wants with a young man like that. I shouldn’t be sur­prised if Irene had put her oar in. I shall speak to—”

			“Soames,” in­ter­posed Aunt Ju­ley, “told Mr. Bosin­ney that he didn’t wish it men­tioned. He wouldn’t like it to be talked about, I’m sure, and if Timothy knew he would be very vexed, I—”

			James put his hand be­hind his ear:

			“What?” he said. “I’m get­ting very deaf. I sup­pose I don’t hear people. Emily’s got a bad toe. We shan’t be able to start for Wales till the end of the month. There’s al­ways some­thing!” And, hav­ing got what he wanted, he took his hat and went away.

			It was a fine af­ter­noon, and he walked across the Park to­wards Soames’, where he in­ten­ded to dine, for Emily’s toe kept her in bed, and Rachel and Cicely were on a vis­it to the coun­try. He took the slant­ing path from the Bayswa­ter side of the Row to the Knights­bridge Gate, across a pas­ture of short, burnt grass, dot­ted with blackened sheep, strewn with seated couples and strange waifs; ly­ing prone on their faces, like corpses on a field over which the wave of battle has rolled.

			He walked rap­idly, his head bent, look­ing neither to right nor, left. The ap­pear­ance of this park, the centre of his own bat­tle­field, where he had all his life been fight­ing, ex­cited no thought or spec­u­la­tion in his mind. These corpses flung down, there, from out the press and tur­moil of the struggle, these pairs of lov­ers sit­ting cheek by jowl for an hour of idle Elysi­um snatched from the mono­tony of their tread­mill, awakened no fan­cies in his mind; he had out­lived that kind of ima­gin­a­tion; his nose, like the nose of a sheep, was fastened to the pas­tures on which he browsed.

			One of his ten­ants had lately shown a dis­pos­i­tion to be be­hind­hand in his rent, and it had be­come a grave ques­tion wheth­er he had not bet­ter turn him out at once, and so run the risk of not re-let­ting be­fore Christ­mas. Swith­in had just been let in very badly, but it had served him right—he had held on too long.

			He pondered this as he walked stead­ily, hold­ing his um­brella care­fully by the wood, just be­low the crook of the handle, so as to keep the fer­ule off the ground, and not fray the silk in the middle. And, with his thin, high shoulders stooped, his long legs mov­ing with swift mech­an­ic­al pre­ci­sion, this pas­sage through the Park, where the sun shone with a clear flame on so much idle­ness—on so many hu­man evid­ences of the re­morse­less battle of Prop­erty, ra­ging bey­ond its ring—was like the flight of some land bird across the sea.

			He felt a touch on the arm as he came out at Al­bert Gate.

			It was Soames, who, cross­ing from the shady side of Pic­ca­dilly, where he had been walk­ing home from the of­fice, had sud­denly ap­peared along­side.

			“Your moth­er’s in bed,” said James; “I was, just com­ing to you, but I sup­pose I shall be in the way.”

			The out­ward re­la­tions between James and his son were marked by a lack of sen­ti­ment pe­cu­li­arly For­sytean, but for all that the two were by no means un­at­tached. Per­haps they re­garded one an­oth­er as an in­vest­ment; cer­tainly they were so­li­cit­ous of each oth­er’s wel­fare, glad of each oth­er’s com­pany. They had nev­er ex­changed two words upon the more in­tim­ate prob­lems of life, or re­vealed in each oth­er’s pres­ence the ex­ist­ence of any deep feel­ing.

			Some­thing bey­ond the power of word-ana­lys­is bound them to­geth­er, some­thing hid­den deep in the fibre of na­tions and fam­il­ies—for blood, they say, is thick­er than wa­ter—and neither of them was a cold-blooded man. In­deed, in James love of his chil­dren was now the prime motive of his ex­ist­ence. To have creatures who were parts of him­self, to whom he might trans­mit the money he saved, was at the root of his sav­ing; and, at sev­enty-five, what was left that could give him pleas­ure, but—sav­ing? The ker­nel of life was in this sav­ing for his chil­dren.

			Than James For­syte, not­with­stand­ing all his “Jo­nah-isms,” there was no saner man (if the lead­ing symp­tom of san­ity, as we are told, is self-pre­ser­va­tion, though without doubt Timothy went too far) in all this Lon­don, of which he owned so much, and loved with such a dumb love, as the centre of his op­por­tun­it­ies. He had the mar­vel­lous in­stinct­ive san­ity of the middle class. In him—more than in Joly­on, with his mas­ter­ful will and his mo­ments of ten­der­ness and philo­sophy—more than in Swith­in, the mar­tyr to crank­i­ness—Nich­olas, the suf­fer­er from abil­ity—and Ro­ger, the vic­tim of en­ter­prise—beat the true pulse of com­prom­ise; of all the broth­ers he was least re­mark­able in mind and per­son, and for that reas­on more likely to live forever.

			To James, more than to any of the oth­ers, was “the fam­ily” sig­ni­fic­ant and dear. There had al­ways been some­thing prim­it­ive and cosy in his at­ti­tude to­wards life; he loved the fam­ily hearth, he loved gos­sip, and he loved grumbling. All his de­cisions were formed of a cream which he skimmed off the fam­ily mind; and, through that fam­ily, off the minds of thou­sands of oth­er fam­il­ies of sim­il­ar fibre. Year after year, week after week, he went to Timothy’s, and in his broth­er’s front draw­ing-room—his legs twis­ted, his long white whiskers fram­ing his clean-shaven mouth—would sit watch­ing the fam­ily pot sim­mer, the cream rising to the top; and he would go away sheltered, re­freshed, com­for­ted, with an in­defin­able sense of com­fort.

			Be­neath the adam­ant of his self-pre­serving in­stinct there was much real soft­ness in James; a vis­it to Timothy’s was like an hour spent in the lap of a moth­er; and the deep crav­ing he him­self had for the pro­tec­tion of the fam­ily wing re­acted in turn on his feel­ings to­wards his own chil­dren; it was a night­mare to him to think of them ex­posed to the treat­ment of the world, in money, health, or repu­ta­tion. When his old friend John Street’s son vo­lun­teered for spe­cial ser­vice, he shook his head quer­ulously, and wondered what John Street was about to al­low it; and when young Street was as­sagaied, he took it so much to heart that he made a point of call­ing every­where with the spe­cial ob­ject of say­ing: He knew how it would be—he’d no pa­tience with them!

			When his son-in-law Dartie had that fin­an­cial crisis, due to spec­u­la­tion in oil shares, James made him­self ill wor­ry­ing over it; the knell of all prosper­ity seemed to have soun­ded. It took him three months and a vis­it to Baden-Baden to get bet­ter; there was some­thing ter­rible in the idea that but for his, James’s, money, Dartie’s name might have ap­peared in the Bank­ruptcy List.

			Com­posed of a physiolo­gic­al mix­ture so sound that if he had an ear­ache he thought he was dy­ing, he re­garded the oc­ca­sion­al ail­ments of his wife and chil­dren as in the nature of per­son­al griev­ances, spe­cial in­ter­ven­tions of Provid­ence for the pur­pose of des­troy­ing his peace of mind; but he did not be­lieve at all in the ail­ments of people out­side his own im­me­di­ate fam­ily, af­firm­ing them in every case to be due to neg­lected liv­er.

			His uni­ver­sal com­ment was: “What can they ex­pect? I have it my­self, if I’m not care­ful!”

			When he went to Soames’ that even­ing he felt that life was hard on him: There was Emily with a bad toe, and Rachel gad­ding about in the coun­try; he got no sym­pathy from any­body; and Ann, she was ill—he did not be­lieve she would last through the sum­mer; he had called there three times now without her be­ing able to see him! And this idea of Soames’, build­ing a house, that would have to be looked in­to. As to the trouble with Irene, he didn’t know what was to come of that—any­thing might come of it!

			He entered 62, Mont­pel­li­er Square with the fullest in­ten­tions of be­ing miser­able. It was already half-past sev­en, and Irene, dressed for din­ner, was seated in the draw­ing-room. She was wear­ing her gold-col­oured frock—for, hav­ing been dis­played at a din­ner-party, a soir­ee, and a dance, it was now to be worn at home—and she had ad­orned the bos­om with a cas­cade of lace, on which James’s eyes riv­eted them­selves at once.

			“Where do you get your things?” he said in an ag­grav­ated voice. “I nev­er see Rachel and Cicely look­ing half so well. That rose-point, now—that’s not real!”

			Irene came close, to prove to him that he was in er­ror.

			And, in spite of him­self, James felt the in­flu­ence of her de­fer­ence, of the faint se­duct­ive per­fume ex­hal­ing from her. No self-re­spect­ing For­syte sur­rendered at a blow; so he merely said: He didn’t know—he ex­pec­ted she was spend­ing a pretty penny on dress.

			The gong soun­ded, and, put­ting her white arm with­in his, Irene took him in­to the din­ing-room. She seated him in Soames’ usu­al place, round the corner on her left. The light fell softly there, so that he would not be wor­ried by the gradu­al dy­ing of the day; and she began to talk to him about him­self.

			Presently, over James came a change, like the mel­low­ing that steals upon a fruit in the sun; a sense of be­ing caressed, and praised, and pet­ted, and all without the be­stow­al of a single caress or word of praise. He felt that what he was eat­ing was agree­ing with him; he could not get that feel­ing at home; he did not know when he had en­joyed a glass of cham­pagne so much, and, on in­quir­ing the brand and price, was sur­prised to find that it was one of which he had a large stock him­self, but could nev­er drink; he in­stantly formed the res­ol­u­tion to let his wine mer­chant know that he had been swindled.

			Look­ing up from his food, he re­marked:

			“You’ve a lot of nice things about the place. Now, what did you give for that sug­ar-sifter? Shouldn’t won­der if it was worth money!”

			He was par­tic­u­larly pleased with the ap­pear­ance of a pic­ture, on the wall op­pos­ite, which he him­self had giv­en them:

			“I’d no idea it was so good!” he said.

			They rose to go in­to the draw­ing-room, and James fol­lowed Irene closely.

			“That’s what I call a cap­it­al little din­ner,” he mur­mured, breath­ing pleas­antly down on her shoulder; “noth­ing heavy—and not too French­i­fied. But I can’t get it at home. I pay my cook sixty pounds a year, but she can’t give me a din­ner like that!”

			He had as yet made no al­lu­sion to the build­ing of the house, nor did he when Soames, plead­ing the ex­cuse of busi­ness, betook him­self to the room at the top, where he kept his pic­tures.

			James was left alone with his daugh­ter-in-law. The glow of the wine, and of an ex­cel­lent li­queur, was still with­in him. He felt quite warm to­wards her. She was really a tak­ing little thing; she listened to you, and seemed to un­der­stand what you were say­ing; and, while talk­ing, he kept ex­amin­ing her fig­ure, from her bronze-col­oured shoes to the waved gold of her hair. She was lean­ing back in an Em­pire chair, her shoulders poised against the top—her body, flex­ibly straight and un­sup­por­ted from the hips, sway­ing when she moved, as though giv­ing to the arms of a lov­er. Her lips were smil­ing, her eyes half-closed.

			It may have been a re­cog­ni­tion of danger in the very charm of her at­ti­tude, or a twang of di­ges­tion, that caused a sud­den dumb­ness to fall on James. He did not re­mem­ber ever hav­ing been quite alone with Irene be­fore. And, as he looked at her, an odd feel­ing crept over him, as though he had come across some­thing strange and for­eign.

			Now what was she think­ing about—sit­ting back like that?

			Thus when he spoke it was in a sharp­er voice, as if he had been awakened from a pleas­ant dream.

			“What d’you do with your­self all day?” he said. “You nev­er come round to Park Lane!”

			She seemed to be mak­ing very lame ex­cuses, and James did not look at her. He did not want to be­lieve that she was really avoid­ing them—it would mean too much.

			“I ex­pect the fact is, you haven’t time,” he said; “You’re al­ways about with June. I ex­pect you’re use­ful to her with her young man, chap­er­on­ing, and one thing and an­oth­er. They tell me she’s nev­er at home now; your Uncle Joly­on he doesn’t like it, I fancy, be­ing left so much alone as he is. They tell me she’s al­ways hanging about for this young Bosin­ney; I sup­pose he comes here every day. Now, what do you think of him? D’you think he knows his own mind? He seems to me a poor thing. I should say the grey mare was the bet­ter horse!”

			The col­our deepened in Irene’s face; and James watched her sus­pi­ciously.

			“Per­haps you don’t quite un­der­stand Mr. Bosin­ney,” she said.

			“Don’t un­der­stand him!” James hummed out: “Why not?—you can see he’s one of these artist­ic chaps. They say he’s clev­er—they all think they’re clev­er. You know more about him than I do,” he ad­ded; and again his sus­pi­cious glance res­ted on her.

			“He is design­ing a house for Soames,” she said softly, evid­ently try­ing to smooth things over.

			“That brings me to what I was go­ing to say,” con­tin­ued James; “I don’t know what Soames wants with a young man like that; why doesn’t he go to a first-rate man?”

			“Per­haps Mr. Bosin­ney is first-rate!”

			James rose, and took a turn with bent head.

			“That’s it,” he said, “you young people, you all stick to­geth­er; you all think you know best!”

			Halt­ing his tall, lank fig­ure be­fore her, he raised a fin­ger, and lev­elled it at her bos­om, as though bring­ing an in­dict­ment against her beauty:

			“All I can say is, these artist­ic people, or whatever they call them­selves, they’re as un­re­li­able as they can be; and my ad­vice to you is, don’t you have too much to do with him!”

			Irene smiled; and in the curve of her lips was a strange pro­voca­tion. She seemed to have lost her de­fer­ence. Her breast rose and fell as though with secret an­ger; she drew her hands in­wards from their rest on the arms of her chair un­til the tips of her fin­gers met, and her dark eyes looked un­fathom­ably at James.

			The lat­ter gloomily scru­tin­ized the floor.

			“I tell you my opin­ion,” he said, “it’s a pity you haven’t got a child to think about, and oc­cupy you!”

			A brood­ing look came in­stantly on Irene’s face, and even James be­came con­scious of the ri­gid­ity that took pos­ses­sion of her whole fig­ure be­neath the soft­ness of its silk and lace cloth­ing.

			He was frightened by the ef­fect he had pro­duced, and like most men with but little cour­age, he sought at once to jus­ti­fy him­self by bul­ly­ing.

			“You don’t seem to care about go­ing about. Why don’t you drive down to Hurl­ing­ham with us? And go to the theatre now and then. At your time of life you ought to take an in­terest in things. You’re a young wo­man!”

			The brood­ing look darkened on her face; he grew nervous.

			“Well, I know noth­ing about it,” he said; “nobody tells me any­thing. Soames ought to be able to take care of him­self. If he can’t take care of him­self he mustn’t look to me—that’s all.”

			Bit­ing the corner of his fore­finger he stole a cold, sharp look at his daugh­ter-in-law.

			He en­countered her eyes fixed on his own, so dark and deep, that he stopped, and broke in­to a gentle per­spir­a­tion.

			“Well, I must be go­ing,” he said after a short pause, and a minute later rose, with a slight ap­pear­ance of sur­prise, as though he had ex­pec­ted to be asked to stop. Giv­ing his hand to Irene, he al­lowed him­self to be con­duc­ted to the door, and let out in­to the street. He would not have a cab, he would walk, Irene was to say good night to Soames for him, and if she wanted a little gaiety, well, he would drive her down to Rich­mond any day.

			He walked home, and go­ing up­stairs, woke Emily out of the first sleep she had had for four and twenty hours, to tell her that it was his im­pres­sion things were in a bad way at Soames’; on this theme he des­can­ted for half an hour, un­til at last, say­ing that he would not sleep a wink, he turned on his side and in­stantly began to snore.

			In Mont­pel­li­er Square Soames, who had come from the pic­ture room, stood in­vis­ible at the top of the stairs, watch­ing Irene sort the let­ters brought by the last post. She turned back in­to the draw­ing-room; but in a minute came out, and stood as if listen­ing. Then she came steal­ing up the stairs, with a kit­ten in her arms. He could see her face bent over the little beast, which was purring against her neck. Why couldn’t she look at him like that?

			Sud­denly she saw him, and her face changed.

			“Any let­ters for me?” he said.

			“Three.”

			He stood aside, and without an­oth­er word she passed on in­to the bed­room.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Old Joly­on’s Pec­ca­dillo

			
			Old Joly­on came out of Lord’s crick­et ground that same af­ter­noon with the in­ten­tion of go­ing home. He had not reached Hamilton Ter­race be­fore he changed his mind, and hail­ing a cab, gave the driver an ad­dress in Wistar­ia Av­en­ue. He had taken a res­ol­u­tion.

			June had hardly been at home at all that week; she had giv­en him noth­ing of her com­pany for a long time past, not, in fact, since she had be­come en­gaged to Bosin­ney. He nev­er asked her for her com­pany. It was not his habit to ask people for things! She had just that one idea now—Bosin­ney and his af­fairs—and she left him stran­ded in his great house, with a par­cel of ser­vants, and not a soul to speak to from morn­ing to night. His Club was closed for clean­ing; his Boards in re­cess; there was noth­ing, there­fore, to take him in­to the City. June had wanted him to go away; she would not go her­self, be­cause Bosin­ney was in Lon­don.

			But where was he to go by him­self? He could not go abroad alone; the sea up­set his liv­er; he hated ho­tels. Ro­ger went to a hy­dro­path­ic—he was not go­ing to be­gin that at his time of life, those new­fangled places we’re all hum­bug!

			With such for­mu­las he clothed to him­self the des­ol­a­tion of his spir­it; the lines down his face deep­en­ing, his eyes day by day look­ing forth with the mel­an­choly which sat so strangely on a face wont to be strong and se­rene.

			And so that af­ter­noon he took this jour­ney through St. John’s Wood, in the golden-light that sprinkled the roun­ded green bushes of the aca­cias be­fore the little houses, in the sum­mer sun­shine that seemed hold­ing a rev­el over the little gar­dens; and he looked about him with in­terest; for this was a dis­trict which no For­syte entered without open dis­ap­prov­al and secret curi­os­ity.

			His cab stopped in front of a small house of that pe­cu­li­ar buff col­our which im­plies a long im­munity from paint. It had an out­er gate, and a rus­tic ap­proach.

			He stepped out, his bear­ing ex­tremely com­posed; his massive head, with its droop­ing mous­tache and wings of white hair, very up­right, un­der an ex­cess­ively large top hat; his glance firm, a little angry. He had been driv­en in­to this!

			“Mrs. Joly­on For­syte at home?”

			“Oh, yes sir!—what name shall I say, if you please, sir?”

			Old Joly­on could not help twink­ling at the little maid as he gave his name. She seemed to him such a funny little toad!

			And he fol­lowed her through the dark hall, in­to a small double, draw­ing-room, where the fur­niture was covered in chintz, and the little maid placed him in a chair.

			“They’re all in the garden, sir; if you’ll kindly take a seat, I’ll tell them.”

			Old Joly­on sat down in the chintz-covered chair, and looked around him. The whole place seemed to him, as he would have ex­pressed it, pokey; there was a cer­tain—he could not tell ex­actly what—air of shab­bi­ness, or rather of mak­ing two ends meet, about everything. As far as he could see, not a single piece of fur­niture was worth a five-pound note. The walls, dis­tempered rather a long time ago, were dec­or­ated with wa­ter­col­our sketches; across the ceil­ing me­andered a long crack.

			These little houses were all old, second-rate con­cerns; he should hope the rent was un­der a hun­dred a year; it hurt him more than he could have said, to think of a For­syte—his own son liv­ing in such a place.

			The little maid came back. Would he please to go down in­to the garden?

			Old Joly­on marched out through the French win­dows. In des­cend­ing the steps he no­ticed that they wanted paint­ing.

			Young Joly­on, his wife, his two chil­dren, and his dog Balthas­ar, were all out there un­der a pear-tree.

			This walk to­wards them was the most cour­ageous act of old Joly­on’s life; but no muscle of his face moved, no nervous ges­ture be­trayed him. He kept his deep-set eyes stead­ily on the en­emy.

			In those two minutes he demon­strated to per­fec­tion all that un­con­scious sound­ness, bal­ance, and vi­tal­ity of fibre that made, of him and so many oth­ers of his class the core of the na­tion. In the un­os­ten­ta­tious con­duct of their own af­fairs, to the neg­lect of everything else, they typ­i­fied the es­sen­tial in­di­vidu­al­ism, born in the Bri­ton from the nat­ur­al isol­a­tion of his coun­try’s life.

			The dog Balthas­ar sniffed round the edges of his trousers; this friendly and cyn­ic­al mon­grel—off­spring of a li­ais­on between a Rus­si­an poodle and a fox-ter­ri­er—had a nose for the un­usu­al.

			The strange greet­ings over, old Joly­on seated him­self in a wick­er chair, and his two grand­chil­dren, one on each side of his knees, looked at him si­lently, nev­er hav­ing seen so old a man.

			They were un­like, as though re­cog­nising the dif­fer­ence set between them by the cir­cum­stances of their births. Jolly, the child of sin, pudgy-faced, with his tow-col­oured hair brushed off his fore­head, and a dimple in his chin, had an air of stub­born ami­ab­il­ity, and the eyes of a For­syte; little Holly, the child of wed­lock, was a dark-skinned, sol­emn soul, with her moth­er’s, grey and wist­ful eyes.

			The dog Balthas­ar, hav­ing walked round the three small flower­beds, to show his ex­treme con­tempt for things at large, had also taken a seat in front of old Joly­on, and, os­cil­lat­ing a tail curled by Nature tightly over his back, was star­ing up with eyes that did not blink.

			Even in the garden, that sense of things be­ing pokey haunted old Joly­on; the wick­er chair creaked un­der his weight; the garden-beds looked “dav­erdy”; on the far side, un­der the smut-stained wall, cats had made a path.

			While he and his grand­chil­dren thus re­garded each oth­er with the pe­cu­li­ar scru­tiny, curi­ous yet trust­ful, that passes between the very young and the very old, young Joly­on watched his wife.

			The col­our had deepened in her thin, oval face, with its straight brows, and large, grey eyes. Her hair, brushed in fine, high curves back from her fore­head, was go­ing grey, like his own, and this grey­ness made the sud­den vivid col­our in her cheeks pain­fully pathet­ic.

			The look on her face, such as he had nev­er seen there be­fore, such as she had al­ways hid­den from him, was full of secret re­sent­ments, and long­ings, and fears. Her eyes, un­der their twitch­ing brows, stared pain­fully. And she was si­lent.

			Jolly alone sus­tained the con­ver­sa­tion; he had many pos­ses­sions, and was anxious that his un­known friend with ex­tremely large mous­taches, and hands all covered with blue veins, who sat with legs crossed like his own fath­er (a habit he was him­self try­ing to ac­quire), should know it; but be­ing a For­syte, though not yet quite eight years old, he made no men­tion of the thing at the mo­ment dearest to his heart—a camp of sol­diers in a shop­win­dow, which his fath­er had prom­ised to buy. No doubt it seemed to him too pre­cious; a tempt­ing of Provid­ence to men­tion it yet.

			And the sun­light played through the leaves on that little party of the three gen­er­a­tions grouped tran­quilly un­der the pear-tree, which had long borne no fruit.

			Old Joly­on’s fur­rowed face was red­den­ing patch­ily, as old men’s faces red­den in the sun. He took one of Jolly’s hands in his own; the boy climbed on to his knee; and little Holly, mes­mer­ized by this sight, crept up to them; the sound of the dog Balthas­ar’s scratch­ing arose rhyth­mic­ally.

			Sud­denly young Mrs. Joly­on got up and hur­ried in­doors. A minute later her hus­band muttered an ex­cuse, and fol­lowed. Old Joly­on was left alone with his grand­chil­dren.

			And Nature with her quaint irony began work­ing in him one of her strange re­volu­tions, fol­low­ing her cyc­lic laws in­to the depths of his heart. And that ten­der­ness for little chil­dren, that pas­sion for the be­gin­nings of life which had once made him for­sake his son and fol­low June, now worked in him to for­sake June and fol­low these lit­tler things. Youth, like a flame, burned ever in his breast, and to youth he turned, to the round little limbs, so reck­less, that wanted care, to the small round faces so un­reas­on­ably sol­emn or bright, to the treble tongues, and the shrill, chuck­ling laughter, to the in­sist­ent tug­ging hands, and the feel of small bod­ies against his legs, to all that was young and young, and once more young. And his eyes grew soft, his voice, and thin-veined hands soft, and soft his heart with­in him. And to those small creatures he be­came at once a place of pleas­ure, a place where they were se­cure, and could talk and laugh and play; till, like sun­shine, there ra­di­ated from old Joly­on’s wick­er chair the per­fect gaiety of three hearts.

			But with young Joly­on fol­low­ing to his wife’s room it was dif­fer­ent.

			He found her seated on a chair be­fore her dress­ing-glass, with her hands be­fore her face.

			Her shoulders were shak­ing with sobs. This pas­sion of hers for suf­fer­ing was mys­ter­i­ous to him. He had been through a hun­dred of these moods; how he had sur­vived them he nev­er knew, for he could nev­er be­lieve they were moods, and that the last hour of his part­ner­ship had not struck.

			In the night she would be sure to throw her arms round his neck and say: “Oh! Jo, how I make you suf­fer!” as she had done a hun­dred times be­fore.

			He reached out his hand, and, un­seen, slipped his razor-case in­to his pock­et. “I can­not stay here,” he thought, “I must go down!” Without a word he left the room, and went back to the lawn.

			Old Joly­on had little Holly on his knee; she had taken pos­ses­sion of his watch; Jolly, very red in the face, was try­ing to show that he could stand on his head. The dog Balthas­ar, as close as he might be to the tea-table, had fixed his eyes on the cake.

			Young Joly­on felt a ma­li­cious de­sire to cut their en­joy­ment short.

			What busi­ness had his fath­er to come and up­set his wife like this? It was a shock, after all these years! He ought to have known; he ought to have giv­en them warn­ing; but when did a For­syte ever ima­gine that his con­duct could up­set any­body! And in his thoughts he did old Joly­on wrong.

			He spoke sharply to the chil­dren, and told them to go in to their tea. Greatly sur­prised, for they had nev­er heard their fath­er speak sharply be­fore, they went off, hand in hand, little Holly look­ing back over her shoulder.

			Young Joly­on poured out the tea.

			“My wife’s not the thing today,” he said, but he knew well enough that his fath­er had pen­et­rated the cause of that sud­den with­draw­al, and al­most hated the old man for sit­ting there so calmly.

			“You’ve got a nice little house here,” said old Joly­on with a shrewd look; “I sup­pose you’ve taken a lease of it!”

			Young Joly­on nod­ded.

			“I don’t like the neigh­bour­hood,” said old Joly­on; “a ram­shackle lot.”

			Young Joly­on replied: “Yes, we’re a ram­shackle lot.”

			The si­lence was now only broken by the sound of the dog Balthas­ar’s scratch­ing.

			Old Joly­on said simply: “I sup­pose I oughtn’t to have come here, Jo; but I get so lonely!”

			At these words young Joly­on got up and put his hand on his fath­er’s shoulder.

			In the next house someone was play­ing over and over again: “La Donna è Mo­bile” on an un­tuned pi­ano; and the little garden had fallen in­to shade, the sun now only reached the wall at the end, where­on basked a crouch­ing cat, her yel­low eyes turned sleepily down on the dog Balthas­ar. There was a drowsy hum of very dis­tant traffic; the creepered trel­lis round the garden shut out everything but sky, and house, and pear-tree, with its top branches still gil­ded by the sun.

			For some time they sat there, talk­ing but little. Then old Joly­on rose to go, and not a word was said about his com­ing again.

			He walked away very sadly. What a poor miser­able place; and he thought of the great, empty house in Stan­hope Gate, fit res­id­ence for a For­syte, with its huge bil­liard-room and draw­ing-room that no one entered from one week’s end to an­oth­er.

			That wo­man, whose face he had rather liked, was too thin-skinned by half; she gave Jo a bad time he knew! And those sweet chil­dren! Ah! what a piece of aw­ful folly!

			He walked to­wards the Edg­ware Road, between rows of little houses, all sug­gest­ing to him (er­ro­neously no doubt, but the pre­ju­dices of a For­syte are sac­red) shady his­tor­ies of some sort or kind.

			So­ci­ety, for­sooth, the chat­ter­ing hags and jack­anapes—had set them­selves up to pass judg­ment on his flesh and blood! A par­cel of old wo­men! He stumped his um­brella on the ground, as though to drive it in­to the heart of that un­for­tu­nate body, which had dared to os­tra­cize his son and his son’s son, in whom he could have lived again!

			He stumped his um­brella fiercely; yet he him­self had fol­lowed So­ci­ety’s be­ha­viour for fif­teen years—had only today been false to it!

			He thought of June, and her dead moth­er, and the whole story, with all his old bit­ter­ness. A wretched busi­ness!

			He was a long time reach­ing Stan­hope Gate, for, with nat­ive per­versity, be­ing ex­tremely tired, he walked the whole way.

			After wash­ing his hands in the lav­at­ory down­stairs, he went to the din­ing-room to wait for din­ner, the only room he used when June was out—it was less lonely so. The even­ing pa­per had not yet come; he had fin­ished the Times, there was there­fore noth­ing to do.

			The room faced the back­wa­ter of traffic, and was very si­lent. He dis­liked dogs, but a dog even would have been com­pany. His gaze, trav­el­ling round the walls, res­ted on a pic­ture en­titled: “Group of Dutch Fish­ing Boats at Sun­set”; the chef d’oeuvre of his col­lec­tion. It gave him no pleas­ure. He closed his eyes. He was lonely! He oughtn’t to com­plain, he knew, but he couldn’t help it: He was a poor thing—had al­ways been a poor thing—no pluck! Such was his thought.

			The but­ler came to lay the table for din­ner, and see­ing his mas­ter ap­par­ently asleep, ex­er­cised ex­treme cau­tion in his move­ments. This bearded man also wore a mous­tache, which had giv­en rise to grave doubts in the minds of many mem­bers of the fam­ily—es­pe­cially those who, like Soames, had been to pub­lic schools, and were ac­cus­tomed to nice­ness in such mat­ters. Could he really be con­sidered a but­ler? Play­ful spir­its al­luded to him as: “Uncle Joly­on’s Non­con­form­ist.” George, the ac­know­ledged wag, had named him: “San­key.”

			He moved to and fro between the great pol­ished side­board and the great pol­ished table in­im­it­ably sleek and soft.

			Old Joly­on watched him, feign­ing sleep. The fel­low was a sneak—he had al­ways thought so—who cared about noth­ing but rat­tling through his work, and get­ting out to his bet­ting or his wo­man or good­ness knew what! A slug! Fat too! And didn’t care a pin about his mas­ter!

			But then against his will, came one of those mo­ments of philo­sophy which made old Joly­on dif­fer­ent from oth­er For­sytes:

			After all why should the man care? He wasn’t paid to care, and why ex­pect it? In this world people couldn’t look for af­fec­tion un­less they paid for it. It might be dif­fer­ent in the next—he didn’t know—couldn’t tell! And again he shut his eyes.

			Re­lent­less and stealthy, the but­ler pur­sued his la­bours, tak­ing things from the vari­ous com­part­ments of the side­board. His back seemed al­ways turned to old Joly­on; thus, he robbed his op­er­a­tions of the un­seem­li­ness of be­ing car­ried on in his mas­ter’s pres­ence; now and then he furt­ively breathed on the sil­ver, and wiped it with a piece of chamois leath­er. He ap­peared to pore over the quant­it­ies of wine in the de­canters, which he car­ried care­fully and rather high, let­ting his head droop over them pro­tect­ingly. When he had fin­ished, he stood for over a minute watch­ing his mas­ter, and in his green­ish eyes there was a look of con­tempt:

			After all, this mas­ter of his was an old buf­fer, who hadn’t much left in him!

			Soft as a tom­cat, he crossed the room to press the bell. His or­ders were “din­ner at sev­en.” What if his mas­ter were asleep; he would soon have him out of that; there was the night to sleep in! He had him­self to think of, for he was due at his Club at half-past eight!

			In an­swer to the ring, ap­peared a page boy with a sil­ver soup tur­een. The but­ler took it from his hands and placed it on the table, then, stand­ing by the open door, as though about to ush­er com­pany in­to the room, he said in a sol­emn voice:

			“Din­ner is on the table, sir!”

			Slowly old Joly­on got up out of his chair, and sat down at the table to eat his din­ner.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Plans of the House

			
			For­sytes, as is gen­er­ally ad­mit­ted, have shells, like that ex­tremely use­ful little an­im­al which is made in­to Turk­ish de­light; in oth­er words, they are nev­er seen, or if seen would not be re­cog­nised, without hab­it­ats, com­posed of cir­cum­stance, prop­erty, ac­quaint­ances, and wives, which seem to move along with them in their pas­sage through a world com­posed of thou­sands of oth­er For­sytes with their hab­it­ats. Without a hab­it­at a For­syte is in­con­ceiv­able—he would be like a nov­el without a plot, which is well-known to be an an­om­aly.

			To For­syte eyes Bosin­ney ap­peared to have no hab­it­at, he seemed one of those rare and un­for­tu­nate men who go through life sur­roun­ded by cir­cum­stance, prop­erty, ac­quaint­ances, and wives that do not be­long to them.

			His rooms in Sloane Street, on the top floor, out­side which, on a plate, was his name, “Philip Baynes Bosin­ney, Ar­chi­tect,” were not those of a For­syte. He had no sit­ting-room apart from his of­fice, but a large re­cess had been screened off to con­ceal the ne­ces­sar­ies of life—a couch, an easy chair, his pipes, spir­it case, nov­els and slip­pers. The busi­ness part of the room had the usu­al fur­niture; an open cup­board with pi­geon­holes, a round oak table, a fold­ing wash­stand, some hard chairs, a stand­ing desk of large di­men­sions covered with draw­ings and designs. June had twice been to tea there un­der the chap­er­on­age of his aunt.

			He was be­lieved to have a bed­room at the back.

			As far as the fam­ily had been able to as­cer­tain his in­come, it con­sisted of two con­sult­ing ap­point­ments at twenty pounds a year, to­geth­er with an odd fee once in a way, and—more worthy item—a private an­nu­ity un­der his fath­er’s will of one hun­dred and fifty pounds a year.

			What had tran­spired con­cern­ing that fath­er was not so re­as­sur­ing. It ap­peared that he had been a Lin­colnshire coun­try doc­tor of Cornish ex­trac­tion, strik­ing ap­pear­ance, and Byron­ic tend­en­cies—a well-known fig­ure, in fact, in his county. Bosin­ney’s uncle by mar­riage, Baynes, of Baynes and Bilde­boy, a For­syte in in­stincts if not in name, had but little that was worthy to re­late of his broth­er-in-law.

			“An odd fel­low!” he would say: “al­ways spoke of his three eld­est boys as ‘good creatures, but so dull’; they’re all do­ing cap­it­ally in the In­di­an Civil! Philip was the only one he liked. I’ve heard him talk in the queerest way; he once said to me: ‘My dear fel­low, nev­er let your poor wife know what you’re think­ing of!’ But I didn’t fol­low his ad­vice; not I! An ec­cent­ric man! He would say to Phil: ‘Wheth­er you live like a gen­tle­man or not, my boy, be sure you die like one!’ and he had him­self em­balmed in a frock coat suit, with a sat­in cravat and a dia­mond pin. Oh, quite an ori­gin­al, I can as­sure you!”

			Of Bosin­ney him­self Baynes would speak warmly, with a cer­tain com­pas­sion: “He’s got a streak of his fath­er’s Byron­ism. Why, look at the way he threw up his chances when he left my of­fice; go­ing off like that for six months with a knap­sack, and all for what?—to study for­eign ar­chi­tec­ture—for­eign! What could he ex­pect? And there he is—a clev­er young fel­low—doesn’t make his hun­dred a year! Now this en­gage­ment is the best thing that could have happened—keep him steady; he’s one of those that go to bed all day and stay up all night, simply be­cause they’ve no meth­od; but no vice about him—not an ounce of vice. Old For­syte’s a rich man!”

			Mr. Baynes made him­self ex­tremely pleas­ant to June, who fre­quently vis­ited his house in Lowndes Square at this peri­od.

			“This house of your cous­in’s—what a cap­it­al man of busi­ness—is the very thing for Philip,” he would say to her; “you mustn’t ex­pect to see too much of him just now, my dear young lady. The good cause—the good cause! The young man must make his way. When I was his age I was at work day and night. My dear wife used to say to me, ‘Bobby, don’t work too hard, think of your health.’ but I nev­er spared my­self!”

			June had com­plained that her lov­er found no time to come to Stan­hope Gate.

			The first time he came again they had not been to­geth­er a quarter of an hour be­fore, by one of those co­in­cid­ences of which she was a mis­tress, Mrs. Sep­timus Small ar­rived. There­on Bosin­ney rose and hid him­self, ac­cord­ing to pre­vi­ous ar­range­ment, in the little study, to wait for her de­par­ture.

			“My dear,” said Aunt Ju­ley, “how thin he is! I’ve of­ten no­ticed it with en­gaged people; but you mustn’t let it get worse. There’s Bar­low’s ex­tract of veal; it did your Uncle Swith­in a lot of good.”

			June, her little fig­ure erect be­fore the hearth, her small face quiv­er­ing grimly, for she re­garded her aunt’s un­timely vis­it in the light of a per­son­al in­jury, replied with scorn:

			“It’s be­cause he’s busy; people who can do any­thing worth do­ing are nev­er fat!”

			Aunt Ju­ley pouted; she her­self had al­ways been thin, but the only pleas­ure she de­rived from the fact was the op­por­tun­ity of long­ing to be stouter.

			“I don’t think,” she said mourn­fully, “that you ought to let them call him ‘The Buc­can­eer.’ people might think it odd, now that he’s go­ing to build a house for Soames. I do hope he will be care­ful; it’s so im­port­ant for him. Soames has such good taste!”

			“Taste!” cried June, flar­ing up at once; “wouldn’t give that for his taste, or any of the fam­ily’s!”

			Mrs. Small was taken aback.

			“Your Uncle Swith­in,” she said, “al­ways had beau­ti­ful taste! And Soames’ little house is lovely; you don’t mean to say you don’t think so!”

			“H’mph!” said June, “that’s only be­cause Irene’s there!”

			Aunt Ju­ley tried to say some­thing pleas­ant:

			“And how will dear Irene like liv­ing in the coun­try?”

			June gazed at her in­tently, with a look in her eyes as if her con­science had sud­denly leaped up in­to them; it passed; and an even more in­tent look took its place, as if she had stared that con­science out of coun­ten­ance. She replied im­per­i­ously:

			“Of course she’ll like it; why shouldn’t she?”

			Mrs. Small grew nervous.

			“I didn’t know,” she said; “I thought she mightn’t like to leave her friends. Your Uncle James says she doesn’t take enough in­terest in life. We think—I mean Timothy thinks—she ought to go out more. I ex­pect you’ll miss her very much!”

			June clasped her hands be­hind her neck.

			“I do wish,” she cried, “Uncle Timothy wouldn’t talk about what doesn’t con­cern him!”

			Aunt Ju­ley rose to the full height of her tall fig­ure.

			“He nev­er talks about what doesn’t con­cern him,” she said.

			June was in­stantly com­punc­tious; she ran to her aunt and kissed her.

			“I’m very sorry, auntie; but I wish they’d let Irene alone.”

			Aunt Ju­ley, un­able to think of any­thing fur­ther on the sub­ject that would be suit­able, was si­lent; she pre­pared for de­par­ture, hook­ing her black silk cape across her chest, and, tak­ing up her green retic­ule:

			“And how is your dear grand­fath­er?” she asked in the hall, “I ex­pect he’s very lonely now that all your time is taken up with Mr. Bosin­ney.”

			She bent and kissed her niece hun­grily, and with little, min­cing steps passed away.

			The tears sprang up in June’s eyes; run­ning in­to the little study, where Bosin­ney was sit­ting at the table draw­ing birds on the back of an en­vel­ope, she sank down by his side and cried:

			“Oh, Phil! it’s all so hor­rid!” Her heart was as warm as the col­our of her hair.

			On the fol­low­ing Sunday morn­ing, while Soames was shav­ing, a mes­sage was brought him to the ef­fect that Mr. Bosin­ney was be­low, and would be glad to see him. Open­ing the door in­to his wife’s room, he said:

			“Bosin­ney’s down­stairs. Just go and en­ter­tain him while I fin­ish shav­ing. I’ll be down in a minute. It’s about the plans, I ex­pect.”

			Irene looked at him, without reply, put the fin­ish­ing touch to her dress and went down­stairs. He could not make her out about this house. She had said noth­ing against it, and, as far as Bosin­ney was con­cerned, seemed friendly enough.

			From the win­dow of his dress­ing-room he could see them talk­ing to­geth­er in the little court be­low. He hur­ried on with his shav­ing, cut­ting his chin twice. He heard them laugh, and thought to him­self: “Well, they get on all right, any­way!”

			As he ex­pec­ted, Bosin­ney had come round to fetch him to look at the plans.

			He took his hat and went over.

			The plans were spread on the oak table in the ar­chi­tect’s room; and pale, im­per­turb­able, in­quir­ing, Soames bent over them for a long time without speak­ing.

			He said at last in a puzzled voice:

			“It’s an odd sort of house!”

			A rect­an­gu­lar house of two stor­ies was de­signed in a quad­rangle round a covered-in court. This court, en­circled by a gal­lery on the up­per floor, was roofed with a glass roof, sup­por­ted by eight columns run­ning up from the ground.

			It was in­deed, to For­syte eyes, an odd house.

			“There’s a lot of room cut to waste,” pur­sued Soames.

			Bosin­ney began to walk about, and Soames did not like the ex­pres­sion on his face.

			“The prin­ciple of this house,” said the ar­chi­tect, “was that you should have room to breathe—like a gen­tle­man!”

			Soames ex­ten­ded his fin­ger and thumb, as if meas­ur­ing the ex­tent of the dis­tinc­tion he should ac­quire; and replied:

			“Oh! yes; I see.”

			The pe­cu­li­ar look came in­to Bosin­ney’s face which marked all his en­thu­si­asms.

			“I’ve tried to plan you a house here with some self-re­spect of its own. If you don’t like it, you’d bet­ter say so. It’s cer­tainly the last thing to be con­sidered—who wants self-re­spect in a house, when you can squeeze in an ex­tra lav­at­ory?” He put his fin­ger sud­denly down on the left di­vi­sion of the centre ob­long: “You can swing a cat here. This is for your pic­tures, di­vided from this court by cur­tains; draw them back and you’ll have a space of fifty-one by twenty-three six. This double-faced stove in the centre, here, looks one way to­wards the court, one way to­wards the pic­ture room; this end wall is all win­dow; You’ve a south­east light from that, a north light from the court. The rest of your pic­tures you can hang round the gal­lery up­stairs, or in the oth­er rooms. In ar­chi­tec­ture,” he went on—and though look­ing at Soames he did not seem to see him, which gave Soames an un­pleas­ant feel­ing—“as in life, you’ll get no self-re­spect without reg­u­lar­ity. Fel­lows tell you that’s old fash­ioned. It ap­pears to be pe­cu­li­ar any­way; it nev­er oc­curs to us to em­body the main prin­ciple of life in our build­ings; we load our houses with dec­or­a­tion, gim­cracks, corners, any­thing to dis­tract the eye. On the con­trary the eye should rest; get your ef­fects with a few strong lines. The whole thing is reg­u­lar­ity there’s no self-re­spect without it.”

			Soames, the un­con­scious iron­ist, fixed his gaze on Bosin­ney’s tie, which was far from be­ing in the per­pen­dic­u­lar; he was un­shaven too, and his dress not re­mark­able for or­der. Ar­chi­tec­ture ap­peared to have ex­hausted his reg­u­lar­ity.

			“Won’t it look like a bar­rack?” he in­quired.

			He did not at once re­ceive a reply.

			“I can see what it is,” said Bosin­ney, “you want one of Lit­tle­mas­ter’s houses—one of the pretty and com­mo­di­ous sort, where the ser­vants will live in gar­rets, and the front door be sunk so that you may come up again. By all means try Lit­tle­mas­ter, you’ll find him a cap­it­al fel­low, I’ve known him all my life!”

			Soames was alarmed. He had really been struck by the plans, and the con­ceal­ment of his sat­is­fac­tion had been merely in­stinct­ive. It was dif­fi­cult for him to pay a com­pli­ment. He des­pised people who were lav­ish with their praises.

			He found him­self now in the em­bar­rass­ing po­s­i­tion of one who must pay a com­pli­ment or run the risk of los­ing a good thing. Bosin­ney was just the fel­low who might tear up the plans and re­fuse to act for him; a kind of grown-up child!

			This grown-up child­ish­ness, to which he felt so su­per­i­or, ex­er­cised a pe­cu­li­ar and al­most mes­mer­ic ef­fect on Soames, for he had nev­er felt any­thing like it in him­self.

			“Well,” he stammered at last, “it’s—it’s, cer­tainly ori­gin­al.”

			He had such a private dis­trust and even dis­like of the word “ori­gin­al” that he felt he had not really giv­en him­self away by this re­mark.

			Bosin­ney seemed pleased. It was the sort of thing that would please a fel­low like that! And his suc­cess en­cour­aged Soames.

			“It’s—a big place,” he said.

			“Space, air, light,” he heard Bosin­ney mur­mur, “you can’t live like a gen­tle­man in one of Lit­tle­mas­ter’s—he builds for man­u­fac­tur­ers.”

			Soames made a de­prec­at­ing move­ment; he had been iden­ti­fied with a gen­tle­man; not for a good deal of money now would he be classed with man­u­fac­tur­ers. But his in­nate dis­trust of gen­er­al prin­ciples re­vived. What the deuce was the good of talk­ing about reg­u­lar­ity and self-re­spect? It looked to him as if the house would be cold.

			“Irene can’t stand the cold!” he said.

			“Ah!” said Bosin­ney sar­castic­ally. “Your wife? She doesn’t like the cold? I’ll see to that; she shan’t be cold. Look here!” he poin­ted, to four marks at reg­u­lar in­ter­vals on the walls of the court. “I’ve giv­en you hot-wa­ter pipes in alu­mini­um cas­ings; you can get them with very good designs.”

			Soames looked sus­pi­ciously at these marks.

			“It’s all very well, all this,” he said, “but what’s it go­ing to cost?”

			The ar­chi­tect took a sheet of pa­per from his pock­et:

			“The house, of course, should be built en­tirely of stone, but, as I thought you wouldn’t stand that, I’ve com­prom­ised for a fa­cing. It ought to have a cop­per roof, but I’ve made it green slate. As it is, in­clud­ing met­al work, it’ll cost you eight thou­sand five hun­dred.”

			“Eight thou­sand five hun­dred?” said Soames. “Why, I gave you an out­side lim­it of eight!”

			“Can’t be done for a penny less,” replied Bosin­ney coolly.

			“You must take it or leave it!”

			It was the only way, prob­ably, that such a pro­pos­i­tion could have been made to Soames. He was non­plussed. Con­science told him to throw the whole thing up. But the design was good, and he knew it—there was com­plete­ness about it, and dig­nity; the ser­vants’ apart­ments were ex­cel­lent too. He would gain cred­it by liv­ing in a house like that—with such in­di­vidu­al fea­tures, yet per­fectly well-ar­ranged.

			He con­tin­ued por­ing over the plans, while Bosin­ney went in­to his bed­room to shave and dress.

			The two walked back to Mont­pel­li­er Square in si­lence, Soames watch­ing him out of the corner of his eye.

			The Buc­can­eer was rather a good-look­ing fel­low—so he thought—when he was prop­erly got up.

			Irene was bend­ing over her flowers when the two men came in.

			She spoke of send­ing across the Park to fetch June.

			“No, no,” said Soames, “we’ve still got busi­ness to talk over!”

			At lunch he was al­most cor­di­al, and kept press­ing Bosin­ney to eat. He was pleased to see the ar­chi­tect in such high spir­its, and left him to spend the af­ter­noon with Irene, while he stole off to his pic­tures, after his Sunday habit. At teatime he came down to the draw­ing-room, and found them talk­ing, as he ex­pressed it, nine­teen to the dozen.

			Un­ob­served in the door­way, he con­grat­u­lated him­self that things were tak­ing the right turn. It was lucky she and Bosin­ney got on; she seemed to be fall­ing in­to line with the idea of the new house.

			Quiet med­it­a­tion among his pic­tures had de­cided him to spring the five hun­dred if ne­ces­sary; but he hoped that the af­ter­noon might have softened Bosin­ney’s es­tim­ates. It was so purely a mat­ter which Bosin­ney could rem­edy if he liked; there must be a dozen ways in which he could cheapen the pro­duc­tion of a house without spoil­ing the ef­fect.

			He awaited, there­fore, his op­por­tun­ity till Irene was hand­ing the ar­chi­tect his first cup of tea. A chink of sun­shine through the lace of the blinds warmed her cheek, shone in the gold of her hair, and in her soft eyes. Pos­sibly the same gleam deepened Bosin­ney’s col­our, gave the rather startled look to his face.

			Soames hated sun­shine, and he at once got up, to draw the blind. Then he took his own cup of tea from his wife, and said, more coldly than he had in­ten­ded:

			“Can’t you see your way to do it for eight thou­sand after all? There must be a lot of little things you could al­ter.”

			Bosin­ney drank off his tea at a gulp, put down his cup, and answered:

			“Not one!”

			Soames saw that his sug­ges­tion had touched some un­in­tel­li­gible point of per­son­al van­ity.

			“Well,” he agreed, with sulky resig­na­tion; “you must have it your own way, I sup­pose.”

			A few minutes later Bosin­ney rose to go, and Soames rose too, to see him off the premises. The ar­chi­tect seemed in ab­surdly high spir­its. After watch­ing him walk away at a swinging pace, Soames re­turned moodily to the draw­ing-room, where Irene was put­ting away the mu­sic, and, moved by an un­con­trol­lable spasm of curi­os­ity, he asked:

			“Well, what do you think of the Buc­can­eer?”

			He looked at the car­pet while wait­ing for her an­swer, and he had to wait some time.

			“I don’t know,” she said at last.

			“Do you think he’s good-look­ing?”

			Irene smiled. And it seemed to Soames that she was mock­ing him.

			“Yes,” she answered; “very.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Death of Aunt Ann

			
			There came a morn­ing at the end of Septem­ber when Aunt Ann was un­able to take from Smith­er’s hands the in­signia of per­son­al dig­nity. After one look at the old face, the doc­tor, hur­riedly sent for, an­nounced that Miss For­syte had passed away in her sleep.

			Aunts Ju­ley and Hester were over­whelmed by the shock. They had nev­er ima­gined such an end­ing. In­deed, it is doubt­ful wheth­er they had ever real­ized that an end­ing was bound to come. Secretly they felt it un­reas­on­able of Ann to have left them like this without a word, without even a struggle. It was un­like her.

			Per­haps what really af­fected them so pro­foundly was the thought that a For­syte should have let go her grasp on life. If one, then why not all!

			It was a full hour be­fore they could make up their minds to tell Timothy. If only it could be kept from him! If only it could be broken to him by de­grees!

			And long they stood out­side his door whis­per­ing to­geth­er. And when it was over they whispered to­geth­er again.

			He would feel it more, they were afraid, as time went on. Still, he had taken it bet­ter than could have been ex­pec­ted. He would keep his bed, of course!

			They sep­ar­ated, cry­ing quietly.

			Aunt Ju­ley stayed in her room, pros­trated by the blow. Her face, dis­col­oured by tears, was di­vided in­to com­part­ments by the little ridges of pout­ing flesh which had swollen with emo­tion. It was im­possible to con­ceive of life without Ann, who had lived with her for sev­enty-three years, broken only by the short in­ter­regnum of her mar­ried life, which seemed now so un­real. At fixed in­ter­vals she went to her draw­er, and took from be­neath the lav­ender bags a fresh pock­et-handker­chief. Her warm heart could not bear the thought that Ann was ly­ing there so cold.

			Aunt Hester, the si­lent, the pa­tient, that back­wa­ter of the fam­ily en­ergy, sat in the draw­ing-room, where the blinds were drawn; and she, too, had wept at first, but quietly, without vis­ible ef­fect. Her guid­ing prin­ciple, the con­ser­va­tion of en­ergy, did not aban­don her in sor­row. She sat, slim, mo­tion­less, study­ing the grate, her hands idle in the lap of her black silk dress. They would want to rouse her in­to do­ing some­thing, no doubt. As if there were any good in that! Do­ing some­thing would not bring back Ann! Why worry her?

			Five o’clock brought three of the broth­ers, Joly­on and James and Swith­in; Nich­olas was at Yar­mouth, and Ro­ger had a bad at­tack of gout. Mrs. Hay­man had been by her­self earli­er in the day, and, after see­ing Ann, had gone away, leav­ing a mes­sage for Timothy—which was kept from him—that she ought to have been told soon­er. In fact, there was a feel­ing amongst them all that they ought to have been told soon­er, as though they had missed some­thing; and James said:

			“I knew how it’d be; I told you she wouldn’t last through the sum­mer.”

			Aunt Hester made no reply; it was nearly Oc­to­ber, but what was the good of ar­guing; some people were nev­er sat­is­fied.

			She sent up to tell her sis­ter that the broth­ers were there. Mrs. Small came down at once. She had bathed her face, which was still swollen, and though she looked severely at Swith­in’s trousers, for they were of light blue—he had come straight from the club, where the news had reached him—she wore a more cheer­ful ex­pres­sion than usu­al, the in­stinct for do­ing the wrong thing be­ing even now too strong for her.

			Presently all five went up to look at the body. Un­der the pure white sheet a quilted coun­ter­pane had been placed, for now, more than ever, Aunt Ann had need of warmth; and, the pil­lows re­moved, her spine and head res­ted flat, with the semb­lance of their lifelong in­flex­ib­il­ity; the coif band­ing the top of her brow was drawn on either side to the level of the ears, and between it and the sheet her face, al­most as white, was turned with closed eyes to the faces of her broth­ers and sis­ters. In its ex­traordin­ary peace the face was stronger than ever, nearly all bone now un­der the scarce-wrinkled parch­ment of skin—square jaw and chin, cheekbones, fore­head with hol­low temples, chis­elled nose—the fort­ress of an un­con­quer­able spir­it that had yiel­ded to death, and in its up­ward sight­less­ness seemed try­ing to re­gain that spir­it, to re­gain the guard­i­an­ship it had just laid down.

			Swith­in took but one look at the face, and left the room; the sight, he said af­ter­wards, made him very queer. He went down­stairs shak­ing the whole house, and, seiz­ing his hat, clambered in­to his brougham, without giv­ing any dir­ec­tions to the coach­man. He was driv­en home, and all the even­ing sat in his chair without mov­ing.

			He could take noth­ing for din­ner but a part­ridge, with an im­per­i­al pint of cham­pagne. …

			Old Joly­on stood at the bot­tom of the bed, his hands fol­ded in front of him. He alone of those in the room re­membered the death of his moth­er, and though he looked at Ann, it was of that he was think­ing. Ann was an old wo­man, but death had come to her at last—death came to all! His face did not move, his gaze seemed trav­el­ling from very far.

			Aunt Hester stood be­side him. She did not cry now, tears were ex­hausted—her nature re­fused to per­mit a fur­ther es­cape of force; she twis­ted her hands, look­ing not at Ann, but from side to side, seek­ing some way of es­cap­ing the ef­fort of real­iz­a­tion.

			Of all the broth­ers and sis­ters James mani­fes­ted the most emo­tion. Tears rolled down the par­al­lel fur­rows of his thin face; where he should go now to tell his troubles he did not know; Ju­ley was no good, Hester worse than use­less! He felt Ann’s death more than he had ever thought he should; this would up­set him for weeks!

			Presently Aunt Hester stole out, and Aunt Ju­ley began mov­ing about, do­ing “what was ne­ces­sary,” so that twice she knocked against some­thing. Old Joly­on, roused from his rev­er­ie, that rev­er­ie of the long, long past, looked sternly at her, and went away. James alone was left by the bed­side; glan­cing stealth­ily round, to see that he was not ob­served, he twis­ted his long body down, placed a kiss on the dead fore­head, then he, too, hast­ily left the room. En­coun­ter­ing Smith­er in the hall, he began to ask her about the fu­ner­al, and, find­ing that she knew noth­ing, com­plained bit­terly that, if they didn’t take care, everything would go wrong. She had bet­ter send for Mr. Soames—he knew all about that sort of thing; her mas­ter was very much up­set, he sup­posed—he would want look­ing after; as for her mis­tresses, they were no good—they had no gump­tion! They would be ill too, he shouldn’t won­der. She had bet­ter send for the doc­tor; it was best to take things in time. He didn’t think his sis­ter Ann had had the best opin­ion; if she’d had Blank she would have been alive now. Smith­er might send to Park Lane any time she wanted ad­vice. Of course, his car­riage was at their ser­vice for the fu­ner­al. He sup­posed she hadn’t such a thing as a glass of claret and a bis­cuit—he had had no lunch!

			The days be­fore the fu­ner­al passed quietly. It had long been known, of course, that Aunt Ann had left her little prop­erty to Timothy. There was, there­fore, no reas­on for the slight­est agit­a­tion. Soames, who was sole ex­ecut­or, took charge of all ar­range­ments, and in due course sent out the fol­low­ing in­vit­a­tion to every male mem­ber of the fam­ily:

			
				“To ———

				“Your pres­ence is re­ques­ted at the fu­ner­al of Miss Ann For­syte, in Highg­ate Cemetery, at noon of Oct. 1st. Car­riages will meet at The Bower, Bayswa­ter Road, at 10:45. No flowers by re­quest.

				“R.S.V.P.”

			

			The morn­ing came, cold, with a high, grey, Lon­don sky, and at half-past ten the first car­riage, that of James, drove up. It con­tained James and his son-in-law Dartie, a fine man, with a square chest, buttoned very tightly in­to a frock coat, and a sal­low, fat­tish face ad­orned with dark, well-curled mous­taches, and that in­cor­ri­gible com­mence­ment of whisker which, elud­ing the strict­est at­tempts at shav­ing, seems the mark of some­thing deeply in­grained in the per­son­al­ity of the shaver, be­ing es­pe­cially no­tice­able in men who spec­u­late.

			Soames, in his ca­pa­city of ex­ecut­or, re­ceived the guests, for Timothy still kept his bed; he would get up after the fu­ner­al; and Aunts Ju­ley and Hester would not be com­ing down till all was over, when it was un­der­stood there would be lunch for any­one who cared to come back. The next to ar­rive was Ro­ger, still limp­ing from the gout, and en­circled by three of his sons—young Ro­ger, Eu­stace, and Thomas. George, the re­main­ing son, ar­rived al­most im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards in a hansom, and paused in the hall to ask Soames how he found un­der­tak­ing pay.

			They dis­liked each oth­er.

			Then came two Hay­mans—Giles and Jesse per­fectly si­lent, and very well dressed, with spe­cial creases down their even­ing trousers. Then old Joly­on alone. Next, Nich­olas, with a healthy col­our in his face, and a care­fully veiled spright­li­ness in every move­ment of his head and body. One of his sons fol­lowed him, meek and sub­dued. Swith­in For­syte, and Bosin­ney ar­rived at the same mo­ment—and stood—bow­ing pre­ced­ence to each oth­er—but on the door open­ing they tried to enter to­geth­er; they re­newed their apo­lo­gies in the hall, and, Swith­in, set­tling his stock, which had be­come dis­ar­ranged in the struggle, very slowly moun­ted the stairs. The oth­er Hay­man; two mar­ried sons of Nich­olas, to­geth­er with Tweety­man, Spend­er, and Warry, the hus­bands of mar­ried For­syte and Hay­man daugh­ters. The com­pany was then com­plete, twenty-one in all, not a male mem­ber of the fam­ily be­ing ab­sent but Timothy and young Joly­on.

			En­ter­ing the scar­let and green draw­ing-room, whose ap­par­el made so vivid a set­ting for their un­ac­cus­tomed cos­tumes, each tried nervously to find a seat, de­sirous of hid­ing the em­phat­ic black­ness of his trousers. There seemed a sort of in­de­cency in that black­ness and in the col­our of their gloves—a sort of ex­ag­ger­a­tion of the feel­ings; and many cast shocked looks of secret envy at the Buc­can­eer, who had no gloves, and was wear­ing grey trousers. A sub­dued hum of con­ver­sa­tion rose, no one speak­ing of the de­par­ted, but each ask­ing after the oth­er, as though thereby cast­ing an in­dir­ect liba­tion to this event, which they had come to hon­our.

			And presently James said:

			“Well, I think we ought to be start­ing.”

			They went down­stairs, and, two and two, as they had been told off in strict pre­ced­ence, moun­ted the car­riages.

			The hearse star­ted at a foot’s pace; the car­riages moved slowly after. In the first went old Joly­on with Nich­olas; in the second, the twins, Swith­in and James; in the third, Ro­ger and young Ro­ger; Soames, young Nich­olas, George, and Bosin­ney fol­lowed in the fourth. Each of the oth­er car­riages, eight in all, held three or four of the fam­ily; be­hind them came the doc­tor’s brougham; then, at a de­cent in­ter­val, cabs con­tain­ing fam­ily clerks and ser­vants; and at the very end, one con­tain­ing nobody at all, but bring­ing the total cortege up to the num­ber of thir­teen.

			So long as the pro­ces­sion kept to the high­way of the Bayswa­ter Road, it re­tained the foot’s-pace, but, turn­ing in­to less im­port­ant thor­ough­fares, it soon broke in­to a trot, and so pro­ceeded, with in­ter­vals of walk­ing in the more fash­ion­able streets, un­til it ar­rived. In the first car­riage old Joly­on and Nich­olas were talk­ing of their wills. In the second the twins, after a single at­tempt, had lapsed in­to com­plete si­lence; both were rather deaf, and the ex­er­tion of mak­ing them­selves heard was too great. Only once James broke this si­lence:

			“I shall have to be look­ing about for some ground some­where. What ar­range­ments have you made, Swith­in?”

			And Swith­in, fix­ing him with a dread­ful stare, answered:

			“Don’t talk to me about such things!”

			In the third car­riage a dis­join­ted con­ver­sa­tion was car­ried on in the in­ter­vals of look­ing out to see how far they had got, George re­mark­ing, “Well, it was really time that the poor old lady went.” He didn’t be­lieve in people liv­ing bey­ond sev­enty. Young Nich­olas replied mildly that the rule didn’t seem to ap­ply to the For­sytes. George said he him­self in­ten­ded to com­mit sui­cide at sixty. Young Nich­olas, smil­ing and strok­ing a long chin, didn’t think his fath­er would like that the­ory; he had made a lot of money since he was sixty. Well, sev­enty was the out­side lim­it; it was then time, George said, for them to go and leave their money to their chil­dren. Soames, hitherto si­lent, here joined in; he had not for­got­ten the re­mark about the “un­der­tak­ing,” and, lift­ing his eye­lids al­most im­per­cept­ibly, said it was all very well for people who nev­er made money to talk. He him­self in­ten­ded to live as long as he could. This was a hit at George, who was no­tori­ously hard up. Bosin­ney muttered ab­strac­tedly, “Hear, hear!” and, George yawn­ing, the con­ver­sa­tion dropped.

			Upon ar­riv­ing, the coffin was borne in­to the chapel, and, two by two, the mourn­ers filed in be­hind it. This guard of men, all at­tached to the dead by the bond of kin­ship, was an im­press­ive and sin­gu­lar sight in the great city of Lon­don, with its over­whelm­ing di­versity of life, its in­nu­mer­able vo­ca­tions, pleas­ures, du­ties, its ter­rible hard­ness, its ter­rible call to in­di­vidu­al­ism.

			The fam­ily had gathered to tri­umph over all this, to give a show of ten­a­cious unity, to il­lus­trate glor­i­ously that law of prop­erty un­der­ly­ing the growth of their tree, by which it had thriv­en and spread, trunk and branches, the sap flow­ing through all, the full growth reached at the ap­poin­ted time. The spir­it of the old wo­man ly­ing in her last sleep had called them to this demon­stra­tion. It was her fi­nal ap­peal to that unity which had been their strength—it was her fi­nal tri­umph that she had died while the tree was yet whole.

			She was spared the watch­ing of the branches jut out bey­ond the point of bal­ance. She could not look in­to the hearts of her fol­low­ers. The same law that had worked in her, bring­ing her up from a tall, straight-backed slip of a girl to a wo­man strong and grown, from a wo­man grown to a wo­man old, an­gu­lar, feeble, al­most witch­like, with in­di­vidu­al­ity all sharpened and sharpened, as all round­ing from the world’s con­tact fell off from her—that same law would work, was work­ing, in the fam­ily she had watched like a moth­er.

			She had seen it young, and grow­ing, she had seen it strong and grown, and be­fore her old eyes had time or strength to see any more, she died. She would have tried, and who knows but she might have kept it young and strong, with her old fin­gers, her trem­bling kisses—a little longer; alas! not even Aunt Ann could fight with Nature.

			“Pride comes be­fore a fall!” In ac­cord­ance with this, the greatest of Nature’s iron­ies, the For­syte fam­ily had gathered for a last proud pa­geant be­fore they fell. Their faces to right and left, in single lines, were turned for the most part im­pass­ively to­ward the ground, guard­i­ans of their thoughts; but here and there, one look­ing up­ward, with a line between his brows, searched to see some sight on the chapel walls too much for him, to be listen­ing to some­thing that ap­palled. And the re­sponses, low-muttered, in voices through which rose the same tone, the same un­seiz­able fam­ily ring, soun­ded weird, as though mur­mured in hur­ried du­plic­a­tion by a single per­son.

			The ser­vice in the chapel over, the mourn­ers filed up again to guard the body to the tomb. The vault stood open, and, round it, men in black were wait­ing.

			From that high and sac­red field, where thou­sands of the up­per-middle class lay in their last sleep, the eyes of the For­sytes trav­elled down across the flocks of graves. There—spread­ing to the dis­tance, lay Lon­don, with no sun over it, mourn­ing the loss of its daugh­ter, mourn­ing with this fam­ily, so dear, the loss of her who was moth­er and guard­i­an. A hun­dred thou­sand spires and houses, blurred in the great grey web of prop­erty, lay there like pros­trate wor­ship­pers be­fore the grave of this, the old­est For­syte of them all.

			A few words, a sprinkle of earth, the thrust­ing of the coffin home, and Aunt Ann had passed to her last rest.

			Round the vault, trust­ees of that passing, the five broth­ers stood, with white heads bowed; they would see that Ann was com­fort­able where she was go­ing. Her little prop­erty must stay be­hind, but oth­er­wise, all that could be should be done. …

			Then sev­er­ally, each stood aside, and put­ting on his hat, turned back to in­spect the new in­scrip­tion on the marble of the fam­ily vault:

			
				Sac­red to the memory of

				Ann For­syte,

				the daugh­ter of the above

				Joly­on and Ann For­syte,

				who de­par­ted this life the 27th day of

				Septem­ber, 1886,

				aged eighty-sev­en years and four days.

			

			Soon per­haps, someone else would be want­ing an in­scrip­tion. It was strange and in­tol­er­able, for they had not thought some­how, that For­sytes could die. And one and all they had a long­ing to get away from this pain­ful­ness, this ce­re­mony which had re­minded them of things they could not bear to think about—to get away quickly and go about their busi­ness and for­get.

			It was cold, too; the wind, like some slow, dis­in­teg­rat­ing force, blow­ing up the hill over the graves, struck them with its chilly breath; they began to split in­to groups, and as quickly as pos­sible to fill the wait­ing car­riages.

			Swith­in said he should go back to lunch at Timothy’s, and he offered to take any­body with him in his brougham. It was con­sidered a doubt­ful priv­ilege to drive with Swith­in in his brougham, which was not a large one; nobody ac­cep­ted, and he went off alone. James and Ro­ger fol­lowed im­me­di­ately after; they also would drop in to lunch. The oth­ers gradu­ally melted away, Old Joly­on tak­ing three neph­ews to fill up his car­riage; he had a want of those young faces.

			Soames, who had to ar­range some de­tails in the cemetery of­fice, walked away with Bosin­ney. He had much to talk over with him, and, hav­ing fin­ished his busi­ness, they strolled to Hamp­stead, lunched to­geth­er at the Span­iard’s Inn, and spent a long time in go­ing in­to prac­tic­al de­tails con­nec­ted with the build­ing of the house; they then pro­ceeded to the tram­line, and came as far as the Marble Arch, where Bosin­ney went off to Stan­hope Gate to see June.

			Soames felt in ex­cel­lent spir­its when he ar­rived home, and con­fided to Irene at din­ner that he had had a good talk with Bosin­ney, who really seemed a sens­ible fel­low; they had had a cap­it­al walk too, which had done his liv­er good—he had been short of ex­er­cise for a long time—and al­to­geth­er a very sat­is­fact­ory day. If only it hadn’t been for poor Aunt Ann, he would have taken her to the theatre; as it was, they must make the best of an even­ing at home.

			“The Buc­can­eer asked after you more than once,” he said sud­denly. And moved by some in­ex­plic­able de­sire to as­sert his pro­pri­et­or­ship, he rose from his chair and planted a kiss on his wife’s shoulder.
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				I

				Pro­gress of the House

			
			The winter had been an open one. Things in the trade were slack; and as Soames had re­flec­ted be­fore mak­ing up his mind, it had been a good time for build­ing. The shell of the house at Robin Hill was thus com­pleted by the end of April.

			Now that there was some­thing to be seen for his money, he had been com­ing down once, twice, even three times a week, and would mouse about among the debris for hours, care­ful nev­er to soil his clothes, mov­ing si­lently through the un­fin­ished brick­work of door­ways, or circ­ling round the columns in the cent­ral court.

			And he would stand be­fore them for minutes’ to­geth­er, as though peer­ing in­to the real qual­ity of their sub­stance.

			On April 30 he had an ap­point­ment with Bosin­ney to go over the ac­counts, and five minutes be­fore the prop­er time he entered the tent which the ar­chi­tect had pitched for him­self close to the old oak tree.

			The ac­counts were already pre­pared on a fold­ing table, and with a nod Soames sat down to study them. It was some time be­fore he raised his head.

			“I can’t make them out,” he said at last; “they come to nearly sev­en hun­dred more than they ought.”

			After a glance at Bosin­ney’s face he went on quickly:

			“If you only make a firm stand against these build­er chaps you’ll get them down. They stick you with everything if you don’t look sharp. … Take ten per­cent off all round. I shan’t mind it’s com­ing out a hun­dred or so over the mark!”

			Bosin­ney shook his head:

			“I’ve taken off every farth­ing I can!”

			Soames pushed back the table with a move­ment of an­ger, which sent the ac­count sheets flut­ter­ing to the ground.

			“Then all I can say is,” he flustered out, “you’ve made a pretty mess of it!”

			“I’ve told you a dozen times,” Bosin­ney answered sharply, “that there’d be ex­tras. I’ve poin­ted them out to you over and over again!”

			“I know that,” growled Soames: “I shouldn’t have ob­jec­ted to a ten pound note here and there. How was I to know that by ‘ex­tras’ you meant sev­en hun­dred pounds?”

			The qual­it­ies of both men had con­trib­uted to this not-in­con­sid­er­able dis­crep­ancy. On the one hand, the ar­chi­tect’s de­vo­tion to his idea, to the im­age of a house which he had cre­ated and be­lieved in—had made him nervous of be­ing stopped, or forced to the use of make­shifts; on the oth­er, Soames’ not less true and whole­hearted de­vo­tion to the very best art­icle that could be ob­tained for the money, had rendered him averse to be­liev­ing that things worth thir­teen shil­lings could not be bought with twelve.

			“I wish I’d nev­er un­der­taken your house,” said Bosin­ney sud­denly. “You come down here wor­ry­ing me out of my life. You want double the value for your money any­body else would, and now that you’ve got a house that for its size is not to be beaten in the county, you don’t want to pay for it. If you’re anxious to be off your bar­gain, I daresay I can find the bal­ance above the es­tim­ates my­self, but I’m damned if I do an­oth­er stroke of work for you!”

			Soames re­gained his com­pos­ure. Know­ing that Bosin­ney had no cap­it­al, he re­garded this as a wild sug­ges­tion. He saw, too, that he would be kept in­def­in­itely out of this house on which he had set his heart, and just at the cru­cial point when the ar­chi­tect’s per­son­al care made all the dif­fer­ence. In the mean­time there was Irene to be thought of! She had been very queer lately. He really be­lieved it was only be­cause she had taken to Bosin­ney that she tol­er­ated the idea of the house at all. It would not do to make an open breach with her.

			“You needn’t get in­to a rage,” he said. “If I’m will­ing to put up with it, I sup­pose you needn’t cry out. All I meant was that when you tell me a thing is go­ing to cost so much, I like to—well, in fact, I—like to know where I am.”

			“Look here!” said Bosin­ney, and Soames was both an­noyed and sur­prised by the shrewd­ness of his glance. “You’ve got my ser­vices dirt cheap. For the kind of work I’ve put in­to this house, and the amount of time I’ve giv­en to it, you’d have had to pay Lit­tle­mas­ter or some oth­er fool four times as much. What you want, in fact, is a first-rate man for a fourth-rate fee, and that’s ex­actly what you’ve got!”

			Soames saw that he really meant what he said, and, angry though he was, the con­sequences of a row rose be­fore him too vividly. He saw his house un­fin­ished, his wife re­bel­li­ous, him­self a laugh­ing­stock.

			“Let’s go over it,” he said sulkily, “and see how the money’s gone.”

			“Very well,” as­sen­ted Bosin­ney. “But we’ll hurry up, if you don’t mind. I have to get back in time to take June to the theatre.”

			Soames cast a stealthy look at him, and said: “Com­ing to our place, I sup­pose to meet her?” He was al­ways com­ing to their place!

			There had been rain the night be­fore—a spring rain, and the earth smelt of sap and wild grasses. The warm, soft breeze swung the leaves and the golden buds of the old oak tree, and in the sun­shine the black­birds were whist­ling their hearts out.

			It was such a spring day as breathes in­to a man an in­ef­fable yearn­ing, a pain­ful sweet­ness, a long­ing that makes him stand mo­tion­less, look­ing at the leaves or grass, and fling out his arms to em­brace he knows not what. The earth gave forth a faint­ing warmth, steal­ing up through the chilly gar­ment in which winter had wrapped her. It was her long caress of in­vit­a­tion, to draw men down to lie with­in her arms, to roll their bod­ies on her, and put their lips to her breast.

			On just such a day as this Soames had got from Irene the prom­ise he had asked her for so of­ten. Seated on the fallen trunk of a tree, he had prom­ised for the twen­ti­eth time that if their mar­riage were not a suc­cess, she should be as free as if she had nev­er mar­ried him!

			“Do you swear it?” she had said. A few days back she had re­minded him of that oath. He had answered: “Non­sense! I couldn’t have sworn any such thing!” By some awk­ward fatal­ity he re­membered it now. What queer things men would swear for the sake of wo­men! He would have sworn it at any time to gain her! He would swear it now, if thereby he could touch her—but nobody could touch her, she was cold-hearted!

			And memor­ies crowded on him with the fresh, sweet sa­vour of the spring wind-memor­ies of his court­ship.

			In the spring of the year 1881 he was vis­it­ing his old schoolfel­low and cli­ent, George Li­v­ersedge, of Brank­some, who, with the view of de­vel­op­ing his pine-woods in the neigh­bour­hood of Bournemouth, had placed the form­a­tion of the com­pany ne­ces­sary to the scheme in Soames’ hands. Mrs. Li­v­ersedge, with a sense of the fit­ness of things, had giv­en a mu­sic­al tea in his hon­our. Later in the course of this func­tion, which Soames, no mu­si­cian, had re­garded as an un­mit­ig­ated bore, his eye had been caught by the face of a girl dressed in mourn­ing, stand­ing by her­self. The lines of her tall, as yet rather thin fig­ure, showed through the wispy, cling­ing stuff of her black dress, her black-gloved hands were crossed in front of her, her lips slightly par­ted, and her large, dark eyes wandered from face to face. Her hair, done low on her neck, seemed to gleam above her black col­lar like coils of shin­ing met­al. And as Soames stood look­ing at her, the sen­sa­tion that most men have felt at one time or an­oth­er went steal­ing through him—a pe­cu­li­ar sat­is­fac­tion of the senses, a pe­cu­li­ar cer­tainty, which nov­el­ists and old ladies call “love at first sight.” Still stealth­ily watch­ing her, he at once made his way to his host­ess, and stood dog­gedly wait­ing for the mu­sic to cease.

			“Who is that girl with yel­low hair and dark eyes?” he asked.

			“That—oh! Irene Her­on. Her fath­er, Pro­fess­or Her­on, died this year. She lives with her step­moth­er. She’s a nice girl, a pretty girl, but no money!”

			“In­tro­duce me, please,” said Soames.

			It was very little that he found to say, nor did he find her re­spons­ive to that little. But he went away with the res­ol­u­tion to see her again. He ef­fected his ob­ject by chance, meet­ing her on the pier with her step­moth­er, who had the habit of walk­ing there from twelve to one of a forenoon. Soames made this lady’s ac­quaint­ance with alac­rity, nor was it long be­fore he per­ceived in her the ally he was look­ing for. His keen scent for the com­mer­cial side of fam­ily life soon told him that Irene cost her step­moth­er more than the fifty pounds a year she brought her; it also told him that Mrs. Her­on, a wo­man yet in the prime of life, de­sired to be mar­ried again. The strange ripen­ing beauty of her step­daugh­ter stood in the way of this de­sir­able con­sum­ma­tion. And Soames, in his stealthy tenacity, laid his plans.

			He left Bournemouth without hav­ing giv­en him­self away, but in a month’s time came back, and this time he spoke, not to the girl, but to her step­moth­er. He had made up his mind, he said; he would wait any time. And he had long to wait, watch­ing Irene bloom, the lines of her young fig­ure soften­ing, the stronger blood deep­en­ing the gleam of her eyes, and warm­ing her face to a creamy glow; and at each vis­it he pro­posed to her, and when that vis­it was at an end, took her re­fus­al away with him, back to Lon­don, sore at heart, but stead­fast and si­lent as the grave. He tried to come at the secret springs of her res­ist­ance; only once had he a gleam of light. It was at one of those as­sembly dances, which af­ford the only out­let to the pas­sions of the pop­u­la­tion of sea­side wa­ter­ing-places. He was sit­ting with her in an em­bras­ure, his senses tingling with the con­tact of the waltz. She had looked at him over her, slowly wav­ing fan; and he had lost his head. Seiz­ing that mov­ing wrist, he pressed his lips to the flesh of her arm. And she had shuddered—to this day he had not for­got­ten that shud­der—nor the look so pas­sion­ately averse she had giv­en him.

			A year after that she had yiel­ded. What had made her yield he could nev­er make out; and from Mrs. Her­on, a wo­man of some dip­lo­mat­ic tal­ent, he learnt noth­ing. Once after they were mar­ried he asked her, “What made you re­fuse me so of­ten?” She had answered by a strange si­lence. An en­igma to him from the day that he first saw her, she was an en­igma to him still. …

			Bosin­ney was wait­ing for him at the door; and on his rugged, good-look­ing face was a queer, yearn­ing, yet happy look, as though he too saw a prom­ise of bliss in the spring sky, sniffed a com­ing hap­pi­ness in the spring air. Soames looked at him wait­ing there. What was the mat­ter with the fel­low that he looked so happy? What was he wait­ing for with that smile on his lips and in his eyes? Soames could not see that for which Bosin­ney was wait­ing as he stood there drink­ing in the flower-scen­ted wind. And once more he felt baffled in the pres­ence of this man whom by habit he des­pised. He hastened on to the house.

			“The only col­our for those tiles,” he heard Bosin­ney say—“is ruby with a grey tint in the stuff, to give a trans­par­ent ef­fect. I should like Irene’s opin­ion. I’m or­der­ing the purple leath­er cur­tains for the door­way of this court; and if you dis­tem­per the draw­ing-room ivory cream over pa­per, you’ll get an il­lus­ive look. You want to aim all through the dec­or­a­tions at what I call charm.”

			Soames said: “You mean that my wife has charm!”

			Bosin­ney evaded the ques­tion.

			“You should have a clump of iris plants in the centre of that court.”

			Soames smiled su­per­cili­ously.

			“I’ll look in­to Beech’s some time,” he said, “and see what’s ap­pro­pri­ate!”

			They found little else to say to each oth­er, but on the way to the Sta­tion Soames asked:

			“I sup­pose you find Irene very artist­ic.”

			“Yes.” The ab­rupt an­swer was as dis­tinct a snub as say­ing: “If you want to dis­cuss her you can do it with someone else!”

			And the slow, sulky an­ger Soames had felt all the af­ter­noon burned the bright­er with­in him.

			Neither spoke again till they were close to the Sta­tion, then Soames asked:

			“When do you ex­pect to have fin­ished?”

			“By the end of June, if you really wish me to dec­or­ate as well.”

			Soames nod­ded. “But you quite un­der­stand,” he said, “that the house is cost­ing me a lot bey­ond what I con­tem­plated. I may as well tell you that I should have thrown it up, only I’m not in the habit of giv­ing up what I’ve set my mind on.”

			Bosin­ney made no reply. And Soames gave him askance a look of dogged dis­like—for in spite of his fas­ti­di­ous air and that su­per­cili­ous, dan­di­fied ta­cit­urnity, Soames, with his set lips and squared chin, was not un­like a bull­dog. …

			When, at sev­en o’clock that even­ing, June ar­rived at 62, Mont­pel­li­er Square, the maid Bilson told her that Mr. Bosin­ney was in the draw­ing-room; the mis­tress—she said—was dress­ing, and would be down in a minute. She would tell her that Miss June was here.

			June stopped her at once.

			“All right, Bilson,” she said, “I’ll just go in. You needn’t hurry Mrs. Soames.”

			She took off her cloak, and Bilson, with an un­der­stand­ing look, did not even open the draw­ing-room door for her, but ran down­stairs.

			June paused for a mo­ment to look at her­self in the little old-fash­ioned sil­ver mir­ror above the oaken rug chest—a slim, im­per­i­ous young fig­ure, with a small res­ol­ute face, in a white frock, cut moon-shaped at the base of a neck too slender for her crown of twis­ted red-gold hair.

			She opened the draw­ing-room door softly, mean­ing to take him by sur­prise. The room was filled with a sweet hot scent of flower­ing aza­leas.

			She took a long breath of the per­fume, and heard Bosin­ney’s voice, not in the room, but quite close, say­ing.

			“Ah! there were such heaps of things I wanted to talk about, and now we shan’t have time!”

			Irene’s voice answered: “Why not at din­ner?”

			“How can one talk. …”

			June’s first thought was to go away, but in­stead she crossed to the long win­dow open­ing on the little court. It was from there that the scent of the aza­leas came, and, stand­ing with their backs to her, their faces bur­ied in the golden-pink blos­soms, stood her lov­er and Irene.

			Si­lent but un­ashamed, with flam­ing cheeks and angry eyes, the girl watched.

			“Come on Sunday by your­self—We can go over the house to­geth­er.”

			June saw Irene look up at him through her screen of blos­soms. It was not the look of a coquette, but—far worse to the watch­ing girl—of a wo­man fear­ful lest that look should say too much.

			“I’ve prom­ised to go for a drive with Uncle. …”

			“The big one! Make him bring you; it’s only ten miles—the very thing for his horses.”

			“Poor old Uncle Swith­in!”

			A wave of the aza­lea scent drif­ted in­to June’s face; she felt sick and dizzy.

			“Do! ah! do!”

			“But why?”

			“I must see you there—I thought you’d like to help me. …”

			The an­swer seemed to the girl to come softly with a tremble from amongst the blos­soms: “So I do!”

			And she stepped in­to the open space of the win­dow.

			“How stuffy it is here!” she said; “I can’t bear this scent!”

			Her eyes, so angry and dir­ect, swept both their faces.

			“Were you talk­ing about the house? I haven’t seen it yet, you know—shall we all go on Sunday?”

			From Irene’s face the col­our had flown.

			“I am go­ing for a drive that day with Uncle Swith­in,” she answered.

			“Uncle Swith­in! What does he mat­ter? You can throw him over!”

			“I am not in the habit of throw­ing people over!”

			There was a sound of foot­steps and June saw Soames stand­ing just be­hind her.

			“Well! if you are all ready,” said Irene, look­ing from one to the oth­er with a strange smile, “din­ner is too!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				June’s Treat

			
			Din­ner began in si­lence; the wo­men fa­cing one an­oth­er, and the men.

			In si­lence the soup was fin­ished—ex­cel­lent, if a little thick; and fish was brought. In si­lence it was handed.

			Bosin­ney ven­tured: “It’s the first spring day.”

			Irene echoed softly: “Yes—the first spring day.”

			“Spring!” said June: “there isn’t a breath of air!” No one replied.

			The fish was taken away, a fine fresh sole from Dover. And Bilson brought cham­pagne, a bottle swathed around the neck with white. …

			Soames said: “You’ll find it dry.”

			Cut­lets were handed, each pink-frilled about the legs. They were re­fused by June, and si­lence fell.

			Soames said: “You’d bet­ter take a cut­let, June; there’s noth­ing com­ing.”

			But June again re­fused, so they were borne away. And then Irene asked: “Phil, have you heard my black­bird?”

			Bosin­ney answered: “Rather—he’s got a hunt­ing-song. As I came round I heard him in the Square.”

			“He’s such a darling!”

			“Salad, sir?” Spring chick­en was re­moved.

			But Soames was speak­ing: “The as­paragus is very poor. Bosin­ney, glass of sherry with your sweet? June, you’re drink­ing noth­ing!”

			June said: “You know I nev­er do. Wine’s such hor­rid stuff!”

			An apple char­lotte came upon a sil­ver dish, and smil­ingly Irene said: “The aza­leas are so won­der­ful this year!”

			To this Bosin­ney mur­mured: “Won­der­ful! The scent’s ex­traordin­ary!”

			June said: “How can you like the scent? Sug­ar, please, Bilson.”

			Sug­ar was handed her, and Soames re­marked: “This char­lottes good!”

			The char­lotte was re­moved. Long si­lence fol­lowed. Irene, beck­on­ing, said: “Take out the aza­lea, Bilson. Miss June can’t bear the scent.”

			“No; let it stay,” said June.

			Olives from France, with Rus­si­an cavi­ar, were placed on little plates. And Soames re­marked: “Why can’t we have the Span­ish?” But no one answered.

			The olives were re­moved. Lift­ing her tum­bler June de­man­ded: “Give me some wa­ter, please.” Wa­ter was giv­en her. A sil­ver tray was brought, with Ger­man plums. There was a lengthy pause. In per­fect har­mony all were eat­ing them.

			Bosin­ney coun­ted up the stones: “This year—next year—some time.”

			Irene fin­ished softly: “Nev­er! There was such a glor­i­ous sun­set. The sky’s all ruby still—so beau­ti­ful!”

			He answered: “Un­der­neath the dark.”

			Their eyes had met, and June cried scorn­fully: “A Lon­don sun­set!”

			Egyp­tian ci­gar­ettes were handed in a sil­ver box. Soames, tak­ing one, re­marked: “What time’s your play be­gin?”

			No one replied, and Turk­ish cof­fee fol­lowed in enamelled cups.

			Irene, smil­ing quietly, said: “If only. …”

			“Only what?” said June.

			“If only it could al­ways be the spring!”

			Brandy was handed; it was pale and old.

			Soames said: “Bosin­ney, bet­ter take some brandy.”

			Bosin­ney took a glass; they all arose.

			“You want a cab?” asked Soames.

			June answered: “No! My cloaks please, Bilson.” Her cloak was brought.

			Irene, from the win­dow, mur­mured: “Such a lovely night! The stars are com­ing out!”

			Soames ad­ded: “Well, I hope you’ll both en­joy yourselves.”

			From the door June answered: “Thanks. Come, Phil.”

			Bosin­ney cried: “I’m com­ing.”

			Soames smiled a sneer­ing smile, and said: “I wish you luck!”

			And at the door Irene watched them go.

			Bosin­ney called: “Good night!”

			“Good night!” she answered softly. …

			June made her lov­er take her on the top of a bus, say­ing she wanted air, and there sat si­lent, with her face to the breeze.

			The driver turned once or twice, with the in­ten­tion of ven­tur­ing a re­mark, but thought bet­ter of it. They were a lively couple! The spring had got in­to his blood, too; he felt the need for let­ting steam es­cape, and clucked his tongue, flour­ish­ing his whip, wheel­ing his horses, and even they, poor things, had smelled the spring, and for a brief half-hour spurned the pave­ment with happy hoofs.

			The whole town was alive; the boughs, curled up­ward with their deck­ing of young leaves, awaited some gift the breeze could bring. New-lighted lamps were gain­ing mas­tery, and the faces of the crowd showed pale un­der that glare, while on high the great white clouds slid swiftly, softly, over the purple sky.

			Men in even­ing dress had thrown back over­coats, step­ping jauntily up the steps of Clubs; work­ing folk loitered; and wo­men—those wo­men who at that time of night are sol­it­ary—sol­it­ary and mov­ing east­ward in a stream—swung slowly along, with ex­pect­a­tion in their gait, dream­ing of good wine and a good sup­per, or—for an un­wonted minute, of kisses giv­en for love.

			Those count­less fig­ures, go­ing their ways un­der the lamps and the mov­ing sky, had one and all re­ceived some rest­less bless­ing from the stir of spring. And one and all, like those club­men with their opened coats, had shed some­thing of caste, and creed, and cus­tom, and by the cock of their hats, the pace of their walk, their laughter, or their si­lence, re­vealed their com­mon kin­ship un­der the pas­sion­ate heav­ens.

			Bosin­ney and June entered the theatre in si­lence, and moun­ted to their seats in the up­per boxes. The piece had just be­gun, and the half-darkened house, with its rows of creatures peer­ing all one way, re­sembled a great garden of flowers turn­ing their faces to the sun.

			June had nev­er be­fore been in the up­per boxes. From the age of fif­teen she had ha­bitu­ally ac­com­pan­ied her grand­fath­er to the stalls, and not com­mon stalls, but the best seats in the house, to­wards the centre of the third row, booked by old Joly­on, at Grogan and Boyne’s, on his way home from the City, long be­fore the day; car­ried in his over­coat pock­et, to­geth­er with his ci­gar-case and his old kid gloves, and handed to June to keep till the ap­poin­ted night. And in those stalls—an erect old fig­ure with a se­rene white head, a little fig­ure, strenu­ous and eager, with a red-gold head—they would sit through every kind of play, and on the way home old Joly­on would say of the prin­cip­al act­or: “Oh, he’s a poor stick! You should have seen little Bob­son!”

			She had looked for­ward to this even­ing with keen de­light; it was stolen, chap­er­one-less, un­dreamed of at Stan­hope Gate, where she was sup­posed to be at Soames’. She had ex­pec­ted re­ward for her sub­ter­fuge, planned for her lov­er’s sake; she had ex­pec­ted it to break up the thick, chilly cloud, and make the re­la­tions between them which of late had been so puzz­ling, so tor­ment­ing—sunny and simple again as they had been be­fore the winter. She had come with the in­ten­tion of say­ing some­thing def­in­ite; and she looked at the stage with a fur­row between her brows, see­ing noth­ing, her hands squeezed to­geth­er in her lap. A swarm of jeal­ous sus­pi­cions stung and stung her.

			If Bosin­ney was con­scious of her trouble he made no sign.

			The cur­tain dropped. The first act had come to an end.

			“It’s aw­fully hot here!” said the girl; “I should like to go out.”

			She was very white, and she knew—for with her nerves thus sharpened she saw everything—that he was both un­easy and com­punc­tious.

			At the back of the theatre an open bal­cony hung over the street; she took pos­ses­sion of this, and stood lean­ing there without a word, wait­ing for him to be­gin.

			At last she could bear it no longer.

			“I want to say some­thing to you, Phil,” she said.

			“Yes?”

			The de­fens­ive tone of his voice brought the col­our fly­ing to her cheek, the words fly­ing to her lips: “You don’t give me a chance to be nice to you; you haven’t for ages now!”

			Bosin­ney stared down at the street. He made no an­swer. …

			June cried pas­sion­ately: “You know I want to do everything for you—that I want to be everything to you. …”

			A hum rose from the street, and, pier­cing it with a sharp ping, the bell soun­ded for the rais­ing of the cur­tain. June did not stir. A des­per­ate struggle was go­ing on with­in her. Should she put everything to the proof? Should she chal­lenge dir­ectly that in­flu­ence, that at­trac­tion which was driv­ing him away from her? It was her nature to chal­lenge, and she said: “Phil, take me to see the house on Sunday!”

			With a smile quiv­er­ing and break­ing on her lips, and try­ing, how hard, not to show that she was watch­ing, she searched his face, saw it waver and hes­it­ate, saw a troubled line come between his brows, the blood rush in­to his face. He answered: “Not Sunday, dear; some oth­er day!”

			“Why not Sunday? I shouldn’t be in the way on Sunday.”

			He made an evid­ent ef­fort, and said: “I have an en­gage­ment.”

			“You are go­ing to take. …”

			His eyes grew angry; he shrugged his shoulders, and answered: “An en­gage­ment that will pre­vent my tak­ing you to see the house!”

			June bit her lip till the blood came, and walked back to her seat without an­oth­er word, but she could not help the tears of rage rolling down her face. The house had been mer­ci­fully darkened for a crisis, and no one could see her trouble.

			Yet in this world of For­sytes let no man think him­self im­mune from ob­ser­va­tion.

			In the third row be­hind, Eu­phemia, Nich­olas’s young­est daugh­ter, with her mar­ried sis­ter, Mrs. Tweety­man, were watch­ing.

			They re­por­ted at Timothy’s, how they had seen June and her fiancé at the theatre.

			“In the stalls?” “No, not in the. …” “Oh! in the dress circle, of course. That seemed to be quite fash­ion­able nowadays with young people!”

			Well—not ex­actly. In the—Any­way, that en­gage­ment wouldn’t last long. They had nev­er seen any­one look so thun­der and light­ningy as that little June! With tears of en­joy­ment in their eyes, they re­lated how she had kicked a man’s hat as she re­turned to her seat in the middle of an act, and how the man had looked. Eu­phemia had a noted, si­lent laugh, ter­min­at­ing most dis­ap­point­ingly in squeaks; and when Mrs. Small, hold­ing up her hands, said: “My dear! Kicked a ha-at?” she let out such a num­ber of these that she had to be re­covered with smelling-salts. As she went away she said to Mrs. Tweety­man:

			“Kicked a—ha-at! Oh! I shall die.”

			For “that little June” this even­ing, that was to have been “her treat,” was the most miser­able she had ever spent. God knows she tried to stifle her pride, her sus­pi­cion, her jeal­ousy!

			She par­ted from Bosin­ney at old Joly­on’s door without break­ing down; the feel­ing that her lov­er must be conquered was strong enough to sus­tain her till his re­tir­ing foot­steps brought home the true ex­tent of her wretched­ness.

			The noise­less San­key let her in. She would have slipped up to her own room, but old Joly­on, who had heard her en­trance, was in the din­ing-room door­way.

			“Come in and have your milk,” he said. “It’s been kept hot for you. You’re very late. Where have you been?”

			June stood at the fire­place, with a foot on the fend­er and an arm on the man­tel­piece, as her grand­fath­er had done when he came in that night of the op­era. She was too near a break­down to care what she told him.

			“We dined at Soames’.”

			“H’m! the man of prop­erty! His wife there and Bosin­ney?”

			“Yes.”

			Old Joly­on’s glance was fixed on her with the pen­et­rat­ing gaze from which it was dif­fi­cult to hide; but she was not look­ing at him, and when she turned her face, he dropped his scru­tiny at once. He had seen enough, and too much. He bent down to lift the cup of milk for her from the hearth, and, turn­ing away, grumbled: “You oughtn’t to stay out so late; it makes you fit for noth­ing.”

			He was in­vis­ible now be­hind his pa­per, which he turned with a vi­cious crackle; but when June came up to kiss him, he said: “Good night, my darling,” in a tone so trem­u­lous and un­ex­pec­ted, that it was all the girl could do to get out of the room without break­ing in­to the fit of sob­bing which las­ted her well on in­to the night.

			When the door was closed, old Joly­on dropped his pa­per, and stared long and anxiously in front of him.

			“The beg­gar!” he thought. “I al­ways knew she’d have trouble with him!”

			Un­easy doubts and sus­pi­cions, the more poignant that he felt him­self power­less to check or con­trol the march of events, came crowding upon him.

			Was the fel­low go­ing to jilt her? He longed to go and say to him: “Look here, you sir! Are you go­ing to jilt my grand­daugh­ter?” But how could he? Know­ing little or noth­ing, he was yet cer­tain, with his un­err­ing as­tute­ness, that there was some­thing go­ing on. He sus­pec­ted Bosin­ney of be­ing too much at Mont­pel­li­er Square.

			“This fel­low,” he thought, “may not be a scamp; his face is not a bad one, but he’s a queer fish. I don’t know what to make of him. I shall nev­er know what to make of him! They tell me he works like a nig­ger, but I see no good com­ing of it. He’s un­prac­tic­al, he has no meth­od. When he comes here, he sits as glum as a mon­key. If I ask him what wine he’ll have, he says: ‘Thanks, any wine.’ If I of­fer him a ci­gar, he smokes it as if it were a two­penny Ger­man thing. I nev­er see him look­ing at June as he ought to look at her; and yet, he’s not after her money. If she were to make a sign, he’d be off his bar­gain to­mor­row. But she won’t—not she! She’ll stick to him! She’s as ob­stin­ate as fate—She’ll nev­er let go!”

			Sigh­ing deeply, he turned the pa­per; in its columns, per­chance he might find con­sol­a­tion.

			And up­stairs in her room June sat at her open win­dow, where the spring wind came, after its rev­el across the Park, to cool her hot cheeks and burn her heart.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Drive with Swith­in

			
			Two lines of a cer­tain song in a cer­tain fam­ous old school’s song­book run as fol­lows:

			
				
					“How the but­tons on his blue frock shone, tra-la-la!
					

					How he car­olled and he sang, like a bird! …”
				

			

			Swith­in did not ex­actly car­ol and sing like a bird, but he felt al­most like en­deav­our­ing to hum a tune, as he stepped out of Hyde Park Man­sions, and con­tem­plated his horses drawn up be­fore the door.

			The af­ter­noon was as balmy as a day in June, and to com­plete the simile of the old song, he had put on a blue frock-coat, dis­pens­ing with an over­coat, after send­ing Ad­olf down three times to make sure that there was not the least sus­pi­cion of east in the wind; and the frock-coat was buttoned so tightly around his per­son­able form, that, if the but­tons did not shine, they might par­don­ably have done so. Majest­ic on the pave­ment he fit­ted on a pair of dog-skin gloves; with his large bell-shaped top hat, and his great stature and bulk he looked too primev­al for a For­syte. His thick white hair, on which Ad­olf had be­stowed a touch of po­matum, ex­haled the fra­grance of opo­po­max and ci­gars—the cel­eb­rated Swith­in brand, for which he paid one hun­dred and forty shil­lings the hun­dred, and of which old Joly­on had un­kindly said, he wouldn’t smoke them as a gift; they wanted the stom­ach of a horse!

			“Ad­olf!”

			“Sare!”

			“The new plaid rug!”

			He would nev­er teach that fel­low to look smart; and Mrs. Soames he felt sure, had an eye!

			“The phaeton hood down; I am go­ing—to—drive—a—lady!”

			A pretty wo­man would want to show off her frock; and well—he was go­ing to drive a lady! It was like a new be­gin­ning to the good old days.

			Ages since he had driv­en a wo­man! The last time, if he re­membered, it had been Ju­ley; the poor old soul had been as nervous as a cat the whole time, and so put him out of pa­tience that, as he dropped her in the Bayswa­ter Road, he had said: “Well I’m damned if I ever drive you again!” And he nev­er had, not he!

			Go­ing up to his horses’ heads, he ex­amined their bits; not that he knew any­thing about bits—he didn’t pay his coach­man sixty pounds a year to do his work for him, that had nev­er been his prin­ciple. In­deed, his repu­ta­tion as a horsey man res­ted mainly on the fact that once, on Derby Day, he had been welshed by some thimble-rig­gers. But someone at the Club, after see­ing him drive his greys up to the door—he al­ways drove grey horses, you got more style for the money, some thought—had called him “Four-in-hand For­syte.” The name hav­ing reached his ears through that fel­low Nich­olas Tref­fry, old Joly­on’s dead part­ner, the great driv­ing man no­tori­ous for more car­riage ac­ci­dents than any man in the king­dom—Swith­in had ever after con­ceived it right to act up to it. The name had taken his fancy, not be­cause he had ever driv­en four-in-hand, or was ever likely to, but be­cause of some­thing dis­tin­guished in the sound. Four-in-hand For­syte! Not bad! Born too soon, Swith­in had missed his vo­ca­tion. Com­ing upon Lon­don twenty years later, he could not have failed to have be­come a stock­broker, but at the time when he was ob­liged to se­lect, this great pro­fes­sion had not as yet be­came the chief glory of the up­per-middle class. He had lit­er­ally been forced in­to land agency.

			Once in the driv­ing seat, with the reins handed to him, and blink­ing over his pale old cheeks in the full sun­light, he took a slow look round—Ad­olf was already up be­hind; the cock­aded groom at the horses’ heads stood ready to let go; everything was pre­pared for the sig­nal, and Swith­in gave it. The equipage dashed for­ward, and be­fore you could say Jack Robin­son, with a rattle and flour­ish drew up at Soames’ door.

			Irene came out at once, and stepped in—he af­ter­ward de­scribed it at Timothy’s—“as light as—er—Tagli­oni, no fuss about it, no want­ing this or want­ing that;” and above all, Swith­in dwelt on this, star­ing at Mrs. Sep­timus in a way that dis­con­cer­ted her a good deal, “no silly nervous­ness!” To Aunt Hester he por­trayed Irene’s hat. “Not one of your great flop­ping things, sprawl­ing about, and catch­ing the dust, that wo­men are so fond of nowadays, but a neat little—” he made a cir­cu­lar mo­tion of his hand, “white veil—cap­it­al taste.”

			“What was it made of?” in­quired Aunt Hester, who mani­fes­ted a lan­guid but per­man­ent ex­cite­ment at any men­tion of dress.

			“Made of?” re­turned Swith­in; “now how should I know?”

			He sank in­to si­lence so pro­found that Aunt Hester began to be afraid he had fallen in­to a trance. She did not try to rouse him her­self, it not be­ing her cus­tom.

			“I wish some­body would come,” she thought; “I don’t like the look of him!”

			But sud­denly Swith­in re­turned to life. “Made of?” he wheezed out slowly, “what should it be made of?”

			They had not gone four miles be­fore Swith­in re­ceived the im­pres­sion that Irene liked driv­ing with him. Her face was so soft be­hind that white veil, and her dark eyes shone so in the spring light, and whenev­er he spoke she raised them to him and smiled.

			On Sat­urday morn­ing Soames had found her at her writ­ing-table with a note writ­ten to Swith­in, put­ting him off. Why did she want to put him off? he asked. She might put her own people off when she liked, he would not have her put­ting off his people!

			She had looked at him in­tently, had torn up the note, and said: “Very well!”

			And then she began writ­ing an­oth­er. He took a cas­u­al glance presently, and saw that it was ad­dressed to Bosin­ney.

			“What are you writ­ing to him about?” he asked.

			Irene, look­ing at him again with that in­tent look, said quietly: “Some­thing he wanted me to do for him!”

			“Humph!” said Soames—“Com­mis­sions!”

			“You’ll have your work cut out if you be­gin that sort of thing!” He said no more.

			Swith­in opened his eyes at the men­tion of Robin Hill; it was a long way for his horses, and he al­ways dined at half-past sev­en, be­fore the rush at the Club began; the new chef took more trouble with an early din­ner—a lazy ras­cal!

			He would like to have a look at the house, how­ever. A house ap­pealed to any For­syte, and es­pe­cially to one who had been an auc­tion­eer. After all he said the dis­tance was noth­ing. When he was a young­er man he had had rooms at Rich­mond for many years, kept his car­riage and pair there, and drove them up and down to busi­ness every day of his life.

			Four-in-hand For­syte they called him! His T-cart, his horses had been known from Hyde Park Corner to the Star and Garter. The Duke of Z—— wanted to get hold of them, would have giv­en him double the money, but he had kept them; know a good thing when you have it, eh? A look of sol­emn pride came portent­ously on his shaven square old face, he rolled his head in his stand-up col­lar, like a tur­key-cock preen­ing him­self.

			She was really a charm­ing wo­man! He en­larged upon her frock af­ter­wards to Aunt Ju­ley, who held up her hands at his way of put­ting it.

			Fit­ted her like a skin—tight as a drum; that was how he liked ’em, all of a piece, none of your dav­erdy, scare­crow wo­men! He gazed at Mrs. Sep­timus Small, who took after James—long and thin.

			“There’s style about her,” he went on, “fit for a king! And she’s so quiet with it too!”

			“She seems to have made quite a con­quest of you, any­way,” drawled Aunt Hester from her corner.

			Swith­in heard ex­tremely well when any­body at­tacked him.

			“What’s that?” he said. “I know a—pretty—wo­man when I see one, and all I can say is, I don’t see the young man about that’s fit for her; but per­haps—you—do, come, per­haps—you—do!”

			“Oh?” mur­mured Aunt Hester, “ask Ju­ley!”

			Long be­fore they reached Robin Hill, how­ever, the un­ac­cus­tomed air­ing had made him ter­ribly sleepy; he drove with his eyes closed, a life­time of de­port­ment alone keep­ing his tall and bulky form from fall­ing askew.

			Bosin­ney, who was watch­ing, came out to meet them, and all three entered the house to­geth­er; Swith­in in front mak­ing play with a stout gold-moun­ted Malacca cane, put in­to his hand by Ad­olf, for his knees were feel­ing the ef­fects of their long stay in the same po­s­i­tion. He had as­sumed his fur coat, to guard against the draughts of the un­fin­ished house.

			The stair­case—he said—was hand­some! the baroni­al style! They would want some statu­ary about! He came to a stand­still between the columns of the door­way in­to the in­ner court, and held out his cane in­quir­ingly.

			What was this to be—this ves­ti­bule, or whatever they called it? But gaz­ing at the sky­light, in­spir­a­tion came to him.

			“Ah! the bil­liard-room!”

			When told it was to be a tiled court with plants in the centre, he turned to Irene:

			“Waste this on plants? You take my ad­vice and have a bil­liard table here!”

			Irene smiled. She had lif­ted her veil, band­ing it like a nun’s coif across her fore­head, and the smile of her dark eyes be­low this seemed to Swith­in more charm­ing than ever. He nod­ded. She would take his ad­vice he saw.

			He had little to say of the draw­ing or din­ing-rooms, which he de­scribed as “spa­cious”; but fell in­to such rap­tures as he per­mit­ted to a man of his dig­nity, in the wine-cel­lar, to which he des­cen­ded by stone steps, Bosin­ney go­ing first with a light.

			“You’ll have room here,” he said, “for six or sev­en hun­dred dozen—a very pooty little cel­lar!”

			Bosin­ney hav­ing ex­pressed the wish to show them the house from the copse be­low, Swith­in came to a stop.

			“There’s a fine view from here,” he re­marked; “you haven’t such a thing as a chair?”

			A chair was brought him from Bosin­ney’s tent.

			“You go down,” he said blandly; “you two! I’ll sit here and look at the view.”

			He sat down by the oak tree, in the sun; square and up­right, with one hand stretched out, rest­ing on the nob of his cane, the oth­er planted on his knee; his fur coat thrown open, his hat, roof­ing with its flat top the pale square of his face; his stare, very blank, fixed on the land­scape.

			He nod­ded to them as they went off down through the fields. He was, in­deed, not sorry to be left thus for a quiet mo­ment of re­flec­tion. The air was balmy, not too much heat in the sun; the pro­spect a fine one, a re­marka. … His head fell a little to one side; he jerked it up and thought: Odd! He—ah! They were wav­ing to him from the bot­tom! He put up his hand, and moved it more than once. They were act­ive—the pro­spect was re­mar. … His head fell to the left, he jerked it up at once; it fell to the right. It re­mained there; he was asleep.

			And asleep, a sen­tinel on the top of the rise, he ap­peared to rule over this pro­spect—re­mark­able—like some im­age blocked out by the spe­cial artist, of primev­al For­sytes in pa­gan days, to re­cord the dom­in­a­tion of mind over mat­ter!

			And all the un­numbered gen­er­a­tions of his yeo­man an­cest­ors, wont of a Sunday to stand akimbo sur­vey­ing their little plots of land, their grey un­mov­ing eyes hid­ing their in­stinct with its hid­den roots of vi­ol­ence, their in­stinct for pos­ses­sion to the ex­clu­sion of all the world—all these un­numbered gen­er­a­tions seemed to sit there with him on the top of the rise.

			But from him, thus slum­ber­ing, his jeal­ous For­syte spir­it trav­elled far, in­to God-knows-what jungle of fan­cies; with those two young people, to see what they were do­ing down there in the copse—in the copse where the spring was run­ning ri­ot with the scent of sap and burst­ing buds, the song of birds in­nu­mer­able, a car­pet of blue­bells and sweet grow­ing things, and the sun caught like gold in the tops of the trees; to see what they were do­ing, walk­ing along there so close to­geth­er on the path that was too nar­row; walk­ing along there so close that they were al­ways touch­ing; to watch Irene’s eyes, like dark thieves, steal­ing the heart out of the spring. And a great un­seen chap­er­on, his spir­it was there, stop­ping with them to look at the little furry corpse of a mole, not dead an hour, with his mush­room-and-sil­ver coat un­touched by the rain or dew; watch­ing over Irene’s bent head, and the soft look of her pity­ing eyes; and over that young man’s head, gaz­ing at her so hard, so strangely. Walk­ing on with them, too, across the open space where a wood­cut­ter had been at work, where the blue­bells were trampled down, and a trunk had swayed and staggered down from its gashed stump. Climb­ing it with them, over, and on to the very edge of the copse, whence there stretched an un­dis­covered coun­try, from far away in which came the sounds, “Cuckoo-cuckoo!”

			Si­lent, stand­ing with them there, and un­easy at their si­lence! Very queer, very strange!

			Then back again, as though guilty, through the wood—back to the cut­ting, still si­lent, amongst the songs of birds that nev­er ceased, and the wild scent—hum! what was it—like that herb they put in—back to the log across the path. …

			And then un­seen, un­easy, flap­ping above them, try­ing to make noises, his For­syte spir­it watched her bal­anced on the log, her pretty fig­ure sway­ing, smil­ing down at that young man gaz­ing up with such strange, shin­ing eyes, slip­ping now—a—ah! fall­ing, o—oh! slid­ing—down his breast; her soft, warm body clutched, her head bent back from his lips; his kiss; her re­coil; his cry: “You must know—I love you!” Must know—in­deed, a pretty—? Love! Hah!

			Swith­in awoke; vir­tue had gone out of him. He had a taste in his mouth. Where was he?

			Damme! He had been asleep!

			He had dreamed some­thing about a new soup, with a taste of mint in it.

			Those young people—where had they got to? His left leg had pins and needles.

			“Ad­olf!” The ras­cal was not there; the ras­cal was asleep some­where.

			He stood up, tall, square, bulky in his fur, look­ing anxiously down over the fields, and presently he saw them com­ing.

			Irene was in front; that young fel­low—what had they nick­named him—“The Buc­can­eer?” looked pre­cious hang­dog there be­hind her; had got a flea in his ear, he shouldn’t won­der. Serve him right, tak­ing her down all that way to look at the house! The prop­er place to look at a house from was the lawn.

			They saw him. He ex­ten­ded his arm, and moved it spas­mod­ic­ally to en­cour­age them. But they had stopped. What were they stand­ing there for, talk­ing—talk­ing? They came on again. She had been giv­ing him a rub, he had not the least doubt of it, and no won­der, over a house like that—a great ugly thing, not the sort of house he was ac­cus­tomed to.

			He looked in­tently at their faces, with his pale, im­mov­able stare. That young man looked very queer!

			“You’ll nev­er make any­thing of this!” he said tartly, point­ing at the man­sion;—“too new­fangled!”

			Bosin­ney gazed at him as though he had not heard; and Swith­in af­ter­wards de­scribed him to Aunt Hester as “an ex­tra­vag­ant sort of fel­low—very odd way of look­ing at you—a bumpy beg­gar!”

			What gave rise to this sud­den piece of psy­cho­logy he did not state; pos­sibly Bosin­ney’s prom­in­ent fore­head and cheekbones and chin, or some­thing hungry in his face, which quar­relled with Swith­in’s con­cep­tion of the calm sati­ety that should char­ac­ter­ize the per­fect gen­tle­man.

			He brightened up at the men­tion of tea. He had a con­tempt for tea—his broth­er Joly­on had been in tea; made a lot of money by it—but he was so thirsty, and had such a taste in his mouth, that he was pre­pared to drink any­thing. He longed to in­form Irene of the taste in his mouth—she was so sym­path­et­ic—but it would not be a dis­tin­guished thing to do; he rolled his tongue round, and faintly smacked it against his pal­ate.

			In a far corner of the tent Ad­olf was bend­ing his cat-like mous­taches over a kettle. He left it at once to draw the cork of a pint-bottle of cham­pagne. Swith­in smiled, and, nod­ding at Bosin­ney, said: “Why, you’re quite a Monte Cristo!” This cel­eb­rated nov­el—one of the half-dozen he had read—had pro­duced an ex­traordin­ary im­pres­sion on his mind.

			Tak­ing his glass from the table, he held it away from him to scru­tin­ize the col­our; thirsty as he was, it was not likely that he was go­ing to drink trash! Then, pla­cing it to his lips, he took a sip.

			“A very nice wine,” he said at last, passing it be­fore his nose; “not the equal of my Heidsieck!”

			It was at this mo­ment that the idea came to him which he af­ter­wards im­par­ted at Timothy’s in this nut­shell: “I shouldn’t won­der a bit if that ar­chi­tect chap were sweet upon Mrs. Soames!”

			And from this mo­ment his pale, round eyes nev­er ceased to bulge with the in­terest of his dis­cov­ery.

			“The fel­low,” he said to Mrs. Sep­timus, “fol­lows her about with his eyes like a dog—the bumpy beg­gar! I don’t won­der at it—she’s a very charm­ing wo­man, and, I should say, the pink of dis­cre­tion!” A vague con­scious­ness of per­fume caging about Irene, like that from a flower with half-closed petals and a pas­sion­ate heart, moved him to the cre­ation of this im­age. “But I wasn’t sure of it,” he said, “till I saw him pick up her handker­chief.”

			Mrs. Small’s eyes boiled with ex­cite­ment.

			“And did he give it her back?” she asked.

			“Give it back?” said Swith­in: “I saw him slob­ber on it when he thought I wasn’t look­ing!”

			Mrs. Small gasped—too in­ter­ested to speak.

			“But she gave him no en­cour­age­ment,” went on Swith­in; he stopped, and stared for a minute or two in the way that alarmed Aunt Hester so—he had sud­denly re­col­lec­ted that, as they were start­ing back in the phaeton, she had giv­en Bosin­ney her hand a second time, and let it stay there too. … He had touched his horses smartly with the whip, anxious to get her all to him­self. But she had looked back, and she had not answered his first ques­tion; neither had he been able to see her face—she had kept it hanging down.

			There is some­where a pic­ture, which Swith­in has not seen, of a man sit­ting on a rock, and by him, im­mersed in the still, green wa­ter, a sea-nymph ly­ing on her back, with her hand on her na­ked breast. She has a half-smile on her face—a smile of hope­less sur­render and of secret joy.

			Seated by Swith­in’s side, Irene may have been smil­ing like that.

			When, warmed by cham­pagne, he had her all to him­self, he un­bosomed him­self of his wrongs; of his smothered re­sent­ment against the new chef at the club; his worry over the house in Wig­more Street, where the ras­cally ten­ant had gone bank­rupt through help­ing his broth­er-in-law as if char­ity did not be­gin at home; of his deaf­ness, too, and that pain he some­times got in his right side. She listened, her eyes swim­ming un­der their lids. He thought she was think­ing deeply of his troubles, and pit­ied him­self ter­ribly. Yet in his fur coat, with frogs across the breast, his top hat aslant, driv­ing this beau­ti­ful wo­man, he had nev­er felt more dis­tin­guished.

			A cost­er, how­ever, tak­ing his girl for a Sunday air­ing, seemed to have the same im­pres­sion about him­self. This per­son had flogged his don­key in­to a gal­lop along­side, and sat, up­right as a wax­work, in his shal­lopy chari­ot, his chin settled pom­pously on a red handker­chief, like Swith­in’s on his full cravat; while his girl, with the ends of a flyblown boa float­ing out be­hind, aped a wo­man of fash­ion. Her swain moved a stick with a ragged bit of string dangling from the end, re­pro­du­cing with strange fi­del­ity the cir­cu­lar flour­ish of Swith­in’s whip, and rolled his head at his lady with a leer that had a weird like­ness to Swith­in’s primev­al stare.

			Though for a time un­con­scious of the lowly ruf­fi­an’s pres­ence, Swith­in presently took it in­to his head that he was be­ing guyed. He laid his whip­lash across the mare’s flank. The two chari­ots, how­ever, by some un­for­tu­nate fatal­ity con­tin­ued abreast. Swith­in’s yel­low, puffy face grew red; he raised his whip to lash the cost­er­mon­ger, but was saved from so far for­get­ting his dig­nity by a spe­cial in­ter­ven­tion of Provid­ence. A car­riage driv­ing out through a gate forced phaeton and don­key-cart in­to prox­im­ity; the wheels grated, the light­er vehicle skid­ded, and was over­turned.

			Swith­in did not look round. On no ac­count would he have pulled up to help the ruf­fi­an. Serve him right if he had broken his neck!

			But he could not if he would. The greys had taken alarm. The phaeton swung from side to side, and people raised frightened faces as they went dash­ing past. Swith­in’s great arms, stretched at full length, tugged at the reins. His cheeks were puffed, his lips com­pressed, his swollen face was of a dull, angry red.

			Irene had her hand on the rail, and at every lurch she gripped it tightly. Swith­in heard her ask:

			“Are we go­ing to have an ac­ci­dent, Uncle Swith­in?”

			He gasped out between his pants: “It’s noth­ing; a—little fresh!”

			“I’ve nev­er been in an ac­ci­dent.”

			“Don’t you move!” He took a look at her. She was smil­ing, per­fectly calm. “Sit still,” he re­peated. “Nev­er fear, I’ll get you home!”

			And in the midst of all his ter­rible ef­forts, he was sur­prised to hear her an­swer in a voice not like her own:

			“I don’t care if I nev­er get home!”

			The car­riage giv­ing a ter­rif­ic lurch, Swith­in’s ex­clam­a­tion was jerked back in­to his throat. The horses, win­ded by the rise of a hill, now stead­ied to a trot, and fi­nally stopped of their own ac­cord.

			“When”—Swith­in de­scribed it at Timothy’s—“I pulled ’em up, there she was as cool as my­self. God bless my soul! she be­haved as if she didn’t care wheth­er she broke her neck or not! What was it she said: ‘I don’t care if I nev­er get home?’ ” Lean­ing over the handle of his cane, he wheezed out, to Mrs. Small’s ter­ror: “And I’m not al­to­geth­er sur­prised, with a finickin’ feller like young Soames for a hus­band!”

			It did not oc­cur to him to won­der what Bosin­ney had done after they had left him there alone; wheth­er he had gone wan­der­ing about like the dog to which Swith­in had com­pared him; wan­der­ing down to that copse where the spring was still in ri­ot, the cuckoo still call­ing from afar; gone down there with her handker­chief pressed to lips, its fra­grance ming­ling with the scent of mint and thyme. Gone down there with such a wild, ex­quis­ite pain in his heart that he could have cried out among the trees. Or what, in­deed, the fel­low had done. In fact, till he came to Timothy’s, Swith­in had for­got­ten all about him.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				James Goes to See for Him­self

			
			Those ig­nor­ant of For­syte ’Change would not, per­haps, fore­see all the stir made by Irene’s vis­it to the house.

			After Swith­in had re­lated at Timothy’s the full story of his mem­or­able drive, the same, with the least sus­pi­cion of curi­os­ity, the merest touch of malice, and a real de­sire to do good, was passed on to June.

			“And what a dread­ful thing to say, my dear!” ended Aunt Ju­ley; “that about not go­ing home. What did she mean?”

			It was a strange re­cit­al for the girl. She heard it flush­ing pain­fully, and, sud­denly, with a curt hand­shake, took her de­par­ture.

			“Al­most rude!” Mrs. Small said to Aunt Hester, when June was gone.

			The prop­er con­struc­tion was put on her re­cep­tion of the news. She was up­set. Some­thing was there­fore very wrong. Odd! She and Irene had been such friends!

			It all tal­lied too well with whis­pers and hints that had been go­ing about for some time past. Re­col­lec­tions of Eu­phemia’s ac­count of the vis­it to the theatre—Mr. Bosin­ney al­ways at Soames’? Oh, in­deed! Yes, of course, he would be about the house! Noth­ing open. Only upon the greatest, the most im­port­ant pro­voca­tion was it ne­ces­sary to say any­thing open on For­syte ’Change. This ma­chine was too nicely ad­jus­ted; a hint, the merest tri­fling ex­pres­sion of re­gret or doubt, suf­ficed to set the fam­ily soul—so sym­path­et­ic—vi­brat­ing. No one de­sired that harm should come of these vi­bra­tions—far from it; they were set in mo­tion with the best in­ten­tions, with the feel­ing, that each mem­ber of the fam­ily had a stake in the fam­ily soul.

			And much kind­ness lay at the bot­tom of the gos­sip; it would fre­quently res­ult in vis­its of con­dol­ence be­ing made, in ac­cord­ance with the cus­toms of So­ci­ety, thereby con­fer­ring a real be­ne­fit upon the suf­fer­ers, and af­ford­ing con­sol­a­tion to the sound, who felt pleas­antly that someone at all events was suf­fer­ing from that from which they them­selves were not suf­fer­ing. In fact, it was simply a de­sire to keep things well-aired, the de­sire which an­im­ates the Pub­lic Press, that brought James, for in­stance, in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with Mrs. Sep­timus, Mrs. Sep­timus, with the little Nich­olases, the little Nich­olases with who-knows-whom, and so on. That great class to which they had ris­en, and now be­longed, de­man­ded a cer­tain cand­our, a still more cer­tain reti­cence. This com­bin­a­tion guar­an­teed their mem­ber­ship.

			Many of the young­er For­sytes felt, very nat­ur­ally, and would openly de­clare, that they did not want their af­fairs pried in­to; but so power­ful was the in­vis­ible, mag­net­ic cur­rent of fam­ily gos­sip, that for the life of them they could not help know­ing all about everything. It was felt to be hope­less.

			One of them (young Ro­ger) had made an hero­ic at­tempt to free the rising gen­er­a­tion, by speak­ing of Timothy as an “old cat.” The ef­fort had justly re­coiled upon him­self; the words, com­ing round in the most del­ic­ate way to Aunt Ju­ley’s ears, were re­peated by her in a shocked voice to Mrs. Ro­ger, whence they re­turned again to young Ro­ger.

			And, after all, it was only the wrong­do­ers who suffered; as, for in­stance, George, when he lost all that money play­ing bil­liards; or young Ro­ger him­self, when he was so dread­fully near to mar­ry­ing the girl to whom, it was whispered, he was already mar­ried by the laws of Nature; or again Irene, who was thought, rather than said, to be in danger.

			All this was not only pleas­ant but salut­ary. And it made so many hours go lightly at Timothy’s in the Bayswa­ter Road; so many hours that must oth­er­wise have been sterile and heavy to those three who lived there; and Timothy’s was but one of hun­dreds of such homes in this City of Lon­don—the homes of neut­ral per­sons of the se­cure classes, who are out of the battle them­selves, and must find their reas­on for ex­ist­ing, in the battles of oth­ers.

			But for the sweet­ness of fam­ily gos­sip, it must in­deed have been lonely there. Ru­mours and tales, re­ports, sur­mises—were they not the chil­dren of the house, as dear and pre­cious as the prat­tling babes the broth­er and sis­ters had missed in their own jour­ney? To talk about them was as near as they could get to the pos­ses­sion of all those chil­dren and grand­chil­dren, after whom their soft hearts yearned. For though it is doubt­ful wheth­er Timothy’s heart yearned, it is in­dubit­able that at the ar­rival of each fresh For­syte child he was quite up­set.

			Use­less for young Ro­ger to say, “Old cat!”—for Eu­phemia to hold up her hands and cry: “Oh! those three!” and break in­to her si­lent laugh with the squeak at the end. Use­less, and not too kind.

			The situ­ation which at this stage might seem, and es­pe­cially to For­syte eyes, strange—not to say “im­possible”—was, in view of cer­tain facts, not so strange after all. Some things had been lost sight of. And first, in the se­cur­ity bred of many harm­less mar­riages, it had been for­got­ten that Love is no hot­house flower, but a wild plant, born of a wet night, born of an hour of sun­shine; sprung from wild seed, blown along the road by a wild wind. A wild plant that, when it blooms by chance with­in the hedge of our gar­dens, we call a flower; and when it blooms out­side we call a weed; but, flower or weed, whose scent and col­our are al­ways wild! And fur­ther—the facts and fig­ures of their own lives be­ing against the per­cep­tion of this truth—it was not gen­er­ally re­cog­nised by For­sytes that, where this wild plant springs, men and wo­men are but moths around the pale, flame-like blos­som.

			It was long since young Joly­on’s es­capade—there was danger of a tra­di­tion again arising that people in their po­s­i­tion nev­er cross the hedge to pluck that flower; that one could reck­on on hav­ing love, like measles, once in due sea­son, and get­ting over it com­fort­ably for all time—as with measles, on a sooth­ing mix­ture of but­ter and honey—in the arms of wed­lock.

			Of all those whom this strange ru­mour about Bosin­ney and Mrs. Soames reached, James was the most af­fected. He had long for­got­ten how he had hovered, lanky and pale, in side whiskers of chest­nut hue, round Emily, in the days of his own court­ship. He had long for­got­ten the small house in the pur­lieus of May­fair, where he had spent the early days of his mar­ried life, or rather, he had long for­got­ten the early days, not the small house—a For­syte nev­er for­got a house—he had af­ter­wards sold it at a clear profit of four hun­dred pounds.

			He had long for­got­ten those days, with their hopes and fears and doubts about the prudence of the match (for Emily, though pretty, had noth­ing, and he him­self at that time was mak­ing a bare thou­sand a year), and that strange, ir­res­ist­ible at­trac­tion which had drawn him on, till he felt he must die if he could not marry the girl with the fair hair, looped so neatly back, the fair arms emer­ging from a skin­tight bod­ice, the fair form dec­or­ously shiel­ded by a cage of really stu­pendous cir­cum­fer­ence.

			James had passed through the fire, but he had passed also through the river of years which washes out the fire; he had ex­per­i­enced the sad­dest ex­per­i­ence of all—for­get­ful­ness of what it was like to be in love.

			For­got­ten! For­got­ten so long, that he had for­got­ten even that he had for­got­ten.

			And now this ru­mour had come upon him, this ru­mour about his son’s wife; very vague, a shad­ow dodging among the palp­able, straight­for­ward ap­pear­ances of things, un­real, un­in­tel­li­gible as a ghost, but car­ry­ing with it, like a ghost, in­ex­plic­able ter­ror.

			He tried to bring it home to his mind, but it was no more use than try­ing to ap­ply to him­self one of those tra­gedies he read of daily in his even­ing pa­per. He simply could not. There could be noth­ing in it. It was all their non­sense. She didn’t get on with Soames as well as she might, but she was a good little thing—a good little thing!

			Like the not in­con­sid­er­able ma­jor­ity of men, James rel­ished a nice little bit of scan­dal, and would say, in a mat­ter-of-fact tone, lick­ing his lips, “Yes, yes—she and young Dys­on; they tell me they’re liv­ing at Monte Carlo!”

			But the sig­ni­fic­ance of an af­fair of this sort—of its past, its present, or its fu­ture—had nev­er struck him. What it meant, what tor­ture and rap­tures had gone to its con­struc­tion, what slow, over­mas­ter­ing fate had lurked with­in the facts, very na­ked, some­times sor­did, but gen­er­ally spicy, presen­ted to his gaze. He was not in the habit of blam­ing, prais­ing, draw­ing de­duc­tions, or gen­er­al­iz­ing at all about such things; he simply listened rather greed­ily, and re­peated what he was told, find­ing con­sid­er­able be­ne­fit from the prac­tice, as from the con­sump­tion of a sherry and bit­ters be­fore a meal.

			Now, how­ever, that such a thing—or rather the ru­mour, the breath of it—had come near him per­son­ally, he felt as in a fog, which filled his mouth full of a bad, thick fla­vour, and made it dif­fi­cult to draw breath.

			A scan­dal! A pos­sible scan­dal!

			To re­peat this word to him­self thus was the only way in which he could fo­cus or make it think­able. He had for­got­ten the sen­sa­tions ne­ces­sary for un­der­stand­ing the pro­gress, fate, or mean­ing of any such busi­ness; he simply could no longer grasp the pos­sib­il­it­ies of people run­ning any risk for the sake of pas­sion.

			Amongst all those per­sons of his ac­quaint­ance, who went in­to the City day after day and did their busi­ness there, whatever it was, and in their leis­ure mo­ments bought shares, and houses, and ate din­ners, and played games, as he was told, it would have seemed to him ri­dicu­lous to sup­pose that there were any who would run risks for the sake of any­thing so re­con­dite, so fig­ur­at­ive, as pas­sion.

			Pas­sion! He seemed, in­deed, to have heard of it, and rules such as “A young man and a young wo­man ought nev­er to be trus­ted to­geth­er” were fixed in his mind as the par­al­lels of lat­it­ude are fixed on a map (for all For­sytes, when it comes to “bed­rock” mat­ters of fact, have quite a fine taste in real­ism); but as to any­thing else—well, he could only ap­pre­ci­ate it at all through the catch­word “scan­dal.”

			Ah! but there was no truth in it—could not be. He was not afraid; she was really a good little thing. But there it was when you got a thing like that in­to your mind. And James was of a nervous tem­pera­ment—one of those men whom things will not leave alone, who suf­fer tor­tures from an­ti­cip­a­tion and in­de­cision. For fear of let­ting some­thing slip that he might oth­er­wise se­cure, he was phys­ic­ally un­able to make up his mind un­til ab­so­lutely cer­tain that, by not mak­ing it up, he would suf­fer loss.

			In life, how­ever, there were many oc­ca­sions when the busi­ness of mak­ing up his mind did not even rest with him­self, and this was one of them.

			What could he do? Talk it over with Soames? That would only make mat­ters worse. And, after all, there was noth­ing in it, he felt sure.

			It was all that house. He had mis­trus­ted the idea from the first. What did Soames want to go in­to the coun­try for? And, if he must go spend­ing a lot of money build­ing him­self a house, why not have a first-rate man, in­stead of this young Bosin­ney, whom nobody knew any­thing about? He had told them how it would be. And he had heard that the house was cost­ing Soames a pretty penny bey­ond what he had reckoned on spend­ing.

			This fact, more than any oth­er, brought home to James the real danger of the situ­ation. It was al­ways like this with these “artist­ic” chaps; a sens­ible man should have noth­ing to say to them. He had warned Irene, too. And see what had come of it!

			And it sud­denly sprang in­to James’s mind that he ought to go and see for him­self. In the midst of that fog of un­eas­i­ness in which his mind was en­vel­oped the no­tion that he could go and look at the house af­forded him in­ex­plic­able sat­is­fac­tion. It may have been simply the de­cision to do some­thing—more pos­sibly the fact that he was go­ing to look at a house—that gave him re­lief. He felt that in star­ing at an edi­fice of bricks and mor­tar, of wood and stone, built by the sus­pec­ted man him­self, he would be look­ing in­to the heart of that ru­mour about Irene.

			Without say­ing a word, there­fore, to any­one, he took a hansom to the sta­tion and pro­ceeded by train to Robin Hill; thence—there be­ing no “flies,” in ac­cord­ance with the cus­tom of the neigh­bour­hood—he found him­self ob­liged to walk.

			He star­ted slowly up the hill, his an­gu­lar knees and high shoulders bent com­plain­ingly, his eyes fixed on his feet, yet, neat for all that, in his high hat and his frock-coat, on which was the speck­less gloss im­par­ted by per­fect su­per­in­tend­ence. Emily saw to that; that is, she did not, of course, see to it—people of good po­s­i­tion not see­ing to each oth­er’s but­tons, and Emily was of good po­s­i­tion—but she saw that the but­ler saw to it.

			He had to ask his way three times; on each oc­ca­sion he re­peated the dir­ec­tions giv­en him, got the man to re­peat them, then re­peated them a second time, for he was nat­ur­ally of a talk­at­ive dis­pos­i­tion, and one could not be too care­ful in a new neigh­bour­hood.

			He kept as­sur­ing them that it was a new house he was look­ing for; it was only, how­ever, when he was shown the roof through the trees that he could feel really sat­is­fied that he had not been dir­ec­ted en­tirely wrong.

			A heavy sky seemed to cov­er the world with the grey white­ness of a white­washed ceil­ing. There was no fresh­ness or fra­grance in the air. On such a day even Brit­ish work­men scarcely cared to do more then they were ob­liged, and moved about their busi­ness without the drone of talk which whiles away the pangs of la­bour.

			Through spaces of the un­fin­ished house, shirt-sleeved fig­ures worked slowly, and sounds arose—spas­mod­ic knock­ings, the scrap­ing of met­al, the saw­ing of wood, with the rumble of wheel­bar­rows along boards; now and again the fore­man’s dog, tethered by a string to an oaken beam, whimpered feebly, with a sound like the singing of a kettle.

			The fresh-fit­ted win­dowpanes, daubed each with a white patch in the centre, stared out at James like the eyes of a blind dog.

			And the build­ing chor­us went on, strident and mirth­less un­der the grey-white sky. But the thrushes, hunt­ing amongst the fresh-turned earth for worms, were si­lent quite.

			James picked his way among the heaps of gravel—the drive was be­ing laid—till he came op­pos­ite the porch. Here he stopped and raised his eyes. There was but little to see from this point of view, and that little he took in at once; but he stayed in this po­s­i­tion many minutes, and who shall know of what he thought.

			His china-blue eyes un­der white eye­brows that jut­ted out in little horns, nev­er stirred; the long up­per lip of his wide mouth, between the fine white whiskers, twitched once or twice; it was easy to see from that anxious rapt ex­pres­sion, whence Soames de­rived the han­di­capped look which some­times came upon his face. James might have been say­ing to him­self: “I don’t know—life’s a tough job.”

			In this po­s­i­tion Bosin­ney sur­prised him.

			James brought his eyes down from whatever bird’s-nest they had been look­ing for in the sky to Bosin­ney’s face, on which was a kind of hu­mor­ous scorn.

			“How do you do, Mr. For­syte? Come down to see for your­self?”

			It was ex­actly what James, as we know, had come for, and he was made cor­res­pond­ingly un­easy. He held out his hand, how­ever, say­ing:

			“How are you?” without look­ing at Bosin­ney.

			The lat­ter made way for him with an iron­ic­al smile.

			James scen­ted some­thing sus­pi­cious in this cour­tesy. “I should like to walk round the out­side first,” he said, “and see what you’ve been do­ing!”

			A flagged ter­race of roun­ded stones with a list of two or three inches to port had been laid round the south­east and south­w­est sides of the house, and ran with a bev­elled edge in­to mould, which was in pre­par­a­tion for be­ing turfed; along this ter­race James led the way.

			“Now what did this cost?” he asked, when he saw the ter­race ex­tend­ing round the corner.

			“What should you think?” in­quired Bosin­ney.

			“How should I know?” replied James some­what non­plussed; “two or three hun­dred, I dare say!”

			“The ex­act sum!”

			James gave him a sharp look, but the ar­chi­tect ap­peared un­con­scious, and he put the an­swer down to mis­hear­ing.

			On ar­riv­ing at the garden en­trance, he stopped to look at the view.

			“That ought to come down,” he said, point­ing to the oak-tree.

			“You think so? You think that with the tree there you don’t get enough view for your money.”

			Again James eyed him sus­pi­ciously—this young man had a pe­cu­li­ar way of put­ting things: “Well!” he said, with a per­plexed, nervous, em­phas­is, “I don’t see what you want with a tree.”

			“It shall come down to­mor­row,” said Bosin­ney.

			James was alarmed. “Oh,” he said, “don’t go say­ing I said it was to come down! I know noth­ing about it!”

			“No?”

			James went on in a fluster: “Why, what should I know about it? It’s noth­ing to do with me! You do it on your own re­spons­ib­il­ity.”

			“You’ll al­low me to men­tion your name?”

			James grew more and more alarmed: “I don’t know what you want men­tion­ing my name for,” he muttered; “you’d bet­ter leave the tree alone. It’s not your tree!”

			He took out a silk handker­chief and wiped his brow. They entered the house. Like Swith­in, James was im­pressed by the in­ner court­yard.

			“You must have spent a deuce of a lot of money here,” he said, after star­ing at the columns and gal­lery for some time. “Now, what did it cost to put up those columns?”

			“I can’t tell you off­hand,” thought­fully answered Bosin­ney, “but I know it was a deuce of a lot!”

			“I should think so,” said James. “I should. …” He caught the ar­chi­tect’s eye, and broke off. And now, whenev­er he came to any­thing of which he de­sired to know the cost, he stifled that curi­os­ity.

			Bosin­ney ap­peared de­term­ined that he should see everything, and had not James been of too “no­ti­cing” a nature, he would cer­tainly have found him­self go­ing round the house a second time. He seemed so anxious to be asked ques­tions, too, that James felt he must be on his guard. He began to suf­fer from his ex­er­tions, for, though wiry enough for a man of his long build, he was sev­enty-five years old.

			He grew dis­cour­aged; he seemed no near­er to any­thing, had not ob­tained from his in­spec­tion any of the know­ledge he had vaguely hoped for. He had merely in­creased his dis­like and mis­trust of this young man, who had tired him out with his po­lite­ness, and in whose man­ner he now cer­tainly de­tec­ted mock­ery.

			The fel­low was sharp­er than he had thought, and bet­ter-look­ing than he had hoped. He had a—a “don’t care” ap­pear­ance that James, to whom risk was the most in­tol­er­able thing in life, did not ap­pre­ci­ate; a pe­cu­li­ar smile, too, com­ing when least ex­pec­ted; and very queer eyes. He re­minded James, as he said af­ter­wards, of a hungry cat. This was as near as he could get, in con­ver­sa­tion with Emily, to a de­scrip­tion of the pe­cu­li­ar ex­as­per­a­tion, vel­veti­ness, and mock­ery, of which Bosin­ney’s man­ner had been com­posed.

			At last, hav­ing seen all that was to be seen, he came out again at the door where he had gone in; and now, feel­ing that he was wast­ing time and strength and money, all for noth­ing, he took the cour­age of a For­syte in both hands, and, look­ing sharply at Bosin­ney, said:

			“I dare say you see a good deal of my daugh­ter-in-law; now, what does she think of the house? But she hasn’t seen it, I sup­pose?”

			This he said, know­ing all about Irene’s vis­it not, of course, that there was any­thing in the vis­it, ex­cept that ex­traordin­ary re­mark she had made about “not caring to get home”—and the story of how June had taken the news!

			He had de­term­ined, by this way of put­ting the ques­tion, to give Bosin­ney a chance, as he said to him­self.

			The lat­ter was long in an­swer­ing, but kept his eyes with un­com­fort­able stead­i­ness on James.

			“She has seen the house, but I can’t tell you what she thinks of it.”

			Nervous and baffled, James was con­sti­tu­tion­ally pre­ven­ted from let­ting the mat­ter drop.

			“Oh!” he said, “she has seen it? Soames brought her down, I sup­pose?”

			Bosin­ney smil­ingly replied: “Oh, no!”

			“What, did she come down alone?”

			“Oh, no!”

			“Then—who brought her?”

			“I really don’t know wheth­er I ought to tell you who brought her.”

			To James, who knew that it was Swith­in, this an­swer ap­peared in­com­pre­hens­ible.

			“Why!” he stammered, “you know that. …” but he stopped, sud­denly per­ceiv­ing his danger.

			“Well,” he said, “if you don’t want to tell me I sup­pose you won’t! Nobody tells me any­thing.”

			Some­what to his sur­prise Bosin­ney asked him a ques­tion.

			“By the by,” he said, “could you tell me if there are likely to be any more of you com­ing down? I should like to be on the spot!”

			“Any more?” said James be­wildered, “who should there be more? I don’t know of any more. Good­bye.”

			Look­ing at the ground he held out his hand, crossed the palm of it with Bosin­ney’s, and tak­ing his um­brella just above the silk, walked away along the ter­race.

			Be­fore he turned the corner he glanced back, and saw Bosin­ney fol­low­ing him slowly—“slink­ing along the wall” as he put it to him­self, “like a great cat.” He paid no at­ten­tion when the young fel­low raised his hat.

			Out­side the drive, and out of sight, he slackened his pace still more. Very slowly, more bent than when he came, lean, hungry, and dis­heartened, he made his way back to the sta­tion.

			The Buc­can­eer, watch­ing him go so sadly home, felt sorry per­haps for his be­ha­viour to the old man.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Soames and Bosin­ney Cor­res­pond

			
			James said noth­ing to his son of this vis­it to the house; but, hav­ing oc­ca­sion to go to Timothy’s one morn­ing on a mat­ter con­nec­ted with a drain­age scheme which was be­ing forced by the san­it­ary au­thor­it­ies on his broth­er, he men­tioned it there.

			It was not, he said, a bad house. He could see that a good deal could be made of it. The fel­low was clev­er in his way, though what it was go­ing to cost Soames be­fore it was done with he didn’t know.

			Eu­phemia For­syte, who happened to be in the room—she had come round to bor­row the Rev. Mr. Scoles’ last nov­el, Pas­sion and Paregor­ic which was hav­ing such a vogue—chimed in.

			“I saw Irene yes­ter­day at the Stores; she and Mr. Bosin­ney were hav­ing a nice little chat in the Gro­cer­ies.”

			It was thus, simply, that she re­cor­ded a scene which had really made a deep and com­plic­ated im­pres­sion on her. She had been hur­ry­ing to the silk de­part­ment of the Church and Com­mer­cial Stores—that In­sti­tu­tion than which, with its ad­mir­able sys­tem, ad­mit­ting only guar­an­teed per­sons on a basis of pay­ment be­fore de­liv­ery, no em­pori­um can be more highly re­com­men­ded to For­sytes—to match a piece of prunella silk for her moth­er, who was wait­ing in the car­riage out­side.

			Passing through the Gro­cer­ies her eye was un­pleas­antly at­trac­ted by the back view of a very beau­ti­ful fig­ure. It was so charm­ingly pro­por­tioned, so bal­anced, and so well clothed, that Eu­phemia’s in­stinct­ive pro­pri­ety was at once alarmed; such fig­ures, she knew, by in­tu­ition rather than ex­per­i­ence, were rarely con­nec­ted with vir­tue—cer­tainly nev­er in her mind, for her own back was some­what dif­fi­cult to fit.

			Her sus­pi­cions were for­tu­nately con­firmed. A young man com­ing from the Drugs had snatched off his hat, and was ac­cost­ing the lady with the un­known back.

			It was then that she saw with whom she had to deal; the lady was un­doubtedly Mrs. Soames, the young man Mr. Bosin­ney. Con­ceal­ing her­self rap­idly over the pur­chase of a box of Tunisi­an dates, for she was im­pa­tient of awk­wardly meet­ing people with par­cels in her hands, and at the busy time of the morn­ing, she was quite un­in­ten­tion­ally an in­ter­ested ob­serv­er of their little in­ter­view.

			Mrs. Soames, usu­ally some­what pale, had a de­light­ful col­our in her cheeks; and Mr. Bosin­ney’s man­ner was strange, though at­tract­ive (she thought him rather a dis­tin­guished-look­ing man, and George’s name for him, “The Buc­can­eer”—about which there was some­thing ro­mantic—quite charm­ing). He seemed to be plead­ing. In­deed, they talked so earn­estly—or, rather, he talked so earn­estly, for Mrs. Soames did not say much—that they caused, in­con­sid­er­ately, an eddy in the traffic. One nice old Gen­er­al, go­ing to­wards Ci­gars, was ob­liged to step quite out of the way, and chan­cing to look up and see Mrs. Soames’ face, he ac­tu­ally took off his hat, the old fool! So like a man!

			But it was Mrs. Soames’ eyes that wor­ried Eu­phemia. She nev­er once looked at Mr. Bosin­ney un­til he moved on, and then she looked after him. And, oh, that look!

			On that look Eu­phemia had spent much anxious thought. It is not too much to say that it had hurt her with its dark, linger­ing soft­ness, for all the world as though the wo­man wanted to drag him back, and un­say some­thing she had been say­ing.

			Ah, well, she had had no time to go deeply in­to the mat­ter just then, with that prunella silk on her hands; but she was “very in­triguée—very!” She had just nod­ded to Mrs. Soames, to show her that she had seen; and, as she con­fided, in talk­ing it over af­ter­wards, to her chum Francie (Ro­ger’s daugh­ter), “Didn’t she look caught out just? …”

			James, most averse at the first blush to ac­cept­ing any news con­firm­at­ory of his own poignant sus­pi­cions, took her up at once.

			“Oh,” he said, “they’d be after wall­pa­pers no doubt.”

			Eu­phemia smiled. “In the Gro­cer­ies?” she said softly; and, tak­ing Pas­sion and Paregor­ic from the table, ad­ded: “And so you’ll lend me this, dear Auntie? Good­bye!” and went away.

			James left al­most im­me­di­ately after; he was late as it was.

			When he reached the of­fice of For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte, he found Soames, sit­ting in his re­volving, chair, draw­ing up a de­fence. The lat­ter greeted his fath­er with a curt good morn­ing, and, tak­ing an en­vel­ope from his pock­et, said:

			“It may in­terest you to look through this.”

			James read as fol­lows:

			
				
					“309D, Sloane Street,

					“May 15.

				
				“Dear For­syte,

				“The con­struc­tion of your house be­ing now com­pleted, my du­ties as ar­chi­tect have come to an end. If I am to go on with the busi­ness of dec­or­a­tion, which at your re­quest I un­der­took, I should like you to clearly un­der­stand that I must have a free hand.

				“You nev­er come down without sug­gest­ing some­thing that goes counter to my scheme. I have here three let­ters from you, each of which re­com­mends an art­icle I should nev­er dream of put­ting in. I had your fath­er here yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, who made fur­ther valu­able sug­ges­tions.

				“Please make up your mind, there­fore, wheth­er you want me to dec­or­ate for you, or to re­tire which on the whole I should prefer to do.

				“But un­der­stand that, if I dec­or­ate, I dec­or­ate alone, without in­ter­fer­ence of any sort.

				“If I do the thing, I will do it thor­oughly, but I must have a free hand.

				
					“Yours truly,

					“Philip Bosin­ney.”

				
			

			The ex­act and im­me­di­ate cause of this let­ter can­not, of course, be told, though it is not im­prob­able that Bosin­ney may have been moved by some sud­den re­volt against his po­s­i­tion to­wards Soames—that etern­al po­s­i­tion of Art to­wards Prop­erty—which is so ad­mir­ably summed up, on the back of the most in­dis­pens­able of mod­ern ap­pli­ances, in a sen­tence com­par­able to the very finest in Ta­cit­us:

			
				Thos. T. Sor­row, In­vent­or.

				Bert. M. Pad­land, Pro­pri­et­or.

			

			“What are you go­ing to say to him?” James asked.

			Soames did not even turn his head. “I haven’t made up my mind,” he said, and went on with his de­fence.

			A cli­ent of his, hav­ing put some build­ings on a piece of ground that did not be­long to him, had been sud­denly and most ir­rit­at­ingly warned to take them off again. After care­fully go­ing in­to the facts, how­ever, Soames had seen his way to ad­vise that his cli­ent had what was known as a title by pos­ses­sion, and that, though un­doubtedly the ground did not be­long to him, he was en­titled to keep it, and had bet­ter do so; and he was now fol­low­ing up this ad­vice by tak­ing steps to—as the sail­ors say—“make it so.”

			He had a dis­tinct repu­ta­tion for sound ad­vice; people say­ing of him: “Go to young For­syte—a long-headed fel­low!” and he prized this repu­ta­tion highly.

			His nat­ur­al ta­cit­urnity was in his fa­vour; noth­ing could be more cal­cu­lated to give people, es­pe­cially people with prop­erty (Soames had no oth­er cli­ents), the im­pres­sion that he was a safe man. And he was safe. Tra­di­tion, habit, edu­ca­tion, in­her­ited aptitude, nat­ive cau­tion, all joined to form a sol­id pro­fes­sion­al hon­esty, su­per­i­or to tempta­tion—from the very fact that it was built on an in­nate avoid­ance of risk. How could he fall, when his soul ab­horred cir­cum­stances which render a fall pos­sible—a man can­not fall off the floor!

			And those count­less For­sytes, who, in the course of in­nu­mer­able trans­ac­tions con­cerned with prop­erty of all sorts (from wives to wa­ter rights), had oc­ca­sion for the ser­vices of a safe man, found it both re­pose­ful and prof­it­able to con­fide in Soames. That slight su­per­cili­ous­ness of his, com­bined with an air of mous­ing amongst pre­ced­ents, was in his fa­vour too—a man would not be su­per­cili­ous un­less he knew!

			He was really at the head of the busi­ness, for though James still came nearly every day to see for him­self, he did little now but sit in his chair, twist his legs, slightly con­fuse things already de­cided, and presently go away again, and the oth­er part­ner, Bus­tard, was a poor thing, who did a great deal of work, but whose opin­ion was nev­er taken.

			So Soames went stead­ily on with his de­fence. Yet it would be idle to say that his mind was at ease. He was suf­fer­ing from a sense of im­pend­ing trouble, that had haunted him for some time past. He tried to think it phys­ic­al—a con­di­tion of his liv­er—but knew that it was not.

			He looked at his watch. In a quarter of an hour he was due at the Gen­er­al Meet­ing of the New Col­li­ery Com­pany—one of Uncle Joly­on’s con­cerns; he should see Uncle Joly­on there, and say some­thing to him about Bosin­ney—he had not made up his mind what, but some­thing—in any case he should not an­swer this let­ter un­til he had seen Uncle Joly­on. He got up and meth­od­ic­ally put away the draft of his de­fence. Go­ing in­to a dark little cup­board, he turned up the light, washed his hands with a piece of brown Wind­sor soap, and dried them on a roller tow­el. Then he brushed his hair, pay­ing strict at­ten­tion to the part­ing, turned down the light, took his hat, and say­ing he would be back at half-past two, stepped in­to the Poultry.

			It was not far to the Of­fices of the New Col­li­ery Com­pany in Iron­mon­ger Lane, where, and not at the Can­non Street Hotel, in ac­cord­ance with the more am­bi­tious prac­tice of oth­er com­pan­ies, the Gen­er­al Meet­ing was al­ways held. Old Joly­on had from the first set his face against the Press. What busi­ness—he said—had the Pub­lic with his con­cerns!

			Soames ar­rived on the stroke of time, and took his seat along­side the Board, who, in a row, each Dir­ect­or be­hind his own ink-pot, faced their share­hold­ers.

			In the centre of this row old Joly­on, con­spicu­ous in his black, tightly-buttoned frock-coat and his white mous­taches, was lean­ing back with fin­ger tips crossed on a copy of the Dir­ect­ors’ re­port and ac­counts.

			On his right hand, al­ways a little lar­ger than life, sat the Sec­ret­ary, “Down-by-the-Starn” Hem­mings; an all-too-sad sad­ness beam­ing in his fine eyes; his iron-grey beard, in mourn­ing like the rest of him, giv­ing the feel­ing of an all-too-black tie be­hind it.

			The oc­ca­sion in­deed was a mel­an­choly one, only six weeks hav­ing elapsed since that tele­gram had come from Scor­ri­er, the min­ing ex­pert, on a private mis­sion to the Mines, in­form­ing them that Pip­pin, their Su­per­in­tend­ent, had com­mit­ted sui­cide in en­deav­our­ing, after his ex­traordin­ary two years’ si­lence, to write a let­ter to his Board. That let­ter was on the table now; it would be read to the share­hold­ers, who would of course be put in­to pos­ses­sion of all the facts.

			Hem­mings had of­ten said to Soames, stand­ing with his coat­tails di­vided be­fore the fire­place:

			“What our share­hold­ers don’t know about our af­fairs isn’t worth know­ing. You may take that from me, Mr. Soames.”

			On one oc­ca­sion, old Joly­on be­ing present, Soames re­col­lec­ted a little un­pleas­ant­ness. His uncle had looked up sharply and said: “Don’t talk non­sense, Hem­mings! You mean that what they do know isn’t worth know­ing!” Old Joly­on de­tested hum­bug.

			Hem­mings, angry-eyed, and wear­ing a smile like that of a trained poodle, had replied in an out­burst of ar­ti­fi­cial ap­plause: “Come, now, that’s good, sir—that’s very good. Your uncle will have his joke!”

			The next time he had seen Soames he had taken the op­por­tun­ity of say­ing to him: “The chair­man’s get­ting very old!—I can’t get him to un­der­stand things; and he’s so wil­ful—but what can you ex­pect, with a chin like his?”

			Soames had nod­ded.

			Every­one knew that Uncle Joly­on’s chin was a cau­tion. He was look­ing wor­ried today, in spite of his Gen­er­al Meet­ing look; he (Soames) should cer­tainly speak to him about Bosin­ney.

			Bey­ond old Joly­on on the left was little Mr. Book­er, and he, too, wore his Gen­er­al Meet­ing look, as though search­ing for some par­tic­u­larly tender share­hold­er. And next him was the deaf dir­ect­or, with a frown; and bey­ond the deaf dir­ect­or, again, was old Mr. Bleed­ham, very bland, and hav­ing an air of con­scious vir­tue—as well he might, know­ing that the brown-pa­per par­cel he al­ways brought to the Board­room was con­cealed be­hind his hat (one of that old-fash­ioned class, of flat-brimmed top-hats which go with very large bow ties, clean-shaven lips, fresh cheeks, and neat little white whiskers).

			Soames al­ways at­ten­ded the Gen­er­al Meet­ing; it was con­sidered bet­ter that he should do so, in case “any­thing should arise!” He glanced round with his close, su­per­cili­ous air at the walls of the room, where hung plans of the mine and har­bour, to­geth­er with a large pho­to­graph of a shaft lead­ing to a work­ing which had proved quite re­mark­ably un­prof­it­able. This pho­to­graph—a wit­ness to the etern­al irony un­der­ly­ing com­mer­cial en­ter­prise—still re­tained its po­s­i­tion on the wall, an ef­figy of the dir­ect­ors’ pet, but dead, lamb.

			And now old Joly­on rose, to present the re­port and ac­counts.

			Veil­ing un­der a Jove-like serenity that per­petu­al ant­ag­on­ism deep-seated in the bos­om of a dir­ect­or to­wards his share­hold­ers, he faced them calmly. Soames faced them too. He knew most of them by sight. There was old Scrub­sole, a tar man, who al­ways came, as Hem­mings would say, “to make him­self nasty,” a can­tan­ker­ous-look­ing old fel­low with a red face, a jowl, and an enorm­ous low-crowned hat re­pos­ing on his knee. And the Rev. Mr. Boms, who al­ways pro­posed a vote of thanks to the chair­man, in which he in­vari­ably ex­pressed the hope that the Board would not for­get to el­ev­ate their em­ploy­ees, us­ing the word with a double e, as be­ing more vig­or­ous and Anglo-Sax­on (he had the strong Im­per­i­al­ist­ic tend­en­cies of his cloth). It was his salut­ary cus­tom to but­ton­hole a dir­ect­or af­ter­wards, and ask him wheth­er he thought the com­ing year would be good or bad; and, ac­cord­ing to the trend of the an­swer, to buy or sell three shares with­in the en­su­ing fort­night.

			And there was that mil­it­ary man, Ma­jor O’Bally, who could not help speak­ing, if only to second the reelec­tion of the aud­it­or, and who some­times caused ser­i­ous con­sterna­tion by tak­ing toasts—pro­pos­als rather—out of the hands of per­sons who had been flattered with little slips of pa­per, en­trust­ing the said pro­pos­als to their care.

			These made up the lot, to­geth­er with four or five strong, si­lent share­hold­ers, with whom Soames could sym­path­ize—men of busi­ness, who liked to keep an eye on their af­fairs for them­selves, without be­ing fussy—good, sol­id men, who came to the City every day and went back in the even­ing to good, sol­id wives.

			Good, sol­id wives! There was some­thing in that thought which roused the name­less un­eas­i­ness in Soames again.

			What should he say to his uncle? What an­swer should he make to this let­ter?

			… “If any share­hold­er has any ques­tion to put, I shall be glad to an­swer it.” A soft thump. Old Joly­on had let the re­port and ac­counts fall, and stood twist­ing his tor­toise­shell glasses between thumb and fore­finger.

			The ghost of a smile ap­peared on Soames’ face. They had bet­ter hurry up with their ques­tions! He well knew his uncle’s meth­od (the ideal one) of at once say­ing: “I pro­pose, then, that the re­port and ac­counts be ad­op­ted!” Nev­er let them get their wind—share­hold­ers were no­tori­ously waste­ful of time!

			A tall, white-bearded man, with a gaunt, dis­sat­is­fied face, arose:

			“I be­lieve I am in or­der, Mr. Chair­man, in rais­ing a ques­tion on this fig­ure of £5,000 in the ac­counts. ‘To the wid­ow and fam­ily’ ” (he looked sourly round), “ ‘of our late su­per­in­tend­ent,’ who so—er—ill-ad­visedly (I say—ill-ad­visedly) com­mit­ted sui­cide, at a time when his ser­vices were of the ut­most value to this Com­pany. You have stated that the agree­ment which he has so un­for­tu­nately cut short with his own hand was for a peri­od of five years, of which one only had ex­pired—I—”

			Old Joly­on made a ges­ture of im­pa­tience.

			“I be­lieve I am in or­der, Mr. Chair­man—I ask wheth­er this amount paid, or pro­posed to be paid, by the Board to the er—de­ceased—is for ser­vices which might have been rendered to the Com­pany—had he not com­mit­ted sui­cide?”

			“It is in re­cog­ni­tion of past ser­vices, which we all know—you as well as any of us—to have been of vi­tal value.”

			“Then, sir, all I have to say is that the ser­vices be­ing past, the amount is too much.”

			The share­hold­er sat down.

			Old Joly­on waited a second and said: “I now pro­pose that the re­port and—”

			The share­hold­er rose again: “May I ask if the Board real­izes that it is not their money which—I don’t hes­it­ate to say that if it were their money. …”

			A second share­hold­er, with a round, dogged face, whom Soames re­cog­nised as the late su­per­in­tend­ent’s broth­er-in-law, got up and said warmly: “In my opin­ion, sir, the sum is not enough!”

			The Rev. Mr. Boms now rose to his feet. “If I may ven­ture to ex­press my­self,” he said, “I should say that the fact of the—er—de­ceased hav­ing com­mit­ted sui­cide should weigh very heav­ily—very heav­ily with our worthy chair­man. I have no doubt it has weighed with him, for—I say this for my­self and I think for every­one present (hear, hear)—he en­joys our con­fid­ence in a high de­gree. We all de­sire, I should hope, to be char­it­able. But I feel sure” (he-looked severely at the late su­per­in­tend­ent’s broth­er-in-law) “that he will in some way, by some writ­ten ex­pres­sion, or bet­ter per­haps by re­du­cing the amount, re­cord our grave dis­ap­prov­al that so prom­ising and valu­able a life should have been thus im­pi­ously re­moved from a sphere where both its own in­terests and—if I may say so—our in­terests so im­per­at­ively de­man­ded its con­tinu­ance. We should not—nay, we may not—coun­ten­ance so grave a derel­ic­tion of all duty, both hu­man and di­vine.”

			The rev­er­end gen­tle­man re­sumed his seat. The late su­per­in­tend­ent’s broth­er-in-law again rose: “What I have said I stick to,” he said; “the amount is not enough!”

			The first share­hold­er struck in: “I chal­lenge the leg­al­ity of the pay­ment. In my opin­ion this pay­ment is not leg­al. The Com­pany’s so­li­cit­or is present; I be­lieve I am in or­der in ask­ing him the ques­tion.”

			All eyes were now turned upon Soames. Some­thing had aris­en!

			He stood up, close-lipped and cold; his nerves in­wardly fluttered, his at­ten­tion tweaked away at last from con­tem­pla­tion of that cloud loom­ing on the ho­ri­zon of his mind.

			“The point,” he said in a low, thin voice, “is by no means clear. As there is no pos­sib­il­ity of fu­ture con­sid­er­a­tion be­ing re­ceived, it is doubt­ful wheth­er the pay­ment is strictly leg­al. If it is de­sired, the opin­ion of the court could be taken.”

			The su­per­in­tend­ent’s broth­er-in-law frowned, and said in a mean­ing tone: “We have no doubt the opin­ion of the court could be taken. May I ask the name of the gen­tle­man who has giv­en us that strik­ing piece of in­form­a­tion? Mr. Soames For­syte? In­deed!” He looked from Soames to old Joly­on in a poin­ted man­ner.

			A flush col­oured Soames’ pale cheeks, but his su­per­cili­ous­ness did not waver. Old Joly­on fixed his eyes on the speak­er.

			“If,” he said, “the late su­per­in­tend­ent’s broth­er-in-law has noth­ing more to say, I pro­pose that the re­port and ac­counts. …”

			At this mo­ment, how­ever, there rose one of those five si­lent, stol­id share­hold­ers, who had ex­cited Soames’ sym­pathy. He said:

			“I de­prec­ate the pro­pos­al al­to­geth­er. We are ex­pec­ted to give char­ity to this man’s wife and chil­dren, who, you tell us, were de­pend­ent on him. They may have been; I do not care wheth­er they were or not. I ob­ject to the whole thing on prin­ciple. It is high time a stand was made against this sen­ti­ment­al hu­man­it­ari­an­ism. The coun­try is eaten up with it. I ob­ject to my money be­ing paid to these people of whom I know noth­ing, who have done noth­ing to earn it. I ob­ject in toto; it is not busi­ness. I now move that the re­port and ac­counts be put back, and amended by strik­ing out the grant al­to­geth­er.”

			Old Joly­on had re­mained stand­ing while the strong, si­lent man was speak­ing. The speech awoke an echo in all hearts, voicing, as it did, the wor­ship of strong men, the move­ment against gen­er­os­ity, which had at that time already com­menced among the saner mem­bers of the com­munity.

			The words “it is not busi­ness” had moved even the Board; privately every­one felt that in­deed it was not. But they knew also the chair­man’s dom­in­eer­ing tem­per and tenacity. He, too, at heart must feel that it was not busi­ness; but he was com­mit­ted to his own pro­pos­i­tion. Would he go back upon it? It was thought to be un­likely.

			All waited with in­terest. Old Joly­on held up his hand; dark-rimmed glasses de­pend­ing between his fin­ger and thumb quivered slightly with a sug­ges­tion of men­ace.

			He ad­dressed the strong, si­lent share­hold­er.

			“Know­ing, as you do, the ef­forts of our late su­per­in­tend­ent upon the oc­ca­sion of the ex­plo­sion at the mines, do you ser­i­ously wish me to put that amend­ment, sir?”

			“I do.”

			Old Joly­on put the amend­ment.

			“Does any­one second this?” he asked, look­ing calmly round.

			And it was then that Soames, look­ing at his uncle, felt the power of will that was in that old man. No one stirred. Look­ing straight in­to the eyes of the strong, si­lent share­hold­er, old Joly­on said:

			“I now move, ‘That the re­port and ac­counts for the year 1886 be re­ceived and ad­op­ted.’ You second that? Those in fa­vour sig­ni­fy the same in the usu­al way. Con­trary—no. Car­ried. The next busi­ness, gen­tle­men. …”

			Soames smiled. Cer­tainly Uncle Joly­on had a way with him!

			But now his at­ten­tion re­lapsed upon Bosin­ney.

			Odd how that fel­low haunted his thoughts, even in busi­ness hours.

			Irene’s vis­it to the house—but there was noth­ing in that, ex­cept that she might have told him; but then, again, she nev­er did tell him any­thing. She was more si­lent, more touchy, every day. He wished to God the house were fin­ished, and they were in it, away from Lon­don. Town did not suit her; her nerves were not strong enough. That non­sense of the sep­ar­ate room had cropped up again!

			The meet­ing was break­ing up now. Un­der­neath the pho­to­graph of the lost shaft Hem­mings was but­ton­holed by the Rev. Mr. Boms. Little Mr. Book­er, his brist­ling eye­brows wreathed in angry smiles, was hav­ing a part­ing turn-up with old Scrub­sole. The two hated each oth­er like pois­on. There was some mat­ter of a tar-con­tract between them, little Mr. Book­er hav­ing se­cured it from the Board for a neph­ew of his, over old Scrub­sole’s head. Soames had heard that from Hem­mings, who liked a gos­sip, more es­pe­cially about his dir­ect­ors, ex­cept, in­deed, old Joly­on, of whom he was afraid.

			Soames awaited his op­por­tun­ity. The last share­hold­er was van­ish­ing through the door, when he ap­proached his uncle, who was put­ting on his hat.

			“Can I speak to you for a minute, Uncle Joly­on?”

			It is un­cer­tain what Soames ex­pec­ted to get out of this in­ter­view.

			Apart from that some­what mys­ter­i­ous awe in which For­sytes in gen­er­al held old Joly­on, due to his philo­soph­ic twist, or per­haps—as Hem­mings would doubt­less have said—to his chin, there was, and al­ways had been, a subtle ant­ag­on­ism between the young­er man and the old. It had lurked un­der their dry man­ner of greet­ing, un­der their non­com­mit­tal al­lu­sions to each oth­er, and arose per­haps from old Joly­on’s per­cep­tion of the quiet tenacity (“ob­stin­acy,” he rather nat­ur­ally called it) of the young man, of a secret doubt wheth­er he could get his own way with him.

			Both these For­sytes, wide asun­der as the poles in many re­spects, pos­sessed in their dif­fer­ent ways—to a great­er de­gree than the rest of the fam­ily—that es­sen­tial qual­ity of ten­a­cious and prudent in­sight in­to “af­fairs,” which is the high-wa­ter mark of their great class. Either of them, with a little luck and op­por­tun­ity, was equal to a lofty ca­reer; either of them would have made a good fin­an­ci­er, a great con­tract­or, a states­man, though old Joly­on, in cer­tain of his moods when un­der the in­flu­ence of a ci­gar or of Nature—would have been cap­able of, not per­haps des­pising, but cer­tainly of ques­tion­ing, his own high po­s­i­tion, while Soames, who nev­er smoked ci­gars, would not.

			Then, too, in old Joly­on’s mind there was al­ways the secret ache, that the son of James—of James, whom he had al­ways thought such a poor thing, should be pur­su­ing the paths of suc­cess, while his own son—!

			And last, not least—for he was no more out­side the ra­di­ation of fam­ily gos­sip than any oth­er For­syte—he had now heard the sin­is­ter, in­def­in­ite, but none the less dis­turb­ing ru­mour about Bosin­ney, and his pride was wounded to the quick.

			Char­ac­ter­ist­ic­ally, his ir­rit­a­tion turned not against Irene but against Soames. The idea that his neph­ew’s wife (why couldn’t the fel­low take bet­ter care of her—Oh! quaint in­justice! as though Soames could pos­sibly take more care!)—should be draw­ing to her­self June’s lov­er, was in­tol­er­ably hu­mi­li­at­ing. And see­ing the danger, he did not, like James, hide it away in sheer nervous­ness, but owned with the dis­pas­sion of his broad­er out­look, that it was not un­likely; there was some­thing very at­tract­ive about Irene!

			He had a presen­ti­ment on the sub­ject of Soames’ com­mu­nic­a­tion as they left the Board Room to­geth­er, and went out in­to the noise and hurry of Cheapside. They walked to­geth­er a good minute without speak­ing, Soames with his mous­ing, min­cing step, and old Joly­on up­right and us­ing his um­brella lan­guidly as a walk­ing-stick.

			They turned presently in­to com­par­at­ive quiet, for old Joly­on’s way to a second Board led him in the dir­ec­tion of Moor­age Street.

			Then Soames, without lift­ing his eyes, began: “I’ve had this let­ter from Bosin­ney. You see what he says; I thought I’d let you know. I’ve spent a lot more than I in­ten­ded on this house, and I want the po­s­i­tion to be clear.”

			Old Joly­on ran his eyes un­will­ingly over the let­ter: “What he says is clear enough,” he said.

			“He talks about ‘a free hand,’ ” replied Soames.

			Old Joly­on looked at him. The long-sup­pressed ir­rit­a­tion and ant­ag­on­ism to­wards this young fel­low, whose af­fairs were be­gin­ning to in­trude upon his own, burst from him.

			“Well, if you don’t trust him, why do you em­ploy him?”

			Soames stole a side­way look: “It’s much too late to go in­to that,” he said, “I only want it to be quite un­der­stood that if I give him a free hand, he doesn’t let me in. I thought if you were to speak to him, it would carry more weight!”

			“No,” said old Joly­on ab­ruptly; “I’ll have noth­ing to do with it!”

			The words of both uncle and neph­ew gave the im­pres­sion of un­spoken mean­ings, far more im­port­ant, be­hind. And the look they in­ter­changed was like a rev­el­a­tion of this con­scious­ness.

			“Well,” said Soames; “I thought, for June’s sake, I’d tell you, that’s all; I thought you’d bet­ter know I shan’t stand any non­sense!”

			“What is that to me?” old Joly­on took him up.

			“Oh! I don’t know,” said Soames, and flur­ried by that sharp look he was un­able to say more. “Don’t say I didn’t tell you,” he ad­ded sulkily, re­cov­er­ing his com­pos­ure.

			“Tell me!” said old Joly­on; “I don’t know what you mean. You come wor­ry­ing me about a thing like this. I don’t want to hear about your af­fairs; you must man­age them your­self!”

			“Very well,” said Soames im­mov­ably, “I will!”

			“Good morn­ing, then,” said old Joly­on, and they par­ted.

			Soames re­traced his steps, and go­ing in­to a cel­eb­rated eat­ing-house, asked for a plate of smoked sal­mon and a glass of Chab­lis; he sel­dom ate much in the middle of the day, and gen­er­ally ate stand­ing, find­ing the po­s­i­tion be­ne­fi­cial to his liv­er, which was very sound, but to which he de­sired to put down all his troubles.

			When he had fin­ished he went slowly back to his of­fice, with bent head, tak­ing no no­tice of the swarm­ing thou­sands on the pave­ments, who in their turn took no no­tice of him.

			The even­ing post car­ried the fol­low­ing reply to Bosin­ney:

			
				
					“For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte,

					“Com­mis­sion­ers for Oaths,

					“z001, Branch Lane, Poultry, EC,

					“May 17, 1887.

				
				“Dear Bosin­ney,

				“I have re­ceived your let­ter, the terms of which not a little sur­prise me. I was un­der the im­pres­sion that you had, and have had all along, a ‘free hand’; for I do not re­col­lect that any sug­ges­tions I have been so un­for­tu­nate as to make have met with your ap­prov­al. In giv­ing you, in ac­cord­ance with your re­quest, this ‘free hand,’ I wish you to clearly un­der­stand that the total cost of the house as handed over to me com­pletely dec­or­ated, in­clus­ive of your fee (as ar­ranged between us), must not ex­ceed twelve thou­sand pounds—£12,000. This gives you an ample mar­gin, and, as you know, is far more than I ori­gin­ally con­tem­plated.

				
					“I am,

					“Yours truly,

					“Soames For­syte.”

				
			

			On the fol­low­ing day he re­ceived a note from Bosin­ney:

			
				
					“Philip Baynes Bosin­ney,

					“Ar­chi­tect,

					“309D, Sloane Street, SW,

					“May 18.

				
				“Dear For­syte,

				“If you think that in such a del­ic­ate mat­ter as dec­or­a­tion I can bind my­self to the ex­act pound, I am afraid you are mis­taken. I can see that you are tired of the ar­range­ment, and of me, and I had bet­ter, there­fore, resign.

				
					“Yours faith­fully,

					“Philip Baynes Bosin­ney.”

				
			

			Soames pondered long and pain­fully over his an­swer, and late at night in the din­ing-room, when Irene had gone to bed, he com­posed the fol­low­ing:

			
				
					“62, Mont­pel­li­er Square, SW,

					“May 19, 1887.

				
				“Dear Bosin­ney,

				“I think that in both our in­terests it would be ex­tremely un­desir­able that mat­ters should be so left at this stage. I did not mean to say that if you should ex­ceed the sum named in my let­ter to you by ten or twenty or even fifty pounds, there would be any dif­fi­culty between us. This be­ing so, I should like you to re­con­sider your an­swer. You have a ‘free hand’ in the terms of this cor­res­pond­ence, and I hope you will see your way to com­plet­ing the dec­or­a­tions, in the mat­ter of which I know it is dif­fi­cult to be ab­so­lutely ex­act.

				
					“Yours truly,

					“Soames For­syte.”

				
			

			Bosin­ney’s an­swer, which came in the course of the next day, was:

			
				
					“May 20.

				
				“Dear For­syte,

				“Very well.

				
					“Ph. Bosin­ney.”

				
			

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Old Joly­on at the Zoo

			
			Old Joly­on dis­posed of his second Meet­ing—an or­din­ary Board—sum­mar­ily. He was so dic­tat­ori­al that his fel­low dir­ect­ors were left in cabal over the in­creas­ing dom­in­eer­ing­ness of old For­syte, which they were far from in­tend­ing to stand much longer, they said.

			He went out by Un­der­ground to Port­land Road Sta­tion, whence he took a cab and drove to the Zoo.

			He had an as­sig­na­tion there, one of those as­sig­na­tions that had lately been grow­ing more fre­quent, to which his in­creas­ing un­eas­i­ness about June and the “change in her,” as he ex­pressed it, was driv­ing him.

			She bur­ied her­self away, and was grow­ing thin; if he spoke to her he got no an­swer, or had his head snapped off, or she looked as if she would burst in­to tears. She was as changed as she could be, all through this Bosin­ney. As for telling him about any­thing, not a bit of it!

			And he would sit for long spells brood­ing, his pa­per un­read be­fore him, a ci­gar ex­tinct between his lips. She had been such a com­pan­ion to him ever since she was three years old! And he loved her so!

			Forces re­gard­less of fam­ily or class or cus­tom were beat­ing down his guard; im­pend­ing events over which he had no con­trol threw their shad­ows on his head. The ir­rit­a­tion of one ac­cus­tomed to have his way was roused against he knew not what.

			Chaf­ing at the slow­ness of his cab, he reached the Zoo door; but, with his sunny in­stinct for seiz­ing the good of each mo­ment, he for­got his vex­a­tion as he walked to­wards the tryst.

			From the stone ter­race above the bear-pit his son and his two grand­chil­dren came hasten­ing down when they saw old Joly­on com­ing, and led him away to­wards the li­on-house. They sup­por­ted him on either side, hold­ing one to each of his hands—whilst Jolly, per­verse like his fath­er, car­ried his grand­fath­er’s um­brella in such a way as to catch people’s legs with the crutch of the handle.

			Young Joly­on fol­lowed.

			It was as good as a play to see his fath­er with the chil­dren, but such a play as brings smiles with tears be­hind. An old man and two small chil­dren walk­ing to­geth­er can be seen at any hour of the day; but the sight of old Joly­on, with Jolly and Holly seemed to young Joly­on a spe­cial peep­show of the things that lie at the bot­tom of our hearts. The com­plete sur­render of that erect old fig­ure to those little fig­ures on either hand was too poignantly tender, and, be­ing a man of an ha­bitu­al re­flex ac­tion, young Joly­on swore softly un­der his breath. The show af­fected him in a way un­be­com­ing to a For­syte, who is noth­ing if not un­demon­strat­ive.

			Thus they reached the li­on-house.

			There had been a morn­ing fête at the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens, and a large num­ber of Forsy—that is, of well-dressed people who kept car­riages had brought them on to the Zoo, so as to have more, if pos­sible, for their money, be­fore go­ing back to Rut­land Gate or Bry­an­ston Square.

			“Let’s go on to the Zoo,” they had said to each oth­er; “it’ll be great fun!” It was a shil­ling day; and there would not be all those hor­rid com­mon people.

			In front of the long line of cages they were col­lec­ted in rows, watch­ing the tawny, raven­ous beasts be­hind the bars await their only pleas­ure of the four-and-twenty hours. The hun­gri­er the beast, the great­er the fas­cin­a­tion. But wheth­er be­cause the spec­tat­ors en­vied his ap­pet­ite, or, more hu­manely, be­cause it was so soon to be sat­is­fied, young Joly­on could not tell. Re­marks kept fall­ing on his ears: “That’s a nasty-look­ing brute, that ti­ger!” “Oh, what a love! Look at his little mouth!” “Yes, he’s rather nice! Don’t go too near, moth­er.”

			And fre­quently, with little pats, one or an­oth­er would clap their hands to their pock­ets be­hind and look round, as though ex­pect­ing young Joly­on or some dis­in­ter­ested-look­ing per­son to re­lieve them of the con­tents.

			A well-fed man in a white waist­coat said slowly through his teeth: “It’s all greed; they can’t be hungry. Why, they take no ex­er­cise.” At these words a ti­ger snatched a piece of bleed­ing liv­er, and the fat man laughed. His wife, in a Par­is mod­el frock and gold nose-nip­pers, re­proved him: “How can you laugh, Harry? Such a hor­rid sight!”

			Young Joly­on frowned.

			The cir­cum­stances of his life, though he had ceased to take a too per­son­al view of them, had left him sub­ject to an in­ter­mit­tent con­tempt; and the class to which he had be­longed—the car­riage class—es­pe­cially ex­cited his sar­casm.

			To shut up a li­on or ti­ger in con­fine­ment was surely a hor­rible bar­bar­ity. But no cul­tiv­ated per­son would ad­mit this.

			The idea of its be­ing bar­bar­ous to con­fine wild an­im­als had prob­ably nev­er even oc­curred to his fath­er for in­stance; he be­longed to the old school, who con­sidered it at once hu­man­iz­ing and edu­ca­tion­al to con­fine ba­boons and pan­thers, hold­ing the view, no doubt, that in course of time they might in­duce these creatures not so un­reas­on­ably to die of misery and heart­sick­ness against the bars of their cages, and put the so­ci­ety to the ex­pense of get­ting oth­ers! In his eyes, as in the eyes of all For­sytes, the pleas­ure of see­ing these beau­ti­ful creatures in a state of cap­tiv­ity far out­weighed the in­con­veni­ence of im­pris­on­ment to beasts whom God had so im­provid­ently placed in a state of free­dom! It was for the an­im­al’s good, re­mov­ing them at once from the count­less dangers of open air and ex­er­cise, and en­abling them to ex­er­cise their func­tions in the guar­an­teed se­clu­sion of a private com­part­ment! In­deed, it was doubt­ful what wild an­im­als were made for but to be shut up in cages!

			But as young Joly­on had in his con­sti­tu­tion the ele­ments of im­par­ti­al­ity, he re­flec­ted that to stig­mat­ize as bar­bar­ity that which was merely lack of ima­gin­a­tion must be wrong; for none who held these views had been placed in a sim­il­ar po­s­i­tion to the an­im­als they caged, and could not, there­fore, be ex­pec­ted to enter in­to their sen­sa­tions. It was not un­til they were leav­ing the gar­dens—Jolly and Holly in a state of bliss­ful de­li­ri­um—that old Joly­on found an op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing to his son on the mat­ter next his heart. “I don’t know what to make of it,” he said; “if she’s to go on as she’s go­ing on now, I can’t tell what’s to come. I wanted her to see the doc­tor, but she won’t. She’s not a bit like me. She’s your moth­er all over. Ob­stin­ate as a mule! If she doesn’t want to do a thing, she won’t, and there’s an end of it!”

			Young Joly­on smiled; his eyes had wandered to his fath­er’s chin. “A pair of you,” he thought, but he said noth­ing.

			“And then,” went on old Joly­on, “there’s this Bosin­ney. I should like to punch the fel­low’s head, but I can’t, I sup­pose, though—I don’t see why you shouldn’t,” he ad­ded doubt­fully.

			“What has he done? Far bet­ter that it should come to an end, if they don’t hit it off!”

			Old Joly­on looked at his son. Now they had ac­tu­ally come to dis­cuss a sub­ject con­nec­ted with the re­la­tions between the sexes he felt dis­trust­ful. Jo would be sure to hold some loose view or oth­er.

			“Well, I don’t know what you think,” he said; “I dare say your sym­pathy’s with him—shouldn’t be sur­prised; but I think he’s be­hav­ing pre­cious badly, and if he comes my way I shall tell him so.” He dropped the sub­ject.

			It was im­possible to dis­cuss with his son the true nature and mean­ing of Bosin­ney’s de­fec­tion. Had not his son done the very same thing (worse, if pos­sible) fif­teen years ago? There seemed no end to the con­sequences of that piece of folly.

			Young Joly­on also was si­lent; he had quickly pen­et­rated his fath­er’s thought, for, de­throned from the high seat of an ob­vi­ous and un­com­plic­ated view of things, he had be­come both per­cept­ive and subtle.

			The at­ti­tude he had ad­op­ted to­wards sexu­al mat­ters fif­teen years be­fore, how­ever, was too dif­fer­ent from his fath­er’s. There was no bridging the gulf.

			He said coolly: “I sup­pose he’s fallen in love with some oth­er wo­man?”

			Old Joly­on gave him a du­bi­ous look: “I can’t tell,” he said; “they say so!”

			“Then, it’s prob­ably true,” re­marked young Joly­on un­ex­pec­tedly; “and I sup­pose they’ve told you who she is?”

			“Yes,” said old Joly­on, “Soames’ wife!”

			Young Joly­on did not whistle: The cir­cum­stances of his own life had rendered him in­cap­able of whist­ling on such a sub­ject, but he looked at his fath­er, while the ghost of a smile hovered over his face.

			If old Joly­on saw, he took no no­tice.

			“She and June were bos­om friends!” he muttered.

			“Poor little June!” said young Joly­on softly. He thought of his daugh­ter still as a babe of three.

			Old Joly­on came to a sud­den halt.

			“I don’t be­lieve a word of it,” he said, “it’s some old wo­man’s tale. Get me a cab, Jo, I’m tired to death!”

			They stood at a corner to see if an empty cab would come along, while car­riage after car­riage drove past, bear­ing For­sytes of all de­scrip­tions from the Zoo. The har­ness, the liv­er­ies, the gloss on the horses’ coats, shone and glittered in the May sun­light, and each equipage, land­au, so­ci­able, ba­rouche, Vic­tor­ia, or brougham, seemed to roll out proudly from its wheels:

			
				
					“I and my horses and my men you know,
					

					In­deed the whole turnout have cost a pot.
					

					But we were worth it every penny. Look
					

					At Mas­ter and at Mis­sis now, the dawgs!
					

					Ease with se­cur­ity—ah! that’s the tick­et!”
				

			

			And such, as every­one knows, is fit ac­com­pani­ment for a per­am­bu­lat­ing For­syte.

			Amongst these car­riages was a ba­rouche com­ing at a great­er pace than the oth­ers, drawn by a pair of bright bay horses. It swung on its high springs, and the four people who filled it seemed rocked as in a cradle.

			This chari­ot at­trac­ted young Joly­on’s at­ten­tion; and sud­denly, on the back seat, he re­cog­nised his Uncle James, un­mis­tak­able in spite of the in­creased white­ness of his whiskers; op­pos­ite, their backs de­fen­ded by sun­shades, Rachel For­syte and her eld­er but mar­ried sis­ter, Wini­fred Dartie, in ir­re­proach­able toi­lettes, had posed their heads haught­ily, like two of the birds they had been see­ing at the Zoo; while by James’ side re­clined Dartie, in a brand-new frock-coat buttoned tight and square, with a large ex­panse of care­fully shot lin­en pro­trud­ing be­low each wrist­band.

			An ex­tra, if sub­dued, sparkle, an ad­ded touch of the best gloss or var­nish char­ac­ter­ized this vehicle, and seemed to dis­tin­guish it from all the oth­ers, as though by some happy ex­tra­vag­ance—like that which marks out the real “work of art” from the or­din­ary “pic­ture”—it were des­ig­nated as the typ­ic­al car, the very throne of For­syte­dom.

			Old Joly­on did not see them pass; he was pet­ting poor Holly who was tired, but those in the car­riage had taken in the little group; the ladies’ heads tilted sud­denly, there was a spas­mod­ic screen­ing move­ment of para­sols; James’ face pro­truded na­ively, like the head of a long bird, his mouth slowly open­ing. The shield-like rounds of the para­sols grew smal­ler and smal­ler, and van­ished.

			Young Joly­on saw that he had been re­cog­nised, even by Wini­fred, who could not have been more than fif­teen when he had for­feited the right to be con­sidered a For­syte.

			There was not much change in them! He re­membered the ex­act look of their turnout all that time ago: Horses, men, car­riage—all dif­fer­ent now, no doubt—but of the pre­cise stamp of fif­teen years be­fore; the same neat dis­play, the same nicely cal­cu­lated ar­rog­ance ease with se­cur­ity! The swing ex­act, the pose of the sun­shades ex­act, ex­act the spir­it of the whole thing.

			And in the sun­light, de­fen­ded by the haughty shields of para­sols, car­riage after car­riage went by.

			“Uncle James has just passed, with his fe­male folk,” said young Joly­on.

			His fath­er looked black. “Did your uncle see us? Yes? Hmph! What’s he want, com­ing down in­to these parts?”

			An empty cab drove up at this mo­ment, and old Joly­on stopped it.

			“I shall see you again be­fore long, my boy!” he said. “Don’t you go pay­ing any at­ten­tion to what I’ve been say­ing about young Bosin­ney—I don’t be­lieve a word of it!”

			Kiss­ing the chil­dren, who tried to de­tain him, he stepped in and was borne away.

			Young Joly­on, who had taken Holly up in his arms, stood mo­tion­less at the corner, look­ing after the cab.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Af­ter­noon at Timothy’s

			
			If old Joly­on, as he got in­to his cab, had said: “I won’t be­lieve a word of it!” he would more truth­fully have ex­pressed his sen­ti­ments.

			The no­tion that James and his wo­man­kind had seen him in the com­pany of his son had awakened in him not only the im­pa­tience he al­ways felt when crossed, but that secret hos­til­ity nat­ur­al between broth­ers, the roots of which—little nurs­ery rival­ries—some­times toughen and deep­en as life goes on, and, all hid­den, sup­port a plant cap­able of pro­du­cing in sea­son the bitterest fruits.

			Hitherto there had been between these six broth­ers no more un­friendly feel­ing than that caused by the secret and nat­ur­al doubt that the oth­ers might be rich­er than them­selves; a feel­ing in­creased to the pitch of curi­os­ity by the ap­proach of death—that end of all han­di­caps—and the great “close­ness” of their man of busi­ness, who, with some saga­city, would pro­fess to Nich­olas ig­nor­ance of James’ in­come, to James ig­nor­ance of old Joly­on’s, to Joly­on ig­nor­ance of Ro­ger’s, to Ro­ger ig­nor­ance of Swith­in’s, while to Swith­in he would say most ir­rit­at­ingly that Nich­olas must be a rich man. Timothy alone was ex­empt, be­ing in gilt-edged se­cur­it­ies.

			But now, between two of them at least, had aris­en a very dif­fer­ent sense of in­jury. From the mo­ment when James had the im­per­tin­ence to pry in­to his af­fairs—as he put it—old Joly­on no longer chose to cred­it this story about Bosin­ney. His grand­daugh­ter slighted through a mem­ber of “that fel­low’s” fam­ily! He made up his mind that Bosin­ney was ma­ligned. There must be some oth­er reas­on for his de­fec­tion.

			June had flown out at him, or some­thing; she was as touchy as she could be!

			He would, how­ever, let Timothy have a bit of his mind, and see if he would go on drop­ping hints! And he would not let the grass grow un­der his feet either, he would go there at once, and take very good care that he didn’t have to go again on the same er­rand.

			He saw James’ car­riage block­ing the pave­ment in front of The Bower. So they had got there be­fore him—cack­ling about hav­ing seen him, he dared say! And fur­ther on, Swith­in’s greys were turn­ing their noses to­wards the noses of James’ bays, as though in con­clave over the fam­ily, while their coach­men were in con­clave above.

			Old Joly­on, de­pos­it­ing his hat on the chair in the nar­row hall, where that hat of Bosin­ney’s had so long ago been mis­taken for a cat, passed his thin hand grimly over his face with its great droop­ing white mous­taches, as though to re­move all traces of ex­pres­sion, and made his way up­stairs.

			He found the front draw­ing-room full. It was full enough at the best of times—without vis­it­ors—without any­one in it—for Timothy and his sis­ters, fol­low­ing the tra­di­tion of their gen­er­a­tion, con­sidered that a room was not quite “nice” un­less it was “prop­erly” fur­nished. It held, there­fore, el­ev­en chairs, a sofa, three tables, two cab­in­ets, in­nu­mer­able knick­nacks, and part of a large grand pi­ano. And now, oc­cu­pied by Mrs. Small, Aunt Hester, by Swith­in, James, Rachel, Wini­fred, Eu­phemia, who had come in again to re­turn Pas­sion and Paregor­ic which she had read at lunch, and her chum Frances, Ro­ger’s daugh­ter (the mu­sic­al For­syte, the one who com­posed songs), there was only one chair left un­oc­cu­pied, ex­cept, of course, the two that nobody ever sat on—and the only stand­ing room was oc­cu­pied by the cat, on whom old Joly­on promptly stepped.

			In these days it was by no means un­usu­al for Timothy to have so many vis­it­ors. The fam­ily had al­ways, one and all, had a real re­spect for Aunt Ann, and now that she was gone, they were com­ing far more fre­quently to The Bower, and stay­ing longer.

			Swith­in had been the first to ar­rive, and seated tor­pid in a red sat­in chair with a gilt back, he gave every ap­pear­ance of last­ing the oth­ers out. And sym­bol­iz­ing Bosin­ney’s name “the big one,” with his great stature and bulk, his thick white hair, his puffy im­mov­able shaven face, he looked more primev­al than ever in the highly up­holstered room.

			His con­ver­sa­tion, as usu­al of late, had turned at once upon Irene, and he had lost no time in giv­ing Aunts Ju­ley and Hester his opin­ion with re­gard to this ru­mour he heard was go­ing about. No—as he said—she might want a bit of flir­ta­tion—a pretty wo­man must have her fling; but more than that he did not be­lieve. Noth­ing open; she had too much good sense, too much prop­er ap­pre­ci­ation of what was due to her po­s­i­tion, and to the fam­ily! No sc—he was go­ing to say “scan­dal” but the very idea was so pre­pos­ter­ous that he waved his hand as though to say—“but let that pass!”

			Gran­ted that Swith­in took a bach­el­or’s view of the situ­ation—still what in­deed was not due to that fam­ily in which so many had done so well for them­selves, had at­tained a cer­tain po­s­i­tion? If he had heard in dark, pess­im­ist­ic mo­ments the words “yeo­men” and “very small beer” used in con­nec­tion with his ori­gin, did he be­lieve them?

			No! he cher­ished, hug­ging it pathet­ic­ally to his bos­om the secret the­ory that there was some­thing dis­tin­guished some­where in his an­ces­try.

			“Must be,” he once said to young Joly­on, be­fore the lat­ter went to the bad. “Look at us, we’ve got on! There must be good blood in us some­where.”

			He had been fond of young Joly­on: the boy had been in a good set at Col­lege, had known that old ruf­fi­an Sir Charles Fiste’s sons—a pretty ras­cal one of them had turned out, too; and there was style about him—it was a thou­sand pit­ies he had run off with that half-for­eign gov­erness! If he must go off like that why couldn’t he have chosen someone who would have done them cred­it! And what was he now?—an un­der­writer at Lloyd’s; they said he even painted pic­tures—pic­tures! Damme! he might have ended as Sir Joly­on For­syte, Bart., with a seat in Par­lia­ment, and a place in the coun­try!

			It was Swith­in who, fol­low­ing the im­pulse which soon­er or later urges thereto some mem­ber of every great fam­ily, went to the Her­alds’ Of­fice, where they as­sured him that he was un­doubtedly of the same fam­ily as the well-known Forsites with an i, whose arms were “three dex­ter buckles on a sable ground gules,” hop­ing no doubt to get him to take them up.

			Swith­in, how­ever, did not do this, but hav­ing as­cer­tained that the crest was a “pheas­ant prop­er,” and the motto “For Forsite,” he had the pheas­ant prop­er placed upon his car­riage and the but­tons of his coach­man, and both crest and motto on his writ­ing-pa­per. The arms he hugged to him­self, partly be­cause, not hav­ing paid for them, he thought it would look os­ten­ta­tious to put them on his car­riage, and he hated os­ten­ta­tion, and partly be­cause he, like any prac­tic­al man all over the coun­try, had a secret dis­like and con­tempt for things he could not un­der­stand he found it hard, as any­one might, to swal­low “three dex­ter buckles on a sable ground gules.”

			He nev­er for­got, how­ever, their hav­ing told him that if he paid for them he would be en­titled to use them, and it strengthened his con­vic­tion that he was a gen­tle­man. Im­per­cept­ibly the rest of the fam­ily ab­sorbed the “pheas­ant prop­er,” and some, more ser­i­ous than oth­ers, ad­op­ted the motto; old Joly­on, how­ever, re­fused to use the lat­ter, say­ing that it was hum­bug mean­ing noth­ing, so far as he could see.

			Among the older gen­er­a­tion it was per­haps known at bot­tom from what great his­tor­ic­al event they de­rived their crest; and if pressed on the sub­ject, soon­er than tell a lie—they did not like telling lies, hav­ing an im­pres­sion that only French­men and Rus­si­ans told them—they would con­fess hur­riedly that Swith­in had got hold of it some­how.

			Among the young­er gen­er­a­tion the mat­ter was wrapped in a dis­cre­tion prop­er. They did not want to hurt the feel­ings of their eld­ers, nor to feel ri­dicu­lous them­selves; they simply used the crest. …

			“No,” said Swith­in, “he had had an op­por­tun­ity of see­ing for him­self, and what he should say was, that there was noth­ing in her man­ner to that young Buc­can­eer or Bosin­ney or whatever his name was, dif­fer­ent from her man­ner to him­self; in fact, he should rather say. …” But here the en­trance of Frances and Eu­phemia put an un­for­tu­nate stop to the con­ver­sa­tion, for this was not a sub­ject which could be dis­cussed be­fore young people.

			And though Swith­in was some­what up­set at be­ing stopped like this on the point of say­ing some­thing im­port­ant, he soon re­covered his af­fabil­ity. He was rather fond of Frances—Francie, as she was called in the fam­ily. She was so smart, and they told him she made a pretty little pot of pin-money by her songs; he called it very clev­er of her.

			He rather prided him­self in­deed on a lib­er­al at­ti­tude to­wards wo­men, not see­ing any reas­on why they shouldn’t paint pic­tures, or write tunes, or books even, for the mat­ter of that, es­pe­cially if they could turn a use­ful penny by it; not at all—kept them out of mis­chief. It was not as if they were men!

			“Little Francie,” as she was usu­ally called with good-natured con­tempt, was an im­port­ant per­son­age, if only as a stand­ing il­lus­tra­tion of the at­ti­tude of For­sytes to­wards the Arts. She was not really “little,” but rather tall, with dark hair for a For­syte, which, to­geth­er with a grey eye, gave her what was called “a Celt­ic ap­pear­ance.” She wrote songs with titles like “Breath­ing Sighs,” or “Kiss Me, Moth­er, Ere I Die,” with a re­frain like an an­them:

			
				
					“Kiss me, Moth­er, ere I die;
					

					Kiss me—kiss me, Moth­er, ah!
					

					Kiss, ah! kiss me e—ere I—
					

					Kiss me, Moth­er, ere I d—d—die!”
				

			

			She wrote the words to them her­self, and oth­er poems. In light­er mo­ments she wrote waltzes, one of which, the “Kens­ing­ton Coil,” was al­most na­tion­al to Kens­ing­ton, hav­ing a sweet dip in it. Thus:

			
				[image: A musical score.]
			
			It was very ori­gin­al. Then there were her “Songs for Little People,” at once edu­ca­tion­al and witty, es­pe­cially “Gran’ma’s Por­gie,” and that ditty, al­most proph­et­ic­ally im­bued with the com­ing Im­per­i­al spir­it, en­titled “Black Him in His Little Eye.”

			Any pub­lish­er would take these, and re­views like High Liv­ing, and the Ladies’ Gen­teel Guide went in­to rap­tures over: “An­oth­er of Miss Francie For­syte’s spir­ited dit­ties, spark­ling and pathet­ic. We ourselves were moved to tears and laughter. Miss For­syte should go far.”

			With the true in­stinct of her breed, Francie had made a point of know­ing the right people—people who would write about her, and talk about her, and people in So­ci­ety, too—keep­ing a men­tal re­gister of just where to ex­ert her fas­cin­a­tions, and an eye on that steady scale of rising prices, which in her mind’s eye rep­res­en­ted the fu­ture. In this way she caused her­self to be uni­ver­sally re­spec­ted.

			Once, at a time when her emo­tions were whipped by an at­tach­ment—for the ten­or of Ro­ger’s life, with its whole­hearted col­lec­tion of house prop­erty, had in­duced in his only daugh­ter a tend­ency to­wards pas­sion—she turned to great and sin­cere work, choos­ing the son­ata form, for the vi­ol­in. This was the only one of her pro­duc­tions that troubled the For­sytes. They felt at once that it would not sell.

			Ro­ger, who liked hav­ing a clev­er daugh­ter well enough, and of­ten al­luded to the amount of pock­et-money she made for her­self, was up­set by this vi­ol­in son­ata.

			“Rub­bish like that!” he called it. Francie had bor­rowed young Flageoletti from Eu­phemia, to play it in the draw­ing-room at Prince’s Gar­dens.

			As a mat­ter of fact Ro­ger was right. It was rub­bish, but—an­noy­ing! the sort of rub­bish that wouldn’t sell. As every For­syte knows, rub­bish that sells is not rub­bish at all—far from it.

			And yet, in spite of the sound com­mon sense which fixed the worth of art at what it would fetch, some of the For­sytes—Aunt Hester, for in­stance, who had al­ways been mu­sic­al—could not help re­gret­ting that Francie’s mu­sic was not “clas­sic­al”; the same with her poems. But then, as Aunt Hester said, they didn’t see any po­etry nowadays, all the poems were “little light things.”

			There was nobody who could write a poem like Para­dise Lost, or Childe Har­old, either of which made you feel that you really had read some­thing. Still, it was nice for Francie to have some­thing to oc­cupy her; while oth­er girls were spend­ing money shop­ping she was mak­ing it!

			And both Aunt Hester and Aunt Ju­ley were al­ways ready to listen to the latest story of how Francie had got her price in­creased.

			They listened now, to­geth­er with Swith­in, who sat pre­tend­ing not to, for these young people talked so fast and mumbled so, he nev­er could catch what they said.

			“And I can’t think,” said Mrs. Sep­timus, “how you do it. I should nev­er have the au­da­city!”

			Francie smiled lightly. “I’d much rather deal with a man than a wo­man. Wo­men are so sharp!”

			“My dear,” cried Mrs. Small, “I’m sure we’re not.”

			Eu­phemia went off in­to her si­lent laugh, and, end­ing with the squeak, said, as though be­ing strangled: “Oh, you’ll kill me some day, auntie.”

			Swith­in saw no ne­ces­sity to laugh; he de­tested people laugh­ing when he him­self per­ceived no joke. In­deed, he de­tested Eu­phemia al­to­geth­er, to whom he al­ways al­luded as “Nick’s daugh­ter, what’s she called—the pale one?” He had just missed be­ing her god­fath­er—in­deed, would have been, had he not taken a firm stand against her out­land­ish name. He hated be­com­ing a god­fath­er. Swith­in then said to Francie with dig­nity: “It’s a fine day—er—for the time of year.” But Eu­phemia, who knew per­fectly well that he had re­fused to be her god­fath­er, turned to Aunt Hester, and began telling her how she had seen Irene—Mrs. Soames—at the Church and Com­mer­cial Stores.

			“And Soames was with her?” said Aunt Hester, to whom Mrs. Small had as yet had no op­por­tun­ity of re­lat­ing the in­cid­ent.

			“Soames with her? Of course not!”

			“But was she all alone in Lon­don?”

			“Oh, no; there was Mr. Bosin­ney with her. She was per­fectly dressed.”

			But Swith­in, hear­ing the name Irene, looked severely at Eu­phemia, who, it is true, nev­er did look well in a dress, whatever she may have done on oth­er oc­ca­sions, and said:

			“Dressed like a lady, I’ve no doubt. It’s a pleas­ure to see her.”

			At this mo­ment James and his daugh­ters were an­nounced. Dartie, feel­ing badly in want of a drink, had pleaded an ap­point­ment with his dent­ist, and, be­ing put down at the Marble Arch, had got in­to a hansom, and was already seated in the win­dow of his club in Pic­ca­dilly.

			His wife, he told his cronies, had wanted to take him to pay some calls. It was not in his line—not ex­actly. Haw!

			Hail­ing the waiter, he sent him out to the hall to see what had won the 4:30 race. He was dog-tired, he said, and that was a fact; had been driv­in’ about with his wife to “shows” all the af­ter­noon. Had put his foot down at last. A fel­low must live his own life.

			At this mo­ment, glan­cing out of the bay win­dow—for he loved this seat whence he could see every­body pass—his eye un­for­tu­nately, or per­haps for­tu­nately, chanced to light on the fig­ure of Soames, who was mous­ing across the road from the Green Park-side, with the evid­ent in­ten­tion of com­ing in, for he, too, be­longed to “The Iseeum.”

			Dartie sprang to his feet; grasp­ing his glass, he muttered some­thing about “that 4:30 race,” and swiftly with­drew to the card-room, where Soames nev­er came. Here, in com­plete isol­a­tion and a dim light, he lived his own life till half past sev­en, by which hour he knew Soames must cer­tainly have left the club.

			It would not do, as he kept re­peat­ing to him­self whenev­er he felt the im­pulse to join the gos­sips in the bay-win­dow get­ting too strong for him—it ab­so­lutely would not do, with fin­ances as low as his, and the “old man” (James) rusty ever since that busi­ness over the oil shares, which was no fault of his, to risk a row with Wini­fred.

			If Soames were to see him in the club it would be sure to come round to her that he wasn’t at the dent­ist’s at all. He nev­er knew a fam­ily where things “came round” so. Un­eas­ily, amongst the green baize card-tables, a frown on his olive col­oured face, his check trousers crossed, and pat­ent-leath­er boots shin­ing through the gloom, he sat bit­ing his fore­finger, and won­der­ing where the deuce he was to get the money if Erot­ic failed to win the Lan­cashire Cup.

			His thoughts turned gloomily to the For­sytes. What a set they were! There was no get­ting any­thing out of them—at least, it was a mat­ter of ex­treme dif­fi­culty. They were so damned par­tic­u­lar about money mat­ters; not a sports­man amongst the lot, un­less it were George. That fel­low Soames, for in­stance, would have a fit if you tried to bor­row a ten­ner from him, or, if he didn’t have a fit, he looked at you with his cursed su­per­cili­ous smile, as if you were a lost soul be­cause you were in want of money.

			And that wife of his (Dartie’s mouth watered in­vol­un­tar­ily), he had tried to be on good terms with her, as one nat­ur­ally would with any pretty sis­ter-in-law, but he would be cursed if the (he men­tally used a coarse word)—would have any­thing to say to him—she looked at him, in­deed, as if he were dirt—and yet she could go far enough, he wouldn’t mind bet­ting. He knew wo­men; they wer­en’t made with soft eyes and fig­ures like that for noth­ing, as that fel­low Soames would jolly soon find out, if there were any­thing in what he had heard about this Buc­can­eer Johnny.

			Rising from his chair, Dartie took a turn across the room, end­ing in front of the look­ing-glass over the marble chim­neypiece; and there he stood for a long time con­tem­plat­ing in the glass the re­flec­tion of his face. It had that look, pe­cu­li­ar to some men, of hav­ing been steeped in lin­seed oil, with its waxed dark mous­taches and the little dis­tin­guished com­mence­ments of side whiskers; and con­cern­edly he felt the prom­ise of a pimple on the side of his slightly curved and fat­tish nose.

			In the mean­time old Joly­on had found the re­main­ing chair in Timothy’s com­mo­di­ous draw­ing-room. His ad­vent had ob­vi­ously put a stop to the con­ver­sa­tion, de­cided awk­ward­ness hav­ing set in. Aunt Ju­ley, with her well-known kind­hearted­ness, hastened to set people at their ease again.

			“Yes, Joly­on,” she said, “we were just say­ing that you haven’t been here for a long time; but we mustn’t be sur­prised. You’re busy, of course? James was just say­ing what a busy time of year. …”

			“Was he?” said old Joly­on, look­ing hard at James. “It wouldn’t be half so busy if every­body minded their own busi­ness.”

			James, brood­ing in a small chair from which his knees ran up­hill, shif­ted his feet un­eas­ily, and put one of them down on the cat, which had un­wisely taken refuge from old Joly­on be­side him.

			“Here, you’ve got a cat here,” he said in an in­jured voice, with­draw­ing his foot nervously as he felt it squeez­ing in­to the soft, furry body.

			“Sev­er­al,” said old Joly­on, look­ing at one face and an­oth­er; “I trod on one just now.”

			A si­lence fol­lowed.

			Then Mrs. Small, twist­ing her fin­gers and gaz­ing round with “pathet­ic calm,” asked: “And how is dear June?”

			A twinkle of hu­mour shot through the stern­ness of old Joly­on’s eyes. Ex­traordin­ary old wo­man, Ju­ley! No one quite like her for say­ing the wrong thing!

			“Bad!” he said; “Lon­don don’t agree with her—too many people about, too much clat­ter and chat­ter by half.” He laid em­phas­is on the words, and again looked James in the face.

			Nobody spoke.

			A feel­ing of its be­ing too dan­ger­ous to take a step in any dir­ec­tion, or haz­ard any re­mark, had fallen on them all. Some­thing of the sense of the im­pend­ing, that comes over the spec­tat­or of a Greek tragedy, had entered that up­holstered room, filled with those white-haired, frock-coated old men, and fash­ion­ably at­tired wo­men, who were all of the same blood, between all of whom ex­is­ted an un­seiz­able re­semb­lance.

			Not that they were con­scious of it—the vis­its of such fate­ful, bit­ter spir­its are only felt.

			Then Swith­in rose. He would not sit there, feel­ing like that—he was not to be put down by any­one! And, man­oeuv­ring round the room with ad­ded pomp, he shook hands with each sep­ar­ately.

			“You tell Timothy from me,” he said, “that he coddles him­self too much!” Then, turn­ing to Francie, whom he con­sidered “smart,” he ad­ded: “You come with me for a drive one of these days.” But this con­jured up the vis­ion of that oth­er event­ful drive which had been so much talked about, and he stood quite still for a second, with glassy eyes, as though wait­ing to catch up with the sig­ni­fic­ance of what he him­self had said; then, sud­denly re­col­lect­ing that he didn’t care a damn, he turned to old Joly­on: “Well, good­bye, Joly­on! You shouldn’t go about without an over­coat; you’ll be get­ting sci­at­ica or some­thing!” And, kick­ing the cat slightly with the poin­ted tip of his pat­ent leath­er boot, he took his huge form away.

			When he had gone every­one looked secretly at the oth­ers, to see how they had taken the men­tion of the word “drive”—the word which had be­come fam­ous, and ac­quired an over­whelm­ing im­port­ance, as the only of­fi­cial—so to speak—news in con­nec­tion with the vague and sin­is­ter ru­mour cling­ing to the fam­ily tongue.

			Eu­phemia, yield­ing to an im­pulse, said with a short laugh: “I’m glad Uncle Swith­in doesn’t ask me to go for drives.”

			Mrs. Small, to re­as­sure her and smooth over any little awk­ward­ness the sub­ject might have, replied: “My dear, he likes to take some­body well dressed, who will do him a little cred­it. I shall nev­er for­get the drive he took me. It was an ex­per­i­ence!” And her chubby round old face was spread for a mo­ment with a strange con­tent­ment; then broke in­to pouts, and tears came in­to her eyes. She was think­ing of that long ago driv­ing tour she had once taken with Sep­timus Small.

			James, who had re­lapsed in­to his nervous brood­ing in the little chair, sud­denly roused him­self: “He’s a funny fel­low, Swith­in,” he said, but in a half­hearted way.

			Old Joly­on’s si­lence, his stern eyes, held them all in a kind of para­lys­is. He was dis­con­cer­ted him­self by the ef­fect of his own words—an ef­fect which seemed to deep­en the im­port­ance of the very ru­mour he had come to scotch; but he was still angry.

			He had not done with them yet—No, no—he would give them an­oth­er rub or two.

			He did not wish to rub his nieces, he had no quar­rel with them—a young and present­able fe­male al­ways ap­pealed to old Joly­on’s clem­ency—but that fel­low James, and, in a less de­gree per­haps, those oth­ers, de­served all they would get. And he, too, asked for Timothy.

			As though feel­ing that some danger threatened her young­er broth­er, Aunt Ju­ley sud­denly offered him tea: “There it is,” she said, “all cold and nasty, wait­ing for you in the back draw­ing room, but Smith­er shall make you some fresh.”

			Old Joly­on rose: “Thank you,” he said, look­ing straight at James, “but I’ve no time for tea, and—scan­dal, and the rest of it! It’s time I was at home. Good­bye, Ju­lia; good­bye, Hester; good­bye, Wini­fred.”

			Without more ce­re­mo­ni­ous adieux, he marched out.

			Once again in his cab, his an­ger evap­or­ated, for so it ever was with his wrath—when he had rapped out, it was gone. Sad­ness came over his spir­it. He had stopped their mouths, maybe, but at what a cost! At the cost of cer­tain know­ledge that the ru­mour he had been re­solved not to be­lieve was true. June was aban­doned, and for the wife of that fel­low’s son! He felt it was true, and hardened him­self to treat it as if it were not; but the pain he hid be­neath this res­ol­u­tion began slowly, surely, to vent it­self in a blind re­sent­ment against James and his son.

			The six wo­men and one man left be­hind in the little draw­ing-room began talk­ing as eas­ily as might be after such an oc­cur­rence, for though each one of them knew for a fact that he or she nev­er talked scan­dal, each one of them also knew that the oth­er six did; all were there­fore angry and at a loss. James only was si­lent, dis­turbed, to the bot­tom of his soul.

			Presently Francie said: “Do you know, I think Uncle Joly­on is ter­ribly changed this last year. What do you think, Aunt Hester?”

			Aunt Hester made a little move­ment of re­coil: “Oh, ask your Aunt Ju­lia!” she said; “I know noth­ing about it.”

			No one else was afraid of as­sent­ing, and James muttered gloomily at the floor: “He’s not half the man he was.”

			“I’ve no­ticed it a long time,” went on Francie; “he’s aged tre­mend­ously.”

			Aunt Ju­ley shook her head; her face seemed sud­denly to have be­come one im­mense pout.

			“Poor dear Joly­on,” she said, “some­body ought to see to it for him!”

			There was again si­lence; then, as though in ter­ror of be­ing left sol­it­ar­ily be­hind, all five vis­it­ors rose sim­ul­tan­eously, and took their de­par­ture.

			Mrs. Small, Aunt Hester, and their cat were left once more alone, the sound of a door clos­ing in the dis­tance an­nounced the ap­proach of Timothy.

			That even­ing, when Aunt Hester had just got off to sleep in the back bed­room that used to be Aunt Ju­ley’s be­fore Aunt Ju­ley took Aunt Ann’s, her door was opened, and Mrs. Small, in a pink night­cap, a candle in her hand, entered: “Hester!” she said. “Hester!”

			Aunt Hester faintly rustled the sheet.

			“Hester,” re­peated Aunt Ju­ley, to make quite sure that she had awakened her, “I am quite troubled about poor dear Joly­on. What,” Aunt Ju­ley dwelt on the word, “do you think ought to be done?”

			Aunt Hester again rustled the sheet, her voice was heard faintly plead­ing: “Done? How should I know?”

			Aunt Ju­ley turned away sat­is­fied, and clos­ing the door with ex­tra gen­tle­ness so as not to dis­turb dear Hester, let it slip through her fin­gers and fall to with a crack.

			Back in her own room, she stood at the win­dow gaz­ing at the moon over the trees in the Park, through a chink in the muslin cur­tains, close drawn lest any­one should see. And there, with her face all round and pout­ing in its pink cap, and her eyes wet, she thought of “dear Joly­on,” so old and so lonely, and how she could be of some use to him; and how he would come to love her, as she had nev­er been loved since—since poor Sep­timus went away.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Dance at Ro­ger’s

			
			Ro­ger’s house in Prince’s Gar­dens was bril­liantly alight. Large num­bers of wax candles had been col­lec­ted and placed in cut-glass chan­deliers, and the par­quet floor of the long, double draw­ing-room re­flec­ted these con­stel­la­tions. An ap­pear­ance of real spa­cious­ness had been se­cured by mov­ing out all the fur­niture on to the up­per land­ings, and en­clos­ing the room with those strange ap­pend­ages of civil­iz­a­tion known as “rout” seats. In a re­mote corner, em­bowered in palms, was a cot­tage pi­ano, with a copy of the “Kens­ing­ton Coil” open on the mu­sic-stand.

			Ro­ger had ob­jec­ted to a band. He didn’t see in the least what they wanted with a band; he wouldn’t go to the ex­pense, and there was an end of it. Francie (her moth­er, whom Ro­ger had long since re­duced to chron­ic dys­pep­sia, went to bed on such oc­ca­sions), had been ob­liged to con­tent her­self with sup­ple­ment­ing the pi­ano by a young man who played the cor­net, and she so ar­ranged with palms that any­one who did not look in­to the heart of things might ima­gine there were sev­er­al mu­si­cians secreted there. She made up her mind to tell them to play loud—there was a lot of mu­sic in a cor­net, if the man would only put his soul in­to it.

			In the more cul­tiv­ated Amer­ic­an tongue, she was “through” at last—through that tor­tu­ous labyrinth of make­shifts, which must be tra­versed be­fore fash­ion­able dis­play can be com­bined with the sound eco­nomy of a For­syte. Thin but bril­liant, in her maize-col­oured frock with much tulle about the shoulders, she went from place to place, fit­ting on her gloves, and cast­ing her eye over it all.

			To the hired but­ler (for Ro­ger only kept maids) she spoke about the wine. Did he quite un­der­stand that Mr. For­syte wished a dozen bottles of the cham­pagne from Whiteley’s to be put out? But if that were fin­ished (she did not sup­pose it would be, most of the ladies would drink wa­ter, no doubt), but if it were, there was the cham­pagne cup, and he must do the best he could with that.

			She hated hav­ing to say this sort of thing to a but­ler, it was so in­fra dig.; but what could you do with fath­er? Ro­ger, in­deed, after mak­ing him­self con­sist­ently dis­agree­able about the dance, would come down presently, with his fresh col­our and bumpy fore­head, as though he had been its pro­moter; and he would smile, and prob­ably take the pret­ti­est wo­man in to sup­per; and at two o’clock, just as they were get­ting in­to the swing, he would go up secretly to the mu­si­cians and tell them to play “God Save the Queen,” and go away.

			Francie de­voutly hoped he might soon get tired, and slip off to bed.

			The three or four de­voted girl friends who were stay­ing in the house for this dance had par­taken with her, in a small, aban­doned room up­stairs, of tea and cold chick­en-legs, hur­riedly served; the men had been sent out to dine at Eu­stace’s Club, it be­ing felt that they must be fed up.

			Punc­tu­ally on the stroke of nine ar­rived Mrs. Small alone. She made elab­or­ate apo­lo­gies for the ab­sence of Timothy, omit­ting all men­tion of Aunt Hester, who, at the last minute, had said she could not be bothered. Francie re­ceived her ef­fus­ively, and placed her on a rout seat, where she left her, pout­ing and sol­it­ary in lav­ender-col­oured sat­in—the first time she had worn col­our since Aunt Ann’s death.

			The de­voted maid­en friends came now from their rooms, each by ma­gic ar­range­ment in a dif­fer­ently col­oured frock, but all with the same lib­er­al al­low­ance of tulle on the shoulders and at the bos­om—for they were, by some fatal­ity, lean to a girl. They were all taken up to Mrs. Small. None stayed with her more than a few seconds, but clus­ter­ing to­geth­er talked and twis­ted their pro­grammes, look­ing secretly at the door for the first ap­pear­ance of a man.

			Then ar­rived in a group a num­ber of Nich­olases, al­ways punc­tu­al—the fash­ion up Lad­broke Grove way; and close be­hind them Eu­stace and his men, gloomy and smelling rather of smoke.

			Three or four of Francie’s lov­ers now ap­peared, one after the oth­er; she had made each prom­ise to come early. They were all clean-shaven and sprightly, with that pe­cu­li­ar kind of young-man spright­li­ness which had re­cently in­vaded Kens­ing­ton; they did not seem to mind each oth­er’s pres­ence in the least, and wore their ties bunch­ing out at the ends, white waist­coats, and socks with clocks. All had handker­chiefs con­cealed in their cuffs. They moved buoy­antly, each ar­moured in pro­fes­sion­al gaiety, as though he had come to do great deeds. Their faces when they danced, far from wear­ing the tra­di­tion­al sol­emn look of the dan­cing Eng­lish­man, were ir­re­spons­ible, charm­ing, suave; they bounded, twirl­ing their part­ners at great pace, without pedant­ic at­ten­tion to the rhythm of the mu­sic.

			At oth­er dan­cers they looked with a kind of airy scorn—they, the light bri­gade, the her­oes of a hun­dred Kens­ing­ton hops—from whom alone could the right man­ner and smile and step be hoped.

			After this the stream came fast; chap­er­ones silt­ing up along the wall fa­cing the en­trance, the volat­ile ele­ment swell­ing the eddy in the lar­ger room.

			Men were scarce, and wall­flowers wore their pe­cu­li­ar, pathet­ic ex­pres­sion, a pa­tient, sour­ish smile which seemed to say: “Oh, no! don’t mis­take me, I know you are not com­ing up to me. I can hardly ex­pect that!” And Francie would plead with one of her lov­ers, or with some cal­low youth: “Now, to please me, do let me in­tro­duce you to Miss Pink; such a nice girl, really!” and she would bring him up, and say: “Miss Pink—Mr. Gath­er­cole. Can you spare him a dance?” Then Miss Pink, smil­ing her forced smile, col­our­ing a little, answered: “Oh! I think so!” and screen­ing her empty card, wrote on it the name of Gath­er­cole, spelling it pas­sion­ately in the dis­trict that he pro­posed, about the second ex­tra.

			But when the youth had mur­mured that it was hot, and passed, she re­lapsed in­to her at­ti­tude of hope­less ex­pect­a­tion, in­to her pa­tient, sour­ish smile.

			Moth­ers, slowly fan­ning their faces, watched their daugh­ters, and in their eyes could be read all the story of those daugh­ters’ for­tunes. As for them­selves, to sit hour after hour, dead tired, si­lent, or talk­ing spas­mod­ic­ally—what did it mat­ter, so long as the girls were hav­ing a good time! But to see them neg­lected and passed by! Ah! they smiled, but their eyes stabbed like the eyes of an of­fen­ded swan; they longed to pluck young Gath­er­cole by the slack of his dan­di­fied breeches, and drag him to their daugh­ters—the jack­anapes!

			And all the cruel­ties and hard­ness of life, its pathos and un­equal chances, its con­ceit, self-for­get­ful­ness, and pa­tience, were presen­ted on the bat­tle­field of this Kens­ing­ton ball­room.

			Here and there, too, lov­ers—not lov­ers like Francie’s, a pe­cu­li­ar breed, but simply lov­ers—trem­bling, blush­ing, si­lent, sought each oth­er by fly­ing glances, sought to meet and touch in the mazes of the dance, and now and again dan­cing to­geth­er, struck some be­hold­er by the light in their eyes.

			Not a second be­fore ten o’clock came the Jameses—Emily, Rachel, Wini­fred (Dartie had been left be­hind, hav­ing on a former oc­ca­sion drunk too much of Ro­ger’s cham­pagne), and Cicely, the young­est, mak­ing her de­but; be­hind them, fol­low­ing in a hansom from the pa­ternal man­sion where they had dined, Soames and Irene.

			All these ladies had shoulder-straps and no tulle—thus show­ing at once, by a bolder ex­pos­ure of flesh, that they came from the more fash­ion­able side of the Park.

			Soames, sid­ling back from the con­tact of the dan­cers, took up a po­s­i­tion against the wall. Guard­ing him­self with his pale smile, he stood watch­ing. Waltz after waltz began and ended, couple after couple brushed by with smil­ing lips, laughter, and snatches of talk; or with set lips, and eyes search­ing the throng; or again, with si­lent, par­ted lips, and eyes on each oth­er. And the scent of fest­iv­ity, the odour of flowers, and hair, of es­sences that wo­men love, rose suf­foc­at­ingly in the heat of the sum­mer night.

			Si­lent, with some­thing of scorn in his smile, Soames seemed to no­tice noth­ing; but now and again his eyes, find­ing that which they sought, would fix them­selves on a point in the shift­ing throng, and the smile died off his lips.

			He danced with no one. Some fel­lows danced with their wives; his sense of form had nev­er per­mit­ted him to dance with Irene since their mar­riage, and the God of the For­sytes alone can tell wheth­er this was a re­lief to him or not.

			She passed, dan­cing with oth­er men, her dress, iris-col­oured, float­ing away from her feet. She danced well; he was tired of hear­ing wo­men say with an acid smile: “How beau­ti­fully your wife dances, Mr. For­syte—it’s quite a pleas­ure to watch her!” Tired of an­swer­ing them with his side­long glance: “You think so?”

			A young couple close by flir­ted a fan by turns, mak­ing an un­pleas­ant draught. Francie and one of her lov­ers stood near. They were talk­ing of love.

			He heard Ro­ger’s voice be­hind, giv­ing an or­der about sup­per to a ser­vant. Everything was very second-class! He wished that he had not come! He had asked Irene wheth­er she wanted him; she had answered with that mad­den­ing smile of hers “Oh, no!”

			Why had he come? For the last quarter of an hour he had not even seen her. Here was George ad­van­cing with his Quilpish face; it was too late to get out of his way.

			“Have you seen the Buc­can­eer,” said this li­censed wag; “he’s on the warpath—hair cut and everything!”

			Soames said he had not, and cross­ing the room, half-empty in an in­ter­val of the dance, he went out on the bal­cony, and looked down in­to the street.

			A car­riage had driv­en up with late ar­rivals, and round the door hung some of those pa­tient watch­ers of the Lon­don streets who spring up to the call of light or mu­sic; their faces, pale and up­turned above their black and rusty fig­ures, had an air of stol­id watch­ing that an­noyed Soames. Why were they al­lowed to hang about; why didn’t the bobby move them on?

			But the po­lice­man took no no­tice of them; his feet were planted apart on the strip of crim­son car­pet stretched across the pave­ment; his face, un­der the hel­met, wore the same stol­id, watch­ing look as theirs.

			Across the road, through the rail­ings, Soames could see the branches of trees shin­ing, faintly stir­ring in the breeze, by the gleam of the street lamps; bey­ond, again, the up­per lights of the houses on the oth­er side, so many eyes look­ing down on the quiet black­ness of the garden; and over all, the sky, that won­der­ful Lon­don sky, dus­ted with the in­nu­mer­able re­flec­tion of count­less lamps; a dome woven over between its stars with the re­frac­tion of hu­man needs and hu­man fan­cies—im­mense mir­ror of pomp and misery that night after night stretches its kindly mock­ing over miles of houses and gar­dens, man­sions and squal­or, over For­sytes, po­lice­men, and pa­tient watch­ers in the streets.

			Soames turned away, and, hid­den in the re­cess, gazed in­to the lighted room. It was cool­er out there. He saw the new ar­rivals, June and her grand­fath­er, enter. What had made them so late? They stood by the door­way. They looked fagged. Fancy Uncle Joly­on turn­ing out at this time of night! Why hadn’t June come to Irene, as she usu­ally did, and it oc­curred to him sud­denly that he had seen noth­ing of June for a long time now.

			Watch­ing her face with idle malice, he saw it change, grow so pale that he thought she would drop, then flame out crim­son. Turn­ing to see at what she was look­ing, he saw his wife on Bosin­ney’s arm, com­ing from the con­ser­vat­ory at the end of the room. Her eyes were raised to his, as though an­swer­ing some ques­tion he had asked, and he was gaz­ing at her in­tently.

			Soames looked again at June. Her hand res­ted on old Joly­on’s arm; she seemed to be mak­ing a re­quest. He saw a sur­prised look on his uncle’s face; they turned and passed through the door out of his sight.

			The mu­sic began again—a waltz—and, still as a statue in the re­cess of the win­dow, his face un­moved, but no smile on his lips, Soames waited. Presently, with­in a yard of the dark bal­cony, his wife and Bosin­ney passed. He caught the per­fume of the gardeni­as that she wore, saw the rise and fall of her bos­om, the lan­guor in her eyes, her par­ted lips, and a look on her face that he did not know. To the slow, swinging meas­ure they danced by, and it seemed to him that they clung to each oth­er; he saw her raise her eyes, soft and dark, to Bosin­ney’s, and drop them again.

			Very white, he turned back to the bal­cony, and lean­ing on it, gazed down on the Square; the fig­ures were still there look­ing up at the light with dull per­sist­ency, the po­lice­man’s face, too, up­turned, and star­ing, but he saw noth­ing of them. Be­low, a car­riage drew up, two fig­ures got in, and drove away. …

			That even­ing June and old Joly­on sat down to din­ner at the usu­al hour. The girl was in her cus­tom­ary high-necked frock, old Joly­on had not dressed.

			At break­fast she had spoken of the dance at Uncle Ro­ger’s, she wanted to go; she had been stu­pid enough, she said, not to think of ask­ing any­one to take her. It was too late now.

			Old Joly­on lif­ted his keen eyes. June was used to go to dances with Irene as a mat­ter of course! and de­lib­er­ately fix­ing his gaze on her, he asked: “Why don’t you get Irene?”

			No! June did not want to ask Irene; she would only go if—if her grand­fath­er wouldn’t mind just for once for a little time!

			At her look, so eager and so worn, old Joly­on had grumblingly con­sen­ted. He did not know what she wanted, he said, with go­ing to a dance like this, a poor af­fair, he would wager; and she no more fit for it than a cat! What she wanted was sea air, and after his gen­er­al meet­ing of the Glob­u­lar Gold Con­ces­sions he was ready to take her. She didn’t want to go away? Ah! she would knock her­self up! Steal­ing a mourn­ful look at her, he went on with his break­fast.

			June went out early, and wandered rest­lessly about in the heat. Her little light fig­ure that lately had moved so lan­guidly about its busi­ness, was all on fire. She bought her­self some flowers. She wanted—she meant to look her best. He would be there! She knew well enough that he had a card. She would show him that she did not care. But deep down in her heart she re­solved that even­ing to win him back. She came in flushed, and talked brightly all lunch; old Joly­on was there, and he was de­ceived.

			In the af­ter­noon she was over­taken by a des­per­ate fit of sob­bing. She strangled the noise against the pil­lows of her bed, but when at last it ceased she saw in the glass a swollen face with reddened eyes, and vi­ol­et circles round them. She stayed in the darkened room till din­ner time.

			All through that si­lent meal the struggle went on with­in her.

			She looked so shad­owy and ex­hausted that old Joly­on told San­key to coun­ter­mand the car­riage, he would not have her go­ing out. … She was to go to bed! She made no res­ist­ance. She went up to her room, and sat in the dark. At ten o’clock she rang for her maid.

			“Bring some hot wa­ter, and go down and tell Mr. For­syte that I feel per­fectly res­ted. Say that if he’s too tired I can go to the dance by my­self.”

			The maid looked askance, and June turned on her im­per­i­ously. “Go,” she said, “bring the hot wa­ter at once!”

			Her ball-dress still lay on the sofa, and with a sort of fierce care she ar­rayed her­self, took the flowers in her hand, and went down, her small face car­ried high un­der its bur­den of hair. She could hear old Joly­on in his room as she passed.

			Be­wildered and vexed, he was dress­ing. It was past ten, they would not get there till el­ev­en; the girl was mad. But he dared not cross her—the ex­pres­sion of her face at din­ner haunted him.

			With great ebony brushes he smoothed his hair till it shone like sil­ver un­der the light; then he, too, came out on the gloomy stair­case.

			June met him be­low, and, without a word, they went to the car­riage.

			When, after that drive which seemed to last forever, she entered Ro­ger’s draw­ing-room, she dis­guised un­der a mask of res­ol­u­tion a very tor­ment of nervous­ness and emo­tion. The feel­ing of shame at what might be called “run­ning after him” was smothered by the dread that he might not be there, that she might not see him after all, and by that dogged re­solve—some­how, she did not know how—to win him back.

			The sight of the ball­room, with its gleam­ing floor, gave her a feel­ing of joy, of tri­umph, for she loved dan­cing, and when dan­cing she floated, so light was she, like a strenu­ous, eager little spir­it. He would surely ask her to dance, and if he danced with her it would all be as it was be­fore. She looked about her eagerly.

			The sight of Bosin­ney com­ing with Irene from the con­ser­vat­ory, with that strange look of ut­ter ab­sorp­tion on his face, struck her too sud­denly. They had not seen—no one should see—her dis­tress, not even her grand­fath­er.

			She put her hand on Joly­on’s arm, and said very low:

			“I must go home, Gran; I feel ill.”

			He hur­ried her away, grumbling to him­self that he had known how it would be.

			To her he said noth­ing; only when they were once more in the car­riage, which by some for­tu­nate chance had lingered near the door, he asked her: “What is it, my darling?”

			Feel­ing her whole slender body shaken by sobs, he was ter­ribly alarmed. She must have Blank to­mor­row. He would in­sist upon it. He could not have her like this. … There, there!

			June mastered her sobs, and squeez­ing his hand fe­ver­ishly, she lay back in her corner, her face muffled in a shawl.

			He could only see her eyes, fixed and star­ing in the dark, but he did not cease to stroke her hand with his thin fin­gers.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Even­ing at Rich­mond

			
			Oth­er eyes be­sides the eyes of June and of Soames had seen “those two” (as Eu­phemia had already be­gun to call them) com­ing from the con­ser­vat­ory; oth­er eyes had no­ticed the look on Bosin­ney’s face.

			There are mo­ments when Nature re­veals the pas­sion hid­den be­neath the care­less calm of her or­din­ary moods—vi­ol­ent spring flash­ing white on al­mond-blos­som through the purple clouds; a snowy, moon­lit peak, with its single star, soar­ing up to the pas­sion­ate blue; or against the flames of sun­set, an old yew-tree stand­ing dark guard­i­an of some fiery secret.

			There are mo­ments, too, when in a pic­ture-gal­lery, a work, noted by the cas­u­al spec­tat­or as “* * * Titian—re­mark­ably fine,” breaks through the de­fences of some For­syte bet­ter lunched per­haps than his fel­lows, and holds him spell­bound in a kind of ec­stasy. There are things, he feels—there are things here which—well, which are things. Some­thing un­reas­on­ing, un­reas­on­able, is upon him; when he tries to define it with the pre­ci­sion of a prac­tic­al man, it eludes him, slips away, as the glow of the wine he has drunk is slip­ping away, leav­ing him cross, and con­scious of his liv­er. He feels that he has been ex­tra­vag­ant, prod­ig­al of some­thing; vir­tue has gone out of him. He did not de­sire this glimpse of what lay un­der the three stars of his cata­logue. God for­bid that he should know any­thing about the forces of Nature! God for­bid that he should ad­mit for a mo­ment that there are such things! Once ad­mit that, and where was he? One paid a shil­ling for en­trance, and an­oth­er for the pro­gramme.

			The look which June had seen, which oth­er For­sytes had seen, was like the sud­den flash­ing of a candle through a hole in some ima­gin­ary can­vas, be­hind which it was be­ing moved—the sud­den flam­ing-out of a vague, er­rat­ic glow, shad­owy and en­ti­cing. It brought home to on­look­ers the con­scious­ness that dan­ger­ous forces were at work. For a mo­ment they no­ticed it with pleas­ure, with in­terest, then felt they must not no­tice it at all.

			It sup­plied, how­ever, the reas­on of June’s com­ing so late and dis­ap­pear­ing again without dan­cing, without even shak­ing hands with her lov­er. She was ill, it was said, and no won­der.

			But here they looked at each oth­er guiltily. They had no de­sire to spread scan­dal, no de­sire to be ill-natured. Who would have? And to out­siders no word was breathed, un­writ­ten law keep­ing them si­lent.

			Then came the news that June had gone to the sea­side with old Joly­on.

			He had car­ried her off to Broad­stairs, for which place there was just then a feel­ing, Yar­mouth hav­ing lost caste, in spite of Nich­olas, and no For­syte go­ing to the sea without in­tend­ing to have an air for his money such as would render him bili­ous in a week. That fatally ar­is­to­crat­ic tend­ency of the first For­syte to drink Madeira had left his des­cend­ants un­doubtedly ac­cess­ible.

			So June went to the sea. The fam­ily awaited de­vel­op­ments; there was noth­ing else to do.

			But how far—how far had “those two” gone? How far were they go­ing to go? Could they really be go­ing at all? Noth­ing could surely come of it, for neither of them had any money. At the most a flir­ta­tion, end­ing, as all such at­tach­ments should, at the prop­er time.

			Soames’ sis­ter, Wini­fred Dartie, who had im­bibed with the breezes of May­fair—she lived in Green Street—more fash­ion­able prin­ciples in re­gard to mat­ri­mo­ni­al be­ha­viour than were cur­rent, for in­stance, in Lad­broke Grove, laughed at the idea of there be­ing any­thing in it. The “little thing”—Irene was taller than her­self, and it was real testi­mony to the sol­id worth of a For­syte that she should al­ways thus be a “little thing”—the little thing was bored. Why shouldn’t she amuse her­self? Soames was rather tir­ing; and as to Mr. Bosin­ney—only that buf­foon George would have called him the Buc­can­eer—she main­tained that he was very chic.

			This dictum—that Bosin­ney was chic—caused quite a sen­sa­tion. It failed to con­vince. That he was “good-look­ing in a way” they were pre­pared to ad­mit, but that any­one could call a man with his pro­nounced cheekbones, curi­ous eyes, and soft felt hats “chic” was only an­oth­er in­stance of Wini­fred’s ex­tra­vag­ant way of run­ning after some­thing new.

			It was that fam­ous sum­mer when ex­tra­vag­ance was fash­ion­able, when the very earth was ex­tra­vag­ant, chest­nut-trees spread with blos­som, and flowers drenched in per­fume, as they had nev­er been be­fore; when roses blew in every garden; and for the swarm­ing stars the nights had hardly space; when every day and all day long the sun, in full ar­mour, swung his brazen shield above the Park, and people did strange things, lunch­ing and din­ing in the open air. Un­pre­ced­en­ted was the tale of cabs and car­riages that streamed across the bridges of the shin­ing river, bear­ing the up­per-middle class in thou­sands to the green glor­ies of Bushey, Rich­mond, Kew, and Hamp­ton Court. Al­most every fam­ily with any pre­ten­sions to be of the car­riage-class paid one vis­it that year to the horse-chest­nuts at Bushey, or took one drive amongst the Span­ish chest­nuts of Rich­mond Park. Bowl­ing smoothly, if dust­ily, along, in a cloud of their own cre­ation, they would stare fash­ion­ably at the antlered heads which the great slow deer raised out of a forest of brack­en that prom­ised to au­tumn lov­ers such cov­er as was nev­er seen be­fore. And now and again, as the amor­ous per­fume of chest­nut flowers and of fern was drif­ted too near, one would say to the oth­er: “My dear! What a pe­cu­li­ar scent!”

			And the lime-flowers that year were of rare prime, near honey-col­oured. At the corners of Lon­don squares they gave out, as the sun went down, a per­fume sweeter than the honey bees had taken—a per­fume that stirred a yearn­ing un­nam­able in the hearts of For­sytes and their peers, tak­ing the cool after din­ner in the pre­cincts of those gar­dens to which they alone had keys.

			And that yearn­ing made them linger amidst the dim shapes of flower­beds in the fail­ing day­light, made them turn, and turn, and turn again, as though lov­ers were wait­ing for them—wait­ing for the last light to die away un­der the shad­ow of the branches.

			Some vague sym­pathy evoked by the scent of the limes, some sis­terly de­sire to see for her­self, some idea of demon­strat­ing the sound­ness of her dictum that there was “noth­ing in it”; or merely the crav­ing to drive down to Rich­mond, ir­res­ist­ible that sum­mer, moved the moth­er of the little Darties (of little Pub­li­us, of Imo­gen, Maud, and Be­ne­dict) to write the fol­low­ing note to her sis­ter-in-law:

			
				
					“June 30.

				
				“Dear Irene,

				“I hear that Soames is go­ing to Hen­ley to­mor­row for the night. I thought it would be great fun if we made up a little party and drove down to Rich­mond. Will you ask Mr. Bosin­ney, and I will get young Flip­pard.

				“Emily (they called their moth­er Emily—it was so chic) will lend us the car­riage. I will call for you and your young man at sev­en o’clock.

				
					“Your af­fec­tion­ate sis­ter,

					“Wini­fred Dartie.

					“Montague be­lieves the din­ner at the Crown and Sceptre to be quite eat­able.”

				
			

			Montague was Dartie’s second and bet­ter known name—his first be­ing Moses; for he was noth­ing if not a man of the world.

			Her plan met with more op­pos­i­tion from Provid­ence than so be­ne­vol­ent a scheme de­served. In the first place young Flip­pard wrote:

			
				“Dear Mrs. Dartie,

				“Aw­fully sorry. En­gaged two deep.

				
					“Yours,

					“Au­gus­tus Flip­pard.”

				
			

			It was late to send in­to the by­ways and hedges to rem­edy this mis­for­tune. With the promptitude and con­duct of a moth­er, Wini­fred fell back on her hus­band. She had, in­deed, the de­cided but tol­er­ant tem­pera­ment that goes with a good deal of pro­file, fair hair, and green­ish eyes. She was sel­dom or nev­er at a loss; or if at a loss, was al­ways able to con­vert it in­to a gain.

			Dartie, too, was in good feath­er. Erot­ic had failed to win the Lan­cashire Cup. In­deed, that cel­eb­rated an­im­al, owned as he was by a pil­lar of the turf, who had secretly laid many thou­sands against him, had not even star­ted. The forty-eight hours that fol­lowed his scratch­ing were among the darkest in Dartie’s life.

			Vis­ions of James haunted him day and night. Black thoughts about Soames mingled with the faintest hopes. On the Fri­day night he got drunk, so greatly was he af­fected. But on Sat­urday morn­ing the true Stock Ex­change in­stinct tri­umphed with­in him. Ow­ing some hun­dreds, which by no pos­sib­il­ity could he pay, he went in­to town and put them all on Con­cer­tina for the Saltown Bor­ough Han­di­cap.

			As he said to Ma­jor Scrot­ton, with whom he lunched at the Iseeum: “That little Jew boy, Nath­ans, had giv­en him the tip. He didn’t care a cur­sh. He wash in—a mucker. If it didn’t come up—well then, damme, the old man would have to pay!”

			A bottle of Pol Ro­ger to his own cheek had giv­en him a new con­tempt for James.

			It came up. Con­cer­tina was squeezed home by her neck—a ter­rible squeak! But, as Dartie said: There was noth­ing like pluck!

			He was by no means averse to the ex­ped­i­tion to Rich­mond. He would “stand” it him­self! He cher­ished an ad­mir­a­tion for Irene, and wished to be on more play­ful terms with her.

			At half-past five the Park Lane foot­man came round to say: Mrs. For­syte was very sorry, but one of the horses was cough­ing!

			Un­daun­ted by this fur­ther blow, Wini­fred at once des­patched little Pub­li­us (now aged sev­en) with the nurs­ery gov­erness to Mont­pel­li­er Square.

			They would go down in hansoms and meet at the Crown and Sceptre at 7:45.

			Dartie, on be­ing told, was pleased enough. It was bet­ter than go­ing down with your back to the horses! He had no ob­jec­tion to driv­ing down with Irene. He sup­posed they would pick up the oth­ers at Mont­pel­li­er Square, and swap hansoms there?

			In­formed that the meet was at the Crown and Sceptre, and that he would have to drive with his wife, he turned sulky, and said it was damned slow!

			At sev­en o’clock they star­ted, Dartie of­fer­ing to bet the driver half-a-crown he didn’t do it in the three-quar­ters of an hour.

			Twice only did hus­band and wife ex­change re­marks on the way.

			Dartie said: “It’ll put Mas­ter Soames’ nose out of joint to hear his wife’s been driv­in’ in a hansom with Mas­ter Bosin­ney!”

			Wini­fred replied: “Don’t talk such non­sense, Monty!”

			“Non­sense!” re­peated Dartie. “You don’t know wo­men, my fine lady!”

			On the oth­er oc­ca­sion he merely asked: “How am I look­ing? A bit puffy about the gills? That fizz old George is so fond of is a windy wine!”

			He had been lunch­ing with George For­syte at the Haver­snake.

			Bosin­ney and Irene had ar­rived be­fore them. They were stand­ing in one of the long French win­dows over­look­ing the river.

			Win­dows that sum­mer were open all day long, and all night too, and day and night the scents of flowers and trees came in, the hot scent of parch­ing grass, and the cool scent of the heavy dews.

			To the eye of the ob­ser­v­ant Dartie his two guests did not ap­pear to be mak­ing much run­ning, stand­ing there close to­geth­er, without a word. Bosin­ney was a hungry-look­ing creature—not much go about him!

			He left them to Wini­fred, how­ever, and busied him­self to or­der the din­ner.

			A For­syte will re­quire good, if not del­ic­ate feed­ing, but a Dartie will tax the re­sources of a Crown and Sceptre. Liv­ing as he does, from hand to mouth, noth­ing is too good for him to eat; and he will eat it. His drink, too, will need to be care­fully provided; there is much drink in this coun­try “not good enough” for a Dartie; he will have the best. Pay­ing for things vi­cari­ously, there is no reas­on why he should stint him­self. To stint your­self is the mark of a fool, not of a Dartie.

			The best of everything! No sounder prin­ciple on which a man can base his life, whose fath­er-in-law has a very con­sid­er­able in­come, and a par­ti­al­ity for his grand­chil­dren.

			With his not un­able eye Dartie had spot­ted this weak­ness in James the very first year after little Pub­li­us’s ar­rival (an er­ror); he had profited by his per­spica­city. Four little Darties were now a sort of per­petu­al in­sur­ance.

			The fea­ture of the feast was un­ques­tion­ably the red mul­let. This de­lect­able fish, brought from a con­sid­er­able dis­tance in a state of al­most per­fect pre­ser­va­tion, was first fried, then boned, then served in ice, with Madeira punch in place of sauce, ac­cord­ing to a re­cipe known to a few men of the world.

			Noth­ing else calls for re­mark ex­cept the pay­ment of the bill by Dartie.

			He had made him­self ex­tremely agree­able through­out the meal; his bold, ad­mir­ing stare sel­dom abandon­ing Irene’s face and fig­ure. As he was ob­liged to con­fess to him­self, he got no change out of her—she was cool enough, as cool as her shoulders looked un­der their veil of creamy lace. He ex­pec­ted to have caught her out in some little game with Bosin­ney; but not a bit of it, she kept up her end re­mark­ably well. As for that ar­chi­tect chap, he was as glum as a bear with a sore head—Wini­fred could barely get a word out of him; he ate noth­ing, but he cer­tainly took his li­quor, and his face kept get­ting whiter, and his eyes looked queer.

			It was all very amus­ing.

			For Dartie him­self was in cap­it­al form, and talked freely, with a cer­tain poignancy, be­ing no fool. He told two or three stor­ies ver­ging on the im­prop­er, a con­ces­sion to the com­pany, for his stor­ies were not used to ver­ging. He pro­posed Irene’s health in a mock speech. Nobody drank it, and Wini­fred said: “Don’t be such a clown, Monty!”

			At her sug­ges­tion they went after din­ner to the pub­lic ter­race over­look­ing the river.

			“I should like to see the com­mon people mak­ing love,” she said, “it’s such fun!”

			There were num­bers of them walk­ing in the cool, after the day’s heat, and the air was alive with the sound of voices, coarse and loud, or soft as though mur­mur­ing secrets.

			It was not long be­fore Wini­fred’s bet­ter sense—she was the only For­syte present—se­cured them an empty bench. They sat down in a row. A heavy tree spread a thick can­opy above their heads, and the haze darkened slowly over the river.

			Dartie sat at the end, next to him Irene, then Bosin­ney, then Wini­fred. There was hardly room for four, and the man of the world could feel Irene’s arm crushed against his own; he knew that she could not with­draw it without seem­ing rude, and this amused him; he de­vised every now and again a move­ment that would bring her closer still. He thought: “That Buc­can­eer Johnny shan’t have it all to him­self! It’s a pretty tight fit, cer­tainly!”

			From far down be­low on the dark river came drift­ing the tinkle of a man­do­line, and voices singing the old round:

			
				
					“A boat, a boat, un­to the ferry,
					

					For we’ll go over and be merry;
					

					And laugh, and quaff, and drink brown sherry!”
				

			

			And sud­denly the moon ap­peared, young and tender, float­ing up on her back from be­hind a tree; and as though she had breathed, the air was cool­er, but down that cool­er air came al­ways the warm odour of the limes.

			Over his ci­gar Dartie peered round at Bosin­ney, who was sit­ting with his arms crossed, star­ing straight in front of him, and on his face the look of a man be­ing tor­tured.

			And Dartie shot a glance at the face between, so veiled by the over­hanging shad­ow that it was but like a dark­er piece of the dark­ness shaped and breathed on; soft, mys­ter­i­ous, en­ti­cing.

			A hush had fallen on the noisy ter­race, as if all the strollers were think­ing secrets too pre­cious to be spoken.

			And Dartie thought: “Wo­men!”

			The glow died above the river, the singing ceased; the young moon hid be­hind a tree, and all was dark. He pressed him­self against Irene.

			He was not alarmed at the shud­der­ing that ran through the limbs he touched, or at the troubled, scorn­ful look of her eyes. He felt her try­ing to draw her­self away, and smiled.

			It must be con­fessed that the man of the world had drunk quite as much as was good for him.

			With thick lips par­ted un­der his well-curled mous­taches, and his bold eyes aslant upon her, he had the ma­li­cious look of a satyr.

			Along the path­way of sky between the hedges of the tree tops the stars clustered forth; like mor­tals be­neath, they seemed to shift and swarm and whis­per. Then on the ter­race the buzz broke out once more, and Dartie thought: “Ah! he’s a poor, hungry-look­ing dev­il, that Bosin­ney!” and again he pressed him­self against Irene.

			The move­ment de­served a bet­ter suc­cess. She rose, and they all fol­lowed her.

			The man of the world was more than ever de­term­ined to see what she was made of. Along the ter­race he kept close at her el­bow. He had with­in him much good wine. There was the long drive home, the long drive and the warm dark and the pleas­ant close­ness of the hansom cab—with its in­su­la­tion from the world de­vised by some great and good man. That hungry ar­chi­tect chap might drive with his wife—he wished him joy of her! And, con­scious that his voice was not too steady, he was care­ful not to speak; but a smile had be­come fixed on his thick lips.

			They strolled along to­ward the cabs await­ing them at the farther end. His plan had the mer­it of all great plans, an al­most bru­tal sim­pli­city—he would merely keep at her el­bow till she got in, and get in quickly after her.

			But when Irene reached the cab she did not get in; she slipped, in­stead, to the horse’s head. Dartie was not at the mo­ment suf­fi­ciently mas­ter of his legs to fol­low. She stood strok­ing the horse’s nose, and, to his an­noy­ance, Bosin­ney was at her side first. She turned and spoke to him rap­idly, in a low voice; the words “That man” reached Dartie. He stood stub­bornly by the cab step, wait­ing for her to come back. He knew a trick worth two of that!

			Here, in the lamp­light, his fig­ure (no more than me­di­um height), well squared in its white even­ing waist­coat, his light over­coat flung over his arm, a pink flower in his but­ton­hole, and on his dark face that look of con­fid­ent, good-hu­moured in­solence, he was at his best—a thor­ough man of the world.

			Wini­fred was already in her cab. Dartie re­flec­ted that Bosin­ney would have a poor­ish time in that cab if he didn’t look sharp! Sud­denly he re­ceived a push which nearly over­turned him in the road. Bosin­ney’s voice hissed in his ear: “I am tak­ing Irene back; do you un­der­stand?” He saw a face white with pas­sion, and eyes that glared at him like a wild cat’s.

			“Eh?” he stammered. “What? Not a bit. You take my wife!”

			“Get away!” hissed Bosin­ney—“or I’ll throw you in­to the road!”

			Dartie re­coiled; he saw as plainly as pos­sible that the fel­low meant it. In the space he made Irene had slipped by, her dress brushed his legs. Bosin­ney stepped in after her.

			“Go on!” he heard the Buc­can­eer cry. The cab­man flicked his horse. It sprang for­ward.

			Dartie stood for a mo­ment dumb­foun­ded; then, dash­ing at the cab where his wife sat, he scrambled in.

			“Drive on!” he shouted to the driver, “and don’t you lose sight of that fel­low in front!”

			Seated by his wife’s side, he burst in­to im­prec­a­tions. Calm­ing him­self at last with a su­preme ef­fort, he ad­ded: “A pretty mess you’ve made of it, to let the Buc­can­eer drive home with her; why on earth couldn’t you keep hold of him? He’s mad with love; any fool can see that!”

			He drowned Wini­fred’s re­join­der with fresh calls to the Almighty; nor was it un­til they reached Barnes that he ceased a Jeremi­ad, in the course of which he had ab­used her, her fath­er, her broth­er, Irene, Bosin­ney, the name of For­syte, his own chil­dren, and cursed the day when he had ever mar­ried.

			Wini­fred, a wo­man of strong char­ac­ter, let him have his say, at the end of which he lapsed in­to sulky si­lence. His angry eyes nev­er deser­ted the back of that cab, which, like a lost chance, haunted the dark­ness in front of him.

			For­tu­nately he could not hear Bosin­ney’s pas­sion­ate plead­ing—that plead­ing which the man of the world’s con­duct had let loose like a flood; he could not see Irene shiv­er­ing, as though some gar­ment had been torn from her, nor her eyes, black and mourn­ful, like the eyes of a beaten child. He could not hear Bosin­ney en­treat­ing, en­treat­ing, al­ways en­treat­ing; could not hear her sud­den, soft weep­ing, nor see that poor, hungry-look­ing dev­il, awed and trem­bling, humbly touch­ing her hand.

			In Mont­pel­li­er Square their cab­man, fol­low­ing his in­struc­tions to the let­ter, faith­fully drew up be­hind the cab in front. The Darties saw Bosin­ney spring out, and Irene fol­low, and hasten up the steps with bent head. She evid­ently had her key in her hand, for she dis­ap­peared at once. It was im­possible to tell wheth­er she had turned to speak to Bosin­ney.

			The lat­ter came walk­ing past their cab; both hus­band and wife had an ad­mir­able view of his face in the light of a street lamp. It was work­ing with vi­ol­ent emo­tion.

			“Good night, Mr. Bosin­ney!” called Wini­fred.

			Bosin­ney star­ted, clawed off his hat, and hur­ried on. He had ob­vi­ously for­got­ten their ex­ist­ence.

			“There!” said Dartie, “did you see the beast’s face? What did I say? Fine games!” He im­proved the oc­ca­sion.

			There had so clearly been a crisis in the cab that Wini­fred was un­able to de­fend her the­ory.

			She said: “I shall say noth­ing about it. I don’t see any use in mak­ing a fuss!”

			With that view Dartie at once con­curred; look­ing upon James as a private pre­serve, he dis­ap­proved of his be­ing dis­turbed by the troubles of oth­ers.

			“Quite right,” he said; “let Soames look after him­self. He’s jolly well able to!”

			Thus speak­ing, the Darties entered their hab­it­at in Green Street, the rent of which was paid by James, and sought a well-earned rest. The hour was mid­night, and no For­sytes re­mained abroad in the streets to spy out Bosin­ney’s wan­der­ings; to see him re­turn and stand against the rails of the Square garden, back from the glow of the street lamp; to see him stand there in the shad­ow of trees, watch­ing the house where in the dark was hid­den she whom he would have giv­en the world to see for a single minute—she who was now to him the breath of the lime-trees, the mean­ing of the light and the dark­ness, the very beat­ing of his own heart.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Dia­gnos­is of a For­syte

			
			It is in the nature of a For­syte to be ig­nor­ant that he is a For­syte; but young Joly­on was well aware of be­ing one. He had not known it till after the de­cis­ive step which had made him an out­cast; since then the know­ledge had been with him con­tinu­ally. He felt it through­out his al­li­ance, through­out all his deal­ings with his second wife, who was em­phat­ic­ally not a For­syte.

			He knew that if he had not pos­sessed in great meas­ure the eye for what he wanted, the tenacity to hold on to it, the sense of the folly of wast­ing that for which he had giv­en so big a price—in oth­er words, the “sense of prop­erty” he could nev­er have re­tained her (per­haps nev­er would have de­sired to re­tain her) with him through all the fin­an­cial troubles, slights, and mis­con­struc­tions of those fif­teen years; nev­er have in­duced her to marry him on the death of his first wife; nev­er have lived it all through, and come up, as it were, thin, but smil­ing.

			He was one of those men who, seated cross-legged like mini­ature Chinese idols in the cages of their own hearts, are ever smil­ing at them­selves a doubt­ing smile. Not that this smile, so in­tim­ate and etern­al, in­terfered with his ac­tions, which, like his chin and his tem­pera­ment, were quite a pe­cu­li­ar blend of soft­ness and de­term­in­a­tion.

			He was con­scious, too, of be­ing a For­syte in his work, that paint­ing of wa­ter­col­ours to which he de­voted so much en­ergy, al­ways with an eye on him­self, as though he could not take so un­prac­tic­al a pur­suit quite ser­i­ously, and al­ways with a cer­tain queer un­eas­i­ness that he did not make more money at it.

			It was, then, this con­scious­ness of what it meant to be a For­syte, that made him re­ceive the fol­low­ing let­ter from old Joly­on, with a mix­ture of sym­pathy and dis­gust:

			
				
					“Sheldrake House,

					“Broad­stairs,

					“Ju­ly 1.

				
				“My Dear Jo,”

				(The Dad’s hand­writ­ing had altered very little in the thirty odd years that he re­membered it.)

				“We have been here now a fort­night, and have had good weath­er on the whole. The air is bra­cing, but my liv­er is out of or­der, and I shall be glad enough to get back to town. I can­not say much for June, her health and spir­its are very in­dif­fer­ent, and I don’t see what is to come of it. She says noth­ing, but it is clear that she is harp­ing on this en­gage­ment, which is an en­gage­ment and no en­gage­ment, and—good­ness knows what. I have grave doubts wheth­er she ought to be al­lowed to re­turn to Lon­don in the present state of af­fairs, but she is so self-willed that she might take it in­to her head to come up at any mo­ment. The fact is someone ought to speak to Bosin­ney and as­cer­tain what he means. I’m afraid of this my­self, for I should cer­tainly rap him over the knuckles, but I thought that you, know­ing him at the Club, might put in a word, and get to as­cer­tain what the fel­low is about. You will of course in no way com­mit June. I shall be glad to hear from you in the course of a few days wheth­er you have suc­ceeded in gain­ing any in­form­a­tion. The situ­ation is very dis­tress­ing to me, I worry about it at night.

				“With my love to Jolly and Holly.

				
					“I am,

					“Your af­fect. fath­er,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			Young Joly­on pondered this let­ter so long and ser­i­ously that his wife no­ticed his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, and asked him what was the mat­ter. He replied: “Noth­ing.”

			It was a fixed prin­ciple with him nev­er to al­lude to June. She might take alarm, he did not know what she might think; he hastened, there­fore, to ban­ish from his man­ner all traces of ab­sorp­tion, but in this he was about as suc­cess­ful as his fath­er would have been, for he had in­her­ited all old Joly­on’s trans­par­ency in mat­ters of do­mest­ic fin­esse; and young Mrs. Joly­on, busy­ing her­self over the af­fairs of the house, went about with tightened lips, steal­ing at him un­fathom­able looks.

			He star­ted for the Club in the af­ter­noon with the let­ter in his pock­et, and without hav­ing made up his mind.

			To sound a man as to “his in­ten­tions” was pe­cu­li­arly un­pleas­ant to him; nor did his own an­om­al­ous po­s­i­tion di­min­ish this un­pleas­ant­ness. It was so like his fam­ily, so like all the people they knew and mixed with, to en­force what they called their rights over a man, to bring him up to the mark; so like them to carry their busi­ness prin­ciples in­to their private re­la­tions.

			And how that phrase in the let­ter—“You will, of course, in no way com­mit June”—gave the whole thing away.

			Yet the let­ter, with the per­son­al griev­ance, the con­cern for June, the “rap over the knuckles,” was all so nat­ur­al. No won­der his fath­er wanted to know what Bosin­ney meant, no won­der he was angry.

			It was dif­fi­cult to re­fuse! But why give the thing to him to do? That was surely quite un­be­com­ing; but so long as a For­syte got what he was after, he was not too par­tic­u­lar about the means, provided ap­pear­ances were saved.

			How should he set about it, or how re­fuse? Both seemed im­possible. So, young Joly­on!

			He ar­rived at the Club at three o’clock, and the first per­son he saw was Bosin­ney him­self, seated in a corner, star­ing out of the win­dow.

			Young Joly­on sat down not far off, and began nervously to re­con­sider his po­s­i­tion. He looked cov­ertly at Bosin­ney sit­ting there un­con­scious. He did not know him very well, and stud­ied him at­tent­ively for per­haps the first time; an un­usu­al look­ing man, un­like in dress, face, and man­ner to most of the oth­er mem­bers of the Club—young Joly­on him­self, how­ever dif­fer­ent he had be­come in mood and tem­per, had al­ways re­tained the neat reti­cence of For­syte ap­pear­ance. He alone among For­sytes was ig­nor­ant of Bosin­ney’s nick­name. The man was un­usu­al, not ec­cent­ric, but un­usu­al; he looked worn, too, hag­gard, hol­low in the cheeks be­neath those broad, high cheekbones, though without any ap­pear­ance of ill-health, for he was strongly built, with curly hair that seemed to show all the vi­tal­ity of a fine con­sti­tu­tion.

			Some­thing in his face and at­ti­tude touched young Joly­on. He knew what suf­fer­ing was like, and this man looked as if he were suf­fer­ing.

			He got up and touched his arm.

			Bosin­ney star­ted, but ex­hib­ited no sign of em­bar­rass­ment on see­ing who it was.

			Young Joly­on sat down.

			“I haven’t seen you for a long time,” he said. “How are you get­ting on with my cous­in’s house?”

			“It’ll be fin­ished in about a week.”

			“I con­grat­u­late you!”

			“Thanks—I don’t know that it’s much of a sub­ject for con­grat­u­la­tion.”

			“No?” quer­ied young Joly­on; “I should have thought you’d be glad to get a long job like that off your hands; but I sup­pose you feel it much as I do when I part with a pic­ture—a sort of child?”

			He looked kindly at Bosin­ney.

			“Yes,” said the lat­ter more cor­di­ally, “it goes out from you and there’s an end of it. I didn’t know you painted.”

			“Only wa­ter­col­ours; I can’t say I be­lieve in my work.”

			“Don’t be­lieve in it? There—how can you do it? Work’s no use un­less you be­lieve in it!”

			“Good,” said young Joly­on; “it’s ex­actly what I’ve al­ways said. By the by, have you no­ticed that whenev­er one says ‘Good,’ one al­ways adds ‘it’s ex­actly what I’ve al­ways said.’ But if you ask me how I do it, I an­swer, be­cause I’m a For­syte.”

			“A For­syte! I nev­er thought of you as one!”

			“A For­syte,” replied young Joly­on, “is not an un­com­mon an­im­al. There are hun­dreds among the mem­bers of this Club. Hun­dreds out there in the streets; you meet them wherever you go!”

			“And how do you tell them, may I ask?” said Bosin­ney.

			“By their sense of prop­erty. A For­syte takes a prac­tic­al—one might say a com­mon­sense—view of things, and a prac­tic­al view of things is based fun­da­ment­ally on a sense of prop­erty. A For­syte, you will no­tice, nev­er gives him­self away.”

			“Jok­ing?”

			Young Joly­on’s eye twinkled.

			“Not much. As a For­syte my­self, I have no busi­ness to talk. But I’m a kind of thor­ough­bred mon­grel; now, there’s no mis­tak­ing you: You’re as dif­fer­ent from me as I am from my Uncle James, who is the per­fect spe­ci­men of a For­syte. His sense of prop­erty is ex­treme, while you have prac­tic­ally none. Without me in between, you would seem like a dif­fer­ent spe­cies. I’m the miss­ing link. We are, of course, all of us the slaves of prop­erty, and I ad­mit that it’s a ques­tion of de­gree, but what I call a ‘For­syte’ is a man who is de­cidedly more than less a slave of prop­erty. He knows a good thing, he knows a safe thing, and his grip on prop­erty—it doesn’t mat­ter wheth­er it be wives, houses, money, or repu­ta­tion—is his hall­mark.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Bosin­ney. “You should pat­ent the word.”

			“I should like,” said young Joly­on, “to lec­ture on it:

			“Prop­er­ties and qual­ity of a For­syte: This little an­im­al, dis­turbed by the ri­dicule of his own sort, is un­af­fected in his mo­tions by the laughter of strange creatures (you or I). Hered­it­ar­ily dis­posed to my­opia, he re­cog­nises only the per­sons of his own spe­cies, amongst which he passes an ex­ist­ence of com­pet­it­ive tran­quil­lity.”

			“You talk of them,” said Bosin­ney, “as if they were half Eng­land.”

			“They are,” re­peated young Joly­on, “half Eng­land, and the bet­ter half, too, the safe half, the three per­cent half, the half that counts. It’s their wealth and se­cur­ity that makes everything pos­sible; makes your art pos­sible, makes lit­er­at­ure, sci­ence, even re­li­gion, pos­sible. Without For­sytes, who be­lieve in none of these things, and hab­it­ats but turn them all to use, where should we be? My dear sir, the For­sytes are the middle­men, the com­mer­cials, the pil­lars of so­ci­ety, the corner­stones of con­ven­tion; everything that is ad­mir­able!”

			“I don’t know wheth­er I catch your drift,” said Bosin­ney, “but I fancy there are plenty of For­sytes, as you call them, in my pro­fes­sion.”

			“Cer­tainly,” replied young Joly­on. “The great ma­jor­ity of ar­chi­tects, paint­ers, or writers have no prin­ciples, like any oth­er For­sytes. Art, lit­er­at­ure, re­li­gion, sur­vive by vir­tue of the few cranks who really be­lieve in such things, and the many For­sytes who make a com­mer­cial use of them. At a low es­tim­ate, three-fourths of our Roy­al Aca­dem­i­cians are For­sytes, sev­en-eighths of our nov­el­ists, a large pro­por­tion of the press. Of sci­ence I can’t speak; they are mag­ni­fi­cently rep­res­en­ted in re­li­gion; in the House of Com­mons per­haps more nu­mer­ous than any­where; the ar­is­to­cracy speaks for it­self. But I’m not laugh­ing. It is dan­ger­ous to go against the ma­jor­ity—and what a ma­jor­ity!” He fixed his eyes on Bosin­ney: “It’s dan­ger­ous to let any­thing carry you away—a house, a pic­ture, a—wo­man!”

			They looked at each oth­er.—And, as though he had done that which no For­syte did—giv­en him­self away, young Joly­on drew in­to his shell. Bosin­ney broke the si­lence.

			“Why do you take your own people as the type?” said he.

			“My people,” replied young Joly­on, “are not very ex­treme, and they have their own private pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies, like every oth­er fam­ily, but they pos­sess in a re­mark­able de­gree those two qual­it­ies which are the real tests of a For­syte—the power of nev­er be­ing able to give your­self up to any­thing soul and body, and the ‘sense of prop­erty.’ ”

			Bosin­ney smiled: “How about the big one, for in­stance?”

			“Do you mean Swith­in?” asked young Joly­on. “Ah! in Swith­in there’s some­thing primev­al still. The town and middle-class life haven’t di­ges­ted him yet. All the old cen­tur­ies of farm work and brute force have settled in him, and there they’ve stuck, for all he’s so dis­tin­guished.”

			Bosin­ney seemed to pon­der. “Well, you’ve hit your cous­in Soames off to the life,” he said sud­denly. “He’ll nev­er blow his brains out.”

			Young Joly­on shot at him a pen­et­rat­ing glance.

			“No,” he said; “he won’t. That’s why he’s to be reckoned with. Look out for their grip! It’s easy to laugh, but don’t mis­take me. It doesn’t do to des­pise a For­syte; it doesn’t do to dis­reg­ard them!”

			“Yet you’ve done it your­self!”

			Young Joly­on ac­know­ledged the hit by los­ing his smile.

			“You for­get,” he said with a queer pride, “I can hold on, too—I’m a For­syte my­self. We’re all in the path of great forces. The man who leaves the shel­ter of the wall—well—you know what I mean. I don’t,” he ended very low, as though ut­ter­ing a threat, “re­com­mend every man to—go—my—way. It de­pends.”

			The col­our rushed in­to Bosin­ney’s face, but soon re­ceded, leav­ing it sal­low-brown as be­fore. He gave a short laugh, that left his lips fixed in a queer, fierce smile; his eyes mocked young Joly­on.

			“Thanks,” he said. “It’s deuced kind of you. But you’re not the only chaps that can hold on.” He rose.

			Young Joly­on looked after him as he walked away, and, rest­ing his head on his hand, sighed.

			In the drowsy, al­most empty room the only sounds were the rustle of news­pa­pers, the scrap­ing of matches be­ing struck. He stayed a long time without mov­ing, liv­ing over again those days when he, too, had sat long hours watch­ing the clock, wait­ing for the minutes to pass—long hours full of the tor­ments of un­cer­tainty, and of a fierce, sweet aching; and the slow, de­li­cious agony of that sea­son came back to him with its old poignancy. The sight of Bosin­ney, with his hag­gard face, and his rest­less eyes al­ways wan­der­ing to the clock, had roused in him a pity, with which was mingled strange, ir­res­ist­ible envy.

			He knew the signs so well. Whith­er was he go­ing—to what sort of fate? What kind of wo­man was it who was draw­ing him to her by that mag­net­ic force which no con­sid­er­a­tion of hon­our, no prin­ciple, no in­terest could with­stand; from which the only es­cape was flight.

			Flight! But why should Bosin­ney fly? A man fled when he was in danger of des­troy­ing hearth and home, when there were chil­dren, when he felt him­self tramp­ling down ideals, break­ing some­thing. But here, so he had heard, it was all broken to his hand.

			He him­self had not fled, nor would he fly if it were all to come over again. Yet he had gone fur­ther than Bosin­ney, had broken up his own un­happy home, not someone else’s. And the old say­ing came back to him: “A man’s fate lies in his own heart.”

			In his own heart! The proof of the pud­ding was in the eat­ing—Bosin­ney had still to eat his pud­ding.

			His thoughts passed to the wo­man, the wo­man whom he did not know, but the out­line of whose story he had heard.

			An un­happy mar­riage! No ill-treat­ment—only that in­defin­able mal­aise, that ter­rible blight which killed all sweet­ness un­der Heav­en; and so from day to day, from night to night, from week to week, from year to year, till death should end it.

			But young Joly­on, the bit­ter­ness of whose own feel­ings time had as­suaged, saw Soames’ side of the ques­tion too. Whence should a man like his cous­in, sat­ur­ated with all the pre­ju­dices and be­liefs of his class, draw the in­sight or in­spir­a­tion ne­ces­sary to break up this life? It was a ques­tion of ima­gin­a­tion, of pro­ject­ing him­self in­to the fu­ture bey­ond the un­pleas­ant gos­sip, sneers, and tattle that fol­lowed on such sep­ar­a­tions, bey­ond the passing pangs that the lack of the sight of her would cause, bey­ond the grave dis­ap­prov­al of the worthy. But few men, and es­pe­cially few men of Soames’ class, had ima­gin­a­tion enough for that. A deal of mor­tals in this world, and not enough ima­gin­a­tion to go round! And sweet Heav­en, what a dif­fer­ence between the­ory and prac­tice; many a man, per­haps even Soames, held chiv­al­rous views on such mat­ters, who when the shoe pinched found a dis­tin­guish­ing factor that made of him­self an ex­cep­tion.

			Then, too, he dis­trus­ted his judg­ment. He had been through the ex­per­i­ence him­self, had tasted too the dregs the bit­ter­ness of an un­happy mar­riage, and how could he take the wide and dis­pas­sion­ate view of those who had nev­er been with­in sound of the battle? His evid­ence was too firsthand—like the evid­ence on mil­it­ary mat­ters of a sol­dier who has been through much act­ive ser­vice, against that of ci­vil­ians who have not suffered the dis­ad­vant­age of see­ing things too close. Most people would con­sider such a mar­riage as that of Soames and Irene quite fairly suc­cess­ful; he had money, she had beauty; it was a case for com­prom­ise. There was no reas­on why they should not jog along, even if they hated each oth­er. It would not mat­ter if they went their own ways a little so long as the de­cen­cies were ob­served—the sanc­tity of the mar­riage tie, of the com­mon home, re­spec­ted. Half the mar­riages of the up­per classes were con­duc­ted on these lines: Do not of­fend the sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies of So­ci­ety; do not of­fend the sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies of the Church. To avoid of­fend­ing these is worth the sac­ri­fice of any private feel­ings. The ad­vant­ages of the stable home are vis­ible, tan­gible, so many pieces of prop­erty; there is no risk in the statu quo. To break up a home is at the best a dan­ger­ous ex­per­i­ment, and selfish in­to the bar­gain.

			This was the case for the de­fence, and young Joly­on sighed.

			“The core of it all,” he thought, “is prop­erty, but there are many people who would not like it put that way. To them it is ‘the sanc­tity of the mar­riage tie’; but the sanc­tity of the mar­riage tie is de­pend­ent on the sanc­tity of the fam­ily, and the sanc­tity of the fam­ily is de­pend­ent on the sanc­tity of prop­erty. And yet I ima­gine all these people are fol­low­ers of One who nev­er owned any­thing. It is curi­ous!”

			And again young Joly­on sighed.

			“Am I go­ing on my way home to ask any poor dev­ils I meet to share my din­ner, which will then be too little for my­self, or, at all events, for my wife, who is ne­ces­sary to my health and hap­pi­ness? It may be that after all Soames does well to ex­er­cise his rights and sup­port by his prac­tice the sac­red prin­ciple of prop­erty which be­ne­fits us all, with the ex­cep­tion of those who suf­fer by the pro­cess.”

			And so he left his chair, threaded his way through the maze of seats, took his hat, and lan­guidly up the hot streets crowded with car­riages, reek­ing with dusty odours, wen­ded his way home.

			Be­fore reach­ing Wistar­ia Av­en­ue he re­moved old Joly­on’s let­ter from his pock­et, and tear­ing it care­fully in­to tiny pieces, scattered them in the dust of the road.

			He let him­self in with his key, and called his wife’s name. But she had gone out, tak­ing Jolly and Holly, and the house was empty; alone in the garden the dog Balthas­ar lay in the shade snap­ping at flies.

			Young Joly­on took his seat there, too, un­der the pear-tree that bore no fruit.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Bosin­ney on Pa­role

			
			The day after the even­ing at Rich­mond Soames re­turned from Hen­ley by a morn­ing train. Not con­sti­tu­tion­ally in­ter­ested in am­phi­bi­ous sports, his vis­it had been one of busi­ness rather than pleas­ure, a cli­ent of some im­port­ance hav­ing asked him down.

			He went straight to the City, but find­ing things slack, he left at three o’clock, glad of this chance to get home quietly. Irene did not ex­pect him. Not that he had any de­sire to spy on her ac­tions, but there was no harm in thus un­ex­pec­tedly sur­vey­ing the scene.

			After chan­ging to Park clothes he went in­to the draw­ing-room. She was sit­ting idly in the corner of the sofa, her fa­vour­ite seat; and there were circles un­der her eyes, as though she had not slept.

			He asked: “How is it you’re in? Are you ex­pect­ing some­body?”

			“Yes—that is, not par­tic­u­larly.”

			“Who?”

			“Mr. Bosin­ney said he might come.”

			“Bosin­ney. He ought to be at work.”

			To this she made no an­swer.

			“Well,” said Soames, “I want you to come out to the Stores with me, and after that we’ll go to the Park.”

			“I don’t want to go out; I have a head­ache.”

			Soames replied: “If ever I want you to do any­thing, you’ve al­ways got a head­ache. It’ll do you good to come and sit un­der the trees.”

			She did not an­swer.

			Soames was si­lent for some minutes; at last he said: “I don’t know what your idea of a wife’s duty is. I nev­er have known!”

			He had not ex­pec­ted her to reply, but she did.

			“I have tried to do what you want; it’s not my fault that I haven’t been able to put my heart in­to it.”

			“Whose fault is it, then?” He watched her askance.

			“Be­fore we were mar­ried you prom­ised to let me go if our mar­riage was not a suc­cess. Is it a suc­cess?”

			Soames frowned.

			“Suc­cess,” he stammered—“it would be a suc­cess if you be­haved your­self prop­erly!”

			“I have tried,” said Irene. “Will you let me go?”

			Soames turned away. Secretly alarmed, he took refuge in bluster.

			“Let you go? You don’t know what you’re talk­ing about. Let you go? How can I let you go? We’re mar­ried, aren’t we? Then, what are you talk­ing about? For God’s sake, don’t let’s have any of this sort of non­sense! Get your hat on, and come and sit in the Park.”

			“Then, you won’t let me go?”

			He felt her eyes rest­ing on him with a strange, touch­ing look.

			“Let you go!” he said; “and what on earth would you do with your­self if I did? You’ve got no money!”

			“I could man­age some­how.”

			He took a swift turn up and down the room; then came and stood be­fore her.

			“Un­der­stand,” he said, “once and for all, I won’t have you say this sort of thing. Go and get your hat on!”

			She did not move.

			“I sup­pose,” said Soames, “you don’t want to miss Bosin­ney if he comes!”

			Irene got up slowly and left the room. She came down with her hat on.

			They went out.

			In the Park, the mot­ley hour of mid-af­ter­noon, when for­eign­ers and oth­er pathet­ic folk drive, think­ing them­selves to be in fash­ion, had passed; the right, the prop­er, hour had come, was nearly gone, be­fore Soames and Irene seated them­selves un­der the Achilles statue.

			It was some time since he had en­joyed her com­pany in the Park. That was one of the past de­lights of the first two sea­sons of his mar­ried life, when to feel him­self the pos­sessor of this gra­cious creature be­fore all Lon­don had been his greatest, though secret, pride. How many af­ter­noons had he not sat be­side her, ex­tremely neat, with light grey gloves and faint, su­per­cili­ous smile, nod­ding to ac­quaint­ances, and now and again re­mov­ing his hat.

			His light grey gloves were still on his hands, and on his lips his smile sar­don­ic, but where the feel­ing in his heart?

			The seats were empty­ing fast, but still he kept her there, si­lent and pale, as though to work out a secret pun­ish­ment. Once or twice he made some com­ment, and she bent her head, or answered “Yes” with a tired smile.

			Along the rails a man was walk­ing so fast that people stared after him when he passed.

			“Look at that ass!” said Soames; “he must be mad to walk like that in this heat!”

			He turned; Irene had made a rap­id move­ment.

			“Hallo!” he said: “it’s our friend the Buc­can­eer!”

			And he sat still, with his sneer­ing smile, con­scious that Irene was sit­ting still, and smil­ing too.

			“Will she bow to him?” he thought.

			But she made no sign.

			Bosin­ney reached the end of the rails, and came walk­ing back amongst the chairs, quar­ter­ing his ground like a point­er. When he saw them he stopped dead, and raised his hat.

			The smile nev­er left Soames’ face; he also took off his hat.

			Bosin­ney came up, look­ing ex­hausted, like a man after hard phys­ic­al ex­er­cise; the sweat stood in drops on his brow, and Soames’ smile seemed to say: “You’ve had a try­ing time, my friend! … What are you do­ing in the Park?” he asked. “We thought you des­pised such frivolity!”

			Bosin­ney did not seem to hear; he made his an­swer to Irene: “I’ve been round to your place; I hoped I should find you in.”

			Some­body tapped Soames on the back, and spoke to him; and in the ex­change of those plat­it­udes over his shoulder, he missed her an­swer, and took a res­ol­u­tion.

			“We’re just go­ing in,” he said to Bosin­ney; “you’d bet­ter come back to din­ner with us.” In­to that in­vit­a­tion he put a strange bravado, a stranger pathos: “You can’t de­ceive me,” his look and voice seemed say­ing, “but see—I trust you—I’m not afraid of you!”

			They star­ted back to Mont­pel­li­er Square to­geth­er, Irene between them. In the crowded streets Soames went on in front. He did not listen to their con­ver­sa­tion; the strange res­ol­u­tion of trust­ful­ness he had taken seemed to an­im­ate even his secret con­duct. Like a gam­bler, he said to him­self: “It’s a card I dare not throw away—I must play it for what it’s worth. I have not too many chances.”

			He dressed slowly, heard her leave her room and go down­stairs, and, for full five minutes after, dawdled about in his dress­ing-room. Then he went down, pur­posely shut­ting the door loudly to show that he was com­ing. He found them stand­ing by the hearth, per­haps talk­ing, per­haps not; he could not say.

			He played his part out in the farce, the long even­ing through—his man­ner to his guest more friendly than it had ever been be­fore; and when at last Bosin­ney went, he said: “You must come again soon; Irene likes to have you to talk about the house!” Again his voice had the strange bravado and the stranger pathos; but his hand was cold as ice.

			Loy­al to his res­ol­u­tion, he turned away from their part­ing, turned away from his wife as she stood un­der the hanging lamp to say good night—away from the sight of her golden head shin­ing so un­der the light, of her smil­ing mourn­ful lips; away from the sight of Bosin­ney’s eyes look­ing at her, so like a dog’s look­ing at its mas­ter.

			And he went to bed with the cer­tainty that Bosin­ney was in love with his wife.

			The sum­mer night was hot, so hot and still that through every opened win­dow came in but hot­ter air. For long hours he lay listen­ing to her breath­ing.

			She could sleep, but he must lie awake. And, ly­ing awake, he hardened him­self to play the part of the se­rene and trust­ing hus­band.

			In the small hours he slipped out of bed, and passing in­to his dress­ing-room, leaned by the open win­dow.

			He could hardly breathe.

			A night four years ago came back to him—the night but one be­fore his mar­riage; as hot and stifling as this.

			He re­membered how he had lain in a long cane chair in the win­dow of his sit­ting-room off Vic­tor­ia Street. Down be­low in a side street a man had banged at a door, a wo­man had cried out; he re­membered, as though it were now, the sound of the scuffle, the slam of the door, the dead si­lence that fol­lowed. And then the early wa­ter-cart, cleans­ing the reek of the streets, had ap­proached through the strange-seem­ing, use­less lamp­light; he seemed to hear again its rumble, near­er and near­er, till it passed and slowly died away.

			He leaned far out of the dress­ing-room win­dow over the little court be­low, and saw the first light spread. The out­lines of dark walls and roofs were blurred for a mo­ment, then came out sharp­er than be­fore.

			He re­membered how that oth­er night he had watched the lamps pal­ing all the length of Vic­tor­ia Street; how he had hur­ried on his clothes and gone down in­to the street, down past houses and squares, to the street where she was stay­ing, and there had stood and looked at the front of the little house, as still and grey as the face of a dead man.

			And sud­denly it shot through his mind, like a sick man’s fancy: What’s he do­ing?—that fel­low who haunts me, who was here this even­ing, who’s in love with my wife—prowl­ing out there, per­haps, look­ing for her as I know he was look­ing for her this af­ter­noon; watch­ing my house now, for all I can tell!

			He stole across the land­ing to the front of the house, stealth­ily drew aside a blind, and raised a win­dow.

			The grey light clung about the trees of the square, as though Night, like a great downy moth, had brushed them with her wings. The lamps were still alight, all pale, but not a soul stirred—no liv­ing thing in sight.

			Yet sud­denly, very faint, far off in the deathly still­ness, he heard a cry writh­ing, like the voice of some wan­der­ing soul barred out of heav­en, and cry­ing for its hap­pi­ness. There it was again—again! Soames shut the win­dow, shud­der­ing.

			Then he thought: “Ah! it’s only the pea­cocks, across the wa­ter.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				June Pays Some Calls

			
			Joly­on stood in the nar­row hall at Broad­stairs, in­hal­ing that odour of oil­cloth and her­rings which per­meates all re­spect­able sea­side lodging-houses. On a chair—a shiny leath­er chair, dis­play­ing its horse­hair through a hole in the top left-hand corner—stood a black des­patch case. This he was filling with pa­pers, with the Times, and a bottle of eau de co­logne. He had meet­ings that day of the Glob­u­lar Gold Con­ces­sions and the New Col­li­ery Com­pany, Lim­ited, to which he was go­ing up, for he nev­er missed a Board; to “miss a Board” would be one more piece of evid­ence that he was grow­ing old, and this his jeal­ous For­syte spir­it could not bear.

			His eyes, as he filled that black des­patch case, looked as if at any mo­ment they might blaze up with an­ger. So gleams the eye of a school­boy, baited by a ring of his com­pan­ions; but he con­trols him­self, de­terred by the fear­ful odds against him. And old Joly­on con­trolled him­self, keep­ing down, with his mas­ter­ful re­straint now slowly wear­ing out, the ir­rit­a­tion fostered in him by the con­di­tions of his life.

			He had re­ceived from his son an un­prac­tic­al let­ter, in which by ram­bling gen­er­al­it­ies the boy seemed try­ing to get out of an­swer­ing a plain ques­tion. “I’ve seen Bosin­ney,” he said; “he is not a crim­in­al. The more I see of people the more I am con­vinced that they are nev­er good or bad—merely com­ic, or pathet­ic. You prob­ably don’t agree with me!”

			Old Joly­on did not; he con­sidered it cyn­ic­al to so ex­press one­self; he had not yet reached that point of old age when even For­sytes, bereft of those il­lu­sions and prin­ciples which they have cher­ished care­fully for prac­tic­al pur­poses but nev­er be­lieved in, bereft of all cor­por­eal en­joy­ment, stricken to the very heart by hav­ing noth­ing left to hope for—break through the bar­ri­ers of re­serve and say things they would nev­er have be­lieved them­selves cap­able of say­ing.

			Per­haps he did not be­lieve in “good­ness” and “bad­ness” any more than his son; but as he would have said: He didn’t know—couldn’t tell; there might be some­thing in it; and why, by an un­ne­ces­sary ex­pres­sion of dis­be­lief, de­prive your­self of pos­sible ad­vant­age?

			Ac­cus­tomed to spend his hol­i­days among the moun­tains, though (like a true For­syte) he had nev­er at­temp­ted any­thing too ad­ven­tur­ous or too fool­hardy, he had been pas­sion­ately fond of them. And when the won­der­ful view (men­tioned in Baedeker—“fa­tiguing but re­pay­ing”)—was dis­closed to him after the ef­fort of the climb, he had doubt­less felt the ex­ist­ence of some great, dig­ni­fied prin­ciple crown­ing the chaot­ic striv­ings, the petty pre­cip­ices, and iron­ic little dark chasms of life. This was as near to re­li­gion, per­haps, as his prac­tic­al spir­it had ever gone.

			But it was many years since he had been to the moun­tains. He had taken June there two sea­sons run­ning, after his wife died, and had real­ized bit­terly that his walk­ing days were over.

			To that old moun­tain—giv­en con­fid­ence in a su­preme or­der of things he had long been a stranger.

			He knew him­self to be old, yet he felt young; and this troubled him. It troubled and puzzled him, too, to think that he, who had al­ways been so care­ful, should be fath­er and grand­fath­er to such as seemed born to dis­aster. He had noth­ing to say against Jo—who could say any­thing against the boy, an ami­able chap?—but his po­s­i­tion was de­plor­able, and this busi­ness of June’s nearly as bad. It seemed like a fatal­ity, and a fatal­ity was one of those things no man of his char­ac­ter could either un­der­stand or put up with.

			In writ­ing to his son he did not really hope that any­thing would come of it. Since the ball at Ro­ger’s he had seen too clearly how the land lay—he could put two and two to­geth­er quick­er than most men—and, with the ex­ample of his own son be­fore his eyes, knew bet­ter than any For­syte of them all that the pale flame singes men’s wings wheth­er they will or no.

			In the days be­fore June’s en­gage­ment, when she and Mrs. Soames were al­ways to­geth­er, he had seen enough of Irene to feel the spell she cast over men. She was not a flirt, not even a coquette—words dear to the heart of his gen­er­a­tion, which loved to define things by a good, broad, in­ad­equate word—but she was dan­ger­ous. He could not say why. Tell him of a qual­ity in­nate in some wo­men—a se­duct­ive power bey­ond their own con­trol! He would but an­swer: “Hum­bug!” She was dan­ger­ous, and there was an end of it. He wanted to close his eyes to that af­fair. If it was, it was; he did not want to hear any more about it—he only wanted to save June’s po­s­i­tion and her peace of mind. He still hoped she might once more be­come a com­fort to him­self.

			And so he had writ­ten. He got little enough out of the an­swer. As to what young Joly­on had made of the in­ter­view, there was prac­tic­ally only the queer sen­tence: “I gath­er that he’s in the stream.” The stream! What stream? What was this new­fangled way of talk­ing?

			He sighed, and fol­ded the last of the pa­pers un­der the flap of the bag; he knew well enough what was meant.

			June came out of the din­ing-room, and helped him on with his sum­mer coat. From her cos­tume, and the ex­pres­sion of her little res­ol­ute face, he saw at once what was com­ing.

			“I’m go­ing with you,” she said.

			“Non­sense, my dear; I go straight in­to the City. I can’t have you rack­et­ting about!”

			“I must see old Mrs. Smeech.”

			“Oh, your pre­cious lame ducks!” grumbled out old Joly­on. He did not be­lieve her ex­cuse, but ceased his op­pos­i­tion. There was no do­ing any­thing with that per­tinacity of hers.

			At Vic­tor­ia he put her in­to the car­riage which had been ordered for him­self—a char­ac­ter­ist­ic ac­tion, for he had no petty selfish­nesses.

			“Now, don’t you go tir­ing your­self, my darling,” he said, and took a cab on in­to the city.

			June went first to a back-street in Pad­ding­ton, where Mrs. Smeech, her lame duck, lived—an aged per­son, con­nec­ted with the char­ring in­terest; but after half an hour spent in hear­ing her ha­bitu­ally lam­ent­able re­cit­al, and dra­goon­ing her in­to tem­por­ary com­fort, she went on to Stan­hope Gate. The great house was closed and dark.

			She had de­cided to learn some­thing at all costs. It was bet­ter to face the worst, and have it over. And this was her plan: To go first to Phil’s aunt, Mrs. Baynes, and, fail­ing in­form­a­tion there, to Irene her­self. She had no clear no­tion of what she would gain by these vis­its.

			At three o’clock she was in Lowndes Square. With a wo­man’s in­stinct when trouble is to be faced, she had put on her best frock, and went to the battle with a glance as cour­ageous as old Joly­on’s it­self. Her tremors had passed in­to eager­ness.

			Mrs. Baynes, Bosin­ney’s aunt (Louisa was her name), was in her kit­chen when June was an­nounced, or­gan­iz­ing the cook, for she was an ex­cel­lent house­wife, and, as Baynes al­ways said, there was “a lot in a good din­ner.” He did his best work after din­ner. It was Baynes who built that re­mark­ably fine row of tall crim­son houses in Kens­ing­ton which com­pete with so many oth­ers for the title of “the ugli­est in Lon­don.”

			On hear­ing June’s name, she went hur­riedly to her bed­room, and, tak­ing two large brace­lets from a red mo­rocco case in a locked draw­er, put them on her white wrists—for she pos­sessed in a re­mark­able de­gree that “sense of prop­erty,” which, as we know, is the touch­stone of For­syteism, and the found­a­tion of good mor­al­ity.

			Her fig­ure, of me­di­um height and broad build, with a tend­ency to em­bon­point, was re­flec­ted by the mir­ror of her white­wood ward­robe, in a gown made un­der her own or­gan­iz­a­tion, of one of those half-tints, re­min­is­cent of the dis­tempered walls of cor­ridors in large ho­tels. She raised her hands to her hair, which she wore à la Prin­cesse de Galles, and touched it here and there, set­tling it more firmly on her head, and her eyes were full of an un­con­scious real­ism, as though she were look­ing in the face one of life’s sor­did facts, and mak­ing the best of it. In youth her cheeks had been of cream and roses, but they were mottled now by middle-age, and again that hard, ugly dir­ect­ness came in­to her eyes as she dabbed a powder-puff across her fore­head. Put­ting the puff down, she stood quite still be­fore the glass, ar­ran­ging a smile over her high, im­port­ant nose, her chin, (nev­er large, and now grow­ing smal­ler with the in­crease of her neck), her thin-lipped, down-droop­ing mouth. Quickly, not to lose the ef­fect, she grasped her skirts strongly in both hands, and went down­stairs.

			She had been hop­ing for this vis­it for some time past. Whis­pers had reached her that things were not all right between her neph­ew and his fiancée. Neither of them had been near her for weeks. She had asked Phil to din­ner many times; his in­vari­able an­swer had been “Too busy.”

			Her in­stinct was alarmed, and the in­stinct in such mat­ters of this ex­cel­lent wo­man was keen. She ought to have been a For­syte; in young Joly­on’s sense of the word, she cer­tainly had that priv­ilege, and mer­its de­scrip­tion as such.

			She had mar­ried off her three daugh­ters in a way that people said was bey­ond their deserts, for they had the pro­fes­sion­al plain­ness only to be found, as a rule, among the fe­male kind of the more leg­al call­ings. Her name was upon the com­mit­tees of num­ber­less char­it­ies con­nec­ted with the Church-dances, the­at­ric­als, or bazaars—and she nev­er lent her name un­less sure be­fore­hand that everything had been thor­oughly or­gan­ized.

			She be­lieved, as she of­ten said, in put­ting things on a com­mer­cial basis; the prop­er func­tion of the Church, of char­ity, in­deed, of everything, was to strengthen the fab­ric of “So­ci­ety.” In­di­vidu­al ac­tion, there­fore, she con­sidered im­mor­al. Or­gan­iz­a­tion was the only thing, for by or­gan­iz­a­tion alone could you feel sure that you were get­ting a re­turn for your money. Or­gan­iz­a­tion—and again, or­gan­iz­a­tion! And there is no doubt that she was what old Joly­on called her—“a ‘dab’ at that”—he went fur­ther, he called her “a hum­bug.”

			The en­ter­prises to which she lent her name were or­gan­ized so ad­mir­ably that by the time the tak­ings were handed over, they were in­deed skim milk di­vested of all cream of hu­man kind­ness. But as she of­ten justly re­marked, sen­ti­ment was to be de­prec­ated. She was, in fact, a little aca­dem­ic.

			This great and good wo­man, so highly thought of in ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al circles, was one of the prin­cip­al priest­esses in the temple of For­syteism, keep­ing alive day and night a sac­red flame to the God of Prop­erty, whose al­tar is in­scribed with those in­spir­ing words: “Noth­ing for noth­ing, and really re­mark­ably little for six­pence.”

			When she entered a room it was felt that some­thing sub­stan­tial had come in, which was prob­ably the reas­on of her pop­ular­ity as a pat­ron­ess. People liked some­thing sub­stan­tial when they had paid money for it; and they would look at her—sur­roun­ded by her staff in char­ity ball­rooms, with her high nose and her broad, square fig­ure, at­tired in an uni­form covered with se­quins—as though she were a gen­er­al.

			The only thing against her was that she had not a double name. She was a power in up­per middle-class so­ci­ety, with its hun­dred sets and circles, all in­ter­sect­ing on the com­mon bat­tle­field of char­ity func­tions, and on that bat­tle­field brush­ing skirts so pleas­antly with the skirts of So­ci­ety with the cap­it­al S. She was a power in so­ci­ety with the smal­ler s, that lar­ger, more sig­ni­fic­ant, and more power­ful body, where the com­mer­cially Chris­ti­an in­sti­tu­tions, max­ims, and “prin­ciple,” which Mrs. Baynes em­bod­ied, were real lifeblood, cir­cu­lat­ing freely, real busi­ness cur­rency, not merely the ster­il­ized im­it­a­tion that flowed in the veins of smal­ler So­ci­ety with the lar­ger S. People who knew her felt her to be sound—a sound wo­man, who nev­er gave her­self away, nor any­thing else, if she could pos­sibly help it.

			She had been on the worst sort of terms with Bosin­ney’s fath­er, who had not in­fre­quently made her the ob­ject of an un­par­don­able ri­dicule. She al­luded to him now that he was gone as her “poor, dear, ir­rev­er­end broth­er.”

			She greeted June with the care­ful ef­fu­sion of which she was a mis­tress, a little afraid of her as far as a wo­man of her em­in­ence in the com­mer­cial and Chris­ti­an world could be afraid—for so slight a girl June had a great dig­nity, the fear­less­ness of her eyes gave her that. And Mrs. Baynes, too, shrewdly re­cog­nized that be­hind the un­com­prom­ising frank­ness of June’s man­ner there was much of the For­syte. If the girl had been merely frank and cour­ageous, Mrs. Baynes would have thought her “cranky,” and des­pised her; if she had been merely a For­syte, like Francie—let us say—she would have pat­ron­ized her from sheer weight of met­al; but June, small though she was—Mrs. Baynes ha­bitu­ally ad­mired quant­ity—gave her an un­easy feel­ing; and she placed her in a chair op­pos­ite the light.

			There was an­oth­er reas­on for her re­spect which Mrs. Baynes, too good a church­wo­man to be worldly, would have been the last to ad­mit—she of­ten heard her hus­band de­scribe old Joly­on as ex­tremely well off, and was biased to­wards his grand­daugh­ter for the sound­est of all reas­ons. Today she felt the emo­tion with which we read a nov­el de­scrib­ing a hero and an in­her­it­ance, nervously anxious lest, by some fright­ful lapse of the nov­el­ist, the young man should be left without it at the end.

			Her man­ner was warm; she had nev­er seen so clearly be­fore how dis­tin­guished and de­sir­able a girl this was. She asked after old Joly­on’s health. A won­der­ful man for his age; so up­right, and young look­ing, and how old was he? Eighty-one! She would nev­er have thought it! They were at the sea! Very nice for them; she sup­posed June heard from Phil every day? Her light grey eyes be­came more prom­in­ent as she asked this ques­tion; but the girl met the glance without flinch­ing.

			“No,” she said, “he nev­er writes!”

			Mrs. Baynes’s eyes dropped; they had no in­ten­tion of do­ing so, but they did. They re­covered im­me­di­ately.

			“Of course not. That’s Phil all over—he was al­ways like that!”

			“Was he?” said June.

			The brev­ity of the an­swer caused Mrs. Baynes’s bright smile a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion; she dis­guised it by a quick move­ment, and spread­ing her skirts afresh, said: “Why, my dear—he’s quite the most har­um-scar­um per­son; one nev­er pays the slight­est at­ten­tion to what he does!”

			The con­vic­tion came sud­denly to June that she was wast­ing her time; even were she to put a ques­tion point-blank, she would nev­er get any­thing out of this wo­man.

			“Do you see him?” she asked, her face crim­son­ing.

			The per­spir­a­tion broke out on Mrs. Baynes’ fore­head be­neath the powder.

			“Oh, yes! I don’t re­mem­ber when he was here last—in­deed, we haven’t seen much of him lately. He’s so busy with your cous­in’s house; I’m told it’ll be fin­ished dir­ectly. We must or­gan­ize a little din­ner to cel­eb­rate the event; do come and stay the night with us!”

			“Thank you,” said June. Again she thought: “I’m only wast­ing my time. This wo­man will tell me noth­ing.”

			She got up to go. A change came over Mrs. Baynes. She rose too; her lips twitched, she fid­geted her hands. Some­thing was evid­ently very wrong, and she did not dare to ask this girl, who stood there, a slim, straight little fig­ure, with her de­cided face, her set jaw, and re­sent­ful eyes. She was not ac­cus­tomed to be afraid of ask­ing ques­tions—all or­gan­iz­a­tion was based on the ask­ing of ques­tions!

			But the is­sue was so grave that her nerve, nor­mally strong, was fairly shaken; only that morn­ing her hus­band had said: “Old Mr. For­syte must be worth well over a hun­dred thou­sand pounds!”

			And this girl stood there, hold­ing out her hand—hold­ing out her hand!

			The chance might be slip­ping away—she couldn’t tell—the chance of keep­ing her in the fam­ily, and yet she dared not speak.

			Her eyes fol­lowed June to the door.

			It closed.

			Then with an ex­clam­a­tion Mrs. Baynes ran for­ward, wob­bling her bulky frame from side to side, and opened it again.

			Too late! She heard the front door click, and stood still, an ex­pres­sion of real an­ger and mor­ti­fic­a­tion on her face.

			June went along the Square with her bird­like quick­ness. She de­tested that wo­man now whom in hap­pi­er days she had been ac­cus­tomed to think so kind. Was she al­ways to be put off thus, and forced to un­der­go this tor­tur­ing sus­pense?

			She would go to Phil him­self, and ask him what he meant. She had the right to know. She hur­ried on down Sloane Street till she came to Bosin­ney’s num­ber. Passing the swing-door at the bot­tom, she ran up the stairs, her heart thump­ing pain­fully.

			At the top of the third flight she paused for breath, and hold­ing on to the ban­nis­ters, stood listen­ing. No sound came from above.

			With a very white face she moun­ted the last flight. She saw the door, with his name on the plate. And the res­ol­u­tion that had brought her so far evap­or­ated.

			The full mean­ing of her con­duct came to her. She felt hot all over; the palms of her hands were moist be­neath the thin silk cov­er­ing of her gloves.

			She drew back to the stairs, but did not des­cend. Lean­ing against the rail she tried to get rid of a feel­ing of be­ing choked; and she gazed at the door with a sort of dread­ful cour­age. No! she re­fused to go down. Did it mat­ter what people thought of her? They would nev­er know! No one would help her if she did not help her­self! She would go through with it.

			For­cing her­self, there­fore, to leave the sup­port of the wall, she rang the bell. The door did not open, and all her shame and fear sud­denly aban­doned her; she rang again and again, as though in spite of its empti­ness she could drag some re­sponse out of that closed room, some re­com­pense for the shame and fear that vis­it had cost her. It did not open; she left off ringing, and, sit­ting down at the top of the stairs, bur­ied her face in her hands.

			Presently she stole down, out in­to the air. She felt as though she had passed through a bad ill­ness, and had no de­sire now but to get home as quickly as she could. The people she met seemed to know where she had been, what she had been do­ing; and sud­denly—over on the op­pos­ite side, go­ing to­wards his rooms from the dir­ec­tion of Mont­pel­li­er Square—she saw Bosin­ney him­self.

			She made a move­ment to cross in­to the traffic. Their eyes met, and he raised his hat. An om­ni­bus passed, ob­scur­ing her view; then, from the edge of the pave­ment, through a gap in the traffic, she saw him walk­ing on.

			And June stood mo­tion­less, look­ing after him.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Per­fec­tion of the House

			
			“One mock­turtle, clear; one ox­tail; two glasses of port.”

			In the up­per room at French’s, where a For­syte could still get heavy Eng­lish food, James and his son were sit­ting down to lunch.

			Of all eat­ing-places James liked best to come here; there was some­thing un­pre­ten­tious, well-fla­voured, and filling about it, and though he had been to a cer­tain ex­tent cor­rup­ted by the ne­ces­sity for be­ing fash­ion­able, and the trend of habits keep­ing pace with an in­come that would in­crease, he still hankered in quiet City mo­ments after the tasty flesh­pots of his earli­er days. Here you were served by hairy Eng­lish waiters in ap­rons; there was saw­dust on the floor, and three round gilt look­ing-glasses hung just above the line of sight. They had only re­cently done away with the cu­bicles, too, in which you could have your chop, prime chump, with a floury potato, without see­ing your neigh­bours, like a gen­tle­man.

			He tucked the top corner of his nap­kin be­hind the third but­ton of his waist­coat, a prac­tice he had been ob­liged to aban­don years ago in the West End. He felt that he should rel­ish his soup—the en­tire morn­ing had been giv­en to wind­ing up the es­tate of an old friend.

			After filling his mouth with house­hold bread, stale, he at once began: “How are you go­ing down to Robin Hill? You go­ing to take Irene? You’d bet­ter take her. I should think there’ll be a lot that’ll want see­ing to.”

			Without look­ing up, Soames answered: “She won’t go.”

			“Won’t go? What’s the mean­ing of that? She’s go­ing to live in the house, isn’t she?”

			Soames made no reply.

			“I don’t know what’s com­ing to wo­men nowadays,” mumbled James; “I nev­er used to have any trouble with them. She’s had too much liberty. She’s spoiled. …”

			Soames lif­ted his eyes: “I won’t have any­thing said against her,” he said un­ex­pec­tedly.

			The si­lence was only broken now by the sup­ping of James’s soup.

			The waiter brought the two glasses of port, but Soames stopped him.

			“That’s not the way to serve port,” he said; “take them away, and bring the bottle.”

			Rous­ing him­self from his rev­er­ie over the soup, James took one of his rap­id shift­ing sur­veys of sur­round­ing facts.

			“Your moth­er’s in bed,” he said; “you can have the car­riage to take you down. I should think Irene’d like the drive. This young Bosin­ney’ll be there, I sup­pose, to show you over.”

			Soames nod­ded.

			“I should like to go and see for my­self what sort of a job he’s made fin­ish­ing off,” pur­sued James. “I’ll just drive round and pick you both up.”

			“I am go­ing down by train,” replied Soames. “If you like to drive round and see, Irene might go with you, I can’t tell.”

			He signed to the waiter to bring the bill, which James paid.

			They par­ted at St. Paul’s, Soames branch­ing off to the sta­tion, James tak­ing his om­ni­bus west­wards.

			He had se­cured the corner seat next the con­duct­or, where his long legs made it dif­fi­cult for any­one to get in, and at all who passed him he looked re­sent­fully, as if they had no busi­ness to be us­ing up his air.

			He in­ten­ded to take an op­por­tun­ity this af­ter­noon of speak­ing to Irene. A word in time saved nine; and now that she was go­ing to live in the coun­try there was a chance for her to turn over a new leaf! He could see that Soames wouldn’t stand very much more of her go­ings on!

			It did not oc­cur to him to define what he meant by her “go­ings on”; the ex­pres­sion was wide, vague, and suited to a For­syte. And James had more than his com­mon share of cour­age after lunch.

			On reach­ing home, he ordered out the ba­rouche, with spe­cial in­struc­tions that the groom was to go too. He wished to be kind to her, and to give her every chance.

			When the door of No. 62 was opened he could dis­tinctly hear her singing, and said so at once, to pre­vent any chance of be­ing denied en­trance.

			Yes, Mrs. Soames was in, but the maid did not know if she was see­ing people.

			James, mov­ing with the rapid­ity that ever as­ton­ished the ob­serv­ers of his long fig­ure and ab­sorbed ex­pres­sion, went forth­with in­to the draw­ing-room without per­mit­ting this to be as­cer­tained. He found Irene seated at the pi­ano with her hands ar­res­ted on the keys, evid­ently listen­ing to the voices in the hall. She greeted him without smil­ing.

			“Your moth­er-in-law’s in bed,” he began, hop­ing at once to en­list her sym­pathy. “I’ve got the car­riage here. Now, be a good girl, and put on your hat and come with me for a drive. It’ll do you good!”

			Irene looked at him as though about to re­fuse, but, seem­ing to change her mind, went up­stairs, and came down again with her hat on.

			“Where are you go­ing to take me?” she asked.

			“We’ll just go down to Robin Hill,” said James, splut­ter­ing out his words very quick; “the horses want ex­er­cise, and I should like to see what they’ve been do­ing down there.”

			Irene hung back, but again changed her mind, and went out to the car­riage, James brood­ing over her closely, to make quite sure.

			It was not be­fore he had got her more than halfway that he began: “Soames is very fond of you—he won’t have any­thing said against you; why don’t you show him more af­fec­tion?”

			Irene flushed, and said in a low voice: “I can’t show what I haven’t got.”

			James looked at her sharply; he felt that now he had her in his own car­riage, with his own horses and ser­vants, he was really in com­mand of the situ­ation. She could not put him off; nor would she make a scene in pub­lic.

			“I can’t think what you’re about,” he said. “He’s a very good hus­band!”

			Irene’s an­swer was so low as to be al­most in­aud­ible among the sounds of traffic. He caught the words: “You are not mar­ried to him!”

			“What’s that got to do with it? He’s giv­en you everything you want. He’s al­ways ready to take you any­where, and now he’s built you this house in the coun­try. It’s not as if you had any­thing of your own.”

			“No.”

			Again James looked at her; he could not make out the ex­pres­sion on her face. She looked al­most as if she were go­ing to cry, and yet. …

			“I’m sure,” he muttered hast­ily, “we’ve all tried to be kind to you.”

			Irene’s lips quivered; to his dis­may James saw a tear steal down her cheek. He felt a choke rise in his own throat.

			“We’re all fond of you,” he said, “if you’d only”—he was go­ing to say, “be­have your­self,” but changed it to—“if you’d only be more of a wife to him.”

			Irene did not an­swer, and James, too, ceased speak­ing. There was some­thing in her si­lence which dis­con­cer­ted him; it was not the si­lence of ob­stin­acy, rather that of ac­qui­es­cence in all that he could find to say. And yet he felt as if he had not had the last word. He could not un­der­stand this.

			He was un­able, how­ever, to long keep si­lence.

			“I sup­pose that young Bosin­ney,” he said, “will be get­ting mar­ried to June now?”

			Irene’s face changed. “I don’t know,” she said; “you should ask her.”

			“Does she write to you?”

			“No.”

			“How’s that?” said James. “I thought you and she were such great friends.”

			Irene turned on him. “Again,” she said, “you should ask her!”

			“Well,” flustered James, frightened by her look, “it’s very odd that I can’t get a plain an­swer to a plain ques­tion, but there it is.”

			He sat ru­min­at­ing over his re­buff, and burst out at last:

			“Well, I’ve warned you. You won’t look ahead. Soames he doesn’t say much, but I can see he won’t stand a great deal more of this sort of thing. You’ll have nobody but your­self to blame, and, what’s more, you’ll get no sym­pathy from any­body.”

			Irene bent her head with a little smil­ing bow. “I am very much ob­liged to you.”

			James did not know what on earth to an­swer.

			The bright hot morn­ing had changed slowly to a grey, op­press­ive af­ter­noon; a heavy bank of clouds, with the yel­low tinge of com­ing thun­der, had ris­en in the south, and was creep­ing up.

			The branches of the trees dropped mo­tion­less across the road without the smal­lest stir of fo­liage. A faint odour of glue from the heated horses clung in the thick air; the coach­man and groom, ri­gid and un­bend­ing, ex­changed stealthy mur­murs on the box, without ever turn­ing their heads.

			To James’ great re­lief they reached the house at last; the si­lence and im­pen­et­rab­il­ity of this wo­man by his side, whom he had al­ways thought so soft and mild, alarmed him.

			The car­riage put them down at the door, and they entered.

			The hall was cool, and so still that it was like passing in­to a tomb; a shud­der ran down James’s spine. He quickly lif­ted the heavy leath­er cur­tains between the columns in­to the in­ner court.

			He could not re­strain an ex­clam­a­tion of ap­prov­al.

			The dec­or­a­tion was really in ex­cel­lent taste. The dull ruby tiles that ex­ten­ded from the foot of the walls to the verge of a cir­cu­lar clump of tall iris plants, sur­round­ing in turn a sunken basin of white marble filled with wa­ter, were ob­vi­ously of the best qual­ity. He ad­mired ex­tremely the purple leath­er cur­tains drawn along one en­tire side, fram­ing a huge white-tiled stove. The cent­ral par­ti­tions of the sky­light had been slid back, and the warm air from out­side pen­et­rated in­to the very heart of the house.

			He stood, his hands be­hind him, his head bent back on his high, nar­row shoulders, spy­ing the tracery on the columns and the pat­tern of the frieze which ran round the ivory-col­oured walls un­der the gal­lery. Evid­ently, no pains had been spared. It was quite the house of a gen­tle­man. He went up to the cur­tains, and, hav­ing dis­covered how they were worked, drew them asun­der and dis­closed the pic­ture-gal­lery, end­ing in a great win­dow tak­ing up the whole end of the room. It had a black oak floor, and its walls, again, were of ivory white. He went on throw­ing open doors, and peep­ing in. Everything was in apple-pie or­der, ready for im­me­di­ate oc­cu­pa­tion.

			He turned round at last to speak to Irene, and saw her stand­ing over in the garden en­trance, with her hus­band and Bosin­ney.

			Though not re­mark­able for sens­ib­il­ity, James felt at once that some­thing was wrong. He went up to them, and, vaguely alarmed, ig­nor­ant of the nature of the trouble, made an at­tempt to smooth things over.

			“How are you, Mr. Bosin­ney?” he said, hold­ing out his hand. “You’ve been spend­ing money pretty freely down here, I should say!”

			Soames turned his back, and walked away.

			James looked from Bosin­ney’s frown­ing face to Irene, and, in his agit­a­tion, spoke his thoughts aloud: “Well, I can’t tell what’s the mat­ter. Nobody tells me any­thing!” And, mak­ing off after his son, he heard Bosin­ney’s short laugh, and his “Well, thank God! You look so. …” Most un­for­tu­nately he lost the rest.

			What had happened? He glanced back. Irene was very close to the ar­chi­tect, and her face not like the face he knew of her. He hastened up to his son.

			Soames was pa­cing the pic­ture-gal­lery.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” said James. “What’s all this?”

			Soames looked at him with his su­per­cili­ous calm un­broken, but James knew well enough that he was vi­ol­ently angry.

			“Our friend,” he said, “has ex­ceeded his in­struc­tions again, that’s all. So much the worse for him this time.”

			He turned round and walked back to­wards the door. James fol­lowed hur­riedly, edging him­self in front. He saw Irene take her fin­ger from be­fore her lips, heard her say some­thing in her or­din­ary voice, and began to speak be­fore he reached them.

			“There’s a storm com­ing on. We’d bet­ter get home. We can’t take you, I sup­pose, Mr. Bosin­ney? No, I sup­pose not. Then, good­bye!” He held out his hand. Bosin­ney did not take it, but, turn­ing with a laugh, said:

			“Good­bye, Mr. For­syte. Don’t get caught in the storm!” and walked away.

			“Well,” began James, “I don’t know. …”

			But the sight of Irene’s face stopped him. Tak­ing hold of his daugh­ter-in-law by the el­bow, he es­cor­ted her to­wards the car­riage. He felt cer­tain, quite cer­tain, they had been mak­ing some ap­point­ment or oth­er. …

			Noth­ing in this world is more sure to up­set a For­syte than the dis­cov­ery that some­thing on which he has stip­u­lated to spend a cer­tain sum has cost more. And this is reas­on­able, for upon the ac­cur­acy of his es­tim­ates the whole policy of his life is ordered. If he can­not rely on def­in­ite val­ues of prop­erty, his com­pass is amiss; he is adrift upon bit­ter wa­ters without a helm.

			After writ­ing to Bosin­ney in the terms that have already been chron­icled, Soames had dis­missed the cost of the house from his mind. He be­lieved that he had made the mat­ter of the fi­nal cost so very plain that the pos­sib­il­ity of its be­ing again ex­ceeded had really nev­er entered his head. On hear­ing from Bosin­ney that his lim­it of twelve thou­sand pounds would be ex­ceeded by some­thing like four hun­dred, he had grown white with an­ger. His ori­gin­al es­tim­ate of the cost of the house com­pleted had been ten thou­sand pounds, and he had of­ten blamed him­self severely for al­low­ing him­self to be led in­to re­peated ex­cesses. Over this last ex­pendit­ure, how­ever, Bosin­ney had put him­self com­pletely in the wrong. How on earth a fel­low could make such an ass of him­self Soames could not con­ceive; but he had done so, and all the ran­cour and hid­den jeal­ousy that had been burn­ing against him for so long was now fo­cused in rage at this crown­ing piece of ex­tra­vag­ance. The at­ti­tude of the con­fid­ent and friendly hus­band was gone. To pre­serve prop­erty—his wife—he had as­sumed it, to pre­serve prop­erty of an­oth­er kind he lost it now.

			“Ah!” he had said to Bosin­ney when he could speak, “and I sup­pose you’re per­fectly con­ten­ted with your­self. But I may as well tell you that you’ve al­to­geth­er mis­taken your man!”

			What he meant by those words he did not quite know at the time, but after din­ner he looked up the cor­res­pond­ence between him­self and Bosin­ney to make quite sure. There could be no two opin­ions about it—the fel­low had made him­self li­able for that ex­tra four hun­dred, or, at all events, for three hun­dred and fifty of it, and he would have to make it good.

			He was look­ing at his wife’s face when he came to this con­clu­sion. Seated in her usu­al seat on the sofa, she was al­ter­ing the lace on a col­lar. She had not once spoken to him all the even­ing.

			He went up to the man­tel­piece, and con­tem­plat­ing his face in the mir­ror said: “Your friend the Buc­can­eer has made a fool of him­self; he will have to pay for it!”

			She looked at him scorn­fully, and answered: “I don’t know what you are talk­ing about!”

			“You soon will. A mere trifle, quite be­neath your con­tempt—four hun­dred pounds.”

			“Do you mean that you are go­ing to make him pay that to­wards this hate­ful house?”

			“I do.”

			“And you know he’s got noth­ing?”

			“Yes.”

			“Then you are mean­er than I thought you.”

			Soames turned from the mir­ror, and un­con­sciously tak­ing a china cup from the man­tel­piece, clasped his hands around it as though pray­ing. He saw her bos­om rise and fall, her eyes dark­en­ing with an­ger, and tak­ing no no­tice of the taunt, he asked quietly:

			“Are you car­ry­ing on a flir­ta­tion with Bosin­ney?”

			“No, I am not!”

			Her eyes met his, and he looked away. He neither be­lieved nor dis­be­lieved her, but he knew that he had made a mis­take in ask­ing; he nev­er had known, nev­er would know, what she was think­ing. The sight of her in­scrut­able face, the thought of all the hun­dreds of even­ings he had seen her sit­ting there like that soft and pass­ive, but un­read­able, un­known, en­raged him bey­ond meas­ure.

			“I be­lieve you are made of stone,” he said, clench­ing his fin­gers so hard that he broke the fra­gile cup. The pieces fell in­to the grate. And Irene smiled.

			“You seem to for­get,” she said, “that cup is not!”

			Soames gripped her arm. “A good beat­ing,” he said, “is the only thing that would bring you to your senses,” but turn­ing on his heel, he left the room.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Soames Sits on the Stairs

			
			Soames went up­stairs that night with the feel­ing that he had gone too far. He was pre­pared to of­fer ex­cuses for his words.

			He turned out the gas still burn­ing in the pas­sage out­side their room. Paus­ing, with his hand on the knob of the door, he tried to shape his apo­logy, for he had no in­ten­tion of let­ting her see that he was nervous.

			But the door did not open, nor when he pulled it and turned the handle firmly. She must have locked it for some reas­on, and for­got­ten.

			En­ter­ing his dress­ing-room, where the gas was also lighted and burn­ing low, he went quickly to the oth­er door. That too was locked. Then he no­ticed that the camp bed which he oc­ca­sion­ally used was pre­pared, and his sleep­ing-suit laid out upon it. He put his hand up to his fore­head, and brought it away wet. It dawned on him that he was barred out.

			He went back to the door, and rat­tling the handle stealth­ily, called: “Un­lock the door, do you hear? Un­lock the door!”

			There was a faint rust­ling, but no an­swer.

			“Do you hear? Let me in at once—I in­sist on be­ing let in!”

			He could catch the sound of her breath­ing close to the door, like the breath­ing of a creature threatened by danger.

			There was some­thing ter­ri­fy­ing in this in­ex­or­able si­lence, in the im­possib­il­ity of get­ting at her. He went back to the oth­er door, and put­ting his whole weight against it, tried to burst it open. The door was a new one—he had had them re­newed him­self, in read­i­ness for their com­ing in after the hon­ey­moon. In a rage he lif­ted his foot to kick in the pan­el; the thought of the ser­vants re­strained him, and he felt sud­denly that he was beaten.

			Fling­ing him­self down in the dress­ing-room, he took up a book.

			But in­stead of the print he seemed to see his wife—with her yel­low hair flow­ing over her bare shoulders, and her great dark eyes—stand­ing like an an­im­al at bay. And the whole mean­ing of her act of re­volt came to him. She meant it to be for good.

			He could not sit still, and went to the door again. He could still hear her, and he called: “Irene! Irene!”

			He did not mean to make his voice pathet­ic.

			In omin­ous an­swer, the faint sounds ceased. He stood with clenched hands, think­ing.

			Presently he stole round on tip­toe, and run­ning sud­denly at the oth­er door, made a su­preme ef­fort to break it open. It creaked, but did not yield. He sat down on the stairs and bur­ied his face in his hands.

			For a long time he sat there in the dark, the moon through the sky­light above lay­ing a pale smear which lengthened slowly to­wards him down the stair­way. He tried to be philo­soph­ic­al.

			Since she had locked her doors she had no fur­ther claim as a wife, and he would con­sole him­self with oth­er wo­men.

			It was but a spec­tral jour­ney he made among such de­lights—he had no ap­pet­ite for these ex­ploits. He had nev­er had much, and he had lost the habit. He felt that he could nev­er re­cov­er it. His hun­ger could only be ap­peased by his wife, in­ex­or­able and frightened, be­hind these shut doors. No oth­er wo­man could help him.

			This con­vic­tion came to him with ter­rible force out there in the dark.

			His philo­sophy left him; and surly an­ger took its place. Her con­duct was im­mor­al, in­ex­cus­able, worthy of any pun­ish­ment with­in his power. He de­sired no one but her, and she re­fused him!

			She must really hate him, then! He had nev­er be­lieved it yet. He did not be­lieve it now. It seemed to him in­cred­ible. He felt as though he had lost forever his power of judg­ment. If she, so soft and yield­ing as he had al­ways judged her, could take this de­cided step—what could not hap­pen?

			Then he asked him­self again if she were car­ry­ing on an in­trigue with Bosin­ney. He did not be­lieve that she was; he could not af­ford to be­lieve such a reas­on for her con­duct—the thought was not to be faced.

			It would be un­bear­able to con­tem­plate the ne­ces­sity of mak­ing his mar­it­al re­la­tions pub­lic prop­erty. Short of the most con­vin­cing proofs he must still re­fuse to be­lieve, for he did not wish to pun­ish him­self. And all the time at heart—he did be­lieve.

			The moon­light cast a grey­ish tinge over his fig­ure, hunched against the stair­case wall.

			Bosin­ney was in love with her! He hated the fel­low, and would not spare him now. He could and would re­fuse to pay a penny piece over twelve thou­sand and fifty pounds—the ex­treme lim­it fixed in the cor­res­pond­ence; or rather he would pay, he would pay and sue him for dam­ages. He would go to Job­ling and Boulter and put the mat­ter in their hands. He would ru­in the im­pe­cuni­ous beg­gar! And sud­denly—though what con­nec­tion between the thoughts?—he re­flec­ted that Irene had no money either. They were both beg­gars. This gave him a strange sat­is­fac­tion.

			The si­lence was broken by a faint creak­ing through the wall. She was go­ing to bed at last. Ah! Joy and pleas­ant dreams! If she threw the door open wide he would not go in now!

			But his lips, that were twis­ted in a bit­ter smile, twitched; he covered his eyes with his hands. …

			

			It was late the fol­low­ing af­ter­noon when Soames stood in the din­ing-room win­dow gaz­ing gloomily in­to the Square.

			The sun­light still showered on the plane-trees, and in the breeze their gay broad leaves shone and swung in rhyme to a bar­rel or­gan at the corner. It was play­ing a waltz, an old waltz that was out of fash­ion, with a fate­ful rhythm in the notes; and it went on and on, though noth­ing in­deed but leaves danced to the tune.

			The wo­man did not look too gay, for she was tired; and from the tall houses no one threw her down cop­pers. She moved the or­gan on, and three doors off began again.

			It was the waltz they had played at Ro­ger’s when Irene had danced with Bosin­ney; and the per­fume of the gardeni­as she had worn came back to Soames, drif­ted by the ma­li­cious mu­sic, as it had been drif­ted to him then, when she passed, her hair glisten­ing, her eyes so soft, draw­ing Bosin­ney on and on down an end­less ball­room.

			The or­gan wo­man plied her handle slowly; she had been grind­ing her tune all day—grind­ing it in Sloane Street hard by, grind­ing it per­haps to Bosin­ney him­self.

			Soames turned, took a ci­gar­ette from the carven box, and walked back to the win­dow. The tune had mes­mer­ized him, and there came in­to his view Irene, her sun­shade furled, hasten­ing home­wards down the Square, in a soft, rose-col­oured blouse with droop­ing sleeves, that he did not know. She stopped be­fore the or­gan, took out her purse, and gave the wo­man money.

			Soames shrank back and stood where he could see in­to the hall.

			She came in with her latch­key, put down her sun­shade, and stood look­ing at her­self in the glass. Her cheeks were flushed as if the sun had burned them; her lips were par­ted in a smile. She stretched her arms out as though to em­brace her­self, with a laugh that for all the world was like a sob.

			Soames stepped for­ward.

			“Very—pretty!” he said.

			But as though shot she spun round, and would have passed him up the stairs. He barred the way.

			“Why such a hurry?” he said, and his eyes fastened on a curl of hair fallen loose across her ear. …

			He hardly re­cog­nised her. She seemed on fire, so deep and rich the col­our of her cheeks, her eyes, her lips, and of the un­usu­al blouse she wore.

			She put up her hand and smoothed back the curl. She was breath­ing fast and deep, as though she had been run­ning, and with every breath per­fume seemed to come from her hair, and from her body, like per­fume from an open­ing flower.

			“I don’t like that blouse,” he said slowly, “it’s a soft, shape­less thing!”

			He lif­ted his fin­ger to­wards her breast, but she dashed his hand aside.

			“Don’t touch me!” she cried.

			He caught her wrist; she wrenched it away.

			“And where may you have been?” he asked.

			“In heav­en—out of this house!” With those words she fled up­stairs.

			Out­side—in thanks­giv­ing—at the very door, the or­gan-grinder was play­ing the waltz.

			And Soames stood mo­tion­less. What pre­ven­ted him from fol­low­ing her?

			Was it that, with the eyes of faith, he saw Bosin­ney look­ing down from that high win­dow in Sloane Street, strain­ing his eyes for yet an­oth­er glimpse of Irene’s van­ished fig­ure, cool­ing his flushed face, dream­ing of the mo­ment when she flung her­self on his breast—the scent of her still in the air around, and the sound of her laugh that was like a sob?
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				I

				Mrs. Macander’s Evid­ence

			
			Many people, no doubt, in­clud­ing the ed­it­or of the Ul­tra Vi­vi­sec­tion­ist, then in the bloom of its first youth, would say that Soames was less than a man not to have re­moved the locks from his wife’s doors, and, after beat­ing her soundly, re­sumed wed­ded hap­pi­ness.

			Bru­tal­ity is not so de­plor­ably di­luted by hu­mane­ness as it used to be, yet a sen­ti­ment­al seg­ment of the pop­u­la­tion may still be re­lieved to learn that he did none of these things. For act­ive bru­tal­ity is not pop­u­lar with For­sytes; they are too cir­cum­spect, and, on the whole, too soft­hearted. And in Soames there was some com­mon pride, not suf­fi­cient to make him do a really gen­er­ous ac­tion, but enough to pre­vent his in­dul­ging in an ex­tremely mean one, ex­cept, per­haps, in very hot blood. Above all this a true For­syte re­fused to feel him­self ri­dicu­lous. Short of ac­tu­ally beat­ing his wife, he per­ceived noth­ing to be done; he there­fore ac­cep­ted the situ­ation without an­oth­er word.

			Through­out the sum­mer and au­tumn he con­tin­ued to go to the of­fice, to sort his pic­tures, and ask his friends to din­ner.

			He did not leave town; Irene re­fused to go away. The house at Robin Hill, fin­ished though it was, re­mained empty and own­er­less. Soames had brought a suit against the Buc­can­eer, in which he claimed from him the sum of three hun­dred and fifty pounds.

			A firm of so­li­cit­ors, Messrs. Freak and Able, had put in a de­fence on Bosin­ney’s be­half. Ad­mit­ting the facts, they raised a point on the cor­res­pond­ence which, di­vested of leg­al phras­eo­logy, amoun­ted to this: To speak of “a free hand in the terms of this cor­res­pond­ence” is an Ir­ish bull.

			By a chance, for­tu­it­ous but not im­prob­able in the close bor­ough of leg­al circles, a good deal of in­form­a­tion came to Soames’ ear anent this line of policy, the work­ing part­ner in his firm, Bus­tard, hap­pen­ing to sit next at din­ner at Walmis­ley’s, the Tax­ing Mas­ter, to young Chankery, of the Com­mon Law Bar.

			The ne­ces­sity for talk­ing what is known as “shop,” which comes on all law­yers with the re­mov­al of the ladies, caused Chankery, a young and prom­ising ad­voc­ate, to pro­pound an im­per­son­al conun­drum to his neigh­bour, whose name he did not know, for, seated as he per­man­ently was in the back­ground, Bus­tard had prac­tic­ally no name.

			He had, said Chankery, a case com­ing on with a “very nice point.” He then ex­plained, pre­serving every pro­fes­sion­al dis­cre­tion, the riddle in Soames’ case. Every­one, he said, to whom he had spoken, thought it a nice point. The is­sue was small un­for­tu­nately, “though damned ser­i­ous for his cli­ent he be­lieved”—Walmis­ley’s cham­pagne was bad but plen­ti­ful. A Judge would make short work of it, he was afraid. He in­ten­ded to make a big ef­fort—the point was a nice one. What did his neigh­bour say?

			Bus­tard, a mod­el of secrecy, said noth­ing. He re­lated the in­cid­ent to Soames how­ever with some malice, for this quiet man was cap­able of hu­man feel­ing, end­ing with his own opin­ion that the point was “a very nice one.”

			In ac­cord­ance with his re­solve, our For­syte had put his in­terests in­to the hands of Job­ling and Boulter. From the mo­ment of do­ing so he re­gret­ted that he had not ac­ted for him­self. On re­ceiv­ing a copy of Bosin­ney’s de­fence he went over to their of­fices.

			Boulter, who had the mat­ter in hand, Job­ling hav­ing died some years be­fore, told him that in his opin­ion it was rather a nice point; he would like coun­sel’s opin­ion on it.

			Soames told him to go to a good man, and they went to Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., mark­ing him ten and one, who kept the pa­pers six weeks and then wrote as fol­lows:

			“In my opin­ion the true in­ter­pret­a­tion of this cor­res­pond­ence de­pends very much on the in­ten­tion of the parties, and will turn upon the evid­ence giv­en at the tri­al. I am of opin­ion that an at­tempt should be made to se­cure from the ar­chi­tect an ad­mis­sion that he un­der­stood he was not to spend at the out­side more than twelve thou­sand and fifty pounds. With re­gard to the ex­pres­sion, ‘a free hand in the terms of this cor­res­pond­ence,’ to which my at­ten­tion is dir­ec­ted, the point is a nice one; but I am of opin­ion that upon the whole the rul­ing in Boileau v. The Blas­ted Ce­ment Co., Ltd., will ap­ply.”

			Upon this opin­ion they ac­ted, ad­min­is­ter­ing in­ter­rog­at­or­ies, but to their an­noy­ance Messrs. Freak and Able answered these in so mas­terly a fash­ion that noth­ing whatever was ad­mit­ted and that without pre­ju­dice.

			It was on Oc­to­ber 1 that Soames read Wa­ter­buck’s opin­ion, in the din­ing-room be­fore din­ner.

			It made him nervous; not so much be­cause of the case of Boileau v. The Blas­ted Ce­ment Co., Ltd., as that the point had lately be­gun to seem to him, too, a nice one; there was about it just that pleas­ant fla­vour of sub­tlety so at­tract­ive to the best leg­al ap­pet­ites. To have his own im­pres­sion con­firmed by Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., would have dis­turbed any man.

			He sat think­ing it over, and star­ing at the empty grate, for though au­tumn had come, the weath­er kept as glor­i­ously fine that ju­bilee year as if it were still high Au­gust. It was not pleas­ant to be dis­turbed; he de­sired too pas­sion­ately to set his foot on Bosin­ney’s neck.

			Though he had not seen the ar­chi­tect since the last af­ter­noon at Robin Hill, he was nev­er free from the sense of his pres­ence—nev­er free from the memory of his worn face with its high cheek bones and en­thu­si­ast­ic eyes. It would not be too much to say that he had nev­er got rid of the feel­ing of that night when he heard the pea­cock’s cry at dawn—the feel­ing that Bosin­ney haunted the house. And every man’s shape that he saw in the dark even­ings walk­ing past, seemed that of him whom George had so ap­pro­pri­ately named “the Buc­can­eer.”

			Irene still met him, he was cer­tain; where, or how, he neither knew, nor asked; de­terred by a vague and secret dread of too much know­ledge. It all seemed sub­ter­ranean nowadays.

			Some­times when he ques­tioned his wife as to where she had been, which he still made a point of do­ing, as every For­syte should, she looked very strange. Her self-pos­ses­sion was won­der­ful, but there were mo­ments when, be­hind the mask of her face, in­scrut­able as it had al­ways been to him, lurked an ex­pres­sion he had nev­er been used to see there.

			She had taken to lunch­ing out too; when he asked Bilson if her mis­tress had been in to lunch, as of­ten as not she would an­swer: “No, sir.”

			He strongly dis­ap­proved of her gad­ding about by her­self, and told her so. But she took no no­tice. There was some­thing that angered, amazed, yet al­most amused him about the calm way in which she dis­reg­arded his wishes. It was really as if she were hug­ging to her­self the thought of a tri­umph over him.

			He rose from the per­us­al of Wa­ter­buck, Q.C.’s opin­ion, and, go­ing up­stairs, entered her room, for she did not lock her doors till bed­time—she had the de­cency, he found, to save the feel­ings of the ser­vants. She was brush­ing her hair, and turned to him with strange fierce­ness.

			“What do you want?” she said. “Please leave my room!”

			He answered: “I want to know how long this state of things between us is to last? I have put up with it long enough.”

			“Will you please leave my room?”

			“Will you treat me as your hus­band?”

			“No.”

			“Then, I shall take steps to make you.”

			“Do!”

			He stared, amazed at the calmness of her an­swer. Her lips were com­pressed in a thin line; her hair lay in fluffy masses on her bare shoulders, in all its strange golden con­trast to her dark eyes—those eyes alive with the emo­tions of fear, hate, con­tempt, and odd, haunt­ing tri­umph.

			“Now, please, will you leave my room?” He turned round, and went sulkily out.

			He knew very well that he had no in­ten­tion of tak­ing steps, and he saw that she knew too—knew that he was afraid to.

			It was a habit with him to tell her the do­ings of his day: how such and such cli­ents had called; how he had ar­ranged a mort­gage for Parkes; how that long-stand­ing suit of Fry­er v. For­syte was get­ting on, which, arising in the preter­nat­ur­ally care­ful dis­pos­i­tion of his prop­erty by his great uncle Nich­olas, who had tied it up so that no one could get at it at all, seemed likely to re­main a source of in­come for sev­er­al so­li­cit­ors till the Day of Judg­ment.

			And how he had called in at Job­son’s, and seen a Bouch­er sold, which he had just missed buy­ing of Tal­leyrand and Sons in Pall Mall.

			He had an ad­mir­a­tion for Bouch­er, Wat­teau, and all that school. It was a habit with him to tell her all these mat­ters, and he con­tin­ued to do it even now, talk­ing for long spells at din­ner, as though by the volu­bil­ity of words he could con­ceal from him­self the ache in his heart.

			Of­ten, if they were alone, he made an at­tempt to kiss her when she said good night. He may have had some vague no­tion that some night she would let him; or per­haps only the feel­ing that a hus­band ought to kiss his wife. Even if she hated him, he at all events ought not to put him­self in the wrong by neg­lect­ing this an­cient rite.

			And why did she hate him? Even now he could not al­to­geth­er be­lieve it. It was strange to be hated!—the emo­tion was too ex­treme; yet he hated Bosin­ney, that Buc­can­eer, that prowl­ing vag­a­bond, that night-wan­der­er. For in his thoughts Soames al­ways saw him ly­ing in wait—wan­der­ing. Ah, but he must be in very low wa­ter! Young Burkitt, the ar­chi­tect, had seen him com­ing out of a third-rate res­taur­ant, look­ing ter­ribly down in the mouth!

			Dur­ing all the hours he lay awake, think­ing over the situ­ation, which seemed to have no end—un­less she should sud­denly come to her senses—nev­er once did the thought of sep­ar­at­ing from his wife ser­i­ously enter his head. …

			And the For­sytes! What part did they play in this stage of Soames’ sub­ter­ranean tragedy?

			Truth to say, little or none, for they were at the sea.

			From ho­tels, hy­dro­path­ics, or lodging-houses, they were bathing daily; lay­ing in a stock of ozone to last them through the winter.

			Each sec­tion, in the vine­yard of its own choos­ing, grew and culled and pressed and bottled the grapes of a pet sea-air.

			The end of Septem­ber began to wit­ness their sev­er­al re­turns.

			In rude health and small om­ni­buses, with con­sid­er­able col­our in their cheeks, they ar­rived daily from the vari­ous ter­mini. The fol­low­ing morn­ing saw them back at their vo­ca­tions.

			On the next Sunday Timothy’s was thronged from lunch till din­ner.

			Amongst oth­er gos­sip, too nu­mer­ous and in­ter­est­ing to re­late, Mrs. Sep­timus Small men­tioned that Soames and Irene had not been away.

			It re­mained for a com­par­at­ive out­sider to sup­ply the next evid­ence of in­terest.

			It chanced that one af­ter­noon late in Septem­ber, Mrs. MacAnder, Wini­fred Dartie’s greatest friend, tak­ing a con­sti­tu­tion­al, with young Au­gus­tus Flip­pard, on her bi­cycle in Rich­mond Park, passed Irene and Bosin­ney walk­ing from the brack­en to­wards the Sheen Gate.

			Per­haps the poor little wo­man was thirsty, for she had rid­den long on a hard, dry road, and, as all Lon­don knows, to ride a bi­cycle and talk to young Flip­pard will try the toughest con­sti­tu­tion; or per­haps the sight of the cool brack­en grove, whence “those two” were com­ing down, ex­cited her envy. The cool brack­en grove on the top of the hill, with the oak boughs for roof, where the pi­geons were rais­ing an end­less wed­ding hymn, and the au­tumn, hum­ming, whispered to the ears of lov­ers in the fern, while the deer stole by. The brack­en grove of ir­re­triev­able de­lights, of golden minutes in the long mar­riage of heav­en and earth! The brack­en grove, sac­red to stags, to strange tree-stump fauns leap­ing around the sil­ver white­ness of a birch-tree nymph at sum­mer dusk.

			This lady knew all the For­sytes, and hav­ing been at June’s “at home,” was not at a loss to see with whom she had to deal. Her own mar­riage, poor thing, had not been suc­cess­ful, but hav­ing had the good sense and abil­ity to force her hus­band in­to pro­nounced er­ror, she her­self had passed through the ne­ces­sary di­vorce pro­ceed­ings without in­cur­ring cen­sure.

			She was there­fore a judge of all that sort of thing, and lived in one of those large build­ings, where in small sets of apart­ments, are gathered in­cred­ible quant­it­ies of For­sytes, whose chief re­cre­ation out of busi­ness hours is the dis­cus­sion of each oth­er’s af­fairs.

			Poor little wo­man, per­haps she was thirsty, cer­tainly she was bored, for Flip­pard was a wit. To see “those two” in so un­likely a spot was quite a mer­ci­ful pick-me-up.

			At the MacAnder, like all Lon­don, Time pauses.

			This small but re­mark­able wo­man mer­its at­ten­tion; her all-see­ing eye and shrewd tongue were in­scrut­ably the means of fur­ther­ing the ends of Provid­ence.

			With an air of be­ing in at the death, she had an al­most dis­tress­ing power of tak­ing care of her­self. She had done more, per­haps, in her way than any wo­man about town to des­troy the sense of chiv­alry which still clogs the wheel of civil­iz­a­tion. So smart she was, and spoken of en­dear­ingly as “the little MacAnder!”

			Dress­ing tightly and well, she be­longed to a Wo­man’s Club, but was by no means the neur­ot­ic and dis­mal type of mem­ber who was al­ways think­ing of her rights. She took her rights un­con­sciously, they came nat­ur­al to her, and she knew ex­actly how to make the most of them without ex­cit­ing any­thing but ad­mir­a­tion amongst that great class to whom she was af­fil­i­ated, not pre­cisely per­haps by man­ner, but by birth, breed­ing, and the true, the secret gauge, a sense of prop­erty.

			The daugh­ter of a Bed­ford­shire so­li­cit­or, by the daugh­ter of a cler­gy­man, she had nev­er, through all the pain­ful ex­per­i­ence of be­ing mar­ried to a very mild paint­er with a cranky love of Nature, who had deser­ted her for an act­ress, lost touch with the re­quire­ments, be­liefs, and in­ner feel­ing of So­ci­ety; and, on at­tain­ing her liberty, she placed her­self without ef­fort in the very van of For­syteism.

			Al­ways in good spir­its, and “full of in­form­a­tion,” she was uni­ver­sally wel­comed. She ex­cited neither sur­prise nor dis­ap­prob­a­tion when en­countered on the Rhine or at Zer­matt, either alone, or trav­el­ling with a lady and two gen­tle­men; it was felt that she was per­fectly cap­able of tak­ing care of her­self; and the hearts of all For­sytes warmed to that won­der­ful in­stinct, which en­abled her to en­joy everything without giv­ing any­thing away. It was gen­er­ally felt that to such wo­men as Mrs. MacAnder should we look for the per­petu­ation and in­crease of our best type of wo­man. She had nev­er had any chil­dren.

			If there was one thing more than an­oth­er that she could not stand it was one of those soft wo­men with what men called “charm” about them, and for Mrs. Soames she al­ways had an es­pe­cial dis­like.

			Ob­scurely, no doubt, she felt that if charm were once ad­mit­ted as the cri­terion, smart­ness and cap­ab­il­ity must go to the wall; and she hated—with a hatred the deep­er that at times this so-called charm seemed to dis­turb all cal­cu­la­tions—the subtle se­duct­ive­ness which she could not al­to­geth­er over­look in Irene.

			She said, how­ever, that she could see noth­ing in the wo­man—there was no “go” about her—she would nev­er be able to stand up for her­self—any­one could take ad­vant­age of her, that was plain—she could not see in fact what men found to ad­mire!

			She was not really ill-natured, but, in main­tain­ing her po­s­i­tion after the try­ing cir­cum­stances of her mar­ried life, she had found it so ne­ces­sary to be “full of in­form­a­tion,” that the idea of hold­ing her tongue about “those two” in the Park nev­er oc­curred to her.

			And it so happened that she was din­ing that very even­ing at Timothy’s, where she went some­times to “cheer the old things up,” as she was wont to put it. The same people were al­ways asked to meet her: Wini­fred Dartie and her hus­band; Francie, be­cause she be­longed to the artist­ic circles, for Mrs. MacAnder was known to con­trib­ute art­icles on dress to The Ladies King­dom Come, and for her to flirt with, provided they could be ob­tained, two of the Hay­man boys, who, though they nev­er said any­thing, were be­lieved to be fast and thor­oughly in­tim­ate with all that was latest in smart So­ci­ety.

			At twenty-five minutes past sev­en she turned out the elec­tric light in her little hall, and wrapped in her op­era cloak with the chinchilla col­lar, came out in­to the cor­ridor, paus­ing a mo­ment to make sure she had her latch­key. These little self-con­tained flats were con­veni­ent; to be sure, she had no light and no air, but she could shut it up whenev­er she liked and go away. There was no both­er with ser­vants, and she nev­er felt tied as she used to when poor, dear Fred was al­ways about, in his mooney way. She re­tained no ran­cour against poor, dear Fred, he was such a fool; but the thought of that act­ress drew from her, even now, a little, bit­ter, de­ris­ive smile.

			Firmly snap­ping the door to, she crossed the cor­ridor, with its gloomy, yel­low-ochre walls, and its in­fin­ite vista of brown, numbered doors. The lift was go­ing down; and wrapped to the ears in the high cloak, with every one of her au­burn hairs in its place, she waited mo­tion­less for it to stop at her floor. The iron gates clanked open; she entered. There were already three oc­cu­pants, a man in a great white waist­coat, with a large, smooth face like a baby’s, and two old ladies in black, with mittened hands.

			Mrs. MacAnder smiled at them; she knew every­body; and all these three, who had been ad­mir­ably si­lent be­fore, began to talk at once. This was Mrs. MacAnder’s suc­cess­ful secret. She pro­voked con­ver­sa­tion.

			Through­out a des­cent of five stor­ies the con­ver­sa­tion con­tin­ued, the lift boy stand­ing with his back turned, his cyn­ic­al face pro­trud­ing through the bars.

			At the bot­tom they sep­ar­ated, the man in the white waist­coat sen­ti­ment­ally to the bil­liard room, the old ladies to dine and say to each oth­er: “A dear little wo­man!” “Such a rattle!” and Mrs. MacAnder to her cab.

			When Mrs. MacAnder dined at Timothy’s, the con­ver­sa­tion (al­though Timothy him­self could nev­er be in­duced to be present) took that wider, man-of-the-world tone cur­rent among For­sytes at large, and this, no doubt, was what put her at a premi­um there.

			Mrs. Small and Aunt Hester found it an ex­hil­ar­at­ing change. “If only,” they said, “Timothy would meet her!” It was felt that she would do him good. She could tell you, for in­stance, the latest story of Sir Charles Fiste’s son at Monte Carlo; who was the real heroine of Tynemouth Eddy’s fash­ion­able nov­el that every­one was hold­ing up their hands over, and what they were do­ing in Par­is about wear­ing bloom­ers. She was so sens­ible, too, know­ing all about that vexed ques­tion, wheth­er to send young Nich­olas’ eld­est in­to the navy as his moth­er wished, or make him an ac­count­ant as his fath­er thought would be safer. She strongly de­prec­ated the navy. If you were not ex­cep­tion­ally bril­liant or ex­cep­tion­ally well con­nec­ted, they passed you over so dis­grace­fully, and what was it after all to look for­ward to, even if you be­came an ad­mir­al—a pit­tance! An ac­count­ant had many more chances, but let him be put with a good firm, where there was no risk at start­ing!

			Some­times she would give them a tip on the Stock Ex­change; not that Mrs. Small or Aunt Hester ever took it. They had in­deed no money to in­vest; but it seemed to bring them in­to such ex­cit­ing touch with the real­it­ies of life. It was an event. They would ask Timothy, they said. But they nev­er did, know­ing in ad­vance that it would up­set him. Sur­repti­tiously, how­ever, for weeks after they would look in that pa­per, which they took with re­spect on ac­count of its really fash­ion­able pro­cliv­it­ies, to see wheth­er Bright’s Ru­bies or The Wool­len Mack­in­tosh Com­pany were up or down. Some­times they could not find the name of the com­pany at all; and they would wait un­til James or Ro­ger or even Swith­in came in, and ask them in voices trem­bling with curi­os­ity how that Bolivia Lime and Spel­trate was do­ing—they could not find it in the pa­per.

			And Ro­ger would an­swer: “What do you want to know for? Some trash! You’ll go burn­ing your fin­gers—in­vest­ing your money in lime, and things you know noth­ing about! Who told you?” and as­cer­tain­ing what they had been told, he would go away, and, mak­ing in­quir­ies in the City, would per­haps in­vest some of his own money in the con­cern.

			It was about the middle of din­ner, just in fact as the saddle of mut­ton had been brought in by Smith­er, that Mrs. MacAnder, look­ing air­ily round, said: “Oh! and whom do you think I passed today in Rich­mond Park? You’ll nev­er guess—Mrs. Soames and—Mr. Bosin­ney. They must have been down to look at the house!”

			Wini­fred Dartie coughed, and no one said a word. It was the piece of evid­ence they had all un­con­sciously been wait­ing for.

			To do Mrs. MacAnder justice, she had been to Switzer­land and the Itali­an lakes with a party of three, and had not heard of Soames’ rup­ture with his ar­chi­tect. She could not tell, there­fore, the pro­found im­pres­sion her words would make.

			Up­right and a little flushed, she moved her small, shrewd eyes from face to face, try­ing to gauge the ef­fect of her words. On either side of her a Hay­man boy, his lean, ta­cit­urn, hungry face turned to­wards his plate, ate his mut­ton stead­ily.

			These two, Giles and Jesse, were so alike and so in­sep­ar­able that they were known as the Dromi­os. They nev­er talked, and seemed al­ways com­pletely oc­cu­pied in do­ing noth­ing. It was pop­ularly sup­posed that they were cram­ming for an im­port­ant ex­am­in­a­tion. They walked without hats for long hours in the Gar­dens at­tached to their house, books in their hands, a fox-ter­ri­er at their heels, nev­er say­ing a word, and smoking all the time. Every morn­ing, about fifty yards apart, they trot­ted down Camp­den Hill on two lean hacks, with legs as long as their own, and every morn­ing about an hour later, still fifty yards apart, they cantered up again. Every even­ing, wherever they had dined, they might be ob­served about half-past ten, lean­ing over the bal­us­trade of the Al­ham­bra prom­en­ade.

			They were nev­er seen oth­er­wise than to­geth­er; in this way passing their lives, ap­par­ently per­fectly con­tent.

			In­spired by some dumb stir­ring with­in them of the feel­ings of gen­tle­men, they turned at this pain­ful mo­ment to Mrs. MacAnder, and said in pre­cisely the same voice: “Have you seen the—?”

			Such was her sur­prise at be­ing thus ad­dressed that she put down her fork; and Smith­er, who was passing, promptly re­moved her plate. Mrs. MacAnder, how­ever, with pres­ence of mind, said in­stantly: “I must have a little more of that nice mut­ton.”

			But af­ter­wards in the draw­ing-room she sat down by Mrs. Small, de­term­ined to get to the bot­tom of the mat­ter. And she began:

			“What a charm­ing wo­man, Mrs. Soames; such a sym­path­et­ic tem­pera­ment! Soames is a really lucky man!”

			Her anxi­ety for in­form­a­tion had not made suf­fi­cient al­low­ance for that in­ner For­syte skin which re­fuses to share its troubles with out­siders.

			Mrs. Sep­timus Small, draw­ing her­self up with a creak and rustle of her whole per­son, said, shiv­er­ing in her dig­nity:

			“My dear, it is a sub­ject we do not talk about!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Night in the Park

			
			Al­though with her in­fal­lible in­stinct Mrs. Small had said the very thing to make her guest “more in­triguée than ever,” it is dif­fi­cult to see how else she could truth­fully have spoken.

			It was not a sub­ject which the For­sytes could talk about even among them­selves—to use the word Soames had in­ven­ted to char­ac­ter­ize to him­self the situ­ation, it was “sub­ter­ranean.”

			Yet, with­in a week of Mrs. MacAnder’s en­counter in Rich­mond Park, to all of them—save Timothy, from whom it was care­fully kept—to James on his do­mest­ic beat from the Poultry to Park Lane, to George the wild one, on his daily ad­ven­ture from the bow win­dow at the Haver­snake to the bil­liard room at the Red Pottle, was it known that “those two” had gone to ex­tremes.

			George (it was he who in­ven­ted many of those strik­ing ex­pres­sions still cur­rent in fash­ion­able circles) voiced the sen­ti­ment more ac­cur­ately than any­one when he said to his broth­er Eu­stace that the Buc­can­eer was “go­ing it”; he ex­pec­ted Soames was about “fed up.”

			It was felt that he must be, and yet, what could be done? He ought per­haps to take steps; but to take steps would be de­plor­able.

			Without an open scan­dal which they could not see their way to re­com­mend­ing, it was dif­fi­cult to see what steps could be taken. In this im­passe, the only thing was to say noth­ing to Soames, and noth­ing to each oth­er; in fact, to pass it over.

			By dis­play­ing to­wards Irene a dig­ni­fied cold­ness, some im­pres­sion might be made upon her; but she was sel­dom now to be seen, and there seemed a slight dif­fi­culty in seek­ing her out on pur­pose to show her cold­ness. Some­times in the pri­vacy of his bed­room James would re­veal to Emily the real suf­fer­ing that his son’s mis­for­tune caused him.

			“I can’t tell,” he would say; “it wor­ries me out of my life. There’ll be a scan­dal, and that’ll do him no good. I shan’t say any­thing to him. There might be noth­ing in it. What do you think? She’s very artist­ic, they tell me. What? Oh, you’re a ‘reg­u­lar Ju­ley!’ Well, I don’t know; I ex­pect the worst. This is what comes of hav­ing no chil­dren. I knew how it would be from the first. They nev­er told me they didn’t mean to have any chil­dren—nobody tells me any­thing!”

			On his knees by the side of the bed, his eyes open and fixed with worry, he would breathe in­to the coun­ter­pane. Clad in his night­shirt, his neck poked for­ward, his back roun­ded, he re­sembled some long white bird.

			“Our Fath­er—” he re­peated, turn­ing over and over again the thought of this pos­sible scan­dal.

			Like old Joly­on, he, too, at the bot­tom of his heart set the blame of the tragedy down to fam­ily in­ter­fer­ence. What busi­ness had that lot—he began to think of the Stan­hope Gate branch, in­clud­ing young Joly­on and his daugh­ter, as “that lot”—to in­tro­duce a per­son like this Bosin­ney in­to the fam­ily? (He had heard George’s sou­bri­quet, “The Buc­can­eer,” but he could make noth­ing of that—the young man was an ar­chi­tect.)

			He began to feel that his broth­er Joly­on, to whom he had al­ways looked up and on whose opin­ion he had re­lied, was not quite what he had ex­pec­ted.

			Not hav­ing his eld­est broth­er’s force of char­ac­ter, he was more sad than angry. His great com­fort was to go to Wini­fred’s, and take the little Darties in his car­riage over to Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens, and there, by the Round Pond, he could of­ten be seen walk­ing with his eyes fixed anxiously on little Pub­li­us Dartie’s sail­ing-boat, which he had him­self freighted with a penny, as though con­vinced that it would nev­er again come to shore; while little Pub­li­us—who, James de­lighted to say, was not a bit like his fath­er skip­ping along un­der his lee, would try to get him to bet an­oth­er that it nev­er would, hav­ing found that it al­ways did. And James would make the bet; he al­ways paid—some­times as many as three or four pen­nies in the af­ter­noon, for the game seemed nev­er to pall on little Pub­li­us—and al­ways in pay­ing he said: “Now, that’s for your money-box. Why, you’re get­ting quite a rich man!” The thought of his little grand­son’s grow­ing wealth was a real pleas­ure to him. But little Pub­li­us knew a sweet-shop, and a trick worth two of that.

			And they would walk home across the Park, James’ fig­ure, with high shoulders and ab­sorbed and wor­ried face, ex­er­cising its tall, lean pro­tect­or­ship, pathet­ic­ally un­regarded, over the ro­bust child-fig­ures of Imo­gen and little Pub­li­us.

			But those Gar­dens and that Park were not sac­red to James. For­sytes and tramps, chil­dren and lov­ers, res­ted and wandered day after day, night after night, seek­ing one and all some free­dom from la­bour, from the reek and tur­moil of the streets.

			The leaves browned slowly, linger­ing with the sun and sum­mer-like warmth of the nights.

			On Sat­urday, Oc­to­ber 5, the sky that had been blue all day deepened after sun­set to the bloom of purple grapes. There was no moon, and a clear dark, like some vel­vety gar­ment, was wrapped around the trees, whose thinned branches, re­sem­bling plumes, stirred not in the still, warm air. All Lon­don had poured in­to the Park, drain­ing the cup of sum­mer to its dregs.

			Couple after couple, from every gate, they streamed along the paths and over the burnt grass, and one after an­oth­er, si­lently out of the lighted spaces, stole in­to the shel­ter of the feath­ery trees, where, blot­ted against some trunk, or un­der the shad­ow of shrubs, they were lost to all but them­selves in the heart of the soft dark­ness.

			To fresh-comers along the paths, these fore­run­ners formed but part of that pas­sion­ate dusk, whence only a strange mur­mur, like the con­fused beat­ing of hearts, came forth. But when that mur­mur reached each couple in the lamp­light their voices wavered, and ceased; their arms en­laced, their eyes began seek­ing, search­ing, prob­ing the black­ness. Sud­denly, as though drawn by in­vis­ible hands, they, too, stepped over the rail­ing, and, si­lent as shad­ows, were gone from the light.

			The still­ness, en­closed in the far, in­ex­or­able roar of the town, was alive with the myri­ad pas­sions, hopes, and loves of mul­ti­tudes of strug­gling hu­man atoms; for in spite of the dis­ap­prov­al of that great body of For­sytes, the Mu­ni­cip­al Coun­cil—to whom Love had long been con­sidered, next to the Sewage Ques­tion, the gravest danger to the com­munity—a pro­cess was go­ing on that night in the Park, and in a hun­dred oth­er parks, without which the thou­sand factor­ies, churches, shops, taxes, and drains, of which they were cus­todi­ans, were as ar­ter­ies without blood, a man without a heart.

			The in­stincts of self-for­get­ful­ness, of pas­sion, and of love, hid­ing un­der the trees, away from the trust­ees of their re­morse­less en­emy, the “sense of prop­erty,” were hold­ing a stealthy rev­el, and Soames, re­turn­ing from Bayswa­ter—for he had been alone to dine at Timothy’s walk­ing home along the wa­ter, with his mind upon that com­ing law­suit, had the blood driv­en from his heart by a low laugh and the sound of kisses. He thought of writ­ing to the Times the next morn­ing, to draw the at­ten­tion of the Ed­it­or to the con­di­tion of our parks. He did not, how­ever, for he had a hor­ror of see­ing his name in print.

			But starved as he was, the whispered sounds in the still­ness, the half-seen forms in the dark, ac­ted on him like some mor­bid stim­u­lant. He left the path along the wa­ter and stole un­der the trees, along the deep shad­ow of little plant­a­tions, where the boughs of chest­nut trees hung their great leaves low, and there was black­er refuge, shap­ing his course in circles which had for their ob­ject a stealthy in­spec­tion of chairs side by side, against tree-trunks, of en­laced lov­ers, who stirred at his ap­proach.

			Now he stood still on the rise over­look­ing the Ser­pent­ine, where, in full lamp­light, black against the sil­ver wa­ter, sat a couple who nev­er moved, the wo­man’s face bur­ied on the man’s neck—a single form, like a carved em­blem of pas­sion, si­lent and un­ashamed.

			And, stung by the sight, Soames hur­ried on deep­er in­to the shad­ow of the trees.

			In this search, who knows what he thought and what he sought? Bread for hun­ger—light in dark­ness? Who knows what he ex­pec­ted to find—im­per­son­al know­ledge of the hu­man heart—the end of his private sub­ter­ranean tragedy—for, again, who knew, but that each dark couple, un­named, un­name­able, might not be he and she?

			But it could not be such know­ledge as this that he was seek­ing—the wife of Soames For­syte sit­ting in the Park like a com­mon wench! Such thoughts were in­con­ceiv­able; and from tree to tree, with his noise­less step, he passed.

			Once he was sworn at; once the whis­per, “If only it could al­ways be like this!” sent the blood fly­ing again from his heart, and he waited there, pa­tient and dogged, for the two to move. But it was only a poor thin slip of a shop-girl in her draggled blouse who passed him, cling­ing to her lov­er’s arm.

			A hun­dred oth­er lov­ers too whispered that hope in the still­ness of the trees, a hun­dred oth­er lov­ers clung to each oth­er.

			But shak­ing him­self with sud­den dis­gust, Soames re­turned to the path, and left that seek­ing for he knew not what.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Meet­ing at the Botan­ic­al

			
			Young Joly­on, whose cir­cum­stances were not those of a For­syte, found at times a dif­fi­culty in spar­ing the money need­ful for those coun­try jaunts and re­searches in­to Nature, without hav­ing pro­sec­uted which no wa­ter­col­our artist ever puts brush to pa­per.

			He was fre­quently, in fact, ob­liged to take his col­our-box in­to the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens, and there, on his stool, in the shade of a mon­key-puzz­ler or in the lee of some In­dia-rub­ber plant, he would spend long hours sketch­ing.

			An art crit­ic who had re­cently been look­ing at his work had de­livered him­self as fol­lows:

			“In a way your draw­ings are very good; tone and col­our, in some of them cer­tainly quite a feel­ing for Nature. But, you see, they’re so scattered; you’ll nev­er get the pub­lic to look at them. Now, if you’d taken a def­in­ite sub­ject, such as ‘Lon­don by Night,’ or ‘The Crys­tal Palace in the Spring,’ and made a reg­u­lar series, the pub­lic would have known at once what they were look­ing at. I can’t lay too much stress upon that. All the men who are mak­ing great names in art, like Crum Stone or Bleed­er, are mak­ing them by avoid­ing the un­ex­pec­ted; by spe­cial­iz­ing and put­ting their works all in the same pi­geon­hole, so that the pub­lic know at once where to go. And this stands to reas­on, for if a man’s a col­lect­or he doesn’t want people to smell at the can­vas to find out whom his pic­tures are by; he wants them to be able to say at once, ‘A cap­it­al For­syte!’ It is all the more im­port­ant for you to be care­ful to choose a sub­ject that they can lay hold of on the spot, since there’s no very marked ori­gin­al­ity in your style.”

			Young Joly­on, stand­ing by the little pi­ano, where a bowl of dried rose leaves, the only pro­duce of the garden, was de­pos­ited on a bit of faded dam­ask, listened with his dim smile.

			Turn­ing to his wife, who was look­ing at the speak­er with an angry ex­pres­sion on her thin face, he said:

			“You see, dear?”

			“I do not,” she answered in her stac­cato voice, that still had a little for­eign ac­cent; “your style has ori­gin­al­ity.”

			The crit­ic looked at her, smiled de­fer­en­tially, and said no more. Like every­one else, he knew their his­tory.

			The words bore good fruit with young Joly­on; they were con­trary to all that he be­lieved in, to all that he the­or­et­ic­ally held good in his art, but some strange, deep in­stinct moved him against his will to turn them to profit.

			He dis­covered there­fore one morn­ing that an idea had come to him for mak­ing a series of wa­ter­col­our draw­ings of Lon­don. How the idea had aris­en he could not tell; and it was not till the fol­low­ing year, when he had com­pleted and sold them at a very fair price, that in one of his im­per­son­al moods, he found him­self able to re­col­lect the art crit­ic, and to dis­cov­er in his own achieve­ment an­oth­er proof that he was a For­syte.

			He de­cided to com­mence with the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens, where he had already made so many stud­ies, and chose the little ar­ti­fi­cial pond, sprinkled now with an au­tumn shower of red and yel­low leaves, for though the garden­ers longed to sweep them off, they could not reach them with their brooms. The rest of the gar­dens they swept bare enough, re­mov­ing every morn­ing Nature’s rain of leaves; pil­ing them in heaps, whence from slow fires rose the sweet, ac­rid smoke that, like the cuckoo’s note for spring, the scent of lime trees for the sum­mer, is the true em­blem of the fall. The garden­ers’ tidy souls could not abide the gold and green and rus­set pat­tern on the grass. The gravel paths must lie un­stained, ordered, meth­od­ic­al, without know­ledge of the real­it­ies of life, nor of that slow and beau­ti­ful de­cay which flings crowns un­der­foot to star the earth with fallen glor­ies, whence, as the cycle rolls, will leap again wild spring.

			Thus each leaf that fell was marked from the mo­ment when it fluttered a good­bye and dropped, slow turn­ing, from its twig.

			But on that little pond the leaves floated in peace, and praised Heav­en with their hues, the sun­light haunt­ing over them.

			And so young Joly­on found them.

			Com­ing there one morn­ing in the middle of Oc­to­ber, he was dis­con­cer­ted to find a bench about twenty paces from his stand oc­cu­pied, for he had a prop­er hor­ror of any­one see­ing him at work.

			A lady in a vel­vet jack­et was sit­ting there, with her eyes fixed on the ground. A flower­ing laurel, how­ever, stood between, and, tak­ing shel­ter be­hind this, young Joly­on pre­pared his easel.

			His pre­par­a­tions were leis­urely; he caught, as every true artist should, at any­thing that might delay for a mo­ment the ef­fort of his work, and he found him­self look­ing furt­ively at this un­known dame.

			Like his fath­er be­fore him, he had an eye for a face. This face was charm­ing!

			He saw a roun­ded chin nest­ling in a cream ruffle, a del­ic­ate face with large dark eyes and soft lips. A black “pic­ture” hat con­cealed the hair; her fig­ure was lightly poised against the back of the bench, her knees were crossed; the tip of a pat­ent-leath­er shoe emerged be­neath her skirt. There was some­thing, in­deed, in­ex­press­ibly dainty about the per­son of this lady, but young Joly­on’s at­ten­tion was chiefly riv­eted by the look on her face, which re­minded him of his wife. It was as though its own­er had come in­to con­tact with forces too strong for her. It troubled him, arous­ing vague feel­ings of at­trac­tion and chiv­alry. Who was she? And what do­ing there, alone?

			Two young gen­tle­men of that pe­cu­li­ar breed, at once for­ward and shy, found in the Re­gent’s Park, came by on their way to lawn ten­nis, and he noted with dis­ap­prov­al their furt­ive stares of ad­mir­a­tion. A loiter­ing garden­er hal­ted to do some­thing un­ne­ces­sary to a clump of pam­pas grass; he, too, wanted an ex­cuse for peep­ing. A gen­tle­man, old, and, by his hat, a pro­fess­or of hor­ti­cul­ture, passed three times to scru­tin­ize her long and stealth­ily, a queer ex­pres­sion about his lips.

			With all these men young Joly­on felt the same vague ir­rit­a­tion. She looked at none of them, yet was he cer­tain that every man who passed would look at her like that.

			Her face was not the face of a sor­ceress, who in every look holds out to men the of­fer of pleas­ure; it had none of the “dev­il’s beauty” so highly prized among the first For­sytes of the land; neither was it of that type, no less ad­or­able, as­so­ci­ated with the box of chocol­ate; it was not of the spir­itu­ally pas­sion­ate, or pas­sion­ately spir­itu­al or­der, pe­cu­li­ar to house-dec­or­a­tion and mod­ern po­etry; nor did it seem to prom­ise to the play­wright ma­ter­i­al for the pro­duc­tion of the in­ter­est­ing and neur­as­then­ic fig­ure, who com­mits sui­cide in the last act.

			In shape and col­our­ing, in its soft per­suas­ive passiv­ity, its sen­su­ous pur­ity, this wo­man’s face re­minded him of Titian’s Heav­enly Love, a re­pro­duc­tion of which hung over the side­board in his din­ing-room. And her at­trac­tion seemed to be in this soft passiv­ity, in the feel­ing she gave that to pres­sure she must yield.

			For what or whom was she wait­ing, in the si­lence, with the trees drop­ping here and there a leaf, and the thrushes strut­ting close on grass, touched with the sparkle of the au­tumn rime? Then her charm­ing face grew eager, and, glan­cing round, with al­most a lov­er’s jeal­ousy, young Joly­on saw Bosin­ney strid­ing across the grass.

			Curi­ously he watched the meet­ing, the look in their eyes, the long clasp of their hands. They sat down close to­geth­er, linked for all their out­ward dis­cre­tion. He heard the rap­id mur­mur of their talk; but what they said he could not catch.

			He had rowed in the gal­ley him­self! He knew the long hours of wait­ing and the lean minutes of a half-pub­lic meet­ing; the tor­tures of sus­pense that haunt the un­hal­lowed lov­er.

			It re­quired, how­ever, but a glance at their two faces to see that this was none of those af­fairs of a sea­son that dis­tract men and wo­men about town; none of those sud­den ap­pet­ites that wake up raven­ing, and are sur­feited and asleep again in six weeks. This was the real thing! This was what had happened to him­self! Out of this any­thing might come!

			Bosin­ney was plead­ing, and she so quiet, so soft, yet im­mov­able in her passiv­ity, sat look­ing over the grass.

			Was he the man to carry her off, that tender, pass­ive be­ing, who would nev­er stir a step for her­self? Who had giv­en him all her­self, and would die for him, but per­haps would nev­er run away with him!

			It seemed to young Joly­on that he could hear her say­ing: “But, darling, it would ru­in you!” For he him­self had ex­per­i­enced to the full the gnaw­ing fear at the bot­tom of each wo­man’s heart that she is a drag on the man she loves.

			And he peeped at them no more; but their soft, rap­id talk came to his ears, with the stut­ter­ing song of some bird who seemed try­ing to re­mem­ber the notes of spring: Joy—tragedy? Which—which?

			And gradu­ally their talk ceased; long si­lence fol­lowed.

			“And where does Soames come in?” young Joly­on thought. “People think she is con­cerned about the sin of de­ceiv­ing her hus­band! Little they know of wo­men! She’s eat­ing, after star­va­tion—tak­ing her re­venge! And Heav­en help her—for he’ll take his.”

			He heard the swish of silk, and, spy­ing round the laurel, saw them walk­ing away, their hands stealth­ily joined. …

			At the end of Ju­ly old Joly­on had taken his grand­daugh­ter to the moun­tains; and on that vis­it (the last they ever paid) June re­covered to a great ex­tent her health and spir­its. In the ho­tels, filled with Brit­ish For­sytes—for old Joly­on could not bear a “set of Ger­mans,” as he called all for­eign­ers—she was looked upon with re­spect—the only grand­daugh­ter of that fine-look­ing, and evid­ently wealthy, old Mr. For­syte. She did not mix freely with people—to mix freely with people was not June’s habit—but she formed some friend­ships, and not­ably one in the Rhone Val­ley, with a French girl who was dy­ing of con­sump­tion.

			De­term­in­ing at once that her friend should not die, she for­got, in the in­sti­tu­tion of a cam­paign against Death, much of her own trouble.

			Old Joly­on watched the new in­tim­acy with re­lief and dis­ap­prov­al; for this ad­di­tion­al proof that her life was to be passed amongst lame ducks wor­ried him. Would she nev­er make a friend­ship or take an in­terest in some­thing that would be of real be­ne­fit to her?

			“Tak­ing up with a par­cel of for­eign­ers,” he called it. He of­ten, how­ever, brought home grapes or roses, and presen­ted them to “Mam’zelle” with an in­gra­ti­at­ing twinkle.

			To­wards the end of Septem­ber, in spite of June’s dis­ap­prov­al, Ma­demois­elle Vig­or breathed her last in the little hotel at St. Luc, to which they had moved her; and June took her de­feat so deeply to heart that old Joly­on car­ried her away to Par­is. Here, in con­tem­pla­tion of the Venus de Mi­lo and the Madeleine, she shook off her de­pres­sion, and when, to­wards the middle of Oc­to­ber, they re­turned to town, her grand­fath­er be­lieved that he had ef­fected a cure.

			No soon­er, how­ever, had they es­tab­lished them­selves in Stan­hope Gate than he per­ceived to his dis­may a re­turn of her old ab­sorbed and brood­ing man­ner. She would sit, star­ing in front of her, her chin on her hand, like a little Norse spir­it, grim and in­tent, while all around in the elec­tric light, then just in­stalled, shone the great draw­ing-room bro­caded up to the frieze, full of fur­niture from Baple and Pull­bred’s. And in the huge gilt mir­ror were re­flec­ted those Dresden china groups of young men in tight knee breeches, at the feet of full-bos­omed ladies nurs­ing on their laps pet lambs, which old Joly­on had bought when he was a bach­el­or and thought so highly of in these days of de­gen­er­ate taste. He was a man of most open mind, who, more than any For­syte of them all, had moved with the times, but he could nev­er for­get that he had bought these groups at Job­son’s, and giv­en a lot of money for them. He of­ten said to June, with a sort of dis­il­lu­sioned con­tempt:

			“You don’t care about them! They’re not the gim­crack things you and your friends like, but they cost me sev­enty pounds!” He was not a man who al­lowed his taste to be warped when he knew for sol­id reas­ons that it was sound.

			One of the first things that June did on get­ting home was to go round to Timothy’s. She per­suaded her­self that it was her duty to call there, and cheer him with an ac­count of all her travels; but in real­ity she went be­cause she knew of no oth­er place where, by some ran­dom speech, or round­about ques­tion, she could glean news of Bosin­ney.

			They re­ceived her most cor­di­ally: And how was her dear grand­fath­er? He had not been to see them since May. Her Uncle Timothy was very poorly, he had had a lot of trouble with the chim­ney-sweep in his bed­room; the stu­pid man had let the soot down the chim­ney! It had quite up­set her uncle.

			June sat there a long time, dread­ing, yet pas­sion­ately hop­ing, that they would speak of Bosin­ney.

			But para­lyzed by un­ac­count­able dis­cre­tion, Mrs. Sep­timus Small let fall no word, neither did she ques­tion June about him. In des­per­a­tion the girl asked at last wheth­er Soames and Irene were in town—she had not yet been to see any­one.

			It was Aunt Hester who replied: Oh, yes, they were in town, they had not been away at all. There was some little dif­fi­culty about the house, she be­lieved. June had heard, no doubt! She had bet­ter ask her Aunt Ju­ley!

			June turned to Mrs. Small, who sat up­right in her chair, her hands clasped, her face covered with in­nu­mer­able pouts. In an­swer to the girl’s look she main­tained a strange si­lence, and when she spoke it was to ask June wheth­er she had worn night-socks up in those high ho­tels where it must be so cold of a night.

			June answered that she had not, she hated the stuffy things; and rose to leave.

			Mrs. Small’s in­fal­libly chosen si­lence was far more omin­ous to her than any­thing that could have been said.

			Be­fore half an hour was over she had dragged the truth from Mrs. Baynes in Lowndes Square, that Soames was bring­ing an ac­tion against Bosin­ney over the dec­or­a­tion of the house.

			In­stead of dis­turb­ing her, the news had a strangely calm­ing ef­fect; as though she saw in the pro­spect of this struggle new hope for her­self. She learnt that the case was ex­pec­ted to come on in about a month, and there seemed little or no pro­spect of Bosin­ney’s suc­cess.

			“And whatever he’ll do I can’t think,” said Mrs. Baynes; “it’s very dread­ful for him, you know—he’s got no money—he’s very hard up. And we can’t help him, I’m sure. I’m told the moneylenders won’t lend if you have no se­cur­ity, and he has none—none at all.”

			Her em­bon­point had in­creased of late; she was in the full swing of au­tumn or­gan­iz­a­tion, her writ­ing-table lit­er­ally strewn with the menus of char­ity func­tions. She looked mean­ingly at June, with her round eyes of par­rot-grey.

			The sud­den flush that rose on the girl’s in­tent young face—she must have seen spring up be­fore her a great hope—the sud­den sweet­ness of her smile, of­ten came back to Lady Baynes in after years (Baynes was knighted when he built that pub­lic Mu­seum of Art which has giv­en so much em­ploy­ment to of­fi­cials, and so little pleas­ure to those work­ing classes for whom it was de­signed).

			The memory of that change, vivid and touch­ing, like the break­ing open of a flower, or the first sun after long winter, the memory, too, of all that came after, of­ten in­truded it­self, un­ac­count­ably, in­op­por­tunely on Lady Baynes, when her mind was set upon the most im­port­ant things.

			This was the very af­ter­noon of the day that young Joly­on wit­nessed the meet­ing in the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens, and on this day, too, old Joly­on paid a vis­it to his so­li­cit­ors, For­syte, Bus­tard, and For­syte, in the Poultry. Soames was not in, he had gone down to Somer­set House; Bus­tard was bur­ied up to the hilt in pa­pers and that in­ac­cess­ible apart­ment, where he was ju­di­ciously placed, in or­der that he might do as much work as pos­sible; but James was in the front of­fice, bit­ing a fin­ger, and lugubri­ously turn­ing over the plead­ings in For­syte v. Bosin­ney.

			This sound law­yer had only a sort of lux­uri­ous dread of the “nice point,” enough to set up a pleas­ur­able feel­ing of fuss; for his good prac­tic­al sense told him that if he him­self were on the Bench he would not pay much at­ten­tion to it. But he was afraid that this Bosin­ney would go bank­rupt and Soames would have to find the money after all, and costs in­to the bar­gain. And be­hind this tan­gible dread there was al­ways that in­tan­gible trouble, lurk­ing in the back­ground, in­tric­ate, dim, scan­dal­ous, like a bad dream, and of which this ac­tion was but an out­ward and vis­ible sign.

			He raised his head as old Joly­on came in, and muttered: “How are you, Joly­on? Haven’t seen you for an age. You’ve been to Switzer­land, they tell me. This young Bosin­ney, he’s got him­self in­to a mess. I knew how it would be!” He held out the pa­pers, re­gard­ing his eld­er broth­er with nervous gloom.

			Old Joly­on read them in si­lence, and while he read them James looked at the floor, bit­ing his fin­gers the while.

			Old Joly­on pitched them down at last, and they fell with a thump amongst a mass of af­fi­davits in “re Buncombe, de­ceased,” one of the many branches of that par­ent and prof­it­able tree, Fry­er v. For­syte.

			“I don’t know what Soames is about,” he said, “to make a fuss over a few hun­dred pounds. I thought he was a man of prop­erty.”

			James’ long up­per lip twitched an­grily; he could not bear his son to be at­tacked in such a spot.

			“It’s not the money,” he began, but meet­ing his broth­er’s glance, dir­ect, shrewd, ju­di­cial, he stopped.

			There was a si­lence.

			“I’ve come in for my will,” said old Joly­on at last, tug­ging at his mous­tache.

			James’ curi­os­ity was roused at once. Per­haps noth­ing in this life was more stim­u­lat­ing to him than a will; it was the su­preme deal with prop­erty, the fi­nal in­vent­ory of a man’s be­long­ings, the last word on what he was worth. He soun­ded the bell.

			“Bring in Mr. Joly­on’s will,” he said to an anxious, dark-haired clerk.

			“You go­ing to make some al­ter­a­tions?” And through his mind there flashed the thought: “Now, am I worth as much as he?”

			Old Joly­on put the will in his breast pock­et, and James twis­ted his long legs re­gret­fully.

			“You’ve made some nice pur­chases lately, they tell me,” he said.

			“I don’t know where you get your in­form­a­tion from,” answered old Joly­on sharply. “When’s this ac­tion com­ing on? Next month? I can’t tell what you’ve got in your minds. You must man­age your own af­fairs; but if you take my ad­vice, you’ll settle it out of Court. Good­bye!” With a cold hand­shake he was gone.

			James, his fixed grey-blue eye cork­screw­ing round some secret anxious im­age, began again to bite his fin­ger.

			Old Joly­on took his will to the of­fices of the New Col­li­ery Com­pany, and sat down in the empty Board Room to read it through. He answered Down-by-the-Starn Hem­mings so tartly when the lat­ter, see­ing his Chair­man seated there, entered with the new Su­per­in­tend­ent’s first re­port, that the Sec­ret­ary with­drew with re­gret­ful dig­nity; and send­ing for the trans­fer clerk, blew him up till the poor youth knew not where to look.

			It was not—by George—as he (Down-by-the-Starn) would have him know, for a whip­per­snap­per of a young fel­low like him, to come down to that of­fice, and think that he was God Almighty. He (Down-by-the-Starn) had been head of that of­fice for more years than a boy like him could count, and if he thought that when he had fin­ished all his work, he could sit there do­ing noth­ing, he did not know him, Hem­mings (Down-by-the-Starn), and so forth.

			On the oth­er side of the green baize door old Joly­on sat at the long, ma­hogany-and-leath­er board table, his thick, loose-join­ted, tor­toise­shell eye­glasses perched on the bridge of his nose, his gold pen­cil mov­ing down the clauses of his will.

			It was a simple af­fair, for there were none of those vex­a­tious little legacies and dona­tions to char­it­ies, which frit­ter away a man’s pos­ses­sions, and dam­age the majest­ic ef­fect of that little para­graph in the morn­ing pa­pers ac­cor­ded to For­sytes who die with a hun­dred thou­sand pounds.

			A simple af­fair. Just a be­quest to his son of twenty thou­sand, and “as to the residue of my prop­erty of what­so­ever kind wheth­er re­alty or per­son­alty, or par­tak­ing of the nature of either—upon trust to pay the pro­ceeds rents an­nu­al pro­duce di­vidends or in­terest there­of and there­on to my said grand­daugh­ter June For­syte or her as­signs dur­ing her life to be for her sole use and be­ne­fit and without, etc … and from and after her death or de­cease upon trust to con­vey as­sign trans­fer or make over the said last-men­tioned lands hered­it­a­ments premises trust moneys stocks funds in­vest­ments and se­cur­it­ies or such as shall then stand for and rep­res­ent the same un­to such per­son or per­sons wheth­er one or more for such in­tents pur­poses and uses and gen­er­ally in such man­ner way and form in all re­spects as the said June For­syte not­with­stand­ing cov­er­ture shall by her last will and test­a­ment or any writ­ing or writ­ings in the nature of a will test­a­ment or test­a­ment­ary dis­pos­i­tion to be by her duly made signed and pub­lished dir­ect ap­point or make over give and dis­pose of the same … And in de­fault etc. … Provided al­ways …” and so on, in sev­en fo­li­os of brief and simple phras­eo­logy.

			The will had been drawn by James in his palmy days. He had fore­seen al­most every con­tin­gency.

			Old Joly­on sat a long time read­ing this will; at last he took half a sheet of pa­per from the rack, and made a pro­longed pen­cil note; then but­ton­ing up the will, he caused a cab to be called and drove to the of­fices of Para­mor and Her­ring, in Lin­coln’s Inn Fields. Jack Her­ring was dead, but his neph­ew was still in the firm, and old Joly­on was closeted with him for half an hour.

			He had kept the hansom, and on com­ing out, gave the driver the ad­dress—3, Wistar­ia Av­en­ue.

			He felt a strange, slow sat­is­fac­tion, as though he had scored a vic­tory over James and the man of prop­erty. They should not poke their noses in­to his af­fairs any more; he had just can­celled their trust­ee­ships of his will; he would take the whole of his busi­ness out of their hands, and put it in­to the hands of young Her­ring, and he would move the busi­ness of his Com­pan­ies too. If that young Soames were such a man of prop­erty, he would nev­er miss a thou­sand a year or so; and un­der his great white mous­tache old Joly­on grimly smiled. He felt that what he was do­ing was in the nature of re­tributive justice, richly de­served.

			Slowly, surely, with the secret in­ner pro­cess that works the de­struc­tion of an old tree, the pois­on of the wounds to his hap­pi­ness, his will, his pride, had cor­roded the comely edi­fice of his philo­sophy. Life had worn him down on one side, till, like that fam­ily of which he was the head, he had lost bal­ance.

			To him, borne north­wards to­wards his son’s house, the thought of the new dis­pos­i­tion of prop­erty, which he had just set in mo­tion, ap­peared vaguely in the light of a stroke of pun­ish­ment, lev­elled at that fam­ily and that So­ci­ety, of which James and his son seemed to him the rep­res­ent­at­ives. He had made a resti­tu­tion to young Joly­on, and resti­tu­tion to young Joly­on sat­is­fied his secret crav­ing for re­venge—re­venge against Time, sor­row, and in­ter­fer­ence, against all that in­cal­cul­able sum of dis­ap­prov­al that had been be­stowed by the world for fif­teen years on his only son. It presen­ted it­self as the one pos­sible way of as­sert­ing once more the dom­in­a­tion of his will; of for­cing James, and Soames, and the fam­ily, and all those hid­den masses of For­sytes—a great stream rolling against the single dam of his ob­stin­acy—to re­cog­nise once and for all that he would be mas­ter. It was sweet to think that at last he was go­ing to make the boy a rich­er man by far than that son of James, that “man of prop­erty.” And it was sweet to give to Jo, for he loved his son.

			Neither young Joly­on nor his wife were in (young Joly­on in­deed was not back from the Botan­ic­al), but the little maid told him that she ex­pec­ted the mas­ter at any mo­ment:

			“He’s al­ways at ’ome to tea, sir, to play with the chil­dren.”

			Old Joly­on said he would wait; and sat down pa­tiently enough in the faded, shabby draw­ing room, where, now that the sum­mer chintzes were re­moved, the old chairs and so­fas re­vealed all their thread­bare de­fi­cien­cies. He longed to send for the chil­dren; to have them there be­side him, their supple bod­ies against his knees; to hear Jolly’s: “Hallo, Gran!” and see his rush; and feel Holly’s soft little hand steal­ing up against his cheek. But he would not. There was solem­nity in what he had come to do, and un­til it was over he would not play. He amused him­self by think­ing how with two strokes of his pen he was go­ing to re­store the look of caste so con­spicu­ously ab­sent from everything in that little house; how he could fill these rooms, or oth­ers in some lar­ger man­sion, with tri­umphs of art from Baple and Pull­bred’s; how he could send little Jolly to Har­row and Ox­ford (he no longer had faith in Eton and Cam­bridge, for his son had been there); how he could pro­cure little Holly the best mu­sic­al in­struc­tion, the child had a re­mark­able aptitude.

			As these vis­ions crowded be­fore him, caus­ing emo­tion to swell his heart, he rose, and stood at the win­dow, look­ing down in­to the little walled strip of garden, where the pear-tree, bare of leaves be­fore its time, stood with gaunt branches in the slow-gath­er­ing mist of the au­tumn af­ter­noon. The dog Balthas­ar, his tail curled tightly over a piebald, furry back, was walk­ing at the farther end, sniff­ing at the plants, and at in­ter­vals pla­cing his leg for sup­port against the wall.

			And old Joly­on mused.

			What pleas­ure was there left but to give? It was pleas­ant to give, when you could find one who would be thank­ful for what you gave—one of your own flesh and blood! There was no such sat­is­fac­tion to be had out of giv­ing to those who did not be­long to you, to those who had no claim on you! Such giv­ing as that was a be­tray­al of the in­di­vidu­al­ist­ic con­vic­tions and ac­tions of his life, of all his en­ter­prise, his la­bour, and his mod­er­a­tion, of the great and proud fact that, like tens of thou­sands of For­sytes be­fore him, tens of thou­sands in the present, tens of thou­sands in the fu­ture, he had al­ways made his own, and held his own, in the world.

			And, while he stood there look­ing down on the smut-covered fo­liage of the laurels, the black-stained grass-plot, the pro­gress of the dog Balthas­ar, all the suf­fer­ing of the fif­teen years dur­ing which he had been baulked of le­git­im­ate en­joy­ment mingled its gall with the sweet­ness of the ap­proach­ing mo­ment.

			Young Joly­on came at last, pleased with his work, and fresh from long hours in the open air. On hear­ing that his fath­er was in the draw­ing room, he in­quired hur­riedly wheth­er Mrs. For­syte was at home, and be­ing in­formed that she was not, heaved a sigh of re­lief. Then put­ting his paint­ing ma­ter­i­als care­fully in the little coat-closet out of sight, he went in.

			With char­ac­ter­ist­ic de­cision old Joly­on came at once to the point. “I’ve been al­ter­ing my ar­range­ments, Jo,” he said. “You can cut your coat a bit longer in the fu­ture—I’m set­tling a thou­sand a year on you at once. June will have fifty thou­sand at my death; and you the rest. That dog of yours is spoil­ing the garden. I shouldn’t keep a dog, if I were you!”

			The dog Balthas­ar, seated in the centre of the lawn, was ex­amin­ing his tail.

			Young Joly­on looked at the an­im­al, but saw him dimly, for his eyes were misty.

			“Yours won’t come short of a hun­dred thou­sand, my boy,” said old Joly­on; “I thought you’d bet­ter know. I haven’t much longer to live at my age. I shan’t al­lude to it again. How’s your wife? And—give her my love.”

			Young Joly­on put his hand on his fath­er’s shoulder, and, as neither spoke, the epis­ode closed.

			Hav­ing seen his fath­er in­to a hansom, young Joly­on came back to the draw­ing-room and stood, where old Joly­on had stood, look­ing down on the little garden. He tried to real­ize all that this meant to him, and, For­syte that he was, vis­tas of prop­erty were opened out in his brain; the years of half ra­tions through which he had passed had not sapped his nat­ur­al in­stincts. In ex­tremely prac­tic­al form, he thought of travel, of his wife’s cos­tume, the chil­dren’s edu­ca­tion, a pony for Jolly, a thou­sand things; but in the midst of all he thought, too, of Bosin­ney and his mis­tress, and the broken song of the thrush. Joy—tragedy! Which? Which?

			The old past—the poignant, suf­fer­ing, pas­sion­ate, won­der­ful past, that no money could buy, that noth­ing could re­store in all its burn­ing sweet­ness—had come back be­fore him.

			When his wife came in he went straight up to her and took her in his arms; and for a long time he stood without speak­ing, his eyes closed, press­ing her to him, while she looked at him with a won­der­ing, ad­or­ing, doubt­ing look in her eyes.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Voy­age In­to the In­ferno

			
			The morn­ing after a cer­tain night on which Soames at last as­ser­ted his rights and ac­ted like a man, he break­fas­ted alone.

			He break­fas­ted by gas­light, the fog of late Novem­ber wrap­ping the town as in some mon­strous blanket till the trees of the Square even were barely vis­ible from the din­ing-room win­dow.

			He ate stead­ily, but at times a sen­sa­tion as though he could not swal­low at­tacked him. Had he been right to yield to his over­mas­ter­ing hun­ger of the night be­fore, and break down the res­ist­ance which he had suffered now too long from this wo­man who was his law­ful and sol­emnly con­sti­tuted help­mate?

			He was strangely haunted by the re­col­lec­tion of her face, from be­fore which, to soothe her, he had tried to pull her hands—of her ter­rible smothered sob­bing, the like of which he had nev­er heard, and still seemed to hear; and he was still haunted by the odd, in­tol­er­able feel­ing of re­morse and shame he had felt, as he stood look­ing at her by the flame of the single candle, be­fore si­lently slink­ing away.

			And some­how, now that he had ac­ted like this, he was sur­prised at him­self.

			Two nights be­fore, at Wini­fred Dartie’s, he had taken Mrs. MacAnder in­to din­ner. She had said to him, look­ing in his face with her sharp, green­ish eyes: “And so your wife is a great friend of that Mr. Bosin­ney’s?”

			Not deign­ing to ask what she meant, he had brooded over her words.

			They had roused in him a fierce jeal­ousy, which, with the pe­cu­li­ar per­ver­sion of this in­stinct, had turned to fiercer de­sire.

			Without the in­cent­ive of Mrs. MacAnder’s words he might nev­er have done what he had done. Without their in­cent­ive and the ac­ci­dent of find­ing his wife’s door for once un­locked, which had en­abled him to steal upon her asleep.

			Slum­ber had re­moved his doubts, but the morn­ing brought them again. One thought com­for­ted him: No one would know—it was not the sort of thing that she would speak about.

			And, in­deed, when the vehicle of his daily busi­ness life, which needed so im­per­at­ively the grease of clear and prac­tic­al thought, star­ted rolling once more with the read­ing of his let­ters, those night­mare-like doubts began to as­sume less ex­tra­vag­ant im­port­ance at the back of his mind. The in­cid­ent was really not of great mo­ment; wo­men made a fuss about it in books; but in the cool judg­ment of right-think­ing men, of men of the world, of such as he re­col­lec­ted of­ten re­ceived praise in the Di­vorce Court, he had but done his best to sus­tain the sanc­tity of mar­riage, to pre­vent her from abandon­ing her duty, pos­sibly, if she were still see­ing Bosin­ney, from. …

			No, he did not re­gret it.

			Now that the first step to­wards re­con­cili­ation had been taken, the rest would be com­par­at­ively—com­par­at­ively. …

			He, rose and walked to the win­dow. His nerve had been shaken. The sound of smothered sob­bing was in his ears again. He could not get rid of it.

			He put on his fur coat, and went out in­to the fog; hav­ing to go in­to the City, he took the un­der­ground rail­way from Sloane Square sta­tion.

			In his corner of the first-class com­part­ment filled with City men the smothered sob­bing still haunted him, so he opened the Times with the rich crackle that drowns all less­er sounds, and, bar­ri­caded be­hind it, set him­self stead­ily to con the news.

			He read that a Re­cord­er had charged a grand jury on the pre­vi­ous day with a more than usu­ally long list of of­fences. He read of three murders, five man­slaughters, sev­en ar­sons, and as many as el­ev­en rapes—a sur­pris­ingly high num­ber—in ad­di­tion to many less con­spicu­ous crimes, to be tried dur­ing a com­ing Ses­sions; and from one piece of news he went on to an­oth­er, keep­ing the pa­per well be­fore his face.

			And still, in­sep­ar­able from his read­ing, was the memory of Irene’s tear-stained face, and the sounds from her broken heart.

			The day was a busy one, in­clud­ing, in ad­di­tion to the or­din­ary af­fairs of his prac­tice, a vis­it to his brokers, Messrs. Grin and Grin­ning, to give them in­struc­tions to sell his shares in the New Col­li­ery Co., Ltd., whose busi­ness he sus­pec­ted, rather than knew, was stag­nat­ing (this en­ter­prise af­ter­wards slowly de­clined, and was ul­ti­mately sold for a song to an Amer­ic­an syn­dic­ate); and a long con­fer­ence at Wa­ter­buck, Q.C.’s cham­bers, at­ten­ded by Boulter, by Fiske, the ju­ni­or coun­sel, and Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., him­self.

			The case of For­syte v. Bosin­ney was ex­pec­ted to be reached on the mor­row, be­fore Mr. Justice Bentham.

			Mr. Justice Bentham, a man of com­mon sense rather than too great leg­al know­ledge, was con­sidered to be about the best man they could have to try the ac­tion. He was a “strong” Judge.

			Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., in pleas­ing con­junc­tion with an al­most rude neg­lect of Boulter and Fiske paid to Soames a good deal of at­ten­tion, by in­stinct or the sounder evid­ence of ru­mour, feel­ing him to be a man of prop­erty.

			He held with re­mark­able con­sist­ency to the opin­ion he had already ex­pressed in writ­ing, that the is­sue would de­pend to a great ex­tent on the evid­ence giv­en at the tri­al, and in a few well dir­ec­ted re­marks he ad­vised Soames not to be too care­ful in giv­ing that evid­ence. “A little bluff­ness, Mr. For­syte,” he said, “a little bluff­ness,” and after he had spoken he laughed firmly, closed his lips tight, and scratched his head just be­low where he had pushed his wig back, for all the world like the gen­tle­man-farm­er for whom he loved to be taken. He was con­sidered per­haps the lead­ing man in breach of prom­ise cases.

			Soames used the un­der­ground again in go­ing home.

			The fog was worse than ever at Sloane Square sta­tion. Through the still, thick blur, men groped in and out; wo­men, very few, grasped their retic­ules to their bos­oms and handker­chiefs to their mouths; crowned with the weird ex­cres­cence of the driver, ha­loed by a vague glow of lamp­light that seemed to drown in va­pour be­fore it reached the pave­ment, cabs loomed dim-shaped ever and again, and dis­charged cit­izens, bolt­ing like rab­bits to their bur­rows.

			And these shad­owy fig­ures, wrapped each in his own little shroud of fog, took no no­tice of each oth­er. In the great war­ren, each rab­bit for him­self, es­pe­cially those clothed in the more ex­pens­ive fur, who, afraid of car­riages on foggy days, are driv­en un­der­ground.

			One fig­ure, how­ever, not far from Soames, waited at the sta­tion door.

			Some buc­can­eer or lov­er, of whom each For­syte thought: “Poor dev­il! looks as if he were hav­ing a bad time!” Their kind hearts beat a stroke faster for that poor, wait­ing, anxious lov­er in the fog; but they hur­ried by, well know­ing that they had neither time nor money to spare for any suf­fer­ing but their own.

			Only a po­lice­man, patrolling slowly and at in­ter­vals, took an in­terest in that wait­ing fig­ure, the brim of whose slouch hat half hid a face reddened by the cold, all thin, and hag­gard, over which a hand stole now and again to smooth away anxi­ety, or re­new the res­ol­u­tion that kept him wait­ing there. But the wait­ing lov­er (if lov­er he were) was used to po­lice­men’s scru­tiny, or too ab­sorbed in his anxi­ety, for he nev­er flinched. A hardened case, ac­cus­tomed to long trysts, to anxi­ety, and fog, and cold, if only his mis­tress came at last. Fool­ish lov­er! Fogs last un­til the spring; there is also snow and rain, no com­fort any­where; gnaw­ing fear if you bring her out, gnaw­ing fear if you bid her stay at home!

			“Serve him right; he should ar­range his af­fairs bet­ter!”

			So any re­spect­able For­syte. Yet, if that sounder cit­izen could have listened at the wait­ing lov­er’s heart, out there in the fog and the cold, he would have said again: “Yes, poor dev­il! He’s hav­ing a bad time!”

			Soames got in­to his cab, and, with the glass down, crept along Sloane Street, and so along the Bromp­ton Road, and home. He reached his house at five.

			His wife was not in. She had gone out a quarter of an hour be­fore. Out at such a time of night, in­to this ter­rible fog! What was the mean­ing of that?

			He sat by the din­ing-room fire, with the door open, dis­turbed to the soul, try­ing to read the even­ing pa­per. A book was no good—in daily pa­pers alone was any nar­cot­ic to such worry as his. From the cus­tom­ary events re­cor­ded in the journ­al he drew some com­fort. “Sui­cide of an act­ress”—“Grave in­dis­pos­i­tion of a States­man” (that chron­ic suf­fer­er)—“Di­vorce of an army of­ficer”—“Fire in a col­li­ery”—he read them all. They helped him a little—pre­scribed by the greatest of all doc­tors, our nat­ur­al taste.

			It was nearly sev­en when he heard her come in.

			The in­cid­ent of the night be­fore had long lost its im­port­ance un­der stress of anxi­ety at her strange sortie in­to the fog. But now that Irene was home, the memory of her broken­hearted sob­bing came back to him, and he felt nervous at the thought of fa­cing her.

			She was already on the stairs; her grey fur coat hung to her knees, its high col­lar al­most hid her face, she wore a thick veil.

			She neither turned to look at him nor spoke. No ghost or stranger could have passed more si­lently.

			Bilson came to lay din­ner, and told him that Mrs. For­syte was not com­ing down; she was hav­ing the soup in her room.

			For once Soames did not change. It was, per­haps, the first time in his life that he had sat down to din­ner with soiled cuffs, and, not even no­ti­cing them, he brooded long over his wine. He sent Bilson to light a fire in his pic­ture-room, and presently went up there him­self.

			Turn­ing on the gas, he heaved a deep sigh, as though amongst these treas­ures, the backs of which con­fron­ted him in stacks, around the little room, he had found at length his peace of mind. He went straight up to the greatest treas­ure of them all, an un­doubted Turn­er, and, car­ry­ing it to the easel, turned its face to the light. There had been a move­ment in Turn­ers, but he had not been able to make up his mind to part with it. He stood for a long time, his pale, clean-shaven face poked for­ward above his stand-up col­lar, look­ing at the pic­ture as though he were adding it up; a wist­ful ex­pres­sion came in­to his eyes; he found, per­haps, that it came to too little. He took it down from the easel to put it back against the wall; but, in cross­ing the room, stopped, for he seemed to hear sob­bing.

			It was noth­ing—only the sort of thing that had been both­er­ing him in the morn­ing. And soon after, put­ting the high guard be­fore the blaz­ing fire, he stole down­stairs.

			Fresh for the mor­row! was his thought. It was long be­fore he went to sleep. …

			It is now to George For­syte that the mind must turn for light on the events of that fog-en­gulfed af­ter­noon.

			The wit­ti­est and most sports­man­like of the For­sytes had passed the day read­ing a nov­el in the pa­ternal man­sion at Princes’ Gar­dens. Since a re­cent crisis in his fin­an­cial af­fairs he had been kept on pa­role by Ro­ger, and com­pelled to reside “at home.”

			To­wards five o’clock he went out, and took train at South Kens­ing­ton Sta­tion (for every­one today went Un­der­ground). His in­ten­tion was to dine, and pass the even­ing play­ing bil­liards at the Red Pottle—that unique hostel, neither club, hotel, nor good gilt res­taur­ant.

			He got out at Char­ing Cross, choos­ing it in pref­er­ence to his more usu­al St. James’s Park, that he might reach Jermyn Street by bet­ter lighted ways.

			On the plat­form his eyes—for in com­bin­a­tion with a com­posed and fash­ion­able ap­pear­ance, George had sharp eyes, and was al­ways on the lookout for fil­lips to his sar­don­ic hu­mour—his eyes were at­trac­ted by a man, who, leap­ing from a first-class com­part­ment, staggered rather than walked to­wards the exit.

			“So ho, my bird!” said George to him­self; “why, it’s the Buc­can­eer!” and he put his big fig­ure on the trail. Noth­ing af­forded him great­er amuse­ment than a drunk­en man.

			Bosin­ney, who wore a slouch hat, stopped in front of him, spun around, and rushed back to­wards the car­riage he had just left. He was too late. A port­er caught him by the coat; the train was already mov­ing on.

			George’s prac­tised glance caught sight of the face of a lady clad in a grey fur coat at the car­riage win­dow. It was Mrs. Soames—and George felt that this was in­ter­est­ing!

			And now he fol­lowed Bosin­ney more closely than ever—up the stairs, past the tick­et col­lect­or in­to the street. In that pro­gress, how­ever, his feel­ings un­der­went a change; no longer merely curi­ous and amused, he felt sorry for the poor fel­low he was shad­ow­ing. The Buc­can­eer was not drunk, but seemed to be act­ing un­der the stress of vi­ol­ent emo­tion; he was talk­ing to him­self, and all that George could catch were the words “Oh, God!” Nor did he ap­pear to know what he was do­ing, or where go­ing; but stared, hes­it­ated, moved like a man out of his mind; and from be­ing merely a joker in search of amuse­ment, George felt that he must see the poor chap through.

			He had “taken the knock”—“taken the knock!” And he wondered what on earth Mrs. Soames had been say­ing, what on earth she had been telling him in the rail­way car­riage. She had looked bad enough her­self! It made George sorry to think of her trav­el­ling on with her trouble all alone.

			He fol­lowed close be­hind Bosin­ney’s el­bow—tall, burly fig­ure, say­ing noth­ing, dodging war­ily—and shad­owed him out in­to the fog.

			There was some­thing here bey­ond a jest! He kept his head ad­mir­ably, in spite of some ex­cite­ment, for in ad­di­tion to com­pas­sion, the in­stincts of the chase were roused with­in him.

			Bosin­ney walked right out in­to the thor­ough­fare—a vast muffled black­ness, where a man could not see six paces be­fore him; where, all around, voices or whistles mocked the sense of dir­ec­tion; and sud­den shapes came rolling slow upon them; and now and then a light showed like a dim is­land in an in­fin­ite dark sea.

			And fast in­to this per­il­ous gulf of night walked Bosin­ney, and fast after him walked George. If the fel­low meant to put his “two­penny” un­der a bus, he would stop it if he could! Across the street and back the hunted creature strode, not grop­ing as oth­er men were grop­ing in that gloom, but driv­en for­ward as though the faith­ful George be­hind wiel­ded a knout; and this chase after a haunted man began to have for George the strangest fas­cin­a­tion.

			But it was now that the af­fair de­veloped in a way which ever af­ter­wards caused it to re­main green in his mind. Brought to a stand­still in the fog, he heard words which threw a sud­den light on these pro­ceed­ings. What Mrs. Soames had said to Bosin­ney in the train was now no longer dark. George un­der­stood from those mut­ter­ings that Soames had ex­er­cised his rights over an es­tranged and un­will­ing wife in the greatest—the su­preme act of prop­erty.

			His fancy wandered in the fields of this situ­ation; it im­pressed him; he guessed some­thing of the an­guish, the sexu­al con­fu­sion and hor­ror in Bosin­ney’s heart. And he thought: “Yes, it’s a bit thick! I don’t won­der the poor fel­low is half-cracked!”

			He had run his quarry to earth on a bench un­der one of the lions in Tra­fal­gar Square, a mon­ster sphynx astray like them­selves in that gulf of dark­ness. Here, ri­gid and si­lent, sat Bosin­ney, and George, in whose pa­tience was a touch of strange broth­er­li­ness, took his stand be­hind. He was not lack­ing in a cer­tain del­ic­acy—a sense of form—that did not per­mit him to in­trude upon this tragedy, and he waited, quiet as the li­on above, his fur col­lar hitched above his ears con­ceal­ing the fleshy red­ness of his cheeks, con­ceal­ing all but his eyes with their sar­don­ic, com­pas­sion­ate stare. And men kept passing back from busi­ness on the way to their clubs—men whose fig­ures shrouded in co­coons of fog came in­to view like spectres, and like spectres van­ished. Then even in his com­pas­sion George’s Quilpish hu­mour broke forth in a sud­den long­ing to pluck these spectres by the sleeve, and say:

			“Hi, you John­nies! You don’t of­ten see a show like this! Here’s a poor dev­il whose mis­tress has just been telling him a pretty little story of her hus­band; walk up, walk up! He’s taken the knock, you see.”

			In fancy he saw them gap­ing round the tor­tured lov­er; and grinned as he thought of some re­spect­able, newly-mar­ried spectre en­abled by the state of his own af­fec­tions to catch an ink­ling of what was go­ing on with­in Bosin­ney; he fan­cied he could see his mouth get­ting wider and wider, and the fog go­ing down and down. For in George was all that con­tempt of the middle class—es­pe­cially of the mar­ried middle class—pe­cu­li­ar to the wild and sports­man­like spir­its in its ranks.

			But he began to be bored. Wait­ing was not what he had bar­gained for.

			“After all,” he thought, “the poor chap will get over it; not the first time such a thing has happened in this little city!” But now his quarry again began mut­ter­ing words of vi­ol­ent hate and an­ger. And fol­low­ing a sud­den im­pulse George touched him on the shoulder.

			Bosin­ney spun round.

			“Who are you? What do you want?”

			George could have stood it well enough in the light of the gas lamps, in the light of that every­day world of which he was so hardy a con­nois­seur; but in this fog, where all was gloomy and un­real, where noth­ing had that mat­ter-of-fact value as­so­ci­ated by For­sytes with earth, he was a vic­tim to strange qualms, and as he tried to stare back in­to the eyes of this ma­ni­ac, he thought:

			“If I see a bobby, I’ll hand him over; he’s not fit to be at large.”

			But wait­ing for no an­swer, Bosin­ney strode off in­to the fog, and George fol­lowed, keep­ing per­haps a little fur­ther off, yet more than ever set on track­ing him down.

			“He can’t go on long like this,” he thought. “It’s God’s own mir­acle he’s not been run over already.” He brooded no more on po­lice­men, a sports­man’s sac­red fire alive again with­in him.

			In­to a dens­er gloom than ever Bosin­ney held on at a furi­ous pace; but his pur­suer per­ceived more meth­od in his mad­ness—he was clearly mak­ing his way west­wards.

			“He’s really go­ing for Soames!” thought George. The idea was at­tract­ive. It would be a sport­ing end to such a chase. He had al­ways dis­liked his cous­in.

			The shaft of a passing cab brushed against his shoulder and made him leap aside. He did not in­tend to be killed for the Buc­can­eer, or any­one. Yet, with hered­it­ary tenacity, he stuck to the trail through va­pour that blot­ted out everything but the shad­ow of the hunted man and the dim moon of the nearest lamp.

			Then sud­denly, with the in­stinct of a town-stroller, George knew him­self to be in Pic­ca­dilly. Here he could find his way blind­fold; and freed from the strain of geo­graph­ic­al un­cer­tainty, his mind re­turned to Bosin­ney’s trouble.

			Down the long av­en­ue of his man-about-town ex­per­i­ence, burst­ing, as it were, through a smirch of doubt­ful amours, there stalked to him a memory of his youth. A memory, poignant still, that brought the scent of hay, the gleam of moon­light, a sum­mer ma­gic, in­to the reek and black­ness of this Lon­don fog—the memory of a night when in the darkest shad­ow of a lawn he had over­heard from a wo­man’s lips that he was not her sole pos­sessor. And for a mo­ment George walked no longer in black Pic­ca­dilly, but lay again, with hell in his heart, and his face to the sweet-smelling, dewy grass, in the long shad­ow of pop­lars that hid the moon.

			A long­ing seized him to throw his arm round the Buc­can­eer, and say, “Come, old boy. Time cures all. Let’s go and drink it off!”

			But a voice yelled at him, and he star­ted back. A cab rolled out of black­ness, and in­to black­ness dis­ap­peared. And sud­denly George per­ceived that he had lost Bosin­ney. He ran for­ward and back, felt his heart clutched by a sick­en­ing fear, the dark fear which lives in the wings of the fog. Per­spir­a­tion star­ted out on his brow. He stood quite still, listen­ing with all his might.

			“And then,” as he con­fided to Dartie the same even­ing in the course of a game of bil­liards at the Red Pottle, “I lost him.”

			Dartie twirled com­pla­cently at his dark mous­tache. He had just put to­geth­er a neat break of twenty-three—fail­ing at a “Jenny.” “And who was she?” he asked.

			George looked slowly at the “man of the world’s” fat­tish, sal­low face, and a little grim smile lurked about the curves of his cheeks and his heavy-lid­ded eyes.

			“No, no, my fine fel­low,” he thought, “I’m not go­ing to tell you.” For though he mixed with Dartie a good deal, he thought him a bit of a cad.

			“Oh, some little love-lady or oth­er,” he said, and chalked his cue.

			“A love-lady!” ex­claimed Dartie—he used a more fig­ur­at­ive ex­pres­sion. “I made sure it was our friend Soa. …”

			“Did you?” said George curtly. “Then damme you’ve made an er­ror.”

			He missed his shot. He was care­ful not to al­lude to the sub­ject again till, to­wards el­ev­en o’clock, hav­ing, in his po­et­ic phras­eo­logy, “looked upon the drink when it was yel­low,” he drew aside the blind, and gazed out in­to the street. The murky black­ness of the fog was but faintly broken by the lamps of the Red Pottle, and no shape of mor­tal man or thing was in sight.

			“I can’t help think­ing of that poor Buc­can­eer,” he said. “He may be wan­der­ing out there now in that fog. If he’s not a corpse,” he ad­ded with strange de­jec­tion.

			“Corpse!” said Dartie, in whom the re­col­lec­tion of his de­feat at Rich­mond flared up. “He’s all right. Ten to one if he wasn’t tight!”

			George turned on him, look­ing really for­mid­able, with a sort of sav­age gloom on his big face.

			“Dry up!” he said. “Don’t I tell you he’s ‘taken the knock!’ ”

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Tri­al

			
			In the morn­ing of his case, which was second in the list, Soames was again ob­liged to start without see­ing Irene, and it was just as well, for he had not as yet made up his mind what at­ti­tude to ad­opt to­wards her.

			He had been re­ques­ted to be in court by half-past ten, to provide against the event of the first ac­tion (a breach of prom­ise) col­lapsing, which how­ever it did not, both sides show­ing a cour­age that af­forded Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., an op­por­tun­ity for im­prov­ing his already great repu­ta­tion in this class of case. He was op­posed by Ram, the oth­er cel­eb­rated breach of prom­ise man. It was a battle of gi­ants.

			The court de­livered judg­ment just be­fore the lunch­eon in­ter­val. The jury left the box for good, and Soames went out to get some­thing to eat. He met James stand­ing at the little lunch­eon-bar, like a pel­ic­an in the wil­der­ness of the gal­ler­ies, bent over a sand­wich with a glass of sherry be­fore him. The spa­cious empti­ness of the great cent­ral hall, over which fath­er and son brooded as they stood to­geth­er, was marred now and then for a fleet­ing mo­ment by bar­ris­ters in wig and gown hur­riedly bolt­ing across, by an oc­ca­sion­al old lady or rusty-coated man, look­ing up in a frightened way, and by two per­sons, bolder than their gen­er­a­tion, seated in an em­bras­ure ar­guing. The sound of their voices arose, to­geth­er with a scent as of neg­lected wells, which, ming­ling with the odour of the gal­ler­ies, com­bined to form the sa­vour, like noth­ing but the em­an­a­tion of a re­fined cheese, so in­dis­sol­ubly con­nec­ted with the ad­min­is­tra­tion of Brit­ish Justice.

			It was not long be­fore James ad­dressed his son.

			“When’s your case com­ing on? I sup­pose it’ll be on dir­ectly. I shouldn’t won­der if this Bosin­ney’d say any­thing; I should think he’d have to. He’ll go bank­rupt if it goes against him.” He took a large bite at his sand­wich and a mouth­ful of sherry. “Your moth­er,” he said, “wants you and Irene to come and dine to­night.”

			A chill smile played round Soames’ lips; he looked back at his fath­er. Any­one who had seen the look, cold and furt­ive, thus in­ter­changed, might have been pardoned for not ap­pre­ci­at­ing the real un­der­stand­ing between them. James fin­ished his sherry at a draught.

			“How much?” he asked.

			On re­turn­ing to the court Soames took at once his right­ful seat on the front bench be­side his so­li­cit­or. He as­cer­tained where his fath­er was seated with a glance so side­long as to com­mit nobody.

			James, sit­ting back with his hands clasped over the handle of his um­brella, was brood­ing on the end of the bench im­me­di­ately be­hind coun­sel, whence he could get away at once when the case was over. He con­sidered Bosin­ney’s con­duct in every way out­rageous, but he did not wish to run up against him, feel­ing that the meet­ing would be awk­ward.

			Next to the Di­vorce Court, this court was, per­haps, the fa­vour­ite em­pori­um of justice, li­bel, breach of prom­ise, and oth­er com­mer­cial ac­tions be­ing fre­quently de­cided there. Quite a sprink­ling of per­sons un­con­nec­ted with the law oc­cu­pied the back benches, and the hat of a wo­man or two could be seen in the gal­lery.

			The two rows of seats im­me­di­ately in front of James were gradu­ally filled by bar­ris­ters in wigs, who sat down to make pen­cil notes, chat, and at­tend to their teeth; but his in­terest was soon di­ver­ted from these less­er lights of justice by the en­trance of Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., with the wings of his silk gown rust­ling, and his red, cap­able face sup­por­ted by two short, brown whiskers. The fam­ous Q.C. looked, as James freely ad­mit­ted, the very pic­ture of a man who could heckle a wit­ness.

			For all his ex­per­i­ence, it so happened that he had nev­er seen Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., be­fore, and, like many For­sytes in the lower branch of the pro­fes­sion, he had an ex­treme ad­mir­a­tion for a good cross-ex­am­iner. The long, lugubri­ous folds in his cheeks re­laxed some­what after see­ing him, es­pe­cially as he now per­ceived that Soames alone was rep­res­en­ted by silk.

			Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., had barely screwed round on his el­bow to chat with his Ju­ni­or be­fore Mr. Justice Bentham him­self ap­peared—a thin, rather hen-like man, with a little stoop, clean-shaven un­der his snowy wig. Like all the rest of the court, Wa­ter­buck rose, and re­mained on his feet un­til the judge was seated. James rose but slightly; he was already com­fort­able, and had no opin­ion of Bentham, hav­ing sat next but one to him at din­ner twice at the Bum­ley Tomms’. Bum­ley Tomm was rather a poor thing, though he had been so suc­cess­ful. James him­self had giv­en him his first brief. He was ex­cited, too, for he had just found out that Bosin­ney was not in court.

			“Now, what’s he mean by that?” he kept on think­ing.

			The case hav­ing been called on, Wa­ter­buck, Q.C., push­ing back his pa­pers, hitched his gown on his shoulder, and, with a semi­cir­cu­lar look around him, like a man who is go­ing to bat, arose and ad­dressed the Court.

			The facts, he said, were not in dis­pute, and all that his Lord­ship would be asked was to in­ter­pret the cor­res­pond­ence which had taken place between his cli­ent and the de­fend­ant, an ar­chi­tect, with ref­er­ence to the dec­or­a­tion of a house. He would, how­ever, sub­mit that this cor­res­pond­ence could only mean one very plain thing. After briefly re­cit­ing the his­tory of the house at Robin Hill, which he de­scribed as a man­sion, and the ac­tu­al facts of ex­pendit­ure, he went on as fol­lows:

			“My cli­ent, Mr. Soames For­syte, is a gen­tle­man, a man of prop­erty, who would be the last to dis­pute any le­git­im­ate claim that might be made against him, but he has met with such treat­ment from his ar­chi­tect in the mat­ter of this house, over which he has, as your lord­ship has heard, already spent some twelve—some twelve thou­sand pounds, a sum con­sid­er­ably in ad­vance of the amount he had ori­gin­ally con­tem­plated, that as a mat­ter of prin­ciple—and this I can­not too strongly em­phas­ize—as a mat­ter of prin­ciple, and in the in­terests of oth­ers, he has felt him­self com­pelled to bring this ac­tion. The point put for­ward in de­fence by the ar­chi­tect I will sug­gest to your lord­ship is not worthy of a mo­ment’s ser­i­ous con­sid­er­a­tion.” He then read the cor­res­pond­ence.

			His cli­ent, “a man of re­cog­nised po­s­i­tion,” was pre­pared to go in­to the box, and to swear that he nev­er did au­thor­ize, that it was nev­er in his mind to au­thor­ize, the ex­pendit­ure of any money bey­ond the ex­treme lim­it of twelve thou­sand and fifty pounds, which he had clearly fixed; and not fur­ther to waste the time of the court, he would at once call Mr. For­syte.

			Soames then went in­to the box. His whole ap­pear­ance was strik­ing in its com­pos­ure. His face, just su­per­cili­ous enough, pale and clean-shaven, with a little line between the eyes, and com­pressed lips; his dress in un­os­ten­ta­tious or­der, one hand neatly gloved, the oth­er bare. He answered the ques­tions put to him in a some­what low, but dis­tinct voice. His evid­ence un­der cross-ex­am­in­a­tion sa­voured of ta­cit­urnity.

			Had he not used the ex­pres­sion, “a free hand”? No.

			“Come, come!”

			The ex­pres­sion he had used was “a free hand in the terms of this cor­res­pond­ence.”

			“Would you tell the Court that that was Eng­lish?”

			“Yes!”

			“What do you say it means?”

			“What it says!”

			“Are you pre­pared to deny that it is a con­tra­dic­tion in terms?”

			“Yes.”

			“You are not an Ir­ish­man?”

			“No.”

			“Are you a well-edu­cated man?”

			“Yes.”

			“And yet you per­sist in that state­ment?”

			“Yes.”

			Through­out this and much more cross-ex­am­in­a­tion, which turned again and again around the “nice point,” James sat with his hand be­hind his ear, his eyes fixed upon his son.

			He was proud of him! He could not but feel that in sim­il­ar cir­cum­stances he him­self would have been temp­ted to en­large his replies, but his in­stinct told him that this ta­cit­urnity was the very thing. He sighed with re­lief, how­ever, when Soames, slowly turn­ing, and without any change of ex­pres­sion, des­cen­ded from the box.

			When it came to the turn of Bosin­ney’s Coun­sel to ad­dress the Judge, James re­doubled his at­ten­tion, and he searched the Court again and again to see if Bosin­ney were not some­where con­cealed.

			Young Chankery began nervously; he was placed by Bosin­ney’s ab­sence in an awk­ward po­s­i­tion. He there­fore did his best to turn that ab­sence to ac­count.

			He could not but fear—he said—that his cli­ent had met with an ac­ci­dent. He had fully ex­pec­ted him there to give evid­ence; they had sent round that morn­ing both to Mr. Bosin­ney’s of­fice and to his rooms (though he knew they were one and the same, he thought it was as well not to say so), but it was not known where he was, and this he con­sidered to be omin­ous, know­ing how anxious Mr. Bosin­ney had been to give his evid­ence. He had not, how­ever, been in­struc­ted to ap­ply for an ad­journ­ment, and in de­fault of such in­struc­tion he con­ceived it his duty to go on. The plea on which he some­what con­fid­ently re­lied, and which his cli­ent, had he not un­for­tu­nately been pre­ven­ted in some way from at­tend­ing, would have sup­por­ted by his evid­ence, was that such an ex­pres­sion as a “free hand” could not be lim­ited, fettered, and rendered un­mean­ing, by any ver­biage which might fol­low it. He would go fur­ther and say that the cor­res­pond­ence showed that whatever he might have said in his evid­ence, Mr. For­syte had in fact nev­er con­tem­plated re­pu­di­at­ing li­ab­il­ity on any of the work ordered or ex­ecuted by his ar­chi­tect. The de­fend­ant had cer­tainly nev­er con­tem­plated such a con­tin­gency, or, as was demon­strated by his let­ters, he would nev­er have pro­ceeded with the work—a work of ex­treme del­ic­acy, car­ried out with great care and ef­fi­ciency, to meet and sat­is­fy the fas­ti­di­ous taste of a con­nois­seur, a rich man, a man of prop­erty. He felt strongly on this point, and feel­ing strongly he used, per­haps, rather strong words when he said that this ac­tion was of a most un­jus­ti­fi­able, un­ex­pec­ted, in­deed—un­pre­ced­en­ted char­ac­ter. If his Lord­ship had had the op­por­tun­ity that he him­self had made it his duty to take, to go over this very fine house and see the great del­ic­acy and beauty of the dec­or­a­tions ex­ecuted by his cli­ent—an artist in his most hon­our­able pro­fes­sion—he felt con­vinced that not for one mo­ment would his Lord­ship tol­er­ate this, he would use no stronger word than dar­ing at­tempt to evade le­git­im­ate re­spons­ib­il­ity.

			Tak­ing the text of Soames’ let­ters, he lightly touched on Boileau v. The Blas­ted Ce­ment Com­pany, Lim­ited. “It is doubt­ful,” he said, “what that au­thor­ity has de­cided; in any case I would sub­mit that it is just as much in my fa­vour as in my friend’s.” He then ar­gued the “nice point” closely. With all due de­fer­ence he sub­mit­ted that Mr. For­syte’s ex­pres­sion nul­li­fied it­self. His cli­ent not be­ing a rich man, the mat­ter was a ser­i­ous one for him; he was a very tal­en­ted ar­chi­tect, whose pro­fes­sion­al repu­ta­tion was un­doubtedly some­what at stake. He con­cluded with a per­haps too per­son­al ap­peal to the Judge, as a lov­er of the arts, to show him­self the pro­tect­or of artists, from what was oc­ca­sion­ally—he said oc­ca­sion­ally—the too iron hand of cap­it­al. “What,” he said, “will be the po­s­i­tion of the artist­ic pro­fes­sions, if men of prop­erty like this Mr. For­syte re­fuse, and are al­lowed to re­fuse, to carry out the ob­lig­a­tions of the com­mis­sions which they have giv­en.” … He would now call his cli­ent, in case he should at the last mo­ment have found him­self able to be present.

			The name Philip Baynes Bosin­ney was called three times by the Ush­ers, and the sound of the call­ing echoed with strange mel­an­choly through­out the Court and Gal­ler­ies.

			The cry­ing of this name, to which no an­swer was re­turned, had upon James a curi­ous ef­fect: it was like call­ing for your lost dog about the streets. And the creepy feel­ing that it gave him, of a man miss­ing, grated on his sense of com­fort and se­cur­ity—on his co­si­ness. Though he could not have said why, it made him feel un­easy.

			He looked now at the clock—a quarter to three! It would be all over in a quarter of an hour. Where could the young fel­low be?

			It was only when Mr. Justice Bentham de­livered judg­ment that he got over the turn he had re­ceived.

			Be­hind the wooden erec­tion, by which he was fenced from more or­din­ary mor­tals, the learned Judge leaned for­ward. The elec­tric light, just turned on above his head, fell on his face, and mel­lowed it to an or­ange hue be­neath the snowy crown of his wig; the amp­litude of his robes grew be­fore the eye; his whole fig­ure, fa­cing the com­par­at­ive dusk of the Court, ra­di­ated like some majest­ic and sac­red body. He cleared his throat, took a sip of wa­ter, broke the nib of a quill against the desk, and, fold­ing his bony hands be­fore him, began.

			To James he sud­denly loomed much lar­ger than he had ever thought Bentham would loom. It was the majesty of the law; and a per­son en­dowed with a nature far less mat­ter-of-fact than that of James might have been ex­cused for fail­ing to pierce this halo, and dis­inter there­from the some­what or­din­ary For­syte, who walked and talked in every­day life un­der the name of Sir Wal­ter Bentham.

			He de­livered judg­ment in the fol­low­ing words:

			“The facts in this case are not in dis­pute. On May 15 last the de­fend­ant wrote to the plaintiff, re­quest­ing to be al­lowed to with­draw from his pro­fes­sion­al po­s­i­tion in re­gard to the dec­or­a­tion of the plaintiff’s house, un­less he were giv­en ‘a free hand.’ The plaintiff, on May 17, wrote back as fol­lows: ‘In giv­ing you, in ac­cord­ance with your re­quest, this free hand, I wish you to clearly un­der­stand that the total cost of the house as handed over to me com­pletely dec­or­ated, in­clus­ive of your fee (as ar­ranged between us) must not ex­ceed twelve thou­sand pounds.’ To this let­ter the de­fend­ant replied on May 18: ‘If you think that in such a del­ic­ate mat­ter as dec­or­a­tion I can bind my­self to the ex­act pound, I am afraid you are mis­taken.’ On May 19 the plaintiff wrote as fol­lows: ‘I did not mean to say that if you should ex­ceed the sum named in my let­ter to you by ten or twenty or even fifty pounds there would be any dif­fi­culty between us. You have a free hand in the terms of this cor­res­pond­ence, and I hope you will see your way to com­plet­ing the dec­or­a­tions.’ On May 20 the de­fend­ant replied thus shortly: ‘Very well.’

			“In com­plet­ing these dec­or­a­tions, the de­fend­ant in­curred li­ab­il­it­ies and ex­penses which brought the total cost of this house up to the sum of twelve thou­sand four hun­dred pounds, all of which ex­pendit­ure has been de­frayed by the plaintiff. This ac­tion has been brought by the plaintiff to re­cov­er from the de­fend­ant the sum of three hun­dred and fifty pounds ex­pen­ded by him in ex­cess of a sum of twelve thou­sand and fifty pounds, al­leged by the plaintiff to have been fixed by this cor­res­pond­ence as the max­im­um sum that the de­fend­ant had au­thor­ity to ex­pend.

			“The ques­tion for me to de­cide is wheth­er or no the de­fend­ant is li­able to re­fund to the plaintiff this sum. In my judg­ment he is so li­able.

			“What in ef­fect the plaintiff has said is this: ‘I give you a free hand to com­plete these dec­or­a­tions, provided that you keep with­in a total cost to me of twelve thou­sand pounds. If you ex­ceed that sum by as much as fifty pounds, I will not hold you re­spons­ible; bey­ond that point you are no agent of mine, and I shall re­pu­di­ate li­ab­il­ity.’ It is not quite clear to me wheth­er, had the plaintiff in fact re­pu­di­ated li­ab­il­ity un­der his agent’s con­tracts, he would, un­der all the cir­cum­stances, have been suc­cess­ful in so do­ing; but he has not ad­op­ted this course. He has ac­cep­ted li­ab­il­ity, and fallen back upon his rights against the de­fend­ant un­der the terms of the lat­ter’s en­gage­ment.

			“In my judg­ment the plaintiff is en­titled to re­cov­er this sum from the de­fend­ant.

			“It has been sought, on be­half of the de­fend­ant, to show that no lim­it of ex­pendit­ure was fixed or in­ten­ded to be fixed by this cor­res­pond­ence. If this were so, I can find no reas­on for the plaintiff’s im­port­a­tion in­to the cor­res­pond­ence of the fig­ures of twelve thou­sand pounds and sub­sequently of fifty pounds. The de­fend­ant’s con­ten­tion would render these fig­ures mean­ing­less. It is mani­fest to me that by his let­ter of May 20 he as­sen­ted to a very clear pro­pos­i­tion, by the terms of which he must be held to be bound.

			“For these reas­ons there will be judg­ment for the plaintiff for the amount claimed with costs.”

			James sighed, and stoop­ing, picked up his um­brella which had fallen with a rattle at the words “im­port­a­tion in­to this cor­res­pond­ence.”

			Un­tangling his legs, he rap­idly left the Court; without wait­ing for his son, he snapped up a hansom cab (it was a clear, grey af­ter­noon) and drove straight to Timothy’s where he found Swith­in; and to him, Mrs. Sep­timus Small, and Aunt Hester, he re­coun­ted the whole pro­ceed­ings, eat­ing two muffins not al­to­geth­er in the in­ter­vals of speech.

			“Soames did very well,” he ended; “he’s got his head screwed on the right way. This won’t please Joly­on. It’s a bad busi­ness for that young Bosin­ney; he’ll go bank­rupt, I shouldn’t won­der,” and then after a long pause, dur­ing which he had stared dis­quietly in­to the fire, he ad­ded:

			“He wasn’t there—now why?”

			There was a sound of foot­steps. The fig­ure of a thick­set man, with the ruddy brown face of ro­bust health, was seen in the back draw­ing-room. The fore­finger of his up­raised hand was out­lined against the black of his frock coat. He spoke in a grudging voice.

			“Well, James,” he said, “I can’t—I can’t stop,” and turn­ing round, he walked out.

			It was Timothy.

			James rose from his chair. “There!” he said, “there! I knew there was some­thing wro. …” He checked him­self, and was si­lent, star­ing be­fore him, as though he had seen a portent.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Soames Breaks the News

			
			In leav­ing the Court Soames did not go straight home. He felt dis­in­clined for the City, and drawn by need for sym­pathy in his tri­umph, he, too, made his way, but slowly and on foot, to Timothy’s in the Bayswa­ter Road.

			His fath­er had just left; Mrs. Small and Aunt Hester, in pos­ses­sion of the whole story, greeted him warmly. They were sure he was hungry after all that evid­ence. Smith­er should toast him some more muffins, his dear fath­er had eaten them all. He must put his legs up on the sofa; and he must have a glass of prune brandy too. It was so strength­en­ing.

			Swith­in was still present, hav­ing lingered later than his wont, for he felt in want of ex­er­cise. On hear­ing this sug­ges­tion, he “pished.” A pretty pass young men were com­ing to! His own liv­er was out of or­der, and he could not bear the thought of any­one else drink­ing prune brandy.

			He went away al­most im­me­di­ately, say­ing to Soames: “And how’s your wife? You tell her from me that if she’s dull, and likes to come and dine with me quietly, I’ll give her such a bottle of cham­pagne as she doesn’t get every day.” Star­ing down from his height on Soames he con­trac­ted his thick, puffy, yel­low hand as though squeez­ing with­in it all this small fry, and throw­ing out his chest he waddled slowly away.

			Mrs. Small and Aunt Hester were left hor­ri­fied. Swith­in was so droll!

			They them­selves were long­ing to ask Soames how Irene would take the res­ult, yet knew that they must not; he would per­haps say some­thing of his own ac­cord, to throw some light on this, the present burn­ing ques­tion in their lives, the ques­tion that from ne­ces­sity of si­lence tor­tured them al­most bey­ond bear­ing; for even Timothy had now been told, and the ef­fect on his health was little short of alarm­ing. And what, too, would June do? This, also, was a most ex­cit­ing, if dan­ger­ous spec­u­la­tion!

			They had nev­er for­got­ten old Joly­on’s vis­it, since when he had not once been to see them; they had nev­er for­got­ten the feel­ing it gave all who were present, that the fam­ily was no longer what it had been—that the fam­ily was break­ing up.

			But Soames gave them no help, sit­ting with his knees crossed, talk­ing of the Bar­bizon school of paint­ers, whom he had just dis­covered. These were the com­ing men, he said; he should not won­der if a lot of money were made over them; he had his eye on two pic­tures by a man called Corot, charm­ing things; if he could get them at a reas­on­able price he was go­ing to buy them—they would, he thought, fetch a big price some day.

			In­ter­ested as they could not but be, neither Mrs. Sep­timus Small nor Aunt Hester could en­tirely ac­qui­esce in be­ing thus put off.

			It was in­ter­est­ing—most in­ter­est­ing—and then Soames was so clev­er that they were sure he would do some­thing with those pic­tures if any­body could; but what was his plan now that he had won his case; was he go­ing to leave Lon­don at once, and live in the coun­try, or what was he go­ing to do?

			Soames answered that he did not know, he thought they should be mov­ing soon. He rose and kissed his aunts.

			No soon­er had Aunt Ju­ley re­ceived this em­blem of de­par­ture than a change came over her, as though she were be­ing vis­ited by dread­ful cour­age; every little roll of flesh on her face seemed try­ing to es­cape from an in­vis­ible, con­fin­ing mask.

			She rose to the full ex­tent of her more than me­di­um height, and said: “It has been on my mind a long time, dear, and if nobody else will tell you, I have made up my mind that. …”

			Aunt Hester in­ter­rup­ted her: “Mind, Ju­lia, you do it. …” she gasped—“on your own re­spons­ib­il­ity!”

			Mrs. Small went on as though she had not heard: “I think you ought to know, dear, that Mrs. MacAnder saw Irene walk­ing in Rich­mond Park with Mr. Bosin­ney.”

			Aunt Hester, who had also ris­en, sank back in her chair, and turned her face away. Really Ju­ley was too—she should not do such things when she—Aunt Hester, was in the room; and, breath­less with an­ti­cip­a­tion, she waited for what Soames would an­swer.

			He had flushed the pe­cu­li­ar flush which al­ways centred between his eyes; lift­ing his hand, and, as it were, se­lect­ing a fin­ger, he bit a nail del­ic­ately; then, drawl­ing it out between set lips, he said: “Mrs. MacAnder is a cat!”

			Without wait­ing for any reply, he left the room.

			When he went in­to Timothy’s he had made up his mind what course to pur­sue on get­ting home. He would go up to Irene and say:

			“Well, I’ve won my case, and there’s an end of it! I don’t want to be hard on Bosin­ney; I’ll see if we can’t come to some ar­range­ment; he shan’t be pressed. And now let’s turn over a new leaf! We’ll let the house, and get out of these fogs. We’ll go down to Robin Hill at once. I—I nev­er meant to be rough with you! Let’s shake hands—and—” Per­haps she would let him kiss her, and for­get!

			When he came out of Timothy’s his in­ten­tions were no longer so simple. The smoul­der­ing jeal­ousy and sus­pi­cion of months blazed up with­in him. He would put an end to that sort of thing once and for all; he would not have her drag his name in the dirt! If she could not or would not love him, as was her duty and his right—she should not play him tricks with any­one else! He would tax her with it; threaten to di­vorce her! That would make her be­have; she would nev­er face that. But—but—what if she did? He was staggered; this had not oc­curred to him.

			What if she did? What if she made him a con­fes­sion? How would he stand then? He would have to bring a di­vorce!

			A di­vorce! Thus close, the word was para­lyz­ing, so ut­terly at vari­ance with all the prin­ciples that had hitherto guided his life. Its lack of com­prom­ise ap­palled him; he felt like the cap­tain of a ship, go­ing to the side of his ves­sel, and, with his own hands throw­ing over the most pre­cious of his bales. This jet­tis­on­ing of his prop­erty with his own hand seemed un­canny to Soames. It would in­jure him in his pro­fes­sion: He would have to get rid of the house at Robin Hill, on which he had spent so much money, so much an­ti­cip­a­tion—and at a sac­ri­fice. And she! She would no longer be­long to him, not even in name! She would pass out of his life, and he—he should nev­er see her again!

			He tra­versed in the cab the length of a street without get­ting bey­ond the thought that he should nev­er see her again!

			But per­haps there was noth­ing to con­fess, even now very likely there was noth­ing to con­fess. Was it wise to push things so far? Was it wise to put him­self in­to a po­s­i­tion where he might have to eat his words? The res­ult of this case would ru­in Bosin­ney; a ruined man was des­per­ate, but—what could he do? He might go abroad, ruined men al­ways went abroad. What could they do—if in­deed it was “they”—without money? It would be bet­ter to wait and see how things turned out. If ne­ces­sary, he could have her watched. The agony of his jeal­ousy (for all the world like the crisis of an aching tooth) came on again; and he al­most cried out. But he must de­cide, fix on some course of ac­tion be­fore he got home. When the cab drew up at the door, he had de­cided noth­ing.

			He entered, pale, his hands moist with per­spir­a­tion, dread­ing to meet her, burn­ing to meet her, ig­nor­ant of what he was to say or do.

			The maid Bilson was in the hall, and in an­swer to his ques­tion: “Where is your mis­tress?” told him that Mrs. For­syte had left the house about noon, tak­ing with her a trunk and bag.

			Snatch­ing the sleeve of his fur coat away from her grasp, he con­fron­ted her:

			“What?” he ex­claimed; “what’s that you said?” Sud­denly re­col­lect­ing that he must not be­tray emo­tion, he ad­ded: “What mes­sage did she leave?” and no­ticed with secret ter­ror the startled look of the maid’s eyes.

			“Mrs. For­syte left no mes­sage, sir.”

			“No mes­sage; very well, thank you, that will do. I shall be din­ing out.”

			The maid went down­stairs, leav­ing him still in his fur coat, idly turn­ing over the vis­it­ing cards in the por­cel­ain bowl that stood on the carved oak rug chest in the hall.
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			Who the dev­il were all these people? He seemed to have for­got­ten all fa­mil­i­ar things. The words “no mes­sage—a trunk, and a bag,” played a hide-and-seek in his brain. It was in­cred­ible that she had left no mes­sage, and, still in his fur coat, he ran up­stairs two steps at a time, as a young mar­ried man when he comes home will run up to his wife’s room.

			Everything was dainty, fresh, sweet-smelling; everything in per­fect or­der. On the great bed with its lilac silk quilt, was the bag she had made and em­broidered with her own hands to hold her sleep­ing things; her slip­pers ready at the foot; the sheets even turned over at the head as though ex­pect­ing her.

			On the table stood the sil­ver-moun­ted brushes and bottles from her dress­ing bag, his own present. There must, then, be some mis­take. What bag had she taken? He went to the bell to sum­mon Bilson, but re­membered in time that he must as­sume know­ledge of where Irene had gone, take it all as a mat­ter of course, and grope out the mean­ing for him­self.

			He locked the doors, and tried to think, but felt his brain go­ing round; and sud­denly tears forced them­selves in­to his eyes.

			Hur­riedly pulling off his coat, he looked at him­self in the mir­ror.

			He was too pale, a grey­ish tinge all over his face; he poured out wa­ter, and began fe­ver­ishly wash­ing.

			Her sil­ver-moun­ted brushes smelt faintly of the per­fumed lo­tion she used for her hair; and at this scent the burn­ing sick­ness of his jeal­ousy seized him again.

			Strug­gling in­to his fur, he ran down­stairs and out in­to the street.

			He had not lost all com­mand of him­self, how­ever, and as he went down Sloane Street he framed a story for use, in case he should not find her at Bosin­ney’s. But if he should? His power of de­cision again failed; he reached the house without know­ing what he should do if he did find her there.

			It was after of­fice hours, and the street door was closed; the wo­man who opened it could not say wheth­er Mr. Bosin­ney were in or no; she had not seen him that day, not for two or three days; she did not at­tend to him now, nobody at­ten­ded to him, he. …

			Soames in­ter­rup­ted her, he would go up and see for him­self. He went up with a dogged, white face.

			The top floor was un­lighted, the door closed, no one answered his ringing, he could hear no sound. He was ob­liged to des­cend, shiv­er­ing un­der his fur, a chill at his heart. Hail­ing a cab, he told the man to drive to Park Lane.

			On the way he tried to re­col­lect when he had last giv­en her a cheque; she could not have more than three or four pounds, but there were her jew­els; and with ex­quis­ite tor­ture he re­membered how much money she could raise on these; enough to take them abroad; enough for them to live on for months! He tried to cal­cu­late; the cab stopped, and he got out with the cal­cu­la­tion un­made.

			The but­ler asked wheth­er Mrs. Soames was in the cab, the mas­ter had told him they were both ex­pec­ted to din­ner.

			Soames answered: “No. Mrs. For­syte has a cold.”

			The but­ler was sorry.

			Soames thought he was look­ing at him in­quis­it­ively, and re­mem­ber­ing that he was not in dress clothes, asked: “Any­body here to din­ner, Warm­son?”

			“Nobody but Mr. and Mrs. Dartie, sir.”

			Again it seemed to Soames that the but­ler was look­ing curi­ously at him. His com­pos­ure gave way.

			“What are you look­ing at?” he said. “What’s the mat­ter with me, eh?”

			The but­ler blushed, hung up the fur coat, mur­mured some­thing that soun­ded like: “Noth­ing, sir, I’m sure, sir,” and stealth­ily with­drew.

			Soames walked up­stairs. Passing the draw­ing-room without a look, he went straight up to his moth­er’s and fath­er’s bed­room.

			James, stand­ing side­ways, the con­cave lines of his tall, lean fig­ure dis­played to ad­vant­age in shirtsleeves and even­ing waist­coat, his head bent, the end of his white tie peep­ing askew from un­der­neath one white Dun­dreary whisker, his eyes peer­ing with in­tense con­cen­tra­tion, his lips pout­ing, was hook­ing the top hooks of his wife’s bod­ice. Soames stopped; he felt half-choked, wheth­er be­cause he had come up­stairs too fast, or for some oth­er reas­on. He—he him­self had nev­er—nev­er been asked to. …

			He heard his fath­er’s voice, as though there were a pin in his mouth, say­ing: “Who’s that? Who’s there? What d’you want?” His moth­er’s: “Here, Fe­lice, come and hook this; your mas­ter’ll nev­er get done.”

			He put his hand up to his throat, and said hoarsely:

			“It’s I—Soames!”

			He no­ticed grate­fully the af­fec­tion­ate sur­prise in Emily’s: “Well, my dear boy?” and James’, as he dropped the hook: “What, Soames! What’s brought you up? Aren’t you well?”

			He answered mech­an­ic­ally: “I’m all right,” and looked at them, and it seemed im­possible to bring out his news.

			James, quick to take alarm, began: “You don’t look well. I ex­pect you’ve taken a chill—it’s liv­er, I shouldn’t won­der. Your moth­er’ll give you. …”

			But Emily broke in quietly: “Have you brought Irene?”

			Soames shook his head.

			“No,” he stammered, “she—she’s left me!”

			Emily deser­ted the mir­ror be­fore which she was stand­ing. Her tall, full fig­ure lost its majesty and be­came very hu­man as she came run­ning over to Soames.

			“My dear boy! My dear boy!”

			She put her lips to his fore­head, and stroked his hand.

			James, too, had turned full to­wards his son; his face looked older.

			“Left you?” he said. “What d’you mean—left you? You nev­er told me she was go­ing to leave you.”

			Soames answered sur­lily: “How could I tell? What’s to be done?”

			James began walk­ing up and down; he looked strange and stork-like without a coat. “What’s to be done!” he muttered. “How should I know what’s to be done? What’s the good of ask­ing me? Nobody tells me any­thing, and then they come and ask me what’s to be done; and I should like to know how I’m to tell them! Here’s your moth­er, there she stands; she doesn’t say any­thing. What I should say you’ve got to do is to fol­low her.”

			Soames smiled; his pe­cu­li­ar, su­per­cili­ous smile had nev­er be­fore looked pi­ti­able.

			“I don’t know where she’s gone,” he said.

			“Don’t know where she’s gone!” said James. “How d’you mean, don’t know where she’s gone? Where d’you sup­pose she’s gone? She’s gone after that young Bosin­ney, that’s where she’s gone. I knew how it would be.”

			Soames, in the long si­lence that fol­lowed, felt his moth­er press­ing his hand. And all that passed seemed to pass as though his own power of think­ing or do­ing had gone to sleep.

			His fath­er’s face, dusky red, twitch­ing as if he were go­ing to cry, and words break­ing out that seemed rent from him by some spasm in his soul.

			“There’ll be a scan­dal; I al­ways said so.” Then, no one say­ing any­thing: “And there you stand, you and your moth­er!”

			And Emily’s voice, calm, rather con­temp­tu­ous: “Come, now, James! Soames will do all that he can.”

			And James, star­ing at the floor, a little brokenly: “Well, I can’t help you; I’m get­ting old. Don’t you be in too great a hurry, my boy.”

			And his moth­er’s voice again: “Soames will do all he can to get her back. We won’t talk of it. It’ll all come right, I dare say.”

			And James: “Well, I can’t see how it can come right. And if she hasn’t gone off with that young Bosin­ney, my ad­vice to you is not to listen to her, but to fol­low her and get her back.”

			Once more Soames felt his moth­er strok­ing his hand, in token of her ap­prov­al, and as though re­peat­ing some form of sac­red oath, he muttered between his teeth: “I will!”

			All three went down to the draw­ing-room to­geth­er. There, were gathered the three girls and Dartie; had Irene been present, the fam­ily circle would have been com­plete.

			James sank in­to his arm­chair, and ex­cept for a word of cold greet­ing to Dartie, whom he both des­pised and dreaded, as a man likely to be al­ways in want of money, he said noth­ing till din­ner was an­nounced. Soames, too, was si­lent; Emily alone, a wo­man of cool cour­age, main­tained a con­ver­sa­tion with Wini­fred on trivi­al sub­jects. She was nev­er more com­posed in her man­ner and con­ver­sa­tion than that even­ing.

			A de­cision hav­ing been come to not to speak of Irene’s flight, no view was ex­pressed by any oth­er mem­ber of the fam­ily as to the right course to be pur­sued; there can be little doubt, from the gen­er­al tone ad­op­ted in re­la­tion to events as they af­ter­wards turned out, that James’s ad­vice: “Don’t you listen to her, fol­low her and get her back!” would, with here and there an ex­cep­tion, have been re­garded as sound, not only in Park Lane, but amongst the Nich­olases, the Ro­gers, and at Timothy’s. Just as it would surely have been en­dorsed by that wider body of For­sytes all over Lon­don, who were merely ex­cluded from judg­ment by ig­nor­ance of the story.

			In spite then of Emily’s ef­forts, the din­ner was served by Warm­son and the foot­man al­most in si­lence. Dartie was sulky, and drank all he could get; the girls sel­dom talked to each oth­er at any time. James asked once where June was, and what she was do­ing with her­self in these days. No one could tell him. He sank back in­to gloom. Only when Wini­fred re­coun­ted how little Pub­li­us had giv­en his bad penny to a beg­gar, did he bright­en up.

			“Ah!” he said, “that’s a clev­er little chap. I don’t know what’ll be­come of him, if he goes on like this. An in­tel­li­gent little chap, I call him!” But it was only a flash.

			The courses suc­ceeded one an­oth­er sol­emnly, un­der the elec­tric light, which glared down onto the table, but barely reached the prin­cip­al or­na­ment of the walls, a so-called “Sea Piece by Turn­er,” al­most en­tirely com­posed of cord­age and drown­ing men.

			Cham­pagne was handed, and then a bottle of James’ pre­his­tor­ic port, but as by the chill hand of some skel­et­on.

			At ten o’clock Soames left; twice in reply to ques­tions, he had said that Irene was not well; he felt he could no longer trust him­self. His moth­er kissed him with her large soft kiss, and he pressed her hand, a flush of warmth in his cheeks. He walked away in the cold wind, which whistled des­ol­ately round the corners of the streets, un­der a sky of clear steel-blue, alive with stars; he no­ticed neither their frosty greet­ing, nor the crackle of the curled-up plane-leaves, nor the night-wo­men hur­ry­ing in their shabby furs, nor the pinched faces of vag­a­bonds at street corners. Winter was come! But Soames hastened home, ob­li­vi­ous; his hands trembled as he took the late let­ters from the gilt wire cage in­to which they had been thrust through the slit in the door.

			None from Irene!

			He went in­to the din­ing-room; the fire was bright there, his chair drawn up to it, slip­pers ready, spir­it case, and carven ci­gar­ette box on the table; but after star­ing at it all for a minute or two, he turned out the light and went up­stairs. There was a fire too in his dress­ing-room, but her room was dark and cold. It was in­to this room that Soames went.

			He made a great il­lu­min­a­tion with candles, and for a long time con­tin­ued pa­cing up and down between the bed and the door. He could not get used to the thought that she had really left him, and as though still search­ing for some mes­sage, some reas­on, some read­ing of all the mys­tery of his mar­ried life, he began open­ing every re­cess and draw­er.

			There were her dresses; he had al­ways liked, in­deed in­sisted, that she should be well-dressed—she had taken very few; two or three at most, and draw­er after draw­er; full of lin­en and silk things, was un­touched.

			Per­haps after all it was only a freak, and she had gone to the sea­side for a few days’ change. If only that were so, and she were really com­ing back, he would nev­er again do as he had done that fatal night be­fore last, nev­er again run that risk—though it was her duty, her duty as a wife; though she did be­long to him—he would nev­er again run that risk; she was evid­ently not quite right in her head!

			He stooped over the draw­er where she kept her jew­els; it was not locked, and came open as he pulled; the jew­el box had the key in it. This sur­prised him un­til he re­membered that it was sure to be empty. He opened it.

			It was far from empty. Di­vided, in little green vel­vet com­part­ments, were all the things he had giv­en her, even her watch, and stuck in­to the re­cess that con­tained the watch was a three-cornered note ad­dressed “Soames For­syte,” in Irene’s hand­writ­ing:

			“I think I have taken noth­ing that you or your people have giv­en me.” And that was all.

			He looked at the clasps and brace­lets of dia­monds and pearls, at the little flat gold watch with a great dia­mond set in sap­phires, at the chains and rings, each in its nest, and the tears rushed up in his eyes and dropped upon them.

			Noth­ing that she could have done, noth­ing that she had done, brought home to him like this the in­ner sig­ni­fic­ance of her act. For the mo­ment, per­haps, he un­der­stood nearly all there was to un­der­stand—un­der­stood that she loathed him, that she had loathed him for years, that for all in­tents and pur­poses they were like people liv­ing in dif­fer­ent worlds, that there was no hope for him, nev­er had been; even, that she had suffered—that she was to be pit­ied.

			In that mo­ment of emo­tion he be­trayed the For­syte in him—for­got him­self, his in­terests, his prop­erty—was cap­able of al­most any­thing; was lif­ted in­to the pure eth­er of the self­less and un­prac­tic­al.

			Such mo­ments pass quickly.

			And as though with the tears he had purged him­self of weak­ness, he got up, locked the box, and slowly, al­most trem­bling, car­ried it with him in­to the oth­er room.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				June’s Vic­tory

			
			June had waited for her chance, scan­ning the duller columns of the journ­als, morn­ing and even­ing with an as­siduity which at first puzzled old Joly­on; and when her chance came, she took it with all the promptitude and res­ol­ute tenacity of her char­ac­ter.

			She will al­ways re­mem­ber best in her life that morn­ing when at last she saw amongst the re­li­able Cause List of the Times news­pa­per, un­der the head­ing of Court XIII, Mr. Justice Bentham, the case of For­syte v. Bosin­ney.

			Like a gam­bler who stakes his last piece of money, she had pre­pared to haz­ard her all upon this throw; it was not her nature to con­tem­plate de­feat. How, un­less with the in­stinct of a wo­man in love, she knew that Bosin­ney’s dis­com­fit­ure in this ac­tion was as­sured, can­not be told—on this as­sump­tion, how­ever, she laid her plans, as upon a cer­tainty.

			Half past el­ev­en found her at watch in the gal­lery of Court XIII, and there she re­mained till the case of For­syte v. Bosin­ney was over. Bosin­ney’s ab­sence did not dis­quiet her; she had felt in­stinct­ively that he would not de­fend him­self. At the end of the judg­ment she hastened down, and took a cab to his rooms.

			She passed the open street-door and the of­fices on the three lower floors without at­tract­ing no­tice; not till she reached the top did her dif­fi­culties be­gin.

			Her ring was not answered; she had now to make up her mind wheth­er she would go down and ask the care­taker in the base­ment to let her in to await Mr. Bosin­ney’s re­turn, or re­main pa­tiently out­side the door, trust­ing that no one would come up. She de­cided on the lat­ter course.

			A quarter of an hour had passed in freez­ing vi­gil on the land­ing, be­fore it oc­curred to her that Bosin­ney had been used to leave the key of his rooms un­der the doormat. She looked and found it there. For some minutes she could not de­cide to make use of it; at last she let her­self in and left the door open that any­one who came might see she was there on busi­ness.

			This was not the same June who had paid the trem­bling vis­it five months ago; those months of suf­fer­ing and re­straint had made her less sens­it­ive; she had dwelt on this vis­it so long, with such minute­ness, that its ter­rors were dis­coun­ted be­fore­hand. She was not there to fail this time, for if she failed no one could help her.

			Like some moth­er beast on the watch over her young, her little quick fig­ure nev­er stood still in that room, but wandered from wall to wall, from win­dow to door, fin­ger­ing now one thing, now an­oth­er. There was dust every­where, the room could not have been cleaned for weeks, and June, quick to catch at any­thing that should buoy up her hope, saw in it a sign that he had been ob­liged, for eco­nomy’s sake, to give up his ser­vant.

			She looked in­to the bed­room; the bed was roughly made, as though by the hand of man. Listen­ing in­tently, she dar­ted in, and peered in­to his cup­boards. A few shirts and col­lars, a pair of muddy boots—the room was bare even of gar­ments.

			She stole back to the sit­ting-room, and now she no­ticed the ab­sence of all the little things he had set store by. The clock that had been his moth­er’s, the field-glasses that had hung over the sofa; two really valu­able old prints of Har­row, where his fath­er had been at school, and last, not least, the piece of Ja­pan­ese pot­tery she her­self had giv­en him. All were gone; and in spite of the rage roused with­in her cham­pi­on­ing soul at the thought that the world should treat him thus, their dis­ap­pear­ance au­gured hap­pily for the suc­cess of her plan.

			It was while look­ing at the spot where the piece of Ja­pan­ese pot­tery had stood that she felt a strange cer­tainty of be­ing watched, and, turn­ing, saw Irene in the open door­way.

			The two stood gaz­ing at each oth­er for a minute in si­lence; then June walked for­ward and held out her hand. Irene did not take it.

			When her hand was re­fused, June put it be­hind her. Her eyes grew steady with an­ger; she waited for Irene to speak; and thus wait­ing, took in, with who-knows-what rage of jeal­ousy, sus­pi­cion, and curi­os­ity, every de­tail of her friend’s face and dress and fig­ure.

			Irene was clothed in her long grey fur; the trav­el­ling cap on her head left a wave of gold hair vis­ible above her fore­head. The soft full­ness of the coat made her face as small as a child’s.

			Un­like June’s cheeks, her cheeks had no col­our in them, but were ivory white and pinched as if with cold. Dark circles lay round her eyes. In one hand she held a bunch of vi­ol­ets.

			She looked back at June, no smile on her lips; and with those great dark eyes fastened on her, the girl, for all her startled an­ger, felt some­thing of the old spell.

			She spoke first, after all.

			“What have you come for?” But the feel­ing that she her­self was be­ing asked the same ques­tion, made her add: “This hor­rible case. I came to tell him—he has lost it.”

			Irene did not speak, her eyes nev­er moved from June’s face, and the girl cried:

			“Don’t stand there as if you were made of stone!”

			Irene laughed: “I wish to God I were!”

			But June turned away: “Stop!” she cried, “don’t tell me! I don’t want to hear! I don’t want to hear what you’ve come for. I don’t want to hear!” And like some un­easy spir­it, she began swiftly walk­ing to and fro. Sud­denly she broke out:

			“I was here first. We can’t both stay here to­geth­er!”

			On Irene’s face a smile wandered up, and died out like a flick­er of fire­light. She did not move. And then it was that June per­ceived un­der the soft­ness and im­mob­il­ity of this fig­ure some­thing des­per­ate and re­solved; some­thing not to be turned away, some­thing dan­ger­ous. She tore off her hat, and, put­ting both hands to her brow, pressed back the bronze mass of her hair.

			“You have no right here!” she cried de­fi­antly.

			Irene answered: “I have no right any­where!”

			“What do you mean?”

			“I have left Soames. You al­ways wanted me to!”

			June put her hands over her ears.

			“Don’t! I don’t want to hear any­thing—I don’t want to know any­thing. It’s im­possible to fight with you! What makes you stand like that? Why don’t you go?”

			Irene’s lips moved; she seemed to be say­ing: “Where should I go?”

			June turned to the win­dow. She could see the face of a clock down in the street. It was nearly four. At any mo­ment he might come! She looked back across her shoulder, and her face was dis­tor­ted with an­ger.

			But Irene had not moved; in her gloved hands she cease­lessly turned and twis­ted the little bunch of vi­ol­ets.

			The tears of rage and dis­ap­point­ment rolled down June’s cheeks.

			“How could you come?” she said. “You have been a false friend to me!”

			Again Irene laughed. June saw that she had played a wrong card, and broke down.

			“Why have you come?” she sobbed. “You’ve ruined my life, and now you want to ru­in his!”

			Irene’s mouth quivered; her eyes met June’s with a look so mourn­ful that the girl cried out in the midst of her sob­bing, “No, no!”

			But Irene’s head bent till it touched her breast. She turned, and went quickly out, hid­ing her lips with the little bunch of vi­ol­ets.

			June ran to the door. She heard the foot­steps go­ing down and down. She called out: “Come back, Irene! Come back!”

			The foot­steps died away. …

			Be­wildered and torn, the girl stood at the top of the stairs. Why had Irene gone, leav­ing her mis­tress of the field? What did it mean? Had she really giv­en him up to her? Or had she—? And she was the prey of a gnaw­ing un­cer­tainty. … Bosin­ney did not come. …

			About six o’clock that af­ter­noon old Joly­on re­turned from Wistar­ia Av­en­ue, where now al­most every day he spent some hours, and asked if his grand­daugh­ter were up­stairs. On be­ing told that she had just come in, he sent up to her room to re­quest her to come down and speak to him.

			He had made up his mind to tell her that he was re­con­ciled with her fath­er. In fu­ture by­gones must be by­gones. He would no longer live alone, or prac­tic­ally alone, in this great house; he was go­ing to give it up, and take one in the coun­try for his son, where they could all go and live to­geth­er. If June did not like this, she could have an al­low­ance and live by her­self. It wouldn’t make much dif­fer­ence to her, for it was a long time since she had shown him any af­fec­tion.

			But when June came down, her face was pinched and piteous; there was a strained, pathet­ic look in her eyes. She snuggled up in her old at­ti­tude on the arm of his chair, and what he said com­pared but poorly with the clear, au­thor­it­at­ive, in­jured state­ment he had thought out with much care. His heart felt sore, as the great heart of a moth­er-bird feels sore when its young­ling flies and bruises its wing. His words hal­ted, as though he were apo­lo­giz­ing for hav­ing at last de­vi­ated from the path of vir­tue, and suc­cumbed, in de­fi­ance of sounder prin­ciples, to his more nat­ur­al in­stincts.

			He seemed nervous lest, in thus an­noun­cing his in­ten­tions, he should be set­ting his grand­daugh­ter a bad ex­ample; and now that he came to the point, his way of put­ting the sug­ges­tion that, if she didn’t like it, she could live by her­self and lump it, was del­ic­ate in the ex­treme.

			“And if, by any chance, my darling,” he said, “you found you didn’t get on—with them, why, I could make that all right. You could have what you liked. We could find a little flat in Lon­don where you could set up, and I could be run­ning to con­tinu­ally. But the chil­dren,” he ad­ded, “are dear little things!”

			Then, in the midst of this grave, rather trans­par­ent, ex­plan­a­tion of changed policy, his eyes twinkled. “This’ll as­ton­ish Timothy’s weak nerves. That pre­cious young thing will have some­thing to say about this, or I’m a Dutch­man!”

			June had not yet spoken. Perched thus on the arm of his chair, with her head above him, her face was in­vis­ible. But presently he felt her warm cheek against his own, and knew that, at all events, there was noth­ing very alarm­ing in her at­ti­tude to­wards his news. He began to take cour­age.

			“You’ll like your fath­er,” he said—“an ami­able chap. Nev­er was much push about him, but easy to get on with. You’ll find him artist­ic and all that.”

			And old Joly­on be­thought him of the dozen or so wa­ter­col­our draw­ings all care­fully locked up in his bed­room; for now that his son was go­ing to be­come a man of prop­erty he did not think them quite such poor things as here­to­fore.

			“As to your—your step­moth­er,” he said, us­ing the word with some little dif­fi­culty, “I call her a re­fined wo­man—a bit of a Mrs. Gum­midge, I shouldn’t won­der—but very fond of Jo. And the chil­dren,” he re­peated—in­deed, this sen­tence ran like mu­sic through all his sol­emn self-jus­ti­fic­a­tion—“are sweet little things!”

			If June had known, those words but re­in­carn­ated that tender love for little chil­dren, for the young and weak, which in the past had made him desert his son for her tiny self, and now, as the cycle rolled, was tak­ing him from her.

			But he began to get alarmed at her si­lence, and asked im­pa­tiently: “Well, what do you say?”

			June slid down to his knee, and she in her turn began her tale. She thought it would all go splen­didly; she did not see any dif­fi­culty, and she did not care a bit what people thought.

			Old Joly­on wriggled. H’m! then people would think! He had thought that after all these years per­haps they wouldn’t! Well, he couldn’t help it! Nev­er­the­less, he could not ap­prove of his grand­daugh­ter’s way of put­ting it—she ought to mind what people thought!

			Yet he said noth­ing. His feel­ings were too mixed, too in­con­sist­ent for ex­pres­sion.

			No—went on June—she did not care; what busi­ness was it of theirs? There was only one thing—and with her cheek press­ing against his knee, old Joly­on knew at once that this some­thing was no trifle: As he was go­ing to buy a house in the coun­try, would he not—to please her—buy that splen­did house of Soames’ at Robin Hill? It was fin­ished, it was per­fectly beau­ti­ful, and no one would live in it now. They would all be so happy there.

			Old Joly­on was on the alert at once. Wasn’t the “man of prop­erty” go­ing to live in his new house, then? He nev­er al­luded to Soames now but un­der this title.

			“No”—June said—“he was not; she knew that he was not!”

			How did she know?

			She could not tell him, but she knew. She knew nearly for cer­tain! It was most un­likely; cir­cum­stances had changed! Irene’s words still rang in her head: “I have left Soames. Where should I go?”

			But she kept si­lence about that.

			If her grand­fath­er would only buy it and settle that wretched claim that ought nev­er to have been made on Phil! It would be the very best thing for every­body, and everything—everything might come straight.

			And June put her lips to his fore­head, and pressed them close.

			But old Joly­on freed him­self from her caress, his face wore the ju­di­cial look which came upon it when he dealt with af­fairs. He asked: What did she mean? There was some­thing be­hind all this—had she been see­ing Bosin­ney?

			June answered: “No; but I have been to his rooms.”

			“Been to his rooms? Who took you there?”

			June faced him stead­ily. “I went alone. He has lost that case. I don’t care wheth­er it was right or wrong. I want to help him; and I will!”

			Old Joly­on asked again: “Have you seen him?” His glance seemed to pierce right through the girl’s eyes in­to her soul.

			Again June answered: “No; he was not there. I waited, but he did not come.”

			Old Joly­on made a move­ment of re­lief. She had ris­en and looked down at him; so slight, and light, and young, but so fixed, and so de­term­ined; and dis­turbed, vexed, as he was, he could not frown away that fixed look. The feel­ing of be­ing beaten, of the reins hav­ing slipped, of be­ing old and tired, mastered him.

			“Ah!” he said at last, “you’ll get your­self in­to a mess one of these days, I can see. You want your own way in everything.”

			Vis­ited by one of his strange bursts of philo­sophy, he ad­ded: “Like that you were born; and like that you’ll stay un­til you die!”

			And he, who in his deal­ings with men of busi­ness, with Boards, with For­sytes of all de­scrip­tions, with such as were not For­sytes, had al­ways had his own way, looked at his in­dom­it­able grand­child sadly—for he felt in her that qual­ity which above all oth­ers he un­con­sciously ad­mired.

			“Do you know what they say is go­ing on?” he said slowly.

			June crim­soned.

			“Yes—no! I know—and I don’t know—I don’t care!” and she stamped her foot.

			“I be­lieve,” said old Joly­on, drop­ping his eyes, “that you’d have him if he were dead!”

			There was a long si­lence be­fore he spoke again.

			“But as to buy­ing this house—you don’t know what you’re talk­ing about!”

			June said that she did. She knew that he could get it if he wanted. He would only have to give what it cost.

			“What it cost! You know noth­ing about it. I won’t go to Soames—I’ll have noth­ing more to do with that young man.”

			“But you needn’t; you can go to Uncle James. If you can’t buy the house, will you pay his law­suit claim? I know he is ter­ribly hard up—I’ve seen it. You can stop it out of my money!”

			A twinkle came in­to old Joly­on’s eyes.

			“Stop it out of your money! A pretty way. And what will you do, pray, without your money?”

			But secretly, the idea of wrest­ing the house from James and his son had be­gun to take hold of him. He had heard on For­syte ’Change much com­ment, much rather doubt­ful praise of this house. It was “too artist­ic,” but a fine place. To take from the “man of prop­erty” that on which he had set his heart, would be a crown­ing tri­umph over James, prac­tic­al proof that he was go­ing to make a man of prop­erty of Jo, to put him back in his prop­er po­s­i­tion, and there to keep him se­cure. Justice once for all on those who had chosen to re­gard his son as a poor, pen­ni­less out­cast.

			He would see, he would see! It might be out of the ques­tion; he was not go­ing to pay a fancy price, but if it could be done, why, per­haps he would do it!

			And still more secretly he knew that he could not re­fuse her.

			But he did not com­mit him­self. He would think it over—he said to June.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Bosin­ney’s De­par­ture

			
			Old Joly­on was not giv­en to hasty de­cisions; it is prob­able that he would have con­tin­ued to think over the pur­chase of the house at Robin Hill, had not June’s face told him that he would have no peace un­til he ac­ted.

			At break­fast next morn­ing she asked him what time she should or­der the car­riage.

			“Car­riage!” he said, with some ap­pear­ance of in­no­cence; “what for? I’m not go­ing out!”

			She answered: “If you don’t go early, you won’t catch Uncle James be­fore he goes in­to the City.”

			“James! what about your Uncle James?”

			“The house,” she replied, in such a voice that he no longer pre­ten­ded ig­nor­ance.

			“I’ve not made up my mind,” he said.

			“You must! You must! Oh! Gran—think of me!”

			Old Joly­on grumbled out: “Think of you—I’m al­ways think­ing of you, but you don’t think of your­self; you don’t think what you’re let­ting your­self in for. Well, or­der the car­riage at ten!”

			At a quarter past he was pla­cing his um­brella in the stand at Park Lane—he did not choose to re­lin­quish his hat and coat; telling Warm­son that he wanted to see his mas­ter, he went, without be­ing an­nounced, in­to the study, and sat down.

			James was still in the din­ing-room talk­ing to Soames, who had come round again be­fore break­fast. On hear­ing who his vis­it­or was, he muttered nervously: “Now, what’s he want, I won­der?”

			He then got up.

			“Well,” he said to Soames, “don’t you go do­ing any­thing in a hurry. The first thing is to find out where she is—I should go to Stain­er’s about it; they’re the best men, if they can’t find her, nobody can.” And sud­denly moved to strange soft­ness, he muttered to him­self, “Poor little thing, I can’t tell what she was think­ing about!” and went out blow­ing his nose.

			Old Joly­on did not rise on see­ing his broth­er, but held out his hand, and ex­changed with him the clasp of a For­syte.

			James took an­oth­er chair by the table, and leaned his head on his hand.

			“Well,” he said, “how are you? We don’t see much of you nowadays!”

			Old Joly­on paid no at­ten­tion to the re­mark.

			“How’s Emily?” he asked; and wait­ing for no reply, went on: “I’ve come to see you about this af­fair of young Bosin­ney’s. I’m told that new house of his is a white ele­phant.”

			“I don’t know any­thing about a white ele­phant,” said James, “I know he’s lost his case, and I should say he’ll go bank­rupt.”

			Old Joly­on was not slow to seize the op­por­tun­ity this gave him.

			“I shouldn’t won­der a bit!” he agreed; “and if he goes bank­rupt, the ‘man of prop­erty’—that is, Soames’ll be out of pock­et. Now, what I was think­ing was this: If he’s not go­ing to live there. …”

			See­ing both sur­prise and sus­pi­cion in James’ eye, he quickly went on: “I don’t want to know any­thing; I sup­pose Irene’s put her foot down—it’s not ma­ter­i­al to me. But I’m think­ing of a house in the coun­try my­self, not too far from Lon­don, and if it suited me I don’t say that I mightn’t look at it, at a price.”

			James listened to this state­ment with a strange mix­ture of doubt, sus­pi­cion, and re­lief, mer­ging in­to a dread of some­thing be­hind, and tinged with the re­mains of his old un­doubted re­li­ance upon his eld­er broth­er’s good faith and judg­ment. There was anxi­ety, too, as to what old Joly­on could have heard and how he had heard it; and a sort of hope­ful­ness arising from the thought that if June’s con­nec­tion with Bosin­ney were com­pletely at an end, her grand­fath­er would hardly seem anxious to help the young fel­low. Al­to­geth­er he was puzzled; as he did not like either to show this, or to com­mit him­self in any way, he said:

			“They tell me you’re al­ter­ing your will in fa­vour of your son.”

			He had not been told this; he had merely ad­ded the fact of hav­ing seen old Joly­on with his son and grand­chil­dren to the fact that he had taken his will away from For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte. The shot went home.

			“Who told you that?” asked old Joly­on.

			“I’m sure I don’t know,” said James; “I can’t re­mem­ber names—I know some­body told me Soames spent a lot of money on this house; he’s not likely to part with it ex­cept at a good price.”

			“Well,” said old Joly­on, “if he thinks I’m go­ing to pay a fancy price, he’s mis­taken. I’ve not got the money to throw away that he seems to have. Let him try and sell it at a forced sale, and see what he’ll get. It’s not every man’s house, I hear!”

			James, who was secretly also of this opin­ion, answered: “It’s a gen­tle­man’s house. Soames is here now if you’d like to see him.”

			“No,” said old Joly­on, “I haven’t got as far as that; and I’m not likely to, I can see that very well if I’m met in this man­ner!”

			James was a little cowed; when it came to the ac­tu­al fig­ures of a com­mer­cial trans­ac­tion he was sure of him­self, for then he was deal­ing with facts, not with men; but pre­lim­in­ary ne­go­ti­ations such as these made him nervous—he nev­er knew quite how far he could go.

			“Well,” he said, “I know noth­ing about it. Soames, he tells me noth­ing; I should think he’d en­ter­tain it—it’s a ques­tion of price.”

			“Oh!” said old Joly­on, “don’t let him make a fa­vour of it!” He placed his hat on his head in dudgeon.

			The door was opened and Soames came in.

			“There’s a po­lice­man out here,” he said with his half smile, “for Uncle Joly­on.”

			Old Joly­on looked at him an­grily, and James said: “A po­lice­man? I don’t know any­thing about a po­lice­man. But I sup­pose you know some­thing about him,” he ad­ded to old Joly­on with a look of sus­pi­cion: “I sup­pose you’d bet­ter see him!”

			In the hall an In­spect­or of Po­lice stood stolidly re­gard­ing with heavy-lid­ded pale-blue eyes the fine old Eng­lish fur­niture picked up by James at the fam­ous Mav­ro­jano sale in Port­man Square. “You’ll find my broth­er in there,” said James.

			The In­spect­or raised his fin­gers re­spect­fully to his peaked cap, and entered the study.

			James saw him go in with a strange sen­sa­tion.

			“Well,” he said to Soames, “I sup­pose we must wait and see what he wants. Your uncle’s been here about the house!”

			He re­turned with Soames in­to the din­ing-room, but could not rest.

			“Now what does he want?” he mur­mured again.

			“Who?” replied Soames: “the In­spect­or? They sent him round from Stan­hope Gate, that’s all I know. That ‘non­con­form­ist’ of Uncle Joly­on’s has been pil­fer­ing, I shouldn’t won­der!”

			But in spite of his calmness, he too was ill at ease.

			At the end of ten minutes old Joly­on came in. He walked up to the table, and stood there per­fectly si­lent pulling at his long white mous­taches. James gazed up at him with open­ing mouth; he had nev­er seen his broth­er look like this.

			Old Joly­on raised his hand, and said slowly:

			“Young Bosin­ney has been run over in the fog and killed.”

			Then stand­ing above his broth­er and his neph­ew, and look­ing down at him with his deep eyes:

			“There’s—some—talk—of—sui­cide,” he said.

			James’ jaw dropped. “Sui­cide! What should he do that for?”

			Old Joly­on answered sternly: “God knows, if you and your son don’t!”

			But James did not reply.

			For all men of great age, even for all For­sytes, life has had bit­ter ex­per­i­ences. The passerby, who sees them wrapped in cloaks of cus­tom, wealth, and com­fort, would nev­er sus­pect that such black shad­ows had fallen on their roads. To every man of great age—to Sir Wal­ter Bentham him­self—the idea of sui­cide has once at least been present in the ante­room of his soul; on the threshold, wait­ing to enter, held out from the in­most cham­ber by some chance real­ity, some vague fear, some pain­ful hope. To For­sytes that fi­nal re­nun­ci­ation of prop­erty is hard. Oh! it is hard! Sel­dom—per­haps nev­er—can they achieve, it; and yet, how near have they not some­times been!

			So even with James! Then in the med­ley of his thoughts, he broke out: “Why I saw it in the pa­per yes­ter­day: ‘Run over in the fog!’ They didn’t know his name!” He turned from one face to the oth­er in his con­fu­sion of soul; but in­stinct­ively all the time he was re­ject­ing that ru­mour of sui­cide. He dared not en­ter­tain this thought, so against his in­terest, against the in­terest of his son, of every For­syte. He strove against it; and as his nature ever un­con­sciously re­jec­ted that which it could not with safety ac­cept, so gradu­ally he over­came this fear. It was an ac­ci­dent! It must have been!

			Old Joly­on broke in on his rev­er­ie.

			“Death was in­stant­an­eous. He lay all day yes­ter­day at the hos­pit­al. There was noth­ing to tell them who he was. I am go­ing there now; you and your son had bet­ter come too.”

			No one op­pos­ing this com­mand he led the way from the room.

			The day was still and clear and bright, and driv­ing over to Park Lane from Stan­hope Gate, old Joly­on had had the car­riage open. Sit­ting back on the pad­ded cush­ions, fin­ish­ing his ci­gar, he had no­ticed with pleas­ure the keen crisp­ness of the air, the bustle of the cabs and people; the strange, al­most Parisi­an, alac­rity that the first fine day will bring in­to Lon­don streets after a spell of fog or rain. And he had felt so happy; he had not felt like it for months. His con­fes­sion to June was off his mind; he had the pro­spect of his son’s, above all, of his grand­chil­dren’s com­pany in the fu­ture—(he had ap­poin­ted to meet young Joly­on at the Hotch Potch that very man­ning to—dis­cuss it again); and there was the pleas­ur­able ex­cite­ment of a com­ing en­counter, a com­ing vic­tory, over James and the “man of prop­erty” in the mat­ter of the house.

			He had the car­riage closed now; he had no heart to look on gaiety; nor was it right that For­sytes should be seen driv­ing with an In­spect­or of Po­lice.

			In that car­riage the In­spect­or spoke again of the death:

			“It was not so very thick—Just there. The driver says the gen­tle­man must have had time to see what he was about, he seemed to walk right in­to it. It ap­pears that he was very hard up, we found sev­er­al pawn tick­ets at his rooms, his ac­count at the bank is over­drawn, and there’s this case in today’s pa­pers;” his cold blue eyes trav­elled from one to an­oth­er of the three For­sytes in the car­riage.

			Old Joly­on watch­ing from his corner saw his broth­er’s face change, and the brood­ing, wor­ried, look deep­en on it. At the In­spect­or’s words, in­deed, all James’ doubts and fears re­vived. Hard-up—pawn-tick­ets—an over­drawn ac­count! These words that had all his life been a far-off night­mare to him, seemed to make un­can­nily real that sus­pi­cion of sui­cide which must on no ac­count be en­ter­tained. He sought his son’s eye; but lynx-eyed, ta­cit­urn, im­mov­able, Soames gave no an­swer­ing look. And to old Joly­on watch­ing, divin­ing the league of mu­tu­al de­fence between them, there came an over­mas­ter­ing de­sire to have his own son at his side, as though this vis­it to the dead man’s body was a battle in which oth­er­wise he must single-handed meet those two. And the thought of how to keep June’s name out of the busi­ness kept whirr­ing in his brain. James had his son to sup­port him! Why should he not send for Jo?

			Tak­ing out his card-case, he pen­cilled the fol­low­ing mes­sage:

			“Come round at once. I’ve sent the car­riage for you.”

			On get­ting out he gave this card to his coach­man, telling him to drive as fast as pos­sible to the Hotch Potch Club, and if Mr. Joly­on For­syte were there to give him the card and bring him at once. If not there yet, he was to wait till he came.

			He fol­lowed the oth­ers slowly up the steps, lean­ing on his um­brella, and stood a mo­ment to get his breath. The In­spect­or said: “This is the mor­tu­ary, sir. But take your time.”

			In the bare, white-walled room, empty of all but a streak of sun­shine smeared along the dust­less floor, lay a form covered by a sheet. With a huge steady hand the In­spect­or took the hem and turned it back. A sight­less face gazed up at them, and on either side of that sight­less de­fi­ant face the three For­sytes gazed down; in each one of them the secret emo­tions, fears, and pity of his own nature rose and fell like the rising, fall­ing waves of life, whose wash those white walls barred out now forever from Bosin­ney. And in each one of them the trend of his nature, the odd es­sen­tial spring, which moved him in fash­ions minutely, un­al­ter­ably dif­fer­ent from those of every oth­er hu­man be­ing, forced him to a dif­fer­ent at­ti­tude of thought. Far from the oth­ers, yet in­scrut­ably close, each stood thus, alone with death, si­lent, his eyes lowered.

			The In­spect­or asked softly:

			“You identi­fy the gen­tle­man, sir?”

			Old Joly­on raised his head and nod­ded. He looked at his broth­er op­pos­ite, at that long lean fig­ure brood­ing over the dead man, with face dusky red, and strained grey eyes; and at the fig­ure of Soames white and still by his fath­er’s side. And all that he had felt against those two was gone like smoke in the long white pres­ence of Death. Whence comes it, how comes it—Death? Sud­den re­verse of all that goes be­fore; blind set­ting forth on a path that leads to where? Dark quench­ing of the fire! The heavy, bru­tal crush­ing—out that all men must go through, keep­ing their eyes clear and brave un­to the end! Small and of no im­port, in­sects though they are! And across old Joly­on’s face there flit­ted a gleam, for Soames, mur­mur­ing to the In­spect­or, crept noise­lessly away.

			Then sud­denly James raised his eyes. There was a queer ap­peal in that sus­pi­cious troubled look: “I know I’m no match for you,” it seemed to say. And, hunt­ing for handker­chief he wiped his brow; then, bend­ing sor­row­ful and lank over the dead man, he too turned and hur­ried out.

			Old Joly­on stood, still as death, his eyes fixed on the body. Who shall tell of what he was think­ing? Of him­self, when his hair was brown like the hair of that young fel­low dead be­fore him? Of him­self, with his battle just be­gin­ning, the long, long battle he had loved; the battle that was over for this young man al­most be­fore it had be­gun? Of his grand­daugh­ter, with her broken hopes? Of that oth­er wo­man? Of the strange­ness, and the pity of it? And the irony, in­scrut­able, and bit­ter of that end? Justice! There was no justice for men, for they were ever in the dark!

			Or per­haps in his philo­sophy he thought: Bet­ter to be out of it all! Bet­ter to have done with it, like this poor youth. …

			Someone touched him on the arm.

			A tear star­ted up and wet­ted his eye­lash. “Well,” he said, “I’m no good here. I’d bet­ter be go­ing. You’ll come to me as soon as you can, Jo,” and with his head bowed he went away.

			It was young Joly­on’s turn to take his stand be­side the dead man, round whose fallen body he seemed to see all the For­sytes breath­less, and pros­trated. The stroke had fallen too swiftly.

			The forces un­der­ly­ing every tragedy—forces that take no deni­al, work­ing through cross cur­rents to their iron­ic­al end, had met and fused with a thun­der­clap, flung out the vic­tim, and flattened to the ground all those that stood around.

			Or so at all events young Joly­on seemed to see them, ly­ing around Bosin­ney’s body.

			He asked the In­spect­or to tell him what had happened, and the lat­ter, like a man who does not every day get such a chance, again de­tailed such facts as were known.

			“There’s more here, sir, how­ever,” he said, “than meets the eye. I don’t be­lieve in sui­cide, nor in pure ac­ci­dent, my­self. It’s more likely I think that he was suf­fer­ing un­der great stress of mind, and took no no­tice of things about him. Per­haps you can throw some light on these.”

			He took from his pock­et a little pack­et and laid it on the table. Care­fully un­do­ing it, he re­vealed a lady’s handker­chief, pinned through the folds with a pin of dis­col­oured Vene­tian gold, the stone of which had fallen from the sock­et. A scent of dried vi­ol­ets rose to young Joly­on’s nos­trils.

			“Found in his breast pock­et,” said the In­spect­or; “the name has been cut away!”

			Young Joly­on with dif­fi­culty answered: “I’m afraid I can­not help you!” But vividly there rose be­fore him the face he had seen light up, so trem­u­lous and glad, at Bosin­ney’s com­ing! Of her he thought more than of his own daugh­ter, more than of them all—of her with the dark, soft glance, the del­ic­ate pass­ive face, wait­ing for the dead man, wait­ing even at that mo­ment, per­haps, still and pa­tient in the sun­light.

			He walked sor­row­fully away from the hos­pit­al to­wards his fath­er’s house, re­flect­ing that this death would break up the For­syte fam­ily. The stroke had in­deed slipped past their de­fences in­to the very wood of their tree. They might flour­ish to all ap­pear­ance as be­fore, pre­serving a brave show be­fore the eyes of Lon­don, but the trunk was dead, withered by the same flash that had stricken down Bosin­ney. And now the sap­lings would take its place, each one a new cus­todi­an of the sense of prop­erty.

			Good forest of For­sytes! thought young Joly­on—sound­est tim­ber of our land!

			Con­cern­ing the cause of this death—his fam­ily would doubt­less re­ject with vigour the sus­pi­cion of sui­cide, which was so com­prom­ising! They would take it as an ac­ci­dent, a stroke of fate. In their hearts they would even feel it an in­ter­ven­tion of Provid­ence, a re­tri­bu­tion—had not Bosin­ney en­dangered their two most price­less pos­ses­sions, the pock­et and the hearth? And they would talk of “that un­for­tu­nate ac­ci­dent of young Bosin­ney’s,” but per­haps they would not talk—si­lence might be bet­ter!

			As for him­self, he re­garded the bus-driver’s ac­count of the ac­ci­dent as of very little value. For no one so madly in love com­mit­ted sui­cide for want of money; nor was Bosin­ney the sort of fel­low to set much store by a fin­an­cial crisis. And so he too, re­jec­ted this the­ory of sui­cide, the dead man’s face rose too clearly be­fore him. Gone in the hey­day of his sum­mer—and to be­lieve thus that an ac­ci­dent had cut Bosin­ney off in the full sweep of his pas­sion was more than ever pi­ti­ful to young Joly­on.

			Then came a vis­ion of Soames’ home as it now was, and must be here­after. The streak of light­ning had flashed its clear un­canny gleam on bare bones with grin­ning spaces between, the dis­guising flesh was gone. …

			In the din­ing-room at Stan­hope Gate old Joly­on was sit­ting alone when his son came in. He looked very wan in his great arm­chair. And his eyes trav­el­ling round the walls with their pic­tures of still life, and the mas­ter­piece Dutch Fish­ing-Boats at Sun­set seemed as though passing their gaze over his life with its hopes, its gains, its achieve­ments.

			“Ah! Jo!” he said, “is that you? I’ve told poor little June. But that’s not all of it. Are you go­ing to Soames’? She’s brought it on her­self, I sup­pose; but some­how I can’t bear to think of her, shut up there—and all alone.” And hold­ing up his thin, veined hand, he clenched it.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Irene’s Re­turn

			
			After leav­ing James and old Joly­on in the mor­tu­ary of the hos­pit­al, Soames hur­ried aim­lessly along the streets.

			The tra­gic event of Bosin­ney’s death altered the com­plex­ion of everything. There was no longer the same feel­ing that to lose a minute would be fatal, nor would he now risk com­mu­nic­at­ing the fact of his wife’s flight to any­one till the in­quest was over.

			That morn­ing he had ris­en early, be­fore the post­man came, had taken the first-post let­ters from the box him­self, and, though there had been none from Irene, he had made an op­por­tun­ity of telling Bilson that her mis­tress was at the sea; he would prob­ably, he said, be go­ing down him­self from Sat­urday to Monday. This had giv­en him time to breathe, time to leave no stone un­turned to find her.

			But now, cut off from tak­ing steps by Bosin­ney’s death—that strange death, to think of which was like put­ting a hot iron to his heart, like lift­ing a great weight from it—he did not know how to pass his day; and he wandered here and there through the streets, look­ing at every face he met, de­voured by a hun­dred anxi­et­ies.

			And as he wandered, he thought of him who had fin­ished his wan­der­ing, his prowl­ing, and would nev­er haunt his house again.

			Already in the af­ter­noon he passed posters an­noun­cing the iden­tity of the dead man, and bought the pa­pers to see what they said. He would stop their mouths if he could, and he went in­to the City, and was closeted with Boulter for a long time.

			On his way home, passing the steps of Job­son’s about half past four, he met George For­syte, who held out an even­ing pa­per to Soames, say­ing:

			“Here! Have you seen this about the poor Buc­can­eer?”

			Soames answered stonily: “Yes.”

			George stared at him. He had nev­er liked Soames; he now held him re­spons­ible for Bosin­ney’s death. Soames had done for him—done for him by that act of prop­erty that had sent the Buc­can­eer to run amok that fatal af­ter­noon.

			“The poor fel­low,” he was think­ing, “was so cracked with jeal­ousy, so cracked for his ven­geance, that he heard noth­ing of the om­ni­bus in that in­fernal fog.”

			Soames had done for him! And this judg­ment was in George’s eyes.

			“They talk of sui­cide here,” he said at last. “That cat won’t jump.”

			Soames shook his head. “An ac­ci­dent,” he muttered.

			Clench­ing his fist on the pa­per, George crammed it in­to his pock­et. He could not res­ist a part­ing shot.

			“H’mm! All flour­ish­ing at home? Any little Soameses yet?”

			With a face as white as the steps of Job­son’s, and a lip raised as if snarling, Soames brushed past him and was gone. …

			On reach­ing home, and en­ter­ing the little lighted hall with his latch­key, the first thing that caught his eye was his wife’s gold-moun­ted um­brella ly­ing on the rug chest. Fling­ing off his fur coat, he hur­ried to the draw­ing-room.

			The cur­tains were drawn for the night, a bright fire of ce­dar-logs burned in the grate, and by its light he saw Irene sit­ting in her usu­al corner on the sofa. He shut the door softly, and went to­wards her. She did not move, and did not seem to see him.

			“So you’ve come back?” he said. “Why are you sit­ting here in the dark?”

			Then he caught sight of her face, so white and mo­tion­less that it seemed as though the blood must have stopped flow­ing in her veins; and her eyes, that looked enorm­ous, like the great, wide, startled brown eyes of an owl.

			Huddled in her grey fur against the sofa cush­ions, she had a strange re­semb­lance to a cap­tive owl, bunched in its soft feath­ers against the wires of a cage. The supple erect­ness of her fig­ure was gone, as though she had been broken by cruel ex­er­cise; as though there were no longer any reas­on for be­ing beau­ti­ful, and supple, and erect.

			“So you’ve come back,” he re­peated.

			She nev­er looked up, and nev­er spoke, the fire­light play­ing over her mo­tion­less fig­ure.

			Sud­denly she tried to rise, but he pre­ven­ted her; it was then that he un­der­stood.

			She had come back like an an­im­al wounded to death, not know­ing where to turn, not know­ing what she was do­ing. The sight of her fig­ure, huddled in the fur, was enough.

			He knew then for cer­tain that Bosin­ney had been her lov­er; knew that she had seen the re­port of his death—per­haps, like him­self, had bought a pa­per at the draughty corner of a street, and read it.

			She had come back then of her own ac­cord, to the cage she had pined to be free of—and tak­ing in all the tre­mend­ous sig­ni­fic­ance of this, he longed to cry: “Take your hated body, that I love, out of my house! Take away that pi­ti­ful white face, so cruel and soft—be­fore I crush it. Get out of my sight; nev­er let me see you again!”

			And, at those un­spoken words, he seemed to see her rise and move away, like a wo­man in a ter­rible dream, from which she was fight­ing to awake—rise and go out in­to the dark and cold, without a thought of him, without so much as the know­ledge of his pres­ence.

			Then he cried, con­tra­dict­ing what he had not yet spoken, “No; stay there!” And turn­ing away from her, he sat down in his ac­cus­tomed chair on the oth­er side of the hearth.

			They sat in si­lence.

			And Soames thought: “Why is all this? Why should I suf­fer so? What have I done? It is not my fault!”

			Again he looked at her, huddled like a bird that is shot and dy­ing, whose poor breast you see pant­ing as the air is taken from it, whose poor eyes look at you who have shot it, with a slow, soft, un­see­ing look, tak­ing farewell of all that is good—of the sun, and the air, and its mate.

			So they sat, by the fire­light, in the si­lence, one on each side of the hearth.

			And the fume of the burn­ing ce­dar logs, that he loved so well, seemed to grip Soames by the throat till he could bear it no longer. And go­ing out in­to the hall he flung the door wide, to gulp down the cold air that came in; then without hat or over­coat went out in­to the Square.

			Along the garden rails a half-starved cat came rub­bing her way to­wards him, and Soames thought: “Suf­fer­ing! when will it cease, my suf­fer­ing?”

			At a front door across the way was a man of his ac­quaint­ance named Rut­ter, scrap­ing his boots, with an air of “I am mas­ter here.” And Soames walked on.

			From far in the clear air the bells of the church where he and Irene had been mar­ried were peal­ing in “prac­tice” for the ad­vent of Christ, the chimes ringing out above the sound of traffic. He felt a crav­ing for strong drink, to lull him to in­dif­fer­ence, or rouse him to fury. If only he could burst out of him­self, out of this web that for the first time in his life he felt around him. If only he could sur­render to the thought: “Di­vorce her—turn her out! She has for­got­ten you. For­get her!”

			If only he could sur­render to the thought: “Let her go—she has suffered enough!”

			If only he could sur­render to the de­sire: “Make a slave of her—she is in your power!”

			If only even he could sur­render to the sud­den vis­ion: “What does it all mat­ter?” For­get him­self for a minute, for­get that it mattered what he did, for­get that whatever he did he must sac­ri­fice some­thing.

			If only he could act on an im­pulse!

			He could for­get noth­ing; sur­render to no thought, vis­ion, or de­sire; it was all too ser­i­ous; too close around him, an un­break­able cage.

			On the far side of the Square news­pa­per boys were call­ing their even­ing wares, and the ghoul­ish cries mingled and jangled with the sound of those church bells.

			Soames covered his ears. The thought flashed across him that but for a chance, he him­self, and not Bosin­ney, might be ly­ing dead, and she, in­stead of crouch­ing there like a shot bird with those dy­ing eyes. …

			Some­thing soft touched his legs, the cat was rub­bing her­self against them. And a sob that shook him from head to foot burst from Soames’ chest. Then all was still again in the dark, where the houses seemed to stare at him, each with a mas­ter and mis­tress of its own, and a secret story of hap­pi­ness or sor­row.

			And sud­denly he saw that his own door was open, and black against the light from the hall a man stand­ing with his back turned. Some­thing slid too in his breast, and he stole up close be­hind.

			He could see his own fur coat flung across the carved oak chair; the Per­sian rugs; the sil­ver bowls, the rows of por­cel­ain plates ar­ranged along the walls, and this un­known man who was stand­ing there.

			And sharply he asked: “What is it you want, sir?”

			The vis­it­or turned. It was young Joly­on.

			“The door was open,” he said. “Might I see your wife for a minute, I have a mes­sage for her?”

			Soames gave him a strange, side­long stare.

			“My wife can see no one,” he muttered dog­gedly.

			Young Joly­on answered gently: “I shouldn’t keep her a minute.”

			Soames brushed by him and barred the way.

			“She can see no one,” he said again.

			Young Joly­on’s glance shot past him in­to the hall, and Soames turned. There in the draw­ing-room door­way stood Irene, her eyes were wild and eager, her lips were par­ted, her hands out­stretched. In the sight of both men that light van­ished from her face; her hands dropped to her sides; she stood like stone.

			Soames spun round, and met his vis­it­or’s eyes, and at the look he saw in them, a sound like a snarl es­caped him. He drew his lips back in the ghost of a smile.

			“This is my house,” he said; “I man­age my own af­fairs. I’ve told you once—I tell you again; we are not at home.”

			And in young Joly­on’s face he slammed the door.
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			I

			In the last day of May in the early ’nineties, about six o’clock of the even­ing, old Joly­on For­syte sat un­der the oak tree be­low the ter­race of his house at Robin Hill. He was wait­ing for the midges to bite him, be­fore abandon­ing the glory of the af­ter­noon. His thin brown hand, where blue veins stood out, held the end of a ci­gar in its taper­ing, long-nailed fin­gers—a poin­ted pol­ished nail had sur­vived with him from those earli­er Vic­tori­an days when to touch noth­ing, even with the tips of the fin­gers, had been so dis­tin­guished. His domed fore­head, great white mous­tache, lean cheeks, and long lean jaw were covered from the wester­ing sun­shine by an old brown Panama hat. His legs were crossed; in all his at­ti­tude was serenity and a kind of el­eg­ance, as of an old man who every morn­ing put eau de co­logne upon his silk handker­chief. At his feet lay a woolly brown-and-white dog try­ing to be a Pom­er­a­ni­an—the dog Balthas­ar between whom and old Joly­on prim­al aver­sion had changed in­to at­tach­ment with the years. Close to his chair was a swing, and on the swing was seated one of Holly’s dolls—called “Duffer Alice”—with her body fallen over her legs and her dole­ful nose bur­ied in a black pet­ti­coat. She was nev­er out of dis­grace, so it did not mat­ter to her how she sat. Be­low the oak tree the lawn dipped down a bank, stretched to the fern­ery, and, bey­ond that re­fine­ment, be­came fields, drop­ping to the pond, the cop­pice, and the pro­spect—“Fine, re­mark­able”—at which Swith­in For­syte, from un­der this very tree, had stared five years ago when he drove down with Irene to look at the house. Old Joly­on had heard of his broth­er’s ex­ploit—that drive which had be­come quite cel­eb­rated on For­syte ’Change. Swith­in! And the fel­low had gone and died, last Novem­ber, at the age of only sev­enty-nine, re­new­ing the doubt wheth­er For­sytes could live forever, which had first aris­en when Aunt Ann passed away. Died! and left only Joly­on and James, Ro­ger and Nich­olas and Timothy, Ju­lia, Hester, Susan! And old Joly­on thought: “Eighty-five! I don’t feel it—ex­cept when I get that pain.”

			His memory went search­ing. He had not felt his age since he had bought his neph­ew Soames’ ill-starred house and settled in­to it here at Robin Hill over three years ago. It was as if he had been get­ting young­er every spring, liv­ing in the coun­try with his son and his grand­chil­dren—June, and the little ones of the second mar­riage, Jolly and Holly; liv­ing down here out of the rack­et of Lon­don and the cackle of For­syte ’Change, free of his boards, in a de­li­cious at­mo­sphere of no work and all play, with plenty of oc­cu­pa­tion in the per­fect­ing and mel­low­ing of the house and its twenty acres, and in min­is­ter­ing to the whims of Holly and Jolly. All the knots and crank­i­ness, which had gathered in his heart dur­ing that long and tra­gic busi­ness of June, Soames, Irene his wife, and poor young Bosin­ney, had been smoothed out. Even June had thrown off her mel­an­choly at last—wit­ness this travel in Spain she was tak­ing now with her fath­er and her step­moth­er. Curi­ously per­fect peace was left by their de­par­ture; bliss­ful, yet blank, be­cause his son was not there. Jo was nev­er any­thing but a com­fort and a pleas­ure to him nowadays—an ami­able chap; but wo­men, some­how—even the best—got a little on one’s nerves, un­less of course one ad­mired them.

			Far-off a cuckoo called; a wood-pi­geon was coo­ing from the first elm-tree in the field, and how the dais­ies and but­ter­cups had sprung up after the last mow­ing! The wind had got in­to the sou’ west, too—a de­li­cious air, sappy! He pushed his hat back and let the sun fall on his chin and cheek. Some­how, today, he wanted com­pany—wanted a pretty face to look at. People treated the old as if they wanted noth­ing. And with the un-For­sytean philo­sophy which ever in­truded on his soul, he thought: “One’s nev­er had enough. With a foot in the grave one’ll want some­thing, I shouldn’t be sur­prised!” Down here—away from the ex­i­gen­cies of af­fairs—his grand­chil­dren, and the flowers, trees, birds of his little do­main, to say noth­ing of sun and moon and stars above them, said, “Open, ses­ame,” to him day and night. And ses­ame had opened—how much, per­haps, he did not know. He had al­ways been re­spons­ive to what they had be­gun to call “Nature,” genu­inely, al­most re­li­giously re­spons­ive, though he had nev­er lost his habit of call­ing a sun­set a sun­set and a view a view, how­ever deeply they might move him. But nowadays Nature ac­tu­ally made him ache, he ap­pre­ci­ated it so. Every one of these calm, bright, length­en­ing days, with Holly’s hand in his, and the dog Balthas­ar in front look­ing stu­di­ously for what he nev­er found, he would stroll, watch­ing the roses open, fruit bud­ding on the walls, sun­light bright­en­ing the oak leaves and sap­lings in the cop­pice, watch­ing the wa­ter-lily leaves un­fold and glisten, and the sil­very young corn of the one wheat field; listen­ing to the starlings and sky­larks, and the Al­der­ney cows chew­ing the cud, flick­ing slow their tufted tails; and every one of these fine days he ached a little from sheer love of it all, feel­ing per­haps, deep down, that he had not very much longer to en­joy it. The thought that some day—per­haps not ten years hence, per­haps not five—all this world would be taken away from him, be­fore he had ex­hausted his powers of lov­ing it, seemed to him in the nature of an in­justice brood­ing over his ho­ri­zon. If any­thing came after this life, it wouldn’t be what he wanted; not Robin Hill, and flowers and birds and pretty faces—too few, even now, of those about him! With the years his dis­like of hum­bug had in­creased; the or­tho­doxy he had worn in the ’six­ties, as he had worn side-whiskers out of sheer ex­uber­ance, had long dropped off, leav­ing him rev­er­ent be­fore three things alone—beauty, up­right con­duct, and the sense of prop­erty; and the greatest of these now was beauty. He had al­ways had wide in­terests, and, in­deed could still read the Times, but he was li­able at any mo­ment to put it down if he heard a black­bird sing. Up­right con­duct, prop­erty—some­how, they were tir­ing; the black­birds and the sun­sets nev­er tired him, only gave him an un­easy feel­ing that he could not get enough of them. Star­ing in­to the stilly ra­di­ance of the early even­ing and at the little gold and white flowers on the lawn, a thought came to him: This weath­er was like the mu­sic of Or­feo, which he had re­cently heard at Cov­ent Garden. A beau­ti­ful op­era, not like Mey­er­beer, nor even quite Moz­art, but, in its way, per­haps even more lovely; some­thing clas­sic­al and of the Golden Age about it, chaste and mel­low, and the Ra­vogli “al­most worthy of the old days”—highest praise he could be­stow. The yearn­ing of Orph­eus for the beauty he was los­ing, for his love go­ing down to Hades, as in life love and beauty did go—the yearn­ing which sang and throbbed through the golden mu­sic, stirred also in the linger­ing beauty of the world that even­ing. And with the tip of his cork-soled, elast­ic-sided boot he in­vol­un­tar­ily stirred the ribs of the dog Balthas­ar, caus­ing the an­im­al to wake and at­tack his fleas; for though he was sup­posed to have none, noth­ing could per­suade him of the fact. When he had fin­ished he rubbed the place he had been scratch­ing against his mas­ter’s calf, and settled down again with his chin over the in­step of the dis­turb­ing boot. And in­to old Joly­on’s mind came a sud­den re­col­lec­tion—a face he had seen at that op­era three weeks ago—Irene, the wife of his pre­cious neph­ew Soames, that man of prop­erty! Though he had not met her since the day of the “at home” in his old house at Stan­hope Gate, which cel­eb­rated his grand­daugh­ter June’s ill-starred en­gage­ment to young Bosin­ney, he had re­membered her at once, for he had al­ways ad­mired her—a very pretty creature. After the death of young Bosin­ney, whose mis­tress she had so rep­re­hens­ibly be­come, he had heard that she had left Soames at once. Good­ness only knew what she had been do­ing since. That sight of her face—a side view—in the row in front, had been lit­er­ally the only re­mind­er these three years that she was still alive. No one ever spoke of her. And yet Jo had told him some­thing once—some­thing which had up­set him com­pletely. The boy had got it from George For­syte, he be­lieved, who had seen Bosin­ney in the fog the day he was run over—some­thing which ex­plained the young fel­low’s dis­tress—an act of Soames to­wards his wife—a shock­ing act. Jo had seen her, too, that af­ter­noon, after the news was out, seen her for a mo­ment, and his de­scrip­tion had al­ways lingered in old Joly­on’s mind—“wild and lost” he had called her. And next day June had gone there—bottled up her feel­ings and gone there, and the maid had cried and told her how her mis­tress had slipped out in the night and van­ished. A tra­gic busi­ness al­to­geth­er! One thing was cer­tain—Soames had nev­er been able to lay hands on her again. And he was liv­ing at Brighton, and jour­ney­ing up and down—a fit­ting fate, the man of prop­erty! For when he once took a dis­like to any­one—as he had to his neph­ew—old Joly­on nev­er got over it. He re­membered still the sense of re­lief with which he had heard the news of Irene’s dis­ap­pear­ance. It had been shock­ing to think of her a pris­on­er in that house to which she must have wandered back, when Jo saw her, wandered back for a mo­ment—like a wounded an­im­al to its hole after see­ing that news, “Tra­gic death of an Ar­chi­tect,” in the street. Her face had struck him very much the oth­er night—more beau­ti­ful than he had re­membered, but like a mask, with some­thing go­ing on be­neath it. A young wo­man still—twenty-eight per­haps. Ah, well! Very likely she had an­oth­er lov­er by now. But at this sub­vers­ive thought—for mar­ried wo­men should nev­er love: once, even, had been too much—his in­step rose, and with it the dog Balthas­ar’s head. The saga­cious an­im­al stood up and looked in­to old Joly­on’s face. “Walk?” he seemed to say; and old Joly­on answered: “Come on, old chap!”

			Slowly, as was their wont, they crossed among the con­stel­la­tions of but­ter­cups and dais­ies, and entered the fern­ery. This fea­ture, where very little grew as yet, had been ju­di­ciously dropped be­low the level of the lawn so that it might come up again on the level of the oth­er lawn and give the im­pres­sion of ir­reg­u­lar­ity, so im­port­ant in hor­ti­cul­ture. Its rocks and earth were be­loved of the dog Balthas­ar, who some­times found a mole there. Old Joly­on made a point of passing through it be­cause, though it was not beau­ti­ful, he in­ten­ded that it should be, some day, and he would think: “I must get Varr to come down and look at it; he’s bet­ter than Beech.” For plants, like houses and hu­man com­plaints, re­quired the best ex­pert con­sid­er­a­tion. It was in­hab­ited by snails, and if ac­com­pan­ied by his grand­chil­dren, he would point to one and tell them the story of the little boy who said: “Have plum­mers got leg­gers, Moth­er?” “No, sonny.” “Then darned if I haven’t been and swal­lowed a sni­ley­bob.” And when they skipped and clutched his hand, think­ing of the sni­ley­bob go­ing down the little boy’s “red lane,” his eyes would twinkle. Emer­ging from the fern­ery, he opened the wick­et gate, which just there led in­to the first field, a large and park-like area, out of which, with­in brick walls, the ve­get­able garden had been carved. Old Joly­on avoided this, which did not suit his mood, and made down the hill to­wards the pond. Balthas­ar, who knew a wa­ter-rat or two, gam­bolled in front, at the gait which marks an old­ish dog who takes the same walk every day. Ar­rived at the edge, old Joly­on stood, not­ing an­oth­er wa­ter-lily opened since yes­ter­day; he would show it to Holly to­mor­row, when “his little sweet” had got over the up­set which had fol­lowed on her eat­ing a to­mato at lunch—her little ar­range­ments were very del­ic­ate. Now that Jolly had gone to school—his first term—Holly was with him nearly all day long, and he missed her badly. He felt that pain too, which of­ten bothered him now, a little drag­ging at his left side. He looked back up the hill. Really, poor young Bosin­ney had made an un­com­monly good job of the house; he would have done very well for him­self if he had lived! And where was he now? Per­haps, still haunt­ing this, the site of his last work, of his tra­gic love af­fair. Or was Philip Bosin­ney’s spir­it dif­fused in the gen­er­al? Who could say? That dog was get­ting his legs muddy! And he moved to­wards the cop­pice. There had been the most de­light­ful lot of blue­bells, and he knew where some still lingered like little patches of sky fallen in between the trees, away out of the sun. He passed the cow-houses and the hen­houses there in­stalled, and pur­sued a path in­to the thick of the sap­lings, mak­ing for one of the blue­bell plots. Balthas­ar, pre­ced­ing him once more, uttered a low growl. Old Joly­on stirred him with his foot, but the dog re­mained mo­tion­less, just where there was no room to pass, and the hair rose slowly along the centre of his woolly back. Wheth­er from the growl and the look of the dog’s stivered hair, or from the sen­sa­tion which a man feels in a wood, old Joly­on also felt some­thing move along his spine. And then the path turned, and there was an old mossy log, and on it a wo­man sit­ting. Her face was turned away, and he had just time to think: “She’s tres­passing—I must have a board put up!” be­fore she turned. Powers above! The face he had seen at the op­era—the very wo­man he had just been think­ing of! In that con­fused mo­ment he saw things blurred, as if a spir­it—queer ef­fect—the slant of sun­light per­haps on her vi­ol­et-grey frock! And then she rose and stood smil­ing, her head a little to one side. Old Joly­on thought: “How pretty she is!” She did not speak, neither did he; and he real­ized why with a cer­tain ad­mir­a­tion. She was here no doubt be­cause of some memory, and did not mean to try and get out of it by vul­gar ex­plan­a­tion.

			“Don’t let that dog touch your frock,” he said; “he’s got wet feet. Come here, you!”

			But the dog Balthas­ar went on to­wards the vis­it­or, who put her hand down and stroked his head. Old Joly­on said quickly:

			“I saw you at the op­era the oth­er night; you didn’t no­tice me.”

			“Oh, yes! I did.”

			He felt a subtle flat­tery in that, as though she had ad­ded: “Do you think one could miss see­ing you?”

			“They’re all in Spain,” he re­marked ab­ruptly. “I’m alone; I drove up for the op­era. The Ra­vogli’s good. Have you seen the cow-houses?”

			In a situ­ation so charged with mys­tery and some­thing very like emo­tion he moved in­stinct­ively to­wards that bit of prop­erty, and she moved be­side him. Her fig­ure swayed faintly, like the best kind of French fig­ures; her dress, too, was a sort of French grey. He no­ticed two or three sil­ver threads in her am­ber-col­oured hair, strange hair with those dark eyes of hers, and that creamy-pale face. A sud­den side­long look from the vel­vety brown eyes dis­turbed him. It seemed to come from deep and far, from an­oth­er world al­most, or at all events from someone not liv­ing very much in this. And he said mech­an­ic­ally:

			“Where are you liv­ing now?”

			“I have a little flat in Chelsea.”

			He did not want to hear what she was do­ing, did not want to hear any­thing; but the per­verse word came out:

			“Alone?”

			She nod­ded. It was a re­lief to know that. And it came in­to his mind that, but for a twist of fate, she would have been mis­tress of this cop­pice, show­ing these cow-houses to him, a vis­it­or.

			“All Al­der­neys,” he muttered; “they give the best milk. This one’s a pretty creature. Woa, Myrtle!”

			The fawn-col­oured cow, with eyes as soft and brown as Irene’s own, was stand­ing ab­so­lutely still, not hav­ing long been milked. She looked round at them out of the corner of those lus­trous, mild, cyn­ic­al eyes, and from her grey lips a little dribble of saliva threaded its way to­wards the straw. The scent of hay and vanilla and am­mo­nia rose in the dim light of the cool cow-house; and old Joly­on said:

			“You must come up and have some din­ner with me. I’ll send you home in the car­riage.”

			He per­ceived a struggle go­ing on with­in her; nat­ur­al, no doubt, with her memor­ies. But he wanted her com­pany; a pretty face, a charm­ing fig­ure, beauty! He had been alone all the af­ter­noon. Per­haps his eyes were wist­ful, for she answered: “Thank you, Uncle Joly­on. I should like to.”

			He rubbed his hands, and said:

			“Cap­it­al! Let’s go up, then!” And, pre­ceded by the dog Balthas­ar, they as­cen­ded through the field. The sun was al­most level in their faces now, and he could see, not only those sil­ver threads, but little lines, just deep enough to stamp her beauty with a coin-like fine­ness—the spe­cial look of life un­shared with oth­ers. “I’ll take her in by the ter­race,” he thought: “I won’t make a com­mon vis­it­or of her.”

			“What do you do all day?” he said.

			“Teach mu­sic; I have an­oth­er in­terest, too.”

			“Work!” said old Joly­on, pick­ing up the doll from off the swing, and smooth­ing its black pet­ti­coat. “Noth­ing like it, is there? I don’t do any now. I’m get­ting on. What in­terest is that?”

			“Try­ing to help wo­men who’ve come to grief.” Old Joly­on did not quite un­der­stand. “To grief?” he re­peated; then real­ised with a shock that she meant ex­actly what he would have meant him­self if he had used that ex­pres­sion. As­sist­ing the Mag­dalenes of Lon­don! What a weird and ter­ri­fy­ing in­terest! And, curi­os­ity over­com­ing his nat­ur­al shrink­ing, he asked:

			“Why? What do you do for them?”

			“Not much. I’ve no money to spare. I can only give sym­pathy and food some­times.”

			In­vol­un­tar­ily old Joly­on’s hand sought his purse. He said hast­ily: “How d’you get hold of them?”

			“I go to a hos­pit­al.”

			“A hos­pit­al! Phew!”

			“What hurts me most is that once they nearly all had some sort of beauty.”

			Old Joly­on straightened the doll. “Beauty!” he ejac­u­lated: “Ha! Yes! A sad busi­ness!” and he moved to­wards the house. Through a French win­dow, un­der sun-blinds not yet drawn up, he pre­ceded her in­to the room where he was wont to study the Times and the sheets of an ag­ri­cul­tur­al magazine, with huge il­lus­tra­tions of man­gold wurzels, and the like, which provided Holly with ma­ter­i­al for her paint brush.

			“Din­ner’s in half an hour. You’d like to wash your hands! I’ll take you to June’s room.”

			He saw her look­ing round eagerly; what changes since she had last vis­ited this house with her hus­band, or her lov­er, or both per­haps—he did not know, could not say! All that was dark, and he wished to leave it so. But what changes! And in the hall he said:

			“My boy Jo’s a paint­er, you know. He’s got a lot of taste. It isn’t mine, of course, but I’ve let him have his way.”

			She was stand­ing very still, her eyes roam­ing through the hall and mu­sic room, as it now was—all thrown in­to one, un­der the great sky­light. Old Joly­on had an odd im­pres­sion of her. Was she try­ing to con­jure some­body from the shades of that space where the col­our­ing was all pearl-grey and sil­ver? He would have had gold him­self; more lively and sol­id. But Jo had French tastes, and it had come out shad­owy like that, with an ef­fect as of the fume of ci­gar­ettes the chap was al­ways smoking, broken here and there by a little blaze of blue or crim­son col­our. It was not his dream! Men­tally he had hung this space with those gold-framed mas­ter­pieces of still and stil­ler life which he had bought in days when quant­ity was pre­cious. And now where were they? Sold for a song! That some­thing which made him, alone among For­sytes, move with the times had warned him against the struggle to re­tain them. But in his study he still had Dutch Fish­ing Boats at Sun­set.

			He began to mount the stairs with her, slowly, for he felt his side.

			“These are the bath­rooms,” he said, “and oth­er ar­range­ments. I’ve had them tiled. The nurs­er­ies are along there. And this is Jo’s and his wife’s. They all com­mu­nic­ate. But you re­mem­ber, I ex­pect.”

			Irene nod­ded. They passed on, up the gal­lery and entered a large room with a small bed, and sev­er­al win­dows.

			“This is mine,” he said. The walls were covered with the pho­to­graphs of chil­dren and wa­ter­col­our sketches, and he ad­ded doubt­fully:

			“These are Jo’s. The view’s first-rate. You can see the Grand Stand at Ep­som in clear weath­er.”

			The sun was down now, be­hind the house, and over the “pro­spect” a lu­min­ous haze had settled, em­an­a­tion of the long and pros­per­ous day. Few houses showed, but fields and trees faintly glistened, away to a loom of downs.

			“The coun­try’s chan­ging,” he said ab­ruptly, “but there it’ll be when we’re all gone. Look at those thrushes—the birds are sweet here in the morn­ings. I’m glad to have washed my hands of Lon­don.”

			Her face was close to the win­dow pane, and he was struck by its mourn­ful look. “Wish I could make her look happy!” he thought. “A pretty face, but sad!” And tak­ing up his can of hot wa­ter he went out in­to the gal­lery.

			“This is June’s room,” he said, open­ing the next door and put­ting the can down; “I think you’ll find everything.” And clos­ing the door be­hind her he went back to his own room. Brush­ing his hair with his great ebony brushes, and dab­bing his fore­head with eau de co­logne, he mused. She had come so strangely—a sort of vis­it­a­tion; mys­ter­i­ous, even ro­mantic, as if his de­sire for com­pany, for beauty, had been ful­filled by whatever it was which ful­filled that sort of thing. And be­fore the mir­ror he straightened his still-up­right fig­ure, passed the brushes over his great white mous­tache, touched up his eye­brows with eau de co­logne, and rang the bell.

			“I for­got to let them know that I have a lady to din­ner with me. Let cook do some­thing ex­tra, and tell Beacon to have the land­au and pair at half-past ten to drive her back to Town to­night. Is Miss Holly asleep?”

			The maid thought not. And old Joly­on, passing down the gal­lery, stole on tip­toe to­wards the nurs­ery, and opened the door whose hinges he kept spe­cially oiled that he might slip in and out in the even­ings without be­ing heard.

			But Holly was asleep, and lay like a mini­ature Madonna, of that type which the old paint­ers could not tell from Venus, when they had com­pleted her. Her long dark lashes clung to her cheeks; on her face was per­fect peace—her little ar­range­ments were evid­ently all right again. And old Joly­on, in the twi­light of the room, stood ad­or­ing her! It was so charm­ing, sol­emn, and lov­ing—that little face. He had more than his share of the blessed ca­pa­city of liv­ing again in the young. They were to him his fu­ture life—all of a fu­ture life that his fun­da­ment­al pa­gan san­ity per­haps ad­mit­ted. There she was with everything be­fore her, and his blood—some of it—in her tiny veins. There she was, his little com­pan­ion, to be made as happy as ever he could make her, so that she knew noth­ing but love. His heart swelled, and he went out, stilling the sound of his pat­ent-leath­er boots. In the cor­ridor an ec­cent­ric no­tion at­tacked him: To think that chil­dren should come to that which Irene had told him she was help­ing! Wo­men who were all, once, little things like this one sleep­ing there! “I must give her a cheque!” he mused; “Can’t bear to think of them!” They had nev­er borne re­flect­ing on, those poor out­casts; wound­ing too deeply the core of true re­fine­ment hid­den un­der lay­ers of con­form­ity to the sense of prop­erty—wound­ing too griev­ously the deep­est thing in him—a love of beauty which could give him, even now, a flut­ter of the heart, think­ing of his even­ing in the so­ci­ety of a pretty wo­man. And he went down­stairs, through the swinging doors, to the back re­gions. There, in the wine-cel­lar, was a hock worth at least two pounds a bottle, a Stein­berg Cab­in­et, bet­ter than any Jo­han­nis­berg that ever went down throat; a wine of per­fect bou­quet, sweet as a nec­tar­ine—nec­tar in­deed! He got a bottle out, hand­ling it like a baby, and hold­ing it level to the light, to look. En­shrined in its coat of dust, that mel­low col­oured, slender-necked bottle gave him deep pleas­ure. Three years to settle down again since the move from Town—ought to be in prime con­di­tion! Thirty-five years ago he had bought it—thank God he had kept his pal­ate, and earned the right to drink it. She would ap­pre­ci­ate this; not a spice of acid­ity in a dozen. He wiped the bottle, drew the cork with his own hands, put his nose down, in­haled its per­fume, and went back to the mu­sic room.

			Irene was stand­ing by the pi­ano; she had taken off her hat and a lace scarf she had been wear­ing, so that her gold-col­oured hair was vis­ible, and the pal­lor of her neck. In her grey frock she made a pretty pic­ture for old Joly­on, against the rose­wood of the pi­ano.

			He gave her his arm, and sol­emnly they went. The room, which had been de­signed to en­able twenty-four people to dine in com­fort, held now but a little round table. In his present solitude the big din­ing-table op­pressed old Joly­on; he had caused it to be re­moved till his son came back. Here in the com­pany of two really good cop­ies of Raphael Madon­nas he was wont to dine alone. It was the only dis­con­sol­ate hour of his day, this sum­mer weath­er. He had nev­er been a large eat­er, like that great chap Swith­in, or Sylvanus Heythorp, or An­thony Thorn­worthy, those cronies of past times; and to dine alone, over­looked by the Madon­nas, was to him but a sor­row­ful oc­cu­pa­tion, which he got through quickly, that he might come to the more spir­itu­al en­joy­ment of his cof­fee and ci­gar. But this even­ing was a dif­fer­ent mat­ter! His eyes twinkled at her across the little table and he spoke of Italy and Switzer­land, telling her stor­ies of his travels there, and oth­er ex­per­i­ences which he could no longer re­count to his son and grand­daugh­ter be­cause they knew them. This fresh audi­ence was pre­cious to him; he had nev­er be­come one of those old men who ramble round and round the fields of re­min­is­cence. Him­self quickly fa­tigued by the in­sens­it­ive, he in­stinct­ively avoided fa­tiguing oth­ers, and his nat­ur­al flir­ta­tious­ness to­wards beauty guarded him spe­cially in his re­la­tions with a wo­man. He would have liked to draw her out, but though she mur­mured and smiled and seemed to be en­joy­ing what he told her, he re­mained con­scious of that mys­ter­i­ous re­mote­ness which con­sti­tuted half her fas­cin­a­tion. He could not bear wo­men who threw their shoulders and eyes at you, and chattered away; or hard-mouthed wo­men who laid down the law and knew more than you did. There was only one qual­ity in a wo­man that ap­pealed to him—charm; and the quieter it was, the more he liked it. And this one had charm, shad­owy as af­ter­noon sun­light on those Itali­an hills and val­leys he had loved. The feel­ing, too, that she was, as it were, apart, cloistered, made her seem near­er to him­self, a strangely de­sir­able com­pan­ion. When a man is very old and quite out of the run­ning, he loves to feel se­cure from the rival­ries of youth, for he would still be first in the heart of beauty. And he drank his hock, and watched her lips, and felt nearly young. But the dog Balthas­ar lay watch­ing her lips too, and des­pising in his heart the in­ter­rup­tions of their talk, and the tilt­ing of those green­ish glasses full of a golden flu­id which was dis­taste­ful to him.

			The light was just fail­ing when they went back in­to the mu­sic-room. And, ci­gar in mouth, old Joly­on said:

			“Play me some Chop­in.”

			By the ci­gars they smoke, and the com­posers they love, ye shall know the tex­ture of men’s souls. Old Joly­on could not bear a strong ci­gar or Wag­n­er’s mu­sic. He loved Beeth­oven and Moz­art, Han­del and Gluck, and Schu­mann, and, for some oc­cult reas­on, the op­er­as of Mey­er­beer; but of late years he had been se­duced by Chop­in, just as in paint­ing he had suc­cumbed to Bot­ti­celli. In yield­ing to these tastes he had been con­scious of di­ver­gence from the stand­ard of the Golden Age. Their po­etry was not that of Milton and Byron and Tennyson; of Raphael and Titian; Moz­art and Beeth­oven. It was, as it were, be­hind a veil; their po­etry hit no one in the face, but slipped its fin­gers un­der the ribs and turned and twis­ted, and melted up the heart. And, nev­er cer­tain that this was healthy, he did not care a rap so long as he could see the pic­tures of the one or hear the mu­sic of the oth­er.

			Irene sat down at the pi­ano un­der the elec­tric lamp fes­tooned with pearl-grey, and old Joly­on, in an arm­chair, whence he could see her, crossed his legs and drew slowly at his ci­gar. She sat a few mo­ments with her hands on the keys, evid­ently search­ing her mind for what to give him. Then she began and with­in old Joly­on there arose a sor­row­ful pleas­ure, not quite like any­thing else in the world. He fell slowly in­to a trance, in­ter­rup­ted only by the move­ments of tak­ing the ci­gar out of his mouth at long in­ter­vals, and re­pla­cing it. She was there, and the hock with­in him, and the scent of to­bacco; but there, too, was a world of sun­shine linger­ing in­to moon­light, and pools with storks upon them, and blu­ish trees above, glow­ing with blurs of wine-red roses, and fields of lav­ender where milk-white cows were graz­ing, and a wo­man all shad­owy, with dark eyes and a white neck, smiled, hold­ing out her arms; and through air which was like mu­sic a star dropped and was caught on a cow’s horn. He opened his eyes. Beau­ti­ful piece; she played well—the touch of an an­gel! And he closed them again. He felt mi­ra­cu­lously sad and happy, as one does, stand­ing un­der a lime-tree in full honey flower. Not live one’s own life again, but just stand there and bask in the smile of a wo­man’s eyes, and en­joy the bou­quet! And he jerked his hand; the dog Balthas­ar had reached up and licked it.

			“Beau­ti­ful!” He said: “Go on—more Chop­in!”

			She began to play again. This time the re­semb­lance between her and “Chop­in” struck him. The sway­ing he had no­ticed in her walk was in her play­ing too, and the Noc­turne she had chosen and the soft dark­ness of her eyes, the light on her hair, as of moon­light from a golden moon. Se­duct­ive, yes; but noth­ing of De­li­l­ah in her or in that mu­sic. A long blue spir­al from his ci­gar as­cen­ded and dis­persed. “So we go out!” he thought. “No more beauty! Noth­ing?”

			Again Irene stopped.

			“Would you like some Gluck? He used to write his mu­sic in a sun­lit garden, with a bottle of Rhine wine be­side him.”

			“Ah! yes. Let’s have Or­feo.” Round about him now were fields of gold and sil­ver flowers, white forms sway­ing in the sun­light, bright birds fly­ing to and fro. All was sum­mer. Linger­ing waves of sweet­ness and re­gret flooded his soul. Some ci­gar ash dropped, and tak­ing out a silk handker­chief to brush it off, he in­haled a mingled scent as of snuff and eau de co­logne. “Ah!” he thought, “In­di­an sum­mer—that’s all!” and he said: “You haven’t played me ‘Che Faro.’ ”

			She did not an­swer; did not move. He was con­scious of some­thing—some strange up­set. Sud­denly he saw her rise and turn away, and a pang of re­morse shot through him. What a clumsy chap! Like Orph­eus, she of course—she too was look­ing for her lost one in the hall of memory! And dis­turbed to the heart, he got up from his chair. She had gone to the great win­dow at the far end. Gingerly he fol­lowed. Her hands were fol­ded over her breast; he could just see her cheek, very white. And, quite emo­tion­al­ized, he said:

			“There, there, my love!” The words had es­caped him mech­an­ic­ally, for they were those he used to Holly when she had a pain, but their ef­fect was in­stant­an­eously dis­tress­ing. She raised her arms, covered her face with them, and wept.

			Old Joly­on stood gaz­ing at her with eyes very deep from age. The pas­sion­ate shame she seemed feel­ing at her aban­don­ment, so un­like the con­trol and quiet­ude of her whole pres­ence was as if she had nev­er be­fore broken down in the pres­ence of an­oth­er be­ing.

			“There, there—there, there!” he mur­mured, and put­ting his hand out rev­er­ently, touched her. She turned, and leaned the arms which covered her face against him. Old Joly­on stood very still, keep­ing one thin hand on her shoulder. Let her cry her heart out—it would do her good.

			And the dog Balthas­ar, puzzled, sat down on his stern to ex­am­ine them.

			The win­dow was still open, the cur­tains had not been drawn, the last of day­light from without mingled with faint in­tru­sion from the lamp with­in; there was a scent of new-mown grass. With the wis­dom of a long life old Joly­on did not speak. Even grief sobbed it­self out in time; only Time was good for sor­row—Time who saw the passing of each mood, each emo­tion in turn; Time the lay­er-to-rest. There came in­to his mind the words: “As panteth the hart after cool­ing streams”—but they were of no use to him. Then, con­scious of a scent of vi­ol­ets, he knew she was dry­ing her eyes. He put his chin for­ward, pressed his mous­tache against her fore­head, and felt her shake with a quiv­er­ing of her whole body, as of a tree which shakes it­self free of rain­drops. She put his hand to her lips, as if say­ing: “All over now! For­give me!”

			The kiss filled him with a strange com­fort; he led her back to where she had been so up­set. And the dog Balthas­ar, fol­low­ing, laid the bone of one of the cut­lets they had eaten at their feet.

			Anxious to ob­lit­er­ate the memory of that emo­tion, he could think of noth­ing bet­ter than china; and mov­ing with her slowly from cab­in­et to cab­in­et, he kept tak­ing up bits of Dresden and Lowest­oft and Chelsea, turn­ing them round and round with his thin, veined hands, whose skin, faintly freckled, had such an aged look.

			“I bought this at Job­son’s,” he would say; “cost me thirty pounds. It’s very old. That dog leaves his bones all over the place. This old ‘ship-bowl’ I picked up at the sale when that pre­cious rip, the Mar­quis, came to grief. But you don’t re­mem­ber. Here’s a nice piece of Chelsea. Now, what would you say this was?” And he was com­for­ted, feel­ing that, with her taste, she was tak­ing a real in­terest in these things; for, after all, noth­ing bet­ter com­poses the nerves than a doubt­ful piece of china.

			When the crunch of the car­riage wheels was heard at last, he said:

			“You must come again; you must come to lunch, then I can show you these by day­light, and my little sweet—she’s a dear little thing. This dog seems to have taken a fancy to you.”

			For Balthas­ar, feel­ing that she was about to leave, was rub­bing his side against her leg. Go­ing out un­der the porch with her, he said:

			“He’ll get you up in an hour and a quarter. Take this for your protégées,” and he slipped a cheque for fifty pounds in­to her hand. He saw her brightened eyes, and heard her mur­mur: “Oh! Uncle Joly­on!” and a real throb of pleas­ure went through him. That meant one or two poor creatures helped a little, and it meant that she would come again. He put his hand in at the win­dow and grasped hers once more. The car­riage rolled away. He stood look­ing at the moon and the shad­ows of the trees, and thought: “A sweet night! She—!”

		
	
		
			II

			Two days of rain, and sum­mer set in bland and sunny. Old Joly­on walked and talked with Holly. At first he felt taller and full of a new vigour; then he felt rest­less. Al­most every af­ter­noon they would enter the cop­pice, and walk as far as the log. “Well, she’s not there!” he would think, “of course not!” And he would feel a little short­er, and drag his feet walk­ing up the hill home, with his hand clapped to his left side. Now and then the thought would move in him: “Did she come—or did I dream it?” and he would stare at space, while the dog Balthas­ar stared at him. Of course she would not come again! He opened the let­ters from Spain with less ex­cite­ment. They were not re­turn­ing till Ju­ly; he felt, oddly, that he could bear it. Every day at din­ner he screwed up his eyes and looked at where she had sat. She was not there, so he un­screwed his eyes again.

			On the sev­enth af­ter­noon he thought: “I must go up and get some boots.” He ordered Beacon, and set out. Passing from Put­ney to­wards Hyde Park he re­flec­ted: “I might as well go to Chelsea and see her.” And he called out: “Just drive me to where you took that lady the oth­er night.” The coach­man turned his broad red face, and his juicy lips answered: “The lady in grey, sir?”

			“Yes, the lady in grey.” What oth­er ladies were there! Stodgy chap!

			The car­riage stopped be­fore a small three-stor­ied block of flats, stand­ing a little back from the river. With a prac­tised eye old Joly­on saw that they were cheap. “I should think about sixty pound a year,” he mused; and en­ter­ing, he looked at the name-board. The name “For­syte” was not on it, but against “First Floor, Flat C” were the words: “Mrs. Irene Her­on.” Ah! She had taken her maid­en name again! And some­how this pleased him. He went up­stairs slowly, feel­ing his side a little. He stood a mo­ment, be­fore ringing, to lose the feel­ing of drag and flut­ter­ing there. She would not be in! And then—Boots! The thought was black. What did he want with boots at his age? He could not wear out all those he had.

			“Your mis­tress at home?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Say Mr. Joly­on For­syte.”

			“Yes, sir, will you come this way?”

			Old Joly­on fol­lowed a very little maid—not more than six­teen one would say—in­to a very small draw­ing-room where the sun-blinds were drawn. It held a cot­tage pi­ano and little else save a vague fra­grance and good taste. He stood in the middle, with his top hat in his hand, and thought: “I ex­pect she’s very badly off!” There was a mir­ror above the fire­place, and he saw him­self re­flec­ted. An old-look­ing chap! He heard a rustle, and turned round. She was so close that his mous­tache al­most brushed her fore­head, just un­der her hair.

			“I was driv­ing up,” he said. “Thought I’d look in on you, and ask you how you got up the oth­er night.”

			And, see­ing her smile, he felt sud­denly re­lieved. She was really glad to see him, per­haps.

			“Would you like to put on your hat and come for a drive in the Park?”

			But while she was gone to put her hat on, he frowned. The Park! James and Emily! Mrs. Nich­olas, or some oth­er mem­ber of his pre­cious fam­ily would be there very likely, pran­cing up and down. And they would go and wag their tongues about hav­ing seen him with her, af­ter­wards. Bet­ter not! He did not wish to re­vive the echoes of the past on For­syte ’Change. He re­moved a white hair from the lapel of his closely-buttoned-up frock coat, and passed his hand over his cheeks, mous­tache, and square chin. It felt very hol­low there un­der the cheekbones. He had not been eat­ing much lately—he had bet­ter get that little whip­per­snap­per who at­ten­ded Holly to give him a ton­ic. But she had come back and when they were in the car­riage, he said:

			“Sup­pose we go and sit in Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens in­stead?” and ad­ded with a twinkle: “No pran­cing up and down there,” as if she had been in the secret of his thoughts.

			Leav­ing the car­riage, they entered those se­lect pre­cincts, and strolled to­wards the wa­ter.

			“You’ve gone back to your maid­en name, I see,” he said: “I’m not sorry.”

			She slipped her hand un­der his arm: “Has June for­giv­en me, Uncle Joly­on?”

			He answered gently: “Yes—yes; of course, why not?”

			“And have you?”

			“I? I for­gave you as soon as I saw how the land really lay.” And per­haps he had; his in­stinct had al­ways been to for­give the beau­ti­ful.

			She drew a deep breath. “I nev­er re­gret­ted—I couldn’t. Did you ever love very deeply, Uncle Joly­on?”

			At that strange ques­tion old Joly­on stared be­fore him. Had he? He did not seem to re­mem­ber that he ever had. But he did not like to say this to the young wo­man whose hand was touch­ing his arm, whose life was sus­pen­ded, as it were, by memory of a tra­gic love. And he thought: “If I had met you when I was young I—I might have made a fool of my­self, per­haps.” And a long­ing to es­cape in gen­er­al­it­ies be­set him.

			“Love’s a queer thing,” he said, “fatal thing of­ten. It was the Greeks—wasn’t it?—made love in­to a god­dess; they were right, I dare say, but then they lived in the Golden Age.”

			“Phil ad­ored them.”

			Phil! The word jarred him, for sud­denly—with his power to see all round a thing, he per­ceived why she was put­ting up with him like this. She wanted to talk about her lov­er! Well! If it was any pleas­ure to her! And he said: “Ah! There was a bit of the sculptor in him, I fancy.”

			“Yes. He loved bal­ance and sym­metry; he loved the whole­hearted way the Greeks gave them­selves to art.”

			Bal­ance! The chap had no bal­ance at all, if he re­membered; as for sym­metry—clean-built enough he was, no doubt; but those queer eyes of his, and high cheekbones—Sym­metry?

			“You’re of the Golden Age, too, Uncle Joly­on.”

			Old Joly­on looked round at her. Was she chaff­ing him? No, her eyes were soft as vel­vet. Was she flat­ter­ing him? But if so, why? There was noth­ing to be had out of an old chap like him.

			“Phil thought so. He used to say: ‘But I can nev­er tell him that I ad­mire him.’ ”

			Ah! There it was again. Her dead lov­er; her de­sire to talk of him! And he pressed her arm, half re­sent­ful of those memor­ies, half grate­ful, as if he re­cog­nised what a link they were between her­self and him.

			“He was a very tal­en­ted young fel­low,” he mur­mured. “It’s hot; I feel the heat nowadays. Let’s sit down.”

			They took two chairs be­neath a chest­nut tree whose broad leaves covered them from the peace­ful glory of the af­ter­noon. A pleas­ure to sit there and watch her, and feel that she liked to be with him. And the wish to in­crease that lik­ing, if he could, made him go on:

			“I ex­pect he showed you a side of him I nev­er saw. He’d be at his best with you. His ideas of art were a little new—to me”—he had stiffed the word “fangled.”

			“Yes: but he used to say you had a real sense of beauty.” Old Joly­on thought: “The dev­il he did!” but answered with a twinkle: “Well, I have, or I shouldn’t be sit­ting here with you.” She was fas­cin­at­ing when she smiled with her eyes, like that!

			“He thought you had one of those hearts that nev­er grow old. Phil had real in­sight.”

			He was not taken in by this flat­tery spoken out of the past, out of a long­ing to talk of her dead lov­er—not a bit; and yet it was pre­cious to hear, be­cause she pleased his eyes and heart which—quite true!—had nev­er grown old. Was that be­cause—un­like her and her dead lov­er, he had nev­er loved to des­per­a­tion, had al­ways kept his bal­ance, his sense of sym­metry. Well! It had left him power, at eighty-four, to ad­mire beauty. And he thought, “If I were a paint­er or a sculptor! But I’m an old chap. Make hay while the sun shines.”

			A couple with arms en­twined crossed on the grass be­fore them, at the edge of the shad­ow from their tree. The sun­light fell cruelly on their pale, squashed, un­kempt young faces. “We’re an ugly lot!” said old Joly­on sud­denly. “It amazes me to see how—love tri­umphs over that.”

			“Love tri­umphs over everything!”

			“The young think so,” he muttered.

			“Love has no age, no lim­it, and no death.”

			With that glow in her pale face, her breast heav­ing, her eyes so large and dark and soft, she looked like Venus come to life! But this ex­tra­vag­ance brought in­stant re­ac­tion, and, twink­ling, he said: “Well, if it had lim­its, we shouldn’t be born; for by George! it’s got a lot to put up with.”

			Then, re­mov­ing his top hat, he brushed it round with a cuff. The great clumsy thing heated his fore­head; in these days he of­ten got a rush of blood to the head—his cir­cu­la­tion was not what it had been.

			She still sat gaz­ing straight be­fore her, and sud­denly she mur­mured:

			“It’s strange enough that I’m alive.”

			Those words of Jo’s, “wild and lost” came back to him.

			“Ah!” he said: “my son saw you for a mo­ment—that day.”

			“Was it your son? I heard a voice in the hall; I thought for a second it was—Phil.”

			Old Joly­on saw her lips tremble. She put her hand over them, took it away again, and went on calmly: “That night I went to the Em­bank­ment; a wo­man caught me by the dress. She told me about her­self. When one knows that oth­ers suf­fer, one’s ashamed.”

			“One of those?”

			She nod­ded, and hor­ror stirred with­in old Joly­on, the hor­ror of one who has nev­er known a struggle with des­per­a­tion. Al­most against his will he muttered: “Tell me, won’t you?”

			“I didn’t care wheth­er I lived or died. When you’re like that, Fate ceases to want to kill you. She took care of me three days—she nev­er left me. I had no money. That’s why I do what I can for them, now.”

			But old Joly­on was think­ing: “No money!” What fate could com­pare with that? Every oth­er was in­volved in it.

			“I wish you had come to me,” he said. “Why didn’t you?” But Irene did not an­swer.

			“Be­cause my name was For­syte, I sup­pose? Or was it June who kept you away? How are you get­ting on now?” His eyes in­vol­un­tar­ily swept her body. Per­haps even now she was—! And yet she wasn’t thin—not really!

			“Oh! with my fifty pounds a year, I make just enough.” The an­swer did not re­as­sure him; he had lost con­fid­ence. And that fel­low Soames! But his sense of justice stifled con­dem­na­tion. No, she would cer­tainly have died rather than take an­oth­er penny from him. Soft as she looked, there must be strength in her some­where—strength and fi­del­ity. But what busi­ness had young Bosin­ney to have got run over and left her stran­ded like this!

			“Well, you must come to me now,” he said, “for any­thing you want, or I shall be quite cut up.” And put­ting on his hat, he rose. “Let’s go and get some tea. I told that lazy chap to put the horses up for an hour, and come for me at your place. We’ll take a cab presently; I can’t walk as I used to.”

			He en­joyed that stroll to the Kens­ing­ton end of the gar­dens—the sound of her voice, the glan­cing of her eyes, the subtle beauty of a charm­ing form mov­ing be­side him. He en­joyed their tea at Ruffel’s in the High Street, and came out thence with a great box of chocol­ates swung on his little fin­ger. He en­joyed the drive back to Chelsea in a hansom, smoking his ci­gar. She had prom­ised to come down next Sunday and play to him again, and already in thought he was pluck­ing carna­tions and early roses for her to carry back to town. It was a pleas­ure to give her a little pleas­ure, if it were pleas­ure from an old chap like him! The car­riage was already there when they ar­rived. Just like that fel­low, who was al­ways late when he was wanted! Old Joly­on went in for a minute to say good­bye. The little dark hall of the flat was im­preg­nated with a dis­agree­able odour of patchouli, and on a bench against the wall—its only fur­niture—he saw a fig­ure sit­ting. He heard Irene say softly: “Just one minute.” In the little draw­ing-room when the door was shut, he asked gravely: “One of your protégées?”

			“Yes. Now thanks to you, I can do some­thing for her.”

			He stood, star­ing, and strok­ing that chin whose strength had frightened so many in its time. The idea of her thus ac­tu­ally in con­tact with this out­cast grieved and frightened him. What could she do for them? Noth­ing. Only soil and make trouble for her­self, per­haps. And he said: “Take care, my dear! The world puts the worst con­struc­tion on everything.”

			“I know that.”

			He was abashed by her quiet smile. “Well then—Sunday,” he mur­mured: “Good­bye.”

			She put her cheek for­ward for him to kiss.

			“Good­bye,” he said again; “take care of your­self.” And he went out, not look­ing to­wards the fig­ure on the bench. He drove home by way of Ham­mer­smith; that he might stop at a place he knew of and tell them to send her in two dozen of their best Bur­gundy. She must want pick­ing-up some­times! Only in Rich­mond Park did he re­mem­ber that he had gone up to or­der him­self some boots, and was sur­prised that he could have had so paltry an idea.

		
	
		
			III

			The little spir­its of the past which throng an old man’s days had nev­er pushed their faces up to his so sel­dom as in the sev­enty hours elapsing be­fore Sunday came. The spir­it of the fu­ture, with the charm of the un­known, put up her lips in­stead. Old Joly­on was not rest­less now, and paid no vis­its to the log, be­cause she was com­ing to lunch. There is won­der­ful fi­nal­ity about a meal; it re­moves a world of doubts, for no one misses meals ex­cept for reas­ons bey­ond con­trol. He played many games with Holly on the lawn, pitch­ing them up to her who was bat­ting so as to be ready to bowl to Jolly in the hol­i­days. For she was not a For­syte, but Jolly was—and For­sytes al­ways bat, un­til they have resigned and reached the age of eighty-five. The dog Balthas­ar, in at­tend­ance, lay on the ball as of­ten as he could, and the page­boy fielded, till his face was like the har­vest moon. And be­cause the time was get­ting short­er, each day was longer and more golden than the last. On Fri­day night he took a liv­er pill, his side hurt him rather, and though it was not the liv­er side, there is no rem­edy like that. Any­one telling him that he had found a new ex­cite­ment in life and that ex­cite­ment was not good for him, would have been met by one of those steady and rather de­fi­ant looks of his deep-set iron-grey eyes, which seemed to say: “I know my own busi­ness best.” He al­ways had and al­ways would.

			On Sunday morn­ing, when Holly had gone with her gov­erness to church, he vis­ited the straw­berry beds. There, ac­com­pan­ied by the dog Balthas­ar, he ex­amined the plants nar­rowly and suc­ceeded in find­ing at least two dozen ber­ries which were really ripe. Stoop­ing was not good for him, and he be­came very dizzy and red in the fore­head. Hav­ing placed the straw­ber­ries in a dish on the din­ing-table, he washed his hands and bathed his fore­head with eau de co­logne. There, be­fore the mir­ror, it oc­curred to him that he was thin­ner. What a “thread­pa­per” he had been when he was young! It was nice to be slim—he could not bear a fat chap; and yet per­haps his cheeks were too thin! She was to ar­rive by train at half-past twelve and walk up, en­ter­ing from the road past Drage’s farm at the far end of the cop­pice. And, hav­ing looked in­to June’s room to see that there was hot wa­ter ready, he set forth to meet her, leis­urely, for his heart was beat­ing. The air smelled sweet, larks sang, and the Grand Stand at Ep­som was vis­ible. A per­fect day! On just such a one, no doubt, six years ago, Soames had brought young Bosin­ney down with him to look at the site be­fore they began to build. It was Bosin­ney who had pitched on the ex­act spot for the house—as June had of­ten told him. In these days he was think­ing much about that young fel­low, as if his spir­it were really haunt­ing the field of his last work, on the chance of see­ing—her. Bosin­ney—the one man who had pos­sessed her heart, to whom she had giv­en her whole self with rap­ture! At his age one could not, of course, ima­gine such things, but there stirred in him a queer vague aching—as it were the ghost of an im­per­son­al jeal­ousy; and a feel­ing, too, more gen­er­ous, of pity for that love so early lost. All over in a few poor months! Well, well! He looked at his watch be­fore en­ter­ing the cop­pice—only a quarter past, twenty-five minutes to wait! And then, turn­ing the corner of the path, he saw her ex­actly where he had seen her the first time, on the log; and real­ised that she must have come by the earli­er train to sit there alone for a couple of hours at least. Two hours of her so­ci­ety missed! What memory could make that log so dear to her? His face showed what he was think­ing, for she said at once:

			“For­give me, Uncle Joly­on; it was here that I first knew.”

			“Yes, yes; there it is for you whenev­er you like. You’re look­ing a little Londony; you’re giv­ing too many les­sons.”

			That she should have to give les­sons wor­ried him. Les­sons to a par­cel of young girls thump­ing out scales with their thick fin­gers.

			“Where do you go to give them?” he asked.

			“They’re mostly Jew­ish fam­il­ies, luck­ily.”

			Old Joly­on stared; to all For­sytes Jews seem strange and doubt­ful.

			“They love mu­sic, and they’re very kind.”

			“They had bet­ter be, by George!” He took her arm—his side al­ways hurt him a little go­ing up­hill—and said:

			“Did you ever see any­thing like those but­ter­cups? They came like that in a night.”

			Her eyes seemed really to fly over the field, like bees after the flowers and the honey. “I wanted you to see them—wouldn’t let them turn the cows in yet.” Then, re­mem­ber­ing that she had come to talk about Bosin­ney, he poin­ted to the clock-tower over the stables:

			“I ex­pect he wouldn’t have let me put that there—had no no­tion of time, if I re­mem­ber.”

			But, press­ing his arm to her, she talked of flowers in­stead, and he knew it was done that he might not feel she came be­cause of her dead lov­er.

			“The best flower I can show you,” he said, with a sort of tri­umph, “is my little sweet. She’ll be back from Church dir­ectly. There’s some­thing about her which re­minds me a little of you,” and it did not seem to him pe­cu­li­ar that he had put it thus, in­stead of say­ing: “There’s some­thing about you which re­minds me a little of her.” Ah! And here she was!

			Holly, fol­lowed closely by her eld­erly French gov­erness, whose di­ges­tion had been ruined twenty-two years ago in the siege of Stras­bourg, came rush­ing to­wards them from un­der the oak tree. She stopped about a dozen yards away, to pat Balthas­ar and pre­tend that this was all she had in her mind. Old Joly­on, who knew bet­ter, said:

			“Well, my darling, here’s the lady in grey I prom­ised you.”

			Holly raised her­self and looked up. He watched the two of them with a twinkle, Irene smil­ing, Holly be­gin­ning with grave in­quiry, passing in­to a shy smile too, and then to some­thing deep­er. She had a sense of beauty, that child—knew what was what! He en­joyed the sight of the kiss between them.

			“Mrs. Her­on, Mam’zelle Beauce. Well, Mam’zelle—good ser­mon?”

			For, now that he had not much more time be­fore him, the only part of the ser­vice con­nec­ted with this world ab­sorbed what in­terest in church re­mained to him. Mam’zelle Beauce stretched out a spidery hand clad in a black kid glove—she had been in the best fam­il­ies—and the rather sad eyes of her lean yel­low­ish face seemed to ask: “Are you well-brrred?” Whenev­er Holly or Jolly did any­thing un­pleas­ing to her—a not un­com­mon oc­cur­rence—she would say to them: “The little Tayleurs nev­er did that—they were such well-brrred little chil­dren.” Jolly hated the little Tayleurs; Holly wondered dread­fully how it was she fell so short of them. “A thin rum little soul,” old Joly­on thought her—Mam’zelle Beauce.

			Lunch­eon was a suc­cess­ful meal, the mush­rooms which he him­self had picked in the mush­room house, his chosen straw­ber­ries, and an­oth­er bottle of the Stein­berg cab­in­et filled him with a cer­tain aro­mat­ic spir­itu­al­ity, and a con­vic­tion that he would have a touch of eczema to­mor­row.

			After lunch they sat un­der the oak tree drink­ing Turk­ish cof­fee. It was no mat­ter of grief to him when Ma­demois­elle Beauce with­drew to write her Sunday let­ter to her sis­ter, whose fu­ture had been en­dangered in the past by swal­low­ing a pin—an event held up daily in warn­ing to the chil­dren to eat slowly and di­gest what they had eaten. At the foot of the bank, on a car­riage rug, Holly and the dog Balthas­ar teased and loved each oth­er, and in the shade old Joly­on with his legs crossed and his ci­gar lux­uri­ously sa­voured, gazed at Irene sit­ting in the swing. A light, vaguely sway­ing, grey fig­ure with a fleck of sun­light here and there upon it, lips just opened, eyes dark and soft un­der lids a little drooped. She looked con­tent; surely it did her good to come and see him! The selfish­ness of age had not set its prop­er grip on him, for he could still feel pleas­ure in the pleas­ure of oth­ers, real­ising that what he wanted, though much, was not quite all that mattered.

			“It’s quiet here,” he said; “you mustn’t come down if you find it dull. But it’s a pleas­ure to see you. My little sweet is the only face which gives me any pleas­ure, ex­cept yours.”

			From her smile he knew that she was not bey­ond lik­ing to be ap­pre­ci­ated, and this re­as­sured him. “That’s not hum­bug,” he said. “I nev­er told a wo­man I ad­mired her when I didn’t. In fact I don’t know when I’ve told a wo­man I ad­mired her, ex­cept my wife in the old days; and wives are funny.” He was si­lent, but re­sumed ab­ruptly:

			“She used to ex­pect me to say it more of­ten than I felt it, and there we were.” Her face looked mys­ter­i­ously troubled, and, afraid that he had said some­thing pain­ful, he hur­ried on: “When my little sweet mar­ries, I hope she’ll find someone who knows what wo­men feel. I shan’t be here to see it, but there’s too much topsy-turvy­dom in mar­riage; I don’t want her to pitch up against that.” And, aware that he had made bad worse, he ad­ded: “That dog will scratch.”

			A si­lence fol­lowed. Of what was she think­ing, this pretty creature whose life was spoiled; who had done with love, and yet was made for love? Some day when he was gone, per­haps, she would find an­oth­er mate—not so dis­orderly as that young fel­low who had got him­self run over. Ah! but her hus­band?

			“Does Soames nev­er trouble you?” he asked.

			She shook her head. Her face had closed up sud­denly. For all her soft­ness there was some­thing ir­re­con­cil­able about her. And a glimpse of light on the in­ex­or­able nature of sex an­ti­path­ies strayed in­to a brain which, be­long­ing to early Vic­tori­an civil­isa­tion—so much older than this of his old age—had nev­er thought about such prim­it­ive things.

			“That’s a com­fort,” he said. “You can see the Grand Stand today. Shall we take a turn round?”

			Through the flower and fruit garden, against whose high out­er walls peach trees and nec­tar­ines were trained to the sun, through the stables, the vinery, the mush­room house, the as­paragus beds, the rosery, the sum­mer­house, he con­duc­ted her—even in­to the kit­chen garden to see the tiny green peas which Holly loved to scoop out of their pods with her fin­ger, and lick up from the palm of her little brown hand. Many de­light­ful things he showed her, while Holly and the dog Balthas­ar danced ahead, or came to them at in­ter­vals for at­ten­tion. It was one of the hap­pi­est af­ter­noons he had ever spent, but it tired him and he was glad to sit down in the mu­sic room and let her give him tea. A spe­cial little friend of Holly’s had come in—a fair child with short hair like a boy’s. And the two spor­ted in the dis­tance, un­der the stairs, on the stairs, and up in the gal­lery. Old Joly­on begged for Chop­in. She played stud­ies, mazur­kas, waltzes, till the two chil­dren, creep­ing near, stood at the foot of the pi­ano—their dark and golden heads bent for­ward, listen­ing. Old Joly­on watched.

			“Let’s see you dance, you two!”

			Shyly, with a false start, they began. Bob­bing and circ­ling, earn­est, not very adroit, they went past and past his chair to the strains of that waltz. He watched them and the face of her who was play­ing turned smil­ing to­wards those little dan­cers think­ing:

			“Sweetest pic­ture I’ve seen for ages.”

			A voice said:

			“Hollee! Mais en­fin—qu’est-ce que tu fais la—danser, le di­manche! Vi­ens, donc!”

			But the chil­dren came close to old Joly­on, know­ing that he would save them, and gazed in­to a face which was de­cidedly “caught out.”

			“Bet­ter the day, bet­ter the deed, Mam’zelle. It’s all my do­ing. Trot along, chicks, and have your tea.”

			And, when they were gone, fol­lowed by the dog Balthas­ar, who took every meal, he looked at Irene with a twinkle and said:

			“Well, there we are! Aren’t they sweet? Have you any little ones among your pu­pils?”

			“Yes, three—two of them darlings.”

			“Pretty?”

			“Lovely!”

			Old Joly­on sighed; he had an in­sa­ti­able ap­pet­ite for the very young. “My little sweet,” he said, “is de­voted to mu­sic; she’ll be a mu­si­cian some day. You wouldn’t give me your opin­ion of her play­ing, I sup­pose?”

			“Of course I will.”

			“You wouldn’t like—” but he stifled the words “to give her les­sons.” The idea that she gave les­sons was un­pleas­ant to him; yet it would mean that he would see her reg­u­larly. She left the pi­ano and came over to his chair.

			“I would like, very much; but there is—June. When are they com­ing back?”

			Old Joly­on frowned. “Not till the middle of next month. What does that mat­ter?”

			“You said June had for­giv­en me; but she could nev­er for­get, Uncle Joly­on.”

			For­get! She must for­get, if he wanted her to.

			But as if an­swer­ing, Irene shook her head. “You know she couldn’t; one doesn’t for­get.”

			Al­ways that wretched past! And he said with a sort of vexed fi­nal­ity:

			“Well, we shall see.”

			He talked to her an hour or more, of the chil­dren, and a hun­dred little things, till the car­riage came round to take her home. And when she had gone he went back to his chair, and sat there smooth­ing his face and chin, dream­ing over the day.

			That even­ing after din­ner he went to his study and took a sheet of pa­per. He stayed for some minutes without writ­ing, then rose and stood un­der the mas­ter­piece Dutch Fish­ing Boats at Sun­set. He was not think­ing of that pic­ture, but of his life. He was go­ing to leave her some­thing in his will; noth­ing could so have stirred the stilly deeps of thought and memory. He was go­ing to leave her a por­tion of his wealth, of his as­pir­a­tions, deeds, qual­it­ies, work—all that had made that wealth; go­ing to leave her, too, a part of all he had missed in life, by his sane and steady pur­suit of wealth. All! What had he missed? Dutch Fish­ing Boats re­spon­ded blankly; he crossed to the French win­dow, and draw­ing the cur­tain aside, opened it. A wind had got up, and one of last year’s oak leaves which had some­how sur­vived the garden­er’s brooms, was drag­ging it­self with a tiny click­ing rustle along the stone ter­race in the twi­light. Ex­cept for that it was very quiet out there, and he could smell the he­lio­trope watered not long since. A bat went by. A bird uttered its last cheep. And right above the oak tree the first star shone. Faust in the op­era had bartered his soul for some fresh years of youth. Mor­bid no­tion! No such bar­gain was pos­sible, that was real tragedy! No mak­ing one­self new again for love or life or any­thing. Noth­ing left to do but en­joy beauty from afar off while you could, and leave it some­thing in your will. But how much? And, as if he could not make that cal­cu­la­tion look­ing out in­to the mild free­dom of the coun­try night, he turned back and went up to the chim­neypiece. There were his pet bronzes—a Cleo­patra with the asp at her breast; a So­crates; a grey­hound play­ing with her puppy; a strong man rein­ing in some horses. “They last!” he thought, and a pang went through his heart. They had a thou­sand years of life be­fore them!

			“How much?” Well! enough at all events to save her get­ting old be­fore her time, to keep the lines out of her face as long as pos­sible, and grey from soil­ing that bright hair. He might live an­oth­er five years. She would be well over thirty by then. “How much?” She had none of his blood in her! In loy­alty to the ten­or of his life for forty years and more, ever since he mar­ried and foun­ded that mys­ter­i­ous thing, a fam­ily, came this warn­ing thought—None of his blood, no right to any­thing! It was a lux­ury then, this no­tion. An ex­tra­vag­ance, a pet­ting of an old man’s whim, one of those things done in dot­age. His real fu­ture was ves­ted in those who had his blood, in whom he would live on when he was gone. He turned away from the bronzes and stood look­ing at the old leath­er chair in which he had sat and smoked so many hun­dreds of ci­gars. And sud­denly he seemed to see her sit­ting there in her grey dress, fra­grant, soft, dark-eyed, grace­ful, look­ing up at him. Why! She cared noth­ing for him, really; all she cared for was that lost lov­er of hers. But she was there, wheth­er she would or no, giv­ing him pleas­ure with her beauty and grace. One had no right to in­flict an old man’s com­pany, no right to ask her down to play to him and let him look at her—for no re­ward! Pleas­ure must be paid for in this world. “How much?” After all, there was plenty; his son and his three grand­chil­dren would nev­er miss that little lump. He had made it him­self, nearly every penny; he could leave it where he liked, al­low him­self this little pleas­ure. He went back to the bur­eau. “Well, I’m go­ing to,” he thought, “let them think what they like. I’m go­ing to!” And he sat down.

			“How much?” Ten thou­sand, twenty thou­sand—how much? If only with his money he could buy one year, one month of youth. And startled by that thought, he wrote quickly:

			
				“Dear Her­ring—Draw me a co­di­cil to this ef­fect: ‘I leave to my niece Irene For­syte, born Irene Her­on, by which name she now goes, fif­teen thou­sand pounds free of leg­acy duty.’

				
					“Yours faith­fully,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			When he had sealed and stamped the en­vel­ope, he went back to the win­dow and drew in a long breath. It was dark, but many stars shone now.

		
	
		
			IV

			He woke at half-past two, an hour which long ex­per­i­ence had taught him brings pan­ic in­tens­ity to all awk­ward thoughts. Ex­per­i­ence had also taught him that a fur­ther wak­ing at the prop­er hour of eight showed the folly of such pan­ic. On this par­tic­u­lar morn­ing the thought which gathered rap­id mo­mentum was that if he be­came ill, at his age not im­prob­able, he would not see her. From this it was but a step to real­isa­tion that he would be cut off, too, when his son and June re­turned from Spain. How could he jus­ti­fy de­sire for the com­pany of one who had stolen—early morn­ing does not mince words—June’s lov­er? That lov­er was dead; but June was a stub­born little thing; warm­hearted, but stub­born as wood, and—quite true—not one who for­got! By the middle of next month they would be back. He had barely five weeks left to en­joy the new in­terest which had come in­to what re­mained of his life. Dark­ness showed up to him ab­surdly clear the nature of his feel­ing. Ad­mir­a­tion for beauty—a crav­ing to see that which de­lighted his eyes.

			Pre­pos­ter­ous, at his age! And yet—what oth­er reas­on was there for ask­ing June to un­der­go such pain­ful re­mind­er, and how pre­vent his son and his son’s wife from think­ing him very queer? He would be re­duced to sneak­ing up to Lon­don, which tired him; and the least in­dis­pos­i­tion would cut him off even from that. He lay with eyes open, set­ting his jaw against the pro­spect, and call­ing him­self an old fool, while his heart beat loudly, and then seemed to stop beat­ing al­to­geth­er. He had seen the dawn light­ing the win­dow chinks, heard the birds chirp and twit­ter, and the cocks crow, be­fore he fell asleep again, and awoke tired but sane. Five weeks be­fore he need both­er, at his age an etern­ity! But that early morn­ing pan­ic had left its mark, had slightly fevered the will of one who had al­ways had his own way. He would see her as of­ten as he wished! Why not go up to town and make that co­di­cil at his so­li­cit­or’s in­stead of writ­ing about it; she might like to go to the op­era! But, by train, for he would not have that fat chap Beacon grin­ning be­hind his back. Ser­vants were such fools; and, as likely as not, they had known all the past his­tory of Irene and young Bosin­ney—ser­vants knew everything, and sus­pec­ted the rest. He wrote to her that morn­ing:

			
				“My Dear Irene—I have to be up in town to­mor­row. If you would like to have a look in at the op­era, come and dine with me quietly. …”

			

			But where? It was dec­ades since he had dined any­where in Lon­don save at his Club or at a private house. Ah! that new­fangled place close to Cov­ent Garden. …

			
				“Let me have a line to­mor­row morn­ing to the Pied­mont Hotel wheth­er to ex­pect you there at 7 o’clock.

				
					“Yours af­fec­tion­ately,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			She would un­der­stand that he just wanted to give her a little pleas­ure; for the idea that she should guess he had this itch to see her was in­stinct­ively un­pleas­ant to him; it was not seemly that one so old should go out of his way to see beauty, es­pe­cially in a wo­man.

			The jour­ney next day, short though it was, and the vis­it to his law­yer’s, tired him. It was hot too, and after dress­ing for din­ner he lay down on the sofa in his bed­room to rest a little. He must have had a sort of faint­ing fit, for he came to him­self feel­ing very queer; and with some dif­fi­culty rose and rang the bell. Why! it was past sev­en! And there he was and she would be wait­ing. But sud­denly the dizzi­ness came on again, and he was ob­liged to re­lapse on the sofa. He heard the maid’s voice say:

			“Did you ring, sir?”

			“Yes, come here”; he could not see her clearly, for the cloud in front of his eyes. “I’m not well, I want some sal volat­ile.”

			“Yes, sir.” Her voice soun­ded frightened.

			Old Joly­on made an ef­fort.

			“Don’t go. Take this mes­sage to my niece—a lady wait­ing in the hall—a lady in grey. Say Mr. For­syte is not well—the heat. He is very sorry; if he is not down dir­ectly, she is not to wait din­ner.”

			When she was gone, he thought feebly: “Why did I say a lady in grey—she may be in any­thing. Sal volat­ile!” He did not go off again, yet was not con­scious of how Irene came to be stand­ing be­side him, hold­ing smelling salts to his nose, and push­ing a pil­low up be­hind his head. He heard her say anxiously: “Dear Uncle Joly­on, what is it?” was dimly con­scious of the soft pres­sure of her lips on his hand; then drew a long breath of smelling salts, sud­denly dis­covered strength in them, and sneezed.

			“Ha!” he said, “it’s noth­ing. How did you get here? Go down and dine—the tick­ets are on the dress­ing-table. I shall be all right in a minute.”

			He felt her cool hand on his fore­head, smelled vi­ol­ets, and sat di­vided between a sort of pleas­ure and a de­term­in­a­tion to be all right.

			“Why! You are in grey!” he said. “Help me up.” Once on his feet he gave him­self a shake.

			“What busi­ness had I to go off like that!” And he moved very slowly to the glass. What a ca­da­ver­ous chap! Her voice, be­hind him, mur­mured:

			“You mustn’t come down, Uncle; you must rest.”

			“Fid­dle­sticks! A glass of cham­pagne’ll soon set me to rights. I can’t have you miss­ing the op­era.”

			But the jour­ney down the cor­ridor was trouble­some. What car­pets they had in these new­fangled places, so thick that you tripped up in them at every step! In the lift he no­ticed how con­cerned she looked, and said with the ghost of a twinkle:

			“I’m a pretty host.”

			When the lift stopped he had to hold firmly to the seat to pre­vent its slip­ping un­der him; but after soup and a glass of cham­pagne he felt much bet­ter, and began to en­joy an in­firm­ity which had brought such so­li­citude in­to her man­ner to­wards him.

			“I should have liked you for a daugh­ter,” he said sud­denly; and watch­ing the smile in her eyes, went on:

			“You mustn’t get wrapped up in the past at your time of life; plenty of that when you get to my age. That’s a nice dress—I like the style.”

			“I made it my­self.”

			Ah! A wo­man who could make her­self a pretty frock had not lost her in­terest in life.

			“Make hay while the sun shines,” he said; “and drink that up. I want to see some col­our in your cheeks. We mustn’t waste life; it doesn’t do. There’s a new Mar­guer­ite to­night; let’s hope she won’t be fat. And Mephisto—any­thing more dread­ful than a fat chap play­ing the Dev­il I can’t ima­gine.”

			But they did not go to the op­era after all, for in get­ting up from din­ner the dizzi­ness came over him again, and she in­sisted on his stay­ing quiet and go­ing to bed early. When he par­ted from her at the door of the hotel, hav­ing paid the cab­man to drive her to Chelsea, he sat down again for a mo­ment to en­joy the memory of her words: “You are such a darling to me, Uncle Joly­on!” Why! Who wouldn’t be! He would have liked to stay up an­oth­er day and take her to the Zoo, but two days run­ning of him would bore her to death. No, he must wait till next Sunday; she had prom­ised to come then. They would settle those les­sons for Holly, if only for a month. It would be some­thing. That little Mam’zelle Beauce wouldn’t like it, but she would have to lump it. And crush­ing his old op­era hat against his chest he sought the lift.

			He drove to Wa­ter­loo next morn­ing, strug­gling with a de­sire to say: “Drive me to Chelsea.” But his sense of pro­por­tion was too strong. Be­sides, he still felt shaky, and did not want to risk an­oth­er ab­er­ra­tion like that of last night, away from home. Holly, too, was ex­pect­ing him, and what he had in his bag for her. Not that there was any cup­board love in his little sweet—she was a bundle of af­fec­tion. Then, with the rather bit­ter cyn­icism of the old, he wondered for a second wheth­er it was not cup­board love which made Irene put up with him. No, she was not that sort either. She had, if any­thing, too little no­tion of how to but­ter her bread, no sense of prop­erty, poor thing! Be­sides, he had not breathed a word about that co­di­cil, nor should he—suf­fi­cient un­to the day was the good there­of.

			In the vic­tor­ia which met him at the sta­tion Holly was re­strain­ing the dog Balthas­ar, and their caresses made “jubey” his drive home. All the rest of that fine hot day and most of the next he was con­tent and peace­ful, re­pos­ing in the shade, while the long linger­ing sun­shine showered gold on the lawns and the flowers. But on Thursday even­ing at his lonely din­ner he began to count the hours; sixty-five till he would go down to meet her again in the little cop­pice, and walk up through the fields at her side. He had in­ten­ded to con­sult the doc­tor about his faint­ing fit, but the fel­low would be sure to in­sist on quiet, no ex­cite­ment and all that; and he did not mean to be tied by the leg, did not want to be told of an in­firm­ity—if there were one, could not af­ford to hear of it at his time of life, now that this new in­terest had come. And he care­fully avoided mak­ing any men­tion of it in a let­ter to his son. It would only bring them back with a run! How far this si­lence was due to con­sid­er­a­tion for their pleas­ure, how far to re­gard for his own, he did not pause to con­sider.

			That night in his study he had just fin­ished his ci­gar and was doz­ing off, when he heard the rustle of a gown, and was con­scious of a scent of vi­ol­ets. Open­ing his eyes he saw her, dressed in grey, stand­ing by the fire­place, hold­ing out her arms. The odd thing was that, though those arms seemed to hold noth­ing, they were curved as if round someone’s neck, and her own neck was bent back, her lips open, her eyes closed. She van­ished at once, and there were the man­tel­piece and his bronzes. But those bronzes and the man­tel­piece had not been there when she was, only the fire­place and the wall! Shaken and troubled, he got up. “I must take medi­cine,” he thought; “I can’t be well.” His heart beat too fast, he had an asth­mat­ic feel­ing in the chest; and go­ing to the win­dow, he opened it to get some air. A dog was bark­ing far away, one of the dogs at Gage’s farm no doubt, bey­ond the cop­pice. A beau­ti­ful still night, but dark. “I dropped off,” he mused, “that’s it! And yet I’ll swear my eyes were open!” A sound like a sigh seemed to an­swer.

			“What’s that?” he said sharply, “who’s there?”

			Put­ting his hand to his side to still the beat­ing of his heart, he stepped out on the ter­race. Some­thing soft scur­ried by in the dark. “Shoo!” It was that great grey cat. “Young Bosin­ney was like a great cat!” he thought. “It was him in there, that she—that she was—He’s got her still!” He walked to the edge of the ter­race, and looked down in­to the dark­ness; he could just see the pow­der­ing of the dais­ies on the un­mown lawn. Here today and gone to­mor­row! And there came the moon, who saw all, young and old, alive and dead, and didn’t care a dump! His own turn soon. For a single day of youth he would give what was left! And he turned again to­wards the house. He could see the win­dows of the night nurs­ery up there. His little sweet would be asleep. “Hope that dog won’t wake her!” he thought. “What is it makes us love, and makes us die! I must go to bed.”

			And across the ter­race stones, grow­ing grey in the moon­light, he passed back with­in.

		
	
		
			V

			How should an old man live his days if not in dream­ing of his well-spent past? In that, at all events, there is no agit­at­ing warmth, only pale winter sun­shine. The shell can with­stand the gentle beat­ing of the dy­namos of memory. The present he should dis­trust; the fu­ture shun. From be­neath thick shade he should watch the sun­light creep­ing at his toes. If there be sun of sum­mer, let him not go out in­to it, mis­tak­ing it for the In­di­an-sum­mer sun! Thus perad­ven­ture he shall de­cline softly, slowly, im­per­cept­ibly, un­til im­pa­tient Nature clutches his wind­pipe and he gasps away to death some early morn­ing be­fore the world is aired, and they put on his tomb­stone: “In the full­ness of years!” yea! If he pre­serve his prin­ciples in per­fect or­der, a For­syte may live on long after he is dead.

			Old Joly­on was con­scious of all this, and yet there was in him that which tran­scen­ded For­syteism. For it is writ­ten that a For­syte shall not love beauty more than reas­on; nor his own way more than his own health. And some­thing beat with­in him in these days that with each throb fret­ted at the thin­ning shell. His saga­city knew this, but it knew too that he could not stop that beat­ing, nor would if he could. And yet, if you had told him he was liv­ing on his cap­it­al, he would have stared you down. No, no; a man did not live on his cap­it­al; it was not done! The shib­boleths of the past are ever more real than the ac­tu­al­it­ies of the present. And he, to whom liv­ing on one’s cap­it­al had al­ways been ana­thema, could not have borne to have ap­plied so gross a phrase to his own case. Pleas­ure is health­ful; beauty good to see; to live again in the youth of the young—and what else on earth was he do­ing!

			Meth­od­ic­ally, as had been the way of his whole life, he now ar­ranged his time. On Tues­days he jour­neyed up to town by train; Irene came and dined with him. And they went to the op­era. On Thursdays he drove to town, and, put­ting that fat chap and his horses up, met her in Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens, pick­ing up the car­riage after he had left her, and driv­ing home again in time for din­ner. He threw out the cas­u­al for­mula that he had busi­ness in Lon­don on those two days. On Wed­nes­days and Sat­urdays she came down to give Holly mu­sic les­sons. The great­er the pleas­ure he took in her so­ci­ety, the more scru­pu­lously fas­ti­di­ous he be­came, just a mat­ter-of-fact and friendly uncle. Not even in feel­ing, really, was he more—for, after all, there was his age. And yet, if she were late he fid­geted him­self to death. If she missed com­ing, which happened twice, his eyes grew sad as an old dog’s, and he failed to sleep.

			And so a month went by—a month of sum­mer in the fields, and in his heart, with sum­mer’s heat and the fa­tigue there­of. Who could have be­lieved a few weeks back that he would have looked for­ward to his son’s and his grand­daugh­ter’s re­turn with some­thing like dread! There was such a de­li­cious free­dom, such re­cov­ery of that in­de­pend­ence a man en­joys be­fore he founds a fam­ily, about these weeks of lovely weath­er, and this new com­pan­ion­ship with one who de­man­ded noth­ing, and re­mained al­ways a little un­known, re­tain­ing the fas­cin­a­tion of mys­tery. It was like a draught of wine to him who has been drink­ing wa­ter for so long that he has al­most for­got­ten the stir wine brings to his blood, the nar­cot­ic to his brain. The flowers were col­oured bright­er, scents and mu­sic and the sun­light had a liv­ing value—were no longer mere re­mind­ers of past en­joy­ment. There was some­thing now to live for which stirred him con­tinu­ally to an­ti­cip­a­tion. He lived in that, not in ret­ro­spec­tion; the dif­fer­ence is con­sid­er­able to any so old as he. The pleas­ures of the table, nev­er of much con­sequence to one nat­ur­ally ab­ste­mi­ous, had lost all value. He ate little, without know­ing what he ate; and every day grew thin­ner and more worn to look at. He was again a “thread­pa­per”; and to this thinned form his massive fore­head, with hol­lows at the temples, gave more dig­nity than ever. He was very well aware that he ought to see the doc­tor, but liberty was too sweet. He could not af­ford to pet his fre­quent short­ness of breath and the pain in his side at the ex­pense of liberty. Re­turn to the ve­get­able ex­ist­ence he had led among the ag­ri­cul­tur­al journ­als with the life-size man­gold wurzels, be­fore this new at­trac­tion came in­to his life—no! He ex­ceeded his al­low­ance of ci­gars. Two a day had al­ways been his rule. Now he smoked three and some­times four—a man will when he is filled with the cre­at­ive spir­it. But very of­ten he thought: “I must give up smoking, and cof­fee; I must give up rat­tling up to town.” But he did not; there was no one in any sort of au­thor­ity to no­tice him, and this was a price­less boon.

			The ser­vants per­haps wondered, but they were, nat­ur­ally, dumb. Mam’zelle Beauce was too con­cerned with her own di­ges­tion, and too “well-brrred” to make per­son­al al­lu­sions. Holly had not as yet an eye for the re­l­at­ive ap­pear­ance of him who was her plaything and her god. It was left for Irene her­self to beg him to eat more, to rest in the hot part of the day, to take a ton­ic, and so forth. But she did not tell him that she was the cause of his thin­ness—for one can­not see the hav­oc one­self is work­ing. A man of eighty-five has no pas­sions, but the Beauty which pro­duces pas­sion works on in the old way, till death closes the eyes which crave the sight of Her.

			On the first day of the second week in Ju­ly he re­ceived a let­ter from his son in Par­is to say that they would all be back on Fri­day. This had al­ways been more sure than Fate; but, with the pathet­ic im­provid­ence giv­en to the old, that they may en­dure to the end, he had nev­er quite ad­mit­ted it. Now he did, and some­thing would have to be done. He had ceased to be able to ima­gine life without this new in­terest, but that which is not ima­gined some­times ex­ists, as For­sytes are per­petu­ally find­ing to their cost. He sat in his old leath­er chair, doub­ling up the let­ter, and mum­bling with his lips the end of an un­lighted ci­gar. After to­mor­row his Tues­day ex­ped­i­tions to town would have to be aban­doned. He could still drive up, per­haps, once a week, on the pre­text of see­ing his man of busi­ness. But even that would be de­pend­ent on his health, for now they would be­gin to fuss about him. The les­sons! The les­sons must go on! She must swal­low down her scruples, and June must put her feel­ings in her pock­et. She had done so once, on the day after the news of Bosin­ney’s death; what she had done then, she could surely do again now. Four years since that in­jury was in­flic­ted on her—not Chris­ti­an to keep the memory of old sores alive. June’s will was strong, but his was stronger, for his sands were run­ning out. Irene was soft, surely she would do this for him, sub­due her nat­ur­al shrink­ing, soon­er than give him pain! The les­sons must con­tin­ue; for if they did, he was se­cure. And light­ing his ci­gar at last, he began try­ing to shape out how to put it to them all, and ex­plain this strange in­tim­acy; how to veil and wrap it away from the na­ked truth—that he could not bear to be de­prived of the sight of beauty. Ah! Holly! Holly was fond of her, Holly liked her les­sons. She would save him—his little sweet! And with that happy thought he be­came se­rene, and wondered what he had been wor­ry­ing about so fear­fully. He must not worry, it left him al­ways curi­ously weak, and as if but half present in his own body.

			That even­ing after din­ner he had a re­turn of the dizzi­ness, though he did not faint. He would not ring the bell, be­cause he knew it would mean a fuss, and make his go­ing up on the mor­row more con­spicu­ous. When one grew old, the whole world was in con­spir­acy to lim­it free­dom, and for what reas­on?—just to keep the breath in him a little longer. He did not want it at such cost. Only the dog Balthas­ar saw his lonely re­cov­ery from that weak­ness; anxiously watched his mas­ter go to the side­board and drink some brandy, in­stead of giv­ing him a bis­cuit. When at last old Joly­on felt able to tackle the stairs he went up to bed. And, though still shaky next morn­ing, the thought of the even­ing sus­tained and strengthened him. It was al­ways such a pleas­ure to give her a good din­ner—he sus­pec­ted her of un­der­eat­ing when she was alone; and, at the op­era to watch her eyes glow and bright­en, the un­con­scious smil­ing of her lips. She hadn’t much pleas­ure, and this was the last time he would be able to give her that treat. But when he was pack­ing his bag he caught him­self wish­ing that he had not the fa­tigue of dress­ing for din­ner be­fore him, and the ex­er­tion, too, of telling her about June’s re­turn.

			The op­era that even­ing was Car­men, and he chose the last en­tr’acte to break the news, in­stinct­ively put­ting it off till the latest mo­ment.

			She took it quietly, queerly; in fact, he did not know how she had taken it be­fore the way­ward mu­sic lif­ted up again and si­lence be­came ne­ces­sary. The mask was down over her face, that mask be­hind which so much went on that he could not see. She wanted time to think it over, no doubt! He would not press her, for she would be com­ing to give her les­son to­mor­row af­ter­noon, and he should see her then when she had got used to the idea. In the cab he talked only of the Car­men; he had seen bet­ter in the old days, but this one was not bad at all. When he took her hand to say good night, she bent quickly for­ward and kissed his fore­head.

			“Good­bye, dear Uncle Joly­on, you have been so sweet to me.”

			“To­mor­row then,” he said. “Good night. Sleep well.” She echoed softly: “Sleep well!” and in the cab win­dow, already mov­ing away, he saw her face screwed round to­wards him, and her hand put out in a ges­ture which seemed to linger.

			He sought his room slowly. They nev­er gave him the same, and he could not get used to these “spick-and-spandy” bed­rooms with new fur­niture and grey-green car­pets sprinkled all over with pink roses. He was wake­ful and that wretched Haban­era kept throb­bing in his head.

			His French had nev­er been equal to its words, but its sense he knew, if it had any sense, a gipsy thing—wild and un­ac­count­able. Well, there was in life some­thing which up­set all your care and plans—some­thing which made men and wo­men dance to its pipes. And he lay star­ing from deep-sunk eyes in­to the dark­ness where the un­ac­count­able held sway. You thought you had hold of life, but it slipped away be­hind you, took you by the scruff of the neck, forced you here and forced you there, and then, likely as not, squeezed life out of you! It took the very stars like that, he shouldn’t won­der, rubbed their noses to­geth­er and flung them apart; it had nev­er done play­ing its pranks. Five mil­lion people in this great blun­der­buss of a town, and all of them at the mercy of that Life-Force, like a lot of little dried peas hop­ping about on a board when you struck your fist on it. Ah, well! Him­self would not hop much longer—a good long sleep would do him good!

			How hot it was up here!—how noisy! His fore­head burned; she had kissed it just where he al­ways wor­ried; just there—as if she had known the very place and wanted to kiss it all away for him. But, in­stead, her lips left a patch of griev­ous un­eas­i­ness. She had nev­er spoken in quite that voice, had nev­er be­fore made that linger­ing ges­ture or looked back at him as she drove away.

			He got out of bed and pulled the cur­tains aside; his room faced down over the river. There was little air, but the sight of that breadth of wa­ter flow­ing by, calm, etern­al, soothed him. “The great thing,” he thought, “is not to make my­self a nuis­ance. I’ll think of my little sweet, and go to sleep.” But it was long be­fore the heat and throb­bing of the Lon­don night died out in­to the short slum­ber of the sum­mer morn­ing. And old Joly­on had but forty winks.

			When he reached home next day he went out to the flower garden, and with the help of Holly, who was very del­ic­ate with flowers, gathered a great bunch of carna­tions. They were, he told her, for “the lady in grey”—a name still ban­died between them; and he put them in a bowl in his study where he meant to tackle Irene the mo­ment she came, on the sub­ject of June and fu­ture les­sons. Their fra­grance and col­our would help. After lunch he lay down, for he felt very tired, and the car­riage would not bring her from the sta­tion till four o’clock. But as the hour ap­proached he grew rest­less, and sought the school­room, which over­looked the drive. The sun-blinds were down, and Holly was there with Ma­demois­elle Beauce, sheltered from the heat of a stifling Ju­ly day, at­tend­ing to their silk­worms. Old Joly­on had a nat­ur­al an­ti­pathy to these meth­od­ic­al creatures, whose heads and col­our re­minded him of ele­phants; who nibbled such quant­it­ies of holes in nice green leaves; and smelled, as he thought, hor­rid. He sat down on a chintz-covered win­dowseat whence he could see the drive, and get what air there was; and the dog Balthas­ar who ap­pre­ci­ated chintz on hot days, jumped up be­side him. Over the cot­tage pi­ano a vi­ol­et dust-sheet, faded al­most to grey, was spread, and on it the first lav­ender, whose scent filled the room. In spite of the cool­ness here, per­haps be­cause of that cool­ness the beat of life vehe­mently im­pressed his ebbed-down senses. Each sun­beam which came through the chinks had an­noy­ing bril­liance; that dog smelled very strong; the lav­ender per­fume was over­power­ing; those silk­worms heav­ing up their grey-green backs seemed hor­ribly alive; and Holly’s dark head bent over them had a won­der­fully silky sheen. A mar­vel­lous cruelly strong thing was life when you were old and weak; it seemed to mock you with its mul­ti­tude of forms and its beat­ing vi­tal­ity. He had nev­er, till those last few weeks, had this curi­ous feel­ing of be­ing with one half of him eagerly borne along in the stream of life, and with the oth­er half left on the bank, watch­ing that help­less pro­gress. Only when Irene was with him did he lose this double con­scious­ness.

			Holly turned her head, poin­ted with her little brown fist to the pi­ano—for to point with a fin­ger was not “well-brrred”—and said slyly:

			“Look at the ‘lady in grey,’ Gran; isn’t she pretty today?”

			Old Joly­on’s heart gave a flut­ter, and for a second the room was clouded; then it cleared, and he said with a twinkle:

			“Who’s been dress­ing her up?”

			“Mam’zelle.”

			“Hollee! Don’t be fool­ish!”

			That prim little French­wo­man! She hadn’t yet got over the mu­sic les­sons be­ing taken away from her. That wouldn’t help. His little sweet was the only friend they had. Well, they were her les­sons. And he shouldn’t budge shouldn’t budge for any­thing. He stroked the warm wool on Balthas­ar’s head, and heard Holly say: “When moth­er’s home, there won’t be any changes, will there? She doesn’t like strangers, you know.”

			The child’s words seemed to bring the chilly at­mo­sphere of op­pos­i­tion about old Joly­on, and dis­close all the men­ace to his new­found free­dom. Ah! He would have to resign him­self to be­ing an old man at the mercy of care and love, or fight to keep this new and prized com­pan­ion­ship; and to fight tired him to death. But his thin, worn face hardened in­to res­ol­u­tion till it ap­peared all jaw. This was his house, and his af­fair; he should not budge! He looked at his watch, old and thin like him­self; he had owned it fifty years. Past four already! And kiss­ing the top of Holly’s head in passing, he went down to the hall. He wanted to get hold of her be­fore she went up to give her les­son. At the first sound of wheels he stepped out in­to the porch, and saw at once that the vic­tor­ia was empty.

			“The train’s in, sir; but the lady ’asn’t come.”

			Old Joly­on gave him a sharp up­ward look, his eyes seemed to push away that fat chap’s curi­os­ity, and defy him to see the bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment he was feel­ing.

			“Very well,” he said, and turned back in­to the house. He went to his study and sat down, quiv­er­ing like a leaf. What did this mean? She might have lost her train, but he knew well enough she hadn’t. “Good­bye, dear Uncle Joly­on.” Why “Good­bye” and not “Good night”? And that hand of hers linger­ing in the air. And her kiss. What did it mean? Vehe­ment alarm and ir­rit­a­tion took pos­ses­sion of him. He got up and began to pace the Tur­key car­pet, between win­dow and wall. She was go­ing to give him up! He felt it for cer­tain—and he de­fence­less. An old man want­ing to look on beauty! It was ri­dicu­lous! Age closed his mouth, para­lysed his power to fight. He had no right to what was warm and liv­ing, no right to any­thing but memor­ies and sor­row. He could not plead with her; even an old man has his dig­nity. De­fence­less! For an hour, lost to bod­ily fa­tigue, he paced up and down, past the bowl of carna­tions he had plucked, which mocked him with its scent. Of all things hard to bear, the pros­tra­tion of will­power is hard­est, for one who has al­ways had his way. Nature had got him in its net, and like an un­happy fish he turned and swam at the meshes, here and there, found no hole, no break­ing point. They brought him tea at five o’clock, and a let­ter. For a mo­ment hope beat up in him. He cut the en­vel­ope with the but­ter knife, and read:

			
				“Dearest Uncle Joly­on—I can’t bear to write any­thing that may dis­ap­point you, but I was too cow­ardly to tell you last night. I feel I can’t come down and give Holly any more les­sons, now that June is com­ing back. Some things go too deep to be for­got­ten. It has been such a joy to see you and Holly. Per­haps I shall still see you some­times when you come up, though I’m sure it’s not good for you; I can see you are tir­ing your­self too much. I be­lieve you ought to rest quite quietly all this hot weath­er, and now you have your son and June com­ing back you will be so happy. Thank you a mil­lion times for all your sweet­ness to me.

				
					“Lov­ingly your

					“Irene.”

				
			

			So, there it was! Not good for him to have pleas­ure and what he chiefly cared about; to try and put off feel­ing the in­ev­it­able end of all things, the ap­proach of death with its stealthy, rust­ling foot­steps. Not good for him! Not even she could see how she was his new lease of in­terest in life, the in­carn­a­tion of all the beauty he felt slip­ping from him.

			His tea grew cold, his ci­gar re­mained un­lit; and up and down he paced, torn between his dig­nity and his hold on life. In­tol­er­able to be squeezed out slowly, without a say of your own, to live on when your will was in the hands of oth­ers bent on weigh­ing you to the ground with care and love. In­tol­er­able! He would see what telling her the truth would do—the truth that he wanted the sight of her more than just a linger­ing on. He sat down at his old bur­eau and took a pen. But he could not write. There was some­thing re­volt­ing in hav­ing to plead like this; plead that she should warm his eyes with her beauty. It was tan­tamount to con­fess­ing dot­age. He simply could not. And in­stead, he wrote:

			
				“I had hoped that the memory of old sores would not be al­lowed to stand in the way of what is a pleas­ure and a profit to me and my little grand­daugh­ter. But old men learn to fore­go their whims; they are ob­liged to, even the whim to live must be fore­gone soon­er or later; and per­haps the soon­er the bet­ter.

				
					“My love to you,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			“Bit­ter,” he thought, “but I can’t help it. I’m tired.” He sealed and dropped it in­to the box for the even­ing post, and hear­ing it fall to the bot­tom, thought: “There goes all I’ve looked for­ward to!”

			That even­ing after din­ner which he scarcely touched, after his ci­gar which he left half-smoked for it made him feel faint, he went very slowly up­stairs and stole in­to the night-nurs­ery. He sat down on the win­dow-seat. A night-light was burn­ing, and he could just see Holly’s face, with one hand un­der­neath the cheek. An early cockchafer buzzed in the Ja­pan­ese pa­per with which they had filled the grate, and one of the horses in the stable stamped rest­lessly. To sleep like that child! He pressed apart two rungs of the vene­tian blind and looked out. The moon was rising, blood-red. He had nev­er seen so red a moon. The woods and fields out there were drop­ping to sleep too, in the last glim­mer of the sum­mer light. And beauty, like a spir­it, walked. “I’ve had a long life,” he thought, “the best of nearly everything. I’m an un­grate­ful chap; I’ve seen a lot of beauty in my time. Poor young Bosin­ney said I had a sense of beauty. There’s a man in the moon to­night!” A moth went by, an­oth­er, an­oth­er. “Ladies in grey!” He closed his eyes. A feel­ing that he would nev­er open them again be­set him; he let it grow, let him­self sink; then, with a shiver, dragged the lids up. There was some­thing wrong with him, no doubt, deeply wrong; he would have to have the doc­tor after all. It didn’t much mat­ter now! In­to that cop­pice the moon­light would have crept; there would be shad­ows, and those shad­ows would be the only things awake. No birds, beasts, flowers, in­sects; Just the shad­ows—mov­ing; “Ladies in grey!” Over that log they would climb; would whis­per to­geth­er. She and Bosin­ney! Funny thought! And the frogs and little things would whis­per too! How the clock ticked, in here! It was all eer­ie—out there in the light of that red moon; in here with the little steady night-light and, the tick­ing clock and the nurse’s dress­ing-gown hanging from the edge of the screen, tall, like a wo­man’s fig­ure. “Lady in grey!” And a very odd thought be­set him: Did she ex­ist? Had she ever come at all? Or was she but the em­an­a­tion of all the beauty he had loved and must leave so soon? The vi­ol­et-grey spir­it with the dark eyes and the crown of am­ber hair, who walks the dawn and the moon­light, and at blue­bell time? What was she, who was she, did she ex­ist? He rose and stood a mo­ment clutch­ing the win­dowsill, to give him a sense of real­ity again; then began tip­toe­ing to­wards the door. He stopped at the foot of the bed; and Holly, as if con­scious of his eyes fixed on her, stirred, sighed, and curled up closer in de­fence. He tip­toed on and passed out in­to the dark pas­sage; reached his room, un­dressed at once, and stood be­fore a mir­ror in his night­shirt. What a scare­crow—with temples fallen in, and thin legs! His eyes res­isted his own im­age, and a look of pride came on his face. All was in league to pull him down, even his re­flec­tion in the glass, but he was not down—yet! He got in­to bed, and lay a long time without sleep­ing, try­ing to reach resig­na­tion, only too well aware that fret­ting and dis­ap­point­ment were very bad for him.

			He woke in the morn­ing so un­re­freshed and strength­less that he sent for the doc­tor. After sound­ing him, the fel­low pulled a face as long as your arm, and ordered him to stay in bed and give up smoking. That was no hard­ship; there was noth­ing to get up for, and when he felt ill, to­bacco al­ways lost its sa­vour. He spent the morn­ing lan­guidly with the sun-blinds down, turn­ing and re-turn­ing the Times, not read­ing much, the dog Balthas­ar ly­ing be­side his bed. With his lunch they brought him a tele­gram, run­ning thus:

			
				“Your let­ter re­ceived com­ing down this af­ter­noon will be with you at four-thirty. Irene.”

			

			Com­ing down! After all! Then she did ex­ist—and he was not deser­ted. Com­ing down! A glow ran through his limbs; his cheeks and fore­head felt hot. He drank his soup, and pushed the tray-table away, ly­ing very quiet un­til they had re­moved lunch and left him alone; but every now and then his eyes twinkled. Com­ing down! His heart beat fast, and then did not seem to beat at all. At three o’clock he got up and dressed de­lib­er­ately, noise­lessly. Holly and Mam’zelle would be in the school­room, and the ser­vants asleep after their din­ner, he shouldn’t won­der. He opened his door cau­tiously, and went down­stairs. In the hall the dog Balthas­ar lay sol­it­ary, and, fol­lowed by him, old Joly­on passed in­to his study and out in­to the burn­ing af­ter­noon. He meant to go down and meet her in the cop­pice, but felt at once he could not man­age that in this heat. He sat down in­stead un­der the oak tree by the swing, and the dog Balthas­ar, who also felt the heat, lay down be­side him. He sat there smil­ing. What a rev­el of bright minutes! What a hum of in­sects, and coo­ing of pi­geons! It was the quint­essence of a sum­mer day. Lovely! And he was happy—happy as a sand-boy, whatever that might be. She was com­ing; she had not giv­en him up! He had everything in life he wanted—ex­cept a little more breath, and less weight—just here! He would see her when she emerged from the fern­ery, come sway­ing just a little, a vi­ol­et-grey fig­ure passing over the dais­ies and dan­deli­ons and “sol­diers” on the lawn—the sol­diers with their flowery crowns. He would not move, but she would come up to him and say: “Dear Uncle Joly­on, I am sorry!” and sit in the swing and let him look at her and tell her that he had not been very well but was all right now; and that dog would lick her hand. That dog knew his mas­ter was fond of her; that dog was a good dog.

			It was quite shady un­der the tree; the sun could not get at him, only make the rest of the world bright so that he could see the Grand Stand at Ep­som away out there, very far, and the cows crop­ping the clover in the field and swish­ing at the flies with their tails. He smelled the scent of limes, and lav­ender. Ah! that was why there was such a rack­et of bees. They were ex­cited—busy, as his heart was busy and ex­cited. Drowsy, too, drowsy and drugged on honey and hap­pi­ness; as his heart was drugged and drowsy. Sum­mer—sum­mer—they seemed say­ing; great bees and little bees, and the flies too!

			The stable clock struck four; in half an hour she would be here. He would have just one tiny nap, be­cause he had had so little sleep of late; and then he would be fresh for her, fresh for youth and beauty, com­ing to­wards him across the sun­lit lawn—lady in grey! And set­tling back in his chair he closed his eyes. Some thistle­down came on what little air there was, and pitched on his mous­tache more white than it­self. He did not know; but his breath­ing stirred it, caught there. A ray of sun­light struck through and lodged on his boot. A bumble­bee alighted and strolled on the crown of his Panama hat. And the de­li­cious surge of slum­ber reached the brain be­neath that hat, and the head swayed for­ward and res­ted on his breast. Sum­mer—sum­mer! So went the hum.

			The stable clock struck the quarter past. The dog Balthas­ar stretched and looked up at his mas­ter. The thistle­down no longer moved. The dog placed his chin over the sun­lit foot. It did not stir. The dog with­drew his chin quickly, rose, and leaped on old Joly­on’s lap, looked in his face, whined; then, leap­ing down, sat on his haunches, gaz­ing up. And sud­denly he uttered a long, long howl.

			But the thistle­down was still as death, and the face of his old mas­ter.

			Sum­mer—sum­mer—sum­mer! The sound­less foot­steps on the grass!
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				At Timothy’s

			
			The pos­sess­ive in­stinct nev­er stands still. Through flor­es­cence and feud, frosts and fires, it fol­lowed the laws of pro­gres­sion even in the For­syte fam­ily which had be­lieved it fixed forever. Nor can it be dis­so­ci­ated from en­vir­on­ment any more than the qual­ity of potato from the soil.

			The his­tor­i­an of the Eng­lish eighties and nineties will, in his good time, de­pict the some­what rap­id pro­gres­sion from self-con­ten­ted and con­tained pro­vin­cial­ism to still more self-con­ten­ted if less con­tained im­per­i­al­ism—in oth­er words, the “pos­sess­ive” in­stinct of the na­tion on the move. And so, as if in con­form­ity, was it with the For­syte fam­ily. They were spread­ing not merely on the sur­face, but with­in.

			When, in 1895, Susan Hay­man, the mar­ried For­syte sis­ter, fol­lowed her hus­band at the ludicrously low age of sev­enty-four, and was cremated, it made strangely little stir among the six old For­sytes left. For this apathy there were three causes. First: the al­most sur­repti­tious buri­al of old Joly­on in 1892 down at Robin Hill—first of the For­sytes to desert the fam­ily grave at Highg­ate. That buri­al, com­ing a year after Swith­in’s en­tirely prop­er fu­ner­al, had oc­ca­sioned a great deal of talk on For­syte ’Change, the abode of Timothy For­syte on the Bayswa­ter Road, Lon­don, which still col­lec­ted and ra­di­ated fam­ily gos­sip. Opin­ions ranged from the lam­ent­a­tion of Aunt Ju­ley to the out­spoken as­ser­tion of Francie that it was “a jolly good thing to stop all that stuffy Highg­ate busi­ness.” Uncle Joly­on in his later years—in­deed, ever since the strange and lam­ent­able af­fair between his grand­daugh­ter June’s lov­er, young Bosin­ney, and Irene, his neph­ew Soames For­syte’s wife—had no­tice­ably rapped the fam­ily’s knuckles; and that way of his own which he had al­ways taken had be­gun to seem to them a little way­ward. The philo­soph­ic vein in him, of course, had al­ways been too li­able to crop out of the strata of pure For­syteism, so they were in a way pre­pared for his in­ter­ment in a strange spot. But the whole thing was an odd busi­ness, and when the con­tents of his will be­came cur­rent coin on For­syte ’Change, a shiver had gone round the clan. Out of his es­tate (£145,304 gross, with li­ab­il­it­ies £35 7s. 4d.) he had ac­tu­ally left £15,000 to “whomever do you think, my dear? To Irene!” that run­away wife of his neph­ew Soames; Irene, a wo­man who had al­most dis­graced the fam­ily, and—still more amaz­ing—was to him no blood re­la­tion. Not out and out, of course; only a life in­terest—only the in­come from it! Still, there it was; and old Joly­on’s claim to be the per­fect For­syte was ended once for all. That, then, was the first reas­on why the buri­al of Susan Hay­man—at Wok­ing—made little stir.

			The second reas­on was al­to­geth­er more ex­pans­ive and im­per­i­al. Be­sides the house on Camp­den Hill, Susan had a place (left her by Hay­man when he died) just over the bor­der in Hants, where the Hay­man boys had learned to be such good shots and riders, as it was be­lieved, which was of course nice for them, and cred­it­able to every­body; and the fact of own­ing some­thing really coun­tri­fied seemed some­how to ex­cuse the dis­per­sion of her re­mains—though what could have put crema­tion in­to her head they could not think! The usu­al in­vit­a­tions, how­ever, had been is­sued, and Soames had gone down and young Nich­olas, and the will had been quite sat­is­fact­ory so far as it went, for she had only had a life in­terest; and everything had gone quite smoothly to the chil­dren in equal shares.

			The third reas­on why Susan’s buri­al made little stir was the most ex­pans­ive of all. It was summed up dar­ingly by Eu­phemia, the pale, the thin: “Well, I think people have a right to their own bod­ies, even when they’re dead.” Com­ing from a daugh­ter of Nich­olas, a Lib­er­al of the old school and most tyr­an­nic­al, it was a start­ling re­mark—show­ing in a flash what a lot of wa­ter had run un­der bridges since the death of Aunt Ann in ’86, just when the pro­pri­et­or­ship of Soames over his wife’s body was ac­quir­ing the un­cer­tainty which had led to such dis­aster. Eu­phemia, of course, spoke like a child, and had no ex­per­i­ence; for though well over thirty by now, her name was still For­syte. But, mak­ing all al­low­ances, her re­mark did un­doubtedly show ex­pan­sion of the prin­ciple of liberty, de­cent­ral­isa­tion and shift in the cent­ral point of pos­ses­sion from oth­ers to one­self. When Nich­olas heard his daugh­ter’s re­mark from Aunt Hester he had rapped out: “Wives and daugh­ters! There’s no end to their liberty in these days. I knew that Jack­son case would lead to things—lug­ging in Habeas Cor­pus like that!” He had, of course, nev­er really for­giv­en the Mar­ried Wo­man’s Prop­erty Act, which would so have in­terfered with him if he had not mer­ci­fully mar­ried be­fore it was passed. But, in truth, there was no deny­ing the re­volt among the young­er For­sytes against be­ing owned by oth­ers; that, as it were, Co­lo­ni­al dis­pos­i­tion to own one­self, which is the para­dox­ic­al fore­run­ner of Im­per­i­al­ism, was mak­ing pro­gress all the time. They were all now mar­ried, ex­cept George, con­firmed to the Turf and the Iseeum Club; Francie, pur­su­ing her mu­sic­al ca­reer in a stu­dio off the King’s Road, Chelsea, and still tak­ing “lov­ers” to dances; Eu­phemia, liv­ing at home and com­plain­ing of Nich­olas; and those two Dromi­os, Giles and Jesse Hay­man. Of the third gen­er­a­tion there were not very many—young Joly­on had three, Wini­fred Dartie four, young Nich­olas six already, young Ro­ger had one, Mari­an Tweety­man one; St. John Hay­man two. But the rest of the six­teen mar­ried—Soames, Rachel and Cicely of James’ fam­ily; Eu­stace and Thomas of Ro­ger’s; Ern­est, Archibald and Florence of Nich­olas’. Au­gus­tus and An­na­bel Spend­er of the Hay­man’s—were go­ing down the years un­re­pro­duced.

			Thus, of the ten old For­sytes twenty-one young For­sytes had been born; but of the twenty-one young For­sytes there were as yet only sev­en­teen des­cend­ants; and it already seemed un­likely that there would be more than a fur­ther un­con­sidered trifle or so. A stu­dent of stat­ist­ics must have no­ticed that the birth rate had var­ied in ac­cord­ance with the rate of in­terest for your money. Grand­fath­er Su­per­i­or Dos­set For­syte in the early nine­teenth cen­tury had been get­ting ten per­cent for his, hence ten chil­dren. Those ten, leav­ing out the four who had not mar­ried, and Ju­ley, whose hus­band Sep­timus Small had, of course, died al­most at once, had av­er­aged from four to five per­cent for theirs, and pro­duced ac­cord­ingly. The twenty-one whom they pro­duced were now get­ting barely three per­cent in the Con­sols to which their fath­er had mostly tied the Set­tle­ments they made to avoid death du­ties, and the six of them who had been re­pro­duced had sev­en­teen chil­dren, or just the prop­er two and five-sixths per stem.

			There were oth­er reas­ons, too, for this mild re­pro­duc­tion. A dis­trust of their earn­ing powers, nat­ur­al where a suf­fi­ciency is guar­an­teed, to­geth­er with the know­ledge that their fath­ers did not die, kept them cau­tious. If one had chil­dren and not much in­come, the stand­ard of taste and com­fort must of ne­ces­sity go down; what was enough for two was not enough for four, and so on—it would be bet­ter to wait and see what Fath­er did. Be­sides, it was nice to be able to take hol­i­days un­hampered. Soon­er in fact than own chil­dren, they pre­ferred to con­cen­trate on the own­er­ship of them­selves, con­form­ing to the grow­ing tend­ency—fin de siècle, as it was called. In this way, little risk was run, and one would be able to have a mo­tor­car. In­deed, Eu­stace already had one, but it had shaken him hor­ribly, and broken one of his eye teeth; so that it would be bet­ter to wait till they were a little safer. In the mean­time, no more chil­dren! Even young Nich­olas was draw­ing in his horns, and had made no ad­di­tion to his six for quite three years.

			The cor­por­ate de­cay, how­ever, of the For­sytes, their dis­per­sion rather, of which all this was symp­to­mat­ic, had not ad­vanced so far as to pre­vent a rally when Ro­ger For­syte died in 1899. It had been a glor­i­ous sum­mer, and after hol­i­days abroad and at the sea they were prac­tic­ally all back in Lon­don, when Ro­ger with a touch of his old ori­gin­al­ity had sud­denly breathed his last at his own house in Princes Gar­dens. At Timothy’s it was whispered sadly that poor Ro­ger had al­ways been ec­cent­ric about his di­ges­tion—had he not, for in­stance, pre­ferred Ger­man mut­ton to all the oth­er brands?

			Be that as it may, his fu­ner­al at Highg­ate had been per­fect, and com­ing away from it Soames For­syte made al­most mech­an­ic­ally for his Uncle Timothy’s in the Bayswa­ter Road. The “Old Things”—Aunt Ju­ley and Aunt Hester—would like to hear about it. His fath­er—James—at eighty-eight had not felt up to the fa­tigue of the fu­ner­al; and Timothy him­self, of course, had not gone; so that Nich­olas had been the only broth­er present. Still, there had been a fair gath­er­ing; and it would cheer Aunts Ju­ley and Hester up to know. The kindly thought was not un­mixed with the in­ev­it­able long­ing to get some­thing out of everything you do, which is the chief char­ac­ter­ist­ic of For­sytes, and in­deed of the saner ele­ments in every na­tion. In this prac­tice of tak­ing fam­ily mat­ters to Timothy’s in the Bayswa­ter Road, Soames was but fol­low­ing in the foot­steps of his fath­er, who had been in the habit of go­ing at least once a week to see his sis­ters at Timothy’s, and had only giv­en it up when he lost his nerve at eighty-six, and could not go out without Emily. To go with Emily was of no use, for who could really talk to any­one in the pres­ence of his own wife? Like James in the old days, Soames found time to go there nearly every Sunday, and sit in the little draw­ing-room in­to which, with his un­doubted taste, he had in­tro­duced a good deal of change and china not quite up to his own fas­ti­di­ous mark, and at least two rather doubt­ful Bar­bizon pic­tures, at Christ­mas­tides. He him­self, who had done ex­tremely well with the Bar­bizons, had for some years past moved to­wards the Mar­ises, Is­raels, and Mauve, and was hop­ing to do bet­ter. In the river­side house which he now in­hab­ited near Mapled­urham he had a gal­lery, beau­ti­fully hung and lighted, to which few Lon­don deal­ers were strangers. It served, too, as a Sunday af­ter­noon at­trac­tion in those week­end parties which his sis­ters, Wini­fred or Rachel, oc­ca­sion­ally or­gan­ised for him. For though he was but a ta­cit­urn show­man, his quiet col­lec­ted de­term­in­ism sel­dom failed to in­flu­ence his guests, who knew that his repu­ta­tion was groun­ded not on mere aes­thet­ic fancy, but on his power of gauging the fu­ture of mar­ket val­ues. When he went to Timothy’s he al­most al­ways had some little tale of tri­umph over a deal­er to un­fold, and dearly he loved that coo of pride with which his aunts would greet it. This af­ter­noon, how­ever, he was dif­fer­ently an­im­ated, com­ing from Ro­ger’s fu­ner­al in his neat dark clothes—not quite black, for after all an uncle was but an uncle, and his soul ab­horred ex­cess­ive dis­play of feel­ing. Lean­ing back in a mar­queter­ie chair and gaz­ing down his up­lif­ted nose at the sky-blue walls plastered with gold frames, he was no­tice­ably si­lent. Wheth­er be­cause he had been to a fu­ner­al or not, the pe­cu­li­ar For­syte build of his face was seen to the best ad­vant­age this af­ter­noon—a face con­cave and long, with a jaw which di­vested of flesh would have seemed ex­tra­vag­ant: al­to­geth­er a chinny face though not at all ill-look­ing. He was feel­ing more strongly than ever that Timothy’s was hope­lessly “rum-ti-too” and the souls of his aunts dis­mally mid-Vic­tori­an. The sub­ject on which alone he wanted to talk—his own un­di­vorced po­s­i­tion—was un­speak­able. And yet it oc­cu­pied his mind to the ex­clu­sion of all else. It was only since the Spring that this had been so and a new feel­ing grown up which was egging him on to­wards what he knew might well be folly in a For­syte of forty-five. More and more of late he had been con­scious that he was “get­ting on.” The for­tune already con­sid­er­able when he con­ceived the house at Robin Hill which had fi­nally wrecked his mar­riage with Irene, had moun­ted with sur­pris­ing vigour in the twelve lonely years dur­ing which he had de­voted him­self to little else. He was worth today well over a hun­dred thou­sand pounds, and had no one to leave it to—no real ob­ject for go­ing on with what was his re­li­gion. Even if he were to re­lax his ef­forts, money made money, and he felt that he would have a hun­dred and fifty thou­sand be­fore he knew where he was. There had al­ways been a strongly do­mest­ic, philo­pro­gen­it­ive side to Soames; baulked and frus­trated, it had hid­den it­self away, but now had crept out again in this his “prime of life.” Con­creted and fo­cused of late by the at­trac­tion of a girl’s un­doubted beauty, it had be­come a ver­it­able pre­pos­ses­sion.

			And this girl was French, not likely to lose her head, or ac­cept any un­leg­al­ised po­s­i­tion. Moreover, Soames him­self dis­liked the thought of that. He had tasted of the sor­did side of sex dur­ing those long years of forced cel­ib­acy, se­cret­ively, and al­ways with dis­gust, for he was fas­ti­di­ous, and his sense of law and or­der in­nate. He wanted no hole and corner li­ais­on. A mar­riage at the Em­bassy in Par­is, a few months’ travel, and he could bring An­nette back quite sep­ar­ated from a past which in truth was not too dis­tin­guished, for she only kept the ac­counts in her moth­er’s Soho Res­taur­ant; he could bring her back as some­thing very new and chic with her French taste and self-pos­ses­sion, to reign at the Shel­ter near Mapled­urham. On For­syte ’Change and among his river­side friends it would be cur­rent that he had met a charm­ing French girl on his travels and mar­ried her. There would be the fla­vour of ro­mance, and a cer­tain cachet about a French wife. No! He was not at all afraid of that. It was only this cursed un­di­vorced con­di­tion of his, and—and the ques­tion wheth­er An­nette would take him, which he dared not put to the touch un­til he had a clear and even dazzling fu­ture to of­fer her.

			In his aunts’ draw­ing-room he heard with but muffled ears those usu­al ques­tions: How was his dear fath­er? Not go­ing out, of course, now that the weath­er was turn­ing chilly? Would Soames be sure to tell him that Hester had found boiled holly leaves most com­fort­ing for that pain in her side; a poult­ice every three hours, with red flan­nel af­ter­wards. And could he rel­ish just a little pot of their very best prune pre­serve—it was so de­li­cious this year, and had such a won­der­ful ef­fect. Oh! and about the Darties—had Soames heard that dear Wini­fred was hav­ing a most dis­tress­ing time with Montague? Timothy thought she really ought to have pro­tec­tion. It was said—but Soames mustn’t take this for cer­tain—that he had giv­en some of Wini­fred’s jew­ellery to a dread­ful dan­cer. It was such a bad ex­ample for dear Val just as he was go­ing to col­lege. Soames had not heard? Oh, but he must go and see his sis­ter and look in­to it at once! And did he think these Bo­ers were really go­ing to res­ist? Timothy was in quite a stew about it. The price of Con­sols was so high, and he had such a lot of money in them. Did Soames think they must go down if there was a war? Soames nod­ded. But it would be over very quickly. It would be so bad for Timothy if it wasn’t. And of course Soames’ dear fath­er would feel it very much at his age. Luck­ily poor dear Ro­ger had been spared this dread­ful anxi­ety. And Aunt Ju­ley with a little handker­chief wiped away the large tear try­ing to climb the per­man­ent pout on her now quite withered left cheek; she was re­mem­ber­ing dear Ro­ger, and all his ori­gin­al­ity, and how he used to stick pins in­to her when they were little to­geth­er. Aunt Hester, with her in­stinct for avoid­ing the un­pleas­ant, here chimed in: Did Soames think they would make Mr. Cham­ber­lain Prime Min­is­ter at once? He would settle it all so quickly. She would like to see that old Kruger sent to St. Helena. She could re­mem­ber so well the news of Na­po­leon’s death, and what a re­lief it had been to his grand­fath­er. Of course she and Ju­ley—“We were in pan­talettes then, my dear”—had not felt it much at the time.

			Soames took a cup of tea from her, drank it quickly, and ate three of those ma­car­oons for which Timothy’s was fam­ous. His faint, pale, su­per­cili­ous smile had deepened just a little. Really, his fam­ily re­mained hope­lessly pro­vin­cial, how­ever much of Lon­don they might pos­sess between them. In these go-ahead days their pro­vin­cial­ism stared out even more than it used to. Why, old Nich­olas was still a Free Trader, and a mem­ber of that antedi­lu­vi­an home of Lib­er­al­ism, the Re­move Club—though, to be sure, the mem­bers were pretty well all Con­ser­vat­ives now, or he him­self could not have joined; and Timothy, they said, still wore a night­cap. Aunt Ju­ley spoke again. Dear Soames was look­ing so well, hardly a day older than he did when dear Ann died, and they were all there to­geth­er, dear Joly­on, and dear Swith­in, and dear Ro­ger. She paused and caught the tear which had climbed the pout on her right cheek. Did he—did he ever hear any­thing of Irene nowadays? Aunt Hester vis­ibly in­ter­posed her shoulder. Really, Ju­ley was al­ways say­ing some­thing! The smile left Soames’ face, and he put his cup down. Here was his sub­ject broached for him, and for all his de­sire to ex­pand, he could not take ad­vant­age.

			Aunt Ju­ley went on rather hast­ily:

			“They say dear Joly­on first left her that fif­teen thou­sand out and out; then of course he saw it would not be right, and made it for her life only.”

			Had Soames heard that?

			Soames nod­ded.

			“Your cous­in Joly­on is a wid­ower now. He is her trust­ee; you knew that, of course?”

			Soames shook his head. He did know, but wished to show no in­terest. Young Joly­on and he had not met since the day of Bosin­ney’s death.

			“He must be quite middle-aged by now,” went on Aunt Ju­ley dream­ily. “Let me see, he was born when your dear uncle lived in Mount Street; long be­fore they went to Stan­hope Gate in Decem­ber. Just be­fore that dread­ful Com­mune. Over fifty! Fancy that! Such a pretty baby, and we were all so proud of him; the very first of you all.” Aunt Ju­ley sighed, and a lock of not quite her own hair came loose and straggled, so that Aunt Hester gave a little shiver. Soames rose, he was ex­per­i­en­cing a curi­ous piece of self-dis­cov­ery. That old wound to his pride and self-es­teem was not yet closed. He had come think­ing he could talk of it, even want­ing to talk of his fettered con­di­tion, and—be­hold! he was shrink­ing away from this re­mind­er by Aunt Ju­ley, renowned for her mal­aprop­isms.

			Oh, Soames was not go­ing already!

			Soames smiled a little vin­dict­ively, and said:

			“Yes. Good­bye. Re­mem­ber me to Uncle Timothy!” And, leav­ing a cold kiss on each fore­head, whose wrinkles seemed to try and cling to his lips as if long­ing to be kissed away, he left them look­ing brightly after him—dear Soames, it had been so good of him to come today, when they were not feel­ing very—!

			With com­punc­tion tweak­ing at his chest Soames des­cen­ded the stairs, where was al­ways that rather pleas­ant smell of cam­phor and port wine, and house where draughts are not per­mit­ted. The poor old things—he had not meant to be un­kind! And in the street he in­stantly for­got them, re­pos­sessed by the im­age of An­nette and the thought of the cursed coil around him. Why had he not pushed the thing through and ob­tained di­vorce when that wretched Bosin­ney was run over, and there was evid­ence galore for the ask­ing! And he turned to­wards his sis­ter Wini­fred Dartie’s res­id­ence in Green Street, May­fair.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Exit a Man of the World

			
			That a man of the world so sub­ject to the vi­cis­situdes of for­tunes as Montague Dartie should still be liv­ing in a house he had in­hab­ited twenty years at least would have been more no­tice­able if the rent, rates, taxes, and re­pairs of that house had not been de­frayed by his fath­er-in-law. By that simple if whole­sale device James For­syte had se­cured a cer­tain sta­bil­ity in the lives of his daugh­ter and his grand­chil­dren. After all, there is some­thing in­valu­able about a safe roof over the head of a sports­man so dash­ing as Dartie. Un­til the events of the last few days he had been al­most su­per­nat­ur­ally steady all this year. The fact was he had ac­quired a half share in a filly of George For­syte’s, who had gone ir­re­par­ably on the turf, to the hor­ror of Ro­ger, now stilled by the grave. Sleeve-links, by Mar­tyr, out of Shirt-on-fire, by Sus­pend­er, was a bay filly, three years old, who for a vari­ety of reas­ons had nev­er shown her true form. With half own­er­ship of this hope­ful an­im­al, all the ideal­ism lat­ent some­where in Dartie, as in every oth­er man, had put up its head, and kept him quietly ar­dent for months past. When a man has some thing good to live for it is as­ton­ish­ing how sober he be­comes; and what Dartie had was really good—a three to one chance for an au­tumn han­di­cap, pub­licly as­sessed at twenty-five to one. The old-fash­ioned heav­en was a poor thing be­side it, and his shirt was on the daugh­ter of Shirt-on-fire. But how much more than his shirt de­pended on this grand­daugh­ter of Sus­pend­er! At that rov­ing age of forty-five, try­ing to For­sytes—and, though per­haps less dis­tin­guish­able from any oth­er age, try­ing even to Darties—Montague had fixed his cur­rent fancy on a dan­cer. It was no mean pas­sion, but without money, and a good deal of it, likely to re­main a love as airy as her skirts; and Dartie nev­er had any money, sub­sist­ing miser­ably on what he could beg or bor­row from Wini­fred—a wo­man of char­ac­ter, who kept him be­cause he was the fath­er of her chil­dren, and from a linger­ing ad­mir­a­tion for those now-dy­ing War­dour Street good looks which in their youth had fas­cin­ated her. She, to­geth­er with any­one else who would lend him any­thing, and his losses at cards and on the turf (ex­traordin­ary how some men make a good thing out of losses!) were his whole means of sub­sist­ence; for James was now too old and nervous to ap­proach, and Soames too for­mid­ably adam­ant. It is not too much to say that Dartie had been liv­ing on hope for months. He had nev­er been fond of money for it­self, had al­ways des­pised the For­sytes with their in­vest­ing habits, though care­ful to make such use of them as he could. What he liked about money was what it bought—per­son­al sen­sa­tion.

			“No real sports­man cares for money,” he would say, bor­row­ing a “pony” if it was no use try­ing for a “mon­key.” There was some­thing de­li­cious about Montague Dartie. He was, as George For­syte said, a “daisy.”

			The morn­ing of the Han­di­cap dawned clear and bright, the last day of Septem­ber, and Dartie who had trav­elled to New­mar­ket the night be­fore, ar­rayed him­self in spot­less checks and walked to an em­in­ence to see his half of the filly take her fi­nal canter. If she won he would be a cool three thou. in pock­et—a poor enough re­com­pense for the sobri­ety and pa­tience of these weeks of hope, while they had been nurs­ing her for this race. But he had not been able to af­ford more. Should he “lay it off” at the eight to one to which she had ad­vanced? This was his single thought while the larks sang above him, and the grassy downs smelled sweet, and the pretty filly passed, toss­ing her head and glow­ing like sat­in.

			After all, if he lost it would not be he who paid, and to “lay it off” would re­duce his win­nings to some fif­teen hun­dred—hardly enough to pur­chase a dan­cer out and out. Even more po­tent was the itch in the blood of all the Darties for a real flut­ter. And turn­ing to George he said: “She’s a clip­per. She’ll win hands down; I shall go the whole hog.” George, who had laid off every penny, and a few be­sides, and stood to win, how­ever it came out, grinned down on him from his bulky height, with the words: “So ho, my wild one!” for after a chequered ap­pren­tice­ship weathered with the money of a deeply com­plain­ing Ro­ger, his For­syte blood was be­gin­ning to stand him in good stead in the pro­fes­sion of own­er.

			There are mo­ments of dis­il­lu­sion­ment in the lives of men from which the sens­it­ive re­cord­er shrinks. Suf­fice it to say that the good thing fell down. Sleeve-links fin­ished in the ruck. Dartie’s shirt was lost.

			Between the passing of these things and the day when Soames turned his face to­wards Green Street, what had not happened!

			When a man with the con­sti­tu­tion of Montague Dartie has ex­er­cised self-con­trol for months from re­li­gious motives, and re­mains un­re­war­ded, he does not curse God and die, he curses God and lives, to the dis­tress of his fam­ily.

			Wini­fred—a plucky wo­man, if a little too fash­ion­able—who had borne the brunt of him for ex­actly twenty-one years, had nev­er really be­lieved that he would do what he now did. Like so many wives, she thought she knew the worst, but she had not yet known him in his forty-fifth year, when he, like oth­er men, felt that it was now or nev­er. Pay­ing on the 2nd of Oc­to­ber a vis­it of in­spec­tion to her jew­el case, she was hor­ri­fied to ob­serve that her wo­man’s crown and glory was gone—the pearls which Montague had giv­en her in ’86, when Be­ne­dict was born, and which James had been com­pelled to pay for in the spring of ’87, to save scan­dal. She con­sul­ted her hus­band at once. He pooh-poo­hed the mat­ter. They would turn up! Nor till she said sharply: “Very well, then, Monty, I shall go down to Scot­land Yard my­self,” did he con­sent to take the mat­ter in hand. Alas! that the steady and re­solved con­tinu­ity of design ne­ces­sary to the ac­com­plish­ment of sweep­ing op­er­a­tions should be li­able to in­ter­rup­tion by drink. That night Dartie re­turned home without a care in the world or a particle of reti­cence. Un­der nor­mal con­di­tions Wini­fred would merely have locked her door and let him sleep it off, but tor­tur­ing sus­pense about her pearls had caused her to wait up for him. Tak­ing a small re­volver from his pock­et and hold­ing on to the din­ing table, he told her at once that he did not care a cur­sh wheth­er she lived s’long as she was quiet; but he him­self wash tired o’ life. Wini­fred, hold­ing onto the oth­er side of the din­ing table, answered:

			“Don’t be a clown, Monty. Have you been to Scot­land Yard?”

			Pla­cing the re­volver against his chest, Dartie had pulled the trig­ger sev­er­al times. It was not loaded. Drop­ping it with an im­prec­a­tion, he had muttered: “For shake o’ the chil­dren,” and sank in­to a chair. Wini­fred, hav­ing picked up the re­volver, gave him some soda wa­ter. The li­quor had a ma­gic­al ef­fect. Life had il­lused him; Wini­fred had nev­er “un­shtood’m.” If he hadn’t the right to take the pearls he had giv­en her him­self, who had? That Span­ish filly had got’m. If Wini­fred had any ’jec­tion he w’d cut—her—throat. What was the mat­ter with that? (Prob­ably the first use of that cel­eb­rated phrase—so ob­scure are the ori­gins of even the most clas­sic­al lan­guage!)

			Wini­fred, who had learned self-con­tain­ment in a hard school, looked up at him, and said: “Span­ish filly! Do you mean that girl we saw dan­cing in the Pan­de­moni­um Bal­let? Well, you are a thief and a black­guard.” It had been the last straw on a sorely loaded con­scious­ness; reach­ing up from his chair Dartie seized his wife’s arm, and re­call­ing the achieve­ments of his boy­hood, twis­ted it. Wini­fred en­dured the agony with tears in her eyes, but no mur­mur. Watch­ing for a mo­ment of weak­ness, she wrenched it free; then pla­cing the din­ing table between them, said between her teeth: “You are the lim­it, Monty.” (Un­doubtedly the in­cep­tion of that phrase—so is Eng­lish formed un­der the stress of cir­cum­stances.) Leav­ing Dartie with foam on his dark mous­tache she went up­stairs, and, after lock­ing her door and bathing her arm in hot wa­ter, lay awake all night, think­ing of her pearls ad­orn­ing the neck of an­oth­er, and of the con­sid­er­a­tion her hus­band had pre­sum­ably re­ceived there­for.

			The man of the world awoke with a sense of be­ing lost to that world, and a dim re­col­lec­tion of hav­ing been called a “lim­it.” He sat for half an hour in the dawn and the arm­chair where he had slept—per­haps the un­hap­pi­est half-hour he had ever spent, for even to a Dartie there is some­thing tra­gic about an end. And he knew that he had reached it. Nev­er again would he sleep in his din­ing-room and wake with the light fil­ter­ing through those cur­tains bought by Wini­fred at Nick­ens and Jar­veys with the money of James. Nev­er again eat a dev­illed kid­ney at that rose­wood table, after a roll in the sheets and a hot bath. He took his note case from his dress coat pock­et. Four hun­dred pounds, in fives and tens—the re­mainder of the pro­ceeds of his half of Sleeve-links, sold last night, cash down, to George For­syte, who, hav­ing won over the race, had not con­ceived the sud­den dis­like to the an­im­al which he him­self now felt. The bal­let was go­ing to Buenos Aires the day after to­mor­row, and he was go­ing too. Full value for the pearls had not yet been re­ceived; he was only at the soup.

			He stole up­stairs. Not dar­ing to have a bath, or shave (be­sides, the wa­ter would be cold), he changed his clothes and packed stealth­ily all he could. It was hard to leave so many shin­ing boots, but one must sac­ri­fice some­thing. Then, car­ry­ing a valise in either hand, he stepped out onto the land­ing. The house was very quiet—that house where he had be­got­ten his four chil­dren. It was a curi­ous mo­ment, this, out­side the room of his wife, once ad­mired, if not per­haps loved, who had called him “the lim­it.” He steeled him­self with that phrase, and tip­toed on; but the next door was harder to pass. It was the room his daugh­ters slept in. Maud was at school, but Imo­gen would be ly­ing there; and mois­ture came in­to Dartie’s early morn­ing eyes. She was the most like him of the four, with her dark hair, and her lus­cious brown glance. Just com­ing out, a pretty thing! He set down the two valises. This al­most form­al ab­dic­a­tion of fath­er­hood hurt him. The morn­ing light fell on a face which worked with real emo­tion. Noth­ing so false as pen­it­ence moved him; but genu­ine pa­ternal feel­ing, and that mel­an­choly of “nev­er again.” He moistened his lips; and com­plete ir­res­ol­u­tion for a mo­ment para­lysed his legs in their check trousers. It was hard—hard to be thus com­pelled to leave his home! “Dam­nit!” he muttered, “I nev­er thought it would come to this.” Noises above warned him that the maids were be­gin­ning to get up. And grasp­ing the two valises, he tip­toed on down­stairs. His cheeks were wet, and the know­ledge of that was com­fort­ing, as though it guar­an­teed the genu­ine­ness of his sac­ri­fice. He lingered a little in the rooms be­low, to pack all the ci­gars he had, some pa­pers, a crush hat, a sil­ver ci­gar­ette box, a Ruff’s Guide. Then, mix­ing him­self a stiff whisky and soda, and light­ing a ci­gar­ette, he stood hes­it­at­ing be­fore a pho­to­graph of his two girls, in a sil­ver frame. It be­longed to Wini­fred. “Nev­er mind,” he thought; “she can get an­oth­er taken, and I can’t!” He slipped it in­to the valise. Then, put­ting on his hat and over­coat, he took two oth­ers, his best malacca cane, an um­brella, and opened the front door. Clos­ing it softly be­hind him, he walked out, burdened as he had nev­er been in all his life, and made his way round the corner to wait there for an early cab to come by.

			Thus had passed Montague Dartie in the forty-fifth year of his age from the house which he had called his own.

			When Wini­fred came down, and real­ised that he was not in the house, her first feel­ing was one of dull an­ger that he should thus elude the re­proaches she had care­fully pre­pared in those long wake­ful hours. He had gone off to New­mar­ket or Brighton, with that wo­man as likely as not. Dis­gust­ing! Forced to a com­plete reti­cence be­fore Imo­gen and the ser­vants, and aware that her fath­er’s nerves would nev­er stand the dis­clos­ure, she had been un­able to re­frain from go­ing to Timothy’s that af­ter­noon, and pour­ing out the story of the pearls to Aunts Ju­ley and Hester in ut­ter con­fid­ence. It was only on the fol­low­ing morn­ing that she no­ticed the dis­ap­pear­ance of that pho­to­graph. What did it mean? Care­ful ex­am­in­a­tion of her hus­band’s rel­ics promp­ted the thought that he had gone for good. As that con­clu­sion hardened she stood quite still in the middle of his dress­ing-room, with all the draw­ers pulled out, to try and real­ise what she was feel­ing. By no means easy! Though he was “the lim­it” he was yet her prop­erty, and for the life of her she could not but feel the poorer. To be wid­owed yet not wid­owed at forty-two; with four chil­dren; made con­spicu­ous, an ob­ject of com­mis­er­a­tion! Gone to the arms of a Span­ish Jade! Memor­ies, feel­ings, which she had thought quite dead, re­vived with­in her, pain­ful, sul­len, ten­a­cious. Mech­an­ic­ally she closed draw­er after draw­er, went to her bed, lay on it, and bur­ied her face in the pil­lows. She did not cry. What was the use of that? When she got off her bed to go down to lunch she felt as if only one thing could do her good, and that was to have Val home. He—her eld­est boy—who was to go to Ox­ford next month at James’ ex­pense, was at Little­hamp­ton tak­ing his fi­nal gal­lops with his train­er for Smalls, as he would have phrased it fol­low­ing his fath­er’s dic­tion. She caused a tele­gram to be sent to him.

			“I must see about his clothes,” she said to Imo­gen; “I can’t have him go­ing up to Ox­ford all any­how. Those boys are so par­tic­u­lar.”

			“Val’s got heaps of things,” Imo­gen answered.

			“I know; but they want over­haul­ing. I hope he’ll come.”

			“He’ll come like a shot, Moth­er. But he’ll prob­ably skew his Ex­am.”

			“I can’t help that,” said Wini­fred. “I want him.”

			With an in­no­cent shrewd look at her moth­er’s face, Imo­gen kept si­lence. It was fath­er, of course! Val did come “like a shot” at six o’clock.

			Ima­gine a cross between a pickle and a For­syte and you have young Pub­li­us Valeri­us Dartie. A youth so named could hardly turn out oth­er­wise. When he was born, Wini­fred, in the hey­day of spir­its, and the crav­ing for dis­tinc­tion, had de­term­ined that her chil­dren should have names such as no oth­ers had ever had. (It was a mercy—she felt now—that she had just not named Imo­gen Thisbe.) But it was to George For­syte, al­ways a wag, that Val’s christen­ing was due. It so happened that Dartie, din­ing with him a week after the birth of his son and heir, had men­tioned this as­pir­a­tion of Wini­fred’s.

			“Call him Cato,” said George, “it’ll be damned pi­quant!” He had just won a ten­ner on a horse of that name.

			“Cato!” Dartie had replied—they were a little “on” as the phrase was even in those days—“it’s not a Chris­ti­an name.”

			“Hallo you!” George called to a waiter in knee breeches. “Bring me the En­cyc’pe­dia Brit. from the Lib­rary, let­ter C.”

			The waiter brought it.

			“Here you are!” said George, point­ing with his ci­gar: “Cato Pub­li­us Valeri­us by Vir­gil out of Ly­dia. That’s what you want. Pub­li­us Valeri­us is Chris­ti­an enough.”

			Dartie, on ar­riv­ing home, had in­formed Wini­fred. She had been charmed. It was so chic. And Pub­li­us Valeri­us be­came the baby’s name, though it af­ter­wards tran­spired that they had got hold of the in­feri­or Cato. In 1890, how­ever, when little Pub­li­us was nearly ten, the word “chic” went out of fash­ion, and sobri­ety came in; Wini­fred began to have doubts. They were con­firmed by little Pub­li­us him­self who re­turned from his first term at school com­plain­ing that life was a bur­den to him—they called him Pubby. Wini­fred—a wo­man of real de­cision—promptly changed his school and his name to Val, the Pub­li­us be­ing dropped even as an ini­tial.

			At nine­teen he was a limber, freckled youth with a wide mouth, light eyes, long dark lashes; a rather charm­ing smile, con­sid­er­able know­ledge of what he should not know, and no ex­per­i­ence of what he ought to do. Few boys had more nar­rowly es­caped be­ing ex­pelled—the en­ga­ging ras­cal. After kiss­ing his moth­er and pinch­ing Imo­gen, he ran up­stairs three at a time, and came down four, dressed for din­ner. He was aw­fully sorry, but his “train­er,” who had come up too, had asked him to dine at the Ox­ford and Cam­bridge; it wouldn’t do to miss—the old chap would be hurt. Wini­fred let him go with an un­happy pride. She had wanted him at home, but it was very nice to know that his tu­tor was so fond of him. He went out with a wink at Imo­gen, say­ing: “I say, Moth­er, could I have two plover’s eggs when I come in?—cook’s got some. They top up so jolly well. Oh! and look here—have you any money?—I had to bor­row a fiver from old Snobby.”

			Wini­fred, look­ing at him with fond shrewd­ness, answered:

			“My dear, you are naughty about money. But you shouldn’t pay him to­night, any­way; you’re his guest. How nice and slim he looked in his white waist­coat, and his dark thick lashes!”

			“Oh, but we may go to the theatre, you see, Moth­er; and I think I ought to stand the tick­ets; he’s al­ways hard up, you know.”

			Wini­fred pro­duced a five-pound note, say­ing:

			“Well, per­haps you’d bet­ter pay him, but you mustn’t stand the tick­ets too.”

			Val pock­eted the fiver.

			“If I do, I can’t,” he said. “Good night, Mum!”

			He went out with his head up and his hat cocked joy­ously, sniff­ing the air of Pic­ca­dilly like a young hound loosed in­to cov­ert. Jolly good biz! After that mouldy old slow hole down there!

			He found his “tu­tor,” not in­deed at the Ox­ford and Cam­bridge, but at the Goat’s Club. This “tu­tor” was a year older than him­self, a good-look­ing youth, with fine brown eyes, and smooth dark hair, a small mouth, an oval face, lan­guid, im­macu­late, cool to a de­gree, one of those young men who without ef­fort es­tab­lish mor­al as­cend­ancy over their com­pan­ions. He had missed be­ing ex­pelled from school a year be­fore Val, had spent that year at Ox­ford, and Val could al­most see a halo round his head. His name was Crum, and no one could get through money quick­er. It seemed to be his only aim in life—dazzling to young Val, in whom, how­ever, the For­syte would stand apart, now and then, won­der­ing where the value for that money was.

			They dined quietly, in style and taste; left the Club smoking ci­gars, with just two bottles in­side them, and dropped in­to stalls at the Liberty. For Val the sound of com­ic songs, the sight of lovely legs were fogged and in­ter­rup­ted by haunt­ing fears that he would nev­er equal Crum’s quiet dan­dy­ism. His ideal­ism was roused; and when that is so, one is nev­er quite at ease. Surely he had too wide a mouth, not the best cut of waist­coat, no braid on his trousers, and his lav­ender gloves had no thin black stitch­ings down the back. Be­sides, he laughed too much—Crum nev­er laughed, he only smiled, with his reg­u­lar dark brows raised a little so that they formed a gable over his just drooped lids. No! he would nev­er be Crum’s equal. All the same it was a jolly good show, and Cyn­thia Dark simply rip­ping. Between the acts Crum re­galed him with par­tic­u­lars of Cyn­thia’s private life, and the aw­ful know­ledge be­came Val’s that, if he liked, Crum could go be­hind. He simply longed to say: “I say, take me!” but dared not, be­cause of his de­fi­cien­cies; and this made the last act or two al­most miser­able. On com­ing out Crum said: “It’s half an hour be­fore they close; let’s go on to the Pan­de­moni­um.” They took a hansom to travel the hun­dred yards, and seats cost­ing sev­en-and-six apiece be­cause they were go­ing to stand, and walked in­to the Prom­en­ade. It was in these little things, this ut­ter neg­li­gence of money that Crum had such en­ga­ging pol­ish. The bal­let was on its last legs and night, and the traffic of the Prom­en­ade was suf­fer­ing for the mo­ment. Men and wo­men were crowded in three rows against the bar­ri­er. The whirl and dazzle on the stage, the half dark, the mingled to­bacco fumes and wo­men’s scent, all that curi­ous lure to promis­cu­ity which be­longs to Prom­en­ades, began to free young Val from his ideal­ism. He looked ad­mir­ingly in a young wo­man’s face, saw she was not young, and quickly looked away. Shades of Cyn­thia Dark! The young wo­man’s arm touched his un­con­sciously; there was a scent of musk and mignon­ette. Val looked round the corner of his lashes. Per­haps she was young, after all. Her foot trod on his; she begged his par­don. He said:

			“Not at all; jolly good bal­let, isn’t it?”

			“Oh, I’m tired of it; aren’t you?”

			Young Val smiled—his wide, rather charm­ing smile. Bey­ond that he did not go—not yet con­vinced. The For­syte in him stood out for great­er cer­tainty. And on the stage the bal­let whirled its kal­eido­scope of snow-white, sal­mon-pink, and em­er­ald-green and vi­ol­et and seemed sud­denly to freeze in­to a stilly spangled pyr­am­id. Ap­plause broke out, and it was over! Ma­roon cur­tains had cut it off. The semi­circle of men and wo­men round the bar­ri­er broke up, the young wo­man’s arm pressed his. A little way off dis­turb­ance seemed cent­ring round a man with a pink carna­tion; Val stole an­oth­er glance at the young wo­man, who was look­ing to­wards it. Three men, un­steady, emerged, walk­ing arm in arm. The one in the centre wore the pink carna­tion, a white waist­coat, a dark mous­tache; he reeled a little as he walked. Crum’s voice said slow and level: “Look at that bounder, he’s screwed!” Val turned to look. The “bounder” had dis­en­gaged his arm, and was point­ing straight at them. Crum’s voice, level as ever, said:

			“He seems to know you!” The “bounder” spoke:

			“H’llo!” he said. “You f’llows, look! There’s my young ras­cal of a son!”

			Val saw. It was his fath­er! He could have sunk in­to the crim­son car­pet. It was not the meet­ing in this place, not even that his fath­er was “screwed”; it was Crum’s word “bounder,” which, as by heav­enly rev­el­a­tion, he per­ceived at that mo­ment to be true. Yes, his fath­er looked a bounder with his dark good looks, and his pink carna­tion, and his square, self-as­sert­ive walk. And without a word he ducked be­hind the young wo­man and slipped out of the Prom­en­ade. He heard the word, “Val!” be­hind him, and ran down deep-car­peted steps past the chuck­ers-out, in­to the Square.

			To be ashamed of his own fath­er is per­haps the bitterest ex­per­i­ence a young man can go through. It seemed to Val, hur­ry­ing away, that his ca­reer had ended be­fore it had be­gun. How could he go up to Ox­ford now amongst all those chaps, those splen­did friends of Crum’s, who would know that his fath­er was a “bounder.” And sud­denly he hated Crum. Who the dev­il was Crum, to say that? If Crum had been be­side him at that mo­ment, he would cer­tainly have been jostled off the pave­ment. His own fath­er—his own! A choke came up in his throat, and he dashed his hands down deep in­to his over­coat pock­ets. Damn Crum! He con­ceived the wild idea of run­ning back and find­ing his fath­er, tak­ing him by the arm and walk­ing about with him in front of Crum; but gave it up at once and pur­sued his way down Pic­ca­dilly. A young wo­man planted her­self be­fore him. “Not so angry, darling!” He shied, dodged her, and sud­denly be­came quite cool. If Crum ever said a word, he would jolly well punch his head, and there would be an end of it. He walked a hun­dred yards or more, con­ten­ted with that thought, then lost its com­fort ut­terly. It wasn’t simple like that! He re­membered how, at school, when some par­ent came down who did not pass the stand­ard, it just clung to the fel­low af­ter­wards. It was one of those things noth­ing could re­move. Why had his moth­er mar­ried his fath­er, if he was a “bounder”? It was bit­terly un­fair—jolly low-down on a fel­low to give him a “bounder” for fath­er. The worst of it was that now Crum had spoken the word, he real­ised that he had long known sub­con­sciously that his fath­er was not “the clean potato.” It was the beast­li­est thing that had ever happened to him—beast­li­est thing that had ever happened to any fel­low! And, down­hearted as he had nev­er yet been, he came to Green Street, and let him­self in with a smuggled latch­key. In the din­ing-room his plover’s eggs were set in­vit­ingly, with some cut bread and but­ter, and a little whisky at the bot­tom of a de­canter—just enough, as Wini­fred had thought, for him to feel him­self a man. It made him sick to look at them, and he went up­stairs.

			Wini­fred heard him pass, and thought: “The dear boy’s in. Thank good­ness! If he takes after his fath­er I don’t know what I shall do! But he won’t—he’s like me. Dear Val!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Soames Pre­pares to Take Steps

			
			When Soames entered his sis­ter’s little Louis Quin­ze draw­ing-room, with its small bal­cony, al­ways flowered with hanging gerani­ums in the sum­mer, and now with pots of Lili­um Aurat­um, he was struck by the im­mut­ab­il­ity of hu­man af­fairs. It looked just the same as on his first vis­it to the newly mar­ried Darties twenty-one years ago. He had chosen the fur­niture him­self, and so com­pletely that no sub­sequent pur­chase had ever been able to change the room’s at­mo­sphere. Yes, he had foun­ded his sis­ter well, and she had wanted it. In­deed, it said a great deal for Wini­fred that after all this time with Dartie she re­mained well-foun­ded. From the first Soames had nosed out Dartie’s nature from un­der­neath the plaus­ib­il­ity, sa­voir faire, and good looks which had dazzled Wini­fred, her moth­er, and even James, to the ex­tent of per­mit­ting the fel­low to marry his daugh­ter without bring­ing any­thing but shares of no value in­to set­tle­ment.

			Wini­fred, whom he no­ticed next to the fur­niture, was sit­ting at her Buhl bur­eau with a let­ter in her hand. She rose and came to­wards him. Tall as him­self, strong in the cheekbones, well tailored, some­thing in her face dis­turbed Soames. She crumpled the let­ter in her hand, but seemed to change her mind and held it out to him. He was her law­yer as well as her broth­er.

			Soames read, on Iseeum Club pa­per, these words:

			
				“You will not get chance to in­sult in my own again. I am leav­ing coun­try to­mor­row. It’s played out. I’m tired of be­ing in­sul­ted by you. You’ve brought on your­self. No self-re­spect­ing man can stand it. I shall not ask you for any­thing again. Good­bye. I took the pho­to­graph of the two girls. Give them my love. I don’t care what your fam­ily say. It’s all their do­ing. I’m go­ing to live new life.

				
					“M. D.”

				
			

			This after-din­ner note had a splotch on it not yet quite dry. He looked at Wini­fred—the splotch had clearly come from her; and he checked the words: “Good rid­dance!” Then it oc­curred to him that with this let­ter she was en­ter­ing that very state which he him­self so earn­estly de­sired to quit—the state of a For­syte who was not di­vorced.

			Wini­fred had turned away, and was tak­ing a long sniff from a little gold-topped bottle. A dull com­mis­er­a­tion, to­geth­er with a vague sense of in­jury, crept about Soames’ heart. He had come to her to talk of his own po­s­i­tion, and get sym­pathy, and here was she in the same po­s­i­tion, want­ing of course to talk of it, and get sym­pathy from him. It was al­ways like that! Nobody ever seemed to think that he had troubles and in­terests of his own. He fol­ded up the let­ter with the splotch in­side, and said:

			“What’s it all about, now?”

			Wini­fred re­cited the story of the pearls calmly.

			“Do you think he’s really gone, Soames? You see the state he was in when he wrote that.”

			Soames who, when he de­sired a thing, pla­cated Provid­ence by pre­tend­ing that he did not think it likely to hap­pen, answered:

			“I shouldn’t think so. I might find out at his Club.”

			“If George is there,” said Wini­fred, “he would know.”

			“George?” said Soames; “I saw him at his fath­er’s fu­ner­al.”

			“Then he’s sure to be there.”

			Soames, whose good sense ap­plauded his sis­ter’s acu­men, said grudgingly: “Well, I’ll go round. Have you said any­thing in Park Lane?”

			“I’ve told Emily,” re­turned Wini­fred, who re­tained that chic way of de­scrib­ing her moth­er. “Fath­er would have a fit.”

			In­deed, any­thing un­to­ward was now sed­u­lously kept from James. With an­oth­er look round at the fur­niture, as if to gauge his sis­ter’s ex­act po­s­i­tion, Soames went out to­wards Pic­ca­dilly. The even­ing was draw­ing in—a touch of chill in the Oc­to­ber haze. He walked quickly, with his close and con­cen­trated air. He must get through, for he wished to dine in Soho. On hear­ing from the hall port­er at the Iseeum that Mr. Dartie had not been in today, he looked at the trusty fel­low and de­cided only to ask if Mr. George For­syte was in the Club. He was. Soames, who al­ways looked askance at his cous­in George, as one in­clined to jest at his ex­pense, fol­lowed the page­boy, slightly re­as­sured by the thought that George had just lost his fath­er. He must have come in for about thirty thou­sand, be­sides what he had un­der that set­tle­ment of Ro­ger’s, which had avoided death duty. He found George in a bow-win­dow, star­ing out across a half-eaten plate of muffins. His tall, bulky, black-clothed fig­ure loomed al­most threat­en­ing, though pre­serving still the su­per­nat­ur­al neat­ness of the ra­cing man. With a faint grin on his fleshy face, he said:

			“Hallo, Soames! Have a muffin?”

			“No, thanks,” mur­mured Soames; and, nurs­ing his hat, with the de­sire to say some­thing suit­able and sym­path­et­ic, ad­ded:

			“How’s your moth­er?”

			“Thanks,” said George; “so-so. Haven’t seen you for ages. You nev­er go ra­cing. How’s the City?”

			Soames, scent­ing the ap­proach of a jest, closed up, and answered:

			“I wanted to ask you about Dartie. I hear he’s. …”

			“Flit­ted, made a bolt to Buenos Aires with the fair Lola. Good for Wini­fred and the little Darties. He’s a treat.”

			Soames nod­ded. Nat­ur­ally in­im­ic­al as these cous­ins were, Dartie made them kin.

			“Uncle James’ll sleep in his bed now,” re­sumed George; “I sup­pose he’s had a lot off you, too.”

			Soames smiled.

			“Ah! You saw him fur­ther,” said George am­ic­ably. “He’s a real rouser. Young Val will want a bit of look­ing after. I was al­ways sorry for Wini­fred. She’s a plucky wo­man.”

			Again Soames nod­ded. “I must be get­ting back to her,” he said; “she just wanted to know for cer­tain. We may have to take steps. I sup­pose there’s no mis­take?”

			“It’s quite OK,” said George—it was he who in­ven­ted so many of those quaint say­ings which have been as­signed to oth­er sources. “He was drunk as a lord last night; but he went off all right this morn­ing. His ship’s the Tus­carora;” and, fish­ing out a card, he read mock­ingly:

			“ ‘Mr. Montague Dartie, Poste Rest­ante, Buenos Aires.’ I should hurry up with the steps, if I were you. He fairly fed me up last night.”

			“Yes,” said Soames; “but it’s not al­ways easy.” Then, con­scious from George’s eyes that he had roused re­min­is­cence of his own af­fair, he got up, and held out his hand. George rose too.

			“Re­mem­ber me to Wini­fred. … You’ll enter her for the Di­vorce Stakes straight off if you ask me.”

			Soames took a side­long look back at him from the door­way. George had seated him­self again and was star­ing be­fore him; he looked big and lonely in those black clothes. Soames had nev­er known him so sub­dued. “I sup­pose he feels it in a way,” he thought. “They must have about fifty thou­sand each, all told. They ought to keep the es­tate to­geth­er. If there’s a war, house prop­erty will go down. Uncle Ro­ger was a good judge, though.” And the face of An­nette rose be­fore him in the dark­en­ing street; her brown hair and her blue eyes with their dark lashes, her fresh lips and cheeks, dewy and bloom­ing in spite of Lon­don, her per­fect French fig­ure. “Take steps!” he thought. Re-en­ter­ing Wini­fred’s house he en­countered Val, and they went in to­geth­er. An idea had oc­curred to Soames. His cous­in Joly­on was Irene’s trust­ee, the first step would be to go down and see him at Robin Hill. Robin Hill! The odd—the very odd feel­ing those words brought back! Robin Hill—the house Bosin­ney had built for him and Irene—the house they had nev­er lived in—the fatal house! And Joly­on lived there now! H’m! And sud­denly he thought: “They say he’s got a boy at Ox­ford! Why not take young Val down and in­tro­duce them! It’s an ex­cuse! Less bald—very much less bald!” So, as they went up­stairs, he said to Val:

			“You’ve got a cous­in at Ox­ford; you’ve nev­er met him. I should like to take you down with me to­mor­row to where he lives and in­tro­duce you. You’ll find it use­ful.”

			Val, re­ceiv­ing the idea with but mod­er­ate trans­ports, Soames clinched it.

			“I’ll call for you after lunch. It’s in the coun­try—not far; you’ll en­joy it.”

			On the threshold of the draw­ing-room he re­called with an ef­fort that the steps he con­tem­plated con­cerned Wini­fred at the mo­ment, not him­self.

			Wini­fred was still sit­ting at her Buhl bur­eau.

			“It’s quite true,” he said; “he’s gone to Buenos Aires, star­ted this morn­ing—we’d bet­ter have him shad­owed when he lands. I’ll cable at once. Oth­er­wise we may have a lot of ex­pense. The soon­er these things are done the bet­ter. I’m al­ways re­gret­ting that I didn’t …” he stopped, and looked side­long at the si­lent Wini­fred. “By the way,” he went on, “can you prove cruelty?”

			Wini­fred said in a dull voice:

			“I don’t know. What is cruelty?”

			“Well, has he struck you, or any­thing?”

			Wini­fred shook her­self, and her jaw grew square.

			“He twis­ted my arm. Or would point­ing a pis­tol count? Or be­ing too drunk to un­dress him­self, or—No—I can’t bring in the chil­dren.”

			“No,” said Soames; “no! I won­der! Of course, there’s leg­al sep­ar­a­tion—we can get that. But sep­ar­a­tion! Um!”

			“What does it mean?” asked Wini­fred des­ol­ately.

			“That he can’t touch you, or you him; you’re both of you mar­ried and un­mar­ried.” And again he grunted. What was it, in fact, but his own ac­cursed po­s­i­tion, leg­al­ised! No, he would not put her in­to that!

			“It must be di­vorce,” he said de­cis­ively; “fail­ing cruelty, there’s deser­tion. There’s a way of short­en­ing the two years, now. We get the Court to give us resti­tu­tion of con­jugal rights. Then if he doesn’t obey, we can bring a suit for di­vorce in six months’ time. Of course you don’t want him back. But they won’t know that. Still, there’s the risk that he might come. I’d rather try cruelty.”

			Wini­fred shook her head. “It’s so beastly.”

			“Well,” Soames mur­mured, “per­haps there isn’t much risk so long as he’s in­fatu­ated and got money. Don’t say any­thing to any­body, and don’t pay any of his debts.”

			Wini­fred sighed. In spite of all she had been through, the sense of loss was heavy on her. And this idea of not pay­ing his debts any more brought it home to her as noth­ing else yet had. Some rich­ness seemed to have gone out of life. Without her hus­band, without her pearls, without that in­tim­ate sense that she made a brave show above the do­mest­ic whirl­pool, she would now have to face the world. She felt be­reaved in­deed.

			And in­to the chilly kiss he placed on her fore­head, Soames put more than his usu­al warmth.

			“I have to go down to Robin Hill to­mor­row,” he said, “to see young Joly­on on busi­ness. He’s got a boy at Ox­ford. I’d like to take Val with me and in­tro­duce him. Come down to the Shel­ter for the week­end and bring the chil­dren. Oh! by the way, no, that won’t do; I’ve got some oth­er people com­ing.” So say­ing, he left her and turned to­wards Soho.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Soho

			
			Of all quar­ters in the queer ad­ven­tur­ous am­al­gam called Lon­don, Soho is per­haps least suited to the For­syte spir­it. “Soho, my wild one!” George would have said if he had seen his cous­in go­ing there. Un­tidy, full of Greeks, Ish­mael­ites, cats, Itali­ans, to­ma­toes, res­taur­ants, or­gans, col­oured stuffs, queer names, people look­ing out of up­per win­dows, it dwells re­mote from the Brit­ish Body Polit­ic. Yet has it haphaz­ard pro­pri­et­ary in­stincts of its own, and a cer­tain pos­sess­ive prosper­ity which keeps its rents up when those of oth­er quar­ters go down. For long years Soames’ ac­quaint­ance­ship with Soho had been con­fined to its West­ern bas­tion, War­dour Street. Many bar­gains had he picked up there. Even dur­ing those sev­en years at Brighton after Bosin­ney’s death and Irene’s flight, he had bought treas­ures there some­times, though he had no place to put them; for when the con­vic­tion that his wife had gone for good at last be­came firm with­in him, he had caused a board to be put up in Mont­pel­li­er Square:

			
				For Sale

				The Lease of this De­sir­able Res­id­ence

				En­quire of Messrs. Les­son and Tukes, Court Street, Bel­gravia.

			

			It had sold with­in a week—that de­sir­able res­id­ence, in the shad­ow of whose per­fec­tion a man and a wo­man had eaten their hearts out.

			Of a misty Janu­ary even­ing, just be­fore the board was taken down, Soames had gone there once more, and stood against the Square rail­ings, look­ing at its un­lighted win­dows, chew­ing the cud of pos­sess­ive memor­ies which had turned so bit­ter in the mouth. Why had she nev­er loved him? Why? She had been giv­en all she had wanted, and in re­turn had giv­en him, for three long years, all he had wanted—ex­cept, in­deed, her heart. He had uttered a little in­vol­un­tary groan, and a passing po­lice­man had glanced sus­pi­ciously at him who no longer pos­sessed the right to enter that green door with the carved brass knock­er be­neath the board “For Sale!” A chok­ing sen­sa­tion had at­tacked his throat, and he had hur­ried away in­to the mist. That even­ing he had gone to Brighton to live. …

			Ap­proach­ing Malta Street, Soho, and the Res­taur­ant Bretagne, where An­nette would be droop­ing her pretty shoulders over her ac­counts, Soames thought with won­der of those sev­en years at Brighton. How had he man­aged to go on so long in that town devoid of the scent of sweet­peas, where he had not even space to put his treas­ures? True, those had been years with no time at all for look­ing at them—years of al­most pas­sion­ate money­mak­ing, dur­ing which For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte had be­come so­li­cit­ors to more lim­ited Com­pan­ies than they could prop­erly at­tend to. Up to the City of a morn­ing in a Pull­man car, down from the City of an even­ing in a Pull­man car. Law pa­pers again after din­ner, then the sleep of the tired, and up again next morn­ing. Sat­urday to Monday was spent at his Club in town—curi­ous re­versal of cus­tom­ary pro­ced­ure, based on the deep and care­ful in­stinct that while work­ing so hard he needed sea air to and from the sta­tion twice a day, and while rest­ing must in­dulge his do­mest­ic af­fec­tions. The Sunday vis­it to his fam­ily in Park Lane, to Timothy’s, and to Green Street; the oc­ca­sion­al vis­its else­where had seemed to him as ne­ces­sary to health as sea air on week­days. Even since his mi­gra­tion to Mapled­urham he had main­tained those habits un­til—he had known An­nette.

			Wheth­er An­nette had pro­duced the re­volu­tion in his out­look, or that out­look had pro­duced An­nette, he knew no more than we know where a circle be­gins. It was in­tric­ate and deeply in­volved with the grow­ing con­scious­ness that prop­erty without any­one to leave it to is the neg­a­tion of true For­syteism. To have an heir, some con­tinu­ance of self, who would be­gin where he left off—en­sure, in fact, that he would not leave off—had quite ob­sessed him for the last year and more. After buy­ing a bit of Wedg­wood one even­ing in April, he had dropped in­to Malta Street to look at a house of his fath­er’s which had been turned in­to a res­taur­ant—a risky pro­ceed­ing, and one not quite in ac­cord­ance with the terms of the lease. He had stared for a little at the out­side painted a good cream col­our, with two pea­cock-blue tubs con­tain­ing little bay-trees in a re­cessed door­way—and at the words “Res­taur­ant Bretagne” above them in gold let­ters, rather fa­vour­ably im­pressed. En­ter­ing, he had no­ticed that sev­er­al people were already seated at little round green tables with little pots of fresh flowers on them and Brit­tany-ware plates, and had asked of a trim wait­ress to see the pro­pri­et­or. They had shown him in­to a back room, where a girl was sit­ting at a simple bur­eau covered with pa­pers, and a small round table was laid for two. The im­pres­sion of clean­li­ness, or­der, and good taste was con­firmed when the girl got up, say­ing, “You wish to see Ma­man, Mon­sieur?” in a broken ac­cent.

			“Yes,” Soames had answered, “I rep­res­ent your land­lord; in fact, I’m his son.”

			“Won’t you sit down, sir, please? Tell Ma­man to come to this gen­tle­man.”

			He was pleased that the girl seemed im­pressed, be­cause it showed busi­ness in­stinct; and sud­denly he no­ticed that she was re­mark­ably pretty—so re­mark­ably pretty that his eyes found a dif­fi­culty in leav­ing her face. When she moved to put a chair for him, she swayed in a curi­ous subtle way, as if she had been put to­geth­er by someone with a spe­cial secret skill; and her face and neck, which was a little bared, looked as fresh as if they had been sprayed with dew. Prob­ably at this mo­ment Soames de­cided that the lease had not been vi­ol­ated; though to him­self and his fath­er he based the de­cision on the ef­fi­ciency of those il­li­cit ad­apt­a­tions in the build­ing, on the signs of prosper­ity, and the ob­vi­ous busi­ness ca­pa­city of Ma­dame Lamotte. He did not, how­ever, neg­lect to leave cer­tain mat­ters to fu­ture con­sid­er­a­tion, which had ne­ces­sit­ated fur­ther vis­its, so that the little back room had be­come quite ac­cus­tomed to his spare, not un­sol­id, but un­ob­trus­ive fig­ure, and his pale, chinny face with clipped mous­tache and dark hair not yet grizz­ling at the sides.

			“Un Mon­sieur très dis­tin­gué,” Ma­dame Lamotte found him; and presently, “Très am­ic­al, très gen­til,” watch­ing his eyes upon her daugh­ter.

			She was one of those gen­er­ously built, fine-faced, dark-haired French­wo­men, whose every ac­tion and tone of voice in­spire per­fect con­fid­ence in the thor­ough­ness of their do­mest­ic tastes, their know­ledge of cook­ing, and the care­ful in­crease of their bank bal­ances.

			After those vis­its to the Res­taur­ant Bretagne began, oth­er vis­its ceased—without, in­deed, any def­in­ite de­cision, for Soames, like all For­sytes, and the great ma­jor­ity of their coun­try­men, was a born em­pir­i­cist. But it was this change in his mode of life which had gradu­ally made him so def­in­itely con­scious that he de­sired to al­ter his con­di­tion from that of the un­mar­ried mar­ried man to that of the mar­ried man re­mar­ried.

			Turn­ing in­to Malta Street on this even­ing of early Oc­to­ber, 1899, he bought a pa­per to see if there were any after-de­vel­op­ment of the Drey­fus case—a ques­tion which he had al­ways found use­ful in mak­ing closer ac­quaint­ance­ship with Ma­dame Lamotte and her daugh­ter, who were Cath­ol­ic and anti-Drey­fusard.

			Scan­ning those columns, Soames found noth­ing French, but no­ticed a gen­er­al fall on the Stock Ex­change and an omin­ous lead­er about the Trans­vaal. He entered, think­ing: “War’s a cer­tainty. I shall sell my con­sols.” Not that he had many, per­son­ally, the rate of in­terest was too wretched; but he should ad­vise his Com­pan­ies—con­sols would as­suredly go down. A look, as he passed the door­ways of the res­taur­ant, as­sured him that busi­ness was good as ever, and this, which in April would have pleased him, now gave him a cer­tain un­eas­i­ness. If the steps which he had to take ended in his mar­ry­ing An­nette, he would rather see her moth­er safely back in France, a move to which the prosper­ity of the Res­taur­ant Bretagne might be­come an obstacle. He would have to buy them out, of course, for French people only came to Eng­land to make money; and it would mean a high­er price. And then that pe­cu­li­ar sweet sen­sa­tion at the back of his throat, and a slight thump­ing about the heart, which he al­ways ex­per­i­enced at the door of the little room, pre­ven­ted his think­ing how much it would cost.

			Go­ing in, he was con­scious of an abund­ant black skirt van­ish­ing through the door in­to the res­taur­ant, and of An­nette with her hands up to her hair. It was the at­ti­tude in which of all oth­ers he ad­mired her—so beau­ti­fully straight and roun­ded and supple. And he said:

			“I just came in to talk to your moth­er about pulling down that par­ti­tion. No, don’t call her.”

			“Mon­sieur will have sup­per with us? It will be ready in ten minutes.” Soames, who still held her hand, was over­come by an im­pulse which sur­prised him.

			“You look so pretty to­night,” he said, “so very pretty. Do you know how pretty you look, An­nette?”

			An­nette with­drew her hand, and blushed. “Mon­sieur is very good.”

			“Not a bit good,” said Soames, and sat down gloomily.

			An­nette made a little ex­press­ive ges­ture with her hands; a smile was crink­ling her red lips un­touched by salve.

			And, look­ing at those lips, Soames said:

			“Are you happy over here, or do you want to go back to France?”

			“Oh, I like Lon­don. Par­is, of course. But Lon­don is bet­ter than Or­leans, and the Eng­lish coun­try is so beau­ti­ful. I have been to Rich­mond last Sunday.”

			Soames went through a mo­ment of cal­cu­lat­ing struggle. Mapled­urham! Dared he? After all, dared he go so far as that, and show her what there was to look for­ward to! Still! Down there one could say things. In this room it was im­possible.

			“I want you and your moth­er,” he said sud­denly, “to come for the af­ter­noon next Sunday. My house is on the river, it’s not too late in this weath­er; and I can show you some good pic­tures. What do you say?”

			An­nette clasped her hands.

			“It will be lovelee. The river is so beau­ti­ful.”

			“That’s un­der­stood, then. I’ll ask Ma­dame.”

			He need say no more to her this even­ing, and risk giv­ing him­self away. But had he not already said too much? Did one ask res­taur­ant pro­pri­et­ors with pretty daugh­ters down to one’s coun­try house without design? Ma­dame Lamotte would see, if An­nette didn’t. Well! there was not much that Ma­dame did not see. Be­sides, this was the second time he had stayed to sup­per with them; he owed them hos­pit­al­ity.

			Walk­ing home to­wards Park Lane—for he was stay­ing at his fath­er’s—with the im­pres­sion of An­nette’s soft clev­er hand with­in his own, his thoughts were pleas­ant, slightly sen­su­al, rather puzzled. Take steps! What steps? How? Dirty lin­en washed in pub­lic? Pah! With his repu­ta­tion for saga­city, for farsighted­ness and the clev­er ex­tric­a­tion of oth­ers, he, who stood for pro­pri­et­ary in­terests, to be­come the plaything of that Law of which he was a pil­lar! There was some­thing re­volt­ing in the thought! Wini­fred’s af­fair was bad enough! To have a double dose of pub­li­city in the fam­ily! Would not a li­ais­on be bet­ter than that—a li­ais­on, and a son he could ad­opt? But dark, sol­id, watch­ful, Ma­dame Lamotte blocked the av­en­ue of that vis­ion. No! that would not work. It was not as if An­nette could have a real pas­sion for him; one could not ex­pect that at his age. If her moth­er wished, if the worldly ad­vant­age were mani­festly great—per­haps! If not, re­fus­al would be cer­tain. Be­sides, he thought: “I’m not a vil­lain. I don’t want to hurt her; and I don’t want any­thing un­der­hand. But I do want her, and I want a son! There’s noth­ing for it but di­vorce—some­how—any­how—di­vorce!” Un­der the shad­ow of the plane-trees, in the lamp­light, he passed slowly along the rail­ings of the Green Park. Mist clung there among the blu­ish tree shapes, bey­ond range of the lamps. How many hun­dred times he had walked past those trees from his fath­er’s house in Park Lane, when he was quite a young man; or from his own house in Mont­pel­li­er Square in those four years of mar­ried life! And, to­night, mak­ing up his mind to free him­self if he could of that long use­less mar­riage tie, he took a fancy to walk on, in at Hyde Park Corner, out at Knights­bridge Gate, just as he used to when go­ing home to Irene in the old days. What could she be like now?—how had she passed the years since he last saw her, twelve years in all, sev­en already since Uncle Joly­on left her that money? Was she still beau­ti­ful? Would he know her if he saw her? “I’ve not changed much,” he thought; “I ex­pect she has. She made me suf­fer.” He re­membered sud­denly one night, the first on which he went out to din­ner alone—an old Mal­buri­an din­ner—the first year of their mar­riage. With what eager­ness he had hur­ried back; and, en­ter­ing softly as a cat, had heard her play­ing. Open­ing the draw­ing-room door noise­lessly, he had stood watch­ing the ex­pres­sion on her face, dif­fer­ent from any he knew, so much more open, so con­fid­ing, as though to her mu­sic she was giv­ing a heart he had nev­er seen. And he re­membered how she stopped and looked round, how her face changed back to that which he did know, and what an icy shiver had gone through him, for all that the next mo­ment he was fond­ling her shoulders. Yes, she had made him suf­fer! Di­vorce! It seemed ri­dicu­lous, after all these years of ut­ter sep­ar­a­tion! But it would have to be. No oth­er way! “The ques­tion,” he thought with sud­den real­ism, “is—which of us? She or me? She deser­ted me. She ought to pay for it. There’ll be someone, I sup­pose.” In­vol­un­tar­ily he uttered a little snarling sound, and, turn­ing, made his way back to Park Lane.

		
	
		
			
				V

				James Sees Vis­ions

			
			The but­ler him­self opened the door, and clos­ing it softly, de­tained Soames on the in­ner mat.

			“The mas­ter’s poorly, sir,” he mur­mured. “He wouldn’t go to bed till you came in. He’s still in the din­ing-room.”

			Soames re­spon­ded in the hushed tone to which the house was now ac­cus­tomed.

			“What’s the mat­ter with him, Warm­son?”

			“Nervous, sir, I think. Might be the fu­ner­al; might be Mrs. Dartie’s com­in’ round this af­ter­noon. I think he over­heard some­thing. I’ve took him in a negus. The mis­tress has just gone up.”

			Soames hung his hat on a ma­hogany stag’s-horn.

			“All right, Warm­son, you can go to bed; I’ll take him up my­self.” And he passed in­to the din­ing-room.

			James was sit­ting be­fore the fire, in a big arm­chair, with a camel­hair shawl, very light and warm, over his frock-coated shoulders, on to which his long white whiskers drooped. His white hair, still fairly thick, glistened in the lamp­light; a little mois­ture from his fixed, light-grey eyes stained the cheeks, still quite well col­oured, and the long deep fur­rows run­ning to the corners of the clean-shaven lips, which moved as if mum­bling thoughts. His long legs, thin as a crow’s, in shep­herd’s plaid trousers, were bent at less than a right angle, and on one knee a spindly hand moved con­tinu­ally, with fin­gers wide apart and glisten­ing tapered nails. Be­side him, on a low stool, stood a half-fin­ished glass of negus, be­dewed with beads of heat. There he had been sit­ting, with in­ter­vals for meals, all day. At eighty-eight he was still or­gan­ic­ally sound, but suf­fer­ing ter­ribly from the thought that no one ever told him any­thing. It is, in­deed, doubt­ful how he had be­come aware that Ro­ger was be­ing bur­ied that day, for Emily had kept it from him. She was al­ways keep­ing things from him. Emily was only sev­enty! James had a grudge against his wife’s youth. He felt some­times that he would nev­er have mar­ried her if he had known that she would have so many years be­fore her, when he had so few. It was not nat­ur­al. She would live fif­teen or twenty years after he was gone, and might spend a lot of money; she had al­ways had ex­tra­vag­ant tastes. For all he knew she might want to buy one of these mo­tor­cars. Cicely and Rachel and Imo­gen and all the young people—they all rode those bi­cycles now and went off Good­ness knew where. And now Ro­ger was gone. He didn’t know—couldn’t tell! The fam­ily was break­ing up. Soames would know how much his uncle had left. Curi­ously he thought of Ro­ger as Soames’ uncle not as his own broth­er. Soames! It was more and more the one sol­id spot in a van­ish­ing world. Soames was care­ful; he was a warm man; but he had no one to leave his money to. There it was! He didn’t know! And there was that fel­low Cham­ber­lain! For James’ polit­ic­al prin­ciples had been fixed between ’70 and ’85 when “that ras­cally Rad­ic­al” had been the chief thorn in the side of prop­erty and he dis­trus­ted him to this day in spite of his con­ver­sion; he would get the coun­try in­to a mess and make money go down be­fore he had done with it. A stormy pet­rel of a chap! Where was Soames? He had gone to the fu­ner­al of course which they had tried to keep from him. He knew that per­fectly well; he had seen his son’s trousers. Ro­ger! Ro­ger in his coffin! He re­membered how, when they came up from school to­geth­er from the West, on the box seat of the old Slow­fly­er in 1824, Ro­ger had got in­to the boot and gone to sleep. James uttered a thin cackle. A funny fel­low—Ro­ger—an ori­gin­al! He didn’t know! Young­er than him­self, and in his coffin! The fam­ily was break­ing up. There was Val go­ing to the uni­ver­sity; he nev­er came to see him now. He would cost a pretty penny up there. It was an ex­tra­vag­ant age. And all the pretty pen­nies that his four grand­chil­dren would cost him danced be­fore James’ eyes. He did not grudge them the money, but he grudged ter­ribly the risk which the spend­ing of that money might bring on them; he grudged the di­minu­tion of se­cur­ity. And now that Cicely had mar­ried, she might be hav­ing chil­dren too. He didn’t know—couldn’t tell! Nobody thought of any­thing but spend­ing money in these days, and ra­cing about, and hav­ing what they called “a good time.” A mo­tor­car went past the win­dow. Ugly great lum­ber­ing thing, mak­ing all that rack­et! But there it was, the coun­try rat­tling to the dogs! People in such a hurry that they couldn’t even care for style—a neat turnout like his ba­rouche and bays was worth all those new­fangled things. And con­sols at 116! There must be a lot of money in the coun­try. And now there was this old Kruger! They had tried to keep old Kruger from him. But he knew bet­ter; there would be a pretty kettle of fish out there! He had known how it would be when that fel­low Glad­stone—dead now, thank God! made such a mess of it after that dread­ful busi­ness at Majuba. He shouldn’t won­der if the Em­pire split up and went to pot. And this vis­ion of the Em­pire go­ing to pot filled a full quarter of an hour with qualms of the most ser­i­ous char­ac­ter. He had eaten a poor lunch be­cause of them. But it was after lunch that the real dis­aster to his nerves oc­curred. He had been doz­ing when he be­came aware of voices—low voices. Ah! they nev­er told him any­thing! Wini­fred’s and her moth­er’s. “Monty!” That fel­low Dartie—al­ways that fel­low Dartie! The voices had re­ceded; and James had been left alone, with his ears stand­ing up like a hare’s, and fear creep­ing about his in­wards. Why did they leave him alone? Why didn’t they come and tell him? And an aw­ful thought, which through long years had haunted him, con­creted again swiftly in his brain. Dartie had gone bank­rupt—fraud­u­lently bank­rupt, and to save Wini­fred and the chil­dren, he—James—would have to pay! Could he—could Soames turn him in­to a lim­ited com­pany? No, he couldn’t! There it was! With every minute be­fore Emily came back the spectre fiercened. Why, it might be for­gery! With eyes fixed on the doubted Turn­er in the centre of the wall, James suffered tor­tures. He saw Dartie in the dock, his grand­chil­dren in the gut­ter, and him­self in bed. He saw the doubted Turn­er be­ing sold at Job­son’s, and all the majest­ic edi­fice of prop­erty in rags. He saw in fancy Wini­fred un­fash­ion­ably dressed, and heard in fancy Emily’s voice say­ing: “Now, don’t fuss, James!” She was al­ways say­ing: “Don’t fuss!” She had no nerves; he ought nev­er to have mar­ried a wo­man eight­een years young­er than him­self. Then Emily’s real voice said:

			“Have you had a nice nap, James?”

			Nap! He was in tor­ment, and she asked him that!

			“What’s this about Dartie?” he said, and his eyes glared at her.

			Emily’s self-pos­ses­sion nev­er deser­ted her.

			“What have you been hear­ing?” she asked blandly.

			“What’s this about Dartie?” re­peated James. “He’s gone bank­rupt.”

			“Fiddle!”

			James made a great ef­fort, and rose to the full height of his stork-like fig­ure.

			“You nev­er tell me any­thing,” he said; “he’s gone bank­rupt.”

			The de­struc­tion of that fixed idea seemed to Emily all that mattered at the mo­ment.

			“He has not,” she answered firmly. “He’s gone to Buenos Aires.”

			If she had said “He’s gone to Mars” she could not have dealt James a more stun­ning blow; his ima­gin­a­tion, in­ves­ted en­tirely in Brit­ish se­cur­it­ies, could as little grasp one place as the oth­er.

			“What’s he gone there for?” he said. “He’s got no money. What did he take?”

			Agit­ated with­in by Wini­fred’s news, and goaded by the con­stant re­it­er­a­tion of this jeremi­ad, Emily said calmly:

			“He took Wini­fred’s pearls and a dan­cer.”

			“What!” said James, and sat down.

			His sud­den col­lapse alarmed her, and smooth­ing his fore­head, she said:

			“Now, don’t fuss, James!”

			A dusky red had spread over James’ cheeks and fore­head.

			“I paid for them,” he said trem­blingly; “he’s a thief! I—I knew how it would be. He’ll be the death of me; he. …” Words failed him and he sat quite still. Emily, who thought she knew him so well, was alarmed, and went to­wards the side­board where she kept some sal volat­ile. She could not see the ten­a­cious For­syte spir­it work­ing in that thin, trem­u­lous shape against the ex­tra­vag­ance of the emo­tion called up by this out­rage on For­syte prin­ciples—the For­syte spir­it deep in there, say­ing: “You mustn’t get in­to a fan­tod, it’ll nev­er do. You won’t di­gest your lunch. You’ll have a fit!” All un­seen by her, it was do­ing bet­ter work in James than sal volat­ile.

			“Drink this,” she said.

			James waved it aside.

			“What was Wini­fred about,” he said, “to let him take her pearls?” Emily per­ceived the crisis past.

			“She can have mine,” she said com­fort­ably. “I nev­er wear them. She’d bet­ter get a di­vorce.”

			“There you go!” said James. “Di­vorce! We’ve nev­er had a di­vorce in the fam­ily. Where’s Soames?”

			“He’ll be in dir­ectly.”

			“No, he won’t,” said James, al­most fiercely; “he’s at the fu­ner­al. You think I know noth­ing.”

			“Well,” said Emily with calm, “you shouldn’t get in­to such fusses when we tell you things.” And plump­ing up his cush­ions, and put­ting the sal volat­ile be­side him, she left the room.

			But James sat there see­ing vis­ions—of Wini­fred in the Di­vorce Court, and the fam­ily name in the pa­pers; of the earth fall­ing on Ro­ger’s coffin; of Val tak­ing after his fath­er; of the pearls he had paid for and would nev­er see again; of money back at four per­cent, and the coun­try go­ing to the dogs; and, as the af­ter­noon wore in­to even­ing, and teatime passed, and din­ner­time, those vis­ions be­came more and more mixed and men­acing—of be­ing told noth­ing, till he had noth­ing left of all his wealth, and they told him noth­ing of it. Where was Soames? Why didn’t he come in? … His hand grasped the glass of negus, he raised it to drink, and saw his son stand­ing there look­ing at him. A little sigh of re­lief es­caped his lips, and put­ting the glass down, he said:

			“There you are! Dartie’s gone to Buenos Aires.”

			Soames nod­ded. “That’s all right,” he said; “good rid­dance.”

			A wave of as­suage­ment passed over James’ brain. Soames knew. Soames was the only one of them all who had sense. Why couldn’t he come and live at home? He had no son of his own. And he said plaint­ively:

			“At my age I get nervous. I wish you were more at home, my boy.”

			Again Soames nod­ded; the mask of his coun­ten­ance be­trayed no un­der­stand­ing, but he went closer, and as if by ac­ci­dent touched his fath­er’s shoulder.

			“They sent their love to you at Timothy’s,” he said. “It went off all right. I’ve been to see Wini­fred. I’m go­ing to take steps.” And he thought: “Yes, and you mustn’t hear of them.”

			James looked up; his long white whiskers quivered, his thin throat between the points of his col­lar looked very gristly and na­ked.

			“I’ve been very poorly all day,” he said; “they nev­er tell me any­thing.”

			Soames’ heart twitched.

			“Well, it’s all right. There’s noth­ing to worry about. Will you come up now?” and he put his hand un­der his fath­er’s arm.

			James obed­i­ently and trem­u­lously raised him­self, and to­geth­er they went slowly across the room, which had a rich look in the fire­light, and out to the stairs. Very slowly they as­cen­ded.

			“Good night, my boy,” said James at his bed­room door.

			“Good night, fath­er,” answered Soames. His hand stroked down the sleeve be­neath the shawl; it seemed to have al­most noth­ing in it, so thin was the arm. And, turn­ing away from the light in the open­ing door­way, he went up the ex­tra flight to his own bed­room.

			“I want a son,” he thought, sit­ting on the edge of his bed; “I want a son.”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				No-Longer-Young Joly­on at Home

			
			Trees take little ac­count of time, and the old oak on the up­per lawn at Robin Hill looked no day older than when Bosin­ney sprawled un­der it and said to Soames: “For­syte, I’ve found the very place for your house.” Since then Swith­in had dreamed, and old Joly­on died, be­neath its branches. And now, close to the swing, no-longer-young Joly­on of­ten painted there. Of all spots in the world it was per­haps the most sac­red to him, for he had loved his fath­er.

			Con­tem­plat­ing its great girth—crinkled and a little mossed, but not yet hol­low—he would spec­u­late on the pas­sage of time. That tree had seen, per­haps, all real Eng­lish his­tory; it dated, he shouldn’t won­der, from the days of Eliza­beth at least. His own fifty years were as noth­ing to its wood. When the house be­hind it, which he now owned, was three hun­dred years of age in­stead of twelve, that tree might still be stand­ing there, vast and hol­low—for who would com­mit such sac­ri­lege as to cut it down? A For­syte might per­haps still be liv­ing in that house, to guard it jeal­ously. And Joly­on would won­der what the house would look like coated with such age. Wistar­ia was already about its walls—the new look had gone. Would it hold its own and keep the dig­nity Bosin­ney had be­stowed on it, or would the gi­ant Lon­don have lapped it round and made it in­to an asylum in the midst of a jerry-built wil­der­ness? Of­ten, with­in and without of it, he was per­suaded that Bosin­ney had been moved by the spir­it when he built. He had put his heart in­to that house, in­deed! It might even be­come one of the “homes of Eng­land”—a rare achieve­ment for a house in these de­gen­er­ate days of build­ing. And the aes­thet­ic spir­it, mov­ing hand in hand with his For­syte sense of pos­sess­ive con­tinu­ity, dwelt with pride and pleas­ure on his own­er­ship there­of. There was the smack of rev­er­ence and an­cest­or-wor­ship (if only for one an­cest­or) in his de­sire to hand this house down to his son and his son’s son. His fath­er had loved the house, had loved the view, the grounds, that tree; his last years had been happy there, and no one had lived there be­fore him. These last el­ev­en years at Robin Hill had formed in Joly­on’s life as a paint­er, the im­port­ant peri­od of suc­cess. He was now in the very van of wa­ter­col­our art, hanging on the line every­where. His draw­ings fetched high prices. Spe­cial­ising in that one me­di­um with the tenacity of his breed, he had “ar­rived”—rather late, but not too late for a mem­ber of the fam­ily which made a point of liv­ing forever. His art had really deepened and im­proved. In con­form­ity with his po­s­i­tion he had grown a short fair beard, which was just be­gin­ning to grizzle, and hid his For­syte chin; his brown face had lost the warped ex­pres­sion of his os­tra­cised peri­od—he looked, if any­thing, young­er. The loss of his wife in 1894 had been one of those do­mest­ic tra­gedies which turn out in the end for the good of all. He had, in­deed, loved her to the last, for his was an af­fec­tion­ate spir­it, but she had be­come in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult: jeal­ous of her step­daugh­ter June, jeal­ous even of her own little daugh­ter Holly, and mak­ing cease­less plaint that he could not love her, ill as she was, and “use­less to every­one, and bet­ter dead.” He had mourned her sin­cerely, but his face had looked young­er since she died. If she could only have be­lieved that she made him happy, how much hap­pi­er would the twenty years of their com­pan­ion­ship have been!

			June had nev­er really got on well with her who had rep­re­hens­ibly taken her own moth­er’s place; and ever since old Joly­on died she had been es­tab­lished in a sort of stu­dio in Lon­don. But she had come back to Robin Hill on her step­moth­er’s death, and gathered the reins there in­to her small de­cided hands. Jolly was then at Har­row; Holly still learn­ing from Ma­demois­elle Beauce. There had been noth­ing to keep Joly­on at home, and he had re­moved his grief and his paint­box abroad. There he had wandered, for the most part in Brit­tany, and at last had fetched up in Par­is. He had stayed there sev­er­al months, and come back with the young­er face and the short fair beard. Es­sen­tially a man who merely lodged in any house, it had suited him per­fectly that June should reign at Robin Hill, so that he was free to go off with his easel where and when he liked. She was in­clined, it is true, to re­gard the house rather as an asylum for her protégés! but his own out­cast days had filled Joly­on forever with sym­pathy to­wards an out­cast, and June’s lame ducks about the place did not an­noy him. By all means let her have them down and feed them up; and though his slightly cyn­ic­al hu­mour per­ceived that they min­istered to his daugh­ter’s love of dom­in­a­tion as well as moved her warm heart, he nev­er ceased to ad­mire her for hav­ing so many ducks. He fell, in­deed, year by year in­to a more and more de­tached and broth­erly at­ti­tude to­wards his own son and daugh­ters, treat­ing them with a sort of whim­sic­al equal­ity. When he went down to Har­row to see Jolly, he nev­er quite knew which of them was the eld­er, and would sit eat­ing cher­ries with him out of one pa­per bag, with an af­fec­tion­ate and iron­ic­al smile twist­ing up an eye­brow and curl­ing his lips a little. And he was al­ways care­ful to have money in his pock­et, and to be mod­ish in his dress, so that his son need not blush for him. They were per­fect friends, but nev­er seemed to have oc­ca­sion for verbal con­fid­ences, both hav­ing the com­pet­it­ive self-con­scious­ness of For­sytes. They knew they would stand by each oth­er in scrapes, but there was no need to talk about it. Joly­on had a strik­ing hor­ror—partly ori­gin­al sin, but partly the res­ult of his early im­mor­al­ity—of the mor­al at­ti­tude. The most he could ever have said to his son would have been:

			“Look here, old man; don’t for­get you’re a gen­tle­man,” and then have wondered whim­sic­ally wheth­er that was not a snob­bish sen­ti­ment. The great crick­et match was per­haps the most search­ing and awk­ward time they an­nu­ally went through to­geth­er, for Joly­on had been at Eton. They would be par­tic­u­larly care­ful dur­ing that match, con­tinu­ally say­ing: “Hoo­ray! Oh! hard luck, old man!” or “Hoo­ray! Oh! bad luck, Dad!” to each oth­er, when some dis­aster at which their hearts bounded happened to the op­pos­ing school. And Joly­on would wear a grey top hat, in­stead of his usu­al soft one, to save his son’s feel­ings, for a black top hat he could not stom­ach. When Jolly went up to Ox­ford, Joly­on went up with him, amused, humble, and a little anxious not to dis­cred­it his boy amongst all these youths who seemed so much more as­sured and old than him­self. He of­ten thought, “Glad I’m a paint­er”—for he had long dropped un­der­writ­ing at Lloyds—“it’s so in­noc­u­ous. You can’t look down on a paint­er—you can’t take him ser­i­ously enough.” For Jolly, who had a sort of nat­ur­al lord­li­ness, had passed at once in­to a very small set, who secretly amused his fath­er. The boy had fair hair which curled a little, and his grand­fath­er’s deep­set iron-grey eyes. He was well-built and very up­right, and al­ways pleased Joly­on’s aes­thet­ic sense, so that he was a tiny bit afraid of him, as artists ever are of those of their own sex whom they ad­mire phys­ic­ally. On that oc­ca­sion, how­ever, he ac­tu­ally did screw up his cour­age to give his son ad­vice, and this was it:

			“Look here, old man, you’re bound to get in­to debt; mind you come to me at once. Of course, I’ll al­ways pay them. But you might re­mem­ber that one re­spects one­self more af­ter­wards if one pays one’s own way. And don’t ever bor­row, ex­cept from me, will you?”

			And Jolly had said:

			“All right, Dad, I won’t,” and he nev­er had.

			“And there’s just one oth­er thing. I don’t know much about mor­al­ity and that, but there is this: It’s al­ways worth while be­fore you do any­thing to con­sider wheth­er it’s go­ing to hurt an­oth­er per­son more than is ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary.”

			Jolly had looked thought­ful, and nod­ded, and presently had squeezed his fath­er’s hand. And Joly­on had thought: “I won­der if I had the right to say that?” He al­ways had a sort of dread of los­ing the dumb con­fid­ence they had in each oth­er; re­mem­ber­ing how for long years he had lost his own fath­er’s, so that there had been noth­ing between them but love at a great dis­tance. He un­der­es­tim­ated, no doubt, the change in the spir­it of the age since he him­self went up to Cam­bridge in ’65; and per­haps he un­der­es­tim­ated, too, his boy’s power of un­der­stand­ing that he was tol­er­ant to the very bone. It was that tol­er­ance of his, and pos­sibly his scep­ti­cism, which ever made his re­la­tions to­wards June so queerly de­fens­ive. She was such a de­cided mor­tal; knew her own mind so ter­ribly well; wanted things so in­ex­or­ably un­til she got them—and then, in­deed, of­ten dropped them like a hot potato. Her moth­er had been like that, whence had come all those tears. Not that his in­com­pat­ib­il­ity with his daugh­ter was any­thing like what it had been with the first Mrs. Young Joly­on. One could be amused where a daugh­ter was con­cerned; in a wife’s case one could not be amused. To see June set her heart and jaw on a thing un­til she got it was all right, be­cause it was nev­er any­thing which in­terfered fun­da­ment­ally with Joly­on’s liberty—the one thing on which his jaw was also ab­so­lutely ri­gid, a con­sid­er­able jaw, un­der that short grizz­ling beard. Nor was there ever any ne­ces­sity for real heart-to-heart en­coun­ters. One could break away in­to irony—as in­deed he of­ten had to. But the real trouble with June was that she had nev­er ap­pealed to his aes­thet­ic sense, though she might well have, with her red-gold hair and her vik­ing-col­oured eyes, and that touch of the Ber­serker in her spir­it. It was very dif­fer­ent with Holly, soft and quiet, shy and af­fec­tion­ate, with a play­ful imp in her some­where. He watched this young­er daugh­ter of his through the duck­ling stage with ex­traordin­ary in­terest. Would she come out a swan? With her sal­low oval face and her grey wist­ful eyes and those long dark lashes, she might, or she might not. Only this last year had he been able to guess. Yes, she would be a swan—rather a dark one, al­ways a shy one, but an au­then­t­ic swan. She was eight­een now, and Ma­demois­elle Beauce was gone—the ex­cel­lent lady had re­moved, after el­ev­en years haunted by her con­tinu­ous re­min­is­cences of the “well-brrred little Tayleurs,” to an­oth­er fam­ily whose bos­om would now be agit­ated by her re­min­is­cences of the “well-brrred little For­sytes.” She had taught Holly to speak French like her­self.

			Por­trait­ure was not Joly­on’s forte, but he had already drawn his young­er daugh­ter three times, and was draw­ing her a fourth, on the af­ter­noon of Oc­to­ber 4th, 1899, when a card was brought to him which caused his eye­brows to go up:

			
				Mr. Soames For­syte

				
					The Shel­ter, Mapled­urham.

					Con­nois­seurs Club, St. James’s.

				

			

			But here the For­syte Saga must di­gress again. …

			To re­turn from a long travel in Spain to a darkened house, to a little daugh­ter be­wildered with tears, to the sight of a loved fath­er ly­ing peace­ful in his last sleep, had nev­er been, was nev­er likely to be, for­got­ten by so im­pres­sion­able and warm­hearted a man as Joly­on. A sense as of mys­tery, too, clung to that sad day, and about the end of one whose life had been so well-ordered, bal­anced, and above­board. It seemed in­cred­ible that his fath­er could thus have van­ished without, as it were, an­noun­cing his in­ten­tion, without last words to his son, and due farewells. And those in­co­her­ent al­lu­sions of little Holly to “the lady in grey,” of Ma­demois­elle Beauce to a Ma­dame Er­rant (as it soun­ded) in­volved all things in a mist, lif­ted a little when he read his fath­er’s will and the co­di­cil thereto. It had been his duty as ex­ecut­or of that will and co­di­cil to in­form Irene, wife of his cous­in Soames, of her life in­terest in fif­teen thou­sand pounds. He had called on her to ex­plain that the ex­ist­ing in­vest­ment in In­dia Stock, ear­marked to meet the charge, would pro­duce for her the in­ter­est­ing net sum of £430 odd a year, clear of in­come tax. This was but the third time he had seen his cous­in Soames’ wife—if in­deed she was still his wife, of which he was not quite sure. He re­membered hav­ing seen her sit­ting in the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens wait­ing for Bosin­ney—a pass­ive, fas­cin­at­ing fig­ure, re­mind­ing him of Titian’s Heav­enly Love, and again, when, charged by his fath­er, he had gone to Mont­pel­li­er Square on the af­ter­noon when Bosin­ney’s death was known. He still re­called vividly her sud­den ap­pear­ance in the draw­ing-room door­way on that oc­ca­sion—her beau­ti­ful face, passing from wild eager­ness of hope to stony des­pair; re­membered the com­pas­sion he had felt, Soames’ snarling smile, his words, “We are not at home!” and the slam of the front door.

			This third time he saw a face and form more beau­ti­ful—freed from that warp of wild hope and des­pair. Look­ing at her, he thought: “Yes, you are just what the Dad would have ad­mired!” And the strange story of his fath­er’s In­di­an sum­mer be­came slowly clear to him. She spoke of old Joly­on with rev­er­ence and tears in her eyes. “He was so won­der­fully kind to me; I don’t know why. He looked so beau­ti­ful and peace­ful sit­ting in that chair un­der the tree; it was I who first came on him sit­ting there, you know. Such a lovely day. I don’t think an end could have been hap­pi­er. We should all like to go out like that.”

			“Quite right!” he had thought. “We should all a like to go out in full sum­mer with beauty step­ping to­wards us across a lawn.” And look­ing round the little, al­most empty draw­ing-room, he had asked her what she was go­ing to do now. “I am go­ing to live again a little, Cous­in Joly­on. It’s won­der­ful to have money of one’s own. I’ve nev­er had any. I shall keep this flat, I think; I’m used to it; but I shall be able to go to Italy.”

			“Ex­actly!” Joly­on had mur­mured, look­ing at her faintly smil­ing lips; and he had gone away think­ing: “A fas­cin­at­ing wo­man! What a waste! I’m glad the Dad left her that money.” He had not seen her again, but every quarter he had signed her cheque, for­ward­ing it to her bank, with a note to the Chelsea flat to say that he had done so; and al­ways he had re­ceived a note in ac­know­ledg­ment, gen­er­ally from the flat, but some­times from Italy; so that her per­son­al­ity had be­come em­bod­ied in slightly scen­ted grey pa­per, an up­right fine hand­writ­ing, and the words, “Dear Cous­in Joly­on.” Man of prop­erty that he now was, the slender cheque he signed of­ten gave rise to the thought: “Well, I sup­pose she just man­ages”; slid­ing in­to a vague won­der how she was faring oth­er­wise in a world of men not wont to let beauty go un­possessed. At first Holly had spoken of her some­times, but “ladies in grey” soon fade from chil­dren’s memor­ies; and the tight­en­ing of June’s lips in those first weeks after her grand­fath­er’s death whenev­er her former friend’s name was men­tioned, had dis­cour­aged al­lu­sion. Only once, in­deed, had June spoken def­in­itely: “I’ve for­giv­en her. I’m fright­fully glad she’s in­de­pend­ent now. …”

			On re­ceiv­ing Soames’ card, Joly­on said to the maid—for he could not abide but­lers—“Show him in­to the study, please, and say I’ll be there in a minute”; and then he looked at Holly and asked:

			“Do you re­mem­ber ‘the lady in grey,’ who used to give you mu­sic-les­sons?”

			“Oh yes, why? Has she come?”

			Joly­on shook his head, and, chan­ging his hol­land blouse for a coat, was si­lent, per­ceiv­ing sud­denly that such his­tory was not for those young ears. His face, in fact, be­came whim­sic­al per­plex­ity in­carn­ate while he jour­neyed to­wards the study.

			Stand­ing by the french-win­dow, look­ing out across the ter­race at the oak tree, were two fig­ures, middle-aged and young, and he thought: “Who’s that boy? Surely they nev­er had a child.”

			The eld­er fig­ure turned. The meet­ing of those two For­sytes of the second gen­er­a­tion, so much more soph­ist­ic­ated than the first, in the house built for the one and owned and oc­cu­pied by the oth­er, was marked by subtle de­fens­ive­ness be­neath dis­tinct at­tempt at cor­di­al­ity. “Has he come about his wife?” Joly­on was think­ing; and Soames, “How shall I be­gin?” while Val, brought to break the ice, stood neg­li­gently scru­tin­ising this “bearded pard” from un­der his dark, thick eye­lashes.

			“This is Val Dartie,” said Soames, “my sis­ter’s son. He’s just go­ing up to Ox­ford. I thought I’d like him to know your boy.”

			“Ah! I’m sorry Jolly’s away. What col­lege?”

			“B.N.C.,” replied Val.

			“Jolly’s at the ‘House,’ but he’ll be de­lighted to look you up.”

			“Thanks aw­fully.”

			“Holly’s in—if you could put up with a fe­male re­la­tion, she’d show you round. You’ll find her in the hall if you go through the cur­tains. I was just paint­ing her.”

			With an­oth­er “Thanks, aw­fully!” Val van­ished, leav­ing the two cous­ins with the ice un­broken.

			“I see you’ve some draw­ings at the ‘Wa­ter Col­ours,’ ” said Soames.

			Joly­on winced. He had been out of touch with the For­syte fam­ily at large for twenty-six years, but they were con­nec­ted in his mind with Frith’s Derby Day and Land­seer prints. He had heard from June that Soames was a con­nois­seur, which made it worse. He had be­come aware, too, of a curi­ous sen­sa­tion of re­pug­nance.

			“I haven’t seen you for a long time,” he said.

			“No,” answered Soames between close lips, “not since—as a mat­ter of fact, it’s about that I’ve come. You’re her trust­ee, I’m told.”

			Joly­on nod­ded.

			“Twelve years is a long time,” said Soames rap­idly: “I—I’m tired of it.”

			Joly­on found no more ap­pro­pri­ate an­swer than:

			“Won’t you smoke?”

			“No, thanks.”

			Joly­on him­self lit a ci­gar­ette.

			“I wish to be free,” said Soames ab­ruptly.

			“I don’t see her,” mur­mured Joly­on through the fume of his ci­gar­ette.

			“But you know where she lives, I sup­pose?”

			Joly­on nod­ded. He did not mean to give her ad­dress without per­mis­sion. Soames seemed to di­vine his thought.

			“I don’t want her ad­dress,” he said; “I know it.”

			“What ex­actly do you want?”

			“She deser­ted me. I want a di­vorce.”

			“Rather late in the day, isn’t it?”

			“Yes,” said Soames. And there was a si­lence.

			“I don’t know much about these things—at least, I’ve for­got­ten,” said Joly­on with a wry smile. He him­self had had to wait for death to grant him a di­vorce from the first Mrs. Joly­on. “Do you wish me to see her about it?”

			Soames raised his eyes to his cous­in’s face. “I sup­pose there’s someone,” he said.

			A shrug moved Joly­on’s shoulders.

			“I don’t know at all. I ima­gine you may have both lived as if the oth­er were dead. It’s usu­al in these cases.”

			Soames turned to the win­dow. A few early fallen oak-leaves strewed the ter­race already, and were rolling round in the wind. Joly­on saw the fig­ures of Holly and Val Dartie mov­ing across the lawn to­wards the stables. “I’m not go­ing to run with the hare and hunt with the hounds,” he thought. “I must act for her. The Dad would have wished that.” And for a swift mo­ment he seemed to see his fath­er’s fig­ure in the old arm­chair, just bey­ond Soames, sit­ting with knees crossed, the Times in his hand. It van­ished.

			“My fath­er was fond of her,” he said quietly.

			“Why he should have been I don’t know,” Soames answered without look­ing round. “She brought trouble to your daugh­ter June; she brought trouble to every­one. I gave her all she wanted. I would have giv­en her even—for­give­ness—but she chose to leave me.”

			In Joly­on com­pas­sion was checked by the tone of that close voice. What was there in the fel­low that made it so dif­fi­cult to be sorry for him?

			“I can go and see her, if you like,” he said. “I sup­pose she might be glad of a di­vorce, but I know noth­ing.”

			Soames nod­ded.

			“Yes, please go. As I say, I know her ad­dress; but I’ve no wish to see her.” His tongue was busy with his lips, as if they were very dry.

			“You’ll have some tea?” said Joly­on, stifling the words: “And see the house.” And he led the way in­to the hall. When he had rung the bell and ordered tea, he went to his easel to turn his draw­ing to the wall. He could not bear, some­how, that his work should be seen by Soames, who was stand­ing there in the middle of the great room which had been de­signed ex­pressly to af­ford wall space for his own pic­tures. In his cous­in’s face, with its un­seiz­able fam­ily like­ness to him­self, and its chinny, nar­row, con­cen­trated look, Joly­on saw that which moved him to the thought: “That chap could nev­er for­get any­thing—nor ever give him­self away. He’s pathet­ic!”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Colt and the Filly

			
			When young Val left the pres­ence of the last gen­er­a­tion he was think­ing: “This is jolly dull! Uncle Soames does take the bun. I won­der what this filly’s like?” He an­ti­cip­ated no pleas­ure from her so­ci­ety; and sud­denly he saw her stand­ing there look­ing at him. Why, she was pretty! What luck!

			“I’m afraid you don’t know me,” he said. “My name’s Val Dartie—I’m once re­moved, second cous­in, some­thing like that, you know. My moth­er’s name was For­syte.”

			Holly, whose slim brown hand re­mained in his be­cause she was too shy to with­draw it, said:

			“I don’t know any of my re­la­tions. Are there many?”

			“Tons. They’re aw­ful—most of them. At least, I don’t know—some of them. One’s re­la­tions al­ways are, aren’t they?”

			“I ex­pect they think one aw­ful too,” said Holly.

			“I don’t know why they should. No one could think you aw­ful, of course.”

			Holly looked at him—the wist­ful cand­our in those grey eyes gave young Val a sud­den feel­ing that he must pro­tect her.

			“I mean there are people and people,” he ad­ded as­tutely. “Your dad looks aw­fully de­cent, for in­stance.”

			“Oh yes!” said Holly fer­vently; “he is.”

			A flush moun­ted in Val’s cheeks—that scene in the Pan­de­moni­um prom­en­ade—the dark man with the pink carna­tion de­vel­op­ing in­to his own fath­er! “But you know what the For­sytes are,” he said al­most vi­ciously. “Oh! I for­got; you don’t.”

			“What are they?”

			“Oh! fear­fully care­ful; not sports­men a bit. Look at Uncle Soames!”

			“I’d like to,” said Holly.

			Val res­isted a de­sire to run his arm through hers. “Oh! no,” he said, “let’s go out. You’ll see him quite soon enough. What’s your broth­er like?”

			Holly led the way on to the ter­race and down to the lawn without an­swer­ing. How de­scribe Jolly, who, ever since she re­membered any­thing, had been her lord, mas­ter, and ideal?

			“Does he sit on you?” said Val shrewdly. “I shall be know­ing him at Ox­ford. Have you got any horses?”

			Holly nod­ded. “Would you like to see the stables?”

			“Rather!”

			They passed un­der the oak tree, through a thin shrub­bery, in­to the stable-yard. There un­der a clock-tower lay a fluffy brown-and-white dog, so old that he did not get up, but faintly waved the tail curled over his back.

			“That’s Balthas­ar,” said Holly; “he’s so old—aw­fully old, nearly as old as I am. Poor old boy! He’s de­voted to Dad.”

			“Balthas­ar! That’s a rum name. He isn’t purebred you know.”

			“No! but he’s a darling,” and she bent down to stroke the dog. Gentle and supple, with dark covered head and slim browned neck and hands, she seemed to Val strange and sweet, like a thing slipped between him and all pre­vi­ous know­ledge.

			“When grand­fath­er died,” she said, “he wouldn’t eat for two days. He saw him die, you know.”

			“Was that old Uncle Joly­on? Moth­er al­ways says he was a top­per.”

			“He was,” said Holly simply, and opened the stable door.

			In a loose-box stood a sil­ver roan of about fif­teen hands, with a long black tail and mane. “This is mine—Fairy.”

			“Ah!” said Val, “she’s a jolly pal­frey. But you ought to bang her tail. She’d look much smarter.” Then catch­ing her won­der­ing look, he thought sud­denly: “I don’t know—any­thing she likes!” And he took a long sniff of the stable air. “Horses are rip­ping, aren’t they? My Dad …” he stopped.

			“Yes?” said Holly.

			An im­pulse to un­bosom him­self al­most over­came him—but not quite. “Oh! I don’t know he’s of­ten gone a mucker over them. I’m jolly keen on them too—rid­ing and hunt­ing. I like ra­cing aw­fully, as well; I should like to be a gen­tle­man rider.” And ob­li­vi­ous of the fact that he had but one more day in town, with two en­gage­ments, he plumped out:

			“I say, if I hire a gee to­mor­row, will you come a ride in Rich­mond Park?”

			Holly clasped her hands.

			“Oh yes! I simply love rid­ing. But there’s Jolly’s horse; why don’t you ride him? Here he is. We could go after tea.”

			Val looked doubt­fully at his trousered legs.

			He had ima­gined them im­macu­late be­fore her eyes in high brown boots and Bed­ford cords.

			“I don’t much like rid­ing his horse,” he said. “He mightn’t like it. Be­sides, Uncle Soames wants to get back, I ex­pect. Not that I be­lieve in buck­ling un­der to him, you know. You haven’t got an uncle, have you? This is rather a good beast,” he ad­ded, scru­tin­ising Jolly’s horse, a dark brown, which was show­ing the whites of its eyes. “You haven’t got any hunt­ing here, I sup­pose?”

			“No; I don’t know that I want to hunt. It must be aw­fully ex­cit­ing, of course; but it’s cruel, isn’t it? June says so.”

			“Cruel?” ejac­u­lated Val. “Oh! that’s all rot. Who’s June?”

			“My sis­ter—my half-sis­ter, you know—much older than me.” She had put her hands up to both cheeks of Jolly’s horse, and was rub­bing her nose against its nose with a gentle snuff­ling noise which seemed to have an hyp­not­ic ef­fect on the an­im­al. Val con­tem­plated her cheek rest­ing against the horse’s nose, and her eyes gleam­ing round at him. “She’s really a duck,” he thought.

			They re­turned to the house less talk­at­ive, fol­lowed this time by the dog Balthas­ar, walk­ing more slowly than any­thing on earth, and clearly ex­pect­ing them not to ex­ceed his speed lim­it.

			“This is a rip­ping place,” said Val from un­der the oak tree, where they had paused to al­low the dog Balthas­ar to come up.

			“Yes,” said Holly, and sighed. “Of course I want to go every­where. I wish I were a gipsy.”

			“Yes, gip­sies are jolly,” replied Val, with a con­vic­tion which had just come to him; “you’re rather like one, you know.”

			Holly’s face shone sud­denly and deeply, like dark leaves gil­ded by the sun.

			“To go mad-rab­bit­ing every­where and see everything, and live in the open—oh! wouldn’t it be fun?”

			“Let’s do it!” said Val.

			“Oh yes, let’s!”

			“It’d be grand sport, just you and I.”

			Then Holly per­ceived the quaint­ness and gushed.

			“Well, we’ve got to do it,” said Val ob­stin­ately, but red­den­ing too.

			“I be­lieve in do­ing things you want to do. What’s down there?”

			“The kit­chen-garden, and the pond and the cop­pice, and the farm.”

			“Let’s go down!”

			Holly glanced back at the house.

			“It’s teatime, I ex­pect; there’s Dad beck­on­ing.”

			Val, ut­ter­ing a growly sound, fol­lowed her to­wards the house.

			When they re-entered the hall gal­lery the sight of two middle-aged For­sytes drink­ing tea to­geth­er had its ma­gic­al ef­fect, and they be­came quite si­lent. It was, in­deed, an im­press­ive spec­tacle. The two were seated side by side on an ar­range­ment in mar­queter­ie which looked like three sil­very pink chairs made one, with a low tea-table in front of them. They seemed to have taken up that po­s­i­tion, as far apart as the seat would per­mit, so that they need not look at each oth­er too much; and they were eat­ing and drink­ing rather than talk­ing—Soames with his air of des­pising the tea­cake as it dis­ap­peared, Joly­on of find­ing him­self slightly amus­ing. To the cas­u­al eye neither would have seemed greedy, but both were get­ting through a good deal of susten­ance. The two young ones hav­ing been sup­plied with food, the pro­cess went on si­lent and ab­sorbat­ive, till, with the ad­vent of ci­gar­ettes, Joly­on said to Soames:

			“And how’s Uncle James?”

			“Thanks, very shaky.”

			“We’re a won­der­ful fam­ily, aren’t we? The oth­er day I was cal­cu­lat­ing the av­er­age age of the ten old For­sytes from my fath­er’s fam­ily Bible. I make it eighty-four already, and five still liv­ing. They ought to beat the re­cord;” and look­ing whim­sic­ally at Soames, he ad­ded:

			“We aren’t the men they were, you know.”

			Soames smiled. “Do you really think I shall ad­mit that I’m not their equal”; he seemed to be say­ing, “or that I’ve got to give up any­thing, es­pe­cially life?”

			“We may live to their age, per­haps,” pur­sued Joly­on, “but self-con­scious­ness is a han­di­cap, you know, and that’s the dif­fer­ence between us. We’ve lost con­vic­tion. How and when self-con­scious­ness was born I nev­er can make out. My fath­er had a little, but I don’t be­lieve any oth­er of the old For­sytes ever had a scrap. Nev­er to see your­self as oth­ers see you, it’s a won­der­ful pre­ser­vat­ive. The whole his­tory of the last cen­tury is in the dif­fer­ence between us. And between us and you,” he ad­ded, gaz­ing through a ring of smoke at Val and Holly, un­com­fort­able un­der his quiz­zical re­gard, “there’ll be—an­oth­er dif­fer­ence. I won­der what.”

			Soames took out his watch.

			“We must go,” he said, “if we’re to catch our train.”

			“Uncle Soames nev­er misses a train,” muttered Val, with his mouth full.

			“Why should I?” Soames answered simply.

			“Oh! I don’t know,” grumbled Val, “oth­er people do.”

			At the front door he gave Holly’s slim brown hand a long and sur­repti­tious squeeze.

			“Look out for me to­mor­row,” he whispered; “three o’clock. I’ll wait for you in the road; it’ll save time. We’ll have a rip­ping ride.” He gazed back at her from the lodge gate, and, but for the prin­ciples of a man about town, would have waved his hand. He felt in no mood to tol­er­ate his uncle’s con­ver­sa­tion. But he was not in danger. Soames pre­served a per­fect mute­ness, busy with faraway thoughts.

			The yel­low leaves came down about those two walk­ing the mile and a half which Soames had tra­versed so of­ten in those long-ago days when he came down to watch with secret pride the build­ing of the house—that house which was to have been the home of him and her from whom he was now go­ing to seek re­lease. He looked back once, up that end­less vista of au­tumn lane between the yel­low­ing hedges. What an age ago! “I don’t want to see her,” he had said to Joly­on. Was that true? “I may have to,” he thought; and he shivered, seized by one of those queer shud­der­ings that they say mean foot­steps on one’s grave. A chilly world! A queer world! And glan­cing side­long at his neph­ew, he thought: “Wish I were his age! I won­der what she’s like now!”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Joly­on Pro­sec­utes Trust­ee­ship

			
			When those two were gone Joly­on did not re­turn to his paint­ing, for day­light was fail­ing, but went to the study, crav­ing un­con­sciously a re­viv­al of that mo­ment­ary vis­ion of his fath­er sit­ting in the old leath­er chair with his knees crossed and his straight eyes gaz­ing up from un­der the dome of his massive brow. Of­ten in this little room, co­si­est in the house, Joly­on would catch a mo­ment of com­mu­nion with his fath­er. Not, in­deed, that he had def­in­itely any faith in the per­sist­ence of the hu­man spir­it—the feel­ing was not so lo­gic­al—it was, rather, an at­mo­spher­ic im­pact, like a scent, or one of those strong an­im­ist­ic im­pres­sions from forms, or ef­fects of light, to which those with the artist’s eye are es­pe­cially prone. Here only—in this little un­changed room where his fath­er had spent the most of his wak­ing hours—could be re­trieved the feel­ing that he was not quite gone, that the steady coun­sel of that old spir­it and the warmth of his mas­ter­ful lov­ab­il­ity en­dured.

			What would his fath­er be ad­vising now, in this sud­den re­cru­des­cence of an old tragedy—what would he say to this men­ace against her to whom he had taken such a fancy in the last weeks of his life? “I must do my best for her,” thought Joly­on; “he left her to me in his will. But what is the best?”

			And as if seek­ing to re­gain the sapi­ence, the bal­ance and shrewd com­mon sense of that old For­syte, he sat down in the an­cient chair and crossed his knees. But he felt a mere shad­ow sit­ting there; nor did any in­spir­a­tion come, while the fin­gers of the wind tapped on the dark­en­ing panes of the french-win­dow.

			“Go and see her?” he thought, “or ask her to come down here? What’s her life been? What is it now, I won­der? Beastly to rake up things at this time of day.” Again the fig­ure of his cous­in stand­ing with a hand on a front door of a fine olive-green leaped out, vivid, like one of those fig­ures from old-fash­ioned clocks when the hour strikes; and his words soun­ded in Joly­on’s ears clear­er than any chime: “I man­age my own af­fairs. I’ve told you once, I tell you again: We are not at home.” The re­pug­nance he had then felt for Soames—for his flat-cheeked, shaven face full of spir­itu­al bull-dog­ged­ness; for his spare, square, sleek fig­ure slightly crouched as it were over the bone he could not di­gest—came now again, fresh as ever, nay, with an odd in­crease. “I dis­like him,” he thought, “I dis­like him to the very roots of me. And that’s lucky; it’ll make it easi­er for me to back his wife.” Half-artist, and half-For­syte, Joly­on was con­sti­tu­tion­ally averse from what he termed “ruc­tions”; un­less angered, he con­formed deeply to that clas­sic de­scrip­tion of the she-dog, “Er’d ruth­er run than fight.” A little smile be­came settled in his beard. Iron­ic­al that Soames should come down here—to this house, built for him­self! How he had gazed and gaped at this ru­in of his past in­ten­tion; furt­ively nos­ing at the walls and stair­way, ap­prais­ing everything! And in­tu­it­ively Joly­on thought: “I be­lieve the fel­low even now would like to be liv­ing here. He could nev­er leave off long­ing for what he once owned! Well, I must act, some­how or oth­er; but it’s a bore—a great bore.”

			Late that even­ing he wrote to the Chelsea flat, ask­ing if Irene would see him.

			The old cen­tury which had seen the plant of in­di­vidu­al­ism flower so won­der­fully was set­ting in a sky or­ange with com­ing storms. Ru­mours of war ad­ded to the briskness of a Lon­don tur­bu­lent at the close of the sum­mer hol­i­days. And the streets to Joly­on, who was not of­ten up in town, had a fe­ver­ish look, due to these new mo­tor­cars and cabs, of which he dis­ap­proved aes­thet­ic­ally. He coun­ted these vehicles from his hansom, and made the pro­por­tion of them one in twenty. “They were one in thirty about a year ago,” he thought; “they’ve come to stay. Just so much more rat­tling round of wheels and gen­er­al stink”—for he was one of those rather rare Lib­er­als who ob­ject to any­thing new when it takes a ma­ter­i­al form; and he in­struc­ted his driver to get down to the river quickly, out of the traffic, de­sir­ing to look at the wa­ter through the mel­low­ing screen of plane-trees. At the little block of flats which stood back some fifty yards from the Em­bank­ment, he told the cab­man to wait, and went up to the first floor.

			Yes, Mrs. Her­on was at home!

			The ef­fect of a settled if very mod­est in­come was at once ap­par­ent to him re­mem­ber­ing the thread­bare re­fine­ment in that tiny flat eight years ago when he an­nounced her good for­tune. Everything was now fresh, dainty, and smelled of flowers. The gen­er­al ef­fect was sil­very with touches of black, hy­drangea col­our, and gold. “A wo­man of great taste,” he thought. Time had dealt gently with Joly­on, for he was a For­syte. But with Irene Time hardly seemed to deal at all, or such was his im­pres­sion. She ap­peared to him not a day older, stand­ing there in mole-col­oured vel­vet cor­duroy, with soft dark eyes and dark gold hair, with out­stretched hand and a little smile.

			“Won’t you sit down?”

			He had prob­ably nev­er oc­cu­pied a chair with a fuller sense of em­bar­rass­ment.

			“You look ab­so­lutely un­changed,” he said.

			“And you look young­er, Cous­in Joly­on.”

			Joly­on ran his hands through his hair, whose thick­ness was still a com­fort to him.

			“I’m an­cient, but I don’t feel it. That’s one thing about paint­ing, it keeps you young. Titian lived to ninety-nine, and had to have plague to kill him off. Do you know, the first time I ever saw you I thought of a pic­ture by him?”

			“When did you see me for the first time?”

			“In the Botan­ic­al Gar­dens.”

			“How did you know me, if you’d nev­er seen me be­fore?”

			“By someone who came up to you.” He was look­ing at her hardily, but her face did not change; and she said quietly:

			“Yes; many lives ago.”

			“What is your re­cipe for youth, Irene?”

			“People who don’t live are won­der­fully pre­served.”

			H’m! a bit­ter little say­ing! People who don’t live! But an open­ing, and he took it. “You re­mem­ber my Cous­in Soames?”

			He saw her smile faintly at that whim­sic­al­ity, and at once went on:

			“He came to see me the day be­fore yes­ter­day! He wants a di­vorce. Do you?”

			“I?” The word seemed startled out of her. “After twelve years? It’s rather late. Won’t it be dif­fi­cult?”

			Joly­on looked hard in­to her face. “Un­less. …” he said.

			“Un­less I have a lov­er now. But I have nev­er had one since.”

			What did he feel at the sim­pli­city and cand­our of those words? Re­lief, sur­prise, pity! Venus for twelve years without a lov­er!

			“And yet,” he said, “I sup­pose you would give a good deal to be free, too?”

			“I don’t know. What does it mat­ter, now?”

			“But if you were to love again?”

			“I should love.” In that simple an­swer she seemed to sum up the whole philo­sophy of one on whom the world had turned its back.

			“Well! Is there any­thing you would like me to say to him?”

			“Only that I’m sorry he’s not free. He had his chance once. I don’t know why he didn’t take it.”

			“Be­cause he was a For­syte; we nev­er part with things, you know, un­less we want some­thing in their place; and not al­ways then.”

			Irene smiled. “Don’t you, Cous­in Joly­on?—I think you do.”

			“Of course, I’m a bit of a mon­grel—not quite a pure For­syte. I nev­er take the half­pen­nies off my cheques, I put them on,” said Joly­on un­eas­ily.

			“Well, what does Soames want in place of me now?”

			“I don’t know; per­haps chil­dren.”

			She was si­lent for a little, look­ing down.

			“Yes,” she mur­mured; “it’s hard. I would help him to be free if I could.”

			Joly­on gazed in­to his hat, his em­bar­rass­ment was in­creas­ing fast; so was his ad­mir­a­tion, his won­der, and his pity. She was so lovely, and so lonely; and al­to­geth­er it was such a coil!

			“Well,” he said, “I shall have to see Soames. If there’s any­thing I can do for you I’m al­ways at your ser­vice. You must think of me as a wretched sub­sti­tute for my fath­er. At all events I’ll let you know what hap­pens when I speak to Soames. He may sup­ply the ma­ter­i­al him­self.”

			She shook her head.

			“You see, he has a lot to lose; and I have noth­ing. I should like him to be free; but I don’t see what I can do.”

			“Nor I at the mo­ment,” said Joly­on, and soon after took his leave. He went down to his hansom. Half-past three! Soames would be at his of­fice still.

			“To the Poultry,” he called through the trap. In front of the Houses of Par­lia­ment and in White­hall, news vendors were call­ing, “Grave situ­ation in the Trans­vaal!” but the cries hardly roused him, ab­sorbed in re­col­lec­tion of that very beau­ti­ful fig­ure, of her soft dark glance, and the words: “I have nev­er had one since.” What on earth did such a wo­man do with her life, back-watered like this? Sol­it­ary, un­pro­tec­ted, with every man’s hand against her or rather—reach­ing out to grasp her at the least sign. And year after year she went on like that!

			The word “Poultry” above the passing cit­izens brought him back to real­ity.

			“For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte,” in black let­ters on a ground the col­our of pea soup, spurred him to a sort of vigour, and he went up the stone stairs mut­ter­ing: “Fusty musty own­er­ships! Well, we couldn’t do without them!”

			“I want Mr. Soames For­syte,” he said to the boy who opened the door.

			“What name?”

			“Mr. Joly­on For­syte.”

			The youth looked at him curi­ously, nev­er hav­ing seen a For­syte with a beard, and van­ished.

			The of­fices of For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte had slowly ab­sorbed the of­fices of Toot­ing and Bowles, and oc­cu­pied the whole of the first floor.

			The firm con­sisted now of noth­ing but Soames and a num­ber of man­aging and art­icled clerks. The com­plete re­tire­ment of James some six years ago had ac­cel­er­ated busi­ness, to which the fi­nal touch of speed had been im­par­ted when Bus­tard dropped off, worn out, as many be­lieved, by the suit of Fry­er v. For­syte, more in Chan­cery than ever and less likely to be­ne­fit its be­ne­fi­ciar­ies. Soames, with his saner grasp of ac­tu­al­it­ies, had nev­er per­mit­ted it to worry him; on the con­trary, he had long per­ceived that Provid­ence had presen­ted him therein with £200 a year net in per­petu­ity, and—why not?

			When Joly­on entered, his cous­in was draw­ing out a list of hold­ings in Con­sols, which in view of the ru­mours of war he was go­ing to ad­vise his com­pan­ies to put on the mar­ket at once, be­fore oth­er com­pan­ies did the same. He looked round, side­long, and said:

			“How are you? Just one minute. Sit down, won’t you?” And hav­ing entered three amounts, and set a ruler to keep his place, he turned to­wards Joly­on, bit­ing the side of his flat fore­finger. …

			“Yes?” he said.

			“I have seen her.”

			Soames frowned.

			“Well?”

			“She has re­mained faith­ful to memory.”

			Hav­ing said that, Joly­on was ashamed. His cous­in had flushed a dusky yel­low­ish red. What had made him tease the poor brute!

			“I was to tell you she is sorry you are not free. Twelve years is a long time. You know your law, and what chance it gives you.” Soames uttered a curi­ous little grunt, and the two re­mained a full minute without speak­ing. “Like wax!” thought Joly­on, watch­ing that close face, where the flush was fast sub­sid­ing. “He’ll nev­er give me a sign of what he’s think­ing, or go­ing to do. Like wax!” And he trans­ferred his gaze to a plan of that flour­ish­ing town, “By-Street on Sea,” the fu­ture ex­ist­ence of which lay ex­posed on the wall to the pos­sess­ive in­stincts of the firm’s cli­ents. The whim­sic­al thought flashed through him: “I won­der if I shall get a bill of costs for this—‘To at­tend­ing Mr. Joly­on For­syte in the mat­ter of my di­vorce, to re­ceiv­ing his ac­count of his vis­it to my wife, and to ad­vising him to go and see her again, six­teen and eight­pence.’ ”

			Sud­denly Soames said: “I can’t go on like this. I tell you, I can’t go on like this.” His eyes were shift­ing from side to side, like an an­im­al’s when it looks for way of es­cape. “He really suf­fers,” thought Joly­on; “I’ve no busi­ness to for­get that, just be­cause I don’t like him.”

			“Surely,” he said gently, “it lies with your­self. A man can al­ways put these things through if he’ll take it on him­self.”

			Soames turned square to him, with a sound which seemed to come from some­where very deep.

			“Why should I suf­fer more than I’ve suffered already? Why should I?”

			Joly­on could only shrug his shoulders. His reas­on agreed, his in­stinct re­belled; he could not have said why.

			“Your fath­er,” went on Soames, “took an in­terest in her—why, good­ness knows! And I sup­pose you do too?” he gave Joly­on a sharp look. “It seems to me that one only has to do an­oth­er per­son a wrong to get all the sym­pathy. I don’t know in what way I was to blame—I’ve nev­er known. I al­ways treated her well. I gave her everything she could wish for. I wanted her.”

			Again Joly­on’s reas­on nod­ded; again his in­stinct shook its head. “What is it?” he thought; “there must be some­thing wrong in me. Yet if there is, I’d rather be wrong than right.”

			“After all,” said Soames with a sort of glum fierce­ness, “she was my wife.”

			In a flash the thought went through his listen­er: “There it is! Own­er­ships! Well, we all own things. But—hu­man be­ings! Pah!”

			“You have to look at facts,” he said drily, “or rather the want of them.”

			Soames gave him an­oth­er quick sus­pi­cious look.

			“The want of them?” he said.

			“Yes, but I am not so sure.”

			“I beg your par­don,” replied Joly­on; “I’ve told you what she said. It was ex­pli­cit.”

			“My ex­per­i­ence has not been one to pro­mote blind con­fid­ence in her word. We shall see.”

			Joly­on got up.

			“Good­bye,” he said curtly.

			“Good­bye,” re­turned Soames; and Joly­on went out try­ing to un­der­stand the look, half-startled, half-men­acing, on his cous­in’s face. He sought Wa­ter­loo Sta­tion in a dis­turbed frame of mind, as though the skin of his mor­al be­ing had been scraped; and all the way down in the train he thought of Irene in her lonely flat, and of Soames in his lonely of­fice, and of the strange para­lys­is of life that lay on them both. “In chan­cery!” he thought. “Both their necks in chan­cery—and hers so pretty!”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Val Hears the News

			
			The keep­ing of en­gage­ments had not as yet been a con­spicu­ous fea­ture in the life of young Val Dartie, so that when he broke two and kept one, it was the lat­ter event which caused him, if any­thing, the great­er sur­prise, while jog­ging back to town from Robin Hill after his ride with Holly. She had been even pret­ti­er than he had thought her yes­ter­day, on her sil­ver-roan, long-tailed pal­frey, and it seemed to him, self-crit­ic­al in the brumous Oc­to­ber gloam­ing and the out­skirts of Lon­don, that only his boots had shone through­out their two-hour com­pan­ion­ship. He took out his new gold “hunter”—present from James—and looked not at the time, but at sec­tions of his face in the glit­ter­ing back of its opened case. He had a tem­por­ary spot over one eye­brow, and it dis­pleased him, for it must have dis­pleased her. Crum nev­er had any spots. To­geth­er with Crum rose the scene in the prom­en­ade of the Pan­de­moni­um. Today he had not had the faintest de­sire to un­bosom him­self to Holly about his fath­er. His fath­er lacked po­etry, the stir­rings of which he was feel­ing for the first time in his nine­teen years. The Liberty, with Cyn­thia Dark, that al­most myth­ic­al em­bod­i­ment of rap­ture; the Pan­de­moni­um, with the wo­man of un­cer­tain age—both seemed to Val com­pletely “off,” fresh from com­mu­nion with this new, shy, dark-haired young cous­in of his. She rode “Jolly well,” too, so that it had been all the more flat­ter­ing that she had let him lead her where he would in the long gal­lops of Rich­mond Park, though she knew them so much bet­ter than he did. Look­ing back on it all, he was mys­ti­fied by the bar­ren­ness of his speech; he felt that he could say “an aw­ful lot of fetch­ing things” if he had but the chance again, and the thought that he must go back to Little­hamp­ton on the mor­row, and to Ox­ford on the twelfth—“to that beastly ex­am,” too—without the faintest chance of first see­ing her again, caused dark­ness to settle on his spir­it even more quickly than on the even­ing. He should write to her, how­ever, and she had prom­ised to an­swer. Per­haps, too, she would come up to Ox­ford to see her broth­er. That thought was like the first star, which came out as he rode in­to Pad­wick’s liv­ery stables in the pur­lieus of Sloane Square. He got off and stretched him­self lux­uri­ously, for he had rid­den some twenty-five good miles. The Dartie with­in him made him chaf­fer for five minutes with young Pad­wick con­cern­ing the fa­vour­ite for the Cam­bridge­shire; then with the words, “Put the gee down to my ac­count,” he walked away, a little wide at the knees, and flip­ping his boots with his knotty little cane. “I don’t feel a bit in­clined to go out,” he thought. “I won­der if moth­er will stand fizz for my last night!” With fizz and re­col­lec­tion, he could well pass a do­mest­ic even­ing.

			When he came down, speck­less after his bath, he found his moth­er scru­pu­lous in a low even­ing dress, and, to his an­noy­ance, his Uncle Soames. They stopped talk­ing when he came in; then his uncle said:

			“He’d bet­ter be told.”

			At those words, which meant some­thing about his fath­er, of course, Val’s first thought was of Holly. Was it any­thing beastly? His moth­er began speak­ing.

			“Your fath­er,” she said in her fash­ion­ably ap­poin­ted voice, while her fin­gers plucked rather pi­ti­fully at sea-green bro­cade, “your fath­er, my dear boy, has—is not at New­mar­ket; he’s on his way to South Amer­ica. He—he’s left us.”

			Val looked from her to Soames. Left them! Was he sorry? Was he fond of his fath­er? It seemed to him that he did not know. Then, sud­denly—as at a whiff of gardeni­as and ci­gars—his heart twitched with­in him, and he was sorry. One’s fath­er be­longed to one, could not go off in this fash­ion—it was not done! Nor had he al­ways been the “bounder” of the Pan­de­moni­um prom­en­ade. There were pre­cious memor­ies of tail­ors’ shops and horses, tips at school, and gen­er­al lav­ish kind­ness, when in luck.

			“But why?” he said. Then, as a sports­man him­self, was sorry he had asked. The mask of his moth­er’s face was all dis­turbed; and he burst out:

			“All right, Moth­er, don’t tell me! Only, what does it mean?”

			“A di­vorce, Val, I’m afraid.”

			Val uttered a queer little grunt, and looked quickly at his uncle—that uncle whom he had been taught to look on as a guar­an­tee against the con­sequences of hav­ing a fath­er, even against the Dartie blood in his own veins. The flat-checked vis­age seemed to wince, and this up­set him.

			“It won’t be pub­lic, will it?”

			So vividly be­fore him had come re­col­lec­tion of his own eyes glued to the un­sa­voury de­tails of many a di­vorce suit in the Pub­lic Press.

			“Can’t it be done quietly some­how? It’s so dis­gust­ing for—for moth­er, and—and every­body.”

			“Everything will be done as quietly as it can, you may be sure.”

			“Yes—but, why is it ne­ces­sary at all? Moth­er doesn’t want to marry again.”

			Him­self, the girls, their name tar­nished in the sight of his schoolfel­lows and of Crum, of the men at Ox­ford, of—Holly! Un­bear­able! What was to be gained by it?

			“Do you, Moth­er?” he said sharply.

			Thus brought face to face with so much of her own feel­ing by the one she loved best in the world, Wini­fred rose from the Em­pire chair in which she had been sit­ting. She saw that her son would be against her un­less he was told everything; and, yet, how could she tell him? Thus, still pluck­ing at the green bro­cade, she stared at Soames. Val, too, stared at Soames. Surely this em­bod­i­ment of re­spect­ab­il­ity and the sense of prop­erty could not wish to bring such a slur on his own sis­ter!

			Soames slowly passed a little in­laid pa­perknife over the smooth sur­face of a mar­queter­ie table; then, without look­ing at his neph­ew, he began:

			“You don’t un­der­stand what your moth­er has had to put up with these twenty years. This is only the last straw, Val.” And glan­cing up side­ways at Wini­fred, he ad­ded:

			“Shall I tell him?”

			Wini­fred was si­lent. If he were not told, he would be against her! Yet, how dread­ful to be told such things of his own fath­er! Clench­ing her lips, she nod­ded.

			Soames spoke in a rap­id, even voice:

			“He has al­ways been a bur­den round your moth­er’s neck. She has paid his debts over and over again; he has of­ten been drunk, ab­used and threatened her; and now he is gone to Buenos Aires with a dan­cer.” And, as if dis­trust­ing the ef­fic­acy of those words on the boy, he went on quickly:

			“He took your moth­er’s pearls to give to her.”

			Val jerked up his hand, then. At that sig­nal of dis­tress Wini­fred cried out:

			“That’ll do, Soames—stop!”

			In the boy, the Dartie and the For­syte were strug­gling. For debts, drink, dan­cers, he had a cer­tain sym­pathy; but the pearls—no! That was too much! And sud­denly he found his moth­er’s hand squeez­ing his.

			“You see,” he heard Soames say, “we can’t have it all be­gin over again. There’s a lim­it; we must strike while the iron’s hot.”

			Val freed his hand.

			“But—you’re—nev­er go­ing to bring out that about the pearls! I couldn’t stand that—I simply couldn’t!”

			Wini­fred cried out:

			“No, no, Val—oh no! That’s only to show you how im­possible your fath­er is!” And his uncle nod­ded. Some­what as­suaged, Val took out a ci­gar­ette. His fath­er had bought him that thin curved case. Oh! it was un­bear­able—just as he was go­ing up to Ox­ford!

			“Can’t moth­er be pro­tec­ted without?” he said. “I could look after her. It could al­ways be done later if it was really ne­ces­sary.”

			A smile played for a mo­ment round Soames’ lips, and be­came bit­ter.

			“You don’t know what you’re talk­ing of; noth­ing’s so fatal as delay in such mat­ters.”

			“Why?”

			“I tell you, boy, noth­ing’s so fatal. I know from ex­per­i­ence.”

			His voice had the ring of ex­as­per­a­tion. Val re­garded him round-eyed, nev­er hav­ing known his uncle ex­press any sort of feel­ing. Oh! Yes—he re­membered now—there had been an Aunt Irene, and some­thing had happened—some­thing which people kept dark; he had heard his fath­er once use an un­men­tion­able word of her.

			“I don’t want to speak ill of your fath­er,” Soames went on dog­gedly, “but I know him well enough to be sure that he’ll be back on your moth­er’s hands be­fore a year’s over. You can ima­gine what that will mean to her and to all of you after this. The only thing is to cut the knot for good.”

			In spite of him­self, Val was im­pressed; and, hap­pen­ing to look at his moth­er’s face, he got what was per­haps his first real in­sight in­to the fact that his own feel­ings were not al­ways what mattered most.

			“All right, moth­er,” he said; “we’ll back you up. Only I’d like to know when it’ll be. It’s my first term, you know. I don’t want to be up there when it comes off.”

			“Oh! my dear boy,” mur­mured Wini­fred, “it is a bore for you.” So, by habit, she phrased what, from the ex­pres­sion of her face, was the most poignant re­gret. “When will it be, Soames?”

			“Can’t tell—not for months. We must get resti­tu­tion first.”

			“What the deuce is that?” thought Val. “What silly brutes law­yers are! Not for months! I know one thing: I’m not go­ing to dine in!” And he said:

			“Aw­fully sorry, moth­er, I’ve got to go out to din­ner now.”

			Though it was his last night, Wini­fred nod­ded al­most grate­fully; they both felt that they had gone quite far enough in the ex­pres­sion of feel­ing.

			Val sought the misty free­dom of Green Street, reck­less and de­pressed. And not till he reached Pic­ca­dilly did he dis­cov­er that he had only eight­een-pence. One couldn’t dine off eight­een-pence, and he was very hungry. He looked long­ingly at the win­dows of the Iseeum Club, where he had of­ten eaten of the best with his fath­er! Those pearls! There was no get­ting over them! But the more he brooded and the fur­ther he walked the hun­gri­er he nat­ur­ally be­came. Short of trail­ing home, there were only two places where he could go—his grand­fath­er’s in Park Lane, and Timothy’s in the Bayswa­ter Road. Which was the less de­plor­able? At his grand­fath­er’s he would prob­ably get a bet­ter din­ner on the spur of the mo­ment. At Timothy’s they gave you a jolly good feed when they ex­pec­ted you, not oth­er­wise. He de­cided on Park Lane, not un­moved by the thought that to go up to Ox­ford without af­ford­ing his grand­fath­er a chance to tip him was hardly fair to either of them. His moth­er would hear he had been there, of course, and might think it funny; but he couldn’t help that. He rang the bell.

			“Hullo, Warm­son, any din­ner for me, d’you think?”

			“They’re just go­ing in, Mas­ter Val. Mr. For­syte will be very glad to see you. He was say­ing at lunch that he nev­er saw you nowadays.”

			Val grinned.

			“Well, here I am. Kill the fat­ted calf, Warm­son, let’s have fizz.”

			Warm­son smiled faintly—in his opin­ion Val was a young limb.

			“I will ask Mrs. For­syte, Mas­ter Val.”

			“I say,” Val grumbled, tak­ing off his over­coat, “I’m not at school any more, you know.”

			Warm­son, not without a sense of hu­mour, opened the door bey­ond the stag’s-horn coat stand, with the words:

			“Mr. Valer­us, ma’am.”

			“Con­found him!” thought Val, en­ter­ing.

			A warm em­brace, a “Well, Val!” from Emily, and a rather quavery “So there you are at last!” from James, re­stored his sense of dig­nity.

			“Why didn’t you let us know? There’s only saddle of mut­ton. Cham­pagne, Warm­son,” said Emily. And they went in.

			At the great din­ing-table, shortened to its ut­most, un­der which so many fash­ion­able legs had res­ted, James sat at one end, Emily at the oth­er, Val halfway between them; and some­thing of the loneli­ness of his grand­par­ents, now that all their four chil­dren were flown, reached the boy’s spir­it. “I hope I shall kick the buck­et long be­fore I’m as old as grand­fath­er,” he thought. “Poor old chap, he’s as thin as a rail!” And lower­ing his voice while his grand­fath­er and Warm­son were in dis­cus­sion about sug­ar in the soup, he said to Emily:

			“It’s pretty bru­tal at home, Granny. I sup­pose you know.”

			“Yes, dear boy.”

			“Uncle Soames was there when I left. I say, isn’t there any­thing to be done to pre­vent a di­vorce? Why is he so beastly keen on it?”

			“Hush, my dear!” mur­mured Emily; “we’re keep­ing it from your grand­fath­er.”

			James’ voice soun­ded from the oth­er end.

			“What’s that? What are you talk­ing about?”

			“About Val’s col­lege,” re­turned Emily. “Young Par­iser was there, James; you re­mem­ber—he nearly broke the Bank at Monte Carlo af­ter­wards.”

			James muttered that he did not know—Val must look after him­self up there, or he’d get in­to bad ways. And he looked at his grand­son with gloom, out of which af­fec­tion dis­trust­fully glimmered.

			“What I’m afraid of,” said Val to his plate, “is of be­ing hard up, you know.”

			By in­stinct he knew that the weak spot in that old man was fear of in­sec­ur­ity for his grand­chil­dren.

			“Well,” said James, and the soup in his spoon dribbled over, “you’ll have a good al­low­ance; but you must keep with­in it.”

			“Of course,” mur­mured Val; “if it is good. How much will it be, Grand­fath­er?”

			“Three hun­dred and fifty; it’s too much. I had next to noth­ing at your age.”

			Val sighed. He had hoped for four, and been afraid of three. “I don’t know what your young cous­in has,” said James; “he’s up there. His fath­er’s a rich man.”

			“Aren’t you?” asked Val hardily.

			“I?” replied James, flustered. “I’ve got so many ex­penses. Your fath­er. …” and he was si­lent.

			“Cous­in Joly­on’s got an aw­fully jolly place. I went down there with Uncle Soames—rip­ping stables.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured James pro­foundly. “That house—I knew how it would be!” And he lapsed in­to gloomy med­it­a­tion over his fish-bones. His son’s tragedy, and the deep cleav­age it had caused in the For­syte fam­ily, had still the power to draw him down in­to a whirl­pool of doubts and mis­giv­ings. Val, who hankered to talk of Robin Hill, be­cause Robin Hill meant Holly, turned to Emily and said:

			“Was that the house built for Uncle Soames?” And, re­ceiv­ing her nod, went on: “I wish you’d tell me about him, Granny. What be­came of Aunt Irene? Is she still go­ing? He seems aw­fully worked-up about some­thing to­night.”

			Emily laid her fin­ger on her lips, but the word Irene had caught James’ ear.

			“What’s that?” he said, stay­ing a piece of mut­ton close to his lips. “Who’s been see­ing her? I knew we hadn’t heard the last of that.”

			“Now, James,” said Emily, “eat your din­ner. Nobody’s been see­ing any­body.”

			James put down his fork.

			“There you go,” he said. “I might die be­fore you’d tell me of it. Is Soames get­ting a di­vorce?”

			“Non­sense,” said Emily with in­com­par­able aplomb; “Soames is much too sens­ible.”

			James had sought his own throat, gath­er­ing the long white whiskers to­geth­er on the skin and bone of it.

			“She—she was al­ways. …” he said, and with that en­ig­mat­ic re­mark the con­ver­sa­tion lapsed, for Warm­son had re­turned. But later, when the saddle of mut­ton had been suc­ceeded by sweet, sa­voury, and dessert, and Val had re­ceived a cheque for twenty pounds and his grand­fath­er’s kiss—like no oth­er kiss in the world, from lips pushed out with a sort of fear­ful sud­den­ness, as if yield­ing to weak­ness—he re­turned to the charge in the hall.

			“Tell us about Uncle Soames, Granny. Why is he so keen on moth­er’s get­ting a di­vorce?”

			“Your Uncle Soames,” said Emily, and her voice had in it an ex­ag­ger­ated as­sur­ance, “is a law­yer, my dear boy. He’s sure to know best.”

			“Is he?” muttered Val. “But what did be­come of Aunt Irene? I re­mem­ber she was jolly good-look­ing.”

			“She—er. …” said Emily, “be­haved very badly. We don’t talk about it.”

			“Well, I don’t want every­body at Ox­ford to know about our af­fairs,” ejac­u­lated Val; “it’s a bru­tal idea. Why couldn’t fath­er be pre­ven­ted without its be­ing made pub­lic?”

			Emily sighed. She had al­ways lived rather in an at­mo­sphere of di­vorce, ow­ing to her fash­ion­able pro­cliv­it­ies—so many of those whose legs had been un­der her table hav­ing gained a cer­tain no­tori­ety. When, how­ever, it touched her own fam­ily, she liked it no bet­ter than oth­er people. But she was em­in­ently prac­tic­al, and a wo­man of cour­age, who nev­er pur­sued a shad­ow in pref­er­ence to its sub­stance.

			“Your moth­er,” she said, “will be hap­pi­er if she’s quite free, Val. Good night, my dear boy; and don’t wear loud waist­coats up at Ox­ford, they’re not the thing just now. Here’s a little present.”

			With an­oth­er five pounds in his hand, and a little warmth in his heart, for he was fond of his grand­moth­er, he went out in­to Park Lane. A wind had cleared the mist, the au­tumn leaves were rust­ling, and the stars were shin­ing. With all that money in his pock­et an im­pulse to “see life” be­set him; but he had not gone forty yards in the dir­ec­tion of Pic­ca­dilly when Holly’s shy face, and her eyes with an imp dan­cing in their grav­ity, came up be­fore him, and his hand seemed to be tingling again from the pres­sure of her warm gloved hand. “No, dash it!” he thought, “I’m go­ing home!”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Soames En­ter­tains the Fu­ture

			
			It was full late for the river, but the weath­er was lovely, and sum­mer lingered be­low the yel­low­ing leaves. Soames took many looks at the day from his river­side garden near Mapled­urham that Sunday morn­ing.

			With his own hands he put flowers about his little house­boat, and equipped the punt, in which, after lunch, he pro­posed to take them on the river. Pla­cing those Chinese-look­ing cush­ions, he could not tell wheth­er or no he wished to take An­nette alone. She was so very pretty—could he trust him­self not to say ir­re­voc­able words, passing bey­ond the lim­its of dis­cre­tion? Roses on the ver­anda were still in bloom, and the hedges ever­green, so that there was al­most noth­ing of middle-aged au­tumn to chill the mood; yet was he nervous, fid­gety, strangely dis­trust­ful of his powers to steer just the right course. This vis­it had been planned to pro­duce in An­nette and her moth­er a due sense of his pos­ses­sions, so that they should be ready to re­ceive with re­spect any over­ture he might later be dis­posed to make. He dressed with great care, mak­ing him­self neither too young nor too old, very thank­ful that his hair was still thick and smooth and had no grey in it. Three times he went up to his pic­ture-gal­lery. If they had any know­ledge at all, they must see at once that his col­lec­tion alone was worth at least thirty thou­sand pounds. He minutely in­spec­ted, too, the pretty bed­room over­look­ing the river where they would take off their hats. It would be her bed­room if—if the mat­ter went through, and she be­came his wife. Go­ing up to the dress­ing-table he passed his hand over the lilac-col­oured pin­cush­ion, in­to which were stuck all kinds of pins; a bowl of pot­pourri ex­haled a scent that made his head turn just a little. His wife! If only the whole thing could be settled out of hand, and there was not the night­mare of this di­vorce to be gone through first; and with gloom puckered on his fore­head, he looked out at the river shin­ing bey­ond the roses and the lawn. Ma­dame Lamotte would nev­er res­ist this pro­spect for her child; An­nette would nev­er res­ist her moth­er. If only he were free! He drove to the sta­tion to meet them. What taste French­wo­men had! Ma­dame Lamotte was in black with touches of lilac col­our, An­nette in grey­ish lilac lin­en, with cream col­oured gloves and hat. Rather pale she looked and Londony; and her blue eyes were de­mure. Wait­ing for them to come down to lunch, Soames stood in the open french-win­dow of the din­ing-room moved by that sen­su­ous de­light in sun­shine and flowers and trees which only came to the full when youth and beauty were there to share it with one. He had ordered the lunch with in­tense con­sid­er­a­tion; the wine was a very spe­cial Saut­erne, the whole ap­point­ments of the meal per­fect, the cof­fee served on the ver­anda su­per-ex­cel­lent. Ma­dame Lamotte ac­cep­ted creme de menthe; An­nette re­fused. Her man­ners were charm­ing, with just a sus­pi­cion of “the con­scious beauty” creep­ing in­to them. “Yes,” thought Soames, “an­oth­er year of Lon­don and that sort of life, and she’ll be spoiled.”

			Ma­dame was in sed­ate French rap­tures. “Ad­or­able! Le soleil est si bon! How everything is chic, is it not, An­nette? Mon­sieur is a real Monte Cristo.” An­nette mur­mured as­sent, with a look up at Soames which he could not read. He pro­posed a turn on the river. But to punt two per­sons when one of them looked so rav­ish­ing on those Chinese cush­ions was merely to suf­fer from a sense of lost op­por­tun­ity; so they went but a short way to­wards Pang­bourne, drift­ing slowly back, with every now and then an au­tumn leaf drop­ping on An­nette or on her moth­er’s black amp­litude. And Soames was not happy, wor­ried by the thought: “How—when—where—can I say—what?” They did not yet even know that he was mar­ried. To tell them he was mar­ried might jeop­ard­ise his every chance; yet, if he did not def­in­itely make them un­der­stand that he wished for An­nette’s hand, it would be drop­ping in­to some oth­er clutch be­fore he was free to claim it.

			At tea, which they both took with lem­on, Soames spoke of the Trans­vaal.

			“There’ll be war,” he said.

			Ma­dame Lamotte lamen­ted.

			“Ces pauvres gens ber­gers!” Could they not be left to them­selves?

			Soames smiled—the ques­tion seemed to him ab­surd.

			Surely as a wo­man of busi­ness she un­der­stood that the Brit­ish could not aban­don their le­git­im­ate com­mer­cial in­terests.

			“Ah! that!” But Ma­dame Lamotte found that the Eng­lish were a little hy­po­crite. They were talk­ing of justice and the Uit­landers, not of busi­ness. Mon­sieur was the first who had spoken to her of that.

			“The Bo­ers are only half-civ­il­ised,” re­marked Soames; “they stand in the way of pro­gress. It will nev­er do to let our su­zer­ainty go.”

			“What does that mean to say? Su­zer­ainty! What a strange word!” Soames be­came elo­quent, roused by these threats to the prin­ciple of pos­ses­sion, and stim­u­lated by An­nette’s eyes fixed on him. He was de­lighted when presently she said:

			“I think Mon­sieur is right. They should be taught a les­son.” She was sens­ible!

			“Of course,” he said, “we must act with mod­er­a­tion. I’m no jingo. We must be firm without bul­ly­ing. Will you come up and see my pic­tures?” Mov­ing from one to an­oth­er of these treas­ures, he soon per­ceived that they knew noth­ing. They passed his last Mauve, that re­mark­able study of a “Hay-Cart Go­ing Home,” as if it were a litho­graph. He waited al­most with awe to see how they would view the jew­el of his col­lec­tion—an Is­raels whose price he had watched as­cend­ing till he was now al­most cer­tain it had reached top value, and would be bet­ter on the mar­ket again. They did not view it at all. This was a shock; and yet to have in An­nette a vir­gin taste to form would be bet­ter than to have the silly, half-baked pre­dilec­tions of the Eng­lish middle class to deal with. At the end of the gal­lery was a Meis­soni­er of which he was rather ashamed—Meis­soni­er was so stead­ily go­ing down. Ma­dame Lamotte stopped be­fore it.

			“Meis­soni­er! Ah! What a jew­el!” Soames took ad­vant­age of that mo­ment. Very gently touch­ing An­nette’s arm, he said:

			“How do you like my place, An­nette?”

			She did not shrink, did not re­spond; she looked at him full, looked down, and mur­mured:

			“Who would not like it? It is so beau­ti­ful!”

			“Per­haps some day—” Soames said, and stopped.

			So pretty she was, so self-pos­sessed—she frightened him. Those corn­flower-blue eyes, the turn of that creamy neck, her del­ic­ate curves—she was a stand­ing tempta­tion to in­dis­cre­tion! No! No! One must be sure of one’s ground—much surer! “If I hold off,” he thought, “it will tan­tal­ise her.” And he crossed over to Ma­dame Lamotte, who was still in front of the Meis­soni­er.

			“Yes, that’s quite a good ex­ample of his later work. You must come again, Ma­dame, and see them lighted up. You must both come and spend a night.”

			En­chanted, would it not be beau­ti­ful to see them lighted? By moon­light too, the river must be rav­ish­ing!

			An­nette mur­mured:

			“Thou art sen­ti­ment­al, Ma­man!”

			Sen­ti­ment­al! That black-robed, comely, sub­stan­tial French­wo­man of the world! And sud­denly he was cer­tain as he could be that there was no sen­ti­ment in either of them. All the bet­ter. Of what use sen­ti­ment? And yet—!

			He drove to the sta­tion with them, and saw them in­to the train. To the tightened pres­sure of his hand it seemed that An­nette’s fin­gers re­spon­ded just a little; her face smiled at him through the dark.

			He went back to the car­riage, brood­ing. “Go on home, Jordan,” he said to the coach­man; “I’ll walk.” And he strode out in­to the dark­en­ing lanes, cau­tion and the de­sire of pos­ses­sion play­ing seesaw with­in him. “Bon soir, mon­sieur!” How softly she had said it. To know what was in her mind! The French—they were like cats—one could tell noth­ing! But—how pretty! What a per­fect young thing to hold in one’s arms! What a moth­er for his heir! And he thought, with a smile, of his fam­ily and their sur­prise at a French wife, and their curi­os­ity, and of the way he would play with it and buf­fet it—con­found them!

			The pop­lars sighed in the dark­ness; an owl hooted. Shad­ows deepened in the wa­ter. “I will and must be free,” he thought. “I won’t hang about any longer. I’ll go and see Irene. If you want things done, do them your­self. I must live again—live and move and have my be­ing.” And in echo to that queer bib­lic­al­ity church-bells chimed the call to even­ing pray­er.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				And Vis­its the Past

			
			On a Tues­day even­ing after din­ing at his club Soames set out to do what re­quired more cour­age and per­haps less del­ic­acy than any­thing he had yet un­der­taken in his life—save per­haps his birth, and one oth­er ac­tion. He chose the even­ing, in­deed, partly be­cause Irene was more likely to be in, but mainly be­cause he had failed to find suf­fi­cient res­ol­u­tion by day­light, had needed wine to give him ex­tra dar­ing.

			He left his hansom on the Em­bank­ment, and walked up to the Old Church, un­cer­tain of the block of flats where he knew she lived. He found it hid­ing be­hind a much lar­ger man­sion; and hav­ing read the name, “Mrs. Irene Her­on”—Her­on, for­sooth! Her maid­en name: so she used that again, did she?—he stepped back in­to the road to look up at the win­dows of the first floor. Light was com­ing through in the corner flat, and he could hear a pi­ano be­ing played. He had nev­er had a love of mu­sic, had secretly borne it a grudge in the old days when so of­ten she had turned to her pi­ano, mak­ing of it a refuge place in­to which she knew he could not enter. Re­pulse! The long re­pulse, at first re­strained and secret, at last open! Bit­ter memory came with that sound. It must be she play­ing, and thus al­most as­sured of see­ing her, he stood more un­de­cided than ever. Shivers of an­ti­cip­a­tion ran through him; his tongue felt dry, his heart beat fast. “I have no cause to be afraid,” he thought. And then the law­yer stirred with­in him. Was he do­ing a fool­ish thing? Ought he not to have ar­ranged a form­al meet­ing in the pres­ence of her trust­ee? No! Not be­fore that fel­low Joly­on, who sym­path­ised with her! Nev­er! He crossed back in­to the door­way, and, slowly, to keep down the beat­ing of his heart, moun­ted the single flight of stairs and rang the bell. When the door was opened to him his sen­sa­tions were reg­u­lated by the scent which came—that per­fume—from away back in the past, bring­ing muffled re­mem­brance: fra­grance of a draw­ing-room he used to enter, of a house he used to own—per­fume of dried rose-leaves and honey!

			“Say, Mr. For­syte,” he said, “your mis­tress will see me, I know.” He had thought this out; she would think it was Joly­on!

			When the maid was gone and he was alone in the tiny hall, where the light was dim from one pearly-shaded sconce, and walls, car­pet, everything was sil­very, mak­ing the walled-in space all ghostly, he could only think ri­dicu­lously: “Shall I go in with my over­coat on, or take it off?” The mu­sic ceased; the maid said from the door­way:

			“Will you walk in, sir?”

			Soames walked in. He noted mech­an­ic­ally that all was still sil­very, and that the up­right pi­ano was of sat­in­wood. She had ris­en and stood re­coiled against it; her hand, placed on the keys as if grop­ing for sup­port, had struck a sud­den dis­cord, held for a mo­ment, and re­leased. The light from the shaded pi­ano-candle fell on her neck, leav­ing her face rather in shad­ow. She was in a black even­ing dress, with a sort of man­tilla over her shoulders—he did not re­mem­ber ever hav­ing seen her in black, and the thought passed through him: “She dresses even when she’s alone.”

			“You!” he heard her whis­per.

			Many times Soames had re­hearsed this scene in fancy. Re­hears­al served him not at all. He simply could not speak. He had nev­er thought that the sight of this wo­man whom he had once so pas­sion­ately de­sired, so com­pletely owned, and whom he had not seen for twelve years, could af­fect him in this way. He had ima­gined him­self speak­ing and act­ing, half as man of busi­ness, half as judge. And now it was as if he were in the pres­ence not of a mere wo­man and erring wife, but of some force, subtle and elu­sive as at­mo­sphere it­self with­in him and out­side. A kind of de­fens­ive irony welled up in him.

			“Yes, it’s a queer vis­it! I hope you’re well.”

			“Thank you. Will you sit down?”

			She had moved away from the pi­ano, and gone over to a win­dow-seat, sink­ing on to it, with her hands clasped in her lap. Light fell on her there, so that Soames could see her face, eyes, hair, strangely as he re­membered them, strangely beau­ti­ful.

			He sat down on the edge of a sat­in­wood chair, up­holstered with sil­ver-col­oured stuff, close to where he was stand­ing.

			“You have not changed,” he said.

			“No? What have you come for?”

			“To dis­cuss things.”

			“I have heard what you want from your cous­in.”

			“Well?”

			“I am will­ing. I have al­ways been.”

			The sound of her voice, re­served and close, the sight of her fig­ure watch­fully poised, de­fens­ive, was help­ing him now. A thou­sand memor­ies of her, ever on the watch against him, stirred, and. …

			“Per­haps you will be good enough, then, to give me in­form­a­tion on which I can act. The law must be com­plied with.”

			“I have none to give you that you don’t know of.”

			“Twelve years! Do you sup­pose I can be­lieve that?”

			“I don’t sup­pose you will be­lieve any­thing I say; but it’s the truth.”

			Soames looked at her hard. He had said that she had not changed; now he per­ceived that she had. Not in face, ex­cept that it was more beau­ti­ful; not in form, ex­cept that it was a little fuller—no! She had changed spir­itu­ally. There was more of her, as it were, some­thing of activ­ity and dar­ing, where there had been sheer pass­ive res­ist­ance. “Ah!” he thought, “that’s her in­de­pend­ent in­come! Con­found Uncle Joly­on!”

			“I sup­pose you’re com­fort­ably off now?” he said.

			“Thank you, yes.”

			“Why didn’t you let me provide for you? I would have, in spite of everything.”

			A faint smile came on her lips; but she did not an­swer.

			“You are still my wife,” said Soames. Why he said that, what he meant by it, he knew neither when he spoke nor after. It was a tru­ism al­most pre­pos­ter­ous, but its ef­fect was start­ling. She rose from the win­dow-seat, and stood for a mo­ment per­fectly still, look­ing at him. He could see her bos­om heav­ing. Then she turned to the win­dow and threw it open.

			“Why do that?” he said sharply. “You’ll catch cold in that dress. I’m not dan­ger­ous.” And he uttered a little sad laugh.

			She echoed it—faintly, bit­terly.

			“It was—habit.”

			“Rather odd habit,” said Soames as bit­terly. “Shut the win­dow!”

			She shut it and sat down again. She had de­veloped power, this wo­man—this—wife of his! He felt it is­su­ing from her as she sat there, in a sort of ar­mour. And al­most un­con­sciously he rose and moved near­er; he wanted to see the ex­pres­sion on her face. Her eyes met his un­flinch­ing. Heav­ens! how clear they were, and what a dark brown against that white skin, and that burnt-am­ber hair! And how white her shoulders.

			Funny sen­sa­tion this! He ought to hate her.

			“You had bet­ter tell me,” he said; “it’s to your ad­vant­age to be free as well as to mine. That old mat­ter is too old.”

			“I have told you.”

			“Do you mean to tell me there has been noth­ing—nobody?”

			“Nobody. You must go to your own life.”

			Stung by that re­tort, Soames moved to­wards the pi­ano and back to the hearth, to and fro, as he had been wont in the old days in their draw­ing-room when his feel­ings were too much for him.

			“That won’t do,” he said. “You deser­ted me. In com­mon justice it’s for you. …”

			He saw her shrug those white shoulders, heard her mur­mur:

			“Yes. Why didn’t you di­vorce me then? Should I have cared?”

			He stopped, and looked at her in­tently with a sort of curi­os­ity. What on earth did she do with her­self, if she really lived quite alone? And why had he not di­vorced her? The old feel­ing that she had nev­er un­der­stood him, nev­er done him justice, bit him while he stared at her.

			“Why couldn’t you have made me a good wife?” he said.

			“Yes; it was a crime to marry you. I have paid for it. You will find some way per­haps. You needn’t mind my name, I have none to lose. Now I think you had bet­ter go.”

			A sense of de­feat—of be­ing de­frauded of his self-jus­ti­fic­a­tion, and of some­thing else bey­ond power of ex­plan­a­tion to him­self, be­set Soames like the breath of a cold fog. Mech­an­ic­ally he reached up, took from the man­tel-shelf a little china bowl, re­versed it, and said:

			“Lowest­oft. Where did you get this? I bought its fel­low at Job­son’s.” And, vis­ited by the sud­den memory of how, those many years ago, he and she had bought china to­geth­er, he re­mained star­ing at the little bowl, as if it con­tained all the past. Her voice roused him.

			“Take it. I don’t want it.”

			Soames put it back on the shelf.

			“Will you shake hands?” he said.

			A faint smile curved her lips. She held out her hand. It was cold to his rather fe­ver­ish touch. “She’s made of ice,” he thought—“she was al­ways made of ice!” But even as that thought dar­ted through him, his senses were as­sailed by the per­fume of her dress and body, as though the warmth with­in her, which had nev­er been for him, were strug­gling to show its pres­ence. And he turned on his heel. He walked out and away, as if someone with a whip were after him, not even look­ing for a cab, glad of the empty Em­bank­ment and the cold river, and the thick-strewn shad­ows of the plane-tree leaves—con­fused, flur­ried, sore at heart, and vaguely dis­turbed, as though he had made some deep mis­take whose con­sequences he could not fore­see. And the fant­ast­ic thought sud­denly as­sailed him if in­stead of, “I think you had bet­ter go,” she had said, “I think you had bet­ter stay!” What should he have felt, what would he have done? That cursed at­trac­tion of her was there for him even now, after all these years of es­trange­ment and bit­ter thoughts. It was there, ready to mount to his head at a sign, a touch. “I was a fool to go!” he muttered. “I’ve ad­vanced noth­ing. Who could ima­gine? I nev­er thought!” Memory, flown back to the first years of his mar­riage, played him tor­tur­ing tricks. She had not de­served to keep her beauty—the beauty he had owned and known so well. And a kind of bit­ter­ness at the tenacity of his own ad­mir­a­tion welled up in him. Most men would have hated the sight of her, as she had de­served. She had spoiled his life, wounded his pride to death, de­frauded him of a son. And yet the mere sight of her, cold and res­ist­ing as ever, had this power to up­set him ut­terly! It was some damned mag­net­ism she had! And no won­der if, as she as­ser­ted; she had lived un­touched these last twelve years. So Bosin­ney—cursed be his memory!—had lived on all this time with her! Soames could not tell wheth­er he was glad of that know­ledge or no.

			Near­ing his Club at last he stopped to buy a pa­per. A head­line ran: “Bo­ers re­por­ted to re­pu­di­ate su­zer­ainty!” Su­zer­ainty! “Just like her!” he thought: “she al­ways did. Su­zer­ainty! I still have it by rights. She must be aw­fully lonely in that wretched little flat!”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				On For­syte ’Change

			
			Soames be­longed to two clubs, the Con­nois­seurs, which he put on his cards and sel­dom vis­ited, and the Re­move, which he did not put on his cards and fre­quen­ted. He had joined this Lib­er­al in­sti­tu­tion five years ago, hav­ing made sure that its mem­bers were now nearly all sound Con­ser­vat­ives in heart and pock­et, if not in prin­ciple. Uncle Nich­olas had put him up. The fine read­ing-room was dec­or­ated in the Adam style.

			On en­ter­ing that even­ing he glanced at the tape for any news about the Trans­vaal, and noted that Con­sols were down sev­en-six­teenths since the morn­ing. He was turn­ing away to seek the read­ing-room when a voice be­hind him said:

			“Well, Soames, that went off all right.”

			It was Uncle Nich­olas, in a frock-coat and his spe­cial cut­away col­lar, with a black tie passed through a ring. Heav­ens! How young and dap­per he looked at eighty-two!

			“I think Ro­ger’d have been pleased,” his uncle went on. “The thing was very well done. Blackley’s? I’ll make a note of them. Bux­ton’s done me no good. These Bo­ers are up­set­ting me—that fel­low Cham­ber­lain’s driv­ing the coun­try in­to war. What do you think?”

			“Bound to come,” mur­mured Soames.

			Nich­olas passed his hand over his thin, clean-shaven cheeks, very rosy after his sum­mer cure; a slight pout had gathered on his lips. This busi­ness had re­vived all his Lib­er­al prin­ciples.

			“I mis­trust that chap; he’s a stormy pet­rel. House-prop­erty will go down if there’s war. You’ll have trouble with Ro­ger’s es­tate. I of­ten told him he ought to get out of some of his houses. He was an opin­ion­ated beg­gar.”

			“There was a pair of you!” thought Soames. But he nev­er ar­gued with an uncle, in that way pre­serving their opin­ion of him as “a long-headed chap,” and the leg­al care of their prop­erty.

			“They tell me at Timothy’s,” said Nich­olas, lower­ing his voice, “that Dartie has gone off at last. That’ll be a re­lief to your fath­er. He was a rot­ten egg.”

			Again Soames nod­ded. If there was a sub­ject on which the For­sytes really agreed, it was the char­ac­ter of Montague Dartie.

			“You take care,” said Nich­olas, “or he’ll turn up again. Wini­fred had bet­ter have the tooth out, I should say. No use pre­serving what’s gone bad.”

			Soames looked at him side­ways. His nerves, ex­acer­bated by the in­ter­view he had just come through, dis­posed him to see a per­son­al al­lu­sion in those words.

			“I’m ad­vising her,” he said shortly.

			“Well,” said Nich­olas, “the brougham’s wait­ing; I must get home. I’m very poorly. Re­mem­ber me to your fath­er.”

			And hav­ing thus re­con­sec­rated the ties of blood, he passed down the steps at his youth­ful gait and was wrapped in­to his fur coat by the ju­ni­or port­er.

			“I’ve nev­er known Uncle Nich­olas oth­er than ‘very poorly,’ mused Soames, “or seen him look oth­er than ever­last­ing. What a fam­ily! Judging by him, I’ve got thirty-eight years of health be­fore me. Well, I’m not go­ing to waste them.” And go­ing over to a mir­ror he stood look­ing at his face. Ex­cept for a line or two, and three or four grey hairs in his little dark mous­tache, had he aged any more than Irene? The prime of life—he and she in the very prime of life! And a fant­ast­ic thought shot in­to his mind. Ab­surd! Idi­ot­ic! But again it came. And genu­inely alarmed by the re­cur­rence, as one is by the second fit of shiv­er­ing which pres­ages a fe­ver­ish cold, he sat down on the weigh­ing ma­chine. El­ev­en stone! He had not var­ied two pounds in twenty years. What age was she? Nearly thirty-sev­en—not too old to have a child—not at all! Thirty-sev­en on the ninth of next month. He re­membered her birth­day well—he had al­ways ob­served it re­li­giously, even that last birth­day so soon be­fore she left him, when he was al­most cer­tain she was faith­less. Four birth­days in his house. He had looked for­ward to them, be­cause his gifts had meant a semb­lance of grat­it­ude, a cer­tain at­tempt at warmth. Ex­cept, in­deed, that last birth­day—which had temp­ted him to be too re­li­gious! And he shied away in thought. Memory heaps dead leaves on corpse-like deeds, from un­der which they do but vaguely of­fend the sense. And then he thought sud­denly: “I could send her a present for her birth­day. After all, we’re Chris­ti­ans! Couldn’t!—couldn’t we join up again!” And he uttered a deep sigh sit­ting there. An­nette! Ah! but between him and An­nette was the need for that wretched di­vorce suit! And how?

			“A man can al­ways work these things, if he’ll take it on him­self,” Joly­on had said.

			But why should he take the scan­dal on him­self with his whole ca­reer as a pil­lar of the law at stake? It was not fair! It was quix­ot­ic! Twelve years’ sep­ar­a­tion in which he had taken no steps to free him­self put out of court the pos­sib­il­ity of us­ing her con­duct with Bosin­ney as a ground for di­vor­cing her. By do­ing noth­ing to se­cure re­lief he had ac­qui­esced, even if the evid­ence could now be gathered, which was more than doubt­ful. Be­sides, his own pride would nev­er let him use that old in­cid­ent, he had suffered from it too much. No! Noth­ing but fresh mis­con­duct on her part—but she had denied it; and—al­most—he had be­lieved her. Hung up! Ut­terly hung up!

			He rose from the scooped-out red vel­vet seat with a feel­ing of con­stric­tion about his vi­tals. He would nev­er sleep with this go­ing on in him! And, tak­ing coat and hat again, he went out, mov­ing east­ward. In Tra­fal­gar Square he be­came aware of some spe­cial com­mo­tion trav­el­ling to­wards him out of the mouth of the Strand. It ma­ter­i­al­ised in news­pa­per men call­ing out so loudly that no words whatever could be heard. He stopped to listen, and one came by.

			“Payper! Spe­cial! Ul­ti­ma­ti­um by Krooger! De­clar­a­tion of war!” Soames bought the pa­per. There it was in the stop press—! His first thought was: “The Bo­ers are com­mit­ting sui­cide.” His second: “Is there any­thing still I ought to sell?” If so he had missed the chance—there would cer­tainly be a slump in the city to­mor­row. He swal­lowed this thought with a nod of de­fi­ance. That ul­ti­mat­um was in­solent—soon­er than let it pass he was pre­pared to lose money. They wanted a les­son, and they would get it; but it would take three months at least to bring them to heel. There wer­en’t the troops out there; al­ways be­hind time, the Gov­ern­ment! Con­found those news­pa­per rats! What was the use of wak­ing every­body up? Break­fast to­mor­row was quite soon enough. And he thought with alarm of his fath­er. They would cry it down Park Lane. Hail­ing a hansom, he got in and told the man to drive there.

			James and Emily had just gone up to bed, and after com­mu­nic­at­ing the news to Warm­son, Soames pre­pared to fol­low. He paused by af­ter­thought to say:

			“What do you think of it, Warm­son?”

			The but­ler ceased passing a hat brush over the silk hat Soames had taken off, and, in­clin­ing his face a little for­ward, said in a low voice: “Well, sir, they ’aven’t a chance, of course; but I’m told they’re very good shots. I’ve got a son in the In­niskillings.”

			“You, Warm­son? Why, I didn’t know you were mar­ried.”

			“No, sir. I don’t talk of it. I ex­pect he’ll be go­ing out.”

			The slight­er shock Soames had felt on dis­cov­er­ing that he knew so little of one whom he thought he knew so well was lost in the slight shock of dis­cov­er­ing that the war might touch one per­son­ally. Born in the year of the Crimean War, he had only come to con­scious­ness by the time the In­di­an Mutiny was over; since then the many little wars of the Brit­ish Em­pire had been en­tirely pro­fes­sion­al, quite un­con­nec­ted with the For­sytes and all they stood for in the body polit­ic. This war would surely be no ex­cep­tion. But his mind ran hast­ily over his fam­ily. Two of the Hay­mans, he had heard, were in some Yeo­manry or oth­er—it had al­ways been a pleas­ant thought, there was a cer­tain dis­tinc­tion about the Yeo­manry; they wore, or used to wear, a blue uni­form with sil­ver about it, and rode horses. And Archibald, he re­membered, had once on a time joined the Mi­li­tia, but had giv­en it up be­cause his fath­er, Nich­olas, had made such a fuss about his “wast­ing his time pea­cock­ing about in a uni­form.” Re­cently he had heard some­where that young Nich­olas’ eld­est, very young Nich­olas, had be­come a Vo­lun­teer. “No,” thought Soames, mount­ing the stairs slowly, “there’s noth­ing in that!”

			He stood on the land­ing out­side his par­ents’ bed and dress­ing rooms, de­bat­ing wheth­er or not to put his nose in and say a re­as­sur­ing word. Open­ing the land­ing win­dow, he listened. The rumble from Pic­ca­dilly was all the sound he heard, and with the thought, “If these mo­tor­cars in­crease, it’ll af­fect house prop­erty,” he was about to pass on up to the room al­ways kept ready for him when he heard, dis­tant as yet, the hoarse rush­ing call of a news vendor. There it was, and com­ing past the house! He knocked on his moth­er’s door and went in.

			His fath­er was sit­ting up in bed, with his ears pricked un­der the white hair which Emily kept so beau­ti­fully cut. He looked pink, and ex­traordin­ar­ily clean, in his set­ting of white sheet and pil­low, out of which the points of his high, thin, night­gowned shoulders emerged in small peaks. His eyes alone, grey and dis­trust­ful un­der their withered lids, were mov­ing from the win­dow to Emily, who in a wrap­per was walk­ing up and down, squeez­ing a rub­ber ball at­tached to a scent bottle. The room reeked faintly of the eau de co­logne she was spray­ing.

			“All right!” said Soames, “it’s not a fire. The Bo­ers have de­clared war—that’s all.”

			Emily stopped her spray­ing.

			“Oh!” was all she said, and looked at James.

			Soames, too, looked at his fath­er. He was tak­ing it dif­fer­ently from their ex­pect­a­tion, as if some thought, strange to them, were work­ing in him.

			“H’m!” he muttered sud­denly, “I shan’t live to see the end of this.”

			“Non­sense, James! It’ll be over by Christ­mas.”

			“What do you know about it?” James answered her with as­per­ity. “It’s a pretty mess at this time of night, too!” He lapsed in­to si­lence, and his wife and son, as if hyp­not­ised, waited for him to say: “I can’t tell—I don’t know; I knew how it would be!” But he did not. The grey eyes shif­ted, evid­ently see­ing noth­ing in the room; then move­ment oc­curred un­der the bed­clothes, and the knees were drawn up sud­denly to a great height.

			“They ought to send out Roberts. It all comes from that fel­low Glad­stone and his Majuba.”

			The two listen­ers noted some­thing bey­ond the usu­al in his voice, some­thing of real anxi­ety. It was as if he had said: “I shall nev­er see the old coun­try peace­ful and safe again. I shall have to die be­fore I know she’s won.” And in spite of the feel­ing that James must not be en­cour­aged to be fussy, they were touched. Soames went up to the bed­side and stroked his fath­er’s hand which had emerged from un­der the bed­clothes, long and wrinkled with veins.

			“Mark my words!” said James, “con­sols will go to par. For all I know, Val may go and en­list.”

			“Oh, come, James!” cried Emily, “you talk as if there were danger.”

			Her com­fort­able voice seemed to soothe James for once.

			“Well,” he muttered, “I told you how it would be. I don’t know, I’m sure—nobody tells me any­thing. Are you sleep­ing here, my boy?”

			The crisis was past, he would now com­pose him­self to his nor­mal de­gree of anxi­ety; and, as­sur­ing his fath­er that he was sleep­ing in the house, Soames pressed his hand, and went up to his room.

			The fol­low­ing af­ter­noon wit­nessed the greatest crowd Timothy’s had known for many a year. On na­tion­al oc­ca­sions, such as this, it was, in­deed, al­most im­possible to avoid go­ing there. Not that there was any danger or rather only just enough to make it ne­ces­sary to as­sure each oth­er that there was none.

			Nich­olas was there early. He had seen Soames the night be­fore—Soames had said it was bound to come. This old Kruger was in his dot­age—why, he must be sev­enty-five if he was a day!

			(Nich­olas was eighty-two.) What had Timothy said? He had had a fit after Majuba. These Bo­ers were a grasp­ing lot! The dark-haired Francie, who had ar­rived on his heels, with the con­tra­dic­tious touch which be­came the free spir­it of a daugh­ter of Ro­ger, chimed in:

			“Kettle and pot, Uncle Nich­olas. What price the Uit­landers?” What price, in­deed! A new ex­pres­sion, and be­lieved to be due to her broth­er George.

			Aunt Ju­ley thought Francie ought not to say such a thing. Dear Mrs. MacAnder’s boy, Charlie MacAnder, was one, and no one could call him grasp­ing. At this Francie uttered one of her mots, scan­dal­ising, and so fre­quently re­peated:

			“Well, his fath­er’s a Scotch­man, and his moth­er’s a cat.”

			Aunt Ju­ley covered her ears, too late, but Aunt Hester smiled; as for Nich­olas, he pouted—wit­ti­cism of which he was not the au­thor was hardly to his taste. Just then Mari­an Tweety­man ar­rived, fol­lowed al­most im­me­di­ately by young Nich­olas. On see­ing his son, Nich­olas rose.

			“Well, I must be go­ing,” he said, “Nick here will tell you what’ll win the race.” And with this hit at his eld­est, who, as a pil­lar of ac­count­ancy, and dir­ect­or of an in­sur­ance com­pany, was no more ad­dicted to sport than his fath­er had ever been, he de­par­ted. Dear Nich­olas! What race was that? Or was it only one of his jokes? He was a won­der­ful man for his age! How many lumps would dear Mari­an take? And how were Giles and Jesse? Aunt Ju­ley sup­posed their Yeo­manry would be very busy now, guard­ing the coast, though of course the Bo­ers had no ships. But one nev­er knew what the French might do if they had the chance, es­pe­cially since that dread­ful Fashoda scare, which had up­set Timothy so ter­ribly that he had made no in­vest­ments for months af­ter­wards. It was the in­grat­it­ude of the Bo­ers that was so dread­ful, after everything had been done for them—Dr. Jameson im­prisoned, and he was so nice, Mrs. MacAnder had al­ways said. And Sir Al­fred Mil­ner sent out to talk to them—such a clev­er man! She didn’t know what they wanted.

			But at this mo­ment oc­curred one of those sen­sa­tions—so pre­cious at Timothy’s—which great oc­ca­sions some­times bring forth:

			“Miss June For­syte.”

			Aunts Ju­ley and Hester were on their feet at once, trem­bling from smothered re­sent­ment, and old af­fec­tion bub­bling up, and pride at the re­turn of a prod­ig­al June! Well, this was a sur­prise! Dear June—after all these years! And how well she was look­ing! Not changed at all! It was al­most on their lips to add, “And how is your dear grand­fath­er?” for­get­ting in that giddy mo­ment that poor dear Joly­on had been in his grave for sev­en years now.

			Ever the most cour­ageous and down­right of all the For­sytes, June, with her de­cided chin and her spir­ited eyes and her hair like flame, sat down, slight and short, on a gilt chair with a bead-worked seat, for all the world as if ten years had not elapsed since she had been to see them—ten years of travel and in­de­pend­ence and de­vo­tion to lame ducks. Those ducks of late had been all def­in­itely paint­ers, etch­ers, or sculptors, so that her im­pa­tience with the For­sytes and their hope­lessly in­ar­tist­ic out­look had be­come in­tense. In­deed, she had al­most ceased to be­lieve that her fam­ily ex­is­ted, and looked round her now with a sort of chal­len­ging dir­ect­ness which brought ex­quis­ite dis­com­fort to the room­ful. She had not ex­pec­ted to meet any of them but “the poor old things”; and why she had come to see them she hardly knew, ex­cept that, while on her way from Ox­ford Street to a stu­dio in Latimer Road, she had sud­denly re­membered them with com­punc­tion as two long-neg­lected old lame ducks.

			Aunt Ju­ley broke the hush again. “We’ve just been say­ing, dear, how dread­ful it is about these Bo­ers! And what an im­pudent thing of that old Kruger!”

			“Im­pudent!” said June. “I think he’s quite right. What busi­ness have we to meddle with them? If he turned out all those wretched Uit­landers it would serve them right. They’re only after money.”

			The si­lence of sen­sa­tion was broken by Francie say­ing:

			“What? Are you a pro-Bo­er?” (un­doubtedly the first use of that ex­pres­sion).

			“Well! Why can’t we leave them alone?” said June, just as, in the open door­way, the maid said: “Mr. Soames For­syte.” Sen­sa­tion on sen­sa­tion! Greet­ing was al­most held up by curi­os­ity to see how June and he would take this en­counter, for it was shrewdly sus­pec­ted, if not quite known, that they had not met since that old and lam­ent­able af­fair of her fiancé Bosin­ney with Soames’ wife. They were seen to just touch each oth­er’s hands, and look each at the oth­er’s left eye only. Aunt Ju­ley came at once to the res­cue:

			“Dear June is so ori­gin­al. Fancy, Soames, she thinks the Bo­ers are not to blame.”

			“They only want their in­de­pend­ence,” said June; “and why shouldn’t they have it?”

			“Be­cause,” answered Soames, with his smile a little on one side, “they hap­pen to have agreed to our su­zer­ainty.”

			“Su­zer­ainty!” re­peated June scorn­fully; “we shouldn’t like any­one’s su­zer­ainty over us.”

			“They got ad­vant­ages in pay­ment,” replied Soames; “a con­tract is a con­tract.”

			“Con­tracts are not al­ways just,” fumed out June, “and when they’re not, they ought to be broken. The Bo­ers are much the weak­er. We could af­ford to be gen­er­ous.”

			Soames sniffed. “That’s mere sen­ti­ment,” he said.

			Aunt Hester, to whom noth­ing was more aw­ful than any kind of dis­agree­ment, here leaned for­ward and re­marked de­cis­ively:

			“What lovely weath­er it has been for the time of year?”

			But June was not to be di­ver­ted.

			“I don’t know why sen­ti­ment should be sneered at. It’s the best thing in the world.” She looked de­fi­antly round, and Aunt Ju­ley had to in­ter­vene again:

			“Have you bought any pic­tures lately, Soames?”

			Her in­com­par­able in­stinct for the wrong sub­ject had not failed her. Soames flushed. To dis­close the name of his latest pur­chases would be like walk­ing in­to the jaws of dis­dain. For some­how they all knew of June’s pre­dilec­tion for “geni­us” not yet on its legs, and her con­tempt for “suc­cess” un­less she had had a fin­ger in se­cur­ing it.

			“One or two,” he muttered.

			But June’s face had changed; the For­syte with­in her was see­ing its chance. Why should not Soames buy some of the pic­tures of Eric Cobbley—her last lame duck? And she promptly opened her at­tack: Did Soames know his work? It was so won­der­ful. He was the com­ing man.

			Oh, yes, Soames knew his work. It was in his view splashy, and would nev­er get hold of the pub­lic.

			June blazed up.

			“Of course it won’t; that’s the last thing one would wish for. I thought you were a con­nois­seur, not a pic­ture-deal­er.”

			“Of course Soames is a con­nois­seur,” Aunt Ju­ley said hast­ily; “he has won­der­ful taste—he can al­ways tell be­fore­hand what’s go­ing to be suc­cess­ful.”

			“Oh!” gasped June, and sprang up from the bead-covered chair, “I hate that stand­ard of suc­cess. Why can’t people buy things be­cause they like them?”

			“You mean,” said Francie, “be­cause you like them.”

			And in the slight pause young Nich­olas was heard say­ing gently that Vi­ol­et (his fourth) was tak­ing les­sons in pas­tel, he didn’t know if they were any use.

			“Well, good­bye, Auntie,” said June; “I must get on,” and kiss­ing her aunts, she looked de­fi­antly round the room, said “Good­bye” again, and went. A breeze seemed to pass out with her, as if every­one had sighed.

			The third sen­sa­tion came be­fore any­one had time to speak:

			“Mr. James For­syte.”

			James came in us­ing a stick slightly and wrapped in a fur coat which gave him a fic­ti­tious bulk.

			Every­one stood up. James was so old; and he had not been at Timothy’s for nearly two years.

			“It’s hot in here,” he said.

			Soames di­vested him of his coat, and as he did so could not help ad­mir­ing the glossy way his fath­er was turned out. James sat down, all knees, el­bows, frock-coat, and long white whiskers.

			“What’s the mean­ing of that?” he said.

			Though there was no ap­par­ent sense in his words, they all knew that he was re­fer­ring to June. His eyes searched his son’s face.

			“I thought I’d come and see for my­self. What have they answered Kruger?”

			Soames took out an even­ing pa­per, and read the head­line.

			“ ‘In­stant ac­tion by our Gov­ern­ment—state of war ex­ist­ing!’ ”

			“Ah!” said James, and sighed. “I was afraid they’d cut and run like old Glad­stone. We shall fin­ish with them this time.”

			All stared at him. James! Al­ways fussy, nervous, anxious! James with his con­tinu­al, “I told you how it would be!” and his pess­im­ism, and his cau­tious in­vest­ments. There was some­thing un­canny about such res­ol­u­tion in this the old­est liv­ing For­syte.

			“Where’s Timothy?” said James. “He ought to pay at­ten­tion to this.”

			Aunt Ju­ley said she didn’t know; Timothy had not said much at lunch today. Aunt Hester rose and threaded her way out of the room, and Francie said rather ma­li­ciously:

			“The Bo­ers are a hard nut to crack, Uncle James.”

			“H’m!” muttered James. “Where do you get your in­form­a­tion? Nobody tells me.”

			Young Nich­olas re­marked in his mild voice that Nick (his eld­est) was now go­ing to drill reg­u­larly.

			“Ah!” muttered James, and stared be­fore him—his thoughts were on Val. “He’s got to look after his moth­er,” he said, “he’s got no time for drilling and that, with that fath­er of his.” This cryptic say­ing pro­duced si­lence, un­til he spoke again.

			“What did June want here?” And his eyes res­ted with sus­pi­cion on all of them in turn. “Her fath­er’s a rich man now.” The con­ver­sa­tion turned on Joly­on, and when he had been seen last. It was sup­posed that he went abroad and saw all sorts of people now that his wife was dead; his wa­ter­col­ours were on the line, and he was a suc­cess­ful man. Francie went so far as to say:

			“I should like to see him again; he was rather a dear.”

			Aunt Ju­ley re­called how he had gone to sleep on the sofa one day, where James was sit­ting. He had al­ways been very ami­able; what did Soames think?

			Know­ing that Joly­on was Irene’s trust­ee, all felt the del­ic­acy of this ques­tion, and looked at Soames with in­terest. A faint pink had come up in his cheeks.

			“He’s go­ing grey,” he said.

			In­deed! Had Soames seen him? Soames nod­ded, and the pink van­ished.

			James said sud­denly: “Well—I don’t know, I can’t tell.”

			It so ex­actly ex­pressed the sen­ti­ment of every­body present that there was some­thing be­hind everything, that nobody re­spon­ded. But at this mo­ment Aunt Hester re­turned.

			“Timothy,” she said in a low voice, “Timothy has bought a map, and he’s put in—he’s put in three flags.”

			Timothy had—! A sigh went round the com­pany.

			If Timothy had in­deed put in three flags already, well!—it showed what the na­tion could do when it was roused. The war was as good as over.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				Joly­on Finds Out Where He Is

			
			Joly­on stood at the win­dow in Holly’s old night nurs­ery, con­ver­ted in­to a stu­dio, not be­cause it had a north light, but for its view over the pro­spect away to the Grand Stand at Ep­som. He shif­ted to the side win­dow which over­looked the stable­yard, and whistled down to the dog Balthas­ar who lay forever un­der the clock tower. The old dog looked up and wagged his tail. “Poor old boy!” thought Joly­on, shift­ing back to the oth­er win­dow.

			He had been rest­less all this week, since his at­tempt to pro­sec­ute trust­ee­ship, un­easy in his con­science which was ever acute, dis­turbed in his sense of com­pas­sion which was eas­ily ex­cited, and with a queer sen­sa­tion as if his feel­ing for beauty had re­ceived some def­in­ite em­bod­i­ment. Au­tumn was get­ting hold of the old oak-tree, its leaves were brown­ing. Sun­shine had been plen­ti­ful and hot this sum­mer. As with trees, so with men’s lives! “I ought to live long,” thought Joly­on; “I’m get­ting mil­dewed for want of heat. If I can’t work, I shall be off to Par­is.” But memory of Par­is gave him no pleas­ure. Be­sides, how could he go? He must stay and see what Soames was go­ing to do. “I’m her trust­ee. I can’t leave her un­pro­tec­ted,” he thought. It had been strik­ing him as curi­ous how very clearly he could still see Irene in her little draw­ing-room which he had only twice entered. Her beauty must have a sort of poignant har­mony! No lit­er­al por­trait would ever do her justice; the es­sence of her was—ah! yes, what? … The noise of hoofs called him back to the oth­er win­dow. Holly was rid­ing in­to the yard on her long-tailed pal­frey. She looked up and he waved to her. She had been rather si­lent lately; get­ting old, he sup­posed, be­gin­ning to want her fu­ture, as they all did—young­sters!

			Time was cer­tainly the dev­il! And with the feel­ing that to waste this swift-trav­el­ling com­mod­ity was un­for­giv­able folly, he took up his brush. But it was no use; he could not con­cen­trate his eye—be­sides, the light was go­ing. “I’ll go up to town,” he thought. In the hall a ser­vant met him.

			“A lady to see you, sir; Mrs. Her­on.”

			Ex­traordin­ary co­in­cid­ence! Passing in­to the pic­ture-gal­lery, as it was still called, he saw Irene stand­ing over by the win­dow.

			She came to­wards him say­ing:

			“I’ve been tres­passing; I came up through the cop­pice and garden. I al­ways used to come that way to see Uncle Joly­on.”

			“You couldn’t tres­pass here,” replied Joly­on; “his­tory makes that im­possible. I was just think­ing of you.”

			Irene smiled. And it was as if some­thing shone through; not mere spir­itu­al­ity—se­rener, com­pleter, more al­lur­ing.

			“His­tory!” she answered; “I once told Uncle Joly­on that love was forever. Well, it isn’t. Only aver­sion lasts.”

			Joly­on stared at her. Had she got over Bosin­ney at last?

			“Yes!” he said, “aver­sion’s deep­er than love or hate be­cause it’s a nat­ur­al product of the nerves, and we don’t change them.”

			“I came to tell you that Soames has been to see me. He said a thing that frightened me. He said: ‘You are still my wife!’ ”

			“What!” ejac­u­lated Joly­on. “You ought not to live alone.” And he con­tin­ued to stare at her, af­flic­ted by the thought that where Beauty was, noth­ing ever ran quite straight, which, no doubt, was why so many people looked on it as im­mor­al.

			“What more?”

			“He asked me to shake hands.”

			“Did you?”

			“Yes. When he came in I’m sure he didn’t want to; he changed while he was there.”

			“Ah! you cer­tainly ought not to go on liv­ing there alone.”

			“I know no wo­man I could ask; and I can’t take a lov­er to or­der, Cous­in Joly­on.”

			“Heav­en for­bid!” said Joly­on. “What a dam­nable po­s­i­tion! Will you stay to din­ner? No? Well, let me see you back to town; I wanted to go up this even­ing.”

			“Truly?”

			“Truly. I’ll be ready in five minutes.”

			On that walk to the sta­tion they talked of pic­tures and mu­sic, con­trast­ing the Eng­lish and French char­ac­ters and the dif­fer­ence in their at­ti­tude to art. But to Joly­on the col­ours in the hedges of the long straight lane, the twit­ter­ing of chaffinches who kept pace with them, the per­fume of weeds be­ing already burned, the turn of her neck, the fas­cin­a­tion of those dark eyes bent on him now and then, the lure of her whole fig­ure, made a deep­er im­pres­sion than the re­marks they ex­changed. Un­con­sciously he held him­self straight­er, walked with a more elast­ic step.

			In the train he put her through a sort of cat­ech­ism as to what she did with her days.

			Made her dresses, shopped, vis­ited a hos­pit­al, played her pi­ano, trans­lated from the French.

			She had reg­u­lar work from a pub­lish­er, it seemed, which sup­ple­men­ted her in­come a little. She sel­dom went out in the even­ing. “I’ve been liv­ing alone so long, you see, that I don’t mind it a bit. I be­lieve I’m nat­ur­ally sol­it­ary.”

			“I don’t be­lieve that,” said Joly­on. “Do you know many people?”

			“Very few.”

			At Wa­ter­loo they took a hansom, and he drove with her to the door of her man­sions. Squeez­ing her hand at part­ing, he said:

			“You know, you could al­ways come to us at Robin Hill; you must let me know everything that hap­pens. Good­bye, Irene.”

			“Good­bye,” she answered softly.

			Joly­on climbed back in­to his cab, won­der­ing why he had not asked her to dine and go to the theatre with him. Sol­it­ary, starved, hung-up life that she had! “Hotch Potch Club,” he said through the trap-door. As his hansom de­bouched on to the Em­bank­ment, a man in top-hat and over­coat passed, walk­ing quickly, so close to the wall that he seemed to be scrap­ing it.

			“By Jove!” thought Joly­on; “Soames him­self! What’s he up to now?” And, stop­ping the cab round the corner, he got out and re­traced his steps to where he could see the en­trance to the man­sions. Soames had hal­ted in front of them, and was look­ing up at the light in her win­dows. “If he goes in,” thought Joly­on, “what shall I do? What have I the right to do?” What the fel­low had said was true. She was still his wife, ab­so­lutely without pro­tec­tion from an­noy­ance! “Well, if he goes in,” he thought, “I fol­low.” And he began mov­ing to­wards the man­sions. Again Soames ad­vanced; he was in the very en­trance now. But sud­denly he stopped, spun round on his heel, and came back to­wards the river. “What now?” thought Joly­on. “In a dozen steps he’ll re­cog­nise me.” And he turned tail. His cous­in’s foot­steps kept pace with his own. But he reached his cab, and got in be­fore Soames had turned the corner. “Go on!” he said through the trap. Soames’ fig­ure ranged up along­side.

			“Hansom!” he said. “En­gaged? Hallo!”

			“Hallo!” answered Joly­on. “You?”

			The quick sus­pi­cion on his cous­in’s face, white in the lamp­light, de­cided him.

			“I can give you a lift,” he said, “if you’re go­ing West.”

			“Thanks,” answered Soames, and got in.

			“I’ve been see­ing Irene,” said Joly­on when the cab had star­ted.

			“In­deed!”

			“You went to see her yes­ter­day your­self, I un­der­stand.”

			“I did,” said Soames; “she’s my wife, you know.”

			The tone, the half-lif­ted sneer­ing lip, roused sud­den an­ger in Joly­on; but he sub­dued it.

			“You ought to know best,” he said, “but if you want a di­vorce it’s not very wise to go see­ing her, is it? One can’t run with the hare and hunt with the hounds?”

			“You’re very good to warn me,” said Soames, “but I have not made up my mind.”

			“She has,” said Joly­on, look­ing straight be­fore him; “you can’t take things up, you know, as they were twelve years ago.”

			“That re­mains to be seen.”

			“Look here!” said Joly­on, “she’s in a dam­nable po­s­i­tion, and I am the only per­son with any leg­al say in her af­fairs.”

			“Ex­cept my­self,” re­tor­ted Soames, “who am also in a dam­nable po­s­i­tion. Hers is what she made for her­self; mine what she made for me. I am not at all sure that in her own in­terests I shan’t re­quire her to re­turn to me.”

			“What!” ex­claimed Joly­on; and a shiver went through his whole body.

			“I don’t know what you may mean by ‘what,’ ” answered Soames coldly; “your say in her af­fairs is con­fined to pay­ing out her in­come; please bear that in mind. In choos­ing not to dis­grace her by a di­vorce, I re­tained my rights, and, as I say, I am not at all sure that I shan’t re­quire to ex­er­cise them.”

			“My God!” ejac­u­lated Joly­on, and he uttered a short laugh.

			“Yes,” said Soames, and there was a deadly qual­ity in his voice. “I’ve not for­got­ten the nick­name your fath­er gave me, ‘The man of prop­erty.’ I’m not called names for noth­ing.”

			“This is fant­ast­ic,” mur­mured Joly­on. Well, the fel­low couldn’t force his wife to live with him. Those days were past, any­way! And he looked around at Soames with the thought: “Is he real, this man?” But Soames looked very real, sit­ting square yet al­most el­eg­ant with the clipped mous­tache on his pale face, and a tooth show­ing where a lip was lif­ted in a fixed smile. There was a long si­lence, while Joly­on thought: “In­stead of help­ing her, I’ve made things worse.” Sud­denly Soames said:

			“It would be the best thing that could hap­pen to her in many ways.”

			At those words such a tur­moil began tak­ing place in Joly­on that he could barely sit still in the cab. It was as if he were boxed up with hun­dreds of thou­sands of his coun­try­men, boxed up with that some­thing in the na­tion­al char­ac­ter which had al­ways been to him re­volt­ing, some­thing which he knew to be ex­tremely nat­ur­al and yet which seemed to him in­ex­plic­able—their in­tense be­lief in con­tracts and ves­ted rights, their com­pla­cent sense of vir­tue in the ex­ac­tion of those rights. Here be­side him in the cab was the very em­bod­i­ment, the cor­por­eal sum as it were, of the pos­sess­ive in­stinct—his own kins­man, too! It was un­canny and in­tol­er­able! “But there’s some­thing more in it than that!” he thought with a sick feel­ing. “The dog, they say, re­turns to his vomit! The sight of her has reawakened some­thing. Beauty! The dev­il’s in it!”

			“As I say,” said Soames, “I have not made up my mind. I shall be ob­liged if you will kindly leave her quite alone.”

			Joly­on bit his lips; he who had al­ways hated rows al­most wel­comed the thought of one now.

			“I can give you no such prom­ise,” he said shortly.

			“Very well,” said Soames, “then we know where we are. I’ll get down here.” And stop­ping the cab he got out without word or sign of farewell. Joly­on trav­elled on to his Club.

			The first news of the war was be­ing called in the streets, but he paid no at­ten­tion. What could he do to help her? If only his fath­er were alive! He could have done so much! But why could he not do all that his fath­er could have done? Was he not old enough?—turned fifty and twice mar­ried, with grown-up daugh­ters and a son. “Queer,” he thought. “If she were plain I shouldn’t be think­ing twice about it. Beauty is the dev­il, when you’re sens­it­ive to it!” And in­to the Club read­ing-room he went with a dis­turbed heart. In that very room he and Bosin­ney had talked one sum­mer af­ter­noon; he well re­membered even now the dis­guised and secret lec­ture he had giv­en that young man in the in­terests of June, the dia­gnos­is of the For­sytes he had haz­arded; and how he had wondered what sort of wo­man it was he was warn­ing him against. And now! He was al­most in want of a warn­ing him­self. “It’s deuced funny!” he thought, “really deuced funny!”

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Soames Dis­cov­ers What He Wants

			
			It is so much easi­er to say, “Then we know where we are,” than to mean any­thing par­tic­u­lar by the words. And in say­ing them Soames did but vent the jeal­ous rank­ling of his in­stincts. He got out of the cab in a state of wary an­ger—with him­self for not hav­ing seen Irene, with Joly­on for hav­ing seen her; and now with his in­ab­il­ity to tell ex­actly what he wanted.

			He had aban­doned the cab be­cause he could not bear to re­main seated be­side his cous­in, and walk­ing briskly east­wards he thought: “I wouldn’t trust that fel­low Joly­on a yard. Once out­cast, al­ways out­cast!” The chap had a nat­ur­al sym­pathy with—with—lax­ity (he had shied at the word “sin,” be­cause it was too me­lo­dra­mat­ic for use by a For­syte).

			In­de­cision in de­sire was to him a new feel­ing. He was like a child between a prom­ised toy and an old one which had been taken away from him; and he was as­ton­ished at him­self. Only last Sunday de­sire had seemed simple—just his free­dom and An­nette. “I’ll go and dine there,” he thought. To see her might bring back his single­ness of in­ten­tion, calm his ex­as­per­a­tion, clear his mind.

			The res­taur­ant was fairly full—a good many for­eign­ers and folk whom, from their ap­pear­ance, he took to be lit­er­ary or artist­ic. Scraps of con­ver­sa­tion came his way through the clat­ter of plates and glasses. He dis­tinctly heard the Bo­ers sym­path­ised with, the Brit­ish Gov­ern­ment blamed. “Don’t think much of their cli­en­tele,” he thought. He went stolidly through his din­ner and spe­cial cof­fee without mak­ing his pres­ence known, and when at last he had fin­ished, was care­ful not to be seen go­ing to­wards the sanc­tum of Ma­dame Lamotte. They were, as he entered, hav­ing sup­per—such a much nicer-look­ing sup­per than the din­ner he had eaten that he felt a kind of grief—and they greeted him with a sur­prise so seem­ingly genu­ine that he thought with sud­den sus­pi­cion: “I be­lieve they knew I was here all the time.” He gave An­nette a look furt­ive and search­ing. So pretty, seem­ingly so can­did; could she be angling for him? He turned to Ma­dame Lamotte and said:

			“I’ve been din­ing here.”

			Really! If she had only known! There were dishes she could have re­com­men­ded; what a pity! Soames was con­firmed in his sus­pi­cion. “I must look out what I’m do­ing!” he thought sharply.

			“An­oth­er little cup of very spe­cial cof­fee, mon­sieur; a li­queur, Grand Marni­er?” and Ma­dame Lamotte rose to or­der these del­ic­acies.

			Alone with An­nette Soames said, “Well, An­nette?” with a de­fens­ive little smile about his lips.

			The girl blushed. This, which last Sunday would have set his nerves tingling, now gave him much the same feel­ing a man has when a dog that he owns wriggles and looks at him. He had a curi­ous sense of power, as if he could have said to her, “Come and kiss me,” and she would have come. And yet—it was strange—but there seemed an­oth­er face and form in the room too; and the itch in his nerves, was it for that—or for this? He jerked his head to­wards the res­taur­ant and said: “You have some queer cus­tom­ers. Do you like this life?”

			An­nette looked up at him for a mo­ment, looked down, and played with her fork.

			“No,” she said, “I do not like it.”

			“I’ve got her,” thought Soames, “if I want her. But do I want her?” She was grace­ful, she was pretty—very pretty; she was fresh, she had taste of a kind. His eyes trav­elled round the little room; but the eyes of his mind went an­oth­er jour­ney—a half-light, and sil­very walls, a sat­in­wood pi­ano, a wo­man stand­ing against it, reined back as it were from him—a wo­man with white shoulders that he knew, and dark eyes that he had sought to know, and hair like dull dark am­ber. And as in an artist who strives for the un­real­is­able and is ever thirsty, so there rose in him at that mo­ment the thirst of the old pas­sion he had nev­er sat­is­fied.

			“Well,” he said calmly, “you’re young. There’s everything be­fore you.”

			An­nette shook her head.

			“I think some­times there is noth­ing be­fore me but hard work. I am not so in love with work as moth­er.”

			“Your moth­er is a won­der,” said Soames, faintly mock­ing; “she will nev­er let fail­ure lodge in her house.”

			An­nette sighed. “It must be won­der­ful to be rich.”

			“Oh! You’ll be rich some day,” answered Soames, still with that faint mock­ery; “don’t be afraid.”

			An­nette shrugged her shoulders. “Mon­sieur is very kind.” And between her pout­ing lips she put a chocol­ate.

			“Yes, my dear,” thought Soames, “they’re very pretty.”

			Ma­dame Lamotte, with cof­fee and li­queur, put an end to that col­loquy. Soames did not stay long.

			Out­side in the streets of Soho, which al­ways gave him such a feel­ing of prop­erty im­prop­erly owned, he mused. If only Irene had giv­en him a son, he wouldn’t now be squirm­ing after wo­men! The thought had jumped out of its little dark sen­try-box in his in­ner con­scious­ness. A son—some­thing to look for­ward to, some­thing to make the rest of life worth while, some­thing to leave him­self to, some per­petu­ity of self. “If I had a son,” he thought bit­terly, “a prop­er leg­al son, I could make shift to go on as I used. One wo­man’s much the same as an­oth­er, after all.” But as he walked he shook his head. No! One wo­man was not the same as an­oth­er. Many a time had he tried to think that in the old days of his thwarted mar­ried life; and he had al­ways failed. He was fail­ing now. He was try­ing to think An­nette the same as that oth­er. But she was not, she had not the lure of that old pas­sion. “And Irene’s my wife,” he thought, “my leg­al wife. I have done noth­ing to put her away from me. Why shouldn’t she come back to me? It’s the right thing, the law­ful thing. It makes no scan­dal, no dis­turb­ance. If it’s dis­agree­able to her—but why should it be? I’m not a leper, and she—she’s no longer in love!” Why should he be put to the shifts and the sor­did dis­graces and the lurk­ing de­feats of the Di­vorce Court, when there she was like an empty house only wait­ing to be re­taken in­to use and pos­ses­sion by him who leg­ally owned her? To one so se­cret­ive as Soames the thought of reentry in­to quiet pos­ses­sion of his own prop­erty with noth­ing giv­en away to the world was in­tensely al­lur­ing. “No,” he mused, “I’m glad I went to see that girl. I know now what I want most. If only Irene will come back I’ll be as con­sid­er­ate as she wishes; she could live her own life; but per­haps—per­haps she would come round to me.” There was a lump in his throat. And dog­gedly along by the rail­ings of the Green Park, to­wards his fath­er’s house, he went, try­ing to tread on his shad­ow walk­ing be­fore him in the bril­liant moon­light.
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				I

				The Third Gen­er­a­tion

			
			Jolly For­syte was strolling down High Street, Ox­ford, on a Novem­ber af­ter­noon; Val Dartie was strolling up. Jolly had just changed out of boat­ing flan­nels and was on his way to the Fry­ing-Pan, to which he had re­cently been elec­ted. Val had just changed out of rid­ing clothes and was on his way to the fire—a book­maker’s in Corn­mar­ket.

			“Hallo!” said Jolly.

			“Hallo!” replied Val.

			The cous­ins had met but twice, Jolly, the second-year man, hav­ing in­vited the fresh­man to break­fast; and last even­ing they had seen each oth­er again un­der some­what exot­ic cir­cum­stances.

			Over a tail­or’s in the Corn­mar­ket resided one of those priv­ileged young be­ings called “minors,” whose in­her­it­ances are large, whose par­ents are dead, whose guard­i­ans are re­mote, and whose in­stincts are vi­cious. At nine­teen he had com­menced one of those ca­reers at­tract­ive and in­ex­plic­able to or­din­ary mor­tals for whom a single bank­ruptcy is good as a feast. Already fam­ous for hav­ing the only roul­ette table then to be found in Ox­ford, he was an­ti­cip­at­ing his ex­pect­a­tions at a dazzling rate. He out-crummed Crum, though of a san­guine and rather beefy type which lacked the lat­ter’s fas­cin­at­ing lan­guor. For Val it had been in the nature of bap­tism to be taken there to play roul­ette; in the nature of con­firm­a­tion to get back in­to col­lege, after hours, through a win­dow whose bars were de­cept­ive. Once, dur­ing that even­ing of de­light, glan­cing up from the se­duct­ive green be­fore him, he had caught sight, through a cloud of smoke, of his cous­in stand­ing op­pos­ite. Rouge gagne, im­pair, et manque! He had not seen him again.

			“Come in to the Fry­ing-Pan and have tea,” said Jolly, and they went in.

			A stranger, see­ing them to­geth­er, would have no­ticed an un­seiz­able re­semb­lance between these second cous­ins of the third gen­er­a­tions of For­sytes; the same bone form­a­tion in face, though Jolly’s eyes were dark­er grey, his hair light­er and more wavy.

			“Tea and buttered buns, waiter, please,” said Jolly.

			“Have one of my ci­gar­ettes?” said Val. “I saw you last night. How did you do?”

			“I didn’t play.”

			“I won fif­teen quid.”

			Though de­sirous of re­peat­ing a whim­sic­al com­ment on gambling he had once heard his fath­er make—“When you’re fleeced you’re sick, and when you fleece you’re sorry”—Jolly con­ten­ted him­self with:

			“Rot­ten game, I think; I was at school with that chap. He’s an aw­ful fool.”

			“Oh! I don’t know,” said Val, as one might speak in de­fence of a dis­paraged god; “he’s a pretty good sport.”

			They ex­changed whiffs in si­lence.

			“You met my people, didn’t you?” said Jolly. “They’re com­ing up to­mor­row.”

			Val grew a little red.

			“Really! I can give you a rare good tip for the Manchester Novem­ber han­di­cap.”

			“Thanks, I only take in­terest in the clas­sic races.”

			“You can’t make any money over them,” said Val.

			“I hate the ring,” said Jolly; “there’s such a row and stink. I like the pad­dock.”

			“I like to back my judg­ment,” answered Val.

			Jolly smiled; his smile was like his fath­er’s.

			“I haven’t got any. I al­ways lose money if I bet.”

			“You have to buy ex­per­i­ence, of course.”

			“Yes, but it’s all messed-up with do­ing people in the eye.”

			“Of course, or they’ll do you—that’s the ex­cite­ment.”

			Jolly looked a little scorn­ful.

			“What do you do with your­self? Row?”

			“No—ride, and drive about. I’m go­ing to play polo next term, if I can get my grand­dad to stump up.”

			“That’s old Uncle James, isn’t it? What’s he like?”

			“Older than forty hills,” said Val, “and al­ways think­ing he’s go­ing to be ruined.”

			“I sup­pose my grand­dad and he were broth­ers.”

			“I don’t be­lieve any of that old lot were sports­men,” said Val; “they must have wor­shipped money.”

			“Mine didn’t!” said Jolly warmly.

			Val flipped the ash off his ci­gar­ette.

			“Money’s only fit to spend,” he said; “I wish the deuce I had more.”

			Jolly gave him that dir­ect up­ward look of judg­ment which he had in­her­ited from old Joly­on: One didn’t talk about money! And again there was si­lence, while they drank tea and ate the buttered buns.

			“Where are your people go­ing to stay?” asked Val, elab­or­ately cas­u­al.

			“Rain­bow. What do you think of the war?”

			“Rot­ten, so far. The Bo­ers aren’t sports a bit. Why don’t they come out in­to the open?”

			“Why should they? They’ve got everything against them ex­cept their way of fight­ing. I rather ad­mire them.”

			“They can ride and shoot,” ad­mit­ted Val, “but they’re a lousy lot. Do you know Crum?”

			“Of Mer­ton? Only by sight. He’s in that fast set too, isn’t he? Rather La-di-da and Brummagem.”

			Val said fix­edly: “He’s a friend of mine.”

			“Oh! Sorry!” And they sat awk­wardly star­ing past each oth­er, hav­ing pitched on their pet points of snob­bery. For Jolly was form­ing him­self un­con­sciously on a set whose motto was:

			“We defy you to bore us. Life isn’t half long enough, and we’re go­ing to talk faster and more crisply, do more and know more, and dwell less on any sub­ject than you can pos­sibly ima­gine. We are ‘the best’—made of wire and whip­cord.” And Val was un­con­sciously form­ing him­self on a set whose motto was: “We defy you to in­terest or ex­cite us. We have had every sen­sa­tion, or if we haven’t, we pre­tend we have. We are so ex­hausted with liv­ing that no hours are too small for us. We will lose our shirts with equan­im­ity. We have flown fast and are past everything. All is ci­gar­ette smoke. Bis­mil­lah!” Com­pet­it­ive spir­it, bone-deep in the Eng­lish, was ob­li­ging those two young For­sytes to have ideals; and at the close of a cen­tury ideals are mixed. The ar­is­to­cracy had already in the main ad­op­ted the “jump­ing-Je­sus” prin­ciple; though here and there one like Crum—who was an “hon­our­able”—stood starkly lan­guid for that gam­bler’s Nir­vana which had been the sum­mum bonum of the old “dan­dies” and of “the mash­ers” in the eighties. And round Crum were still gathered a for­lorn hope of blue-bloods with a plu­to­crat­ic fol­low­ing.

			But there was between the cous­ins an­oth­er far less ob­vi­ous an­ti­pathy—com­ing from the un­seiz­able fam­ily re­semb­lance, which each per­haps re­sen­ted; or from some half-con­scious­ness of that old feud per­sist­ing still between their branches of the clan, formed with­in them by odd words or half-hints dropped by their eld­ers. And Jolly, tink­ling his tea­spoon, was mus­ing: “His tiepin and his waist­coat and his drawl and his bet­ting—good Lord!”

			And Val, fin­ish­ing his bun, was think­ing: “He’s rather a young beast!”

			“I sup­pose you’ll be meet­ing your people?” he said, get­ting up. “I wish you’d tell them I should like to show them over B.N.C.—not that there’s any­thing much there—if they’d care to come.”

			“Thanks, I’ll ask them.”

			“Would they lunch? I’ve got rather a de­cent scout.”

			Jolly doubted if they would have time.

			“You’ll ask them, though?”

			“Very good of you,” said Jolly, fully mean­ing that they should not go; but, in­stinct­ively po­lite, he ad­ded: “You’d bet­ter come and have din­ner with us to­mor­row.”

			“Rather. What time?”

			“Sev­en-thirty.”

			“Dress?”

			“No.” And they par­ted, a subtle ant­ag­on­ism alive with­in them.

			Holly and her fath­er ar­rived by a mid­day train. It was her first vis­it to the city of spires and dreams, and she was very si­lent, look­ing al­most shyly at the broth­er who was part of this won­der­ful place. After lunch she wandered, ex­amin­ing his house­hold gods with in­tense curi­os­ity. Jolly’s sit­ting-room was pan­elled, and art rep­res­en­ted by a set of Bar­to­lozzi prints which had be­longed to old Joly­on, and by col­lege pho­to­graphs—of young men, live young men, a little hero­ic, and to be com­pared with her memor­ies of Val. Joly­on also scru­tin­ised with care that evid­ence of his boy’s char­ac­ter and tastes.

			Jolly was anxious that they should see him row­ing, so they set forth to the river. Holly, between her broth­er and her fath­er, felt elated when heads were turned and eyes res­ted on her. That they might see him to the best ad­vant­age they left him at the Barge and crossed the river to the tow­ing-path. Slight in build—for of all the For­sytes only old Swith­in and George were beefy—Jolly was row­ing “Two” in a tri­al eight. He looked very earn­est and strenu­ous. With pride Joly­on thought him the best-look­ing boy of the lot; Holly, as be­came a sis­ter, was more struck by one or two of the oth­ers, but would not have said so for the world. The river was bright that af­ter­noon, the mead­ows lush, the trees still beau­ti­ful with col­our. Dis­tin­guished peace clung around the old city; Joly­on prom­ised him­self a day’s sketch­ing if the weath­er held. The Eight passed a second time, spurt­ing home along the Barges—Jolly’s face was very set, so as not to show that he was blown. They re­turned across the river and waited for him.

			“Oh!” said Jolly in the Christ Church mead­ows, “I had to ask that chap Val Dartie to dine with us to­night. He wanted to give you lunch and show you B.N.C., so I thought I’d bet­ter; then you needn’t go. I don’t like him much.”

			Holly’s rather sal­low face had be­come suf­fused with pink.

			“Why not?”

			“Oh! I don’t know. He seems to me rather showy and bad form. What are his people like, Dad? He’s only a second cous­in, isn’t he?”

			Joly­on took refuge in a smile.

			“Ask Holly,” he said; “she saw his uncle.”

			“I liked Val,” Holly answered, star­ing at the ground be­fore her; “his uncle looked—aw­fully dif­fer­ent.” She stole a glance at Jolly from un­der her lashes.

			“Did you ever,” said Joly­on with whim­sic­al in­ten­tion, “hear our fam­ily his­tory, my dears? It’s quite a fairy tale. The first Joly­on For­syte—at all events the first we know any­thing of, and that would be your great-great-grand­fath­er—dwelt in the land of Dor­set on the edge of the sea, be­ing by pro­fes­sion an ‘ag­ri­cul­tur­al­ist,’ as your great-aunt put it, and the son of an ag­ri­cul­tur­ist—farm­ers, in fact; your grand­fath­er used to call them, ‘Very small beer.’ ” He looked at Jolly to see how his lord­li­ness was stand­ing it, and with the oth­er eye noted Holly’s ma­li­cious pleas­ure in the slight drop of her broth­er’s face.

			“We may sup­pose him thick and sturdy, stand­ing for Eng­land as it was be­fore the In­dus­tri­al Era began. The second Joly­on For­syte—your great-grand­fath­er, Jolly; bet­ter known as Su­per­i­or Dos­set For­syte—built houses, so the chron­icle runs, begat ten chil­dren, and mi­grated to Lon­don town. It is known that he drank sherry. We may sup­pose him rep­res­ent­ing the Eng­land of Na­po­leon’s wars, and gen­er­al un­rest. The eld­est of his six sons was the third Joly­on, your grand­fath­er, my dears—tea mer­chant and chair­man of com­pan­ies, one of the sound­est Eng­lish­men who ever lived—and to me the dearest.” Joly­on’s voice had lost its irony, and his son and daugh­ter gazed at him sol­emnly, “He was just and ten­a­cious, tender and young at heart. You re­mem­ber him, and I re­mem­ber him. Pass to the oth­ers! Your great-uncle James, that’s young Val’s grand­fath­er, had a son called Soames—whereby hangs a tale of no love lost, and I don’t think I’ll tell it you. James and the oth­er eight chil­dren of Su­per­i­or Dos­set, of whom there are still five alive, may be said to have rep­res­en­ted Vic­tori­an Eng­land, with its prin­ciples of trade and in­di­vidu­al­ism at five per­cent and your money back—if you know what that means. At all events they’ve turned thirty thou­sand pounds in­to a cool mil­lion between them in the course of their long lives. They nev­er did a wild thing—un­less it was your great-uncle Swith­in, who I be­lieve was once swindled at thim­ble­rig, and was called ‘Four-in-Hand For­syte’ be­cause he drove a pair. Their day is passing, and their type, not al­to­geth­er for the ad­vant­age of the coun­try. They were ped­es­tri­an, but they too were sound. I am the fourth Joly­on For­syte—a poor hold­er of the name—”

			“No, Dad,” said Jolly, and Holly squeezed his hand.

			“Yes,” re­peated Joly­on, “a poor spe­ci­men, rep­res­ent­ing, I’m afraid, noth­ing but the end of the cen­tury, un­earned in­come, am­a­teur­ism, and in­di­vidu­al liberty—a dif­fer­ent thing from in­di­vidu­al­ism, Jolly. You are the fifth Joly­on For­syte, old man, and you open the ball of the new cen­tury.”

			As he spoke they turned in through the col­lege gates, and Holly said: “It’s fas­cin­at­ing, Dad.”

			None of them quite knew what she meant. Jolly was grave.

			The Rain­bow, dis­tin­guished, as only an Ox­ford hostel can be, for lack of mod­ern­ity, provided one small oak-pan­elled private sit­ting-room, in which Holly sat to re­ceive, white-frocked, shy, and alone, when the only guest ar­rived. Rather as one would touch a moth, Val took her hand. And wouldn’t she wear this “measly flower.” It would look rip­ping in her hair. He re­moved a gardenia from his coat.

			“Oh! No, thank you—I couldn’t!” But she took it and pinned it at her neck, hav­ing sud­denly re­membered that word “showy.” Val’s but­ton­hole would give of­fence; and she so much wanted Jolly to like him. Did she real­ise that Val was at his best and quietest in her pres­ence, and was that, per­haps, half the secret of his at­trac­tion for her?

			“I nev­er said any­thing about our ride, Val.”

			“Rather not! It’s just between us.”

			By the un­eas­i­ness of his hands and the fid­get­ing of his feet he was giv­ing her a sense of power very de­li­cious; a soft feel­ing too—the wish to make him happy.

			“Do tell me about Ox­ford. It must be ever so lovely.”

			Val ad­mit­ted that it was fright­fully de­cent to do what you liked; the lec­tures were noth­ing; and there were some very good chaps. “Only,” he ad­ded, “of course I wish I was in town, and could come down and see you.”

			Holly moved one hand shyly on her knee, and her glance dropped.

			“You haven’t for­got­ten,” he said, sud­denly gath­er­ing cour­age, “that we’re go­ing mad-rab­bit­ing to­geth­er?”

			Holly smiled.

			“Oh! That was only make-be­lieve. One can’t do that sort of thing after one’s grown up, you know.”

			“Dash it! cous­ins can,” said Val. “Next Long Vac.—it be­gins in June, you know, and goes on forever—we’ll watch our chance.”

			But, though the thrill of con­spir­acy ran through her veins, Holly shook her head. “It won’t come off,” she mur­mured.

			“Won’t it!” said Val fer­vently; “who’s go­ing to stop it? Not your fath­er or your broth­er.”

			At this mo­ment Joly­on and Jolly came in; and ro­mance fled in­to Val’s pat­ent leath­er and Holly’s white sat­in toes, where it itched and tingled dur­ing an even­ing not con­spicu­ous for open-hearted­ness.

			Sens­it­ive to at­mo­sphere, Joly­on soon felt the lat­ent ant­ag­on­ism between the boys, and was puzzled by Holly; so he be­came un­con­sciously iron­ic­al, which is fatal to the ex­pans­ive­ness of youth. A let­ter, handed to him after din­ner, re­duced him to a si­lence hardly broken till Jolly and Val rose to go. He went out with them, smoking his ci­gar, and walked with his son to the gates of Christ Church. Turn­ing back, he took out the let­ter and read it again be­neath a lamp.

			
				“Dear Joly­on,

				“Soames came again to­night—my thirty-sev­enth birth­day. You were right, I mustn’t stay here. I’m go­ing to­mor­row to the Pied­mont Hotel, but I won’t go abroad without see­ing you. I feel lonely and down­hearted.

				
					“Yours af­fec­tion­ately,

					“Irene.”

				
			

			He fol­ded the let­ter back in­to his pock­et and walked on, as­ton­ished at the vi­ol­ence of his feel­ings. What had the fel­low said or done?

			He turned in­to High Street, down the Turf, and on among a maze of spires and domes and long col­lege fronts and walls, bright or dark-shad­owed in the strong moon­light. In this very heart of Eng­land’s gen­til­ity it was dif­fi­cult to real­ise that a lonely wo­man could be im­por­tuned or hunted, but what else could her let­ter mean? Soames must have been press­ing her to go back to him again, with pub­lic opin­ion and the Law on his side, too! “Eight­een-ninety-nine!” he thought, gaz­ing at the broken glass shin­ing on the top of a villa garden wall; “But when it comes to prop­erty we’re still a hea­then people! I’ll go up to­mor­row morn­ing. I dare say it’ll be best for her to go abroad.” Yet the thought dis­pleased him. Why should Soames hunt her out of Eng­land! Be­sides, he might fol­low, and out there she would be still more help­less against the at­ten­tions of her own hus­band! “I must tread war­ily,” he thought; “that fel­low could make him­self very nasty. I didn’t like his man­ner in the cab the oth­er night.” His thoughts turned to his daugh­ter June. Could she help? Once on a time Irene had been her greatest friend, and now she was a lame duck, such as must ap­peal to June’s nature! He de­term­ined to wire to his daugh­ter to meet him at Pad­ding­ton Sta­tion. Re­tra­cing his steps to­wards the Rain­bow he ques­tioned his own sen­sa­tions. Would he be up­set­ting him­self over every wo­man in like case? No! he would not. The cand­our of this con­clu­sion dis­com­fited him; and, find­ing that Holly had gone up to bed, he sought his own room. But he could not sleep, and sat for a long time at his win­dow, huddled in an over­coat, watch­ing the moon­light on the roofs.

			Next door Holly too was awake, think­ing of the lashes above and be­low Val’s eyes, es­pe­cially be­low; and of what she could do to make Jolly like him bet­ter. The scent of the gardenia was strong in her little bed­room, and pleas­ant to her.

			And Val, lean­ing out of his first-floor win­dow in B.N.C., was gaz­ing at a moon­lit quad­rangle without see­ing it at all, see­ing in­stead Holly, slim and white-frocked, as she sat be­side the fire when he first went in.

			But Jolly, in his bed­room nar­row as a ghost, lay with a hand be­neath his cheek and dreamed he was with Val in one boat, row­ing a race against him, while his fath­er was call­ing from the towpath: “Two! Get your hands away there, bless you!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				Soames Puts It to the Touch

			
			Of all those ra­di­ant firms which em­blazon with their win­dows the West End of Lon­don, Gaves and Cortegal were con­sidered by Soames the most “at­tract­ive” word just com­ing in­to fash­ion. He had nev­er had his Uncle Swith­in’s taste in pre­cious stones, and the aban­don­ment by Irene when she left his house in 1887 of all the glit­ter­ing things he had giv­en her had dis­gus­ted him with this form of in­vest­ment. But he still knew a dia­mond when he saw one, and dur­ing the week be­fore her birth­day he had taken oc­ca­sion, on his way in­to the Poultry or his way out there­from, to dally a little be­fore the great­er jew­ellers where one got, if not one’s money’s worth, at least a cer­tain cachet with the goods.

			Con­stant co­git­a­tion since his drive with Joly­on had con­vinced him more and more of the su­preme im­port­ance of this mo­ment in his life, the su­preme need for tak­ing steps and those not wrong. And, along­side the dry and reasoned sense that it was now or nev­er with his self-pre­ser­va­tion, now or nev­er if he were to range him­self and found a fam­ily, went the secret urge of his senses roused by the sight of her who had once been a pas­sion­ately de­sired wife, and the con­vic­tion that it was a sin against com­mon sense and the de­cent secrecy of For­sytes to waste the wife he had.

			In an opin­ion on Wini­fred’s case, Dream­er, Q.C.—he would much have pre­ferred Wa­ter­buck, but they had made him a judge (so late in the day as to rouse the usu­al sus­pi­cion of a polit­ic­al job)—had ad­vised that they should go for­ward and ob­tain resti­tu­tion of con­jugal rights, a point which to Soames had nev­er been in doubt. When they had ob­tained a de­cree to that ef­fect they must wait to see if it was obeyed. If not, it would con­sti­tute leg­al deser­tion, and they should ob­tain evid­ence of mis­con­duct and file their pe­ti­tion for di­vorce. All of which Soames knew per­fectly well. They had marked him ten and one. This sim­pli­city in his sis­ter’s case only made him the more des­per­ate about the dif­fi­culty in his own. Everything, in fact, was driv­ing him to­wards the simple solu­tion of Irene’s re­turn. If it were still against the grain with her, had he not feel­ings to sub­due, in­jury to for­give, pain to for­get? He at least had nev­er in­jured her, and this was a world of com­prom­ise! He could of­fer her so much more than she had now. He would be pre­pared to make a lib­er­al set­tle­ment on her which could not be up­set. He of­ten scru­tin­ised his im­age in these days. He had nev­er been a pea­cock like that fel­low Dartie, or fan­cied him­self a wo­man’s man, but he had a cer­tain be­lief in his own ap­pear­ance—not un­justly, for it was well-coupled and pre­served, neat, healthy, pale, un­blem­ished by drink or ex­cess of any kind. The For­syte jaw and the con­cen­tra­tion of his face were, in his eyes, vir­tues. So far as he could tell there was no fea­ture of him which need in­spire dis­like.

			Thoughts and yearn­ings, with which one lives daily, be­come nat­ur­al, even if far­fetched in their in­cep­tion. If he could only give tan­gible proof enough of his de­term­in­a­tion to let by­gones be by­gones, and to do all in his power to please her, why should she not come back to him?

			He entered Gaves and Cortegal’s there­fore, on the morn­ing of Novem­ber the 9th, to buy a cer­tain dia­mond brooch. “Four twenty-five and dirt cheap, sir, at the money. It’s a lady’s brooch.” There was that in his mood which made him ac­cept without de­mur. And he went on in­to the Poultry with the flat green mo­rocco case in his breast pock­et. Sev­er­al times that day he opened it to look at the sev­en soft shin­ing stones in their vel­vet oval nest.

			“If the lady doesn’t like it, sir, happy to ex­change it any time. But there’s no fear of that.” If only there were not! He got through a vast amount of work, only sooth­er of the nerves he knew. A cable­gram came while he was in the of­fice with de­tails from the agent in Buenos Aires, and the name and ad­dress of a stew­ard­ess who would be pre­pared to swear to what was ne­ces­sary. It was a timely spur to Soames, with his rooted dis­taste for the wash­ing of dirty lin­en in pub­lic. And when he set forth by Un­der­ground to Vic­tor­ia Sta­tion he re­ceived a fresh im­petus to­wards the re­new­al of his mar­ried life from the ac­count in his even­ing pa­per of a fash­ion­able di­vorce suit. The hom­ing in­stinct of all true For­sytes in anxi­ety and trouble, the cor­por­ate tend­ency which kept them strong and sol­id, made him choose to dine at Park Lane. He neither could nor would breath a word to his people of his in­ten­tion—too reti­cent and proud—but the thought that at least they would be glad if they knew, and wish him luck, was heart­en­ing.

			James was in lugubri­ous mood, for the fire which the im­pudence of Kruger’s ul­ti­mat­um had lit in him had been cold-watered by the poor suc­cess of the last month, and the ex­horta­tions to ef­fort in the Times. He didn’t know where it would end. Soames sought to cheer him by the con­tinu­al use of the word “Buller.” But James couldn’t tell! There was Col­ley—and he got stuck on that hill, and this Lady­s­mith was down in a hol­low, and al­to­geth­er it looked to him a “pretty kettle of fish”; he thought they ought to be send­ing the sail­ors—they were the chaps, they did a lot of good in the Crimea. Soames shif­ted the ground of con­sol­a­tion. Wini­fred had heard from Val that there had been a “rag” and a bon­fire on Guy Fawkes Day at Ox­ford, and that he had es­caped de­tec­tion by black­ing his face.

			“Ah!” James muttered, “he’s a clev­er little chap.” But he shook his head shortly af­ter­wards and re­marked that he didn’t know what would be­come of him, and look­ing wist­fully at his son, mur­mured on that Soames had nev­er had a boy. He would have liked a grand­son of his own name. And now—well, there it was!

			Soames flinched. He had not ex­pec­ted such a chal­lenge to dis­close the secret in his heart. And Emily, who saw him wince, said:

			“Non­sense, James; don’t talk like that!”

			But James, not look­ing any­one in the face, muttered on. There were Ro­ger and Nich­olas and Joly­on; they all had grand­sons. And Swith­in and Timothy had nev­er mar­ried. He had done his best; but he would soon be gone now. And, as though he had uttered words of pro­found con­sol­a­tion, he was si­lent, eat­ing brains with a fork and a piece of bread, and swal­low­ing the bread.

			Soames ex­cused him­self dir­ectly after din­ner. It was not really cold, but he put on his fur coat, which served to for­ti­fy him against the fits of nervous shiv­er­ing to which he had been sub­ject all day. Sub­con­sciously, he knew that he looked bet­ter thus than in an or­din­ary black over­coat. Then, feel­ing the mo­rocco case flat against his heart, he sal­lied forth. He was no smoker, but he lit a ci­gar­ette, and smoked it gingerly as he walked along. He moved slowly down the Row to­wards Knights­bridge, tim­ing him­self to get to Chelsea at nine-fif­teen. What did she do with her­self even­ing after even­ing in that little hole? How mys­ter­i­ous wo­men were! One lived along­side and knew noth­ing of them. What could she have seen in that fel­low Bosin­ney to send her mad? For there was mad­ness after all in what she had done—crazy moon­struck mad­ness, in which all sense of val­ues had been lost, and her life and his life ruined! And for a mo­ment he was filled with a sort of ex­al­ta­tion, as though he were a man read of in a story who, pos­sessed by the Chris­ti­an spir­it, would re­store to her all the prizes of ex­ist­ence, for­giv­ing and for­get­ting, and be­com­ing the god­fath­er of her fu­ture. Un­der a tree op­pos­ite Knights­bridge Bar­racks, where the moon­light struck down clear and white, he took out once more the mo­rocco case, and let the beams draw col­our from those stones. Yes, they were of the first wa­ter! But, at the hard clos­ing snap of the case, an­oth­er cold shiver ran through his nerves; and he walked on faster, clench­ing his gloved hands in the pock­ets of his coat, al­most hop­ing she would not be in. The thought of how mys­ter­i­ous she was again be­set him. Din­ing alone there night after night—in an even­ing dress, too, as if she were mak­ing be­lieve to be in so­ci­ety! Play­ing the pi­ano—to her­self! Not even a dog or cat, so far as he had seen. And that re­minded him sud­denly of the mare he kept for sta­tion work at Mapled­urham. If ever he went to the stable, there she was quite alone, half asleep, and yet, on her home jour­neys go­ing more freely than on her way out, as if long­ing to be back and lonely in her stable! “I would treat her well,” he thought in­co­her­ently. “I would be very care­ful.” And all that ca­pa­city for home life of which a mock­ing Fate seemed forever to have de­prived him swelled sud­denly in Soames, so that he dreamed dreams op­pos­ite South Kens­ing­ton Sta­tion. In the King’s Road a man came slither­ing out of a pub­lic house play­ing a con­cer­tina. Soames watched him for a mo­ment dance crazily on the pave­ment to his own drawl­ing jagged sounds, then crossed over to avoid con­tact with this piece of drunk­en fool­ery. A night in the lockup! What asses people were! But the man had no­ticed his move­ment of avoid­ance, and streams of gen­i­al blas­phemy fol­lowed him across the street. “I hope they’ll run him in,” thought Soames vi­ciously. “To have ruf­fi­ans like that about, with wo­men out alone!” A wo­man’s fig­ure in front had in­duced this thought. Her walk seemed oddly fa­mil­i­ar, and when she turned the corner for which he was bound, his heart began to beat. He hastened on to the corner to make cer­tain. Yes! It was Irene; he could not mis­take her walk in that little drab street. She threaded two more turn­ings, and from the last corner he saw her enter her block of flats. To make sure of her now, he ran those few paces, hur­ried up the stairs, and caught her stand­ing at her door. He heard the latch­key in the lock, and reached her side just as she turned round, startled, in the open door­way.

			“Don’t be alarmed,” he said, breath­less. “I happened to see you. Let me come in a minute.”

			She had put her hand up to her breast, her face was col­our­less, her eyes widened by alarm. Then seem­ing to mas­ter her­self, she in­clined her head, and said: “Very well.”

			Soames closed the door. He, too, had need to re­cov­er, and when she had passed in­to the sit­ting-room, waited a full minute, tak­ing deep breaths to still the beat­ing of his heart. At this mo­ment, so fraught with the fu­ture, to take out that mo­rocco case seemed crude. Yet, not to take it out left him there be­fore her with no pre­lim­in­ary ex­cuse for com­ing. And in this di­lemma he was seized with im­pa­tience at all this paraphernalia of ex­cuse and jus­ti­fic­a­tion. This was a scene—it could be noth­ing else, and he must face it. He heard her voice, un­com­fort­ably, pathet­ic­ally soft:

			“Why have you come again? Didn’t you un­der­stand that I would rather you did not?”

			He no­ticed her clothes—a dark brown vel­vet cor­duroy, a sable boa, a small round toque of the same. They suited her ad­mir­ably. She had money to spare for dress, evid­ently! He said ab­ruptly:

			“It’s your birth­day. I brought you this,” and he held out to her the green mo­rocco case.

			“Oh! No—no!”

			Soames pressed the clasp; the sev­en stones gleamed out on the pale grey vel­vet.

			“Why not?” he said. “Just as a sign that you don’t bear me ill-feel­ing any longer.”

			“I couldn’t.”

			Soames took it out of the case.

			“Let me just see how it looks.”

			She shrank back.

			He fol­lowed, thrust­ing his hand with the brooch in it against the front of her dress. She shrank again.

			Soames dropped his hand.

			“Irene,” he said, “let by­gones be by­gones. If I can, surely you might. Let’s be­gin again, as if noth­ing had been. Won’t you?” His voice was wist­ful, and his eyes, rest­ing on her face, had in them a sort of sup­plic­a­tion.

			She, who was stand­ing lit­er­ally with her back against the wall, gave a little gulp, and that was all her an­swer. Soames went on:

			“Can you really want to live all your days half-dead in this little hole? Come back to me, and I’ll give you all you want. You shall live your own life; I swear it.”

			He saw her face quiver iron­ic­ally.

			“Yes,” he re­peated, “but I mean it this time. I’ll only ask one thing. I just want—I just want a son. Don’t look like that! I want one. It’s hard.” His voice had grown hur­ried, so that he hardly knew it for his own, and twice he jerked his head back as if strug­gling for breath. It was the sight of her eyes fixed on him, dark with a sort of fas­cin­ated fright, which pulled him to­geth­er and changed that pain­ful in­co­her­ence to an­ger.

			“Is it so very un­nat­ur­al?” he said between his teeth, “Is it un­nat­ur­al to want a child from one’s own wife? You wrecked our life and put this blight on everything. We go on only half alive, and without any fu­ture. Is it so very un­flat­ter­ing to you that in spite of everything I—I still want you for my wife? Speak, for Good­ness’ sake! do speak.”

			Irene seemed to try, but did not suc­ceed.

			“I don’t want to fright­en you,” said Soames more gently. “Heav­en knows. I only want you to see that I can’t go on like this. I want you back. I want you.”

			Irene raised one hand and covered the lower part of her face, but her eyes nev­er moved from his, as though she trus­ted in them to keep him at bay. And all those years, bar­ren and bit­ter, since—ah! when?—al­most since he had first known her, surged up in one great wave of re­col­lec­tion in Soames; and a spasm that for his life he could not con­trol con­stric­ted his face.

			“It’s not too late,” he said; “it’s not—if you’ll only be­lieve it.”

			Irene un­covered her lips, and both her hands made a writh­ing ges­ture in front of her breast. Soames seized them.

			“Don’t!” she said un­der her breath. But he stood hold­ing on to them, try­ing to stare in­to her eyes which did not waver. Then she said quietly:

			“I am alone here. You won’t be­have again as you once be­haved.”

			Drop­ping her hands as though they had been hot irons, he turned away. Was it pos­sible that there could be such re­lent­less un­for­give­ness! Could that one act of vi­ol­ent pos­ses­sion be still alive with­in her? Did it bar him thus ut­terly? And dog­gedly he said, without look­ing up:

			“I am not go­ing till you’ve answered me. I am of­fer­ing what few men would bring them­selves to of­fer, I want a—a reas­on­able an­swer.”

			And al­most with sur­prise he heard her say:

			“You can’t have a reas­on­able an­swer. Reas­on has noth­ing to do with it. You can only have the bru­tal truth: I would rather die.”

			Soames stared at her.

			“Oh!” he said. And there in­ter­vened in him a sort of para­lys­is of speech and move­ment, the kind of quiv­er­ing which comes when a man has re­ceived a deadly in­sult, and does not yet know how he is go­ing to take it, or rather what it is go­ing to do with him.

			“Oh!” he said again, “as bad as that? In­deed! You would rather die. That’s pretty!”

			“I am sorry. You wanted me to an­swer. I can’t help the truth, can I?”

			At that queer spir­itu­al ap­peal Soames turned for re­lief to ac­tu­al­ity. He snapped the brooch back in­to its case and put it in his pock­et.

			“The truth!” he said; “there’s no such thing with wo­men. It’s nerves—nerves.”

			He heard the whis­per:

			“Yes; nerves don’t lie. Haven’t you dis­covered that?” He was si­lent, ob­sessed by the thought: “I will hate this wo­man. I will hate her.” That was the trouble! If only he could! He shot a glance at her who stood un­mov­ing against the wall with her head up and her hands clasped, for all the world as if she were go­ing to be shot. And he said quickly:

			“I don’t be­lieve a word of it. You have a lov­er. If you hadn’t, you wouldn’t be such a—such a little idi­ot.” He was con­scious, be­fore the ex­pres­sion in her eyes, that he had uttered some­thing of a non-sequit­ur, and dropped back too ab­ruptly in­to the verbal free­dom of his con­nu­bi­al days. He turned away to the door. But he could not go out. Some­thing with­in him—that most deep and secret For­syte qual­ity, the im­possib­il­ity of let­ting go, the im­possib­il­ity of see­ing the fant­ast­ic and for­lorn nature of his own tenacity—pre­ven­ted him. He turned about again, and there stood, with his back against the door, as hers was against the wall op­pos­ite, quite un­con­scious of any­thing ri­dicu­lous in this sep­ar­a­tion by the whole width of the room.

			“Do you ever think of any­body but your­self?” he said.

			Irene’s lips quivered; then she answered slowly:

			“Do you ever think that I found out my mis­take—my hope­less, ter­rible mis­take—the very first week of our mar­riage; that I went on try­ing three years—you know I went on try­ing? Was it for my­self?”

			Soames grit­ted his teeth. “God knows what it was. I’ve nev­er un­der­stood you; I shall nev­er un­der­stand you. You had everything you wanted; and you can have it again, and more. What’s the mat­ter with me? I ask you a plain ques­tion: What is it?” Un­con­scious of the pathos in that en­quiry, he went on pas­sion­ately: “I’m not lame, I’m not loath­some, I’m not a boor, I’m not a fool. What is it? What’s the mys­tery about me?”

			Her an­swer was a long sigh.

			He clasped his hands with a ges­ture that for him was strangely full of ex­pres­sion. “When I came here to­night I was—I hoped—I meant everything that I could to do away with the past, and start fair again. And you meet me with ‘nerves,’ and si­lence, and sighs. There’s noth­ing tan­gible. It’s like—it’s like a spider’s web.”

			“Yes.”

			That whis­per from across the room maddened Soames afresh.

			“Well, I don’t choose to be in a spider’s web. I’ll cut it.” He walked straight up to her. “Now!” What he had gone up to her to do he really did not know. But when he was close, the old fa­mil­i­ar scent of her clothes sud­denly af­fected him. He put his hands on her shoulders and bent for­ward to kiss her. He kissed not her lips, but a little hard line where the lips had been drawn in; then his face was pressed away by her hands; he heard her say: “Oh! No!” Shame, com­punc­tion, sense of fu­til­ity flooded his whole be­ing, he turned on his heel and went straight out.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Vis­it to Irene

			
			Joly­on found June wait­ing on the plat­form at Pad­ding­ton. She had re­ceived his tele­gram while at break­fast. Her abode—a stu­dio and two bed­rooms in a St. John’s Wood garden—had been se­lec­ted by her for the com­plete in­de­pend­ence which it guar­an­teed. Un­watched by Mrs. Grundy, un­hindered by per­man­ent do­mest­ics, she could re­ceive lame ducks at any hour of day or night, and not sel­dom had a duck without stu­dio of its own made use of June’s. She en­joyed her free­dom, and pos­sessed her­self with a sort of vir­gin­al pas­sion; the warmth which she would have lav­ished on Bosin­ney, and of which—giv­en her For­syte tenacity—he must surely have tired, she now ex­pen­ded in cham­pi­on­ship of the un­der­dogs and bud­ding “geni­uses” of the artist­ic world. She lived, in fact, to turn ducks in­to the swans she be­lieved they were. The very fer­vour of her pro­tec­tion warped her judg­ments. But she was loy­al and lib­er­al; her small eager hand was ever against the op­pres­sions of aca­dem­ic and com­mer­cial opin­ion, and though her in­come was con­sid­er­able, her bank bal­ance was of­ten a minus quant­ity.

			She had come to Pad­ding­ton Sta­tion heated in her soul by a vis­it to Eric Cobbley. A miser­able Gal­lery had re­fused to let that straight-haired geni­us have his one-man show after all. Its im­pudent man­ager, after vis­it­ing his stu­dio, had ex­pressed the opin­ion that it would only be a “one-horse show from the selling point of view.” This crown­ing ex­ample of com­mer­cial cow­ardice to­wards her fa­vour­ite lame duck—and he so hard up, with a wife and two chil­dren, that he had caused her ac­count to be over­drawn—was still mak­ing the blood glow in her small, res­ol­ute face, and her red-gold hair to shine more than ever. She gave her fath­er a hug, and got in­to a cab with him, hav­ing as many fish to fry with him as he with her. It be­came at once a ques­tion which would fry them first.

			Joly­on had reached the words: “My dear, I want you to come with me,” when, glan­cing at her face, he per­ceived by her blue eyes mov­ing from side to side—like the tail of a pre­oc­cu­pied cat—that she was not at­tend­ing. “Dad, is it true that I ab­so­lutely can’t get at any of my money?”

			“Only the in­come, for­tu­nately, my love.”

			“How per­fectly beastly! Can’t it be done some­how? There must be a way. I know I could buy a small Gal­lery for ten thou­sand pounds.”

			“A small Gal­lery,” mur­mured Joly­on, “seems a mod­est de­sire. But your grand­fath­er foresaw it.”

			“I think,” cried June vig­or­ously, “that all this care about money is aw­ful, when there’s so much geni­us in the world simply crushed out for want of a little. I shall nev­er marry and have chil­dren; why shouldn’t I be able to do some good in­stead of hav­ing it all tied up in case of things which will nev­er come off?”

			“Our name is For­syte, my dear,” replied Joly­on in the iron­ic­al voice to which his im­petu­ous daugh­ter had nev­er quite grown ac­cus­tomed; “and For­sytes, you know, are people who so settle their prop­erty that their grand­chil­dren, in case they should die be­fore their par­ents, have to make wills leav­ing the prop­erty that will only come to them­selves when their par­ents die. Do you fol­low that? Nor do I, but it’s a fact, any­way; we live by the prin­ciple that so long as there is a pos­sib­il­ity of keep­ing wealth in the fam­ily it must not go out; if you die un­mar­ried, your money goes to Jolly and Holly and their chil­dren if they marry. Isn’t it pleas­ant to know that whatever you do you can none of you be des­ti­tute?”

			“But can’t I bor­row the money?”

			Joly­on shook his head. “You could rent a Gal­lery, no doubt, if you could man­age it out of your in­come.”

			June uttered a con­temp­tu­ous sound.

			“Yes; and have no in­come left to help any­body with.”

			“My dear child,” mur­mured Joly­on, “wouldn’t it come to the same thing?”

			“No,” said June shrewdly, “I could buy for ten thou­sand; that would only be four hun­dred a year. But I should have to pay a thou­sand a year rent, and that would only leave me five hun­dred. If I had the Gal­lery, Dad, think what I could do. I could make Eric Cobbley’s name in no time, and ever so many oth­ers.”

			“Names worth mak­ing make them­selves in time.”

			“When they’re dead.”

			“Did you ever know any­body liv­ing, my dear, im­proved by hav­ing his name made?”

			“Yes, you,” said June, press­ing his arm.

			Joly­on star­ted. “I?” he thought. “Oh! Ah! Now she’s go­ing to ask me to do some­thing. We take it out, we For­sytes, each in our dif­fer­ent ways.”

			June came closer to him in the cab.

			“Darling,” she said, “you buy the Gal­lery, and I’ll pay you four hun­dred a year for it. Then neither of us will be any the worse off. Be­sides, it’s a splen­did in­vest­ment.”

			Joly­on wriggled. “Don’t you think,” he said, “that for an artist to buy a Gal­lery is a bit du­bi­ous? Be­sides, ten thou­sand pounds is a lump, and I’m not a com­mer­cial char­ac­ter.”

			June looked at him with ad­mir­ing ap­praise­ment.

			“Of course you’re not, but you’re aw­fully busi­ness­like. And I’m sure we could make it pay. It’ll be a per­fect way of scor­ing off those wretched deal­ers and people.” And again she squeezed her fath­er’s arm.

			Joly­on’s face ex­pressed quiz­zical des­pair.

			“Where is this de­sir­able Gal­lery? Splen­didly situ­ated, I sup­pose?”

			“Just off Cork Street.”

			“Ah!” thought Joly­on, “I knew it was just off some­where. Now for what I want out of her!”

			“Well, I’ll think of it, but not just now. You re­mem­ber Irene? I want you to come with me and see her. Soames is after her again. She might be safer if we could give her asylum some­where.”

			The word asylum, which he had used by chance, was of all most cal­cu­lated to rouse June’s in­terest.

			“Irene! I haven’t seen her since—! Of course! I’d love to help her.”

			It was Joly­on’s turn to squeeze her arm, in warm ad­mir­a­tion for this spir­ited, gen­er­ous-hearted little creature of his be­get­ting.

			“Irene is proud,” he said, with a side­long glance, in sud­den doubt of June’s dis­cre­tion; “she’s dif­fi­cult to help. We must tread gently. This is the place. I wired her to ex­pect us. Let’s send up our cards.”

			“I can’t bear Soames,” said June as she got out; “he sneers at everything that isn’t suc­cess­ful.”

			Irene was in what was called the “Ladies’ draw­ing-room” of the Pied­mont Hotel.

			Noth­ing if not mor­ally cour­ageous, June walked straight up to her former friend, kissed her cheek, and the two settled down on a sofa nev­er sat on since the hotel’s found­a­tion. Joly­on could see that Irene was deeply af­fected by this simple for­give­ness.

			“So Soames has been wor­ry­ing you?” he said.

			“I had a vis­it from him last night; he wants me to go back to him.”

			“You’re not go­ing, of course?” cried June.

			Irene smiled faintly and shook her head. “But his po­s­i­tion is hor­rible,” she mur­mured.

			“It’s his own fault; he ought to have di­vorced you when he could.”

			Joly­on re­membered how fer­vently in the old days June had hoped that no di­vorce would smirch her dead and faith­less lov­er’s name.

			“Let us hear what Irene is go­ing to do,” he said.

			Irene’s lips quivered, but she spoke calmly.

			“I’d bet­ter give him fresh ex­cuse to get rid of me.”

			“How hor­rible!” cried June.

			“What else can I do?”

			“Out of the ques­tion,” said Joly­on very quietly, “sans amour.”

			He thought she was go­ing to cry; but, get­ting up quickly, she half turned her back on them, and stood re­gain­ing con­trol of her­self.

			June said sud­denly:

			“Well, I shall go to Soames and tell him he must leave you alone. What does he want at his age?”

			“A child. It’s not un­nat­ur­al.”

			“A child!” cried June scorn­fully. “Of course! To leave his money to. If he wants one badly enough let him take some­body and have one; then you can di­vorce him, and he can marry her.”

			Joly­on per­ceived sud­denly that he had made a mis­take to bring June—her vi­ol­ent par­tis­an­ship was fight­ing Soames’ battle.

			“It would be best for Irene to come quietly to us at Robin Hill, and see how things shape.”

			“Of course,” said June; “only. …”

			Irene looked full at Joly­on—in all his many at­tempts af­ter­wards to ana­lyze that glance he nev­er could suc­ceed.

			“No! I should only bring trouble on you all. I will go abroad.”

			He knew from her voice that this was fi­nal. The ir­rel­ev­ant thought flashed through him: “Well, I could see her there.” But he said:

			“Don’t you think you would be more help­less abroad, in case he fol­lowed?”

			“I don’t know. I can but try.”

			June sprang up and paced the room. “It’s all hor­rible,” she said. “Why should people be tor­tured and kept miser­able and help­less year after year by this dis­gust­ing sanc­ti­mo­ni­ous law?” But someone had come in­to the room, and June came to a stand­still. Joly­on went up to Irene:

			“Do you want money?”

			“No.”

			“And would you like me to let your flat?”

			“Yes, Joly­on, please.”

			“When shall you be go­ing?”

			“To­mor­row.”

			“You won’t go back there in the mean­time, will you?” This he said with an anxi­ety strange to him­self.

			“No; I’ve got all I want here.”

			“You’ll send me your ad­dress?”

			She put out her hand to him. “I feel you’re a rock.”

			“Built on sand,” answered Joly­on, press­ing her hand hard; “but it’s a pleas­ure to do any­thing, at any time, re­mem­ber that. And if you change your mind—! Come along, June; say good­bye.”

			June came from the win­dow and flung her arms round Irene.

			“Don’t think of him,” she said un­der her breath; “en­joy your­self, and bless you!”

			With a memory of tears in Irene’s eyes, and of a smile on her lips, they went away ex­tremely si­lent, passing the lady who had in­ter­rup­ted the in­ter­view and was turn­ing over the pa­pers on the table.

			Op­pos­ite the Na­tion­al Gal­lery June ex­claimed:

			“Of all un­dig­ni­fied beasts and hor­rible laws!”

			But Joly­on did not re­spond. He had some­thing of his fath­er’s bal­ance, and could see things im­par­tially even when his emo­tions were roused. Irene was right; Soames’ po­s­i­tion was as bad or worse than her own. As for the law—it catered for a hu­man nature of which it took a nat­ur­ally low view. And, feel­ing that if he stayed in his daugh­ter’s com­pany he would in one way or an­oth­er com­mit an in­dis­cre­tion, he told her he must catch his train back to Ox­ford; and hail­ing a cab, left her to Turn­er’s wa­ter­col­ours, with the prom­ise that he would think over that Gal­lery.

			But he thought over Irene in­stead. Pity, they said, was akin to love! If so he was cer­tainly in danger of lov­ing her, for he pit­ied her pro­foundly. To think of her drift­ing about Europe so han­di­capped and lonely! “I hope to good­ness she’ll keep her head!” he thought; “she might eas­ily grow des­per­ate.” In fact, now that she had cut loose from her poor threads of oc­cu­pa­tion, he couldn’t ima­gine how she would go on—so beau­ti­ful a creature, hope­less, and fair game for any­one! In his ex­as­per­a­tion was more than a little fear and jeal­ousy. Wo­men did strange things when they were driv­en in­to corners. “I won­der what Soames will do now!” he thought. “A rot­ten, idi­ot­ic state of things! And I sup­pose they would say it was her own fault.” Very pre­oc­cu­pied and sore at heart, he got in­to his train, mis­laid his tick­et, and on the plat­form at Ox­ford took his hat off to a lady whose face he seemed to re­mem­ber without be­ing able to put a name to her, not even when he saw her hav­ing tea at the Rain­bow.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Where For­sytes Fear to Tread

			
			Quiv­er­ing from the de­feat of his hopes, with the green mo­rocco case still flat against his heart, Soames re­volved thoughts bit­ter as death. A spider’s web! Walk­ing fast, and not­ing noth­ing in the moon­light, he brooded over the scene he had been through, over the memory of her fig­ure ri­gid in his grasp. And the more he brooded, the more cer­tain he be­came that she had a lov­er—her words, “I would soon­er die!” were ri­dicu­lous if she had not. Even if she had nev­er loved him, she had made no fuss un­til Bosin­ney came on the scene. No; she was in love again, or she would not have made that me­lo­dra­mat­ic an­swer to his pro­pos­al, which in all the cir­cum­stances was reas­on­able! Very well! That sim­pli­fied mat­ters.

			“I’ll take steps to know where I am,” he thought; “I’ll go to Pol­teed’s the first thing to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			But even in form­ing that res­ol­u­tion he knew he would have trouble with him­self. He had em­ployed Pol­teed’s agency sev­er­al times in the routine of his pro­fes­sion, even quite lately over Dartie’s case, but he had nev­er thought it pos­sible to em­ploy them to watch his own wife.

			It was too in­sult­ing to him­self!

			He slept over that pro­ject and his wounded pride—or rather, kept vi­gil. Only while shav­ing did he sud­denly re­mem­ber that she called her­self by her maid­en name of Her­on. Pol­teed would not know, at first at all events, whose wife she was, would not look at him ob­sequiously and leer be­hind his back. She would just be the wife of one of his cli­ents. And that would be true—for was he not his own so­li­cit­or?

			He was lit­er­ally afraid not to put his design in­to ex­e­cu­tion at the first pos­sible mo­ment, lest, after all, he might fail him­self. And mak­ing Warm­son bring him an early cup of cof­fee, he stole out of the house be­fore the hour of break­fast. He walked rap­idly to one of those small West End streets where Pol­teed’s and oth­er firms min­istered to the vir­tues of the wealth­i­er classes. Hitherto he had al­ways had Pol­teed to see him in the Poultry; but he well knew their ad­dress, and reached it at the open­ing hour. In the out­er of­fice, a room fur­nished so co­sily that it might have been a moneylender’s, he was at­ten­ded by a lady who might have been a school­mis­tress.

			“I wish to see Mr. Claud Pol­teed. He knows me—nev­er mind my name.”

			To keep every­body from know­ing that he, Soames For­syte, was re­duced to hav­ing his wife spied on, was the over­power­ing con­sid­er­a­tion.

			Mr. Claud Pol­teed—so dif­fer­ent from Mr. Lewis Pol­teed—was one of those men with dark hair, slightly curved noses, and quick brown eyes, who might be taken for Jews but are really Phoen­i­cians; he re­ceived Soames in a room hushed by thick­ness of car­pet and cur­tains. It was, in fact, con­fid­en­tially fur­nished, without trace of doc­u­ment any­where to be seen.

			Greet­ing Soames de­fer­en­tially, he turned the key in the only door with a cer­tain os­ten­ta­tion.

			“If a cli­ent sends for me,” he was in the habit of say­ing, “he takes what pre­cau­tion he likes. If he comes here, we con­vince him that we have no leak­ages. I may safely say we lead in se­cur­ity, if in noth­ing else. … Now, sir, what can I do for you?”

			Soames’ gorge had ris­en so that he could hardly speak. It was ab­so­lutely ne­ces­sary to hide from this man that he had any but pro­fes­sion­al in­terest in the mat­ter; and, mech­an­ic­ally, his face as­sumed its side­way smile.

			“I’ve come to you early like this be­cause there’s not an hour to lose”—if he lost an hour he might fail him­self yet! “Have you a really trust­worthy wo­man free?”

			Mr. Pol­teed un­locked a draw­er, pro­duced a memor­andum, ran his eyes over it, and locked the draw­er up again.

			“Yes,” he said; “the very wo­man.”

			Soames had seated him­self and crossed his legs—noth­ing but a faint flush, which might have been his nor­mal com­plex­ion, be­trayed him.

			“Send her off at once, then, to watch a Mrs. Irene Her­on of Flat C, Truro Man­sions, Chelsea, till fur­ther no­tice.”

			“Pre­cisely,” said Mr. Pol­teed; “di­vorce, I pre­sume?” and he blew in­to a speak­ing-tube. “Mrs. Blanch in? I shall want to speak to her in ten minutes.”

			“Deal with any re­ports your­self,” re­sumed Soames, “and send them to me per­son­ally, marked con­fid­en­tial, sealed and re­gistered. My cli­ent ex­acts the ut­most secrecy.”

			Mr. Pol­teed smiled, as though say­ing, “You are teach­ing your grand­moth­er, my dear sir;” and his eyes slid over Soames’ face for one un­pro­fes­sion­al in­stant.

			“Make his mind per­fectly easy,” he said. “Do you smoke?”

			“No,” said Soames. “Un­der­stand me: Noth­ing may come of this. If a name gets out, or the watch­ing is sus­pec­ted, it may have very ser­i­ous con­sequences.”

			Mr. Pol­teed nod­ded. “I can put it in­to the cipher cat­egory. Un­der that sys­tem a name is nev­er men­tioned; we work by num­bers.”

			He un­locked an­oth­er draw­er and took out two slips of pa­per, wrote on them, and handed one to Soames.

			“Keep that, sir; it’s your key. I re­tain this du­plic­ate. The case we’ll call 7x. The party watched will be 17; the watch­er 19; the Man­sions 25; your­self—I should say, your firm—31; my firm 32, my­self 2. In case you should have to men­tion your cli­ent in writ­ing I have called him 43; any per­son we sus­pect will be 47; a second per­son 51. Any spe­cial hint or in­struc­tion while we’re about it?”

			“No,” said Soames; “that is—every con­sid­er­a­tion com­pat­ible.”

			Again Mr. Pol­teed nod­ded. “Ex­pense?”

			Soames shrugged. “In reas­on,” he answered curtly, and got up. “Keep it en­tirely in your own hands.”

			“En­tirely,” said Mr. Pol­teed, ap­pear­ing sud­denly between him and the door. “I shall be see­ing you in that oth­er case be­fore long. Good morn­ing, sir.” His eyes slid un­pro­fes­sion­ally over Soames once more, and he un­locked the door.

			“Good morn­ing,” said Soames, look­ing neither to right nor left.

			Out in the street he swore deeply, quietly, to him­self. A spider’s web, and to cut it he must use this spidery, secret, un­clean meth­od, so ut­terly re­pug­nant to one who re­garded his private life as his most sac­red piece of prop­erty. But the die was cast, he could not go back. And he went on in­to the Poultry, and locked away the green mo­rocco case and the key to that cipher destined to make crys­tal-clear his do­mest­ic bank­ruptcy.

			Odd that one whose life was spent in bring­ing to the pub­lic eye all the private coils of prop­erty, the do­mest­ic dis­agree­ments of oth­ers, should dread so ut­terly the pub­lic eye turned on his own; and yet not odd, for who should know so well as he the whole un­feel­ing pro­cess of leg­al reg­u­la­tion.

			He worked hard all day. Wini­fred was due at four o’clock; he was to take her down to a con­fer­ence in the Temple with Dream­er Q.C., and wait­ing for her he re­read the let­ter he had caused her to write the day of Dartie’s de­par­ture, re­quir­ing him to re­turn.

			
				“Dear Montague,

				“I have re­ceived your let­ter with the news that you have left me forever and are on your way to Buenos Aires. It has nat­ur­ally been a great shock. I am tak­ing this earli­est op­por­tun­ity of writ­ing to tell you that I am pre­pared to let by­gones be by­gones if you will re­turn to me at once. I beg you to do so. I am very much up­set, and will not say any more now. I am send­ing this let­ter re­gistered to the ad­dress you left at your Club. Please cable to me.

				
					“Your still af­fec­tion­ate wife,

					“Wini­fred Dartie.”

				
			

			Ugh! What bit­ter hum­bug! He re­membered lean­ing over Wini­fred while she copied what he had pen­cilled, and how she had said, lay­ing down her pen, “Sup­pose he comes, Soames!” in such a strange tone of voice, as if she did not know her own mind. “He won’t come,” he had answered, “till he’s spent his money. That’s why we must act at once.” An­nexed to the copy of that let­ter was the ori­gin­al of Dartie’s drunk­en scrawl from the Iseeum Club. Soames could have wished it had not been so mani­festly penned in li­quor. Just the sort of thing the Court would pitch on. He seemed to hear the Judge’s voice say: “You took this ser­i­ously! Ser­i­ously enough to write him as you did? Do you think he meant it?” Nev­er mind! The fact was clear that Dartie had sailed and had not re­turned. An­nexed also was his cabled an­swer: “Im­possible re­turn. Dartie.” Soames shook his head. If the whole thing were not dis­posed of with­in the next few months the fel­low would turn up again like a bad penny. It saved a thou­sand a year at least to get rid of him, be­sides all the worry to Wini­fred and his fath­er. “I must stiffen Dream­er’s back,” he thought; “we must push it on.”

			Wini­fred, who had ad­op­ted a kind of half-mourn­ing which be­came her fair hair and tall fig­ure very well, ar­rived in James’ ba­rouche drawn by James’ pair. Soames had not seen it in the City since his fath­er re­tired from busi­ness five years ago, and its in­con­gru­ity gave him a shock. “Times are chan­ging,” he thought; “one doesn’t know what’ll go next!” Top hats even were scarcer. He en­quired after Val. Val, said Wini­fred, wrote that he was go­ing to play polo next term. She thought he was in a very good set. She ad­ded with fash­ion­ably dis­guised anxi­ety: “Will there be much pub­li­city about my af­fair, Soames? Must it be in the pa­pers? It’s so bad for him, and the girls.”

			With his own calam­ity all raw with­in him, Soames answered:

			“The pa­pers are a push­ing lot; it’s very dif­fi­cult to keep things out. They pre­tend to be guard­ing the pub­lic’s mor­als, and they cor­rupt them with their beastly re­ports. But we haven’t got to that yet. We’re only see­ing Dream­er today on the resti­tu­tion ques­tion. Of course he un­der­stands that it’s to lead to a di­vorce; but you must seem genu­inely anxious to get Dartie back—you might prac­tice that at­ti­tude today.”

			Wini­fred sighed.

			“Oh! What a clown Monty’s been!” she said.

			Soames gave her a sharp look. It was clear to him that she could not take her Dartie ser­i­ously, and would go back on the whole thing if giv­en half a chance. His own in­stinct had been firm in this mat­ter from the first. To save a little scan­dal now would only bring on his sis­ter and her chil­dren real dis­grace and per­haps ru­in later on if Dartie were al­lowed to hang on to them, go­ing down­hill and spend­ing the money James would leave his daugh­ter. Though it was all tied up, that fel­low would milk the set­tle­ments some­how, and make his fam­ily pay through the nose to keep him out of bank­ruptcy or even per­haps gaol! They left the shin­ing car­riage, with the shin­ing horses and the shin­ing-hat­ted ser­vants on the Em­bank­ment, and walked up to Dream­er Q.C.’s Cham­bers in Crown Of­fice Row.

			“Mr. Bellby is here, sir,” said the clerk; “Mr. Dream­er will be ten minutes.”

			Mr. Bellby, the ju­ni­or—not as ju­ni­or as he might have been, for Soames only em­ployed bar­ris­ters of es­tab­lished repu­ta­tion; it was, in­deed, some­thing of a mys­tery to him how bar­ris­ters ever man­aged to es­tab­lish that which made him em­ploy them—Mr. Bellby was seated, tak­ing a fi­nal glance through his pa­pers. He had come from Court, and was in wig and gown, which suited a nose jut­ting out like the handle of a tiny pump, his small shrewd blue eyes, and rather pro­trud­ing lower lip—no bet­ter man to sup­ple­ment and stiffen Dream­er.

			The in­tro­duc­tion to Wini­fred ac­com­plished, they leaped the weath­er and spoke of the war. Soames in­ter­rup­ted sud­denly:

			“If he doesn’t com­ply we can’t bring pro­ceed­ings for six months. I want to get on with the mat­ter, Bellby.”

			Mr. Bellby, who had the ghost of an Ir­ish brogue, smiled at Wini­fred and mur­mured: “The Law’s delays, Mrs. Dartie.”

			“Six months!” re­peated Soames; “it’ll drive it up to June! We shan’t get the suit on till after the long va­ca­tion. We must put the screw on, Bellby”—he would have all his work cut out to keep Wini­fred up to the scratch.

			“Mr. Dream­er will see you now, sir.”

			They filed in, Mr. Bellby go­ing first, and Soames es­cort­ing Wini­fred after an in­ter­val of one minute by his watch.

			Dream­er Q.C., in a gown but di­vested of wig, was stand­ing be­fore the fire, as if this con­fer­ence were in the nature of a treat; he had the leath­ery, rather oily com­plex­ion which goes with great learn­ing, a con­sid­er­able nose with glasses perched on it, and little grey­ish whiskers; he lux­uri­ated in the per­petu­al cock­ing of one eye, and the con­ceal­ment of his lower with his up­per lip, which gave a smothered turn to his speech. He had a way, too, of com­ing sud­denly round the corner on the per­son he was talk­ing to; this, with a dis­con­cert­ing tone of voice, and a habit of growl­ing be­fore he began to speak—had se­cured a repu­ta­tion second in Pro­bate and Di­vorce to very few. Hav­ing listened, eye cocked, to Mr. Bellby’s breezy re­capit­u­la­tion of the facts, he growled, and said:

			“I know all that;” and com­ing round the corner at Wini­fred, smothered the words:

			“We want to get him back, don’t we, Mrs. Dartie?”

			Soames in­ter­posed sharply:

			“My sis­ter’s po­s­i­tion, of course, is in­tol­er­able.”

			Dream­er growled. “Ex­actly. Now, can we rely on the cabled re­fus­al, or must we wait till after Christ­mas to give him a chance to have writ­ten—that’s the point, isn’t it?”

			“The soon­er. …” Soames began.

			“What do you say, Bellby?” said Dream­er, com­ing round his corner.

			Mr. Bellby seemed to sniff the air like a hound.

			“We won’t be on till the middle of Decem­ber. We’ve no need to give um more rope than that.”

			“No,” said Soames, “why should my sis­ter be in­com­moded by his choos­ing to go …”

			“To Jericho!” said Dream­er, again com­ing round his corner; “quite so. People oughtn’t to go to Jericho, ought they, Mrs. Dartie?” And he raised his gown in­to a sort of fan­tail. “I agree. We can go for­ward. Is there any­thing more?”

			“Noth­ing at present,” said Soames mean­ingly; “I wanted you to see my sis­ter.”

			Dream­er growled softly: “De­lighted. Good even­ing!” And let fall the pro­tec­tion of his gown.

			They filed out. Wini­fred went down the stairs. Soames lingered. In spite of him­self he was im­pressed by Dream­er.

			“The evid­ence is all right, I think,” he said to Bellby. “Between ourselves, if we don’t get the thing through quick, we nev­er may. D’you think he un­der­stands that?”

			“I’ll make um,” said Bellby. “Good man though—good man.”

			Soames nod­ded and hastened after his sis­ter. He found her in a draught, bit­ing her lips be­hind her veil, and at once said:

			“The evid­ence of the stew­ard­ess will be very com­plete.”

			Wini­fred’s face hardened; she drew her­self up, and they walked to the car­riage. And, all through that si­lent drive back to Green Street, the souls of both of them re­volved a single thought: “Why, oh! why should I have to ex­pose my mis­for­tune to the pub­lic like this? Why have to em­ploy spies to peer in­to my private troubles? They were not of my mak­ing.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				Jolly Sits in Judg­ment

			
			The pos­sess­ive in­stinct, which, so de­term­inedly balked, was an­im­at­ing two mem­bers of the For­syte fam­ily to­wards rid­dance of what they could no longer pos­sess, was harden­ing daily in the Brit­ish body polit­ic. Nich­olas, ori­gin­ally so doubt­ful con­cern­ing a war which must af­fect prop­erty, had been heard to say that these Bo­ers were a pig­headed lot; they were caus­ing a lot of ex­pense, and the soon­er they had their les­son the bet­ter. He would send out Wolse­ley! See­ing al­ways a little fur­ther than oth­er people—whence the most con­sid­er­able for­tune of all the For­sytes—he had per­ceived already that Buller was not the man—“a bull of a chap, who just went but­ting, and if they didn’t look out Lady­s­mith would fall.” This was early in Decem­ber, so that when Black Week came, he was en­abled to say to every­body: “I told you so.” Dur­ing that week of gloom such as no For­syte could re­mem­ber, very young Nich­olas at­ten­ded so many drills in his corps, the Dev­il’s Own, that young Nich­olas con­sul­ted the fam­ily phys­i­cian about his son’s health and was alarmed to find that he was per­fectly sound. The boy had only just eaten his din­ners and been called to the bar, at some ex­pense, and it was in a way a night­mare to his fath­er and moth­er that he should be play­ing with mil­it­ary ef­fi­ciency at a time when mil­it­ary ef­fi­ciency in the ci­vil­ian pop­u­la­tion might con­ceiv­ably be wanted. His grand­fath­er, of course, pooh-poo­hed the no­tion, too thor­oughly edu­cated in the feel­ing that no Brit­ish war could be oth­er than little and pro­fes­sion­al, and pro­foundly dis­trust­ful of Im­per­i­al com­mit­ments, by which, moreover, he stood to lose, for he owned De Beers, now go­ing down fast, more than a suf­fi­cient sac­ri­fice on the part of his grand­son.

			At Ox­ford, how­ever, rather dif­fer­ent sen­ti­ments pre­vailed. The in­her­ent ef­fer­ves­cence of con­glom­er­ate youth had, dur­ing the two months of the term be­fore Black Week, been gradu­ally crys­tal­lising out in­to vivid op­pos­i­tions. Nor­mal ad­oles­cence, ever in Eng­land of a con­ser­vat­ive tend­ency, though not tak­ing things too ser­i­ously, was vehe­ment for a fight to a fin­ish and a good lick­ing for the Bo­ers. Of this lar­ger fac­tion Val Dartie was nat­ur­ally a mem­ber. Rad­ic­al youth, on the oth­er hand, a small but per­haps more vo­cal body, was for stop­ping the war and giv­ing the Bo­ers autonomy. Un­til Black Week, how­ever, the groups were amorph­ous, without sharp edges, and ar­gu­ment re­mained but aca­dem­ic. Jolly was one of those who knew not where he stood. A streak of his grand­fath­er old Joly­on’s love of justice pre­ven­ted him from see­ing one side only. Moreover, in his set of “the best” there was a “jump­ing-Je­sus” of ex­tremely ad­vanced opin­ions and some per­son­al mag­net­ism. Jolly wavered. His fath­er, too, seemed doubt­ful in his views. And though, as was prop­er at the age of twenty, he kept a sharp eye on his fath­er, watch­ful for de­fects which might still be remedied, still that fath­er had an air which gave a sort of glam­our to his creed of iron­ic tol­er­ance. Artists, of course, were no­tori­ously Ham­let-like, and to this ex­tent one must dis­count for one’s fath­er, even if one loved him. But Joly­on’s ori­gin­al view, that to “put your nose in where you aren’t wanted” (as the Uit­landers had done) “and then work the or­acle till you get on top is not be­ing quite the clean potato,” had, wheth­er foun­ded in fact or no, a cer­tain at­trac­tion for his son, who thought a deal about gen­til­ity. On the oth­er hand Jolly could not abide such as his set called “cranks,” and Val’s set called “smugs,” so that he was still bal­an­cing when the clock of Black Week struck. One—two—three, came those omin­ous re­pulses at Storm­berg, Magersfon­tein, Colenso. The sturdy Eng­lish soul re­act­ing after the first cried, “Ah! but Meth­uen!” after the second: “Ah! but Buller!” then, in in­spiss­ated gloom, hardened. And Jolly said to him­self: “No, damn it! We’ve got to lick the beg­gars now; I don’t care wheth­er we’re right or wrong.” And, if he had known it, his fath­er was think­ing the same thought.

			That next Sunday, last of the term, Jolly was bid­den to wine with “one of the best.” After the second toast, “Buller and dam­na­tion to the Bo­ers,” drunk—no heel taps—in the col­lege Bur­gundy, he no­ticed that Val Dartie, also a guest, was look­ing at him with a grin and say­ing some­thing to his neigh­bour. He was sure it was dis­par­aging. The last boy in the world to make him­self con­spicu­ous or cause pub­lic dis­turb­ance, Jolly grew rather red and shut his lips. The queer hos­til­ity he had al­ways felt to­wards his second-cous­in was strongly and sud­denly re­in­forced. “All right!” he thought, “you wait, my friend!” More wine than was good for him, as the cus­tom was, helped him to re­mem­ber, when they all trooped forth to a se­cluded spot, to touch Val on the arm.

			“What did you say about me in there?”

			“Mayn’t I say what I like?”

			“No.”

			“Well, I said you were a pro-Bo­er—and so you are!”

			“You’re a li­ar!”

			“D’you want a row?”

			“Of course, but not here; in the garden.”

			“All right. Come on.”

			They went, eye­ing each oth­er askance, un­steady, and un­flinch­ing; they climbed the garden rail­ings. The spikes on the top slightly ripped Val’s sleeve, and oc­cu­pied his mind. Jolly’s mind was oc­cu­pied by the thought that they were go­ing to fight in the pre­cincts of a col­lege for­eign to them both. It was not the thing, but nev­er mind—the young beast!

			They passed over the grass in­to very nearly dark­ness, and took off their coats.

			“You’re not screwed, are you?” said Jolly sud­denly. “I can’t fight you if you’re screwed.”

			“No more than you.”

			“All right then.”

			Without shak­ing hands, they put them­selves at once in­to pos­tures of de­fence. They had drunk too much for sci­ence, and so were es­pe­cially care­ful to as­sume cor­rect at­ti­tudes, un­til Jolly smote Val al­most ac­ci­dent­ally on the nose. After that it was all a dark and ugly scrim­mage in the deep shad­ow of the old trees, with no one to call “time,” till, battered and blown, they un­clinched and staggered back from each oth­er, as a voice said:

			“Your names, young gen­tle­men?”

			At this bland query spoken from un­der the lamp at the garden gate, like some de­mand of a god, their nerves gave way, and snatch­ing up their coats, they ran at the rail­ings, shinned up them, and made for the se­cluded spot whence they had is­sued to the fight. Here, in dim light, they mopped their faces, and without a word walked, ten paces apart, to the col­lege gate. They went out si­lently, Val go­ing to­wards the Broad along the Brew­ery, Jolly down the lane to­wards the High. His head, still fumed, was busy with re­gret that he had not dis­played more sci­ence, passing in re­view the coun­ters and knock­out blows which he had not de­livered. His mind strayed on to an ima­gined com­bat, in­fin­itely un­like that which he had just been through, in­fin­itely gal­lant, with sash and sword, with thrust and parry, as if he were in the pages of his be­loved Du­mas. He fan­cied him­self La Mole, and Ara­mis, Bussy, Chicot, and D’Artag­nan rolled in­to one, but he quite failed to en­vis­age Val as Cocon­nas, Bris­sac, or Rochefort. The fel­low was just a con­foun­ded cous­in who didn’t come up to Cock­er. Nev­er mind! He had giv­en him one or two. “Pro-Bo­er!” The word still rankled, and thoughts of en­list­ing jostled his aching head; of rid­ing over the veldt, fir­ing gal­lantly, while the Bo­ers rolled over like rab­bits. And, turn­ing up his smart­ing eyes, he saw the stars shin­ing between the house­tops of the High, and him­self ly­ing out on the Ka­roo (whatever that was) rolled in a blanket, with his rifle ready and his gaze fixed on a glit­ter­ing heav­en.

			He had a fear­ful head next morn­ing, which he doctored, as be­came one of “the best,” by soak­ing it in cold wa­ter, brew­ing strong cof­fee which he could not drink, and only sip­ping a little Hock at lunch. The le­gend that “some fool” had run in­to him round a corner ac­coun­ted for a bruise on his cheek. He would on no ac­count have men­tioned the fight, for, on second thoughts, it fell far short of his stand­ards.

			The next day he went “down,” and trav­elled through to Robin Hill. Nobody was there but June and Holly, for his fath­er had gone to Par­is. He spent a rest­less and un­settled Va­ca­tion, quite out of touch with either of his sis­ters. June, in­deed, was oc­cu­pied with lame ducks, whom, as a rule, Jolly could not stand, es­pe­cially that Eric Cobbley and his fam­ily, “hope­less out­siders,” who were al­ways lit­ter­ing up the house in the Va­ca­tion. And between Holly and him­self there was a strange di­vi­sion, as if she were be­gin­ning to have opin­ions of her own, which was so—un­ne­ces­sary. He punched vi­ciously at a ball, rode furi­ously but alone in Rich­mond Park, mak­ing a point of jump­ing the stiff, high hurdles put up to close cer­tain worn av­en­ues of grass—keep­ing his nerve in, he called it. Jolly was more afraid of be­ing afraid than most boys are. He bought a rifle, too, and put a range up in the home field, shoot­ing across the pond in­to the kit­chen-garden wall, to the per­il of garden­ers, with the thought that some day, per­haps, he would en­list and save South Africa for his coun­try. In fact, now that they were ap­peal­ing for Yeo­manry re­cruits the boy was thor­oughly up­set. Ought he to go? None of “the best,” so far as he knew—and he was in cor­res­pond­ence with sev­er­al—were think­ing of join­ing. If they had been mak­ing a move he would have gone at once—very com­pet­it­ive, and with a strong sense of form, he could not bear to be left be­hind in any­thing—but to do it off his own bat might look like swag­ger; be­cause of course it wasn’t really ne­ces­sary. Be­sides, he did not want to go, for the oth­er side of this young For­syte re­coiled from leap­ing be­fore he looked. It was al­to­geth­er mixed pickles with­in him, hot and sickly pickles, and he be­came quite un­like his se­rene and rather lordly self.

			And then one day he saw that which moved him to un­easy wrath—two riders, in a glade of the Park close to the Ham Gate, of whom she on the left-hand was most as­suredly Holly on her sil­ver roan, and he on the right-hand as as­suredly that squirt Val Dartie. His first im­pulse was to urge on his own horse and de­mand the mean­ing of this portent, tell the fel­low to “bunk,” and take Holly home. His second—to feel that he would look a fool if they re­fused. He reined his horse in be­hind a tree, then per­ceived that it was equally im­possible to spy on them. Noth­ing for it but to go home and await her com­ing! Sneak­ing out with that young bounder! He could not con­sult with June, be­cause she had gone up that morn­ing in the train of Eric Cobbley and his lot. And his fath­er was still in “that rot­ten Par­is.” He felt that this was em­phat­ic­ally one of those mo­ments for which he had trained him­self, as­sidu­ously, at school, where he and a boy called Brent had fre­quently set fire to news­pa­pers and placed them in the centre of their stud­ies to ac­cus­tom them to cool­ness in mo­ments of danger. He did not feel at all cool wait­ing in the stable-yard, idly strok­ing the dog Balthas­ar, who queasy as an old fat monk, and sad in the ab­sence of his mas­ter, turned up his face, pant­ing with grat­it­ude for this at­ten­tion. It was half an hour be­fore Holly came, flushed and ever so much pret­ti­er than she had any right to look. He saw her look at him quickly—guiltily of course—then fol­lowed her in, and, tak­ing her arm, con­duc­ted her in­to what had been their grand­fath­er’s study. The room, not much used now, was still vaguely haunted for them both by a pres­ence with which they as­so­ci­ated ten­der­ness, large droop­ing white mous­taches, the scent of ci­gar smoke, and laughter. Here Jolly, in the prime of his youth, be­fore he went to school at all, had been wont to wrestle with his grand­fath­er, who even at eighty had an ir­res­ist­ible habit of crook­ing his leg. Here Holly, perched on the arm of the great leath­er chair, had stroked hair curving sil­very over an ear in­to which she would whis­per secrets. Through that win­dow they had all three sal­lied times without num­ber to crick­et on the lawn, and a mys­ter­i­ous game called “Wopsy-doozle,” not to be un­der­stood by out­siders, which made old Joly­on very hot. Here once on a warm night Holly had ap­peared in her nighty, hav­ing had a bad dream, to have the clutch of it re­leased. And here Jolly, hav­ing be­gun the day badly by in­tro­du­cing fizzy mag­ne­sia in­to Ma­demois­elle Beauce’s new-laid egg, and gone on to worse, had been sent down (in the ab­sence of his fath­er) to the en­su­ing dia­logue:

			“Now, my boy, you mustn’t go on like this.”

			“Well, she boxed my ears, Gran, so I only boxed hers, and then she boxed mine again.”

			“Strike a lady? That’ll nev­er do! Have you begged her par­don?”

			“Not yet.”

			“Then you must go and do it at once. Come along.”

			“But she began it, Gran; and she had two to my one.”

			“My dear, it was an out­rageous thing to do.”

			“Well, she lost her tem­per; and I didn’t lose mine.”

			“Come along.”

			“You come too, then, Gran.”

			“Well—this time only.”

			And they had gone hand in hand.

			Here—where the Waver­ley nov­els and Byron’s works and Gib­bon’s Ro­man Em­pire and Hum­boldt’s Cos­mos, and the bronzes on the man­tel­piece, and that mas­ter­piece of the oily school, Dutch Fish­ing-Boats at Sun­set, were fixed as fate, and for all sign of change old Joly­on might have been sit­ting there still, with legs crossed, in the arm chair, and domed fore­head and deep eyes grave above the Times—here they came, those two grand­chil­dren. And Jolly said:

			“I saw you and that fel­low in the Park.”

			The sight of blood rush­ing in­to her cheeks gave him some sat­is­fac­tion; she ought to be ashamed!

			“Well?” she said.

			Jolly was sur­prised; he had ex­pec­ted more, or less.

			“Do you know,” he said weight­ily, “that he called me a pro-Bo­er last term? And I had to fight him.”

			“Who won?”

			Jolly wished to an­swer: “I should have,” but it seemed be­neath him.

			“Look here!” he said, “what’s the mean­ing of it? Without telling any­body!”

			“Why should I? Dad isn’t here; why shouldn’t I ride with him?”

			“You’ve got me to ride with. I think he’s an aw­ful young rot­ter.”

			Holly went pale with an­ger.

			“He isn’t. It’s your own fault for not lik­ing him.”

			And slip­ping past her broth­er she went out, leav­ing him star­ing at the bronze Venus sit­ting on a tor­toise, which had been shiel­ded from him so far by his sis­ter’s dark head un­der her soft felt rid­ing hat. He felt queerly dis­turbed, shaken to his young found­a­tions. A lifelong dom­in­a­tion lay shattered round his feet. He went up to the Venus and mech­an­ic­ally in­spec­ted the tor­toise.

			Why didn’t he like Val Dartie? He could not tell. Ig­nor­ant of fam­ily his­tory, barely aware of that vague feud which had star­ted thir­teen years be­fore with Bosin­ney’s de­fec­tion from June in fa­vour of Soames’ wife, know­ing really al­most noth­ing about Val he was at sea. He just did dis­like him. The ques­tion, how­ever, was: What should he do? Val Dartie, it was true, was a second-cous­in, but it was not the thing for Holly to go about with him. And yet to “tell” of what he had chanced on was against his creed. In this di­lemma he went and sat in the old leath­er chair and crossed his legs. It grew dark while he sat there star­ing out through the long win­dow at the old oak-tree, ample yet bare of leaves, be­com­ing slowly just a shape of deep­er dark prin­ted on the dusk.

			“Grand­fath­er!” he thought without se­quence, and took out his watch. He could not see the hands, but he set the re­peat­er go­ing. “Five o’clock!” His grand­fath­er’s first gold hunter watch, but­ter-smooth with age—all the milling worn from it, and den­ted with the mark of many a fall. The chime was like a little voice from out of that golden age, when they first came from St. John’s Wood, Lon­don, to this house—came driv­ing with grand­fath­er in his car­riage, and al­most in­stantly took to the trees. Trees to climb, and grand­fath­er wa­ter­ing the gerani­um-beds be­low! What was to be done? Tell Dad he must come home? Con­fide in June?—only she was so—so sud­den! Do noth­ing and trust to luck? After all, the Vac. would soon be over. Go up and see Val and warn him off? But how get his ad­dress? Holly wouldn’t give it him! A maze of paths, a cloud of pos­sib­il­it­ies! He lit a ci­gar­ette. When he had smoked it halfway through his brow re­laxed, al­most as if some thin old hand had been passed gently over it; and in his ear some­thing seemed to whis­per: “Do noth­ing; be nice to Holly, be nice to her, my dear!” And Jolly heaved a sigh of con­tent­ment, blow­ing smoke through his nos­trils. …

			But up in her room, di­vested of her habit, Holly was still frown­ing. “He is not—he is not!” were the words which kept form­ing on her lips.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Joly­on in Two Minds

			
			A little private hotel over a well-known res­taur­ant near the Gare St. Laz­are was Joly­on’s haunt in Par­is. He hated his fel­low For­sytes abroad—vap­id as fish out of wa­ter in their well-trod­den runs, the Op­era, Rue de Rivoli, and Moulin Rouge. Their air of hav­ing come be­cause they wanted to be some­where else as soon as pos­sible an­noyed him. But no oth­er For­syte came near this haunt, where he had a wood fire in his bed­room and the cof­fee was ex­cel­lent. Par­is was al­ways to him more at­tract­ive in winter. The ac­rid sa­vour from woods­moke and chest­nut-roast­ing bra­zi­ers, the sharp­ness of the wintry sun­shine on bright rays, the open cafés de­fy­ing keen-aired winter, the self-con­tained brisk boulevard crowds, all in­formed him that in winter Par­is pos­sessed a soul which, like a mi­grant bird, in high sum­mer flew away.

			He spoke French well, had some friends, knew little places where pleas­ant dishes could be met with, queer types ob­served. He felt philo­soph­ic in Par­is, the edge of irony sharpened; life took on a subtle, pur­pose­less mean­ing, be­came a bunch of fla­vours tasted, a dark­ness shot with shift­ing gleams of light.

			When in the first week of Decem­ber he de­cided to go to Par­is, he was far from ad­mit­ting that Irene’s pres­ence was in­flu­en­cing him. He had not been there two days be­fore he owned that the wish to see her had been more than half the reas­on. In Eng­land one did not ad­mit what was nat­ur­al. He had thought it might be well to speak to her about the let­ting of her flat and oth­er mat­ters, but in Par­is he at once knew bet­ter. There was a glam­our over the city. On the third day he wrote to her, and re­ceived an an­swer which pro­cured him a pleas­ur­able shiver of the nerves:

			
				“My Dear Joly­on,

				“It will be a hap­pi­ness for me to see you.

				
					“Irene.”

				
			

			He took his way to her hotel on a bright day with a feel­ing such as he had of­ten had go­ing to vis­it an ad­ored pic­ture. No wo­man, so far as he re­membered, had ever in­spired in him this spe­cial sen­su­ous and yet im­per­son­al sen­sa­tion. He was go­ing to sit and feast his eyes, and come away know­ing her no bet­ter, but ready to go and feast his eyes again to­mor­row. Such was his feel­ing, when in the tar­nished and or­nate little lounge of a quiet hotel near the river she came to him pre­ceded by a small page­boy who uttered the word, “Ma­dame,” and van­ished. Her face, her smile, the poise of her fig­ure, were just as he had pic­tured, and the ex­pres­sion of her face said plainly: “A friend!”

			“Well,” he said, “what news, poor ex­ile?”

			“None.”

			“Noth­ing from Soames?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“I have let the flat for you, and like a good stew­ard I bring you some money. How do you like Par­is?”

			While he put her through this cat­ech­ism, it seemed to him that he had nev­er seen lips so fine and sens­it­ive, the lower lip curving just a little up­wards, the up­per touched at one corner by the least con­ceiv­able dimple. It was like dis­cov­er­ing a wo­man in what had hitherto been a sort of soft and breathed-on statue, al­most im­per­son­ally ad­mired. She owned that to be alone in Par­is was a little dif­fi­cult; and yet, Par­is was so full of its own life that it was of­ten, she con­fessed, as in­noc­u­ous as a desert. Be­sides, the Eng­lish were not liked just now!

			“That will hardly be your case,” said Joly­on; “you should ap­peal to the French.”

			“It has its dis­ad­vant­ages.”

			Joly­on nod­ded.

			“Well, you must let me take you about while I’m here. We’ll start to­mor­row. Come and dine at my pet res­taur­ant; and we’ll go to the Opéra-Comique.”

			It was the be­gin­ning of daily meet­ings.

			Joly­on soon found that for those who de­sired a stat­ic con­di­tion of the af­fec­tions, Par­is was at once the first and last place in which to be friendly with a pretty wo­man. Rev­el­a­tion was alight­ing like a bird in his heart, singing: “Elle est ton rêve! Elle est ton rêve!” Some­times this seemed nat­ur­al, some­times ludicrous—a bad case of eld­erly rap­ture. Hav­ing once been os­tra­cised by So­ci­ety, he had nev­er since had any real re­gard for con­ven­tion­al mor­al­ity; but the idea of a love which she could nev­er re­turn—and how could she at his age?—hardly moun­ted bey­ond his sub­con­scious mind. He was full, too, of re­sent­ment, at the waste and loneli­ness of her life. Aware of be­ing some com­fort to her, and of the pleas­ure she clearly took in their many little out­ings, he was ami­ably de­sirous of do­ing and say­ing noth­ing to des­troy that pleas­ure. It was like watch­ing a starved plant draw up wa­ter, to see her drink in his com­pan­ion­ship. So far as they could tell, no one knew her ad­dress ex­cept him­self; she was un­known in Par­is, and he but little known, so that dis­cre­tion seemed un­ne­ces­sary in those walks, talks, vis­its to con­certs, pic­ture-gal­ler­ies, theatres, little din­ners, ex­ped­i­tions to Ver­sailles, St. Cloud, even Fon­tainebleau. And time fled—one of those full months without past to it or fu­ture. What in his youth would cer­tainly have been head­long pas­sion, was now per­haps as deep a feel­ing, but far gentler, tempered to pro­tect­ive com­pan­ion­ship by ad­mir­a­tion, hope­less­ness, and a sense of chiv­alry—ar­res­ted in his veins at least so long as she was there, smil­ing and happy in their friend­ship, and al­ways to him more beau­ti­ful and spir­itu­ally re­spons­ive: for her philo­sophy of life seemed to march in ad­mir­able step with his own, con­di­tioned by emo­tion more than by reas­on, iron­ic­ally mis­trust­ful, sus­cept­ible to beauty, al­most pas­sion­ately hu­mane and tol­er­ant, yet sub­ject to in­stinct­ive ri­gid­it­ies of which as a mere man he was less cap­able. And dur­ing all this com­pan­ion­able month he nev­er quite lost that feel­ing with which he had set out on the first day as if to vis­it an ad­ored work of art, a well-nigh im­per­son­al de­sire. The fu­ture—in­ex­or­able pendant to the present he took care not to face, for fear of break­ing up his un­troubled man­ner; but he made plans to re­new this time in places still more de­light­ful, where the sun was hot and there were strange things to see and paint. The end came swiftly on the 20th of Janu­ary with a tele­gram:

			
				“Have en­lis­ted in Im­per­i­al Yeo­manry.—Jolly.”

			

			Joly­on re­ceived it just as he was set­ting out to meet her at the Louvre. It brought him up with a round turn. While he was lo­tus-eat­ing here, his boy, whose philo­soph­er and guide he ought to be, had taken this great step to­wards danger, hard­ship, per­haps even death. He felt dis­turbed to the soul, real­ising sud­denly how Irene had twined her­self round the roots of his be­ing. Thus threatened with sev­er­ance, the tie between them—for it had be­come a kind of tie—no longer had im­per­son­al qual­ity. The tran­quil en­joy­ment of things in com­mon, Joly­on per­ceived, was gone forever. He saw his feel­ing as it was, in the nature of an in­fatu­ation. Ri­dicu­lous, per­haps, but so real that soon­er or later it must dis­close it­self. And now, as it seemed to him, he could not, must not, make any such dis­clos­ure. The news of Jolly stood in­ex­or­ably in the way. He was proud of this en­list­ment; proud of his boy for go­ing off to fight for the coun­try; for on Joly­on’s pro-Bo­er­ism, too, Black Week had left its mark. And so the end was reached be­fore the be­gin­ning! Well, luck­ily he had nev­er made a sign!

			When he came in­to the Gal­lery she was stand­ing be­fore the Vir­gin of the Rocks, grace­ful, ab­sorbed, smil­ing and un­con­scious. “Have I to give up see­ing that?” he thought. “It’s un­nat­ur­al, so long as she’s will­ing that I should see her.” He stood, un­noticed, watch­ing her, stor­ing up the im­age of her fig­ure, envy­ing the pic­ture on which she was bend­ing that long scru­tiny. Twice she turned her head to­wards the en­trance, and he thought: “That’s for me!” At last he went for­ward.

			“Look!” he said.

			She read the tele­gram, and he heard her sigh.

			That sigh, too, was for him! His po­s­i­tion was really cruel! To be loy­al to his son he must just shake her hand and go. To be loy­al to the feel­ing in his heart he must at least tell her what that feel­ing was. Could she, would she un­der­stand the si­lence in which he was gaz­ing at that pic­ture?

			“I’m afraid I must go home at once,” he said at last. “I shall miss all this aw­fully.”

			“So shall I; but, of course, you must go.”

			“Well!” said Joly­on hold­ing out his hand.

			Meet­ing her eyes, a flood of feel­ing nearly mastered him.

			“Such is life!” he said. “Take care of your­self, my dear!”

			He had a stum­bling sen­sa­tion in his legs and feet, as if his brain re­fused to steer him away from her. From the door­way, he saw her lift her hand and touch its fin­gers with her lips. He raised his hat sol­emnly, and did not look back again.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Dartie Versus Dartie

			
			The suit—Dartie versus Dartie—for resti­tu­tion of those con­jugal rights con­cern­ing which Wini­fred was at heart so deeply un­de­cided, fol­lowed the laws of sub­trac­tion to­wards day of judg­ment. This was not reached be­fore the Courts rose for Christ­mas, but the case was third on the list when they sat again. Wini­fred spent the Christ­mas hol­i­days a thought more fash­ion­ably than usu­al, with the mat­ter locked up in her low-cut bos­om. James was par­tic­u­larly lib­er­al to her that Christ­mas, ex­press­ing thereby his sym­pathy, and re­lief, at the ap­proach­ing dis­sol­u­tion of her mar­riage with that “pre­cious ras­cal,” which his old heart felt but his old lips could not ut­ter.

			The dis­ap­pear­ance of Dartie made the fall in Con­sols a com­par­at­ively small mat­ter; and as to the scan­dal—the real an­im­us he felt against that fel­low, and the in­creas­ing lead which prop­erty was at­tain­ing over repu­ta­tion in a true For­syte about to leave this world, served to drug a mind from which all al­lu­sions to the mat­ter (ex­cept his own) were stu­di­ously kept. What wor­ried him as a law­yer and a par­ent was the fear that Dartie might sud­denly turn up and obey the Or­der of the Court when made. That would be a pretty how-de-do! The fear preyed on him in fact so much that, in present­ing Wini­fred with a large Christ­mas cheque, he said: “It’s chiefly for that chap out there; to keep him from com­ing back.” It was, of course, to pitch away good money, but all in the nature of in­sur­ance against that bank­ruptcy which would no longer hang over him if only the di­vorce went through; and he ques­tioned Wini­fred rig­or­ously un­til she could as­sure him that the money had been sent. Poor wo­man!—it cost her many a pang to send what must find its way in­to the van­ity-bag of “that creature!” Soames, hear­ing of it, shook his head. They were not deal­ing with a For­syte, reas­on­ably ten­a­cious of his pur­pose. It was very risky without know­ing how the land lay out there. Still, it would look well with the Court; and he would see that Dream­er brought it out. “I won­der,” he said sud­denly, “where that bal­let goes after the Ar­gen­tine”; nev­er omit­ting a chance of re­mind­er; for he knew that Wini­fred still had a weak­ness, if not for Dartie, at least for not laun­der­ing him in pub­lic. Though not good at show­ing ad­mir­a­tion, he ad­mit­ted that she was be­hav­ing ex­tremely well, with all her chil­dren at home gap­ing like young birds for news of their fath­er—Imo­gen just on the point of com­ing out, and Val very rest­ive about the whole thing. He felt that Val was the real heart of the mat­ter to Wini­fred, who cer­tainly loved him bey­ond her oth­er chil­dren. The boy could spoke the wheel of this di­vorce yet if he set his mind to it. And Soames was very care­ful to keep the prox­im­ity of the pre­lim­in­ary pro­ceed­ings from his neph­ew’s ears. He did more. He asked him to dine at the Re­move, and over Val’s ci­gar in­tro­duced the sub­ject which he knew to be nearest to his heart.

			“I hear,” he said, “that you want to play polo up at Ox­ford.”

			Val be­came less re­cum­bent in his chair.

			“Rather!” he said.

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Soames, “that’s a very ex­pens­ive busi­ness. Your grand­fath­er isn’t likely to con­sent to it un­less he can make sure that he’s not got any oth­er drain on him.” And he paused to see wheth­er the boy un­der­stood his mean­ing.

			Val’s thick dark lashes con­cealed his eyes, but a slight grim­ace ap­peared on his wide mouth, and he muttered:

			“I sup­pose you mean my Dad!”

			“Yes,” said Soames; “I’m afraid it de­pends on wheth­er he con­tin­ues to be a drag or not;” and said no more, let­ting the boy dream it over.

			But Val was also dream­ing in those days of a sil­ver-roan pal­frey and a girl rid­ing it. Though Crum was in town and an in­tro­duc­tion to Cyn­thia Dark to be had for the ask­ing, Val did not ask; in­deed, he shunned Crum and lived a life strange even to him­self, ex­cept in so far as ac­counts with tail­or and liv­ery stable were con­cerned. To his moth­er, his sis­ters, his young broth­er, he seemed to spend this Va­ca­tion in “see­ing fel­lows,” and his even­ings sleepily at home. They could not pro­pose any­thing in day­light that did not meet with the one re­sponse: “Sorry; I’ve got to see a fel­low”; and he was put to ex­traordin­ary shifts to get in and out of the house un­ob­served in rid­ing clothes; un­til, be­ing made a mem­ber of the Goat’s Club, he was able to trans­port them there, where he could change un­regarded and slip off on his hack to Rich­mond Park. He kept his grow­ing sen­ti­ment re­li­giously to him­self. Not for a world would he breathe to the “fel­lows,” whom he was not “see­ing,” any­thing so ri­dicu­lous from the point of view of their creed and his. But he could not help its des­troy­ing his oth­er ap­pet­ites. It was com­ing between him and the le­git­im­ate pleas­ures of youth at last on its own in a way which must, he knew, make him a milk­sop in the eyes of Crum. All he cared for was to dress in his last-cre­ated rid­ing togs, and steal away to the Robin Hill Gate, where presently the sil­ver roan would come de­murely sid­ling with its slim and dark-haired rider, and in the glades bare of leaves they would go off side by side, not talk­ing very much, rid­ing races some­times, and some­times hold­ing hands. More than once of an even­ing, in a mo­ment of ex­pan­sion, he had been temp­ted to tell his moth­er how this shy sweet cous­in had stolen in upon him and wrecked his life. But bit­ter ex­per­i­ence, that all per­sons above thirty-five were spoilsports, pre­ven­ted him. After all, he sup­posed he would have to go through with Col­lege, and she would have to “come out,” be­fore they could be mar­ried; so why com­plic­ate things, so long as he could see her? Sis­ters were teas­ing and un­sym­path­et­ic be­ings, a broth­er worse, so there was no one to con­fide in. Ah! And this beastly di­vorce busi­ness! What a mis­for­tune to have a name which oth­er people hadn’t! If only he had been called Gor­don or Scott or Howard or some­thing fairly com­mon! But Dartie—there wasn’t an­oth­er in the dir­ect­ory! One might as well have been named Mor­kin for all the cov­ert it af­forded! So mat­ters went on, till one day in the middle of Janu­ary the sil­ver-roan pal­frey and its rider were miss­ing at the tryst. Linger­ing in the cold, he de­bated wheth­er he should ride on to the house: But Jolly might be there, and the memory of their dark en­counter was still fresh with­in him. One could not be al­ways fight­ing with her broth­er! So he re­turned dis­mally to town and spent an even­ing plunged in gloom. At break­fast next day he no­ticed that his moth­er had on an un­fa­mil­i­ar dress and was wear­ing her hat. The dress was black with a glimpse of pea­cock blue, the hat black and large—she looked ex­cep­tion­ally well. But when after break­fast she said to him, “Come in here, Val,” and led the way to the draw­ing-room, he was at once be­set by qualms. Wini­fred care­fully shut the door and passed her handker­chief over her lips; in­hal­ing the vi­ol­ette de Parme with which it had been soaked, Val thought: “Has she found out about Holly?”

			Her voice in­ter­rup­ted:

			“Are you go­ing to be nice to me, dear boy?”

			Val grinned doubt­fully.

			“Will you come with me this morn­ing. …”

			“I’ve got to see. …” began Val, but some­thing in her face stopped him. “I say,” he said, “you don’t mean. …”

			“Yes, I have to go to the Court this morn­ing.” Already!—that damned busi­ness which he had al­most suc­ceeded in for­get­ting, since nobody ever men­tioned it. In self-com­mis­er­a­tion he stood pick­ing little bits of skin off his fin­gers. Then no­ti­cing that his moth­er’s lips were all awry, he said im­puls­ively: “All right, moth­er; I’ll come. The brutes!” What brutes he did not know, but the ex­pres­sion ex­actly summed up their joint feel­ing, and re­stored a meas­ure of equan­im­ity.

			“I sup­pose I’d bet­ter change in­to a ‘shoot­er,’ ” he muttered, es­cap­ing to his room. He put on the “shoot­er,” a high­er col­lar, a pearl pin, and his neatest grey spats, to a some­what blas­phem­ous ac­com­pani­ment. Look­ing at him­self in the glass, he said, “Well, I’m damned if I’m go­ing to show any­thing!” and went down. He found his grand­fath­er’s car­riage at the door, and his moth­er in furs, with the ap­pear­ance of one go­ing to a Man­sion House As­sembly. They seated them­selves side by side in the closed ba­rouche, and all the way to the Courts of Justice Val made but one al­lu­sion to the busi­ness in hand. “There’ll be noth­ing about those pearls, will there?”

			The little tufted white tails of Wini­fred’s muff began to shiver.

			“Oh, no,” she said, “it’ll be quite harm­less today. Your grand­moth­er wanted to come too, but I wouldn’t let her. I thought you could take care of me. You look so nice, Val. Just pull your coat col­lar up a little more at the back—that’s right.”

			“If they bully you. …” began Val.

			“Oh! they won’t. I shall be very cool. It’s the only way.”

			“They won’t want me to give evid­ence or any­thing?”

			“No, dear; it’s all ar­ranged.” And she pat­ted his hand. The de­term­ined front she was put­ting on it stayed the tur­moil in Val’s chest, and he busied him­self in draw­ing his gloves off and on. He had taken what he now saw was the wrong pair to go with his spats; they should have been grey, but were deer­skin of a dark tan; wheth­er to keep them on or not he could not de­cide. They ar­rived soon after ten. It was his first vis­it to the Law Courts, and the build­ing struck him at once.

			“By Jove!” he said as they passed in­to the hall, “this’d make four or five jolly good rack­et courts.”

			Soames was await­ing them at the foot of some stairs.

			“Here you are!” he said, without shak­ing hands, as if the event had made them too fa­mil­i­ar for such form­al­it­ies. “It’s Hap­perly Browne, Court I. We shall be on first.”

			A sen­sa­tion such as he had known when go­ing in to bat was play­ing now in the top of Val’s chest, but he fol­lowed his moth­er and uncle dog­gedly, look­ing at no more than he could help, and think­ing that the place smelled fuggy. People seemed to be lurk­ing every­where, and he plucked Soames by the sleeve.

			“I say, Uncle, you’re not go­ing to let those beastly pa­pers in, are you?”

			Soames gave him the side­way look which had re­duced many to si­lence in its time.

			“In here,” he said. “You needn’t take off your furs, Wini­fred.”

			Val entered be­hind them, nettled and with his head up. In this con­foun­ded hole every­body—and there were a good many of them—seemed sit­ting on every­body else’s knee, though really di­vided from each oth­er by pews; and Val had a feel­ing that they might all slip down to­geth­er in­to the well. This, how­ever, was but a mo­ment­ary vis­ion—of ma­hogany, and black gowns, and white blobs of wigs and faces and pa­pers, all rather secret and whis­pery—be­fore he was sit­ting next his moth­er in the front row, with his back to it all, glad of her vi­ol­ette de Parme, and tak­ing off his gloves for the last time. His moth­er was look­ing at him; he was sud­denly con­scious that she had really wanted him there next to her, and that he coun­ted for some­thing in this busi­ness.

			All right! He would show them! Squar­ing his shoulders, he crossed his legs and gazed in­scrut­ably at his spats. But just then an “old Johnny” in a gown and long wig, look­ing aw­fully like a funny raddled wo­man, came through a door in­to the high pew op­pos­ite, and he had to un­cross his legs hast­ily, and stand up with every­body else.

			“Dartie versus Dartie!”

			It seemed to Val un­speak­ably dis­gust­ing to have one’s name called out like this in pub­lic! And, sud­denly con­scious that someone nearly be­hind him had be­gun talk­ing about his fam­ily, he screwed his face round to see an old be-wigged buf­fer, who spoke as if he were eat­ing his own words—queer-look­ing old cuss, the sort of man he had seen once or twice din­ing at Park Lane and pun­ish­ing the port; he knew now where they dug them up. All the same he found the old buf­fer quite fas­cin­at­ing, and would have con­tin­ued to stare if his moth­er had not touched his arm. Re­duced to gaz­ing be­fore him, he fixed his eyes on the Judge’s face in­stead. Why should that old “sports­man” with his sar­cast­ic mouth and his quick-mov­ing eyes have the power to meddle with their private af­fairs—hadn’t he af­fairs of his own, just as many, and prob­ably just as nasty? And there moved in Val, like an ill­ness, all the deep-seated in­di­vidu­al­ism of his breed. The voice be­hind him droned along: “Dif­fer­ences about money mat­ters—ex­tra­vag­ance of the re­spond­ent” (What a word! Was that his fath­er?)—“strained situ­ation—fre­quent ab­sences on the part of Mr. Dartie. My cli­ent, very rightly, your Lud­ship will agree, was anxious to check a course—but lead to ru­in—re­mon­strated—gambling at cards and on the race­course—” (“That’s right!” thought Val, “pile it on!”) “Crisis early in Oc­to­ber, when the re­spond­ent wrote her this let­ter from his Club.” Val sat up and his ears burned. “I pro­pose to read it with the emend­a­tions ne­ces­sary to the epistle of a gen­tle­man who has been—shall we say din­ing, me Lud?”

			“Old brute!” thought Val, flush­ing deep­er; “you’re not paid to make jokes!”

			“ ‘You will not get the chance to in­sult me again in my own house. I am leav­ing the coun­try to­mor­row. It’s played out’—an ex­pres­sion, your Lud­ship, not un­known in the mouths of those who have not met with con­spicu­ous suc­cess.”

			“Snig­ger­ing owls!” thought Val, and his flush deepened.

			“ ‘I am tired of be­ing in­sul­ted by you.’ My cli­ent will tell your Lud­ship that these so-called in­sults con­sisted in her call­ing him ‘the lim­it’—a very mild ex­pres­sion, I ven­ture to sug­gest, in all the cir­cum­stances.”

			Val glanced side­ways at his moth­er’s im­pass­ive face, it had a hunted look in the eyes. “Poor moth­er,” he thought, and touched her arm with his own. The voice be­hind droned on.

			“ ‘I am go­ing to live a new life.—M. D.’ ”

			“And next day, me Lud, the re­spond­ent left by the steam­ship Tus­carora for Buenos Aires. Since then we have noth­ing from him but a cabled re­fus­al in an­swer to the let­ter which my cli­ent wrote the fol­low­ing day in great dis­tress, beg­ging him to re­turn to her. With your Lud­ship’s per­mis­sion. I shall now put Mrs. Dartie in the box.”

			When his moth­er rose, Val had a tre­mend­ous im­pulse to rise too and say: “Look here! I’m go­ing to see you jolly well treat her de­cently.” He sub­dued it, how­ever; heard her say­ing, “the truth, the whole truth, and noth­ing but the truth,” and looked up. She made a rich fig­ure of it, in her furs and large hat, with a slight flush on her cheekbones, calm, mat­ter-of-fact; and he felt proud of her thus con­front­ing all these “con­foun­ded law­yers.” The ex­am­in­a­tion began. Know­ing that this was only the pre­lim­in­ary to di­vorce, Val fol­lowed with a cer­tain glee the ques­tions framed so as to give the im­pres­sion that she really wanted his fath­er back. It seemed to him that they were “fox­ing Old Bag­wigs finely.”

			And he re­ceived a most un­pleas­ant jar when the Judge said sud­denly:

			“Now, why did your hus­band leave you—not be­cause you called him ‘the lim­it,’ you know?”

			Val saw his uncle lift his eyes to the wit­ness box, without mov­ing his face; heard a shuffle of pa­pers be­hind him; and in­stinct told him that the is­sue was in per­il. Had Uncle Soames and the old buf­fer be­hind made a mess of it? His moth­er was speak­ing with a slight drawl.

			“No, my Lord, but it had gone on a long time.”

			“What had gone on?”

			“Our dif­fer­ences about money.”

			“But you sup­plied the money. Do you sug­gest that he left you to bet­ter his po­s­i­tion?”

			“The brute! The old brute, and noth­ing but the brute!” thought Val sud­denly. “He smells a rat he’s try­ing to get at the pastry!” And his heart stood still. If—if he did, then, of course, he would know that his moth­er didn’t really want his fath­er back. His moth­er spoke again, a thought more fash­ion­ably.

			“No, my Lord, but you see I had re­fused to give him any more money. It took him a long time to be­lieve that, but he did at last—and when he did. …”

			“I see, you had re­fused. But you’ve sent him some since.”

			“My Lord, I wanted him back.”

			“And you thought that would bring him?”

			“I don’t know, my Lord, I ac­ted on my fath­er’s ad­vice.”

			Some­thing in the Judge’s face, in the sound of the pa­pers be­hind him, in the sud­den cross­ing of his uncle’s legs, told Val that she had made just the right an­swer. “Crafty!” he thought; “by Jove, what hum­bug it all is!”

			The Judge was speak­ing:

			“Just one more ques­tion, Mrs. Dartie. Are you still fond of your hus­band?”

			Val’s hands, slack be­hind him, be­came fists. What busi­ness had that Judge to make things hu­man sud­denly? To make his moth­er speak out of her heart, and say what, per­haps, she didn’t know her­self, be­fore all these people! It wasn’t de­cent. His moth­er answered, rather low: “Yes, my Lord.” Val saw the Judge nod. “Wish I could take a cock-shy at your head!” he thought ir­rev­er­ently, as his moth­er came back to her seat be­side him. Wit­nesses to his fath­er’s de­par­ture and con­tin­ued ab­sence fol­lowed—one of their own maids even, which struck Val as par­tic­u­larly beastly; there was more talk­ing, all hum­bug; and then the Judge pro­nounced the de­cree for resti­tu­tion, and they got up to go. Val walked out be­hind his moth­er, chin squared, eye­lids drooped, do­ing his level best to des­pise every­body. His moth­er’s voice in the cor­ridor roused him from an angry trance.

			“You be­haved beau­ti­fully, dear. It was such a com­fort to have you. Your uncle and I are go­ing to lunch.”

			“All right,” said Val; “I shall have time to go and see that fel­low.” And, part­ing from them ab­ruptly, he ran down the stairs and out in­to the air. He bolted in­to a hansom, and drove to the Goat’s Club. His thoughts were on Holly and what he must do be­fore her broth­er showed her this thing in to­mor­row’s pa­per.

			

			When Val had left them Soames and Wini­fred made their way to the Cheshire Cheese. He had sug­ges­ted it as a meet­ing place with Mr. Bellby. At that early hour of noon they would have it to them­selves, and Wini­fred had thought it would be “amus­ing” to see this far-famed hostelry. Hav­ing ordered a light re­past, to the con­sterna­tion of the waiter, they awaited its ar­rival to­geth­er with that of Mr. Bellby, in si­lent re­ac­tion after the hour and a half’s sus­pense on the ten­ter­hooks of pub­li­city. Mr. Bellby entered presently, pre­ceded by his nose, as cheer­ful as they were glum. Well! they had got the de­cree of resti­tu­tion, and what was the mat­ter with that!

			“Quite,” said Soames in a suit­ably low voice, “but we shall have to be­gin again to get evid­ence. He’ll prob­ably try the di­vorce—it will look fishy if it comes out that we knew of mis­con­duct from the start. His ques­tions showed well enough that he doesn’t like this resti­tu­tion dodge.”

			“Pho!” said Mr. Bellby cheer­ily, “he’ll for­get! Why, man, he’ll have tried a hun­dred cases between now and then. Be­sides, he’s bound by pre­ced­ent to give ye your di­vorce, if the evid­ence is sat­is­fact­ory. We won’t let um know that Mrs. Dartie had know­ledge of the facts. Dream­er did it very nicely—he’s got a fath­erly touch about um!”

			Soames nod­ded.

			“And I com­pli­ment ye, Mrs. Dartie,” went on Mr. Bellby; “ye’ve a nat­ur­al gift for giv­ing evid­ence. Steady as a rock.”

			Here the waiter ar­rived with three plates bal­anced on one arm, and the re­mark: “I ’ur­ried up the pud­den, sir. You’ll find plenty o’ lark in it today.”

			Mr. Bellby ap­plauded his fore­thought with a dip of his nose. But Soames and Wini­fred looked with dis­may at their light lunch of gravi­fied brown masses, touch­ing them gingerly with their forks in the hope of dis­tin­guish­ing the bod­ies of the tasty little song-givers. Hav­ing be­gun, how­ever, they found they were hun­gri­er than they thought, and fin­ished the lot, with a glass of port apiece. Con­ver­sa­tion turned on the war. Soames thought Lady­s­mith would fall, and it might last a year. Bellby thought it would be over by the sum­mer. Both agreed that they wanted more men. There was noth­ing for it but com­plete vic­tory, since it was now a ques­tion of prestige. Wini­fred brought things back to more sol­id ground by say­ing that she did not want the di­vorce suit to come on till after the sum­mer hol­i­days had be­gun at Ox­ford, then the boys would have for­got­ten about it be­fore Val had to go up again; the Lon­don sea­son too would be over. The law­yers re­as­sured her, an in­ter­val of six months was ne­ces­sary—after that the earli­er the bet­ter. People were now be­gin­ning to come in, and they par­ted—Soames to the city, Bellby to his cham­bers, Wini­fred in a hansom to Park Lane to let her moth­er know how she had fared. The is­sue had been so sat­is­fact­ory on the whole that it was con­sidered ad­vis­able to tell James, who nev­er failed to say day after day that he didn’t know about Wini­fred’s af­fair, he couldn’t tell. As his sands ran out; the im­port­ance of mundane mat­ters be­came in­creas­ingly grave to him, as if he were feel­ing: “I must make the most of it, and worry well; I shall soon have noth­ing to worry about.”

			He re­ceived the re­port grudgingly. It was a new­fangled way of go­ing about things, and he didn’t know! But he gave Wini­fred a cheque, say­ing:

			“I ex­pect you’ll have a lot of ex­pense. That’s a new hat you’ve got on. Why doesn’t Val come and see us?”

			Wini­fred prom­ised to bring him to din­ner soon. And, go­ing home, she sought her bed­room where she could be alone. Now that her hus­band had been ordered back in­to her cus­tody with a view to put­ting him away from her forever, she would try once more to find out from her sore and lonely heart what she really wanted.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Chal­lenge

			
			The morn­ing had been misty, ver­ging on frost, but the sun came out while Val was jog­ging to­wards the Roe­hamp­ton Gate, whence he would canter on to the usu­al tryst. His spir­its were rising rap­idly. There had been noth­ing so very ter­rible in the morn­ing’s pro­ceed­ings bey­ond the gen­er­al dis­grace of vi­ol­ated pri­vacy. “If we were en­gaged!” he thought, “what hap­pens wouldn’t mat­ter.” He felt, in­deed, like hu­man so­ci­ety, which kicks and clam­ours at the res­ults of mat­ri­mony, and hastens to get mar­ried. And he gal­loped over the winter-dried grass of Rich­mond Park, fear­ing to be late. But again he was alone at the tryst­ing spot, and this second de­fec­tion on the part of Holly up­set him dread­fully. He could not go back without see­ing her today! Emer­ging from the Park, he pro­ceeded to­wards Robin Hill. He could not make up his mind for whom to ask. Sup­pose her fath­er were back, or her sis­ter or broth­er were in! He de­cided to gamble, and ask for them all first, so that if he were in luck and they were not there, it would be quite nat­ur­al in the end to ask for Holly; while if any of them were in—an “ex­cuse for a ride” must be his sav­ing grace.

			“Only Miss Holly is in, sir.”

			“Oh! thanks. Might I take my horse round to the stables? And would you say—her cous­in, Mr. Val Dartie.”

			When he re­turned she was in the hall, very flushed and shy. She led him to the far end, and they sat down on a wide win­dow-seat.

			“I’ve been aw­fully anxious,” said Val in a low voice. “What’s the mat­ter?”

			“Jolly knows about our rid­ing.”

			“Is he in?”

			“No; but I ex­pect he will be soon.”

			“Then—!” cried Val, and diving for­ward, he seized her hand. She tried to with­draw it, failed, gave up the at­tempt, and looked at him wist­fully.

			“First of all,” he said, “I want to tell you some­thing about my fam­ily. My Dad, you know, isn’t al­to­geth­er—I mean, he’s left my moth­er and they’re try­ing to di­vorce him; so they’ve ordered him to come back, you see. You’ll see that in the pa­per to­mor­row.”

			Her eyes deepened in col­our and fear­ful in­terest; her hand squeezed his. But the gam­bler in Val was roused now, and he hur­ried on:

			“Of course there’s noth­ing very much at present, but there will be, I ex­pect, be­fore it’s over; di­vorce suits are beastly, you know. I wanted to tell you, be­cause—be­cause—you ought to know—if—” and he began to stam­mer, gaz­ing at her troubled eyes, “if—if you’re go­ing to be a darling and love me, Holly. I love you—ever so; and I want to be en­gaged.” He had done it in a man­ner so in­ad­equate that he could have punched his own head; and drop­ping on his knees, he tried to get near­er to that soft, troubled face. “You do love me—don’t you? If you don’t I. …” There was a mo­ment of si­lence and sus­pense, so aw­ful that he could hear the sound of a mow­ing-ma­chine far out on the lawn pre­tend­ing there was grass to cut. Then she swayed for­ward; her free hand touched his hair, and he gasped: “Oh, Holly!”

			Her an­swer was very soft: “Oh, Val!”

			He had dreamed of this mo­ment, but al­ways in an im­per­at­ive mood, as the mas­ter­ful young lov­er, and now he felt humble, touched, trembly. He was afraid to stir off his knees lest he should break the spell; lest, if he did, she should shrink and deny her own sur­render—so trem­u­lous was she in his grasp, with her eye­lids closed and his lips near­ing them. Her eyes opened, seemed to swim a little; he pressed his lips to hers. Sud­denly he sprang up; there had been foot­steps, a sort of startled grunt. He looked round. No one! But the long cur­tains which barred off the out­er hall were quiv­er­ing.

			“My God! Who was that?”

			Holly too was on her feet.

			“Jolly, I ex­pect,” she whispered.

			Val clenched fists and res­ol­u­tion.

			“All right!” he said, “I don’t care a bit now we’re en­gaged,” and strid­ing to­wards the cur­tains, he drew them aside. There at the fire­place in the hall stood Jolly, with his back elab­or­ately turned. Val went for­ward. Jolly faced round on him.

			“I beg your par­don for hear­ing,” he said.

			With the best in­ten­tions in the world, Val could not help ad­mir­ing him at that mo­ment; his face was clear, his voice quiet, he looked some­how dis­tin­guished, as if act­ing up to prin­ciple.

			“Well!” Val said ab­ruptly, “it’s noth­ing to you.”

			“Oh!” said Jolly; “you come this way,” and he crossed the hall. Val fol­lowed. At the study door he felt a touch on his arm; Holly’s voice said:

			“I’m com­ing too.”

			“No,” said Jolly.

			“Yes,” said Holly.

			Jolly opened the door, and they all three went in. Once in the little room, they stood in a sort of tri­angle on three corners of the worn Tur­key car­pet; awk­wardly up­right, not look­ing at each oth­er, quite in­cap­able of see­ing any hu­mour in the situ­ation.

			Val broke the si­lence.

			“Holly and I are en­gaged.”

			Jolly stepped back and leaned against the lin­tel of the win­dow.

			“This is our house,” he said; “I’m not go­ing to in­sult you in it. But my fath­er’s away. I’m in charge of my sis­ter. You’ve taken ad­vant­age of me.”

			“I didn’t mean to,” said Val hotly.

			“I think you did,” said Jolly. “If you hadn’t meant to, you’d have spoken to me, or waited for my fath­er to come back.”

			“There were reas­ons,” said Val.

			“What reas­ons?”

			“About my fam­ily—I’ve just told her. I wanted her to know be­fore things hap­pen.”

			Jolly sud­denly be­came less dis­tin­guished.

			“You’re kids,” he said, “and you know you are.”

			“I am not a kid,” said Val.

			“You are—you’re not twenty.”

			“Well, what are you?”

			“I am twenty,” said Jolly.

			“Only just; any­way, I’m as good a man as you.”

			Jolly’s face crim­soned, then clouded. Some struggle was evid­ently tak­ing place in him; and Val and Holly stared at him, so clearly was that struggle marked; they could even hear him breath­ing. Then his face cleared up and be­came oddly res­ol­ute.

			“We’ll see that,” he said. “I dare you to do what I’m go­ing to do.”

			“Dare me?”

			Jolly smiled. “Yes,” he said, “dare you; and I know very well you won’t.”

			A stab of mis­giv­ing shot through Val; this was rid­ing very blind.

			“I haven’t for­got­ten that you’re a fire-eat­er,” said Jolly slowly, “and I think that’s about all you are; or that you called me a pro-Bo­er.”

			Val heard a gasp above the sound of his own hard breath­ing, and saw Holly’s face poked a little for­ward, very pale, with big eyes.

			“Yes,” went on Jolly with a sort of smile, “we shall soon see. I’m go­ing to join the Im­per­i­al Yeo­manry, and I dare you to do the same, Mr. Val Dartie.”

			Val’s head jerked on its stem. It was like a blow between the eyes, so ut­terly un­thought of, so ex­treme and ugly in the midst of his dream­ing; and he looked at Holly with eyes grown sud­denly, touch­ingly hag­gard.

			“Sit down!” said Jolly. “Take your time! Think it over well.” And he him­self sat down on the arm of his grand­fath­er’s chair.

			Val did not sit down; he stood with hands thrust deep in­to his breeches’ pock­ets—hands clenched and quiv­er­ing. The full aw­ful­ness of this de­cision one way or the oth­er knocked at his mind with double knocks as of an angry post­man. If he did not take that “dare” he was dis­graced in Holly’s eyes, and in the eyes of that young en­emy, her brute of a broth­er. Yet if he took it, ah! then all would van­ish—her face, her eyes, her hair, her kisses just be­gun!

			“Take your time,” said Jolly again; “I don’t want to be un­fair.”

			And they both looked at Holly. She had re­coiled against the book­shelves reach­ing to the ceil­ing; her dark head leaned against Gib­bon’s Ro­man Em­pire, her eyes in a sort of soft grey agony were fixed on Val. And he, who had not much gift of in­sight, had sud­denly a gleam of vis­ion. She would be proud of her broth­er—that en­emy! She would be ashamed of him! His hands came out of his pock­ets as if lif­ted by a spring.

			“All right!” he said. “Done!”

			Holly’s face—oh! it was queer! He saw her flush, start for­ward. He had done the right thing—her face was shin­ing with wist­ful ad­mir­a­tion. Jolly stood up and made a little bow as who should say: “You’ve passed.”

			“To­mor­row, then,” he said, “we’ll go to­geth­er.”

			Re­cov­er­ing from the im­petus which had car­ried him to that de­cision, Val looked at him ma­li­ciously from un­der his lashes. “All right,” he thought, “one to you. I shall have to join—but I’ll get back on you some­how.” And he said with dig­nity: “I shall be ready.”

			“We’ll meet at the main Re­cruit­ing Of­fice, then,” said Jolly, “at twelve o’clock.” And, open­ing the win­dow, he went out on to the ter­race, con­form­ing to the creed which had made him re­tire when he sur­prised them in the hall.

			The con­fu­sion in the mind of Val thus left alone with her for whom he had paid this sud­den price was ex­treme. The mood of “show­ing-off” was still, how­ever, up­per­most. One must do the wretched thing with an air.

			“We shall get plenty of rid­ing and shoot­ing, any­way,” he said; “that’s one com­fort.” And it gave him a sort of grim pleas­ure to hear the sigh which seemed to come from the bot­tom of her heart.

			“Oh! the war’ll soon be over,” he said; “per­haps we shan’t even have to go out. I don’t care, ex­cept for you.” He would be out of the way of that beastly di­vorce. It was an ill-wind! He felt her warm hand slip in­to his. Jolly thought he had stopped their lov­ing each oth­er, did he? He held her tightly round the waist, look­ing at her softly through his lashes, smil­ing to cheer her up, prom­ising to come down and see her soon, feel­ing some­how six inches taller and much more in com­mand of her than he had ever dared feel be­fore. Many times he kissed her be­fore he moun­ted and rode back to town. So, swiftly, on the least pro­voca­tion, does the pos­sess­ive in­stinct flour­ish and grow.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Din­ner at James’

			
			Din­ner parties were not now giv­en at James’ in Park Lane—to every house the mo­ment comes when Mas­ter or Mis­tress is no longer “up to it”; no more can nine courses be served to twenty mouths above twenty fine white ex­panses; nor does the house­hold cat any longer won­der why she is sud­denly shut up.

			So with some­thing like ex­cite­ment Emily—who at sev­enty would still have liked a little feast and fash­ion now and then—ordered din­ner for six in­stead of two, her­self wrote a num­ber of for­eign words on cards, and ar­ranged the flowers—mimosa from the Rivi­era, and white Ro­man hy­acinths not from Rome. There would only be, of course, James and her­self, Soames, Wini­fred, Val, and Imo­gen—but she liked to pre­tend a little and dally in ima­gin­a­tion with the glory of the past. She so dressed her­self that James re­marked:

			“What are you put­ting on that thing for? You’ll catch cold.”

			But Emily knew that the necks of wo­men are pro­tec­ted by love of shin­ing, un­to fourscore years, and she only answered:

			“Let me put you on one of those dick­ies I got you, James; then you’ll only have to change your trousers, and put on your vel­vet coat, and there you’ll be. Val likes you to look nice.”

			“Dicky!” said James. “You’re al­ways wast­ing your money on some­thing.”

			But he suffered the change to be made till his neck also shone, mur­mur­ing vaguely:

			“He’s an ex­tra­vag­ant chap, I’m afraid.”

			A little bright­er in the eye, with rather more col­our than usu­al in his cheeks, he took his seat in the draw­ing-room to wait for the sound of the front-door bell.

			“I’ve made it a prop­er din­ner party,” Emily said com­fort­ably; “I thought it would be good prac­tice for Imo­gen—she must get used to it now she’s com­ing out.”

			James uttered an in­de­term­in­ate sound, think­ing of Imo­gen as she used to climb about his knee or pull Christ­mas crack­ers with him.

			“She’ll be pretty,” he muttered, “I shouldn’t won­der.”

			“She is pretty,” said Emily; “she ought to make a good match.”

			“There you go,” mur­mured James; “she’d much bet­ter stay at home and look after her moth­er.” A second Dartie car­ry­ing off his pretty grand­daugh­ter would fin­ish him! He had nev­er quite for­giv­en Emily for hav­ing been as much taken in by Montague Dartie as he him­self had been.

			“Where’s Warm­son?” he said sud­denly. “I should like a glass of Madeira to­night.”

			“There’s cham­pagne, James.”

			James shook his head. “No body,” he said; “I can’t get any good out of it.”

			Emily reached for­ward on her side of the fire and rang the bell.

			“Your mas­ter would like a bottle of Madeira opened, Warm­son.”

			“No, no!” said James, the tips of his ears quiv­er­ing with vehe­mence, and his eyes fixed on an ob­ject seen by him alone. “Look here, Warm­son, you go to the in­ner cel­lar, and on the middle shelf of the end bin on the left you’ll see sev­en bottles; take the one in the centre, and don’t shake it. It’s the last of the Madeira I had from Mr. Joly­on when we came in here—nev­er been moved; it ought to be in prime con­di­tion still; but I don’t know, I can’t tell.”

			“Very good, sir,” re­spon­ded the with­draw­ing Warm­son.

			“I was keep­ing it for our golden wed­ding,” said James sud­denly, “but I shan’t live three years at my age.”

			“Non­sense, James,” said Emily, “don’t talk like that.”

			“I ought to have got it up my­self,” mur­mured James, “he’ll shake it as likely as not.” And he sank in­to si­lent re­col­lec­tion of long mo­ments among the open gas-jets, the cob­webs and the good smell of wine-soaked corks, which had been ap­pet­iser to so many feasts. In the wine from that cel­lar was writ­ten the his­tory of the forty odd years since he had come to the Park Lane house with his young bride, and of the many gen­er­a­tions of friends and ac­quaint­ances who had passed in­to the un­known; its de­pleted bins pre­served the re­cord of fam­ily fest­iv­ity—all the mar­riages, births, deaths of his kith and kin. And when he was gone there it would be, and he didn’t know what would be­come of it. It’d be drunk or spoiled, he shouldn’t won­der!

			From that deep rev­er­ie the en­trance of his son dragged him, fol­lowed very soon by that of Wini­fred and her two eld­est.

			They went down arm-in-arm—James with Imo­gen, the de­butante, be­cause his pretty grand­child cheered him; Soames with Wini­fred; Emily with Val, whose eyes light­ing on the oysters brightened. This was to be a prop­er full “blo­wout” with fizz and port! And he felt in need of it, after what he had done that day, as yet un­di­vulged. After the first glass or two it be­came pleas­ant to have this bomb­shell up his sleeve, this piece of sen­sa­tion­al pat­ri­ot­ism, or ex­ample, rather, of per­son­al dar­ing, to dis­play—for his pleas­ure in what he had done for his Queen and Coun­try was so far en­tirely per­son­al. He was now a “blood,” in­dis­sol­ubly con­nec­ted with guns and horses; he had a right to swag­ger—not, of course, that he was go­ing to. He should just an­nounce it quietly, when there was a pause. And, glan­cing down the menu, he de­term­ined on Bombe aux fraises as the prop­er mo­ment; there would be a cer­tain solem­nity while they were eat­ing that. Once or twice be­fore they reached that rosy sum­mit of the din­ner he was at­tacked by re­mem­brance that his grand­fath­er was nev­er told any­thing! Still, the old boy was drink­ing Madeira, and look­ing jolly fit! Be­sides, he ought to be pleased at this set-off to the dis­grace of the di­vorce. The sight of his uncle op­pos­ite, too, was a sharp in­cent­ive. He was so far from be­ing a sports­man that it would be worth a lot to see his face. Be­sides, bet­ter to tell his moth­er in this way than privately, which might up­set them both! He was sorry for her, but after all one couldn’t be ex­pec­ted to feel much for oth­ers when one had to part from Holly.

			His grand­fath­er’s voice trav­elled to him thinly. “Val, try a little of the Madeira with your ice. You won’t get that up at col­lege.”

			Val watched the slow li­quid filling his glass, the es­sen­tial oil of the old wine glaz­ing the sur­face; in­haled its aroma, and thought: “Now for it!” It was a rich mo­ment. He sipped, and a gentle glow spread in his veins, already heated. With a rap­id look round, he said, “I joined the Im­per­i­al Yeo­manry today, Granny,” and emp­tied his glass as though drink­ing the health of his own act.

			“What!” It was his moth­er’s des­ol­ate little word.

			“Young Jolly For­syte and I went down there to­geth­er.”

			“You didn’t sign?” from Uncle Soames.

			“Rather! We go in­to camp on Monday.”

			“I say!” cried Imo­gen.

			All looked at James. He was lean­ing for­ward with his hand be­hind his ear.

			“What’s that?” he said. “What’s he say­ing? I can’t hear.”

			Emily reached for­ward to pat Val’s hand.

			“It’s only that Val has joined the Yeo­manry, James; it’s very nice for him. He’ll look his best in uni­form.”

			“Joined the—rub­bish!” came from James, trem­u­lously loud. “You can’t see two yards be­fore your nose. He—he’ll have to go out there. Why! he’ll be fight­ing be­fore he knows where he is.”

			Val saw Imo­gen’s eyes ad­mir­ing him, and his moth­er still and fash­ion­able with her handker­chief be­fore her lips.

			Sud­denly his uncle spoke.

			“You’re un­der age.”

			“I thought of that,” smiled Val; “I gave my age as twenty-one.”

			He heard his grand­moth­er’s ad­mir­ing, “Well, Val, that was plucky of you;” was con­scious of Warm­son de­fer­en­tially filling his cham­pagne glass; and of his grand­fath­er’s voice moan­ing: “I don’t know what’ll be­come of you if you go on like this.”

			Imo­gen was pat­ting his shoulder, his uncle look­ing at him side­long; only his moth­er sat un­mov­ing, till, af­fected by her still­ness, Val said:

			“It’s all right, you know; we shall soon have them on the run. I only hope I shall come in for some­thing.”

			He felt elated, sorry, tre­mend­ously im­port­ant all at once. This would show Uncle Soames, and all the For­sytes, how to be sports­men. He had cer­tainly done some­thing hero­ic and ex­cep­tion­al in giv­ing his age as twenty-one.

			Emily’s voice brought him back to earth.

			“You mustn’t have a second glass, James. Warm­son!”

			“Won’t they be as­ton­ished at Timothy’s!” burst out Imo­gen. “I’d give any­thing to see their faces. Do you have a sword, Val, or only a pop­gun?”

			“What made you?”

			His uncle’s voice pro­duced a slight chill in the pit of Val’s stom­ach. Made him? How an­swer that? He was grate­ful for his grand­moth­er’s com­fort­able:

			“Well, I think it’s very plucky of Val. I’m sure he’ll make a splen­did sol­dier; he’s just the fig­ure for it. We shall all be proud of him.”

			“What had young Jolly For­syte to do with it? Why did you go to­geth­er?” pur­sued Soames, un­can­nily re­lent­less. “I thought you wer­en’t friendly with him?”

			“I’m not,” mumbled Val, “but I wasn’t go­ing to be beaten by him.” He saw his uncle look at him quite dif­fer­ently, as if ap­prov­ing. His grand­fath­er was nod­ding too, his grand­moth­er toss­ing her head. They all ap­proved of his not be­ing beaten by that cous­in of his. There must be a reas­on! Val was dimly con­scious of some dis­turb­ing point out­side his range of vis­ion; as it might be, the un­located centre of a cyc­lone. And, star­ing at his uncle’s face, he had a quite un­ac­count­able vis­ion of a wo­man with dark eyes, gold hair, and a white neck, who smelt nice, and had pretty silken clothes which he had liked feel­ing when he was quite small. By Jove, yes! Aunt Irene! She used to kiss him, and he had bit­ten her arm once, play­fully, be­cause he liked it—so soft. His grand­fath­er was speak­ing:

			“What’s his fath­er do­ing?”

			“He’s away in Par­is,” Val said, star­ing at the very queer ex­pres­sion on his uncle’s face, like—like that of a snarling dog.

			“Artists!” said James. The word com­ing from the very bot­tom of his soul, broke up the din­ner.

			Op­pos­ite his moth­er in the cab go­ing home, Val tasted the after-fruits of hero­ism, like med­lars over­ripe.

			She only said, in­deed, that he must go to his tail­or’s at once and have his uni­form prop­erly made, and not just put up with what they gave him. But he could feel that she was very much up­set. It was on his lips to con­sole her with the spoken thought that he would be out of the way of that beastly di­vorce, but the pres­ence of Imo­gen, and the know­ledge that his moth­er would not be out of the way, re­strained him. He felt ag­grieved that she did not seem more proud of him. When Imo­gen had gone to bed, he risked the emo­tion­al.

			“I’m aw­fully sorry to have to leave you, Moth­er.”

			“Well, I must make the best of it. We must try and get you a com­mis­sion as soon as we can; then you won’t have to rough it so. Do you know any drill, Val?”

			“Not a scrap.”

			“I hope they won’t worry you much. I must take you about to get the things to­mor­row. Good night; kiss me.”

			With that kiss, soft and hot, between his eyes, and those words, “I hope they won’t worry you much,” in his ears, he sat down to a ci­gar­ette, be­fore a dy­ing fire. The heat was out of him—the glow of cut­ting a dash. It was all a damned heart-aching bore. “I’ll be even with that chap Jolly,” he thought, trail­ing up the stairs, past the room where his moth­er was bit­ing her pil­low to smoth­er a sense of des­ol­a­tion which was try­ing to make her sob.

			And soon only one of the diners at James’ was awake—Soames, in his bed­room above his fath­er’s.

			So that fel­low Joly­on was in Par­is—what was he do­ing there? Hanging round Irene! The last re­port from Pol­teed had hin­ted that there might be some­thing soon. Could it be this? That fel­low, with his beard and his cursed amused way of speak­ing—son of the old man who had giv­en him the nick­name “Man of Prop­erty,” and bought the fatal house from him. Soames had ever re­sen­ted hav­ing had to sell the house at Robin Hill; nev­er for­giv­en his uncle for hav­ing bought it, or his cous­in for liv­ing in it.

			Reck­less of the cold, he threw his win­dow up and gazed out across the Park. Bleak and dark the Janu­ary night; little sound of traffic; a frost com­ing; bare trees; a star or two. “I’ll see Pol­teed to­mor­row,” he thought. “By God! I’m mad, I think, to want her still. That fel­low! If—? Um! No!”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Death of the Dog Balthas­ar

			
			Joly­on, who had crossed from Cal­ais by night, ar­rived at Robin Hill on Sunday morn­ing. He had sent no word be­fore­hand, so walked up from the sta­tion, en­ter­ing his do­main by the cop­pice gate. Com­ing to the log seat fash­ioned out of an old fallen trunk, he sat down, first lay­ing his over­coat on it.

			“Lum­bago!” he thought; “that’s what love ends in at my time of life!” And sud­denly Irene seemed very near, just as she had been that day of ram­bling at Fon­tainebleau when they had sat on a log to eat their lunch. Haunt­ingly near! Odour drawn out of fallen leaves by the pale-fil­ter­ing sun­light soaked his nos­trils. “I’m glad it isn’t spring,” he thought. With the scent of sap, and the song of birds, and the burst­ing of the blos­soms, it would have been un­bear­able! “I hope I shall be over it by then, old fool that I am!” and pick­ing up his coat, he walked on in­to the field. He passed the pond and moun­ted the hill slowly.

			Near the top a hoarse bark­ing greeted him. Up on the lawn above the fern­ery he could see his old dog Balthas­ar. The an­im­al, whose dim eyes took his mas­ter for a stranger, was warn­ing the world against him. Joly­on gave his spe­cial whistle. Even at that dis­tance of a hun­dred yards and more he could see the dawn­ing re­cog­ni­tion in the obese brown-white body. The old dog got off his haunches, and his tail, close-curled over his back, began a feeble, ex­cited flut­ter­ing; he came wad­dling for­ward, gathered mo­mentum, and dis­ap­peared over the edge of the fern­ery. Joly­on ex­pec­ted to meet him at the wick­et gate, but Balthas­ar was not there, and, rather alarmed, he turned in­to the fern­ery. On his fat side, look­ing up with eyes already glaz­ing, the old dog lay.

			“What is it, my poor old man?” cried Joly­on. Balthas­ar’s curled and fluffy tail just moved; his film­ing eyes seemed say­ing: “I can’t get up, mas­ter, but I’m glad to see you.”

			Joly­on knelt down; his eyes, very dimmed, could hardly see the slowly ceas­ing heave of the dog’s side. He raised the head a little—very heavy.

			“What is it, dear man? Where are you hurt?” The tail fluttered once; the eyes lost the look of life. Joly­on passed his hands all over the in­ert warm bulk. There was noth­ing—the heart had simply failed in that obese body from the emo­tion of his mas­ter’s re­turn. Joly­on could feel the muzzle, where a few whit­ish bristles grew, cool­ing already against his lips. He stayed for some minutes kneel­ing; with his hand be­neath the stiff­en­ing head. The body was very heavy when he bore it to the top of the field; leaves had drif­ted there, and he strewed it with a cov­er­ing of them; there was no wind, and they would keep him from curi­ous eyes un­til the af­ter­noon. “I’ll bury him my­self,” he thought. Eight­een years had gone since he first went in­to the St. John’s Wood house with that tiny puppy in his pock­et. Strange that the old dog should die just now! Was it an omen? He turned at the gate to look back at that rus­set mound, then went slowly to­wards the house, very choky in the throat.

			June was at home; she had come down hot­foot on hear­ing the news of Jolly’s en­list­ment. His pat­ri­ot­ism had conquered her feel­ing for the Bo­ers. The at­mo­sphere of his house was strange and pock­etty when Joly­on came in and told them of the dog Balthas­ar’s death. The news had a uni­fy­ing ef­fect. A link with the past had snapped—the dog Balthas­ar! Two of them could re­mem­ber noth­ing be­fore his day; to June he rep­res­en­ted the last years of her grand­fath­er; to Joly­on that life of do­mest­ic stress and aes­thet­ic struggle be­fore he came again in­to the king­dom of his fath­er’s love and wealth! And he was gone!

			In the af­ter­noon he and Jolly took picks and spades and went out to the field. They chose a spot close to the rus­set mound, so that they need not carry him far, and, care­fully cut­ting off the sur­face turf, began to dig. They dug in si­lence for ten minutes, and then res­ted.

			“Well, old man,” said Joly­on, “so you thought you ought?”

			“Yes,” answered Jolly; “I don’t want to a bit, of course.”

			How ex­actly those words rep­res­en­ted Joly­on’s own state of mind!

			“I ad­mire you for it, old boy. I don’t be­lieve I should have done it at your age—too much of a For­syte, I’m afraid. But I sup­pose the type gets thin­ner with each gen­er­a­tion. Your son, if you have one, may be a pure al­tru­ist; who knows?”

			“He won’t be like me, then, Dad; I’m beastly selfish.”

			“No, my dear, that you clearly are not.” Jolly shook his head, and they dug again.

			“Strange life a dog’s,” said Joly­on sud­denly: “The only four-foot­er with rudi­ments of al­tru­ism and a sense of God!”

			Jolly looked at his fath­er.

			“Do you be­lieve in God, Dad? I’ve nev­er known.”

			At so search­ing a ques­tion from one to whom it was im­possible to make a light reply, Joly­on stood for a mo­ment feel­ing his back tried by the dig­ging.

			“What do you mean by God?” he said; “there are two ir­re­con­cil­able ideas of God. There’s the Un­know­able Cre­at­ive Prin­ciple—one be­lieves in That. And there’s the Sum of al­tru­ism in man—nat­ur­ally one be­lieves in That.”

			“I see. That leaves out Christ, doesn’t it?”

			Joly­on stared. Christ, the link between those two ideas! Out of the mouth of babes! Here was or­tho­doxy sci­en­tific­ally ex­plained at last! The sub­lime poem of the Christ life was man’s at­tempt to join those two ir­re­con­cil­able con­cep­tions of God. And since the Sum of hu­man al­tru­ism was as much a part of the Un­know­able Cre­at­ive Prin­ciple as any­thing else in Nature and the Uni­verse, a worse link might have been chosen after all! Funny—how one went through life without see­ing it in that sort of way!

			“What do you think, old man?” he said.

			Jolly frowned. “Of course, my first year we talked a good bit about that sort of thing. But in the second year one gives it up; I don’t know why—it’s aw­fully in­ter­est­ing.”

			Joly­on re­membered that he also had talked a good deal about it his first year at Cam­bridge, and giv­en it up in his second.

			“I sup­pose,” said Jolly, “it’s the second God, you mean, that old Balthas­ar had a sense of.”

			“Yes, or he would nev­er have burst his poor old heart be­cause of some­thing out­side him­self.”

			“But wasn’t that just selfish emo­tion, really?”

			Joly­on shook his head. “No, dogs are not pure For­sytes, they love some­thing out­side them­selves.”

			Jolly smiled.

			“Well, I think I’m one,” he said. “You know, I only en­lis­ted be­cause I dared Val Dartie to.”

			“But why?”

			“We bar each oth­er,” said Jolly shortly.

			“Ah!” muttered Joly­on. So the feud went on, un­to the third gen­er­a­tion—this mod­ern feud which had no overt ex­pres­sion?

			“Shall I tell the boy about it?” he thought. But to what end—if he had to stop short of his own part?

			And Jolly thought: “It’s for Holly to let him know about that chap. If she doesn’t, it means she doesn’t want him told, and I should be sneak­ing. Any­way, I’ve stopped it. I’d bet­ter leave well alone!”

			So they dug on in si­lence, till Joly­on said:

			“Now, old man, I think it’s big enough.” And, rest­ing on their spades, they gazed down in­to the hole where a few leaves had drif­ted already on a sun­set wind.

			“I can’t bear this part of it,” said Joly­on sud­denly.

			“Let me do it, Dad. He nev­er cared much for me.”

			Joly­on shook his head.

			“We’ll lift him very gently, leaves and all. I’d rather not see him again. I’ll take his head. Now!”

			With ex­treme care they raised the old dog’s body, whose faded tan and white showed here and there un­der the leaves stirred by the wind. They laid it, heavy, cold, and un­re­spons­ive, in the grave, and Jolly spread more leaves over it, while Joly­on, deeply afraid to show emo­tion be­fore his son, began quickly shov­el­ling the earth on to that still shape. There went the past! If only there were a joy­ful fu­ture to look for­ward to! It was like stamp­ing down earth on one’s own life. They re­placed the turf care­fully on the smooth little mound, and, grate­ful that they had spared each oth­er’s feel­ings, re­turned to the house arm-in-arm.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Timothy Stays the Rot

			
			On For­syte ’Change news of the en­list­ment spread fast, to­geth­er with the re­port that June, not to be out­done, was go­ing to be­come a Red Cross nurse. These events were so ex­treme, so sub­vers­ive of pure For­syteism, as to have a bind­ing ef­fect upon the fam­ily, and Timothy’s was thronged next Sunday af­ter­noon by mem­bers try­ing to find out what they thought about it all, and ex­change with each oth­er a sense of fam­ily cred­it. Giles and Jesse Hay­man would no longer de­fend the coast but go to South Africa quite soon; Jolly and Val would be fol­low­ing in April; as to June—well, you nev­er knew what she would really do.

			The re­tire­ment from Spi­on Kop and the ab­sence of any good news from the seat of war im­par­ted an air of real­ity to all this, clinched in start­ling fash­ion by Timothy. The young­est of the old For­sytes—scarcely eighty, in fact pop­ularly sup­posed to re­semble their fath­er, Su­per­i­or Dos­set, even in his best-known char­ac­ter­ist­ic of drink­ing sherry—had been in­vis­ible for so many years that he was al­most myth­ic­al. A long gen­er­a­tion had elapsed since the risks of a pub­lish­er’s busi­ness had worked on his nerves at the age of forty, so that he had got out with a mere thirty-five thou­sand pounds in the world, and star­ted to make his liv­ing by care­ful in­vest­ment. Put­ting by every year, at com­pound in­terest, he had doubled his cap­it­al in forty years without hav­ing once known what it was like to shake in his shoes over money mat­ters. He was now put­ting aside some two thou­sand a year, and, with the care he was tak­ing of him­self, ex­pec­ted, so Aunt Hester said, to double his cap­it­al again be­fore he died. What he would do with it then, with his sis­ters dead and him­self dead, was of­ten mock­ingly quer­ied by free spir­its such as Francie, Eu­phemia, or young Nich­olas’ second, Chris­toph­er, whose spir­it was so free that he had ac­tu­ally said he was go­ing on the stage. All ad­mit­ted, how­ever, that this was best known to Timothy him­self, and pos­sibly to Soames, who nev­er di­vulged a secret.

			Those few For­sytes who had seen him re­por­ted a man of thick and ro­bust ap­pear­ance, not very tall, with a brown-red com­plex­ion, grey hair, and little of the re­fine­ment of fea­ture with which most of the For­sytes had been en­dowed by Su­per­i­or Dos­set’s wife, a wo­man of some beauty and a gentle tem­pera­ment. It was known that he had taken sur­pris­ing in­terest in the war, stick­ing flags in­to a map ever since it began, and there was un­eas­i­ness as to what would hap­pen if the Eng­lish were driv­en in­to the sea, when it would be al­most im­possible for him to put the flags in the right places. As to his know­ledge of fam­ily move­ments or his views about them, little was known, save that Aunt Hester was al­ways de­clar­ing that he was very up­set. It was, then, in the nature of a portent when For­sytes, ar­riv­ing on the Sunday after the evac­u­ation of Spi­on Kop, be­came con­scious, one after the oth­er, of a pres­ence seated in the only really com­fort­able arm­chair, back to the light, con­ceal­ing the lower part of his face with a large hand, and were greeted by the awed voice of Aunt Hester:

			“Your Uncle Timothy, my dear.”

			Timothy’s greet­ing to them all was some­what identic­al; and rather, as it were, passed over by him than ex­pressed:

			“How de do? How de do? ’Xcuse me get­tin’ up!”

			Francie was present, and Eu­stace had come in his car; Wini­fred had brought Imo­gen, break­ing the ice of the resti­tu­tion pro­ceed­ings with the warmth of fam­ily ap­pre­ci­ation at Val’s en­list­ment; and Mari­an Tweety­man with the last news of Giles and Jesse. These with Aunt Ju­ley and Hester, young Nich­olas, Eu­phemia, and—of all people!—George, who had come with Eu­stace in the car, con­sti­tuted an as­sembly worthy of the fam­ily’s palmi­est days. There was not one chair va­cant in the whole of the little draw­ing-room, and anxi­ety was felt lest someone else should ar­rive.

			The con­straint caused by Timothy’s pres­ence hav­ing worn off a little, con­ver­sa­tion took a mil­it­ary turn. George asked Aunt Ju­ley when she was go­ing out with the Red Cross, al­most re­du­cing her to a state of gaiety; where­on he turned to Nich­olas and said:

			“Young Nick’s a war­ri­or bold, isn’t he? When’s he go­ing to don the wild khaki?”

			Young Nich­olas, smil­ing with a sort of sweet de­prec­a­tion, in­tim­ated that of course his moth­er was very anxious.

			“The Dromi­os are off, I hear,” said George, turn­ing to Mari­an Tweety­man; “we shall all be there soon. En av­ant, the For­sytes! Roll, bowl, or pitch! Who’s for a cool­er?”

			Aunt Ju­ley gurgled, George was so droll! Should Hester get Timothy’s map? Then he could show them all where they were.

			At a sound from Timothy, in­ter­preted as as­sent, Aunt Hester left the room.

			George pur­sued his im­age of the For­syte ad­vance, ad­dress­ing Timothy as Field Mar­shal; and Imo­gen, whom he had noted at once for “a pretty filly,”—as Vivan­diere; and hold­ing his top hat between his knees, he began to beat it with ima­gin­ary drum­sticks. The re­cep­tion ac­cor­ded to his fantasy was mixed. All laughed—George was li­censed; but all felt that the fam­ily was be­ing “rot­ted”; and this seemed to them un­nat­ur­al, now that it was go­ing to give five of its mem­bers to the ser­vice of the Queen. George might go too far; and there was re­lief when he got up, offered his arm to Aunt Ju­ley, marched up to Timothy, sa­luted him, kissed his aunt with mock pas­sion, said, “Oh! what a treat, dear papa! Come on, Eu­stace!” and walked out, fol­lowed by the grave and fas­ti­di­ous Eu­stace, who had nev­er smiled.

			Aunt Ju­ley’s be­wildered, “Fancy not wait­ing for the map! You mustn’t mind him, Timothy. He’s so droll!” broke the hush, and Timothy re­moved the hand from his mouth.

			“I don’t know what things are com­in’ to,” he was heard to say. “What’s all this about goin’ out there? That’s not the way to beat those Bo­ers.”

			Francie alone had the hardi­hood to ob­serve: “What is, then, Uncle Timothy?”

			“All this new­fangled vo­lun­teer­in’ and ex­pense—let­tin’ money out of the coun­try.”

			Just then Aunt Hester brought in the map, hand­ling it like a baby with erup­tions. With the as­sist­ance of Eu­phemia it was laid on the pi­ano, a small Col­wood grand, last played on, it was be­lieved, the sum­mer be­fore Aunt Ann died, thir­teen years ago. Timothy rose. He walked over to the pi­ano, and stood look­ing at his map while they all gathered round.

			“There you are,” he said; “that’s the po­s­i­tion up to date; and very poor it is. H’m!”

			“Yes,” said Francie, greatly dar­ing, “but how are you go­ing to al­ter it, Uncle Timothy, without more men?”

			“Men!” said Timothy; “you don’t want men—wastin’ the coun­try’s money. You want a Na­po­leon, he’d settle it in a month.”

			“But if you haven’t got him, Uncle Timothy?”

			“That’s their busi­ness,” replied Timothy. “What have we kept the Army up for—to eat their heads off in time of peace! They ought to be ashamed of them­selves, com­in’ on the coun­try to help them like this! Let every man stick to his busi­ness, and we shall get on.”

			And look­ing round him, he ad­ded al­most an­grily:

			“Vo­lun­teer­in’, in­deed! Throw­in’ good money after bad! We must save! Con­serve en­ergy that’s the only way.” And with a pro­longed sound, not quite a sniff and not quite a snort, he trod on Eu­phemia’s toe, and went out, leav­ing a sen­sa­tion and a faint scent of bar­ley-sug­ar be­hind him.

			The ef­fect of some­thing said with con­vic­tion by one who has evid­ently made a sac­ri­fice to say it is ever con­sid­er­able. And the eight For­sytes left be­hind, all wo­men ex­cept young Nich­olas, were si­lent for a mo­ment round the map. Then Francie said:

			“Really, I think he’s right, you know. After all, what is the Army for? They ought to have known. It’s only en­cour­aging them.”

			“My dear!” cried Aunt Ju­ley, “but they’ve been so pro­gress­ive. Think of their giv­ing up their scar­let. They were al­ways so proud of it. And now they all look like con­victs. Hester and I were say­ing only yes­ter­day we were sure they must feel it very much. Fancy what the Iron Duke would have said!”

			“The new col­our’s very smart,” said Wini­fred; “Val looks quite nice in his.”

			Aunt Ju­ley sighed.

			“I do so won­der what Joly­on’s boy is like. To think we’ve nev­er seen him! His fath­er must be so proud of him.”

			“His fath­er’s in Par­is,” said Wini­fred.

			Aunt Hester’s shoulder was seen to mount sud­denly, as if to ward off her sis­ter’s next re­mark, for Ju­ley’s crumpled cheeks had gushed.

			“We had dear little Mrs. MacAnder here yes­ter­day, just back from Par­is. And whom d’you think she saw there in the street? You’ll nev­er guess.”

			“We shan’t try, Auntie,” said Eu­phemia.

			“Irene! Ima­gine! After all this time; walk­ing with a fair beard. …”

			“Auntie! you’ll kill me! A fair beard. …”

			“I was go­ing to say,” said Aunt Ju­ley severely, “a fair-bearded gen­tle­man. And not a day older; she was al­ways so pretty,” she ad­ded, with a sort of linger­ing apo­logy.

			“Oh! tell us about her, Auntie,” cried Imo­gen; “I can just re­mem­ber her. She’s the skel­et­on in the fam­ily cup­board, isn’t she? And they’re such fun.”

			Aunt Hester sat down. Really, Ju­ley had done it now!

			“She wasn’t much of a skel­et­on as I re­mem­ber her,” mur­mured Eu­phemia, “ex­tremely well-covered.”

			“My dear!” said Aunt Ju­ley, “what a pe­cu­li­ar way of put­ting it—not very nice.”

			“No, but what was she like?” per­sisted Imo­gen.

			“I’ll tell you, my child,” said Francie; “a kind of mod­ern Venus, very well-dressed.”

			Eu­phemia said sharply: “Venus was nev­er dressed, and she had blue eyes of melt­ing sap­phire.”

			At this junc­ture Nich­olas took his leave.

			“Mrs. Nick is aw­fully strict,” said Francie with a laugh.

			“She has six chil­dren,” said Aunt Ju­ley; “it’s very prop­er she should be care­ful.”

			“Was Uncle Soames aw­fully fond of her?” pur­sued the in­ex­or­able Imo­gen, mov­ing her dark lus­cious eyes from face to face.

			Aunt Hester made a ges­ture of des­pair, just as Aunt Ju­ley answered:

			“Yes, your Uncle Soames was very much at­tached to her.”

			“I sup­pose she ran off with someone?”

			“No, cer­tainly not; that is—not pre­cisely.”

			“What did she do, then, Auntie?”

			“Come along, Imo­gen,” said Wini­fred, “we must be get­ting back.”

			But Aunt Ju­ley in­ter­jec­ted res­ol­utely: “She—she didn’t be­have at all well.”

			“Oh, both­er!” cried Imo­gen; “that’s as far as I ever get.”

			“Well, my dear,” said Francie, “she had a love af­fair which ended with the young man’s death; and then she left your uncle. I al­ways rather liked her.”

			“She used to give me chocol­ates,” mur­mured Imo­gen, “and smell nice.”

			“Of course!” re­marked Eu­phemia.

			“Not of course at all!” replied Francie, who used a par­tic­u­larly ex­pens­ive es­sence of gilly­flower her­self.

			“I can’t think what we are about,” said Aunt Ju­ley, rais­ing her hands, “talk­ing of such things!”

			“Was she di­vorced?” asked Imo­gen from the door.

			“Cer­tainly not,” cried Aunt Ju­ley; “that is—cer­tainly not.”

			A sound was heard over by the far door. Timothy had re-entered the back draw­ing-room. “I’ve come for my map,” he said. “Who’s been di­vorced?”

			“No one, Uncle,” replied Francie with per­fect truth.

			Timothy took his map off the pi­ano.

			“Don’t let’s have any­thing of that sort in the fam­ily,” he said. “All this en­listin’s bad enough. The coun­try’s breakin’ up; I don’t know what we’re com­in’ to.” He shook a thick fin­ger at the room: “Too many wo­men nowadays, and they don’t know what they want.”

			So say­ing, he grasped the map firmly with both hands, and went out as if afraid of be­ing answered.

			The sev­en wo­men whom he had ad­dressed broke in­to a sub­dued mur­mur, out of which emerged Francie’s, “Really, the For­sytes—!” and Aunt Ju­ley’s: “He must have his feet in mus­tard and hot wa­ter to­night, Hester; will you tell Jane? The blood has gone to his head again, I’m afraid. …”

			That even­ing, when she and Hester were sit­ting alone after din­ner, she dropped a stitch in her crochet, and looked up:

			“Hester, I can’t think where I’ve heard that dear Soames wants Irene to come back to him again. Who was it told us that George had made a funny draw­ing of him with the words, ‘He won’t be happy till he gets it.’ ”

			“Eu­stace,” answered Aunt Hester from be­hind the Times; “he had it in his pock­et, but he wouldn’t show it us.”

			Aunt Ju­ley was si­lent, ru­min­at­ing. The clock ticked, the Times crackled, the fire sent forth its rust­ling purr. Aunt Ju­ley dropped an­oth­er stitch.

			“Hester,” she said, “I have had such a dread­ful thought.”

			“Then don’t tell me,” said Aunt Hester quickly.

			“Oh! but I must. You can’t think how dread­ful!” Her voice sank to a whis­per:

			“Joly­on—Joly­on, they say, has a—has a fair beard, now.”

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Pro­gress of the Chase

			
			Two days after the din­ner at James’, Mr. Pol­teed provided Soames with food for thought.

			“A gen­tle­man,” he said, con­sult­ing the key con­cealed in his left hand, “47 as we say, has been pay­ing marked at­ten­tion to 17 dur­ing the last month in Par­is. But at present there seems to have been noth­ing very con­clus­ive. The meet­ings have all been in pub­lic places, without con­ceal­ment—res­taur­ants, the Op­era, the Comique, the Louvre, Lux­em­bourg Gar­dens, lounge of the hotel, and so forth. She has not yet been traced to his rooms, nor vice versa. They went to Fon­tainebleau—but noth­ing of value. In short, the situ­ation is prom­ising, but re­quires pa­tience.” And, look­ing up sud­denly, he ad­ded:

			“One rather curi­ous point—47 has the same name as—er—31!”

			“The fel­low knows I’m her hus­band,” thought Soames.

			“Chris­ti­an name—an odd one—Joly­on,” con­tin­ued Mr. Pol­teed. “We know his ad­dress in Par­is and his res­id­ence here. We don’t wish, of course, to be run­ning a wrong hare.”

			“Go on with it, but be care­ful,” said Soames dog­gedly.

			In­stinct­ive cer­tainty that this de­tect­ive fel­low had fathomed his secret made him all the more reti­cent.

			“Ex­cuse me,” said Mr. Pol­teed, “I’ll just see if there’s any­thing fresh in.”

			He re­turned with some let­ters. Re­lock­ing the door, he glanced at the en­vel­opes.

			“Yes, here’s a per­son­al one from 19 to my­self.”

			“Well?” said Soames.

			“Um!” said Mr. Pol­teed, “she says: ‘47 left for Eng­land today. Ad­dress on his bag­gage: Robin Hill. Par­ted from 17 in Louvre Gal­lery at 3:30; noth­ing very strik­ing. Thought it best to stay and con­tin­ue ob­ser­va­tion of 17. You will deal with 47 in Eng­land if you think de­sir­able, no doubt.’ ” And Mr. Pol­teed lif­ted an un­pro­fes­sion­al glance on Soames, as though he might be stor­ing ma­ter­i­al for a book on hu­man nature after he had gone out of busi­ness. “Very in­tel­li­gent wo­man, 19, and a won­der­ful makeup. Not cheap, but earns her money well. There’s no sus­pi­cion of be­ing shad­owed so far. But after a time, as you know, sens­it­ive people are li­able to get the feel­ing of it, without any­thing def­in­ite to go on. I should rather ad­vise let­ting-up on 17, and keep­ing an eye on 47. We can’t get at cor­res­pond­ence without great risk. I hardly ad­vise that at this stage. But you can tell your cli­ent that it’s look­ing up very well.” And again his nar­rowed eyes gleamed at his ta­cit­urn cus­tom­er.

			“No,” said Soames sud­denly, “I prefer that you should keep the watch go­ing dis­creetly in Par­is, and not con­cern your­self with this end.”

			“Very well,” replied Mr. Pol­teed, “we can do it.”

			“What—what is the man­ner between them?”

			“I’ll read you what she says,” said Mr. Pol­teed, un­lock­ing a bur­eau draw­er and tak­ing out a file of pa­pers; “she sums it up some­where con­fid­en­tially. Yes, here it is! ‘17 very at­tract­ive—con­clude 47, longer in the tooth’ (slang for age, you know)—‘dis­tinctly gone—wait­ing his time—17 per­haps hold­ing off for terms, im­possible to say without know­ing more. But in­clined to think on the whole—doesn’t know her mind—likely to act on im­pulse some day. Both have style.’ ”

			“What does that mean?” said Soames between close lips.

			“Well,” mur­mured Mr. Pol­teed with a smile, show­ing many white teeth, “an ex­pres­sion we use. In oth­er words, it’s not likely to be a week­end busi­ness—they’ll come to­geth­er ser­i­ously or not at all.”

			“H’m!” muttered Soames, “that’s all, is it?”

			“Yes,” said Mr. Pol­teed, “but quite prom­ising.”

			“Spider!” thought Soames. “Good day!”

			He walked in­to the Green Park that he might cross to Vic­tor­ia Sta­tion and take the Un­der­ground in­to the City. For so late in Janu­ary it was warm; sun­light, through the haze, sparkled on the frosty grass—an il­lumined cob­web of a day.

			Little spiders—and great spiders! And the greatest spin­ner of all, his own tenacity, forever wrap­ping its co­coon of threads round any clear way out. What was that fel­low hanging round Irene for? Was it really as Pol­teed sug­ges­ted? Or was Joly­on but tak­ing com­pas­sion on her loneli­ness, as he would call it—sen­ti­ment­al rad­ic­al chap that he had al­ways been? If it were, in­deed, as Pol­teed hin­ted! Soames stood still. It could not be! The fel­low was sev­en years older than him­self, no bet­ter look­ing! No rich­er! What at­trac­tion had he?

			“Be­sides, he’s come back,” he thought; “that doesn’t look—I’ll go and see him!” and, tak­ing out a card, he wrote:

			
				“If you can spare half an hour some af­ter­noon this week, I shall be at the Con­nois­seurs any day between 5:30 and 6, or I could come to the Hotch Potch if you prefer it. I want to see you.—S. F.”

			

			He walked up St. James’s Street and con­fided it to the port­er at the Hotch Potch.

			“Give Mr. Joly­on For­syte this as soon as he comes in,” he said, and took one of the new mo­tor cabs in­to the City. …

			Joly­on re­ceived that card the same af­ter­noon, and turned his face to­wards the Con­nois­seurs. What did Soames want now? Had he got wind of Par­is? And step­ping across St. James’s Street, he de­term­ined to make no secret of his vis­it. “But it won’t do,” he thought, “to let him know she’s there, un­less he knows already.” In this com­plic­ated state of mind he was con­duc­ted to where Soames was drink­ing tea in a small bay-win­dow.

			“No tea, thanks,” said Joly­on, “but I’ll go on smoking if I may.”

			The cur­tains were not yet drawn, though the lamps out­side were lighted; the two cous­ins sat wait­ing on each oth­er.

			“You’ve been in Par­is, I hear,” said Soames at last.

			“Yes; just back.”

			“Young Val told me; he and your boy are go­ing off, then?” Joly­on nod­ded.

			“You didn’t hap­pen to see Irene, I sup­pose. It ap­pears she’s abroad some­where.”

			Joly­on wreathed him­self in smoke be­fore he answered: “Yes, I saw her.”

			“How was she?”

			“Very well.”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence; then Soames roused him­self in his chair.

			“When I saw you last,” he said, “I was in two minds. We talked, and you ex­pressed your opin­ion. I don’t wish to re­open that dis­cus­sion. I only wanted to say this: My po­s­i­tion with her is ex­tremely dif­fi­cult. I don’t want you to go us­ing your in­flu­ence against me. What happened is a very long time ago. I’m go­ing to ask her to let by­gones be by­gones.”

			“You have asked her, you know,” mur­mured Joly­on.

			“The idea was new to her then; it came as a shock. But the more she thinks of it, the more she must see that it’s the only way out for both of us.”

			“That’s not my im­pres­sion of her state of mind,” said Joly­on with par­tic­u­lar calm. “And, for­give my say­ing, you mis­con­ceive the mat­ter if you think reas­on comes in­to it at all.”

			He saw his cous­in’s pale face grow paler—he had used, without know­ing it, Irene’s own words.

			“Thanks,” muttered Soames, “but I see things per­haps more plainly than you think. I only want to be sure that you won’t try to in­flu­ence her against me.”

			“I don’t know what makes you think I have any in­flu­ence,” said Joly­on; “but if I have I’m bound to use it in the dir­ec­tion of what I think is her hap­pi­ness. I am what they call a ‘fem­in­ist,’ I be­lieve.”

			“Fem­in­ist!” re­peated Soames, as if seek­ing to gain time. “Does that mean that you’re against me?”

			“Bluntly,” said Joly­on, “I’m against any wo­man liv­ing with any man whom she def­in­itely dis­likes. It ap­pears to me rot­ten.”

			“And I sup­pose each time you see her you put your opin­ions in­to her mind.”

			“I am not likely to be see­ing her.”

			“Not go­ing back to Par­is?”

			“Not so far as I know,” said Joly­on, con­scious of the in­tent watch­ful­ness in Soames’ face.

			“Well, that’s all I had to say. Any­one who comes between man and wife, you know, in­curs heavy re­spons­ib­il­ity.”

			Joly­on rose and made him a slight bow.

			“Good­bye,” he said, and, without of­fer­ing to shake hands, moved away, leav­ing Soames star­ing after him. “We For­sytes,” thought Joly­on, hail­ing a cab, “are very civ­il­ised. With sim­pler folk that might have come to a row. If it wer­en’t for my boy go­ing to the war—” The war! A gust of his old doubt swept over him. A pre­cious war! Dom­in­a­tion of peoples or of wo­men! At­tempts to mas­ter and pos­sess those who did not want you! The neg­a­tion of gentle de­cency! Pos­ses­sion, ves­ted rights; and any­one “agin” ’em—out­cast! “Thank Heav­en!” he thought, “I al­ways felt ‘agin’ ’em, any­way!” Yes! Even be­fore his first dis­astrous mar­riage he could re­mem­ber fum­ing over the bludgeon­ing of Ire­land, or the mat­ri­mo­ni­al suits of wo­men try­ing to be free of men they loathed. Par­sons would have it that free­dom of soul and body were quite dif­fer­ent things! Per­ni­cious doc­trine! Body and soul could not thus be sep­ar­ated. Free will was the strength of any tie, and not its weak­ness. “I ought to have told Soames,” he thought, “that I think him com­ic. Ah! but he’s tra­gic, too!” Was there any­thing, in­deed, more tra­gic in the world than a man en­slaved by his own pos­sess­ive in­stinct, who couldn’t see the sky for it, or even enter fully in­to what an­oth­er per­son felt! “I must write and warn her,” he thought; “he’s go­ing to have an­oth­er try.” And all the way home to Robin Hill he re­belled at the strength of that duty to his son which pre­ven­ted him from post­ing back to Par­is. …

			But Soames sat long in his chair, the prey of a no less gnaw­ing ache—a jeal­ous ache, as if it had been re­vealed to him that this fel­low held pre­ced­ence of him­self, and had spun fresh threads of res­ist­ance to his way out. “Does that mean that you’re against me?” he had got noth­ing out of that disin­genu­ous ques­tion. Fem­in­ist! Phra­sey fel­low! “I mustn’t rush things,” he thought. “I have some breath­ing space; he’s not go­ing back to Par­is, un­less he was ly­ing. I’ll let the spring come!” Though how the spring could serve him, save by adding to his ache, he could not tell. And gaz­ing down in­to the street, where fig­ures were passing from pool to pool of the light from the high lamps, he thought: “Noth­ing seems any good—noth­ing seems worth while. I’m lo­ney—that’s the trouble.”

			He closed his eyes; and at once he seemed to see Irene, in a dark street be­low a church—passing, turn­ing her neck so that he caught the gleam of her eyes and her white fore­head un­der a little dark hat, which had gold spangles on it and a veil hanging down be­hind. He opened his eyes—so vividly he had seen her! A wo­man was passing be­low, but not she! Oh no, there was noth­ing there!

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				“Here We Are Again!”

			
			Imo­gen’s frocks for her first sea­son ex­er­cised the judg­ment of her moth­er and the purse of her grand­fath­er all through the month of March. With For­syte tenacity Wini­fred ques­ted for per­fec­tion. It took her mind off the slowly ap­proach­ing rite which would give her a free­dom but doubt­fully de­sired; took her mind, too, off her boy and his fast ap­proach­ing de­par­ture for a war from which the news re­mained dis­quiet­ing. Like bees busy on sum­mer flowers, or bright gad­flies hov­er­ing and dart­ing over spiky au­tumn blos­soms, she and her “little daugh­ter,” tall nearly as her­self and with a bust meas­ure­ment not far in­feri­or, hovered in the shops of Re­gent Street, the es­tab­lish­ments of Han­over Square and of Bond Street, lost in con­sid­er­a­tion and the feel of fab­rics. Dozens of young wo­men of strik­ing de­port­ment and pe­cu­li­ar gait paraded be­fore Wini­fred and Imo­gen, draped in “cre­ations.” The mod­els—“Very new, mo­dom; quite the latest thing—” which those two re­luct­antly turned down, would have filled a mu­seum; the mod­els which they were ob­liged to have nearly emp­tied James’ bank. It was no good do­ing things by halves, Wini­fred felt, in view of the need for mak­ing this first and sole un­tar­nished sea­son a con­spicu­ous suc­cess. Their pa­tience in try­ing the pa­tience of those im­per­son­al creatures who swam about be­fore them could alone have been dis­played by such as were moved by faith. It was for Wini­fred a long pros­tra­tion be­fore her dear god­dess Fash­ion, fer­vent as a Cath­ol­ic might make be­fore the Vir­gin; for Imo­gen an ex­per­i­ence by no means too un­pleas­ant—she of­ten looked so nice, and flat­tery was im­pli­cit every­where: in a word it was “amus­ing.”

			On the af­ter­noon of the 20th of March, hav­ing, as it were, gut­ted Sky­wards, they had sought re­fresh­ment over the way at Car­a­mel and Baker’s, and, stored with chocol­ate frothed at the top with cream, turned home­wards through Berke­ley Square of an even­ing touched with spring. Open­ing the door—freshly painted a light olive-green; noth­ing neg­lected that year to give Imo­gen a good send-off—Wini­fred passed to­wards the sil­ver bas­ket to see if any­one had called, and sud­denly her nos­trils twitched. What was that scent?

			Imo­gen had taken up a nov­el sent from the lib­rary, and stood ab­sorbed. Rather sharply, be­cause of the queer feel­ing in her breast, Wini­fred said:

			“Take that up, dear, and have a rest be­fore din­ner.”

			Imo­gen, still read­ing, passed up the stairs. Wini­fred heard the door of her room slammed to, and drew a long sa­vour­ing breath. Was it spring tick­ling her senses—whip­ping up nos­tal­gia for her “clown,” against all wis­dom and out­raged vir­tue? A male scent! A faint reek of ci­gars and lav­ender-wa­ter not smelt since that early au­tumn night six months ago, when she had called him “the lim­it.” Whence came it, or was it ghost of scent—sheer em­an­a­tion from memory? She looked round her. Noth­ing—not a thing, no ti­ni­est dis­turb­ance of her hall, nor of the din­ing-room. A little day­dream of a scent—il­lus­ory, sad­den­ing, silly! In the sil­ver bas­ket were new cards, two with “Mr. and Mrs. Poleg­ate Thom,” and one with “Mr. Poleg­ate Thom” there­on; she sniffed them, but they smelled severe. “I must be tired,” she thought, “I’ll go and lie down.” Up­stairs the draw­ing-room was darkened, wait­ing for some hand to give it even­ing light; and she passed on up to her bed­room. This, too, was half-cur­tained and dim, for it was six o’clock. Wini­fred threw off her coat—that scent again!—then stood, as if shot, trans­fixed against the bed-rail. Some­thing dark had ris­en from the sofa in the far corner. A word of hor­ror—in her fam­ily—es­caped her: “God!”

			“It’s I—Monty,” said a voice.

			Clutch­ing the bed-rail, Wini­fred reached up and turned the switch of the light hanging above her dress­ing-table. He ap­peared just on the rim of the light’s cir­cum­fer­ence, em­blazoned from the ab­sence of his watch-chain down to boots neat and sooty brown, but—yes!—split at the toe­cap. His chest and face were shad­owy. Surely he was thin—or was it a trick of the light? He ad­vanced, lighted now from toe­cap to the top of his dark head—surely a little grizzled! His com­plex­ion had darkened, sal­lowed; his black mous­tache had lost bold­ness, be­come sar­don­ic; there were lines which she did not know about his face. There was no pin in his tie. His suit—ah!—she knew that—but how un­pressed, un­glossy! She stared again at the toe­cap of his boot. Some­thing big and re­lent­less had been “at him,” had turned and twis­ted, raked and scraped him. And she stayed, not speak­ing, mo­tion­less, star­ing at that crack across the toe.

			“Well!” he said, “I got the or­der. I’m back.”

			Wini­fred’s bos­om began to heave. The nos­tal­gia for her hus­band which had rushed up with that scent was strug­gling with a deep­er jeal­ousy than any she had felt yet. There he was—a dark, and as if har­ried, shad­ow of his sleek and brazen self! What force had done this to him—squeezed him like an or­ange to its dry rind! That wo­man!

			“I’m back,” he said again. “I’ve had a beastly time. By God! I came steer­age. I’ve got noth­ing but what I stand up in, and that bag.”

			“And who has the rest?” cried Wini­fred, sud­denly alive. “How dared you come? You knew it was just for di­vorce that you got that or­der to come back. Don’t touch me!”

			They held each to the rail of the big bed where they had spent so many years of nights to­geth­er. Many times, yes—many times she had wanted him back. But now that he had come she was filled with this cold and deadly re­sent­ment. He put his hand up to his mous­tache; but did not frizz and twist it in the old fa­mil­i­ar way, he just pulled it down­wards.

			“Gad!” he said: “If you knew the time I’ve had!”

			“I’m glad I don’t!”

			“Are the kids all right?”

			Wini­fred nod­ded. “How did you get in?”

			“With my key.”

			“Then the maids don’t know. You can’t stay here, Monty.”

			He uttered a little sar­don­ic laugh.

			“Where then?”

			“Any­where.”

			“Well, look at me! That—that damned. …”

			“If you men­tion her,” cried Wini­fred, “I go straight out to Park Lane and I don’t come back.”

			Sud­denly he did a simple thing, but so un­char­ac­ter­ist­ic that it moved her. He shut his eyes. It was as if he had said: “All right! I’m dead to the world!”

			“You can have a room for the night,” she said; “your things are still here. Only Imo­gen is at home.”

			He leaned back against the bed-rail. “Well, it’s in your hands,” and his own made a writh­ing move­ment. “I’ve been through it. You needn’t hit too hard—it isn’t worth while. I’ve been frightened; I’ve been frightened, Fred­die.”

			That old pet name, dis­used for years and years, sent a shiver through Wini­fred.

			“What am I to do with him?” she thought. “What in God’s name am I to do with him?”

			“Got a ci­gar­ette?”

			She gave him one from a little box she kept up there for when she couldn’t sleep at night, and lighted it. With that ac­tion the mat­ter-of-fact side of her nature came to life again.

			“Go and have a hot bath. I’ll put some clothes out for you in the dress­ing-room. We can talk later.”

			He nod­ded, and fixed his eyes on her—they looked half-dead, or was it that the folds in the lids had be­come heav­ier?

			“He’s not the same,” she thought. He would nev­er be quite the same again! But what would he be?

			“All right!” he said, and went to­wards the door. He even moved dif­fer­ently, like a man who has lost il­lu­sion and doubts wheth­er it is worth while to move at all.

			When he was gone, and she heard the wa­ter in the bath run­ning, she put out a com­plete set of gar­ments on the bed in his dress­ing-room, then went down­stairs and fetched up the bis­cuit box and whisky. Put­ting on her coat again, and listen­ing a mo­ment at the bath­room door, she went down and out. In the street she hes­it­ated. Past sev­en o’clock! Would Soames be at his Club or at Park Lane? She turned to­wards the lat­ter. Back!

			Soames had al­ways feared it—she had some­times hoped it. … Back! So like him—clown that he was—with this: “Here we are again!” to make fools of them all—of the Law, of Soames, of her­self!

			Yet to have done with the Law, not to have that murky cloud hanging over her and the chil­dren! What a re­lief! Ah! but how to ac­cept his re­turn? That “wo­man” had rav­aged him, taken from him pas­sion such as he had nev­er be­stowed on her­self, such as she had not thought him cap­able of. There was the sting! That selfish, blatant “clown” of hers, whom she her­self had nev­er really stirred, had been swept and un­gar­nished by an­oth­er wo­man! In­sult­ing! Too in­sult­ing! Not right, not de­cent to take him back! And yet she had asked for him; the Law per­haps would make her now! He was as much her hus­band as ever—she had put her­self out of court! And all he wanted, no doubt, was money—to keep him in ci­gars and lav­ender-wa­ter! That scent! “After all, I’m not old,” she thought, “not old yet!” But that wo­man who had re­duced him to those words: “I’ve been through it. I’ve been frightened—frightened, Fred­die!” She neared her fath­er’s house, driv­en this way and that, while all the time the For­syte un­der­tow was draw­ing her to deep con­clu­sion that after all he was her prop­erty, to be held against a rob­bing world. And so she came to James’.

			“Mr. Soames? In his room? I’ll go up; don’t say I’m here.”

			Her broth­er was dress­ing. She found him be­fore a mir­ror, ty­ing a black bow with an air of des­pising its ends.

			“Hullo!” he said, con­tem­plat­ing her in the glass; “what’s wrong?”

			“Monty!” said Wini­fred stonily.

			Soames spun round. “What!”

			“Back!”

			“Hoist,” muttered Soames, “with our own pe­tard. Why the deuce didn’t you let me try cruelty? I al­ways knew it was too much risk this way.”

			“Oh! Don’t talk about that! What shall I do?”

			Soames answered, with a deep, deep sound.

			“Well?” said Wini­fred im­pa­tiently.

			“What has he to say for him­self?”

			“Noth­ing. One of his boots is split across the toe.”

			Soames stared at her.

			“Ah!” he said, “of course! On his beam ends. So—it be­gins again! This’ll about fin­ish fath­er.”

			“Can’t we keep it from him?”

			“Im­possible. He has an un­canny flair for any­thing that’s wor­ry­ing.”

			And he brooded, with fin­gers hooked in­to his blue silk braces. “There ought to be some way in law,” he muttered, “to make him safe.”

			“No,” cried Wini­fred, “I won’t be made a fool of again; I’d soon­er put up with him.”

			The two stared at each oth­er. Their hearts were full of feel­ing, but they could give it no ex­pres­sion—For­sytes that they were.

			“Where did you leave him?”

			“In the bath,” and Wini­fred gave a little bit­ter laugh. “The only thing he’s brought back is lav­ender-wa­ter.”

			“Steady!” said Soames, “you’re thor­oughly up­set. I’ll go back with you.”

			“What’s the use?”

			“We ought to make terms with him.”

			“Terms! It’ll al­ways be the same. When he re­cov­ers—cards and bet­ting, drink and—!” She was si­lent, re­mem­ber­ing the look on her hus­band’s face. The burnt child—the burnt child. Per­haps—!

			“Re­cov­ers?” replied Soames: “Is he ill?”

			“No; burnt out; that’s all.”

			Soames took his waist­coat from a chair and put it on, he took his coat and got in­to it, he scen­ted his handker­chief with eau de co­logne, threaded his watch-chain, and said: “We haven’t any luck.”

			And in the midst of her own trouble Wini­fred was sorry for him, as if in that little say­ing he had re­vealed deep trouble of his own.

			“I’d like to see moth­er,” she said.

			“She’ll be with fath­er in their room. Come down quietly to the study. I’ll get her.”

			Wini­fred stole down to the little dark study, chiefly re­mark­able for a Canaletto too doubt­ful to be placed else­where, and a fine col­lec­tion of Law Re­ports un­opened for many years. Here she stood, with her back to ma­roon-col­oured cur­tains close-drawn, star­ing at the empty grate, till her moth­er came in fol­lowed by Soames.

			“Oh! my poor dear!” said Emily: “How miser­able you look in here! This is too bad of him, really!”

			As a fam­ily they had so guarded them­selves from the ex­pres­sion of all un­fash­ion­able emo­tion that it was im­possible to go up and give her daugh­ter a good hug. But there was com­fort in her cush­ioned voice, and her still dimpled shoulders un­der some rare black lace. Sum­mon­ing pride and the de­sire not to dis­tress her moth­er, Wini­fred said in her most off­hand voice:

			“It’s all right, Moth­er; no good fuss­ing.”

			“I don’t see,” said Emily, look­ing at Soames, “why Wini­fred shouldn’t tell him that she’ll pro­sec­ute him if he doesn’t keep off the premises. He took her pearls; and if he’s not brought them back, that’s quite enough.”

			Wini­fred smiled. They would all plunge about with sug­ges­tions of this and that, but she knew already what she would be do­ing, and that was—noth­ing. The feel­ing that, after all, she had won a sort of vic­tory, re­tained her prop­erty, was every mo­ment gain­ing ground in her. No! if she wanted to pun­ish him, she could do it at home without the world know­ing.

			“Well,” said Emily, “come in­to the din­ing-room com­fort­ably—you must stay and have din­ner with us. Leave it to me to tell your fath­er.” And, as Wini­fred moved to­wards the door, she turned out the light. Not till then did they see the dis­aster in the cor­ridor.

			There, at­trac­ted by light from a room nev­er lighted, James was stand­ing with his dun-col­oured camel­hair shawl fol­ded about him, so that his arms were not free and his silvered head looked cut off from his fash­ion­ably trousered legs as if by an ex­panse of desert. He stood, in­im­it­ably stork-like, with an ex­pres­sion as if he saw be­fore him a frog too large to swal­low.

			“What’s all this?” he said. “Tell your fath­er? You nev­er tell me any­thing.”

			The mo­ment found Emily without reply. It was Wini­fred who went up to him, and, lay­ing one hand on each of his swathed, help­less arms, said:

			“Monty’s not gone bank­rupt, Fath­er. He’s only come back.”

			They all three ex­pec­ted some­thing ser­i­ous to hap­pen, and were glad she had kept that grip of his arms, but they did not know the depth of root in that shad­owy old For­syte. Some­thing wry oc­curred about his shaven mouth and chin, some­thing scratchy between those long sil­very whiskers. Then he said with a sort of dig­nity: “He’ll be the death of me. I knew how it would be.”

			“You mustn’t worry, Fath­er,” said Wini­fred calmly. “I mean to make him be­have.”

			“Ah!” said James. “Here, take this thing off, I’m hot.” They un­wound the shawl. He turned, and walked firmly to the din­ing-room.

			“I don’t want any soup,” he said to Warm­son, and sat down in his chair. They all sat down too, Wini­fred still in her hat, while Warm­son laid the fourth place. When he left the room, James said: “What’s he brought back?”

			“Noth­ing, Fath­er.”

			James con­cen­trated his eyes on his own im­age in a ta­ble­spoon. “Di­vorce!” he muttered; “rub­bish! What was I about? I ought to have paid him an al­low­ance to stay out of Eng­land. Soames you go and pro­pose it to him.”

			It seemed so right and simple a sug­ges­tion that even Wini­fred was sur­prised when she said: “No, I’ll keep him now he’s back; he must just be­have—that’s all.”

			They all looked at her. It had al­ways been known that Wini­fred had pluck.

			“Out there!” said James el­lipt­ic­ally, “who knows what cut­throats! You look for his re­volver! Don’t go to bed without. You ought to have Warm­son to sleep in the house. I’ll see him my­self to­mor­row.”

			They were touched by this de­clar­a­tion, and Emily said com­fort­ably: “That’s right, James, we won’t have any non­sense.”

			“Ah!” muttered James darkly, “I can’t tell.”

			The ad­vent of Warm­son with fish di­ver­ted con­ver­sa­tion.

			When, dir­ectly after din­ner, Wini­fred went over to kiss her fath­er good night, he looked up with eyes so full of ques­tion and dis­tress that she put all the com­fort she could in­to her voice.

			“It’s all right, Daddy, dear; don’t worry. I shan’t need any­one—he’s quite bland. I shall only be up­set if you worry. Good night, bless you!”

			James re­peated the words, “Bless you!” as if he did not quite know what they meant, and his eyes fol­lowed her to the door.

			She reached home be­fore nine, and went straight up­stairs.

			Dartie was ly­ing on the bed in his dress­ing-room, fully re­dressed in a blue serge suit and pumps; his arms were crossed be­hind his head, and an ex­tinct ci­gar­ette drooped from his mouth.

			Wini­fred re­membered ri­dicu­lously the flowers in her win­dow-boxes after a blaz­ing sum­mer day; the way they lay, or rather stood—parched, yet res­ted by the sun’s re­treat. It was as if a little dew had come already on her burnt-up hus­band.

			He said apathet­ic­ally: “I sup­pose you’ve been to Park Lane. How’s the old man?”

			Wini­fred could not help the bit­ter an­swer: “Not dead.”

			He winced, ac­tu­ally he winced.

			“Un­der­stand, Monty,” she said, “I will not have him wor­ried. If you aren’t go­ing to be­have your­self, you may go back, you may go any­where. Have you had din­ner?”

			“No.”

			“Would you like some?”

			He shrugged his shoulders.

			“Imo­gen offered me some. I didn’t want any.”

			Imo­gen! In the plen­it­ude of emo­tion Wini­fred had for­got­ten her.

			“So you’ve seen her? What did she say?”

			“She gave me a kiss.”

			With mor­ti­fic­a­tion Wini­fred saw his dark sar­don­ic face re­laxed. “Yes!” she thought, “he cares for her, not for me a bit.”

			Dartie’s eyes were mov­ing from side to side.

			“Does she know about me?” he said.

			It flashed through Wini­fred that here was the weapon she needed. He minded their know­ing!

			“No. Val knows. The oth­ers don’t; they only know you went away.”

			She heard him sigh with re­lief.

			“But they shall know,” she said firmly, “if you give me cause.”

			“All right!” he muttered, “hit me! I’m down!”

			Wini­fred went up to the bed. “Look here, Monty! I don’t want to hit you. I don’t want to hurt you. I shan’t al­lude to any­thing. I’m not go­ing to worry. What’s the use?” She was si­lent a mo­ment. “I can’t stand any more, though, and I won’t! You’d bet­ter know. You’ve made me suf­fer. But I used to be fond of you. For the sake of that. …” She met the heavy-lid­ded gaze of his brown eyes with the down­ward stare of her green-grey eyes; touched his hand sud­denly, turned her back, and went in­to her room.

			She sat there a long time be­fore her glass, fin­ger­ing her rings, think­ing of this sub­dued dark man, al­most a stranger to her, on the bed in the oth­er room; res­ol­utely not “wor­ry­ing,” but gnawed by jeal­ousy of what he had been through, and now and again just vis­ited by pity.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				Out­land­ish Night

			
			Soames dog­gedly let the spring come—no easy task for one con­scious that time was fly­ing, his birds in the bush no near­er the hand, no is­sue from the web any­where vis­ible. Mr. Pol­teed re­por­ted noth­ing, ex­cept that his watch went on—cost­ing a lot of money. Val and his cous­in were gone to the war, whence came news more fa­vour­able; Dartie was be­hav­ing him­self so far; James had re­tained his health; busi­ness prospered al­most ter­ribly—there was noth­ing to worry Soames ex­cept that he was “held up,” could make no step in any dir­ec­tion.

			He did not ex­actly avoid Soho, for he could not af­ford to let them think that he had “piped off,” as James would have put it—he might want to “pipe on” again at any minute. But he had to be so re­strained and cau­tious that he would of­ten pass the door of the Res­taur­ant Bretagne without go­ing in, and wander out of the pur­lieus of that re­gion which al­ways gave him the feel­ing of hav­ing been pos­sess­ively ir­reg­u­lar.

			He wandered thus one May night in­to Re­gent Street and the most amaz­ing crowd he had ever seen; a shriek­ing, whist­ling, dan­cing, jost­ling, grot­esque and for­mid­ably jovi­al crowd, with false noses and mouth-or­gans, penny whistles and long feath­ers, every ap­pan­age of idiocy, as it seemed to him. Mafek­ing! Of course, it had been re­lieved! Good! But was that an ex­cuse? Who were these people, what were they, where had they come from in­to the West End? His face was tickled, his ears whistled in­to. Girls cried: “Keep your hair on, stucco!” A youth so knocked off his top-hat that he re­covered it with dif­fi­culty. Crack­ers were ex­plod­ing be­neath his nose, between his feet. He was be­wildered, ex­as­per­ated, of­fen­ded. This stream of people came from every quarter, as if im­pulse had un­locked floodgates, let flow wa­ters of whose ex­ist­ence he had heard, per­haps, but be­lieved in nev­er. This, then, was the popu­lace, the in­nu­mer­able liv­ing neg­a­tion of gen­til­ity and For­syteism. This was—egad!—Demo­cracy! It stank, yelled, was hideous! In the East End, or even Soho, per­haps—but here in Re­gent Street, in Pic­ca­dilly! What were the po­lice about! In 1900, Soames, with his For­syte thou­sands, had nev­er seen the cauldron with the lid off; and now look­ing in­to it, could hardly be­lieve his scorch­ing eyes. The whole thing was un­speak­able! These people had no re­straint, they seemed to think him funny; such swarms of them, rude, coarse, laugh­ing—and what laughter!

			Noth­ing sac­red to them! He shouldn’t be sur­prised if they began to break win­dows. In Pall Mall, past those au­gust dwell­ings, to enter which people paid sixty pounds, this shriek­ing, whist­ling, dan­cing dervish of a crowd was swarm­ing. From the Club win­dows his own kind were look­ing out on them with reg­u­lated amuse­ment. They didn’t real­ise! Why, this was ser­i­ous—might come to any­thing! The crowd was cheer­ful, but some day they would come in dif­fer­ent mood! He re­membered there had been a mob in the late eighties, when he was at Brighton; they had smashed things and made speeches. But more than dread, he felt a deep sur­prise. They were hys­ter­ic­al—it wasn’t Eng­lish! And all about the re­lief of a little town as big as—Wat­ford, six thou­sand miles away. Re­straint, re­serve! Those qual­it­ies to him more dear al­most than life, those in­dis­pens­able at­trib­utes of prop­erty and cul­ture, where were they? It wasn’t Eng­lish! No, it wasn’t Eng­lish! So Soames brooded, thread­ing his way on. It was as if he had sud­denly caught sight of someone cut­ting the cov­en­ant “for quiet pos­ses­sion” out of his leg­al doc­u­ments; or of a mon­ster lurk­ing and stalk­ing out in the fu­ture, cast­ing its shad­ow be­fore. Their want of stolid­ity, their want of rev­er­ence! It was like dis­cov­er­ing that nine-tenths of the people of Eng­land were for­eign­ers. And if that were so—then, any­thing might hap­pen!

			At Hyde Park Corner he ran in­to George For­syte, very sun­burnt from ra­cing, hold­ing a false nose in his hand.

			“Hallo, Soames!” he said, “have a nose!”

			Soames re­spon­ded with a pale smile.

			“Got this from one of these sports­men,” went on George, who had evid­ently been din­ing; “had to lay him out—for try­ing to bash my hat. I say, one of these days we shall have to fight these chaps, they’re get­ting so damned cheeky—all rad­ic­als and so­cial­ists. They want our goods. You tell Uncle James that, it’ll make him sleep.”

			“In vino ver­itas,” thought Soames, but he only nod­ded, and passed on up Hamilton Place. There was but a trickle of royster­ers in Park Lane, not very noisy. And look­ing up at the houses he thought: “After all, we’re the back­bone of the coun­try. They won’t up­set us eas­ily. Pos­ses­sion’s nine points of the law.”

			But, as he closed the door of his fath­er’s house be­hind him, all that queer out­land­ish night­mare in the streets passed out of his mind al­most as com­pletely as if, hav­ing dreamed it, he had awakened in the warm clean morn­ing com­fort of his spring-mat­tressed bed.

			Walk­ing in­to the centre of the great empty draw­ing-room, he stood still.

			A wife! Some­body to talk things over with. One had a right! Damn it! One had a right!
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				I

				Soames in Par­is

			
			Soames had trav­elled little. Aged nine­teen he had made the “petty tour” with his fath­er, moth­er, and Wini­fred—Brus­sels, the Rhine, Switzer­land, and home by way of Par­is. Aged twenty-sev­en, just when he began to take in­terest in pic­tures, he had spent five hot weeks in Italy, look­ing in­to the Renais­sance—not so much in it as he had been led to ex­pect—and a fort­night in Par­is on his way back, look­ing in­to him­self, as be­came a For­syte sur­roun­ded by people so strongly self-centred and “for­eign” as the French. His know­ledge of their lan­guage be­ing de­rived from his pub­lic school, he did not un­der­stand them when they spoke. Si­lence he had found bet­ter for all parties; one did not make a fool of one­self. He had dis­liked the look of the men’s clothes, the closed-in cabs, the theatres which looked like bee­hives, the Gal­ler­ies which smelled of beeswax. He was too cau­tious and too shy to ex­plore that side of Par­is sup­posed by For­sytes to con­sti­tute its at­trac­tion un­der the rose; and as for a col­lect­or’s bar­gain—not one to be had! As Nich­olas might have put it—they were a grasp­ing lot. He had come back un­easy, say­ing Par­is was over­rated.

			When, there­fore, in June of 1900 he went to Par­is, it was but his third at­tempt on the centre of civil­isa­tion. This time, how­ever, the moun­tain was go­ing to Muhammad; for he felt by now more deeply civ­il­ised than Par­is, and per­haps he really was. Moreover, he had a def­in­ite ob­ject­ive. This was no mere gen­u­flec­tion to a shrine of taste and im­mor­al­ity, but the pro­sec­u­tion of his own le­git­im­ate af­fairs. He went, in­deed, be­cause things were get­ting past a joke. The watch went on and on, and—noth­ing—noth­ing! Joly­on had nev­er re­turned to Par­is, and no one else was “sus­pect!” Busy with new and very con­fid­en­tial mat­ters, Soames was real­ising more than ever how es­sen­tial repu­ta­tion is to a so­li­cit­or. But at night and in his leis­ure mo­ments he was rav­aged by the thought that time was al­ways fly­ing and money flow­ing in, and his own fu­ture as much “in irons” as ever. Since Mafek­ing night he had be­come aware that a “young fool of a doc­tor” was hanging round An­nette. Twice he had come across him—a cheer­ful young fool, not more than thirty.

			Noth­ing an­noyed Soames so much as cheer­ful­ness—an in­de­cent, ex­tra­vag­ant sort of qual­ity, which had no re­la­tion to facts. The mix­ture of his de­sires and hopes was, in a word, be­com­ing tor­ture; and lately the thought had come to him that per­haps Irene knew she was be­ing shad­owed: It was this which fi­nally de­cided him to go and see for him­self; to go and once more try to break down her re­pug­nance, her re­fus­al to make her own and his path com­par­at­ively smooth once more. If he failed again—well, he would see what she did with her­self, any­way!

			He went to an hotel in the Rue Cau­martin, highly re­com­men­ded to For­sytes, where prac­tic­ally nobody spoke French. He had formed no plan. He did not want to startle her; yet must con­trive that she had no chance to evade him by flight. And next morn­ing he set out in bright weath­er.

			Par­is had an air of gaiety, a sparkle over its star-shape which al­most an­noyed Soames. He stepped gravely, his nose lif­ted a little side­ways in real curi­os­ity. He de­sired now to un­der­stand things French. Was not An­nette French? There was much to be got out of his vis­it, if he could only get it. In this laud­able mood and the Place de la Con­corde he was nearly run down three times. He came on the Cours la Reine, where Irene’s hotel was situ­ated, al­most too sud­denly, for he had not yet fixed on his pro­ced­ure. Cross­ing over to the river side, he noted the build­ing, white and cheer­ful-look­ing, with green sun­blinds, seen through a screen of plane-tree leaves. And, con­scious that it would be far bet­ter to meet her cas­u­ally in some open place than to risk a call, he sat down on a bench whence he could watch the en­trance. It was not quite el­ev­en o’clock, and im­prob­able that she had yet gone out. Some pi­geons were strut­ting and preen­ing their feath­ers in the pools of sun­light between the shad­ows of the plane-trees. A work­man in a blue blouse passed, and threw them crumbs from the pa­per which con­tained his din­ner. A bonne coiffed with rib­bon shep­her­ded two little girls with pig­tails and frilled draw­ers. A cab me­andered by, whose cocher wore a blue coat and a black-glazed hat. To Soames a kind of af­fect­a­tion seemed to cling about it all, a sort of pic­tur­esque­ness which was out of date. A the­at­ric­al people, the French! He lit one of his rare ci­gar­ettes, with a sense of in­jury that Fate should be cast­ing his life in­to out­land­ish wa­ters. He shouldn’t won­der if Irene quite en­joyed this for­eign life; she had nev­er been prop­erly Eng­lish—even to look at! And he began con­sid­er­ing which of those win­dows could be hers un­der the green sun­blinds. How could he word what he had come to say so that it might pierce the de­fence of her proud ob­stin­acy? He threw the fag-end of his ci­gar­ette at a pi­geon, with the thought: “I can’t stay here forever twid­dling my thumbs. Bet­ter give it up and call on her in the late af­ter­noon.” But he still sat on, heard twelve strike, and then half-past. “I’ll wait till one,” he thought, “while I’m about it.” But just then he star­ted up, and shrink­ingly sat down again. A wo­man had come out in a cream-col­oured frock, and was mov­ing away un­der a fawn-col­oured para­sol. Irene her­self! He waited till she was too far away to re­cog­nise him, then set out after her. She was strolling as though she had no par­tic­u­lar ob­ject­ive; mov­ing, if he re­membered rightly, to­ward the Bois de Boulogne. For half an hour at least he kept his dis­tance on the far side of the way till she had passed in­to the Bois it­self. Was she go­ing to meet someone after all? Some con­foun­ded French­man—one of those Bel Ami chaps, per­haps, who had noth­ing to do but hang about wo­men—for he had read that book with dif­fi­culty and a sort of dis­gus­ted fas­cin­a­tion. He fol­lowed dog­gedly along a shady al­ley, los­ing sight of her now and then when the path curved. And it came back to him how, long ago, one night in Hyde Park he had slid and sneaked from tree to tree, from seat to seat, hunt­ing blindly, ri­dicu­lously, in burn­ing jeal­ousy for her and young Bosin­ney. The path bent sharply, and, hur­ry­ing, he came on her sit­ting in front of a small foun­tain—a little green-bronze Niobe veiled in hair to her slender hips, gaz­ing at the pool she had wept: He came on her so sud­denly that he was past be­fore he could turn and take off his hat. She did not start up. She had al­ways had great self-com­mand—it was one of the things he most ad­mired in her, one of his greatest griev­ances against her, be­cause he had nev­er been able to tell what she was think­ing. Had she real­ised that he was fol­low­ing? Her self-pos­ses­sion made him angry; and, dis­dain­ing to ex­plain his pres­ence, he poin­ted to the mourn­ful little Niobe, and said:

			“That’s rather a good thing.”

			He could see, then, that she was strug­gling to pre­serve her com­pos­ure.

			“I didn’t want to startle you; is this one of your haunts?”

			“Yes.”

			“A little lonely.” As he spoke, a lady, strolling by, paused to look at the foun­tain and passed on.

			Irene’s eyes fol­lowed her.

			“No,” she said, prod­ding the ground with her para­sol, “nev­er lonely. One has al­ways one’s shad­ow.”

			Soames un­der­stood; and, look­ing at her hard, he ex­claimed:

			“Well, it’s your own fault. You can be free of it at any mo­ment. Irene, come back to me, and be free.”

			Irene laughed.

			“Don’t!” cried Soames, stamp­ing his foot; “it’s in­hu­man. Listen! Is there any con­di­tion I can make which will bring you back to me? If I prom­ise you a sep­ar­ate house—and just a vis­it now and then?”

			Irene rose, some­thing wild sud­denly in her face and fig­ure.

			“None! None! None! You may hunt me to the grave. I will not come.”

			Out­raged and on edge, Soames re­coiled.

			“Don’t make a scene!” he said sharply. And they both stood mo­tion­less, star­ing at the little Niobe, whose green­ish flesh the sun­light was burn­ish­ing.

			“That’s your last word, then,” muttered Soames, clench­ing his hands; “you con­demn us both.”

			Irene bent her head. “I can’t come back. Good­bye!”

			A feel­ing of mon­strous in­justice flared up in Soames.

			“Stop!” he said, “and listen to me a mo­ment. You gave me a sac­red vow—you came to me without a penny. You had all I could give you. You broke that vow without cause, you made me a by­word; you re­fused me a child; you’ve left me in pris­on; you—you still move me so that I want you—I want you. Well, what do you think of your­self?”

			Irene turned, her face was deadly pale, her eyes burn­ing dark.

			“God made me as I am,” she said; “wicked if you like—but not so wicked that I’ll give my­self again to a man I hate.”

			The sun­light gleamed on her hair as she moved away, and seemed to lay a caress all down her cling­ing cream-col­oured frock.

			Soames could neither speak nor move. That word “hate”—so ex­treme, so prim­it­ive—made all the For­syte in him tremble. With a deep im­prec­a­tion he strode away from where she had van­ished, and ran al­most in­to the arms of the lady saun­ter­ing back—the fool, the shad­ow­ing fool!

			He was soon drip­ping with per­spir­a­tion, in the depths of the Bois.

			“Well,” he thought, “I need have no con­sid­er­a­tion for her now; she has not a grain of it for me. I’ll show her this very day that she’s my wife still.”

			But on the way home to his hotel, he was forced to the con­clu­sion that he did not know what he meant. One could not make scenes in pub­lic, and short of scenes in pub­lic what was there he could do? He al­most cursed his own thin-skinned­ness. She might de­serve no con­sid­er­a­tion; but he—alas! de­served some at his own hands. And sit­ting lunch­less in the hall of his hotel, with tour­ists passing every mo­ment, Baedeker in hand, he was vis­ited by black de­jec­tion. In irons! His whole life, with every nat­ur­al in­stinct and every de­cent yearn­ing gagged and fettered, and all be­cause Fate had driv­en him sev­en­teen years ago to set his heart upon this wo­man—so ut­terly, that even now he had no real heart to set on any oth­er! Cursed was the day he had met her, and his eyes for see­ing in her any­thing but the cruel Venus she was! And yet, still see­ing her with the sun­light on the cling­ing China crepe of her gown, he uttered a little groan, so that a tour­ist who was passing, thought: “Man in pain! Let’s see! what did I have for lunch?”

			Later, in front of a café near the Op­era, over a glass of cold tea with lem­on and a straw in it, he took the ma­li­cious res­ol­u­tion to go and dine at her hotel. If she were there, he would speak to her; if she were not, he would leave a note. He dressed care­fully, and wrote as fol­lows:

			
				“Your idyll with that fel­low Joly­on For­syte is known to me at all events. If you pur­sue it, un­der­stand that I will leave no stone un­turned to make things un­bear­able for him.

				
					“S. F.”

				
			

			He sealed this note but did not ad­dress it, re­fus­ing to write the maid­en name which she had im­pudently re­sumed, or to put the word For­syte on the en­vel­ope lest she should tear it up un­read. Then he went out, and made his way through the glow­ing streets, aban­doned to even­ing pleas­ure-seekers. En­ter­ing her hotel, he took his seat in a far corner of the din­ing-room whence he could see all en­trances and exits. She was not there. He ate little, quickly, watch­fully. She did not come. He lingered in the lounge over his cof­fee, drank two li­queurs of brandy. But still she did not come. He went over to the key-board and ex­amined the names. Num­ber twelve, on the first floor! And he de­term­ined to take the note up him­self. He moun­ted red-car­peted stairs, past a little salon; eight-ten-twelve! Should he knock, push the note un­der, or—? He looked furt­ively round and turned the handle. The door opened, but in­to a little space lead­ing to an­oth­er door; he knocked on that—no an­swer. The door was locked. It fit­ted very closely to the floor; the note would not go un­der. He thrust it back in­to his pock­et, and stood a mo­ment listen­ing. He felt some­how cer­tain that she was not there. And sud­denly he came away, passing the little salon down the stairs. He stopped at the bur­eau and said:

			“Will you kindly see that Mrs. Her­on has this note?”

			“Ma­dame Her­on left today, Mon­sieur—sud­denly, about three o’clock. There was ill­ness in her fam­ily.”

			Soames com­pressed his lips. “Oh!” he said; “do you know her ad­dress?”

			“Non, Mon­sieur. Eng­land, I think.”

			Soames put the note back in­to his pock­et and went out. He hailed an open horse-cab which was passing.

			“Drive me any­where!”

			The man, who, ob­vi­ously, did not un­der­stand, smiled, and waved his whip. And Soames was borne along in that little yel­low-wheeled Vic­tor­ia all over star-shaped Par­is, with here and there a pause, and the ques­tion, “C’est par ici, Mon­sieur?” “No, go on,” till the man gave it up in des­pair, and the yel­low-wheeled chari­ot con­tin­ued to roll between the tall, flat-fron­ted shuttered houses and plane-tree av­en­ues—a little Fly­ing Dutch­man of a cab.

			“Like my life,” thought Soames, “without ob­ject, on and on!”

		
	
		
			
				II

				In the Web

			
			Soames re­turned to Eng­land the fol­low­ing day, and on the third morn­ing re­ceived a vis­it from Mr. Pol­teed, who wore a flower and car­ried a brown bil­ly­cock hat. Soames mo­tioned him to a seat.

			“The news from the war is not so bad, is it?” said Mr. Pol­teed. “I hope I see you well, sir.”

			“Thanks! quite.”

			Mr. Pol­teed leaned for­ward, smiled, opened his hand, looked in­to it, and said softly:

			“I think we’ve done your busi­ness for you at last.”

			“What?” ejac­u­lated Soames.

			“Nine­teen re­ports quite sud­denly what I think we shall be jus­ti­fied in call­ing con­clus­ive evid­ence,” and Mr. Pol­teed paused.

			“Well?”

			“On the 10th in­stant, after wit­ness­ing an in­ter­view between 17 and a party, earli­er in the day, 19 can swear to hav­ing seen him com­ing out of her bed­room in the hotel about ten o’clock in the even­ing. With a little care in the giv­ing of the evid­ence that will be enough, es­pe­cially as 17 has left Par­is—no doubt with the party in ques­tion. In fact, they both slipped off, and we haven’t got on to them again, yet; but we shall—we shall. She’s worked hard un­der very dif­fi­cult cir­cum­stances, and I’m glad she’s brought it off at last.” Mr. Pol­teed took out a ci­gar­ette, tapped its end against the table, looked at Soames, and put it back. The ex­pres­sion on his cli­ent’s face was not en­cour­aging.

			“Who is this new per­son?” said Soames ab­ruptly.

			“That we don’t know. She’ll swear to the fact, and she’s got his ap­pear­ance pat.”

			Mr. Pol­teed took out a let­ter, and began read­ing:

			“ ‘Middle-aged, me­di­um height, blue dit­toes in af­ter­noon, even­ing dress at night, pale, dark hair, small dark mous­tache, flat cheeks, good chin, grey eyes, small feet, guilty look. …’ ”

			Soames rose and went to the win­dow. He stood there in sar­don­ic fury. Con­gen­it­al idi­ot—spidery con­gen­it­al idi­ot! Sev­en months at fif­teen pounds a week—to be tracked down as his own wife’s lov­er! Guilty look! He threw the win­dow open.

			“It’s hot,” he said, and came back to his seat.

			Cross­ing his knees, he bent a su­per­cili­ous glance on Mr. Pol­teed.

			“I doubt if that’s quite good enough,” he said, drawl­ing the words, “with no name or ad­dress. I think you may let that lady have a rest, and take up our friend 47 at this end.” Wheth­er Pol­teed had spot­ted him he could not tell; but he had a men­tal vis­ion of him in the midst of his cronies dis­solved in in­ex­tin­guish­able laughter. “Guilty look!” Dam­na­tion!

			Mr. Pol­teed said in a tone of ur­gency, al­most of pathos: “I as­sure you we have put it through some­times on less than that. It’s Par­is, you know. At­tract­ive wo­man liv­ing alone. Why not risk it, sir? We might screw it up a peg.”

			Soames had sud­den in­sight. The fel­low’s pro­fes­sion­al zeal was stirred: “Greatest tri­umph of my ca­reer; got a man his di­vorce through a vis­it to his own wife’s bed­room! Some­thing to talk of there, when I re­tire!” And for one wild mo­ment he thought: “Why not?” After all, hun­dreds of men of me­di­um height had small feet and a guilty look!

			“I’m not au­thor­ised to take any risk!” he said shortly.

			Mr. Pol­teed looked up.

			“Pity,” he said, “quite a pity! That oth­er af­fair seemed very cost­ive.”

			Soames rose.

			“Nev­er mind that. Please watch 47, and take care not to find a mare’s nest. Good morn­ing!”

			Mr. Pol­teed’s eye glin­ted at the words “mare’s nest!”

			“Very good. You shall be kept in­formed.”

			And Soames was alone again. The spidery, dirty, ri­dicu­lous busi­ness! Lay­ing his arms on the table, he leaned his fore­head on them. Full ten minutes he res­ted thus, till a man­aging clerk roused him with the draft pro­spect­us of a new is­sue of shares, very de­sir­able, in Man­i­fold and Top­ping’s. That af­ter­noon he left work early and made his way to the Res­taur­ant Bretagne. Only Ma­dame Lamotte was in. Would Mon­sieur have tea with her?

			Soames bowed.

			When they were seated at right angles to each oth­er in the little room, he said ab­ruptly:

			“I want a talk with you, Ma­dame.”

			The quick lift of her clear brown eyes told him that she had long ex­pec­ted such words.

			“I have to ask you some­thing first: That young doc­tor—what’s his name? Is there any­thing between him and An­nette?”

			Her whole per­son­al­ity had be­come, as it were, like jet—clear-cut, black, hard, shin­ing.

			“An­nette is young,” she said; “so is mon­sieur le docteur. Between young people things move quickly; but An­nette is a good daugh­ter. Ah! what a jew­el of a nature!”

			The least little smile twis­ted Soames’ lips.

			“Noth­ing def­in­ite, then?”

			“But def­in­ite—no, in­deed! The young man is veree nice, but—what would you? There is no money at present.”

			She raised her wil­low-pat­terned tea­cup; Soames did the same. Their eyes met.

			“I am a mar­ried man,” he said, “liv­ing apart from my wife for many years. I am seek­ing to di­vorce her.”

			Ma­dame Lamotte put down her cup. In­deed! What tra­gic things there were! The en­tire ab­sence of sen­ti­ment in her in­spired a queer spe­cies of con­tempt in Soames.

			“I am a rich man,” he ad­ded, fully con­scious that the re­mark was not in good taste. “It is use­less to say more at present, but I think you un­der­stand.”

			Ma­dame’s eyes, so open that the whites showed above them, looked at him very straight.

			“Ah! ça—mais nous avons le temps!” was all she said. “An­oth­er little cup?” Soames re­fused, and, tak­ing his leave, walked west­ward.

			He had got that off his mind; she would not let An­nette com­mit her­self with that cheer­ful young ass un­til—! But what chance of his ever be­ing able to say: “I’m free.” What chance? The fu­ture had lost all semb­lance of real­ity. He felt like a fly, en­tangled in cob­web fil­a­ments, watch­ing the de­sir­able free­dom of the air with pi­ti­ful eyes.

			He was short of ex­er­cise, and wandered on to Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens, and down Queen’s Gate to­wards Chelsea. Per­haps she had gone back to her flat. That at all events he could find out. For since that last and most ig­no­mini­ous re­pulse his wounded self-re­spect had taken refuge again in the feel­ing that she must have a lov­er. He ar­rived be­fore the little Man­sions at the din­ner-hour. No need to en­quire! A grey-haired lady was wa­ter­ing the flower-boxes in her win­dow. It was evid­ently let. And he walked slowly past again, along the river—an even­ing of clear, quiet beauty, all har­mony and com­fort, ex­cept with­in his heart.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Rich­mond Park

			
			On the af­ter­noon that Soames crossed to France a cable­gram was re­ceived by Joly­on at Robin Hill:

			
				“Your son down with en­ter­ic no im­me­di­ate danger will cable again.”

			

			It reached a house­hold already agit­ated by the im­min­ent de­par­ture of June, whose berth was booked for the fol­low­ing day. She was, in­deed, in the act of con­fid­ing Eric Cobbley and his fam­ily to her fath­er’s care when the mes­sage ar­rived.

			The res­ol­u­tion to be­come a Red Cross nurse, taken un­der stim­u­lus of Jolly’s en­list­ment, had been loy­ally ful­filled with the ir­rit­a­tion and re­gret which all For­sytes feel at what cur­tails their in­di­vidu­al liber­ties. En­thu­si­ast­ic at first about the “won­der­ful­ness” of the work, she had be­gun after a month to feel that she could train her­self so much bet­ter than oth­ers could train her. And if Holly had not in­sisted on fol­low­ing her ex­ample, and be­ing trained too, she must in­ev­it­ably have “cried off.” The de­par­ture of Jolly and Val with their troop in April had fur­ther stiffened her fail­ing re­solve. But now, on the point of de­par­ture, the thought of leav­ing Eric Cobbley, with a wife and two chil­dren, adrift in the cold wa­ters of an un­ap­pre­ci­at­ive world weighed on her so that she was still in danger of back­ing out. The read­ing of that cable­gram, with its dis­quiet­ing real­ity, clinched the mat­ter. She saw her­self already nurs­ing Jolly—for of course they would let her nurse her own broth­er! Joly­on—ever wide and doubt­ful—had no such hope. Poor June!

			Could any For­syte of her gen­er­a­tion grasp how rude and bru­tal life was? Ever since he knew of his boy’s ar­rival at Cape Town the thought of him had been a kind of re­cur­rent sick­ness in Joly­on. He could not get re­con­ciled to the feel­ing that Jolly was in danger all the time. The cable­gram, grave though it was, was al­most a re­lief. He was now safe from bul­lets, any­way. And yet—this en­ter­ic was a vir­u­lent dis­ease! The Times was full of deaths there­from. Why could he not be ly­ing out there in that up­coun­try hos­pit­al, and his boy safe at home? The un-For­sytean self-sac­ri­fice of his three chil­dren, in­deed, had quite be­wildered Joly­on. He would eagerly change places with Jolly, be­cause he loved his boy; but no such per­son­al motive was in­flu­en­cing them. He could only think that it marked the de­cline of the For­syte type.

			Late that af­ter­noon Holly came out to him un­der the old oak-tree. She had grown up very much dur­ing these last months of hos­pit­al train­ing away from home. And, see­ing her ap­proach, he thought: “She has more sense than June, child though she is; more wis­dom. Thank God she isn’t go­ing out.” She had seated her­self in the swing, very si­lent and still. “She feels this,” thought Joly­on, “as much as I.” And, see­ing her eyes fixed on him, he said: “Don’t take it to heart too much, my child. If he wer­en’t ill, he might be in much great­er danger.”

			Holly got out of the swing.

			“I want to tell you some­thing, Dad. It was through me that Jolly en­lis­ted and went out.”

			“How’s that?”

			“When you were away in Par­is, Val Dartie and I fell in love. We used to ride in Rich­mond Park; we got en­gaged. Jolly found it out, and thought he ought to stop it; so he dared Val to en­list. It was all my fault, Dad; and I want to go out too. Be­cause if any­thing hap­pens to either of them I should feel aw­ful. Be­sides, I’m just as much trained as June.”

			Joly­on gazed at her in a stu­pefac­tion that was tinged with irony. So this was the an­swer to the riddle he had been ask­ing him­self; and his three chil­dren were For­sytes after all. Surely Holly might have told him all this be­fore! But he smothered the sar­cast­ic say­ings on his lips. Ten­der­ness to the young was per­haps the most sac­red art­icle of his be­lief. He had got, no doubt, what he de­served. En­gaged! So this was why he had so lost touch with her! And to young Val Dartie—neph­ew of Soames—in the oth­er camp! It was all ter­ribly dis­taste­ful. He closed his easel, and set his draw­ing against the tree.

			“Have you told June?”

			“Yes; she says she’ll get me in­to her cab­in some­how. It’s a single cab­in; but one of us could sleep on the floor. If you con­sent, she’ll go up now and get per­mis­sion.”

			“Con­sent?” thought Joly­on. “Rather late in the day to ask for that!” But again he checked him­self.

			“You’re too young, my dear; they won’t let you.”

			“June knows some people that she helped to go to Cape Town. If they won’t let me nurse yet, I could stay with them and go on train­ing there. Let me go, Dad!”

			Joly­on smiled be­cause he could have cried.

			“I nev­er stop any­one from do­ing any­thing,” he said.

			Holly flung her arms round his neck.

			“Oh! Dad, you are the best in the world.”

			“That means the worst,” thought Joly­on. If he had ever doubted his creed of tol­er­ance he did so then.

			“I’m not friendly with Val’s fam­ily,” he said, “and I don’t know Val, but Jolly didn’t like him.”

			Holly looked at the dis­tance and said:

			“I love him.”

			“That settles it,” said Joly­on dryly, then catch­ing the ex­pres­sion on her face, he kissed her, with the thought: “Is any­thing more pathet­ic than the faith of the young?” Un­less he ac­tu­ally for­bade her go­ing it was ob­vi­ous that he must make the best of it, so he went up to town with June. Wheth­er due to her per­sist­ence, or the fact that the of­fi­cial they saw was an old school friend of Joly­on’s, they ob­tained per­mis­sion for Holly to share the single cab­in. He took them to Sur­bit­on sta­tion the fol­low­ing even­ing, and they duly slid away from him, provided with money, in­val­id foods, and those let­ters of cred­it without which For­sytes do not travel.

			He drove back to Robin Hill un­der a bril­liant sky to his late din­ner, served with an ad­ded care by ser­vants try­ing to show him that they sym­path­ised, eaten with an ad­ded scru­pu­lous­ness to show them that he ap­pre­ci­ated their sym­pathy. But it was a real re­lief to get to his ci­gar on the ter­race of flag­stones—cun­ningly chosen by young Bosin­ney for shape and col­our—with night clos­ing in around him, so beau­ti­ful a night, hardly whis­per­ing in the trees, and smelling so sweet that it made him ache. The grass was drenched with dew, and he kept to those flag­stones, up and down, till presently it began to seem to him that he was one of three, not wheel­ing, but turn­ing right about at each end, so that his fath­er was al­ways nearest to the house, and his son al­ways nearest to the ter­race edge. Each had an arm lightly with­in his arm; he dared not lift his hand to his ci­gar lest he should dis­turb them, and it burned away, drip­ping ash on him, till it dropped from his lips, at last, which were get­ting hot. They left him then, and his arms felt chilly. Three Joly­ons in one Joly­on they had walked.

			He stood still, count­ing the sounds—a car­riage passing on the high road, a dis­tant train, the dog at Gage’s farm, the whis­per­ing trees, the groom play­ing on his penny whistle. A mul­ti­tude of stars up there—bright and si­lent, so far off! No moon as yet! Just enough light to show him the dark flags and swords of the iris flowers along the ter­race edge—his fa­vour­ite flower that had the night’s own col­our on its curving crumpled petals. He turned round to the house. Big, un­lighted, not a soul be­side him­self to live in all that part of it. Stark loneli­ness! He could not go on liv­ing here alone. And yet, so long as there was beauty, why should a man feel lonely? The an­swer—as to some idi­ot’s riddle—was: Be­cause he did. The great­er the beauty, the great­er the loneli­ness, for at the back of beauty was har­mony, and at the back of har­mony was—uni­on. Beauty could not com­fort if the soul were out of it. The night, mad­den­ingly lovely, with bloom of grapes on it in star­shine, and the breath of grass and honey com­ing from it, he could not en­joy, while she who was to him the life of beauty, its em­bod­i­ment and es­sence, was cut off from him, ut­terly cut off now, he felt, by hon­our­able de­cency.

			He made a poor fist of sleep­ing, striv­ing too hard after that resig­na­tion which For­sytes find dif­fi­cult to reach, bred to their own way and left so com­fort­ably off by their fath­ers. But after dawn he dozed off, and soon was dream­ing a strange dream.

			He was on a stage with im­mensely high rich cur­tains—high as the very stars—stretch­ing in a semi­circle from foot­lights to foot­lights. He him­self was very small, a little black rest­less fig­ure roam­ing up and down; and the odd thing was that he was not al­to­geth­er him­self, but Soames as well, so that he was not only ex­per­i­en­cing but watch­ing. This fig­ure of him­self and Soames was try­ing to find a way out through the cur­tains, which, heavy and dark, kept him in. Sev­er­al times he had crossed in front of them be­fore he saw with de­light a sud­den nar­row rift—a tall chink of beauty the col­our of iris flowers, like a glimpse of Para­dise, re­mote, in­ef­fable. Step­ping quickly for­ward to pass in­to it, he found the cur­tains clos­ing be­fore him. Bit­terly dis­ap­poin­ted he—or was it Soames?—moved on, and there was the chink again through the par­ted cur­tains, which again closed too soon. This went on and on and he nev­er got through till he woke with the word “Irene” on his lips. The dream dis­turbed him badly, es­pe­cially that iden­ti­fic­a­tion of him­self with Soames.

			Next morn­ing, find­ing it im­possible to work, he spent hours rid­ing Jolly’s horse in search of fa­tigue. And on the second day he made up his mind to move to Lon­don and see if he could not get per­mis­sion to fol­low his daugh­ters to South Africa. He had just be­gun to pack the fol­low­ing morn­ing when he re­ceived this let­ter:

			
				
					“Green Hotel,

					“June 13.

					“Rich­mond.

				
				“My Dear Joly­on,

				“You will be sur­prised to see how near I am to you. Par­is be­came im­possible—and I have come here to be with­in reach of your ad­vice. I would so love to see you again. Since you left Par­is I don’t think I have met any­one I could really talk to. Is all well with you and with your boy? No one knows, I think, that I am here at present.

				
					“Al­ways your friend,

					“Irene.”

				
			

			Irene with­in three miles of him!—and again in flight! He stood with a very queer smile on his lips. This was more than he had bar­gained for!

			About noon he set out on foot across Rich­mond Park, and as he went along, he thought: “Rich­mond Park! By Jove, it suits us For­sytes!” Not that For­sytes lived there—nobody lived there save roy­alty, rangers, and the deer—but in Rich­mond Park Nature was al­lowed to go so far and no fur­ther, put­ting up a brave show of be­ing nat­ur­al, seem­ing to say: “Look at my in­stincts—they are al­most pas­sions, very nearly out of hand, but not quite, of course; the very hub of pos­ses­sion is to pos­sess one­self.” Yes! Rich­mond Park pos­sessed it­self, even on that bright day of June, with ar­rowy cuckoos shift­ing the tree-points of their calls, and the wood doves an­noun­cing high sum­mer.

			The Green Hotel, which Joly­on entered at one o’clock, stood nearly op­pos­ite that more fam­ous hostelry, the Crown and Sceptre; it was mod­est, highly re­spect­able, nev­er out of cold beef, goose­berry tart, and a dow­ager or two, so that a car­riage and pair was al­most al­ways stand­ing be­fore the door.

			In a room draped in chintz so slip­pery as to for­bid all emo­tion, Irene was sit­ting on a pi­ano stool covered with crewel­work, play­ing “Hansel and Gretel” out of an old score. Above her on a wall, not yet Mor­ris-papered, was a print of the Queen on a pony, amongst deer­hounds, Scotch caps, and slain stags; be­side her in a pot on the win­dowsill was a white and rosy fuch­sia. The Vic­tori­an­ism of the room al­most talked; and in her cling­ing frock Irene seemed to Joly­on like Venus emer­ging from the shell of the past cen­tury.

			“If the pro­pri­et­or had eyes,” he said, “he would show you the door; you have broken through his dec­or­a­tions.” Thus lightly he smothered up an emo­tion­al mo­ment. Hav­ing eaten cold beef, pickled wal­nut, goose­berry tart, and drunk stone-bottle ginger-beer, they walked in­to the Park, and light talk was suc­ceeded by the si­lence Joly­on had dreaded.

			“You haven’t told me about Par­is,” he said at last.

			“No. I’ve been shad­owed for a long time; one gets used to that. But then Soames came. By the little Niobe—the same story; would I go back to him?”

			“In­cred­ible!”

			She had spoken without rais­ing her eyes, but she looked up now. Those dark eyes cling­ing to his said as no words could have: “I have come to an end; if you want me, here I am.”

			For sheer emo­tion­al in­tens­ity had he ever—old as he was—passed through such a mo­ment?

			The words: “Irene, I ad­ore you!” al­most es­caped him. Then, with a clear­ness of which he would not have be­lieved men­tal vis­ion cap­able, he saw Jolly ly­ing with a white face turned to a white wall.

			“My boy is very ill out there,” he said quietly.

			Irene slipped her arm through his.

			“Let’s walk on; I un­der­stand.”

			No miser­able ex­plan­a­tion to at­tempt! She had un­der­stood! And they walked on among the brack­en, knee-high already, between the rab­bit-holes and the oak-trees, talk­ing of Jolly. He left her two hours later at the Rich­mond Hill Gate, and turned to­wards home.

			“She knows of my feel­ing for her, then,” he thought. Of course! One could not keep know­ledge of that from such a wo­man!

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Over the River

			
			Jolly was tired to death of dreams. They had left him now too wan and weak to dream again; left him to lie tor­pid, faintly re­mem­ber­ing far-off things; just able to turn his eyes and gaze through the win­dow near his cot at the trickle of river run­ning by in the sands, at the strag­gling milk-bush of the Ka­roo bey­ond. He knew what the Ka­roo was now, even if he had not seen a Bo­er roll over like a rab­bit, or heard the whine of fly­ing bul­lets. This pes­ti­lence had sneaked on him be­fore he had smelled powder. A thirsty day and a rash drink, or per­haps a tain­ted fruit—who knew? Not he, who had not even strength left to grudge the evil thing its vic­tory—just enough to know that there were many ly­ing here with him, that he was sore with fren­zied dream­ing; just enough to watch that thread of river and be able to re­mem­ber faintly those faraway things. …

			The sun was nearly down. It would be cool­er soon. He would have liked to know the time—to feel his old watch, so but­ter-smooth, to hear the re­peat­er strike. It would have been friendly, home­like. He had not even strength to re­mem­ber that the old watch was last wound the day he began to lie here. The pulse of his brain beat so feebly that faces which came and went, nurse’s, doc­tor’s, or­derly’s, were in­dis­tin­guish­able, just one in­dif­fer­ent face; and the words spoken about him meant all the same thing, and that al­most noth­ing. Those things he used to do, though far and faint, were more dis­tinct—walk­ing past the foot of the old steps at Har­row “bill”—“Here, sir! Here, sir!”—wrap­ping boots in the West­min­ster Gaz­ette, green­ish pa­per, shin­ing boots—grand­fath­er com­ing from some­where dark—a smell of earth—the mush­room house! Robin Hill! Bury­ing poor old Balthas­ar in the leaves! Dad! Home. …

			Con­scious­ness came again with no­ti­cing that the river had no wa­ter in it—someone was speak­ing too. Want any­thing? No. What could one want? Too weak to want—only to hear his watch strike. …

			Holly! She wouldn’t bowl prop­erly. Oh! Pitch them up! Not sneaks! … “Back her, Two and Bow!” He was Two! … Con­scious­ness came once more with a sense of the vi­ol­et dusk out­side, and a rising blood-red cres­cent moon. His eyes res­ted on it fas­cin­ated; in the long minutes of brain-noth­ing­ness it went mov­ing up and up. …

			“He’s go­ing, doc­tor!” Not pack boots again? Nev­er? “Mind your form, Two!” Don’t cry! Go quietly—over the river—sleep! … Dark? If some­body would—strike—his—watch! …

		
	
		
			
				V

				Soames Acts

			
			A sealed let­ter in the hand­writ­ing of Mr. Pol­teed re­mained un­opened in Soames’ pock­et through­out two hours of sus­tained at­ten­tion to the af­fairs of the New Col­li­ery Com­pany, which, de­clin­ing al­most from the mo­ment of old Joly­on’s re­tire­ment from the Chair­man­ship, had lately run down so fast that there was now noth­ing for it but a “wind­ing-up.” He took the let­ter out to lunch at his City Club, sac­red to him for the meals he had eaten there with his fath­er in the early sev­en­ties, when James used to like him to come and see for him­self the nature of his fu­ture life.

			Here in a re­mote corner be­fore a plate of roast mut­ton and mashed potato, he read:

			
				“Dear Sir,

				“In ac­cord­ance with your sug­ges­tion we have duly taken the mat­ter up at the oth­er end with grat­i­fy­ing res­ults. Ob­ser­va­tion of 47 has en­abled us to loc­ate 17 at the Green Hotel, Rich­mond. The two have been ob­served to meet daily dur­ing the past week in Rich­mond Park. Noth­ing ab­so­lutely cru­cial has so far been no­ti­fied. But in con­junc­tion with what we had from Par­is at the be­gin­ning of the year, I am con­fid­ent we could now sat­is­fy the Court. We shall, of course, con­tin­ue to watch the mat­ter un­til we hear from you.

				
					“Very faith­fully yours,

					“Claud Pol­teed.”

				
			

			Soames read it through twice and beckoned to the waiter:

			“Take this away; it’s cold.”

			“Shall I bring you some more, sir?”

			“No. Get me some cof­fee in the oth­er room.”

			And, pay­ing for what he had not eaten, he went out, passing two ac­quaint­ances without sign of re­cog­ni­tion.

			“Sat­is­fy the Court!” he thought, sit­ting at a little round marble table with the cof­fee be­fore him. That fel­low Joly­on! He poured out his cof­fee, sweetened and drank it. He would dis­grace him in the eyes of his own chil­dren! And rising, with that res­ol­u­tion hot with­in him, he found for the first time the in­con­veni­ence of be­ing his own so­li­cit­or. He could not treat this scan­dal­ous mat­ter in his own of­fice. He must com­mit the soul of his private dig­nity to a stranger, some oth­er pro­fes­sion­al deal­er in fam­ily dis­hon­our. Who was there he could go to? Link­man and Laver in Budge Row, per­haps—re­li­able, not too con­spicu­ous, only nod­ding ac­quaint­ances. But be­fore he saw them he must see Pol­teed again. But at this thought Soames had a mo­ment of sheer weak­ness. To part with his secret? How find the words? How sub­ject him­self to con­tempt and secret laughter? Yet, after all, the fel­low knew already—oh yes, he knew! And, feel­ing that he must fin­ish with it now, he took a cab in­to the West End.

			In this hot weath­er the win­dow of Mr. Pol­teed’s room was pos­it­ively open, and the only pre­cau­tion was a wire gauze, pre­vent­ing the in­tru­sion of flies. Two or three had tried to come in, and been caught, so that they seemed to be cling­ing there with the in­ten­tion of be­ing de­voured presently. Mr. Pol­teed, fol­low­ing the dir­ec­tion of his cli­ent’s eye, rose apo­lo­get­ic­ally and closed the win­dow.

			“Pos­ing ass!” thought Soames. Like all who fun­da­ment­ally be­lieve in them­selves he was rising to the oc­ca­sion, and, with his little side­way smile, he said: “I’ve had your let­ter. I’m go­ing to act. I sup­pose you know who the lady you’ve been watch­ing really is?” Mr. Pol­teed’s ex­pres­sion at that mo­ment was a mas­ter­piece. It so clearly said: “Well, what do you think? But mere pro­fes­sion­al know­ledge, I as­sure you—pray for­give it!” He made a little half airy move­ment with his hand, as who should say: “Such things—such things will hap­pen to us all!”

			“Very well, then,” said Soames, moisten­ing his lips: “there’s no need to say more. I’m in­struct­ing Link­man and Laver of Budge Row to act for me. I don’t want to hear your evid­ence, but kindly make your re­port to them at five o’clock, and con­tin­ue to ob­serve the ut­most secrecy.”

			Mr. Pol­teed half closed his eyes, as if to com­ply at once. “My dear sir,” he said.

			“Are you con­vinced,” asked Soames with sud­den en­ergy, “that there is enough?”

			The faintest move­ment oc­curred to Mr. Pol­teed’s shoulders.

			“You can risk it,” he mur­mured; “with what we have, and hu­man nature, you can risk it.”

			Soames rose. “You will ask for Mr. Link­man. Thanks; don’t get up.” He could not bear Mr. Pol­teed to slide as usu­al between him and the door. In the sun­light of Pic­ca­dilly he wiped his fore­head. This had been the worst of it—he could stand the strangers bet­ter. And he went back in­to the City to do what still lay be­fore him.

			That even­ing in Park Lane, watch­ing his fath­er dine, he was over­whelmed by his old long­ing for a son—a son, to watch him eat as he went down the years, to be taken on his knee as James on a time had been wont to take him; a son of his own be­get­ting, who could un­der­stand him be­cause he was the same flesh and blood—un­der­stand, and com­fort him, and be­come more rich and cul­tured than him­self be­cause he would start even bet­ter off. To get old—like that thin, grey wiry-frail fig­ure sit­ting there—and be quite alone with pos­ses­sions heap­ing up around him; to take no in­terest in any­thing be­cause it had no fu­ture and must pass away from him to hands and mouths and eyes for whom he cared no jot! No! He would force it through now, and be free to marry, and have a son to care for him be­fore he grew to be like the old old man his fath­er, wist­fully watch­ing now his sweet­bread, now his son.

			In that mood he went up to bed. But, ly­ing warm between those fine lin­en sheets of Emily’s provid­ing, he was vis­ited by memor­ies and tor­ture. Vis­ions of Irene, al­most the sol­id feel­ing of her body, be­set him. Why had he ever been fool enough to see her again, and let this flood back on him so that it was pain to think of her with that fel­low—that steal­ing fel­low.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Sum­mer Day

			
			His boy was sel­dom ab­sent from Joly­on’s mind in the days which fol­lowed the first walk with Irene in Rich­mond Park. No fur­ther news had come; en­quir­ies at the War Of­fice eli­cited noth­ing; nor could he ex­pect to hear from June and Holly for three weeks at least. In these days he felt how in­suf­fi­cient were his memor­ies of Jolly, and what an am­a­teur of a fath­er he had been. There was not a single memory in which an­ger played a part; not one re­con­cili­ation, be­cause there had nev­er been a rup­ture; nor one heart-to-heart con­fid­ence, not even when Jolly’s moth­er died. Noth­ing but half-iron­ic­al af­fec­tion. He had been too afraid of com­mit­ting him­self in any dir­ec­tion, for fear of los­ing his liberty, or in­ter­fer­ing with that of his boy.

			Only in Irene’s pres­ence had he re­lief, highly com­plic­ated by the ever-grow­ing per­cep­tion of how di­vided he was between her and his son. With Jolly was bound up all that sense of con­tinu­ity and so­cial creed of which he had drunk deeply in his youth and again dur­ing his boy’s pub­lic school and varsity life—all that sense of not go­ing back on what fath­er and son ex­pec­ted of each oth­er. With Irene was bound up all his de­light in beauty and in Nature. And he seemed to know less and less which was the stronger with­in him. From such sen­ti­ment­al para­lys­is he was rudely awakened, how­ever, one af­ter­noon, just as he was start­ing off to Rich­mond, by a young man with a bi­cycle and a face oddly fa­mil­i­ar, who came for­ward faintly smil­ing.

			“Mr. Joly­on For­syte? Thank you!” Pla­cing an en­vel­ope in Joly­on’s hand he wheeled off the path and rode away. Be­wildered, Joly­on opened it.

			“Ad­mir­alty Pro­bate and Di­vorce, For­syte v. For­syte and For­syte!”

			A sen­sa­tion of shame and dis­gust was fol­lowed by the in­stant re­ac­tion “Why, here’s the very thing you want, and you don’t like it!” But she must have had one too; and he must go to her at once. He turned things over as he went along. It was an iron­ic­al busi­ness. For, whatever the Scrip­tures said about the heart, it took more than mere long­ings to sat­is­fy the law. They could per­fectly well de­fend this suit, or at least in good faith try to. But the idea of do­ing so re­vol­ted Joly­on. If not her lov­er in deed he was in de­sire, and he knew that she was ready to come to him. Her face had told him so. Not that he ex­ag­ger­ated her feel­ing for him. She had had her grand pas­sion, and he could not ex­pect an­oth­er from her at his age. But she had trust in him, af­fec­tion for him, and must feel that he would be a refuge. Surely she would not ask him to de­fend the suit, know­ing that he ad­ored her! Thank Heav­en she had not that mad­den­ing Brit­ish con­scien­tious­ness which re­fused hap­pi­ness for the sake of re­fus­ing! She must re­joice at this chance of be­ing free after sev­en­teen years of death in life! As to pub­li­city, the fat was in the fire! To de­fend the suit would not take away the slur. Joly­on had all the prop­er feel­ing of a For­syte whose pri­vacy is threatened: If he was to be hung by the Law, by all means let it be for a sheep! Moreover the no­tion of stand­ing in a wit­ness box and swear­ing to the truth that no ges­ture, not even a word of love had passed between them seemed to him more de­grad­ing than to take the ta­cit stigma of be­ing an adulter­er—more truly de­grad­ing, con­sid­er­ing the feel­ing in his heart, and just as bad and pain­ful for his chil­dren. The thought of ex­plain­ing away, if he could, be­fore a judge and twelve av­er­age Eng­lish­men, their meet­ings in Par­is, and the walks in Rich­mond Park, hor­ri­fied him. The bru­tal­ity and hy­po­crit­ic­al cen­sori­ous­ness of the whole pro­cess; the prob­ab­il­ity that they would not be be­lieved—the mere vis­ion of her, whom he looked on as the em­bod­i­ment of Nature and of Beauty, stand­ing there be­fore all those sus­pi­cious, gloat­ing eyes was hideous to him. No, no! To de­fend a suit only made a Lon­don hol­i­day, and sold the news­pa­pers. A thou­sand times bet­ter ac­cept what Soames and the gods had sent!

			“Be­sides,” he thought hon­estly, “who knows wheth­er, even for my boy’s sake, I could have stood this state of things much longer? Any­way, her neck will be out of chan­cery at last!” Thus ab­sorbed, he was hardly con­scious of the heavy heat. The sky had be­come over­cast, purplish with little streaks of white. A heavy heat-drop plashed a little star pat­tern in the dust of the road as he entered the Park. “Phew!” he thought, “thun­der! I hope she’s not come to meet me; there’s a duck­ing up there!” But at that very minute he saw Irene com­ing to­wards the Gate. “We must scuttle back to Robin Hill,” he thought.

			

			The storm had passed over the Poultry at four o’clock, bring­ing wel­come dis­trac­tion to the clerks in every of­fice. Soames was drink­ing a cup of tea when a note was brought in to him:

			
				“Dear Sir,

				
					“For­syte v. For­syte and For­syte
				

				“In ac­cord­ance with your in­struc­tions, we beg to in­form you that we per­son­ally served the re­spond­ent and corespond­ent in this suit today, at Rich­mond, and Robin Hill, re­spect­ively.

				
					“Faith­fully yours,

					“Link­man and Laver.”

				
			

			For some minutes Soames stared at that note. Ever since he had giv­en those in­struc­tions he had been temp­ted to an­nul them. It was so scan­dal­ous, such a gen­er­al dis­grace! The evid­ence, too, what he had heard of it, had nev­er seemed to him con­clus­ive; some­how, he be­lieved less and less that those two had gone all lengths. But this, of course, would drive them to it; and he suffered from the thought. That fel­low to have her love, where he had failed! Was it too late? Now that they had been brought up sharp by ser­vice of this pe­ti­tion, had he not a lever with which he could force them apart? “But if I don’t act at once,” he thought, “it will be too late, now they’ve had this thing. I’ll go and see him; I’ll go down!”

			And, sick with nervous anxi­ety, he sent out for one of the new­fangled mo­tor-cabs. It might take a long time to run that fel­low to ground, and Good­ness knew what de­cision they might come to after such a shock! “If I were a the­at­ric­al ass,” he thought, “I sup­pose I should be tak­ing a horse­whip or a pis­tol or some­thing!” He took in­stead a bundle of pa­pers in the case of Magen­tie versus Wake, in­tend­ing to read them on the way down. He did not even open them, but sat quite still, jol­ted and jarred, un­con­scious of the draught down the back of his neck, or the smell of pet­rol. He must be guided by the fel­low’s at­ti­tude; the great thing was to keep his head!

			Lon­don had already be­gun to dis­gorge its work­ers as he neared Put­ney Bridge; the ant-heap was on the move out­wards. What a lot of ants, all with a liv­ing to get, hold­ing on by their eye­lids in the great scramble! Per­haps for the first time in his life Soames thought: “I could let go if I liked! Noth­ing could touch me; I could snap my fin­gers, live as I wished—en­joy my­self!” No! One could not live as he had and just drop it all—settle down in Cap­ua, to spend the money and repu­ta­tion he had made. A man’s life was what he pos­sessed and sought to pos­sess. Only fools thought oth­er­wise—fools, and so­cial­ists, and lib­ertines!

			The cab was passing vil­las now, go­ing a great pace. “Fif­teen miles an hour, I should think!” he mused; “this’ll take people out of town to live!” and he thought of its bear­ing on the por­tions of Lon­don owned by his fath­er—he him­self had nev­er taken to that form of in­vest­ment, the gam­bler in him hav­ing all the out­let needed in his pic­tures. And the cab sped on, down the hill past Wimble­don Com­mon. This in­ter­view! Surely a man of fifty-two with grown-up chil­dren, and hung on the line, would not be reck­less. “He won’t want to dis­grace the fam­ily,” he thought; “he was as fond of his fath­er as I am of mine, and they were broth­ers. That wo­man brings de­struc­tion—what is it in her? I’ve nev­er known.” The cab branched off, along the side of a wood, and he heard a late cuckoo call­ing, al­most the first he had heard that year. He was now al­most op­pos­ite the site he had ori­gin­ally chosen for his house, and which had been so un­ce­re­mo­ni­ously re­jec­ted by Bosin­ney in fa­vour of his own choice. He began passing his handker­chief over his face and hands, tak­ing deep breaths to give him stead­i­ness. “Keep one’s head,” he thought, “keep one’s head!”

			The cab turned in at the drive which might have been his own, and the sound of mu­sic met him. He had for­got­ten the fel­low’s daugh­ters.

			“I may be out again dir­ectly,” he said to the driver, “or I may be kept some time”; and he rang the bell.

			Fol­low­ing the maid through the cur­tains in­to the in­ner hall, he felt re­lieved that the im­pact of this meet­ing would be broken by June or Holly, whichever was play­ing in there, so that with com­plete sur­prise he saw Irene at the pi­ano, and Joly­on sit­ting in an arm­chair listen­ing. They both stood up. Blood surged in­to Soames’ brain, and all his res­ol­u­tion to be guided by this or that left him ut­terly. The look of his farm­er for­bears—dogged For­sytes down by the sea, from Su­per­i­or Dos­set back—grinned out of his face.

			“Very pretty!” he said.

			He heard the fel­low mur­mur:

			“This is hardly the place—we’ll go to the study, if you don’t mind.” And they both passed him through the cur­tain open­ing. In the little room to which he fol­lowed them, Irene stood by the open win­dow, and the “fel­low” close to her by a big chair. Soames pulled the door to be­hind him with a slam; the sound car­ried him back all those years to the day when he had shut out Joly­on—shut him out for med­dling with his af­fairs.

			“Well,” he said, “what have you to say for yourselves?”

			The fel­low had the ef­frontery to smile.

			“What we have re­ceived today has taken away your right to ask. I should ima­gine you will be glad to have your neck out of chan­cery.”

			“Oh!” said Soames; “you think so! I came to tell you that I’ll di­vorce her with every cir­cum­stance of dis­grace to you both, un­less you swear to keep clear of each oth­er from now on.”

			He was as­ton­ished at his flu­ency, be­cause his mind was stam­mer­ing and his hands twitch­ing. Neither of them answered; but their faces seemed to him as if con­temp­tu­ous.

			“Well,” he said; “you—Irene?”

			Her lips moved, but Joly­on laid his hand on her arm.

			“Let her alone!” said Soames furi­ously. “Irene, will you swear it?”

			“No.”

			“Oh! and you?”

			“Still less.”

			“So then you’re guilty, are you?”

			“Yes, guilty.” It was Irene speak­ing in that se­rene voice, with that un­reached air which had maddened him so of­ten; and, car­ried bey­ond him­self, he cried:

			“You are a dev­il.”

			“Go out! Leave this house, or I’ll do you an in­jury.”

			That fel­low to talk of in­jur­ies! Did he know how near his throat was to be­ing scragged?

			“A trust­ee,” he said, “em­bezz­ling trust prop­erty! A thief, steal­ing his cous­in’s wife.”

			“Call me what you like. You have chosen your part, we have chosen ours. Go out!”

			If he had brought a weapon Soames might have used it at that mo­ment.

			“I’ll make you pay!” he said.

			“I shall be very happy.”

			At that deadly turn­ing of the mean­ing of his speech by the son of him who had nick­named him “the man of prop­erty,” Soames stood glar­ing. It was ri­dicu­lous!

			There they were, kept from vi­ol­ence by some secret force. No blow pos­sible, no words to meet the case. But he could not, did not know how to turn and go away. His eyes fastened on Irene’s face—the last time he would ever see that fatal face—the last time, no doubt!

			“You,” he said sud­denly, “I hope you’ll treat him as you treated me—that’s all.”

			He saw her wince, and with a sen­sa­tion not quite tri­umph, not quite re­lief, he wrenched open the door, passed out through the hall, and got in­to his cab. He lolled against the cush­ion with his eyes shut. Nev­er in his life had he been so near to mur­der­ous vi­ol­ence, nev­er so thrown away the re­straint which was his second nature. He had a stripped and na­ked feel­ing, as if all vir­tue had gone out of him—life mean­ing­less, mind-strik­ing work. Sun­light streamed in on him, but he felt cold. The scene he had passed through had gone from him already, what was be­fore him would not ma­ter­i­al­ise, he could catch on to noth­ing; and he felt frightened, as if he had been hanging over the edge of a pre­cip­ice, as if with an­oth­er turn of the screw san­ity would have failed him. “I’m not fit for it,” he thought; “I mustn’t—I’m not fit for it.” The cab sped on, and in mech­an­ic­al pro­ces­sion trees, houses, people passed, but had no sig­ni­fic­ance. “I feel very queer,” he thought; “I’ll take a Turk­ish bath.—I’ve been very near to some­thing. It won’t do.” The cab whirred its way back over the bridge, up the Ful­ham Road, along the Park.

			“To the Hammam,” said Soames.

			Curi­ous that on so warm a sum­mer day, heat should be so com­fort­ing! Cross­ing in­to the hot room he met George For­syte com­ing out, red and glisten­ing.

			“Hallo!” said George; “what are you train­ing for? You’ve not got much su­per­flu­ous.”

			Buf­foon! Soames passed him with his side­way smile. Ly­ing back, rub­bing his skin un­eas­ily for the first signs of per­spir­a­tion, he thought: “Let them laugh! I won’t feel any­thing! I can’t stand vi­ol­ence! It’s not good for me!”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				A Sum­mer Night

			
			Soames left dead si­lence in the little study. “Thank you for that good lie,” said Joly­on sud­denly. “Come out—the air in here is not what it was!”

			In front of a long high south­erly wall on which were trained peach-trees the two walked up and down in si­lence. Old Joly­on had planted some cupres­sus-trees, at in­ter­vals, between this grassy ter­race and the dip­ping mead­ow full of but­ter­cups and ox-eyed dais­ies; for twelve years they had flour­ished, till their dark spir­al shapes had quite a look of Italy. Birds fluttered softly in the wet shrub­bery; the swal­lows swooped past, with a steel-blue sheen on their swift little bod­ies; the grass felt springy be­neath the feet, its green re­freshed; but­ter­flies chased each oth­er. After that pain­ful scene the quiet of Nature was won­der­fully poignant. Un­der the sun-soaked wall ran a nar­row strip of garden-bed full of mignon­ette and pan­sies, and from the bees came a low hum in which all oth­er sounds were set—the moo­ing of a cow de­prived of her calf, the call­ing of a cuckoo from an elm-tree at the bot­tom of the mead­ow. Who would have thought that be­hind them, with­in ten miles, Lon­don began—that Lon­don of the For­sytes, with its wealth, its misery; its dirt and noise; its jumbled stone isles of beauty, its grey sea of hideous brick and stucco? That Lon­don which had seen Irene’s early tragedy, and Joly­on’s own hard days; that web; that princely work­house of the pos­sess­ive in­stinct!

			And while they walked Joly­on pondered those words: “I hope you’ll treat him as you treated me.” That would de­pend on him­self. Could he trust him­self? Did Nature per­mit a For­syte not to make a slave of what he ad­ored? Could beauty be con­fided to him? Or should she not be just a vis­it­or, com­ing when she would, pos­sessed for mo­ments which passed, to re­turn only at her own choos­ing? “We are a breed of spoil­ers!” thought Joly­on, “close and greedy; the bloom of life is not safe with us. Let her come to me as she will, when she will, not at all if she will not. Let me be just her standby, her perch­ing-place; nev­er—nev­er her cage!”

			She was the chink of beauty in his dream. Was he to pass through the cur­tains now and reach her? Was the rich stuff of many pos­ses­sions, the close en­circ­ling fab­ric of the pos­sess­ive in­stinct walling in that little black fig­ure of him­self, and Soames—was it to be rent so that he could pass through in­to his vis­ion, find there some­thing not of the senses only? “Let me,” he thought, “ah! let me only know how not to grasp and des­troy!”

			But at din­ner there were plans to be made. To­night she would go back to the hotel, but to­mor­row he would take her up to Lon­don. He must in­struct his so­li­cit­or—Jack Her­ring. Not a fin­ger must be raised to hinder the pro­cess of the Law. Dam­ages ex­em­plary, ju­di­cial stric­tures, costs, what they liked—let it go through at the first mo­ment, so that her neck might be out of chan­cery at last! To­mor­row he would see Her­ring—they would go and see him to­geth­er. And then—abroad, leav­ing no doubt, no dif­fi­culty about evid­ence, mak­ing the lie she had told in­to the truth. He looked round at her; and it seemed to his ad­or­ing eyes that more than a wo­man was sit­ting there. The spir­it of uni­ver­sal beauty, deep, mys­ter­i­ous, which the old paint­ers, Titian, Gior­gione, Bot­ti­celli, had known how to cap­ture and trans­fer to the faces of their wo­men—this fly­ing beauty seemed to him im­prin­ted on her brow, her hair, her lips, and in her eyes.

			“And this is to be mine!” he thought. “It fright­ens me!”

			After din­ner they went out on to the ter­race to have cof­fee. They sat there long, the even­ing was so lovely, watch­ing the sum­mer night come very slowly on. It was still warm and the air smelled of lime blos­som—early this sum­mer. Two bats were flight­ing with the faint mys­ter­i­ous little noise they make. He had placed the chairs in front of the study win­dow, and moths flew past to vis­it the dis­creet light in there. There was no wind, and not a whis­per in the old oak-tree twenty yards away! The moon rose from be­hind the copse, nearly full; and the two lights struggled, till moon­light conquered, chan­ging the col­our and qual­ity of all the garden, steal­ing along the flag­stones, reach­ing their feet, climb­ing up, chan­ging their faces.

			“Well,” said Joly­on at last, “you’ll be tired, dear; we’d bet­ter start. The maid will show you Holly’s room,” and he rang the study bell. The maid who came handed him a tele­gram. Watch­ing her take Irene away, he thought: “This must have come an hour or more ago, and she didn’t bring it out to us! That shows! Well, we’ll be hung for a sheep soon!” And, open­ing the tele­gram, he read:

			
				“Joly­on For­syte, Robin Hill.—Your son passed pain­lessly away on June 20th. Deep sym­pathy”—some name un­known to him.

			

			He dropped it, spun round, stood mo­tion­less. The moon shone in on him; a moth flew in his face. The first day of all that he had not thought al­most cease­lessly of Jolly. He went blindly to­wards the win­dow, struck against the old arm­chair—his fath­er’s—and sank down on to the arm of it. He sat there huddled’ for­ward, star­ing in­to the night. Gone out like a candle flame; far from home, from love, all by him­self, in the dark! His boy! From a little chap al­ways so good to him—so friendly! Twenty years old, and cut down like grass—to have no life at all! “I didn’t really know him,” he thought, “and he didn’t know me; but we loved each oth­er. It’s only love that mat­ters.”

			To die out there—lonely—want­ing them—want­ing home! This seemed to his For­syte heart more pain­ful, more pi­ti­ful than death it­self. No shel­ter, no pro­tec­tion, no love at the last! And all the deeply rooted clan­ship in him, the fam­ily feel­ing and es­sen­tial cling­ing to his own flesh and blood which had been so strong in old Joly­on was so strong in all the For­sytes—felt out­raged, cut, and torn by his boy’s lonely passing. Bet­ter far if he had died in battle, without time to long for them to come to him, to call out for them, per­haps, in his de­li­ri­um!

			The moon had passed be­hind the oak-tree now, en­dow­ing it with un­canny life, so that it seemed watch­ing him—the oak-tree his boy had been so fond of climb­ing, out of which he had once fallen and hurt him­self, and hadn’t cried!

			The door creaked. He saw Irene come in, pick up the tele­gram and read it. He heard the faint rustle of her dress. She sank on her knees close to him, and he forced him­self to smile at her. She stretched up her arms and drew his head down on her shoulder. The per­fume and warmth of her en­circled him; her pres­ence gained slowly his whole be­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				James in Wait­ing

			
			Sweated to serenity, Soames dined at the Re­move and turned his face to­ward Park Lane. His fath­er had been un­well lately. This would have to be kept from him! Nev­er till that mo­ment had he real­ised how much the dread of bring­ing James’ grey hairs down with sor­row to the grave had coun­ted with him; how in­tim­ately it was bound up with his own shrink­ing from scan­dal. His af­fec­tion for his fath­er, al­ways deep, had in­creased of late years with the know­ledge that James looked on him as the real prop of his de­cline. It seemed pi­ti­ful that one who had been so care­ful all his life and done so much for the fam­ily name—so that it was al­most a by­word for sol­id, wealthy re­spect­ab­il­ity—should at his last gasp have to see it in all the news­pa­pers. This was like lend­ing a hand to Death, that fi­nal en­emy of For­sytes. “I must tell moth­er,” he thought, “and when it comes on, we must keep the pa­pers from him some­how. He sees hardly any­one.” Let­ting him­self in with his latch­key, he was be­gin­ning to as­cend he stairs when he be­came con­scious of com­mo­tion on the second-floor land­ing. His moth­er’s voice was say­ing:

			“Now, James, you’ll catch cold. Why can’t you wait quietly?”

			His fath­er’s an­swer­ing:

			“Wait? I’m al­ways wait­ing. Why doesn’t he come in?”

			“You can speak to him to­mor­row morn­ing, in­stead of mak­ing a guy of your­self on the land­ing.”

			“He’ll go up to bed, I shouldn’t won­der. I shan’t sleep.”

			“Now come back to bed, James.”

			“Um! I might die be­fore to­mor­row morn­ing for all you can tell.”

			“You shan’t have to wait till to­mor­row morn­ing; I’ll go down and bring him up. Don’t fuss!”

			“There you go—al­ways so cock-a-hoop. He mayn’t come in at all.”

			“Well, if he doesn’t come in you won’t catch him by stand­ing out here in your dress­ing-gown.”

			Soames roun­ded the last bend and came in sight of his fath­er’s tall fig­ure wrapped in a brown silk quilted gown, stoop­ing over the bal­us­trade above. Light fell on his sil­very hair and whiskers, in­vest­ing his head with a sort of halo.

			“Here he is!” he heard him say in a voice which soun­ded in­jured, and his moth­er’s com­fort­able an­swer from the bed­room door:

			“That’s all right. Come in, and I’ll brush your hair.” James ex­ten­ded a thin, crooked fin­ger, oddly like the beck­on­ing of a skel­et­on, and passed through the door­way of his bed­room.

			“What is it?” thought Soames. “What has he got hold of now?”

			His fath­er was sit­ting be­fore the dress­ing-table side­ways to the mir­ror, while Emily slowly passed two sil­ver-backed brushes through and through his hair. She would do this sev­er­al times a day, for it had on him some­thing of the ef­fect pro­duced on a cat by scratch­ing between its ears.

			“There you are!” he said. “I’ve been wait­ing.”

			Soames stroked his shoulder, and, tak­ing up a sil­ver but­ton­hook, ex­amined the mark on it.

			“Well,” he said, “you’re look­ing bet­ter.”

			James shook his head.

			“I want to say some­thing. Your moth­er hasn’t heard.” He an­nounced Emily’s ig­nor­ance of what he hadn’t told her, as if it were a griev­ance.

			“Your fath­er’s been in a great state all the even­ing. I’m sure I don’t know what about.”

			The faint whisk-whisk of the brushes con­tin­ued the sooth­ing of her voice.

			“No! you know noth­ing,” said James. “Soames can tell me.” And, fix­ing his grey eyes, in which there was a look of strain, un­com­fort­able to watch, on his son, he muttered:

			“I’m get­ting on, Soames. At my age I can’t tell. I might die any time. There’ll be a lot of money. There’s Rachel and Cicely got no chil­dren; and Val’s out there—that chap his fath­er will get hold of all he can. And some­body’ll pick up Imo­gen, I shouldn’t won­der.”

			Soames listened vaguely—he had heard all this be­fore. Whish-whish! went the brushes.

			“If that’s all!” said Emily.

			“All!” cried James; “it’s noth­ing. I’m com­ing to that.” And again his eyes strained pi­ti­fully at Soames.

			“It’s you, my boy,” he said sud­denly; “you ought to get a di­vorce.”

			That word, from those of all lips, was al­most too much for Soames’ com­pos­ure. His eyes re­con­cen­trated them­selves quickly on the but­ton­hook, and as if in apo­logy James hur­ried on:

			“I don’t know what’s be­come of her—they say she’s abroad. Your Uncle Swith­in used to ad­mire her—he was a funny fel­low.” (So he al­ways al­luded to his dead twin—“The Stout and the Lean of it,” they had been called.) “She wouldn’t be alone, I should say.” And with that sum­ming-up of the ef­fect of beauty on hu­man nature, he was si­lent, watch­ing his son with eyes doubt­ing as a bird’s. Soames, too, was si­lent. Whish-whish went the brushes.

			“Come, James! Soames knows best. It’s his busi­ness.”

			“Ah!” said James, and the word came from deep down; “but there’s all my money, and there’s his—who’s it to go to? And when he dies the name goes out.”

			Soames re­placed the but­ton­hook on the lace and pink silk of the dress­ing-table cov­er­let.

			“The name?” said Emily, “there are all the oth­er For­sytes.”

			“As if that helped me,” muttered James. “I shall be in my grave, and there’ll be nobody, un­less he mar­ries again.”

			“You’re quite right,” said Soames quietly; “I’m get­ting a di­vorce.”

			James’ eyes al­most star­ted from his head.

			“What?” he cried. “There! nobody tells me any­thing.”

			“Well,” said Emily, “who would have ima­gined you wanted it? My dear boy, that is a sur­prise, after all these years.”

			“It’ll be a scan­dal,” muttered James, as if to him­self; “but I can’t help that. Don’t brush so hard. When’ll it come on?”

			“Be­fore the Long Va­ca­tion; it’s not de­fen­ded.”

			James’ lips moved in secret cal­cu­la­tion. “I shan’t live to see my grand­son,” he muttered.

			Emily ceased brush­ing. “Of course you will, James. Soames will be as quick as he can.”

			There was a long si­lence, till James reached out his arm.

			“Here! let’s have the eau de co­logne,” and, put­ting it to his nose, he moved his fore­head in the dir­ec­tion of his son. Soames bent over and kissed that brow just where the hair began. A re­lax­ing quiver passed over James’ face, as though the wheels of anxi­ety with­in were run­ning down.

			“I’ll get to bed,” he said; “I shan’t want to see the pa­pers when that comes. They’re a mor­bid lot; I can’t pay at­ten­tion to them, I’m too old.”

			Queerly af­fected, Soames went to the door; he heard his fath­er say:

			“Here, I’m tired. I’ll say a pray­er in bed.”

			And his moth­er an­swer­ing:

			“That’s right, James; it’ll be ever so much more com­fy.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Out of the Web

			
			On For­syte ’Change the an­nounce­ment of Jolly’s death, among a batch of troop­ers, caused mixed sen­sa­tion. Strange to read that Joly­on For­syte (fifth of the name in dir­ect des­cent) had died of dis­ease in the ser­vice of his coun­try, and not be able to feel it per­son­ally. It re­vived the old grudge against his fath­er for hav­ing es­tranged him­self. For such was still the prestige of old Joly­on that the oth­er For­sytes could nev­er quite feel, as might have been ex­pec­ted, that it was they who had cut off his des­cend­ants for ir­reg­u­lar­ity. The news in­creased, of course, the in­terest and anxi­ety about Val; but then Val’s name was Dartie, and even if he were killed in battle or got the Vic­tor­ia Cross, it would not be at all the same as if his name were For­syte. Not even cas­u­alty or glory to the Hay­mans would be really sat­is­fact­ory. Fam­ily pride felt de­frauded.

			How the ru­mour arose, then, that “some­thing very dread­ful, my dear,” was pending, no one, least of all Soames, could tell, secret as he kept everything. Pos­sibly some eye had seen For­syte v. For­syte and For­syte, in the cause list; and had ad­ded it to “Irene in Par­is with a fair beard.” Pos­sibly some wall at Park Lane had ears. The fact re­mained that it was known—whispered among the old, dis­cussed among the young—that fam­ily pride must soon re­ceive a blow.

			Soames, pay­ing one of his Sunday vis­its to Timothy’s—pay­ing it with the feel­ing that after the suit came on he would be pay­ing no more—felt know­ledge in the air as he came in. Nobody, of course, dared speak of it be­fore him, but each of the four oth­er For­sytes present held their breath, aware that noth­ing could pre­vent Aunt Ju­ley from mak­ing them all un­com­fort­able. She looked so piteously at Soames, she checked her­self on the point of speech so of­ten, that Aunt Hester ex­cused her­self and said she must go and bathe Timothy’s eye—he had a sty com­ing. Soames, im­pass­ive, slightly su­per­cili­ous, did not stay long. He went out with a curse stifled be­hind his pale, just smil­ing lips.

			For­tu­nately for the peace of his mind, cruelly tor­tured by the com­ing scan­dal, he was kept busy day and night with plans for his re­tire­ment—for he had come to that grim con­clu­sion. To go on see­ing all those people who had known him as a “long-headed chap,” an as­tute ad­viser—after that—no! The fas­ti­di­ous­ness and pride which was so strangely, so in­ex­tric­ably blen­ded in him with pos­sess­ive ob­tuse­ness, re­vol­ted against the thought. He would re­tire, live privately, go on buy­ing pic­tures, make a great name as a col­lect­or—after all, his heart was more in that than it had ever been in Law. In pur­su­ance of this now fixed re­solve, he had to get ready to am­al­gam­ate his busi­ness with an­oth­er firm without let­ting people know, for that would ex­cite curi­os­ity and make hu­mi­li­ation cast its shad­ow be­fore. He had pitched on the firm of Cuth­cott, Hol­l­i­day and King­son, two of whom were dead. The full name after the am­al­gam­a­tion would there­fore be Cuth­cott, Hol­l­i­day, King­son, For­syte, Bus­tard and For­syte. But after de­bate as to which of the dead still had any in­flu­ence with the liv­ing, it was de­cided to re­duce the title to Cuth­cott, King­son and For­syte, of whom King­son would be the act­ive and Soames the sleep­ing part­ner. For leav­ing his name, prestige, and cli­ents be­hind him, Soames would re­ceive con­sid­er­able value.

			One night, as be­fit­ted a man who had ar­rived at so im­port­ant a stage of his ca­reer, he made a cal­cu­la­tion of what he was worth, and after writ­ing off lib­er­ally for de­pre­ci­ation by the war, found his value to be some hun­dred and thirty thou­sand pounds. At his fath­er’s death, which could not, alas, be delayed much longer, he must come in­to at least an­oth­er fifty thou­sand, and his yearly ex­pendit­ure at present just reached two. Stand­ing among his pic­tures, he saw be­fore him a fu­ture full of bar­gains earned by the trained fac­ulty of know­ing bet­ter than oth­er people. Selling what was about to de­cline, keep­ing what was still go­ing up, and ex­er­cising ju­di­cious in­sight in­to fu­ture taste, he would make a unique col­lec­tion, which at his death would pass to the na­tion un­der the title “For­syte Be­quest.”

			If the di­vorce went through, he had de­term­ined on his line with Ma­dame Lamotte. She had, he knew, but one real am­bi­tion—to live on her rentes in Par­is near her grand­chil­dren. He would buy the good­will of the Res­taur­ant Bretagne at a fancy price. Ma­dame would live like a Queen-Moth­er in Par­is on the in­terest, in­ves­ted as she would know how. (In­cid­ent­ally Soames meant to put a cap­able man­ager in her place, and make the res­taur­ant pay good in­terest on his money. There were great pos­sib­il­it­ies in Soho.) On An­nette he would prom­ise to settle fif­teen thou­sand pounds (wheth­er de­sign­edly or not), pre­cisely the sum old Joly­on had settled on “that wo­man.”

			A let­ter from Joly­on’s so­li­cit­or to his own had dis­closed the fact that “those two” were in Italy. And an op­por­tun­ity had been duly giv­en for not­ing that they had first stayed at an hotel in Lon­don. The mat­ter was clear as day­light, and would be dis­posed of in half an hour or so; but dur­ing that half-hour he, Soames, would go down to hell; and after that half-hour all bear­ers of the For­syte name would feel the bloom was off the rose. He had no il­lu­sions like Shakespeare that roses by any oth­er name would smell as sweet. The name was a pos­ses­sion, a con­crete, un­stained piece of prop­erty, the value of which would be re­duced some twenty per­cent at least. Un­less it were Ro­ger, who had once re­fused to stand for Par­lia­ment, and—oh, irony!—Joly­on, hung on the line, there had nev­er been a dis­tin­guished For­syte. But that very lack of dis­tinc­tion was the name’s greatest as­set. It was a private name, in­tensely in­di­vidu­al, and his own prop­erty; it had nev­er been ex­ploited for good or evil by in­trus­ive re­port. He and each mem­ber of his fam­ily owned it wholly, sanely, secretly, without any more in­ter­fer­ence from the pub­lic than had been ne­ces­sit­ated by their births, their mar­riages, their deaths. And dur­ing these weeks of wait­ing and pre­par­ing to drop the Law, he con­ceived for that Law a bit­ter dis­taste, so deeply did he re­sent its com­ing vi­ol­a­tion of his name, forced on him by the need he felt to per­petu­ate that name in a law­ful man­ner. The mon­strous in­justice of the whole thing ex­cited in him a per­petu­al sup­pressed fury. He had asked no bet­ter than to live in spot­less do­mest­icity, and now he must go in­to the wit­ness box, after all these fu­tile, bar­ren years, and pro­claim his fail­ure to keep his wife—in­cur the pity, the amuse­ment, the con­tempt of his kind. It was all up­side down. She and that fel­low ought to be the suf­fer­ers, and they—were in Italy! In these weeks the Law he had served so faith­fully, looked on so rev­er­ently as the guard­i­an of all prop­erty, seemed to him quite pi­ti­ful. What could be more in­sane than to tell a man that he owned his wife, and pun­ish him when someone un­law­fully took her away from him? Did the Law not know that a man’s name was to him the apple of his eye, that it was far harder to be re­garded as cuck­old than as se­du­cer? He ac­tu­ally en­vied Joly­on the repu­ta­tion of suc­ceed­ing where he, Soames, had failed. The ques­tion of dam­ages wor­ried him, too. He wanted to make that fel­low suf­fer, but he re­membered his cous­in’s words, “I shall be very happy,” with the un­easy feel­ing that to claim dam­ages would make not Joly­on but him­self suf­fer; he felt un­can­nily that Joly­on would rather like to pay them—the chap was so loose. Be­sides, to claim dam­ages was not the thing to do. The claim, in­deed, had been made al­most mech­an­ic­ally; and as the hour drew near Soames saw in it just an­oth­er dodge of this in­sens­it­ive and topsy-turvy Law to make him ri­dicu­lous; so that people might sneer and say: “Oh, yes, he got quite a good price for her!” And he gave in­struc­tions that his Coun­sel should state that the money would be giv­en to a Home for Fallen Wo­men. He was a long time hit­ting off ex­actly the right char­ity; but, hav­ing pitched on it, he used to wake up in the night and think: “It won’t do, too lur­id; it’ll draw at­ten­tion. Some­thing quieter—bet­ter taste.” He did not care for dogs, or he would have named them; and it was in des­per­a­tion at last—for his know­ledge of char­it­ies was lim­ited—that he de­cided on the blind. That could not be in­ap­pro­pri­ate, and it would make the Jury as­sess the dam­ages high.

			A good many suits were drop­ping out of the list, which happened to be ex­cep­tion­ally thin that sum­mer, so that his case would be reached be­fore Au­gust. As the day grew near­er, Wini­fred was his only com­fort. She showed the fel­low-feel­ing of one who had been through the mill, and was the femme-sole in whom he con­fided, well know­ing that she would not let Dartie in­to her con­fid­ence. That ruf­fi­an would be only too re­joiced! At the end of Ju­ly, on the af­ter­noon be­fore the case, he went in to see her. They had not yet been able to leave town, be­cause Dartie had already spent their sum­mer hol­i­day, and Wini­fred dared not go to her fath­er for more money while he was wait­ing not to be told any­thing about this af­fair of Soames.

			Soames found her with a let­ter in her hand.

			“That from Val,” he asked gloomily. “What does he say?”

			“He says he’s mar­ried,” said Wini­fred.

			“Whom to, for good­ness sake?”

			Wini­fred looked up at him.

			“To Holly For­syte, Joly­on’s daugh­ter.”

			“What?”

			“He got leave and did it. I didn’t even know he knew her. Awk­ward, isn’t it?”

			Soames uttered a short laugh at that char­ac­ter­ist­ic min­im­isa­tion.

			“Awk­ward! Well, I don’t sup­pose they’ll hear about this till they come back. They’d bet­ter stay out there. That fel­low will give her money.”

			“But I want Val back,” said Wini­fred al­most piteously; “I miss him, he helps me to get on.”

			“I know,” mur­mured Soames. “How’s Dartie be­hav­ing now?”

			“It might be worse; but it’s al­ways money. Would you like me to come down to the Court to­mor­row, Soames?”

			Soames stretched out his hand for hers. The ges­ture so be­trayed the loneli­ness in him that she pressed it between her two.

			“Nev­er mind, old boy. You’ll feel ever so much bet­ter when it’s all over.”

			“I don’t know what I’ve done,” said Soames husk­ily; “I nev­er have. It’s all up­side down. I was fond of her; I’ve al­ways been.”

			Wini­fred saw a drop of blood ooze out of his lip, and the sight stirred her pro­foundly.

			“Of course,” she said, “it’s been too bad of her all along! But what shall I do about this mar­riage of Val’s, Soames? I don’t know how to write to him, with this com­ing on. You’ve seen that child. Is she pretty?”

			“Yes, she’s pretty,” said Soames. “Dark—lady­like enough.”

			“That doesn’t sound so bad,” thought Wini­fred. “Joly­on had style.”

			“It is a coil,” she said. “What will fath­er say?”

			“Mustn’t be told,” said Soames. “The war’ll soon be over now, you’d bet­ter let Val take to farm­ing out there.”

			It was tan­tamount to say­ing that his neph­ew was lost.

			“I haven’t told Monty,” Wini­fred mur­mured des­ol­ately.

			The case was reached be­fore noon next day, and was over in little more than half an hour. Soames—pale, spruce, sad-eyed in the wit­ness-box—had suffered so much be­fore­hand that he took it all like one dead. The mo­ment the de­cree nisi was pro­nounced he left the Courts of Justice.

			Four hours un­til he be­came pub­lic prop­erty! “So­li­cit­or’s di­vorce suit!” A surly, dogged an­ger re­placed that dead feel­ing with­in him. “Damn them all!” he thought; “I won’t run away. I’ll act as if noth­ing had happened.” And in the swel­ter­ing heat of Fleet Street and Ludgate Hill he walked all the way to his City Club, lunched, and went back to his of­fice. He worked there stolidly through­out the af­ter­noon.

			On his way out he saw that his clerks knew, and answered their in­vol­un­tary glances with a look so sar­don­ic that they were im­me­di­ately with­drawn. In front of St. Paul’s, he stopped to buy the most gen­tle­manly of the even­ing pa­pers. Yes! there he was! “Well-known so­li­cit­or’s di­vorce. Cous­in corespond­ent. Dam­ages giv­en to the blind”—so, they had got that in! At every oth­er face, he thought: “I won­der if you know!” And sud­denly he felt queer, as if some­thing were ra­cing round in his head.

			What was this? He was let­ting it get hold of him! He mustn’t! He would be ill. He mustn’t think! He would get down to the river and row about, and fish. “I’m not go­ing to be laid up,” he thought.

			It flashed across him that he had some­thing of im­port­ance to do be­fore he went out of town. Ma­dame Lamotte! He must ex­plain the Law. An­oth­er six months be­fore he was really free! Only he did not want to see An­nette! And he passed his hand over the top of his head—it was very hot.

			He branched off through Cov­ent Garden. On this sul­try day of late Ju­ly the garbage-tain­ted air of the old mar­ket of­fen­ded him, and Soho seemed more than ever the dis­en­chanted home of rapscal­lion­ism. Alone, the Res­taur­ant Bretagne, neat, dain­tily painted, with its blue tubs and the dwarf trees therein, re­tained an aloof and French­i­fied self-re­spect. It was the slack hour, and pale trim wait­resses were pre­par­ing the little tables for din­ner. Soames went through in­to the private part. To his dis­com­fit­ure An­nette answered his knock. She, too, looked pale and dragged down by the heat.

			“You are quite a stranger,” she said lan­guidly.

			Soames smiled.

			“I haven’t wished to be; I’ve been busy.”

			“Where’s your moth­er, An­nette? I’ve got some news for her.”

			“Moth­er is not in.”

			It seemed to Soames that she looked at him in a queer way. What did she know? How much had her moth­er told her? The worry of try­ing to make that out gave him an alarm­ing feel­ing in the head. He gripped the edge of the table, and dizzily saw An­nette come for­ward, her eyes clear with sur­prise. He shut his own and said:

			“It’s all right. I’ve had a touch of the sun, I think.” The sun! What he had was a touch of dark­ness! An­nette’s voice, French and com­posed, said:

			“Sit down, it will pass, then.” Her hand pressed his shoulder, and Soames sank in­to a chair. When the dark feel­ing dis­persed, and he opened his eyes, she was look­ing down at him. What an in­scrut­able and odd ex­pres­sion for a girl of twenty!

			“Do you feel bet­ter?”

			“It’s noth­ing,” said Soames. In­stinct told him that to be feeble be­fore her was not help­ing him—age was enough han­di­cap without that. Will­power was his for­tune with An­nette, he had lost ground these lat­ter months from in­de­cision—he could not af­ford to lose any more. He got up, and said:

			“I’ll write to your moth­er. I’m go­ing down to my river house for a long hol­i­day. I want you both to come there presently and stay. It’s just at its best. You will, won’t you?”

			“It will be veree nice.” A pretty little roll of that r but no en­thu­si­asm. And rather sadly he ad­ded:

			“You’re feel­ing the heat; too, aren’t you, An­nette? It’ll do you good to be on the river. Good night.” An­nette swayed for­ward. There was a sort of com­punc­tion in the move­ment.

			“Are you fit to go? Shall I give you some cof­fee?”

			“No,” said Soames firmly. “Give me your hand.”

			She held out her hand, and Soames raised it to his lips. When he looked up, her face wore again that strange ex­pres­sion. “I can’t tell,” he thought, as he went out; “but I mustn’t think—I mustn’t worry.”

			But worry he did, walk­ing to­ward Pall Mall. Eng­lish, not of her re­li­gion, middle-aged, scarred as it were by do­mest­ic tragedy, what had he to give her? Only wealth, so­cial po­s­i­tion, leis­ure, ad­mir­a­tion! It was much, but was it enough for a beau­ti­ful girl of twenty? He felt so ig­nor­ant about An­nette. He had, too, a curi­ous fear of the French nature of her moth­er and her­self. They knew so well what they wanted. They were al­most For­sytes. They would nev­er grasp a shad­ow and miss a sub­stance.

			The tre­mend­ous ef­fort it was to write a simple note to Ma­dame Lamotte when he reached his Club warned him still fur­ther that he was at the end of his teth­er.

			
				“My Dear Ma­dame (he said),

				“You will see by the en­closed news­pa­per cut­ting that I ob­tained my de­cree of di­vorce today. By the Eng­lish Law I shall not, how­ever, be free to marry again till the de­cree is con­firmed six months hence. In the mean­while I have the hon­or to ask to be con­sidered a form­al suit­or for the hand of your daugh­ter. I shall write again in a few days and beg you both to come and stay at my river house.

				
					“I am, dear Ma­dame,

					“Sin­cerely yours,

					“Soames For­syte.”

				
			

			Hav­ing sealed and pos­ted this let­ter, he went in­to the din­ing-room. Three mouth­fuls of soup con­vinced him that he could not eat; and, caus­ing a cab to be summoned, he drove to Pad­ding­ton Sta­tion and took the first train to Read­ing. He reached his house just as the sun went down, and wandered out on to the lawn. The air was drenched with the scent of pinks and pi­cotees in his flower-bor­ders. A steal­ing cool­ness came off the river.

			Rest—peace! Let a poor fel­low rest! Let not worry and shame and an­ger chase like evil night-birds in his head! Like those doves perched half-sleep­ing on their dove­cot, like the furry creatures in the woods on the far side, and the simple folk in their cot­tages, like the trees and the river it­self, whiten­ing fast in twi­light, like the dark­en­ing corn­flower-blue sky where stars were com­ing up—let him cease from him­self, and rest!

		
	
		
			
				X

				Passing of an Age

			
			The mar­riage of Soames with An­nette took place in Par­is on the last day of Janu­ary, 1901, with such pri­vacy that not even Emily was told un­til it was ac­com­plished.

			The day after the wed­ding he brought her to one of those quiet ho­tels in Lon­don where great­er ex­pense can be in­curred for less res­ult than any­where else un­der heav­en. Her beauty in the best Parisi­an frocks was giv­ing him more sat­is­fac­tion than if he had col­lec­ted a per­fect bit of china, or a jew­el of a pic­ture; he looked for­ward to the mo­ment when he would ex­hib­it her in Park Lane, in Green Street, and at Timothy’s.

			If someone had asked him in those days, “In con­fid­ence—are you in love with this girl?” he would have replied: “In love? What is love? If you mean do I feel to her as I did to­wards Irene in those old days when I first met her and she would not have me; when I sighed and starved after her and couldn’t rest a minute un­til she yiel­ded—no! If you mean do I ad­mire her youth and pret­ti­ness, do my senses ache a little when I see her mov­ing about—yes! Do I think she will keep me straight, make me a cred­it­able wife and a good moth­er for my chil­dren?—again, yes! What more do I need? and what more do three-quar­ters of the wo­men who are mar­ried get from the men who marry them?” And if the en­quirer had pur­sued his query, “And do you think it was fair to have temp­ted this girl to give her­self to you for life un­less you have really touched her heart?” he would have answered: “The French see these things dif­fer­ently from us. They look at mar­riage from the point of view of es­tab­lish­ments and chil­dren; and, from my own ex­per­i­ence, I am not at all sure that theirs is not the sens­ible view. I shall not ex­pect this time more than I can get, or she can give. Years hence I shouldn’t be sur­prised if I have trouble with her; but I shall be get­ting old, I shall have chil­dren by then. I shall shut my eyes. I have had my great pas­sion; hers is per­haps to come—I don’t sup­pose it will be for me. I of­fer her a great deal, and I don’t ex­pect much in re­turn, ex­cept chil­dren, or at least a son. But one thing I am sure of—she has very good sense!”

			And if, in­sa­ti­ate, the en­quirer had gone on, “You do not look, then, for spir­itu­al uni­on in this mar­riage?” Soames would have lif­ted his side­way smile, and re­joined: “That’s as it may be. If I get sat­is­fac­tion for my senses, per­petu­ation of my­self; good taste and good hu­mour in the house; it is all I can ex­pect at my age. I am not likely to be go­ing out of my way to­wards any far­fetched sen­ti­ment­al­ism.” Where­on, the en­quirer must in good taste have ceased en­quiry.

			The Queen was dead, and the air of the greatest city upon earth grey with un­shed tears. Fur-coated and top-hat­ted, with An­nette be­side him in dark furs, Soames crossed Park Lane on the morn­ing of the fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion, to the rails in Hyde Park. Little moved though he ever was by pub­lic mat­ters, this event, su­premely sym­bol­ic­al, this sum­ming-up of a long rich peri­od, im­pressed his fancy. In ’37, when she came to the throne, Su­per­i­or Dos­set was still build­ing houses to make Lon­don hideous; and James, a strip­ling of twenty-six, just lay­ing the found­a­tions of his prac­tice in the Law. Coaches still ran; men wore stocks, shaved their up­per lips, ate oysters out of bar­rels; “ti­gers” swung be­hind cab­ri­olets; wo­men said, “La!” and owned no prop­erty; there were man­ners in the land, and pigsties for the poor; un­happy dev­ils were hanged for little crimes, and Dick­ens had but just be­gun to write. Well-nigh two gen­er­a­tions had slipped by—of steam­boats, rail­ways, tele­graphs, bi­cycles, elec­tric light, tele­phones, and now these mo­tor­cars—of such ac­cu­mu­lated wealth, that eight per­cent had be­come three, and For­sytes were numbered by the thou­sand! Mor­als had changed, man­ners had changed, men had be­come mon­keys twice-re­moved, God had be­come Mam­mon—Mam­mon so re­spect­able as to de­ceive him­self: Sixty-four years that fa­voured prop­erty, and had made the up­per-middle class; but­tressed, chis­elled, pol­ished it, till it was al­most in­dis­tin­guish­able in man­ners, mor­als, speech, ap­pear­ance, habit, and soul from the no­bil­ity. An epoch which had gil­ded in­di­vidu­al liberty so that if a man had money, he was free in law and fact, and if he had not money he was free in law and not in fact. An era which had can­on­ised hy­po­crisy, so that to seem to be re­spect­able was to be. A great Age, whose trans­mut­ing in­flu­ence noth­ing had es­caped save the nature of man and the nature of the Uni­verse.

			And to wit­ness the passing of this Age, Lon­don—its pet and fancy—was pour­ing forth her cit­izens through every gate in­to Hyde Park, hub of Vic­tori­an­ism, happy hunt­ing-ground of For­sytes. Un­der the grey heav­ens, whose drizzle just kept off, the dark con­course gathered to see the show. The “good old” Queen, full of years and vir­tue, had emerged from her se­clu­sion for the last time to make a Lon­don hol­i­day. From Houndsditch, Ac­ton, Eal­ing, Hamp­stead, Is­ling­ton, and Beth­nal Green; from Hack­ney, Horn­sey, Leyton­stone, Bat­ter­sea, and Ful­ham; and from those green pas­tures where For­sytes flour­ish—May­fair and Kens­ing­ton, St. James’ and Bel­gravia, Bayswa­ter and Chelsea and the Re­gent’s Park, the people swarmed down on to the roads where death would presently pass with dusky pomp and pa­geantry. Nev­er again would a Queen reign so long, or people have a chance to see so much his­tory bur­ied for their money. A pity the war dragged on, and that the Wreath of Vic­tory could not be laid upon her coffin! All else would be there to fol­low and com­mem­or­ate—sol­diers, sail­ors, for­eign princes, half-masted bunt­ing, tolling bells, and above all the sur­ging, great, dark-coated crowd, with per­haps a simple sad­ness here and there deep in hearts be­neath black clothes put on by reg­u­la­tion. After all, more than a Queen was go­ing to her rest, a wo­man who had braved sor­row, lived well and wisely ac­cord­ing to her lights.

			Out in the crowd against the rail­ings, with his arm hooked in An­nette’s, Soames waited. Yes! the Age was passing! What with this Trade Uni­on­ism, and La­bour fel­lows in the House of Com­mons, with con­tin­ent­al fic­tion, and some­thing in the gen­er­al feel of everything, not to be ex­pressed in words, things were very dif­fer­ent; he re­called the crowd on Mafek­ing night, and George For­syte say­ing: “They’re all so­cial­ists, they want our goods.” Like James, Soames didn’t know, he couldn’t tell—with Ed­ward on the throne! Things would nev­er be as safe again as un­der good old Viccy! Con­vuls­ively he pressed his young wife’s arm. There, at any rate, was some­thing sub­stan­tially his own, do­mest­ic­ally cer­tain again at last; some­thing which made prop­erty worth while—a real thing once more. Pressed close against her and try­ing to ward oth­ers off, Soames was con­tent. The crowd swayed round them, ate sand­wiches and dropped crumbs; boys who had climbed the plane-trees chattered above like mon­keys, threw twigs and or­ange-peel. It was past time; they should be com­ing soon! And, sud­denly, a little be­hind them to the left, he saw a tallish man with a soft hat and short grizz­ling beard, and a tallish wo­man in a little round fur cap and veil. Joly­on and Irene talk­ing, smil­ing at each oth­er, close to­geth­er like An­nette and him­self! They had not seen him; and stealth­ily, with a very queer feel­ing in his heart, Soames watched those two. They looked happy! What had they come here for—in­her­ently il­li­cit creatures, rebels from the Vic­tori­an ideal? What busi­ness had they in this crowd? Each of them twice ex­iled by mor­al­ity—mak­ing a boast, as it were, of love and lax­ity! He watched them fas­cin­ated; ad­mit­ting grudgingly even with his arm thrust through An­nette’s that—that she—Irene—No! he would not ad­mit it; and he turned his eyes away. He would not see them, and let the old bit­ter­ness, the old long­ing rise up with­in him! And then An­nette turned to him and said: “Those two people, Soames; they know you, I am sure. Who are they?”

			Soames nosed side­ways.

			“What people?”

			“There, you see them; just turn­ing away. They know you.”

			“No,” Soames answered; “a mis­take, my dear.”

			“A lovely face! And how she walk! Elle est très dis­tin­guée!”

			Soames looked then. In­to his life, out of his life she had walked like that sway­ing and erect, re­mote, un­seiz­able; ever elud­ing the con­tact of his soul! He turned ab­ruptly from that re­ced­ing vis­ion of the past.

			“You’d bet­ter at­tend,” he said, “they’re com­ing now!”

			But while he stood, grasp­ing her arm, seem­ingly in­tent on the head of the pro­ces­sion, he was quiv­er­ing with the sense of al­ways miss­ing some­thing, with in­stinct­ive re­gret that he had not got them both.

			Slow came the mu­sic and the march, till, in si­lence, the long line wound in through the Park gate. He heard An­nette whis­per, “How sad it is and beau­ti­ful!” felt the clutch of her hand as she stood up on tip­toe; and the crowd’s emo­tion gripped him. There it was—the bier of the Queen, coffin of the Age slow passing! And as it went by there came a mur­mur­ing groan from all the long line of those who watched, a sound such as Soames had nev­er heard, so un­con­scious, prim­it­ive, deep and wild, that neither he nor any knew wheth­er they had joined in ut­ter­ing it. Strange sound, in­deed! Trib­ute of an Age to its own death. … Ah! Ah! … The hold on life had slipped. That which had seemed etern­al was gone! The Queen—God bless her!

			It moved on with the bier, that trav­el­ling groan, as a fire moves on over grass in a thin line; it kept step, and marched along­side down the dense crowds mile after mile. It was a hu­man sound, and yet in­hu­man, pushed out by an­im­al sub­con­scious­ness, by in­tim­ate know­ledge of uni­ver­sal death and change. None of us—none of us can hold on forever!

			It left si­lence for a little—a very little time, till tongues began, eager to re­trieve in­terest in the show. Soames lingered just long enough to grat­i­fy An­nette, then took her out of the Park to lunch at his fath­er’s in Park Lane. …

			James had spent the morn­ing gaz­ing out of his bed­room win­dow. The last show he would see, last of so many! So she was gone! Well, she was get­ting an old wo­man. Swith­in and he had seen her crowned—slim slip of a girl, not so old as Imo­gen! She had got very stout of late. Joly­on and he had seen her mar­ried to that Ger­man chap, her hus­band—he had turned out all right be­fore he died, and left her with that son of his. And he re­membered the many even­ings he and his broth­ers and their cronies had wagged their heads over their wine and wal­nuts and that fel­low in his salad days. And now he had come to the throne. They said he had stead­ied down—he didn’t know—couldn’t tell! He’d make the money fly still, he shouldn’t won­der. What a lot of people out there! It didn’t seem so very long since he and Swith­in stood in the crowd out­side West­min­ster Ab­bey when she was crowned, and Swith­in had taken him to Cremorne af­ter­wards—rack­etty chap, Swith­in; no, it didn’t seem much longer ago than Ju­bilee Year, when he had joined with Ro­ger in rent­ing a bal­cony in Pic­ca­dilly.

			Joly­on, Swith­in, Ro­ger all gone, and he would be ninety in Au­gust! And there was Soames mar­ried again to a French girl. The French were a queer lot, but they made good moth­ers, he had heard. Things changed! They said this Ger­man Em­per­or was here for the fu­ner­al, his tele­gram to old Kruger had been in shock­ing taste. He should not be sur­prised if that chap made trouble some day. Change! H’m! Well, they must look after them­selves when he was gone: he didn’t know where he’d be! And now Emily had asked Dartie to lunch, with Wini­fred and Imo­gen, to meet Soames’ wife—she was al­ways do­ing some­thing. And there was Irene liv­ing with that fel­low Joly­on, they said. He’d marry her now, he sup­posed.

			“My broth­er Joly­on,” he thought, “what would he have said to it all?” And some­how the ut­ter im­possib­il­ity of know­ing what his eld­er broth­er, once so looked up to, would have said, so wor­ried James that he got up from his chair by the win­dow, and began slowly, feebly to pace the room.

			“She was a pretty thing, too,” he thought; “I was fond of her. Per­haps Soames didn’t suit her—I don’t know—I can’t tell. We nev­er had any trouble with our wives.” Wo­men had changed everything had changed! And now the Queen was dead—well, there it was! A move­ment in the crowd brought him to a stand­still at the win­dow, his nose touch­ing the pane and whiten­ing from the chill of it. They had got her as far as Hyde Park Corner—they were passing now! Why didn’t Emily come up here where she could see, in­stead of fuss­ing about lunch. He missed her at that mo­ment—missed her! Through the bare branches of the plane-trees he could just see the pro­ces­sion, could see the hats com­ing off the people’s heads—a lot of them would catch colds, he shouldn’t won­der! A voice be­hind him said:

			“You’ve got a cap­it­al view here, James!”

			“There you are!” muttered James; “why didn’t you come be­fore? You might have missed it!”

			And he was si­lent, star­ing with all his might.

			“What’s the noise?” he asked sud­denly.

			“There’s no noise,” re­turned Emily; “what are you think­ing of?—they wouldn’t cheer.”

			“I can hear it.”

			“Non­sense, James!”

			No sound came through those double panes; what James heard was the groan­ing in his own heart at sight of his Age passing.

			“Don’t you ever tell me where I’m bur­ied,” he said sud­denly. “I shan’t want to know.” And he turned from the win­dow. There she went, the old Queen; she’d had a lot of anxi­ety—she’d be glad to be out of it, he should think!

			Emily took up the hair­brushes.

			“There’ll be just time to brush your head,” she said, “be­fore they come. You must look your best, James.”

			“Ah!” muttered James; “they say she’s pretty.”

			The meet­ing with his new daugh­ter-in-law took place in the din­ing-room. James was seated by the fire when she was brought in. He placed, his hands on the arms of the chair and slowly raised him­self. Stoop­ing and im­macu­late in his frock-coat, thin as a line in Eu­c­lid, he re­ceived An­nette’s hand in his; and the anxious eyes of his fur­rowed face, which had lost its col­our now, doubted above her. A little warmth came in­to them and in­to his cheeks, re­frac­ted from her bloom.

			“How are you?” he said. “You’ve been to see the Queen, I sup­pose? Did you have a good cross­ing?”

			In this way he greeted her from whom he hoped for a grand­son of his name.

			Gaz­ing at him, so old, thin, white, and spot­less, An­nette mur­mured some­thing in French which James did not un­der­stand.

			“Yes, yes,” he said, “you want your lunch, I ex­pect. Soames, ring the bell; we won’t wait for that chap Dartie.” But just then they ar­rived. Dartie had re­fused to go out of his way to see “the old girl.” With an early cock­tail be­side him, he had taken a “squint” from the smoking-room of the Iseeum, so that Wini­fred and Imo­gen had been ob­liged to come back from the Park to fetch him thence. His brown eyes res­ted on An­nette with a stare of al­most startled sat­is­fac­tion. The second beauty that fel­low Soames had picked up! What wo­men could see in him! Well, she would play him the same trick as the oth­er, no doubt; but in the mean­time he was a lucky dev­il! And he brushed up his mous­tache, hav­ing in nine months of Green Street do­mest­icity re­gained al­most all his flesh and his as­sur­ance. Des­pite the com­fort­able ef­forts of Emily, Wini­fred’s com­pos­ure, Imo­gen’s en­quir­ing friend­li­ness, Dartie’s show­ing-off, and James’ so­li­citude about her food, it was not, Soames felt, a suc­cess­ful lunch for his bride. He took her away very soon.

			“That Mon­sieur Dartie,” said An­nette in the cab, “je n’aime pas ce type-là!”

			“No, by George!” said Soames.

			“Your sis­ter is veree ami­able, and the girl is pretty. Your fath­er is veree old. I think your moth­er has trouble with him; I should not like to be her.”

			Soames nod­ded at the shrewd­ness, the clear hard judg­ment in his young wife; but it dis­quieted him a little. The thought may have just flashed through him, too: “When I’m eighty she’ll be fifty-five, hav­ing trouble with me!”

			“There’s just one oth­er house of my re­la­tions I must take you to,” he said; “you’ll find it funny, but we must get it over; and then we’ll dine and go to the theatre.”

			In this way he pre­pared her for Timothy’s. But Timothy’s was dif­fer­ent. They were de­lighted to see dear Soames after this long long time; and so this was An­nette!

			“You are so pretty, my dear; al­most too young and pretty for dear Soames, aren’t you? But he’s very at­tent­ive and care­ful—such a good husb. …” Aunt Ju­ley checked her­self, and placed her lips just un­der each of An­nette’s eyes—she af­ter­wards de­scribed them to Francie, who dropped in, as: “Corn­flower-blue, so pretty, I quite wanted to kiss them. I must say dear Soames is a per­fect con­nois­seur. In her French way, and not so very French either, I think she’s as pretty—though not so dis­tin­guished, not so al­lur­ing—as Irene. Be­cause she was al­lur­ing, wasn’t she? with that white skin and those dark eyes, and that hair, couleur de—what was it? I al­ways for­get.”

			“Feuille morte,” Francie promp­ted.

			“Of course, dead leaves—so strange. I re­mem­ber when I was a girl, be­fore we came to Lon­don, we had a fox­hound puppy—to ‘walk’ it was called then; it had a tan top to its head and a white chest, and beau­ti­ful dark brown eyes, and it was a lady.”

			“Yes, auntie,” said Francie, “but I don’t see the con­nec­tion.”

			“Oh!” replied Aunt Ju­ley, rather flustered, “it was so al­lur­ing, and her eyes and hair, you know. …” She was si­lent, as if sur­prised in some in­del­ic­acy. “Feuille morte,” she ad­ded sud­denly; “Hester—do re­mem­ber that!”. …

			Con­sid­er­able de­bate took place between the two sis­ters wheth­er Timothy should or should not be summoned to see An­nette.

			“Oh, don’t both­er!” said Soames.

			“But it’s no trouble, only of course An­nette’s be­ing French might up­set him a little. He was so scared about Fashoda. I think per­haps we had bet­ter not run the risk, Hester. It’s nice to have her all to ourselves, isn’t it? And how are you, Soames? Have you quite got over your. …”

			Hester in­ter­posed hur­riedly:

			“What do you think of Lon­don, An­nette?”

			Soames, dis­quieted, awaited the reply. It came, sens­ible, com­posed: “Oh! I know Lon­don. I have vis­ited be­fore.”

			He had nev­er ven­tured to speak to her on the sub­ject of the res­taur­ant. The French had dif­fer­ent no­tions about gen­til­ity, and to shrink from con­nec­tion with it might seem to her ri­dicu­lous; he had waited to be mar­ried be­fore men­tion­ing it; and now he wished he hadn’t.

			“And what part do you know best?” said Aunt Ju­ley.

			“Soho,” said An­nette simply.

			Soames snapped his jaw.

			“Soho?” re­peated Aunt Ju­ley; “Soho?”

			“That’ll go round the fam­ily,” thought Soames.

			“It’s very French, and in­ter­est­ing,” he said.

			“Yes,” mur­mured Aunt Ju­ley, “your Uncle Ro­ger had some houses there once; he was al­ways hav­ing to turn the ten­ants out, I re­mem­ber.”

			Soames changed the sub­ject to Mapled­urham.

			“Of course,” said Aunt Ju­ley, “you will be go­ing down there soon to settle in. We are all so look­ing for­ward to the time when An­nette has a dear little. …”

			“Ju­ley!” cried Aunt Hester des­per­ately, “ring tea!”

			Soames dared not wait for tea, and took An­nette away.

			“I shouldn’t men­tion Soho if I were you,” he said in the cab. “It’s rather a shady part of Lon­don; and you’re al­to­geth­er above that res­taur­ant busi­ness now; I mean,” he ad­ded, “I want you to know nice people, and the Eng­lish are fear­ful snobs.”

			An­nette’s clear eyes opened; a little smile came on her lips.

			“Yes?” she said.

			“H’m!” thought Soames, “that’s meant for me!” and he looked at her hard. “She’s got good busi­ness in­stincts,” he thought. “I must make her grasp it once for all!”

			“Look here, An­nette! it’s very simple, only it wants un­der­stand­ing. Our pro­fes­sion­al and leis­ured classes still think them­selves a cut above our busi­ness classes, ex­cept of course the very rich. It may be stu­pid, but there it is, you see. It isn’t ad­vis­able in Eng­land to let people know that you ran a res­taur­ant or kept a shop or were in any kind of trade. It may have been ex­tremely cred­it­able, but it puts a sort of la­bel on you; you don’t have such a good time, or meet such nice people—that’s all.”

			“I see,” said An­nette; “it is the same in France.”

			“Oh!” mur­mured Soames, at once re­lieved and taken aback. “Of course, class is everything, really.”

			“Yes,” said An­nette; “comme vous êtes sage.”

			“That’s all right,” thought Soames, watch­ing her lips, “only she’s pretty cyn­ic­al.” His know­ledge of French was not yet such as to make him grieve that she had not said “tu.” He slipped his arm round her, and mur­mured with an ef­fort:

			“Et vous êtes ma belle femme.”

			An­nette went off in­to a little fit of laughter.

			“Oh, non!” she said. “Oh, non! ne par­lez pas Français, Soames. What is that old lady, your aunt, look­ing for­ward to?”

			Soames bit his lip. “God knows!” he said; “she’s al­ways say­ing some­thing;” but he knew bet­ter than God.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Sus­pen­ded An­im­a­tion

			
			The war dragged on. Nich­olas had been heard to say that it would cost three hun­dred mil­lions if it cost a penny be­fore they’d done with it! The in­come-tax was ser­i­ously threatened. Still, there would be South Africa for their money, once for all. And though the pos­sess­ive in­stinct felt badly shaken at three o’clock in the morn­ing, it re­covered by break­fast-time with the re­col­lec­tion that one gets noth­ing in this world without pay­ing for it. So, on the whole, people went about their busi­ness much as if there were no war, no con­cen­tra­tion camps, no slip­pery de Wet, no feel­ing on the Con­tin­ent, no any­thing un­pleas­ant. In­deed, the at­ti­tude of the na­tion was typ­i­fied by Timothy’s map, whose an­im­a­tion was sus­pen­ded—for Timothy no longer moved the flags, and they could not move them­selves, not even back­wards and for­wards as they should have done.

			Sus­pen­ded an­im­a­tion went fur­ther; it in­vaded For­syte ’Change, and pro­duced a gen­er­al un­cer­tainty as to what was go­ing to hap­pen next. The an­nounce­ment in the mar­riage column of the Times, “Joly­on For­syte to Irene, only daugh­ter of the late Pro­fess­or Her­on,” had oc­ca­sioned doubt wheth­er Irene had been justly de­scribed. And yet, on the whole, re­lief was felt that she had not been entered as “Irene, late the wife,” or “the di­vorced wife,” “of Soames For­syte.” Al­to­geth­er, there had been a kind of sub­lim­ity from the first about the way the fam­ily had taken that “af­fair.” As James had phrased it, “There it was!” No use to fuss! Noth­ing to be had out of ad­mit­ting that it had been a “nasty jar”—in the phras­eo­logy of the day.

			But what would hap­pen now that both Soames and Joly­on were mar­ried again? That was very in­triguing. George was known to have laid Eu­stace six to four on a little Joly­on be­fore a little Soames. George was so droll! It was ru­moured, too, that he and Dartie had a bet as to wheth­er James would at­tain the age of ninety, though which of them had backed James no one knew.

			Early in May, Wini­fred came round to say that Val had been wounded in the leg by a spent bul­let, and was to be dis­charged. His wife was nurs­ing him. He would have a little limp—noth­ing to speak of. He wanted his grand­fath­er to buy him a farm out there where he could breed horses. Her fath­er was giv­ing Holly eight hun­dred a year, so they could be quite com­fort­able, be­cause his grand­fath­er would give Val five, he had said; but as to the farm, he didn’t know—couldn’t tell: he didn’t want Val to go throw­ing away his money.

			“But you know,” said Wini­fred, “he must do some­thing.”

			Aunt Hester thought that per­haps his dear grand­fath­er was wise, be­cause if he didn’t buy a farm it couldn’t turn out badly.

			“But Val loves horses,” said Wini­fred. “It’d be such an oc­cu­pa­tion for him.”

			Aunt Ju­ley thought that horses were very un­cer­tain, had not Montague found them so?

			“Val’s dif­fer­ent,” said Wini­fred; “he takes after me.”

			Aunt Ju­ley was sure that dear Val was very clev­er. “I al­ways re­mem­ber,” she ad­ded, “how he gave his bad penny to a beg­gar. His dear grand­fath­er was so pleased. He thought it showed such pres­ence of mind. I re­mem­ber his say­ing that he ought to go in­to the Navy.”

			Aunt Hester chimed in: Did not Wini­fred think that it was much bet­ter for the young people to be se­cure and not run any risk at their age?

			“Well,” said Wini­fred, “if they were in Lon­don, per­haps; in Lon­don it’s amus­ing to do noth­ing. But out there, of course, he’ll simply get bored to death.”

			Aunt Hester thought that it would be nice for him to work, if he were quite sure not to lose by it. It was not as if they had no money. Timothy, of course, had done so well by re­tir­ing. Aunt Ju­ley wanted to know what Montague had said.

			Wini­fred did not tell her, for Montague had merely re­marked: “Wait till the old man dies.”

			At this mo­ment Francie was an­nounced. Her eyes were brim­ming with a smile.

			“Well,” she said, “what do you think of it?”

			“Of what, dear?”

			“In the Times this morn­ing.”

			“We haven’t seen it, we al­ways read it after din­ner; Timothy has it till then.”

			Francie rolled her eyes.

			“Do you think you ought to tell us?” said Aunt Ju­ley. “What was it?”

			“Irene’s had a son at Robin Hill.”

			Aunt Ju­ley drew in her breath. “But,” she said, “they were only mar­ried in March!”

			“Yes, Auntie; isn’t it in­ter­est­ing?”

			“Well,” said Wini­fred, “I’m glad. I was sorry for Joly­on los­ing his boy. It might have been Val.”

			Aunt Ju­ley seemed to go in­to a sort of dream. “I won­der,” she mur­mured, “what dear Soames will think? He has so wanted to have a son him­self. A little bird has al­ways told me that.”

			“Well,” said Wini­fred, “he’s go­ing to—bar ac­ci­dents.”

			Glad­ness trickled out of Aunt Ju­ley’s eyes.

			“How de­light­ful!” she said. “When?”

			“Novem­ber.”

			Such a lucky month! But she did wish it could be soon­er. It was a long time for James to wait, at his age!

			To wait! They dreaded it for James, but they were used to it them­selves. In­deed, it was their great dis­trac­tion. To wait! For the Times to read; for one or oth­er of their nieces or neph­ews to come in and cheer them up; for news of Nich­olas’ health; for that de­cision of Chris­toph­er’s about go­ing on the stage; for in­form­a­tion con­cern­ing the mine of Mrs. MacAnder’s neph­ew; for the doc­tor to come about Hester’s in­clin­a­tion to wake up early in the morn­ing; for books from the lib­rary which were al­ways out; for Timothy to have a cold; for a nice quiet warm day, not too hot, when they could take a turn in Kens­ing­ton Gar­dens. To wait, one on each side of the hearth in the draw­ing-room, for the clock between them to strike; their thin, veined, knuckled hands ply­ing knit­ting-needles and crochet-hooks, their hair ordered to stop—like Ca­nute’s waves—from any fur­ther ad­vance in col­our. To wait in their black silks or sat­ins for the Court to say that Hester might wear her dark green, and Ju­ley her dark­er ma­roon. To wait, slowly turn­ing over and over, in their old minds the little joys and sor­rows, events and ex­pect­an­cies, of their little fam­ily world, as cows chew pa­tient cuds in a fa­mil­i­ar field. And this new event was so well worth wait­ing for. Soames had al­ways been their pet, with his tend­ency to give them pic­tures, and his al­most weekly vis­its which they missed so much, and his need for their sym­pathy evoked by the wreck of his first mar­riage. This new event—the birth of an heir to Soames—was so im­port­ant for him, and for his dear fath­er, too, that James might not have to die without some cer­tainty about things. James did so dis­like un­cer­tainty; and with Montague, of course, he could not feel really sat­is­fied to leave no grand­chil­dren but the young Darties. After all, one’s own name did count! And as James’ nineti­eth birth­day neared they wondered what pre­cau­tions he was tak­ing. He would be the first of the For­sytes to reach that age, and set, as it were, a new stand­ard in hold­ing on to life. That was so im­port­ant, they felt, at their ages eighty-sev­en and eighty-five; though they did not want to think of them­selves when they had Timothy, who was not yet eighty-two, to think of. There was, of course, a bet­ter world. “In my Fath­er’s house are many man­sions” was one of Aunt Ju­ley’s fa­vour­ite say­ings—it al­ways com­for­ted her, with its sug­ges­tion of house prop­erty, which had made the for­tune of dear Ro­ger. The Bible was, in­deed, a great re­source, and on very fine Sundays there was church in the morn­ing; and some­times Ju­ley would steal in­to Timothy’s study when she was sure he was out, and just put an open New Test­a­ment cas­u­ally among the books on his little table—he was a great read­er, of course, hav­ing been a pub­lish­er. But she had no­ticed that Timothy was al­ways cross at din­ner af­ter­wards. And Smith­er had told her more than once that she had picked books off the floor in do­ing the room. Still, with all that, they did feel that heav­en could not be quite so cosy as the rooms in which they and Timothy had been wait­ing so long. Aunt Hester, es­pe­cially, could not bear the thought of the ex­er­tion. Any change, or rather the thought of a change—for there nev­er was any—al­ways up­set her very much. Aunt Ju­ley, who had more spir­it, some­times thought it would be quite ex­cit­ing; she had so en­joyed that vis­it to Brighton the year dear Susan died. But then Brighton one knew was nice, and it was so dif­fi­cult to tell what heav­en would be like, so on the whole she was more than con­tent to wait.

			On the morn­ing of James’ birth­day, Au­gust the 5th, they felt ex­traordin­ary an­im­a­tion, and little notes passed between them by the hand of Smith­er while they were hav­ing break­fast in their beds. Smith­er must go round and take their love and little presents and find out how Mr. James was, and wheth­er he had passed a good night with all the ex­cite­ment. And on the way back would Smith­er call in at Green Street—it was a little out of her way, but she could take the bus up Bond Street af­ter­wards; it would be a nice little change for her—and ask dear Mrs. Dartie to be sure and look in be­fore she went out of town.

			All this Smith­er did—an un­deni­able ser­vant trained many years ago un­der Aunt Ann to a per­fec­tion not now pro­cur­able. Mr. James, so Mrs. James said, had passed an ex­cel­lent night, he sent his love; Mrs. James had said he was very funny and had com­plained that he didn’t know what all the fuss was about. Oh! and Mrs. Dartie sent her love, and she would come to tea.

			Aunts Ju­ley and Hester, rather hurt that their presents had not re­ceived spe­cial men­tion—they for­got every year that James could not bear to re­ceive presents, “throw­ing away their money on him,” as he al­ways called it—were “de­lighted”; it showed that James was in good spir­its, and that was so im­port­ant for him. And they began to wait for Wini­fred. She came at four, bring­ing Imo­gen, and Maud, just back from school, and “get­ting such a pretty girl, too,” so that it was ex­tremely dif­fi­cult to ask for news about An­nette. Aunt Ju­ley, how­ever, summoned cour­age to en­quire wheth­er Wini­fred had heard any­thing, and if Soames was anxious.

			“Uncle Soames is al­ways anxious, Auntie,” in­ter­rup­ted Imo­gen; “he can’t be happy now he’s got it.”

			The words struck fa­mil­iarly on Aunt Ju­ley’s ears. Ah! yes; that funny draw­ing of George’s, which had not been shown them! But what did Imo­gen mean? That her uncle al­ways wanted more than he could have? It was not at all nice to think like that.

			Imo­gen’s voice rose clear and clipped:

			“Ima­gine! An­nette’s only two years older than me; it must be aw­ful for her, mar­ried to Uncle Soames.”

			Aunt Ju­ley lif­ted her hands in hor­ror.

			“My dear,” she said, “you don’t know what you’re talk­ing about. Your Uncle Soames is a match for any­body. He’s a very clev­er man, and good-look­ing and wealthy, and most con­sid­er­ate and care­ful, and not at all old, con­sid­er­ing everything.”

			Imo­gen, turn­ing her lus­cious glance from one to the oth­er of the “old dears,” only smiled.

			“I hope,” said Aunt Ju­ley quite severely, “that you will marry as good a man.”

			“I shan’t marry a good man, Auntie,” mur­mured Imo­gen; “they’re dull.”

			“If you go on like this,” replied Aunt Ju­ley, still very much up­set, “you won’t marry any­body. We’d bet­ter not pur­sue the sub­ject;” and turn­ing to Wini­fred, she said: “How is Montague?”

			That even­ing, while they were wait­ing for din­ner, she mur­mured:

			“I’ve told Smith­er to get up half a bottle of the sweet cham­pagne, Hester. I think we ought to drink dear James’ health, and—and the health of Soames’ wife; only, let’s keep that quite secret. I’ll just say like this, ‘And you know, Hester!’ and then we’ll drink. It might up­set Timothy.”

			“It’s more likely to up­set us,” said Aunt Nester. “But we must, I sup­pose; for such an oc­ca­sion.”

			“Yes,” said Aunt Ju­ley rap­tur­ously, “it is an oc­ca­sion! Only fancy if he has a dear little boy, to carry the fam­ily on! I do feel it so im­port­ant, now that Irene has had a son. Wini­fred says George is call­ing Joly­on ‘The Three-Deck­er,’ be­cause of his three fam­il­ies, you know! George is droll. And fancy! Irene is liv­ing after all in the house Soames had built for them both. It does seem hard on dear Soames; and he’s al­ways been so reg­u­lar.”

			That night in bed, ex­cited and a little flushed still by her glass of wine and the secrecy of the second toast, she lay with her pray­er­book opened flat, and her eyes fixed on a ceil­ing yel­lowed by the light from her read­ing-lamp. Young things! It was so nice for them all! And she would be so happy if she could see dear Soames happy. But, of course, he must be now, in spite of what Imo­gen had said. He would have all that he wanted: prop­erty, and wife, and chil­dren! And he would live to a green old age, like his dear fath­er, and for­get all about Irene and that dread­ful case. If only she her­self could be here to buy his chil­dren their first rock­ing-horse! Smith­er should choose it for her at the stores, nice and dappled. Ah! how Ro­ger used to rock her un­til she fell off! Oh dear! that was a long time ago! It was! “In my Fath­er’s house are many man­sions—” A little scrat­tling noise caught her ear—“but no mice!” she thought mech­an­ic­ally. The noise in­creased. There! it was a mouse! How naughty of Smith­er to say there wasn’t! It would be eat­ing through the wains­cot be­fore they knew where they were, and they would have to have the build­ers in. They were such de­struct­ive things! And she lay, with her eyes just mov­ing, fol­low­ing in her mind that little scrat­tling sound, and wait­ing for sleep to re­lease her from it.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Birth of a For­syte

			
			Soames walked out of the garden door, crossed the lawn, stood on the path above the river, turned round and walked back to the garden door, without hav­ing real­ised that he had moved. The sound of wheels crunch­ing the drive con­vinced him that time had passed, and the doc­tor gone. What, ex­actly, had he said?

			“This is the po­s­i­tion, Mr. For­syte. I can make pretty cer­tain of her life if I op­er­ate, but the baby will be born dead. If I don’t op­er­ate, the baby will most prob­ably be born alive, but it’s a great risk for the moth­er—a great risk. In either case I don’t think she can ever have an­oth­er child. In her state she ob­vi­ously can’t de­cide for her­self, and we can’t wait for her moth­er. It’s for you to make the de­cision, while I’m get­ting what’s ne­ces­sary. I shall be back with­in the hour.”

			The de­cision! What a de­cision! No time to get a spe­cial­ist down! No time for any­thing!

			The sound of wheels died away, but Soames still stood in­tent; then, sud­denly cov­er­ing his ears, he walked back to the river. To come be­fore its time like this, with no chance to fore­see any­thing, not even to get her moth­er here! It was for her moth­er to make that de­cision, and she couldn’t ar­rive from Par­is till to­night! If only he could have un­der­stood the doc­tor’s jar­gon, the med­ic­al niceties, so as to be sure he was weigh­ing the chances prop­erly; but they were Greek to him—like a leg­al prob­lem to a lay­man. And yet he must de­cide! He brought his hand away from his brow wet, though the air was chilly. These sounds which came from her room! To go back there would only make it more dif­fi­cult. He must be calm, clear. On the one hand life, nearly cer­tain, of his young wife, death quite cer­tain, of his child; and—no more chil­dren af­ter­wards! On the oth­er, death per­haps of his wife, nearly cer­tain life for the child; and—no more chil­dren af­ter­wards! Which to choose? … It had rained this last fort­night—the river was very full, and in the wa­ter, col­lec­ted round the little house­boat moored by his land­ing-stage, were many leaves from the woods above, brought off by a frost. Leaves fell, lives drif­ted down—Death! To de­cide about death! And no one to give him a hand. Life lost was lost for good. Let noth­ing go that you could keep; for, if it went, you couldn’t get it back. It left you bare, like those trees when they lost their leaves; barer and barer un­til you, too, withered and came down. And, by a queer somer­sault of thought, he seemed to see not An­nette ly­ing up there be­hind that win­dowpane on which the sun was shin­ing, but Irene ly­ing in their bed­room in Mont­pel­li­er Square, as it might con­ceiv­ably have been her fate to lie, six­teen years ago. Would he have hes­it­ated then? Not a mo­ment! Op­er­ate, op­er­ate! Make cer­tain of her life! No de­cision—a mere in­stinct­ive cry for help, in spite of his know­ledge, even then, that she did not love him! But this! Ah! there was noth­ing over­mas­ter­ing in his feel­ing for An­nette! Many times these last months, es­pe­cially since she had been grow­ing frightened, he had wondered. She had a will of her own, was selfish in her French way. And yet—so pretty! What would she wish—to take the risk. “I know she wants the child,” he thought. “If it’s born dead, and no more chance af­ter­wards—it’ll up­set her ter­ribly. No more chance! All for noth­ing! Mar­ried life with her for years and years without a child. Noth­ing to steady her! She’s too young. Noth­ing to look for­ward to, for her—for me! For me!” He struck his hands against his chest! Why couldn’t he think without bring­ing him­self in—get out of him­self and see what he ought to do? The thought hurt him, then lost edge, as if it had come in con­tact with a breast­plate. Out of one­self! Im­possible! Out in­to sound­less, scent­less, touch­less, sight­less space! The very idea was ghastly, fu­tile! And touch­ing there the bed­rock of real­ity, the bot­tom of his For­syte spir­it, Soames res­ted for a mo­ment. When one ceased, all ceased; it might go on, but there’d be noth­ing in it!

			He looked at his watch. In half an hour the doc­tor would be back. He must de­cide! If against the op­er­a­tion and she died, how face her moth­er and the doc­tor af­ter­wards? How face his own con­science? It was his child that she was hav­ing. If for the op­er­a­tion—then he con­demned them both to child­less­ness. And for what else had he mar­ried her but to have a law­ful heir? And his fath­er—at death’s door, wait­ing for the news! “It’s cruel!” he thought; “I ought nev­er to have such a thing to settle! It’s cruel!” He turned to­wards the house. Some deep, simple way of de­cid­ing! He took out a coin, and put it back. If he spun it, he knew he would not abide by what came up! He went in­to the din­ing-room, fur­thest away from that room whence the sounds is­sued. The doc­tor had said there was a chance. In here that chance seemed great­er; the river did not flow, nor the leaves fall. A fire was burn­ing. Soames un­locked the tan­talus. He hardly ever touched spir­its, but now—he poured him­self out some whisky and drank it neat, crav­ing a faster flow of blood. “That fel­low Joly­on,” he thought; “he had chil­dren already. He has the wo­man I really loved; and now a son by her! And I—I’m asked to des­troy my only child! An­nette can’t die; it’s not pos­sible. She’s strong!”

			He was still stand­ing sul­lenly at the side­board when he heard the doc­tor’s car­riage, and went out to him. He had to wait for him to come down­stairs.

			“Well, doc­tor?”

			“The situ­ation’s the same. Have you de­cided?”

			“Yes,” said Soames; “don’t op­er­ate!”

			“Not? You un­der­stand—the risk’s great?”

			In Soames’ set face noth­ing moved but the lips.

			“You said there was a chance?”

			“A chance, yes; not much of one.”

			“You say the baby must be born dead if you do?”

			“Yes.”

			“Do you still think that in any case she can’t have an­oth­er?”

			“One can’t be ab­so­lutely sure, but it’s most un­likely.”

			“She’s strong,” said Soames; “we’ll take the risk.”

			The doc­tor looked at him very gravely. “It’s on your shoulders,” he said; “with my own wife, I couldn’t.”

			Soames’ chin jerked up as if someone had hit him.

			“Am I of any use up there?” he asked.

			“No; keep away.”

			“I shall be in my pic­ture-gal­lery, then; you know where.”

			The doc­tor nod­ded, and went up­stairs.

			Soames con­tin­ued to stand, listen­ing. “By this time to­mor­row,” he thought, “I may have her death on my hands.” No! it was un­fair—mon­strous, to put it that way! Sul­len­ness dropped on him again, and he went up to the gal­lery. He stood at the win­dow. The wind was in the north; it was cold, clear; very blue sky, heavy ragged white clouds chas­ing across; the river blue, too, through the screen of golden­ing trees; the woods all rich with col­our, glow­ing, burn­ished-an early au­tumn. If it were his own life, would he be tak­ing that risk? “But she’d take the risk of los­ing me,” he thought, “soon­er than lose her child! She doesn’t really love me!” What could one ex­pect—a girl and French? The one thing really vi­tal to them both, vi­tal to their mar­riage and their fu­tures, was a child! “I’ve been through a lot for this,” he thought, “I’ll hold on—hold on. There’s a chance of keep­ing both—a chance!” One kept till things were taken—one nat­ur­ally kept! He began walk­ing round the gal­lery. He had made one pur­chase lately which he knew was a for­tune in it­self, and he hal­ted be­fore it—a girl with dull gold hair which looked like fil­a­ments of met­al gaz­ing at a little golden mon­ster she was hold­ing in her hand. Even at this tor­tured mo­ment he could just feel the ex­traordin­ary nature of the bar­gain he had made—ad­mire the qual­ity of the table, the floor, the chair, the girl’s fig­ure, the ab­sorbed ex­pres­sion on her face, the dull gold fil­a­ments of her hair, the bright gold of the little mon­ster. Col­lect­ing pic­tures; grow­ing rich­er, rich­er! What use, if—! He turned his back ab­ruptly on the pic­ture, and went to the win­dow. Some of his doves had flown up from their perches round the dove­cot, and were stretch­ing their wings in the wind. In the clear sharp sun­light their white­ness al­most flashed. They flew far, mak­ing a flung-up hiero­glyph­ic against the sky. An­nette fed the doves; it was pretty to see her. They took it out of her hand; they knew she was mat­ter-of-fact. A chok­ing sen­sa­tion came in­to his throat. She would not—could not die! She was too—too sens­ible; and she was strong, really strong, like her moth­er, in spite of her fair pret­ti­ness.

			It was already grow­ing dark when at last he opened the door, and stood listen­ing. Not a sound! A milky twi­light crept about the stair­way and the land­ings be­low. He had turned back when a sound caught his ear. Peer­ing down, he saw a black shape mov­ing, and his heart stood still. What was it? Death? The shape of Death com­ing from her door? No! only a maid without cap or ap­ron. She came to the foot of his flight of stairs and said breath­lessly:

			“The doc­tor wants to see you, sir.”

			He ran down. She stood flat against the wall to let him pass, and said:

			“Oh, sir! it’s over.”

			“Over?” said Soames, with a sort of men­ace; “what d’you mean?”

			“It’s born, sir.”

			He dashed up the four steps in front of him, and came sud­denly on the doc­tor in the dim pas­sage. The man was wip­ing his brow.

			“Well?” he said; “quick!”

			“Both liv­ing; it’s all right, I think.”

			Soames stood quite still, cov­er­ing his eyes.

			“I con­grat­u­late you,” he heard the doc­tor say; “it was touch and go.”

			Soames let fall the hand which was cov­er­ing his face.

			“Thanks,” he said; “thanks very much. What is it?”

			“Daugh­ter—luck­ily; a son would have killed her—the head.”

			A daugh­ter!

			“The ut­most care of both,” he hears the doc­tor say, “and we shall do. When does the moth­er come?”

			“To­night, between nine and ten, I hope.”

			“I’ll stay till then. Do you want to see them?”

			“Not now,” said Soames; “be­fore you go. I’ll have din­ner sent up to you.” And he went down­stairs.

			Re­lief un­speak­able, and yet—a daugh­ter! It seemed to him un­fair. To have taken that risk—to have been through this agony—and what agony!—for a daugh­ter! He stood be­fore the blaz­ing fire of wood logs in the hall, touch­ing it with his toe and try­ing to re­ad­just him­self. “My fath­er!” he thought. A bit­ter dis­ap­point­ment, no dis­guising it! One nev­er got all one wanted in this life! And there was no oth­er—at least, if there was, it was no use!

			While he was stand­ing there, a tele­gram was brought him.

			
				“Come up at once, your fath­er sink­ing fast.—Moth­er.”

			

			He read it with a chok­ing sen­sa­tion. One would have thought he couldn’t feel any­thing after these last hours, but he felt this. Half-past sev­en, a train from Read­ing at nine, and ma­dame’s train, if she had caught it, came in at eight-forty—he would meet that, and go on. He ordered the car­riage, ate some din­ner mech­an­ic­ally, and went up­stairs. The doc­tor came out to him.

			“They’re sleep­ing.”

			“I won’t go in,” said Soames with re­lief. “My fath­er’s dy­ing; I have to—go up. Is it all right?”

			The doc­tor’s face ex­pressed a kind of doubt­ing ad­mir­a­tion. “If they were all as un­emo­tion­al!” he might have been say­ing.

			“Yes, I think you may go with an easy mind. You’ll be down soon?”

			“To­mor­row,” said Soames. “Here’s the ad­dress.”

			The doc­tor seemed to hov­er on the verge of sym­pathy.

			“Good night!” said Soames ab­ruptly, and turned away. He put on his fur coat. Death! It was a chilly busi­ness. He smoked a ci­gar­ette in the car­riage—one of his rare ci­gar­ettes. The night was windy and flew on black wings; the car­riage lights had to search out the way. His fath­er! That old, old man! A com­fort­less night—to die!

			The Lon­don train came in just as he reached the sta­tion, and Ma­dame Lamotte, sub­stan­tial, dark-clothed, very yel­low in the lamp­light, came to­wards the exit with a dress­ing-bag.

			“This all you have?” asked Soames.

			“But yes; I had not the time. How is my little one?”

			“Do­ing well—both. A girl!”

			“A girl! What joy! I had a fright­ful cross­ing!”

			Her black bulk, sol­id, un­re­duced by the fright­ful cross­ing, climbed in­to the brougham.

			“And you, mon cher?”

			“My fath­er’s dy­ing,” said Soames between his teeth. “I’m go­ing up. Give my love to An­nette.”

			“Tiens!” mur­mured Ma­dame Lamotte; “quel mal­heur!”

			Soames took his hat off, and moved to­wards his train. “The French!” he thought.

		
	
		
			
				XIII

				James Is Told

			
			A simple cold, caught in the room with double win­dows, where the air and the people who saw him were filtered, as it were, the room he had not left since the middle of Septem­ber—and James was in deep wa­ters. A little cold, passing his little strength and fly­ing quickly to his lungs. “He mustn’t catch cold,” the doc­tor had de­clared, and he had gone and caught it. When he first felt it in his throat he had said to his nurse—for he had one now—“There, I knew how it would be, air­ing the room like that!” For a whole day he was highly nervous about him­self and went in ad­vance of all pre­cau­tions and rem­ed­ies; draw­ing every breath with ex­treme care and hav­ing his tem­per­at­ure taken every hour. Emily was not alarmed.

			But next morn­ing when she went in the nurse whispered: “He won’t have his tem­per­at­ure taken.”

			Emily crossed to the side of the bed where he was ly­ing, and said softly, “How do you feel, James?” hold­ing the ther­mo­met­er to his lips. James looked up at her.

			“What’s the good of that?” he mur­mured husk­ily; “I don’t want to know.”

			Then she was alarmed. He breathed with dif­fi­culty, he looked ter­ribly frail, white, with faint red dis­col­or­a­tions. She had “had trouble” with him, Good­ness knew; but he was James, had been James for nearly fifty years; she couldn’t re­mem­ber or ima­gine life without James—James, be­hind all his fussi­ness, his pess­im­ism, his crusty shell, deeply af­fec­tion­ate, really kind and gen­er­ous to them all!

			All that day and the next he hardly uttered a word, but there was in his eyes a no­ti­cing of everything done for him, a look on his face which told her he was fight­ing; and she did not lose hope. His very still­ness, the way he con­served every little scrap of en­ergy, showed the tenacity with which he was fight­ing. It touched her deeply; and though her face was com­posed and com­fort­able in the sick­room, tears ran down her cheeks when she was out of it.

			About teatime on the third day—she had just changed her dress, keep­ing her ap­pear­ance so as not to alarm him, be­cause he no­ticed everything—she saw a dif­fer­ence. “It’s no use; I’m tired,” was writ­ten plainly across that white face, and when she went up to him, he muttered: “Send for Soames.”

			“Yes, James,” she said com­fort­ably; “all right—at once.” And she kissed his fore­head. A tear dropped there, and as she wiped it off she saw that his eyes looked grate­ful. Much up­set, and without hope now, she sent Soames the tele­gram.

			When he entered out of the black windy night, the big house was still as a grave. Warm­son’s broad face looked al­most nar­row; he took the fur coat with a sort of ad­ded care, say­ing:

			“Will you have a glass of wine, sir?”

			Soames shook his head, and his eye­brows made en­quiry.

			Warm­son’s lips twitched. “He’s ask­ing for you, sir;” and sud­denly he blew his nose. “It’s a long time, sir,” he said, “that I’ve been with Mr. For­syte—a long time.”

			Soames left him fold­ing the coat, and began to mount the stairs. This house, where he had been born and sheltered, had nev­er seemed to him so warm, and rich, and cosy, as dur­ing this last pil­grim­age to his fath­er’s room. It was not his taste; but in its own sub­stan­tial, lin­crusta way it was the acme of com­fort and se­cur­ity. And the night was so dark and windy; the grave so cold and lonely!

			He paused out­side the door. No sound came from with­in. He turned the handle softly and was in the room be­fore he was per­ceived. The light was shaded. His moth­er and Wini­fred were sit­ting on the far side of the bed; the nurse was mov­ing away from the near side where was an empty chair. “For me!” thought Soames. As he moved from the door his moth­er and sis­ter rose, but he signed with his hand and they sat down again. He went up to the chair and stood look­ing at his fath­er. James’ breath­ing was as if strangled; his eyes were closed. And in Soames, look­ing on his fath­er so worn and white and wasted, listen­ing to his strangled breath­ing, there rose a pas­sion­ate vehe­mence of an­ger against Nature, cruel, in­ex­or­able Nature, kneel­ing on the chest of that wisp of a body, slowly press­ing out the breath, press­ing out the life of the be­ing who was dearest to him in the world. His fath­er, of all men, had lived a care­ful life, mod­er­ate, ab­ste­mi­ous, and this was his re­ward—to have life slowly, pain­fully squeezed out of him! And, without know­ing that he spoke, he said: “It’s cruel!”

			He saw his moth­er cov­er her eyes and Wini­fred bow her face to­wards the bed. Wo­men! They put up with things so much bet­ter than men. He took a step near­er to his fath­er. For three days James had not been shaved, and his lips and chin were covered with hair, hardly more snowy than his fore­head. It softened his face, gave it a queer look already not of this world. His eyes opened. Soames went quite close and bent over. The lips moved.

			“Here I am, Fath­er:”

			“Um—what—what news? They nev­er tell. …” the voice died, and a flood of emo­tion made Soames’ face work so that he could not speak. Tell him?—yes. But what? He made a great ef­fort, got his lips to­geth­er, and said:

			“Good news, dear, good—An­nette, a son.”

			“Ah!” It was the queerest sound, ugly, re­lieved, pi­ti­ful, tri­umphant—like the noise a baby makes get­ting what it wants. The eyes closed, and that strangled sound of breath­ing began again. Soames re­coiled to the chair and stonily sat down. The lie he had told, based, as it were, on some deep, tem­pera­ment­al in­stinct that after death James would not know the truth, had taken away all power of feel­ing for the mo­ment. His arm brushed against some­thing. It was his fath­er’s na­ked foot. In the struggle to breathe he had pushed it out from un­der the clothes. Soames took it in his hand, a cold foot, light and thin, white, very cold. What use to put it back, to wrap up that which must be colder soon! He warmed it mech­an­ic­ally with his hand, listen­ing to his fath­er’s la­boured breath­ing; while the power of feel­ing rose again with­in him. A little sob, quickly smothered, came from Wini­fred, but his moth­er sat un­mov­ing with her eyes fixed on James. Soames signed to the nurse.

			“Where’s the doc­tor?” he whispered.

			“He’s been sent for.”

			“Can’t you do any­thing to ease his breath­ing?”

			“Only an in­jec­tion; and he can’t stand it. The doc­tor said, while he was fight­ing. …”

			“He’s not fight­ing,” whispered Soames, “he’s be­ing slowly smothered. It’s aw­ful.”

			James stirred un­eas­ily, as if he knew what they were say­ing. Soames rose and bent over him. James feebly moved his two hands, and Soames took them.

			“He wants to be pulled up,” whispered the nurse.

			Soames pulled. He thought he pulled gently, but a look al­most of an­ger passed over James’ face. The nurse plumped the pil­lows. Soames laid the hands down, and bend­ing over kissed his fath­er’s fore­head. As he was rais­ing him­self again, James’ eyes bent on him a look which seemed to come from the very depths of what was left with­in. “I’m done, my boy,” it seemed to say, “take care of them, take care of your­self; take care—I leave it all to you.”

			“Yes, Yes,” Soames whispered, “yes, yes.”

			Be­hind him the nurse did he knew not what, for his fath­er made a tiny move­ment of re­pul­sion as if re­sent­ing that in­ter­fer­ence; and al­most at once his breath­ing eased away, be­came quiet; he lay very still. The strained ex­pres­sion on his face passed, a curi­ous white tran­quil­lity took its place. His eye­lids quivered, res­ted; the whole face res­ted; at ease. Only by the faint puff­ing of his lips could they tell that he was breath­ing. Soames sank back on his chair, and fell to cher­ish­ing the foot again. He heard the nurse quietly cry­ing over there by the fire; curi­ous that she, a stranger, should be the only one of them who cried! He heard the quiet lick and flut­ter of the fire flames. One more old For­syte go­ing to his long rest—won­der­ful, they were!—won­der­ful how he had held on! His moth­er and Wini­fred were lean­ing for­ward, hanging on the sight of James’ lips. But Soames bent side­ways over the feet, warm­ing them both; they gave him com­fort, colder and colder though they grew. Sud­denly he star­ted up; a sound, a dread­ful sound such as he had nev­er heard, was com­ing from his fath­er’s lips, as if an out­raged heart had broken with a long moan. What a strong heart, to have uttered that farewell! It ceased. Soames looked in­to the face. No mo­tion; no breath! Dead! He kissed the brow, turned round and went out of the room. He ran up­stairs to the bed­room, his old bed­room, still kept for him; flung him­self face down on the bed, and broke in­to sobs which he stilled with the pil­low. …

			A little later he went down­stairs and passed in­to the room. James lay alone, won­der­fully calm, free from shad­ow and anxi­ety, with the grav­ity on his rav­aged face which un­der­lies great age, the worn fine grav­ity of old coins.

			Soames looked stead­ily at that face, at the fire, at all the room with win­dows thrown open to the Lon­don night.

			“Good­bye!” he whispered, and went out.

		
	
		
			
				XIV

				His

			
			He had much to see to, that night and all next day. A tele­gram at break­fast re­as­sured him about An­nette, and he only caught the last train back to Read­ing, with Emily’s kiss on his fore­head and in his ears her words:

			“I don’t know what I should have done without you, my dear boy.”

			He reached his house at mid­night. The weath­er had changed, was mild again, as though, hav­ing fin­ished its work and sent a For­syte to his last ac­count, it could re­lax. A second tele­gram, re­ceived at din­ner­time, had con­firmed the good news of An­nette, and, in­stead of go­ing in, Soames passed down through the garden in the moon­light to his house­boat. He could sleep there quite well. Bit­terly tired, he lay down on the sofa in his fur coat and fell asleep. He woke soon after dawn and went on deck. He stood against the rail, look­ing west where the river swept round in a wide curve un­der the woods. In Soames, ap­pre­ci­ation of nat­ur­al beauty was curi­ously like that of his farm­er an­cest­ors, a sense of griev­ance if it wasn’t there, sharpened, no doubt, and civ­il­ised, by his re­searches among land­scape paint­ing. But dawn has power to fer­til­ise the most mat­ter-of-fact vis­ion, and he was stirred. It was an­oth­er world from the river he knew, un­der that re­mote cool light; a world in­to which man had not entered, an un­real world, like some strange shore sighted by dis­cov­ery. Its col­our was not the col­our of con­ven­tion, was hardly col­our at all; its shapes were brood­ing yet dis­tinct; its si­lence stun­ning; it had no scent. Why it should move him he could not tell, un­less it were that he felt so alone in it, bare of all re­la­tion­ship and all pos­ses­sions. In­to such a world his fath­er might be voy­aging, for all re­semb­lance it had to the world he had left. And Soames took refuge from it in won­der­ing what paint­er could have done it justice. The white-grey wa­ter was like—like the belly of a fish! Was it pos­sible that this world on which he looked was all private prop­erty, ex­cept the wa­ter—and even that was tapped! No tree, no shrub, not a blade of grass, not a bird or beast, not even a fish that was not owned. And once on a time all this was jungle and marsh and wa­ter, and weird creatures roamed and spor­ted without hu­man cog­niz­ance to give them names; rot­ting lux­uri­ance had ri­oted where those tall, care­fully planted woods came down to the wa­ter, and marsh-mis­ted reeds on that far side had covered all the pas­ture. Well! they had got it un­der, ken­nelled it all up, la­belled it, and stowed it in law­yers’ of­fices. And a good thing too! But once in a way, as now, the ghost of the past came out to haunt and brood and whis­per to any hu­man who chanced to be awake: “Out of my un­owned loneli­ness you all came, in­to it some day you will all re­turn.”

			And Soames, who felt the chill and the eeri­ness of that world—new to him and so very old: the world, un­owned, vis­it­ing the scene of its past—went down and made him­self tea on a spir­it-lamp. When he had drunk it, he took out writ­ing ma­ter­i­als and wrote two para­graphs:

			“On the 20th in­stant at his res­id­ence in Park Lane, James For­syte, in his ninety-first year. Fu­ner­al at noon on the 24th at Highg­ate. No flowers by re­quest.”

			“On the 20th in­stant at the Shel­ter; Mapled­urham, An­nette, wife of Soames For­syte, of a daugh­ter.” And un­der­neath on the blot­ting-pa­per he traced the word “son.”

			It was eight o’clock in an or­din­ary au­tumn world when he went across to the house. Bushes across the river stood round and bright-col­oured out of a milky haze; the wood-smoke went up blue and straight; and his doves cooed, preen­ing their feath­ers in the sun­light.

			He stole up to his dress­ing-room, bathed, shaved, put on fresh lin­en and dark clothes.

			Ma­dame Lamotte was be­gin­ning her break­fast when he went down.

			She looked at his clothes, said, “Don’t tell me!” and pressed his hand. “An­nette is prettee well. But the doc­tor say she can nev­er have no more chil­dren. You knew that?” Soames nod­ded. “It’s a pity. Mais la petite est ad­or­able. Du café?”

			Soames got away from her as soon as he could. She of­fen­ded him—sol­id, mat­ter-of-fact, quick, clear—French. He could not bear her vow­els, her r’s; he re­sen­ted the way she had looked at him, as if it were his fault that An­nette could nev­er bear him a son! His fault! He even re­sen­ted her cheap ad­or­a­tion of the daugh­ter he had not yet seen.

			Curi­ous how he jibbed away from sight of his wife and child!

			One would have thought he must have rushed up at the first mo­ment. On the con­trary, he had a sort of phys­ic­al shrink­ing from it—fas­ti­di­ous pos­sessor that he was. He was afraid of what An­nette was think­ing of him, au­thor of her ag­on­ies, afraid of the look of the baby, afraid of show­ing his dis­ap­point­ment with the present and—the fu­ture.

			He spent an hour walk­ing up and down the draw­ing-room be­fore he could screw his cour­age up to mount the stairs and knock on the door of their room.

			Ma­dame Lamotte opened it.

			“Ah! At last you come! Elle vous at­tend!” She passed him, and Soames went in with his noise­less step, his jaw firmly set, his eyes furt­ive.

			An­nette was very pale and very pretty ly­ing there. The baby was hid­den away some­where; he could not see it. He went up to the bed, and with sud­den emo­tion bent and kissed her fore­head.

			“Here you are then, Soames,” she said. “I am not so bad now. But I suffered ter­ribly, ter­ribly. I am glad I can­not have any more. Oh! how I suffered!”

			Soames stood si­lent, strok­ing her hand; words of en­dear­ment, of sym­pathy, ab­so­lutely would not come; the thought passed through him: “An Eng­lish girl wouldn’t have said that!” At this mo­ment he knew with cer­tainty that he would nev­er be near to her in spir­it and in truth, nor she to him. He had col­lec­ted her—that was all! And Joly­on’s words came rush­ing in­to his mind: “I should ima­gine you will be glad to have your neck out of chan­cery.” Well, he had got it out! Had he got it in again?

			“We must feed you up,” he said, “you’ll soon be strong.”

			“Don’t you want to see baby, Soames? She is asleep.”

			“Of course,” said Soames, “very much.”

			He passed round the foot of the bed to the oth­er side and stood star­ing. For the first mo­ment what he saw was much what he had ex­pec­ted to see—a baby. But as he stared and the baby breathed and made little sleep­ing move­ments with its tiny fea­tures, it seemed to as­sume an in­di­vidu­al shape, grew to be like a pic­ture, a thing he would know again; not re­puls­ive, strangely bud-like and touch­ing. It had dark hair. He touched it with his fin­ger, he wanted to see its eyes. They opened, they were dark—wheth­er blue or brown he could not tell. The eyes winked, stared, they had a sort of sleepy depth in them. And sud­denly his heart felt queer, warm, as if elated.

			“Ma petite fleur!” An­nette said softly.

			“Fleur,” re­peated Soames: “Fleur! we’ll call her that.”

			The sense of tri­umph and re­newed pos­ses­sion swelled with­in him.

			By God! this—this thing was his! By God! this—this thing was his!

		
	
		
			Awakening

		
	
		
			To

			Charles Scrib­n­er

		
	
		
			Through the massive sky­light il­lu­min­at­ing the hall at Robin Hill, the Ju­ly sun­light at five o’clock fell just where the broad stair­way turned; and in that ra­di­ant streak little Jon For­syte stood, blue-lin­en-suited. His hair was shin­ing, and his eyes, from be­neath a frown, for he was con­sid­er­ing how to go down­stairs, this last of in­nu­mer­able times, be­fore the car brought his fath­er and moth­er home. Four at a time, and five at the bot­tom? Stale! Down the ban­is­ters? But in which fash­ion? On his face, feet fore­most? Very stale. On his stom­ach, side­ways? Paltry! On his back, with his arms stretched down on both sides? For­bid­den! Or on his face, head fore­most, in a man­ner un­known as yet to any but him­self? Such was the cause of the frown on the il­lu­min­ated face of little Jon. …

			In that Sum­mer of 1909 the simple souls who even then de­sired to sim­pli­fy the Eng­lish tongue, had, of course, no cog­niz­ance of little Jon, or they would have claimed him for a dis­ciple. But one can be too simple in this life, for his real name was Joly­on, and his liv­ing fath­er and dead half-broth­er had usurped of old the oth­er short­en­ings, Jo and Jolly. As a fact little Jon had done his best to con­form to con­ven­tion and spell him­self first Jhon, then John; not till his fath­er had ex­plained the sheer ne­ces­sity, had he spelled his name Jon.

			Up till now that fath­er had pos­sessed what was left of his heart by the groom, Bob, who played the con­cer­tina, and his nurse “Da,” who wore the vi­ol­et dress on Sundays, and en­joyed the name of Sprag­gins in that private life lived at odd mo­ments even by do­mest­ic ser­vants. His moth­er had only ap­peared to him, as it were in dreams, smelling de­li­cious, smooth­ing his fore­head just be­fore he fell asleep, and some­times dock­ing his hair, of a golden brown col­our. When he cut his head open against the nurs­ery fend­er she was there to be bled over; and when he had night­mare she would sit on his bed and cuddle his head against her neck. She was pre­cious but re­mote, be­cause Da was so near, and there is hardly room for more than one wo­man at a time in a man’s heart. With his fath­er, too, of course, he had spe­cial bonds of uni­on; for little Jon also meant to be a paint­er when he grew up—with the one small dif­fer­ence, that his fath­er painted pic­tures, and little Jon in­ten­ded to paint ceil­ings and walls, stand­ing on a board between two ste­plad­ders, in a dirty-white ap­ron, and a lovely smell of white­wash. His fath­er also took him rid­ing in Rich­mond Park, on his pony, Mouse, so-called be­cause it was so-col­oured.

			Little Jon had been born with a sil­ver spoon in a mouth which was rather curly and large. He had nev­er heard his fath­er or his moth­er speak in an angry voice, either to each oth­er, him­self, or any­body else; the groom, Bob, Cook, Jane, Bella and the oth­er ser­vants, even Da, who alone re­strained him in his courses, had spe­cial voices when they talked to him. He was there­fore of opin­ion that the world was a place of per­fect and per­petu­al gen­til­ity and free­dom.

			A child of 1901, he had come to con­scious­ness when his coun­try, just over that bad at­tack of scar­let fever, the Bo­er War, was pre­par­ing for the Lib­er­al re­viv­al of 1906. Co­er­cion was un­pop­u­lar, par­ents had ex­al­ted no­tions of giv­ing their off­spring a good time. They spoiled their rods, spared their chil­dren, and an­ti­cip­ated the res­ults with en­thu­si­asm. In choos­ing, moreover, for his fath­er an ami­able man of fifty-two, who had already lost an only son, and for his moth­er a wo­man of thirty-eight, whose first and only child he was, little Jon had done well and wisely. What had saved him from be­com­ing a cross between a lap dog and a little prig, had been his fath­er’s ad­or­a­tion of his moth­er, for even little Jon could see that she was not merely just his moth­er, and that he played second fiddle to her in his fath­er’s heart: What he played in his moth­er’s heart he knew not yet. As for “Auntie” June, his half-sis­ter (but so old that she had grown out of the re­la­tion­ship) she loved him, of course, but was too sud­den. His de­voted Da, too, had a Spartan touch. His bath was cold and his knees were bare; he was not en­cour­aged to be sorry for him­self. As to the vexed ques­tion of his edu­ca­tion, little Jon shared the the­ory of those who con­sidered that chil­dren should not be forced. He rather liked the Ma­demois­elle who came for two hours every morn­ing to teach him her lan­guage, to­geth­er with his­tory, geo­graphy and sums; nor were the pi­ano les­sons which his moth­er gave him dis­agree­able, for she had a way of lur­ing him from tune to tune, nev­er mak­ing him prac­tise one which did not give him pleas­ure, so that he re­mained eager to con­vert ten thumbs in­to eight fin­gers. Un­der his fath­er he learned to draw pleas­ure-pigs and oth­er an­im­als. He was not a highly edu­cated little boy. Yet, on the whole, the sil­ver spoon stayed in his mouth without spoil­ing it, though Da some­times said that oth­er chil­dren would do him a “world of good.”

			It was a dis­il­lu­sion­ment, then, when at the age of nearly sev­en she held him down on his back, be­cause he wanted to do some­thing of which she did not ap­prove. This first in­ter­fer­ence with the free in­di­vidu­al­ism of a For­syte drove him al­most frantic. There was some­thing ap­palling in the ut­ter help­less­ness of that po­s­i­tion, and the un­cer­tainty as to wheth­er it would ever come to an end. Sup­pose she nev­er let him get up any more! He suffered tor­ture at the top of his voice for fifty seconds. Worse than any­thing was his per­cep­tion that Da had taken all that time to real­ise the agony of fear he was en­dur­ing. Thus, dread­fully, was re­vealed to him the lack of ima­gin­a­tion in the hu­man be­ing.

			When he was let up he re­mained con­vinced that Da had done a dread­ful thing. Though he did not wish to bear wit­ness against her, he had been com­pelled, by fear of re­pe­ti­tion, to seek his moth­er and say: “Mum, don’t let Da hold me down on my back again.”

			His moth­er, her hands held up over her head, and in them two plaits of hair—“couleur de feuille morte,” as little Jon had not yet learned to call it—had looked at him with eyes like little bits of his brown vel­vet tu­nic, and answered:

			“No, darling, I won’t.”

			She, be­ing in the nature of a god­dess, little Jon was sat­is­fied; es­pe­cially when, from un­der the din­ing-table at break­fast, where he happened to be wait­ing for a mush­room, he had over­heard her say to his fath­er:

			“Then, will you tell Da, dear, or shall I? She’s so de­voted to him”; and his fath­er’s an­swer:

			“Well, she mustn’t show it that way. I know ex­actly what it feels like to be held down on one’s back. No For­syte can stand it for a minute.”

			Con­scious that they did not know him to be un­der the table, little Jon was vis­ited by the quite new feel­ing of em­bar­rass­ment, and stayed where he was, rav­aged by de­sire for the mush­room.

			Such had been his first dip in­to the dark abysses of ex­ist­ence. Noth­ing much had been re­vealed to him after that, till one day, hav­ing gone down to the cow-house for his drink of milk fresh from the cow, after Gar­ratt had fin­ished milk­ing, he had seen Clover’s calf, dead. In­con­sol­able, and fol­lowed by an up­set Gar­ratt, he had sought Da; but sud­denly aware that she was not the per­son he wanted, had rushed away to find his fath­er, and had run in­to the arms of his moth­er.

			“Clover’s calf’s dead! Oh! Oh! It looked so soft!”

			His moth­er’s clasp, and her:

			“Yes, darling, there, there!” had stayed his sob­bing. But if Clover’s calf could die, any­thing could—not only bees, flies, beetles and chick­ens—and look soft like that! This was ap­palling—and soon for­got­ten!

			The next thing had been to sit on a bumble­bee, a poignant ex­per­i­ence, which his moth­er had un­der­stood much bet­ter than Da; and noth­ing of vi­tal im­port­ance had happened after that till the year turned; when, fol­low­ing a day of ut­ter wretched­ness, he had en­joyed a dis­ease com­posed of little spots, bed, honey in a spoon, and many Tan­ger­ine or­anges. It was then that the world had flowered. To Auntie June he owed that flower­ing, for no soon­er was he a little lame duck than she came rush­ing down from Lon­don, bring­ing with her the books which had nur­tured her own Ber­serker spir­it, born in the noted year of 1869. Aged, and of many col­ours, they were stored with the most for­mid­able hap­pen­ings. Of these she read to little Jon, till he was al­lowed to read to him­self; whereupon she whisked back to Lon­don and left them with him in a heap. Those books cooked his fancy, till he thought and dreamed of noth­ing but mid­ship­men and dhows, pir­ates, rafts, san­dal­wood traders, iron horses, sharks, battles, Tar­tars, Red In­di­ans, bal­loons, North Poles and oth­er ex­tra­vag­ant de­lights. The mo­ment he was suffered to get up, he rigged his bed fore and aft, and set out from it in a nar­row bath across green seas of car­pet, to a rock, which he climbed by means of its ma­hogany draw­er knobs, to sweep the ho­ri­zon with his drink­ing tum­bler screwed to his eye, in search of res­cuing sails. He made a daily raft out of the tow­el stand, the tea tray, and his pil­lows. He saved the juice from his French plums, bottled it in an empty medi­cine bottle, and pro­vi­sioned the raft with the rum that it be­came; also with pem­mic­an made out of little saved-up bits of chick­en sat on and dried at the fire; and with lime juice against scurvy, ex­trac­ted from the peel of his or­anges and a little eco­nom­ised juice. He made a North Pole one morn­ing from the whole of his bed­clothes ex­cept the bol­ster, and reached it in a birch-bark ca­noe (in private life the fend­er), after a ter­rible en­counter with a po­lar bear fash­ioned from the bol­ster and four skittles dressed up in Da’s night­gown. After that, his fath­er, seek­ing to steady his ima­gin­a­tion, brought him Ivan­hoe, Bevis, a book about King Ar­thur, and Tom Brown’s Schooldays. He read the first, and for three days built, de­fen­ded and stormed Front de Boeuf’s castle, tak­ing every part in the piece ex­cept those of Re­becca and Rowena; with pier­cing cries of: “En av­ant, de Bracy!” and sim­il­ar ut­ter­ances. After read­ing the book about King Ar­thur he be­came al­most ex­clus­ively Sir Lam­or­ac de Gal­is, be­cause, though there was very little about him, he pre­ferred his name to that of any oth­er knight; and he rode his old rock­ing-horse to death, armed with a long bam­boo. Bevis he found tame; be­sides, it re­quired woods and an­im­als, of which he had none in his nurs­ery, ex­cept his two cats, Fitz and Puck For­syte, who per­mit­ted no liber­ties. For Tom Brown he was as yet too young. There was re­lief in the house when, after the fourth week, he was per­mit­ted to go down and out.

			The month be­ing March the trees were ex­cep­tion­ally like the masts of ships, and for little Jon that was a won­der­ful Spring, ex­tremely hard on his knees, suits, and the pa­tience of Da, who had the wash­ing and re­par­a­tion of his clothes. Every morn­ing the mo­ment his break­fast was over, he could be viewed by his moth­er and fath­er, whose win­dows looked out that way, com­ing from the study, cross­ing the ter­race, climb­ing the old oak tree, his face res­ol­ute and his hair bright. He began the day thus be­cause there was not time to go far afield be­fore his les­sons. The old tree’s vari­ety nev­er staled; it had main­mast, fore­mast, top­gal­lant mast, and he could al­ways come down by the hal­yards—or ropes of the swing. After his les­sons, com­pleted by el­ev­en, he would go to the kit­chen for a thin piece of cheese, a bis­cuit and two French plums—pro­vi­sion enough for a jolly-boat at least—and eat it in some ima­gin­at­ive way; then, armed to the teeth with gun, pis­tols, and sword, he would be­gin the ser­i­ous climb­ing of the morn­ing, en­coun­ter­ing by the way in­nu­mer­able slavers, In­di­ans, pir­ates, leo­pards, and bears. He was sel­dom seen at that hour of the day without a cut­lass in his teeth (like Dick Need­ham) amid the rap­id ex­plo­sion of cop­per caps. And many were the garden­ers he brought down with yel­low peas shot out of his little gun. He lived a life of the most vi­ol­ent ac­tion.

			“Jon,” said his fath­er to his moth­er, un­der the oak tree, “is ter­rible. I’m afraid he’s go­ing to turn out a sail­or, or some­thing hope­less. Do you see any sign of his ap­pre­ci­at­ing beauty?”

			“Not the faintest.”

			“Well, thank heav­en he’s no turn for wheels or en­gines! I can bear any­thing but that. But I wish he’d take more in­terest in Nature.”

			“He’s ima­gin­at­ive, Joly­on.”

			“Yes, in a san­guin­ary way. Does he love any­one just now?”

			“No; only every­one. There nev­er was any­one born more lov­ing or more lov­able than Jon.”

			“Be­ing your boy, Irene.”

			At this mo­ment little Jon, ly­ing along a branch high above them, brought them down with two peas; but that frag­ment of talk lodged, thick, in his small giz­zard. Lov­ing, lov­able, ima­gin­at­ive, san­guin­ary!

			The leaves also were thick by now, and it was time for his birth­day, which, oc­cur­ring every year on the twelfth of May, was al­ways mem­or­able for his chosen din­ner of sweet­bread, mush­rooms, ma­car­oons, and ginger beer.

			Between that eighth birth­day, how­ever, and the af­ter­noon when he stood in the Ju­ly ra­di­ance at the turn­ing of the stair­way, sev­er­al im­port­ant things had happened.

			Da, worn out by wash­ing his knees, or moved by that mys­ter­i­ous in­stinct which forces even nurses to desert their nurs­lings, left the very day after his birth­day in floods of tears “to be mar­ried”—of all things—“to a man.” Little Jon, from whom it had been kept, was in­con­sol­able for an af­ter­noon. It ought not to have been kept from him! Two large boxes of sol­diers and some ar­til­lery, to­geth­er with The Young Bu­glers, which had been among his birth­day presents, co­oper­ated with his grief in a sort of con­ver­sion, and in­stead of seek­ing ad­ven­tures in per­son and risk­ing his own life, he began to play ima­gin­at­ive games, in which he risked the lives of count­less tin sol­diers, marbles, stones and beans. Of these forms of chair à can­on he made col­lec­tions, and, us­ing them al­tern­ately, fought the Pen­in­su­lar, the Sev­en Years, the Thirty Years, and oth­er wars, about which he had been read­ing of late in a big His­tory of Europe which had been his grand­fath­er’s. He altered them to suit his geni­us, and fought them all over the floor in his day nurs­ery, so that nobody could come in, for fear­ing of dis­turb­ing Gust­avus Ad­ol­phus, King of Sweden, or tread­ing on an army of Aus­tri­ans. Be­cause of the sound of the word he was pas­sion­ately ad­dicted to the Aus­tri­ans, and find­ing there were so few battles in which they were suc­cess­ful he had to in­vent them in his games. His fa­vour­ite gen­er­als were Prince Eu­gene, the Arch­duke Charles and Wal­len­stein. Tilly and Mack (“mu­sic-hall turns” he heard his fath­er call them one day, whatever that might mean) one really could not love very much, Aus­tri­an though they were. For eu­phon­ic reas­ons, too, he doted on Turenne.

			This phase, which caused his par­ents anxi­ety, be­cause it kept him in­doors when he ought to have been out, las­ted through May and half of June, till his fath­er killed it by bring­ing home to him Tom Saw­yer and Huckle­berry Finn. When he read those books some­thing happened in him, and he went out of doors again in pas­sion­ate quest of a river. There be­ing none on the premises at Robin Hill, he had to make one out of the pond, which for­tu­nately had wa­ter lilies, dragon­flies, gnats, bull­rushes, and three small wil­low trees. On this pond, after his fath­er and Gar­ratt had as­cer­tained by sound­ing that it had a re­li­able bot­tom and was nowhere more than two feet deep, he was al­lowed a little col­lapsible ca­noe, in which he spent hours and hours pad­dling, and ly­ing down out of sight of In­di­an Joe and oth­er en­emies. On the shore of the pond, too, he built him­self a wig­wam about four feet square, of old bis­cuit tins, roofed in by boughs. In this he would make little fires, and cook the birds he had not shot with his gun, hunt­ing in the cop­pice and fields, or the fish he did not catch in the pond be­cause there were none. This oc­cu­pied the rest of June and that Ju­ly, when his fath­er and moth­er were away in Ire­land. He led a lonely life of “make be­lieve” dur­ing those five weeks of sum­mer weath­er, with gun, wig­wam, wa­ter and ca­noe; and, how­ever hard his act­ive little brain tried to keep the sense of beauty away, she did creep in on him for a second now and then, perch­ing on the wing of a dragon­fly, glisten­ing on the wa­ter lilies, or brush­ing his eyes with her blue as he lay on his back in am­bush.

			Auntie June, who had been left in charge, had a “grownup” in the house, with a cough and a large piece of putty which he was mak­ing in­to a face; so she hardly ever came down to see him in the pond. Once, how­ever, she brought with her two oth­er “grownups.” Little Jon, who happened to have painted his na­ked self bright blue and yel­low in stripes out of his fath­er’s wa­ter­col­our box, and put some duck’s feath­ers in his hair, saw them com­ing, and—am­bushed him­self among the wil­lows. As he had fore­seen, they came at once to his wig­wam and knelt down to look in­side, so that with a blood­curd­ling yell he was able to take the scalps of Auntie June and the wo­man “grownup” in an al­most com­plete man­ner be­fore they kissed him. The names of the two grownups were “Auntie” Holly and “Uncle” Val, who had a brown face and a little limp, and laughed at him ter­ribly. He took a fancy to Auntie Holly, who seemed to be a sis­ter too; but they both went away the same af­ter­noon and he did not see them again. Three days be­fore his fath­er and moth­er were to come home Auntie June also went off in a great hurry, tak­ing the “grownup” who coughed and his piece of putty; and Ma­demois­elle said: “Poor man, he was veree ill. I for­bid you to go in­to his room, Jon.” Little Jon, who rarely did things merely be­cause he was told not to, re­frained from go­ing, though he was bored and lonely. In truth the day of the pond was past, and he was filled to the brim of his soul with rest­less­ness and the want of some­thing—not a tree, not a gun—some­thing soft. Those last two days had seemed months in spite of Cast Up by the Sea, wherein he was read­ing about Moth­er Lee and her ter­rible wreck­ing bon­fire. He had gone up and down the stairs per­haps a hun­dred times in those two days, and of­ten from the day nurs­ery, where he slept now, had stolen in­to his moth­er’s room, looked at everything, without touch­ing, and on in­to the dress­ing-room; and stand­ing on one leg be­side the bath, like Slingsby, had whispered:

			“Ho, ho, ho! Dog my cats!” mys­ter­i­ously, to bring luck. Then, steal­ing back, he had opened his moth­er’s ward­robe, and taken a long sniff which seemed to bring him near­er to—he didn’t know what.

			He had done this just be­fore he stood in the streak of sun­light, de­bat­ing in which of the sev­er­al ways he should slide down the ban­is­ters. They all seemed silly, and in a sud­den lan­guor he began des­cend­ing the steps one by one. Dur­ing that des­cent he could re­mem­ber his fath­er quite dis­tinctly—the short grey beard, the deep eyes twink­ling, the fur­row between them, the funny smile, the thin fig­ure which al­ways seemed so tall to little Jon; but his moth­er he couldn’t see. All that rep­res­en­ted her was some­thing sway­ing with two dark eyes look­ing back at him; and the scent of her ward­robe.

			Bella was in the hall, draw­ing aside the big cur­tains, and open­ing the front door. Little Jon said, wheed­ling,

			“Bella!”

			“Yes, Mas­ter Jon.”

			“Do let’s have tea un­der the oak tree when they come; I know they’d like it best.”

			“You mean you’d like it best.”

			Little Jon con­sidered.

			“No, they would, to please me.”

			Bella smiled. “Very well, I’ll take it out if you’ll stay quiet here and not get in­to mis­chief be­fore they come.”

			Little Jon sat down on the bot­tom step, and nod­ded. Bella came close, and looked him over.

			“Get up!” she said.

			Little Jon got up. She scru­tin­ized him be­hind; he was not green, and his knees seemed clean.

			“All right!” she said. “My! Aren’t you brown? Give me a kiss!”

			And little Jon re­ceived a peck on his hair.

			“What jam?” he asked. “I’m so tired of wait­ing.”

			“Goose­berry and straw­berry.”

			Num! They were his fa­vour­ites!

			When she was gone he sat still for quite a minute. It was quiet in the big hall open to its East end so that he could see one of his trees, a brig sail­ing very slowly across the up­per lawn. In the out­er hall shad­ows were slant­ing from the pil­lars. Little Jon got up, jumped one of them, and walked round the clump of iris plants which filled the pool of grey-white marble in the centre. The flowers were pretty, but only smelled a very little. He stood in the open door­way and looked out. Sup­pose!—sup­pose they didn’t come! He had waited so long that he felt he could not bear that, and his at­ten­tion slid at once from such fi­nal­ity to the dust motes in the blu­ish sun­light com­ing in: Thrust­ing his hand up, he tried to catch some. Bella ought to have dus­ted that piece of air! But per­haps they wer­en’t dust—only what sun­light was made of, and he looked to see wheth­er the sun­light out of doors was the same. It was not. He had said he would stay quiet in the hall, but he simply couldn’t any more; and cross­ing the gravel of the drive he lay down on the grass bey­ond. Pulling six dais­ies he named them care­fully, Sir Lam­or­ac, Sir Tris­tram, Sir Lancelot, Sir Pal­imedes, Sir Bors, Sir Gawain, and fought them in couples till only Sir Lam­or­ac, whom he had se­lec­ted for a spe­cially stout stalk, had his head on, and even he, after three en­coun­ters, looked worn and wag­gly. A beetle was mov­ing slowly in the grass, which al­most wanted cut­ting. Every blade was a small tree, round whose trunk the beetle had to glide. Little Jon stretched out Sir Lam­or­ac, feet fore­most, and stirred the creature up. It scuttled pain­fully. Little Jon laughed, lost in­terest, and sighed. His heart felt empty. He turned over and lay on his back. There was a scent of honey from the lime trees in flower, and in the sky the blue was beau­ti­ful, with a few white clouds which looked and per­haps tasted like lem­on ice. He could hear Bob play­ing: “Way Down Upon de Suwan­nee Rib­ber” on his con­cer­tina, and it made him nice and sad. He turned over again and put his ear to the ground—In­di­ans could hear things com­ing ever so far—but he could hear noth­ing—only the con­cer­tina! And al­most in­stantly he did hear a grind­ing sound, a faint toot. Yes! it was a car—com­ing—com­ing! Up he jumped. Should he wait in the porch, or rush up­stairs, and as they came in, shout: “Look!” and slide slowly down the ban­is­ters, head fore­most? Should he? The car turned in at the drive. It was too late! And he only waited, jump­ing up and down in his ex­cite­ment. The car came quickly, whirred, and stopped. His fath­er got out, ex­actly like life. He bent down and little Jon bobbed up—they bumped. His fath­er said,

			“Bless us! Well, old man, you are brown!” Just as he would; and the sense of ex­pect­a­tion—of some­thing wanted—bubbled un­ex­tin­guished in little Jon. Then, with a long, shy look he saw his moth­er, in a blue dress, with a blue mo­tor scarf over her cap and hair, smil­ing. He jumped as high as ever he could, twined his legs be­hind her back, and hugged. He heard her gasp, and felt her hug­ging back. His eyes, very dark blue just then, looked in­to hers, very dark brown, till her lips closed on his eye­brow, and, squeez­ing with all his might, he heard her creak and laugh, and say:

			“You are strong, Jon!”

			He slid down at that, and rushed in­to the hall, drag­ging her by the hand.

			While he was eat­ing his jam be­neath the oak tree, he no­ticed things about his moth­er that he had nev­er seemed to see be­fore, her cheeks for in­stance were creamy, there were sil­ver threads in her dark goldy hair, her throat had no knob in it like Bella’s, and she went in and out softly. He no­ticed, too, some little lines run­ning away from the corners of her eyes, and a nice dark­ness un­der them. She was ever so beau­ti­ful, more beau­ti­ful than Da or Ma­demois­elle, or Auntie June or even Auntie Holly, to whom he had taken a fancy; even more beau­ti­ful than Bella, who had pink cheeks and came out too sud­denly in places. This new beau­ti­ful­ness of his moth­er had a kind of par­tic­u­lar im­port­ance, and he ate less than he had ex­pec­ted to.

			When tea was over his fath­er wanted him to walk round the gar­dens. He had a long con­ver­sa­tion with his fath­er about things in gen­er­al, avoid­ing his private life—Sir Lam­or­ac, the Aus­tri­ans, and the empti­ness he had felt these last three days, now so sud­denly filled up. His fath­er told him of a place called Glenso­fan­trim, where he and his moth­er had been; and of the little people who came out of the ground there when it was very quiet. Little Jon came to a halt, with his heels apart.

			“Do you really be­lieve they do, Daddy?”

			“No, Jon, but I thought you might.”

			“Why?”

			“You’re young­er than I; and they’re fair­ies.” Little Jon squared the dimple in his chin.

			“I don’t be­lieve in fair­ies. I nev­er see any.”

			“Ha!” said his fath­er.

			“Does Mum?”

			His fath­er smiled his funny smile.

			“No; she only sees Pan.”

			“What’s Pan?”

			“The Goaty God who skips about in wild and beau­ti­ful places.”

			“Was he in Glenso­fan­trim?”

			“Mum said so.”

			Little Jon took his heels up, and led on.

			“Did you see him?”

			“No; I only saw Venus Anadyomene.”

			Little Jon re­flec­ted; Venus was in his book about the Greeks and Tro­jans. Then Anna was her Chris­ti­an and Dyomene her sur­name?

			But it ap­peared, on in­quiry, that it was one word, which meant rising from the foam.

			“Did she rise from the foam in Glenso­fan­trim?”

			“Yes; every day.”

			“What is she like, Daddy?”

			“Like Mum.”

			“Oh! Then she must be …” but he stopped at that, rushed at a wall, scrambled up, and promptly scrambled down again. The dis­cov­ery that his moth­er was beau­ti­ful was one which he felt must ab­so­lutely be kept to him­self. His fath­er’s ci­gar, how­ever, took so long to smoke, that at last he was com­pelled to say:

			“I want to see what Mum’s brought home. Do you mind, Daddy?”

			He pitched the motive low, to ab­solve him from un­man­li­ness, and was a little dis­con­cer­ted when his fath­er looked at him right through, heaved an im­port­ant sigh, and answered:

			“All right, old man, you go and love her.”

			He went, with a pre­tence of slow­ness, and then rushed, to make up. He entered her bed­room from his own, the door be­ing open. She was still kneel­ing be­fore a trunk, and he stood close to her, quite still.

			She knelt up straight, and said:

			“Well, Jon?”

			“I thought I’d just come and see.”

			Hav­ing giv­en and re­ceived an­oth­er hug, he moun­ted the win­dow-seat, and tuck­ing his legs up un­der him watched her un­pack. He de­rived a pleas­ure from the op­er­a­tion such as he had not yet known, partly be­cause she was tak­ing out things which looked sus­pi­cious, and partly be­cause he liked to look at her. She moved dif­fer­ently from any­body else, es­pe­cially from Bella; she was cer­tainly the re­fined­est-look­ing per­son he had ever seen. She fin­ished the trunk at last, and knelt down in front of him.

			“Have you missed us, Jon?”

			Little Jon nod­ded, and hav­ing thus ad­mit­ted his feel­ings, con­tin­ued to nod.

			“But you had Auntie June?”

			“Oh! she had a man with a cough.”

			His moth­er’s face changed, and looked al­most angry. He ad­ded hast­ily:

			“He was a poor man, Mum; he coughed aw­fully; I—I liked him.”

			His moth­er put her hands be­hind his waist.

			“You like every­body, Jon?”

			Little Jon con­sidered.

			“Up to a point,” he said: “Auntie June took me to church one Sunday.”

			“To church? Oh!”

			“She wanted to see how it would af­fect me.”

			“And did it?”

			“Yes. I came over all funny, so she took me home again very quick. I wasn’t sick after all. I went to bed and had hot brandy and wa­ter, and read The Boys of Beech­wood. It was scrump­tious.”

			His moth­er bit her lip.

			“When was that?”

			“Oh! about—a long time ago—I wanted her to take me again, but she wouldn’t. You and Daddy nev­er go to church, do you?”

			“No, we don’t.”

			“Why don’t you?”

			His moth­er smiled.

			“Well, dear, we both of us went when we were little. Per­haps we went when we were too little.”

			“I see,” said little Jon, “it’s dan­ger­ous.”

			“You shall judge for your­self about all those things as you grow up.”

			Little Jon replied in a cal­cu­lat­ing man­ner:

			“I don’t want to grow up, much. I don’t want to go to school.” A sud­den over­whelm­ing de­sire to say some­thing more, to say what he really felt, turned him red. “I—I want to stay with you, and be your lov­er, Mum.”

			Then with an in­stinct to im­prove the situ­ation, he ad­ded quickly “I don’t want to go to bed to­night, either. I’m simply tired of go­ing to bed, every night.”

			“Have you had any more night­mares?”

			“Only about one. May I leave the door open in­to your room to­night, Mum?”

			“Yes, just a little.” Little Jon heaved a sigh of sat­is­fac­tion.

			“What did you see in Glenso­fan­trim?”

			“Noth­ing but beauty, darling.”

			“What ex­actly is beauty?”

			“What ex­actly is—Oh! Jon, that’s a poser.”

			“Can I see it, for in­stance?” His moth­er got up, and sat be­side him.

			“You do, every day. The sky is beau­ti­ful, the stars, and moon­lit nights, and then the birds, the flowers, the trees—they’re all beau­ti­ful. Look out of the win­dow—there’s beauty for you, Jon.”

			“Oh! yes, that’s the view. Is that all?”

			“All? no. The sea is won­der­fully beau­ti­ful, and the waves, with their foam fly­ing back.”

			“Did you rise from it every day, Mum?”

			His moth­er smiled. “Well, we bathed.”

			Little Jon sud­denly reached out and caught her neck in his hands.

			“I know,” he said mys­ter­i­ously, “you’re it, really, and all the rest is make-be­lieve.”

			She sighed, laughed, said: “Oh! Jon!”

			Little Jon said crit­ic­ally:

			“Do you think Bella beau­ti­ful, for in­stance? I hardly do.”

			“Bella is young; that’s some­thing.”

			“But you look young­er, Mum. If you bump against Bella she hurts.”

			“I don’t be­lieve Da was beau­ti­ful, when I come to think of it; and Ma­demois­elle’s al­most ugly.”

			“Ma­demois­elle has a very nice face.”

			“Oh! yes; nice. I love your little rays, Mum.”

			“Rays?”

			Little Jon put his fin­ger to the out­er corner of her eye.

			“Oh! Those? But they’re a sign of age.”

			“They come when you smile.”

			“But they usen’t to.”

			“Oh! well, I like them. Do you love me, Mum?”

			“I do—I do love you, darling.”

			“Ever so?”

			“Ever so!”

			“More than I thought you did?”

			“Much—much more.”

			“Well, so do I; so that makes it even.”

			Con­scious that he had nev­er in his life so giv­en him­self away, he felt a sud­den re­ac­tion to the man­li­ness of Sir Lam­or­ac, Dick Need­ham, Huck Finn, and oth­er her­oes.

			“Shall I show you a thing or two?” he said; and slip­ping out of her arms, he stood on his head. Then, fired by her ob­vi­ous ad­mir­a­tion, he moun­ted the bed, and threw him­self head fore­most from his feet on to his back, without touch­ing any­thing with his hands. He did this sev­er­al times.

			That even­ing, hav­ing in­spec­ted what they had brought, he stayed up to din­ner, sit­ting between them at the little round table they used when they were alone. He was ex­tremely ex­cited. His moth­er wore a French-grey dress, with creamy lace made out of little scrig­gly roses, round her neck, which was brown­er than the lace. He kept look­ing at her, till at last his fath­er’s funny smile made him sud­denly at­tent­ive to his slice of pine­apple. It was later than he had ever stayed up, when he went to bed. His moth­er went up with him, and he un­dressed very slowly so as to keep her there. When at last he had noth­ing on but his py­ja­mas, he said:

			“Prom­ise you won’t go while I say my pray­ers!”

			“I prom­ise.”

			Kneel­ing down and plunging his face in­to the bed, little Jon hur­ried up, un­der his breath, open­ing one eye now and then, to see her stand­ing per­fectly still with a smile on her face. “Our Fath­er”—so went his last pray­er, “which art in heav­en, hal­lowed be thy Mum, thy King­dom Mum—on Earth as it is in heav­en, give us this day our daily Mum and for­give us our tres­passes on earth as it is in heav­en and tres­pass against us, for thine is the evil the power and the glory forever and ever. Amum! Look out!” He sprang, and for a long minute re­mained in her arms. Once in bed, he con­tin­ued to hold her hand.

			“You won’t shut the door any more than that, will you? Are you go­ing to be long, Mum?”

			“I must go down and play to Daddy.”

			“Oh! well, I shall hear you.”

			“I hope not; you must go to sleep.”

			“I can sleep any night.”

			“Well, this is just a night like any oth­er.”

			“Oh! no—it’s ex­tra spe­cial.”

			“On ex­tra spe­cial nights one al­ways sleeps sound­est.”

			“But if I go to sleep, Mum, I shan’t hear you come up.”

			“Well, when I do, I’ll come in and give you a kiss, then if you’re awake you’ll know, and if you’re not you’ll still know you’ve had one.”

			Little Jon sighed, “All right!” he said: “I sup­pose I must put up with that. Mum?”

			“Yes?”

			“What was her name that Daddy be­lieves in? Venus Anna Diomedes?”

			“Oh! my an­gel! Anadyomene.”

			“Yes! but I like my name for you much bet­ter.”

			“What is yours, Jon?”

			Little Jon answered shyly:

			“Guinev­ere! it’s out of the Round Table—I’ve only just thought of it, only of course her hair was down.”

			His moth­er’s eyes, look­ing past him, seemed to float.

			“You won’t for­get to come, Mum?”

			“Not if you’ll go to sleep.”

			“That’s a bar­gain, then.” And little Jon screwed up his eyes.

			He felt her lips on his fore­head, heard her foot­steps; opened his eyes to see her glid­ing through the door­way, and, sigh­ing, screwed them up again.

			Then Time began.

			For some ten minutes of it he tried loy­ally to sleep, count­ing a great num­ber of thistles in a row, Da’s old re­cipe for bring­ing slum­ber. He seemed to have been hours count­ing. It must, he thought, be nearly time for her to come up now. He threw the bed­clothes back. “I’m hot!” he said, and his voice soun­ded funny in the dark­ness, like someone else’s. Why didn’t she come? He sat up. He must look! He got out of bed, went to the win­dow and pulled the cur­tain a slice aside. It wasn’t dark, but he couldn’t tell wheth­er be­cause of day­light or the moon, which was very big. It had a funny, wicked face, as if laugh­ing at him, and he did not want to look at it. Then, re­mem­ber­ing that his moth­er had said moon­lit nights were beau­ti­ful, he con­tin­ued to stare out in a gen­er­al way. The trees threw thick shad­ows, the lawn looked like spilt milk, and a long, long way he could see; oh! very far; right over the world, and it all looked dif­fer­ent and swimmy. There was a lovely smell, too, in his open win­dow.

			“I wish I had a dove like Noah!” he thought.

			
				
					“The moony moon was round and bright,
					

					It shone and shone and made it light.”
				

			

			After that rhyme, which came in­to his head all at once, he be­came con­scious of mu­sic, very soft-lovely! Mum play­ing! He be­thought him­self of a ma­car­oon he had, laid up in his chest of draw­ers, and, get­ting it, came back to the win­dow. He leaned out, now munch­ing, now hold­ing his jaws to hear the mu­sic bet­ter. Da used to say that an­gels played on harps in heav­en; but it wasn’t half so lovely as Mum play­ing in the moony night, with him eat­ing a ma­car­oon. A cockchafer buzzed by, a moth flew in his face, the mu­sic stopped, and little Jon drew his head in. She must be com­ing! He didn’t want to be found awake. He got back in­to bed and pulled the clothes nearly over his head; but he had left a streak of moon­light com­ing in. It fell across the floor, near the foot of the bed, and he watched it mov­ing ever so slowly to­wards him, as if it were alive. The mu­sic began again, but he could only just hear it now; sleepy mu­sic, pretty—sleepy—mu­sic—sleepy—slee—.

			And time slipped by, the mu­sic rose, fell, ceased; the moon­beam crept to­wards his face. Little Jon turned in his sleep till he lay on his back, with one brown fist still grasp­ing the bed­clothes. The corners of his eyes twitched—he had be­gun to dream. He dreamed he was drink­ing milk out of a pan that was the moon, op­pos­ite a great black cat which watched him with a funny smile like his fath­er’s. He heard it whis­per: “Don’t drink too much!” It was the cat’s milk, of course, and he put out his hand am­ic­ably to stroke the creature; but it was no longer there; the pan had be­come a bed, in which he was ly­ing, and when he tried to get out he couldn’t find the edge; he couldn’t find it—he—he—couldn’t get out! It was dread­ful!

			He whimpered in his sleep. The bed had be­gun to go round too; it was out­side him and in­side him; go­ing round and round, and get­ting fiery, and Moth­er Lee out of Cast Up by the Sea was stir­ring it! Oh! so hor­rible she looked! Faster and faster!—till he and the bed and Moth­er Lee and the moon and the cat were all one wheel go­ing round and round and up and up—aw­ful—aw­ful—aw­ful!

			He shrieked.

			A voice say­ing: “Darling, darling!” got through the wheel, and he awoke, stand­ing on his bed, with his eyes wide open.

			There was his moth­er, with her hair like Guinev­ere’s, and, clutch­ing her, he bur­ied his face in it.

			“Oh! oh!”

			“It’s all right, treas­ure. You’re awake now. There! There! It’s noth­ing!”

			But little Jon con­tin­ued to say: “Oh! oh!”

			Her voice went on, vel­vety in his ear:

			“It was the moon­light, sweet­heart, com­ing on your face.”

			Little Jon burbled in­to her night­gown:

			“You said it was beau­ti­ful. Oh!”

			“Not to sleep in, Jon. Who let it in? Did you draw the cur­tains?”

			“I wanted to see the time; I—I looked out, I—I heard you play­ing, Mum; I—I ate my ma­car­oon.” But he was grow­ing slowly com­for­ted; and the in­stinct to ex­cuse his fear re­vived with­in him.

			“Moth­er Lee went round in me and got all fiery,” he mumbled.

			“Well, Jon, what can you ex­pect if you eat ma­car­oons after you’ve gone to bed?”

			“Only one, Mum; it made the mu­sic ever so more beau­ti­ful. I was wait­ing for you—I nearly thought it was to­mor­row.”

			“My ducky, it’s only just el­ev­en now.”

			Little Jon was si­lent, rub­bing his nose on her neck.

			“Mum, is Daddy in your room?”

			“Not to­night.”

			“Can I come?”

			“If you wish, my pre­cious.”

			Half him­self again, little Jon drew back.

			“You look dif­fer­ent, Mum; ever so young­er.”

			“It’s my hair, darling.”

			Little Jon laid hold of it, thick, dark gold, with a few sil­ver threads.

			“I like it,” he said: “I like you best of all like this.”

			Tak­ing her hand, he had be­gun drag­ging her to­wards the door. He shut it as they passed, with a sigh of re­lief.

			“Which side of the bed do you like, Mum?”

			“The left side.”

			“All right.”

			Wast­ing no time, giv­ing her no chance to change her mind, little Jon got in­to the bed, which seemed much softer than his own. He heaved an­oth­er sigh, screwed his head in­to the pil­low and lay ex­amin­ing the battle of chari­ots and swords and spears which al­ways went on out­side blankets, where the little hairs stood up against the light.

			“It wasn’t any­thing, really, was it?” he said.

			From be­fore her glass his moth­er answered:

			“Noth­ing but the moon and your ima­gin­a­tion heated up. You mustn’t get so ex­cited, Jon.”

			But, still not quite in pos­ses­sion of his nerves, little Jon answered boast­fully:

			“I wasn’t afraid, really, of course!” And again he lay watch­ing the spears and chari­ots. It all seemed very long.

			“Oh! Mum, do hurry up!”

			“Darling, I have to plait my hair.”

			“Oh! not to­night. You’ll only have to un­plait it again to­mor­row. I’m sleepy now; if you don’t come, I shan’t be sleepy soon.”

			His moth­er stood up white and flowey be­fore the winged mir­ror: he could see three of her, with her neck turned and her hair bright un­der the light, and her dark eyes smil­ing. It was un­ne­ces­sary, and he said:

			“Do come, Mum; I’m wait­ing.”

			“Very well, my love, I’ll come.”

			Little Jon closed his eyes. Everything was turn­ing out most sat­is­fact­ory, only she must hurry up! He felt the bed shake, she was get­ting in. And, still with his eyes closed, he said sleepily: “It’s nice, isn’t it?”

			He heard her voice say some­thing, felt her lips touch­ing his nose, and, snug­gling up be­side her who lay awake and loved him with her thoughts, he fell in­to the dream­less sleep, which roun­ded off his past.
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				En­counter

			
			Soames For­syte emerged from the Knights­bridge Hotel, where he was stay­ing, in the af­ter­noon of the 12th of May, 1920, with the in­ten­tion of vis­it­ing a col­lec­tion of pic­tures in a Gal­lery off Cork Street, and look­ing in­to the Fu­ture. He walked. Since the War he nev­er took a cab if he could help it. Their drivers were, in his view, an un­civil lot, though now that the War was over and sup­ply be­gin­ning to ex­ceed de­mand again, get­ting more civil in ac­cord­ance with the cus­tom of hu­man nature. Still, he had not for­giv­en them, deeply identi­fy­ing them with gloomy memor­ies, and now, dimly, like all mem­bers, of their class, with re­volu­tion. The con­sid­er­able anxi­ety he had passed through dur­ing the War, and the more con­sid­er­able anxi­ety he had since un­der­gone in the Peace, had pro­duced psy­cho­lo­gic­al con­sequences in a ten­a­cious nature. He had, men­tally, so fre­quently ex­per­i­enced ru­in, that he had ceased to be­lieve in its ma­ter­i­al prob­ab­il­ity. Pay­ing away four thou­sand a year in in­come and su­per tax, one could not very well be worse off! A for­tune of a quarter of a mil­lion, en­cumbered only by a wife and one daugh­ter, and very di­versely in­ves­ted, af­forded sub­stan­tial guar­an­tee even against that “wild­cat no­tion”—a levy on cap­it­al. And as to con­fis­ca­tion of war profits, he was en­tirely in fa­vour of it, for he had none, and “serve the beg­gars right!” The price of pic­tures, moreover, had, if any­thing, gone up, and he had done bet­ter with his col­lec­tion since the War began than ever be­fore. Air-raids, also, had ac­ted be­ne­fi­cially on a spir­it con­gen­it­ally cau­tious, and hardened a char­ac­ter already dogged. To be in danger of be­ing en­tirely dis­persed in­clined one to be less ap­pre­hens­ive of the more par­tial dis­per­sions in­volved in levies and tax­a­tion, while the habit of con­demning the im­pudence of the Ger­mans had led nat­ur­ally to con­demning that of La­bour, if not openly at least in the sanc­tu­ary of his soul.

			He walked. There was, moreover, time to spare, for Fleur was to meet him at the Gal­lery at four o’clock, and it was as yet but half-past two. It was good for him to walk—his liv­er was a little con­stric­ted, and his nerves rather on edge. His wife was al­ways out when she was in Town, and his daugh­ter would flib­ber­ti­gib­bet all over the place like most young wo­men since the War. Still, he must be thank­ful that she had been too young to do any­thing in that War it­self. Not, of course, that he had not sup­por­ted the War from its in­cep­tion, with all his soul, but between that and sup­port­ing it with the bod­ies of his wife and daugh­ter, there had been a gap fixed by some­thing old-fash­ioned with­in him which ab­horred emo­tion­al ex­tra­vag­ance. He had, for in­stance, strongly ob­jec­ted to An­nette, so at­tract­ive, and in 1914 only thirty-four, go­ing to her nat­ive France, her “chère patrie” as, un­der the stim­u­lus of war, she had be­gun to call it, to nurse her “braves poilus,” for­sooth! Ru­in­ing her health and her looks! As if she were really a nurse! He had put a stop­per on it. Let her do nee­dle­work for them at home, or knit! She had not gone, there­fore, and had nev­er been quite the same wo­man since. A bad tend­ency of hers to mock at him, not openly, but in con­tinu­al little ways, had grown. As for Fleur, the War had re­solved the vexed prob­lem wheth­er or not she should go to school. She was bet­ter away from her moth­er in her war mood, from the chance of air-raids, and the im­petus to do ex­tra­vag­ant things; so he had placed her in a sem­in­ary as far West as had seemed to him com­pat­ible with ex­cel­lence, and had missed her hor­ribly. Fleur! He had nev­er re­gret­ted the some­what out­land­ish name by which at her birth he had de­cided so sud­denly to call her—marked con­ces­sion though it had been to the French. Fleur! A pretty name—a pretty child! But rest­less—too rest­less; and wil­ful! Know­ing her power too over her fath­er! Soames of­ten re­flec­ted on the mis­take it was to dote on his daugh­ter. To get old and dote! Sixty-five! He was get­ting on; but he didn’t feel it, for, for­tu­nately per­haps, con­sid­er­ing An­nette’s youth and good looks, his second mar­riage had turned out a cool af­fair. He had known but one real pas­sion in his life—for that first wife of his—Irene. Yes, and that fel­low, his cous­in Joly­on, who had gone off with her, was look­ing very shaky, they said. No won­der, at sev­enty-two, after twenty years of a third mar­riage!

			Soames paused a mo­ment in his march to lean over the rail­ings of the Row. A suit­able spot for re­min­is­cence, halfway between that house in Park Lane which had seen his birth and his par­ents’ deaths, and the little house in Mont­pel­li­er Square where thirty-five years ago he had en­joyed his first edi­tion of mat­ri­mony. Now, after twenty years of his second edi­tion, that old tragedy seemed to him like a pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ence—which had ended when Fleur was born in place of the son he had hoped for. For many years he had ceased re­gret­ting, even vaguely, the son who had not been born; Fleur filled the bill in his heart. After all, she bore his name; and he was not look­ing for­ward at all to the time when she would change it. In­deed, if he ever thought of such a calam­ity, it was seasoned by the vague feel­ing that he could make her rich enough to pur­chase per­haps and ex­tin­guish the name of the fel­low who mar­ried her—why not, since, as it seemed, wo­men were equal to men nowadays? And Soames, secretly con­vinced that they were not, passed his curved hand over his face vig­or­ously, till it reached the com­fort of his chin. Thanks to ab­ste­mi­ous habits, he had not grown fat and gabby; his nose was pale and thin, his grey mous­tache close-clipped, his eye­sight un­im­paired. A slight stoop closened and cor­rec­ted the ex­pan­sion giv­en to his face by the height­en­ing of his fore­head in the re­ces­sion of his grey hair. Little change had Time wrought in the “warmest” of the young For­sytes, as the last of the old For­sytes—Timothy—now in his hun­dred and first year, would have phrased it.

			The shade from the plane-trees fell on his neat Hom­burg hat; he had giv­en up top hats—it was no use at­tract­ing at­ten­tion to wealth in days like these. Plane-trees! His thoughts trav­elled sharply to Mad­rid—the East­er be­fore the War, when, hav­ing to make up his mind about that Goya pic­ture, he had taken a voy­age of dis­cov­ery to study the paint­er on his spot. The fel­low had im­pressed him—great range, real geni­us! Highly as the chap ranked, he would rank even high­er be­fore they had fin­ished with him. The second Goya craze would be great­er even than the first; oh, yes! And he had bought. On that vis­it he had—as nev­er be­fore—com­mis­sioned a copy of a fresco paint­ing called La Vendi­mia, wherein was the fig­ure of a girl with an arm akimbo, who had re­minded him of his daugh­ter. He had it now in the Gal­lery at Mapled­urham, and rather poor it was—you couldn’t copy Goya. He would still look at it, how­ever, if his daugh­ter were not there, for the sake of some­thing ir­res­ist­ibly re­min­is­cent in the light, erect bal­ance of the fig­ure, the width between the arch­ing eye­brows, the eager dream­ing of the dark eyes. Curi­ous that Fleur should have dark eyes, when his own were grey—no pure For­syte had brown eyes—and her moth­er’s blue! But of course her grand­moth­er Lamotte’s eyes were dark as treacle!

			He began to walk on again to­ward Hyde Park Corner. No great­er change in all Eng­land than in the Row! Born al­most with­in hail of it, he could re­mem­ber it from 1860 on. Brought there as a child between the crinolines to stare at tight-trousered dan­dies in whiskers, rid­ing with a cav­alry seat; to watch the doff­ing of curly-brimmed and white top hats; the leis­urely air of it all, and the little bow­legged man in a long red waist­coat who used to come among the fash­ion with dogs on sev­er­al strings, and try to sell one to his moth­er: King Charles span­iels, Itali­an grey­hounds, af­fec­tion­ate to her crinoline—you nev­er saw them now. You saw no qual­ity of any sort, in­deed, just work­ing people sit­ting in dull rows with noth­ing to stare at but a few young boun­cing fe­males in pot hats, rid­ing astride, or des­ultory Co­lo­ni­als char­ging up and down on dis­mal-look­ing hacks; with, here and there, little girls on ponies, or old gen­tle­men jog­ging their liv­ers, or an or­derly try­ing a great ga­lumph­ing cav­alry horse; no thor­ough­breds, no grooms, no bow­ing, no scrap­ing, no gos­sip—noth­ing; only the trees the same—the trees in­dif­fer­ent to the gen­er­a­tions and de­clen­sions of man­kind. A demo­crat­ic Eng­land—dishevelled, hur­ried, noisy, and seem­ingly without an apex. And that some­thing fas­ti­di­ous in the soul of Soames turned over with­in him. Gone forever, the close bor­ough of rank and pol­ish! Wealth there was—oh, yes! wealth—he him­self was a rich­er man than his fath­er had ever been; but man­ners, fla­vour, qual­ity, all gone, en­gulfed in one vast, ugly, shoulder-rub­bing, pet­rol-smelling Cheerio. Little half-beaten pock­ets of gen­til­ity and caste lurk­ing here and there, dis­persed and ché­tif, as An­nette would say; but noth­ing ever again firm and co­her­ent to look up to. And in­to this new hurly-burly of bad man­ners and loose mor­als his daugh­ter—flower of his life—was flung! And when those La­bour chaps got power—if they ever did—the worst was yet to come.

			He passed out un­der the arch­way, at last no longer—thank good­ness!—dis­figured by the gun-grey of its search­light. “They’d bet­ter put a search­light on to where they’re all go­ing,” he thought, “and light up their pre­cious demo­cracy!” And he dir­ec­ted his steps along the Club fronts of Pic­ca­dilly. George For­syte, of course, would be sit­ting in the bay win­dow of the Iseeum. The chap was so big now that he was there nearly all his time, like some im­mov­able, sar­don­ic, hu­mor­ous eye not­ing the de­cline of men and things. And Soames hur­ried, ever con­sti­tu­tion­ally un­easy be­neath his cous­in’s glance. George, who, as he had heard, had writ­ten a let­ter signed “Pat­ri­ot” in the middle of the War, com­plain­ing of the Gov­ern­ment’s hys­teria in dock­ing the oats of race­horses. Yes, there he was, tall, pon­der­ous, neat, clean-shaven, with his smooth hair, hardly thinned, smelling, no doubt, of the best hair-wash, and a pink pa­per in his hand. Well, he didn’t change! And for per­haps the first time in his life Soames felt a kind of sym­pathy tap­ping in his waist­coat for that sar­don­ic kins­man. With his weight, his per­fectly par­ted hair, and bull-like gaze, he was a guar­an­tee that the old or­der would take some shift­ing yet. He saw George move the pink pa­per as if in­vit­ing him to as­cend—the chap must want to ask some­thing about his prop­erty. It was still un­der Soames’ con­trol; for in the ad­op­tion of a sleep­ing part­ner­ship at that pain­ful peri­od twenty years back when he had di­vorced Irene, Soames had found him­self al­most in­sens­ibly re­tain­ing con­trol of all purely For­syte af­fairs.

			Hes­it­at­ing for just a mo­ment, he nod­ded and went in. Since the death of his broth­er-in-law Montague Dartie, in Par­is, which no one had quite known what to make of, ex­cept that it was cer­tainly not sui­cide—the Iseeum Club had seemed more re­spect­able to Soames. George, too, he knew, had sown the last of his wild oats, and was com­mit­ted def­in­itely to the joys of the table, eat­ing only of the very best so as to keep his weight down, and own­ing, as he said, “just one or two old screws to give me an in­terest in life.” He joined his cous­in, there­fore, in the bay win­dow without the em­bar­rass­ing sense of in­dis­cre­tion he had been used to feel up there. George put out a well-kept hand.

			“Haven’t seen you since the War,” he said. “How’s your wife?”

			“Thanks,” said Soames coldly, “well enough.”

			Some hid­den jest curved, for a mo­ment, George’s fleshy face, and gloated from his eye.

			“That Bel­gian chap, Pro­fond,” he said, “is a mem­ber here now. He’s a rum cus­tom­er.”

			“Quite!” muttered Soames. “What did you want to see me about?”

			“Old Timothy; he might go off the hooks at any mo­ment. I sup­pose he’s made his will.”

			“Yes.”

			“Well, you or some­body ought to give him a look up—last of the old lot; he’s a hun­dred, you know. They say he’s like a mummy. Where are you goin’ to put him? He ought to have a pyr­am­id by rights.”

			Soames shook his head. “Highg­ate, the fam­ily vault.”

			“Well, I sup­pose the old girls would miss him, if he was any­where else. They say he still takes an in­terest in food. He might last on, you know. Don’t we get any­thing for the old For­sytes? Ten of them—av­er­age age eighty-eight—I worked it out. That ought to be equal to triplets.”

			“Is that all?” said Soames, “I must be get­ting on.”

			“You un­so­ci­able dev­il,” George’s eyes seemed to an­swer. “Yes, that’s all: Look him up in his mauso­leum—the old chap might want to proph­esy.” The grin died on the rich curves of his face, and he ad­ded: “Haven’t you at­tor­neys in­ven­ted a way yet of dodging this damned in­come tax? It hits the fixed in­her­ited in­come like the very deuce. I used to have two thou­sand five hun­dred a year; now I’ve got a beg­garly fif­teen hun­dred, and the price of liv­ing doubled.”

			“Ah!” mur­mured Soames, “the turf’s in danger.”

			Over George’s face moved a gleam of sar­don­ic self-de­fence.

			“Well,” he said, “they brought me up to do noth­ing, and here I am in the sear and yel­low, get­ting poorer every day. These La­bour chaps mean to have the lot be­fore they’ve done. What are you go­ing to do for a liv­ing when it comes? I shall work a six-hour day teach­ing politi­cians how to see a joke. Take my tip, Soames; go in­to Par­lia­ment, make sure of your four hun­dred—and em­ploy me.”

			And, as Soames re­tired, he re­sumed his seat in the bay win­dow.

			Soames moved along Pic­ca­dilly deep in re­flec­tions ex­cited by his cous­in’s words. He him­self had al­ways been a work­er and a saver, George al­ways a drone and a spend­er; and yet, if con­fis­ca­tion once began, it was he—the work­er and the saver—who would be looted! That was the neg­a­tion of all vir­tue, the over­turn­ing of all For­syte prin­ciples. Could civil­iz­a­tion be built on any oth­er? He did not think so. Well, they wouldn’t con­fis­cate his pic­tures, for they wouldn’t know their worth. But what would they be worth, if these ma­ni­acs once began to milk cap­it­al? A drug on the mar­ket. “I don’t care about my­self,” he thought; “I could live on five hun­dred a year, and nev­er know the dif­fer­ence, at my age.” But Fleur! This for­tune, so widely in­ves­ted, these treas­ures so care­fully chosen and amassed, were all for—her. And if it should turn out that he couldn’t give or leave them to her—well, life had no mean­ing, and what was the use of go­ing in to look at this crazy, fu­tur­ist­ic stuff with the view of see­ing wheth­er it had any fu­ture?

			Ar­riv­ing at the Gal­lery off Cork Street, how­ever, he paid his shil­ling, picked up a cata­logue, and entered. Some ten per­sons were prowl­ing round. Soames took steps and came on what looked to him like a lamp­post bent by col­li­sion with a mo­tor om­ni­bus. It was ad­vanced some three paces from the wall, and was de­scribed in his cata­logue as “Jupiter.” He ex­amined it with curi­os­ity, hav­ing re­cently turned some of his at­ten­tion to sculp­ture. “If that’s Jupiter,” he thought, “I won­der what Juno’s like.” And sud­denly he saw her, op­pos­ite. She ap­peared to him like noth­ing so much as a pump with two handles, lightly clad in snow. He was still gaz­ing at her, when two of the prowl­ers hal­ted on his left. “Épatant!” he heard one say.

			“Jar­gon!” growled Soames to him­self.

			The oth­er’s boy­ish voice replied:

			“Missed it, old bean; he’s pulling your leg. When Jove and Juno cre­ated he them, he was say­ing: ‘I’ll see how much these fools will swal­low.’ And they’ve lapped up the lot.”

			“You young duffer! Vospovitch is an in­nov­at­or. Don’t you see that he’s brought satire in­to sculp­ture? The fu­ture of plastic art, of mu­sic, paint­ing, and even ar­chi­tec­ture, has set in satir­ic. It was bound to. People are tired—the bot­tom’s tumbled out of sen­ti­ment.”

			“Well, I’m quite equal to tak­ing a little in­terest in beauty. I was through the War. You’ve dropped your handker­chief, sir.”

			Soames saw a handker­chief held out in front of him. He took it with some nat­ur­al sus­pi­cion, and ap­proached it to his nose. It had the right scent—of dis­tant eau de co­logne—and his ini­tials in a corner. Slightly re­as­sured, he raised his eyes to the young man’s face. It had rather fawn-like ears, a laugh­ing mouth, with half a tooth­brush grow­ing out of it on each side, and small lively eyes, above a nor­mally dressed ap­pear­ance.

			“Thank you,” he said; and moved by a sort of ir­rit­a­tion, ad­ded: “Glad to hear you like beauty; that’s rare, nowadays.”

			“I dote on it,” said the young man; “but you and I are the last of the old guard, sir.”

			Soames smiled.

			“If you really care for pic­tures,” he said, “here’s my card. I can show you some quite good ones any Sunday, if you’re down the river and care to look in.”

			“Aw­fully nice of you, sir. I’ll drop in like a bird. My name’s Mont-Mi­chael.” And he took off his hat.

			Soames, already re­gret­ting his im­pulse, raised his own slightly in re­sponse, with a down­ward look at the young man’s com­pan­ion, who had a purple tie, dread­ful little slug­like whiskers, and a scorn­ful look—as if he were a poet!

			It was the first in­dis­cre­tion he had com­mit­ted for so long that he went and sat down in an al­cove. What had pos­sessed him to give his card to a rack­ety young fel­low, who went about with a thing like that? And Fleur, al­ways at the back of his thoughts, star­ted out like a fili­gree fig­ure from a clock when the hour strikes. On the screen op­pos­ite the al­cove was a large can­vas with a great many square to­mato-col­oured blobs on it, and noth­ing else, so far as Soames could see from where he sat. He looked at his cata­logue: “No. 32—The Fu­ture Town—Paul Post.” “I sup­pose that’s satir­ic too,” he thought. “What a thing!” But his second im­pulse was more cau­tious. It did not do to con­demn hur­riedly. There had been those stripey, streaky cre­ations of Mon­et’s, which had turned out such trumps; and then the stippled school; and Gauguin. Why, even since the Post-Im­pres­sion­ists there had been one or two paint­ers not to be sneezed at. Dur­ing the thirty-eight years of his con­nois­seur’s life, in­deed, he had marked so many “move­ments,” seen the tides of taste and tech­nique so ebb and flow, that there was really no telling any­thing ex­cept that there was money to be made out of every change of fash­ion. This too might quite well be a case where one must sub­due prim­or­di­al in­stinct, or lose the mar­ket. He got up and stood be­fore the pic­ture, try­ing hard to see it with the eyes of oth­er people. Above the to­mato blobs was what he took to be a sun­set, till someone passing said: “He’s got the air­planes won­der­fully, don’t you think!” Be­low the to­mato blobs was a band of white with ver­tic­al black stripes, to which he could as­sign no mean­ing whatever, till someone else came by, mur­mur­ing: “What ex­pres­sion he gets with his fore­ground!” Ex­pres­sion? Of what? Soames went back to his seat. The thing was “rich,” as his fath­er would have said, and he wouldn’t give a damn for it. Ex­pres­sion! Ah! they were all Ex­pres­sion­ists now, he had heard, on the Con­tin­ent. So it was com­ing here too, was it? He re­membered the first wave of in­flu­enza in 1887—or ’8—hatched in China, so they said. He wondered where this—this Ex­pres­sion­ism had been hatched. The thing was a reg­u­lar dis­ease!

			He had be­come con­scious of a wo­man and a youth stand­ing between him and the Fu­ture Town. Their backs were turned; but very sud­denly Soames put his cata­logue be­fore his face, and draw­ing his hat for­ward, gazed through the slit between. No mis­tak­ing that back, el­eg­ant as ever though the hair above had gone grey. Irene! His di­vorced wife—Irene! And this, no doubt, was—her son—by that fel­low Joly­on For­syte—their boy, six months older than his own girl! And mum­bling over in his mind the bit­ter days of his di­vorce, he rose to get out of sight, but quickly sat down again. She had turned her head to speak to her boy; her pro­file was still so youth­ful that it made her grey hair seem powdery, as if fancy-dressed; and her lips were smil­ing as Soames, first pos­sessor of them, had nev­er seen them smile. Grudgingly he ad­mit­ted her still beau­ti­ful and in fig­ure al­most as young as ever. And how that boy smiled back at her! Emo­tion squeezed Soames’ heart. The sight in­fringed his sense of justice. He grudged her that boy’s smile—it went bey­ond what Fleur gave him, and it was un­deserved. Their son might have been his son; Fleur might have been her daugh­ter, if she had kept straight! He lowered his cata­logue. If she saw him, all the bet­ter! A re­mind­er of her con­duct in the pres­ence of her son, who prob­ably knew noth­ing of it, would be a salut­ary touch from the fin­ger of that Nemes­is which surely must soon or late vis­it her! Then, half-con­scious that such a thought was ex­tra­vag­ant for a For­syte of his age, Soames took out his watch. Past four! Fleur was late. She had gone to his niece Imo­gen Car­digan’s, and there they would keep her smoking ci­gar­ettes and gos­sip­ing, and that. He heard the boy laugh, and say eagerly: “I say, Mum, is this by one of Auntie June’s lame ducks?”

			“Paul Post—I be­lieve it is, darling.”

			The word pro­duced a little shock in Soames; he had nev­er heard her use it. And then she saw him. His eyes must have had in them some­thing of George For­syte’s sar­don­ic look; for her gloved hand crisped the folds of her frock, her eye­brows rose, her face went stony. She moved on.

			“It is a cau­tion,” said the boy, catch­ing her arm again.

			Soames stared after them. That boy was good-look­ing, with a For­syte chin, and eyes deep-grey, deep in; but with some­thing sunny, like a glass of old sherry spilled over him; his smile per­haps, his hair. Bet­ter than they de­served—those two! They passed from his view in­to the next room, and Soames con­tin­ued to re­gard the Fu­ture Town, but saw it not. A little smile snarled up his lips. He was des­pising the vehe­mence of his own feel­ings after all these years. Ghosts! And yet as one grew old—was there any­thing but what was ghost­like left? Yes, there was Fleur! He fixed his eyes on the en­trance. She was due; but she would keep him wait­ing, of course! And sud­denly he be­came aware of a sort of hu­man breeze—a short, slight form clad in a sea-green djib­bah with a met­al belt and a fil­let bind­ing un­ruly red-gold hair all streaked with grey. She was talk­ing to the Gal­lery at­tend­ants, and some­thing fa­mil­i­ar riv­eted his gaze—in her eyes, her chin, her hair, her spir­it—some­thing which sug­ges­ted a thin Skye ter­ri­er just be­fore its din­ner. Surely June For­syte! His cous­in June—and com­ing straight to his re­cess! She sat down be­side him, deep in thought, took out a tab­let, and made a pen­cil note. Soames sat un­mov­ing. A con­foun­ded thing, cous­in­ship! “Dis­gust­ing!” he heard her mur­mur; then, as if re­sent­ing the pres­ence of an over­hear­ing stranger, she looked at him. The worst had happened.

			“Soames!”

			Soames turned his head a very little.

			“How are you?” he said. “Haven’t seen you for twenty years.”

			“No. Whatever made you come here?”

			“My sins,” said Soames. “What stuff!”

			“Stuff? Oh, yes—of course; it hasn’t ar­rived yet.”

			“It nev­er will,” said Soames; “it must be mak­ing a dead loss.”

			“Of course it is.”

			“How d’you know?”

			“It’s my Gal­lery.”

			Soames sniffed from sheer sur­prise.

			“Yours? What on earth makes you run a show like this?”

			“I don’t treat art as if it were gro­cery.”

			Soames poin­ted to the Fu­ture Town. “Look at that! Who’s go­ing to live in a town like that, or with it on his walls?”

			June con­tem­plated the pic­ture for a mo­ment.

			“It’s a vis­ion,” she said.

			“The deuce!”

			There was si­lence, then June rose. “Crazy-look­ing creature!” he thought.

			“Well,” he said, “you’ll find your young step­broth­er here with a wo­man I used to know. If you take my ad­vice, you’ll close this ex­hib­i­tion.”

			June looked back at him. “Oh! You For­syte!” she said, and moved on. About her light, fly­away fig­ure, passing so sud­denly away, was a look of dan­ger­ous de­cisions. For­syte! Of course, he was a For­syte! And so was she! But from the time when, as a mere girl, she brought Bosin­ney in­to his life to wreck it, he had nev­er hit it off with June and nev­er would! And here she was, un­mar­ried to this day, own­ing a Gal­lery! … And sud­denly it came to Soames how little he knew now of his own fam­ily. The old aunts at Timothy’s had been dead so many years; there was no clear­ing-house for news. What had they all done in the War? Young Ro­ger’s boy had been wounded, St. John Hay­man’s second son killed; young Nich­olas’ eld­est had got an O.B.E., or whatever they gave them. They had all joined up some­how, he be­lieved. That boy of Joly­on’s and Irene’s, he sup­posed, had been too young; his own gen­er­a­tion, of course, too old, though Giles Hay­man had driv­en a car for the Red Cross—and Jesse Hay­man been a spe­cial con­stable—those “Dromi­os” had al­ways been of a sport­ing type! As for him­self, he had giv­en a mo­tor am­bu­lance, read the pa­pers till he was sick of them, passed through much anxi­ety, bought no clothes, lost sev­en pounds in weight; he didn’t know what more he could have done at his age. In­deed, think­ing it over, it struck him that he and his fam­ily had taken this war very dif­fer­ently to that af­fair with the Bo­ers, which had been sup­posed to tax all the re­sources of the Em­pire. In that old war, of course, his neph­ew Val Dartie had been wounded, that fel­low Joly­on’s first son had died of en­ter­ic, “the Dromi­os” had gone out on horses, and June had been a nurse; but all that had seemed in the nature of a portent, while in this war every­body had done “their bit,” so far as he could make out, as a mat­ter of course. It seemed to show the growth of some­thing or oth­er—or per­haps the de­cline of some­thing else. Had the For­sytes be­come less in­di­vidu­al, or more Im­per­i­al, or less pro­vin­cial? Or was it simply that one hated Ger­mans? … Why didn’t Fleur come, so that he could get away? He saw those three re­turn to­geth­er from the oth­er room and pass back along the far side of the screen. The boy was stand­ing be­fore the Juno now. And, sud­denly, on the oth­er side of her, Soames saw—his daugh­ter, with eye­brows raised, as well they might be. He could see her eyes glint side­ways at the boy, and the boy look back at her. Then Irene slipped her hand through his arm, and drew him on. Soames saw him glan­cing round, and Fleur look­ing after them as the three went out.

			A voice said cheer­fully: “Bit thick, isn’t it, sir?”

			The young man who had handed him his handker­chief was again passing. Soames nod­ded.

			“I don’t know what we’re com­ing to.”

			“Oh! That’s all right, sir,” answered the young man cheer­fully; “they don’t either.”

			Fleur’s voice said: “Hallo, Fath­er! Here you are!” pre­cisely as if he had been keep­ing her wait­ing.

			The young man, snatch­ing off his hat, passed on.

			“Well,” said Soames, look­ing her up and down, “you’re a punc­tu­al sort of young wo­man!”

			This treas­ured pos­ses­sion of his life was of me­di­um height and col­our, with short, dark chest­nut hair; her wide-apart brown eyes were set in whites so clear that they glin­ted when they moved, and yet in re­pose were al­most dreamy un­der very white, black-lashed lids, held over them in a sort of sus­pense. She had a charm­ing pro­file, and noth­ing of her fath­er in her face save a de­cided chin. Aware that his ex­pres­sion was soften­ing as he looked at her, Soames frowned to pre­serve the un­emo­tion­al­ism prop­er to a For­syte. He knew she was only too in­clined to take ad­vant­age of his weak­ness.

			Slip­ping her hand un­der his arm, she said:

			“Who was that?”

			“He picked up my handker­chief. We talked about the pic­tures.”

			“You’re not go­ing to buy that, Fath­er?”

			“No,” said Soames grimly; “nor that Juno you’ve been look­ing at.”

			Fleur dragged at his arm. “Oh! Let’s go! It’s a ghastly show.”

			In the door­way they passed the young man called Mont and his part­ner. But Soames had hung out a board marked “Tres­pass­ers will be pro­sec­uted,” and he barely ac­know­ledged the young fel­low’s sa­lute.

			“Well,” he said in the street, “whom did you meet at Imo­gen’s?”

			“Aunt Wini­fred, and that Mon­sieur Pro­fond.”

			“Oh!” muttered Soames; “that chap! What does your aunt see in him?”

			“I don’t know. He looks pretty deep—moth­er says she likes him.”

			Soames grunted.

			“Cous­in Val and his wife were there, too.”

			“What!” said Soames. “I thought they were back in South Africa.”

			“Oh, no! They’ve sold their farm. Cous­in Val is go­ing to train race­horses on the Sus­sex Downs. They’ve got a jolly old man­or-house; they asked me down there.”

			Soames coughed: the news was dis­taste­ful to him. “What’s his wife like now?”

			“Very quiet, but nice, I think.”

			Soames coughed again. “He’s a rack­ety chap, your Cous­in Val.”

			“Oh! no, Fath­er; they’re aw­fully de­voted. I prom­ised to go—Sat­urday to Wed­nes­day next.”

			“Train­ing race­horses!” said Soames. It was ex­tra­vag­ant, but not the reas­on for his dis­taste. Why the deuce couldn’t his neph­ew have stayed out in South Africa? His own di­vorce had been bad enough, without his neph­ew’s mar­riage to the daugh­ter of the corespond­ent; a half-sis­ter too of June, and of that boy whom Fleur had just been look­ing at from un­der the pump-handle. If he didn’t look out, she would come to know all about that old dis­grace! Un­pleas­ant things! They were round him this af­ter­noon like a swarm of bees!

			“I don’t like it!” he said.

			“I want to see the race­horses,” mur­mured Fleur; “and they’ve prom­ised I shall ride. Cous­in Val can’t walk much, you know; but he can ride per­fectly. He’s go­ing to show me their gal­lops.”

			“Ra­cing!” said Soames. “It’s a pity the War didn’t knock that on the head. He’s tak­ing after his fath­er, I’m afraid.”

			“I don’t know any­thing about his fath­er.”

			“No,” said Soames, grimly. “He took an in­terest in horses and broke his neck in Par­is, walk­ing down­stairs. Good rid­dance for your aunt.” He frowned, re­col­lect­ing the in­quiry in­to those stairs which he had at­ten­ded in Par­is six years ago, be­cause Montague Dartie could not at­tend it him­self—per­fectly nor­mal stairs in a house where they played bac­car­at. Either his win­nings or the way he had cel­eb­rated them had gone to his broth­er-in-law’s head. The French pro­ced­ure had been very loose; he had had a lot of trouble with it.

			A sound from Fleur dis­trac­ted his at­ten­tion. “Look! The people who were in the Gal­lery with us.”

			“What people?” muttered Soames, who knew per­fectly well.

			“I think that wo­man’s beau­ti­ful.”

			“Come in­to this pastry-cook’s,” said Soames ab­ruptly, and tight­en­ing his grip on her arm he turned in­to a con­fec­tion­er’s. It was—for him—a sur­pris­ing thing to do, and he said rather anxiously: “What will you have?”

			“Oh! I don’t want any­thing. I had a cock­tail and a tre­mend­ous lunch.”

			“We must have some­thing now we’re here,” muttered Soames, keep­ing hold of her arm.

			“Two teas,” he said; “and two of those nou­gat things.”

			But no soon­er was his body seated than his soul sprang up. Those three—those three were com­ing in! He heard Irene say some­thing to her boy, and his an­swer:

			“Oh! no, Mum; this place is all right. My stunt.” And the three sat down.

			At that mo­ment, most awk­ward of his ex­ist­ence, crowded with ghosts and shad­ows from his past, in pres­ence of the only two wo­men he had ever loved—his di­vorced wife and his daugh­ter by her suc­cessor—Soames was not so much afraid of them as of his cous­in June. She might make a scene—she might in­tro­duce those two chil­dren—she was cap­able of any­thing. He bit too hast­ily at the nou­gat, and it stuck to his plate. Work­ing at it with his fin­ger, he glanced at Fleur. She was mas­tic­at­ing dream­ily, but her eyes were on the boy. The For­syte in him said: “Think, feel, and you’re done for!” And he wiggled his fin­ger des­per­ately. Plate! Did Joly­on wear a plate? Did that wo­man wear a plate? Time had been when he had seen her wear­ing noth­ing! That was some­thing, any­way, which had nev­er been stolen from him. And she knew it, though she might sit there calm and self-pos­sessed, as if she had nev­er been his wife. An acid hu­mour stirred in his For­syte blood; a subtle pain di­vided by hair’s breadth from pleas­ure. If only June did not sud­denly bring her hor­nets about his ears! The boy was talk­ing.

			“Of course, Auntie June”—so he called his half-sis­ter “Auntie,” did he?—well, she must be fifty, if she was a day!—“it’s jolly good of you to en­cour­age them. Only—hang it all!” Soames stole a glance. Irene’s startled eyes were bent watch­fully on her boy. She—she had these de­vo­tions—for Bosin­ney—for that boy’s fath­er—for this boy! He touched Fleur’s arm, and said:

			“Well, have you had enough?”

			“One more, Fath­er, please.”

			She would be sick! He went to the counter to pay. When he turned round again he saw Fleur stand­ing near the door, hold­ing a handker­chief which the boy had evid­ently just handed to her.

			“F. F.,” he heard her say. “Fleur For­syte—it’s mine all right. Thank you ever so.”

			Good God! She had caught the trick from what he’d told her in the Gal­lery—mon­key!

			“For­syte? Why—that’s my name too. Per­haps we’re cous­ins.”

			“Really! We must be. There aren’t any oth­ers. I live at Mapled­urham; where do you?”

			“Robin Hill.”

			Ques­tion and an­swer had been so rap­id that all was over be­fore he could lift a fin­ger. He saw Irene’s face alive with startled feel­ing, gave the slight­est shake of his head, and slipped his arm through Fleur’s.

			“Come along!” he said.

			She did not move.

			“Didn’t you hear, Fath­er? Isn’t it queer—our name’s the same. Are we cous­ins?”

			“What’s that?” he said. “For­syte? Dis­tant, per­haps.”

			“My name’s Joly­on, sir. Jon, for short.”

			“Oh! Ah!” said Soames. “Yes. Dis­tant. How are you? Very good of you. Good­bye!”

			He moved on.

			“Thanks aw­fully,” Fleur was say­ing. “Au re­voir!”

			“Au re­voir!” he heard the boy reply.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Fine Fleur For­syte

			
			Emer­ging from the “pastry-cook’s,” Soames’ first im­pulse was to vent his nerves by say­ing to his daugh­ter: “Drop­ping your handker­chief!” to which her reply might well be: “I picked that up from you!” His second im­pulse there­fore was to let sleep­ing dogs lie. But she would surely ques­tion him. He gave her a side­long look, and found she was giv­ing him the same. She said softly:

			“Why don’t you like those cous­ins, Fath­er?” Soames lif­ted the corner of his lip.

			“What made you think that?”

			“Cela se voit.”

			“That sees it­self!” What a way of put­ting it! After twenty years of a French wife Soames had still little sym­pathy with her lan­guage; a the­at­ric­al af­fair and con­nec­ted in his mind with all the re­fine­ments of do­mest­ic irony.

			“How?” he asked.

			“You must know them; and you didn’t make a sign. I saw them look­ing at you.”

			“I’ve nev­er seen the boy in my life,” replied Soames with per­fect truth.

			“No; but you’ve seen the oth­ers, dear.”

			Soames gave her an­oth­er look. What had she picked up? Had her Aunt Wini­fred, or Imo­gen, or Val Dartie and his wife, been talk­ing? Every breath of the old scan­dal had been care­fully kept from her at home, and Wini­fred warned many times that he wouldn’t have a whis­per of it reach her for the world. So far as she ought to know, he had nev­er been mar­ried be­fore. But her dark eyes, whose south­ern glint and clear­ness of­ten al­most frightened him, met his with per­fect in­no­cence.

			“Well,” he said, “your grand­fath­er and his broth­er had a quar­rel. The two fam­il­ies don’t know each oth­er.”

			“How ro­mantic!”

			“Now, what does she mean by that?” he thought. The word was to him ex­tra­vag­ant and dan­ger­ous—it was as if she had said: “How jolly!”

			“And they’ll con­tin­ue not to know each, oth­er,” he ad­ded, but in­stantly re­gret­ted the chal­lenge in those words. Fleur was smil­ing. In this age, when young people prided them­selves on go­ing their own ways and pay­ing no at­ten­tion to any sort of de­cent pre­ju­dice, he had said the very thing to ex­cite her wil­ful­ness. Then, re­col­lect­ing the ex­pres­sion on Irene’s face, he breathed again.

			“What sort of a quar­rel?” he heard Fleur say.

			“About a house. It’s an­cient his­tory for you. Your grand­fath­er died the day you were born. He was ninety.”

			“Ninety? Are there many For­sytes be­sides those in the Red Book?”

			“I don’t know,” said Soames. “They’re all dis­persed now. The old ones are dead, ex­cept Timothy.”

			Fleur clasped her hands.

			“Timothy? Isn’t that de­li­cious?”

			“Not at all,” said Soames. It of­fen­ded him that she should think “Timothy” de­li­cious—a kind of in­sult to his breed. This new gen­er­a­tion mocked at any­thing sol­id and ten­a­cious. “You go and see the old boy. He might want to proph­esy.” Ah! If Timothy could see the dis­quiet Eng­land of his great-neph­ews and great-nieces, he would cer­tainly give tongue. And in­vol­un­tar­ily he glanced up at the Iseeum; yes—George was still in the win­dow, with the same pink pa­per in his hand.

			“Where is Robin Hill, Fath­er?”

			Robin Hill! Robin Hill, round which all that tragedy had centred! What did she want to know for?

			“In Sur­rey,” he muttered; “not far from Rich­mond. Why?”

			“Is the house there?”

			“What house?”

			“That they quar­relled about.”

			“Yes. But what’s all that to do with you? We’re go­ing home to­mor­row—you’d bet­ter be think­ing about your frocks.”

			“Bless you! They’re all thought about. A fam­ily feud? It’s like the Bible, or Mark Twain—aw­fully ex­cit­ing. What did you do in the feud, Fath­er?”

			“Nev­er you mind.”

			“Oh! But if I’m to keep it up?”

			“Who said you were to keep it up?”

			“You, darling.”

			“I? I said it had noth­ing to do with you.”

			“Just what I think, you know; so that’s all right.”

			She was too sharp for him; fine, as An­nette some­times called her. Noth­ing for it but to dis­tract her at­ten­tion.

			“There’s a bit of ros­aline point in here,” he said, stop­ping be­fore a shop, “that I thought you might like.”

			When he had paid for it and they had re­sumed their pro­gress, Fleur said:

			“Don’t you think that boy’s moth­er is the most beau­ti­ful wo­man of her age you’ve ever seen?”

			Soames shivered. Un­canny, the way she stuck to it!

			“I don’t know that I no­ticed her.”

			“Dear, I saw the corner of your eye.”

			“You see everything—and a great deal more, it seems to me!”

			“What’s her hus­band like? He must be your first cous­in, if your fath­ers were broth­ers.”

			“Dead, for all I know,” said Soames, with sud­den vehe­mence. “I haven’t seen him for twenty years.”

			“What was he?”

			“A paint­er.”

			“That’s quite jolly.”

			The words: “If you want to please me you’ll put those people out of your head,” sprang to Soames’ lips, but he choked them back—he must not let her see his feel­ings.

			“He once in­sul­ted me,” he said.

			Her quick eyes res­ted on his face.

			“I see! You didn’t avenge it, and it rankles. Poor Fath­er! You let me have a go!”

			It was really like ly­ing in the dark with a mos­quito hov­er­ing above his face. Such per­tinacity in Fleur was new to him, and, as they reached the hotel, he said grimly:

			“I did my best. And that’s enough about these people. I’m go­ing up till din­ner.”

			“I shall sit here.”

			With a part­ing look at her ex­ten­ded in a chair—a look half-re­sent­ful, half-ad­or­ing—Soames moved in­to the lift and was trans­por­ted to their suite on the fourth floor. He stood by the win­dow of the sit­ting-room which gave view over Hyde Park, and drummed a fin­ger on its pane. His feel­ings were con­fused, tetchy, troubled. The throb of that old wound, scarred over by Time and new in­terests, was mingled with dis­pleas­ure and anxi­ety, and a slight pain in his chest where that nou­gat stuff had dis­agreed. Had An­nette come in? Not that she was any good to him in such a dif­fi­culty. Whenev­er she had ques­tioned him about his first mar­riage, he had al­ways shut her up; she knew noth­ing of it, save that it had been the great pas­sion of his life, and his mar­riage with her­self but do­mest­ic make­shift. She had al­ways kept the grudge of that up her sleeve, as it were, and used it com­mer­cially. He listened. A sound—the vague mur­mur of a wo­man’s move­ments—was com­ing through the door. She was in. He tapped.

			“Who?”

			“I,” said Soames.

			She had been chan­ging her frock, and was still im­per­fectly clothed; a strik­ing fig­ure be­fore her glass. There was a cer­tain mag­ni­fi­cence about her arms, shoulders, hair, which had darkened since he first knew her, about the turn of her neck, the silk­i­ness of her gar­ments, her dark-lashed, grey-blue eyes—she was cer­tainly as hand­some at forty as she had ever been. A fine pos­ses­sion, an ex­cel­lent house­keep­er, a sens­ible and af­fec­tion­ate enough moth­er. If only she wer­en’t al­ways so frankly cyn­ic­al about the re­la­tions between them! Soames, who had no more real af­fec­tion for her than she had for him, suffered from a kind of Eng­lish griev­ance in that she had nev­er dropped even the thin­nest veil of sen­ti­ment over their part­ner­ship. Like most of his coun­try­men and wo­men, he held the view that mar­riage should be based on mu­tu­al love, but that when from a mar­riage love had dis­ap­peared, or, been found nev­er to have really ex­is­ted—so that it was mani­festly not based on love—you must not ad­mit it. There it was, and the love was not—but there you were, and must con­tin­ue to be! Thus you had it both ways, and were not tarred with cyn­icism, real­ism, and im­mor­al­ity like the French. Moreover, it was ne­ces­sary in the in­terests of prop­erty. He knew that she knew that they both knew there was no love between them, but he still ex­pec­ted her not to ad­mit in words or con­duct such a thing, and he could nev­er un­der­stand what she meant when she talked of the hy­po­crisy of the Eng­lish. He said:

			“Whom have you got at the Shel­ter next week?”

			An­nette went on touch­ing her lips del­ic­ately with salve—he al­ways wished she wouldn’t do that.

			“Your sis­ter Wini­fred, and the Car-r-digans”—she took up a tiny stick of black—“and Prosper Pro­fond.”

			“That Bel­gian chap? Why him?”

			An­nette turned her neck lazily, touched one eye­lash, and said:

			“He amuses Wini­fred.”

			“I want someone to amuse Fleur; she’s rest­ive.”

			“R-rest­ive?” re­peated An­nette. “Is it the first time you see that, my friend? She was born r-rest­ive, as you call it.”

			Would she nev­er get that af­fected roll out of her r’s?

			He touched the dress she had taken off, and asked:

			“What have you been do­ing?”

			An­nette looked at him, re­flec­ted in her glass. Her just-brightened lips smiled, rather full, rather iron­ic­al.

			“En­joy­ing my­self,” she said.

			“Oh!” answered Soames glumly. “Rib­bandry, I sup­pose.”

			It was his word for all that in­com­pre­hens­ible run­ning in and out of shops that wo­men went in for. “Has Fleur got her sum­mer dresses?”

			“You don’t ask if I have mine.”

			“You don’t care wheth­er I do or not.”

			“Quite right. Well, she has; and I have mine—ter­ribly ex­pens­ive.”

			“H’m!” said Soames. “What does that chap Pro­fond do in Eng­land?”

			An­nette raised the eye­brows she had just fin­ished.

			“He yachts.”

			“Ah!” said Soames; “he’s a sleepy chap.”

			“Some­times,” answered An­nette, and her face had a sort of quiet en­joy­ment. “But some­times very amus­ing.”

			“He’s got a touch of the tar-brush about him.”

			An­nette stretched her­self.

			“Tar-brush?” she said. “What is that? His moth­er was Arméni­enne.”

			“That’s it, then,” muttered Soames. “Does he know any­thing about pic­tures?”

			“He knows about everything—a man of the world.”

			“Well, get someone for Fleur. I want to dis­tract her. She’s go­ing off on Sat­urday to Val Dartie and his wife; I don’t like it.”

			“Why not?”

			Since the reas­on could not be ex­plained without go­ing in­to fam­ily his­tory, Soames merely answered:

			“Rack­et­ing about. There’s too much of it.”

			“I like that little Mrs. Val; she is very quiet and clev­er.”

			“I know noth­ing of her ex­cept—This thing’s new.” And Soames took up a cre­ation from the bed.

			An­nette re­ceived it from him.

			“Would you hook me?” she said.

			Soames hooked. Glan­cing once over her shoulder in­to the glass, he saw the ex­pres­sion on her face, faintly amused, faintly con­temp­tu­ous, as much as to say: “Thanks! You will nev­er learn!” No, thank God, he wasn’t a French­man! He fin­ished with a jerk, and the words: “It’s too low here.” And he went to the door, with the wish to get away from her and go down to Fleur again.

			An­nette stayed a powder-puff, and said with start­ling sud­den­ness:

			“Que tu es grossi­er!”

			He knew the ex­pres­sion—he had reas­on to. The first time she had used it he had thought it meant “What a gro­cer you are!” and had not known wheth­er to be re­lieved or not when bet­ter in­formed. He re­sen­ted the word—he was not coarse! If he was coarse, what was that chap in the room bey­ond his, who made those hor­rible noises in the morn­ing when he cleared his throat, or those people in the Lounge who thought it well-bred to say noth­ing but what the whole world could hear at the top of their voices—quack­ing inan­ity! Coarse, be­cause he had said her dress was low! Well, so it was! He went out without reply.

			Com­ing in­to the Lounge from the far end, he at once saw Fleur where he had left her. She sat with crossed knees, slowly bal­an­cing a foot in silk stock­ing and grey shoe, sure sign that she was dream­ing. Her eyes showed it too—they went off like that some­times. And then, in a mo­ment, she would come to life, and be as quick and rest­less as a mon­key. And she knew so much, so self-as­sured, and not yet nine­teen. What was that odi­ous word? Flap­per! Dread­ful young creatures—squeal­ing and squawk­ing and show­ing their legs! The worst of them bad dreams, the best of them powdered an­gels! Fleur was not a flap­per, not one of those slangy, ill-bred young fe­males. And yet she was fright­en­ingly self-willed, and full of life, and de­term­ined to en­joy it. En­joy! The word brought no pur­it­an ter­ror to Soames; but it brought the ter­ror suited to his tem­pera­ment. He had al­ways been afraid to en­joy today for fear he might not en­joy to­mor­row so much. And it was ter­ri­fy­ing to feel that his daugh­ter was di­vested of that safe­guard. The very way she sat in that chair showed it—lost in her dream. He had nev­er been lost in a dream him­self—there was noth­ing to be had out of it; and where she got it from he did not know! Cer­tainly not from An­nette! And yet An­nette, as a young girl, when he was hanging about her, had once had a flowery look. Well, she had lost it now!

			Fleur rose from her chair—swiftly, rest­lessly; and flung her­self down at a writ­ing-table. Seiz­ing ink and writ­ing pa­per, she began to write as if she had not time to breathe be­fore she got her let­ter writ­ten. And sud­denly she saw him. The air of des­per­ate ab­sorp­tion van­ished, she smiled, waved a kiss, made a pretty face as if she were a little puzzled and a little bored.

			Ah! She was “fine”—“fine!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				At Robin Hill

			
			Joly­on For­syte had spent his boy’s nine­teenth birth­day at Robin Hill, quietly go­ing in­to his af­fairs. He did everything quietly now, be­cause his heart was in a poor way, and, like all his fam­ily, he dis­liked the idea of dy­ing. He had nev­er real­ised how much till one day, two years ago, he had gone to his doc­tor about cer­tain symp­toms, and been told:

			“At any mo­ment, on any over­strain.”

			He had taken it with a smile—the nat­ur­al For­syte re­ac­tion against an un­pleas­ant truth. But with an in­crease of symp­toms in the train on the way home, he had real­ised to the full the sen­tence hanging over him. To leave Irene, his boy, his home, his work—though he did little enough work now! To leave them for un­known dark­ness, for the un­ima­gin­able state, for such noth­ing­ness that he would not even be con­scious of wind stir­ring leaves above his grave, nor of the scent of earth and grass. Of such noth­ing­ness that, how­ever hard he might try to con­ceive it, he nev­er could, and must still hov­er on the hope that he might see again those he loved! To real­ise this was to en­dure very poignant spir­itu­al an­guish. Be­fore he reached home that day he had de­term­ined to keep it from Irene. He would have to be more care­ful than man had ever been, for the least thing would give it away and make her as wretched as him­self, al­most. His doc­tor had passed him sound in oth­er re­spects, and sev­enty was noth­ing of an age—he would last a long time yet, if he could!

			Such a con­clu­sion, fol­lowed out for nearly two years, de­vel­ops to the full the subtler side of char­ac­ter. Nat­ur­ally not ab­rupt, ex­cept when nervously ex­cited, Joly­on had be­come con­trol in­carn­ate. The sad pa­tience of old people who can­not ex­ert them­selves was masked by a smile which his lips pre­served even in private. He de­vised con­tinu­ally all man­ner of cov­er to con­ceal his en­forced lack of ex­er­tion.

			Mock­ing him­self for so do­ing, he coun­ter­feited con­ver­sion to the Simple Life; gave up wine and ci­gars, drank a spe­cial kind of cof­fee with no cof­fee in it. In short, he made him­self as safe as a For­syte in his con­di­tion could, un­der the rose of his mild irony. Se­cure from dis­cov­ery, since his wife and son had gone up to Town, he had spent the fine May day quietly ar­ran­ging his pa­pers, that he might die to­mor­row without in­con­veni­en­cing any­one, giv­ing in fact a fi­nal pol­ish to his ter­restri­al state. Hav­ing dock­eted and en­closed it in his fath­er’s old Chinese cab­in­et, he put the key in­to an en­vel­ope, wrote the words out­side: “Key of the Chinese cab­in­et, wherein will be found the ex­act state of me, J. F.,” and put it in his breast-pock­et, where it would be al­ways about him, in case of ac­ci­dent. Then, ringing for tea, he went out to have it un­der the old oak-tree.

			All are un­der sen­tence of death; Joly­on, whose sen­tence was but a little more pre­cise and press­ing, had be­come so used to it that he thought ha­bitu­ally, like oth­er people, of oth­er things. He thought of his son now.

			Jon was nine­teen that day, and Jon had come of late to a de­cision. Edu­cated neither at Eton like his fath­er, nor at Har­row, like his dead half-broth­er, but at one of those es­tab­lish­ments which, de­signed to avoid the evil and con­tain the good of the Pub­lic School sys­tem, may or may not con­tain the evil and avoid the good, Jon had left in April per­fectly ig­nor­ant of what he wanted to be­come. The War, which had prom­ised to go on forever, had ended just as he was about to join the Army, six months be­fore his time. It had taken him ever since to get used to the idea that he could now choose for him­self. He had held with his fath­er sev­er­al dis­cus­sions, from which, un­der a cheery show of be­ing ready for any­thing—ex­cept, of course, the Church, Army, Law, Stage, Stock Ex­change, Medi­cine, Busi­ness, and En­gin­eer­ing—Joly­on had gathered rather clearly that Jon wanted to go in for noth­ing. He him­self had felt ex­actly like that at the same age. With him that pleas­ant vacu­ity had soon been ended by an early mar­riage, and its un­happy con­sequences. Forced to be­come an un­der­writer at Lloyd’s, he had re­gained prosper­ity be­fore his artist­ic tal­ent had out­cropped. But hav­ing—as the simple say—“learned” his boy to draw pigs and oth­er an­im­als, he knew that Jon would nev­er be a paint­er, and in­clined to the con­clu­sion that his aver­sion from everything else meant that he was go­ing to be a writer. Hold­ing, how­ever, the view that ex­per­i­ence was ne­ces­sary even for that pro­fes­sion, there seemed to Joly­on noth­ing in the mean­time, for Jon, but Uni­ver­sity, travel, and per­haps the eat­ing of din­ners for the Bar. After that one would see, or more prob­ably one would not. In face of these proffered al­lure­ments, how­ever, Jon had re­mained un­de­cided.

			Such dis­cus­sions with his son had con­firmed in Joly­on a doubt wheth­er the world had really changed. People said that it was a new age. With the pro­fund­ity of one not too long for any age, Joly­on per­ceived that un­der slightly dif­fer­ent sur­faces the era was pre­cisely what it had been. Man­kind was still di­vided in­to two spe­cies: The few who had “spec­u­la­tion” in their souls, and the many who had none, with a belt of hy­brids like him­self in the middle. Jon ap­peared to have spec­u­la­tion; it seemed to his fath­er a bad lookout.

			With some­thing deep­er, there­fore, than his usu­al smile, he had heard the boy say, a fort­night ago: “I should like to try farm­ing, Dad; if it won’t cost you too much. It seems to be about the only sort of life that doesn’t hurt any­body; ex­cept art, and of course that’s out of the ques­tion for me.”

			Joly­on sub­dued his smile, and answered:

			“All right; you shall skip back to where we were un­der the first Joly­on in 1760. It’ll prove the cycle the­ory, and in­cid­ent­ally, no doubt, you may grow a bet­ter turnip than he did.”

			A little dashed, Jon had answered:

			“But don’t you think it’s a good scheme, Dad?”

			“ ’Twill serve, my dear; and if you should really take to it, you’ll do more good than most men, which is little enough.”

			To him­self, how­ever, he had said: “But he won’t take to it. I give him four years. Still, it’s healthy, and harm­less.”

			After turn­ing the mat­ter over and con­sult­ing with Irene, he wrote to his daugh­ter, Mrs. Val Dartie, ask­ing if they knew of a farm­er near them on the Downs who would take Jon as an ap­pren­tice. Holly’s an­swer had been en­thu­si­ast­ic. There was an ex­cel­lent man quite close; she and Val would love Jon to live with them.

			The boy was due to go to­mor­row.

			Sip­ping weak tea with lem­on in it, Joly­on gazed through the leaves of the old oak-tree at that view which had ap­peared to him de­sir­able for thirty-two years. The tree be­neath which he sat seemed not a day older! So young, the little leaves of brown­ish gold; so old, the whitey-grey-green of its thick rough trunk. A tree of memor­ies, which would live on hun­dreds of years yet, un­less some bar­bar­i­an cut it down—would see old Eng­land out at the pace things were go­ing! He re­membered a night three years be­fore, when, look­ing from his win­dow, with his arm close round Irene, he had watched a Ger­man aero­plane hov­er­ing, it seemed, right over the old tree. Next day they had found a bomb hole in a field on Gage’s farm. That was be­fore he knew that he was un­der sen­tence of death. He could al­most have wished the bomb had fin­ished him. It would have saved a lot of hanging about, many hours of cold fear in the pit of his stom­ach. He had coun­ted on liv­ing to the nor­mal For­syte age of eighty-five or more, when Irene would be sev­enty. As it was, she would miss him. Still there was Jon, more im­port­ant in her life than him­self; Jon, who ad­ored his moth­er.

			Un­der that tree, where old Joly­on—wait­ing for Irene to come to him across the lawn—had breathed his last, Joly­on wondered, whim­sic­ally, wheth­er, hav­ing put everything in such per­fect or­der, he had not bet­ter close his own eyes and drift away. There was some­thing un­dig­ni­fied in para­sit­ic­ally cling­ing on to the ef­fort­less close of a life wherein he re­gret­ted two things only—the long di­vi­sion between his fath­er and him­self when he was young, and the late­ness of his uni­on with Irene.

			From where he sat he could see a cluster of apple-trees in blos­som. Noth­ing in Nature moved him so much as fruit-trees in blos­som; and his heart ached sud­denly be­cause he might nev­er see them flower again. Spring! De­cidedly no man ought to have to die while his heart was still young enough to love beauty! Black­birds sang reck­lessly in the shrub­bery, swal­lows were fly­ing high, the leaves above him glistened; and over the fields was every ima­gin­able tint of early fo­liage, burn­ished by the level sun­light, away to where the dis­tant “smoke-bush” blue was trailed along the ho­ri­zon. Irene’s flowers in their nar­row beds had start­ling in­di­vidu­al­ity that even­ing, little deep as­ser­tions of gay life. Only Chinese and Ja­pan­ese paint­ers, and per­haps Le­onardo, had known how to get that start­ling little ego in­to each painted flower, and bird, and beast—the ego, yet the sense of spe­cies, the uni­ver­sal­ity of life as well. They were the fel­lows! “I’ve made noth­ing that will live!” thought Joly­on; “I’ve been an am­a­teur—a mere lov­er, not a cre­at­or. Still, I shall leave Jon be­hind me when I go.” What luck that the boy had not been caught by that ghastly war! He might so eas­ily have been killed, like poor Jolly twenty years ago out in the Trans­vaal. Jon would do some­thing some day—if the Age didn’t spoil him—an ima­gin­at­ive chap! His whim to take up farm­ing was but a bit of sen­ti­ment, and about as likely to last. And just then he saw them com­ing up the field: Irene and the boy; walk­ing from the sta­tion, with their arms linked. And get­ting up, he strolled down through the new rose garden to meet them. …

			

			Irene came in­to his room that night and sat down by the win­dow. She sat there without speak­ing till he said:

			“What is it, my love?”

			“We had an en­counter today.”

			“With whom?”

			“Soames.”

			Soames! He had kept that name out of his thoughts these last two years; con­scious that it was bad for him. And, now, his heart moved in a dis­con­cert­ing man­ner, as if it had side-slipped with­in his chest.

			Irene went on quietly:

			“He and his daugh­ter were in the Gal­lery, and af­ter­ward at the con­fec­tion­er’s where we had tea.”

			Joly­on went over and put his hand on her shoulder.

			“How did he look?”

			“Grey; but oth­er­wise much the same.”

			“And the daugh­ter?”

			“Pretty. At least, Jon thought so.”

			Joly­on’s heart side-slipped again. His wife’s face had a strained and puzzled look.

			“You didn’t—?” he began.

			“No; but Jon knows their name. The girl dropped her handker­chief and he picked it up.”

			Joly­on sat down on his bed. An evil chance!

			“June was with you. Did she put her foot in­to it?”

			“No; but it was all very queer and strained, and Jon could see it was.”

			Joly­on drew a long breath, and said:

			“I’ve of­ten wondered wheth­er we’ve been right to keep it from him. He’ll find out some day.”

			“The later the bet­ter, Joly­on; the young have such cheap, hard judg­ment. When you were nine­teen what would you have thought of your moth­er if she had done what I have?”

			Yes! There it was! Jon wor­shipped his moth­er; and knew noth­ing of the tra­gedies, the in­ex­or­able ne­ces­sit­ies of life, noth­ing of the prisoned grief in an un­happy mar­riage, noth­ing of jeal­ousy or pas­sion—knew noth­ing at all, as yet!

			“What have you told him?” he said at last.

			“That they were re­la­tions, but we didn’t know them; that you had nev­er cared much for your fam­ily, or they for you. I ex­pect he will be ask­ing you.”

			Joly­on smiled. “This prom­ises to take the place of air-raids,” he said. “After all, one misses them.”

			Irene looked up at him.

			“We’ve known it would come some day.”

			He answered her with sud­den en­ergy:

			“I could nev­er stand see­ing Jon blame you. He shan’t do that, even in thought. He has ima­gin­a­tion; and he’ll un­der­stand if it’s put to him prop­erly. I think I had bet­ter tell him be­fore he gets to know oth­er­wise.”

			“Not yet, Joly­on.”

			That was like her—she had no foresight, and nev­er went to meet trouble. Still—who knew?—she might be right. It was ill go­ing against a moth­er’s in­stinct. It might be well to let the boy go on, if pos­sible, till ex­per­i­ence had giv­en him some touch­stone by which he could judge the val­ues of that old tragedy; till love, jeal­ousy, long­ing, had deepened his char­ity. All the same, one must take pre­cau­tions—every pre­cau­tion pos­sible! And, long after Irene had left him, he lay awake turn­ing over those pre­cau­tions. He must write to Holly, telling her that Jon knew noth­ing as yet of fam­ily his­tory. Holly was dis­creet, she would make sure of her hus­band, she would see to it! Jon could take the let­ter with him when he went to­mor­row.

			And so the day on which he had put the pol­ish on his ma­ter­i­al es­tate died out with the chim­ing of the stable clock; and an­oth­er began for Joly­on in the shad­ow of a spir­itu­al dis­order which could not be so roun­ded off and pol­ished. …

			

			But Jon, whose room had once been his day nurs­ery, lay awake too, the prey of a sen­sa­tion dis­puted by those who have nev­er known it, “love at first sight!” He had felt it be­gin­ning in him with the glint of those dark eyes gaz­ing in­to his athwart the Juno—a con­vic­tion that this was his “dream”; so that what fol­lowed had seemed to him at once nat­ur­al and mi­ra­cu­lous. Fleur! Her name alone was al­most enough for one who was ter­ribly sus­cept­ible to the charm of words. In a ho­moe­opath­ic Age, when boys and girls were co-edu­cated, and mixed up in early life till sex was al­most ab­ol­ished, Jon was sin­gu­larly old-fash­ioned. His mod­ern school took boys only, and his hol­i­days had been spent at Robin Hill with boy friends, or his par­ents alone. He had nev­er, there­fore, been in­ocu­lated against the germs of love by small doses of the pois­on. And now in the dark his tem­per­at­ure was mount­ing fast. He lay awake, fea­tur­ing Fleur—as they called it—re­call­ing her words, es­pe­cially that “Au re­voir!” so soft and sprightly.

			He was still so wide awake at dawn that he got up, slipped on ten­nis shoes, trousers, and a sweat­er, and in si­lence crept down­stairs and out through the study win­dow. It was just light; there was a smell of grass. “Fleur!” he thought; “Fleur!” It was mys­ter­i­ously white out of doors, with noth­ing awake ex­cept the birds just be­gin­ning to chirp. “I’ll go down in­to the cop­pice,” he thought. He ran down through the fields, reached the pond just as the sun rose, and passed in­to the cop­pice. Blue­bells car­peted the ground there; among the larch-trees there was mys­tery—the air, as it were, com­posed of that ro­mantic qual­ity. Jon sniffed its fresh­ness, and stared at the blue­bells in the sharpen­ing light. Fleur! It rhymed with “her”! And she lived at Mapled­uram—a jolly name, too, on the river some­where. He could find it in the at­las presently. He would write to her. But would she an­swer? Oh! She must. She had said “Au re­voir!” Not good­bye! What luck that she had dropped her handker­chief! He would nev­er have known her but for that. And the more he thought of that handker­chief, the more amaz­ing his luck seemed. Fleur! It cer­tainly rhymed with “her”! Rhythm thronged his head; words jostled to be joined to­geth­er; he was on the verge of a poem.

			Jon re­mained in this con­di­tion for more than half an hour, then re­turned to the house, and get­ting a lad­der, climbed in at his bed­room win­dow out of sheer ex­hil­ar­a­tion. Then, re­mem­ber­ing that the study win­dow was open, he went down and shut it, first re­mov­ing the lad­der, so as to ob­lit­er­ate all traces of his feel­ing. The thing was too deep to be re­vealed to mor­tal soul—even to his moth­er.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Mauso­leum

			
			There are houses whose souls have passed in­to the limbo of Time, leav­ing their bod­ies in the limbo of Lon­don. Such was not quite the con­di­tion of Timothy’s on the Bayswa­ter Road, for Timothy’s soul still had one foot in Timothy For­syte’s body, and Smith­er kept the at­mo­sphere un­chan­ging, of cam­phor and port wine and house whose win­dows are only opened to air it twice a day.

			To For­syte ima­gin­a­tion that house was now a sort of Chinese pill­box, a series of lay­ers in the last of which was Timothy. One did not reach him, or so it was re­por­ted by mem­bers of the fam­ily who, out of old-time habit or ab­sent­minded­ness, would drive up once in a blue moon and ask after their sur­viv­ing uncle. Such were Francie, now quite eman­cip­ated from God (she frankly avowed athe­ism), Eu­phemia, eman­cip­ated from old Nich­olas, and Wini­fred Dartie from her “man of the world.” But, after all, every­body was eman­cip­ated now, or said they were—per­haps not quite the same thing!

			When Soames, there­fore, took it on his way to Pad­ding­ton sta­tion on the morn­ing after that en­counter, it was hardly with the ex­pect­a­tion of see­ing Timothy in the flesh. His heart made a faint demon­stra­tion with­in him while he stood in full south sun­light on the newly whitened door­step of that little house where four For­sytes had once lived, and now but one dwelt on like a winter fly; the house in­to which Soames had come and out of which he had gone times without num­ber, di­vested of, or burdened with, far­dels of fam­ily gos­sip; the house of the “old people” of an­oth­er cen­tury, an­oth­er age.

			The sight of Smith­er—still cor­seted up to the armpits be­cause the new fash­ion which came in as they were go­ing out about 1903 had nev­er been con­sidered “nice” by Aunts Ju­ley and Hester—brought a pale friend­li­ness to Soames’ lips; Smith­er, still faith­fully ar­ranged to old pat­tern in every de­tail, an in­valu­able ser­vant—none such left—smil­ing back at him, with the words: “Why! it’s Mr. Soames, after all this time! And how are you, sir? Mr. Timothy will be so pleased to know you’ve been.”

			“How is he?”

			“Oh! he keeps fairly bob­bish for his age, sir; but of course he’s a won­der­ful man. As I said to Mrs. Dartie when she was here last: It would please Miss For­syte and Mrs. Ju­ley and Miss Hester to see how he rel­ishes a baked apple still. But he’s quite deaf. And a mercy, I al­ways think. For what we should have done with him in the air-raids, I don’t know.”

			“Ah!” said Soames. “What did you do with him?”

			“We just left him in his bed, and had the bell run down in­to the cel­lar, so that Cook and I could hear him if he rang. It would nev­er have done to let him know there was a war on. As I said to Cook, ‘If Mr. Timothy rings, they may do what they like—I’m go­ing up. My dear mis­tresses would have a fit if they could see him ringing and nobody go­ing to him.’ But he slept through them all beau­ti­ful. And the one in the day­time he was hav­ing his bath. It was a mercy, be­cause he might have no­ticed the people in the street all look­ing up—he of­ten looks out of the win­dow.”

			“Quite!” mur­mured Soames. Smith­er was get­ting gar­rulous! “I just want to look round and see if there’s any­thing to be done.”

			“Yes, sir. I don’t think there’s any­thing ex­cept a smell of mice in the din­ing-room that we don’t know how to get rid of. It’s funny they should be there, and not a crumb, since Mr. Timothy took to not com­ing down, just be­fore the War. But they’re nasty little things; you nev­er know where they’ll take you next.”

			“Does he leave his bed?”

			“Oh! yes, sir; he takes nice ex­er­cise between his bed and the win­dow in the morn­ing, not to risk a change of air. And he’s quite com­fort­able in him­self; has his will out every day reg­u­lar. It’s a great con­sol­a­tion to him—that.”

			“Well, Smith­er, I want to see him, if I can; in case he has any­thing to say to me.”

			Smith­er col­oured up above her cor­sets.

			“It will be an oc­ca­sion!” she said. “Shall I take you round the house, sir, while I send Cook to break it to him?”

			“No, you go to him,” said Soames. “I can go round the house by my­self.”

			One could not con­fess to sen­ti­ment be­fore an­oth­er, and Soames felt that he was go­ing to be sen­ti­ment­al nos­ing round those rooms so sat­ur­ated with the past. When Smith­er, creak­ing with ex­cite­ment, had left him, Soames entered the din­ing-room and sniffed. In his opin­ion it wasn’t mice, but in­cip­i­ent wood-rot, and he ex­amined the pan­el­ling. Wheth­er it was worth a coat of paint, at Timothy’s age, he was not sure. The room had al­ways been the most mod­ern in the house; and only a faint smile curled Soames’ lips and nos­trils. Walls of a rich green sur­moun­ted the oak dado; a heavy met­al chan­delier hung by a chain from a ceil­ing di­vided by im­it­a­tion beams. The pic­tures had been bought by Timothy, a bar­gain, one day at Job­son’s sixty years ago—three Snyder still lifes, two faintly col­oured draw­ings of a boy and a girl, rather charm­ing, which bore the ini­tials “J. R.”—Timothy had al­ways be­lieved they might turn out to be Joshua Reyn­olds, but Soames, who ad­mired them, had dis­covered that they were only John Robin­son; and a doubt­ful Mor­land of a white pony be­ing shod. Deep-red plush cur­tains, ten high-backed dark ma­hogany chairs with deep-red plush seats, a Tur­key car­pet, and a ma­hogany din­ing-table as large as the room was small, such was an apart­ment which Soames could re­mem­ber un­changed in soul or body since he was four years old. He looked es­pe­cially at the two draw­ings, and thought: “I shall buy those at the sale.”

			From the din­ing-room he passed in­to Timothy’s study. He did not re­mem­ber ever hav­ing been in that room. It was lined from floor to ceil­ing with volumes, and he looked at them with curi­os­ity. One wall seemed de­voted to edu­ca­tion­al books, which Timothy’s firm had pub­lished two gen­er­a­tions back—some­times as many as twenty cop­ies of one book. Soames read their titles and shuddered. The middle wall had pre­cisely the same books as used to be in the lib­rary at his own fath­er’s in Park Lane, from which he de­duced the fancy that James and his young­est broth­er had gone out to­geth­er one day and bought a brace of small lib­rar­ies. The third wall he ap­proached with more ex­cite­ment. Here, surely, Timothy’s own taste would be found. It was. The books were dum­mies. The fourth wall was all heav­ily cur­tained win­dow. And turned to­ward it was a large chair with a ma­hogany read­ing-stand at­tached, on which a yel­low­ish and fol­ded copy of the Times, dated Ju­ly 6, 1914, the day Timothy first failed to come down, as if in pre­par­a­tion for the War, seemed wait­ing for him still. In a corner stood a large globe of that world nev­er vis­ited by Timothy, deeply con­vinced of the un­real­ity of everything but Eng­land, and per­man­ently up­set by the sea, on which he had been very sick one Sunday af­ter­noon in 1836, out of a pleas­ure boat off the pier at Brighton, with Ju­ley and Hester, Swith­in and Hatty Chess­man; all due to Swith­in, who was al­ways tak­ing things in­to his head, and who, thank good­ness, had been sick too. Soames knew all about it, hav­ing heard the tale fifty times at least from one or oth­er of them. He went up to the globe, and gave it a spin; it emit­ted a faint creak and moved about an inch, bring­ing in­to his pur­view a daddy-long-legs which had died on it in lat­it­ude 44.

			“Mauso­leum!” he thought. “George was right!” And he went out and up the stairs. On the half-land­ing he stopped be­fore the case of stuffed hum­ming­birds which had de­lighted his child­hood. They looked not a day older, sus­pen­ded on wires above pam­pas-grass. If the case were opened the birds would not be­gin to hum, but the whole thing would crumble, he sus­pec­ted. It wouldn’t be worth put­ting that in­to the sale! And sud­denly he was caught by a memory of Aunt Ann—dear old Aunt Ann—hold­ing him by the hand in front of that case and say­ing: “Look, Soamey! Aren’t they bright and pretty, dear little hum­ming­birds!” Soames re­membered his own an­swer: “They don’t hum, Auntie.” He must have been six, in a black vel­veteen suit with a light-blue col­lar—he re­membered that suit well! Aunt Ann with her ring­lets, and her spidery kind hands, and her grave old aquil­ine smile—a fine old lady, Aunt Ann! He moved on up to the draw­ing-room door. There on each side of it were the groups of mini­atures. Those he would cer­tainly buy in! The mini­atures of his four aunts, one of his Uncle Swith­in ad­oles­cent, and one of his Uncle Nich­olas as a boy. They had all been painted by a young lady friend of the fam­ily at a time, 1830, about, when mini­atures were con­sidered very gen­teel, and last­ing too, painted as they were on ivory. Many a time had he heard the tale of that young lady: “Very tal­en­ted, my dear; she had quite a weak­ness for Swith­in, and very soon after she went in­to a con­sump­tion and died: so like Keats—we of­ten spoke of it.”

			Well, there they were! Ann, Ju­ley, Hester, Susan—quite a small child; Swith­in, with sky-blue eyes, pink cheeks, yel­low curls, white waist­coat—large as life; and Nich­olas, like Cu­pid with an eye on heav­en. Now he came to think of it, Uncle Nick had al­ways been rather like that—a won­der­ful man to the last. Yes, she must have had tal­ent, and mini­atures al­ways had a cer­tain back-watered cachet of their own, little sub­ject to the cur­rents of com­pet­i­tion on aes­thet­ic Change. Soames opened the draw­ing-room door. The room was dus­ted, the fur­niture un­covered, the cur­tains drawn back, pre­cisely as if his aunts still dwelt there pa­tiently wait­ing. And a thought came to him: When Timothy died—why not? Would it not be al­most a duty to pre­serve this house—like Carlyle’s—and put up a tab­let, and show it? “Spe­ci­men of mid-Vic­tori­an abode—en­trance, one shil­ling, with cata­logue.” After all, it was the com­pletest thing, and per­haps the dead­est in the Lon­don of today. Per­fect in its spe­cial taste and cul­ture, if, that is, he took down and car­ried over to his own col­lec­tion the four Bar­bizon pic­tures he had giv­en them. The still sky-blue walls, tile green cur­tains pat­terned with red flowers and ferns; the crewel-worked fire-screen be­fore the cast-iron grate; the ma­hogany cup­board with glass win­dows, full of little knick­knacks; the beaded foot­stools; Keats, Shel­ley, Southey, Cowper, Col­eridge, Byron’s “Cor­sair” (but noth­ing else), and the Vic­tori­an po­ets in a book­shelf row; the mar­queter­ie cab­in­et lined with dim red plush, full of fam­ily rel­ics: Hester’s first fan; the buckles of their moth­er’s fath­er’s shoes; three bottled scor­pi­ons; and one very yel­low ele­phant’s tusk, sent home from In­dia by Great-uncle Edgar For­syte, who had been in jute; a yel­low bit of pa­per propped up, with spidery writ­ing on it, re­cord­ing God knew what! And the pic­tures crowding on the walls—all wa­ter­col­ours save those four Bar­bizons look­ing like the for­eign­ers they were, and doubt­ful cus­tom­ers at that—pic­tures bright and il­lus­trat­ive, Telling the Bees, Hey for the Ferry! and two in the style of Frith, all thim­ble­rig and crinolines, giv­en them by Swith­in. Oh! many, many pic­tures at which Soames had gazed a thou­sand times in su­per­cili­ous fas­cin­a­tion; a mar­vel­lous col­lec­tion of bright, smooth gilt frames.

			And the bou­doir-grand pi­ano, beau­ti­fully dus­ted, her­met­ic­ally sealed as ever; and Aunt Ju­ley’s al­bum of pressed sea­weed on it. And the gilt-legged chairs, stronger than they looked. And on one side of the fire­place the sofa of crim­son silk, where Aunt Ann, and after her Aunt Ju­ley, had been wont to sit, fa­cing the light and bolt up­right. And on the oth­er side of the fire the one really easy chair, back to the light, for Aunt Hester. Soames screwed up his eyes; he seemed to see them sit­ting there. Ah! and the at­mo­sphere—even now, of too many stuffs and washed lace cur­tains, lav­ender in bags, and dried bees’ wings. “No,” he thought, “there’s noth­ing like it left; it ought to be pre­served.” And, by George, they might laugh at it, but for a stand­ard of gentle life nev­er de­par­ted from, for fas­ti­di­ous­ness of skin and eye and nose and feel­ing, it beat today hol­low—today with its Tubes and cars, its per­petu­al smoking, its cross-legged, bare-necked girls vis­ible up to the knees and down to the waist if you took the trouble (agree­able to the satyr with­in each For­syte but hardly his idea of a lady), with their feet, too, screwed round the legs of their chairs while they ate, and their “So longs,” and their “Old Beans,” and their laughter—girls who gave him the shud­ders whenev­er he thought of Fleur in con­tact with them; and the hard-eyed, cap­able, older wo­men who man­aged life and gave him the shud­ders too. No! his old aunts, if they nev­er opened their minds, their eyes, or very much their win­dows, at least had man­ners, and a stand­ard, and rev­er­ence for past and fu­ture.

			With rather a choky feel­ing he closed the door and went tip­toe­ing up­stairs. He looked in at a place on the way: H’m! in per­fect or­der of the eighties, with a sort of yel­low oil­skin pa­per on the walls. At the top of the stairs he hes­it­ated between four doors. Which of them was Timothy’s? And he listened. A sound, as of a child slowly drag­ging a hobby­horse about, came to his ears. That must be Timothy! He tapped, and a door was opened by Smith­er, very red in the face.

			Mr. Timothy was tak­ing his walk, and she had not been able to get him to at­tend. If Mr. Soames would come in­to the back­room, he could see him through the door.

			Soames went in­to the back­room and stood watch­ing.

			The last of the old For­sytes was on his feet, mov­ing with the most im­press­ive slow­ness, and an air of per­fect con­cen­tra­tion on his own af­fairs, back­ward and for­ward between the foot of his bed and the win­dow, a dis­tance of some twelve feet. The lower part of his square face, no longer clean-shaven, was covered with snowy beard clipped as short as it could be, and his chin looked as broad as his brow where the hair was also quite white, while nose and cheeks and brow were a good yel­low. One hand held a stout stick, and the oth­er grasped the skirt of his Jae­ger dress­ing-gown, from un­der which could be seen his bed-socked ankles and feet thrust in­to Jae­ger slip­pers. The ex­pres­sion on his face was that of a crossed child, in­tent on some­thing that he has not got. Each time he turned he stumped the stick, and then dragged it, as if to show that he could do without it:

			“He still looks strong,” said Soames un­der his breath.

			“Oh! yes, sir. You should see him take his bath—it’s won­der­ful; he does en­joy it so.”

			Those quite loud words gave Soames an in­sight. Timothy had re­sumed his baby­hood.

			“Does he take any in­terest in things gen­er­ally?” he said, also loud.

			“Oh! yes, sir; his food and his will. It’s quite a sight to see him turn it over and over, not to read it, of course; and every now and then he asks the price of Con­sols, and I write it on a slate for him—very large. Of course, I al­ways write the same, what they were when he last took no­tice, in 1914. We got the doc­tor to for­bid him to read the pa­per when the War broke out. Oh! he did take on about that at first. But he soon came round, be­cause he knew it tired him; and he’s a won­der to con­serve en­ergy as he used to call it when my dear mis­tresses were alive, bless their hearts! How he did go on at them about that; they were al­ways so act­ive, if you re­mem­ber, Mr. Soames.”

			“What would hap­pen if I were to go in?” asked Soames: “Would he re­mem­ber me? I made his will, you know, after Miss Hester died in 1907.”

			“Oh! that, sir,” replied Smith­er doubt­fully, “I couldn’t take on me to say. I think he might; he really is a won­der­ful man for his age.”

			Soames moved in­to the door­way, and wait­ing for Timothy to turn, said in a loud voice: “Uncle Timothy!”

			Timothy trailed back halfway, and hal­ted.

			“Eh?” he said.

			“Soames,” cried Soames at the top of his voice, hold­ing out his hand, “Soames For­syte!”

			“No!” said Timothy, and stump­ing his stick loudly on the floor, he con­tin­ued his walk.

			“It doesn’t seem to work,” said Soames.

			“No, sir,” replied Smith­er, rather crest­fal­len; “you see, he hasn’t fin­ished his walk. It al­ways was one thing at a time with him. I ex­pect he’ll ask me this af­ter­noon if you came about the gas, and a pretty job I shall have to make him un­der­stand.”

			“Do you think he ought to have a man about him?”

			Smith­er held up her hands. “A man! Oh! no. Cook and me can man­age per­fectly. A strange man about would send him crazy in no time. And my mis­tresses wouldn’t like the idea of a man in the house. Be­sides, we’re so—proud of him.”

			“I sup­pose the doc­tor comes?”

			“Every morn­ing. He makes spe­cial terms for such a quant­ity, and Mr. Timothy’s so used, he doesn’t take a bit of no­tice, ex­cept to put out his tongue.”

			“Well,” said Soames, turn­ing away, “it’s rather sad and pain­ful to me.”

			“Oh! sir,” re­turned Smith­er anxiously, “you mustn’t think that. Now that he can’t worry about things, he quite en­joys his life, really he does. As I say to Cook, Mr. Timothy is more of a man than he ever was. You see, when he’s not walkin’, or takin’ his bath, he’s eat­in’, and when he’s not eat­in’, he’s sleep­in’, and there it is. There isn’t an ache or a care about him any­where.”

			“Well,” said Soames, “there’s some­thing in that. I’ll go down. By the way, let me see his will.”

			“I should have to take my time about that, sir; he keeps it un­der his pil­low, and he’d see me, while he’s act­ive.”

			“I only want to know if it’s the one I made,” said Soames; “you take a look at its date some time, and let me know.”

			“Yes, sir; but I’m sure it’s the same, be­cause me and Cook wit­nessed, you re­mem­ber, and there’s our names on it still, and we’ve only done it once.”

			“Quite,” said Soames. He did re­mem­ber. Smith­er and Jane had been prop­er wit­nesses, hav­ing been left noth­ing in the will that they might have no in­terest in Timothy’s death. It had been—he fully ad­mit­ted—an al­most im­prop­er pre­cau­tion, but Timothy had wished it, and, after all, Aunt Hester had provided for them amply.

			“Very well,” he said; “good­bye, Smith­er. Look after him, and if he should say any­thing at any time, put it down, and let me know.”

			“Oh! yes, Mr. Soames; I’ll be sure to do that. It’s been such a pleas­ant change to see you. Cook will be quite ex­cited when I tell her.”

			Soames shook her hand and went down­stairs. He stood for fully two minutes by the hat­stand where­on he had hung his hat so many times. “So it all passes,” he was think­ing; “passes and be­gins again. Poor old chap!” And he listened, if per­chance the sound of Timothy trail­ing his hobby­horse might come down the well of the stairs; or some ghost of an old face show over the ban­nis­ters, and an old voice say: “Why, it’s dear Soames, and we were only say­ing that we hadn’t seen him for a week!”

			Noth­ing—noth­ing! Just the scent of cam­phor, and dust-motes in a sun­beam through the fan­light over the door. The little old house! A mauso­leum! And, turn­ing on his heel, he went out, and caught his train.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Nat­ive Heath

			
			
				
					“His foot’s upon his nat­ive heath,
					

					His name’s—Val Dartie.”
				

			

			With some such feel­ing did Val Dartie, in the for­ti­eth year of his age, set out that same Thursday morn­ing very early from the old man­or-house he had taken on the north side of the Sus­sex Downs. His des­tin­a­tion was New­mar­ket, and he had not been there since the au­tumn of 1899, when he stole over from Ox­ford for the Cam­bridge­shire. He paused at the door to give his wife a kiss, and put a flask of port in­to his pock­et.

			“Don’t over­tire your leg, Val, and don’t bet too much.”

			With the pres­sure of her chest against his own, and her eyes look­ing in­to his, Val felt both leg and pock­et safe. He should be mod­er­ate; Holly was al­ways right—she had a nat­ur­al aptitude. It did not seem so re­mark­able to him, per­haps, as it might to oth­ers, that—half Dartie as he was—he should have been per­fectly faith­ful to his young first cous­in dur­ing the twenty years since he mar­ried her ro­mantic­ally out in the Bo­er War; and faith­ful without any feel­ing of sac­ri­fice or bore­dom—she was so quick, so slyly al­ways a little in front of his mood. Be­ing first cous­ins they had de­cided, rather need­lessly, to have no chil­dren; and, though a little sal­low­er, she had kept her looks, her slim­ness, and the col­our of her dark hair. Val par­tic­u­larly ad­mired the life of her own she car­ried on, be­sides car­ry­ing on his, and rid­ing bet­ter every year. She kept up her mu­sic, she read an aw­ful lot—nov­els, po­etry, all sorts of stuff. Out on their farm in Cape colony she had looked after all the “nig­ger” ba­bies and wo­men in a mi­ra­cu­lous man­ner. She was, in fact, clev­er; yet made no fuss about it, and had no “side.” Though not re­mark­able for hu­mil­ity, Val had come to have the feel­ing that she was his su­per­i­or, and he did not grudge it—a great trib­ute. It might be noted that he nev­er looked at Holly without her know­ing of it, but that she looked at him some­times un­awares.

			He had kissed her in the porch be­cause he should not be do­ing so on the plat­form, though she was go­ing to the sta­tion with him, to drive the car back. Tanned and wrinkled by Co­lo­ni­al weath­er and the wiles in­sep­ar­able from horses, and han­di­capped by the leg which, weakened in the Bo­er War, had prob­ably saved his life in the War just past, Val was still much as he had been in the days of his court­ship; his smile as wide and charm­ing, his eye­lashes, if any­thing, thick­er and dark­er, his eyes screwed up un­der them, as bright a grey, his freckles rather deep­er, his hair a little grizzled at the sides. He gave the im­pres­sion of one who has lived act­ively with horses in a sunny cli­mate.

			Twist­ing the car sharp round at the gate, he said:

			“When is young Jon com­ing?”

			“Today.”

			“Is there any­thing you want for him? I could bring it down on Sat­urday.”

			“No; but you might come by the same train as Fleur—one-forty.”

			Val gave the Ford full rein; he still drove like a man in a new coun­try on bad roads, who re­fuses to com­prom­ise, and ex­pects heav­en at every hole.

			“That’s a young wo­man who knows her way about,” he said. “I say, has it struck you?”

			“Yes,” said Holly.

			“Uncle Soames and your Dad—bit awk­ward, isn’t it?”

			“She won’t know, and he won’t know, and noth­ing must be said, of course. It’s only for five days, Val.”

			“Stable secret! Righto!” If Holly thought it safe, it was. Glan­cing slyly round at him, she said: “Did you no­tice how beau­ti­fully she asked her­self?”

			“No!”

			“Well, she did. What do you think of her, Val?”

			“Pretty and clev­er; but she might run out at any corner if she got her mon­key up, I should say.”

			“I’m won­der­ing,” Holly mur­mured, “wheth­er she is the mod­ern young wo­man. One feels at sea com­ing home in­to all this.”

			“You? You get the hang of things so quick.”

			Holly slid her hand in­to his coat-pock­et.

			“You keep one in the know,” said Val en­cour­aged. “What do you think of that Bel­gian fel­low, Pro­fond?”

			“I think he’s rather a good dev­il.”

			Val grinned.

			“He seems to me a queer fish for a friend of our fam­ily. In fact, our fam­ily is in pretty queer wa­ters, with Uncle Soames mar­ry­ing a French­wo­man, and your Dad mar­ry­ing Soames’ first. Our grand­fath­ers would have had fits!”

			“So would any­body’s, my dear.”

			“This car,” Val said sud­denly, “wants rous­ing; she doesn’t get her hind legs un­der her up­hill. I shall have to give her her head on the slope if I’m to catch that train.”

			There was that about horses which had pre­ven­ted him from ever really sym­path­ising with a car, and the run­ning of the Ford un­der his guid­ance com­pared with its run­ning un­der that of Holly was al­ways no­tice­able. He caught the train.

			“Take care go­ing home; she’ll throw you down if she can. Good­bye, darling.”

			“Good­bye,” called Holly, and kissed her hand.

			In the train, after quarter of an hour’s in­de­cision between thoughts of Holly, his morn­ing pa­per, the look of the bright day, and his dim memory of New­mar­ket, Val plunged in­to the re­cesses of a small square book, all names, ped­i­grees, tap­roots, and notes about the make and shape of horses. The For­syte in him was bent on the ac­quis­i­tion of a cer­tain strain of blood, and he was sub­du­ing res­ol­utely as yet the Dartie hanker­ing for a Nut­ter. On get­ting back to Eng­land, after the prof­it­able sale of his South Afric­an farm and stud, and ob­serving that the sun sel­dom shone, Val had said to him­self: “I’ve ab­so­lutely got to have an in­terest in life, or this coun­try will give me the blues. Hunt­ing’s not enough, I’ll breed and I’ll train.” With just that ex­tra pinch of shrewd­ness and de­cision im­par­ted by long res­id­ence in a new coun­try, Val had seen the weak point of mod­ern breed­ing. They were all hyp­not­ised by fash­ion and high price. He should buy for looks, and let names go hang! And here he was already, hyp­not­ised by the prestige of a cer­tain strain of blood! Half-con­sciously, he thought: “There’s some­thing in this damned cli­mate which makes one go round in a ring. All the same, I must have a strain of May­fly blood.”

			In this mood he reached the Mecca of his hopes. It was one of those quiet meet­ings fa­vour­able to such as wish to look in­to horses, rather than in­to the mouths of book­makers; and Val clung to the pad­dock. His twenty years of Co­lo­ni­al life, di­vest­ing him of the dan­dy­ism in which he had been bred, had left him the es­sen­tial neat­ness of the horse­man, and giv­en him a queer and rather blight­ing eye over what he called “the silly haw-haw” of some Eng­lish­men, the “flap­ping cock­a­toory” of some Eng­lish­wo­men—Holly had none of that and Holly was his mod­el. Ob­ser­v­ant, quick, re­source­ful, Val went straight to the heart of a trans­ac­tion, a horse, a drink; and he was on his way to the heart of a May­fly filly, when a slow voice said at his el­bow:

			“Mr. Val Dartie? How’s Mrs. Val Dartie? She’s well, I hope.” And he saw be­side him the Bel­gian he had met at his sis­ter Imo­gen’s.

			“Prosper Pro­fond—I met you at lunch,” said the voice.

			“How are you?” mur­mured Val.

			“I’m very well,” replied Mon­sieur Pro­fond, smil­ing with a cer­tain in­im­it­able slow­ness. “A good dev­il,” Holly had called him. Well! He looked a little like a dev­il, with his dark, clipped, poin­ted beard; a sleepy one though, and good-hu­moured, with fine eyes, un­ex­pec­tedly in­tel­li­gent.

			“Here’s a gen­tle­man wants to know you—cous­in of yours—Mr. George For­syde.”

			Val saw a large form, and a face clean-shaven, bull-like, a little lower­ing, with sar­don­ic hu­mour bub­bling be­hind a full grey eye; he re­membered it dimly from old days when he would dine with his fath­er at the Iseeum Club.

			“I used to go ra­cing with your fath­er,” George was say­ing: “How’s the stud? Like to buy one of my screws?”

			Val grinned, to hide the sud­den feel­ing that the bot­tom had fallen out of breed­ing. They be­lieved in noth­ing over here, not even in horses. George For­syte, Prosper Pro­fond! The dev­il him­self was not more dis­il­lu­sioned than those two.

			“Didn’t know you were a ra­cing man,” he said to Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			“I’m not. I don’t care for it. I’m a yacht­in’ man. I don’t care for yacht­in’ either, but I like to see my friends. I’ve got some lunch, Mr. Val Dartie, just a small lunch, if you’d like to ’ave some; not much—just a small one—in my car.”

			“Thanks,” said Val; “very good of you. I’ll come along in about quarter of an hour.”

			“Over there. Mr. For­syde’s com­in’,” and Mon­sieur Pro­fond “poin­ded” with a yel­low-gloved fin­ger; “small car, with a small lunch”; he moved on, groomed, sleepy, and re­mote, George For­syte fol­low­ing, neat, huge, and with his jest­ing air.

			Val re­mained gaz­ing at the May­fly filly. George For­syte, of course, was an old chap, but this Pro­fond might be about his own age; Val felt ex­tremely young, as if the May­fly filly were a toy at which those two had laughed. The an­im­al had lost real­ity.

			“That ‘small’ mare”—he seemed to hear the voice of Mon­sieur Pro­fond—“what do you see in her?—we must all die!”

			And George For­syte, crony of his fath­er, ra­cing still! The May­fly strain—was it any bet­ter than any oth­er? He might just as well have a flut­ter with his money in­stead.

			“No, by gum!” he muttered sud­denly, “if it’s no good breed­ing horses, it’s no good do­ing any­thing. What did I come for? I’ll buy her.”

			He stood back and watched the ebb of the pad­dock vis­it­ors to­ward the stand. Natty old chips, shrewd portly fel­lows, Jews, train­ers look­ing as if they had nev­er been guilty of see­ing a horse in their lives; tall, flap­ping, lan­guid wo­men, or brisk, loud-voiced wo­men; young men with an air as if try­ing to take it ser­i­ously—two or three of them with only one arm.

			“Life over here’s a game!” thought Val. “Muffin bell rings, horses run, money changes hands; ring again, run again, money changes back.”

			But, alarmed at his own philo­sophy, he went to the pad­dock gate to watch the May­fly filly canter down. She moved well; and he made his way over to the “small” car. The “small” lunch was the sort a man dreams of but sel­dom gets; and when it was con­cluded Mon­sieur Pro­fond walked back with him to the pad­dock.

			“Your wife’s a nice wo­man,” was his sur­pris­ing re­mark.

			“Nicest wo­man I know,” re­turned Val dryly.

			“Yes,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond; “she has a nice face. I ad­mire nice wo­men.”

			Val looked at him sus­pi­ciously, but some­thing kindly and dir­ect in the heavy di­ab­ol­ism of his com­pan­ion dis­armed him for the mo­ment.

			“Any time you like to come on my yacht, I’ll give her a small cruise.”

			“Thanks,” said Val, in arms again, “she hates the sea.”

			“So do I,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			“Then why do you yacht?”

			The Bel­gian’s eyes smiled. “Oh! I don’t know. I’ve done everything; it’s the last thing I’m doin’.”

			“It must be damned ex­pens­ive. I should want more reas­on than that.”

			Mon­sieur Prosper Pro­fond raised his eye­brows, and puffed out a heavy lower lip.

			“I’m an easy-goin’ man,” he said.

			“Were you in the War?” asked Val.

			“Ye-es. I’ve done that too. I was gassed; it was a small bit un­pleas­ant.” He smiled with a deep and sleepy air of prosper­ity, as if he had caught it from his name.

			Wheth­er his say­ing “small” when he ought to have said “little” was genu­ine mis­take or af­fect­a­tion Val could not de­cide; the fel­low was evid­ently cap­able of any­thing.

			Among the ring of buy­ers round the May­fly filly who had won her race, Mon­sieur Pro­fond said:

			“You goin’ to bid?”

			Val nod­ded. With this sleepy Satan at his el­bow, he felt in need of faith. Though placed above the ul­ti­mate blows of Provid­ence by the fore­thought of a grand­fath­er who had tied him up a thou­sand a year to which was ad­ded the thou­sand a year tied up for Holly by her grand­fath­er, Val was not flush of cap­it­al that he could touch, hav­ing spent most of what he had real­ised from his South Afric­an farm on his es­tab­lish­ment in Sus­sex. And very soon he was think­ing: “Dash it! she’s go­ing bey­ond me!” His lim­it—six hun­dred—was ex­ceeded; he dropped out of the bid­ding. The May­fly filly passed un­der the ham­mer at sev­en hun­dred and fifty guineas. He was turn­ing away vexed when the slow voice of Mon­sieur Pro­fond said in his ear:

			“Well, I’ve bought that small filly, but I don’t want her; you take her and give her to your wife.”

			Val looked at the fel­low with re­newed sus­pi­cion, but the good hu­mour in his eyes was such that he really could not take of­fence.

			“I made a small lot of money in the War,” began Mon­sieur Pro­fond in an­swer to that look. “I ’ad arm­a­ment shares. I like to give it away. I’m al­ways makin’ money. I want very small lot my­self. I like my friends to ’ave it.”

			“I’ll buy her of you at the price you gave,” said Val with sud­den res­ol­u­tion.

			“No,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond. “You take her. I don’ want her.”

			“Hang it! one doesn’t—”

			“Why not?” smiled Mon­sieur Pro­fond. “I’m a friend of your fam­ily.”

			“Sev­en hun­dred and fifty guineas is not a box of ci­gars,” said Val im­pa­tiently.

			“All right; you keep her for me till I want her, and do what you like with her.”

			“So long as she’s yours,” said Val. “I don’t mind that.”

			“That’s all right,” mur­mured Mon­sieur Pro­fond, and moved away.

			Val watched; he might be “a good dev­il,” but then again he might not. He saw him re­join George For­syte, and there­after saw him no more.

			He spent those nights after ra­cing at his moth­er’s house in Green Street.

			Wini­fred Dartie at sixty-two was mar­vel­lously pre­served, con­sid­er­ing the three-and-thirty years dur­ing which she had put up with Montague Dartie, till al­most hap­pily re­leased by a French stair­case. It was to her a vehe­ment sat­is­fac­tion to have her fa­vour­ite son back from South Africa after all this time, to feel him so little changed, and to have taken a fancy to his wife. Wini­fred, who in the late sev­en­ties, be­fore her mar­riage, had been in the van­guard of free­dom, pleas­ure, and fash­ion, con­fessed her youth out­classed by the donzel­las of the day. They seemed, for in­stance, to re­gard mar­riage as an in­cid­ent, and Wini­fred some­times re­gret­ted that she had not done the same; a second, third, fourth in­cid­ent might have se­cured her a part­ner of less dazzling in­ebri­ety; though, after all, he had left her Val, Imo­gen, Maud, Be­ne­dict (al­most a col­on­el and un­harmed by the War)—none of whom had been di­vorced as yet. The stead­i­ness of her chil­dren of­ten amazed one who re­membered their fath­er; but, as she was fond of be­liev­ing, they were really all For­sytes, fa­vour­ing her­self, with the ex­cep­tion, per­haps, of Imo­gen. Her broth­er’s “little girl” Fleur frankly puzzled Wini­fred. The child was as rest­less as any of these mod­ern young wo­men—“She’s a small flame in a draught,” Prosper Pro­fond had said one day after din­ner—but she did not flap, or talk at the top of her voice. The steady For­syteism in Wini­fred’s own char­ac­ter in­stinct­ively re­sen­ted the feel­ing in the air, the mod­ern girl’s habits and her motto: “All’s much of a much­ness! Spend, to­mor­row we shall be poor!” She found it a sav­ing grace in Fleur that, hav­ing set her heart on a thing, she had no change of heart un­til she got it—though—what happened after, Fleur was, of course, too young to have made evid­ent. The child was a “very pretty little thing,” too, and quite a cred­it to take about, with her moth­er’s French taste and gift for wear­ing clothes; every­body turned to look at Fleur—great con­sid­er­a­tion to Wini­fred, a lov­er of the style and dis­tinc­tion which had so cruelly de­ceived her in the case of Montague Dartie.

			In dis­cuss­ing her with Val, at break­fast on Sat­urday morn­ing, Wini­fred dwelt on the fam­ily skel­et­on.

			“That little af­fair of your fath­er-in-law and your Aunt Irene, Val—it’s old as the hills, of course, Fleur need know noth­ing about it—mak­ing a fuss. Your Uncle Soames is very par­tic­u­lar about that. So you’ll be care­ful.”

			“Yes! But it’s dashed awk­ward—Holly’s young half-broth­er is com­ing to live with us while he learns farm­ing. He’s there already.”

			“Oh!” said Wini­fred. “That is a gaff! What is he like?”

			“Only saw him once—at Robin Hill, when we were home in 1909; he was na­ked and painted blue and yel­low in stripes—a jolly little chap.”

			Wini­fred thought that “rather nice,” and ad­ded com­fort­ably: “Well, Holly’s sens­ible; she’ll know how to deal with it. I shan’t tell your uncle. It’ll only both­er him. It’s a great com­fort to have you back, my dear boy, now that I’m get­ting on.”

			“Get­ting on! Why! you’re as young as ever. That chap Pro­fond, Moth­er, is he all right?”

			“Prosper Pro­fond! Oh! the most amus­ing man I know.”

			Val grunted, and re­coun­ted the story of the May­fly filly.

			“That’s so like him,” mur­mured Wini­fred. “He does all sorts of things.”

			“Well,” said Val shrewdly, “our fam­ily haven’t been too lucky with that kind of cattle; they’re too light­hearted for us.”

			It was true, and Wini­fred’s blue study las­ted a full minute be­fore she answered:

			“Oh! well! He’s a for­eign­er, Val; one must make al­low­ances.”

			“All right, I’ll use his filly and make it up to him, some­how.”

			And soon after he gave her his bless­ing, re­ceived a kiss, and left her for his book­maker’s, the Iseeum Club, and Vic­tor­ia sta­tion.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Jon

			
			Mrs. Val Dartie, after twenty years of South Africa, had fallen deeply in love, for­tu­nately with some­thing of her own, for the ob­ject of her pas­sion was the pro­spect in front of her win­dows, the cool clear light on the green Downs. It was Eng­land again, at last! Eng­land more beau­ti­ful than she had dreamed. Chance had, in fact, guided the Val Darties to a spot where the South Downs had real charm when the sun shone. Holly had enough of her fath­er’s eye to ap­pre­hend the rare qual­ity of their out­lines and chalky ra­di­ance; to go up there by the rav­ine-like lane and wander along to­ward Chanc­ton­bury or Am­ber­ley, was still a de­light which she hardly at­temp­ted to share with Val, whose ad­mir­a­tion of Nature was con­fused by a For­syte’s in­stinct for get­ting some­thing out of it, such as the con­di­tion of the turf for his horses’ ex­er­cise.

			Driv­ing the Ford home with a cer­tain hu­mour­ing smooth­ness, she prom­ised her­self that the first use she would make of Jon would be to take him up there, and show him “the view” un­der this May-day sky.

			She was look­ing for­ward to her young half-broth­er with a moth­er­li­ness not ex­hausted by Val. A three-day vis­it to Robin Hill, soon after their ar­rival home, had yiel­ded no sight of him—he was still at school; so that her re­col­lec­tion, like Val’s, was of a little sunny-haired boy, striped blue and yel­low, down by the pond.

			Those three days at Robin Hill had been ex­cit­ing, sad, em­bar­rass­ing. Memor­ies of her dead broth­er, memor­ies of Val’s court­ship; the age­ing of her fath­er, not seen for twenty years, some­thing fu­ner­eal in his iron­ic gen­tle­ness which did not es­cape one who had much subtle in­stinct; above all, the pres­ence of her step­moth­er, whom she could still vaguely re­mem­ber as the “lady in grey” of days when she was little and grand­fath­er alive and Ma­demois­elle Beauce so cross be­cause that in­truder gave her mu­sic les­sons—all these con­fused and tan­tal­ised a spir­it which had longed to find Robin Hill un­troubled. But Holly was ad­ept at keep­ing things to her­self, and all had seemed to go quite well.

			Her fath­er had kissed her when she left him, with lips which she was sure had trembled.

			“Well, my dear,” he said, “the War hasn’t changed Robin Hill, has it? If only you could have brought Jolly back with you! I say, can you stand this spir­itu­al­ist­ic rack­et? When the oak-tree dies, it dies, I’m afraid.”

			From the warmth of her em­brace he prob­ably di­vined that he had let the cat out of the bag, for he rode off at once on irony.

			“Spir­itu­al­ism—queer word, when the more they mani­fest the more they prove that they’ve got hold of mat­ter.”

			“How?” said Holly.

			“Why! Look at their pho­to­graphs of aur­ic pres­ences. You must have some­thing ma­ter­i­al for light and shade to fall on be­fore you can take a pho­to­graph. No, it’ll end in our call­ing all mat­ter spir­it, or all spir­it mat­ter—I don’t know which.”

			“But don’t you be­lieve in sur­viv­al, Dad?”

			Joly­on had looked at her, and the sad whim­sic­al­ity of his face im­pressed her deeply.

			“Well, my dear, I should like to get some­thing out of death. I’ve been look­ing in­to it a bit. But for the life of me I can’t find any­thing that tele­pathy, sub­con­scious­ness, and em­an­a­tion from the store­house of this world can’t ac­count for just as well. Wish I could! Wishes fath­er thought but they don’t breed evid­ence.” Holly had pressed her lips again to his fore­head with the feel­ing that it con­firmed his the­ory that all mat­ter was be­com­ing spir­it—his brow felt, some­how, so in­sub­stan­tial.

			But the most poignant memory of that little vis­it had been watch­ing, un­ob­served, her step­moth­er read­ing to her­self a let­ter from Jon. It was—she de­cided—the pret­ti­est sight she had ever seen. Irene, lost as it were in the let­ter of her boy, stood at a win­dow where the light fell on her face and her fine grey hair; her lips were mov­ing, smil­ing, her dark eyes laugh­ing, dan­cing, and the hand which did not hold the let­ter was pressed against her breast. Holly with­drew as from a vis­ion of per­fect love, con­vinced that Jon must be nice.

			When she saw him com­ing out of the sta­tion with a kit-bag in either hand, she was con­firmed in her pre­dis­pos­i­tion. He was a little like Jolly, that long-lost idol of her child­hood, but eager-look­ing and less form­al, with deep­er eyes and bright­er-col­oured hair, for he wore no hat; al­to­geth­er a very in­ter­est­ing “little” broth­er!

			His tent­at­ive po­lite­ness charmed one who was ac­cus­tomed to as­sur­ance in the youth­ful man­ner; he was dis­turbed be­cause she was to drive him home, in­stead of his driv­ing her. Shouldn’t he have a shot? They hadn’t a car at Robin Hill since the War, of course, and he had only driv­en once, and landed up a bank, so she oughtn’t to mind his try­ing. His laugh, soft and in­fec­tious, was very at­tract­ive, though that word, she had heard, was now quite old-fash­ioned. When they reached the house he pulled out a crumpled let­ter which she read while he was wash­ing—a quite short let­ter, which must have cost her fath­er many a pang to write.

			
				“My Dear,

				“You and Val will not for­get, I trust, that Jon knows noth­ing of fam­ily his­tory. His moth­er and I think he is too young at present. The boy is very dear, and the apple of her eye. Verbum sapi­en­ti­bus,

				
					“Your lov­ing fath­er,

					“J. F.”

				
			

			That was all; but it re­newed in Holly an un­easy re­gret that Fleur was com­ing.

			After tea she ful­filled that prom­ise to her­self and took Jon up the hill. They had a long talk, sit­ting above an old chalk-pit grown over with brambles and goose­penny. Milk­wort and liv­er­wort starred the green slope, the larks sang, and thrushes in the brake, and now and then a gull flight­ing in­land would wheel very white against the pal­ing sky, where the vague moon was com­ing up. De­li­cious fra­grance came to them, as if little in­vis­ible creatures were run­ning and tread­ing scent out of the blades of grass.

			Jon, who had fallen si­lent, said rather sud­denly:

			“I say, this is won­der­ful! There’s no fat on it at all. Gull’s flight and sheep-bells.”

			“ ‘Gull’s flight and sheep-bells.’ You’re a poet, my dear!”

			Jon sighed.

			“Oh, Golly! No go!”

			“Try! I used to at your age.”

			“Did you? Moth­er says ‘try’ too; but I’m so rot­ten. Have you any of yours for me to see?”

			“My dear,” Holly mur­mured, “I’ve been mar­ried nine­teen years. I only wrote verses when I wanted to be.”

			“Oh!” said Jon, and turned over on his face: the one cheek she could see was a charm­ing col­our. Was Jon “touched in the wind,” then, as Val would have called it? Already? But, if so, all the bet­ter, he would take no no­tice of young Fleur. Be­sides, on Monday he would be­gin his farm­ing. And she smiled. Was it Burns who fol­lowed the plough, or only Piers Plow­man? Nearly every young man and most young wo­men seemed to be po­ets now, judging from the num­ber of their books she had read out in South Africa, im­port­ing them from Hatch­us and Bumphards; and quite good—oh! quite; much bet­ter than she had been her­self! But then po­etry had only really come in since her day—with mo­tor­cars. An­oth­er long talk after din­ner over a wood fire in the low hall, and there seemed little left to know about Jon ex­cept any­thing of real im­port­ance. Holly par­ted from him at his bed­room door, hav­ing seen twice over that he had everything, with the con­vic­tion that she would love him, and Val would like him. He was eager, but did not gush; he was a splen­did listen­er, sym­path­et­ic, reti­cent about him­self. He evid­ently loved their fath­er, and ad­ored his moth­er. He liked rid­ing, row­ing, and fen­cing bet­ter than games. He saved moths from candles, and couldn’t bear spiders, but put them out of doors in screws of pa­per soon­er than kill them. In a word, he was ami­able. She went to sleep, think­ing that he would suf­fer hor­ribly if any­body hurt him; but who would hurt him?

			

			Jon, on the oth­er hand, sat awake at his win­dow with a bit of pa­per and a pen­cil, writ­ing his first “real poem” by the light of a candle be­cause there was not enough moon to see by, only enough to make the night seem flut­tery and as if en­graved on sil­ver. Just the night for Fleur to walk, and turn her eyes, and lead on—over the hills and far away. And Jon, deeply fur­rowed in his in­genu­ous brow, made marks on the pa­per and rubbed them out and wrote them in again, and did all that was ne­ces­sary for the com­ple­tion of a work of art; and he had a feel­ing such as the winds of Spring must have, try­ing their first songs among the com­ing blos­som. Jon was one of those boys (not many) in whom a home-trained love of beauty had sur­vived school life. He had had to keep it to him­self, of course, so that not even the draw­ing-mas­ter knew of it; but it was there, fas­ti­di­ous and clear with­in him. And his poem seemed to him as lame and stil­ted as the night was winged. But he kept it, all the same. It was a “beast,” but bet­ter than noth­ing as an ex­pres­sion of the in­ex­press­ible. And he thought with a sort of dis­com­fit­ure: “I shan’t be able to show it to Moth­er.” He slept ter­ribly well, when he did sleep, over­whelmed by nov­elty.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Fleur

			
			To avoid the awk­ward­ness of ques­tions which could not be answered, all that had been told Jon was:

			“There’s a girl com­ing down with Val for the week­end.”

			For the same reas­on, all that had been told Fleur was: “We’ve got a young­ster stay­ing with us.”

			The two yearlings, as Val called them in his thoughts, met there­fore in a man­ner which for un­pre­pared­ness left noth­ing to be de­sired. They were thus in­tro­duced by Holly:

			“This is Jon, my little broth­er; Fleur’s a cous­in of ours, Jon.”

			Jon, who was com­ing in through a French win­dow out of strong sun­light, was so con­foun­ded by the provid­en­tial nature of this mir­acle, that he had time to hear Fleur say calmly: “Oh, how do you do?” as if he had nev­er seen her, and to un­der­stand dimly from the quick­est ima­gin­able little move­ment of her head that he nev­er had seen her. He bowed there­fore over her hand in an in­tox­ic­ated man­ner, and be­came more si­lent than the grave. He knew bet­ter than to speak. Once in his early life, sur­prised read­ing by a night­light, he had said fatu­ously, “I was just turn­ing over the leaves, Mum,” and his moth­er had replied: “Jon, nev­er tell stor­ies, be­cause of your face nobody will ever be­lieve them.”

			The say­ing had per­man­ently un­der­mined the con­fid­ence ne­ces­sary to the suc­cess of spoken un­truth. He listened there­fore to Fleur’s swift and rapt al­lu­sions to the jol­li­ness of everything, plied her with scones and jam, and got away as soon as might be. They say that in de­li­ri­um tre­mens you see a fixed ob­ject, prefer­ably dark, which sud­denly changes shape and po­s­i­tion. Jon saw the fixed ob­ject; it had dark eyes and pass­ably dark hair, and changed its po­s­i­tion, but nev­er its shape. The know­ledge that between him and that ob­ject there was already a secret un­der­stand­ing (how­ever im­possible to un­der­stand) thrilled him so that he waited fe­ver­ishly, and began to copy out his poem—which of course he would nev­er dare to show her—till the sound of horses’ hoofs roused him, and, lean­ing from his win­dow, he saw her rid­ing forth with Val. It was clear that she wasted no time, but the sight filled him with grief. He wasted his. If he had not bolted, in his fear­ful ec­stasy, he might have been asked to go too. And from his win­dow he sat and watched them dis­ap­pear, ap­pear again in the chine of the road, van­ish, and emerge once more for a minute clear on the out­line of the Down. “Silly brute!” he thought; “I al­ways miss my chances.”

			Why couldn’t he be self-con­fid­ent and ready? And, lean­ing his chin on his hands, he ima­gined the ride he might have had with her. A week­end was but a week­end, and he had missed three hours of it. Did he know any­one ex­cept him­self who would have been such a flat? He did not.

			He dressed for din­ner early, and was first down. He would miss no more. But he missed Fleur, who came down last. He sat op­pos­ite her at din­ner, and it was ter­rible—im­possible to say any­thing for fear of say­ing the wrong thing, im­possible to keep his eyes fixed on her in the only nat­ur­al way; in sum, im­possible to treat nor­mally one with whom in fancy he had already been over the hills and far away; con­scious, too, all the time, that he must seem to her, to all of them, a dumb gawk. Yes, it was ter­rible! And she was talk­ing so well—swoop­ing with swift wing this way and that. Won­der­ful how she had learned an art which he found so dis­gust­ingly dif­fi­cult. She must think him hope­less in­deed!

			His sis­ter’s eyes, fixed on him with a cer­tain as­ton­ish­ment, ob­liged him at last to look at Fleur; but in­stantly her eyes, very wide and eager, seem­ing to say, “Oh! for good­ness’ sake!” ob­liged him to look at Val, where a grin ob­liged him to look at his cut­let—that, at least, had no eyes, and no grin, and he ate it hast­ily.

			“Jon is go­ing to be a farm­er,” he heard Holly say; “a farm­er and a poet.”

			He glanced up re­proach­fully, caught the com­ic lift of her eye­brow just like their fath­er’s, laughed, and felt bet­ter.

			Val re­coun­ted the in­cid­ent of Mon­sieur Prosper Pro­fond; noth­ing could have been more fa­vour­able, for, in re­lat­ing it, he re­garded Holly, who in turn re­garded him, while Fleur seemed to be re­gard­ing with a slight frown some thought of her own, and Jon was really free to look at her at last. She had on a white frock, very simple and well made; her arms were bare, and her hair had a white rose in it. In just that swift mo­ment of free vis­ion, after such in­tense dis­com­fort, Jon saw her sub­lim­ated, as one sees in the dark a slender white fruit-tree; caught her like a verse of po­etry flashed be­fore the eyes of the mind, or a tune which floats out in the dis­tance and dies. He wondered gid­dily how old she was—she seemed so much more self-pos­sessed and ex­per­i­enced than him­self. Why mustn’t he say they had met? He re­membered sud­denly his moth­er’s face; puzzled, hurt-look­ing, when she answered: “Yes, they’re re­la­tions, but we don’t know them.” Im­possible that his moth­er, who loved beauty, should not ad­mire Fleur if she did know her.

			Alone with Val after din­ner, he sipped port de­fer­en­tially and answered the ad­vances of this new­found broth­er-in-law. As to rid­ing (al­ways the first con­sid­er­a­tion with Val) he could have the young chest­nut, saddle and un­saddle it him­self, and gen­er­ally look after it when he brought it in. Jon said he was ac­cus­tomed to all that at home, and saw that he had gone up one in his host’s es­tim­a­tion.

			“Fleur,” said Val, “can’t ride much yet, but she’s keen. Of course, her fath­er doesn’t know a horse from a cartwheel. Does your Dad ride?”

			“He used to; but now he’s—you know, he’s—” He stopped, so hat­ing the word “old.” His fath­er was old, and yet not old; no—nev­er!

			“Quite,” muttered Val. “I used to know your broth­er up at Ox­ford, ages ago, the one who died in the Bo­er War. We had a fight in New Col­lege Gar­dens. That was a queer busi­ness,” he ad­ded, mus­ing; “a good deal came out of it.”

			Jon’s eyes opened wide; all was push­ing him to­ward his­tor­ic­al re­search, when his sis­ter’s voice said gently from the door­way:

			“Come along, you two,” and he rose, his heart push­ing him to­ward some­thing far more mod­ern.

			Fleur hav­ing de­clared that it was “simply too won­der­ful to stay in­doors,” they all went out. Moon­light was frost­ing the dew, and an old sun­di­al threw a long shad­ow. Two box hedges at right angles, dark and square, barred off the orch­ard. Fleur turned through that angled open­ing.

			“Come on!” she called. Jon glanced at the oth­ers, and fol­lowed. She was run­ning among the trees like a ghost. All was lovely and foam­like above her, and there was a scent of old trunks, and of nettles. She van­ished. He thought he had lost her, then al­most ran in­to her stand­ing quite still.

			“Isn’t it jolly?” she cried, and Jon answered:

			“Rather!”

			She reached up, twis­ted off a blos­som and, twirl­ing it in her fin­gers, said:

			“I sup­pose I can call you Jon?”

			“I should think so just.”

			“All right! But you know there’s a feud between our fam­il­ies?”

			Jon stammered: “Feud? Why?”

			“It’s ever so ro­mantic and silly. That’s why I pre­ten­ded we hadn’t met. Shall we get up early to­mor­row morn­ing and go for a walk be­fore break­fast and have it out? I hate be­ing slow about things, don’t you?”

			Jon mur­mured a rap­tur­ous as­sent.

			“Six o’clock, then. I think your moth­er’s beau­ti­ful.”

			Jon said fer­vently: “Yes, she is.”

			“I love all kinds of beauty,” went on Fleur, “when it’s ex­cit­ing. I don’t like Greek things a bit.”

			“What! Not Eur­ip­ides?”

			“Eur­ip­ides? Oh! no, I can’t bear Greek plays; they’re so long. I think beauty’s al­ways swift. I like to look at one pic­ture, for in­stance, and then run off. I can’t bear a lot of things to­geth­er. Look!” She held up her blos­som in the moon­light. “That’s bet­ter than all the orch­ard, I think.”

			And, sud­denly, with her oth­er hand she caught Jon’s.

			“Of all things in the world, don’t you think cau­tion’s the most aw­ful? Smell the moon­light!”

			She thrust the blos­som against his face; Jon agreed gid­dily that of all things in the world cau­tion was the worst, and bend­ing over, kissed the hand which held his.

			“That’s nice and old-fash­ioned,” said Fleur calmly. “You’re fright­fully si­lent, Jon. Still I like si­lence when it’s swift.” She let go his hand. “Did you think I dropped my handker­chief on pur­pose?”

			“No!” cried Jon, in­tensely shocked.

			“Well, I did, of course. Let’s get back, or they’ll think we’re do­ing this on pur­pose too.” And again she ran like a ghost among the trees. Jon fol­lowed, with love in his heart, Spring in his heart, and over all the moon­lit white un­earthly blos­som. They came out where they had gone in, Fleur walk­ing de­murely.

			“It’s quite won­der­ful in there,” she said dream­ily to Holly.

			Jon pre­served si­lence, hop­ing against hope that she might be think­ing it swift.

			She bade him a cas­u­al and de­mure good night, which made him think he had been dream­ing. …

			In her bed­room Fleur had flung off her gown, and, wrapped in a shape­less gar­ment, with the white flower still in her hair, she looked like a mous­mé, sit­ting cross-legged on her bed, writ­ing by candle­light.

			
				“Dearest Cherry,

				“I be­lieve I’m in love. I’ve got it in the neck, only the feel­ing is really lower down. He’s a second cous­in-such a child, about six months older and ten years young­er than I am. Boys al­ways fall in love with their seni­ors, and girls with their ju­ni­ors or with old men of forty. Don’t laugh, but his eyes are the truest things I ever saw; and he’s quite di­vinely si­lent! We had a most ro­mantic first meet­ing in Lon­don un­der the Vospovitch Juno. And now he’s sleep­ing in the next room and the moon­light’s on the blos­som; and to­mor­row morn­ing, be­fore any­body’s awake, we’re go­ing to walk off in­to Down fairy­land. There’s a feud between our fam­il­ies, which makes it really ex­cit­ing. Yes! and I may have to use sub­ter­fuge and come on you for in­vit­a­tions—if so, you’ll know why! My fath­er doesn’t want us to know each oth­er, but I can’t help that. Life’s too short. He’s got the most beau­ti­ful moth­er, with lovely sil­very hair and a young face with dark eyes. I’m stay­ing with his sis­ter—who mar­ried my cous­in; it’s all mixed up, but I mean to pump her to­mor­row. We’ve of­ten talked about love be­ing a spoilsport; well, that’s all tosh, it’s the be­gin­ning of sport, and the soon­er you feel it, my dear, the bet­ter for you.

				“Jon (not sim­pli­fied spelling, but short for Joly­on, which is a name in my fam­ily, they say) is the sort that lights up and goes out; about five feet ten, still grow­ing, and I be­lieve he’s go­ing to be a poet. If you laugh at me I’ve done with you forever. I per­ceive all sorts of dif­fi­culties, but you know when I really want a thing I get it. One of the chief ef­fects of love is that you see the air sort of in­hab­ited, like see­ing a face in the moon; and you feel—you feel dan­cey and soft at the same time, with a funny sen­sa­tion—like a con­tinu­al first sniff of or­ange-blos­som—Just above your stays. This is my first, and I feel as if it were go­ing to be my last, which is ab­surd, of course, by all the laws of Nature and mor­al­ity. If you mock me I will smite you, and if you tell any­body I will nev­er for­give you. So much so, that I al­most don’t think I’ll send this let­ter. Any­way, I’ll sleep over it. So good night, my Cherry—oh!

				
					“Your,

					“Fleur.”

				
			

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				Idyll on Grass

			
			When those two young For­sytes emerged from the chine lane, and set their faces east to­ward the sun, there was not a cloud in heav­en, and the Downs were dewy. They had come at a good bat up the slope and were a little out of breath; if they had any­thing to say they did not say it, but marched in the early awk­ward­ness of un­break­fas­ted morn­ing un­der the songs of the larks. The steal­ing out had been fun, but with the free­dom of the tops the sense of con­spir­acy ceased, and gave place to dumb­ness.

			“We’ve made one bloom­ing er­ror,” said Fleur, when they had gone half a mile. “I’m hungry.”

			Jon pro­duced a stick of chocol­ate. They shared it and their tongues were loosened. They dis­cussed the nature of their homes and pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ences, which had a kind of fas­cin­at­ing un­real­ity up on that lonely height. There re­mained but one thing sol­id in Jon’s past—his moth­er; but one thing sol­id in Fleur’s—her fath­er; and of these fig­ures, as though seen in the dis­tance with dis­ap­prov­ing faces, they spoke little.

			The Down dipped and rose again to­ward Chanc­ton­bury Ring; a sparkle of far sea came in­to view, a spar­row-hawk hovered in the sun’s eye so that the blood-nour­ished brown of his wings gleamed nearly red. Jon had a pas­sion for birds, and an aptitude for sit­ting very still to watch them; keen-sighted, and with a memory for what in­ter­ested him, on birds he was al­most worth listen­ing to. But in Chanc­ton­bury Ring there were none—its great beech temple was empty of life, and al­most chilly at this early hour; they came out will­ingly again in­to the sun on the far side. It was Fleur’s turn now. She spoke of dogs, and the way people treated them. It was wicked to keep them on chains! She would like to flog people who did that. Jon was as­ton­ished to find her so hu­man­it­ari­an. She knew a dog, it seemed, which some farm­er near her home kept chained up at the end of his chick­en run, in all weath­ers, till it had al­most lost its voice from bark­ing!

			“And the misery is,” she said vehe­mently, “that if the poor thing didn’t bark at every­one who passes it wouldn’t be kept there. I do think men are cun­ning brutes. I’ve let it go twice, on the sly; it’s nearly bit­ten me both times, and then it goes simply mad with joy; but it al­ways runs back home at last, and they chain it up again. If I had my way, I’d chain that man up.” Jon saw her teeth and her eyes gleam. “I’d brand him on his fore­head with the word ‘Brute.’ that would teach him!”

			Jon agreed that it would be a good rem­edy.

			“It’s their sense of prop­erty,” he said, “which makes people chain things. The last gen­er­a­tion thought of noth­ing but prop­erty; and that’s why there was the War.”

			“Oh!” said Fleur, “I nev­er thought of that. Your people and mine quar­relled about prop­erty. And any­way we’ve all got it—at least, I sup­pose your people have.”

			“Oh! yes, luck­ily; I don’t sup­pose I shall be any good at mak­ing money.”

			“If you were, I don’t be­lieve I should like you.”

			Jon slipped his hand trem­u­lously un­der her arm. Fleur looked straight be­fore her and chanted:

			
				
					“Jon, Jon, the farm­er’s son,
					

					Stole a pig, and away he run!”
				

			

			Jon’s arm crept round her waist.

			“This is rather sud­den,” said Fleur calmly; “do you of­ten do it?”

			Jon dropped his arm. But when she laughed his arm stole back again; and Fleur began to sing:

			
				
					“O who will oer the downs so free,
					

					O who will with me ride?
					

					O who will up and fol­low me—”
				

			

			“Sing, Jon!”

			Jon sang. The larks joined in, sheep-bells, and an early morn­ing church far away over in Steyn­ing. They went on from tune to tune, till Fleur said:

			“My God! I am hungry now!”

			“Oh! I am sorry!”

			She looked round in­to his face.

			“Jon, you’re rather a darling.”

			And she pressed his hand against her waist. Jon al­most reeled from hap­pi­ness. A yel­low-and-white dog cours­ing a hare startled them apart. They watched the two van­ish down the slope, till Fleur said with a sigh: “He’ll nev­er catch it, thank good­ness! What’s the time? Mine’s stopped. I nev­er wound it.”

			Jon looked at his watch. “By Jove!” he said, “mine’s stopped, too.”

			They walked on again, but only hand in hand.

			“If the grass is dry,” said Fleur, “let’s sit down for half a minute.”

			Jon took off his coat, and they shared it.

			“Smell! Ac­tu­ally wild thyme!”

			With his arm round her waist again, they sat some minutes in si­lence.

			“We are goats!” cried Fleur, jump­ing up; “we shall be most fear­fully late, and look so silly, and put them on their guard. Look here, Jon! We only came out to get an ap­pet­ite for break­fast, and lost our way. See?”

			“Yes,” said Jon.

			“It’s ser­i­ous; there’ll be a stop­per put on us. Are you a good li­ar?”

			“I be­lieve not very; but I can try.”

			Fleur frowned.

			“You know,” she said, “I real­ize that they don’t mean us to be friends.”

			“Why not?”

			“I told you why.”

			“But that’s silly.”

			“Yes; but you don’t know my fath­er!”

			“I sup­pose he’s fear­fully fond of you.”

			“You see, I’m an only child. And so are you—of your moth­er. Isn’t it a bore? There’s so much ex­pec­ted of one. By the time they’ve done ex­pect­ing, one’s as good as dead.”

			“Yes,” muttered Jon, “life’s beastly short. One wants to live forever, and know everything.”

			“And love every­body?”

			“No,” cried Jon; “I only want to love once—you.”

			“In­deed! You’re com­ing on! Oh! Look! There’s the chalk-pit; we can’t be very far now. Let’s run.”

			Jon fol­lowed, won­der­ing fear­fully if he had of­fen­ded her.

			The chalk-pit was full of sun­shine and the mur­mur­a­tion of bees. Fleur flung back her hair.

			“Well,” she said, “in case of ac­ci­dents, you may give me one kiss, Jon,” and she pushed her cheek for­ward. With ec­stasy he kissed that hot soft cheek.

			“Now, re­mem­ber! We lost our way; and leave it to me as much as you can. I’m go­ing to be rather beastly to you; it’s safer; try and be beastly to me!”

			Jon shook his head. “That’s im­possible.”

			“Just to please me; till five o’clock, at all events.”

			“Any­body will be able to see through it,” said Jon gloomily.

			“Well, do your best. Look! There they are! Wave your hat! Oh! you haven’t got one. Well, I’ll coo­ee! Get a little away from me, and look sulky.”

			Five minutes later, en­ter­ing the house and do­ing his ut­most to look sulky, Jon heard her clear voice in the din­ing-room:

			“Oh! I’m simply raven­ous! He’s go­ing to be a farm­er—and he loses his way! The boy’s an idi­ot!”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Goya

			
			Lunch was over and Soames moun­ted to the pic­ture-gal­lery in his house near Mapled­uram. He had what An­nette called “a grief.” Fleur was not yet home. She had been ex­pec­ted on Wed­nes­day; had wired that it would be Fri­day; and again on Fri­day that it would be Sunday af­ter­noon; and here were her aunt, and her cous­ins the Car­digans, and this fel­low Pro­fond, and everything flat as a pan­cake for the want of her. He stood be­fore his Gauguin—sorest point of his col­lec­tion. He had bought the ugly great thing with two early Ma­tisses be­fore the War, be­cause there was such a fuss about those Post-Im­pres­sion­ist chaps. He was won­der­ing wheth­er Pro­fond would take them off his hands—the fel­low seemed not to know what to do with his money—when he heard his sis­ter’s voice say: “I think that’s a hor­rid thing, Soames,” and saw that Wini­fred had fol­lowed him up.

			“Oh! you do?” he said dryly; “I gave five hun­dred for it.”

			“Fancy! Wo­men aren’t made like that even if they are black.”

			Soames uttered a glum laugh. “You didn’t come up to tell me that.”

			“No. Do you know that Joly­on’s boy is stay­ing with Val and his wife?”

			Soames spun round.

			“What?”

			“Yes,” drawled Wini­fred; “he’s gone to live with them there while he learns farm­ing.”

			Soames had turned away, but her voice pur­sued him as he walked up and down. “I warned Val that neither of them was to be spoken to about old mat­ters.”

			“Why didn’t you tell me be­fore?”

			Wini­fred shrugged her sub­stan­tial shoulders.

			“Fleur does what she likes. You’ve al­ways spoiled her. Be­sides, my dear boy, what’s the harm?”

			“The harm!” muttered Soames. “Why, she—” he checked him­self. The Juno, the handker­chief, Fleur’s eyes, her ques­tions, and now this delay in her re­turn—the symp­toms seemed to him so sin­is­ter that, faith­ful to his nature, he could not part with them.

			“I think you take too much care,” said Wini­fred. “If I were you, I should tell her of that old mat­ter. It’s no good think­ing that girls in these days are as they used to be. Where they pick up their know­ledge I can’t tell, but they seem to know everything.”

			Over Soames’ face, closely com­posed, passed a sort of spasm, and Wini­fred ad­ded hast­ily:

			“If you don’t like to speak of it, I could for you.”

			Soames shook his head. Un­less there was ab­so­lute ne­ces­sity the thought that his ad­ored daugh­ter should learn of that old scan­dal hurt his pride too much.

			“No,” he said, “not yet. Nev­er if I can help it.”

			“Non­sense, my dear. Think what people are!”

			“Twenty years is a long time,” muttered Soames. “Out­side our fam­ily, who’s likely to re­mem­ber?”

			Wini­fred was si­lenced. She in­clined more and more to that peace and quiet­ness of which Montague Dartie had de­prived her in her youth. And, since pic­tures al­ways de­pressed her, she soon went down again.

			Soames passed in­to the corner where, side by side, hung his real Goya and the copy of the fresco La Vendi­mia. His ac­quis­i­tion of the real Goya rather beau­ti­fully il­lus­trated the cob­web of ves­ted in­terests and pas­sions which mesh the bright-winged fly of hu­man life. The real Goya’s noble own­er’s an­cest­or had come in­to pos­ses­sion of it dur­ing some Span­ish war—it was in a word loot. The noble own­er had re­mained in ig­nor­ance of its value un­til in the nineties an en­ter­pris­ing crit­ic dis­covered that a Span­ish paint­er named Goya was a geni­us. It was only a fair Goya, but al­most unique in Eng­land, and the noble own­er be­came a marked man. Hav­ing many pos­ses­sions and that ar­is­to­crat­ic cul­ture which, in­de­pend­ent of mere sen­su­ous en­joy­ment, is foun­ded on the sounder prin­ciple that one must know everything and be fear­fully in­ter­ested in life, he had fully in­ten­ded to keep an art­icle which con­trib­uted to his repu­ta­tion while he was alive, and to leave it to the na­tion after he was dead. For­tu­nately for Soames, the House of Lords was vi­ol­ently at­tacked in 1909, and the noble own­er be­came alarmed and angry. “If,” he said to him­self, “they think they can have it both ways they are very much mis­taken. So long as they leave me in quiet en­joy­ment the na­tion can have some of my pic­tures at my death. But if the na­tion is go­ing to bait me, and rob me like this, I’m damned if I won’t sell the ——— lot. They can’t have my private prop­erty and my pub­lic spir­it—both.” He brooded in this fash­ion for sev­er­al months till one morn­ing, after read­ing the speech of a cer­tain states­man, he tele­graphed to his agent to come down and bring Bodkin. On go­ing over the col­lec­tion Bodkin, than whose opin­ion on mar­ket val­ues none was more sought, pro­nounced that with a free hand to sell to Amer­ica, Ger­many, and oth­er places where there was an in­terest in art, a lot more money could be made than by selling in Eng­land. The noble own­er’s pub­lic spir­it—he said—was well known but the pic­tures were unique. The noble own­er put this opin­ion in his pipe and smoked it for a year. At the end of that time he read an­oth­er speech by the same states­man, and tele­graphed to his agents: “Give Bodkin a free hand.” It was at this junc­ture that Bodkin con­ceived the idea which saved the Goya and two oth­er unique pic­tures for the nat­ive coun­try of the noble own­er. With one hand Bodkin proffered the pic­tures to the for­eign mar­ket, with the oth­er he formed a list of private Brit­ish col­lect­ors. Hav­ing ob­tained what he con­sidered the highest pos­sible bids from across the seas, he sub­mit­ted pic­tures and bids to the private Brit­ish col­lect­ors, and in­vited them, of their pub­lic spir­it, to out­bid. In three in­stances (in­clud­ing the Goya) out of twenty-one he was suc­cess­ful. And why? One of the private col­lect­ors made but­tons—he had made so many that he de­sired that his wife should be called Lady “But­tons.” He there­fore bought a unique pic­ture at great cost, and gave it to the na­tion. It was “part,” his friends said, “of his gen­er­al game.” The second of the private col­lect­ors was an Ameri­co­phobe, and bought an unique pic­ture to “spite the damned Yanks.” The third of the private col­lect­ors was Soames, who—more sober than either of the, oth­ers—bought after a vis­it to Mad­rid, be­cause he was cer­tain that Goya was still on the up grade. Goya was not boom­ing at the mo­ment, but he would come again; and, look­ing at that por­trait, Hog­ar­thi­an, Manet­esque in its dir­ect­ness, but with its own queer sharp beauty of paint, he was per­fectly sat­is­fied still that he had made no er­ror, heavy though the price had been—heav­iest he had ever paid. And next to it was hanging the copy of La Vendi­mia. There she was—the little wretch—look­ing back at him in her dreamy mood, the mood he loved best be­cause he felt so much safer when she looked like that.

			He was still gaz­ing when the scent of a ci­gar im­pinged on his nos­trils, and a voice said:

			“Well, Mr. For­syde, what you goin’ to do with this small lot?”

			That Bel­gian chap, whose moth­er—as if Flem­ish blood were not enough—had been Ar­meni­an! Sub­du­ing a nat­ur­al ir­rit­a­tion, he said:

			“Are you a judge of pic­tures?”

			“Well, I’ve got a few my­self.”

			“Any Post-Im­pres­sion­ists?”

			“Ye-es, I rather like them.”

			“What do you think of this?” said Soames, point­ing to the Gauguin.

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond pro­truded his lower lip and short poin­ted beard.

			“Rather fine, I think,” he said; “do you want to sell it?”

			Soames checked his in­stinct­ive “Not par­tic­u­larly”—he would not chaf­fer with this ali­en.

			“Yes,” he said.

			“What do you want for it?”

			“What I gave.”

			“All right,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond. “I’ll be glad to take that small pic­ture. Post-Im­pres­sion­ists—they’re aw­ful dead, but they’re amus­in’. I don’ care for pic­tures much, but I’ve got some, just a small lot.”

			“What do you care for?”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond shrugged his shoulders.

			“Life’s aw­ful like a lot of mon­keys scram­blin’ for empty nuts.”

			“You’re young,” said Soames. If the fel­low must make a gen­er­al­iz­a­tion, he needn’t sug­gest that the forms of prop­erty lacked solid­ity!

			“I don’ worry,” replied Mon­sieur Pro­fond smil­ing; “we’re born, and we die. Half the world’s starvin’. I feed a small lot of ba­bies out in my moth­er’s coun­try; but what’s the use? Might as well throw my money in the river.”

			Soames looked at him, and turned back to­ward his Goya. He didn’t know what the fel­low wanted.

			“What shall I make my cheque for?” pur­sued Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			“Five hun­dred,” said Soames shortly; “but I don’t want you to take it if you don’t care for it more than that.”

			“That’s all right,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond; “I’ll be ’appy to ’ave that pic­ture.”

			He wrote a cheque with a foun­tain-pen heav­ily chased with gold. Soames watched the pro­cess un­eas­ily. How on earth had the fel­low known that he wanted to sell that pic­ture? Mon­sieur Pro­fond held out the cheque.

			“The Eng­lish are aw­ful funny about pic­tures,” he said. “So are the French, so are my people. They’re all aw­ful funny.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you,” said Soames stiffly.

			“It’s like hats,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond en­ig­mat­ic­ally, “small or large, turn­in’ up or down—just the fash­ion. Aw­ful funny.” And, smil­ing, he drif­ted out of the gal­lery again, blue and sol­id like the smoke of his ex­cel­lent ci­gar.

			Soames had taken the cheque, feel­ing as if the in­trins­ic value of own­er­ship had been called in ques­tion. “He’s a cos­mo­pol­it­an,” he thought, watch­ing Pro­fond emerge from un­der the ver­andah with An­nette, and saunter down the lawn to­ward the river. What his wife saw in the fel­low he didn’t know, un­less it was that he could speak her lan­guage; and there passed in Soames what Mon­sieur Pro­fond would have called a “small doubt” wheth­er An­nette was not too hand­some to be walk­ing with any­one so “cos­mo­pol­it­an.” Even at that dis­tance he could see the blue fumes from Pro­fond’s ci­gar wreath out in the quiet sun­light; and his grey buck­skin shoes, and his grey hat—the fel­low was a dandy! And he could see the quick turn of his wife’s head, so very straight on her de­sir­able neck and shoulders. That turn of her neck al­ways seemed to him a little too showy, and in the “Queen of all I sur­vey” man­ner—not quite dis­tin­guished. He watched them walk along the path at the bot­tom of the garden. A young man in flan­nels joined them down there—a Sunday caller no doubt, from up the river. He went back to his Goya. He was still star­ing at that rep­lica of Fleur, and wor­ry­ing over Wini­fred’s news, when his wife’s voice said:

			“Mr. Mi­chael Mont, Soames. You in­vited him to see your pic­tures.”

			There was the cheer­ful young man of the Gal­lery off Cork Street!

			“Turned up, you see, sir; I live only four miles from Pang­bourne. Jolly day, isn’t it?”

			Con­fron­ted with the res­ults of his ex­pans­ive­ness, Soames scru­tin­ized his vis­it­or. The young man’s mouth was ex­cess­ively large and curly—he seemed al­ways grin­ning. Why didn’t he grow the rest of those idi­ot­ic little mous­taches, which made him look like a mu­sic-hall buf­foon? What on earth were young men about, de­lib­er­ately lower­ing their class with these tooth­brushes, or little slug whiskers? Ugh! Af­fected young idi­ots! In oth­er re­spects he was present­able, and his flan­nels very clean.

			“Happy to see you!” he said.

			The young man, who had been turn­ing his head from side to side, be­came trans­fixed. “I say!” he said, “some pic­ture!”

			Soames saw, with mixed sen­sa­tions, that he had ad­dressed the re­mark to the Goya copy.

			“Yes,” he said dryly, “that’s not a Goya. It’s a copy. I had it painted be­cause it re­minded me of my daugh­ter.”

			“By Jove! I thought I knew the face, sir. Is she here?”

			The frank­ness of his in­terest al­most dis­armed Soames.

			“She’ll be in after tea,” he said. “Shall we go round the pic­tures?”

			And Soames began that round which nev­er tired him. He had not an­ti­cip­ated much in­tel­li­gence from one who had mis­taken a copy for an ori­gin­al, but as they passed from sec­tion to sec­tion, peri­od to peri­od, he was startled by the young man’s frank and rel­ev­ant re­marks. Nat­ively shrewd him­self, and even sen­su­ous be­neath his mask, Soames had not spent thirty-eight years over his one hobby without know­ing some­thing more about pic­tures than their mar­ket val­ues. He was, as it were, the miss­ing link between the artist and the com­mer­cial pub­lic. Art for art’s sake and all that, of course, was cant. But aes­thet­ics and good taste were ne­ces­sary. The ap­pre­ci­ation of enough per­sons of good taste was what gave a work of art its per­man­ent mar­ket value, or in oth­er words made it “a work of art.” There was no real cleav­age. And he was suf­fi­ciently ac­cus­tomed to sheep-like and un­see­ing vis­it­ors, to be in­trigued by one who did not hes­it­ate to say of Mauve: “Good old hay­stacks!” or of James Mar­is: “Didn’t he just paint and pa­per ’em! Math­ew was the real swell, sir; you could dig in­to his sur­faces!” It was after the young man had whistled be­fore a Whist­ler, with the words, “D’you think he ever really saw a na­ked wo­man, sir?” that Soames re­marked:

			“What are you, Mr. Mont, if I may ask?”

			“I, sir? I was go­ing to be a paint­er, but the War knocked that. Then in the trenches, you know, I used to dream of the Stock Ex­change, snug and warm and just noisy enough. But the Peace knocked that, shares seem off, don’t they? I’ve only been de­mobbed about a year. What do you re­com­mend, sir?”

			“Have you got money?”

			“Well,” answered the young man, “I’ve got a fath­er; I kept him alive dur­ing the War, so he’s bound to keep me alive now. Though, of course, there’s the ques­tion wheth­er he ought to be al­lowed to hang on to his prop­erty. What do you think about that, sir?”

			Soames, pale and de­fens­ive, smiled.

			“The old man has fits when I tell him he may have to work yet. He’s got land, you know; it’s a fatal dis­ease.”

			“This is my real Goya,” said Soames dryly.

			“By George! He was a swell. I saw a Goya in Mu­nich once that bowled me middle stump. A most evil-look­ing old wo­man in the most gor­geous lace. He made no com­prom­ise with the pub­lic taste. That old boy was ‘some’ ex­plos­ive; he must have smashed up a lot of con­ven­tion in his day. Couldn’t he just paint! He makes Velasquez stiff, don’t you think?”

			“I have no Velasquez,” said Soames.

			The young man stared. “No,” he said; “only na­tions or prof­it­eers can af­ford him, I sup­pose. I say, why shouldn’t all the bank­rupt na­tions sell their Velasquez and Titians and oth­er swells to the prof­it­eers by force, and then pass a law that any­one who holds a pic­ture by an Old Mas­ter—see sched­ule—must hang it in a pub­lic gal­lery? There seems some­thing in that.”

			“Shall we go down to tea?” said Soames.

			The young man’s ears seemed to droop on his skull. “He’s not dense,” thought Soames, fol­low­ing him off the premises.

			Goya, with his satir­ic and sur­pass­ing pre­ci­sion, his ori­gin­al “line,” and the dar­ing of his light and shade, could have re­pro­duced to ad­mir­a­tion the group as­sembled round An­nette’s tea-tray in the inglen­ook be­low. He alone, per­haps, of paint­ers would have done justice to the sun­light fil­ter­ing through a screen of creep­er, to the lovely pal­lor of brass, the old cut glasses, the thin slices of lem­on in pale am­ber tea; justice to An­nette in her black lacey dress; there was some­thing of the fair Span­iard in her beauty, though it lacked the spir­itu­al­ity of that rare type; to Wini­fred’s grey-haired, cor­seted solid­ity; to Soames, of a cer­tain grey and flat-cheeked dis­tinc­tion; to the vi­va­cious Mi­chael Mont, poin­ted in ear and eye; to Imo­gen, dark, lus­cious of glance, grow­ing a little stout; to Prosper Pro­fond, with his ex­pres­sion as who should say, “Well, Mr. Goya, what’s the use of paintin’ this small party?” fi­nally, to Jack Car­digan, with his shin­ing stare and tanned san­guin­ity be­tray­ing the mov­ing prin­ciple: “I’m Eng­lish, and I live to be fit.”

			Curi­ous, by the way, that Imo­gen, who as a girl had de­clared sol­emnly one day at Timothy’s that she would nev­er marry a good man—they were so dull—should have mar­ried Jack Car­digan, in whom health had so des­troyed all traces of ori­gin­al sin, that she might have re­tired to rest with ten thou­sand oth­er Eng­lish­men without know­ing the dif­fer­ence from the one she had chosen to re­pose be­side. “Oh!” she would say of him, in her “amus­ing” way, “Jack keeps him­self so fear­fully fit; he’s nev­er had a day’s ill­ness in his life. He went right through the War without a fin­ger-ache. You really can’t ima­gine how fit he is!” In­deed, he was so “fit” that he couldn’t see when she was flirt­ing, which was such a com­fort in a way. All the same she was quite fond of him, so far as one could be of a sports-ma­chine, and of the two little Car­digans made after his pat­tern. Her eyes just then were com­par­ing him ma­li­ciously with Prosper Pro­fond. There was no “small” sport or game which Mon­sieur Pro­fond had not played at too, it seemed, from skittles to tar­pon-fish­ing, and worn out every one. Imo­gen would some­times wish that they had worn out Jack, who con­tin­ued to play at them and talk of them with the simple zeal of a school­girl learn­ing hockey; at the age of Great-uncle Timothy she well knew that Jack would be play­ing car­pet golf in her bed­room, and “wip­ing some­body’s eye.”

			He was telling them now how he had “pipped the pro—a charmin’ fel­low, play­in’ a very good game,” at the last hole this morn­ing; and how he had pulled down to Caver­sham since lunch, and try­ing to in­cite Prosper Pro­fond to play him a set of ten­nis after tea—do him good—“keep him fit.”

			“But what’s the use of keep­in’ fit?” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			“Yes, sir,” mur­mured Mi­chael Mont, “what do you keep fit for?”

			“Jack,” cried Imo­gen, en­chanted, “what do you keep fit for?”

			Jack Car­digan stared with all his health. The ques­tions were like the buzz of a mos­quito, and he put up his hand to wipe them away. Dur­ing the War, of course, he had kept fit to kill Ger­mans; now that it was over he either did not know, or shrank in del­ic­acy from ex­plan­a­tion of his mov­ing prin­ciple.

			“But he’s right,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond un­ex­pec­tedly, “there’s noth­in’ left but keep­in’ fit.”

			The say­ing, too deep for Sunday af­ter­noon, would have passed un­answered, but for the mer­cur­i­al nature of young Mont.

			“Good!” he cried. “That’s the great dis­cov­ery of the War. We all thought we were pro­gress­ing—now we know we’re only chan­ging.”

			“For the worse,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond gen­i­ally.

			“How you are cheer­ful, Prosper!” mur­mured An­nette.

			“You come and play ten­nis!” said Jack Car­digan; “you’ve got the hump. We’ll soon take that down. D’you play, Mr. Mont?”

			“I hit the ball about, sir.”

			At this junc­ture Soames rose, ruffled in that deep in­stinct of pre­par­a­tion for the fu­ture which guided his ex­ist­ence.

			“When Fleur comes—” he heard Jack Car­digan say.

			Ah! and why didn’t she come? He passed through draw­ing-room, hall, and porch out on to the drive, and stood there listen­ing for the car. All was still and Sunday­fied; the lilacs in full flower scen­ted the air. There were white clouds, like the feath­ers of ducks gil­ded by the sun­light. Memory of the day when Fleur was born, and he had waited in such agony with her life and her moth­er’s bal­anced in his hands, came to him sharply. He had saved her then, to be the flower of his life. And now! was she go­ing to give him trouble—pain—give him trouble? He did not like the look of things! A black­bird broke in on his rev­er­ie with an even­ing song—a great big fel­low up in that aca­cia-tree. Soames had taken quite an in­terest in his birds of late years; he and Fleur would walk round and watch them; her eyes were sharp as needles, and she knew every nest. He saw her dog, a re­triev­er, ly­ing on the drive in a patch of sun­light, and called to him. “Hallo, old fel­low-wait­ing for her too!” The dog came slowly with a grudging tail, and Soames mech­an­ic­ally laid a pat on his head. The dog, the bird, the lilac, all were part of Fleur for him; no more, no less. “Too fond of her!” he thought, “too fond!” He was like a man un­in­sured, with his ships at sea. Un­in­sured again—as in that oth­er time, so long ago, when he would wander dumb and jeal­ous in the wil­der­ness of Lon­don, long­ing for that wo­man—his first wife—the moth­er of this in­fernal boy. Ah! There was the car at last! It drew up, it had lug­gage, but no Fleur.

			“Miss Fleur is walk­ing up, sir, by the tow­ing-path.”

			Walk­ing all those miles? Soames stared. The man’s face had the be­gin­ning of a smile on it. What was he grin­ning at? And very quickly he turned, say­ing, “All right, Sims!” and went in­to the house. He moun­ted to the pic­ture-gal­lery once more. He had from there a view of the river bank, and stood with his eyes fixed on it, ob­li­vi­ous of the fact that it would be an hour at least be­fore her fig­ure showed there. Walk­ing up! And that fel­low’s grin! The boy—! He turned ab­ruptly from the win­dow. He couldn’t spy on her. If she wanted to keep things from him—she must; he could not spy on her. His heart felt empty, and bit­ter­ness moun­ted from it in­to his very mouth. The stac­cato shouts of Jack Car­digan pur­su­ing the ball, the laugh of young Mont rose in the still­ness and came in. He hoped they were mak­ing that chap Pro­fond run. And the girl in La Vendi­mia stood with her arm akimbo and her dreamy eyes look­ing past him. “I’ve done all I could for you,” he thought, “since you were no high­er than my knee. You aren’t go­ing to—to—hurt me, are you?”

			But the Goya copy answered not, bril­liant in col­our just be­gin­ning to tone down. “There’s no real life in it,” thought Soames. “Why doesn’t she come?”
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			Among those four For­sytes of the third, and, as one might say, fourth gen­er­a­tion, at Wans­don un­der the Downs, a week­end pro­longed un­to the ninth day had stretched the cross­ing threads of tenacity al­most to snap­ping-point. Nev­er had Fleur been so “fine,” Holly so watch­ful, Val so stable-se­cret­ive, Jon so si­lent and dis­turbed. What he learned of farm­ing in that week might have been bal­anced on the point of a pen­knife and puffed off. He, whose nature was es­sen­tially averse from in­trigue, and whose ad­or­a­tion of Fleur dis­posed him to think that any need for con­ceal­ing it was “skittles,” chafed and fret­ted, yet obeyed, tak­ing what re­lief he could in the few mo­ments when they were alone. On Thursday, while they were stand­ing in the bay win­dow of the draw­ing-room, dressed for din­ner, she said to him:

			“Jon, I’m go­ing home on Sunday by the 3:40 from Pad­ding­ton; if you were to go home on Sat­urday you could come up on Sunday and take me down, and just get back here by the last train, after. You were go­ing home any­way, wer­en’t you?”

			Jon nod­ded.

			“Any­thing to be with you,” he said; “only why need I pre­tend—”

			Fleur slipped her little fin­ger in­to his palm:

			“You have no in­stinct, Jon; you must leave things to me. It’s ser­i­ous about our people. We’ve simply got to be secret at present, if we want to be to­geth­er.” The door was opened, and she ad­ded loudly: “You are a duffer, Jon.”

			Some­thing turned over with­in Jon; he could not bear this sub­ter­fuge about a feel­ing so nat­ur­al, so over­whelm­ing, and so sweet.

			On Fri­day night about el­ev­en he had packed his bag, and was lean­ing out of his win­dow, half miser­able, and half lost in a dream of Pad­ding­ton sta­tion, when he heard a tiny sound, as of a fin­ger­nail tap­ping on his door. He rushed to it and listened. Again the sound. It was a nail. He opened. Oh! What a lovely thing came in!

			“I wanted to show you my fancy dress,” it said, and struck an at­ti­tude at the foot of his bed.

			Jon drew a long breath and leaned against the door. The ap­par­i­tion wore white muslin on its head, a fichu round its bare neck over a wine-col­oured dress, fulled out be­low its slender waist.

			It held one arm akimbo, and the oth­er raised, right-angled, hold­ing a fan which touched its head.

			“This ought to be a bas­ket of grapes,” it whispered, “but I haven’t got it here. It’s my Goya dress. And this is the at­ti­tude in the pic­ture. Do you like it?”

			“It’s a dream.”

			The ap­par­i­tion pi­rou­et­ted. “Touch it, and see.”

			Jon knelt down and took the skirt rev­er­ently.

			“Grape col­our,” came the whis­per, “all grapes—La Vendi­mia—the vin­tage.”

			Jon’s fin­gers scarcely touched each side of the waist; he looked up, with ad­or­ing eyes.

			“Oh! Jon,” it whispered; bent, kissed his fore­head, pi­rou­et­ted again, and, glid­ing out, was gone.

			Jon stayed on his knees, and his head fell for­ward against the bed. How long he stayed like that he did not know. The little noises—of the tap­ping nail, the feet, the skirts rust­ling—as in a dream—went on about him; and be­fore his closed eyes the fig­ure stood and smiled and whispered, a faint per­fume of nar­cissus linger­ing in the air. And his fore­head where it had been kissed had a little cool place between the brows, like the im­print of a flower. Love filled his soul, that love of boy for girl which knows so little, hopes so much, would not brush the down off for the world, and must be­come in time a fra­grant memory—a sear­ing pas­sion—a hum­drum mate­ship—or, once in many times, vin­tage full and sweet with sun­set col­our on the grapes.

			Enough has been said about Jon For­syte here and in an­oth­er place to show what long marches lay between him and his great-great-grand­fath­er, the first Joly­on, in Dor­set down by the sea. Jon was sens­it­ive as a girl, more sens­it­ive than nine out of ten girls of the day; ima­gin­at­ive as one of his half-sis­ter June’s “lame duck” paint­ers; af­fec­tion­ate as a son of his fath­er and his moth­er nat­ur­ally would be. And yet, in his in­ner tis­sue, there was some­thing of the old founder of his fam­ily, a secret tenacity of soul, a dread of show­ing his feel­ings, a de­term­in­a­tion not to know when he was beaten. Sens­it­ive, ima­gin­at­ive, af­fec­tion­ate boys get a bad time at school, but Jon had in­stinct­ively kept his nature dark, and been but nor­mally un­happy there. Only with his moth­er had he, up till then, been ab­so­lutely frank and nat­ur­al; and when he went home to Robin Hill that Sat­urday his heart was heavy be­cause Fleur had said that he must not be frank and nat­ur­al with her from whom he had nev­er yet kept any­thing, must not even tell her that they had met again, un­less he found that she knew already. So in­tol­er­able did this seem to him that he was very near to tele­graph­ing an ex­cuse and stay­ing up in Lon­don. And the first thing his moth­er said to him was:

			“So you’ve had our little friend of the con­fec­tion­er’s there, Jon. What is she like on second thoughts?”

			With re­lief, and a high col­our, Jon answered:

			“Oh! aw­fully jolly, Mum.”

			Her arm pressed his.

			Jon had nev­er loved her so much as in that minute which seemed to falsi­fy Fleur’s fears and to re­lease his soul. He turned to look at her, but some­thing in her smil­ing face—some­thing which only he per­haps would have caught—stopped the words bub­bling up in him. Could fear go with a smile? If so, there was fear in her face. And out of Jon tumbled quite oth­er words, about farm­ing, Holly, and the Downs. Talk­ing fast, he waited for her to come back to Fleur. But she did not. Nor did his fath­er men­tion her, though of course he, too, must know. What depriva­tion, and killing of real­ity was in his si­lence about Fleur—when he was so full of her; when his moth­er was so full of Jon, and his fath­er so full of his moth­er! And so the trio spent the even­ing of that Sat­urday.

			After din­ner his moth­er played; she seemed to play all the things he liked best, and he sat with one knee clasped, and his hair stand­ing up where his fin­gers had run through it. He gazed at his moth­er while she played, but he saw Fleur—Fleur in the moon­lit orch­ard, Fleur in the sun­lit gravel-pit, Fleur in that fancy dress, sway­ing, whis­per­ing, stoop­ing, kiss­ing his fore­head. Once, while he listened, he for­got him­self and glanced at his fath­er in that oth­er easy chair. What was Dad look­ing like that for? The ex­pres­sion on his face was so sad and puzz­ling. It filled him with a sort of re­morse, so that he got up and went and sat on the arm of his fath­er’s chair. From there he could not see his face; and again he saw Fleur—in his moth­er’s hands, slim and white on the keys, in the pro­file of her face and her powdery hair; and down the long room in the open win­dow where the May night walked out­side.

			When he went up to bed his moth­er came in­to his room. She stood at the win­dow, and said:

			“Those cypresses your grand­fath­er planted down there have done won­der­fully. I al­ways think they look beau­ti­ful un­der a drop­ping moon. I wish you had known your grand­fath­er, Jon.”

			“Were you mar­ried to fath­er when he was alive?” asked Jon sud­denly.

			“No, dear; he died in ’92—very old—eighty-five, I think.”

			“Is Fath­er like him?”

			“A little, but more subtle, and not quite so sol­id.”

			“I know, from grand­fath­er’s por­trait; who painted that?”

			“One of June’s lame ducks. But it’s quite good.”

			Jon slipped his hand through his moth­er’s arm. “Tell me about the fam­ily quar­rel, Mum.”

			He felt her arm quiv­er­ing. “No, dear; that’s for your Fath­er some day, if he thinks fit.”

			“Then it was ser­i­ous,” said Jon, with a catch in his breath.

			“Yes.” And there was a si­lence, dur­ing which neither knew wheth­er the arm or the hand with­in it were quiv­er­ing most.

			“Some people,” said Irene softly, “think the moon on her back is evil; to me she’s al­ways lovely. Look at those cypress shad­ows! Jon, Fath­er says we may go to Italy, you and I, for two months. Would you like?”

			Jon took his hand from un­der her arm; his sen­sa­tion was so sharp and so con­fused. Italy with his moth­er! A fort­night ago it would have been per­fec­tion; now it filled him with dis­may; he felt that the sud­den sug­ges­tion had to do with Fleur. He stammered out:

			“Oh! yes; only—I don’t know. Ought I—now I’ve just be­gun? I’d like to think it over.”

			Her voice answered, cool and gentle:

			“Yes, dear; think it over. But bet­ter now than when you’ve be­gun farm­ing ser­i­ously. Italy with you! It would be nice!”

			Jon put his arm round her waist, still slim and firm as a girl’s.

			“Do you think you ought to leave Fath­er?” he said feebly, feel­ing very mean.

			“Fath­er sug­ges­ted it; he thinks you ought to see Italy at least be­fore you settle down to any­thing.”

			The sense of mean­ness died in Jon; he knew, yes—he knew—that his fath­er and his moth­er were not speak­ing frankly, no more than he him­self. They wanted to keep him from Fleur. His heart hardened. And, as if she felt that pro­cess go­ing on, his moth­er said:

			“Good night, darling. Have a good sleep and think it over. But it would be lovely!”

			She pressed him to her so quickly that he did not see her face. Jon stood feel­ing ex­actly as he used to when he was a naughty little boy; sore be­cause he was not lov­ing, and be­cause he was jus­ti­fied in his own eyes.

			But Irene, after she had stood a mo­ment in her own room, passed through the dress­ing-room between it and her hus­band’s.

			“Well?”

			“He will think it over, Joly­on.”

			Watch­ing her lips that wore a little drawn smile, Joly­on said quietly:

			“You had bet­ter let me tell him, and have done with it. After all, Jon has the in­stincts of a gen­tle­man. He has only to un­der­stand—”

			“Only! He can’t un­der­stand; that’s im­possible.”

			“I be­lieve I could have at his age.”

			Irene caught his hand. “You were al­ways more of a real­ist than Jon; and nev­er so in­no­cent.”

			“That’s true,” said Joly­on. “It’s queer, isn’t it? You and I would tell our stor­ies to the world without a particle of shame; but our own boy stumps us.”

			“We’ve nev­er cared wheth­er the world ap­proves or not.”

			“Jon would not dis­ap­prove of us!”

			“Oh! Joly­on, yes. He’s in love, I feel he’s in love. And he’d say: ‘My moth­er once mar­ried without love! How could she have!’ It’ll seem to him a crime! And so it was!”

			Joly­on took her hand, and said with a wry smile:

			“Ah! why on earth are we born young? Now, if only we were born old and grew young­er year by year, we should un­der­stand how things hap­pen, and drop all our cursed in­tol­er­ance. But you know if the boy is really in love, he won’t for­get, even if he goes to Italy. We’re a ten­a­cious breed; and he’ll know by in­stinct why he’s be­ing sent. Noth­ing will really cure him but the shock of be­ing told.”

			“Let me try, any­way.”

			Joly­on stood a mo­ment without speak­ing. Between this dev­il and this deep sea—the pain of a dreaded dis­clos­ure and the grief of los­ing his wife for two months—he secretly hoped for the dev­il; yet if she wished for the deep sea he must put up with it. After all, it would be train­ing for that de­par­ture from which there would be no re­turn. And, tak­ing her in his arms, he kissed her eyes, and said:

			“As you will, my love.”

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Duet

			
			That “small” emo­tion, love, grows amaz­ingly when threatened with ex­tinc­tion. Jon reached Pad­ding­ton sta­tion half an hour be­fore his time and a full week after, as it seemed to him. He stood at the ap­poin­ted book­stall, amid a crowd of Sunday trav­el­lers, in a Har­ris tweed suit ex­hal­ing, as it were, the emo­tion of his thump­ing heart. He read the names of the nov­els on the book­stall, and bought one at last, to avoid be­ing re­garded with sus­pi­cion by the book­stall clerk. It was called The Heart of the Trail! which must mean some­thing, though it did not seem to. He also bought The Lady’s Mir­ror and The Lands­man. Every minute was an hour long, and full of hor­rid ima­gin­ings. After nine­teen had passed, he saw her with a bag and a port­er wheel­ing her lug­gage. She came swiftly; she came cool. She greeted him as if he were a broth­er.

			“First class,” she said to the port­er, “corner seats; op­pos­ite.”

			Jon ad­mired her fright­ful self-pos­ses­sion.

			“Can’t we get a car­riage to ourselves,” he whispered.

			“No good; it’s a stop­ping train. After Maid­en­head per­haps. Look nat­ur­al, Jon.”

			Jon screwed his fea­tures in­to a scowl. They got in—with two oth­er beasts!—oh! heav­en! He tipped the port­er un­nat­ur­ally, in his con­fu­sion. The brute de­served noth­ing for put­ting them in there, and look­ing as if he knew all about it in­to the bar­gain.

			Fleur hid her­self be­hind The Lady’s Mir­ror. Jon im­it­ated her be­hind The Lands­man. The train star­ted. Fleur let The Lady’s Mir­ror fall and leaned for­ward.

			“Well?” she said.

			“It’s seemed about fif­teen days.”

			She nod­ded, and Jon’s face lighted up at once.

			“Look nat­ur­al,” mur­mured Fleur, and went off in­to a bubble of laughter. It hurt him. How could he look nat­ur­al with Italy hanging over him? He had meant to break it to her gently, but now he blur­ted it out.

			“They want me to go to Italy with Moth­er for two months.”

			Fleur drooped her eye­lids; turned a little pale, and bit her lips. “Oh!” she said. It was all, but it was much.

			That “Oh!” was like the quick draw­back of the wrist in fen­cing ready for ri­poste. It came.

			“You must go!”

			“Go?” said Jon in a strangled voice.

			“Of course.”

			“But—two months—it’s ghastly.”

			“No,” said Fleur, “six weeks. You’ll have for­got­ten me by then. We’ll meet in the Na­tion­al Gal­lery the day after you get back.”

			Jon laughed.

			“But sup­pose you’ve for­got­ten me,” he muttered in­to the noise of the train.

			Fleur shook her head.

			“Some oth­er beast—” mur­mured Jon.

			Her foot touched his.

			“No oth­er beast,” she said, lift­ing The Lady’s Mir­ror.

			The train stopped; two pas­sen­gers got out, and one got in.

			“I shall die,” thought Jon, “if we’re not alone at all.”

			The train went on; and again Fleur leaned for­ward.

			“I nev­er let go,” she said; “do you?”

			Jon shook his head vehe­mently.

			“Nev­er!” he said. “Will you write to me?”

			“No; but you can—to my Club.”

			She had a Club; she was won­der­ful!

			“Did you pump Holly?” he muttered.

			“Yes, but I got noth­ing. I didn’t dare pump hard.”

			“What can it be?” cried Jon.

			“I shall find out all right.”

			A long si­lence fol­lowed till Fleur said: “This is Maid­en­head; stand by, Jon!”

			The train stopped. The re­main­ing pas­sen­ger got out. Fleur drew down her blind.

			“Quick!” she cried. “Hang out! Look as much of a beast as you can.”

			Jon blew his nose, and scowled; nev­er in all his life had he scowled like that! An old lady re­coiled, a young one tried the handle. It turned, but the door would not open. The train moved, the young lady dar­ted to an­oth­er car­riage.

			“What luck!” cried Jon. “It jammed.”

			“Yes,” said Fleur; “I was hold­ing it.”

			The train moved out, and Jon fell on his knees.

			“Look out for the cor­ridor,” she whispered; “and—quick!”

			Her lips met his. And though their kiss only las­ted per­haps ten seconds, Jon’s soul left his body and went so far bey­ond, that, when he was again sit­ting op­pos­ite that de­mure fig­ure, he was pale as death. He heard her sigh, and the sound seemed to him the most pre­cious he had ever heard—an ex­quis­ite de­clar­a­tion that he meant some­thing to her.

			“Six weeks isn’t really long,” she said; “and you can eas­ily make it six if you keep your head out there, and nev­er seem to think of me.”

			Jon gasped.

			“This is just what’s really wanted, Jon, to con­vince them, don’t you see? If we’re just as bad when you come back they’ll stop be­ing ri­dicu­lous about it. Only, I’m sorry it’s not Spain; there’s a girl in a Goya pic­ture at Mad­rid who’s like me, Fath­er says. Only she isn’t—we’ve got a copy of her.”

			It was to Jon like a ray of sun­shine pier­cing through a fog. “I’ll make it Spain,” he said, “Moth­er won’t mind; she’s nev­er been there. And my Fath­er thinks a lot of Goya.”

			“Oh! yes, he’s a paint­er—isn’t he?”

			“Only wa­ter­col­our,” said Jon, with hon­esty.

			“When we come to Read­ing, Jon, get out first and go down to Caver­sham lock and wait for me. I’ll send the car home and we’ll walk by the tow­ing-path.”

			Jon seized her hand in grat­it­ude, and they sat si­lent, with the world well lost, and one eye on the cor­ridor. But the train seemed to run twice as fast now, and its sound was al­most lost in that of Jon’s sigh­ing.

			“We’re get­ting near,” said Fleur; “the tow­ing-path’s aw­fully ex­posed. One more! Oh! Jon, don’t for­get me.”

			Jon answered with his kiss. And very soon, a flushed, dis­trac­ted-look­ing youth could have been seen—as they say—leap­ing from the train and hur­ry­ing along the plat­form, search­ing his pock­ets for his tick­et.

			When at last she re­joined him on the tow­ing-path a little bey­ond Caver­sham lock he had made an ef­fort, and re­gained some meas­ure of equan­im­ity. If they had to part, he would not make a scene! A breeze by the bright river threw the white side of the wil­low leaves up in­to the sun­light, and fol­lowed those two with its faint rustle.

			“I told our chauf­feur that I was train-giddy,” said Fleur. “Did you look pretty nat­ur­al as you went out?”

			“I don’t know. What is nat­ur­al?”

			“It’s nat­ur­al to you to look ser­i­ously happy. When I first saw you I thought you wer­en’t a bit like oth­er people.”

			“Ex­actly what I thought when I saw you. I knew at once I should nev­er love any­body else.”

			Fleur laughed.

			“We’re ab­surdly young. And love’s young dream is out of date, Jon. Be­sides, it’s aw­fully waste­ful. Think of all the fun you might have. You haven’t be­gun, even; it’s a shame, really. And there’s me. I won­der!”

			Con­fu­sion came on Jon’s spir­it. How could she say such things just as they were go­ing to part?

			“If you feel like that,” he said, “I can’t go. I shall tell Moth­er that I ought to try and work. There’s al­ways the con­di­tion of the world!”

			“The con­di­tion of the world!”

			Jon thrust his hands deep in­to his pock­ets.

			“But there is,” he said; “think of the people starving!”

			Fleur shook her head. “No, no, I nev­er, nev­er will make my­self miser­able for noth­ing.”

			“Noth­ing! But there’s an aw­ful state of things, and of course one ought to help.”

			“Oh! yes, I know all that. But you can’t help people, Jon; they’re hope­less. When you pull them out they only get in­to an­oth­er hole. Look at them, still fight­ing and plot­ting and strug­gling, though they’re dy­ing in heaps all the time. Idi­ots!”

			“Aren’t you sorry for them?”

			“Oh! sorry—yes, but I’m not go­ing to make my­self un­happy about it; that’s no good.”

			And they were si­lent, dis­turbed by this first glimpse of each oth­er’s natures.

			“I think people are brutes and idi­ots,” said Fleur stub­bornly.

			“I think they’re poor wretches,” said Jon. It was as if they had quar­relled—and at this su­preme and aw­ful mo­ment, with part­ing vis­ible out there in that last gap of the wil­lows!

			“Well, go and help your poor wretches, and don’t think of me.”

			Jon stood still. Sweat broke out on his fore­head, and his limbs trembled. Fleur too had stopped, and was frown­ing at the river.

			“I must be­lieve in things,” said Jon with a sort of agony; “we’re all meant to en­joy life.”

			Fleur laughed. “Yes; and that’s what you won’t do, if you don’t take care. But per­haps your idea of en­joy­ment is to make your­self wretched. There are lots of people like that, of course.”

			She was pale, her eyes had darkened, her lips had thinned. Was it Fleur thus star­ing at the wa­ter? Jon had an un­real feel­ing as if he were passing through the scene in a book where the lov­er has to choose between love and duty. But just then she looked round at him. Nev­er was any­thing so in­tox­ic­at­ing as that vi­va­cious look. It ac­ted on him ex­actly as the tug of a chain acts on a dog—brought him up to her with his tail wag­ging and his tongue out.

			“Don’t let’s be silly,” she said, “time’s too short. Look, Jon, you can just see where I’ve got to cross the river. There, round the bend, where the woods be­gin.”

			Jon saw a gable, a chim­ney or two, a patch of wall through the trees—and felt his heart sink.

			“I mustn’t dawdle any more. It’s no good go­ing bey­ond the next hedge, it gets all open. Let’s get on to it and say good­bye.”

			They went side by side, hand in hand, si­lently to­ward the hedge, where the may­flower, both pink and white, was in full bloom.

			“My Club’s the Talis­man, Strat­ton Street, Pic­ca­dilly. Let­ters there will be quite safe, and I’m al­most al­ways up once a week.”

			Jon nod­ded. His face had be­come ex­tremely set, his eyes stared straight be­fore him.

			“Today’s the twenty-third of May,” said Fleur; “on the ninth of Ju­ly I shall be in front of the Bac­chus and Ariadne at three o’clock; will you?”

			“I will.”

			“If you feel as bad as I it’s all right. Let those people pass!”

			A man and wo­man air­ing their chil­dren went by strung out in Sunday fash­ion.

			The last of them passed the wick­et gate.

			“Do­mest­icity!” said Fleur, and blot­ted her­self against the hawthorn hedge. The blos­som sprayed out above her head, and one pink cluster brushed her cheek. Jon put up his hand jeal­ously to keep it off.

			“Good­bye, Jon.” For a second they stood with hands hard clasped. Then their lips met for the third time, and when they par­ted Fleur broke away and fled through the wick­et gate. Jon stood where she had left him, with his fore­head against that pink cluster. Gone! For an etern­ity—for sev­en weeks all but two days! And here he was, wast­ing the last sight of her! He rushed to the gate. She was walk­ing swiftly on the heels of the strag­gling chil­dren. She turned her head, he saw her hand make a little flit­ting ges­ture; then she sped on, and the trail­ing fam­ily blot­ted her out from his view.

			The words of a com­ic song—

			
				
					“Pad­ding­ton groan—worst ever known—
					

					He gave a sepulchral Pad­ding­ton groan—”
				

			

			came in­to his head, and he sped in­con­tin­ently back to Read­ing sta­tion. All the way up to Lon­don and down to Wans­don he sat with The Heart of the Trail! open on his knee, knit­ting in his head a poem so full of feel­ing that it would not rhyme.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				Caprice

			
			Fleur sped on. She had need of rap­id mo­tion; she was late, and wanted all her wits about her when she got in. She passed the is­lands, the sta­tion, and hotel, and was about to take the ferry, when she saw a skiff with a young man stand­ing up in it, and hold­ing to the bushes.

			“Miss For­syte,” he said; “let me put you across. I’ve come on pur­pose.”

			She looked at him in blank amazement.

			“It’s all right, I’ve been hav­ing tea with your people. I thought I’d save you the last bit. It’s on my way, I’m just off back to Pang­bourne. My name’s Mont. I saw you at the pic­ture-gal­lery—you re­mem­ber—when your fath­er in­vited me to see his pic­tures.”

			“Oh!” said Fleur; “yes—the handker­chief.”

			To this young man she owed Jon; and, tak­ing his hand, she stepped down in­to the skiff. Still emo­tion­al, and a little out of breath, she sat si­lent; not so the young man. She had nev­er heard any­one say so much in so short a time. He told her his age, twenty-four; his weight, ten stone el­ev­en; his place of res­id­ence, not far away; de­scribed his sen­sa­tions un­der fire, and what it felt like to be gassed; cri­ti­cized the Juno, men­tioned his own con­cep­tion of that god­dess; com­men­ted on the Goya copy, said Fleur was not too aw­fully like it; sketched in rap­idly the con­di­tion of Eng­land; spoke of Mon­sieur Pro­fond—or whatever his name was—as “an aw­ful sport”; thought her fath­er had some “rip­ping” pic­tures and some rather “dug-up”; hoped he might row down again and take her on the river be­cause he was quite trust­worthy; in­quired her opin­ion of Chek­hov, gave her his own; wished they could go to the Rus­si­an bal­let to­geth­er some time—con­sidered the name Fleur For­syte simply top­ping; cursed his people for giv­ing him the name of Mi­chael on the top of Mont; out­lined his fath­er, and said that if she wanted a good book she should read Job; his fath­er was rather like Job while Job still had land.

			“But Job didn’t have land,” Fleur mur­mured; “he only had flocks and herds and moved on.”

			“Ah!” answered Mi­chael Mont, “I wish my gov’nor would move on. Not that I want his land. Land’s an aw­ful bore in these days, don’t you think?”

			“We nev­er have it in my fam­ily,” said Fleur. “We have everything else. I be­lieve one of my great-uncles once had a sen­ti­ment­al farm in Dor­set, be­cause we came from there ori­gin­ally, but it cost him more than it made him happy.”

			“Did he sell it?”

			“No; he kept it.”

			“Why?”

			“Be­cause nobody would buy it.”

			“Good for the old boy!”

			“No, it wasn’t good for him. Fath­er says it soured him. His name was Swith­in.”

			“What a cork­ing name!”

			“Do you know that we’re get­ting farther off, not near­er? This river flows.”

			“Splen­did!” cried Mont, dip­ping his sculls vaguely; “it’s good to meet a girl who’s got wit.”

			“But bet­ter to meet a young man who’s got it in the plur­al.”

			Young Mont raised a hand to tear his hair.

			“Look out!” cried Fleur. “Your scull!”

			“All right! It’s thick enough to bear a scratch.”

			“Do you mind scull­ing?” said Fleur severely. “I want to get in.”

			“Ah!” said Mont; “but when you get in, you see, I shan’t see you any more today. Fini, as the French girl said when she jumped on her bed after say­ing her pray­ers. Don’t you bless the day that gave you a French moth­er, and a name like yours?”

			“I like my name, but Fath­er gave it me. Moth­er wanted me called Mar­guer­ite.”

			“Which is ab­surd. Do you mind call­ing me M. M. and let­ting me call you F. F.? It’s in the spir­it of the age.”

			“I don’t mind any­thing, so long as I get in.”

			Mont caught a little crab, and answered: “That was a nasty one!”

			“Please row.”

			“I am.” And he did for sev­er­al strokes, look­ing at her with rue­ful eager­ness. “Of course, you know,” he ejac­u­lated, paus­ing, “that I came to see you, not your fath­er’s pic­tures.”

			Fleur rose.

			“If you don’t row, I shall get out and swim.”

			“Really and truly? Then I could come in after you.”

			“Mr. Mont, I’m late and tired; please put me on shore at once.”

			When she stepped out on to the garden land­ing-stage he rose, and grasp­ing his hair with both hands, looked at her.

			Fleur smiled.

			“Don’t!” cried the ir­re­press­ible Mont. “I know you’re go­ing to say: ‘Out, damned hair!’ ”

			Fleur whisked round, threw him a wave of her hand. “Good­bye, Mr. M. M.!” she called, and was gone among the rose-trees. She looked at her wrist­watch and the win­dows of the house. It struck her as curi­ously un­in­hab­ited. Past six! The pi­geons were just gath­er­ing to roost, and sun­light slanted on the dove­cot, on their snowy feath­ers, and bey­ond in a shower on the top boughs of the woods. The click of bil­liard-balls came from the inglen­ook—Jack Car­digan, no doubt; a faint rust­ling, too, from an eu­ca­lyptus-tree, start­ling South­ern­er in this old Eng­lish garden. She reached the ver­andah and was passing in, but stopped at the sound of voices from the draw­ing-room to her left. Moth­er! Mon­sieur Pro­fond! From be­hind the ver­andah screen which fenced the inglen­ook she heard these words:

			“I don’t, An­nette.”

			Did Fath­er know that he called her moth­er “An­nette”? Al­ways on the side of her Fath­er—as chil­dren are ever on one side or the oth­er in houses where re­la­tions are a little strained—she stood, un­cer­tain. Her moth­er was speak­ing in her low, pleas­ing, slightly metal­lic voice—one word she caught: “De­main.” And Pro­fond’s an­swer: “All right.” Fleur frowned. A little sound came out in­to the still­ness. Then Pro­fond’s voice: “I’m takin’ a small stroll.”

			Fleur dar­ted through the win­dow in­to the morn­ing-room. There he came from the draw­ing-room, cross­ing the ver­andah, down the lawn; and the click of bil­liard-balls which, in listen­ing for oth­er sounds, she had ceased to hear, began again. She shook her­self, passed in­to the hall, and opened the draw­ing-room door. Her moth­er was sit­ting on the sofa between the win­dows, her knees crossed, her head rest­ing on a cush­ion, her lips half par­ted, her eyes half closed. She looked ex­traordin­ar­ily hand­some.

			“Ah! Here you are, Fleur! Your fath­er is be­gin­ning to fuss.”

			“Where is he?”

			“In the pic­ture-gal­lery. Go up!”

			“What are you go­ing to do to­mor­row, Moth­er?”

			“To­mor­row? I go up to Lon­don with your aunt.”

			“I thought you might be. Will you get me a quite plain para­sol?”

			“What col­our?”

			“Green. They’re all go­ing back, I sup­pose.”

			“Yes, all; you will con­sole your fath­er. Kiss me, then.”

			Fleur crossed the room, stooped, re­ceived a kiss on her fore­head, and went out past the im­press of a form on the sofa-cush­ions in the oth­er corner. She ran up­stairs.

			Fleur was by no means the old-fash­ioned daugh­ter who de­mands the reg­u­la­tion of her par­ents’ lives in ac­cord­ance with the stand­ard im­posed upon her­self. She claimed to reg­u­late her own life, not those of oth­ers; be­sides, an un­err­ing in­stinct for what was likely to ad­vant­age her own case was already at work. In a dis­turbed do­mest­ic at­mo­sphere the heart she had set on Jon would have a bet­ter chance. None the less was she of­fen­ded, as a flower by a crisp­ing wind. If that man had really been kiss­ing her moth­er it was—ser­i­ous, and her fath­er ought to know. “De­main!” “All right!” And her moth­er go­ing up to Town! She turned in­to her bed­room and hung out of the win­dow to cool her face, which had sud­denly grown very hot. Jon must be at the sta­tion by now! What did her fath­er know about Jon? Prob­ably everything—pretty nearly!

			She changed her dress, so as to look as if she had been in some time, and ran up to the gal­lery.

			Soames was stand­ing stub­bornly still be­fore his Al­fred Stevens—the pic­ture he loved best. He did not turn at the sound of the door, but she knew he had heard, and she knew he was hurt. She came up softly be­hind him, put her arms round his neck, and poked her face over his shoulder till her cheek lay against his. It was an ad­vance which had nev­er yet failed, but it failed her now, and she au­gured the worst. “Well,” he said stonily, “so you’ve come!”

			“Is that all,” mur­mured Fleur, “from a bad par­ent?” And she rubbed her cheek against his.

			Soames shook his head so far as that was pos­sible.

			“Why do you keep me on ten­ter­hooks like this, put­ting me off and off?”

			“Darling, it was very harm­less.”

			“Harm­less! Much you know what’s harm­less and what isn’t.”

			Fleur dropped her arms.

			“Well, then, dear, sup­pose you tell me; and be quite frank about it.”

			And she went over to the win­dow-seat.

			Her fath­er had turned from his pic­ture, and was star­ing at his feet. He looked very grey. “He has nice small feet,” she thought, catch­ing his eye, at once aver­ted from her.

			“You’re my only com­fort,” said Soames sud­denly, “and you go on like this.”

			Fleur’s heart began to beat.

			“Like what, dear?”

			Again Soames gave her a look which, but for the af­fec­tion in it, might have been called furt­ive.

			“You know what I told you,” he said. “I don’t choose to have any­thing to do with that branch of our fam­ily.”

			“Yes, ducky, but I don’t know why I shouldn’t.”

			Soames turned on his heel.

			“I’m not go­ing in­to the reas­ons,” he said; “you ought to trust me, Fleur!”

			The way he spoke those words af­fected Fleur, but she thought of Jon, and was si­lent, tap­ping her foot against the wains­cot. Un­con­sciously she had as­sumed a mod­ern at­ti­tude, with one leg twis­ted in and out of the oth­er, with her chin on one bent wrist, her oth­er arm across her chest, and its hand hug­ging her el­bow; there was not a line of her that was not in­vol­uted, and yet—in spite of all—she re­tained a cer­tain grace.

			“You knew my wishes,” Soames went on, “and yet you stayed on there four days. And I sup­pose that boy came with you today.”

			Fleur kept her eyes on him.

			“I don’t ask you any­thing,” said Soames; “I make no in­quis­i­tion where you’re con­cerned.”

			Fleur sud­denly stood up, lean­ing out at the win­dow with her chin on her hands. The sun had sunk be­hind trees, the pi­geons were perched, quite still, on the edge of the dove-cot; the click of the bil­liard-balls moun­ted, and a faint ra­di­ance shone out be­low where Jack Car­digan had turned the light up.

			“Will it make you any hap­pi­er,” she said sud­denly, “if I prom­ise you not to see him for say—the next six weeks?” She was not pre­pared for a sort of tremble in the blank­ness of his voice.

			“Six weeks? Six years—sixty years more like. Don’t de­lude your­self, Fleur; don’t de­lude your­self!”

			Fleur turned in alarm.

			“Fath­er, what is it?”

			Soames came close enough to see her face.

			“Don’t tell me,” he said, “that you’re fool­ish enough to have any feel­ing bey­ond caprice. That would be too much!” And he laughed.

			Fleur, who had nev­er heard him laugh like that, thought: “Then it is deep! Oh! what is it?” And put­ting her hand through his arm she said lightly:

			“No, of course; caprice. Only, I like my caprices and I don’t like yours, dear.”

			“Mine!” said Soames bit­terly, and turned away.

			The light out­side had chilled, and threw a chalky white­ness on the river. The trees had lost all gaiety of col­our. She felt a sud­den hun­ger for Jon’s face, for his hands, and the feel of his lips again on hers. And press­ing her arms tight across her breast she forced out a little light laugh.

			“O la! la! What a small fuss! as Pro­fond would say. Fath­er, I don’t like that man.”

			She saw him stop, and take some­thing out of his breast pock­et.

			“You don’t?” he said. “Why?”

			“Noth­ing,” mur­mured Fleur; “just caprice!”

			“No,” said Soames; “not caprice!” And he tore what was in his hands across. “You’re right. I don’t like him either!”

			“Look!” said Fleur softly. “There he goes! I hate his shoes; they don’t make any noise.”

			Down in the fail­ing light Prosper Pro­fond moved, his hands in his side pock­ets, whist­ling softly in his beard; he stopped, and glanced up at the sky, as if say­ing: “I don’t think much of that small moon.”

			Fleur drew back. “Isn’t he a great cat?” she whispered; and the sharp click of the bil­liard-balls rose, as if Jack Car­digan had capped the cat, the moon, caprice, and tragedy with: “In off the red!”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond had re­sumed his stroll, to a teas­ing little tune in his beard. What was it? Oh! yes, from Rigo­letto: “Donna é Mo­bile.” Just what he would think! She squeezed her fath­er’s arm.

			“Prowl­ing!” she muttered, as he turned the corner of the house. It was past that dis­il­lu­sioned mo­ment which di­vides the day and night—still and linger­ing and warm, with hawthorn scent and lilac scent cling­ing on the river­side air. A black­bird sud­denly burst out. Jon would be in Lon­don by now; in the Park per­haps, cross­ing the Ser­pent­ine, think­ing of her! A little sound be­side her made her turn her eyes; her fath­er was again tear­ing the pa­per in his hands. Fleur saw it was a cheque.

			“I shan’t sell him my Gauguin,” he said. “I don’t know what your aunt and Imo­gen see in him.”

			“Or Moth­er.”

			“Your moth­er!” said Soames.

			“Poor Fath­er!” she thought. “He nev­er looks happy—not really happy. I don’t want to make him worse, but of course I shall have to, when Jon comes back. Oh! well, suf­fi­cient un­to the night!”

			“I’m go­ing to dress,” she said.

			In her room she had a fancy to put on her “freak” dress. It was of gold tis­sue with little trousers of the same, tightly drawn in at the ankles, a page’s cape slung from the shoulders, little gold shoes, and a gold-winged Mer­cury hel­met; and all over her were tiny gold bells, es­pe­cially on the hel­met; so that if she shook her head she pealed. When she was dressed she felt quite sick be­cause Jon could not see her; it even seemed a pity that the sprightly young man Mi­chael Mont would not have a view. But the gong had soun­ded, and she went down.

			She made a sen­sa­tion in the draw­ing-room. Wini­fred thought it “Most amus­ing.” Imo­gen was en­rap­tured. Jack Car­digan called it “stun­ning,” “rip­ping,” “top­ping,” and “cork­ing.”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond, smil­ing with his eyes, said: “That’s a nice small dress!” Her moth­er, very hand­some in black, sat look­ing at her, and said noth­ing. It re­mained for her fath­er to ap­ply the test of com­mon sense. “What did you put on that thing for? You’re not go­ing to dance.”

			Fleur spun round, and the bells pealed.

			“Caprice!”

			Soames stared at her, and, turn­ing away, gave his arm to Wini­fred. Jack Car­digan took her moth­er. Prosper Pro­fond took Imo­gen. Fleur went in by her­self, with her bells jingling. …

			The “small” moon had soon dropped down, and May night had fallen soft and warm, en­wrap­ping with its grape-bloom col­our and its scents the bil­lion caprices, in­trigues, pas­sions, long­ings, and re­grets of men and wo­men. Happy was Jack Car­digan who snored in­to Imo­gen’s white shoulder, fit as a flea; or Timothy in his “mauso­leum,” too old for any­thing but baby’s slum­ber. For so many lay awake, or dreamed, teased by the cris­scross of the world.

			The dew fell and the flowers closed; cattle grazed on in the river mead­ows, feel­ing with their tongues for the grass they could not see; and the sheep on the Downs lay quiet as stones. Pheas­ants in the tall trees of the Pang­bourne woods, larks on their grassy nests above the gravel-pit at Wans­don, swal­lows in the eaves at Robin Hill, and the spar­rows of May­fair, all made a dream­less night of it, soothed by the lack of wind. The May­fly filly, hardly ac­cus­tomed to her new quar­ters, scraped at her straw a little; and the few night-flit­ting things—bats, moths, owls—were vig­or­ous in the warm dark­ness; but the peace of night lay in the brain of all day­time Nature, col­our­less and still. Men and wo­men, alone, rid­ing the hobby­horses of anxi­ety or love, burned their waver­ing tapers of dream and thought in­to the lonely hours.

			Fleur, lean­ing out of her win­dow, heard the hall clock’s muffled chime of twelve, the tiny splash of a fish, the sud­den shak­ing of an as­pen’s leaves in the puffs of breeze that rose along the river, the dis­tant rumble of a night train, and time and again the sounds which none can put a name to in the dark­ness, soft ob­scure ex­pres­sions of un­cata­logued emo­tions from man and beast, bird and ma­chine, or, maybe, from de­par­ted For­sytes, Darties, Car­digans, tak­ing night strolls back in­to a world which had once suited their em­bod­ied spir­its. But Fleur heeded not these sounds; her spir­it, far from dis­em­bod­ied, fled with swift wing from rail­way-car­riage to flowery hedge, strain­ing after Jon, ten­a­cious of his for­bid­den im­age, and the sound of his voice, which was ta­boo. And she crinkled her nose, re­triev­ing from the per­fume of the river­side night that mo­ment when his hand slipped between the may­flowers and her cheek. Long she leaned out in her freak dress, keen to burn her wings at life’s candle; while the moths brushed her cheeks on their pil­grim­age to the lamp on her dress­ing-table, ig­nor­ant that in a For­syte’s house there is no open flame. But at last even she felt sleepy, and, for­get­ting her bells, drew quickly in.

			Through the open win­dow of his room, along­side An­nette’s, Soames, wake­ful too, heard their thin faint tinkle, as it might be shaken from stars, or the dew­drops fall­ing from a flower, if one could hear such sounds.

			“Caprice!” he thought. “I can’t tell. She’s wil­ful. What shall I do? Fleur!”

			And long in­to the “small” night he brooded.
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				I

				Moth­er and Son

			
			To say that Jon For­syte ac­com­pan­ied his moth­er to Spain un­will­ingly would scarcely have been ad­equate. He went as a well-natured dog goes for a walk with its mis­tress, leav­ing a choice mut­ton-bone on the lawn. He went look­ing back at it. For­sytes de­prived of their mut­ton-bones are wont to sulk. But Jon had little sulk­i­ness in his com­pos­i­tion. He ad­ored his moth­er, and it was his first travel. Spain had be­come Italy by his simply say­ing: “I’d rather go to Spain, Mum; you’ve been to Italy so many times; I’d like it new to both of us.”

			The fel­low was subtle be­sides be­ing na­ive. He nev­er for­got that he was go­ing to shorten the pro­posed two months in­to six weeks, and must there­fore show no sign of wish­ing to do so. For one with so en­ti­cing a mut­ton-bone and so fixed an idea, he made a good enough trav­el­ling com­pan­ion, in­dif­fer­ent to where or when he ar­rived, su­per­i­or to food, and thor­oughly ap­pre­ci­at­ive of a coun­try strange to the most trav­elled Eng­lish­man. Fleur’s wis­dom in re­fus­ing to write to him was pro­found, for he reached each new place en­tirely without hope or fever, and could con­cen­trate im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion on the don­keys and tum­bling bells, the priests, patios, beg­gars, chil­dren, crow­ing cocks, som­brer­os, cac­tus-hedges, old high white vil­lages, goats, olive-trees, green­ing plains, singing birds in tiny cages, wa­tersell­ers, sun­sets, mel­ons, mules, great churches, pic­tures, and swim­ming grey-brown moun­tains of a fas­cin­at­ing land.

			It was already hot, and they en­joyed an ab­sence of their com­pat­ri­ots. Jon, who, so far as he knew, had no blood in him which was not Eng­lish, was of­ten in­nately un­happy in the pres­ence of his own coun­try­men. He felt they had no non­sense about them, and took a more prac­tic­al view of things than him­self. He con­fided to his moth­er that he must be an un­so­ci­able beast—it was jolly to be away from every­body who could talk about the things people did talk about. To which Irene had replied simply:

			“Yes, Jon, I know.”

			In this isol­a­tion he had un­par­alleled op­por­tun­it­ies of ap­pre­ci­at­ing what few sons can ap­pre­hend, the whole­hearted­ness of a moth­er’s love. Know­ledge of some­thing kept from her made him, no doubt, un­duly sens­it­ive; and a South­ern people stim­u­lated his ad­mir­a­tion for her type of beauty, which he had been ac­cus­tomed to hear called Span­ish, but which he now per­ceived to be no such thing. Her beauty was neither Eng­lish, French, Span­ish, nor Itali­an—it was spe­cial! He ap­pre­ci­ated, too, as nev­er be­fore, his moth­er’s sub­tlety of in­stinct. He could not tell, for in­stance, wheth­er she had no­ticed his ab­sorp­tion in that Goya pic­ture, La Vendi­mia, or wheth­er she knew that he had slipped back there after lunch and again next morn­ing, to stand be­fore it full half an hour, a second and third time. It was not Fleur, of course, but like enough to give him heartache—so dear to lov­ers—re­mem­ber­ing her stand­ing at the foot of his bed with her hand held above her head. To keep a post­card re­pro­duc­tion of this pic­ture in his pock­et and slip it out to look at be­came for Jon one of those bad habits which soon or late dis­close them­selves to eyes sharpened by love, fear, or jeal­ousy. And his moth­er’s were sharpened by all three. In Granada he was fairly caught, sit­ting on a sun-warmed stone bench in a little bat­tle­men­ted garden on the Al­ham­bra hill, whence he ought to have been look­ing at the view. His moth­er, he had thought, was ex­amin­ing the pot­ted stocks between the polled aca­cias, when her voice said:

			“Is that your fa­vour­ite Goya, Jon?”

			He checked, too late, a move­ment such as he might have made at school to con­ceal some sur­repti­tious doc­u­ment, and answered: “Yes.”

			“It cer­tainly is most charm­ing; but I think I prefer the Quitasol. Your fath­er would go crazy about Goya; I don’t be­lieve he saw them when he was in Spain in ’92.”

			In ’92—nine years be­fore he had been born! What had been the pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ences of his fath­er and his moth­er? If they had a right to share in his fu­ture, surely he had a right to share in their pasts. He looked up at her. But some­thing in her face—a look of life hard-lived, the mys­ter­i­ous im­press of emo­tions, ex­per­i­ence, and suf­fer­ing—seemed, with its in­cal­cul­able depth, its pur­chased sanc­tity, to make curi­os­ity im­per­tin­ent. His moth­er must have had a won­der­fully in­ter­est­ing life; she was so beau­ti­ful, and so—so—but he could not frame what he felt about her. He got up, and stood gaz­ing down at the town, at the plain all green with crops, and the ring of moun­tains glam­or­ous in sink­ing sun­light. Her life was like the past of this old Moor­ish city, full, deep, re­mote—his own life as yet such a baby of a thing, hope­lessly ig­nor­ant and in­no­cent! They said that in those moun­tains to the West, which rose sheer from the blue-green plain, as if out of a sea, Phoen­i­cians had dwelt—a dark, strange, secret race, above the land! His moth­er’s life was as un­known to him, as secret, as that Phoen­i­cian past was to the town down there, whose cocks crowed and whose chil­dren played and clam­oured so gaily, day in, day out. He felt ag­grieved that she should know all about him and he noth­ing about her ex­cept that she loved him and his fath­er, and was beau­ti­ful. His cal­low ig­nor­ance—he had not even had the ad­vant­age of the War, like nearly every­body else!—made him small in his own eyes.

			That night, from the bal­cony of his bed­room, he gazed down on the roof of the town—as if in­laid with hon­ey­comb of jet, ivory, and gold; and, long after, he lay awake, listen­ing to the cry of the sen­try as the hours struck, and form­ing in his head these lines:

			
				
					“Voice in the night cry­ing, down in the old sleep­ing
					

					Span­ish city darkened un­der her white stars!
				

				
					“What says the voice—its clear—linger­ing an­guish?
					

					Just the watch­man, telling his date­less tale of safety?
					

					Just a road-man, fling­ing to the moon his song?
					

					“No! ’Tis one de­prived, whose lov­er’s heart is weep­ing,
					

					Just his cry: ‘How long?’ ”
				

			

			The word “de­prived” seemed to him cold and un­sat­is­fact­ory, but “be­reaved” was too fi­nal, and no oth­er word of two syl­lables short-long came to him, which would en­able him to keep “whose lov­er’s heart is weep­ing.” It was past two by the time he had fin­ished it, and past three be­fore he went to sleep, hav­ing said it over to him­self at least twenty-four times. Next day he wrote it out and en­closed it in one of those let­ters to Fleur which he al­ways fin­ished be­fore he went down, so as to have his mind free and com­pan­ion­able.

			About noon that same day, on the tiled ter­race of their hotel, he felt a sud­den dull pain in the back of his head, a queer sen­sa­tion in the eyes, and sick­ness. The sun had touched him too af­fec­tion­ately. The next three days were passed in semi­d­ark­ness, and a dulled, aching in­dif­fer­ence to all ex­cept the feel of ice on his fore­head and his moth­er’s smile. She nev­er moved from his room, nev­er re­laxed her noise­less vi­gil­ance, which seemed to Jon an­gel­ic. But there were mo­ments when he was ex­tremely sorry for him­self, and wished ter­ribly that Fleur could see him. Sev­er­al times he took a poignant ima­gin­ary leave of her and of the earth, tears ooz­ing out of his eyes. He even pre­pared the mes­sage he would send to her by his moth­er—who would re­gret to her dy­ing day that she had ever sought to sep­ar­ate them—his poor moth­er! He was not slow, how­ever, in per­ceiv­ing that he had now his ex­cuse for go­ing home.

			To­ward half-past six each even­ing came a “gas­gacha” of bells—a cas­cade of tum­bling chimes, mount­ing from the city be­low and fall­ing back chime on chime. After listen­ing to them on the fourth day he said sud­denly:

			“I’d like to be back in Eng­land, Mum, the sun’s too hot.”

			“Very well, darling. As soon as you’re fit to travel.” And at once he felt bet­ter, and—mean­er.

			They had been out five weeks when they turned to­ward home. Jon’s head was re­stored to its pristine clar­ity, but he was con­fined to a hat lined by his moth­er with many lay­ers of or­ange and green silk and he still walked from choice in the shade. As the long struggle of dis­cre­tion between them drew to its close, he wondered more and more wheth­er she could see his eager­ness to get back to that which she had brought him away from. Con­demned by Span­ish Provid­ence to spend a day in Mad­rid between their trains, it was but nat­ur­al to go again to the Pra­do. Jon was elab­or­ately cas­u­al this time be­fore his Goya girl. Now that he was go­ing back to her, he could af­ford a less­er scru­tiny. It was his moth­er who lingered be­fore the pic­ture, say­ing:

			“The face and the fig­ure of the girl are ex­quis­ite.”

			Jon heard her un­eas­ily. Did she un­der­stand? But he felt once more that he was no match for her in self-con­trol and sub­tlety. She could, in some su­per­sens­it­ive way, of which he had not the secret, feel the pulse of his thoughts; she knew by in­stinct what he hoped and feared and wished. It made him ter­ribly un­com­fort­able and guilty, hav­ing, bey­ond most boys, a con­science. He wished she would be frank with him, he al­most hoped for an open struggle. But none came, and stead­ily, si­lently, they trav­elled north. Thus did he first learn how much bet­ter than men wo­men play a wait­ing game. In Par­is they had again to pause for a day. Jon was grieved be­cause it las­ted two, ow­ing to cer­tain mat­ters in con­nec­tion with a dress­maker; as if his moth­er, who looked beau­ti­ful in any­thing, had any need of dresses! The hap­pi­est mo­ment of his travel was that when he stepped on to the Folke­stone boat.

			Stand­ing by the bul­wark rail, with her arm in his, she said:

			“I’m afraid you haven’t en­joyed it much, Jon. But you’ve been very sweet to me.”

			Jon squeezed her arm.

			“Oh! yes, I’ve en­joyed it aw­fully—ex­cept for my head lately.”

			And now that the end had come, he really had, feel­ing a sort of glam­our over the past weeks—a kind of pain­ful pleas­ure, such as he had tried to screw in­to those lines about the voice in the night cry­ing; a feel­ing such as he had known as a small boy listen­ing avidly to Chop­in, yet want­ing to cry. And he wondered why it was that he couldn’t say to her quite simply what she had said to him:

			“You were very sweet to me.” Odd—one nev­er could be nice and nat­ur­al like that! He sub­sti­tuted the words: “I ex­pect we shall be sick.”

			They were, and reached Lon­don some­what at­ten­u­ated, hav­ing been away six weeks and two days, without a single al­lu­sion to the sub­ject which had hardly ever ceased to oc­cupy their minds.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Fath­ers and Daugh­ters

			
			De­prived of his wife and son by the Span­ish ad­ven­ture, Joly­on found the solitude at Robin Hill in­tol­er­able. A philo­soph­er when he has all that he wants is dif­fer­ent from a philo­soph­er when he has not. Ac­cus­tomed, how­ever, to the idea, if not to the real­ity of resig­na­tion, he would per­haps have faced it out but for his daugh­ter June. He was a lame duck now, and on her con­science. Hav­ing achieved—mo­ment­ar­ily—the res­cue of an etch­er in low cir­cum­stances, which she happened to have in hand, she ap­peared at Robin Hill a fort­night after Irene and Jon had gone. June was liv­ing now in a tiny house with a big stu­dio at Chiswick. A For­syte of the best peri­od, so far as the lack of re­spons­ib­il­ity was con­cerned, she had over­come the dif­fi­culty of a re­duced in­come in a man­ner sat­is­fact­ory to her­self and her fath­er. The rent of the Gal­lery off Cork Street which he had bought for her and her in­creased in­come tax hap­pen­ing to bal­ance, it had been quite simple—she no longer paid him the rent. The Gal­lery might be ex­pec­ted now at any time, after eight­een years of bar­ren usu­fruct, to pay its way, so that she was sure her fath­er would not feel it. Through this device she still had twelve hun­dred a year, and by re­du­cing what she ate, and, in place of two Bel­gians in a poor way, em­ploy­ing one Aus­tri­an in a poorer, prac­tic­ally the same sur­plus for the re­lief of geni­us. After three days at Robin Hill she car­ried her fath­er back with her to Town. In those three days she had stumbled on the secret he had kept for two years, and had in­stantly de­cided to cure him. She knew, in fact, the very man. He had done won­ders with. Paul Post—that paint­er a little in ad­vance of Fu­tur­ism; and she was im­pa­tient with her fath­er be­cause his eye­brows would go up, and be­cause he had heard of neither. Of course, if he hadn’t “faith” he would nev­er get well! It was ab­surd not to have faith in the man who had healed Paul Post so that he had only just re­lapsed, from hav­ing over­worked, or over­lived, him­self again. The great thing about this heal­er was that he re­lied on Nature. He had made a spe­cial study of the symp­toms of Nature—when his pa­tient failed in any nat­ur­al symp­tom he sup­plied the pois­on which caused it—and there you were! She was ex­tremely hope­ful. Her fath­er had clearly not been liv­ing a nat­ur­al life at Robin Hill, and she in­ten­ded to provide the symp­toms. He was—she felt—out of touch with the times, which was not nat­ur­al; his heart wanted stim­u­lat­ing. In the little Chiswick house she and the Aus­tri­an—a grate­ful soul, so de­voted to June for res­cuing her that she was in danger of de­cease from over­work—stim­u­lated Joly­on in all sorts of ways, pre­par­ing him for his cure. But they could not keep his eye­brows down; as, for ex­ample, when the Aus­tri­an woke him at eight o’clock just as he was go­ing to sleep, or June took the Times away from him, be­cause it was un­nat­ur­al to read “that stuff” when he ought to be tak­ing an in­terest in “life.” He nev­er failed, in­deed, to be as­ton­ished at her re­source, es­pe­cially in the even­ings. For his be­ne­fit, as she de­clared, though he sus­pec­ted that she also got some­thing out of it, she as­sembled the Age so far as it was satel­lite to geni­us; and with some solem­nity it would move up and down the stu­dio be­fore him in the Fox­trot, and that more men­tal form of dan­cing—the One-step—which so pulled against the mu­sic, that Joly­on’s eye­brows would be al­most lost in his hair from won­der at the strain it must im­pose on the dan­cer’s will­power. Aware that, hung on the line in the Wa­ter Col­our So­ci­ety, he was a back num­ber to those with any pre­ten­sion to be called artists, he would sit in the darkest corner he could find, and won­der about rhythm, on which so long ago he had been raised. And when June brought some girl or young man up to him, he would rise humbly to their level so far as that was pos­sible, and think: “Dear me! This is very dull for them!” Hav­ing his fath­er’s per­en­ni­al sym­pathy with Youth, he used to get very tired from en­ter­ing in­to their points of view. But it was all stim­u­lat­ing, and he nev­er failed in ad­mir­a­tion of his daugh­ter’s in­dom­it­able spir­it. Even geni­us it­self at­ten­ded these gath­er­ings now and then, with its nose on one side; and June al­ways in­tro­duced it to her fath­er. This, she felt, was ex­cep­tion­ally good for him, for geni­us was a nat­ur­al symp­tom he had nev­er had—fond as she was of him.

			Cer­tain as a man can be that she was his own daugh­ter, he of­ten wondered whence she got her­self—her red-gold hair, now greyed in­to a spe­cial col­our; her dir­ect, spir­ited face, so dif­fer­ent from his own rather fol­ded and subtleised coun­ten­ance, her little lithe fig­ure, when he and most of the For­sytes were tall. And he would dwell on the ori­gin of spe­cies, and de­bate wheth­er she might be Dan­ish or Celt­ic. Celt­ic, he thought, from her pug­nacity, and her taste in fil­lets and djib­bahs. It was not too much to say that he pre­ferred her to the Age with which she was sur­roun­ded, youth­ful though, for the great­er part, it was. She took, how­ever, too much in­terest in his teeth, for he still had some of those nat­ur­al symp­toms. Her dent­ist at once found “Sta­phyl­o­coc­cus aure­us present in pure cul­ture” (which might cause boils, of course), and wanted to take out all the teeth he had and sup­ply him with two com­plete sets of un­nat­ur­al symp­toms. Joly­on’s nat­ive tenacity was roused, and in the stu­dio that even­ing he de­veloped his ob­jec­tions. He had nev­er had any boils, and his own teeth would last his time. Of course—June ad­mit­ted—they would last his time if he didn’t have them out! But if he had more teeth he would have a bet­ter heart and his time would be longer. His re­cal­cit­rance—she said—was a symp­tom of his whole at­ti­tude; he was tak­ing it ly­ing down. He ought to be fight­ing. When was he go­ing to see the man who had cured Paul Post? Joly­on was very sorry, but the fact was he was not go­ing to see him. June chafed. Pon­dridge—she said—the heal­er, was such a fine man, and he had such dif­fi­culty in mak­ing two ends meet, and get­ting his the­or­ies re­cog­nised. It was just such in­dif­fer­ence and pre­ju­dice as her fath­er mani­fes­ted which was keep­ing him back. It would be so splen­did for both of them!

			“I per­ceive,” said Joly­on, “that you are try­ing to kill two birds with one stone.”

			“To cure, you mean!” cried June.

			“My dear, it’s the same thing.”

			June pro­tested. It was un­fair to say that without a tri­al.

			Joly­on thought he might not have the chance, of say­ing it after.

			“Dad!” cried June, “you’re hope­less.”

			“That,” said Joly­on, “is a fact, but I wish to re­main hope­less as long as pos­sible. I shall let sleep­ing dogs lie, my child. They are quiet at present.”

			“That’s not giv­ing sci­ence a chance,” cried June. “You’ve no idea how de­voted Pon­dridge is. He puts his sci­ence be­fore everything.”

			“Just,” replied Joly­on, puff­ing the mild ci­gar­ette to which he was re­duced, “as Mr. Paul Post puts his art, eh? Art for art’s sake—Sci­ence for the sake of Sci­ence. I know those en­thu­si­ast­ic ego­ma­ni­ac gentry. They vivi­sect you without blink­ing. I’m enough of a For­syte to give them the go-by, June.”

			“Dad,” said June, “if you only knew how old-fash­ioned that sounds! Nobody can af­ford to be half­hearted nowadays.”

			“I’m afraid,” mur­mured Joly­on, with his smile, “that’s the only nat­ur­al symp­tom with which Mr. Pon­dridge need not sup­ply me. We are born to be ex­treme or to be mod­er­ate, my dear; though, if you’ll for­give my say­ing so, half the people nowadays who be­lieve they’re ex­treme are really very mod­er­ate. I’m get­ting on as well as I can ex­pect, and I must leave it at that.”

			June was si­lent, hav­ing ex­per­i­enced in her time the in­ex­or­able char­ac­ter of her fath­er’s ami­able ob­stin­acy so far as his own free­dom of ac­tion was con­cerned.

			How he came to let her know why Irene had taken Jon to Spain puzzled Joly­on, for he had little con­fid­ence in her dis­cre­tion. After she had brooded on the news, it brought a rather sharp dis­cus­sion, dur­ing which he per­ceived to the full the fun­da­ment­al op­pos­i­tion between her act­ive tem­pera­ment and his wife’s passiv­ity. He even gathered that a little sore­ness still re­mained from that gen­er­a­tion-old struggle between them over the body of Philip Bosin­ney, in which the pass­ive had so sig­nally tri­umphed over the act­ive prin­ciple.

			Ac­cord­ing to June, it was fool­ish and even cow­ardly to hide the past from Jon. Sheer op­por­tunism, she called it.

			“Which,” Joly­on put in mildly, “is the work­ing prin­ciple of real life, my dear.”

			“Oh!” cried June, “you don’t really de­fend her for not telling Jon, Dad. If it were left to you, you would.”

			“I might, but simply be­cause I know he must find out, which will be worse than if we told him.”

			“Then why don’t you tell him? It’s just sleep­ing dogs again.”

			“My dear,” said Joly­on, “I wouldn’t for the world go against Irene’s in­stinct. He’s her boy.”

			“Yours too,” cried June.

			“What is a man’s in­stinct com­pared with a moth­er’s?”

			“Well, I think it’s very weak of you.”

			“I dare say,” said Joly­on, “I dare say.”

			And that was all she got from him; but the mat­ter rankled in her brain. She could not bear sleep­ing dogs. And there stirred in her a tor­tu­ous im­pulse to push the mat­ter to­ward de­cision. Jon ought to be told, so that either his feel­ing might be nipped in the bud, or, flower­ing in spite of the past, come to fruition. And she de­term­ined to see Fleur, and judge for her­self. When June de­term­ined on any­thing, del­ic­acy be­came a some­what minor con­sid­er­a­tion. After all, she was Soames’ cous­in, and they were both in­ter­ested in pic­tures. She would go and tell him that he ought to buy a Paul Post, or per­haps a piece of sculp­ture by Bor­is Stru­mo­lowski, and of course she would say noth­ing to her fath­er. She went on the fol­low­ing Sunday, look­ing so de­term­ined that she had some dif­fi­culty in get­ting a cab at Read­ing sta­tion. The river coun­try was lovely in those days of her own month, and June ached at its love­li­ness. She who had passed through this life without know­ing what uni­on was had a love of nat­ur­al beauty which was al­most mad­ness. And when she came to that choice spot where Soames had pitched his tent, she dis­missed her cab, be­cause, busi­ness over, she wanted to rev­el in the bright wa­ter and the woods. She ap­peared at his front door, there­fore, as a mere ped­es­tri­an, and sent in her card. It was in June’s char­ac­ter to know that when her nerves were flut­ter­ing she was do­ing some­thing worth while. If one’s nerves did not flut­ter, she was tak­ing the line of least res­ist­ance, and knew that noble­ness was not ob­li­ging her. She was con­duc­ted to a draw­ing-room, which, though not in her style, showed every mark of fas­ti­di­ous el­eg­ance. Think­ing, “Too much taste—too many knick­knacks,” she saw in an old lac­quer-framed mir­ror the fig­ure of a girl com­ing in from the ver­andah. Clothed in white, and hold­ing some white roses in her hand, she had, re­flec­ted in that sil­very-grey pool of glass, a vis­ion-like ap­pear­ance, as if a pretty ghost had come out of the green garden.

			“How do you do?” said June, turn­ing round. “I’m a cous­in of your fath­er’s.”

			“Oh, yes; I saw you in that con­fec­tion­er’s.”

			“With my young step­broth­er. Is your fath­er in?”

			“He will be dir­ectly. He’s only gone for a little walk.”

			June slightly nar­rowed her blue eyes, and lif­ted her de­cided chin.

			“Your name’s Fleur, isn’t it? I’ve heard of you from Holly. What do you think of Jon?”

			The girl lif­ted the roses in her hand, looked at them, and answered calmly:

			“He’s quite a nice boy.”

			“Not a bit like Holly or me, is he?”

			“Not a bit.”

			“She’s cool,” thought June.

			And sud­denly the girl said: “I wish you’d tell me why our fam­il­ies don’t get on?”

			Con­fron­ted with the ques­tion she had ad­vised her fath­er to an­swer, June was si­lent; wheth­er be­cause this girl was try­ing to get some­thing out of her, or simply be­cause what one would do the­or­et­ic­ally is not al­ways what one will do when it comes to the point.

			“You know,” said the girl, “the surest way to make people find out the worst is to keep them ig­nor­ant. My fath­er’s told me it was a quar­rel about prop­erty. But I don’t be­lieve it; we’ve both got heaps. They wouldn’t have been so bour­geois as all that.”

			June flushed. The word ap­plied to her grand­fath­er and fath­er of­fen­ded her.

			“My grand­fath­er,” she said, “was very gen­er­ous, and my fath­er is, too; neither of them was in the least bour­geois.”

			“Well, what was it then?” re­peated the girl: Con­scious that this young For­syte meant hav­ing what she wanted, June at once de­term­ined to pre­vent her, and to get some­thing for her­self in­stead.

			“Why do you want to know?”

			The girl smelled at her roses. “I only want to know be­cause they won’t tell me.”

			“Well, it was about prop­erty, but there’s more than one kind.”

			“That makes it worse. Now I really must know.”

			June’s small and res­ol­ute face quivered. She was wear­ing a round cap, and her hair had fluffed out un­der it. She looked quite young at that mo­ment, re­ju­ven­ated by en­counter.

			“You know,” she said, “I saw you drop your handker­chief. Is there any­thing between you and Jon? Be­cause, if so, you’d bet­ter drop that too.”

			The girl grew paler, but she smiled.

			“If there were, that isn’t the way to make me.”

			At the gal­lantry of that reply, June held out her hand.

			“I like you; but I don’t like your fath­er; I nev­er have. We may as well be frank.”

			“Did you come down to tell him that?”

			June laughed. “No; I came down to see you.”

			“How de­light­ful of you.”

			This girl could fence.

			“I’m two and a half times your age,” said June, “but I quite sym­path­ize. It’s hor­rid not to have one’s own way.”

			The girl smiled again. “I really think you might tell me.”

			How the child stuck to her point!

			“It’s not my secret. But I’ll see what I can do, be­cause I think both you and Jon ought to be told. And now I’ll say good­bye.”

			“Won’t you wait and see Fath­er?”

			June shook her head. “How can I get over to the oth­er side?”

			“I’ll row you across.”

			“Look!” said June im­puls­ively, “next time you’re in Lon­don, come and see me. This is where I live. I gen­er­ally have young people in the even­ing. But I shouldn’t tell your fath­er that you’re com­ing.”

			The girl nod­ded.

			Watch­ing her scull the skiff across, June thought: “She’s aw­fully pretty and well made. I nev­er thought Soames would have a daugh­ter as pretty as this. She and Jon would make a lovely couple.”

			The in­stinct to couple, starved with­in her­self, was al­ways at work in June. She stood watch­ing Fleur row back; the girl took her hand off a scull to wave farewell, and June walked lan­guidly on between the mead­ows and the river, with an ache in her heart. Youth to youth, like the dragon­flies chas­ing each oth­er, and love like the sun warm­ing them through and through. Her youth! So long ago—when Phil and she—And since? Noth­ing—no one had been quite what she had wanted. And so she had missed it all. But what a coil was round those two young things, if they really were in love, as Holly would have it—as her fath­er, and Irene, and Soames him­self seemed to dread. What a coil, and what a bar­ri­er! And the itch for the fu­ture, the con­tempt, as it were, for what was over­past, which forms the act­ive prin­ciple, moved in the heart of one who ever be­lieved that what one wanted was more im­port­ant than what oth­er people did not want. From the bank, awhile, in the warm sum­mer still­ness, she watched the wa­ter-lily plants and wil­low leaves, the fishes rising; sniffed the scent of grass and mead­ow-sweet, won­der­ing how she could force every­body to be happy. Jon and Fleur! Two little lame ducks—charm­ing cal­low yel­low little ducks! A great pity! Surely some­thing could be done! One must not take such situ­ations ly­ing down. She walked on, and reached a sta­tion, hot and cross.

			That even­ing, faith­ful to the im­pulse to­ward dir­ect ac­tion, which made many people avoid her, she said to her fath­er:

			“Dad, I’ve been down to see young Fleur. I think she’s very at­tract­ive. It’s no good hid­ing our heads un­der our wings, is it?”

			The startled Joly­on set down his bar­ley-wa­ter, and began crum­bling his bread.

			“It’s what you ap­pear to be do­ing,” he said. “Do you real­ise whose daugh­ter she is?”

			“Can’t the dead past bury its dead?”

			Joly­on rose.

			“Cer­tain things can nev­er be bur­ied.”

			“I dis­agree,” said June. “It’s that which stands in the way of all hap­pi­ness and pro­gress. You don’t un­der­stand the Age, Dad. It’s got no use for out­grown things. Why do you think it mat­ters so ter­ribly that Jon should know about his moth­er? Who pays any at­ten­tion to that sort of thing now? The mar­riage laws are just as they were when Soames and Irene couldn’t get a di­vorce, and you had to come in. We’ve moved, and they haven’t. So nobody cares. Mar­riage without a de­cent chance of re­lief is only a sort of slave-own­ing; people oughtn’t to own each oth­er. Every­body sees that now. If Irene broke such laws, what does it mat­ter?”

			“It’s not for me to dis­agree there,” said Joly­on; “but that’s all quite be­side the mark. This is a mat­ter of hu­man feel­ing.”

			“Of course it is,” cried June, “the hu­man feel­ing of those two young things.”

			“My dear,” said Joly­on with gentle ex­as­per­a­tion; “you’re talk­ing non­sense.”

			“I’m not. If they prove to be really fond of each oth­er, why should they be made un­happy be­cause of the past?”

			“You haven’t lived that past. I have—through the feel­ings of my wife; through my own nerves and my ima­gin­a­tion, as only one who is de­voted can.”

			June, too, rose, and began to wander rest­lessly.

			“If,” she said sud­denly, “she were the daugh­ter of Philip Bosin­ney, I could un­der­stand you bet­ter. Irene loved him, she nev­er loved Soames.”

			Joly­on uttered a deep sound—the sort of noise an Itali­an peas­ant wo­man ut­ters to her mule. His heart had be­gun beat­ing furi­ously, but he paid no at­ten­tion to it, quite car­ried away by his feel­ings.

			“That shows how little you un­der­stand. Neither I nor Jon, if I know him, would mind a love-past. It’s the bru­tal­ity of a uni­on without love. This girl is the daugh­ter of the man who once owned Jon’s moth­er as a negro-slave was owned. You can’t lay that ghost; don’t try to, June! It’s ask­ing us to see Jon joined to the flesh and blood of the man who pos­sessed Jon’s moth­er against her will. It’s no good min­cing words; I want it clear once for all. And now I mustn’t talk any more, or I shall have to sit up with this all night.” And, put­ting his hand over his heart, Joly­on turned his back on his daugh­ter and stood look­ing at the river Thames.

			June, who by nature nev­er saw a hor­net’s nest un­til she had put her head in­to it, was ser­i­ously alarmed. She came and slipped her arm through his. Not con­vinced that he was right, and she her­self wrong, be­cause that was not nat­ur­al to her, she was yet pro­foundly im­pressed by the ob­vi­ous fact that the sub­ject was very bad for him. She rubbed her cheek against his shoulder, and said noth­ing.

			

			After tak­ing her eld­erly cous­in across, Fleur did not land at once, but pulled in among the reeds, in­to the sun­shine. The peace­ful beauty of the af­ter­noon se­duced for a little one not much giv­en to the vague and po­et­ic. In the field bey­ond the bank where her skiff lay up, a ma­chine drawn by a grey horse was turn­ing an early field of hay. She watched the grass cas­cad­ing over and be­hind the light wheels with fas­cin­a­tion—it looked so cool and fresh. The click and swish blen­ded with the rustle of the wil­lows and the pop­lars, and the coo­ing of a wood-pi­geon, in a true river song. Along­side, in the deep green wa­ter, weeds, like yel­low snakes, were writh­ing and nos­ing with the cur­rent; pied cattle on the farther side stood in the shade lazily swish­ing their tails. It was an af­ter­noon to dream. And she took out Jon’s let­ters—not flowery ef­fu­sions, but haunted in their re­cit­al of things seen and done by a long­ing very agree­able to her, and all end­ing “Your de­voted J.” Fleur was not sen­ti­ment­al, her de­sires were ever con­crete and con­cen­trated, but what po­etry there was in the daugh­ter of Soames and An­nette had cer­tainly in those weeks of wait­ing gathered round her memor­ies of Jon. They all be­longed to grass and blos­som, flowers and run­ning wa­ter. She en­joyed him in the scents ab­sorbed by her crink­ling nose. The stars could per­suade her that she was stand­ing be­side him in the centre of the map of Spain; and of an early morn­ing the dewy cob­webs, the hazy sparkle and prom­ise of the day down in the garden, were Jon per­son­i­fied to her.

			Two white swans came majestic­ally by, while she was read­ing his let­ters, fol­lowed by their brood of six young swans in a line, with just so much wa­ter between each tail and head, a flo­tilla of grey des­troy­ers. Fleur thrust her let­ters back, got out her sculls, and pulled up to the land­ing-stage. Cross­ing the lawn, she wondered wheth­er she should tell her fath­er of June’s vis­it. If he learned of it from the but­ler, he might think it odd if she did not. It gave her, too, an­oth­er chance to startle out of him the reas­on of the feud. She went, there­fore, up the road to meet him.

			Soames had gone to look at a patch of ground on which the Loc­al Au­thor­it­ies were pro­pos­ing to erect a San­at­ori­um for people with weak lungs. Faith­ful to his nat­ive in­di­vidu­al­ism, he took no part in loc­al af­fairs, con­tent to pay the rates which were al­ways go­ing up. He could not, how­ever, re­main in­dif­fer­ent to this new and dan­ger­ous scheme. The site was not half a mile from his own house. He was quite of opin­ion that the coun­try should stamp out tuber­cu­los­is; but this was not the place. It should be done farther away. He took, in­deed, an at­ti­tude com­mon to all true For­sytes, that dis­ab­il­ity of any sort in oth­er people was not his af­fair, and the State should do its busi­ness without pre­ju­dicing in any way the nat­ur­al ad­vant­ages which he had ac­quired or in­her­ited. Francie, the most free-spir­ited For­syte of his gen­er­a­tion (ex­cept per­haps that fel­low Joly­on) had once asked him in her ma­li­cious way: “Did you ever see the name For­syte in a sub­scrip­tion list, Soames?” That was as it might be, but a San­at­ori­um would de­pre­ci­ate the neigh­bour­hood, and he should cer­tainly sign the pe­ti­tion which was be­ing got up against it. Re­turn­ing with this de­cision fresh with­in him, he saw Fleur com­ing.

			She was show­ing him more af­fec­tion of late, and the quiet time down here with her in this sum­mer weath­er had been mak­ing him feel quite young; An­nette was al­ways run­ning up to Town for one thing or an­oth­er, so that he had Fleur to him­self al­most as much as he could wish. To be sure, young Mont had formed a habit of ap­pear­ing on his mo­tor­cycle al­most every oth­er day. Thank good­ness, the young fel­low had shaved off his half-tooth­brushes, and no longer looked like a moun­te­bank! With a girl friend of Fleur’s who was stay­ing in the house, and a neigh­bour­ing youth or so, they made two couples after din­ner, in the hall, to the mu­sic of the elec­tric pi­an­ola, which per­formed Fox­trots un­as­sisted, with a sur­prised shine on its ex­press­ive sur­face. An­nette, even, now and then passed grace­fully up and down in the arms of one or oth­er of the young men. And Soames, com­ing to the draw­ing-room door, would lift his nose a little side­ways, and watch them, wait­ing to catch a smile from Fleur; then move back to his chair by the draw­ing-room hearth, to per­use the Times or some oth­er col­lect­or’s price list. To his ever-anxious eyes Fleur showed no signs of re­mem­ber­ing that caprice of hers.

			When she reached him on the dusty road, he slipped his hand with­in her arm.

			“Who, do you think, has been to see you, Dad? She couldn’t wait! Guess!”

			“I nev­er guess,” said Soames un­eas­ily. “Who?”

			“Your cous­in, June For­syte.”

			Quite un­con­sciously Soames gripped her arm. “What did she want?”

			“I don’t know. But it was rather break­ing through the feud, wasn’t it?”

			“Feud? What feud?”

			“The one that ex­ists in your ima­gin­a­tion, dear.”

			Soames dropped her arm. Was she mock­ing, or try­ing to draw him on?

			“I sup­pose she wanted me to buy a pic­ture,” he said at last.

			“I don’t think so. Per­haps it was just fam­ily af­fec­tion.”

			“She’s only a first cous­in once re­moved,” muttered Soames.

			“And the daugh­ter of your en­emy.”

			“What d’you mean by that?”

			“I beg your par­don, dear; I thought he was.”

			“En­emy!” re­peated Soames. “It’s an­cient his­tory. I don’t know where you get your no­tions.”

			“From June For­syte.”

			It had come to her as an in­spir­a­tion that if he thought she knew, or were on the edge of know­ledge, he would tell her.

			Soames was startled, but she had un­der­rated his cau­tion and tenacity.

			“If you know,” he said coldly, “why do you plague me?”

			Fleur saw that she had over­reached her­self.

			“I don’t want to plague you, darling. As you say, why want to know more? Why want to know any­thing of that ‘small’ mys­tery—Je m’en fiche, as Pro­fond says?”

			“That chap!” said Soames pro­foundly.

			That chap, in­deed, played a con­sid­er­able, if in­vis­ible, part this sum­mer—for he had not turned up again. Ever since the Sunday when Fleur had drawn at­ten­tion to him prowl­ing on the lawn, Soames had thought of him a good deal, and al­ways in con­nec­tion with An­nette, for no reas­on, ex­cept that she was look­ing hand­somer than for some time past. His pos­sess­ive in­stinct, subtle, less form­al, more elast­ic since the War, kept all mis­giv­ing un­der­ground. As one looks on some Amer­ic­an river, quiet and pleas­ant, know­ing that an al­ligator per­haps is ly­ing in the mud with his snout just raised and in­dis­tin­guish­able from a snag of wood—so Soames looked on the river of his own ex­ist­ence, sub­con­scious of Mon­sieur Pro­fond, re­fus­ing to see more than the sus­pi­cion of his snout. He had at this epoch in his life prac­tic­ally all he wanted, and was as nearly happy as his nature would per­mit. His senses were at rest; his af­fec­tions found all the vent they needed in his daugh­ter; his col­lec­tion was well known, his money well in­ves­ted; his health ex­cel­lent, save for a touch of liv­er now and again; he had not yet be­gun to worry ser­i­ously about what would hap­pen after death, in­clin­ing to think that noth­ing would hap­pen. He re­sembled one of his own gilt-edged se­cur­it­ies, and to knock the gilt off by see­ing any­thing he could avoid see­ing would be, he felt in­stinct­ively, per­verse and ret­ro­gress­ive. Those two crumpled rose-leaves, Fleur’s caprice and Mon­sieur Pro­fond’s snout, would level away if he lay on them in­dus­tri­ously.

			That even­ing Chance, which vis­its the lives of even the best-in­ves­ted For­sytes, put a clue in­to Fleur’s hands. Her fath­er came down to din­ner without a handker­chief, and had oc­ca­sion to blow his nose.

			“I’ll get you one, dear,” she had said, and ran up­stairs. In the sachet where she sought for it—an old sachet of very faded silk—there were two com­part­ments: one held handker­chiefs; the oth­er was buttoned, and con­tained some­thing flat and hard. By some child­ish im­pulse Fleur un­buttoned it. There was a frame and in it a pho­to­graph of her­self as a little girl. She gazed at it, fas­cin­ated, as one is by one’s own pre­sent­ment. It slipped un­der her fid­get­ing thumb, and she saw that an­oth­er pho­to­graph was be­hind. She pressed her own down fur­ther, and per­ceived a face, which she seemed to know, of a young wo­man, very good-look­ing, in a very old style of even­ing dress. Slip­ping her own pho­to­graph up over it again, she took out a handker­chief and went down. Only on the stairs did she identi­fy that face. Surely—surely Jon’s moth­er! The con­vic­tion came as a shock. And she stood still in a flurry of thought. Why, of course! Jon’s fath­er had mar­ried the wo­man her fath­er had wanted to marry, had cheated him out of her, per­haps. Then, afraid of show­ing by her man­ner that she had lighted on his secret, she re­fused to think fur­ther, and, shak­ing out the silk handker­chief, entered the din­ing-room.

			“I chose the soft­est, Fath­er.”

			“H’m!” said Soames; “I only use those after a cold. Nev­er mind!”

			That even­ing passed for Fleur in put­ting two and two to­geth­er; re­call­ing the look on her fath­er’s face in the con­fec­tion­er’s shop—a look strange and coldly in­tim­ate, a queer look. He must have loved that wo­man very much to have kept her pho­to­graph all this time, in spite of hav­ing lost her. Un­spar­ing and mat­ter-of-fact, her mind dar­ted to his re­la­tions with her own moth­er. Had he ever really loved her? She thought not. Jon was the son of the wo­man he had really loved. Surely, then, he ought not to mind his daugh­ter lov­ing him; it only wanted get­ting used to. And a sigh of sheer re­lief was caught in the folds of her night­gown slip­ping over her head.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Meet­ings

			
			Youth only re­cog­nises Age by fits and starts. Jon, for one, had nev­er really seen his fath­er’s age till he came back from Spain. The face of the fourth Joly­on, worn by wait­ing, gave him quite a shock—it looked so wan and old. His fath­er’s mask had been forced awry by the emo­tion of the meet­ing, so that the boy sud­denly real­ised how much he must have felt their ab­sence. He summoned to his aid the thought: “Well, I didn’t want to go!” It was out of date for Youth to de­fer to Age. But Jon was by no means typ­ic­ally mod­ern. His fath­er had al­ways been “so jolly” to him, and to feel that one meant to be­gin again at once the con­duct which his fath­er had suffered six weeks’ loneli­ness to cure was not agree­able.

			At the ques­tion, “Well, old man, how did the great Goya strike you?” his con­science pricked him badly. The great Goya only ex­is­ted be­cause he had cre­ated a face which re­sembled Fleur’s.

			On the night of their re­turn, he went to bed full of com­punc­tion; but awoke full of an­ti­cip­a­tion. It was only the fifth of Ju­ly, and no meet­ing was fixed with Fleur un­til the ninth. He was to have three days at home be­fore go­ing back to farm. Some­how he must con­trive to see her!

			In the lives of men an in­ex­or­able rhythm, caused by the need for trousers, not even the fond­est par­ents can deny. On the second day, there­fore, Jon went to Town, and hav­ing sat­is­fied his con­science by or­der­ing what was in­dis­pens­able in Con­duit Street, turned his face to­ward Pic­ca­dilly. Strat­ton Street, where her Club was, ad­joined Devon­shire House. It would be the merest chance that she should be at her Club. But he dawdled down Bond Street with a beat­ing heart, no­ti­cing the su­peri­or­ity of all oth­er young men to him­self. They wore their clothes with such an air; they had as­sur­ance; they were old. He was sud­denly over­whelmed by the con­vic­tion that Fleur must have for­got­ten him. Ab­sorbed in his own feel­ing for her all these weeks, he had mis­laid that pos­sib­il­ity. The corners of his mouth drooped, his hands felt clammy. Fleur with the pick of youth at the beck of her smile—Fleur in­com­par­able! It was an evil mo­ment. Jon, how­ever, had a great idea that one must be able to face any­thing. And he braced him­self with that dour re­flec­tion in front of a bric-a-brac shop. At this high-wa­ter mark of what was once the Lon­don sea­son, there was noth­ing to mark it out from any oth­er ex­cept a grey top hat or two, and the sun. Jon moved on, and turn­ing the corner in­to Pic­ca­dilly, ran in­to Val Dartie mov­ing to­ward the Iseeum Club, to which he had just been elec­ted.

			“Hallo! Young man! Where are you off to?”

			Jon gushed. “I’ve just been to my tail­or’s.”

			Val looked him up and down. “That’s good! I’m go­ing in here to or­der some ci­gar­ettes; then come and have some lunch.”

			Jon thanked him. He might get news of her from Val!

			The con­di­tion of Eng­land, that night­mare of its Press and Pub­lic men, was seen in dif­fer­ent per­spect­ive with­in the to­bac­con­ist’s which they now entered.

			“Yes, sir; pre­cisely the ci­gar­ette I used to sup­ply your fath­er with. Bless me! Mr. Montague Dartie was a cus­tom­er here from—let me see—the year Melton won the Derby. One of my very best cus­tom­ers he was.” A faint smile il­lumined the to­bac­con­ist’s face. “Many’s the tip he’s giv­en me, to be sure! I sup­pose he took a couple of hun­dred of these every week, year in, year out, and nev­er changed his ci­gar­ette. Very af­fable gen­tle­man, brought me a lot of cus­tom. I was sorry he met with that ac­ci­dent. One misses an old cus­tom­er like him.”

			Val smiled. His fath­er’s de­cease had closed an ac­count which had been run­ning longer, prob­ably, than any oth­er; and in a ring of smoke puffed out from that time-hon­oured ci­gar­ette he seemed to see again his fath­er’s face, dark, good-look­ing, mous­ta­chioed, a little puffy, in the only halo it had earned. His fath­er had his fame here, any­way—a man who smoked two hun­dred ci­gar­ettes a week, who could give tips, and run ac­counts forever! To his to­bac­con­ist a hero! Even that was some dis­tinc­tion to in­her­it!

			“I pay cash,” he said; “how much?”

			“To his son, sir, and cash—ten and six. I shall nev­er for­get Mr. Montague Dartie. I’ve known him stand talkin’ to me half an hour. We don’t get many like him now, with every­body in such a hurry. The War was bad for man­ners, sir—it was bad for man­ners. You were in it, I see.”

			“No,” said Val, tap­ping his knee, “I got this in the war be­fore. Saved my life, I ex­pect. Do you want any ci­gar­ettes, Jon?”

			Rather ashamed, Jon mur­mured, “I don’t smoke, you know,” and saw the to­bac­con­ist’s lips twis­ted, as if un­cer­tain wheth­er to say “Good God!” or “Now’s your chance, sir!”

			“That’s right,” said Val; “keep off it while you can. You’ll want it when you take a knock. This is really the same to­bacco, then?”

			“Identic­al, sir; a little dear­er, that’s all. Won­der­ful stay­ing power—the Brit­ish Em­pire, I al­ways say.”

			“Send me down a hun­dred a week to this ad­dress, and in­voice it monthly. Come on, Jon.”

			Jon entered the Iseeum with curi­os­ity. Ex­cept to lunch now and then at the Hotch-Potch with his fath­er, he had nev­er been in a Lon­don Club. The Iseeum, com­fort­able and un­pre­ten­tious, did not move, could not, so long as George For­syte sat on its Com­mit­tee, where his culin­ary acu­men was al­most the con­trolling force. The Club had made a stand against the newly rich, and it had taken all George For­syte’s prestige, and praise of him as a “good sports­man,” to bring in Prosper Pro­fond.

			The two were lunch­ing to­geth­er when the half-broth­ers-in-law entered the din­ing-room, and at­trac­ted by George’s fore­finger, sat down at their table, Val with his shrewd eyes and charm­ing smile, Jon with sol­emn lips and an at­tract­ive shy­ness in his glance. There was an air of priv­ilege around that corner table, as though past mas­ters were eat­ing there. Jon was fas­cin­ated by the hyp­not­ic at­mo­sphere. The waiter, lean in the chaps, per­vaded with such free-ma­son­ic­al de­fer­ence. He seemed to hang on George For­syte’s lips, to watch the gloat in his eye with a kind of sym­pathy, to fol­low the move­ments of the heavy club-marked sil­ver fondly. His liv­er­ied arm and con­fid­en­tial voice alarmed Jon, they came so secretly over his shoulder.

			Ex­cept for George’s “Your grand­fath­er tipped me once; he was a deuced good judge of a ci­gar!” neither he nor the oth­er past mas­ter took any no­tice of him, and he was grate­ful for this. The talk was all about the breed­ing, points, and prices of horses, and he listened to it vaguely at first, won­der­ing how it was pos­sible to re­tain so much know­ledge in a head. He could not take his eyes off the dark past mas­ter—what he said was so de­lib­er­ate and dis­cour­aging—such heavy, queer, smiled-out words. Jon was think­ing of but­ter­flies, when he heard him say:

			“I want to see Mr. Soames For­syde take an in­terest in ’orses.”

			“Old Soames! He’s too dry a file!”

			With all his might Jon tried not to grow red, while the dark past mas­ter went on.

			“His daugh­ter’s an at­tract­ive small girl. Mr. Soames For­syde is a bit old-fash­ioned. I want to see him have a pleas­ure some day.” George For­syte grinned.

			“Don’t you worry; he’s not so miser­able as he looks. He’ll nev­er show he’s en­joy­ing any­thing—they might try and take it from him. Old Soames! Once bit, twice shy!”

			“Well, Jon,” said Val, hast­ily, “if you’ve fin­ished, we’ll go and have cof­fee.”

			“Who were those?” Jon asked, on the stairs. “I didn’t quite—”

			“Old George For­syte is a first cous­in of your fath­er’s and of my Uncle Soames. He’s al­ways been here. The oth­er chap, Pro­fond, is a queer fish. I think he’s hanging round Soames’ wife, if you ask me!”

			Jon looked at him, startled. “But that’s aw­ful,” he said: “I mean—for Fleur.”

			“Don’t sup­pose Fleur cares very much; she’s very up-to-date.”

			“Her moth­er!”

			“You’re very green, Jon.”

			Jon grew red. “Moth­ers,” he stammered an­grily, “are dif­fer­ent.”

			“You’re right,” said Val sud­denly; “but things aren’t what they were when I was your age. There’s a ‘To­mor­row we die’ feel­ing. That’s what old George meant about my Uncle Soames. He doesn’t mean to die to­mor­row.”

			Jon said, quickly: “What’s the mat­ter between him and my fath­er?”

			“Stable secret, Jon. Take my ad­vice, and bottle up. You’ll do no good by know­ing. Have a li­queur?”

			Jon shook his head.

			“I hate the way people keep things from one,” he muttered, “and then sneer at one for be­ing green.”

			“Well, you can ask Holly. If she won’t tell you, you’ll be­lieve it’s for your own good, I sup­pose.”

			Jon got up. “I must go now; thanks aw­fully for the lunch.”

			Val smiled up at him half-sorry, and yet amused. The boy looked so up­set.

			“All right! See you on Fri­day.”

			“I don’t know,” mur­mured Jon.

			And he did not. This con­spir­acy of si­lence made him des­per­ate. It was hu­mi­li­at­ing to be treated like a child! He re­traced his moody steps to Strat­ton Street. But he would go to her Club now, and find out the worst! To his en­quiry the reply was that Miss For­syte was not in the Club. She might be in per­haps later. She was of­ten in on Monday—they could not say. Jon said he would call again, and, cross­ing in­to the Green Park, flung him­self down un­der a tree. The sun was bright, and a breeze fluttered the leaves of the young lime-tree be­neath which he lay; but his heart ached. Such dark­ness seemed gathered round his hap­pi­ness. He heard Big Ben chime “Three” above the traffic. The sound moved some­thing in him, and, tak­ing out a piece of pa­per, he began to scribble on it with a pen­cil. He had jot­ted a stanza, and was search­ing the grass for an­oth­er verse, when some­thing hard touched his shoulder—a green para­sol. There above him stood Fleur!

			“They told me you’d been, and were com­ing back. So I thought you might be out here; and you are—it’s rather won­der­ful!”

			“Oh, Fleur! I thought you’d have for­got­ten me.”

			“When I told you that I shouldn’t!”

			Jon seized her arm.

			“It’s too much luck! Let’s get away from this side.” He al­most dragged her on through that too thought­fully reg­u­lated Park, to find some cov­er where they could sit and hold each oth­er’s hands.

			“Hasn’t any­body cut in?” he said, gaz­ing round at her lashes, in sus­pense above her cheeks.

			“There is a young idi­ot, but he doesn’t count.”

			Jon felt a twitch of com­pas­sion for the—young idi­ot.

			“You know I’ve had sun­stroke; I didn’t tell you.”

			“Really! Was it in­ter­est­ing?”

			“No. Moth­er was an an­gel. Has any­thing happened to you?”

			“Noth­ing. Ex­cept that I think I’ve found out what’s wrong between our fam­il­ies, Jon.”

			His heart began beat­ing very fast.

			“I be­lieve my fath­er wanted to marry your moth­er, and your fath­er got her in­stead.”

			“Oh!”

			“I came on a photo of her; it was in a frame be­hind a photo of me. Of course, if he was very fond of her, that would have made him pretty mad, wouldn’t it?”

			Jon thought for a minute. “Not if she loved my fath­er best.”

			“But sup­pose they were en­gaged?”

			“If we were en­gaged, and you found you loved some­body bet­ter, I might go cracked, but I shouldn’t grudge it you.”

			“I should. You mustn’t ever do that with me, Jon.”

			“My God! Not much!”

			“I don’t be­lieve that he’s ever really cared for my moth­er.”

			Jon was si­lent. Val’s words—the two past mas­ters in the Club!

			“You see, we don’t know,” went on Fleur; “it may have been a great shock. She may have be­haved badly to him. People do.”

			“My moth­er wouldn’t.”

			Fleur shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t think we know much about our fath­ers and moth­ers. We just see them in the light of the way they treat us; but they’ve treated oth­er people, you know, be­fore we were born—plenty, I ex­pect. You see, they’re both old. Look at your fath­er, with three sep­ar­ate fam­il­ies!”

			“Isn’t there any place,” cried Jon, “in all this beastly Lon­don where we can be alone?”

			“Only a taxi.”

			“Let’s get one, then.”

			When they were in­stalled, Fleur asked sud­denly: “Are you go­ing back to Robin Hill? I should like to see where you live, Jon. I’m stay­ing with my aunt for the night, but I could get back in time for din­ner. I wouldn’t come to the house, of course.”

			Jon gazed at her en­rap­tured.

			“Splen­did! I can show it you from the copse, we shan’t meet any­body. There’s a train at four.”

			The god of prop­erty and his For­sytes great and small, leis­ured, of­fi­cial, com­mer­cial, or pro­fes­sion­al, like the work­ing classes, still worked their sev­en hours a day, so that those two of the fourth gen­er­a­tion trav­elled down to Robin Hill in an empty first-class car­riage, dusty and sun-warmed, of that too early train. They trav­elled in bliss­ful si­lence, hold­ing each oth­er’s hands.

			At the sta­tion they saw no one ex­cept port­ers, and a vil­la­ger or two un­known to Jon, and walked out up the lane, which smelled of dust and hon­ey­suckle.

			For Jon—sure of her now, and without sep­ar­a­tion be­fore him—it was a mi­ra­cu­lous dawdle, more won­der­ful than those on the Downs, or along the river Thames. It was love-in-a-mist—one of those il­lumined pages of Life, where every word and smile, and every light touch they gave each oth­er were as little gold and red and blue but­ter­flies and flowers and birds scrolled in among the text—a happy com­mun­ing, without af­ter­thought, which las­ted thirty-sev­en minutes. They reached the cop­pice at the milk­ing hour. Jon would not take her as far as the farm­yard; only to where she could see the field lead­ing up to the gar­dens, and the house bey­ond. They turned in among the larches, and sud­denly, at the wind­ing of the path, came on Irene, sit­ting on an old log seat.

			There are vari­ous kinds of shocks: to the ver­teb­rae; to the nerves; to mor­al sens­ib­il­ity; and, more po­tent and per­man­ent, to per­son­al dig­nity. This last was the shock Jon re­ceived, com­ing thus on his moth­er. He be­came sud­denly con­scious that he was do­ing an in­del­ic­ate thing. To have brought Fleur down openly—yes! But to sneak her in like this! Con­sumed with shame, he put on a front as brazen as his nature would per­mit.

			Fleur was smil­ing, a little de­fi­antly; his moth­er’s startled face was chan­ging quickly to the im­per­son­al and gra­cious. It was she who uttered the first words:

			“I’m very glad to see you. It was nice of Jon to think of bring­ing you down to us.”

			“We wer­en’t com­ing to the house,” Jon blur­ted out. “I just wanted Fleur to see where I lived.”

			His moth­er said quietly:

			“Won’t you come up and have tea?”

			Feel­ing that he had but ag­grav­ated his breach of breed­ing, he heard Fleur an­swer:

			“Thanks very much; I have to get back to din­ner. I met Jon by ac­ci­dent, and we thought it would be rather jolly just to see his home.”

			How self-pos­sessed she was!

			“Of course; but you must have tea. We’ll send you down to the sta­tion. My hus­band will en­joy see­ing you.”

			The ex­pres­sion of his moth­er’s eyes, rest­ing on him for a mo­ment, cast Jon down level with the ground—a true worm. Then she led on, and Fleur fol­lowed her. He felt like a child, trail­ing after those two, who were talk­ing so eas­ily about Spain and Wans­don, and the house up there bey­ond the trees and the grassy slope. He watched the fen­cing of their eyes, tak­ing each oth­er in—the two be­ings he loved most in the world.

			He could see his fath­er sit­ting un­der the oak-tree; and suffered in ad­vance all the loss of caste he must go through in the eyes of that tran­quil fig­ure, with his knees crossed, thin, old, and el­eg­ant; already he could feel the faint irony which would come in­to his voice and smile.

			“This is Fleur For­syte, Joly­on; Jon brought her down to see the house. Let’s have tea at once—she has to catch a train. Jon, tell them, dear, and tele­phone to the Dragon for a car.”

			To leave her alone with them was strange, and yet, as no doubt his moth­er had fore­seen, the least of evils at the mo­ment; so he ran up in­to the house. Now he would not see Fleur alone again—not for a minute, and they had ar­ranged no fur­ther meet­ing! When he re­turned un­der cov­er of the maids and teapots, there was not a trace of awk­ward­ness be­neath the tree; it was all with­in him­self, but not the less for that. They were talk­ing of the Gal­lery off Cork Street.

			“We back num­bers,” his fath­er was say­ing, “are aw­fully anxious to find out why we can’t ap­pre­ci­ate the new stuff; you and Jon must tell us.”

			“It’s sup­posed to be satir­ic, isn’t it?” said Fleur.

			He saw his fath­er’s smile.

			“Satir­ic? Oh! I think it’s more than that. What do you say, Jon?”

			“I don’t know at all,” stammered Jon. His fath­er’s face had a sud­den grim­ness.

			“The young are tired of us, our gods and our ideals. Off with their heads, they say—smash their idols! And let’s get back to—noth­ing! And, by Jove, they’ve done it! Jon’s a poet. He’ll be go­ing in, too, and stamp­ing on what’s left of us. Prop­erty, beauty, sen­ti­ment—all smoke. We mustn’t own any­thing nowadays, not even our feel­ings. They stand in the way of—Noth­ing.”

			Jon listened, be­wildered, al­most out­raged by his fath­er’s words, be­hind which he felt a mean­ing that he could not reach. He didn’t want to stamp on any­thing!

			“Noth­ing’s the god of today,” con­tin­ued Joly­on; “we’re back where the Rus­si­ans were sixty years ago, when they star­ted Ni­hil­ism.”

			“No, Dad,” cried Jon sud­denly, “we only want to live, and we don’t know how, be­cause of the Past—that’s all!”

			“By George!” said Joly­on, “that’s pro­found, Jon. Is it your own? The Past! Old own­er­ships, old pas­sions, and their af­ter­math. Let’s have ci­gar­ettes.”

			Con­scious that his moth­er had lif­ted her hand to her lips, quickly, as if to hush some­thing, Jon handed the ci­gar­ettes. He lighted his fath­er’s and Fleur’s, then one for him­self. Had he taken the knock that Val had spoken of? The smoke was blue when he had not puffed, grey when he had; he liked the sen­sa­tion in his nose, and the sense of equal­ity it gave him. He was glad no one said: “So you’ve be­gun!” He felt less young.

			Fleur looked at her watch, and rose. His moth­er went with her in­to the house. Jon stayed with his fath­er, puff­ing at the ci­gar­ette.

			“See her in­to the car, old man,” said Joly­on; “and when she’s gone, ask your moth­er to come back to me.”

			Jon went. He waited in the hall. He saw her in­to the car. There was no chance for any word; hardly for a pres­sure of the hand. He waited all that even­ing for some­thing to be said to him. Noth­ing was said. Noth­ing might have happened. He went up to bed, and in the mir­ror on his dress­ing-table met him­self. He did not speak, nor did the im­age; but both looked as if they thought the more.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				In Green Street

			
			Un­cer­tain wheth­er the im­pres­sion that Prosper Pro­fond was dan­ger­ous should be traced to his at­tempt to give Val the May­fly filly; to a re­mark of Fleur’s: “He’s like the hosts of Midi­an—he prowls and prowls around”; to his pre­pos­ter­ous in­quiry of Jack Car­digan: “What’s the use of keep­in’ fit?” or, more simply, to the fact that he was a for­eign­er, or ali­en as it was now called. Cer­tain, that An­nette was look­ing par­tic­u­larly hand­some, and that Soames—had sold him a Gauguin and then torn up the cheque, so that Mon­sieur Pro­fond him­self had said: “I didn’t get that small pic­ture I bought from Mr. For­syde.”

			How­ever sus­pi­ciously re­garded, he still fre­quen­ted Wini­fred’s ever­green little house in Green Street, with a good-natured ob­tuse­ness which no one mis­took for na­iv­ete, a word hardly ap­plic­able to Mon­sieur Prosper Pro­fond. Wini­fred still found him “amus­ing,” and would write him little notes say­ing: “Come and have a ‘jolly’ with us”—it was breath of life to her to keep up with the phrases of the day.

			The mys­tery, with which all felt him to be sur­roun­ded, was due to his hav­ing done, seen, heard, and known everything, and found noth­ing in it—which was un­nat­ur­al. The Eng­lish type of dis­il­lu­sion­ment was fa­mil­i­ar enough to Wini­fred, who had al­ways moved in fash­ion­able circles. It gave a cer­tain cachet or dis­tinc­tion, so that one got some­thing out of it. But to see noth­ing in any­thing, not as a pose, but be­cause there was noth­ing in any­thing, was not Eng­lish; and that which was not Eng­lish one could not help secretly feel­ing dan­ger­ous, if not pre­cisely bad form. It was like hav­ing the mood which the War had left, seated—dark, heavy, smil­ing, in­dif­fer­ent—in your Em­pire chair; it was like listen­ing to that mood talk­ing through thick pink lips above a little diabol­ic beard. It was, as Jack Car­digan ex­pressed it—for the Eng­lish char­ac­ter at large—“a bit too thick”—for if noth­ing was really worth get­ting ex­cited about, there were al­ways games, and one could make it so! Even Wini­fred, ever a For­syte at heart, felt that there was noth­ing to be had out of such a mood of dis­il­lu­sion­ment, so that it really ought not to be there. Mon­sieur Pro­fond, in fact, made the mood too plain in a coun­try which de­cently veiled such real­it­ies.

			When Fleur, after her hur­ried re­turn from Robin Hill, came down to din­ner that even­ing, the mood was stand­ing at the win­dow of Wini­fred’s little draw­ing-room, look­ing out in­to Green Street, with an air of see­ing noth­ing in it. And Fleur gazed promptly in­to the fire­place with an air of see­ing a fire which was not there.

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond came from the win­dow. He was in full fig, with a white waist­coat and a white flower in his but­ton­hole.

			“Well, Miss For­syde,” he said, “I’m aw­ful pleased to see you. Mr. For­syde well? I was say­in’ today I want to see him have some pleas­ure. He wor­ries.”

			“You think so?” said Fleur shortly.

			“Wor­ries,” re­peated Mon­sieur Pro­fond, burring the r’s.

			Fleur spun round. “Shall I tell you,” she said, “what would give him pleas­ure?” But the words, “To hear that you had cleared out,” died at the ex­pres­sion on his face. All his fine white teeth were show­ing.

			“I was hear­in’ at the Club today about his old trouble.”

			Fleur opened her eyes. “What do you mean?”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond moved his sleek head as if to min­im­ize his state­ment.

			“Be­fore you were born,” he said; “that small busi­ness.”

			Though con­scious that he had clev­erly di­ver­ted her from his own share in her fath­er’s worry, Fleur was un­able to with­stand a rush of nervous curi­os­ity. “Tell me what you heard.”

			“Why!” mur­mured Mon­sieur Pro­fond, “you know all that.”

			“I ex­pect I do. But I should like to know that you haven’t heard it all wrong.”

			“His first wife,” mur­mured Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			Chok­ing back the words, “He was nev­er mar­ried be­fore,” she said: “Well, what about her?”

			“Mr. George For­syde was tel­lin’ me about your fath­er’s first wife mar­ry­in’ his cous­in Joly­on af­ter­ward. It was a small bit un­pleas­ant, I should think. I saw their boy—nice boy!”

			Fleur looked up. Mon­sieur Pro­fond was swim­ming, heav­ily diabol­ic­al, be­fore her. That—the reas­on! With the most hero­ic ef­fort of her life so far, she man­aged to ar­rest that swim­ming fig­ure. She could not tell wheth­er he had no­ticed. And just then Wini­fred came in.

			“Oh! here you both are already; Imo­gen and I have had the most amus­ing af­ter­noon at the Ba­bies’ bazaar.”

			“What ba­bies?” said Fleur mech­an­ic­ally.

			“The ‘Save the Ba­bies.’ I got such a bar­gain, my dear. A piece of old Ar­meni­an work—from be­fore the Flood. I want your opin­ion on it, Prosper.”

			“Auntie,” whispered Fleur sud­denly.

			At the tone in the girl’s voice Wini­fred closed in on her.

			“What’s the mat­ter? Aren’t you well?”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond had with­drawn in­to the win­dow, where he was prac­tic­ally out of hear­ing.

			“Auntie, he—he told me that fath­er has been mar­ried be­fore. Is it true that he di­vorced her, and she mar­ried Jon For­syte’s fath­er?”

			Nev­er in all the life of the moth­er of four little Darties had Wini­fred felt more ser­i­ously em­bar­rassed. Her niece’s face was so pale, her eyes so dark, her voice so whis­pery and strained.

			“Your fath­er didn’t wish you to hear,” she said, with all the aplomb she could muster. “These things will hap­pen. I’ve of­ten told him he ought to let you know.”

			“Oh!” said Fleur, and that was all, but it made Wini­fred pat her shoulder—a firm little shoulder, nice and white! She nev­er could help an ap­prais­ing eye and touch in the mat­ter of her niece, who would have to be mar­ried, of course—though not to that boy Jon.

			“We’ve for­got­ten all about it years and years ago,” she said com­fort­ably. “Come and have din­ner!”

			“No, Auntie. I don’t feel very well. May I go up­stairs?”

			“My dear!” mur­mured Wini­fred, con­cerned, “you’re not tak­ing this to heart? Why, you haven’t prop­erly come out yet! That boy’s a child!”

			“What boy? I’ve only got a head­ache. But I can’t stand that man to­night.”

			“Well, well,” said Wini­fred, “go and lie down. I’ll send you some brom­ide, and I shall talk to Prosper Pro­fond. What busi­ness had he to gos­sip? Though I must say I think it’s much bet­ter you should know.”

			Fleur smiled. “Yes,” she said, and slipped from the room.

			She went up with her head whirl­ing, a dry sen­sa­tion in her throat, a guttered frightened feel­ing in her breast. Nev­er in her life as yet had she suffered from even mo­ment­ary fear that she would not get what she had set her heart on. The sen­sa­tions of the af­ter­noon had been full and poignant, and this grue­some dis­cov­ery com­ing on the top of them had really made her head ache. No won­der her fath­er had hid­den that pho­to­graph, so secretly be­hind her own—ashamed of hav­ing kept it! But could he hate Jon’s moth­er and yet keep her pho­to­graph? She pressed her hands over her fore­head, try­ing to see things clearly. Had they told Jon—had her vis­it to Robin Hill forced them to tell him? Everything now turned on that! She knew, they all knew, ex­cept—per­haps—Jon!

			She walked up and down, bit­ing her lip and think­ing des­per­ately hard. Jon loved his moth­er. If they had told him, what would he do? She could not tell. But if they had not told him, should she not—could she not get him for her­self—get mar­ried to him, be­fore he knew? She searched her memor­ies of Robin Hill. His moth­er’s face so pass­ive—with its dark eyes and as if powdered hair, its re­serve, its smile—baffled her; and his fath­er’s—kindly, sunken, iron­ic. In­stinct­ively she felt they would shrink from telling Jon, even now, shrink from hurt­ing him—for of course it would hurt him aw­fully to know!

			Her aunt must be made not to tell her fath­er that she knew. So long as neither she her­self nor Jon were sup­posed to know, there was still a chance—free­dom to cov­er one’s tracks, and get what her heart was set on. But she was al­most over­whelmed by her isol­a­tion. Every­one’s hand was against her—every­one’s! It was as Jon had said—he and she just wanted to live and the past was in their way, a past they hadn’t shared in, and didn’t un­der­stand! Oh! What a shame! And sud­denly she thought of June. Would she help them? For some­how June had left on her the im­pres­sion that she would be sym­path­et­ic with their love, im­pa­tient of obstacle. Then, in­stinct­ively, she thought: “I won’t give any­thing away, though, even to her. I dar­en’t. I mean to have Jon; against them all.”

			Soup was brought up to her, and one of Wini­fred’s pet head­ache cachets. She swal­lowed both. Then Wini­fred her­self ap­peared. Fleur opened her cam­paign with the words:

			“You know, Auntie, I do wish people wouldn’t think I’m in love with that boy. Why, I’ve hardly seen him!”

			Wini­fred, though ex­per­i­enced, was not “fine.” She ac­cep­ted the re­mark with con­sid­er­able re­lief. Of course, it was not pleas­ant for the girl to hear of the fam­ily scan­dal, and she set her­self to min­im­ise the mat­ter, a task for which she was em­in­ently qual­i­fied, “raised” fash­ion­ably un­der a com­fort­able moth­er and a fath­er whose nerves might not be shaken, and for many years the wife of Montague Dartie. Her de­scrip­tion was a mas­ter­piece of un­der­state­ment. Fleur’s fath­er’s first wife had been very fool­ish. There had been a young man who had got run over, and she had left Fleur’s fath­er. Then, years after, when it might all have come—right again, she had taken up with their cous­in Joly­on; and, of course, her fath­er had been ob­liged to have a di­vorce. Nobody re­membered any­thing of it now, ex­cept just the fam­ily. And, per­haps, it had all turned out for the best; her fath­er had Fleur; and Joly­on and Irene had been quite happy, they said, and their boy was a nice boy. “Val hav­ing Holly, too, is a sort of plaster, don’t you know?” With these sooth­ing words, Wini­fred pat­ted her niece’s shoulder; thought: “She’s a nice, plump little thing!” and went back to Prosper Pro­fond, who, in spite of his in­dis­cre­tion, was very “amus­ing” this even­ing.

			For some minutes after her aunt had gone Fleur re­mained un­der in­flu­ence of brom­ide ma­ter­i­al and spir­itu­al. But then real­ity came back. Her aunt had left out all that mattered—all the feel­ing, the hate, the love, the un­for­giv­ing­ness of pas­sion­ate hearts. She, who knew so little of life, and had touched only the fringe of love, was yet aware by in­stinct that words have as little re­la­tion to fact and feel­ing as coin to the bread it buys. “Poor Fath­er!” she thought. “Poor me! Poor Jon! But I don’t care, I mean to have him!” From the win­dow of her darkened room she saw “that man” is­sue from the door be­low and “prowl” away. If he and her moth­er—how would that af­fect her chance? Surely it must make her fath­er cling to her more closely, so that he would con­sent in the end to any­thing she wanted, or be­come re­con­ciled the soon­er to what she did without his know­ledge.

			She took some earth from the flower-box in the win­dow, and with all her might flung it after that dis­ap­pear­ing fig­ure. It fell short, but the ac­tion did her good.

			And a little puff of air came up from Green Street, smelling of pet­rol, not sweet.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Purely For­syte Af­fairs

			
			Soames, com­ing up to the City, with the in­ten­tion of call­ing in at Green Street at the end of his day and tak­ing Fleur back home with him, suffered from ru­min­a­tion. Sleep­ing part­ner that he was, he sel­dom vis­ited the City now, but he still had a room of his own at Cuth­cott, King­son and For­syte’s, and one spe­cial clerk and a half as­signed to the man­age­ment of purely For­syte af­fairs. They were some­what in flux just now—an aus­pi­cious mo­ment for the dis­pos­al of house prop­erty. And Soames was un­load­ing the es­tates of his fath­er and Uncle Ro­ger, and to some ex­tent of his Uncle Nich­olas. His shrewd and mat­ter-of-course prob­ity in all money con­cerns had made him some­thing of an auto­crat in con­nec­tion with these trusts. If Soames thought this or thought that, one had bet­ter save one­self the both­er of think­ing too. He guar­an­teed, as it were, ir­re­spons­ib­il­ity to nu­mer­ous For­sytes of the third and fourth gen­er­a­tions. His fel­low trust­ees, such as his cous­ins Ro­ger or Nich­olas, his cous­ins-in-law Tweety­man and Spend­er, or his sis­ter Cicely’s hus­band, all trus­ted him; he signed first, and where he signed first they signed after, and nobody was a penny the worse. Just now they were all a good many pen­nies the bet­ter, and Soames was be­gin­ning to see the close of cer­tain trusts, ex­cept for dis­tri­bu­tion of the in­come from se­cur­it­ies as gilt-edged as was com­pat­ible with the peri­od.

			Passing the more fe­ver­ish parts of the City to­ward the most per­fect back­wa­ter in Lon­don, he ru­min­ated. Money was ex­traordin­ar­ily tight; and mor­al­ity ex­traordin­ar­ily loose! The War had done it. Banks were not lend­ing; people break­ing con­tracts all over the place. There was a feel­ing in the air and a look on faces that he did not like. The coun­try seemed in for a spell of gambling and bank­ruptcies. There was sat­is­fac­tion in the thought that neither he nor his trusts had an in­vest­ment which could be af­fected by any­thing less ma­ni­ac­al than na­tion­al re­pu­di­ation or a levy on cap­it­al. If Soames had faith, it was in what he called “Eng­lish com­mon sense”—or the power to have things, if not one way then an­oth­er. He might—like his fath­er James be­fore him—say he didn’t know what things were com­ing to, but he nev­er in his heart be­lieved they were. If it res­ted with him, they wouldn’t—and, after all, he was only an Eng­lish­man like any oth­er, so quietly ten­a­cious of what he had that he knew he would nev­er really part with it without some­thing more or less equi­val­ent in ex­change. His mind was es­sen­tially equi­lib­rist­ic in ma­ter­i­al mat­ters, and his way of put­ting the na­tion­al situ­ation dif­fi­cult to re­fute in a world com­posed of hu­man be­ings. Take his own case, for ex­ample! He was well off. Did that do any­body harm? He did not eat ten meals a day; he ate no more than, per­haps not so much as, a poor man. He spent no money on vice; breathed no more air, used no more wa­ter to speak of than the mech­an­ic or the port­er. He cer­tainly had pretty things about him, but they had giv­en em­ploy­ment in the mak­ing, and some­body must use them. He bought pic­tures, but art must be en­cour­aged. He was, in fact, an ac­ci­dent­al chan­nel through which money flowed, em­ploy­ing la­bour. What was there ob­jec­tion­able in that? In his charge money was in quick­er and more use­ful flux than it would be in charge of the State and a lot of slow-fly money-suck­ing of­fi­cials. And as to what he saved each year—it was just as much in flux as what he didn’t save, go­ing in­to Wa­ter Board or Coun­cil Stocks, or some­thing sound and use­ful. The State paid him no salary for be­ing trust­ee of his own or oth­er people’s money—he did all that for noth­ing. Therein lay the whole case against na­tion­al­isa­tion—own­ers of private prop­erty were un­paid, and yet had every in­cent­ive to quick­en up the flux. Un­der na­tion­al­isa­tion—just the op­pos­ite! In a coun­try smart­ing from of­fi­cial­ism he felt that he had a strong case.

			It par­tic­u­larly an­noyed him, en­ter­ing that back­wa­ter of per­fect peace, to think that a lot of un­scru­pu­lous Trusts and Com­bin­a­tions had been cor­ner­ing the mar­ket in goods of all kinds, and keep­ing prices at an ar­ti­fi­cial height. Such ab­users of the in­di­vidu­al­ist­ic sys­tem were the ruf­fi­ans who caused all the trouble, and it was some sat­is­fac­tion to see them get­ting in­to a stew at last lest the whole thing might come down with a run—and land them in the soup.

			The of­fices of Cuth­cott, King­son and For­syte oc­cu­pied the ground and first floors of a house on the right-hand side; and, as­cend­ing to his room, Soames thought: “Time we had a coat of paint.”

			His old clerk Grad­man was seated, where he al­ways was, at a huge bur­eau with count­less pi­geon­holes. Half-the-clerk stood be­side him, with a broker’s note re­cord­ing in­vest­ment of the pro­ceeds from sale of the Bry­an­ston Square house, in Ro­ger For­syte’s es­tate. Soames took it, and said:

			“Van­couver City Stock. H’m. It’s down today!”

			With a sort of grat­ing in­gra­ti­ation old Grad­man answered him:

			“Ye-es; but everything’s down, Mr. Soames.” And half-the-clerk with­drew.

			Soames skewered the doc­u­ment on to a num­ber of oth­er pa­pers and hung up his hat.

			“I want to look at my Will and Mar­riage Set­tle­ment, Grad­man.”

			Old Grad­man, mov­ing to the lim­it of his swiv­el chair, drew out two drafts from the bot­tom lefthand draw­er. Re­cov­er­ing his body, he raised his grizzle-haired face, very red from stoop­ing.

			“Cop­ies, sir.”

			Soames took them. It struck him sud­denly how like Grad­man was to the stout brindled yard dog they had been wont to keep on his chain at the Shel­ter, till one day Fleur had come and in­sisted it should be let loose, so that it had at once bit­ten the cook and been des­troyed. If you let Grad­man off his chain, would he bite the cook?

			Check­ing this frivol­ous fancy, Soames un­fol­ded his Mar­riage Set­tle­ment. He had not looked at it for over eight­een years, not since he re­made his will when his fath­er died and Fleur was born. He wanted to see wheth­er the words “dur­ing cov­er­ture” were in. Yes, they were—odd ex­pres­sion, when you thought of it, and de­rived per­haps from horse-breed­ing! In­terest on fif­teen thou­sand pounds (which he paid her without de­duct­ing in­come tax) so long as she re­mained his wife, and af­ter­ward dur­ing wid­ow­hood dum casta—old-fash­ioned and rather poin­ted words, put in to in­sure the con­duct of Fleur’s moth­er. His will made it up to an an­nu­ity of a thou­sand un­der the same con­di­tions. All right! He re­turned the cop­ies to Grad­man, who took them without look­ing up, swung the chair, re­stored the pa­pers to their draw­er, and went on cast­ing up.

			“Grad­man! I don’t like the con­di­tion of the coun­try; there are a lot of people about without any com­mon sense. I want to find a way by which I can safe­guard Miss Fleur against any­thing which might arise.”

			Grad­man wrote the fig­ure “2” on his blot­ting-pa­per.

			“Ye-es,” he said; “there’s a nah­sty spir­it.”

			“The or­din­ary re­straint against an­ti­cip­a­tion doesn’t meet the case.”

			“Nao,” said Grad­man.

			“Sup­pose those La­bour fel­lows come in, or worse! It’s these people with fixed ideas who are the danger. Look at Ire­land!”

			“Ah!” said Grad­man.

			“Sup­pose I were to make a set­tle­ment on her at once with my­self as be­ne­fi­ciary for life, they couldn’t take any­thing but the in­terest from me, un­less of course they al­ter the law.”

			Grad­man moved his head and smiled.

			“Ah!” he said, “they wouldn’t do tha-at!”

			“I don’t know,” muttered Soames; “I don’t trust them.”

			“It’ll take two years, sir, to be val­id against death du­ties.”

			Soames sniffed. Two years! He was only sixty-five!

			“That’s not the point. Draw a form of set­tle­ment that passes all my prop­erty to Miss Fleur’s chil­dren in equal shares, with ante­cedent life-in­terests first to my­self and then to her without power of an­ti­cip­a­tion, and add a clause that in the event of any­thing hap­pen­ing to di­vert her life-in­terest, that in­terest passes to the trust­ees, to ap­ply for her be­ne­fit, in their ab­so­lute dis­cre­tion.”

			Grad­man grated: “Rather ex­treme at your age, sir; you lose con­trol.”

			“That’s my busi­ness,” said Soames sharply.

			Grad­man wrote on a piece of pa­per: “Life-in­terest—an­ti­cip­a­tion—di­vert in­terest—ab­so­lute dis­cre­tion. …” and said:

			“What trust­ees? There’s young Mr. King­son; he’s a nice steady young fel­low.”

			“Yes, he might do for one. I must have three. There isn’t a For­syte now who ap­peals to me.”

			“Not young Mr. Nich­olas? He’s at the Bar. We’ve giv­en ’im briefs.”

			“He’ll nev­er set the Thames on fire,” said Soames.

			A smile oozed out on Grad­man’s face, greasy from count­less mut­ton-chops, the smile of a man who sits all day.

			“You can’t ex­pect it, at his age, Mr. Soames.”

			“Why? What is he? Forty?”

			“Ye-es, quite a young fel­low.”

			“Well, put him in; but I want some­body who’ll take a per­son­al in­terest. There’s no one that I can see.”

			“What about Mr. Valeri­us, now he’s come home?”

			“Val Dartie? With that fath­er?”

			“We-ell,” mur­mured Grad­man, “he’s been dead sev­en years—the Stat­ute runs against him.”

			“No,” said Soames. “I don’t like the con­nec­tion.” He rose. Grad­man said sud­denly:

			“If they were makin’ a levy on cap­it­al, they could come on the trust­ees, sir. So there you’d be just the same. I’d think it over, if I were you.”

			“That’s true,” said Soames. “I will. What have you done about that dilap­id­a­tion no­tice in Vere Street?”

			“I ’aven’t served it yet. The party’s very old. She won’t want to go out at her age.”

			“I don’t know. This spir­it of un­rest touches every­one.”

			“Still, I’m look­in’ at things broadly, sir. She’s eighty-one.”

			“Bet­ter serve it,” said Soames, “and see what she says. Oh! and Mr. Timothy? Is everything in or­der in case of—”

			“I’ve got the in­vent­ory of his es­tate all ready; had the fur­niture and pic­tures val­ued so that we know what re­serves to put on. I shall be sorry when he goes, though. Dear me! It is a time since I first saw Mr. Timothy!”

			“We can’t live forever,” said Soames, tak­ing down his hat.

			“Nao,” said Grad­man; “but it’ll be a pity—the last of the old fam­ily! Shall I take up the mat­ter of that nuis­ance in Old Compton Street? Those or­gans—they’re nah­sty things.”

			“Do. I must call for Miss Fleur and catch the four o’clock. Good day, Grad­man.”

			“Good day, Mr. Soames. I hope Miss Fleur—”

			“Well enough, but gads about too much.”

			“Ye-es,” grated Grad­man; “she’s young.”

			Soames went out, mus­ing: “Old Grad­man! If he were young­er I’d put him in the trust. There’s nobody I can de­pend on to take a real in­terest.”

			Leav­ing the bili­ous and math­em­at­ic­al ex­actitude, the pre­pos­ter­ous peace of that back­wa­ter, he thought sud­denly: “Dur­ing cov­er­ture! Why can’t they ex­clude fel­lows like Pro­fond, in­stead of a lot of hard­work­ing Ger­mans?” and was sur­prised at the depth of un­eas­i­ness which could pro­voke so un­pat­ri­ot­ic a thought. But there it was! One nev­er got a mo­ment of real peace. There was al­ways some­thing at the back of everything! And he made his way to­ward Green Street.

			Two hours later by his watch, Thomas Grad­man, stir­ring in his swiv­el chair, closed the last draw­er of his bur­eau, and put­ting in­to his waist­coat pock­et a bunch of keys so fat that they gave him a pro­tuber­ance on the liv­er side, brushed his old top hat round with his sleeve, took his um­brella, and des­cen­ded. Thick, short, and buttoned closely in­to his old frock coat, he walked to­ward Cov­ent Garden mar­ket. He nev­er missed that daily prom­en­ade to the Tube for Highg­ate, and sel­dom some crit­ic­al trans­ac­tion on the way in con­nec­tion with ve­get­ables and fruit. Gen­er­a­tions might be born, and hats might change, wars be fought, and For­sytes fade away, but Thomas Grad­man, faith­ful and grey, would take his daily walk and buy his daily ve­get­able. Times were not what they were, and his son had lost a leg, and they nev­er gave him those nice little plaited bas­kets to carry the stuff in now, and these Tubes were con­veni­ent things—still he mustn’t com­plain; his health was good con­sid­er­ing his time of life, and after fifty-four years in the Law he was get­ting a round eight hun­dred a year and a little wor­ried of late, be­cause it was mostly col­lect­or’s com­mis­sion on the rents, and with all this con­ver­sion of For­syte prop­erty go­ing on, it looked like dry­ing up, and the price of liv­ing still so high; but it was no good wor­ry­ing—“The good God made us all”—as he was in the habit of say­ing; still, house prop­erty in Lon­don—he didn’t know what Mr. Ro­ger or Mr. James would say if they could see it be­ing sold like this—seemed to show a lack of faith; but Mr. Soames—he wor­ried. Life and lives in be­ing and twenty-one years after—bey­ond that you couldn’t go; still, he kept his health won­der­fully—and Miss Fleur was a pretty little thing—she was; she’d marry; but lots of people had no chil­dren nowadays—he had had his first child at twenty-two; and Mr. Joly­on, mar­ried while he was at Cam­bridge, had his child the same year—gra­cious Peter! That was back in ’69, a long time be­fore old Mr. Joly­on—fine judge of prop­erty—had taken his will away from Mr. James—dear, yes! Those were the days when they were buy­in’ prop­erty right and left, and none of this khaki and fal­l­in’ over one an­oth­er to get out of things; and cu­cum­bers at two­pence; and a mel­on—the old mel­ons, that made your mouth wa­ter! Fifty years since he went in­to Mr. James’ of­fice, and Mr. James had said to him: “Now, Grad­man, you’re only a shaver—you pay at­ten­tion, and you’ll make your five hun­dred a year be­fore you’ve done.” And he had, and feared God, and served the For­sytes, and kept a ve­get­able diet at night. And, buy­ing a copy of John Bull—not that he ap­proved of it, an ex­tra­vag­ant af­fair—he entered the Tube el­ev­at­or with his mere brown-pa­per par­cel, and was borne down in­to the bowels of the earth.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Soames’ Private Life

			
			On his way to Green Street it oc­curred to Soames that he ought to go in­to Du­met­ri­us’ in Suf­folk Street about the pos­sib­il­ity of the Bolderby Old Crome. Al­most worth while to have fought the war to have the Bolderby Old Crome, as it were, in flux! Old Bolderby had died, his son and grand­son had been killed—a cous­in was com­ing in­to the es­tate, who meant to sell it, some said be­cause of the con­di­tion of Eng­land, oth­ers said be­cause he had asthma.

			If Du­met­ri­us once got hold of it the price would be­come pro­hib­it­ive; it was ne­ces­sary for Soames to find out wheth­er Du­met­ri­us had got it, be­fore he tried to get it him­self. He there­fore con­fined him­self to dis­cuss­ing with Du­met­ri­us wheth­er Monti­cel­lis would come again now that it was the fash­ion for a pic­ture to be any­thing ex­cept a pic­ture; and the fu­ture of Johns, with a sideslip in­to Bux­ton Knights. It was only when leav­ing that he ad­ded: “So they’re not selling the Bolderby Old Crome, after all?” In sheer pride of ra­cial su­peri­or­ity, as he had cal­cu­lated would be the case, Du­met­ri­us replied:

			“Oh! I shall get it, Mr. For­syte, sir!”

			The flut­ter of his eye­lid for­ti­fied Soames in a res­ol­u­tion to write dir­ect to the new Bolderby, sug­gest­ing that the only dig­ni­fied way of deal­ing with an Old Crome was to avoid deal­ers. He there­fore said, “Well, good day!” and went, leav­ing Du­met­ri­us the wiser.

			At Green Street he found that Fleur was out and would be all the even­ing; she was stay­ing one more night in Lon­don. He cabbed on de­jec­tedly, and caught his train.

			He reached his house about six o’clock. The air was heavy, midges bit­ing, thun­der about. Tak­ing his let­ters he went up to his dress­ing-room to cleanse him­self of Lon­don.

			An un­in­ter­est­ing post. A re­ceipt, a bill for pur­chases on be­half of Fleur. A cir­cu­lar about an ex­hib­i­tion of etch­ings. A let­ter be­gin­ning:

			
				“Sir,

				“I feel it my duty …”

			

			That would be an ap­peal or some­thing un­pleas­ant. He looked at once for the sig­na­ture. There was none! In­cred­u­lously he turned the page over and ex­amined each corner. Not be­ing a pub­lic man, Soames had nev­er yet had an an­onym­ous let­ter, and his first im­pulse was to tear it up, as a dan­ger­ous thing; his second to read it, as a thing still more dan­ger­ous.

			
				“Sir,

				“I feel it my duty to in­form you that hav­ing no in­terest in the mat­ter your lady is car­ry­ing on with a for­eign­er—”

			

			Reach­ing that word Soames stopped mech­an­ic­ally and ex­amined the post­mark. So far as he could pierce the im­pen­et­rable dis­guise in which the Post Of­fice had wrapped it, there was some­thing with a “sea” at the end and a “t” in it. Chelsea? No! Bat­ter­sea? Per­haps! He read on.

			
				“These for­eign­ers are all the same. Sack the lot. This one meets your lady twice a week. I know it of my own know­ledge—and to see an Eng­lish­man put on goes against the grain. You watch it and see if what I say isn’t true. I shouldn’t meddle if it wasn’t a dirty for­eign­er that’s in it. Yours obed­i­ent.”

			

			The sen­sa­tion with which Soames dropped the let­ter was sim­il­ar to that he would have had en­ter­ing his bed­room and find­ing it full of black-beetles. The mean­ness of an­onym­ity gave a shud­der­ing ob­scen­ity to the mo­ment. And the worst of it was that this shad­ow had been at the back of his mind ever since the Sunday even­ing when Fleur had poin­ted down at Prosper Pro­fond strolling on the lawn, and said: “Prowl­ing cat!” Had he not in con­nec­tion there­with, this very day, per­used his Will and Mar­riage Set­tle­ment? And now this an­onym­ous ruf­fi­an, with noth­ing to gain, ap­par­ently, save the vent­ing of his spite against for­eign­ers, had wrenched it out of the ob­scur­ity in which he had hoped and wished it would re­main. To have such know­ledge forced on him, at his time of life, about Fleur’s moth­er! He picked the let­ter up from the car­pet, tore it across, and then, when it hung to­geth­er by just the fold at the back, stopped tear­ing, and re­read it. He was tak­ing at that mo­ment one of the de­cis­ive res­ol­u­tions of his life. He would not be forced in­to an­oth­er scan­dal. No! How­ever he de­cided to deal with this mat­ter—and it re­quired the most farsighted and care­ful con­sid­er­a­tion he would do noth­ing that might in­jure Fleur. That res­ol­u­tion taken, his mind answered the helm again, and he made his ablu­tions. His hands trembled as he dried them. Scan­dal he would not have, but some­thing must be done to stop this sort of thing! He went in­to his wife’s room and stood look­ing around him. The idea of search­ing for any­thing which would in­crim­in­ate, and en­title him to hold a men­ace over her, did not even come to him. There would be noth­ing—she was much too prac­tic­al. The idea of hav­ing her watched had been dis­missed be­fore it came—too well he re­membered his pre­vi­ous ex­per­i­ence of that. No! He had noth­ing but this torn-up let­ter from some an­onym­ous ruf­fi­an, whose im­pudent in­tru­sion in­to his private life he so vi­ol­ently re­sen­ted. It was re­pug­nant to him to make use of it, but he might have to. What a mercy Fleur was not at home to­night! A tap on the door broke up his pain­ful co­git­a­tions.

			“Mr. Mi­chael Mont, sir, is in the draw­ing-room. Will you see him?”

			“No,” said Soames; “yes. I’ll come down.”

			Any­thing that would take his mind off for a few minutes!

			Mi­chael Mont in flan­nels stood on the ver­andah smoking a ci­gar­ette. He threw it away as Soames came up, and ran his hand through his hair.

			Soames’ feel­ing to­ward this young man was sin­gu­lar. He was no doubt a rack­ety, ir­re­spons­ible young fel­low ac­cord­ing to old stand­ards, yet some­how like­able, with his ex­traordin­ar­ily cheer­ful way of blurt­ing out his opin­ions.

			“Come in,” he said; “have you had tea?”

			Mont came in.

			“I thought Fleur would have been back, sir; but I’m glad she isn’t. The fact is, I—I’m fear­fully gone on her; so fear­fully gone that I thought you’d bet­ter know. It’s old-fash­ioned, of course, com­ing to fath­ers first, but I thought you’d for­give that. I went to my own Dad, and he says if I settle down he’ll see me through. He rather cot­tons to the idea, in fact. I told him about your Goya.”

			“Oh!” said Soames, in­ex­press­ibly dry. “He rather cot­tons?”

			“Yes, sir; do you?”

			Soames smiled faintly.

			“You see,” re­sumed Mont, twid­dling his straw hat, while his hair, ears, eye­brows, all seemed to stand up from ex­cite­ment, “when you’ve been through the War you can’t help be­ing in a hurry.”

			“To get mar­ried; and un­mar­ried af­ter­ward,” said Soames slowly.

			“Not from Fleur, sir. Ima­gine, if you were me!”

			Soames cleared his throat. That way of put­ting it was for­cible enough.

			“Fleur’s too young,” he said.

			“Oh! no, sir. We’re aw­fully old nowadays. My Dad seems to me a per­fect babe; his think­ing ap­par­at­us hasn’t turned a hair. But he’s a Bar­o­night, of course; that keeps him back.”

			“Bar­o­night,” re­peated Soames; “what may that be?”

			“Bart, sir. I shall be a Bart some day. But I shall live it down, you know.”

			“Go away and live this down,” said Soames.

			Young Mont said im­plor­ingly: “Oh! no, sir. I simply must hang around, or I shouldn’t have a dog’s chance. You’ll let Fleur do what she likes, I sup­pose, any­way. Ma­dame passes me.”

			“In­deed!” said Soames fri­gidly.

			“You don’t really bar me, do you?” and the young man looked so dole­ful that Soames smiled.

			“You may think you’re very old,” he said; “but you strike me as ex­tremely young. To rattle ahead of everything is not a proof of ma­tur­ity.”

			“All right, sir; I give you our age. But to show you I mean busi­ness—I’ve got a job.”

			“Glad to hear it.”

			“Joined a pub­lish­er; my gov­ernor is put­ting up the stakes.”

			Soames put his hand over his mouth—he had so very nearly said: “God help the pub­lish­er!” His grey eyes scru­tin­ised the agit­ated young man.

			“I don’t dis­like you, Mr. Mont, but Fleur is everything to me. Everything—do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, sir, I know; but so she is to me.”

			“That’s as may be. I’m glad you’ve told me, how­ever. And now I think there’s noth­ing more to be said.”

			“I know it rests with her, sir.”

			“It will rest with her a long time, I hope.”

			“You aren’t cheer­ing,” said Mont sud­denly.

			“No,” said Soames, “my ex­per­i­ence of life has not made me anxious to couple people in a hurry. Good night, Mr. Mont. I shan’t tell Fleur what you’ve said.”

			“Oh!” mur­mured Mont blankly; “I really could knock my brains out for want of her. She knows that per­fectly well.”

			“I dare say.” And Soames held out his hand. A dis­trac­ted squeeze, a heavy sigh, and soon after sounds from the young man’s mo­tor­cycle called up vis­ions of fly­ing dust and broken bones.

			“The young­er gen­er­a­tion!” he thought heav­ily, and went out on to the lawn. The garden­ers had been mow­ing, and there was still the smell of fresh-cut grass—the thun­dery air kept all scents close to earth. The sky was of a purplish hue—the pop­lars black. Two or three boats passed on the river, scut­tling, as it were, for shel­ter be­fore the storm. “Three days’ fine weath­er,” thought Soames, “and then a storm!” Where was An­nette? With that chap, for all he knew—she was a young wo­man! Im­pressed with the queer char­ity of that thought, he entered the sum­mer­house and sat down. The fact was—and he ad­mit­ted it—Fleur was so much to him that his wife was very little—very little; French—had nev­er been much more than a mis­tress, and he was get­ting in­dif­fer­ent to that side of things! It was odd how, with all this in­grained care for mod­er­a­tion and se­cure in­vest­ment, Soames ever put his emo­tion­al eggs in­to one bas­ket. First Irene—now Fleur. He was dimly con­scious of it, sit­ting there, con­scious of its odd dan­ger­ous­ness. It had brought him to wreck and scan­dal once, but now—now it should save him! He cared so much for Fleur that he would have no fur­ther scan­dal. If only he could get at that an­onym­ous let­ter-writer, he would teach him not to meddle and stir up mud at the bot­tom of wa­ter which he wished should re­main stag­nant! … A dis­tant flash, a low rumble, and large drops of rain spattered on the thatch above him. He re­mained in­dif­fer­ent, tra­cing a pat­tern with his fin­ger on the dusty sur­face of a little rus­tic table. Fleur’s fu­ture! “I want fair sail­ing for her,” he thought. “Noth­ing else mat­ters at my time of life.” A lonely busi­ness—life! What you had you nev­er could keep to your­self! As you warned one off, you let an­oth­er in. One could make sure of noth­ing! He reached up and pulled a red ram­bler rose from a cluster which blocked the win­dow. Flowers grew and dropped—Nature was a queer thing! The thun­der rumbled and crashed, trav­el­ling east along a river, the pal­ing flashes flicked his eyes; the pop­lar tops showed sharp and dense against the sky, a heavy shower rustled and rattled and veiled in the little house wherein he sat, in­dif­fer­ent, think­ing.

			When the storm was over, he left his re­treat and went down the wet path to the river bank.

			Two swans had come, shel­ter­ing in among the reeds. He knew the birds well, and stood watch­ing the dig­nity in the curve of those white necks and for­mid­able snake­like heads. “Not dig­ni­fied—what I have to do!” he thought. And yet it must be tackled, lest worse be­fell. An­nette must be back by now from wherever she had gone, for it was nearly din­ner­time, and as the mo­ment for see­ing her ap­proached, the dif­fi­culty of know­ing what to say and how to say it had in­creased. A new and scar­ing thought oc­curred to him. Sup­pose she wanted her liberty to marry this fel­low! Well, if she did, she couldn’t have it. He had not mar­ried her for that. The im­age of Prosper Pro­fond dawdled be­fore him re­as­sur­ingly. Not a mar­ry­ing man! No, no! An­ger re­placed that mo­ment­ary scare. “He had bet­ter not come my way,” he thought. The mon­grel rep­res­en­ted—! But what did Prosper Pro­fond rep­res­ent? Noth­ing that mattered surely. And yet some­thing real enough in the world—un­mor­al­ity let off its chain, dis­il­lu­sion­ment on the prowl! That ex­pres­sion An­nette had caught from him: “Je m’en fiche!” A fa­tal­ist­ic chap! A con­tin­ent­al—a cos­mo­pol­it­an—a product of the age! If there were con­dem­na­tion more com­plete, Soames felt that he did not know it.

			The swans had turned their heads, and were look­ing past him in­to some dis­tance of their own. One of them uttered a little hiss, wagged its tail, turned as if an­swer­ing to a rud­der, and swam away. The oth­er fol­lowed. Their white bod­ies, their stately necks, passed out of his sight, and he went to­ward the house.

			An­nette was in the draw­ing-room, dressed for din­ner, and he thought as he went up­stairs: “Hand­some is as hand­some does.” Hand­some! Ex­cept for re­marks about the cur­tains in the draw­ing-room, and the storm, there was prac­tic­ally no con­ver­sa­tion dur­ing a meal dis­tin­guished by ex­actitude of quant­ity and per­fec­tion of qual­ity. Soames drank noth­ing. He fol­lowed her in­to the draw­ing-room af­ter­ward, and found her smoking a ci­gar­ette on the sofa between the two French win­dows. She was lean­ing back, al­most up­right, in a low black frock, with her knees crossed and her blue eyes half-closed; grey-blue smoke is­sued from her red, rather full lips, a fil­let bound her chest­nut hair, she wore the thin­nest silk stock­ings, and shoes with very high heels show­ing off her in­step. A fine piece in any room! Soames, who held that torn let­ter in a hand thrust deep in­to the side-pock­et of his din­ner-jack­et, said:

			“I’m go­ing to shut the win­dow; the damp’s lift­ing in.”

			He did so, and stood look­ing at a Dav­id Cox ad­orn­ing the cream-pan­elled wall close by.

			What was she think­ing of? He had nev­er un­der­stood a wo­man in his life—ex­cept Fleur—and Fleur not al­ways! His heart beat fast. But if he meant to do it, now was the mo­ment. Turn­ing from the Dav­id Cox, he took out the torn let­ter.

			“I’ve had this.”

			Her eyes widened, stared at him, and hardened.

			Soames handed her the let­ter.

			“It’s torn, but you can read it.” And he turned back to the Dav­id Cox—a sea-piece, of good tone—but without move­ment enough. “I won­der what that chap’s do­ing at this mo­ment?” he thought. “I’ll as­ton­ish him yet.” Out of the corner of his eye he saw An­nette hold­ing the let­ter ri­gidly; her eyes moved from side to side un­der her darkened lashes and frown­ing darkened eyes. She dropped the let­ter, gave a little shiver, smiled, and said:

			“Dir­rty!”

			“I quite agree,” said Soames; “de­grad­ing. Is it true?”

			A tooth fastened on her red lower lip. “And what if it were?”

			She was brazen!

			“Is that all you have to say?”

			“No.”

			“Well, speak out!”

			“What is the good of talk­ing?”

			Soames said icily: “So you ad­mit it?”

			“I ad­mit noth­ing. You are a fool to ask. A man like you should not ask. It is dan­ger­ous.”

			Soames made a tour of the room, to sub­due his rising an­ger.

			“Do you re­mem­ber,” he said, halt­ing in front of her, “what you were when I mar­ried you? Work­ing at ac­counts in a res­taur­ant.”

			“Do you re­mem­ber that I was not half your age?”

			Soames broke off the hard en­counter of their eyes, and went back to the Dav­id Cox.

			“I am not go­ing to bandy words. I re­quire you to give up this—friend­ship. I think of the mat­ter en­tirely as it af­fects Fleur.”

			“Ah!—Fleur!”

			“Yes,” said Soames stub­bornly; “Fleur. She is your child as well as mine.”

			“It is kind to ad­mit that!”

			“Are you go­ing to do what I say?”

			“I re­fuse to tell you.”

			“Then I must make you.”

			An­nette smiled.

			“No, Soames,” she said. “You are help­less. Do not say things that you will re­gret.”

			An­ger swelled the veins on his fore­head. He opened his mouth to vent that emo­tion, and could not. An­nette went on:

			“There shall be no more such let­ters, I prom­ise you. That is enough.”

			Soames writhed. He had a sense of be­ing treated like a child by this wo­man who had de­served he did not know what.

			“When two people have mar­ried, and lived like us, Soames, they had bet­ter be quiet about each oth­er. There are things one does not drag up in­to the light for people to laugh at. You will be quiet, then; not for my sake for your own. You are get­ting old; I am not, yet. You have made me ver-ry prac­tic­al.”

			Soames, who had passed through all the sen­sa­tions of be­ing choked, re­peated dully:

			“I re­quire you to give up this friend­ship.”

			“And if I do not?”

			“Then—then I will cut you out of my will.”

			Some­how it did not seem to meet the case. An­nette laughed.

			“You will live a long time, Soames.”

			“You—you are a bad wo­man,” said Soames sud­denly.

			An­nette shrugged her shoulders.

			“I do not think so. Liv­ing with you has killed things in me, it is true; but I am not a bad wo­man. I am sens­ible—that is all. And so will you be when you have thought it over.”

			“I shall see this man,” said Soames sul­lenly, “and warn him off.”

			“Mon cher, you are funny. You do not want me, you have as much of me as you want; and you wish the rest of me to be dead. I ad­mit noth­ing, but I am not go­ing to be dead, Soames, at my age; so you had bet­ter be quiet, I tell you. I my­self will make no scan­dal; none. Now, I am not say­ing any more, whatever you do.”

			She reached out, took a French nov­el off a little table, and opened it. Soames watched her, si­lenced by the tu­mult of his feel­ings. The thought of that man was al­most mak­ing him want her, and this was a rev­el­a­tion of their re­la­tion­ship, start­ling to one little giv­en to in­tro­spect­ive philo­sophy. Without say­ing an­oth­er word he went out and up to the pic­ture-gal­lery. This came of mar­ry­ing a French­wo­man! And yet, without her there would have been no Fleur! She had served her pur­pose.

			“She’s right,” he thought; “I can do noth­ing. I don’t even know that there’s any­thing in it.” The in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion warned him to bat­ten down his hatches, to smoth­er the fire with want of air. Un­less one be­lieved there was some­thing in a thing, there wasn’t.

			That night he went in­to her room. She re­ceived him in the most mat­ter-of-fact way, as if there had been no scene between them. And he re­turned to his own room with a curi­ous sense of peace. If one didn’t choose to see, one needn’t. And he did not choose—in fu­ture he did not choose. There was noth­ing to be gained by it—noth­ing! Open­ing the draw­er he took from the sachet a handker­chief, and the framed pho­to­graph of Fleur. When he had looked at it a little he slipped it down, and there was that oth­er one—that old one of Irene. An owl hooted while he stood in his win­dow gaz­ing at it. The owl hooted, the red climb­ing roses seemed to deep­en in col­our, there came a scent of lime-blos­som. God! That had been a dif­fer­ent thing! Pas­sion—Memory! Dust!

		
	
		
			
				VII

				June Takes a Hand

			
			One who was a sculptor, a Slav, a some­time res­id­ent in New York, an ego­ist, and im­pe­cuni­ous, was to be found of an even­ing in June For­syte’s stu­dio on the bank of the Thames at Chiswick. On the even­ing of Ju­ly 6, Bor­is Stru­mo­lowski—sev­er­al of whose works were on show there be­cause they were as yet too ad­vanced to be on show any­where else—had be­gun well, with that aloof and rather Christ­like si­lence which ad­mir­ably suited his youth­ful, round, broad cheek-boned coun­ten­ance framed in bright hair banged like a girl’s. June had known him three weeks, and he still seemed to her the prin­cip­al em­bod­i­ment of geni­us, and hope of the fu­ture; a sort of Star of the East which had strayed in­to an un­ap­pre­ci­at­ive West. Un­til that even­ing he had con­ver­sa­tion­ally con­fined him­self to re­cord­ing his im­pres­sions of the United States, whose dust he had just shaken from off his feet—a coun­try, in his opin­ion, so bar­bar­ous in every way that he had sold prac­tic­ally noth­ing there, and be­come an ob­ject of sus­pi­cion to the po­lice; a coun­try, as he said, without a race of its own, without liberty, equal­ity, or fra­tern­ity, without prin­ciples, tra­di­tions, taste, without—in a word—a soul. He had left it for his own good, and come to the only oth­er coun­try where he could live well. June had dwelt un­hap­pily on him in her lonely mo­ments, stand­ing be­fore his cre­ations—fright­en­ing, but power­ful and sym­bol­ic once they had been ex­plained! That he, ha­loed by bright hair like an early Itali­an paint­ing, and ab­sorbed in his geni­us to the ex­clu­sion of all else—the only sign of course by which real geni­us could be told—should still be a lame duck agit­ated her warm heart al­most to the ex­clu­sion of Paul Post. And she had be­gun to take steps to clear her Gal­lery, in or­der to fill it with Stru­mo­lowski mas­ter­pieces. She had at once en­countered trouble. Paul Post had kicked; Vospovitch had stung. With all the em­phas­is of a geni­us which she did not as yet deny them, they had de­man­ded an­oth­er six weeks at least of her Gal­lery. The Amer­ic­an stream, still flow­ing in, would soon be flow­ing out. The Amer­ic­an stream was their right, their only hope, their sal­va­tion—since nobody in this “beastly” coun­try cared for art. June had yiel­ded to the demon­stra­tion. After all Bor­is would not mind their hav­ing the full be­ne­fit of an Amer­ic­an stream, which he him­self so vi­ol­ently des­pised.

			This even­ing she had put that to Bor­is with nobody else present, ex­cept Han­nah Hob­dey, the me­di­ev­al black-and-whit­ist, and Jimmy Por­tugal, ed­it­or of the Neo-Artist. She had put it to him with that sud­den con­fid­ence which con­tinu­al con­tact with the neo-artist­ic world had nev­er been able to dry up in her warm and gen­er­ous nature. He had not broken his Christ­like si­lence, how­ever, for more than two minutes be­fore she began to move her blue eyes from side to side, as a cat moves its tail. This—he said—was char­ac­ter­ist­ic of Eng­land, the most selfish coun­try in the world; the coun­try which sucked the blood of oth­er coun­tries; des­troyed the brains and hearts of Ir­ish­men, Hindus, Egyp­tians, Bo­ers, and Burmese, all the best races in the world; bul­ly­ing, hy­po­crit­ic­al Eng­land! This was what he had ex­pec­ted, com­ing to, such a coun­try, where the cli­mate was all fog, and the people all trades­men per­fectly blind to art, and sunk in prof­it­eer­ing and the grossest ma­ter­i­al­ism. Con­scious that Han­nah Hob­dey was mur­mur­ing, “Hear, hear!” and Jimmy Por­tugal snig­ger­ing, June grew crim­son, and sud­denly rapped out:

			“Then why did you ever come? We didn’t ask you.”

			The re­mark was so sin­gu­larly at vari­ance with all she had led him to ex­pect from her, that Stru­mo­lowski stretched out his hand and took a ci­gar­ette.

			“Eng­land nev­er wants an ideal­ist,” he said.

			But in June some­thing prim­it­ively Eng­lish was thor­oughly up­set; old Joly­on’s sense of justice had ris­en, as it were, from bed. “You come and sponge on us,” she said, “and then ab­use us. If you think that’s play­ing the game, I don’t.”

			She now dis­covered that which oth­ers had dis­covered be­fore her—the thick­ness of hide be­neath which the sens­ib­il­ity of geni­us is some­times veiled. Stru­mo­lowski’s young and in­genu­ous face be­came the in­carn­a­tion of a sneer.

			“Sponge, one does not sponge, one takes what is ow­ing—a tenth part of what is ow­ing. You will re­pent to say that, Miss For­syte.”

			“Oh, no,” said June, “I shan’t.”

			“Ah! We know very well, we artists—you take us to get what you can out of us. I want noth­ing from you”—and he blew out a cloud of June’s smoke.

			De­cision rose in an icy puff from the tur­moil of in­sul­ted shame with­in her. “Very well, then, you can take your things away.”

			And, al­most in the same mo­ment, she thought: “Poor boy! He’s only got a gar­ret, and prob­ably not a taxi fare. In front of these people, too; it’s pos­it­ively dis­gust­ing!”

			Young Stru­mo­lowski shook his head vi­ol­ently; his hair, thick, smooth, close as a golden plate, did not fall off.

			“I can live on noth­ing,” he said shrilly; “I have of­ten had to for the sake of my art. It is you bour­geois who force us to spend money.”

			The words hit June like a pebble, in the ribs. After all she had done for art, all her iden­ti­fic­a­tion with its troubles and lame ducks. She was strug­gling for ad­equate words when the door was opened, and her Aus­tri­an mur­mured:

			“A young lady, gnädiges Fräulein.”

			“Where?”

			“In the little meal-room.”

			With a glance at Bor­is Stru­mo­lowski, at Han­nah Hob­dey, at Jimmy Por­tugal, June said noth­ing, and went out, devoid of equan­im­ity. En­ter­ing the “little meal-room,” she per­ceived the young lady to be Fleur—look­ing very pretty, if pale. At this dis­en­chanted mo­ment a little lame duck of her own breed was wel­come to June, so ho­moe­opath­ic by in­stinct.

			The girl must have come, of course, be­cause of Jon; or, if not, at least to get some­thing out of her. And June felt just then that to as­sist some­body was the only bear­able thing.

			“So you’ve re­membered to come,” she said.

			“Yes. What a jolly little duck of a house! But please don’t let me both­er you, if you’ve got people.”

			“Not at all,” said June. “I want to let them stew in their own juice for a bit. Have you come about Jon?”

			“You said you thought we ought to be told. Well, I’ve found out.”

			“Oh!” said June blankly. “Not nice, is it?”

			They were stand­ing one on each side of the little bare table at which June took her meals. A vase on it was full of Ice­land pop­pies; the girl raised her hand and touched them with a gloved fin­ger. To her new­fangled dress, frilly about the hips and tight be­low the knees, June took a sud­den lik­ing—a charm­ing col­our, flax-blue.

			“She makes a pic­ture,” thought June. Her little room, with its white­washed walls, its floor and hearth of old pink brick, its black paint, and lat­ticed win­dow athwart which the last of the sun­light was shin­ing, had nev­er looked so charm­ing, set off by this young fig­ure, with the creamy, slightly frown­ing face. She re­membered with sud­den vivid­ness how nice she her­self had looked in those old days when her heart was set on Philip Bosin­ney, that dead lov­er, who had broken from her to des­troy forever Irene’s al­le­gi­ance to this girl’s fath­er. Did Fleur know of that, too?

			“Well,” she said, “what are you go­ing to do?”

			It was some seconds be­fore Fleur answered.

			“I don’t want Jon to suf­fer. I must see him once more to put an end to it.”

			“You’re go­ing to put an end to it!”

			“What else is there to do?”

			The girl seemed to June, sud­denly, in­tol­er­ably spir­it­less.

			“I sup­pose you’re right,” she muttered. “I know my fath­er thinks so; but—I should nev­er have done it my­self. I can’t take things ly­ing down.”

			How poised and watch­ful that girl looked; how un­emo­tion­al her voice soun­ded!

			“People will as­sume that I’m in love.”

			“Well, aren’t you?”

			Fleur shrugged her shoulders. “I might have known it,” thought June; “she’s Soames’ daugh­ter—fish! And yet—he!”

			“What do you want me to do then?” she said with a sort of dis­gust.

			“Could I see Jon here to­mor­row on his way down to Holly’s? He’d come if you sent him a line to­night. And per­haps af­ter­ward you’d let them know quietly at Robin Hill that it’s all over, and that they needn’t tell Jon about his moth­er.”

			“All right!” said June ab­ruptly. “I’ll write now, and you can post it. Half-past two to­mor­row. I shan’t be in, my­self.”

			She sat down at the tiny bur­eau which filled one corner. When she looked round with the fin­ished note Fleur was still touch­ing the pop­pies with her gloved fin­ger.

			June licked a stamp. “Well, here it is. If you’re not in love, of course, there’s no more to be said. Jon’s lucky.”

			Fleur took the note. “Thanks aw­fully!”

			“Cold-blooded little bag­gage!” thought June. Jon, son of her fath­er, to love, and not to be loved by the daugh­ter of—Soames! It was hu­mi­li­at­ing!

			“Is that all?”

			Fleur nod­ded; her frills shook and trembled as she swayed to­ward the door.

			“Good­bye!”

			“Good­bye! … Little piece of fash­ion!” muttered June, clos­ing the door. “That fam­ily!” And she marched back to­ward her stu­dio. Bor­is Stru­mo­lowski had re­gained his Christ­like si­lence and Jimmy Por­tugal was damning every­body, ex­cept the group in whose be­half he ran the Neo-Artist. Among the con­demned were Eric Cobbley, and sev­er­al oth­er “lame-duck” genii who at one time or an­oth­er had held first place in the rep­er­toire of June’s aid and ad­or­a­tion. She ex­per­i­enced a sense of fu­til­ity and dis­gust, and went to the win­dow to let the river-wind blow those squeaky words away.

			But when at length Jimmy Por­tugal had fin­ished, and gone with Han­nah Hob­dey, she sat down and mothered young Stru­mo­lowski for half an hour, prom­ising him a month, at least, of the Amer­ic­an stream; so that he went away with his halo in per­fect or­der. “In spite of all,” June thought, “Bor­is is won­der­ful.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Bit Between the Teeth

			
			To know that your hand is against every­one’s is—for some natures—to ex­per­i­ence a sense of mor­al re­lease. Fleur felt no re­morse when she left June’s house. Read­ing con­dem­nat­ory re­sent­ment in her little kins­wo­man’s blue eyes—she was glad that she had fooled her, des­pising June be­cause that eld­erly ideal­ist had not seen what she was after.

			End it, for­sooth! She would soon show them all that she was only just be­gin­ning. And she smiled to her­self on the top of the bus which car­ried her back to May­fair. But the smile died, squeezed out by spasms of an­ti­cip­a­tion and anxi­ety. Would she be able to man­age Jon? She had taken the bit between her teeth, but could she make him take it too? She knew the truth and the real danger of delay—he knew neither; therein lay all the dif­fer­ence in the world.

			“Sup­pose I tell him,” she thought; “wouldn’t it really be safer?” This hideous luck had no right to spoil their love; he must see that! They could not let it! People al­ways ac­cep­ted an ac­com­plished fact in time! From that piece of philo­sophy—pro­found enough at her age—she passed to an­oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion less philo­soph­ic. If she per­suaded Jon to a quick and secret mar­riage, and he found out af­ter­ward that she had known the truth. What then? Jon hated sub­ter­fuge. Again, then, would it not be bet­ter to tell him? But the memory of his moth­er’s face kept in­trud­ing on that im­pulse. Fleur was afraid. His moth­er had power over him; more power per­haps than she her­self. Who could tell? It was too great a risk. Deep-sunk in these in­stinct­ive cal­cu­la­tions she was car­ried on past Green Street as far as the Ritz Hotel. She got down there, and walked back on the Green Park side. The storm had washed every tree; they still dripped. Heavy drops fell on to her frills, and to avoid them she crossed over un­der the eyes of the Iseeum Club. Chan­cing to look up she saw Mon­sieur Pro­fond with a tall stout man in the bay win­dow. Turn­ing in­to Green Street she heard her name called, and saw “that prowl­er” com­ing up. He took off his hat—a glossy bowl­er such as she par­tic­u­larly de­tested.

			“Good even­in’! Miss For­syde. Isn’t there a small thing I can do for you?”

			“Yes, pass by on the oth­er side.”

			“I say! Why do you dis­like me?”

			“Do I?”

			“It looks like it.”

			“Well, then, be­cause you make me feel life isn’t worth liv­ing.”

			Mon­sieur Pro­fond smiled.

			“Look here, Miss For­syde, don’t worry. It’ll be all right. Noth­ing lasts.”

			“Things do last,” cried Fleur; “with me any­how—es­pe­cially likes and dis­likes.”

			“Well, that makes me a bit un’appy.”

			“I should have thought noth­ing could ever make you happy or un­happy.”

			“I don’t like to an­noy oth­er people. I’m goin’ on my yacht.”

			Fleur looked at him, startled.

			“Where?”

			“Small voy­age to the South Seas or some­where,” said Mon­sieur Pro­fond.

			Fleur suffered re­lief and a sense of in­sult. Clearly he meant to con­vey that he was break­ing with her moth­er. How dared he have any­thing to break, and yet how dared he break it?

			“Good night, Miss For­syde! Re­mem­ber me to Mrs. Dartie. I’m not so bad really. Good night!” Fleur left him stand­ing there with his hat raised. Steal­ing a look round, she saw him stroll—im­macu­late and heavy—back to­ward his Club.

			“He can’t even love with con­vic­tion,” she thought. “What will Moth­er do?”

			Her dreams that night were end­less and un­easy; she rose heavy and un­res­ted, and went at once to the study of Whi­taker’s Al­man­ac. A For­syte is in­stinct­ively aware that facts are the real crux of any situ­ation. She might con­quer Jon’s pre­ju­dice, but without ex­act ma­chinery to com­plete their des­per­ate re­solve, noth­ing would hap­pen. From the in­valu­able tome she learned that they must each be twenty-one; or someone’s con­sent would be ne­ces­sary, which of course was un­ob­tain­able; then she be­came lost in dir­ec­tions con­cern­ing li­censes, cer­ti­fic­ates, no­tices, dis­tricts, com­ing fi­nally to the word “per­jury.” But that was non­sense! Who would really mind their giv­ing wrong ages in or­der to be mar­ried for love! She ate hardly any break­fast, and went back to Whi­taker. The more she stud­ied the less sure she be­came; till, idly turn­ing the pages, she came to Scot­land. People could be mar­ried there without any of this non­sense. She had only to go and stay there twenty-one days, then Jon could come, and in front of two people they could de­clare them­selves mar­ried. And what was more—they would be! It was far the best way; and at once she ran over her schoolfel­lows. There was Mary Lambe who lived in Ed­in­burgh and was “quite a sport!”

			She had a broth­er too. She could stay with Mary Lambe, who with her broth­er would serve for wit­nesses. She well knew that some girls would think all this un­ne­ces­sary, and that all she and Jon need do was to go away to­geth­er for a week­end and then say to their people: “We are mar­ried by Nature, we must now be mar­ried by Law.” But Fleur was For­syte enough to feel such a pro­ceed­ing du­bi­ous, and to dread her fath­er’s face when he heard of it. Be­sides, she did not be­lieve that Jon would do it; he had an opin­ion of her such as she could not bear to di­min­ish. No! Mary Lambe was prefer­able, and it was just the time of year to go to Scot­land. More at ease now she packed, avoided her aunt, and took a bus to Chiswick. She was too early, and went on to Kew Gar­dens. She found no peace among its flower­beds, la­belled trees, and broad green spaces, and hav­ing lunched off an­chovy-paste sand­wiches and cof­fee, re­turned to Chiswick and rang June’s bell. The Aus­tri­an ad­mit­ted her to the “little meal-room.” Now that she knew what she and Jon were up against, her long­ing for him had in­creased ten­fold, as if he were a toy with sharp edges or dan­ger­ous paint such as they had tried to take from her as a child. If she could not have her way, and get Jon for good and all, she felt like dy­ing of priva­tion. By hook or crook she must and would get him! A round dim mir­ror of very old glass hung over the pink brick hearth. She stood look­ing at her­self re­flec­ted in it, pale, and rather dark un­der the eyes; little shud­ders kept passing through her nerves. Then she heard the bell ring, and, steal­ing to the win­dow, saw him stand­ing on the door­step smooth­ing his hair and lips, as if he too were try­ing to sub­due the flut­ter­ing of his nerves.

			She was sit­ting on one of the two rush-seated chairs, with her back to the door, when he came in, and she said at once—

			“Sit down, Jon, I want to talk ser­i­ously.”

			Jon sat on the table by her side, and without look­ing at him she went on:

			“If you don’t want to lose me, we must get mar­ried.”

			Jon gasped.

			“Why? Is there any­thing new?”

			“No, but I felt it at Robin Hill, and among my people.”

			“But—” stammered Jon, “at Robin Hill—it was all smooth—and they’ve said noth­ing to me.”

			“But they mean to stop us. Your moth­er’s face was enough. And my fath­er’s.”

			“Have you seen him since?”

			Fleur nod­ded. What mattered a few sup­ple­ment­ary lies?

			“But,” said Jon eagerly, “I can’t see how they can feel like that after all these years.”

			Fleur looked up at him.

			“Per­haps you don’t love me enough.”

			“Not love you enough! Why—!”

			“Then make sure of me.”

			“Without telling them?”

			“Not till after.”

			Jon was si­lent. How much older he looked than on that day, barely two months ago, when she first saw him—quite two years older!

			“It would hurt Moth­er aw­fully,” he said.

			Fleur drew her hand away.

			“You’ve got to choose.”

			Jon slid off the table on to his knees.

			“But why not tell them? They can’t really stop us, Fleur!”

			“They can! I tell you, they can.”

			“How?”

			“We’re ut­terly de­pend­ent—by put­ting money pres­sure, and all sorts of oth­er pres­sure. I’m not pa­tient, Jon.”

			“But it’s de­ceiv­ing them.”

			Fleur got up.

			“You can’t really love me, or you wouldn’t hes­it­ate. ‘He either fears his fate too much!’ ”

			Lift­ing his hands to her waist, Jon forced her to sit down again. She hur­ried on:

			“I’ve planned it all out. We’ve only to go to Scot­land. When we’re mar­ried they’ll soon come round. People al­ways come round to facts. Don’t you see, Jon?”

			“But to hurt them so aw­fully!”

			So he would rather hurt her than those people of his! “All right, then; let me go!”

			Jon got up and put his back against the door.

			“I ex­pect you’re right,” he said slowly; “but I want to think it over.”

			She could see that he was seeth­ing with feel­ings he wanted to ex­press; but she did not mean to help him. She hated her­self at this mo­ment and al­most hated him. Why had she to do all the work to se­cure their love? It wasn’t fair. And then she saw his eyes, ad­or­ing and dis­tressed.

			“Don’t look like that! I only don’t want to lose you, Jon.”

			“You can’t lose me so long as you want me.”

			“Oh, yes, I can.”

			Jon put his hands on her shoulders.

			“Fleur, do you know any­thing you haven’t told me?”

			It was the point-blank ques­tion she had dreaded. She looked straight at him, and answered: “No.” She had burnt her boats; but what did it mat­ter, if she got him? He would for­give her. And throw­ing her arms round his neck, she kissed him on the lips. She was win­ning! She felt it in the beat­ing of his heart against her, in the clos­ing of his eyes. “I want to make sure! I want to make sure!” she whispered. “Prom­ise!”

			Jon did not an­swer. His face had the still­ness of ex­treme trouble. At last he said:

			“It’s like hit­ting them. I must think a little, Fleur. I really must.”

			Fleur slipped out of his arms.

			“Oh! Very well!” And sud­denly she burst in­to tears of dis­ap­point­ment, shame, and over­strain. Fol­lowed five minutes of acute misery. Jon’s re­morse and ten­der­ness knew no bounds; but he did not prom­ise. Des­pite her will to cry, “Very well, then, if you don’t love me enough—good­bye!” she dared not. From birth ac­cus­tomed to her own way, this check from one so young, so tender, so de­voted, baffled and sur­prised her. She wanted to push him away from her, to try what an­ger and cold­ness would do, and again she dared not. The know­ledge that she was schem­ing to rush him blind­fold in­to the ir­re­voc­able weakened everything—weakened the sin­cer­ity of pique, and the sin­cer­ity of pas­sion; even her kisses had not the lure she wished for them. That stormy little meet­ing ended in­con­clus­ively.

			“Will you some tea, gnädiges Fräulein?”

			Push­ing Jon from her, she cried out:

			“No—no, thank you! I’m just go­ing.”

			And be­fore he could pre­vent her she was gone.

			She went stealth­ily, mop­ping her gushed, stained cheeks, frightened, angry, very miser­able. She had stirred Jon up so fear­fully, yet noth­ing def­in­ite was prom­ised or ar­ranged! But the more un­cer­tain and haz­ard­ous the fu­ture, the more “the will to have” worked its tentacles in­to the flesh of her heart—like some bur­row­ing tick!

			No one was at Green Street. Wini­fred had gone with Imo­gen to see a play which some said was al­leg­or­ic­al, and oth­ers “very ex­cit­ing, don’t you know.” It was be­cause of what oth­ers said that Wini­fred and Imo­gen had gone. Fleur went on to Pad­ding­ton. Through the car­riage the air from the brick­kilns of West Drayton and the late hay­fields fanned her still gushed cheeks. Flowers had seemed to be had for the pick­ing; now they were all thorned and prickled. But the golden flower with­in the crown of spikes seemed to her ten­a­cious spir­it all the fairer and more de­sir­able.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Fat in the Fire

			
			On reach­ing home Fleur found an at­mo­sphere so pe­cu­li­ar that it pen­et­rated even the per­plexed aura of her own private life. Her moth­er was in­ac­cess­ibly en­trenched in a brown study; her fath­er con­tem­plat­ing fate in the vinery. Neither of them had a word to throw to a dog. “Is it be­cause of me?” thought Fleur. “Or be­cause of Pro­fond?” To her moth­er she said:

			“What’s the mat­ter with Fath­er?”

			Her moth­er answered with a shrug of her shoulders.

			To her fath­er:

			“What’s the mat­ter with Moth­er?”

			Her fath­er answered:

			“Mat­ter? What should be the mat­ter?” and gave her a sharp look.

			“By the way,” mur­mured Fleur, “Mon­sieur Pro­fond is go­ing a ‘small’ voy­age on his yacht, to the South Seas.”

			Soames ex­amined a branch on which no grapes were grow­ing.

			“This vine’s a fail­ure,” he said. “I’ve had young Mont here. He asked me some­thing about you.”

			“Oh! How do you like him, Fath­er?”

			“He—he’s a product—like all these young people.”

			“What were you at his age, dear?”

			Soames smiled grimly.

			“We went to work, and didn’t play about—fly­ing and mo­tor­ing, and mak­ing love.”

			“Didn’t you ever make love?”

			She avoided look­ing at him while she said that, but she saw him well enough. His pale face had reddened, his eye­brows, where dark­ness was still mingled with the grey, had come close to­geth­er.

			“I had no time or in­clin­a­tion to phil­ander.”

			“Per­haps you had a grand pas­sion.”

			Soames looked at her in­tently.

			“Yes—if you want to know—and much good it did me.” He moved away, along by the hot-wa­ter pipes. Fleur tip­toed si­lently after him.

			“Tell me about it, Fath­er!”

			Soames be­came very still.

			“What should you want to know about such things, at your age?”

			“Is she alive?”

			He nod­ded.

			“And mar­ried?”

			“Yes.”

			“It’s Jon For­syte’s moth­er, isn’t it? And she was your wife first.”

			It was said in a flash of in­tu­ition. Surely his op­pos­i­tion came from his anxi­ety that she should not know of that old wound to his pride. But she was startled. To see someone so old and calm wince as if struck, to hear so sharp a note of pain in his voice!

			“Who told you that? If your aunt! I can’t bear the af­fair talked of.”

			“But, darling,” said Fleur, softly, “it’s so long ago.”

			“Long ago or not, I. …”

			Fleur stood strok­ing his arm.

			“I’ve tried to for­get,” he said sud­denly; “I don’t wish to be re­minded.” And then, as if vent­ing some long and secret ir­rit­a­tion, he ad­ded: “In these days people don’t un­der­stand. Grand pas­sion, in­deed! No one knows what it is.”

			“I do,” said Fleur, al­most in a whis­per.

			Soames, who had turned his back on her, spun round.

			“What are you talk­ing of—a child like you!”

			“Per­haps I’ve in­her­ited it, Fath­er.”

			“What?”

			“For her son, you see.”

			He was pale as a sheet, and she knew that she was as bad. They stood star­ing at each oth­er in the steamy heat, redol­ent of the mushy scent of earth, of pot­ted gerani­um, and of vines com­ing along fast.

			“This is crazy,” said Soames at last, between dry lips.

			Scarcely mov­ing her own, she mur­mured:

			“Don’t be angry, Fath­er. I can’t help it.”

			But she could see he wasn’t angry; only scared, deeply scared.

			“I thought that fool­ish­ness,” he stammered, “was all for­got­ten.”

			“Oh, no! It’s ten times what it was.”

			Soames kicked at the hot-wa­ter pipe. The hap­less move­ment touched her, who had no fear of her fath­er—none.

			“Dearest!” she said. “What must be, must, you know.”

			“Must!” re­peated Soames. “You don’t know what you’re talk­ing of. Has that boy been told?”

			The blood rushed in­to her cheeks.

			“Not yet.”

			He had turned from her again, and, with one shoulder a little raised, stood star­ing fix­edly at a joint in the pipes.

			“It’s most dis­taste­ful to me,” he said sud­denly; “noth­ing could be more so. Son of that fel­low! It’s—it’s—per­verse!”

			She had noted, al­most un­con­sciously, that he did not say “son of that wo­man,” and again her in­tu­ition began work­ing.

			Did the ghost of that grand pas­sion linger in some corner of his heart?

			She slipped her hand un­der his arm.

			“Jon’s fath­er is quite ill and old; I saw him.”

			“You—?”

			“Yes, I went there with Jon; I saw them both.”

			“Well, and what did they say to you?”

			“Noth­ing. They were very po­lite.”

			“They would be.” He re­sumed his con­tem­pla­tion of the pipe-joint, and then said sud­denly:

			“I must think this over—I’ll speak to you again to­night.”

			She knew this was fi­nal for the mo­ment, and stole away, leav­ing him still look­ing at the pipe-joint. She wandered in­to the fruit-garden, among the rasp­berry and cur­rant bushes, without im­petus to pick and eat. Two months ago—she was light­hearted! Even two days ago—light­hearted, be­fore Prosper Pro­fond told her. Now she felt tangled in a web—of pas­sions, ves­ted rights, op­pres­sions and re­volts, the ties of love and hate. At this dark mo­ment of dis­cour­age­ment there seemed, even to her hold­fast nature, no way out. How deal with it—how sway and bend things to her will, and get her heart’s de­sire? And, sud­denly, round the corner of the high box hedge, she came plump on her moth­er, walk­ing swiftly, with an open let­ter in her hand. Her bos­om was heav­ing, her eyes dilated, her cheeks flushed. In­stantly Fleur thought: “The yacht! Poor Moth­er!”

			An­nette gave her a wide startled look, and said:

			“J’ai la mi­graine.”

			“I’m aw­fully sorry, Moth­er.”

			“Oh, yes! you and your fath­er—sorry!”

			“But, Moth­er—I am. I know what it feels like.”

			An­nette’s startled eyes grew wide, till the whites showed above them.

			“Poor in­no­cent!” she said.

			Her moth­er—so self-pos­sessed, and com­mon­sensic­al—to look and speak like this! It was all fright­en­ing! Her fath­er, her moth­er, her­self! And only two months back they had seemed to have everything they wanted in this world.

			An­nette crumpled the let­ter in her hand. Fleur knew that she must ig­nore the sight.

			“Can’t I do any­thing for your head, Moth­er?”

			An­nette shook that head and walked on, sway­ing her hips.

			“It’s cruel,” thought Fleur, “and I was glad! That man! What do men come prowl­ing for, dis­turb­ing everything! I sup­pose he’s tired of her. What busi­ness has he to be tired of my moth­er? What busi­ness!” And at that thought, so nat­ur­al and so pe­cu­li­ar, she uttered a little choked laugh.

			She ought, of course, to be de­lighted, but what was there to be de­lighted at? Her fath­er didn’t really care! Her moth­er did, per­haps? She entered the orch­ard, and sat down un­der a cherry-tree. A breeze sighed in the high­er boughs; the sky seen through their green was very blue and very white in cloud—those heavy white clouds al­most al­ways present in river land­scape. Bees, shel­ter­ing out of the wind, hummed softly, and over the lush grass fell the thick shade from those fruit-trees planted by her fath­er five-and-twenty years ago. Birds were al­most si­lent, the cuckoos had ceased to sing, but wood-pi­geons were coo­ing. The breath and drone and coo­ing of high sum­mer were not for long a sed­at­ive to her ex­cited nerves. Crouched over her knees she began to scheme. Her fath­er must be made to back her up. Why should he mind so long as she was happy? She had not lived for nearly nine­teen years without know­ing that her fu­ture was all he really cared about. She had, then, only to con­vince him that her fu­ture could not be happy without Jon. He thought it a mad fancy. How fool­ish the old were, think­ing they could tell what the young felt! Had not he con­fessed that he—when young—had loved with a grand pas­sion? He ought to un­der­stand! “He piles up his money for me,” she thought; “but what’s the use, if I’m not go­ing to be happy?” Money, and all it bought, did not bring hap­pi­ness. Love only brought that. The ox-eyed dais­ies in this orch­ard, which gave it such a moony look some­times, grew wild and happy, and had their hour. “They oughtn’t to have called me Fleur,” she mused, “if they didn’t mean me to have my hour, and be happy while it lasts.” Noth­ing real stood in the way, like poverty, or dis­ease—sen­ti­ment only, a ghost from the un­happy past! Jon was right. They wouldn’t let you live, these old people! They made mis­takes, com­mit­ted crimes, and wanted their chil­dren to go on pay­ing! The breeze died away; midges began to bite. She got up, plucked a piece of hon­ey­suckle, and went in.

			It was hot that night. Both she and her moth­er had put on thin, pale low frocks. The din­ner flowers were pale. Fleur was struck with the pale look of everything; her fath­er’s face, her moth­er’s shoulders; the pale pan­elled walls, the pale grey vel­vety car­pet, the lamp­shade, even the soup was pale. There was not one spot of col­our in the room, not even wine in the pale glasses, for no one drank it. What was not pale was black—her fath­er’s clothes, the but­ler’s clothes, her re­triev­er stretched out ex­hausted in the win­dow, the cur­tains black with a cream pat­tern. A moth came in, and that was pale. And si­lent was that half-mourn­ing din­ner in the heat.

			Her fath­er called her back as she was fol­low­ing her moth­er out.

			She sat down be­side him at the table, and, un­pin­ning the pale hon­ey­suckle, put it to her nose.

			“I’ve been think­ing,” he said.

			“Yes, dear?”

			“It’s ex­tremely pain­ful for me to talk, but there’s no help for it. I don’t know if you un­der­stand how much you are to me—I’ve nev­er spoken of it, I didn’t think it ne­ces­sary; but—but you’re everything. Your moth­er—” he paused, star­ing at his fin­ger-bowl of Vene­tian glass.

			“Yes?”

			“I’ve only you to look to. I’ve nev­er had—nev­er wanted any­thing else, since you were born.”

			“I know,” Fleur mur­mured.

			Soames moistened his lips.

			“You may think this a mat­ter I can smooth over and ar­range for you. You’re mis­taken. I’m help­less.”

			Fleur did not speak.

			“Quite apart from my own feel­ings,” went on Soames with more res­ol­u­tion, “those two are not amen­able to any­thing I can say. They—they hate me, as people al­ways hate those whom they have in­jured.”

			“But he—Jon—”

			“He’s their flesh and blood, her only child. Prob­ably he means to her what you mean to me. It’s a dead­lock.”

			“No,” cried Fleur, “no, Fath­er!”

			Soames leaned back, the im­age of pale pa­tience, as if re­solved on the be­tray­al of no emo­tion.

			“Listen!” he said. “You’re put­ting the feel­ings of two months—two months—against the feel­ings of thirty-five years! What chance do you think you have? Two months—your very first love af­fair, a mat­ter of half a dozen meet­ings, a few walks and talks, a few kisses—against, against what you can’t ima­gine, what no one could who hasn’t been through it. Come, be reas­on­able, Fleur! It’s mid­sum­mer mad­ness!”

			Fleur tore the hon­ey­suckle in­to little, slow bits.

			“The mad­ness is in let­ting the past spoil it all.”

			“What do we care about the past? It’s our lives, not yours.”

			Soames raised his hand to his fore­head, where sud­denly she saw mois­ture shin­ing.

			“Whose child are you?” he said. “Whose child is he? The present is linked with the past, the fu­ture with both. There’s no get­ting away from that.”

			She had nev­er heard philo­sophy pass those lips be­fore. Im­pressed even in her agit­a­tion, she leaned her el­bows on the table, her chin on her hands.

			“But, Fath­er, con­sider it prac­tic­ally. We want each oth­er. There’s ever so much money, and noth­ing whatever in the way but sen­ti­ment. Let’s bury the past, Fath­er.”

			His an­swer was a sigh.

			“Be­sides,” said Fleur gently, “you can’t pre­vent us.”

			“I don’t sup­pose,” said Soames, “that if left to my­self I should try to pre­vent you; I must put up with things, I know, to keep your af­fec­tion. But it’s not I who con­trol this mat­ter. That’s what I want you to real­ise be­fore it’s too late. If you go on think­ing you can get your way and en­cour­age this feel­ing, the blow will be much heav­ier when you find you can’t.”

			“Oh!” cried Fleur, “help me, Fath­er; you can help me, you know.”

			Soames made a startled move­ment of neg­a­tion. “I?” he said bit­terly. “Help? I am the im­ped­i­ment—the just cause and im­ped­i­ment—isn’t that the jar­gon? You have my blood in your veins.”

			He rose.

			“Well, the fat’s in the fire. If you per­sist in your wil­ful­ness you’ll have your­self to blame. Come! Don’t be fool­ish, my child—my only child!”

			Fleur laid her fore­head against his shoulder.

			All was in such tur­moil with­in her. But no good to show it! No good at all! She broke away from him, and went out in­to the twi­light, dis­traught, but un­con­vinced. All was in­de­term­in­ate and vague with­in her, like the shapes and shad­ows in the garden, ex­cept—her will to have. A pop­lar pierced up in­to the dark-blue sky and touched a white star there. The dew wet­ted her shoes, and chilled her bare shoulders. She went down to the river bank, and stood gaz­ing at a moon­streak on the dark­en­ing wa­ter. Sud­denly she smelled to­bacco smoke, and a white fig­ure emerged as if cre­ated by the moon. It was young Mont in flan­nels, stand­ing in his boat. She heard the tiny hiss of his ci­gar­ette ex­tin­guished in the wa­ter.

			“Fleur,” came his voice, “don’t be hard on a poor dev­il! I’ve been wait­ing hours.”

			“For what?”

			“Come in my boat!”

			“Not I.”

			“Why not?”

			“I’m not a wa­ter-nymph.”

			“Haven’t you any ro­mance in you? Don’t be mod­ern, Fleur!”

			He ap­peared on the path with­in a yard of her.

			“Go away!”

			“Fleur, I love you. Fleur!”

			Fleur uttered a short laugh.

			“Come again,” she said, “when I haven’t got my wish.”

			“What is your wish?”

			“Ask an­oth­er.”

			“Fleur,” said Mont, and his voice soun­ded strange, “don’t mock me! Even vivi­sec­ted dogs are worth de­cent treat­ment be­fore they’re cut up for good.”

			Fleur shook her head; but her lips were trem­bling.

			“Well, you shouldn’t make me jump. Give me a ci­gar­ette.”

			Mont gave her one, lighted it, and an­oth­er for him­self.

			“I don’t want to talk rot,” he said, “but please ima­gine all the rot that all the lov­ers that ever were have talked, and all my spe­cial rot thrown in.”

			“Thank you, I have ima­gined it. Good night!” They stood for a mo­ment fa­cing each oth­er in the shad­ow of an aca­cia-tree with very moon­lit blos­soms, and the smoke from their ci­gar­ettes mingled in the air between them.

			“Also ran: ‘Mi­chael Mont.’ ” he said. Fleur turned ab­ruptly to­ward the house. On the lawn she stopped to look back. Mi­chael Mont was whirl­ing his arms above him; she could see them dash­ing at his head; then wav­ing at the moon­lit blos­soms of the aca­cia. His voice just reached her. “Jolly—jolly!” Fleur shook her­self. She couldn’t help him, she had too much trouble of her own! On the ver­andah she stopped very sud­denly again. Her moth­er was sit­ting in the draw­ing-room at her writ­ing bur­eau, quite alone. There was noth­ing re­mark­able in the ex­pres­sion of her face ex­cept its ut­ter im­mob­il­ity. But she looked des­ol­ate! Fleur went up­stairs. At the door of her room she paused. She could hear her fath­er walk­ing up and down, up and down the pic­ture-gal­lery.

			“Yes,” she thought, “jolly! Oh, Jon!”

		
	
		
			
				X

				De­cision

			
			When Fleur left him Jon stared at the Aus­tri­an. She was a thin wo­man with a dark face and the con­cerned ex­pres­sion of one who has watched every little good that life once had slip from her, one by one. “No tea?” she said.

			Sus­cept­ible to the dis­ap­point­ment in her voice, Jon mur­mured:

			“No, really; thanks.”

			“A lil cup—it ready. A lil cup and ci­gar­ette.”

			Fleur was gone! Hours of re­morse and in­de­cision lay be­fore him! And with a heavy sense of dis­pro­por­tion he smiled, and said:

			“Well—thank you!”

			She brought in a little pot of tea with two little cups, and a sil­ver box of ci­gar­ettes on a little tray.

			“Sug­ar? Miss For­syte has much sug­ar—she buy my sug­ar, my friend’s sug­ar also. Miss For­syte is a veree kind lady. I am happy to serve her. You her broth­er?”

			“Yes,” said Jon, be­gin­ning to puff the second ci­gar­ette of his life.

			“Very young broth­er,” said the Aus­tri­an, with a little anxious smile, which re­minded him of the wag of a dog’s tail.

			“May I give you some?” he said. “And won’t you sit down, please?”

			The Aus­tri­an shook her head.

			“Your fath­er a very nice old man—the most nice old man I ever see. Miss For­syte tell me all about him. Is he bet­ter?”

			Her words fell on Jon like a re­proach. “Oh! Yes, I think he’s all right.”

			“I like to see him again,” said the Aus­tri­an, put­ting a hand on her heart; “he have veree kind heart.”

			“Yes,” said Jon. And again her words seemed to him a re­proach.

			“He nev­er give no trouble to no one, and smile so gentle.”

			“Yes, doesn’t he?”

			“He look at Miss For­syte so funny some­times. I tell him all my story; he so sym­pát­isch. Your moth­er—she nice and well?”

			“Yes, very.”

			“He have her pho­to­graph on his dress­ing-table. Veree beau­ti­ful.”

			Jon gulped down his tea. This wo­man, with her con­cerned face and her re­mind­ing words, was like the first and second mur­der­ers.

			“Thank you,” he said; “I must go now. May—may I leave this with you?”

			He put a ten-shil­ling note on the tray with a doubt­ing hand and gained the door. He heard the Aus­tri­an gasp, and hur­ried out. He had just time to catch his train, and all the way to Vic­tor­ia looked at every face that passed, as lov­ers will, hop­ing against hope. On reach­ing Wor­th­ing he put his lug­gage in­to the loc­al train, and set out across the Downs for Wans­don, try­ing to walk off his aching ir­res­ol­u­tion. So long as he went full bat, he could en­joy the beauty of those green slopes, stop­ping now and again to sprawl on the grass, ad­mire the per­fec­tion of a wild rose or listen to a lark’s song. But the war of motives with­in him was but post­poned—the long­ing for Fleur, and the hatred of de­cep­tion. He came to the old chalk-pit above Wans­don with his mind no more made up than when he star­ted. To see both sides of a ques­tion vig­or­ously was at once Jon’s strength and weak­ness. He tramped in, just as the first din­ner-bell rang. His things had already been brought up. He had a hur­ried bath and came down to find Holly alone—Val had gone to Town and would not be back till the last train.

			Since Val’s ad­vice to him to ask his sis­ter what was the mat­ter between the two fam­il­ies, so much had happened—Fleur’s dis­clos­ure in the Green Park, her vis­it to Robin Hill, today’s meet­ing—that there seemed noth­ing to ask. He talked of Spain, his sun­stroke, Val’s horses, their fath­er’s health. Holly startled him by say­ing that she thought their fath­er not at all well. She had been twice to Robin Hill for the week­end. He had seemed fear­fully lan­guid, some­times even in pain, but had al­ways re­fused to talk about him­self.

			“He’s aw­fully dear and un­selfish—don’t you think, Jon?”

			Feel­ing far from dear and un­selfish him­self, Jon answered: “Rather!”

			“I think, he’s been a simply per­fect fath­er, so long as I can re­mem­ber.”

			“Yes,” answered Jon, very sub­dued.

			“He’s nev­er in­terfered, and he’s al­ways seemed to un­der­stand. I shall nev­er for­get his let­ting me go to South Africa in the Bo­er War when I was in love with Val.”

			“That was be­fore he mar­ried Moth­er, wasn’t it?” said Jon sud­denly.

			“Yes. Why?”

			“Oh! noth­ing. Only, wasn’t she en­gaged to Fleur’s fath­er first?”

			Holly put down the spoon she was us­ing, and raised her eyes. Her stare was cir­cum­spect. What did the boy know? Enough to make it bet­ter to tell him? She could not de­cide. He looked strained and wor­ried, al­to­geth­er older, but that might be the sun­stroke.

			“There was some­thing,” she said. “Of course we were out there, and got no news of any­thing.” She could not take the risk.

			It was not her secret. Be­sides, she was in the dark about his feel­ings now. Be­fore Spain she had made sure he was in love; but boys were boys; that was sev­en weeks ago, and all Spain between.

			She saw that he knew she was put­ting him off, and ad­ded:

			“Have you heard any­thing of Fleur?”

			“Yes.”

			His face told her, then, more than the most elab­or­ate ex­plan­a­tions. So he had not for­got­ten!

			She said very quietly: “Fleur is aw­fully at­tract­ive, Jon, but you know—Val and I don’t really like her very much.”

			“Why?”

			“We think she’s got rather a ‘hav­ing’ nature.”

			“ ‘Hav­ing.’ I don’t know what you mean. She—she—” he pushed his dessert plate away, got up, and went to the win­dow.

			Holly, too, got up, and put her arm round his waist.

			“Don’t be angry, Jon dear. We can’t all see people in the same light, can we? You know, I be­lieve each of us only has about one or two people who can see the best that’s in us, and bring it out. For you I think it’s your moth­er. I once saw her look­ing at a let­ter of yours; it was won­der­ful to see her face. I think she’s the most beau­ti­ful wo­man I ever saw—Age doesn’t seem to touch her.”

			Jon’s face softened; then again be­came tense. Every­body—every­body was against him and Fleur! It all strengthened the ap­peal of her words: “Make sure of me—marry me, Jon!”

			Here, where he had passed that won­der­ful week with her—the tug of her en­chant­ment, the ache in his heart in­creased with every minute that she was not there to make the room, the garden, the very air ma­gic­al. Would he ever be able to live down here, not see­ing her? And he closed up ut­terly, go­ing early to bed. It would not make him healthy, wealthy, and wise, but it closeted him with memory of Fleur in her fancy frock. He heard Val’s ar­rival—the Ford dis­char­ging cargo, then the still­ness of the sum­mer night stole back—with only the bleat­ing of very dis­tant sheep, and a night­jar’s harsh purring. He leaned far out. Cold moon—warm air—the Downs like sil­ver! Small wings, a stream bub­bling, the ram­bler roses! God—how empty all of it without her! In the Bible it was writ­ten: Thou shalt leave fath­er and moth­er and cleave to—Fleur!

			Let him have pluck, and go and tell them! They couldn’t stop him mar­ry­ing her—they wouldn’t want to stop him when they knew how he felt. Yes! He would go! Bold and open—Fleur was wrong!

			The night­jar ceased, the sheep were si­lent; the only sound in the dark­ness was the bub­bling of the stream. And Jon in his bed slept, freed from the worst of life’s evils—in­de­cision.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				Timothy Proph­es­ies

			
			On the day of the can­celled meet­ing at the Na­tion­al Gal­lery began the second an­niversary of the re­sur­rec­tion of Eng­land’s pride and glory—or, more shortly, the top hat. Lord’s—that fest­iv­al which the War had driv­en from the field—raised its light and dark blue flags for the second time, dis­play­ing al­most every fea­ture of a glor­i­ous past. Here, in the lunch­eon in­ter­val, were all spe­cies of fe­male and one spe­cies of male hat, pro­tect­ing the mul­tiple types of face as­so­ci­ated with “the classes.” The ob­serving For­syte might dis­cern in the free or un­con­sidered seats a cer­tain num­ber of the squash-hat­ted, but they hardly ven­tured on the grass; the old school—or schools—could still re­joice that the pro­let­ari­at was not yet pay­ing the ne­ces­sary half-crown. Here was still a close bor­ough, the only one left on a large scale—for the pa­pers were about to es­tim­ate the at­tend­ance at ten thou­sand. And the ten thou­sand, all an­im­ated by one hope, were ask­ing each oth­er one ques­tion: “Where are you lunch­ing?” Some­thing won­der­fully up­lift­ing and re­as­sur­ing in that query and the sight of so many people like them­selves voicing it! What re­serve power in the Brit­ish realm—enough pi­geons, lob­sters, lamb, sal­mon may­on­naise, straw­ber­ries, and bottles of cham­pagne to feed the lot! No mir­acle in pro­spect—no case of sev­en loaves and a few fishes—faith res­ted on surer found­a­tions. Six thou­sand top hats, four thou­sand para­sols would be doffed and furled, ten thou­sand mouths all speak­ing the same Eng­lish would be filled. There was life in the old dog yet! Tra­di­tion! And again Tra­di­tion! How strong and how elast­ic! Wars might rage, tax­a­tion prey, Trades Uni­ons take toll, and Europe per­ish of star­va­tion; but the ten thou­sand would be fed; and, with­in their ring fence, stroll upon green turf, wear their top hats, and meet—them­selves. The heart was sound, the pulse still reg­u­lar. E-ton! E-ton! Har-r-o-o-o-w!

			Among the many For­sytes, present on a hunt­ing-ground theirs, by per­son­al pre­script­ive right, or proxy, was Soames with his wife and daugh­ter. He had not been at either school, he took no in­terest in crick­et, but he wanted Fleur to show her frock, and he wanted to wear his top hat parade it again in peace and plenty among his peers. He walked sed­ately with Fleur between him and An­nette. No wo­men equalled them, so far as he could see. They could walk, and hold them­selves up; there was sub­stance in their good looks; the mod­ern wo­man had no build, no chest, no any­thing! He re­membered sud­denly with what in­tox­ic­a­tion of pride he had walked round with Irene in the first years of his first mar­riage. And how they used to lunch on the drag which his moth­er would make his fath­er have, be­cause it was so chic—all drags and car­riages in those days, not these lum­ber­ing great Stands! And how con­sist­ently Montague Dartie had drunk too much. He sup­posed that people drank too much still, but there was not the scope for it there used to be. He re­membered George For­syte—whose broth­ers Ro­ger and Eu­stace had been at Har­row and Eton—tower­ing up on the top of the drag wav­ing a light-blue flag with one hand and a dark-blue flag with the oth­er, and shout­ing “Et­roow—Har­rton!” just when every­body was si­lent, like the buf­foon he had al­ways been; and Eu­stace got up to the nines be­low, too dan­di­fied to wear any col­our or take any no­tice. H’m! Old days, and Irene in grey silk shot with palest green. He looked, side­ways, at Fleur’s face. Rather col­our­less—no light, no eager­ness! That love af­fair was prey­ing on her—a bad busi­ness! He looked bey­ond, at his wife’s face, rather more touched up than usu­al, a little dis­dain­ful—not that she had any busi­ness to dis­dain, so far as he could see. She was tak­ing Pro­fond’s de­fec­tion with curi­ous quiet­ude; or was his “small” voy­age just a blind? If so, he should re­fuse to see it! Hav­ing prom­en­aded round the pitch and in front of the pa­vil­ion, they sought Wini­fred’s table in the Bedouin Club tent. This Club—a new “cock and hen”—had been foun­ded in the in­terests of travel, and of a gen­tle­man with an old Scot­tish name, whose fath­er had some­what strangely been called Levi. Wini­fred had joined, not be­cause she had trav­elled, but be­cause in­stinct told her that a Club with such a name and such a founder was bound to go far; if one didn’t join at once one might nev­er have the chance. Its tent, with a text from the Kor­an on an or­ange ground, and a small green camel em­broidered over the en­trance, was the most strik­ing on the ground. Out­side it they found Jack Car­digan in a dark blue tie (he had once played for Har­row), bat­ting with a Malacca cane to show how that fel­low ought to have hit that ball. He pi­loted them in. As­sembled in Wini­fred’s corner were Imo­gen, Be­ne­dict with his young wife, Val Dartie without Holly, Maud and her hus­band, and, after Soames and his two were seated, one empty place.

			“I’m ex­pect­ing Prosper,” said Wini­fred, “but he’s so busy with his yacht.”

			Soames stole a glance. No move­ment in his wife’s face! Wheth­er that fel­low were com­ing or not, she evid­ently knew all about it. It did not es­cape him that Fleur, too, looked at her moth­er. If An­nette didn’t re­spect his feel­ings, she might think of Fleur’s! The con­ver­sa­tion, very des­ultory, was syn­co­pated by Jack Car­digan talk­ing about “mid-off.” He cited all the “great mid-offs” from the be­gin­ning of time, as if they had been a def­in­ite ra­cial en­tity in the com­pos­i­tion of the Brit­ish people. Soames had fin­ished his lob­ster, and was be­gin­ning on pi­geon-pie, when he heard the words, “I’m a small bit late, Mrs. Dartie,” and saw that there was no longer any empty place. That fel­low was sit­ting between An­nette and Imo­gen. Soames ate stead­ily on, with an oc­ca­sion­al word to Maud and Wini­fred. Con­ver­sa­tion buzzed around him. He heard the voice of Pro­fond say:

			“I think you’re mis­taken, Mrs. For­syde; I’ll—I’ll bet Miss For­syde agrees with me.”

			“In what?” came Fleur’s clear voice across the table.

			“I was say­in’, young gurls are much the same as they al­ways were—there’s very small dif­fer­ence.”

			“Do you know so much about them?”

			That sharp reply caught the ears of all, and Soames moved un­eas­ily on his thin green chair.

			“Well, I don’t know, I think they want their own small way, and I think they al­ways did.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Oh, but—Prosper,” Wini­fred in­ter­jec­ted com­fort­ably, “the girls in the streets—the girls who’ve been in mu­ni­tions, the little flap­pers in the shops; their man­ners now really quite hit you in the eye.”

			At the word “hit” Jack Car­digan stopped his dis­quis­i­tion; and in the si­lence Mon­sieur Pro­fond said:

			“It was in­side be­fore, now it’s out­side; that’s all.”

			“But their mor­als!” cried Imo­gen.

			“Just as mor­al as they ever were, Mrs. Car­digan, but they’ve got more op­por­tun­ity.”

			The say­ing, so cryptic­ally cyn­ic­al, re­ceived a little laugh from Imo­gen, a slight open­ing of Jack Car­digan’s mouth, and a creak from Soames’ chair.

			Wini­fred said: “That’s too bad, Prosper.”

			“What do you say, Mrs. For­syde; don’t you think hu­man nature’s al­ways the same?”

			Soames sub­dued a sud­den long­ing to get up and kick the fel­low. He heard his wife reply:

			“Hu­man nature is not the same in Eng­land as any­where else.” That was her con­foun­ded mock­ery!

			“Well, I don’t know much about this small coun­try”—“No, thank God!” thought Soames—“but I should say the pot was boil­in’ un­der the lid every­where. We all want pleas­ure, and we al­ways did.”

			Damn the fel­low! His cyn­icism was—was out­rageous!

			When lunch was over they broke up in­to couples for the di­gest­ive prom­en­ade. Too proud to no­tice, Soames knew per­fectly that An­nette and that fel­low had gone prowl­ing round to­geth­er. Fleur was with Val; she had chosen him, no doubt, be­cause he knew that boy. He him­self had Wini­fred for part­ner. They walked in the bright, circ­ling stream, a little flushed and sated, for some minutes, till Wini­fred sighed:

			“I wish we were back forty years, old boy!”

			Be­fore the eyes of her spir­it an in­ter­min­able pro­ces­sion of her own Lord’s frocks was passing, paid for with the money of her fath­er, to save a re­cur­rent crisis. “It’s been very amus­ing, after all. Some­times I even wish Monty was back. What do you think of people nowadays, Soames?”

			“Pre­cious little style. The thing began to go to pieces with bi­cycles and mo­tor­cars; the War has fin­ished it.”

			“I won­der what’s com­ing?” said Wini­fred in a voice dreamy from pi­geon-pie. “I’m not at all sure we shan’t go back to crinolines and peg­tops. Look at that dress!”

			Soames shook his head.

			“There’s money, but no faith in things. We don’t lay by for the fu­ture. These young­sters—it’s all a short life and a merry one with them.”

			“There’s a hat!” said Wini­fred. “I don’t know—when you come to think of the people killed and all that in the War, it’s rather won­der­ful, I think. There’s no oth­er coun­try—Prosper says the rest are all bank­rupt, ex­cept Amer­ica; and of course her men al­ways took their style in dress from us.”

			“Is that chap,” said Soames, “really go­ing to the South Seas?”

			“Oh! one nev­er knows where Prosper’s go­ing!”

			“He’s a sign of the times,” muttered Soames, “if you like.”

			Wini­fred’s hand gripped his arm.

			“Don’t turn your head,” she said in a low voice, “but look to your right in the front row of the Stand.”

			Soames looked as best he could un­der that lim­it­a­tion. A man in a grey top hat, grey-bearded, with thin brown, fol­ded cheeks, and a cer­tain el­eg­ance of pos­ture, sat there with a wo­man in a lawn-col­oured frock, whose dark eyes were fixed on him­self. Soames looked quickly at his feet. How fun­nily feet moved, one after the oth­er like that! Wini­fred’s voice said in his ear:

			“Joly­on looks very ill; but he al­ways had style. She doesn’t change—ex­cept her hair.”

			“Why did you tell Fleur about that busi­ness?”

			“I didn’t; she picked it up. I al­ways knew she would.”

			“Well, it’s a mess. She’s set her heart upon their boy.”

			“The little wretch,” mur­mured Wini­fred. “She tried to take me in about that. What shall you do, Soames?”

			“Be guided by events.”

			They moved on, si­lent, in the al­most sol­id crowd.

			“Really,” said Wini­fred sud­denly; “it al­most seems like Fate. Only that’s so old-fash­ioned. Look! there are George and Eu­stace!”

			George For­syte’s lofty bulk had hal­ted be­fore them.

			“Hallo, Soames!” he said. “Just met Pro­fond and your wife. You’ll catch ’em if you put on pace. Did you ever go to see old Timothy?”

			Soames nod­ded, and the streams forced them apart.

			“I al­ways liked old George,” said Wini­fred. “He’s so droll.”

			“I nev­er did,” said Soames. “Where’s your seat? I shall go to mine. Fleur may be back there.”

			Hav­ing seen Wini­fred to her seat, he re­gained his own, con­scious of small, white, dis­tant fig­ures run­ning, the click of the bat, the cheers and counter-cheers. No Fleur, and no An­nette! You could ex­pect noth­ing of wo­men nowadays! They had the vote. They were “eman­cip­ated,” and much good it was do­ing them! So Wini­fred would go back, would she, and put up with Dartie all over again? To have the past once more—to be sit­ting here as he had sat in ’83 and ’84, be­fore he was cer­tain that his mar­riage with Irene had gone all wrong, be­fore her ant­ag­on­ism had be­come so glar­ing that with the best will in the world he could not over­look it. The sight of her with that fel­low had brought all memory back. Even now he could not un­der­stand why she had been so im­prac­tic­able. She could love oth­er men; she had it in her! To him­self, the one per­son she ought to have loved, she had chosen to re­fuse her heart. It seemed to him, fant­ast­ic­ally, as he looked back, that all this mod­ern re­lax­a­tion of mar­riage—though its forms and laws were the same as when he mar­ried her—that all this mod­ern loose­ness had come out of her re­volt; it seemed to him, fant­ast­ic­ally, that she had star­ted it, till all de­cent own­er­ship of any­thing had gone, or was on the point of go­ing. All came from her! And now—a pretty state of things! Homes! How could you have them without mu­tu­al own­er­ship? Not that he had ever had a real home! But had that been his fault? He had done his best. And his re­wards were—those two sit­ting in that Stand, and this af­fair of Fleur’s!

			And over­come by loneli­ness he thought: “Shan’t wait any longer! They must find their own way back to the hotel—if they mean to come!” Hail­ing a cab out­side the ground, he said:

			“Drive me to the Bayswa­ter Road.” His old aunts had nev­er failed him. To them he had meant an ever-wel­come vis­it­or. Though they were gone, there, still, was Timothy!

			Smith­er was stand­ing in the open door­way.

			“Mr. Soames! I was just tak­ing the air. Cook will be so pleased.”

			“How is Mr. Timothy?”

			“Not him­self at all these last few days, sir; he’s been talk­ing a great deal. Only this morn­ing he was say­ing: ‘My broth­er James, he’s get­ting old.’ His mind wanders, Mr. Soames, and then he will talk of them. He troubles about their in­vest­ments. The oth­er day he said: ‘There’s my broth­er Joly­on won’t look at Con­sols’—he seemed quite down about it. Come in, Mr. Soames, come in! It’s such a pleas­ant change!”

			“Well,” said Soames, “just for a few minutes.”

			“No,” mur­mured Smith­er in the hall, where the air had the sin­gu­lar fresh­ness of the out­side day, “we haven’t been very sat­is­fied with him, not all this week. He’s al­ways been one to leave a tit­bit to the end; but ever since Monday he’s been eat­ing it first. If you no­tice a dog, Mr. Soames, at its din­ner, it eats the meat first. We’ve al­ways thought it such a good sign of Mr. Timothy at his age to leave it to the last, but now he seems to have lost all his self-con­trol; and, of course, it makes him leave the rest. The doc­tor doesn’t make any­thing of it, but”—Smith­er shook her head—“he seems to think he’s got to eat it first, in case he shouldn’t get to it. That and his talk­ing makes us anxious.”

			“Has he said any­thing im­port­ant?”

			“I shouldn’t like to say that, Mr. Soames; but he’s turned against his will. He gets quite pet­tish—and after hav­ing had it out every morn­ing for years, it does seem funny. He said the oth­er day: ‘They want my money.’ It gave me such a turn, be­cause, as I said to him, nobody wants his money, I’m sure. And it does seem a pity he should be think­ing about money at his time of life. I took my cour­age in my ’ands. ‘You know, Mr. Timothy,’ I said, ‘my dear mis­tress’—that’s Miss For­syte, Mr. Soames, Miss Ann that trained me—‘she nev­er thought about money,’ I said, ‘it was all char­ac­ter with her.’ He looked at me, I can’t tell you how funny, and he said quite dry: ‘Nobody wants my char­ac­ter.’ Think of his say­ing a thing like that! But some­times he’ll say some­thing as sharp and sens­ible as any­thing.”

			Soames, who had been star­ing at an old print by the hat-rack, think­ing, “That’s got value!” mur­mured: “I’ll go up and see him, Smith­er.”

			“Cook’s with him,” answered Smith­er above her cor­sets; “she will be pleased to see you.”

			He moun­ted slowly, with the thought: “Shan’t care to live to be that age.”

			On the second floor, he paused, and tapped. The door was opened, and he saw the round homely face of a wo­man about sixty.

			“Mr. Soames!” she said: “Why! Mr. Soames!”

			Soames nod­ded. “All right, Cook!” and entered.

			Timothy was propped up in bed, with his hands joined be­fore his chest, and his eyes fixed on the ceil­ing, where a fly was stand­ing up­side down. Soames stood at the foot of the bed, fa­cing him.

			“Uncle Timothy,” he said, rais­ing his voice. “Uncle Timothy!”

			Timothy’s eyes left the fly, and lev­elled them­selves on his vis­it­or. Soames could see his pale tongue passing over his dark­ish lips.

			“Uncle Timothy,” he said again, “is there any­thing I can do for you? Is there any­thing you’d like to say?”

			“Ha!” said Timothy.

			“I’ve come to look you up and see that everything’s all right.”

			Timothy nod­ded. He seemed try­ing to get used to the ap­par­i­tion be­fore him.

			“Have you got everything you want?”

			“No,” said Timothy.

			“Can I get you any­thing?”

			“No,” said Timothy.

			“I’m Soames, you know; your neph­ew, Soames For­syte. Your broth­er James’ son.”

			Timothy nod­ded.

			“I shall be de­lighted to do any­thing I can for you.”

			Timothy beckoned. Soames went close to him:

			“You—” said Timothy in a voice which seemed to have out­lived tone, “you tell them all from me—you tell them all—” and his fin­ger tapped on Soames’ arm, “to hold on—hold on—Con­sols are goin’ up,” and he nod­ded thrice.

			“All right!” said Soames; “I will.”

			“Yes,” said Timothy, and, fix­ing his eyes again on the ceil­ing, he ad­ded: “That fly!”

			Strangely moved, Soames looked at the Cook’s pleas­ant fat­tish face, all little puck­ers from star­ing at fires.

			“That’ll do him a world of good, sir,” she said.

			A mut­ter came from Timothy, but he was clearly speak­ing to him­self, and Soames went out with the cook.

			“I wish I could make you a pink cream, Mr. Soames, like in old days; you did so rel­ish them. Good­bye, sir; it has been a pleas­ure.”

			“Take care of him, Cook, he is old.”

			And, shak­ing her crumpled hand, he went down­stairs. Smith­er was still tak­ing the air in the door­way.

			“What do you think of him, Mr. Soames?”

			“H’m!” Soames mur­mured: “He’s lost touch.”

			“Yes,” said Smith­er, “I was afraid you’d think that com­ing fresh out of the world to see him like.”

			“Smith­er,” said Soames, “we’re all in­debted to you.”

			“Oh, no, Mr. Soames, don’t say that! It’s a pleas­ure—he’s such a won­der­ful man.”

			“Well, good­bye!” said Soames, and got in­to his taxi.

			“Go­ing up!” he thought; “go­ing up!”

			Reach­ing the hotel at Knights­bridge he went to their sit­ting-room, and rang for tea. Neither of them were in. And again that sense of loneli­ness came over him. These ho­tels. What mon­strous great places they were now! He could re­mem­ber when there was noth­ing big­ger than Long’s or Brown’s, Mor­ley’s or the Tav­is­tock, and the heads that were shaken over the Langham and the Grand. Ho­tels and Clubs—Clubs and Ho­tels; no end to them now! And Soames, who had just been watch­ing at Lord’s a mir­acle of tra­di­tion and con­tinu­ity, fell in­to rev­er­ie over the changes in that Lon­don where he had been born five-and-sixty years be­fore. Wheth­er Con­sols were go­ing up or not, Lon­don had be­come a ter­rif­ic prop­erty. No such prop­erty in the world, un­less it were New York! There was a lot of hys­teria in the pa­pers nowadays; but any­one who, like him­self, could re­mem­ber Lon­don sixty years ago, and see it now, real­ised the fecund­ity and elasti­city of wealth. They had only to keep their heads, and go at it stead­ily. Why! he re­membered cobble­stones, and stink­ing straw on the floor of your cab. And old Timothy—what could he not have told them, if he had kept his memory! Things were un­settled, people in a funk or in a hurry, but here were Lon­don and the Thames, and out there the Brit­ish Em­pire, and the ends of the earth. “Con­sols are goin’ up!” He shouldn’t be a bit sur­prised. It was the breed that coun­ted. And all that was bull-dogged in Soames stared for a mo­ment out of his grey eyes, till di­ver­ted by the print of a Vic­tori­an pic­ture on the walls. The hotel had bought three dozen of that little lot! The old hunt­ing or “Rake’s Pro­gress” prints in the old inns were worth look­ing at—but this sen­ti­ment­al stuff—well, Vic­tori­an­ism had gone! “Tell them to hold on!” old Timothy had said. But to what were they to hold on in this mod­ern wel­ter of the “demo­crat­ic prin­ciple”? Why, even pri­vacy was threatened! And at the thought that pri­vacy might per­ish, Soames pushed back his tea­cup and went to the win­dow. Fancy own­ing no more of Nature than the crowd out there owned of the flowers and trees and wa­ters of Hyde Park! No, no! Private pos­ses­sion un­der­lay everything worth hav­ing. The world had slipped its san­ity a bit, as dogs now and again at full moon slipped theirs and went off for a night’s rab­bit­ing; but the world, like the dog, knew where its bread was buttered and its bed warm, and would come back sure enough to the only home worth hav­ing—to private own­er­ship. The world was in its second child­hood for the mo­ment, like old Timothy—eat­ing its tit­bit first!

			He heard a sound be­hind him, and saw that his wife and daugh­ter had come in.

			“So you’re back!” he said.

			Fleur did not an­swer; she stood for a mo­ment look­ing at him and her moth­er, then passed in­to her bed­room. An­nette poured her­self out a cup of tea.

			“I am go­ing to Par­is, to my moth­er, Soames.”

			“Oh! To your moth­er?”

			“Yes.”

			“For how long?”

			“I do not know.”

			“And when are you go­ing?”

			“On Monday.”

			Was she really go­ing to her moth­er? Odd, how in­dif­fer­ent he felt! Odd, how clearly she had per­ceived the in­dif­fer­ence he would feel so long as there was no scan­dal. And sud­denly between her and him­self he saw dis­tinctly the face he had seen that af­ter­noon—Irene’s.

			“Will you want money?”

			“Thank you; I have enough.”

			“Very well. Let us know when you are com­ing back.”

			An­nette put down the cake she was fin­ger­ing, and, look­ing up through darkened lashes, said:

			“Shall I give Ma­man any mes­sage?”

			“My re­gards.”

			An­nette stretched her­self, her hands on her waist, and said in French:

			“What luck that you have nev­er loved me, Soames!” Then rising, she too left the room. Soames was glad she had spoken it in French—it seemed to re­quire no deal­ing with. Again that oth­er face—pale, dark-eyed, beau­ti­ful still! And there stirred far down with­in him the ghost of warmth, as from sparks linger­ing be­neath a mound of flaky ash. And Fleur in­fatu­ated with her boy! Queer chance! Yet, was there such a thing as chance? A man went down a street, a brick fell on his head. Ah! that was chance, no doubt. But this! “In­her­ited,” his girl had said. She—she was “hold­ing on”!
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				Old Joly­on Walks

			
			Two­fold im­pulse had made Joly­on say to his wife at break­fast: “Let’s go up to Lord’s!”

			“Wanted”—some­thing to abate the anxi­ety in which those two had lived dur­ing the sixty hours since Jon had brought Fleur down. “Wanted”—too, that which might as­suage the pangs of memory in one who knew he might lose them any day!

			Fifty-eight years ago Joly­on had be­come an Eton boy, for old Joly­on’s whim had been that he should be can­on­ised at the greatest pos­sible ex­pense. Year after year he had gone to Lord’s from Stan­hope Gate with a fath­er whose youth in the eight­een-twen­ties had been passed without pol­ish in the game of crick­et. Old Joly­on would speak quite openly of swipes, full tosses, half and three-quarter balls; and young Joly­on with the guile­less snob­bery of youth had trembled lest his sire should be over­heard. Only in this su­preme mat­ter of crick­et he had been nervous, for his fath­er—in Crimean whiskers then—had ever im­pressed him as the beau ideal. Though nev­er can­on­ised him­self, Old Joly­on’s nat­ur­al fas­ti­di­ous­ness and bal­ance had saved him from the er­rors of the vul­gar. How de­li­cious, after bowl­ing in a top hat and a swel­ter­ing heat, to go home with his fath­er in a hansom cab, bathe, dress, and forth to the Dis­union Club, to dine off white bait, cut­lets, and a tart, and go—two “swells,” old and young, in lav­ender kid gloves—to the op­era or play. And on Sunday, when the match was over, and his top hat duly broken, down with his fath­er in a spe­cial hansom to the Crown and Sceptre, and the ter­race above the river—the golden six­ties when the world was simple, dan­dies glam­or­ous, Demo­cracy not born, and the books of Whyte-Melville com­ing thick and fast.

			A gen­er­a­tion later, with his own boy, Jolly, Har­row-but­ton­holed with corn­flowers—by old Joly­on’s whim his grand­son had been can­on­ised at a trifle less ex­pense—again Joly­on had ex­per­i­enced the heat and counter-pas­sions of the day, and come back to the cool and the straw­berry beds of Robin Hill, and bil­liards after din­ner, his boy mak­ing the most heart­break­ing flukes and try­ing to seem lan­guid and grown-up. Those two days each year he and his son had been alone to­geth­er in the world, one on each side—and Demo­cracy just born!

			And so, he had un­earthed a grey top hat, bor­rowed a tiny bit of light-blue rib­bon from Irene, and gingerly, keep­ing cool, by car and train and taxi, had reached Lord’s Ground. There, be­side her in a lawn-col­oured frock with nar­row black edges, he had watched the game, and felt the old thrill stir with­in him.

			When Soames passed, the day was spoiled. Irene’s face was dis­tor­ted by com­pres­sion of the lips. No good to go on sit­ting here with Soames or per­haps his daugh­ter re­cur­ring in front of them, like decim­als. And he said:

			“Well, dear, if you’ve had enough—let’s go!”

			That even­ing Joly­on felt ex­hausted. Not want­ing her to see him thus, he waited till she had be­gun to play, and stole off to the little study. He opened the long win­dow for air, and the door, that he might still hear her mu­sic drift­ing in; and, settled in his fath­er’s old arm­chair, closed his eyes, with his head against the worn brown leath­er. Like that pas­sage of the Cesar Franck Son­ata—so had been his life with her, a di­vine third move­ment. And now this busi­ness of Jon’s—this bad busi­ness! Drif­ted to the edge of con­scious­ness, he hardly knew if it were in sleep that he smelled the scent of a ci­gar, and seemed to see his fath­er in the black­ness be­fore his closed eyes. That shape formed, went, and formed again; as if in the very chair where he him­self was sit­ting, he saw his fath­er, black-coated, with knees crossed, glasses bal­anced between thumb and fin­ger; saw the big white mous­taches, and the deep eyes look­ing up be­low a dome of fore­head and seem­ing to search his own, seem­ing to speak. “Are you fa­cing it, Jo? It’s for you to de­cide. She’s only a wo­man!” Ah! how well he knew his fath­er in that phrase; how all the Vic­tori­an Age came up with it! And his an­swer “No, I’ve funked it—funked hurt­ing her and Jon and my­self. I’ve got a heart; I’ve funked it.” But the old eyes, so much older, so much young­er than his own, kept at it; “It’s your wife, your son; your past. Tackle it, my boy!” Was it a mes­sage from walk­ing spir­it; or but the in­stinct of his sire liv­ing on with­in him? And again came that scent of ci­gar smoke—from the old sat­ur­ated leath­er. Well! he would tackle it, write to Jon, and put the whole thing down in black and white! And sud­denly he breathed with dif­fi­culty, with a sense of suf­foc­a­tion, as if his heart were swollen. He got up and went out in­to the air. The stars were very bright. He passed along the ter­race round the corner of the house, till, through the win­dow of the mu­sic-room, he could see Irene at the pi­ano, with lamp­light fall­ing on her powdery hair; with­drawn in­to her­self she seemed, her dark eyes star­ing straight be­fore her, her hands idle. Joly­on saw her raise those hands and clasp them over her breast. “It’s Jon, with her,” he thought; “all Jon! I’m dy­ing out of her—it’s nat­ur­al!”

			And, care­ful not to be seen, he stole back.

			Next day, after a bad night, he sat down to his task. He wrote with dif­fi­culty and many eras­ures.

			
				“My Dearest Boy,

				“You are old enough to un­der­stand how very dif­fi­cult it is for eld­ers to give them­selves away to their young. Es­pe­cially when—like your moth­er and my­self, though I shall nev­er think of her as any­thing but young—their hearts are al­to­geth­er set on him to whom they must con­fess. I can­not say we are con­scious of hav­ing sinned ex­actly—people in real life very sel­dom are, I be­lieve—but most per­sons would say we had, and at all events our con­duct, right­eous or not, has found us out. The truth is, my dear, we both have pasts, which it is now my task to make known to you, be­cause they so griev­ously and deeply af­fect your fu­ture. Many, very many years ago, as far back in­deed as 1883, when she was only twenty, your moth­er had the great and last­ing mis­for­tune to make an un­happy mar­riage—no, not with me, Jon. Without money of her own, and with only a step­moth­er—closely re­lated to Jezebel—she was very un­happy in her home life. It was Fleur’s fath­er that she mar­ried, my cous­in Soames For­syte. He had pur­sued her very ten­a­ciously and to do him justice was deeply in love with her. With­in a week she knew the fear­ful mis­take she had made. It was not his fault; it was her er­ror of judg­ment—her mis­for­tune.”

			

			So far Joly­on had kept some semb­lance of irony, but now his sub­ject car­ried him away.

			
				“Jon, I want to ex­plain to you if I can—and it’s very hard—how it is that an un­happy mar­riage such as this can so eas­ily come about. You will of course say: ‘If she didn’t really love him how could she ever have mar­ried him?’ You would be right if it were not for one or two rather ter­rible con­sid­er­a­tions. From this ini­tial mis­take of hers all the sub­sequent trouble, sor­row, and tragedy have come, and so I must make it clear to you if I can. You see, Jon, in those days and even to this day—in­deed, I don’t see, for all the talk of en­light­en­ment, how it can well be oth­er­wise—most girls are mar­ried ig­nor­ant of the sexu­al side of life. Even if they know what it means they have not ex­per­i­enced it. That’s the crux. It is this ac­tu­al lack of ex­per­i­ence, whatever verbal know­ledge they have, which makes all the dif­fer­ence and all the trouble. In a vast num­ber of mar­riages—and your moth­er’s was one—girls are not and can­not be cer­tain wheth­er they love the man they marry or not; they do not know un­til after that act of uni­on which makes the real­ity of mar­riage. Now, in many, per­haps in most doubt­ful cases, this act ce­ments and strengthens the at­tach­ment, but in oth­er cases, and your moth­er’s was one, it is a rev­el­a­tion of mis­take, a de­struc­tion of such at­trac­tion as there was. There is noth­ing more tra­gic in a wo­man’s life than such a rev­el­a­tion, grow­ing daily, nightly clear­er. Coarse-grained and un­think­ing people are apt to laugh at such a mis­take, and say, ‘What a fuss about noth­ing!’ Nar­row and self-right­eous people, only cap­able of judging the lives of oth­ers by their own, are apt to con­demn those who make this tra­gic er­ror, to con­demn them for life to the dun­geons they have made for them­selves. You know the ex­pres­sion: ‘She has made her bed, she must lie on it!’ It is a hard-mouthed say­ing, quite un­worthy of a gen­tle­man or lady in the best sense of those words; and I can use no stronger con­dem­na­tion. I have not been what is called a mor­al man, but I wish to use no words to you, my dear, which will make you think lightly of ties or con­tracts in­to which you enter. Heav­en for­bid! But with the ex­per­i­ence of a life be­hind me I do say that those who con­demn the vic­tims of these tra­gic mis­takes, con­demn them and hold out no hands to help them, are in­hu­man, or rather they would be if they had the un­der­stand­ing to know what they are do­ing. But they haven’t! Let them go! They are as much ana­thema to me as I, no doubt, am to them. I have had to say all this, be­cause I am go­ing to put you in­to a po­s­i­tion to judge your moth­er, and you are very young, without ex­per­i­ence of what life is. To go on with the story. After three years of ef­fort to sub­due her shrink­ing—I was go­ing to say her loath­ing and it’s not too strong a word, for shrink­ing soon be­comes loath­ing un­der such cir­cum­stances—three years of what to a sens­it­ive, beauty-lov­ing nature like your moth­er’s, Jon, was tor­ment, she met a young man who fell in love with her. He was the ar­chi­tect of this very house that we live in now, he was build­ing it for her and Fleur’s fath­er to live in, a new pris­on to hold her, in place of the one she in­hab­ited with him in Lon­don. Per­haps that fact played some part in what came of it. But in any case she, too, fell in love with him. I know it’s not ne­ces­sary to ex­plain to you that one does not pre­cisely choose with whom one will fall in love. It comes. Very well! It came. I can ima­gine—though she nev­er said much to me about it—the struggle that then took place in her, be­cause, Jon, she was brought up strictly and was not light in her ideas—not at all. How­ever, this was an over­whelm­ing feel­ing, and it came to pass that they loved in deed as well as in thought. Then came a fear­ful tragedy. I must tell you of it be­cause if I don’t you will nev­er un­der­stand the real situ­ation that you have now to face. The man whom she had mar­ried—Soames For­syte, the fath­er of Fleur one night, at the height of her pas­sion for this young man, for­cibly re­as­ser­ted his rights over her. The next day she met her lov­er and told him of it. Wheth­er he com­mit­ted sui­cide or wheth­er he was ac­ci­dent­ally run over in his dis­trac­tion, we nev­er knew; but so it was. Think of your moth­er as she was that even­ing when she heard of his death. I happened to see her. Your grand­fath­er sent me to help her if I could. I only just saw her, be­fore the door was shut against me by her hus­band. But I have nev­er for­got­ten her face, I can see it now. I was not in love with her then, not for twelve years after, but I have nev­er for­got­ten. My dear boy—it is not easy to write like this. But you see, I must. Your moth­er is wrapped up in you, ut­terly, de­votedly. I don’t wish to write harshly of Soames For­syte. I don’t think harshly of him. I have long been sorry for him; per­haps I was sorry even then. As the world judges she was in er­ror, he with­in his rights. He loved her—in his way. She was his prop­erty. That is the view he holds of life—of hu­man feel­ings and hearts—prop­erty. It’s not his fault—so was he born. To me it is a view that has al­ways been ab­hor­rent—so was I born! Know­ing you as I do, I feel it can­not be oth­er­wise than ab­hor­rent to you. Let me go on with the story. Your moth­er fled from his house that night; for twelve years she lived quietly alone without com­pan­ion­ship of any sort, un­til in 1899 her hus­band—you see, he was still her hus­band, for he did not at­tempt to di­vorce her, and she of course had no right to di­vorce him—be­came con­scious, it seems, of the want of chil­dren, and com­menced a long at­tempt to in­duce her to go back to him and give him a child. I was her trust­ee then, un­der your Grand­fath­er’s will, and I watched this go­ing on. While watch­ing, I be­came at­tached to her, de­votedly at­tached. His pres­sure in­creased, till one day she came to me here and prac­tic­ally put her­self un­der my pro­tec­tion. Her hus­band, who was kept in­formed of all her move­ments, at­temp­ted to force us apart by bring­ing a di­vorce suit, or pos­sibly he really meant it, I don’t know; but any­way our names were pub­licly joined. That de­cided us, and we be­came united in fact. She was di­vorced, mar­ried me, and you were born. We have lived in per­fect hap­pi­ness, at least I have, and I be­lieve your moth­er also. Soames, soon after the di­vorce, mar­ried Fleur’s moth­er, and she was born. That is the story, Jon. I have told it you, be­cause by the af­fec­tion which we see you have formed for this man’s daugh­ter you are blindly mov­ing to­ward what must ut­terly des­troy your moth­er’s hap­pi­ness, if not your own. I don’t wish to speak of my­self, be­cause at my age there’s no use sup­pos­ing I shall cum­ber the ground much longer, be­sides, what I should suf­fer would be mainly on her ac­count, and on yours. But what I want you to real­ise is that feel­ings of hor­ror and aver­sion such as those can nev­er be bur­ied or for­got­ten. They are alive in her today. Only yes­ter­day at Lord’s we happened to see Soames For­syte. Her face, if you had seen it, would have con­vinced you. The idea that you should marry his daugh­ter is a night­mare to her, Jon. I have noth­ing to say against Fleur save that she is his daugh­ter. But your chil­dren, if you mar­ried her, would be the grand­chil­dren of Soames, as much as of your moth­er, of a man who once owned your moth­er as a man might own a slave. Think what that would mean. By such a mar­riage you enter the camp which held your moth­er pris­on­er and wherein she ate her heart out. You are just on the threshold of life, you have only known this girl two months, and how­ever deeply you think you love her, I ap­peal to you to break it off at once. Don’t give your moth­er this rank­ling pain and hu­mi­li­ation dur­ing the rest of her life. Young though she will al­ways seem to me, she is fifty-sev­en. Ex­cept for us two she has no one in the world. She will soon have only you. Pluck up your spir­it, Jon, and break away. Don’t put this cloud and bar­ri­er between you. Don’t break her heart! Bless you, my dear boy, and again for­give me for all the pain this let­ter must bring you—we tried to spare it you, but Spain—it seems—was no good.

				
					“Ever your de­voted fath­er,

					“Joly­on For­syte.”

				
			

			Hav­ing fin­ished his con­fes­sion, Joly­on sat with a thin cheek on his hand, re­read­ing. There were things in it which hurt him so much, when he thought of Jon read­ing them, that he nearly tore the let­ter up. To speak of such things at all to a boy—his own boy—to speak of them in re­la­tion to his own wife and the boy’s own moth­er, seemed dread­ful to the reti­cence of his For­syte soul. And yet without speak­ing of them how make Jon un­der­stand the real­ity, the deep cleav­age, the in­ef­face­able scar? Without them, how jus­ti­fy this stiff­ing of the boy’s love? He might just as well not write at all!

			He fol­ded the con­fes­sion, and put it in his pock­et. It was—thank Heav­en!—Sat­urday; he had till Sunday even­ing to think it over; for even if pos­ted now it could not reach Jon till Monday. He felt a curi­ous re­lief at this delay, and at the fact that, wheth­er sent or not, it was writ­ten.

			In the rose garden, which had taken the place of the old fern­ery, he could see Irene snip­ping and prun­ing, with a little bas­ket on her arm. She was nev­er idle, it seemed to him, and he en­vied her now that he him­self was idle nearly all his time. He went down to her. She held up a stained glove and smiled. A piece of lace tied un­der her chin con­cealed her hair, and her oval face with its still dark brows looked very young.

			“The green­fly are aw­ful this year, and yet it’s cold. You look tired, Joly­on.”

			Joly­on took the con­fes­sion from his pock­et. “I’ve been writ­ing this. I think you ought to see it?”

			“To Jon?” Her whole face had changed, in that in­stant, be­com­ing al­most hag­gard.

			“Yes; the murder’s out.”

			He gave it to her, and walked away among the roses. Presently, see­ing that she had fin­ished read­ing and was stand­ing quite still with the sheets of the let­ter against her skirt, he came back to her.

			“Well?”

			“It’s won­der­fully put. I don’t see how it could be put bet­ter. Thank you, dear.”

			“Is there any­thing you would like left out?”

			She shook her head.

			“No; he must know all, if he’s to un­der­stand.”

			“That’s what I thought, but—I hate it!”

			He had the feel­ing that he hated it more than she—to him sex was so much easi­er to men­tion between man and wo­man than between man and man; and she had al­ways been more nat­ur­al and frank, not deeply se­cret­ive like his For­syte self.

			“I won­der if he will un­der­stand, even now, Joly­on? He’s so young; and he shrinks from the phys­ic­al.”

			“He gets that shrink­ing from my fath­er, he was as fas­ti­di­ous as a girl in all such mat­ters. Would it be bet­ter to re­write the whole thing, and just say you hated Soames?”

			Irene shook her head.

			“Hate’s only a word. It con­veys noth­ing. No, bet­ter as it is.”

			“Very well. It shall go to­mor­row.”

			She raised her face to his, and in sight of the big house’s many creepered win­dows, he kissed her.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Con­fes­sion

			
			Late that same af­ter­noon, Joly­on had a nap in the old arm­chair. Face down on his knee was La Ro­tis­ser­ie de la Re­fine Ped­auque, and just be­fore he fell asleep he had been think­ing: “As a people shall we ever really like the French? Will they ever really like us!” He him­self had al­ways liked the French, feel­ing at home with their wit, their taste, their cook­ing. Irene and he had paid many vis­its to France be­fore the War, when Jon had been at his private school. His ro­mance with her had be­gun in Par­is—his last and most en­dur­ing ro­mance. But the French—no Eng­lish­man could like them who could not see them in some sort with the de­tached aes­thet­ic eye! And with that mel­an­choly con­clu­sion he had nod­ded off.

			When he woke he saw Jon stand­ing between him and the win­dow. The boy had evid­ently come in from the garden and was wait­ing for him to wake. Joly­on smiled, still half asleep. How nice the chap looked—sens­it­ive, af­fec­tion­ate, straight! Then his heart gave a nasty jump; and a quak­ing sen­sa­tion over­came him. Jon! That con­fes­sion! He con­trolled him­self with an ef­fort. “Why, Jon, where did you spring from?”

			Jon bent over and kissed his fore­head.

			Only then he no­ticed the look on the boy’s face.

			“I came home to tell you some­thing, Dad.”

			With all his might Joly­on tried to get the bet­ter of the jump­ing, gurg­ling sen­sa­tions with­in his chest.

			“Well, sit down, old man. Have you seen your moth­er?”

			“No.” The boy’s flushed look gave place to pal­lor; he sat down on the arm of the old chair, as, in old days, Joly­on him­self used to sit be­side his own fath­er, in­stalled in its re­cesses. Right up to the time of the rup­ture in their re­la­tions he had been wont to perch there—had he now reached such a mo­ment with his own son? All his life he had hated scenes like pois­on, avoided rows, gone on his own way quietly and let oth­ers go on theirs. But now—it seemed—at the very end of things, he had a scene be­fore him more pain­ful than any he had avoided. He drew a vi­sor down over his emo­tion, and waited for his son to speak.

			“Fath­er,” said Jon slowly, “Fleur and I are en­gaged.”

			“Ex­actly!” thought Joly­on, breath­ing with dif­fi­culty.

			“I know that you and Moth­er don’t like the idea. Fleur says that Moth­er was en­gaged to her fath­er be­fore you mar­ried her. Of course I don’t know what happened, but it must be ages ago. I’m de­voted to her, Dad, and she says she is to me.”

			Joly­on uttered a queer sound, half laugh, half groan.

			“You are nine­teen, Jon, and I am sev­enty-two. How are we to un­der­stand each oth­er in a mat­ter like this, eh?”

			“You love Moth­er, Dad; you must know what we feel. It isn’t fair to us to let old things spoil our hap­pi­ness, is it?”

			Brought face to face with his con­fes­sion, Joly­on re­solved to do without it if by any means he could. He laid his hand on the boy’s arm.

			“Look, Jon! I might put you off with talk about your both be­ing too young and not know­ing your own minds, and all that, but you wouldn’t listen, be­sides, it doesn’t meet the case—Youth, un­for­tu­nately, cures it­self. You talk lightly about ‘old things like that,’ know­ing noth­ing—as you say truly—of what happened. Now, have I ever giv­en you reas­on to doubt my love for you, or my word?”

			At a less anxious mo­ment he might have been amused by the con­flict his words aroused—the boy’s eager clasp, to re­as­sure him on these points, the dread on his face of what that re­as­sur­ance would bring forth; but he could only feel grate­ful for the squeeze.

			“Very well, you can be­lieve what I tell you. If you don’t give up this love af­fair, you will make Moth­er wretched to the end of her days. Be­lieve me, my dear, the past, whatever it was, can’t be bur­ied—it can’t in­deed.”

			Jon got off the arm of the chair.

			“The girl”—thought Joly­on—“there she goes—start­ing up be­fore him—life it­self—eager, pretty, lov­ing!”

			“I can’t, Fath­er; how can I—just be­cause you say that? Of course, I can’t!”

			“Jon, if you knew the story you would give this up without hes­it­a­tion; you would have to! Can’t you be­lieve me?”

			“How can you tell what I should think? Fath­er, I love her bet­ter than any­thing in the world.”

			Joly­on’s face twitched, and he said with pain­ful slow­ness:

			“Bet­ter than your moth­er, Jon?”

			From the boy’s face, and his clenched fists Joly­on real­ised the stress and struggle he was go­ing through.

			“I don’t know,” he burst out, “I don’t know! But to give Fleur up for noth­ing—for some­thing I don’t un­der­stand, for some­thing that I don’t be­lieve can really mat­ter half so much, will make me—make me. …”

			“Make you feel us un­just, put a bar­ri­er—yes. But that’s bet­ter than go­ing on with this.”

			“I can’t. Fleur loves me, and I love her. You want me to trust you; why don’t you trust me, Fath­er? We wouldn’t want to know any­thing—we wouldn’t let it make any dif­fer­ence. It’ll only make us both love you and Moth­er all the more.”

			Joly­on put his hand in­to his breast pock­et, but brought it out again empty, and sat, cluck­ing his tongue against his teeth.

			“Think what your moth­er’s been to you, Jon! She has noth­ing but you; I shan’t last much longer.”

			“Why not? It isn’t fair to—Why not?”

			“Well,” said Joly­on, rather coldly, “be­cause the doc­tors tell me I shan’t; that’s all.”

			“Oh, Dad!” cried Jon, and burst in­to tears.

			This down­break of his son, whom he had not seen cry since he was ten, moved Joly­on ter­ribly. He re­cog­nised to the full how fear­fully soft the boy’s heart was, how much he would suf­fer in this busi­ness, and in life gen­er­ally. And he reached out his hand help­lessly—not wish­ing, in­deed not dar­ing to get up.

			“Dear man,” he said, “don’t—or you’ll make me!”

			Jon smothered down his par­oxysm, and stood with face aver­ted, very still.

			“What now?” thought Joly­on. “What can I say to move him?”

			“By the way, don’t speak of that to Moth­er,” he said; “she has enough to fright­en her with this af­fair of yours. I know how you feel. But, Jon, you know her and me well enough to be sure we wouldn’t wish to spoil your hap­pi­ness lightly. Why, my dear boy, we don’t care for any­thing but your hap­pi­ness—at least, with me it’s just yours and Moth­er’s and with her just yours. It’s all the fu­ture for you both that’s at stake.”

			Jon turned. His face was deadly pale; his eyes, deep in his head, seemed to burn.

			“What is it? What is it? Don’t keep me like this!”

			Joly­on, who knew that he was beaten, thrust his hand again in­to his breast pock­et, and sat for a full minute, breath­ing with dif­fi­culty, his eyes closed. The thought passed through his mind: “I’ve had a good long in­nings—some pretty bit­ter mo­ments—this is the worst!” Then he brought his hand out with the let­ter, and said with a sort of fa­tigue: “Well, Jon, if you hadn’t come today, I was go­ing to send you this. I wanted to spare you—I wanted to spare your moth­er and my­self, but I see it’s no good. Read it, and I think I’ll go in­to the garden.” He reached for­ward to get up.

			Jon, who had taken the let­ter, said quickly, “No, I’ll go”; and was gone.

			Joly­on sank back in his chair. A blue­bottle chose that mo­ment to come buzz­ing round him with a sort of fury; the sound was homely, bet­ter than noth­ing. … Where had the boy gone to read his let­ter? The wretched let­ter—the wretched story! A cruel busi­ness—cruel to her—to Soames—to those two chil­dren—to him­self! … His heart thumped and pained him. Life—its loves—its work—its beauty—its aching, and—its end! A good time; a fine time in spite of all; un­til—you re­gret­ted that you had ever been born. Life—it wore you down, yet did not make you want to die—that was the cun­ning evil! Mis­take to have a heart! Again the blue­bottle came buzz­ing—bring­ing in all the heat and hum and scent of sum­mer—yes, even the scent—as of ripe fruits, dried grasses, sappy shrubs, and the vanilla breath of cows. And out there some­where in the fra­grance Jon would be read­ing that let­ter, turn­ing and twist­ing its pages in his trouble, his be­wil­der­ment and trouble—break­ing his heart about it! The thought made Joly­on acutely miser­able. Jon was such a tender­hearted chap, af­fec­tion­ate to his bones, and con­scien­tious, too—it was so un­fair, so damned un­fair! He re­membered Irene say­ing to him once: “Nev­er was any­one born more lov­ing and lov­able than Jon.” Poor little Jon! His world gone up the spout, all of a sum­mer af­ter­noon! Youth took things so hard! And stirred, tor­men­ted by that vis­ion of Youth tak­ing things hard, Joly­on got out of his chair, and went to the win­dow. The boy was nowhere vis­ible. And he passed out. If one could take any help to him now—one must!

			He tra­versed the shrub­bery, glanced in­to the walled garden—no Jon! Nor where the peaches and the apricots were be­gin­ning to swell and col­our. He passed the Cupres­sus trees, dark and spir­al, in­to the mead­ow. Where had the boy got to? Had he rushed down to the cop­pice—his old hunt­ing-ground? Joly­on crossed the rows of hay. They would cock it on Monday and be car­ry­ing the day after, if rain held off. Of­ten they had crossed this field to­geth­er—hand in hand, when Jon was a little chap. Dash it! The golden age was over by the time one was ten! He came to the pond, where flies and gnats were dan­cing over a bright reedy sur­face; and on in­to the cop­pice. It was cool there, fra­grant of larches. Still no Jon! He called. No an­swer! On the log seat he sat down, nervous, anxious, for­get­ting his own phys­ic­al sen­sa­tions. He had been wrong to let the boy get away with that let­ter; he ought to have kept him un­der his eye from the start! Greatly troubled, he got up to re­trace his steps. At the farm-build­ings he called again, and looked in­to the dark cow-house. There in the cool, and the scent of vanilla and am­mo­nia, away from flies, the three Al­der­neys were chew­ing the quiet cud; just milked, wait­ing for even­ing, to be turned out again in­to the lower field. One turned a lazy head, a lus­trous eye; Joly­on could see the slob­ber on its grey lower lip. He saw everything with pas­sion­ate clear­ness, in the agit­a­tion of his nerves—all that in his time he had ad­ored and tried to paint—won­der of light and shade and col­our. No won­der the le­gend put Christ in­to a manger—what more de­vo­tion­al than the eyes and moon-white horns of a chew­ing cow in the warm dusk! He called again. No an­swer! And he hur­ried away out of the cop­pice, past the pond, up the hill. Oddly iron­ic­al—now he came to think of it—if Jon had taken the gruel of his dis­cov­ery down in the cop­pice where his moth­er and Bosin­ney in those old days had made the plunge of ac­know­ledging their love. Where he him­self, on the log seat the Sunday morn­ing he came back from Par­is, had real­ised to the full that Irene had be­come the world to him. That would have been the place for Irony to tear the veil from be­fore the eyes of Irene’s boy! But he was not here! Where had he got to? One must find the poor chap!

			A gleam of sun had come, sharpen­ing to his hur­ry­ing senses all the beauty of the af­ter­noon, of the tall trees and length­en­ing shad­ows, of the blue, and the white clouds, the scent of the hay, and the coo­ing of the pi­geons; and the flower shapes stand­ing tall. He came to the rosery, and the beauty of the roses in that sud­den sun­light seemed to him un­earthly. “Rose, you Span­iard!” Won­der­ful three words! There she had stood by that bush of dark red roses; had stood to read and de­cide that Jon must know it all! He knew all now! Had she chosen wrong? He bent and sniffed a rose, its petals brushed his nose and trem­bling lips; noth­ing so soft as a rose-leaf’s vel­vet, ex­cept her neck—Irene! On across the lawn he went, up the slope, to the oak-tree. Its top alone was glisten­ing, for the sud­den sun was away over the house; the lower shade was thick, blessedly cool—he was greatly over­heated. He paused a minute with his hand on the rope of the swing—Jolly, Holly—Jon! The old swing! And sud­denly, he felt hor­ribly—deadly ill. “I’ve over done it!” he thought: “by Jove! I’ve over­done it—after all!” He staggered up to­ward the ter­race, dragged him­self up the steps, and fell against the wall of the house. He leaned there gasp­ing, his face bur­ied in the hon­ey­suckle that he and she had taken such trouble with that it might sweeten the air which drif­ted in. Its fra­grance mingled with aw­ful pain. “My love!” he thought; “the boy!” And with a great ef­fort he tottered in through the long win­dow, and sank in­to old Joly­on’s chair. The book was there, a pen­cil in it; he caught it up, scribbled a word on the open page. … His hand dropped. … So it was like this—was it? …

			There was a great wrench; and dark­ness. …

		
	
		
			
				III

				Irene

			
			When Jon rushed away with the let­ter in his hand, he ran along the ter­race and round the corner of the house, in fear and con­fu­sion. Lean­ing against the creepered wall he tore open the let­ter. It was long—very long! This ad­ded to his fear, and he began read­ing. When he came to the words: “It was Fleur’s fath­er that she mar­ried,” everything seemed to spin be­fore him. He was close to a win­dow, and en­ter­ing by it, he passed, through mu­sic-room and hall, up to his bed­room. Dip­ping his face in cold wa­ter, he sat on his bed, and went on read­ing, drop­ping each fin­ished page on the bed be­side him. His fath­er’s writ­ing was easy to read—he knew it so well, though he had nev­er had a let­ter from him one quarter so long. He read with a dull feel­ing—ima­gin­a­tion only half at work. He best grasped, on that first read­ing, the pain his fath­er must have had in writ­ing such a let­ter. He let the last sheet fall, and in a sort of men­tal, mor­al help­less­ness began to read the first again. It all seemed to him dis­gust­ing—dead and dis­gust­ing. Then, sud­denly, a hot wave of hor­ri­fied emo­tion tingled through him. He bur­ied his face in his hands. His moth­er! Fleur’s fath­er! He took up the let­ter again, and read on mech­an­ic­ally. And again came the feel­ing that it was all dead and dis­gust­ing; his own love so dif­fer­ent! This let­ter said his moth­er—and her fath­er! An aw­ful let­ter!

			Prop­erty! Could there be men who looked on wo­men as their prop­erty? Faces seen in street and coun­tryside came throng­ing up be­fore him—red, stock-fish faces; hard, dull faces; prim, dry faces; vi­ol­ent faces; hun­dreds, thou­sands of them! How could he know what men who had such faces thought and did? He held his head in his hands and groaned. His moth­er! He caught up the let­ter and read on again: “hor­ror and aver­sion—alive in her today … your chil­dren … grand­chil­dren … of a man who once owned your moth­er as a man might own a slave. …” He got up from his bed. This cruel shad­owy past, lurk­ing there to murder his love and Fleur’s, was true, or his fath­er could nev­er have writ­ten it. “Why didn’t they tell me the first thing,” he thought, “the day I first saw Fleur? They knew I’d seen her. They were afraid, and—now—I’ve—got it!” Over­come by misery too acute for thought or reas­on, he crept in­to a dusky corner of the room and sat down on the floor. He sat there, like some un­happy little an­im­al. There was com­fort in dusk, and the floor—as if he were back in those days when he played his battles sprawl­ing all over it. He sat there huddled, his hair ruffled, his hands clasped round his knees, for how long he did not know. He was wrenched from his blank wretched­ness by the sound of the door open­ing from his moth­er’s room. The blinds were down over the win­dows of his room, shut up in his ab­sence, and from where he sat he could only hear a rustle, her foot­steps cross­ing, till bey­ond the bed he saw her stand­ing be­fore his dress­ing-table. She had some­thing in her hand. He hardly breathed, hop­ing she would not see him, and go away. He saw her touch things on the table as if they had some vir­tue in them, then face the win­dow-grey from head to foot like a ghost. The least turn of her head, and she must see him! Her lips moved: “Oh! Jon!” She was speak­ing to her­self; the tone of her voice troubled Jon’s heart. He saw in her hand a little pho­to­graph. She held it to­ward the light, look­ing at it—very small. He knew it—one of him­self as a tiny boy, which she al­ways kept in her bag. His heart beat fast. And, sud­denly as if she had heard it, she turned her eyes and saw him. At the gasp she gave, and the move­ment of her hands press­ing the pho­to­graph against her breast, he said:

			“Yes, it’s me.”

			She moved over to the bed, and sat down on it, quite close to him, her hands still clasp­ing her breast, her feet among the sheets of the let­ter which had slipped to the floor. She saw them, and her hands grasped the edge of the bed. She sat very up­right, her dark eyes fixed on him. At last she spoke.

			“Well, Jon, you know, I see.”

			“Yes.”

			“You’ve seen Fath­er?”

			“Yes.”

			There was a long si­lence, till she said:

			“Oh! my darling!”

			“It’s all right.” The emo­tions in him were so, vi­ol­ent and so mixed that he dared not move—re­sent­ment, des­pair, and yet a strange yearn­ing for the com­fort of her hand on his fore­head.

			“What are you go­ing to do?”

			“I don’t know.”

			There was an­oth­er long si­lence, then she got up. She stood a mo­ment, very still, made a little move­ment with her hand, and said: “My darling boy, my most darling boy, don’t think of me—think of your­self,” and, passing round the foot of the bed, went back in­to her room.

			Jon turned—curled in­to a sort of ball, as might a hedge­hog—in­to the corner made by the two walls.

			He must have been twenty minutes there be­fore a cry roused him. It came from the ter­race be­low. He got up, scared. Again came the cry: “Jon!” His moth­er was call­ing! He ran out and down the stairs, through the empty din­ing-room in­to the study. She was kneel­ing be­fore the old arm­chair, and his fath­er was ly­ing back quite white, his head on his breast, one of his hands rest­ing on an open book, with a pen­cil clutched in it—more strangely still than any­thing he had ever seen. She looked round wildly, and said:

			“Oh! Jon—he’s dead—he’s dead!”

			Jon flung him­self down, and reach­ing over the arm of the chair, where he had lately been sit­ting, put his lips to the fore­head. Icy cold! How could—how could Dad be dead, when only an hour ago—! His moth­er’s arms were round the knees; press­ing her breast against them. “Why—why wasn’t I with him?” he heard her whis­per. Then he saw the tot­ter­ing word “Irene” pen­cilled on the open page, and broke down him­self. It was his first sight of hu­man death, and its un­ut­ter­able still­ness blot­ted from him all oth­er emo­tion; all else, then, was but pre­lim­in­ary to this! All love and life, and joy, anxi­ety, and sor­row, all move­ment, light and beauty, but a be­gin­ning to this ter­rible white still­ness. It made a dread­ful mark on him; all seemed sud­denly little, fu­tile, short. He mastered him­self at last, got up, and raised her.

			“Moth­er! don’t cry—Moth­er!”

			Some hours later, when all was done that had to be, and his moth­er was ly­ing down, he saw his fath­er alone, on the bed, covered with a white sheet. He stood for a long time gaz­ing at that face which had nev­er looked angry—al­ways whim­sic­al, and kind. “To be kind and keep your end up—there’s noth­ing else in it,” he had once heard his fath­er say. How won­der­fully Dad had ac­ted up to that philo­sophy! He un­der­stood now that his fath­er had known for a long time past that this would come sud­denly—known, and not said a word. He gazed with an awed and pas­sion­ate rev­er­ence. The loneli­ness of it—just to spare his moth­er and him­self! His own trouble seemed small while he was look­ing at that face. The word scribbled on the page! The farewell word! Now his moth­er had no one but him­self! He went up close to the dead face—not changed at all, and yet com­pletely changed. He had heard his fath­er say once that he did not be­lieve in con­scious­ness sur­viv­ing death, or that if it did it might be just sur­viv­al till the nat­ur­al age lim­it of the body had been reached—the nat­ur­al term of its in­her­ent vi­tal­ity; so that if the body were broken by ac­ci­dent, ex­cess, vi­ol­ent dis­ease, con­scious­ness might still per­sist till, in the course of Nature un­in­terfered with, it would nat­ur­ally have faded out. It had struck him be­cause he had nev­er heard any­one else sug­gest it. When the heart failed like this—surely it was not quite nat­ur­al! Per­haps his fath­er’s con­scious­ness was in the room with him. Above the bed hung a pic­ture of his fath­er’s fath­er. Per­haps his con­scious­ness, too, was still alive; and his broth­er’s—his half-broth­er, who had died in the Trans­vaal. Were they all gathered round this bed? Jon kissed the fore­head, and stole back to his own room. The door between it and his moth­er’s was ajar; she had evid­ently been in—everything was ready for him, even some bis­cuits and hot milk, and the let­ter no longer on the floor. He ate and drank, watch­ing the last light fade. He did not try to see in­to the fu­ture—just stared at the dark branches of the oak-tree, level with his win­dow, and felt as if life had stopped. Once in the night, turn­ing in his heavy sleep, he was con­scious of some­thing white and still, be­side his bed, and star­ted up.

			His moth­er’s voice said:

			“It’s only I, Jon dear!” Her hand pressed his fore­head gently back; her white fig­ure dis­ap­peared.

			Alone! He fell heav­ily asleep again, and dreamed he saw his moth­er’s name crawl­ing on his bed.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Soames Co­git­ates

			
			The an­nounce­ment in the Times of his cous­in Joly­on’s death af­fected Soames quite simply. So that chap was gone! There had nev­er been a time in their two lives when love had not been lost between them. That quick-blooded sen­ti­ment hatred had run its course long since in Soames’ heart, and he had re­fused to al­low any re­cru­des­cence, but he con­sidered this early de­cease a piece of po­et­ic justice. For twenty years the fel­low had en­joyed the re­ver­sion of his wife and house, and—he was dead! The ob­it­u­ary no­tice, which ap­peared a little later, paid Joly­on—he thought—too much at­ten­tion. It spoke of that “di­li­gent and agree­able paint­er whose work we have come to look on as typ­ic­al of the best late-Vic­tori­an wa­ter­col­our art.” Soames, who had al­most mech­an­ic­ally pre­ferred Mole, Morpin, and Caswell Baye, and had al­ways sniffed quite aud­ibly when he came to one of his cous­in’s on the line, turned the Times with a crackle.

			He had to go up to Town that morn­ing on For­syte af­fairs, and was fully con­scious of Grad­man’s glance side­long over his spec­tacles. The old clerk had about him an aura of re­gret­ful con­grat­u­la­tion. He smelled, as it were, of old days. One could al­most hear him think­ing: “Mr. Joly­on, ye-es—just my age, and gone—dear, dear! I dare say she feels it. She was a nice-look­in’ wo­man. Flesh is flesh! They’ve giv­en ’im a no­tice in the pa­pers. Fancy!” His at­mo­sphere in fact caused Soames to handle cer­tain leases and con­ver­sions with ex­cep­tion­al swift­ness.

			“About that set­tle­ment on Miss Fleur, Mr. Soames?”

			“I’ve thought bet­ter of that,” answered Soames shortly.

			“Ah! I’m glad of that. I thought you were a little hasty. The times do change.”

			How this death would af­fect Fleur had be­gun to trouble Soames. He was not cer­tain that she knew of it—she sel­dom looked at the pa­per, nev­er at the births, mar­riages, and deaths.

			He pressed mat­ters on, and made his way to Green Street for lunch. Wini­fred was al­most dole­ful. Jack Car­digan had broken a splash­board, so far as one could make out, and would not be “fit” for some time. She could not get used to the idea.

			“Did Pro­fond ever get off?” he said sud­denly.

			“He got off,” replied Wini­fred, “but where—I don’t know.”

			Yes, there it was—im­possible to tell any­thing! Not that he wanted to know. Let­ters from An­nette were com­ing from Dieppe, where she and her moth­er were stay­ing.

			“You saw that fel­low’s death, I sup­pose?”

			“Yes,” said Wini­fred. “I’m sorry for—for his chil­dren. He was very ami­able.” Soames uttered a rather queer sound. A sus­pi­cion of the old deep truth—that men were judged in this world rather by what they were than by what they did—crept and knocked re­sent­fully at the back doors of his mind.

			“I know there was a su­per­sti­tion to that ef­fect,” he muttered.

			“One must do him justice now he’s dead.”

			“I should like to have done him justice be­fore,” said Soames; “but I nev­er had the chance. Have you got a Bar­on­et­age here?”

			“Yes; in that bot­tom row.”

			Soames took out a fat red book, and ran over the leaves.

			“Mont-Sir Lawrence, 9th Bt., cr. 1620, e. s. of Geof­frey, 8th Bt., and Lavin­ia, daur. of Sir Charles Muskham, Bt., of Muskham Hall, Shrops: marr. 1890 Emily, daur. of Con­way Char­well, Esq., of Conda­ford Grange, co. Ox­on; 1 son, heir Mi­chael Con­way, b. 1895, 2 daurs. Res­id­ence: Lip­ping­hall Man­or, Fol­well, Bucks. Clubs: Snooks’. Cof­fee House: Aero­plane. See Bid­icott.”

			“H’m!” he said. “Did you ever know a pub­lish­er?”

			“Uncle Timothy.”

			“Alive, I mean.”

			“Monty knew one at his Club. He brought him here to din­ner once. Monty was al­ways think­ing of writ­ing a book, you know, about how to make money on the turf. He tried to in­terest that man.”

			“Well?”

			“He put him on to a horse—for the Two Thou­sand. We didn’t see him again. He was rather smart, if I re­mem­ber.”

			“Did it win?”

			“No; it ran last, I think. You know Monty really was quite clev­er in his way.”

			“Was he?” said Soames. “Can you see any con­nec­tion between a suck­ing bar­on­et and pub­lish­ing?”

			“People do all sorts of things nowadays,” replied Wini­fred. “The great stunt seems not to be idle—so dif­fer­ent from our time. To do noth­ing was the thing then. But I sup­pose it’ll come again.”

			“This young Mont that I’m speak­ing of is very sweet on Fleur. If it would put an end to that oth­er af­fair I might en­cour­age it.”

			“Has he got style?” asked Wini­fred.

			“He’s no beauty; pleas­ant enough, with some scattered brains. There’s a good deal of land, I be­lieve. He seems genu­inely at­tached. But I don’t know.”

			“No,” mur­mured Wini­fred; “it’s—very dif­fi­cult. I al­ways found it best to do noth­ing. It is such a bore about Jack; now we shan’t get away till after Bank Hol­i­day. Well, the people are al­ways amus­ing, I shall go in­to the Park and watch them.”

			“If I were you,” said Soames, “I should have a coun­try cot­tage, and be out of the way of hol­i­days and strikes when you want.”

			“The coun­try bores me,” answered Wini­fred, “and I found the rail­way strike quite ex­cit­ing.”

			Wini­fred had al­ways been noted for sang­froid.

			Soames took his leave. All the way down to Read­ing he de­bated wheth­er he should tell Fleur of that boy’s fath­er’s death. It did not al­ter the situ­ation ex­cept that he would be in­de­pend­ent now, and only have his moth­er’s op­pos­i­tion to en­counter. He would come in­to a lot of money, no doubt, and per­haps the house—the house built for Irene and him­self—the house whose ar­chi­tect had wrought his do­mest­ic ru­in. His daugh­ter—mis­tress of that house! That would be po­et­ic justice! Soames uttered a little mirth­less laugh. He had de­signed that house to rees­tab­lish his fail­ing uni­on, meant it for the seat of his des­cend­ants, if he could have in­duced Irene to give him one! Her son and Fleur! Their chil­dren would be, in some sort, off­spring of the uni­on between him­self and her!

			The the­at­ric­al­ity in that thought was re­puls­ive to his sober sense. And yet—it would be the easi­est and wealth­i­est way out of the im­passe, now that Joly­on was gone. The junc­ture of two For­syte for­tunes had a kind of con­ser­vat­ive charm. And she—Irene-would be linked to him once more. Non­sense! Ab­surd! He put the no­tion from his head.

			On ar­riv­ing home he heard the click of bil­liard-balls, and through the win­dow saw young Mont sprawl­ing over the table. Fleur, with her cue akimbo, was watch­ing with a smile. How pretty she looked! No won­der that young fel­low was out of his mind about her. A title—land! There was little enough in land, these days; per­haps less in a title. The old For­sytes had al­ways had a kind of con­tempt for titles, rather re­mote and ar­ti­fi­cial things—not worth the money they cost, and hav­ing to do with the Court. They had all had that feel­ing in dif­fer­ing meas­ure—Soames re­membered. Swith­in, in­deed, in his most ex­pans­ive days had once at­ten­ded a Levee. He had come away say­ing he shouldn’t go again—“all that small fry.” It was sus­pec­ted that he had looked too big in knee-breeches. Soames re­membered how his own moth­er had wished to be presen­ted be­cause of the fash­ion­able nature of the per­form­ance, and how his fath­er had put his foot down with un­wonted de­cision. What did she want with that pea­cock­ing—wast­ing time and money; there was noth­ing in it!

			The in­stinct which had made and kept the Eng­lish Com­mons the chief power in the State, a feel­ing that their own world was good enough and a little bet­ter than any oth­er be­cause it was their world, had kept the old For­sytes sin­gu­larly free of “flum­mery,” as Nich­olas had been wont to call it when he had the gout. Soames’ gen­er­a­tion, more self-con­scious and iron­ic­al, had been saved by a sense of Swith­in in knee-breeches. While the third and the fourth gen­er­a­tion, as it seemed to him, laughed at everything.

			How­ever, there was no harm in the young fel­low’s be­ing heir to a title and es­tate—a thing one couldn’t help. He entered quietly, as Mont missed his shot. He noted the young man’s eyes, fixed on Fleur bend­ing over in her turn; and the ad­or­a­tion in them al­most touched him.

			She paused with the cue poised on the bridge of her slim hand, and shook her crop of short dark chest­nut hair.

			“I shall nev­er do it.”

			“ ‘Noth­ing ven­ture.’ ”

			“All right.” The cue struck, the ball rolled. “There!”

			“Bad luck! Nev­er mind!”

			Then they saw him, and Soames said:

			“I’ll mark for you.”

			He sat down on the raised seat be­neath the mark­er, trim and tired, furt­ively study­ing those two young faces. When the game was over Mont came up to him.

			“I’ve star­ted in, sir. Rum game, busi­ness, isn’t it? I sup­pose you saw a lot of hu­man nature as a so­li­cit­or.”

			“I did.”

			“Shall I tell you what I’ve no­ticed: People are quite on the wrong tack in of­fer­ing less than they can af­ford to give; they ought to of­fer more, and work back­ward.”

			Soames raised his eye­brows.

			“Sup­pose the more is ac­cep­ted?”

			“That doesn’t mat­ter a little bit,” said Mont; “it’s much more pay­ing to abate a price than to in­crease it. For in­stance, say we of­fer an au­thor good terms—he nat­ur­ally takes them. Then we go in­to it, find we can’t pub­lish at a de­cent profit and tell him so. He’s got con­fid­ence in us be­cause we’ve been gen­er­ous to him, and he comes down like a lamb, and bears us no malice. But if we of­fer him poor terms at the start, he doesn’t take them, so we have to ad­vance them to get him, and he thinks us damned screws in­to the bar­gain.”

			“Try buy­ing pic­tures on that sys­tem,” said Soames; “an of­fer ac­cep­ted is a con­tract—haven’t you learned that?”

			Young Mont turned his head to where Fleur was stand­ing in the win­dow.

			“No,” he said, “I wish I had. Then there’s an­oth­er thing. Al­ways let a man off a bar­gain if he wants to be let off.”

			“As ad­vert­ise­ment?” said Soames dryly.

			“Of course it is; but I meant on prin­ciple.”

			“Does your firm work on those lines?”

			“Not yet,” said Mont, “but it’ll come.”

			“And they will go.”

			“No, really, sir. I’m mak­ing any num­ber of ob­ser­va­tions, and they all con­firm my the­ory. Hu­man nature is con­sist­ently un­der­rated in busi­ness, people do them­selves out of an aw­ful lot of pleas­ure and profit by that. Of course, you must be per­fectly genu­ine and open, but that’s easy if you feel it. The more hu­man and gen­er­ous you are the bet­ter chance you’ve got in busi­ness.”

			Soames rose.

			“Are you a part­ner?”

			“Not for six months, yet.”

			“The rest of the firm had bet­ter make haste and re­tire.”

			Mont laughed.

			“You’ll see,” he said. “There’s go­ing to be a big change. The pos­sess­ive prin­ciple has got its shut­ters up.”

			“What?” said Soames.

			“The house is to let! Good­bye, sir; I’m off now.”

			Soames watched his daugh­ter give her hand, saw her wince at the squeeze it re­ceived, and dis­tinctly heard the young man’s sigh as he passed out. Then she came from the win­dow, trail­ing her fin­ger along the ma­hogany edge of the bil­liard-table. Watch­ing her, Soames knew that she was go­ing to ask him some­thing. Her fin­ger felt round the last pock­et, and she looked up.

			“Have you done any­thing to stop Jon writ­ing to me, Fath­er?”

			Soames shook his head.

			“You haven’t seen, then?” he said. “His fath­er died just a week ago today.”

			“Oh!”

			In her startled, frown­ing face he saw the in­stant struggle to ap­pre­hend what this would mean.

			“Poor Jon! Why didn’t you tell me, Fath­er?”

			“I nev­er know!” said Soames slowly; “you don’t con­fide in me.”

			“I would, if you’d help me, dear.”

			“Per­haps I shall.”

			Fleur clasped her hands. “Oh! darling—when one wants a thing fear­fully, one doesn’t think of oth­er people. Don’t be angry with me.”

			Soames put out his hand, as if push­ing away an as­per­sion.

			“I’m co­git­at­ing,” he said. What on earth had made him use a word like that! “Has young Mont been both­er­ing you again?”

			Fleur smiled. “Oh! Mi­chael! He’s al­ways both­er­ing; but he’s such a good sort—I don’t mind him.”

			“Well,” said Soames, “I’m tired; I shall go and have a nap be­fore din­ner.”

			He went up to his pic­ture-gal­lery, lay down on the couch there, and closed his eyes. A ter­rible re­spons­ib­il­ity this girl of his—whose moth­er was—ah! what was she? A ter­rible re­spons­ib­il­ity! Help her—how could he help her? He could not al­ter the fact that he was her fath­er. Or that Irene—! What was it young Mont had said—some non­sense about the pos­sess­ive in­stinct—shut­ters up—To let? Silly!

			The sul­try air, charged with a scent of mead­ow-sweet, of river and roses, closed on his senses, drows­ing them.

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Fixed Idea

			
			“The fixed idea,” which has out­run more con­stables than any oth­er form of hu­man dis­order, has nev­er more speed and stam­ina than when it takes the avid guise of love. To hedges and ditches, and doors, to hu­mans without ideas fixed or oth­er­wise, to per­am­bu­lat­ors and the con­tents suck­ing their fixed ideas, even to the oth­er suf­fer­ers from this fast mal­ady—the fixed idea of love pays no at­ten­tion. It runs with eyes turned in­ward to its own light, ob­li­vi­ous of all oth­er stars. Those with the fixed ideas that hu­man hap­pi­ness de­pends on their art, on vi­vi­sect­ing dogs, on hat­ing for­eign­ers, on pay­ing su­per­tax, on re­main­ing Min­is­ters, on mak­ing wheels go round, on pre­vent­ing their neigh­bours from be­ing di­vorced, on con­scien­tious ob­jec­tion, Greek roots, Church dogma, para­dox and su­peri­or­ity to every­body else, with oth­er forms of ego­mania—all are un­stable com­pared with him or her whose fixed idea is the pos­ses­sion of some her or him. And though Fleur, those chilly sum­mer days, pur­sued the scattered life of a little For­syte whose frocks are paid for, and whose busi­ness is pleas­ure, she was—as Wini­fred would have said in the latest fash­ion of speech—“hon­est to God” in­dif­fer­ent to it all. She wished and wished for the moon, which sailed in cold skies above the river or the Green Park when she went to Town. She even kept Jon’s let­ters, covered with pink silk, on her heart, than which in days when cor­sets were so low, sen­ti­ment so des­pised, and chests so out of fash­ion, there could, per­haps, have been no great­er proof of the fix­ity of her idea.

			After hear­ing of his fath­er’s death, she wrote to Jon, and re­ceived his an­swer three days later on her re­turn from a river pic­nic. It was his first let­ter since their meet­ing at June’s. She opened it with mis­giv­ing, and read it with dis­may.

			“Since I saw you I’ve heard everything about the past. I won’t tell it you—I think you knew when we met at June’s. She says you did. If you did, Fleur, you ought to have told me. I ex­pect you only heard your fath­er’s side of it. I have heard my moth­er’s. It’s dread­ful. Now that she’s so sad I can’t do any­thing to hurt her more. Of course, I long for you all day, but I don’t be­lieve now that we shall ever come to­geth­er—there’s some­thing too strong pulling us apart.”

			So! Her de­cep­tion had found her out. But Jon—she felt—had for­giv­en that. It was what he said of his moth­er which caused the gut­ter­ing in her heart and the weak sen­sa­tion in her legs.

			Her first im­pulse was to reply—her second, not to reply. These im­pulses were con­stantly re­newed in the days which fol­lowed, while des­per­a­tion grew with­in her. She was not her fath­er’s child for noth­ing. The tenacity which had at once made and un­done Soames was her back­bone, too, frilled and em­broidered by French grace and quick­ness. In­stinct­ively she con­jug­ated the verb “to have” al­ways with the pro­noun “I.” She con­cealed, how­ever, all signs of her grow­ing des­per­a­tion, and pur­sued such river pleas­ures as the winds and rain of a dis­agree­able Ju­ly per­mit­ted, as if she had no care in the world; nor did any “suck­ing bar­on­et” ever neg­lect the busi­ness of a pub­lish­er more con­sist­ently than her at­tend­ant spir­it, Mi­chael Mont.

			To Soames she was a puzzle. He was al­most de­ceived by this care­less gaiety. Al­most—be­cause he did not fail to mark her eyes of­ten fixed on noth­ing, and the film of light shin­ing from her bed­room win­dow late at night. What was she think­ing and brood­ing over in­to small hours when she ought to have been asleep? But he dared not ask what was in her mind; and, since that one little talk in the bil­liard-room, she said noth­ing to him.

			In this ta­cit­urn con­di­tion of af­fairs it chanced that Wini­fred in­vited them to lunch and to go af­ter­ward to “a most amus­ing little play, The Beg­gar’s Op­era” and would they bring a man to make four? Soames, whose at­ti­tude to­ward theatres was to go to noth­ing, ac­cep­ted, be­cause Fleur’s at­ti­tude was to go to everything. They motored up, tak­ing Mi­chael Mont, who, be­ing in his sev­enth heav­en, was found by Wini­fred “very amus­ing.” The Beg­gar’s Op­era puzzled Soames. The people were very un­pleas­ant, the whole thing very cyn­ic­al. Wini­fred was “in­trigued”—by the dresses. The mu­sic, too, did not dis­please her. At the Op­era, the night be­fore, she had ar­rived too early for the Rus­si­an Bal­let, and found the stage oc­cu­pied by sing­ers, for a whole hour pale or apo­plect­ic from ter­ror lest by some dread­ful in­ad­vert­ence they might drop in­to a tune. Mi­chael Mont was en­rap­tured with the whole thing. And all three wondered what Fleur was think­ing of it. But Fleur was not think­ing of it. Her fixed idea stood on the stage and sang with Polly Peachum, mimed with Filch, danced with Jenny Diver, pos­tured with Lucy Lock­it, kissed, trolled, and cuddled with Macheath. Her lips might smile, her hands ap­plaud, but the com­ic old mas­ter­piece made no more im­pres­sion on her than if it had been pathet­ic, like a mod­ern “Re­vue.” When they em­barked in the car to re­turn, she ached be­cause Jon was not sit­ting next her in­stead of Mi­chael Mont. When, at some jolt, the young man’s arm touched hers as if by ac­ci­dent, she only thought: “If that were Jon’s arm!” When his cheer­ful voice, tempered by her prox­im­ity, mur­mured above the sound of the car’s pro­gress, she smiled and answered, think­ing: “If that were Jon’s voice!” and when once he said, “Fleur, you look a per­fect an­gel in that dress!” she answered, “Oh, do you like it?” think­ing, “If only Jon could see it!”

			Dur­ing this drive she took a res­ol­u­tion. She would go to Robin Hill and see him—alone; she would take the car, without word be­fore­hand to him or to her fath­er. It was nine days since his let­ter, and she could wait no longer. On Monday she would go! The de­cision made her well dis­posed to­ward young Mont. With some­thing to look for­ward to she could af­ford to tol­er­ate and re­spond. He might stay to din­ner; pro­pose to her as usu­al; dance with her, press her hand, sigh—do what he liked. He was only a nuis­ance when he in­terfered with her fixed idea. She was even sorry for him so far as it was pos­sible to be sorry for any­body but her­self just now. At din­ner he seemed to talk more wildly than usu­al about what he called “the death of the close bor­ough”—she paid little at­ten­tion, but her fath­er seemed pay­ing a good deal, with the smile on his face which meant op­pos­i­tion, if not an­ger.

			“The young­er gen­er­a­tion doesn’t think as you do, sir; does it, Fleur?”

			Fleur shrugged her shoulders—the young­er gen­er­a­tion was just Jon, and she did not know what he was think­ing.

			“Young people will think as I do when they’re my age, Mr. Mont. Hu­man nature doesn’t change.”

			“I ad­mit that, sir; but the forms of thought change with the times. The pur­suit of self-in­terest is a form of thought that’s go­ing out.”

			“In­deed! To mind one’s own busi­ness is not a form of thought, Mr. Mont, it’s an in­stinct.”

			Yes, when Jon was the busi­ness!

			“But what is one’s busi­ness, sir? That’s the point. Every­body’s busi­ness is go­ing to be one’s busi­ness. Isn’t it, Fleur?”

			Fleur only smiled.

			“If not,” ad­ded young Mont, “there’ll be blood.”

			“People have talked like that from time im­me­mori­al.”

			“But you’ll ad­mit, sir, that the sense of prop­erty is dy­ing out?”

			“I should say in­creas­ing among those who have none.”

			“Well, look at me! I’m heir to an en­tailed es­tate. I don’t want the thing; I’d cut the en­tail to­mor­row.”

			“You’re not mar­ried, and you don’t know what you’re talk­ing about.”

			Fleur saw the young man’s eyes turn rather piteously upon her.

			“Do you really mean that mar­riage—?” he began.

			“So­ci­ety is built on mar­riage,” came from between her fath­er’s close lips; “mar­riage and its con­sequences. Do you want to do away with it?”

			Young Mont made a dis­trac­ted ges­ture. Si­lence brooded over the din­ner table, covered with spoons bear­ing the For­syte crest—a pheas­ant prop­er—un­der the elec­tric light in an ala­baster globe. And out­side, the river even­ing darkened, charged with heavy mois­ture and sweet scents.

			“Monday,” thought Fleur; “Monday!”

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Des­per­ate

			
			The weeks which fol­lowed the death of his fath­er were sad and empty to the only Joly­on For­syte left. The ne­ces­sary forms and ce­re­mon­ies—the read­ing of the will, valu­ation of the es­tate, dis­tri­bu­tion of the legacies—were en­acted over the head, as it were, of one not yet of age. Joly­on was cremated. By his spe­cial wish no one at­ten­ded that ce­re­mony, or wore black for him. The suc­ces­sion of his prop­erty, con­trolled to some ex­tent by old Joly­on’s will, left his wid­ow in pos­ses­sion of Robin Hill, with two thou­sand five hun­dred pounds a year for life. Apart from this the two wills worked to­geth­er in some com­plic­ated way to in­sure that each of Joly­on’s three chil­dren should have an equal share in their grand­fath­er’s and fath­er’s prop­erty in the fu­ture as in the present, save only that Jon, by vir­tue of his sex, would have con­trol of his cap­it­al when he was twenty-one, while June and Holly would only have the spir­it of theirs, in or­der that their chil­dren might have the body after them. If they had no chil­dren, it would all come to Jon if he out­lived them; and since June was fifty, and Holly nearly forty, it was con­sidered in Lin­coln’s Inn Fields that but for the cruelty of in­come tax, young Jon would be as warm a man as his grand­fath­er when he died. All this was noth­ing to Jon, and little enough to his moth­er. It was June who did everything need­ful for one who had left his af­fairs in per­fect or­der. When she had gone, and those two were alone again in the great house, alone with death draw­ing them to­geth­er, and love driv­ing them apart, Jon passed very pain­ful days secretly dis­gus­ted and dis­ap­poin­ted with him­self. His moth­er would look at him with such a pa­tient sad­ness which yet had in it an in­stinct­ive pride, as if she were re­serving her de­fence. If she smiled he was angry that his an­swer­ing smile should be so grudging and un­nat­ur­al. He did not judge or con­demn her; that was all too re­mote—in­deed, the idea of do­ing so had nev­er come to him. No! he was grudging and un­nat­ur­al be­cause he couldn’t have what he wanted be­cause of her. There was one al­le­vi­ation—much to do in con­nec­tion with his fath­er’s ca­reer, which could not be safely en­trus­ted to June, though she had offered to un­der­take it. Both Jon and his moth­er had felt that if she took his port­fo­li­os, un­ex­hib­ited draw­ings and un­fin­ished mat­ter, away with her, the work would en­counter such icy blasts from Paul Post and oth­er fre­quenters of her stu­dio, that it would soon be frozen out even of her warm heart. On its old-fash­ioned plane and of its kind the work was good, and they could not bear the thought of its sub­jec­tion to ri­dicule. A one-man ex­hib­i­tion of his work was the least testi­mony they could pay to one they had loved; and on pre­par­a­tion for this they spent many hours to­geth­er. Jon came to have a curi­ously in­creased re­spect for his fath­er. The quiet tenacity with which he had con­ver­ted a me­diocre tal­ent in­to some­thing really in­di­vidu­al was dis­closed by these re­searches. There was a great mass of work with a rare con­tinu­ity of growth in depth and reach of vis­ion. Noth­ing cer­tainly went very deep, or reached very high—but such as the work was, it was thor­ough, con­scien­tious, and com­plete. And, re­mem­ber­ing his fath­er’s ut­ter ab­sence of “side” or self-as­ser­tion, the chaff­ing hu­mil­ity with which he had al­ways spoken of his own ef­forts, ever call­ing him­self “an am­a­teur,” Jon could not help feel­ing that he had nev­er really known his fath­er. To take him­self ser­i­ously, yet nev­er that he did so, seemed to have been his rul­ing prin­ciple. There was some­thing in this which ap­pealed to the boy, and made him heart­ily en­dorse his moth­er’s com­ment: “He had true re­fine­ment; he couldn’t help think­ing of oth­ers, whatever he did. And when he took a res­ol­u­tion which went counter, he did it with the min­im­um of de­fi­ance—not like the Age, is it? Twice in his life he had to go against everything; and yet it nev­er made him bit­ter.” Jon saw tears run­ning down her face, which she at once turned away from him. She was so quiet about her loss that some­times he had thought she didn’t feel it much. Now, as he looked at her, he felt how far he fell short of the re­serve power and dig­nity in both his fath­er and his moth­er. And, steal­ing up to her, he put his arm round her waist. She kissed him swiftly, but with a sort of pas­sion, and went out of the room.

			The stu­dio, where they had been sort­ing and la­belling, had once been Holly’s school­room, de­voted to her silk­worms, dried lav­ender, mu­sic, and oth­er forms of in­struc­tion. Now, at the end of Ju­ly, des­pite its north­ern and east­ern as­pects, a warm and slum­ber­ous air came in between the long-faded lilac lin­en cur­tains. To re­deem a little the de­par­ted glory, as of a field that is golden and gone, cling­ing to a room which its mas­ter has left, Irene had placed on the paint-stained table a bowl of red roses. This, and Joly­on’s fa­vour­ite cat, who still clung to the deser­ted hab­it­at, were the pleas­ant spots in that dishevelled, sad work­room. Jon, at the north win­dow, sniff­ing air mys­ter­i­ously scen­ted with warm straw­ber­ries, heard a car drive up. The law­yers again about some non­sense! Why did that scent so make one ache? And where did it come from—there were no straw­berry beds on this side of the house. In­stinct­ively he took a crumpled sheet of pa­per from his pock­et, and wrote down some broken words. A warmth began spread­ing in his chest; he rubbed the palms of his hands to­geth­er. Presently he had jot­ted this:

			
				
					“If I could make a little song
					

					A little song to soothe my heart!
					

					I’d make it all of little things
					

					The plash of wa­ter, rub of wings,
					

					The puff­ing-off of dan­dies crown,
					

					The hiss of rain­drop spill­ing down,
					

					The purr of cat, the trill of bird,
					

					And ev’ry whis­per­ing I’ve heard
					

					From willy wind in leaves and grass,
					

					And all the dis­tant drones that pass.
					

					A song as tender and as light
					

					As flower, or but­ter­fly in flight;
					

					And when I saw it open­ing,
					

					I’d let it fly and sing!”
				

			

			He was still mut­ter­ing it over to him­self at the win­dow, when he heard his name called, and, turn­ing round, saw Fleur. At that amaz­ing ap­par­i­tion, he made at first no move­ment and no sound, while her clear vivid glance rav­ished his heart. Then he went for­ward to the table, say­ing, “How nice of you to come!” and saw her flinch as if he had thrown some­thing at her.

			“I asked for you,” she said, “and they showed me up here. But I can go away again.”

			Jon clutched the paint-stained table. Her face and fig­ure in its frilly frock pho­to­graphed it­self with such start­ling vivid­ness upon his eyes, that if she had sunk through the floor he must still have seen her.

			“I know I told you a lie, Jon. But I told it out of love.”

			“Yes, oh! yes! That’s noth­ing!”

			“I didn’t an­swer your let­ter. What was the use—there wasn’t any­thing to an­swer. I wanted to see you in­stead.” She held out both her hands, and Jon grasped them across the table. He tried to say some­thing, but all his at­ten­tion was giv­en to try­ing not to hurt her hands. His own felt so hard and hers so soft. She said al­most de­fi­antly:

			“That old story—was it so very dread­ful?”

			“Yes.” In his voice, too, there was a note of de­fi­ance.

			She dragged her hands away. “I didn’t think in these days boys were tied to their moth­ers’ ap­ron-strings.”

			Jon’s chin went up as if he had been struck.

			“Oh! I didn’t mean it, Jon. What a hor­rible thing to say!” Swiftly she came close to him. “Jon, dear; I didn’t mean it.”

			“All right.”

			She had put her two hands on his shoulder, and her fore­head down on them; the brim of her hat touched his neck, and he felt it quiv­er­ing. But, in a sort of para­lys­is, he made no re­sponse. She let go of his shoulder and drew away.

			“Well, I’ll go, if you don’t want me. But I nev­er thought you’d have giv­en me up.”

			“I haven’t,” cried Jon, com­ing sud­denly to life. “I can’t. I’ll try again.”

			Her eyes gleamed, she swayed to­ward him. “Jon—I love you! Don’t give me up! If you do, I don’t know what—I feel so des­per­ate. What does it mat­ter—all that past-com­pared with this?”

			She clung to him. He kissed her eyes, her cheeks, her lips. But while he kissed her he saw, the sheets of that let­ter fallen down on the floor of his bed­room—his fath­er’s white dead face—his moth­er kneel­ing be­fore it. Fleur’s whispered, “Make her! Prom­ise! Oh! Jon, try!” seemed child­ish in his ear. He felt curi­ously old.

			“I prom­ise!” he muttered. “Only, you don’t un­der­stand.”

			“She wants to spoil our lives, just be­cause—”

			“Yes, of what?”

			Again that chal­lenge in his voice, and she did not an­swer. Her arms tightened round him, and he re­turned her kisses; but even while he yiel­ded, the pois­on worked in him, the pois­on of the let­ter. Fleur did not know, she did not un­der­stand—she mis­judged his moth­er; she came from the en­emy’s camp! So lovely, and he loved her so—yet, even in her em­brace, he could not help the memory of Holly’s words: “I think she has a ‘hav­ing’ nature,” and his moth­er’s “My darling boy, don’t think of me—think of your­self!”

			When she was gone like a pas­sion­ate dream, leav­ing her im­age on his eyes, her kisses on his lips, such an ache in his heart, Jon leaned in the win­dow, listen­ing to the car bear­ing her away. Still the scent as of warm straw­ber­ries, still the little sum­mer sounds that should make his song; still all the prom­ise of youth and hap­pi­ness in sigh­ing, float­ing, flut­ter­ing Ju­ly—and his heart torn; yearn­ing strong in him; hope high in him yet with its eyes cast down, as if ashamed. The miser­able task be­fore him! If Fleur was des­per­ate, so was he—watch­ing the pop­lars sway­ing, the white clouds passing, the sun­light on the grass.

			He waited till even­ing, till after their al­most si­lent din­ner, till his moth­er had played to him and still he waited, feel­ing that she knew what he was wait­ing to say. She kissed him and went up­stairs, and still he lingered, watch­ing the moon­light and the moths, and that un­real­ity of col­our­ing which steals along and stains a sum­mer night. And he would have giv­en any­thing to be back again in the past—barely three months back; or away for­ward, years, in the fu­ture. The present with this dark cruelty of a de­cision, one way or the oth­er, seemed im­possible. He real­ised now so much more keenly what his moth­er felt than he had at first; as if the story in that let­ter had been a pois­on­ous germ pro­du­cing a kind of fever of par­tis­an­ship, so that he really felt there were two camps, his moth­er’s and his—Fleur’s and her fath­er’s. It might be a dead thing, that old tra­gic own­er­ship and enmity, but dead things were pois­on­ous till time had cleaned them away. Even his love felt tain­ted, less il­lu­sioned, more of the earth, and with a treach­er­ous lurk­ing doubt lest Fleur, like her fath­er, might want to own; not ar­tic­u­late, just a steal­ing haunt, hor­ribly un­worthy, which crept in and about the ar­dour of his memor­ies, touched with its tar­nish­ing breath the vivid­ness and grace of that charmed face and fig­ure—a doubt, not real enough to con­vince him of its pres­ence, just real enough to de­flower a per­fect faith. And per­fect faith, to Jon, not yet twenty, was es­sen­tial. He still had Youth’s eager­ness to give with both hands, to take with neither—to give lov­ingly to one who had his own im­puls­ive gen­er­os­ity. Surely she had! He got up from the win­dow-seat and roamed in the big grey ghostly room, whose walls were hung with silvered can­vas. This house his fath­er said in that deathbed let­ter—had been built for his moth­er to live in—with Fleur’s fath­er! He put out his hand in the half-dark, as if to grasp the shad­owy hand of the dead. He clenched, try­ing to feel the thin van­ished fin­gers of his fath­er; to squeeze them, and re­as­sure him that he—he was on his fath­er’s side. Tears, prisoned with­in him, made his eyes feel dry and hot. He went back to the win­dow. It was warm­er, not so eer­ie, more com­fort­ing out­side, where the moon hung golden, three days off full; the free­dom of the night was com­fort­ing. If only Fleur and he had met on some desert is­land without a past—and Nature for their house! Jon had still his high re­gard for desert is­lands, where bread­fruit grew, and the wa­ter was blue above the cor­al. The night was deep, was free—there was en­tice­ment in it; a lure, a prom­ise, a refuge from en­tan­gle­ment, and love! Milk­sop tied to his moth­er’s—! His cheeks burned. He shut the win­dow, drew cur­tains over it, switched off the lighted sconce, and went up­stairs.

			The door of his room was open, the light turned up; his moth­er, still in her even­ing gown, was stand­ing at the win­dow. She turned and said:

			“Sit down, Jon; let’s talk.” She sat down on the win­dow-seat, Jon on his bed. She had her pro­file turned to him, and the beauty and grace of her fig­ure, the del­ic­ate line of the brow, the nose, the neck, the strange and as it were re­mote re­fine­ment of her, moved him. His moth­er nev­er be­longed to her sur­round­ings. She came in­to them from some­where—as it were! What was she go­ing to say to him, who had in his heart such things to say to her?

			“I know Fleur came today. I’m not sur­prised.” It was as though she had ad­ded: “She is her fath­er’s daugh­ter!” And Jon’s heart hardened. Irene went on quietly:

			“I have Fath­er’s let­ter. I picked it up that night and kept it. Would you like it back, dear?”

			Jon shook his head.

			“I had read it, of course, be­fore he gave it to you. It didn’t quite do justice to my crimin­al­ity.”

			“Moth­er!” burst from Jon’s lips.

			“He put it very sweetly, but I know that in mar­ry­ing Fleur’s fath­er without love I did a dread­ful thing. An un­happy mar­riage, Jon, can play such hav­oc with oth­er lives be­sides one’s own. You are fear­fully young, my darling, and fear­fully lov­ing. Do you think you can pos­sibly be happy with this girl?”

			Star­ing at her dark eyes, dark­er now from pain, Jon answered:

			“Yes; oh! yes—if you could be.”

			Irene smiled.

			“Ad­mir­a­tion of beauty and long­ing for pos­ses­sion are not love. If yours were an­oth­er case like mine, Jon—where the deep­est things are stifled; the flesh joined, and the spir­it at war!”

			“Why should it, Moth­er? You think she must be like her fath­er, but she’s not. I’ve seen him.”

			Again the smile came on Irene’s lips, and in Jon some­thing wavered; there was such irony and ex­per­i­ence in that smile.

			“You are a giver, Jon; she is a taker.”

			That un­worthy doubt, that haunt­ing un­cer­tainty again! He said with vehe­mence:

			“She isn’t—she isn’t. It’s only be­cause I can’t bear to make you un­happy, Moth­er, now that Fath­er—” He thrust his fists against his fore­head.

			Irene got up.

			“I told you that night, dear, not to mind me. I meant it. Think of your­self and your own hap­pi­ness! I can stand what’s left—I’ve brought it on my­self.”

			Again the word “Moth­er!” burst from Jon’s lips.

			She came over to him and put her hands over his.

			“Do you feel your head, darling?”

			Jon shook it. What he felt was in his chest—a sort of tear­ing asun­der of the tis­sue there, by the two loves.

			“I shall al­ways love you the same, Jon, whatever you do. You won’t lose any­thing.” She smoothed his hair gently, and walked away.

			He heard the door shut; and, rolling over on the bed, lay, stifling his breath, with an aw­ful held-up feel­ing with­in him.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Em­bassy

			
			En­quir­ing for her at tea time Soames learned that Fleur had been out in the car since two. Three hours! Where had she gone? Up to Lon­don without a word to him? He had nev­er be­come quite re­con­ciled with cars. He had em­braced them in prin­ciple—like the born em­pir­i­cist, or For­syte, that he was—ad­opt­ing each symp­tom of pro­gress as it came along with: “Well, we couldn’t do without them now.” But in fact he found them tear­ing, great, smelly things. Ob­liged by An­nette to have one—a Roll­hard with pearl-grey cush­ions, elec­tric light, little mir­rors, trays for the ashes of ci­gar­ettes, flower vases—all smelling of pet­rol and stephan­ot­is—he re­garded it much as he used to re­gard his broth­er-in-law, Montague Dartie. The thing typ­i­fied all that was fast, in­sec­ure, and sub­cu­taneously oily in mod­ern life. As mod­ern life be­came faster, looser, young­er, Soames was be­com­ing older, slower, tight­er, more and more in thought and lan­guage like his fath­er James be­fore him. He was al­most aware of it him­self. Pace and pro­gress pleased him less and less; there was an os­ten­ta­tion, too, about a car which he con­sidered pro­voc­at­ive in the pre­vail­ing mood of La­bour. On one oc­ca­sion that fel­low Sims had driv­en over the only ves­ted in­terest of a work­ing man. Soames had not for­got­ten the be­ha­viour of its mas­ter, when not many people would have stopped to put up with it. He had been sorry for the dog, and quite pre­pared to take its part against the car, if that ruf­fi­an hadn’t been so out­rageous. With four hours fast be­com­ing five, and still no Fleur, all the old car-wise feel­ings he had ex­per­i­enced in per­son and by proxy balled with­in him, and sink­ing sen­sa­tions troubled the pit of his stom­ach. At sev­en he tele­phoned to Wini­fred by trunk call. No! Fleur had not been to Green Street. Then where was she? Vis­ions of his be­loved daugh­ter rolled up in her pretty frills, all blood and dust-stained, in some hideous cata­strophe, began to haunt him. He went to her room and spied among her things. She had taken noth­ing—no dress­ing-case, no jew­ellery. And this, a re­lief in one sense, in­creased his fears of an ac­ci­dent. Ter­rible to be help­less when his loved one was miss­ing, es­pe­cially when he couldn’t bear fuss or pub­li­city of any kind! What should he do if she were not back by night­fall?

			At a quarter to eight he heard the car. A great weight lif­ted from off his heart; he hur­ried down. She was get­ting out—pale and tired-look­ing, but noth­ing wrong. He met her in the hall.

			“You’ve frightened me. Where have you been?”

			“To Robin Hill. I’m sorry, dear. I had to go; I’ll tell you af­ter­ward.” And, with a fly­ing kiss, she ran up­stairs.

			Soames waited in the draw­ing-room. To Robin Hill! What did that por­tend?

			It was not a sub­ject they could dis­cuss at din­ner—con­sec­rated to the sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies of the but­ler. The agony of nerves Soames had been through, the re­lief he felt at her safety, softened his power to con­demn what she had done, or res­ist what she was go­ing to do; he waited in a re­laxed stupor for her rev­el­a­tion. Life was a queer busi­ness. There he was at sixty-five and no more in com­mand of things than if he had not spent forty years in build­ing up se­cur­ity—al­ways some­thing one couldn’t get on terms with! In the pock­et of his din­ner-jack­et was a let­ter from An­nette. She was com­ing back in a fort­night. He knew noth­ing of what she had been do­ing out there. And he was glad that he did not. Her ab­sence had been a re­lief. Out of sight was out of mind! And now she was com­ing back. An­oth­er worry! And the Bolderby Old Crome was gone—Du­met­ri­us had got it—all be­cause that an­onym­ous let­ter had put it out of his thoughts. He furt­ively re­marked the strained look on his daugh­ter’s face, as if she too were gaz­ing at a pic­ture that she couldn’t buy. He al­most wished the War back. Wor­ries didn’t seem, then, quite so wor­ry­ing. From the caress in her voice, the look on her face, he be­came cer­tain that she wanted some­thing from him, un­cer­tain wheth­er it would be wise of him to give it her. He pushed his sa­voury away un­eaten, and even joined her in a ci­gar­ette.

			After din­ner she set the elec­tric pi­ano-play­er go­ing. And he au­gured the worst when she sat down on a cush­ion foot­stool at his knee, and put her hand on his.

			“Darling, be nice to me. I had to see Jon—he wrote to me. He’s go­ing to try what he can do with his moth­er. But I’ve been think­ing. It’s really in your hands, Fath­er. If you’d per­suade her that it doesn’t mean re­new­ing the past in any way! That I shall stay yours, and Jon will stay hers; that you need nev­er see him or her, and she need nev­er see you or me! Only you could per­suade her, dear, be­cause only you could prom­ise. One can’t prom­ise for oth­er people. Surely it wouldn’t be too awk­ward for you to see her just this once now that Jon’s fath­er is dead?”

			“Too awk­ward?” Soames re­peated. “The whole thing’s pre­pos­ter­ous.”

			“You know,” said Fleur, without look­ing up, “you wouldn’t mind see­ing her, really.”

			Soames was si­lent. Her words had ex­pressed a truth too deep for him to ad­mit. She slipped her fin­gers between his own—hot, slim, eager, they clung there. This child of his would cork­screw her way in­to a brick wall!

			“What am I to do if you won’t, Fath­er?” she said very softly.

			“I’ll do any­thing for your hap­pi­ness,” said Soanies; “but this isn’t for your hap­pi­ness.”

			“Oh! it is; it is!”

			“It’ll only stir things up,” he said grimly.

			“But they are stirred up. The thing is to quiet them. To make her feel that this is just our lives, and has noth­ing to do with yours or hers. You can do it, Fath­er, I know you can.”

			“You know a great deal, then,” was Soames’ glum an­swer.

			“If you will, Jon and I will wait a year—two years if you like.”

			“It seems to me,” mur­mured Soames, “that you care noth­ing about what I feel.”

			Fleur pressed his hand against her cheek.

			“I do, darling. But you wouldn’t like me to be aw­fully miser­able.”

			How she wheedled to get her ends! And try­ing with all his might to think she really cared for him—he was not sure—not sure. All she cared for was this boy! Why should he help her to get this boy, who was killing her af­fec­tion for him­self? Why should he? By the laws of the For­sytes it was fool­ish! There was noth­ing to be had out of it—noth­ing! To give her to that boy! To pass her in­to the en­emy’s camp, un­der the in­flu­ence of the wo­man who had in­jured him so deeply! Slowly—in­ev­it­ably—he would lose this flower of his life! And sud­denly he was con­scious that his hand was wet. His heart gave a little pain­ful jump. He couldn’t bear her to cry. He put his oth­er hand quickly over hers, and a tear dropped on that, too. He couldn’t go on like this! “Well, well,” he said, “I’ll think it over, and do what I can. Come, come!” If she must have it for her hap­pi­ness—she must; he couldn’t re­fuse to help her. And lest she should be­gin to thank him he got out of his chair and went up to the pi­ano-play­er—mak­ing that noise! It ran down, as he reached it, with a faint buzz. That mu­sic­al box of his nurs­ery days: “The Har­mo­ni­ous Black­smith,” “Glor­i­ous Port”—the thing had al­ways made him miser­able when his moth­er set it go­ing on Sunday af­ter­noons. Here it was again—the same thing, only lar­ger, more ex­pens­ive, and now it played “The Wild, Wild Wo­men,” and “The Po­lice­man’s Hol­i­day,” and he was no longer in black vel­vet with a sky blue col­lar. “Pro­fond’s right,” he thought, “there’s noth­ing in it! We’re all pro­gress­ing to the grave!” And with that sur­pris­ing men­tal com­ment he walked out.

			He did not see Fleur again that night. But, at break­fast, her eyes fol­lowed him about with an ap­peal he could not es­cape—not that he in­ten­ded to try. No! He had made up his mind to the nerve-rack­ing busi­ness. He would go to Robin Hill—to that house of memor­ies. Pleas­ant memory—the last! Of go­ing down to keep that boy’s fath­er and Irene apart by threat­en­ing di­vorce. He had of­ten thought, since, that it had clinched their uni­on. And, now, he was go­ing to clinch the uni­on of that boy with his girl. “I don’t know what I’ve done,” he thought, “to have such things thrust on me!” He went up by train and down by train, and from the sta­tion walked by the long rising lane, still very much as he re­membered it over thirty years ago. Funny—so near Lon­don! Someone evid­ently was hold­ing on to the land there. This spec­u­la­tion soothed him, mov­ing between the high hedges slowly, so as not to get over­heated, though the day was chill enough. After all was said and done there was some­thing real about land, it didn’t shift. Land, and good pic­tures! The val­ues might fluc­tu­ate a bit, but on the whole they were al­ways go­ing up—worth hold­ing on to, in a world where there was such a lot of un­real­ity, cheap build­ing, chan­ging fash­ions, such a “Here today and gone to­mor­row” spir­it. The French were right, per­haps, with their peas­ant pro­pri­et­or­ship, though he had no opin­ion of the French. One’s bit of land! Some­thing sol­id in it! He had heard peas­ant pro­pri­et­ors de­scribed as a pig­headed lot; had heard young Mont call his fath­er a pig­headed Morn­ing Poster—dis­respect­ful young dev­il. Well, there were worse things than be­ing pig­headed or read­ing the Morn­ing Post. There was Pro­fond and his tribe, and all these La­bour chaps, and loud-mouthed politi­cians and “wild, wild wo­men.” A lot of worse things! And sud­denly Soames be­came con­scious of feel­ing weak, and hot, and shaky. Sheer nerves at the meet­ing be­fore him! As Aunt Ju­ley might have said—quot­ing Su­per­i­or Dos­set—his nerves were “in a prop­er fau­tigue.” He could see the house now among its trees, the house he had watched be­ing built, in­tend­ing it for him­self and this wo­man, who, by such strange fate, had lived in it with an­oth­er after all! He began to think of Du­met­ri­us, Loc­al Loans, and oth­er forms of in­vest­ment. He could not af­ford to meet her with his nerves all shak­ing; he who rep­res­en­ted the Day of Judg­ment for her on earth as it was in heav­en; he, leg­al own­er­ship, per­son­i­fied, meet­ing law­less beauty, in­carn­ate. His dig­nity de­man­ded im­passiv­ity dur­ing this em­bassy de­signed to link their off­spring, who, if she had be­haved her­self, would have been broth­er and sis­ter. That wretched tune, “The Wild, Wild Wo­men,” kept run­ning in his head, per­versely, for tunes did not run there as a rule. Passing the pop­lars in front of the house, he thought: “How they’ve grown; I had them planted!” A maid answered his ring.

			“Will you say—Mr. For­syte, on a very spe­cial mat­ter.”

			If she real­ised who he was, quite prob­ably she would not see him. “By George!” he thought, harden­ing as the tug came. “It’s a topsy-turvy af­fair!”

			The maid came back. “Would the gen­tle­man state his busi­ness, please?”

			“Say it con­cerns Mr. Jon,” said Soames.

			And once more he was alone in that hall with the pool of grey-white marble de­signed by her first lov­er. Ah! she had been a bad lot—had loved two men, and not him­self! He must re­mem­ber that when he came face to face with her once more. And sud­denly he saw her in the open­ing chink between the long heavy purple cur­tains, sway­ing, as if in hes­it­a­tion; the old per­fect poise and line, the old startled dark-eyed grav­ity, the old calm de­fens­ive voice: “Will you come in, please?”

			He passed through that open­ing. As in the pic­ture-gal­lery and the con­fec­tion­er’s shop, she seemed to him still beau­ti­ful. And this was the first time—the very first—since he mar­ried her sev­en-and-thirty years ago, that he was speak­ing to her without the leg­al right to call her his. She was not wear­ing black—one of that fel­low’s rad­ic­al no­tions, he sup­posed.

			“I apo­lo­gise for com­ing,” he said glumly; “but this busi­ness must be settled one way or the oth­er.”

			“Won’t you sit down?”

			“No, thank you.”

			An­ger at his false po­s­i­tion, im­pa­tience of ce­re­mony between them, mastered him, and words came tum­bling out:

			“It’s an in­fernal mis­chance; I’ve done my best to dis­cour­age it. I con­sider my daugh­ter crazy, but I’ve got in­to the habit of in­dul­ging her; that’s why I’m here. I sup­pose you’re fond of your son.”

			“De­votedly.”

			“Well?”

			“It rests with him.”

			He had a sense of be­ing met and baffled. Al­ways—al­ways she had baffled him, even in those old first mar­ried days.

			“It’s a mad no­tion,” he said.

			“It is.”

			“If you had only—! Well—they might have been—” he did not fin­ish that sen­tence “broth­er and sis­ter and all this saved,” but he saw her shud­der as if he had, and stung by the sight he crossed over to the win­dow. Out there the trees had not grown—they couldn’t, they were old!

			“So far as I’m con­cerned,” he said, “you may make your mind easy. I de­sire to see neither you nor your son if this mar­riage comes about. Young people in these days are—are un­ac­count­able. But I can’t bear to see my daugh­ter un­happy. What am I to say to her when I go back?”

			“Please say to her as I said to you, that it rests with Jon.”

			“You don’t op­pose it?”

			“With all my heart; not with my lips.”

			Soames stood, bit­ing his fin­ger.

			“I re­mem­ber an even­ing—” he said sud­denly; and was si­lent. What was there—what was there in this wo­man that would not fit in­to the four corners of his hate or con­dem­na­tion? “Where is he—your son?”

			“Up in his fath­er’s stu­dio, I think.”

			“Per­haps you’d have him down.”

			He watched her ring the bell, he watched the maid come in.

			“Please tell Mr. Jon that I want him.”

			“If it rests with him,” said Soames hur­riedly, when the maid was gone, “I sup­pose I may take it for gran­ted that this un­nat­ur­al mar­riage will take place; in that case there’ll be form­al­it­ies. Whom do I deal with—Her­ring’s?”

			Irene nod­ded.

			“You don’t pro­pose to live with them?”

			Irene shook her head.

			“What hap­pens to this house?”

			“It will be as Jon wishes.”

			“This house,” said Soames sud­denly: “I had hopes when I began it. If they live in it—their chil­dren! They say there’s such a thing as Nemes­is. Do you be­lieve in it?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh! You do!”

			He had come back from the win­dow, and was stand­ing close to her, who, in the curve of her grand pi­ano, was, as it were, em­bayed.

			“I’m not likely to see you again,” he said slowly. “Will you shake hands”—his lip quivered, the words came out jerkily—“and let the past die.” He held out his hand. Her pale face grew paler, her eyes so dark, res­ted im­mov­ably on his, her hands re­mained clasped in front of her. He heard a sound and turned. That boy was stand­ing in the open­ing of the cur­tains. Very queer he looked, hardly re­cog­nis­able as the young fel­low he had seen in the Gal­lery off Cork Street—very queer; much older, no youth in the face at all—hag­gard, ri­gid, his hair ruffled, his eyes deep in his head. Soames made an ef­fort, and said with a lift of his lip, not quite a smile nor quite a sneer:

			“Well, young man! I’m here for my daugh­ter; it rests with you, it seems—this mat­ter. Your moth­er leaves it in your hands.”

			The boy con­tin­ued star­ing at his moth­er’s face, and made no an­swer.

			“For my daugh­ter’s sake I’ve brought my­self to come,” said Soames. “What am I to say to her when I go back?”

			Still look­ing at his moth­er, the boy said, quietly:

			“Tell Fleur that it’s no good, please; I must do as my fath­er wished be­fore he died.”

			“Jon!”

			“It’s all right, Moth­er.”

			In a kind of stu­pefac­tion Soames looked from one to the oth­er; then, tak­ing up hat and um­brella which he had put down on a chair, he walked to­ward the cur­tains. The boy stood aside for him to go by. He passed through and heard the grate of the rings as the cur­tains were drawn be­hind him. The sound lib­er­ated some­thing in his chest.

			“So that’s that!” he thought, and passed out of the front door.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Dark Tune

			
			As Soames walked away from the house at Robin Hill the sun broke through the grey of that chill af­ter­noon, in smoky ra­di­ance. So ab­sorbed in land­scape paint­ing that he sel­dom looked ser­i­ously for ef­fects of Nature out of doors—he was struck by that moody ef­ful­gence—it mourned with a tri­umph suited to his own feel­ing. Vic­tory in de­feat. His em­bassy had come to naught. But he was rid of those people, had re­gained his daugh­ter at the ex­pense of—her hap­pi­ness. What would Fleur say to him? Would she be­lieve he had done his best? And un­der that sun­light faring on the elms, hazels, hol­lies of the lane and those un­ex­ploited fields, Soames felt dread. She would be ter­ribly up­set! He must ap­peal to her pride. That boy had giv­en her up, de­clared part and lot with the wo­man who so long ago had giv­en her fath­er up! Soames clenched his hands. Giv­en him up, and why? What had been wrong with him? And once more he felt the mal­aise of one who con­tem­plates him­self as seen by an­oth­er—like a dog who chances on his re­fec­tion in a mir­ror and is in­trigued and anxious at the un­seiz­able thing.

			Not in a hurry to get home, he dined in town at the Con­nois­seurs. While eat­ing a pear it sud­denly oc­curred to him that, if he had not gone down to Robin Hill, the boy might not have so de­cided. He re­membered the ex­pres­sion on his face while his moth­er was re­fus­ing the hand he had held out. A strange, an awk­ward thought! Had Fleur cooked her own goose by try­ing to make too sure?

			He reached home at half-past nine. While the car was passing in at one drive gate he heard the grind­ing sput­ter of a mo­tor­cycle passing out by the oth­er. Young Mont, no doubt, so Fleur had not been lonely. But he went in with a sink­ing heart. In the cream-pan­elled draw­ing-room she was sit­ting with her el­bows on her knees, and her chin on her clasped hands, in front of a white camel­lia plant which filled the fire­place. That glance at her be­fore she saw him re­newed his dread. What was she see­ing among those white camel­li­as?

			“Well, Fath­er!”

			Soames shook his head. His tongue failed him. This was mur­der­ous work! He saw her eyes dilate, her lips quiv­er­ing.

			“What? What? Quick, Fath­er!”

			“My dear,” said Soames, “I—I did my best, but—” And again he shook his head.

			Fleur ran to him, and put a hand on each of his shoulders.

			“She?”

			“No,” muttered Soames; “he. I was to tell you that it was no use; he must do what his fath­er wished be­fore he died.” He caught her by the waist. “Come, child, don’t let them hurt you. They’re not worth your little fin­ger.”

			Fleur tore her­self from his grasp.

			“You didn’t you—couldn’t have tried. You—you be­trayed me, Fath­er!”

			Bit­terly wounded, Soames gazed at her pas­sion­ate fig­ure writh­ing there in front of him.

			“You didn’t try—you didn’t—I was a fool! I won’t be­lieve he could—he ever could! Only yes­ter­day he—! Oh! why did I ask you?”

			“Yes,” said Soames, quietly, “why did you? I swal­lowed my feel­ings; I did my best for you, against my judg­ment—and this is my re­ward. Good night!”

			With every nerve in his body twitch­ing he went to­ward the door.

			Fleur dar­ted after him.

			“He gives me up? You mean that? Fath­er!”

			Soames turned and forced him­self to an­swer:

			“Yes.”

			“Oh!” cried Fleur. “What did you—what could you have done in those old days?”

			The breath­less sense of really mon­strous in­justice cut the power of speech in Soames’ throat. What had he done! What had they done to him!

			And with quite un­con­scious dig­nity he put his hand on his breast, and looked at her.

			“It’s a shame!” cried Fleur pas­sion­ately.

			Soames went out. He moun­ted, slow and icy, to his pic­ture gal­lery, and paced among his treas­ures. Out­rageous! Oh! Out­rageous! She was spoiled! Ah! and who had spoiled her? He stood still be­fore the Goya copy. Ac­cus­tomed to her own way in everything. Flower of his life! And now that she couldn’t have it! He turned to the win­dow for some air. Day­light was dy­ing, the moon rising, gold be­hind the pop­lars! What sound was that? Why! That pi­ano thing! A dark tune, with a thrum and a throb! She had set it go­ing—what com­fort could she get from that? His eyes caught move­ment down there bey­ond the lawn, un­der the trel­lis of ram­bler roses and young aca­cia-trees, where the moon­light fell. There she was, roam­ing up and down. His heart gave a little sick­en­ing jump. What would she do un­der this blow? How could he tell? What did he know of her—he had only loved her all his life—looked on her as the apple of his eye! He knew noth­ing—had no no­tion. There she was—and that dark tune—and the river gleam­ing in the moon­light!

			“I must go out,” he thought.

			He hastened down to the draw­ing-room, lighted just as he had left it, with the pi­ano thrum­ming out that waltz, or fox­trot, or whatever they called it in these days, and passed through on to the ver­andah.

			Where could he watch, without her see­ing him? And he stole down through the fruit garden to the boat­house. He was between her and the river now, and his heart felt light­er. She was his daugh­ter, and An­nette’s—she wouldn’t do any­thing fool­ish; but there it was—he didn’t know! From the boat house win­dow he could see the last aca­cia and the spin of her skirt when she turned in her rest­less march. That tune had run down at last—thank good­ness! He crossed the floor and looked through the farther win­dow at the wa­ter slow-flow­ing past the lilies. It made little bubbles against them, bright where a moon-streak fell. He re­membered sud­denly that early morn­ing when he had slept on the house­boat after his fath­er died, and she had just been born—nearly nine­teen years ago! Even now he re­called the un­ac­cus­tomed world when he woke up, the strange feel­ing it had giv­en him. That day the second pas­sion of his life began—for this girl of his, roam­ing un­der the aca­cias. What a com­fort she had been to him! And all the sore­ness and sense of out­rage left him. If he could make her happy again, he didn’t care! An owl flew, queek­ing, queek­ing; a bat flit­ted by; the moon­light brightened and broadened on the wa­ter. How long was she go­ing to roam about like this! He went back to the win­dow, and sud­denly saw her com­ing down to the bank. She stood quite close, on the land­ing-stage. And Soames watched, clench­ing his hands. Should he speak to her? His ex­cite­ment was in­tense. The still­ness of her fig­ure, its youth, its ab­sorp­tion in des­pair, in long­ing, in—it­self. He would al­ways re­mem­ber it, moon­lit like that; and the faint sweet reek of the river and the shiv­er­ing of the wil­low leaves. She had everything in the world that he could give her, ex­cept the one thing that she could not have be­cause of him! The per­versity of things hurt him at that mo­ment, as might a fish-bone in his throat.

			Then, with an in­fin­ite re­lief, he saw her turn back to­ward the house. What could he give her to make amends? Pearls, travel, horses, oth­er young men—any­thing she wanted—that he might lose the memory of her young fig­ure lonely by the wa­ter! There! She had set that tune go­ing again! Why—it was a mania! Dark, thrum­ming, faint, trav­el­ling from the house. It was as though she had said: “If I can’t have some­thing to keep me go­ing, I shall die of this!” Soames dimly un­der­stood. Well, if it helped her, let her keep it thrum­ming on all night! And, mous­ing back through the fruit garden, he re­gained the ver­andah. Though he meant to go in and speak to her now, he still hes­it­ated, not know­ing what to say, try­ing hard to re­call how it felt to be thwarted in love. He ought to know, ought to re­mem­ber—and he could not! Gone—all real re­col­lec­tion; ex­cept that it had hurt him hor­ribly. In this blank­ness he stood passing his handker­chief over hands and lips, which were very dry. By cran­ing his head he could just see Fleur, stand­ing with her back to that pi­ano still grind­ing out its tune, her arms tight crossed on her breast, a lighted ci­gar­ette between her lips, whose smoke half veiled her face. The ex­pres­sion on it was strange to Soames, the eyes shone and stared, and every fea­ture was alive with a sort of wretched scorn and an­ger. Once or twice he had seen An­nette look like that—the face was too vivid, too na­ked, not his daugh­ter’s at that mo­ment. And he dared not go in, real­ising the fu­til­ity of any at­tempt at con­sol­a­tion. He sat down in the shad­ow of the inglen­ook.

			Mon­strous trick, that Fate had played him! Nemes­is! That old un­happy mar­riage! And in God’s name—why? How was he to know, when he wanted Irene so vi­ol­ently, and she con­sen­ted to be his, that she would nev­er love him? The tune died and was re­newed, and died again, and still Soames sat in the shad­ow, wait­ing for he knew not what. The fag of Fleur’s ci­gar­ette, flung through the win­dow, fell on the grass; he watched it glow­ing, burn­ing it­self out. The moon had freed her­self above the pop­lars, and poured her un­real­ity on the garden. Com­fort­less light, mys­ter­i­ous, with­drawn—like the beauty of that wo­man who had nev­er loved him—dap­pling the neme­sias and the stocks with a ves­ture not of earth. Flowers! And his flower so un­happy! Ah! Why could one not put hap­pi­ness in­to Loc­al Loans, gild its edges, in­sure it against go­ing down?

			Light had ceased to flow out now from the draw­ing-room win­dow. All was si­lent and dark in there. Had she gone up? He rose, and, tip­toe­ing, peered in. It seemed so! He entered. The ver­andah kept the moon­light out; and at first he could see noth­ing but the out­lines of fur­niture black­er than the dark­ness. He groped to­ward the farther win­dow to shut it. His foot struck a chair, and he heard a gasp. There she was, curled and crushed in­to the corner of the sofa! His hand hovered. Did she want his con­sol­a­tion? He stood, gaz­ing at that ball of crushed frills and hair and grace­ful youth, try­ing to bur­row its way out of sor­row. How leave her there? At last he touched her hair, and said:

			“Come, darling, bet­ter go to bed. I’ll make it up to you, some­how.” How fatu­ous! But what could he have said?

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Un­der the Oak-Tree

			
			When their vis­it­or had dis­ap­peared Jon and his moth­er stood without speak­ing, till he said sud­denly:

			“I ought to have seen him out.”

			But Soames was already walk­ing down the drive, and Jon went up­stairs to his fath­er’s stu­dio, not trust­ing him­self to go back.

			The ex­pres­sion on his moth­er’s face con­front­ing the man she had once been mar­ried to, had sealed a res­ol­u­tion grow­ing with­in him ever since she left him the night be­fore. It had put the fin­ish­ing touch of real­ity. To marry Fleur would be to hit his moth­er in the face; to be­tray his dead fath­er! It was no good! Jon had the least re­sent­ful of natures. He bore his par­ents no grudge in this hour of his dis­tress. For one so young there was a rather strange power in him of see­ing things in some sort of pro­por­tion. It was worse for Fleur, worse for his moth­er even, than it was for him. Harder than to give up was to be giv­en up, or to be the cause of someone you loved giv­ing up for you. He must not, would not be­have grudgingly! While he stood watch­ing the tardy sun­light, he had again that sud­den vis­ion of the world which had come to him the night be­fore. Sea on sea, coun­try on coun­try, mil­lions on mil­lions of people, all with their own lives, en­er­gies, joys, griefs, and suf­fer­ing—all with things they had to give up, and sep­ar­ate struggles for ex­ist­ence. Even though he might be will­ing to give up all else for the one thing he couldn’t have, he would be a fool to think his feel­ings mattered much in so vast a world, and to be­have like a crybaby or a cad. He pic­tured the people who had noth­ing—the mil­lions who had giv­en up life in the War, the mil­lions whom the War had left with life and little else; the hungry chil­dren he had read of, the shattered men; people in pris­on, every kind of un­for­tu­nate. And—they did not help him much. If one had to miss a meal, what com­fort in the know­ledge that many oth­ers had to miss it too? There was more dis­trac­tion in the thought of get­ting away out in­to this vast world of which he knew noth­ing yet. He could not go on stay­ing here, walled in and sheltered, with everything so slick and com­fort­able, and noth­ing to do but brood and think what might have been. He could not go back to Wans­don, and the memor­ies of Fleur. If he saw her again he could not trust him­self; and if he stayed here or went back there, he would surely see her. While they were with­in reach of each oth­er that must hap­pen. To go far away and quickly was the only thing to do. But, how­ever much he loved his moth­er, he did not want to go away with her. Then feel­ing that was bru­tal, he made up his mind des­per­ately to pro­pose that they should go to Italy. For two hours in that mel­an­choly room he tried to mas­ter him­self, then dressed sol­emnly for din­ner.

			His moth­er had done the same. They ate little, at some length, and talked of his fath­er’s cata­logue. The show was ar­ranged for Oc­to­ber, and bey­ond cler­ic­al de­tail there was noth­ing more to do.

			After din­ner she put on a cloak and they went out; walked a little, talked a little, till they were stand­ing si­lent at last be­neath the oak-tree. Ruled by the thought: “If I show any­thing, I show all,” Jon put his arm through hers and said quite cas­u­ally:

			“Moth­er, let’s go to Italy.”

			Irene pressed his arm, and said as cas­u­ally:

			“It would be very nice; but I’ve been think­ing you ought to see and do more than you would if I were with you.”

			“But then you’d be alone.”

			“I was once alone for more than twelve years. Be­sides, I should like to be here for the open­ing of Fath­er’s show.”

			Jon’s grip tightened round her arm; he was not de­ceived.

			“You couldn’t stay here all by your­self; it’s too big.”

			“Not here, per­haps. In Lon­don, and I might go to Par­is, after the show opens. You ought to have a year at least, Jon, and see the world.”

			“Yes, I’d like to see the world and rough it. But I don’t want to leave you all alone.”

			“My dear, I owe you that at least. If it’s for your good, it’ll be for mine. Why not start to­mor­row? You’ve got your pass­port.”

			“Yes; if I’m go­ing it had bet­ter be at once. Only—Moth­er—if—if I wanted to stay out some­where—Amer­ica or any­where, would you mind com­ing presently?”

			“Wherever and whenev­er you send for me. But don’t send un­til you really want me.”

			Jon drew a deep breath.

			“I feel Eng­land’s choky.”

			They stood a few minutes longer un­der the oak-tree—look­ing out to where the grand stand at Ep­som was veiled in even­ing. The branches kept the moon­light from them, so that it only fell every­where else—over the fields and far away, and on the win­dows of the creepered house be­hind, which soon would be to let.

		
	
		
			
				X

				Fleur’s Wed­ding

			
			The Oc­to­ber para­graphs de­scrib­ing the wed­ding of Fleur For­syte to Mi­chael Mont hardly con­veyed the sym­bol­ic sig­ni­fic­ance of this event. In the uni­on of the great-grand­daugh­ter of Su­per­i­or Dos­set with the heir of a ninth bar­on­et was the out­ward and vis­ible sign of that mer­ger of class in class which but­tresses the polit­ic­al sta­bil­ity of a realm. The time had come when the For­sytes might resign their nat­ur­al re­sent­ment against a “flum­mery” not theirs by birth, and ac­cept it as the still more nat­ur­al due of their pos­sess­ive in­stincts. Be­sides, they had to mount to make room for all those so much more newly rich. In that quiet but taste­ful ce­re­mony in Han­over Square, and af­ter­ward among the fur­niture in Green Street, it had been im­possible for those not in the know to dis­tin­guish the For­syte troop from the Mont con­tin­gent—so far away was Su­per­i­or Dos­set now. Was there, in the crease of his trousers, the ex­pres­sion of his mous­tache, his ac­cent, or the shine on his top-hat, a pin to choose between Soames and the ninth bar­on­et him­self? Was not Fleur as self-pos­sessed, quick, glan­cing, pretty, and hard as the like­li­est Muskham, Mont, or Char­well filly present? If any­thing, the For­sytes had it in dress and looks and man­ners. They had be­come “up­per class” and now their name would be form­ally re­cor­ded in the Stud Book, their money joined to land. Wheth­er this was a little late in the day, and those re­wards of the pos­sess­ive in­stinct, lands and money, destined for the melt­ing-pot—was still a ques­tion so moot that it was not mooted. After all, Timothy had said Con­sols were goin’ up. Timothy, the last, the miss­ing link; Timothy, in ex­tremis on the Bayswa­ter Road—so Francie had re­por­ted. It was whispered, too, that this young Mont was a sort of so­cial­ist—strangely wise of him, and in the nature of in­sur­ance, con­sid­er­ing the days they lived in. There was no un­eas­i­ness on that score. The landed classes pro­duced that sort of ami­able fool­ish­ness at times, turned to safe uses and con­fined to the­ory. As George re­marked to his sis­ter Francie: “They’ll soon be hav­ing pup­pies—that’ll give him pause.”

			The church with white flowers and some­thing blue in the middle of the East win­dow looked ex­tremely chaste, as though en­deav­our­ing to coun­ter­act the some­what lur­id phras­eo­logy of a Ser­vice cal­cu­lated to keep the thoughts of all on pup­pies. For­sytes, Hay­mans, Tweety­mans, sat in the left aisle; Monts, Char­wells; Muskhams in the right; while a sprink­ling of Fleur’s fel­low-suf­fer­ers at school, and of Mont’s fel­low-suf­fer­ers in, the War, gaped in­dis­crim­in­ately from either side, and three maid­en ladies, who had dropped in on their way from Sky­ward’s brought up the rear, to­geth­er with two Mont re­tain­ers and Fleur’s old nurse. In the un­settled state of the coun­try as full a house as could be ex­pec­ted.

			Mrs. Val Dartie, who sat with her hus­band in the third row, squeezed his hand more than once dur­ing the per­form­ance. To her, who knew the plot of this tra­gi­com­edy, its most dra­mat­ic mo­ment was well-nigh pain­ful. “I won­der if Jon knows by in­stinct,” she thought—Jon, out in Brit­ish Columbia. She had re­ceived a let­ter from him only that morn­ing which had made her smile and say:

			“Jon’s in Brit­ish Columbia, Val, be­cause he wants to be in Cali­for­nia. He thinks it’s too nice there.”

			“Oh!” said Val, “so he’s be­gin­ning to see a joke again.”

			“He’s bought some land and sent for his moth­er.”

			“What on earth will she do out there?”

			“All she cares about is Jon. Do you still think it a happy re­lease?”

			Val’s shrewd eyes nar­rowed to grey pin­points between their dark lashes.

			“Fleur wouldn’t have suited him a bit. She’s not bred right.”

			“Poor little Fleur!” sighed Holly. Ah! it was strange—this mar­riage. The young man, Mont, had caught her on the re­bound, of course, in the reck­less mood of one whose ship has just gone down. Such a plunge could not but be—as Val put it—an out­side chance. There was little to be told from the back view of her young cous­in’s veil, and Holly’s eyes re­viewed the gen­er­al as­pect of this Chris­ti­an wed­ding. She, who had made a love-match which had been suc­cess­ful, had a hor­ror of un­happy mar­riages. This might not be one in the end—but it was clearly a toss-up; and to con­sec­rate a toss-up in this fash­ion with man­u­fac­tured unc­tion be­fore a crowd of fash­ion­able free­thinkers—for who thought oth­er­wise than freely, or not at all, when they were dolled up—seemed to her as near a sin as one could find in an age which had ab­ol­ished them. Her eyes wandered from the pre­l­ate in his robes (a Char­well—the For­sytes had not as yet pro­duced a pre­l­ate) to Val, be­side her, think­ing—she was cer­tain—of the May­fly filly at fif­teen to one for the Cam­bridge­shire. They passed on and caught the pro­file of the ninth bar­on­et, in coun­ter­feit­ment of the kneel­ing pro­cess. She could just see the neat ruck above his knees where he had pulled his trousers up, and thought: “Val’s for­got­ten to pull up his!” Her eyes passed to the pew in front of her, where Wini­fred’s sub­stan­tial form was gowned with pas­sion, and on again to Soames and An­nette kneel­ing side by side. A little smile came on her lips—Prosper Pro­fond, back from the South Seas of the Chan­nel, would be kneel­ing too, about six rows be­hind. Yes! This was a funny “small” busi­ness, how­ever it turned out; still it was in a prop­er church and would be in the prop­er pa­pers to­mor­row morn­ing.

			They had be­gun a hymn; she could hear the ninth bar­on­et across the aisle, singing of the hosts of Midi­an. Her little fin­ger touched Val’s thumb—they were hold­ing the same hym­n­book—and a tiny thrill passed through her, pre­served—from twenty years ago. He stooped and whispered:

			“I say, d’you re­mem­ber the rat?” The rat at their wed­ding in Cape Colony, which had cleaned its whiskers be­hind the table at the Re­gis­trar’s! And between her little and third for­gers she squeezed his thumb hard.

			The hymn was over, the pre­l­ate had be­gun to de­liv­er his dis­course. He told them of the dan­ger­ous times they lived in, and the aw­ful con­duct of the House of Lords in con­nec­tion with di­vorce. They were all sol­diers—he said—in the trenches un­der the pois­on­ous gas of the Prince of Dark­ness, and must be man­ful. The pur­pose of mar­riage was chil­dren, not mere sin­ful hap­pi­ness.

			An imp danced in Holly’s eyes—Val’s eye­lashes were meet­ing. Whatever happened; he must not snore. Her fin­ger and thumb closed on his thigh till he stirred un­eas­ily.

			The dis­course was over, the danger past. They were sign­ing in the vestry; and gen­er­al re­lax­a­tion had set in.

			A voice be­hind her said:

			“Will she stay the course?”

			“Who’s that?” she whispered.

			“Old George For­syte!”

			Holly de­murely scru­tin­ized one of whom she had of­ten heard. Fresh from South Africa, and ig­nor­ant of her kith and kin, she nev­er saw one without an al­most child­ish curi­os­ity. He was very big, and very dap­per; his eyes gave her a funny feel­ing of hav­ing no par­tic­u­lar clothes.

			“They’re off!” she heard him say.

			They came, step­ping from the chancel. Holly looked first in young Mont’s face. His lips and ears were twitch­ing, his eyes, shift­ing from his feet to the hand with­in his arm, stared sud­denly be­fore them as if to face a fir­ing party. He gave Holly the feel­ing that he was spir­itu­ally in­tox­ic­ated. But Fleur! Ah! That was dif­fer­ent. The girl was per­fectly com­posed, pret­ti­er than ever, in her white robes and veil over her banged dark chest­nut hair; her eye­lids hovered de­mure over her dark hazel eyes. Out­wardly, she seemed all there. But in­wardly, where was she? As those two passed, Fleur raised her eye­lids—the rest­less glint of those clear whites re­mained on Holly’s vis­ion as might the flut­ter of caged bird’s wings.

			

			In Green Street Wini­fred stood to re­ceive, just a little less com­posed than usu­al. Soames’ re­quest for the use of her house had come on her at a deeply psy­cho­lo­gic­al mo­ment. Un­der the in­flu­ence of a re­mark of Prosper Pro­fond, she had be­gun to ex­change her Em­pire for Ex­pres­sion­ist­ic fur­niture. There were the most amus­ing ar­range­ments, with vi­ol­et, green, and or­ange blobs and scriggles, to be had at Meal­ard’s. An­oth­er month and the change would have been com­plete. Just now, the very “in­triguing” re­cruits she had en­lis­ted, did not march too well with the old guard. It was as if her re­gi­ment were half in khaki, half in scar­let and bearskins. But her strong and com­fort­able char­ac­ter made the best of it in a draw­ing-room which typ­i­fied, per­haps, more per­fectly than she ima­gined, the semi-bolshev­ized im­per­i­al­ism of her coun­try. After all, this was a day of mer­ger, and you couldn’t have too much of it! Her eyes trav­elled in­dul­gently among her guests. Soames had gripped the back of a buhl chair; young Mont was be­hind that “aw­fully amus­ing” screen, which no one as yet had been able to ex­plain to her. The ninth bar­on­et had shied vi­ol­ently at a round scar­let table, in­laid un­der glass with blue Aus­trali­an but­ter­ies’ wings, and was cling­ing to her Louis-Quin­ze cab­in­et; Francie For­syte had seized the new man­tel-board, finely carved with little purple grot­esques on an ebony ground; George, over by the old spin­et, was hold­ing a little sky-blue book as if about to enter bets; Prosper Pro­fond was twid­dling the knob of the open door, black with pea­cock-blue pan­els; and An­nette’s hands, close by, were grasp­ing her own waist; two Muskhams clung to the bal­cony among the plants, as if feel­ing ill; Lady Mont, thin and brave-look­ing, had taken up her long-handled glasses and was gaz­ing at the cent­ral light shade, of ivory and or­ange dashed with deep magenta, as if the heav­ens had opened. Every­body, in fact, seemed hold­ing on to some­thing. Only Fleur, still in her bridal dress, was de­tached from all sup­port, fling­ing her words and glances to left and right.

			The room was full of the bubble and the squeak of con­ver­sa­tion. Nobody could hear any­thing that any­body said; which seemed of little con­sequence, since no one waited for any­thing so slow as an an­swer. Mod­ern con­ver­sa­tion seemed to Wini­fred so dif­fer­ent from the days of her prime, when a drawl was all the vogue. Still it was “amus­ing,” which, of course, was all that mattered. Even the For­sytes were talk­ing with ex­treme rapid­ity—Fleur and Chris­toph­er, and Imo­gen, and young Nich­olas’s young­est, Patrick. Soames, of course, was si­lent; but George, by the spin­et, kept up a run­ning com­ment­ary, and Francie, by her man­tel-shelf. Wini­fred drew near­er to the ninth bar­on­et. He seemed to prom­ise a cer­tain re­pose; his nose was fine and drooped a little, his grey mous­taches too; and she said, drawl­ing through her smile:

			“It’s rather nice, isn’t it?”

			His reply shot out of his smile like a snipped bread pel­let:

			“D’you re­mem­ber, in Frazer, the tribe that bur­ies the bride up to the waist?”

			He spoke as fast as any­body! He had dark lively little eyes, too, all crinkled round like a Cath­ol­ic priest’s. Wini­fred felt sud­denly he might say things she would re­gret.

			“They’re al­ways so amus­ing—wed­dings,” she mur­mured, and moved on to Soames. He was curi­ously still, and Wini­fred saw at once what was dic­tat­ing his im­mob­il­ity. To his right was George For­syte, to his left An­nette and Prosper Pro­fond. He could not move without either see­ing those two to­geth­er, or the re­flec­tion of them in George For­syte’s jap­ing eyes. He was quite right not to be tak­ing no­tice.

			“They say Timothy’s sink­ing,” he said glumly.

			“Where will you put him, Soames?”

			“Highg­ate.” He coun­ted on his fin­gers. “It’ll make twelve of them there, in­clud­ing wives. How do you think Fleur looks?”

			“Re­mark­ably well.”

			Soames nod­ded. He had nev­er seen her look pret­ti­er, yet he could not rid him­self of the im­pres­sion that this busi­ness was un­nat­ur­al—re­mem­ber­ing still that crushed fig­ure bur­row­ing in­to the corner of the sofa. From that night to this day he had re­ceived from her no con­fid­ences. He knew from his chauf­feur that she had made one more at­tempt on Robin Hill and drawn blank—an empty house, no one at home. He knew that she had re­ceived a let­ter, but not what was in it, ex­cept that it had made her hide her­self and cry. He had re­marked that she looked at him some­times when she thought he wasn’t no­ti­cing, as if she were won­der­ing still what he had done—for­sooth—to make those people hate him so. Well, there it was! An­nette had come back, and things had worn on through the sum­mer—very miser­able, till sud­denly Fleur had said she was go­ing to marry young Mont. She had shown him a little more af­fec­tion when she told him that. And he had yiel­ded—what was the good of op­pos­ing it? God knew that he had nev­er wished to thwart her in any­thing! And the young man seemed quite de­li­ri­ous about her. No doubt she was in a reck­less mood, and she was young, ab­surdly young. But if he op­posed her, he didn’t know what she would do; for all he could tell she might want to take up a pro­fes­sion, be­come a doc­tor or so­li­cit­or, some non­sense. She had no aptitude for paint­ing, writ­ing, mu­sic, in his view the le­git­im­ate oc­cu­pa­tions of un­mar­ried wo­men, if they must do some­thing in these days. On the whole, she was safer mar­ried, for he could see too well how fe­ver­ish and rest­less she was at home. An­nette, too, had been in fa­vour of it—An­nette, from be­hind the veil of his re­fus­al to know what she was about, if she was about any­thing. An­nette had said: “Let her marry this young man. He is a nice boy—not so highty-flighty as he seems.” Where she got her ex­pres­sions, he didn’t know—but her opin­ion soothed his doubts. His wife, whatever her con­duct, had clear eyes and an al­most de­press­ing amount of com­mon sense. He had settled fifty thou­sand on Fleur, tak­ing care that there was no cross set­tle­ment in case it didn’t turn out well. Could it turn out well? She had not got over that oth­er boy—he knew. They were to go to Spain for the hon­ey­moon. He would be even lone­li­er when she was gone. But later, per­haps, she would for­get, and turn to him again! Wini­fred’s voice broke on his rev­er­ie.

			“Why! Of all won­ders—June!”

			There, in a djib­bah—what things she wore!—with her hair stray­ing from un­der a fil­let, Soames saw his cous­in, and Fleur go­ing for­ward to greet her. The two passed from their view out on to the stair­way.

			“Really,” said Wini­fred, “she does the most im­possible things! Fancy her com­ing!”

			“What made you ask her?” muttered Soames.

			“Be­cause I thought she wouldn’t ac­cept, of course.”

			

			Wini­fred had for­got­ten that be­hind con­duct lies the main trend of char­ac­ter; or, in oth­er words, omit­ted to re­mem­ber that Fleur was now a lame duck.

			On re­ceiv­ing her in­vit­a­tion, June had first thought, “I wouldn’t go near them for the world!” and then, one morn­ing, had awakened from a dream of Fleur wav­ing to her from a boat with a wild un­happy ges­ture. And she had changed her mind.

			When Fleur came for­ward and said to her, “Do come up while I’m chan­ging my dress,” she had fol­lowed up the stairs. The girl led the way in­to Imo­gen’s old bed­room, set ready for her toi­let.

			June sat down on the bed, thin and up­right, like a little spir­it in the sear and yel­low. Fleur locked the door.

			The girl stood be­fore her di­vested of her wed­ding dress. What a pretty thing she was!

			“I sup­pose you think me a fool,” she said, with quiv­er­ing lips, “when it was to have been Jon. But what does it mat­ter? Mi­chael wants me, and I don’t care. It’ll get me away from home.” Diving her hand in­to the frills on her breast, she brought out a let­ter. “Jon wrote me this.”

			June read: “Lake Okana­gen, Brit­ish Columbia. I’m not com­ing back to Eng­land. Bless you al­ways. Jon.”

			“She’s made safe, you see,” said Fleur.

			June handed back the let­ter.

			“That’s not fair to Irene,” she said, “she al­ways told Jon he could do as he wished.”

			Fleur smiled bit­terly. “Tell me, didn’t she spoil your life too?” June looked up. “Nobody can spoil a life, my dear. That’s non­sense. Things hap­pen, but we bob up.”

			With a sort of ter­ror she saw the girl sink on her knees and bury her face in the djib­bah. A strangled sob moun­ted to June’s ears.

			“It’s all right—all right,” she mur­mured, “Don’t! There, there!”

			But the point of the girl’s chin was pressed ever closer in­to her thigh, and the sound was dread­ful of her sob­bing.

			Well, well! It had to come. She would feel bet­ter af­ter­ward! June stroked the short hair of that shapely head; and all the scattered moth­er-sense in her fo­cused it­self and passed through the tips of her fin­gers in­to the girl’s brain.

			“Don’t sit down un­der it, my dear,” she said at last. “We can’t con­trol life, but we can fight it. Make the best of things. I’ve had to. I held on, like you; and I cried, as you’re cry­ing now. And look at me!”

			Fleur raised her head; a sob merged sud­denly in­to a little choked laugh. In truth it was a thin and rather wild and wasted spir­it she was look­ing at, but it had brave eyes.

			“All right!” she said. “I’m sorry. I shall for­get him, I sup­pose, if I fly fast and far enough.”

			And, scram­bling to her feet, she went over to the wash­stand.

			June watched her re­mov­ing with cold wa­ter the traces of emo­tion. Save for a little be­com­ing pink­ness there was noth­ing left when she stood be­fore the mir­ror. June got off the bed and took a pin­cush­ion in her hand. To put two pins in­to the wrong places was all the vent she found for sym­pathy.

			“Give me a kiss,” she said when Fleur was ready, and dug her chin in­to the girl’s warm cheek.

			“I want a whiff,” said Fleur; “don’t wait.”

			June left her, sit­ting on the bed with a ci­gar­ette between her lips and her eyes half closed, and went down­stairs. In the door­way of the draw­ing-room stood Soames as if un­quiet at his daugh­ter’s tardi­ness. June tossed her head and passed down on to the half-land­ing. Her cous­in Francie was stand­ing there.

			“Look!” said June, point­ing with her chin at Soames. “That man’s fatal!”

			“How do you mean,” said Francie, “fatal?”

			June did not an­swer her. “I shan’t wait to see them off,” she said. “Good­bye!”

			“Good­bye!” said Francie, and her eyes, of a Celt­ic grey, goggled. That old feud! Really, it was quite ro­mantic!

			Soames, mov­ing to the well of the stair­case, saw June go, and drew a breath of sat­is­fac­tion. Why didn’t Fleur come? They would miss their train. That train would bear her away from him, yet he could not help fid­get­ing at the thought that they would lose it. And then she did come, run­ning down in her tan-col­oured frock and black vel­vet cap, and passed him in­to the draw­ing-room. He saw her kiss her moth­er, her aunt, Val’s wife, Imo­gen, and then come forth, quick and pretty as ever. How would she treat him at this last mo­ment of her girl­hood? He couldn’t hope for much!

			Her lips pressed the middle of his cheek.

			“Daddy!” she said, and was past and gone! Daddy! She hadn’t called him that for years. He drew a long breath and fol­lowed slowly down. There was all the folly with that con­fetti stuff and the rest of it to go through with yet. But he would like just to catch her smile, if she leaned out, though they would hit her in the eye with the shoe, if they didn’t take care. Young Mont’s voice said fer­vently in his ear:

			“Good­bye, sir; and thank you! I’m so fear­fully bucked.”

			“Good­bye,” he said; “don’t miss your train.”

			He stood on the bot­tom step but three, whence he could see above the heads—the silly hats and heads. They were in the car now; and there was that stuff, shower­ing, and there went the shoe. A flood of some­thing welled up in Soames, and—he didn’t know—he couldn’t see!

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Last of the Old For­sytes

			
			When they came to pre­pare that ter­rif­ic sym­bol Timothy For­syte—the one pure in­di­vidu­al­ist left, the only man who hadn’t heard of the Great War—they found him won­der­ful—not even death had un­der­mined his sound­ness.

			To Smith­er and Cook that pre­par­a­tion came like fi­nal evid­ence of what they had nev­er be­lieved pos­sible—the end of the old For­syte fam­ily on earth. Poor Mr. Timothy must now take a harp and sing in the com­pany of Miss For­syte, Mrs. Ju­lia, Miss Hester; with Mr. Joly­on, Mr. Swith­in, Mr. James, Mr. Ro­ger, and Mr. Nich­olas of the party. Wheth­er Mrs. Hay­man would be there was more doubt­ful, see­ing that she had been cremated. Secretly Cook thought that Mr. Timothy would be up­set—he had al­ways been so set against bar­rel or­gans. How many times had she not said: “Drat the thing! There it is again! Smith­er, you’d bet­ter run up and see what you can do.” And in her heart she would so have en­joyed the tunes, if she hadn’t known that Mr. Timothy would ring the bell in a minute and say: “Here, take him a half­penny and tell him to move on.” Of­ten they had been ob­liged to add three­pence of their own be­fore the man would go—Timothy had ever un­der­rated the value of emo­tion. Luck­ily he had taken the or­gans for blue­bottles in his last years, which had been a com­fort, and they had been able to en­joy the tunes. But a harp! Cook wondered. It was a change! And Mr. Timothy had nev­er liked change. But she did not speak of this to Smith­er, who did so take a line of her own in re­gard to heav­en that it quite put one about some­times.

			She cried while Timothy was be­ing pre­pared, and they all had sherry af­ter­ward out of the yearly Christ­mas bottle, which would not be needed now. Ah! dear! She had been there five-and-forty years and Smith­er three-and-forty! And now they would be go­ing to a tiny house in Toot­ing, to live on their sav­ings and what Miss Hester had so kindly left them—for to take fresh ser­vice after the glor­i­ous past—No! But they would like just to see Mr. Soames again, and Mrs. Dartie, and Miss Francie, and Miss Eu­phemia. And even if they had to take their own cab, they felt they must go to the fu­ner­al. For six years Mr. Timothy had been their baby, get­ting young­er and young­er every day, till at last he had been too young to live.

			They spent the reg­u­la­tion hours of wait­ing in pol­ish­ing and dust­ing, in catch­ing the one mouse left, and as­phyxi­at­ing the last beetle so as to leave it nice, dis­cuss­ing with each oth­er what they would buy at the sale. Miss Ann’s work­box; Miss Ju­ley’s (that is Mrs. Ju­lia’s) sea­weed al­bum; the fire-screen Miss Hester had crewelled; and Mr. Timothy’s hair—little golden curls, glued in­to a black frame. Oh! they must have those—only the price of things had gone up so!

			It fell to Soames to is­sue in­vit­a­tions for the fu­ner­al. He had them drawn up by Grad­man in his of­fice—only blood re­la­tions, and no flowers. Six car­riages were ordered. The will would be read af­ter­ward at the house.

			He ar­rived at el­ev­en o’clock to see that all was ready. At a quarter past old Grad­man came in black gloves and crape on his hat. He and Soames stood in the draw­ing-room wait­ing. At half-past el­ev­en the car­riages drew up in a long row. But no one else ap­peared. Grad­man said:

			“It sur­prises me, Mr. Soames. I pos­ted them my­self.”

			“I don’t know,” said Soames; “he’d lost touch with the fam­ily.” Soames had of­ten no­ticed in old days how much more neigh­bourly his fam­ily were to the dead than to the liv­ing. But, now, the way they had flocked to Fleur’s wed­ding and ab­stained from Timothy’s fu­ner­al, seemed to show some vi­tal change. There might, of course, be an­oth­er reas­on; for Soames felt that if he had not known the con­tents of Timothy’s will, he might have stayed away him­self through del­ic­acy. Timothy had left a lot of money, with nobody in par­tic­u­lar to leave it to. They mightn’t like to seem to ex­pect some­thing.

			At twelve o’clock the pro­ces­sion left the door; Timothy alone in the first car­riage un­der glass. Then Soames alone; then Grad­man alone; then Cook and Smith­er to­geth­er. They star­ted at a walk, but were soon trot­ting un­der a bright sky. At the en­trance to Highg­ate Cemetery they were delayed by ser­vice in the Chapel. Soames would have liked to stay out­side in the sun­shine. He didn’t be­lieve a word of it; on the oth­er hand, it was a form of in­sur­ance which could not safely be neg­lected, in case there might be some­thing in it after all.

			They walked up two and two—he and Grad­man, Cook and Smith­er—to the fam­ily vault. It was not very dis­tin­guished for the fu­ner­al of the last old For­syte.

			He took Grad­man in­to his car­riage on the way back to the Bayswa­ter Road with a cer­tain glow in his heart. He had a sur­prise in pickle for the old chap who had served the For­sytes four-and-fifty years—a treat that was en­tirely his do­ing. How well he re­membered say­ing to Timothy the day after Aunt Hester’s fu­ner­al: “Well, Uncle Timothy, there’s Grad­man. He’s taken a lot of trouble for the fam­ily. What do you say to leav­ing him five thou­sand?” and his sur­prise, see­ing the dif­fi­culty there had been in get­ting Timothy to leave any­thing, when Timothy had nod­ded. And now the old chap would be as pleased as Punch, for Mrs. Grad­man, he knew, had a weak heart, and their son had lost a leg in the War. It was ex­traordin­ar­ily grat­i­fy­ing to Soames to have left him five thou­sand pounds of Timothy’s money. They sat down to­geth­er in the little draw­ing-room, whose walls—like a vis­ion of heav­en—were sky-blue and gold with every pic­ture-frame un­nat­ur­ally bright, and every speck of dust re­moved from every piece of fur­niture, to read that little mas­ter­piece—the will of Timothy. With his back to the light in Aunt Hester’s chair, Soames faced Grad­man with his face to the light, on Aunt Ann’s sofa; and, cross­ing his legs, began:

			“This is the last will and test­a­ment of me Timothy For­syte of The Bower Bayswa­ter Road, Lon­don I ap­point my neph­ew Soames For­syte of the Shel­ter Mapled­uram and Thomas Grad­man of 159 Folly Road Highg­ate (here­in­after called my Trust­ees) to be the trust­ees and ex­ecut­ors of this my will. To the said Soames For­syte I leave the sum of one thou­sand pounds free of leg­acy duty and to the said Thomas Grad­man I leave the sum of five thou­sand pounds free of leg­acy duty.”

			Soames paused. Old Grad­man was lean­ing for­ward, con­vuls­ively grip­ping a stout black knee with each of his thick hands; his mouth had fallen open so that the gold fillings of three teeth gleamed; his eyes were blink­ing, two tears rolled slowly out of them. Soames read hast­ily on.

			“All the rest of my prop­erty of what­so­ever de­scrip­tion I be­queath to my Trust­ees upon Trust to con­vert and hold the same upon the fol­low­ing trusts namely: To pay there­out all my debts fu­ner­al ex­penses and out­go­ings of any kind in con­nec­tion with my will and to hold the residue there­of in trust for that male lin­eal des­cend­ant of my fath­er Joly­on For­syte by his mar­riage with Ann Pierce who after the de­cease of all lin­eal des­cend­ants wheth­er male or fe­male of my said fath­er by his said mar­riage in be­ing at the time of my death shall last at­tain the age of twenty-one years ab­so­lutely it be­ing my de­sire that my prop­erty shall be nursed to the ex­treme lim­it per­mit­ted by the laws of Eng­land for the be­ne­fit of such male lin­eal des­cend­ant as afore­said.”

			Soames read the in­vest­ment and at­test­a­tion clauses, and, ceas­ing, looked at Grad­man. The old fel­low was wip­ing his brow with a large handker­chief, whose bril­liant col­our sup­plied a sud­den fest­ive tinge to the pro­ceed­ings.

			“My word, Mr. Soames!” he said, and it was clear that the law­yer in him had ut­terly wiped out the man: “My word! Why, there are two ba­bies now, and some quite young chil­dren—if one of them lives to be eighty—it’s not a great age—and add twenty-one—that’s a hun­dred years; and Mr. Timothy worth a hun­dred and fifty thou­sand pound net if he’s worth a penny. Com­pound in­terest at five per­cent doubles you in four­teen years. In four­teen years three hun­dred thou­sand-six hun­dred thou­sand in twenty-eight—twelve hun­dred thou­sand in forty-two—twenty-four hun­dred thou­sand in fifty-six—four mil­lion eight hun­dred thou­sand in sev­enty—nine mil­lion six hun­dred thou­sand in eighty-four—Why, in a hun­dred years it’ll be twenty mil­lion! And we shan’t live to use it! It is a will!”

			Soames said dryly: “Any­thing may hap­pen. The State might take the lot; they’re cap­able of any­thing in these days.”

			“And carry five,” said Grad­man to him­self. “I for­got—Mr. Timothy’s in Con­sols; we shan’t get more than two per­cent with this in­come tax. To be on the safe side, say eight mil­lions. Still, that’s a pretty penny.”

			Soames rose and handed him the will. “You’re go­ing in­to the City. Take care of that, and do what’s ne­ces­sary. Ad­vert­ise; but there are no debts. When’s the sale?”

			“Tues­day week,” said Grad­man. “Life or lives in bein’ and twenty-one years af­ter­ward—it’s a long way off. But I’m glad he’s left it in the fam­ily. …”

			The sale—not at Job­son’s, in view of the Vic­tori­an nature of the ef­fects—was far more freely at­ten­ded than the fu­ner­al, though not by Cook and Smith­er, for Soames had taken it on him­self to give them their heart’s de­sires. Wini­fred was present, Eu­phemia, and Francie, and Eu­stace had come in his car. The mini­atures, Bar­bizons, and J. R. draw­ings had been bought in by Soames; and rel­ics of no mar­ket­able value were set aside in an off-room for mem­bers of the fam­ily who cared to have memen­toes. These were the only re­stric­tions upon bid­ding char­ac­ter­ised by an al­most tra­gic lan­guor. Not one piece of fur­niture, no pic­ture or por­cel­ain fig­ure ap­pealed to mod­ern taste. The hum­ming birds had fallen like au­tumn leaves when taken from where they had not hummed for sixty years. It was pain­ful to Soames to see the chairs his aunts had sat on, the little grand pi­ano they had prac­tic­ally nev­er played, the books whose out­sides they had gazed at, the china they had dus­ted, the cur­tains they had drawn, the hearth­rug which had warmed their feet; above all, the beds they had lain and died in—sold to little deal­ers, and the house­wives of Ful­ham. And yet—what could one do? Buy them and stick them in a lum­ber-room? No; they had to go the way of all flesh and fur­niture, and be worn out. But when they put up Aunt Ann’s sofa and were go­ing to knock it down for thirty shil­lings, he cried out, sud­denly: “Five pounds!” The sen­sa­tion was con­sid­er­able, and the sofa his.

			When that little sale was over in the fusty sale­room, and those Vic­tori­an ashes scattered, he went out in­to the misty Oc­to­ber sun­shine feel­ing as if co­si­ness had died out of the world, and the board “To Let” was up, in­deed. Re­volu­tions on the ho­ri­zon; Fleur in Spain; no com­fort in An­nette; no Timothy’s on the Bayswa­ter Road. In the ir­rit­able des­ol­a­tion of his soul he went in­to the Goupen­or Gal­lery. That chap Joly­on’s wa­ter­col­ours were on view there. He went in to look down his nose at them—it might give him some faint sat­is­fac­tion. The news had trickled through from June to Val’s wife, from her to Val, from Val to his moth­er, from her to Soames, that the house—the fatal house at Robin Hill—was for sale, and Irene go­ing to join her boy out in Brit­ish Columbia, or some such place. For one wild mo­ment the thought had come to Soames: “Why shouldn’t I buy it back? I meant it for my—!” No soon­er come than gone. Too lugubri­ous a tri­umph; with too many hu­mi­li­at­ing memor­ies for him­self and Fleur. She would nev­er live there after what had happened. No, the place must go its way to some peer or prof­it­eer. It had been a bone of con­ten­tion from the first, the shell of the feud; and with the wo­man gone, it was an empty shell. “For Sale or To Let.” With his mind’s eye he could see that board raised high above the ivied wall which he had built.

			He passed through the first of the two rooms in the Gal­lery. There was cer­tainly a body of work! And now that the fel­low was dead it did not seem so trivi­al. The draw­ings were pleas­ing enough, with quite a sense of at­mo­sphere, and some­thing in­di­vidu­al in the brush work. “His fath­er and my fath­er; he and I; his child and mine!” thought Soames. So it had gone on! And all about that wo­man! Softened by the events of the past week, af­fected by the mel­an­choly beauty of the au­tumn day, Soames came near­er than he had ever been to real­isa­tion of that truth—passing the un­der­stand­ing of a For­syte pure—that the body of Beauty has a spir­itu­al es­sence, un­cap­tur­able save by a de­vo­tion which thinks not of self. After all, he was near that truth in his de­vo­tion to his daugh­ter; per­haps that made him un­der­stand a little how he had missed the prize. And there, among the draw­ings of his kins­man, who had at­tained to that which he had found bey­ond his reach, he thought of him and her with a tol­er­ance which sur­prised him. But he did not buy a draw­ing.

			Just as he passed the seat of cus­tom on his re­turn to the out­er air he met with a con­tin­gency which had not been en­tirely ab­sent from his mind when he went in­to the Gal­lery—Irene, her­self, com­ing in. So she had not gone yet, and was still pay­ing farewell vis­its to that fel­low’s re­mains! He sub­dued the little in­vol­un­tary leap of his sub­con­scious­ness, the mech­an­ic­al re­ac­tion of his senses to the charm of this once-owned wo­man, and passed her with aver­ted eyes. But when he had gone by he could not for the life of him help look­ing back. This, then, was fi­nal­ity—the heat and stress of his life, the mad­ness and the long­ing there­of, the only de­feat he had known, would be over when she faded from his view this time; even such memor­ies had their own queer aching value.

			She, too, was look­ing back. Sud­denly she lif­ted her gloved hand, her lips smiled faintly, her dark eyes seemed to speak. It was the turn of Soames to make no an­swer to that smile and that little farewell wave; he went out in­to the fash­ion­able street quiv­er­ing from head to foot. He knew what she had meant to say: “Now that I am go­ing forever out of the reach of you and yours—for­give me; I wish you well.” That was the mean­ing; last sign of that ter­rible real­ity—passing mor­al­ity, duty, com­mon sense—her aver­sion from him who had owned her body, but had nev­er touched her spir­it or her heart. It hurt; yes—more than if she had kept her mask un­moved, her hand un­lif­ted.

			

			Three days later, in that fast-yel­low­ing Oc­to­ber, Soames took a tax­icab to Highg­ate Cemetery and moun­ted through its white forest to the For­syte vault. Close to the ce­dar, above cata­combs and colum­baria, tall, ugly, and in­di­vidu­al, it looked like an apex of the com­pet­it­ive sys­tem. He could re­mem­ber a dis­cus­sion wherein Swith­in had ad­voc­ated the ad­di­tion to its face of the pheas­ant prop­er. The pro­pos­al had been re­jec­ted in fa­vour of a wreath in stone, above the stark words: “The fam­ily vault of Joly­on For­syte: 1850.” It was in good or­der. All trace of the re­cent in­ter­ment had been re­moved, and its sober grey gloomed re­pose­fully in the sun­shine. The whole fam­ily lay there now, ex­cept old Joly­on’s wife, who had gone back un­der a con­tract to her own fam­ily vault in Suf­folk; old Joly­on him­self ly­ing at Robin Hill; and Susan Hay­man, cremated so that none knew where she might be. Soames gazed at it with sat­is­fac­tion—massive, need­ing little at­ten­tion; and this was im­port­ant, for he was well aware that no one would at­tend to it when he him­self was gone, and he would have to be look­ing out for lodgings soon. He might have twenty years be­fore him, but one nev­er knew. Twenty years without an aunt or uncle, with a wife of whom one had bet­ter not know any­thing, with a daugh­ter gone from home. His mood in­clined to mel­an­choly and ret­ro­spec­tion.

			This cemetery was full, they said—of people with ex­traordin­ary names, bur­ied in ex­traordin­ary taste. Still, they had a fine view up here, right over Lon­don. An­nette had once giv­en him a story to read by that French­man, Maupassant, most lugubri­ous con­cern, where all the skel­et­ons emerged from their graves one night, and all the pi­ous in­scrip­tions on the stones were altered to de­scrip­tions of their sins. Not a true story at all. He didn’t know about the French, but there was not much real harm in Eng­lish people ex­cept their teeth and their taste, which was cer­tainly de­plor­able. “The fam­ily vault of Joly­on For­syte: 1850.” A lot of people had been bur­ied here since then—a lot of Eng­lish life crumbled to mould and dust! The boom of an air­plane passing un­der the gold-tin­ted clouds caused him to lift his eyes. The deuce of a lot of ex­pan­sion had gone on. But it all came back to a cemetery—to a name and a date on a tomb. And he thought with a curi­ous pride that he and his fam­ily had done little or noth­ing to help this fe­ver­ish ex­pan­sion. Good sol­id middle­men, they had gone to work with dig­nity to man­age and pos­sess. Su­per­i­or Dos­set, in­deed, had built in a dread­ful, and Joly­on painted in a doubt­ful, peri­od, but so far as he re­membered not an­oth­er of them all had soiled his hands by cre­at­ing any­thing—un­less you coun­ted Val Dartie and his horse-breed­ing. Col­lect­ors, so­li­cit­ors, bar­ris­ters, mer­chants, pub­lish­ers, ac­count­ants, dir­ect­ors, land agents, even sol­diers—there they had been! The coun­try had ex­pan­ded, as it were, in spite of them. They had checked, con­trolled, de­fen­ded, and taken ad­vant­age of the pro­cess and when you con­sidered how Su­per­i­or Dos­set had be­gun life with next to noth­ing, and his lin­eal des­cend­ants already owned what old Grad­man es­tim­ated at between a mil­lion and a mil­lion and a half, it was not so bad! And yet he some­times felt as if the fam­ily bolt was shot, their pos­sess­ive in­stinct dy­ing out. They seemed un­able to make money—this fourth gen­er­a­tion; they were go­ing in­to art, lit­er­at­ure, farm­ing, or the army; or just liv­ing on what was left them—they had no push and no tenacity. They would die out if they didn’t take care.

			Soames turned from the vault and faced to­ward the breeze. The air up here would be de­li­cious if only he could rid his nerves of the feel­ing that mor­tal­ity was in it. He gazed rest­lessly at the crosses and the urns, the an­gels, the “im­mor­telles,” the flowers, gaudy or with­er­ing; and sud­denly he no­ticed a spot which seemed so dif­fer­ent from any­thing else up there that he was ob­liged to walk the few ne­ces­sary yards and look at it. A sober corner, with a massive queer-shaped cross of grey rough-hewn gran­ite, guarded by four dark yew-trees. The spot was free from the pres­sure of the oth­er graves, hav­ing a little box-hedged garden on the far side, and in front a golden­ing birch-tree. This oas­is in the desert of con­ven­tion­al graves ap­pealed to the aes­thet­ic sense of Soames, and he sat down there in the sun­shine. Through those trem­bling gold birch leaves he gazed out at Lon­don, and yiel­ded to the waves of memory. He thought of Irene in Mont­pel­li­er Square, when her hair was rusty-golden and her white shoulders his—Irene, the prize of his love-pas­sion, res­ist­ant to his own­er­ship. He saw Bosin­ney’s body ly­ing in that white mor­tu­ary, and Irene sit­ting on the sofa look­ing at space with the eyes of a dy­ing bird. Again he thought of her by the little green Niobe in the Bois de Boulogne, once more re­ject­ing him. His fancy took him on be­side his drift­ing river on the Novem­ber day when Fleur was to be born, took him to the dead leaves float­ing on the green-tinged wa­ter and the snake-headed weed forever sway­ing and nos­ing, sinu­ous, blind, tethered. And on again to the win­dow opened to the cold starry night above Hyde Park, with his fath­er ly­ing dead. His fancy dar­ted to that pic­ture of “the fu­ture town,” to that boy’s and Fleur’s first meet­ing; to the blu­ish trail of Prosper Pro­fond’s ci­gar, and Fleur in the win­dow point­ing down to where the fel­low prowled. To the sight of Irene and that dead fel­low sit­ting side by side in the stand at Lord’s. To her and that boy at Robin Hill. To the sofa, where Fleur lay crushed up in the corner; to her lips pressed in­to his cheek, and her farewell “Daddy.” And sud­denly he saw again Irene’s grey-gloved hand wav­ing its last ges­ture of re­lease.

			He sat there a long time dream­ing his ca­reer, faith­ful to the scut of his pos­sess­ive in­stinct, warm­ing him­self even with its fail­ures.

			“To Let”—the For­syte age and way of life, when a man owned his soul, his in­vest­ments, and his wo­man, without check or ques­tion. And now the State had, or would have, his in­vest­ments, his wo­man had her­self, and God knew who had his soul. “To Let”—that sane and simple creed!

			The wa­ters of change were foam­ing in, car­ry­ing the prom­ise of new forms only when their de­struct­ive flood should have passed its full. He sat there, sub­con­scious of them, but with his thoughts res­ol­utely set on the past—as a man might ride in­to a wild night with his face to the tail of his gal­lop­ing horse. Athwart the Vic­tori­an dykes the wa­ters were rolling on prop­erty, man­ners, and mor­als, on melody and the old forms of art—wa­ters bring­ing to his mouth a salt taste as of blood, lap­ping to the foot of this Highg­ate Hill where Vic­tori­an­ism lay bur­ied. And sit­ting there, high up on its most in­di­vidu­al spot, Soames—like a fig­ure of In­vest­ment—re­fused their rest­less sounds. In­stinct­ively he would not fight them—there was in him too much primev­al wis­dom, of Man the pos­sess­ive an­im­al. They would quiet down when they had ful­filled their tid­al fever of dis­pos­sess­ing and des­troy­ing; when the cre­ations and the prop­er­ties of oth­ers were suf­fi­ciently broken and de­fec­ted—they would lapse and ebb, and fresh forms would rise based on an in­stinct older than the fever of change—the in­stinct of Home.

			“Je m’en fiche,” said Prosper Pro­fond. Soames did not say “Je m’en fiche”—it was French, and the fel­low was a thorn in his side—but deep down he knew that change was only the in­ter­val of death between two forms of life, de­struc­tion ne­ces­sary to make room for fresh­er prop­erty. What though the board was up, and co­si­ness to let?—someone would come along and take it again some day.

			And only one thing really troubled him, sit­ting there—the mel­an­choly crav­ing in his heart—be­cause the sun was like en­chant­ment on his face and on the clouds and on the golden birch leaves, and the wind’s rustle was so gentle, and the yew-tree green so dark, and the sickle of a moon pale in the sky.

			He might wish and wish and nev­er get it—the beauty and the lov­ing in the world!
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