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				I

				Wil­li­am Goes to the Pic­tures

			
			It all began with Wil­li­am’s aunt, who was in a good tem­per that morn­ing, and gave him a shil­ling for post­ing a let­ter for her and car­ry­ing her par­cels from the gro­cer’s.

			“Buy some sweets or go to the pic­tures,” she said care­lessly, as she gave it to him.

			Wil­li­am walked slowly down the road, gaz­ing thought­fully at the coin. After deep cal­cu­la­tions, based on the fact that a shil­ling is the equi­val­ent of two six­pences, he came to the con­clu­sion that both lux­ur­ies could be in­dulged in.

			In the mat­ter of sweets, Wil­li­am frankly up­held the su­peri­or­ity of quant­ity over qual­ity. Moreover, he knew every sweet shop with­in a two miles ra­di­us of his home whose pro­pri­et­or ad­ded an ex­tra sweet after the scale had des­cen­ded, and he pat­ron­ised these shops ex­clus­ively. With sol­emn face and eager eye, he al­ways watched the pro­cess of weigh­ing, and “stingy” shops were known and banned by him.

			He wandered now to his fa­vour­ite con­fec­tion­er and stood out­side the win­dow for five minutes, torn between the rival at­trac­tions of Goose­berry Eyes and Marble Balls. Both were sold at 4 ounces for 2d. Wil­li­am nev­er pur­chased more ex­pens­ive lux­ur­ies. At last his frown­ing brow re­laxed and he entered the shop.

			“Six­pen­noth of Goose­berry Eyes,” he said, with a slightly self-con­scious air. The ex­tent of his pur­chases rarely ex­ceeded a penny.

			“Hello!” said the shop­keep­er, in amused sur­prise.

			“Got­ter bit of money this morn­in’,” ex­plained Wil­li­am care­lessly, with the air of a Roth­schild.

			He watched the weigh­ing of the em­er­ald green dain­ties with si­lent in­tens­ity, saw with sat­is­fac­tion the ex­tra one ad­ded after the scale had fallen, re­ceived the pre­cious pa­per bag, and, put­ting two sweets in­to his mouth, walked out of the shop.

			Suck­ing slowly, he walked down the road to­wards the Pic­ture Palace. Wil­li­am was not in the habit of fre­quent­ing Pic­ture Palaces. He had only been there once be­fore in his life.

			It was a thrill­ing pro­gramme. First came the story of des­per­ate crooks who, on com­ing out of any build­ing, glanced cau­tiously up and down the street in huddled, crouch­ing at­ti­tudes, then crept os­ten­ta­tiously on their way in a man­ner guar­an­teed to at­tract at­ten­tion and sus­pi­cion at any place and time. The plot was in­volved. They were pur­sued by po­lice, they leapt on to a mov­ing train and then, for no ac­count­able reas­on, leapt from that on to a mov­ing mo­tor­car and from that they plunged in­to a mov­ing river. It was thrill­ing and Wil­li­am thrilled. Sit­ting quite mo­tion­less, he watched, with wide, fas­cin­ated eyes, though his jaws nev­er ceased their ro­tat­ory move­ment and every now and then his hand would go mech­an­ic­ally to the pa­per bag on his knees and con­vey a Goose­berry Eye to his mouth.

			The next play was a simple coun­try love-story, in which figured a simple coun­try maid­en wooed by the squire, who was marked out as the vil­lain by his mous­ta­chios.

			After many ad­ven­tures the simple coun­try maid­en was won by a simple coun­try son of the soil in pic­tur­esque rus­tic at­tire, whose emo­tions were faith­fully por­trayed by ges­tures that must have re­quired much gym­nast­ic skill; the vil­lain was fi­nally shown lan­guish­ing in a pris­on cell, still in­dul­ging in fre­quent eye­brow play.

			Next came an­oth­er love-story—this time of a noble-hearted couple, con­sumed with mu­tu­al pas­sion and kept apart not only by a series of mis­un­der­stand­ings pos­sible only in a pic­ture play, but also by maid­enly pride and re­serve on the part of the heroine and manly pride and re­serve on the part of the hero that forced them to hide their ar­dour be­neath a cold and haughty ex­ter­i­or. The heroine’s broth­er moved through the story like a good fairy, tender and pro­tect­ive to­wards his orphan sis­ter and ul­ti­mately ex­plained to each the burn­ing pas­sion of the oth­er.

			It was mov­ing and touch­ing and Wil­li­am was moved and touched.

			The next was a com­edy. It began by a sol­it­ary work­man en­gaged upon the re­paint­ing of a door and ended with a mis­cel­laneous crowd of people, all covered with paint, fall­ing down­stairs on top of one an­oth­er. It was amus­ing. Wil­li­am was ri­ot­ously and loudly amused.

			Lastly came the pathet­ic story of a drunk­ard’s down­ward path. He began as a wild young man in even­ing clothes drink­ing in­tox­ic­ants and play­ing cards, he ended as a wild old man in rags still drink­ing in­tox­ic­ants and play­ing cards. He had a small child with a pi­ous and su­per­i­or ex­pres­sion, who spent her time weep­ing over him and ex­hort­ing him to a bet­ter life, till, in a mo­ment of jus­ti­fi­able ex­as­per­a­tion, he threw a beer bottle at her head. He then be­dewed her bed in Hos­pit­al with pen­it­ent tears, tore out his hair, flung up his arms to­wards Heav­en, beat his waist­coat, and clasped her to his breast, so that it was not to be wondered at that, after all that ex­cite­ment, the child had a re­lapse and with the words “Good­bye, Fath­er. Do not think of what you have done. I for­give you,” passed peace­fully away.

			Wil­li­am drew a deep breath at the end, and still suck­ing, arose with the throng and passed out.

			Once out­side, he glanced cau­tiously around and slunk down the road in the dir­ec­tion of his home. Then he doubled sud­denly and ran down a back street to put his ima­gin­ary pur­suers off his track. He took a pen­cil from his pock­et and, lev­el­ling it at the empty air, fired twice. Two of his pur­suers fell dead, the rest came on with re­doubled vigour. There was no time to be lost. Run­ning for dear life, he dashed down the next street, leav­ing in his wake an eld­erly gen­tle­man nurs­ing his toe and curs­ing vol­ubly. As he neared his gate, Wil­li­am again drew the pen­cil from his pock­et and, still look­ing back down the road, and fir­ing as he went, he rushed in­to his own gate­way.

			Wil­li­am’s fath­er, who had stayed at home that day be­cause of a bad head­ache and a touch of liv­er, picked him­self up from the middle of a rhodo­den­dron bush and seized Wil­li­am by the back of his neck.

			“You young ruf­fi­an,” he roared, “what do you mean by char­ging in­to me like that?”

			Wil­li­am gently dis­en­gaged him­self.

			“I wasn’t char­gin’, Fath­er,” he said, meekly. “I was only jus’ com­in’ in at the gate, same as oth­er folks. I jus’ wasn’t look­ing jus’ the way you were com­ing, but I can’t look all ways at once, cause—”

			“Be quiet!” roared Wil­li­am’s fath­er.

			Like the rest of the fam­ily, he dreaded Wil­li­am’s elo­quence.

			“What’s that on your tongue! Put your tongue out.”

			Wil­li­am obeyed. The col­our of Wil­li­am’s tongue would have put to shame Spring’s freshest tints.

			“How many times am I to tell you,” bel­lowed Wil­li­am’s fath­er, “that I won’t have you go­ing about eat­ing filthy pois­ons all day between meals?”

			“It’s not filthy pois­on,” said Wil­li­am. “It’s jus’ a few sweets Aunt Susan gave me ’cause I kin’ly went to the post of­fice for her an’—”

			“Be quiet! Have you got any more of the foul things?”

			“They’re not foul things,” said Wil­li­am, dog­gedly. “They’re good. Jus’ have one, an’ try. They’re jus’ a few sweets Aunt Susan kin’ly gave me an’—”

			“Be quiet! Where are they?”

			Slowly and re­luct­antly Wil­li­am drew forth his bag. His fath­er seized it and flung it far in­to the bushes. For the next ten minutes Wil­li­am con­duc­ted a thor­ough and sys­tem­at­ic search among the bushes and for the rest of the day con­sumed Goose­berry Eyes and garden soil in fairly equal pro­por­tions.

			He wandered round to the back garden and climbed on to the wall.

			“Hello!” said the little girl next door, look­ing up.

			Some­thing about the little girl’s head and curls re­minded Wil­li­am of the simple coun­try maid­en. There was a touch of the artist­ic tem­pera­ment about Wil­li­am. He promptly felt him­self the simple coun­try son of the soil.

			“Hullo, Joan,” he said in a deep, husky voice in­ten­ded to be ex­press­ive of in­tense af­fec­tion. “Have you missed me while I’ve been away?”

			“Didn’t know you’d been away,” said Joan. “What are you talk­ing so funny for?”

			“I’m not talkin’ funny,” said Wil­li­am in the same husky voice, “I can’t help talkin’ like this.”

			“You’ve got a cold. That’s what you’ve got. That’s what Moth­er said when she saw you splash­ing about with your rain tub this morn­ing. She said, ‘The next thing that we shall hear of Wil­li­am Brown will be he’s in bed with a cold.’ ”

			“It’s not a cold,” said Wil­li­am mys­ter­i­ously. “It’s jus’ the way I feel.”

			“What are you eat­ing?”

			“Goose­berry Eyes. Like one?” He took the pack­et from his pock­et and handed it down to her. “Go on. Take two—three,” he said in reck­less gen­er­os­ity.

			“But they’re—dirty.”

			“Go on. It’s only ord’nery dirt. It soon sucks off. They’re jolly good.” He poured a shower of them lav­ishly down to her.

			“I say,” he said, re­vert­ing to his char­ac­ter of simple coun­try lov­er. “Did you say you’d missed me? I bet you didn’t think of me as much as I did of you. I jus’ bet you didn’t.” His voice had sunk deep­er and deep­er till it al­most died away.

			“I say, Wil­li­am, does your throat hurt you aw­ful, that you’ve got to talk like that?”

			Her blue eyes were anxious and sym­path­et­ic.

			Wil­li­am put one hand to his throat and frowned.

			“A bit,” he con­fessed lightly.

			“Oh, Wil­li­am!” she clasped her hands. “Does it hurt all the time?”

			Her so­li­citude was flat­ter­ing.

			“I don’t talk much about it, any­way, do I?” he said man­fully.

			She star­ted up and stared at him with big blue eyes.

			“Oh, Wil­li­am! Is it—is it your—lungs? I’ve got an aunt that’s got lungs and she coughs and coughs,” Wil­li­am coughed hast­ily, “and it hurts her and makes her aw­ful bad. Oh, Wil­li­am, I do hope you’ve not got lungs.”

			Her tender, anxious little face was up­turned to him. “I guess I have got lungs,” he said, “but I don’t make a fuss about ’em.”

			He coughed again.

			“What does the doc­tor say about it?”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered a minute.

			“He says it’s lungs all right,” he said at last. “He says I got­ter be jolly care­ful.”

			“Wil­li­am, would you like my new paint­box?”

			“I don’t think so. Not now. Thanks.”

			“I’ve got three balls and one’s quite new. Wouldn’t you like it, Wil­li­am?”

			“No—thanks. You see, it’s no use my col­lectin’ a lot of things. You nev­er know—with lungs.”

			“Oh, Wil­li­am!”

			Her dis­tress was pathet­ic.

			“Of course,” he said hast­ily, “if I’m care­ful it’ll be all right. Don’t you worry about me.”

			“Joan!” from the house.

			“That’s Moth­er. Good­bye, Wil­li­am dear. If Fath­er brings me home any chocol­ate, I’ll bring it in to you. I will—hon­est. Thanks for the Goose­berry Eyes. Good­bye.”

			“Good­bye—and don’t worry about me,” he ad­ded bravely.

			He put an­oth­er Goose­berry Eye in­to his mouth and wandered round aim­lessly to the front of the house. His grown-up sis­ter, Eth­el, was at the front door, shak­ing hands with a young man.

			“I’ll do all I can for you,” she was say­ing earn­estly.

			Their hands were clasped.

			“I know you will,” he said equally earn­estly.

			Both look and hand­clasp were long. The young man walked away. Eth­el stood at the door, gaz­ing after him, with a faraway look in her eyes. Wil­li­am was in­ter­ested.

			“That was Jack Mor­gan, wasn’t it?” he said.

			“Yes,” said Eth­el ab­sently and went in­to the house.

			The look, the long hand­clasp, the words lingered in Wil­li­am’s memory. They must be jolly fond of each oth­er, like people are when they’re en­gaged, but he knew they wer­en’t en­gaged. P’raps they were too proud to let each oth­er know how fond they were of each oth­er—like the man and girl at the pic­tures. Eth­el wanted a broth­er like the one in the pic­tures to let the man know she was fond of him. Then a light came sud­denly in­to Wil­li­am’s mind and he stood, deep in thought.

			In­side the draw­ing-room, Eth­el was talk­ing to her moth­er.

			“He’s go­ing to pro­pose to her next Sunday. He told me about it be­cause I’m her best friend, and he wanted to ask me if I thought he’d any chance. I said I thought he had, and I said I’d try and pre­pare her a little and put in a good word for him if I could. Isn’t it thrill­ing?”

			“Yes, dear. By the way, did you see Wil­li­am any­where? I do hope he’s not in mis­chief.”

			“He was in the front garden a minute ago.” She went to the win­dow. “He’s not there now, though.”

			Wil­li­am had just ar­rived at Mr. Mor­gan’s house.

			The maid showed him in­to Mr. Mor­gan’s sit­ting-room.

			“Mr. Brown,” she an­nounced.

			The young man rose to re­ceive his guest with po­lite­ness not un­mixed with be­wil­der­ment. His ac­quaint­ance with Wil­li­am was of the slight­est.

			“Good af­ter­noon,” said Wil­li­am. “I’ve come from Eth­el.”

			“Yes?”

			“Yes.” Wil­li­am fumbled in his pock­et and at last drew forth a rose­bud, slightly crushed by its close con­fine­ment in the com­pany of the Goose­berry Eyes, a pen­knife, a top and a piece of putty.

			“She sent you this,” said Wil­li­am gravely.

			Mr. Mor­gan gazed at it with the air of one who is sleep­walk­ing.

			“Yes? Er—very kind of her.”

			“Kinder keep­sake. Souven­eer,” ex­plained Wil­li­am.

			“Yes. Er—any mes­sage?”

			“Oh, yes. She wants you to come in and see her this even­ing.”

			“Er—yes. Of course. I’ve just come from her. Per­haps she re­membered some­thing she wanted to tell me after I’d gone.”

			“P’raps.”

			Then, “Any par­tic­u­lar time?”

			“No. ’Bout sev­en, I ex­pect.”

			“Oh, yes.”

			Mr. Mor­gan’s eyes were fixed with a fas­cin­ated won­der­ing gaze upon the limp, and by no means spot­less, rose­bud.

			“You say she—sent this?”

			“Yes.”

			“And no oth­er mes­sage?”

			“No.”

			“Er—well, say I’ll come with pleas­ure, will you?”

			“Yes.”

			Si­lence.

			Then, “She thinks an aw­ful lot of you, Eth­el does.”

			Mr. Mor­gan passed a hand over his brow.

			“Yes? Kind—er—very kind, I’m sure.”

			“Al­ways talkin’ about you in her sleep,” went on Wil­li­am, warm­ing to his theme. “I sleep in the next room and I can hear her talkin’ about you all night. Jus’ say­in’ your name over and over again. ‘Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan.’ ” Wil­li­am’s voice was husky and soul­ful. “Jus’ like that—over an’ over again. ‘Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan.’ ”

			Mr. Mor­gan was speech­less. He sat gaz­ing with hor­ror-stricken face at his young vis­it­or.

			“Are you—sure?” he said at last. “It might be someone else’s name.”

			“No, ’tisn’t,” said Wil­li­am firmly. “It’s yours. ‘Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan, Jack Mor­gan’—jus’ like that. An’ she eats just noth­in’ now. Al­ways hangin’ round the win­dows to watch you pass.”

			The per­spir­a­tion stood out in beads on Mr. Mor­gan’s brow.

			“It’s—hor­rible,” he said at last in a hoarse whis­per.

			Wil­li­am was grat­i­fied. The young man had at last real­ised his cruelty. But Wil­li­am nev­er liked to leave a task half done. He still sat on and calmly and si­lently con­sidered his next state­ment. Mech­an­ic­ally he put a hand in­to his pock­et and con­veyed a Goose­berry Eye to his mouth. Mr. Mor­gan also sat in si­lence with a stricken look upon his face, gaz­ing in­to va­cancy.

			“She’s got your photo,” said Wil­li­am at last, “fixed up in­to one of those little round things on a chain round her neck.”

			“Are—you—sure?” said Mr. Mor­gan des­per­ately.

			“Sure’s fate,” said Wil­li­am rising. “Well, I’d bet­ter be goin’. She per­tic-ler wants to see you alone to­night. Good­bye.”

			But Mr. Mor­gan did not an­swer. He sat huddled up in his chair star­ing in front of him long after Wil­li­am had gone jauntily on his way. Then he moistened his dry lips.

			“Good Lord,” he groaned.

			Wil­li­am was think­ing of the pic­tures as he went home. That paint­er one was jolly good. When they all got all over paint! And when they all fell down­stairs! Wil­li­am sud­denly guf­fawed out loud at the memory. But what had the paint­er chap been do­ing at the very be­gin­ning be­fore he began to paint? He’d been get­ting off the old paint with a sort of torch thing and a knife, then he began put­ting the new paint on. Just sort of melt­ing the old paint and then scrap­ing it off. Wil­li­am had nev­er seen it done in real life, but he sup­posed that was the way you did get old paint off. Melt­ing it with some sort of fire, then scrap­ing it off. He wasn’t sure wheth­er it was that, but he could find out. As he entered the house he took his pen­knife from his pock­et, opened it thought­fully, and went up­stairs.

			Mr. Brown came home about din­ner­time.

			“How’s your head, fath­er?” said Eth­el sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			“Rot­ten!” said Mr. Brown, sink­ing wear­ily in­to an arm­chair.

			“Per­haps din­ner will do it good,” said Mrs. Brown, “it ought to be ready now.”

			The house­maid entered the room.

			“Mr. Mor­gan, mum. He wants to see Miss Eth­el. I’ve shown him in­to the lib­rary.”

			“Now?” ex­ploded Mr. Brown. “What the deu—why the dick­ens is the young idi­ot com­ing at this time of day? Sev­en o’clock! What time does he think we have din­ner? What does he mean by com­ing round pay­ing calls on people at din­ner time? What—”

			“Eth­el, dear,” in­ter­rup­ted Mrs. Brown, “do go and see what he wants and get rid of him as soon as you can.”

			Eth­el entered the lib­rary, care­fully clos­ing the door be­hind her to keep out the sound of her fath­er’s com­ments, which were plainly aud­ible across the hall.

			She no­ticed some­thing wan and hag­gard-look­ing on Mr. Mor­gan’s face as he rose to greet her.

			“Er—good even­ing, Miss Brown.”

			“Good even­ing, Mr. Mor­gan.”

			Then they sat in si­lence, both await­ing some ex­plan­a­tion of the vis­it. The si­lence be­came op­press­ive. Mr. Mor­gan, with an air of acute misery and em­bar­rass­ment, shif­ted his feet and coughed. Eth­el looked at the clock. Then—

			“Was it rain­ing when you came, Mr. Mor­gan?”

			“Rain­ing? Er—no. No—not at all.”

			Si­lence.

			“I thought it looked like rain this af­ter­noon.”

			“Yes, of course. Er—no, not at all.”

			Si­lence.

			“It does make the roads so bad round here when it rains.”

			“Yes.” Mr. Mor­gan put up a hand as though to loosen his col­lar. “Er—very bad.”

			“Al­most im­pass­able.”

			“Er—quite.”

			Si­lence again.

			In­side the draw­ing-room, Mr. Brown was grow­ing rest­ive.

			“Is din­ner to be kept wait­ing for that youth all night? Quarter past sev­en! You know it’s just what I can’t stand—hav­ing my meals in­terfered with. Is my di­ges­tion to be ruined simply be­cause this young nin­com­poop chooses to pay his so­cial calls at sev­en o’clock at night?”

			“Then we must ask him to din­ner,” said Mrs. Brown, des­per­ately. “We really must.”

			“We must not,” said Mr. Brown. “Can’t I stay away from the of­fice for one day with a head­ache, without hav­ing to en­ter­tain all the young jack­asses for miles around.” The tele­phone bell rang. He raised his hands above his head.

			“Oh—”

			“I’ll go, dear,” said Mrs. Brown hast­ily.

			She re­turned with a wor­ried frown on her brow.

			“It’s Mrs. Clive,” she said. “She says Joan has been very sick be­cause of some hor­rible sweets Wil­li­am gave her, and she said she was so sorry to hear about Wil­li­am and hoped he’d be bet­ter soon. I couldn’t quite make it out, but it seems that Wil­li­am has been telling them that he had to go and see a doc­tor about his lungs and the doc­tor said they were very weak and he’d have to be care­ful.”

			Mr. Brown sat up and looked at her. “But—why—on—earth?” he said slowly.

			“I don’t know, dear,” said Mrs. Brown, help­lessly. “I don’t know any­thing about it.”

			“He’s mad,” said Mr. Brown with con­vic­tion. “Mad. It’s the only ex­plan­a­tion.”

			Then came the open­ing and shut­ting of the front door and Eth­el entered. She was very flushed.

			“He’s gone,” she said. “Moth­er, it’s simply hor­rible! He didn’t tell me much, but it seems that Wil­li­am ac­tu­ally went to his house and told him that I wanted to see him alone at sev­en o’clock this even­ing. I’ve hardly spoken to Wil­li­am today. He couldn’t have mis­un­der­stood any­thing I said. And he ac­tu­ally took a flower with him—a dread­ful-look­ing rose­bud—and said I’d sent it. I simply didn’t know where to look or what to say. It was hor­rible!”

			Mrs. Brown sat gaz­ing weakly at her daugh­ter.

			Mr. Brown rose with the air of a man goaded bey­ond en­dur­ance.

			“Where is Wil­li­am?” he said shortly.

			“I don’t know, but I thought I heard him go up­stairs some time ago.”

			Wil­li­am was up­stairs. For the last twenty minutes he had been hap­pily and quietly en­gaged upon his bed­room door with a lighted taper in one hand and pen­knife in the oth­er. There was no doubt about it. By suc­cess­ful ex­per­i­ment he had proved that that was the way you got old paint off. When Mr. Brown came up­stairs he had en­tirely stripped one pan­el of its paint.

			

			An hour later Wil­li­am sat in the back garden on an up­turned box suck­ing, with a cer­tain dogged de­fi­ance, the last and dirti­est of the Goose­berry Eyes. Sadly he re­viewed the day. It had not been a suc­cess. His gen­er­os­ity to the little girl next door had been mis­con­strued in­to an at­tempt upon her life, his ef­forts to help on his only sis­ter’s love af­fair had been pain­fully mis­un­der­stood, lastly be­cause (among oth­er things) he had dis­covered a per­fectly sci­entif­ic meth­od of re­mov­ing old paint, he had been bru­tally as­saul­ted by a vi­ol­ent and un­reas­on­able par­ent. Sud­denly Wil­li­am began to won­der if his fath­er drank. He saw him­self, through a mist of pathos, as a drunk­ard’s child. He tried to ima­gine his fath­er weep­ing over him in hos­pit­al and beg­ging his for­give­ness. It was a won­der he wasn’t there now, any­way. His shoulders drooped—his whole at­ti­tude be­came ex­press­ive of ex­treme de­jec­tion.

			In­side the house, his fath­er, re­clin­ing at length in an arm­chair, dis­coursed to his wife on the sub­ject of his son. One hand was pressed to his aching brow, and the oth­er ges­tic­u­lat­ing freely. “He’s in­sane,” he said, “stark, rav­ing in­sane. You ought to take him to a doc­tor and get his brain ex­amined. Look at him today. He be­gins by knock­ing me in­to the middle of the rhodo­den­dron bushes—un­der no pro­voca­tion, mind you. I hadn’t spoken to him. Then he tries to pois­on that nice little thing next door with some vile stuff I thought I’d thrown away. Then he goes about telling people he’s con­sumptive. He looks it, doesn’t he? Then he takes ex­traordin­ary mes­sages and love tokens from Eth­el to strange young men and brings them here just when we’re go­ing to be­gin din­ner, and then goes round burn­ing and hack­ing at the doors. Where’s the sense in it—in any of it? They’re the acts of a lun­at­ic—you ought to have his brain ex­amined.”

			Mrs. Brown cut off her darn­ing wool and laid aside the sock she had just fin­ished darn­ing.

			“It cer­tainly sounds very silly, dear,” she said mildly. “But there might be some ex­plan­a­tion of it all, if only we knew. Boys are such funny things.”

			She looked at the clock and went over to the win­dow, “Wil­li­am!” she called. “It’s your bed­time, dear.”

			Wil­li­am rose sadly and came slowly in­to the house.

			“Good night, Moth­er,” he said; then he turned a mourn­ful and re­proach­ful eye upon his fath­er.

			“Good night, Fath­er,” he said. “Don’t think about what you’ve done, I for—”

			He stopped and de­cided, hast­ily but wisely, to re­tire with all pos­sible speed.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Wil­li­am the In­truder

			
			“She’s dif­fer­ent from every­body else in the world,” stammered Robert ec­stat­ic­ally. “You simply couldn’t de­scribe her. No one could!”

			His moth­er con­tin­ued to darn his socks and made no com­ment.

			Only Wil­li­am, his young broth­er, showed in­terest.

			“How’s she dif­fer­ent from any­one else?” he de­man­ded. “Is she blind or lame or sumth­in’?”

			Robert turned on him with ex­as­per­a­tion.

			“Oh, go and play at trains!” he said. “A child like you can’t un­der­stand any­thing.”

			Wil­li­am re­tired with dig­nity to the win­dow and listened, with in­terest un­abated, to the rest of the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“Yes, but who is she, dear?” said their moth­er. “Robert, I can’t think how you get these big holes in your heels!”

			Robert ran his hands wildly through his hair.

			“I’ve told you who she is, Moth­er,” he said. “I’ve been talk­ing about her ever since I came in­to the room.”

			“Yes, I know, dear, but you haven’t men­tioned her name or any­thing about her.”

			“Well,” Robert spoke with an air of su­per­hu­man pa­tience, “she’s a Miss Can­non and she’s stay­ing with the Clives and I met her out with Mrs. Clive this morn­ing and she in­tro­duced me and she’s the most beau­ti­ful girl I’ve ever seen and she—”

			“Yes,” said Mrs. Brown hast­ily, “you told me all that.”

			“Well,” went on the in­fatu­ated Robert, “we must have her to tea. I know I can’t marry yet—not while I’m still at col­lege—but I could get to know her. Not that I sup­pose she’d look at me. She’s miles above me—miles above any­one. She’s the most beau­ti­ful girl I’ve ever seen. You can’t ima­gine her. You wouldn’t be­lieve me if I de­scribed her. No one could de­scribe her. She—”

			Mrs. Brown in­ter­rup­ted him with haste.

			“I’ll ask Mrs. Clive to bring her over one af­ter­noon. I’ve no more of this blue wool, Robert. I wish you didn’t have your socks such dif­fer­ent col­ours. I shall have to use mauve. It’s right on the heel; it won’t show.”

			Robert gave a gasp of hor­ror.

			“You can’t, Moth­er. How do you know it won’t show? And even if it didn’t show, the thought of it—! It’s—it’s a crisis of my life now I’ve met her. I can’t go about feel­ing ri­dicu­lous.”

			“I say,” said Wil­li­am open-mouthed. “Are you spoony on her?”

			“Wil­li­am, don’t use such vul­gar ex­pres­sions,” said Mrs. Brown. “Robert just feels a friendly in­terest in her, don’t you, Robert?”

			“ ‘A friendly in­terest’!” groaned Robert in des­pair. “No one ever tries to un­der­stand what I feel. After all I’ve told you about her and that she’s the most beau­ti­ful girl I’ve ever seen and miles above me and above any­one and you think I feel a ‘friendly in­terest’ in her. It’s—it’s the one great pas­sion of my life! It’s—”

			“Well,” put in Mrs. Brown mildly, “I’ll ring up Mrs. Clive and ask if she’s do­ing any­thing to­mor­row af­ter­noon.”

			Robert’s tra­gic young face lit up, then he stood wrapt in thought, and a cloud of anxi­ety over­cast it.

			“El­len can press the trousers of my brown suit to­night, can’t she? And, Moth­er, could you get me some socks and a tie be­fore to­mor­row? Blue, I think—a bright blue, you know, not too bright, but not so as you don’t no­tice them. I wish the laun­dry was a de­cent one. You know, a man’s col­lar ought to shine when it’s new on. They nev­er put a shine on to them. I’d bet­ter have some new ones for to­mor­row. It’s so im­port­ant, how one looks. She—people judge you on how you look. They—”

			Mrs. Brown laid her work aside.

			“I’ll go and ring up Mrs. Clive now,” she said.

			When she re­turned, Wil­li­am had gone and Robert was stand­ing by the win­dow, his face pale with sus­pense, and a Na­po­leon­ic frown on his brow.

			“Mrs. Clive can’t come,” an­nounced Mrs. Brown in her com­fort­able voice, “but Miss Can­non will come alone. It ap­pears she’s met Eth­el be­fore. So you needn’t worry any more, dear.”

			Robert gave a sar­don­ic laugh.

			“Worry!” he said, “There’s plenty to worry about still. What about Wil­li­am?”

			“Well, what about him?”

			“Well, can’t he go away some­where to­mor­row? Things nev­er go right when Wil­li­am’s there. You know they don’t.”

			“The poor boy must have tea with us, dear. He’ll be very good, I’m sure. Eth­el will be home then and she’ll help. I’ll tell Wil­li­am not to worry you. I’m sure he’ll be good.”

			

			Wil­li­am had re­ceived spe­cif­ic in­struc­tions. He was not to come in­to the house till the tea-bell rang, and he was to go out and play in the garden again dir­ectly after tea. He was per­fectly will­ing to obey them. He was thrilled by the thought of Robert in the role of the lovelorn hero. He took the situ­ation quite ser­i­ously.

			He was in the garden when the vis­it­or came up the drive. He had been told not to ob­trude him­self upon her no­tice, so he crept up si­lently and peered at her through the rhodo­den­dron bushes. The pro­ceed­ing also happened to suit his char­ac­ter of the mo­ment, which was that of a Red In­di­an chief.

			Miss Can­non was cer­tainly pretty. She had brown hair, brown eyes, and dimples that came and went in her rosy cheeks. She was dressed in white and car­ried a para­sol. She walked up the drive, look­ing neither to right nor left, till a slight move­ment in the bushes ar­res­ted her at­ten­tion. She turned quickly and saw a small boy’s face, smeared black with burnt cork and framed in hens’ feath­ers tied on with tape. The dimples peeped out.

			“Hail, O great chief!” she said.

			Wil­li­am gazed at her open-mouthed. Such in­tel­li­gence on the part of a grownup was un­usu­al.

			“Chief Red Hand,” he sup­plied with a fierce scowl.

			She bowed low, brown eyes alight with mer­ri­ment.

			“And what death awaits the poor white face who has fallen de­fence­less in­to his hand?”

			“You bet­ter come quiet to my wig­wam an’ see,” said Red Hand darkly.

			She threw a glance to the bend in the drive be­hind which lay the house and with a low laugh fol­lowed him through the bushes. From one point the draw­ing-room win­dow could be seen, and there the anxious Robert stood, pale with anxi­ety, stiff and up­right in his newly-creased trousers (well turned up to show the new blue socks), his soul­ful eyes fixed stead­fastly on the bend in the drive round which the be­loved should come. Every now and then his nervous hand wandered up to touch the new tie and gleam­ing new col­lar, which was rather too high and too tight for com­fort, but which the shop­keep­er had in­formed his har­assed cus­tom­er was the “latest and most cor­rect shape.”

			Mean­while the be­loved had reached Wil­li­am’s “dugout.” Wil­li­am had made this him­self of branches cut down from the trees and spent many happy hours in it with one or oth­er of his friends.

			“Here is the wig­wam, Pale­face,” he said in a sepulchral voice. “Stand here while I de­cide with Snake Face and the oth­er chiefs what’s goin’ to be done to you. There’s Snake Face an’ the oth­ers,” he ad­ded in his nat­ur­al voice, point­ing to a small cluster of shrubs.

			Ap­proach­ing these, he stood and talked fiercely and un­in­tel­li­gibly for a few minutes, turn­ing his scowl­ing corked face and point­ing his fin­ger at her every now and then, as, ap­par­ently, he de­scribed his cap­ture.

			Then he ap­proached her again.

			“That was Red In­di­an what I was talkin’ then,” he ex­plained in his or­din­ary voice, then sink­ing it to its low, roar­ing note and scowl­ing more fe­ro­ciously than ever, “Snake Face says the Pale­face must be scalped and cooked and eat!”

			He took out a pen­knife and opened it as though to per­form the op­er­a­tion, then con­tin­ued, “But me and the oth­ers say that if you’ll be a squaw an’ cook for us we’ll let you go alive.”

			Miss Can­non dropped on to her knees.

			“Most humble and grate­ful thanks, great Red Hand,” she said. “I will with pleas­ure be your squaw.”

			“I’ve got­ter fire round here,” said Wil­li­am proudly, lead­ing her to the back of the wig­wam, where a small wood fire smouldered spir­it­lessly, choked by a large tin full of a dark li­quid.

			“That, O Squaw,” said Red Hand with a dra­mat­ic ges­ture, “is a Pale­face we caught las’ night!”

			The squaw clasped her hands to­geth­er.

			“Oh, how lovely!” she said. “Is he cook­ing?”

			Red Hand nod­ded. Then,

			“I’ll get you some feath­ers,” he said ob­li­gingly. “You oughter have feath­ers, too.”

			He re­tired in­to the depth of the wig­wam and re­turned with a hand­ful of hen feath­ers. Miss Can­non took off her big shady hat and stuck the feath­ers in­to her fluffy brown hair with a laugh.

			“This is jolly!” she said. “I love Red In­di­ans!”

			“I’ve got some cork you can have to do your face, too,” went on Wil­li­am with reck­less gen­er­os­ity. “It soon burns in the fire.”

			She threw a glance to­wards the chim­neys of the house that could be seen through the trees and shook her pretty head re­gret­fully.

			“I’m afraid I’d bet­ter not,” she said sadly.

			“Well,” he said, “now I’ll go huntin’ and you stir the Pale­face and we’ll eat him when I come back. Now, I’ll be off. You watch me track.”

			He opened his clasp-knife with a bloodthirsty flour­ish and, cast­ing sin­is­ter glances round him, crept upon his hands and knees in­to the bushes. He circled about, well with­in his squaw’s vis­ion, ob­vi­ously bent upon im­press­ing her. She stirred the mix­ture in the tin with a twig and threw him every now and then the ad­mir­ing glances he so evid­ently de­sired.

			Soon he re­turned, car­ry­ing over his shoulder a doormat which he threw down at her feet.

			“A ven­ison, O squaw,” he said in a lordly voice. “Let it be cooked. I’ve had it out all morn­ing,” he ad­ded in his or­din­ary tones; “they’ve not missed it yet.”

			He fetched from the “wig­wam” two small jagged tins and, tak­ing the lar­ger tin off the fire, poured some in­to each.

			“Now,” he said, “here’s some Pale­face for you, squaw.”

			“Oh,” she said, “I’m sure he’s aw­fully good, but—”

			“You needn’t be frightened of it,” said Wil­li­am pro­tect­ively. “It’s jolly good, I can tell you.” He picked up the pa­per cov­er of a pack­et of soup from be­hind the trees. “It’s jus’ that and wa­ter and it’s jolly good!”

			“How lovely! Do they let you—?”

			“They don’t let me,” he broke in hast­ily, “but there’s heaps in the lar­der and they don’t no­tice one every now an’ then. Go on!” en­cour­agingly, “I don’t mind you hav­ing it! Hon­est, I don’t! I’ll get some more soon.”

			Bravely she raised the tin to her lips and took a sip.

			“Gor­geous!” she said, shut­ting her eyes. Then she drained the tin.

			Wil­li­am’s face shone with pride and hap­pi­ness. But it clouded over as the sound of a bell rang out from the house.

			“Crumbs! That’s tea!”

			Hast­ily Miss Can­non took the feath­ers from her hair and put on her hat.

			“You don’t keep a look­ing-glass in your wig­wam I sup­pose?” she said.

			“N-no,” ad­mit­ted Wil­li­am. “But I’ll get one for next time you come. I’ll get one from Eth­el’s room.”

			“Won’t she mind?”

			“She won’t know,” said Wil­li­am simply.

			Miss Can­non smoothed down her dress.

			“I’m hor­ribly late. What will they think of me? It was aw­ful of me to come with you. I’m al­ways do­ing aw­ful things. That’s a secret between you and me.” She gave Wil­li­am a smile that dazzled him. “Now come in and we’ll con­fess.”

			“I can’t,” said Wil­li­am. “I’ve got to wash an’ come down tidy. I prom­ised I would. It’s a spe­cial day. Be­cause of Robert, you know. Well you know. Be­cause of—Robert!”

			He looked up at her mys­ti­fied face with a sig­ni­fic­ant nod.

			

			Robert was frantic. He had run his hands through his hair so of­ten that it stood around his head like a spiked halo.

			“We can’t be­gin without her,” he said. “She’ll think we’re aw­ful. It will—put her off me forever. She’s not used to be­ing treated like that. She’s the sort of girl people don’t be­gin without. She’s the most beau­ti­ful girl I’ve ever met in all my life and you—my own moth­er—treat her like this. You may be ru­in­ing my life. You’ve no idea what this means to me. If you’d seen her you’d feel more sym­pathy. I simply can’t de­scribe her—I—”

			“I said four o’clock, Robert,” said Mrs. Brown firmly, “and it’s after half-past. Eth­el, tell Emma she can ring the bell and bring in tea.”

			The per­spir­a­tion stood out on Robert’s brow.

			“It’s—the down­fall of all my hopes,” he said hoarsely.

			Then, a few minutes after the echoes of the tea-bell died away, the front door bell rang sharply. Robert stroked his hair down with wild, un­res­trained move­ments of his hands, and summoned a tor­tured smile to his lips.

			Miss Can­non ap­peared upon the threshold, be­witch­ing and de­mure.

			“Aren’t I per­fectly dis­grace­ful?” she said with her low laugh. “To tell the truth, I met your little boy in the drive and I’ve been with him some time. He’s a per­fect little dear, isn’t he?”

			Her brown eyes res­ted on Robert. Robert moistened his lips and smiled the tor­tured smile, but was bey­ond speech.

			“Yes, I know Eth­el and I met your son—yes­ter­day, wasn’t it?”

			Robert mur­mured un­in­tel­li­gibly, rais­ing one hand to the too tight col­lar, and then bowed vaguely in her dir­ec­tion.

			Then they went in to tea.

			Wil­li­am, his hair well brushed, the cork par­tially washed from his face, and the feath­ers re­moved, ar­rived a few minutes later. Con­ver­sa­tion was car­ried on chiefly by Miss Can­non and Eth­el. Robert racked his brain for some strik­ing re­mark, some­thing that would raise him in her es­teem far above the ranks of the or­din­ary young man, but noth­ing came. Whenev­er her brown eyes res­ted on him, how­ever, he summoned the mirth­less smile to his lips and raised a hand to re­lieve the strain of the im­pris­on­ing col­lar. Des­per­ately he felt the pre­cious mo­ments passing and his pas­sion yet un­re­vealed, ex­cept by his eyes, whose mes­sage he was afraid she had not read.

			As they rose from tea, Wil­li­am turned to his moth­er, with an anxious sib­il­ant whis­per,

			“Ought I to have put on my best suit too?”

			The de­mure lights danced in Miss Can­non’s eyes and the look the per­spir­ing Robert sent him would have crushed a less bold spir­it.

			Wil­li­am had quite for­got­ten the or­ders he had re­ceived to re­tire from the scene dir­ectly after tea. He was im­per­vi­ous to all hints. He fol­lowed in the train of the all-con­quer­ing Miss Can­non to the draw­ing-room and sat on the sofa with Robert who had taken his seat next his be­loved.

			“Are you—er—fond of read­ing, Miss Can­non?” began Robert with a pain­ful ef­fort.

			“I—wrote a tale once,” said Wil­li­am boast­fully, lean­ing over Robert be­fore she could an­swer. “It was a jolly good one. I showed it to some people. I’ll show it to you if you like. It began with a pir­ate on a raft an’ he’d stole some jew­el’ry and the king the jew­els be­longed to was com­ing after him on a steam­er and jus’ when he was com­in’ up to him he jumped in­to the wa­ter and took the jewls with him an’ a fish eat the jewls and the king caught it an’,” he paused for breath.

			“I’d love to read it!” said Miss Can­non.

			Robert turned side­ways, and rest­ing an arm on his knee to ex­clude the per­sist­ent Wil­li­am, spoke in a husky voice.

			“What is your fa­vour­ite flower, Miss Can­non?”

			Wil­li­am’s small head was craned round Robert’s arm.

			“I’ve got­ter garden. I’ve got Vir­gin­ia Stock grow’n all over it. It grows up in no time. An’ must’erd ’n cress grows in no time, too. I like things what grow quick, don’t you? You get tired of wait­ing for the oth­er sorts, don’t you?”

			Robert rose des­per­ately.

			“Would you care to see the garden and green­houses, Miss Can­non?” he said.

			“I’d love to,” said Miss Can­non.

			With a threat­en­ing glare at Wil­li­am, Robert led the way to the garden. And Wil­li­am, all in­no­cent an­im­a­tion, fol­lowed.

			“Can you tie knots what can’t come un­tied?” he de­man­ded.

			“No,” she said, “I wish I could.”

			“I can. I’ll show you. I’ll get a piece of string and show you af­ter­wards. It’s easy but it wants prac­tice, that’s all. An’ I’ll teach you how to make aero­planes out of pa­per what fly in the air when it’s windy. That’s quite easy. Only you’ve got­ter be care­ful to get ’em the right size. I can make ’em and I can make lots of things out of match­boxes an’ things an’—”

			The in­furi­ated Robert in­ter­rup­ted.

			“These are my fath­er’s roses. He’s very proud of them.”

			“They’re beau­ti­ful.”

			“Well, wait till you see my Vir­gin­ia Stock! that’s all. Wait—”

			“Will you have this tea-rose, Miss Can­non?” Robert’s face was purple as he presen­ted it. “It—it—er—it suits you. You—er—flowers and you—that is—I’m sure—you love flowers—you should—er—al­ways have flowers. If I—”

			“An’ I’ll get you those red ones and that white one,” broke in the equally in­fatu­ated Wil­li­am, de­term­ined not to be out­shone. “An’ I’ll get you some of my Vir­gin­ia Stock. An’ I don’t give my Vir­gin­ia Stock to any­one,” he ad­ded with em­phas­is.

			When they re-entered the draw­ing-room, Miss Can­non car­ried a large bou­quet of Vir­gin­ia Stock and white and red roses which com­pletely hid Robert’s tea-rose. Wil­li­am was by her side, chat­ting air­ily and con­fid­ently. Robert fol­lowed—a pale statue of des­pair.

			In an­swer to Robert’s ag­on­ised glance, Mrs. Brown summoned Wil­li­am to her corner, while Robert and Miss Can­non took their seat again upon the sofa.

			“I hope—I hope,” said Robert soul­fully, “I hope your stay here is a long one?”

			“Well, why shan’t I jus’ speak to her?” Wil­li­am’s whis­per was loud and in­dig­nant.

			“ ’Sh, dear!” said Mrs. Brown.

			“I should like to show you some of the walks around here,” went on Robert des­per­ately with a fear­ful glance to­wards the corner where Wil­li­am stood in right­eous in­dig­na­tion be­fore his moth­er. “If I could have that—er—pleas­ure—er—hon­our?”

			“I was only jus’ speak­ing to her,” went on Wil­li­am’s voice. “I wasn’t doin’ any harm, was I? Only speak­ing to her!”

			The si­lence was in­tense. Robert, purple, opened his lips to say some­thing, any­thing to drown that hor­rible voice, but noth­ing would come. Miss Can­non was ob­vi­ously listen­ing to Wil­li­am.

			“Is no one else ever to speak to her.” The sib­il­ant whis­per, raised in in­dig­nant ap­peal, filled all the room. “Jus’ ’cause Robert’s fell in love with her?”

			The hor­ror of the mo­ment haunted Robert’s nights and days for weeks to come.

			Mrs. Brown coughed hast­ily and began to de­scribe at un­ne­ces­sary length the rav­ages of the cater­pil­lars upon her hus­band’s fa­vour­ite rose-tree.

			Wil­li­am with­drew with dig­nity to the garden a minute later and Miss Can­non rose from the sofa.

			“I must be go­ing, I’m afraid,” she said with a smile.

			Robert, an­guished and over­powered, rose slowly.

			“You must come again some time,” he said weakly but with pas­sion un­daun­ted.

			“I will,” she said. “I’m long­ing to see more of Wil­li­am. I ad­ore Wil­li­am!”

			

			They com­for­ted Robert’s wounded feel­ings as best they could, but it was Eth­el who de­vised the plan that fi­nally cheered him. She sug­ges­ted a pic­nic on the fol­low­ing Thursday, which happened to be Robert’s birth­day and in­cid­ent­ally the last day of Miss Can­non’s vis­it, and the pic­nic party was to con­sist of—Robert, Eth­el, Mrs. Clive and Miss Can­non, and Wil­li­am was not even to be told where it was to be. The in­vit­a­tion was sent that even­ing and Robert spent the week dream­ing of pic­nic lunches and sug­gest­ing im­possible dain­ties of which the cook had nev­er heard. It was not un­til she threatened to give no­tice that he re­luct­antly agreed to leave the ar­range­ments to her. He sent his white flan­nels (which were per­fectly clean) to the laun­dry with a note at­tached, hint­ing darkly at leg­al pro­ceed­ings if they were not sent back, spot­less, by Thursday morn­ing. He went about with an ex­pres­sion of set and sol­emn pur­pose upon his frown­ing coun­ten­ance. Wil­li­am he ut­terly ig­nored. He bought a book of poems at a second­hand book­shop and kept them on the table by his bed.

			They saw noth­ing of Miss Can­non in the in­ter­val, but Thursday dawned bright and clear, and Robert’s anxious spir­its rose. He was presen­ted with a watch and chain by his fath­er and with a bi­cycle by his moth­er and a tin of tof­fee (giv­en not without ul­teri­or motive) by Wil­li­am.

			They met Mrs. Clive and Miss Can­non at the sta­tion and took tick­ets to a vil­lage a few miles away whence they had de­cided to walk to a shady spot on the river bank.

			Wil­li­am’s dig­nity was slightly of­fen­ded by his poin­ted ex­clu­sion from the party, but he had resigned him­self to it, and spent the first part of the morn­ing in the char­ac­ter of Chief Red Hand among the rhodo­den­dron bushes. He had ad­ded an os­trich feath­er found in Eth­el’s room to his he­ad­dress, and used al­most a whole cork on his face. He wore the doormat pinned to his shoulders.

			After melt­ing some treacle tof­fee in rain­wa­ter over his smoking fire, adding or­ange juice and drink­ing the res­ult­ing li­quid, he tired of the game and wandered up­stairs to Robert’s bed­room to in­spect his birth­day presents. The tin of tof­fee was on the table by Robert’s bed. Wil­li­am took one or two as a mat­ter of course and began to read the love-poems. He was hor­ri­fied a few minutes later to see the tin empty, but he fastened the lid with a sigh, won­der­ing if Robert would guess who had eaten them. He was afraid he would. Any­way he’d giv­en him them. And any­way, he hadn’t known he was eat­ing them.

			He then went to the dress­ing-table and tried on the watch and chain at vari­ous angles and with vari­ous pos­tures. He fi­nally res­isted the tempta­tion to wear them for the rest of the morn­ing and re­placed them on the dress­ing-table.

			Then he wandered down­stairs and round to the shed, where Robert’s new bi­cycle stood in all its glory. It was shin­ing and spot­less and Wil­li­am gazed at it in awe and ad­mir­a­tion. He came to the con­clu­sion that he could do it no pos­sible harm by lead­ing it care­fully round the house. En­cour­aged by the fact that Mrs. Brown was out shop­ping, he walked it round the house sev­er­al times. He much en­joyed the feel­ing of im­port­ance and pos­ses­sion that it gave him. He felt loth to part with it. He wondered if it was very hard to ride. He had tried to ride one once when he was stay­ing with an aunt. He stood on a garden bench and with dif­fi­culty trans­ferred him­self from that to the bi­cycle seat. To his sur­prise and de­light he rode for a few yards be­fore he fell off. He tried again and fell off again. He tried again and rode straight in­to a holly bush. He for­got everything in his de­term­in­a­tion to mas­ter the art. He tried again and again. He fell off or rode in­to the holly bush again and again. The shin­ing black paint of the bi­cycle was scratched, the handle bars were slightly bent and dulled; Wil­li­am him­self was bruised and battered but un­beaten.

			At last he man­aged to avoid the fatal mag­net of the holly bush, to steer an un­steady ziz-zag course down the drive and out in­to the road. He had had no par­tic­u­lar in­ten­tion of rid­ing in­to the road. In fact he was still wear­ing his be­feathered headgear, blacked face, and the mat pinned to his shoulders. It was only when he was ac­tu­ally in the road that he real­ised that re­treat was im­possible, that he had no idea how to get off the bi­cycle.

			What fol­lowed was to Wil­li­am more like a night­mare than any­thing else. He saw a mo­tor-lorry com­ing to­wards him and in sud­den pan­ic turned down a side street and from that in­to an­oth­er side street. People came out of their houses to watch him pass. Chil­dren booed or cheered him and ran after him in crowds. And Wil­li­am went on and on simply be­cause he could not stop. His iron nerve had failed him. He had not even the pres­ence of mind to fall off. He was quite lost. He had left the town be­hind him and did not know where he was go­ing. But wherever he went he was the centre of at­trac­tion. The strange fig­ure with blackened, streaked face, mat fly­ing be­hind in the wind and a he­ad­dress of feath­ers from which every now and then one floated away, brought the pop­u­la­tion to its doors. Some said he had es­caped from an asylum, some that he was an ad­vert­ise­ment of some­thing. The chil­dren were in­clined to think he was part of a cir­cus. Wil­li­am him­self had passed bey­ond des­pair. His face was white and set. His first pan­ic had changed to a dull cer­tainty that this would go on forever. He would nev­er know how to stop. He sup­posed he would go right across Eng­land. He wondered if he were near the sea now. He couldn’t be far off. He wondered if he would ever see his moth­er and fath­er again. And his feet ped­alled mech­an­ic­ally along. They did not reach the ped­als at their low­est point; they had to catch them as they came up and send them down with all their might.

			It was very tir­ing; Wil­li­am wondered if people would be sorry if he dropped down dead.

			I have said that Wil­li­am did not know where he was go­ing.

			
				But Fate knew.
			

			The pic­nick­ers walked down the hill from the little sta­tion to the river bank. It was a beau­ti­ful morn­ing. Robert, his heart and hopes high, walked be­side his god­dess, rev­el­ling in his near­ness to her though he could think of noth­ing to say to her. But Eth­el and Mrs. Clive chattered gaily.

			“We’ve giv­en Wil­li­am the slip,” said Eth­el with a laugh. “He’s no idea where we’ve gone even!”

			“I’m sorry,” said Miss Can­non, “I’d have loved Wil­li­am to be here.”

			“You don’t know him,” said Eth­el fer­vently.

			“What a beau­ti­ful morn­ing it is!” mur­mured Robert, feel­ing that some re­mark was due from him. “Am I walk­ing too fast for you—Miss Can­non?”

			“Oh, no.”

			“May I carry your para­sol for you?” he en­quired humbly.

			“Oh, no, thanks.”

			He pro­posed a boat on the river after lunch, and it ap­peared that Miss Can­non would love it, but Eth­el and Mrs. Clive would rather stay on the bank.

			His cup of bliss was full. It would be his op­por­tun­ity of seal­ing lifelong friend­ship with her, of ar­ran­ging a reg­u­lar cor­res­pond­ence, and hint­ing at his ul­ti­mate in­ten­tions. He must tell her that, of course, while he was at col­lege he was not in a po­s­i­tion to of­fer his heart and hand, but if she could wait—He began to com­pose speeches in his mind.

			They reached the bank and opened the lunch­eon bas­kets. Un­hampered by Robert the cook had sur­passed her­self. They spread the white cloth and took up their po­s­i­tion around it un­der the shade of the trees.

			Just as Robert was tak­ing up a plate of sand­wiches to hand them with a cour­teous ges­ture to Miss Can­non, his eyes fell upon the long, white road lead­ing from the vil­lage to the river­side and re­mained fixed there, his face frozen with hor­ror. The hand that held the plate dropped life­lessly back again on to the table­cloth. Their eyes fol­lowed his. A curi­ous fig­ure was cyc­ling along the road—a fig­ure with blackened face and a few droop­ing feath­ers on its head, and a doormat fly­ing in the wind. A crowd of small chil­dren ran be­hind cheer­ing. It was a fig­ure vaguely fa­mil­i­ar to them all.

			“It can’t be,” said Robert hoarsely, passing a hand over his brow.

			No one spoke.

			It came near­er and near­er. There was no mis­tak­ing it.

			“Wil­li­am!” gasped four voices.

			Wil­li­am came to the end of the road. He did not turn aside to either of the roads by the river­side. He did not even re­cog­nise or look at them. With set, col­our­less face he rode on to the river bank, and straight amongst them. They fled from be­fore his charge. He rode over the table­cloth, over the sand­wiches, pat­ties, rolls and cakes, down the bank and in­to the river.

			

			They res­cued him and the bi­cycle. Fate was against Robert even there. It was a passing boat­man who per­formed the res­cue. Wil­li­am emerged soaked to the skin, ut­terly ex­hausted, but feel­ing vaguely hero­ic. He was not in the least sur­prised to see them. He would have been sur­prised at noth­ing. And Robert wiped and ex­amined his battered bi­cycle in im­pot­ent fury in the back­ground while Miss Can­non pil­lowed Wil­li­am’s drip­ping head on her arm, fed him on hot cof­fee and sand­wiches and called him “My poor darling Red Hand!”

			She in­sisted on go­ing home with him. All through the jour­ney she sus­tained the char­ac­ter of his faith­ful squaw. Then, leav­ing a cas­u­al in­vit­a­tion to Robert and Eth­el to come over to tea, she de­par­ted to pack.

			Mrs. Brown des­cen­ded the stairs from Wil­li­am’s room with a tray on which re­posed a half-empty bowl of gruel, and met Robert in the hall.

			“Robert,” she re­mon­strated, “you really needn’t look so up­set.”

			Robert glared at her and laughed a hol­low laugh.

			“Up­set!” he echoed, out­raged by the in­ad­equacy of the ex­pres­sion. “You’d be up­set if your life was ruined. You’d be up­set. I’ve a right to be up­set.”

			He passed his hand des­per­ately through his already ruffled hair.

			“You’re go­ing there to tea,” she re­minded him.

			“Yes,” he said bit­terly, “with oth­er people. Who can talk with oth­er people there? No one can. I’d have talked to her on the river. I’d got heaps of things ready in my mind to say. And Wil­li­am comes along and spoils my whole life—and my bi­cycle. And she’s the most beau­ti­ful girl I’ve ever seen in my life. And I’ve wanted that bi­cycle for ever so long and it’s not fit to ride.”

			“But poor Wil­li­am has caught a very bad chill, dear, so you oughtn’t to feel bit­ter to him. And he’ll have to pay for your bi­cycle be­ing men­ded. He’ll have no pock­et money till it’s paid for.”

			“You’d think,” said Robert with a des­pair­ing ges­ture in the dir­ec­tion of the hall table and ap­par­ently ad­dress­ing it, “you’d think four grown-up people in a house could keep a boy of Wil­li­am’s age in or­der, wouldn’t you? You’d think he wouldn’t be al­lowed to go about spoil­ing people’s lives and—and ru­in­ing their bi­cycles. Well, he jolly well won’t do it again,” he ended darkly.

			Mrs. Brown, pro­ceeded in the dir­ec­tion of the kit­chen.

			“Robert,” she said sooth­ingly over her shoulder, “you surely want to be at peace with your little broth­er, when he’s not well, don’t you?”

			“Peace?” he said. Robert turned his hag­gard coun­ten­ance upon her as though his ears must have de­ceived him. “Peace! I’ll wait. I’ll wait till he’s all right and go­ing about; I won’t start till then. But—peace! It’s not peace, it’s an armistice—that’s all.”

		
	
		
			
				III

				Wil­li­am Be­low Stairs

			
			Wil­li­am was feel­ing em­bittered with life in gen­er­al. He was passing through one of his not in­fre­quent peri­ods of un­pop­ular­ity. The cli­max had come with the gift of six­pence be­stowed on him by a tim­id aunt, who hoped thus to pur­chase his good­will. With the six­pence he had bought a bal­loon ad­orned with the legs and head of a duck fash­ioned in card­board. This could be blown up to its fullest ex­tent and then left to sub­side. It took sev­er­al minutes to sub­side, and dur­ing those minutes it emit­ted a long-drawn-out and high-pitched groan. The ad­vant­age of this was ob­vi­ous. Wil­li­am could blow it up to its fullest ex­tent in private and leave it to sub­side in pub­lic con­cealed be­neath his coat. While this was go­ing on Wil­li­am looked round as though in be­wildered as­ton­ish­ment. He in­flated it be­fore he went to break­fast. He then held it firmly and secretly so as to keep it in­flated till he was sit­ting at the table. Then he let it sub­side. His moth­er knocked over a cup of cof­fee, and his fath­er cut him­self with the bread knife. Eth­el, his eld­er sis­ter, in­dulged in a mild form of nervous break­down. Wil­li­am sat with a face of startled in­no­cence. But noth­ing en­raged his fam­ily so much as Wil­li­am’s ex­pres­sion of in­no­cence. They fell upon him, and he de­fen­ded him­self as well as he could. Yes, he was hold­ing the bal­loon un­der the table. Well, he’d blown it up some time ago. He couldn’t keep it blown up forever. He had to let the air out some time. He couldn’t help it mak­ing a noise when the air went out. It was the way it was made. He hadn’t made it. He set off to school with an air of in­jured in­no­cence—and the bal­loon. Ob­serving an eld­erly and iras­cible-look­ing gen­tle­man in front of him, he went a few steps down a back street, blew up his bal­loon and held it tightly un­der his coat. Then, when abreast of the old gen­tle­man, he let it off. The old gen­tle­man gave a leap in­to the air and glared fiercely around. He glanced at the small vir­tu­ous-look­ing school­boy with ob­vi­ously no in­stru­ment of tor­ture at his lips, and then con­cen­trated his glare of fury and sus­pi­cion on the up­per win­dows. Wil­li­am hastened on to the next ped­es­tri­an. He had quite a happy walk to school.

			School was at first equally suc­cess­ful. Wil­li­am opened his desk, hast­ily in­flated his bal­loon, closed his desk, then gazed round with his prac­tised ex­pres­sion of hor­ri­fied as­ton­ish­ment at what fol­lowed. He drove the French mas­ter to dis­trac­tion.

			“Step out ’oo makes the noise,” he screamed.

			No one stepped out, and the noise con­tin­ued at in­ter­vals.

			The math­em­at­ics mas­ter fi­nally dis­covered and con­fis­cated the bal­loon.

			“I hope,” said the fath­er at lunch, “that they’ve taken away that in­fernal ma­chine of yours.”

			Wil­li­am replied sadly that they had. He ad­ded that some people didn’t seem to think it was steal­ing to take oth­er people’s things.

			“Then we may look for­ward to a little peace this even­ing?” said the fath­er po­litely. “Not that it mat­ters to me, as I’m go­ing out to din­ner. The only thing that re­lieves the te­di­um of go­ing out to din­ner is the fact that for a short time one has a rest from Wil­li­am.”

			Wil­li­am ac­know­ledged the com­pli­ment by a scowl and a mys­ter­i­ous muttered re­mark to the ef­fect that some people were al­ways at him.

			Dur­ing pre­par­a­tion in af­ter­noon school he read a story­book kindly lent him by his next-door neigh­bour. It was not be­cause he had no work to do that Wil­li­am read a story­book in pre­par­a­tion. It was a mark of de­fi­ance to the world in gen­er­al. It was also a very in­ter­est­ing story­book. It opened with the hero as a small boy mis­un­der­stood and ill-treated by every­one around him. Then he ran away. He went to sea, and in a few years made an im­mense for­tune in the gold­fields. He re­turned in the last chapter and for­gave his fam­ily and presen­ted them with a noble man­sion and sev­er­al ship­loads of gold. The idea im­pressed Wil­li­am—all ex­cept the end part. He thought he’d prefer to have the noble man­sion him­self and pay rare vis­its to his fam­ily, dur­ing which he would listen to their humble apo­lo­gies, and per­haps give them a nug­get or two, but not very much—cer­tainly not much to Eth­el. He wasn’t sure wheth­er he’d ever really for­give them. He’d have rooms full of squeaky bal­loons and trum­pets in his house any­way, and he’d keep cater­pil­lars and white rats all over the place too—things they made such a fuss about in their old house—and he’d al­ways go about in dirty boots, and he’d nev­er brush his hair or wash, and he’d keep dozens of mo­tor­cars, and he wouldn’t let Eth­el go out in any of them. He was roused from this en­thralling day­dream by the dis­cov­ery and con­fis­ca­tion of his story­book by the mas­ter in charge, and the sub­sequent fury of its own­er. In or­der ad­equately to ex­press his an­noy­ance, he dropped a little ball of blot­ting-pa­per soaked in ink down Wil­li­am’s back. Wil­li­am, on at­tempt­ing re­tali­ation, was sen­tenced to stay in half an hour after school. He re­turned gloomily to his his­tory book (up­side down) and his mis­an­throp­ic view of life. He com­pared him­self bit­terly with the hero of the story­book and de­cided not to waste an­oth­er mo­ment of his life in un­con­geni­al sur­round­ings. He made a firm de­term­in­a­tion to run away as soon as he was re­leased from school.

			

			He walked briskly down the road away from the vil­lage. In his pock­et re­posed the bal­loon. He had made the cheer­ing dis­cov­ery that the math­em­at­ics mas­ter had left it on his desk, so he had joy­fully taken it again in­to his pos­ses­sion. He thought he might reach the coast be­fore night, and get to the gold­fields be­fore next week. He didn’t sup­pose it took long to make a for­tune there. He might be back be­fore next Christ­mas and—crumbs! he’d jolly well make people sit up. He wouldn’t go to school, for one thing, and he’d be jolly care­ful who he gave nug­gets to for an­oth­er. He’d give nug­gets to the butcher’s boy and the post­man, and the man who came to tune the pi­ano, and the chim­ney-sweep. He wouldn’t give any to any of his fam­ily, or any of the mas­ters at the school. He’d just serve people out the way they served him. He just would. The road to the coast seemed rather long, and he was grow­ing rather tired. He walked in a ditch for a change, and then scraped through a hedge and took a short­cut across a ploughed field. Dusk was fall­ing fast, and even Wil­li­am’s buoy­ant spir­its began to flag. The for­tune part was all very well, but in the mean­time he was cold and tired and hungry. He hadn’t yet reached the coast, much less the gold­fields. Some­thing must be done. He re­membered that the boy in the story had “begged his way” to the coast. Wil­li­am de­term­ined to beg his. But at present there seemed noth­ing to beg it from, ex­cept a hawthorn hedge and a scare­crow in the field be­hind it. He wandered on dis­con­sol­ately de­cid­ing to be­gin his ca­reer as a beg­gar at the first sign of hu­man hab­it­a­tion.

			At last he dis­covered a pair of iron gates through the dusk and, as­sum­ing an ex­pres­sion of pa­tient suf­fer­ing cal­cu­lated to melt a heart of stone, walked up the drive. At the front door he smoothed down his hair (he had lost his cap on the way), pulled up his stock­ings, and rang the bell. After an in­ter­val a stout gen­tle­man in the garb of a but­ler opened the door and glared fe­ro­ciously up and down Wil­li­am.

			“Please—” began Wil­li­am plaint­ively.

			The stout gen­tle­man in­ter­rup­ted.

			“If you’re the new Boots,” he said majestic­ally, “go round to the back door. If you’re not, go away.”

			He then shut the door in Wil­li­am’s face. Wil­li­am, on the top step, con­sidered the ques­tion for a few minutes. It was dark and cold, with every pro­spect of be­com­ing dark­er and colder. He de­cided to be the new Boots. He found his way round to the back door and knocked firmly. It was opened by a large wo­man in a print dress and ap­ron.

			“What y’ want?” she said ag­gress­ively.

			“He said,” said Wil­li­am firmly, “to come round if I was the new Boots.”

			The wo­man sur­veyed him in grim dis­ap­prov­al.

			“You bin round to the front?” she said. “Nerve!”

			Her dis­ap­prov­al in­creased to sus­pi­cion.

			“Where’s your things?” she said.

			“Com­in’,” said Wil­li­am without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion.

			“Too tired to bring ’em with you?” she said sar­castic­ally. “All right. Come in!”

			Wil­li­am came in grate­fully. It was a large, warm, clean kit­chen. A small kit­chen-maid was peel­ing pota­toes at a sink, and a house­maid in black, with a frilled cap and ap­ron, was pow­der­ing her nose be­fore a glass on the wall. They both turned to stare at Wil­li­am.

			“ ’Ere’s the new Boots,” an­nounced Cook, “ ’is valet’s bring­in’ ’is things later.”

			The house­maid looked up Wil­li­am from his muddy boots to his un­tidy hair, then down Wil­li­am from his un­tidy hair to his muddy boots.

			“Im­per­dent-look­in’ child,” she com­men­ted haught­ily, re­turn­ing to her task.

			Wil­li­am de­cided in­wardly that she was to have no share at all in the nug­gets.

			The kit­chen-maid giggled and winked at Wil­li­am, with ob­vi­ously friendly in­tent. Wil­li­am men­tally prom­ised her half a ship­load of nug­gets.

			“Now, then, Smutty,” said the house­maid without turn­ing round, “none of your sauce!”

			“ ’Ad your tea?” said the cook to Wil­li­am. Wil­li­am’s spir­its rose.

			“No,” he said plaint­ively.

			“All right. Sit down at the table.”

			Wil­li­am’s spir­its soared sky high.

			He sat at the table and the cook put a large plate of bread and but­ter be­fore him.

			Wil­li­am set to work at once. The house­maid re­garded him scorn­fully.

			“Learnt ’is way of eat­in’ at the Zoo,” she said pity­ingly.

			The kit­chen-maid giggled again and gave Wil­li­am an­oth­er wink. Wil­li­am had giv­en him­self up to whole­hearted epi­cur­ean en­joy­ing of his bread and but­ter and took no no­tice of them. At this mo­ment the but­ler entered.

			He sub­jec­ted the quite un­moved Wil­li­am to an­oth­er long sur­vey.

			“When next you come a-hen­ter­ing of this ’ouse, my boy,” he said, “kindly re­mem­ber that the front door is re­served for gentry an’ the back for brats.”

			Wil­li­am merely looked at him coldly over a hunk of bread and but­ter. Men­tally he knocked him off the list of nug­get-re­ceiv­ers.

			The but­ler looked sadly round the room.

			“They’re all the same,” he lamen­ted. “Eat, eat, eat. Noth­in’ but eat. Eat all day an’ eat all night. ’E’s not bin in the ’ouse two minutes an’ ’e’s at it. Eat! eat! eat! ’E’ll ’ave all the but­tons bust off his uni­form in a week like wot the larst one ’ad. Like eat­in’ bet­ter than wor­kin’, don’t you?” he said sar­castic­ally to Wil­li­am.

			“Yes, I do, too,” said Wil­li­am with firm con­vic­tion.

			The kit­chen-maid giggled again, and the house­maid gave a sigh ex­press­ive of scorn and wear­i­ness as she drew a thin pen­cil over her eye­brows.

			“Well, if you’ve quite fin­ished, my lord,” said the but­ler in pon­der­ous irony, “I’ll show you to your room.”

			Wil­li­am in­dic­ated that he had quite fin­ished, and was led up to a very small bed­room. Over a chair lay a page’s uni­form with the con­ven­tion­al row of brass but­tons down the front of the coat.

			“Togs,” ex­plained the but­ler briefly. “Your togs. Fix ’em on quick as you can. There’s com­pany to din­ner to­night.”

			Wil­li­am fixed them on.

			“You’re smal­ler than wot the last one was,” said the but­ler crit­ic­ally. “They ’ang a bit loose. Nev­er mind. With a week or two of stuffin’ you’ll ’ave most prob­able bust ’em, so it’s as well to ’ang loose first. Now, come on. ’Oo’s bring­ing over your things?”

			“E—a friend,” ex­plained Wil­li­am.

			“I sup­pose it is a bit too much to ex­peck you to carry your own par­cels,” went on the but­ler, “in these ’ere days. Bloom­in’ Bolshev­ist, I speck, aren’t you?”

			Wil­li­am con­des­cen­ded to ex­plain him­self.

			“I’m a gold-dig­ger,” he said.

			“Criky!” said the but­ler.

			Wil­li­am was led down again to the kit­chen.

			The but­ler threw open a door that led to a small pantry.

			“This ’ere is where you work, and this ’ere,” point­ing to a large kit­chen, “is where you live. You ’ave not,” he ended haught­ily “the hentry in­to the ser­vants’ ’all.”

			“Crumbs!” said Wil­li­am.

			“You might has well be­gin at once,” went on the but­ler, “there’s all this lunch’s knives to clean. ’Ere’s a hap­ron, ’ere’s the knife-board an’ ’ere’s the knife-powder.”

			He shut the be­wildered Wil­li­am in­to the small pantry and turned to the cook.

			“What do you think of ’im?” he said.

			“ ’E looks,” said the cook gloomily, “the sort of boy we’ll ’ave trouble with.”

			“Not much clarse,” said the house­maid, ar­ran­ging her frilled ap­ron. “It sur­prises me ’ow any creature like a boy can grow in­to an ex­per­i­enced, sens­ible, broad-minded man like you, Mr. Biggs.”

			Mr. Biggs simpered and straightened his neck­tie.

			“Well,” he ad­mit­ted, “as a boy, of course, I wasn’t like ’im.”

			Here the pantry-door opened and Wil­li­am’s face, plen­ti­fully ad­orned with knife-powder came round.

			“I’ve done some of the knives,” he said, “shall I be doin’ some­thing else and fin­ish the oth­ers af­ter­wards?”

			“ ’Ow many ’ave you done?” said Mr. Biggs.

			“One or two,” said Wil­li­am vaguely, then with a con­ces­sion to ac­cur­acy, “well, two. But I’m feel­ing tired of doin’ knives.”

			The kit­chen-maid emit­ted a scream of de­light and the cook heaved a deep sigh.

			The but­ler ad­vanced slowly and majestic­ally to­wards Wil­li­am’s tousled head, which was still craned around the pantry door.

			“You’ll fin­ish them knives, my boy,” he said, “or—”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered the weight and size of Mr. Biggs.

			“All right,” he said pa­cific­ally. “I’ll fin­ish the knives.”

			He dis­ap­peared, clos­ing the pantry door be­hind him.

			“ ’E’s goin’ to be a trile,” said the cook, “an’ no mis­take.”

			“Trile’s ’ar­dly the word,” said Mr. Biggs.

			“Hafflic­tion,” sup­plied the house­maid.

			“That’s more like it,” said Mr. Biggs.

			Here Wil­li­am’s head ap­peared again.

			“Wot time’s sup­per?” he said.

			He re­tired pre­cip­it­ately at a hys­ter­ic­al shriek from the kit­chen-maid and a roar of fury from the but­ler.

			“You’d bet­ter go an’ do your pota­toes in the pantry,” said the cook to the kit­chen­maid, “and let’s ’ave a bit of peace in ’ere and see ’e’s doin’ of ’is work all right.”

			The kit­chen­maid de­par­ted joy­fully to the pantry.

			Wil­li­am was sit­ting by the table, idly toy­ing with a knife. He had ex­per­i­mented upon the knife powder by mix­ing it with wa­ter, and the little brown pies that were the res­ult lay in a row on the man­tel­piece. He had also tasted it, as the dark stains upon his lips test­i­fied. His hair was stand­ing straight up on his head as it al­ways did when life was strenu­ous. He began the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“You’d be sur­prised,” he said, “if you knew what I really was.”

			She giggled.

			“Go on!” she said. “What are you?”

			“I’m a gold-dig­ger,” he said. “I’ve got ship­loads an’ ship­loads of gold. At least, I will have soon. I’m not goin’ to give him,” point­ing to­wards the door, “any, nor any of them in there.”

			“Wot about me?” said the kit­chen­maid, wink­ing at the cat as the only third per­son to be let in­to the joke.

			“You,” said Wil­li­am gra­ciously, “shall have a whole lot of nug­gets. Look here.” With a princely flour­ish he took up a knife and cut off three but­tons from the middle of his coat and gave them to her. “You keep those and they’ll be kind of tokens. See? When I come home rich you show me the but­tons an’ I’ll re­mem­ber and give you the nug­gets. See? I’ll maybe marry you,” he prom­ised, “if I’ve not mar­ried any­one else.”

			The kit­chen­maid put her head round the pantry door.

			“ ’E’s loony,” she said. “It’s lovely listen­ing to ’im talkin.’ ”

			Fur­ther con­ver­sa­tion was pre­ven­ted by the ringing of the front-door bell and the ar­rival of the “com­pany.”

			Mr. Biggs and the house­maid de­par­ted to do the hon­ours. The kit­chen­maid ran to help with the dish­ing up, and Wil­li­am was left sit­ting on the pantry table, idly mak­ing pat­terns in knife powder with his fin­ger.

			“Wot was ’e doin’?” said the cook to the kit­chen­maid.

			“Noth­in’—’cept talkin’,” said the kit­chen­maid. “ ’E’s a cure, ’e is,” she ad­ded.

			“If you’ve fin­ished the knives,” called out the cook, “there’s some boots and shoes on the floor to be done. Brushes an’ black­ing on the shelf.”

			Wil­li­am arose with alac­rity. He thought boots would be more in­ter­est­ing than knives. He care­fully con­cealed the pile of un­cleaned knives be­hind the knife-box and began on the shoes.

			The but­ler re­turned.

			“Soup ready?” he said. “The com­pany’s just goin’ in­to the din­ing-room—a pal of the mas­ter’s. De­cent-look­in’ bloke,” he ad­ded pat­ron­isingly.

			Wil­li­am, in his pantry, had covered a brush very thickly with black­ing, and was put­ting it in heavy lay­ers on the boots and shoes. A large part of it ad­hered to his own hands. The but­ler looked in at him.

			“Wot’s ’appened to your but­tons?” he said sternly.

			“Come off,” said Wil­li­am.

			“Bust off,” cor­rec­ted the but­ler. “I said so soon as I saw you. I said you’d ’ave eat your but­tons bust off in a week. Well, you’ve eat ’em bust off in ten minutes.”

			“Eat­in’ an’ des­troy­in’ of ’is clothes,” he said gloomily, re­turn­ing to the kit­chen. “It’s all boys ever do—eat­in’ an’ des­troy­in’ of their clothes.”

			He went out with the soup and Wil­li­am was left with the boots. He was get­ting tired of boots. He’d covered them all thickly with black­ing, and he didn’t know what to do next. Then sud­denly he re­membered his bal­loon in his pock­et up­stairs. It might serve to vary the mono­tony of life. He slipped quietly up­stairs for it, and then re­turned to his boots.

			Soon Mr. Biggs and the house­maid re­turned with the empty soup-plates. Then through the kit­chen re­soun­ded a high-pitched squeal, dy­ing away slowly and shrilly.

			The house­maid screamed.

			“Lawks!” said the cook, “someone’s at­orchurin’ of the poor cat to death. It’ll be that blessed boy.”

			The but­ler ad­vanced man­fully and opened the pantry door. Wil­li­am stood hold­ing in one hand an in­flated bal­loon with the card­board head and legs of a duck.

			The but­ler ap­proached him.

			“If you let off that there thing once more, you little var­mint,” he said, “I’ll—”

			Threat­en­ingly he had ad­vanced his large ex­panse of coun­ten­ance very close to Wil­li­am’s. Act­ing upon a sud­den un­con­trol­lable im­pulse Wil­li­am took up the brush thickly smeared with black­ing and pushed back Mr. Biggs’s face with it.

			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence of sheer hor­ror, then Mr. Biggs hurled him­self furi­ously upon Wil­li­am. …

			

			In the din­ing-room sat the mas­ter and mis­tress of the house and their guest.

			“Did the new Boots ar­rive?” said the mas­ter to his wife.

			“Yes,” she said.

			“Any good?” he said.

			“He doesn’t seem to have im­pressed Biggs very fa­vour­ably,” she said, “but they nev­er do.”

			“The hu­man boy,” said the guest, “is giv­en us as a dis­cip­line. I pos­sess one. Though he is my own son, I find it dif­fi­cult to de­scribe the at­mo­sphere of peace and re­lief that per­vades the house when he is out of it.”

			“I’d like to meet your son,” said the host.

			“You prob­ably will, soon­er or later,” said the guest gloomily. “Every­one in the neigh­bour­hood meets him soon­er or later. He does not hide his light un­der a bushel. Per­son­ally, I prefer people who haven’t met him. They can’t judge me by him.”

			At this mo­ment the but­ler came in with a note.

			“No an­swer,” he said, and de­par­ted with his slow dig­nity.

			“Ex­cuse me,” said the lady as she opened it, “it’s from my sis­ter. ‘I hope,’ she read, ‘that you aren’t in­con­veni­enced much by the non-ar­rival of the Boots I en­gaged for you. He’s got “flu.” ’ But he’s come,” she said won­der­ingly.

			There came the sound of an angry shout, a dis­tant scream and the clat­ter­ing of heavy run­ning foot­steps … grow­ing near­er. …

			“A re­volu­tion, I ex­pect,” said the guest wear­ily. “The Reds are upon us.”

			At that mo­ment the door was burst open and in rushed a boy with a black­ing brush in one hand and an in­flated bal­loon in the oth­er. He was much dishevelled, with three but­tons off the front of his uni­form, and his face streaked with knife powder and black­ing. Be­hind him ran a fat but­ler, his face purple with fury be­neath a large smear of black­ing. The boy rushed round the table, slipped on the pol­ished floor, clutched des­per­ately at the neck of the guest, bring­ing both guest and chair down upon the floor be­side him. In a sud­den si­lence of ut­ter para­lysed hor­ror, guest and boy sat on the floor and stared at each oth­er. Then the boy’s nerve­less hand re­laxed its hold upon the bal­loon, which had some­how or oth­er sur­vived the vi­cis­situdes of the flight, and a shrill squeak rang through the si­lence of the room.

			The mas­ter and mis­tress of the house sat look­ing round in dazed as­ton­ish­ment.

			As the guest looked at the boy there ap­peared on his coun­ten­ance amazement, then in­credu­lity, and fi­nally frozen hor­ror. As the boy looked at the guest there ap­peared on his coun­ten­ance amazement, then in­credu­lity and fi­nally blank de­jec­tion.

			“Good Lord!” said the guest, “it’s Wil­li­am!”

			“Oh, crumbs!” said the Boots, “it’s fath­er!”

		
	
		
			
				IV

				The Fall of the Idol

			
			Wil­li­am was bored. He sat at his desk in the sunny school­room and gazed dis­pas­sion­ately at a row of fig­ures on the black­board.

			“It isn’t sense,” he mur­mured scorn­fully.

			Miss Drew was also bored, but, un­like Wil­li­am, she tried to hide the fact.

			“If the in­terest on a hun­dred pounds for one year is five pounds,” she said wear­ily, then, “Wil­li­am Brown, do sit up and don’t look so stu­pid!”

			Wil­li­am changed his po­s­i­tion from that of lolling over one side of his desk to that of lolling over the oth­er, and began to jus­ti­fy him­self.

			“Well, I can’t un­nerstand any of it. It’s enough to make any­one look stu­pid when he can’t un­nerstand any of it. I can’t think why people go on giv­in’ people bits of money for giv­in’ ’em lots of money and go on an’ on doin’ it. It dun’t seem sense. Any­one’s a mug for giv­in’ any­one a hun­dred pounds just ’cause he says he’ll go on giv­in’ him five pounds and go on stickin’ to his hun­dred pounds. How’s he to know he will? Well,” he warmed to his sub­ject, “what’s to stop him not giv­in’ any five pounds once he’s got hold of the hun­dred pounds an’ goin’ on stickin’ to the hun­dred pounds—”

			Miss Drew checked him by a slim, up­raised hand.

			“Wil­li­am,” she said pa­tiently, “just listen to me. Now sup­pose,” her eyes roved round the room and settled on a small red-haired boy, “sup­pose that Eric wanted a hun­dred pounds for some­thing and you lent it to him—”

			“I wun’t lend Eric a hun­dred pounds,” he said firmly, “ ’cause I ha’n’t got it. I’ve only got 3½d, an’ I wun’t lend that to Eric, ’cause I’m not such a mug, ’cause I lent him my mouth-or­gan once an’ he bit a bit off an’—”

			Miss Drew in­ter­rup­ted sharply. Teach­ing on a hot af­ter­noon is rather try­ing.

			“You’d bet­ter stay in after school, Wil­li­am, and I’ll ex­plain.”

			Wil­li­am scowled, emit­ted his mono­syl­lable of scorn­ful dis­dain “Huh!” and re­lapsed in­to gloom.

			He brightened, how­ever, on re­mem­ber­ing a liz­ard he had caught on the way to school, and drew it from its hid­ing-place in his pock­et. But the liz­ard had aban­doned the un­equal struggle for ex­ist­ence among the stones, top, pen­knife, bits of putty, and oth­er small ob­jects that in­hab­ited Wil­li­am’s pock­et. The hous­ing prob­lem had been too much for it.

			Wil­li­am in dis­gust shrouded the re­mains in blot­ting pa­per, and dis­posed of it in his neigh­bour’s ink-pot. The neigh­bour pro­tested and an en­liven­ing scrim­mage en­sued.

			Fi­nally the liz­ard was dropped down the neck of an in­vet­er­ate en­emy of Wil­li­am’s in the next row, and was ex­trac­ted only with the help of ob­li­ging friends. Threats of ven­geance fol­lowed, couched in blood­curd­ling terms, and writ­ten on blot­ting-pa­per.

			Mean­while Miss Drew ex­plained Simple Prac­tice to a small but earn­est co­ter­ie of ad­mirers in the front row. And Wil­li­am, in the back row, whiled away the hours for which his fath­er paid the edu­ca­tion au­thor­it­ies a sub­stan­tial sum.

			But his turn was to come.

			At the end of af­ter­noon school one by one the class de­par­ted, leav­ing Wil­li­am only non­chal­antly chew­ing an in­dia-rub­ber and glar­ing at Miss Drew.

			“Now, Wil­li­am.”

			Miss Drew was severely pa­tient.

			Wil­li­am went up to the plat­form and stood by her desk.

			“You see, if someone bor­rows a hun­dred pounds from someone else—”

			She wrote down the fig­ures on a piece of pa­per, bend­ing low over her desk. The sun poured in through the win­dow, show­ing the little golden curls in the nape of her neck. She lif­ted to Wil­li­am eyes that were stern and frown­ing, but blue as blue above flushed cheeks.

			“Don’t you see, Wil­li­am?” she said.

			There was a faint per­fume about her, and Wil­li­am the dev­il-may-care pir­ate and rob­ber-chief, the stern des­piser of all things ef­fem­in­ate, felt the first dart of the ma­li­cious blind god. He blushed and simpered.

			“Yes, I see all about it now,” he as­sured her. “You’ve ex­plained it all plain now. I cudn’t un­nerstand it be­fore. It’s a bit soft—in’t it—any­way, to go lend­ing hun­dred pounds about just ’cause someone says they’ll give you five pounds next year. Some folks is mugs. But I do un­nerstand now. I cudn’t un­ner­stand it be­fore.”

			“You’d have found it sim­pler if you hadn’t played with dead liz­ards all the time,” she said wear­ily, clos­ing her books.

			Wil­li­am gasped.

			He went home her de­voted slave. Cer­tain mem­bers of the class al­ways de­pos­ited dainty bou­quets on her desk in the morn­ing. Wil­li­am was de­term­ined to out­shine the rest. He went in­to the garden with a large bas­ket and a pair of scis­sors the next morn­ing be­fore he set out for school.

			It happened that no one was about. He went first to the hot­house. It was a ri­ot of col­our. He worked there with a thor­ough­ness and con­cen­tra­tion worthy of a no­bler cause. He came out stag­ger­ing be­neath a piled-up bas­ket of hot­house blooms. The hot­house it­self was bare and des­ol­ate.

			Hear­ing a sound in the back garden he hast­ily de­cided to delay no longer, but to set out to school at once. He set out as un­os­ten­ta­tiously as pos­sible.

			Miss Drew, en­ter­ing her classroom, was aghast to see in­stead of the usu­al small ar­ray of but­ton­holes on her desk, a mass of already with­er­ing hot­house flowers com­pletely cov­er­ing her desk and chair.

			Wil­li­am was a boy who nev­er did things by halves.

			“Good Heav­ens!” she cried in con­sterna­tion.

			Wil­li­am blushed with pleas­ure.

			He changed his seat to one in the front row. All that morn­ing he sat, his eyes fixed on her earn­estly, dream­ing of mo­ments in which he res­cued her from rob­bers and pir­ates (here he was some­what in­con­sist­ent with his own fa­vour­ite role of rob­ber-chief and pir­ate), and bore her faint­ing in his strong arms to safety. Then she clung to him in love and grat­it­ude, and they were mar­ried at once by the Arch­bish­ops of Can­ter­bury and York.

			Wil­li­am would have no half-meas­ures. They were to be mar­ried by the Arch­bish­ops of Can­ter­bury and York, or else the Pope. He wasn’t sure that he wouldn’t rather have the Pope. He would wear his black pir­ate suit with the skull and cross­bones. No, that would not do—

			“What have I just been say­ing, Wil­li­am?” said Miss Drew.

			Wil­li­am coughed and gazed at her soul­fully.

			“ ’Bout lend­in’ money?” he said, hope­fully.

			“Wil­li­am!” she snapped. “This isn’t an arith­met­ic les­son. I’m try­ing to teach you about the Ar­mada.”

			“Oh, that!” said Wil­li­am brightly and in­gra­ti­at­ingly. “Oh, yes.”

			“Tell me some­thing about it.”

			“I don’t know any­thing—not jus’ yet—”

			“I’ve been telling you about it. I do wish you’d listen,” she said des­pair­ingly.

			Wil­li­am re­lapsed in­to si­lence, non­plussed, but by no means cowed.

			When he reached home that even­ing he found that the garden was the scene of ex­cite­ment and hub­bub. One po­lice­man was meas­ur­ing the panes of glass in the con­ser­vat­ory door, and an­oth­er was on his knees ex­amin­ing the beds near. His grown-up sis­ter, Eth­el, was stand­ing at the front door.

			“Every single flower has been stolen from the con­ser­vat­ory some time this morn­ing,” she said ex­citedly. “We’ve only just been able to get the po­lice. Wil­li­am, did you see any­one about when you went to school this morn­ing?”

			Wil­li­am pondered deeply. His most guile­less and in­no­cent ex­pres­sion came to his face.

			“No,” he said at last. “No, Eth­el, I didn’t see nobody.”

			Wil­li­am coughed and dis­creetly with­drew.

			That even­ing he settled down at the lib­rary table, spread­ing out his books around him, a de­term­ined frown upon his small face.

			His fath­er was sit­ting in an arm­chair by the win­dow read­ing the even­ing pa­per.

			“Fath­er,” said Wil­li­am sud­denly, “s’pose I came to you an’ said you was to give me a hun­dred pounds an’ I’d give you five pounds next year an’ so on, would you give it me?”

			“I should not, my son,” said his fath­er firmly.

			Wil­li­am sighed.

			“I knew there was some­thing wrong with it,” he said.

			Mr. Brown re­turned to the lead­ing art­icle, but not for long.

			“Fath­er, what was the date of the Ar­mada?”

			“Good Heav­ens! How should I know? I wasn’t there.”

			Wil­li­am sighed.

			“Well, I’m try­in’ to write about it and why it failed an’—why did it fail?”

			Mr. Brown groaned, gathered up his pa­per, and re­tired to the din­ing-room.

			He had al­most fin­ished the lead­ing art­icle when Wil­li­am ap­peared, his arms full of books, and sat down quietly at the table.

			“Fath­er, what’s the French for ‘my aunt is walk­ing in the garden’?”

			“What on earth are you do­ing?” said Mr. Brown ir­rit­ably.

			“I’m do­ing my home-les­sons,” said Wil­li­am vir­tu­ously.

			“I nev­er even knew you had the things to do.”

			“No,” Wil­li­am ad­mit­ted gently, “I don’t gen­er­ally take much both­er over them, but I’m goin’ to now—’cause Miss Drew”—he blushed slightly and paused—“ ’cause Miss Drew”—he blushed more deeply and began to stam­mer, “ ’c—cause Miss Drew”—he was al­most apo­plect­ic.

			Mr. Brown quietly gathered up his pa­per and crept out to the ver­andah, where his wife sat with the week’s mend­ing.

			“Wil­li­am’s gone rav­ing mad in the din­ing-room,” he said pleas­antly, as he sat down. “Takes the form of a wild thirst for know­ledge, and a bab­bling of a Miss Draw­ing, or Drew, or some­thing. He’s best left alone.”

			Mrs. Brown merely smiled pla­cidly over the mend­ing.

			Mr. Brown had fin­ished one lead­ing art­icle and be­gun an­oth­er be­fore Wil­li­am ap­peared again. He stood in the door­way frown­ing and stern.

			“Fath­er, what’s the cap­it­al of Hol­land?”

			“Good Heav­ens!” said his fath­er. “Buy him an en­cyc­lo­pe­dia. Any­thing, any­thing. What does he think I am? What—”

			“I’d bet­ter set apart a spe­cial room for his home­work,” said Mrs. Brown sooth­ingly, “now that he’s be­gin­ning to take such an in­terest.”

			“A room!” echoed his fath­er bit­terly. “He wants a whole house.”

			Miss Drew was sur­prised and touched by Wil­li­am’s earn­est­ness and at­ten­tion the next day. At the end of the af­ter­noon school he kindly offered to carry her books home for her. He waved aside all protests. He marched home by her side dis­cours­ing pleas­antly, his small freckled face beam­ing de­vo­tion.

			“I like pir­ates, don’t you, Miss Drew? An’ rob­bers an’ things like that? Miss Drew, would you like to be mar­ried to a rob­ber?”

			He was try­ing to re­con­cile his old be­loved dream of his fu­ture es­tate with the new one of be­com­ing Miss Drew’s hus­band.

			“No,” she said firmly.

			His heart sank.

			“Nor a pir­ate?” he said sadly.

			“No.”

			“They’re quite nice really—pir­ates,” he as­sured her.

			“I think not.”

			“Well,” he said resign­edly, “we’ll jus’ have to go huntin’ wild an­im­als and things. That’ll be all right.”

			“Who?” she said, be­wildered.

			“Well—jus’ you wait,” he said darkly.

			Then: “Would you rather be mar­ried by the Arch­bish­op of York or the Pope?”

			“The Arch­bish­op, I think,” she said gravely.

			He nod­ded.

			“All right.”

			She was dis­tinctly amused. She was less amused the next even­ing. Miss Drew had a male cous­in—a very nice-look­ing male cous­in, with whom she of­ten went for walks in the even­ing. This even­ing, by chance, they passed Wil­li­am’s house, and Wil­li­am, who was in the garden, threw aside his tem­por­ary role of pir­ate and joined them. He trot­ted hap­pily on the oth­er side of Miss Drew. He en­tirely mono­pol­ised the con­ver­sa­tion. The male cous­in seemed to en­cour­age him, and this an­noyed Miss Drew. He re­fused to de­part in spite of Miss Drew’s strong hints. He had vari­ous items of in­terest to im­part, and he im­par­ted them with the air of one as­sured of an ap­pre­ci­at­ive hear­ing. He had found a dead rat the day be­fore and giv­en it to his dog, but his dog didn’t like ’em dead and neither did the ole cat, so he’d bur­ied it. Did Miss Drew like all those flowers he’d got her the oth­er day? He was afraid that he cudn’t bring any more like that jus’ yet. Were there pir­ates now? Well, what would folks do to one if there was one? He din’t see why there shun’t be pir­ates now. He thought he’d start it, any­way. He’d like to shoot a li­on. He was goin’ to one day. He’d shoot a li­on an’ a ti­ger. He’d bring the skin home to Miss Drew, if she liked. He grew reck­lessly gen­er­ous. He’d bring home lots of skins of all sorts of an­im­als for Miss Drew.

			“Don’t you think you ought to be go­ing home, Wil­li­am?” said Miss Drew coldly.

			Wil­li­am hastened to re­as­sure her.

			“Oh, no—not for ever so long yet,” he said.

			“Isn’t it your bed­time?”

			“Oh, no—not yet—not for ever so long.”

			The male cous­in was giv­ing Wil­li­am his whole at­ten­tion.

			“What does Miss Drew teach you at school, Wil­li­am?” he said.

			“Oh, jus’ ornery things. Ar­ma­das an’ things. An’ ’bout lend­ing a hun­dred pounds. That’s a nor­ful soft thing. I un­nerstand it,” he ad­ded hast­ily, fear­ing fur­ther ex­plan­a­tion, “but it’s soft. My fath­er thinks it is, too, an’ he oughter know. He’s bin abroad lots of times. He’s bin chased by a bull, my fath­er has—”

			The shades of night were fall­ing fast when Wil­li­am reached Miss Drew’s house still dis­cours­ing vol­ubly. He was drunk with suc­cess. He in­ter­preted his idol’s si­lence as the si­lence of rapt ad­mir­a­tion.

			He was passing through the gate with his two com­pan­ions with the air of one as­sured of wel­come, when Miss Drew shut the gate upon him firmly.

			“You’d bet­ter go home now, Wil­li­am,” she said.

			Wil­li­am hes­it­ated.

			“I don’t mind com­in’ in a bit,” he said. “I’m not tired.”

			But Miss Drew and the male cous­in were already halfway up the walk.

			Wil­li­am turned his steps home­ward. He met Eth­el near the gate.

			“Wil­li­am, where have you been? I’ve been look­ing for you every­where. It’s hours past your bed­time.”

			“I was goin’ a walk with Miss Drew.”

			“But you should have come home at your bed­time.”

			“I don’t think she wanted me to go,” he said with dig­nity. “I think it wun’t of bin p’lite.”

			Wil­li­am found that a new and ser­i­ous ele­ment had entered his life. It was not without its dis­ad­vant­ages. Many had been the little di­ver­sions by which Wil­li­am had been wont to while away the hours of in­struc­tion. In spite of his de­vo­tion to Miss Drew, he missed the old days of care­free ex­uber­ance, but he kept his new seat in the front row, and clung to his role of earn­est stu­dent. He was be­gin­ning to find also, that a con­scien­tious per­form­ance of home les­sons lim­ited his activ­it­ies after school hours, but at present he hugged his chains. Miss Drew, from her seat on the plat­form, found Wil­li­am’s soul­ful con­cen­trated gaze some­what em­bar­rass­ing, and his ques­tions even more so.

			As he went out of school he heard her talk­ing to an­oth­er mis­tress.

			“I’m very fond of syr­inga,” she was say­ing. “I’d love to have some.”

			Wil­li­am de­cided to bring her syr­inga, hand­fuls of syr­inga, arm­fuls of syr­inga.

			He went straight home to the garden­er.

			“No, I ain’t got no syr­inga. Please step off my rose-bed, Mis­ter Wil­li­am. No, there ain’t any syr­inga in this ’ere gard­ing. I dunno for why. Please leave my ’ose pipe alone, Mis­ter Wil­li­am.”

			“Huh!” ejac­u­lated Wil­li­am, scorn­fully turn­ing away.

			He went round the garden. The garden­er had been quite right. There were gueld­er roses every­where, but no syr­inga.

			He climbed the fence and sur­veyed the next garden. There were gueld­er roses every­where, but no syr­inga. It must have been some pe­cu­li­ar­ity in the soil.

			Wil­li­am strolled down the road, scan­ning the gar­dens as he went. All had gueld­er roses. None had syr­inga.

			Sud­denly he stopped.

			On a table in the win­dow of a small house at the bot­tom of the road was a vase of syr­inga. He did not know who lived there. He entered the garden cau­tiously. No one was about.

			He looked in­to the room. It was empty. The win­dow was open at the bot­tom.

			He scrambled in, re­mov­ing sev­er­al lay­ers of white paint from the win­dowsill as he did so. He was de­term­ined to have that syr­inga. He took it drip­ping from the vase, and was pre­par­ing to de­part, when the door opened and a fat wo­man ap­peared upon the threshold. The scream that she emit­ted at sight of Wil­li­am curdled the very blood in his veins. She dashed to the win­dow, and Wil­li­am, in self-de­fence, dodged round the table and out of the door. The back door was open, and Wil­li­am blindly fled by it. The fat wo­man did not pur­sue. She was lean­ing out of the win­dow, and her shrieks rent the air.

			“Po­lice! Help! Murder! Rob­bers!”

			The quiet little street rang with the rauc­ous sounds.

			Wil­li­am felt cold shivers creep­ing up and down his spine. He was in a small back garden from which he could see no exit.

			Mean­while the shrieks were re­doubled.

			“Help! Help! Help!”

			Then came sounds of the front-door open­ing and men’s voices.

			“Hello! Who is it? What is it?”

			Wil­li­am glared round wildly. There was a hen­house in the corner of the garden, and in­to this he dashed, tear­ing open the door and plunging through a mass of fly­ing feath­ers and angry, dis­turbed hens.

			Wil­li­am crouched in a corner of the dark hen­house de­term­inedly clutch­ing his bunch of syr­inga.

			Dis­tant voices were at first all he could hear. Then they came near­er, and he heard the fat lady’s voice loudly de­claim­ing.

			“He was quite a small man, but with such an evil face. I just had one glimpse of him as he dashed past me. I’m sure he’d have murdered me if I hadn’t cried for help. Oh, the cow­ard! And a poor de­fence­less wo­man! He was stand­ing by the sil­ver table. I dis­turbed him at his work of crime. I feel so up­set. I shan’t sleep for nights. I shall see his evil, mur­der­ous face. And a poor un­armed wo­man!”

			“Can you give us no de­tails, madam?” said a man’s voice. “Could you re­cog­nise him again?”

			“Any­where!” she said firmly. “Such a crim­in­al face. You’ve no idea how up­set I am. I might have been a life­less corpse now, if I hadn’t had the cour­age to cry for help.”

			“We’re meas­ur­ing the foot­prints, madam. You say he went out by the front door?”

			“I’m con­vinced he did. I’m con­vinced he’s hid­ing in the bushes by the gate. Such a low face. My nerves are ab­so­lutely jarred.”

			“We’ll search the bushes again, madam,” said the oth­er voice wear­ily, “but I ex­pect he has es­caped by now.”

			“The brute!” said the fat lady. “Oh, the brute! And that face. If I hadn’t had the cour­age to cry out—”

			The voices died away and Wil­li­am was left alone in a corner of the hen­house.

			A white hen ap­peared in the little door­way, squawked at him an­grily, and re­tired, cack­ling in­dig­na­tion. Vis­ions of lifelong pen­al ser­vitude or hanging passed be­fore Wil­li­am’s eyes. He’d rather be ex­ecuted, really. He hoped they’d ex­ecute him.

			Then he heard the fat lady bid­ding good­bye to the po­lice­man. Then she came to the back garden evid­ently with a friend, and con­tin­ued to pour forth her troubles.

			“And he dashed past me, dear. Quite a small man, but with such an evil face.”

			A black hen ap­peared in the little door­way, and with an angry squawk at Wil­li­am, re­turned to the back garden.

			“I think you’re splen­did, dear,” said the in­vis­ible friend. “How you had the cour­age.”

			The white hen gave a sar­don­ic scream.

			“You’d bet­ter come in and rest, darling,” said the friend.

			“I’d bet­ter,” said the fat lady in a plaint­ive, suf­fer­ing voice. “I do feel very … shaken. …”

			Their voices ceased, the door was closed, and all was still.

			Cau­tiously, very cau­tiously, a much-dishevelled Wil­li­am crept from the hen­house and round the side of the house. Here he found a locked side-gate over which he climbed, and very quietly he glided down to the front gate and to the road.

			“Where’s Wil­li­am this even­ing?” said Mrs. Brown. “I do hope he won’t stay out after his bed­time.”

			“Oh, I’ve just met him,” said Eth­el. “He was go­ing up to his bed­room. He was covered with hen feath­ers and hold­ing a bunch of syr­inga.”

			“Mad!” sighed his fath­er. “Mad! mad! mad!”

			The next morn­ing Wil­li­am laid a bunch of syr­inga upon Miss Drew’s desk. He per­formed the of­fer­ing with an air of quiet, manly pride. Miss Drew re­coiled.

			“Not syr­inga, Wil­li­am. I simply can’t bear the smell!”

			Wil­li­am gazed at her in si­lent as­ton­ish­ment for a few mo­ments.

			Then: “But you said … you said … you said you were fond of syr­inga an’ that you’d like to have them.”

			“Did I say syr­inga?” said Miss Drew vaguely. “I meant gueld­er roses.”

			Wil­li­am’s gaze was one of stony con­tempt.

			He went slowly back to his old seat at the back of the room.

			That even­ing he made a bon­fire with sev­er­al choice friends, and played Red In­di­ans in the garden. There was a cer­tain thrill in re­turn­ing to the old life.

			“Hello!” said his fath­er, en­coun­ter­ing Wil­li­am creep­ing on all fours among the bushes. “I thought you did home les­sons now?”

			Wil­li­am arose to an up­right po­s­i­tion.

			“I’m not goin’ to take much both­er over ’em now,” said Wil­li­am. “Miss Drew, she can’t talk straight. She dunno what she means.”

			“That’s al­ways the trouble with wo­men,” agreed his fath­er. “Wil­li­am says his idol has feet of clay,” he said to his wife, who had ap­proached.

			“I dunno as she’s got feet of clay,” said Wil­li­am, the lit­er­al. “All I say is she can’t talk straight. I took no end of trouble an’ she dunno what she means. I think her feet’s all right. She walks all right. ’Sides, when they make folks false feet, they make ’em of wood, not clay.”

		
	
		
			
				V

				The Show

			
			The Out­laws sat around the old barn, plunged in deep thought. Henry, the old­est mem­ber (aged 12¼) had said in a mo­ment of in­spir­a­tion:

			“Let’s think of—sumth­in’ else to do—sumth­in’ quite fresh from what we’ve ever done be­fore.”

			And the Out­laws were think­ing.

			They had en­gaged in mor­tal com­bat with one an­oth­er, they had cooked strange in­gredi­ents over a smoking and re­luct­ant flame with a fine dis­reg­ard of culin­ary con­ven­tions, they had tracked each oth­er over the coun­tryside with gait and com­plex­ions in­ten­ded to rep­res­ent those of the ab­ori­gines of South Amer­ica, they had even turned their at­ten­tion to kid­nap­ping (without any strik­ing suc­cess), and these oc­cu­pa­tions had palled.

			In all its activ­it­ies the So­ci­ety of Out­laws (com­pris­ing four mem­bers) aimed at a simple, un­os­ten­ta­tious mode of pro­ced­ure. In their shrink­ing from the glare of pub­li­city they showed an ex­ample of un­af­fected mod­esty that many oth­er pub­lic so­ci­et­ies might prof­it­ably emu­late. The par­ents of the mem­bers were un­aware of the very ex­ist­ence of the so­ci­ety. The ill-timed and tact­less in­ter­fer­ence of par­ents had nipped in the bud many a cher­ished plan, and by bit­ter ex­per­i­ence the Out­laws had learnt that secrecy was their only pro­tec­tion. Ow­ing to the rules and re­stric­tions of an un­sym­path­et­ic world that or­ders school hours from 9 to 4 their meet­ings were con­fined to half-hol­i­days and oc­ca­sion­ally Sunday af­ter­noons.

			Wil­li­am, the ever in­geni­ous, made the first sug­ges­tion.

			“Let’s shoot things with bows an’ ar­rows same as real out­laws used to,” he said.

			“What things?” and

			“What bows an’ ar­rows?” said Henry and Ginger sim­ul­tan­eously.

			“Oh, any­thing—birds an’ cats an’ hens an’ things—an’ buy bows an’ ar­rows. You can buy them in shops.”

			“We can make them,” said Douglas, hope­fully.

			“Not like you can get them in shops. They’d shoot crooked or sumth­in’ if we made them. They’ve got to be jus’ so to shoot straight. I saw some in Brook’s win­dow, too, jus’ right—jus’ same as real out­laws had.”

			“How much?” said the out­laws breath­lessly.

			“Five shil­lings—tar­gets for learn­in’ on be­fore we be­gin shoot­in’ real things an’ all.”

			“Five shil­lings!” breathed Douglas. He might as well have said five pounds. “We’ve not got five shil­lings. Henry’s not hav­ing any money since he broke their draw­ing-room win­dow an’ Ginger only has 3d. a week an’ has to give col­lec­tion an’ we’ve not paid for the guinea pig yet, the one that got in­to Ginger’s sis­ter’s hat an’ she was so mad at, an’—”

			“Oh, nev­er mind all that,” said Wil­li­am, scorn­fully. “We’ll jus’ get five shil­lings.”

			“How?”

			“Well,” un­cer­tainly, “grownups can al­ways get money when they want it.”

			“How?” again.

			Wil­li­am dis­liked be­ing tied down to de­tails.

			“Oh—bazaars an’ things,” im­pa­tiently.

			“Bazaars!” ex­ploded Henry. “Who’d come to a bazaar if we had one? Who would? Jus’ tell me that if you’re so clev­er! Who’d come to it? Be­sides, you’ve got to sell things at a bazaar, haven’t you? What’d we sell? We’ve got noth­in’ to sell, have we? What’s the good of hav­in’ a bazaar with noth­in’ to sell and no one to buy it? Jus’ tell me that!”

			Henry al­ways en­joyed scor­ing off Wil­li­am.

			“Well—shows an’ things,” said Wil­li­am des­per­ately.

			There was a mo­ment’s si­lence, then Ginger re­peated thought­fully. “Shows!” and Douglas, whose eld­est broth­er was home from col­lege for his va­ca­tion, mur­mured self-con­sciously, “By Jove!”

			“We could do a show,” said Ginger. “Get an­im­als an’ things an’ charge money for look­in’ at them.”

			“Who’d pay it?” said Henry, the doubter.

			“Any­one would. You’d pay to see an­im­als, wouldn’t you?—real an­im­als. People do at the Zoo, don’t they? Well, we’ll get some an­im­als. That’s easy enough, isn’t it?”

			A neigh­bour­ing church clock struck four and the meet­ing was ad­journed.

			“Well, we’ll have a show an’ get money and buy bows an’ ar­rows an’ shoot things,” summed up Wil­li­am, “an we’ll ar­range the show next week.”

			Wil­li­am re­turned home slowly and thought­fully. He sat on his bed, his hands in his pock­ets, his brow drawn in­to a frown, his thoughts wan­der­ing in a dream­land of won­der­ful “shows” and rare exot­ic beasts.

			Sud­denly from the next room came a thin sound that gathered volume till it seemed to fill the house like the roar­ing of a li­on, then died gradu­ally away and was fol­lowed by si­lence. But only for a second. It began again—a small whis­per that grew louder and louder, be­came a rauc­ous bel­low, then faded slowly away to rise again after a mo­ment’s si­lence. In the next room Wil­li­am’s moth­er’s Aunt Emily was tak­ing her af­ter­noon nap. Aunt Emily had come down a month ago for a week’s vis­it and had not yet re­ferred to the date of her de­par­ture. Wil­li­am’s fath­er was grow­ing anxious. She was a stout, healthy lady, who spent all her time re­cov­er­ing from a slight ill­ness she had had two years ago. Her life held two oc­cu­pa­tions, and only two. These were eat­ing and sleep­ing. For Wil­li­am she pos­sessed a subtle but ir­res­ist­ible fas­cin­a­tion. Her stature, her ap­pet­ite, her gloom, ad­ded to the fact that she ut­terly ig­nored him, at­trac­ted him strongly.

			The tea bell rang and the sound of the snor­ing ceased ab­ruptly. This en­ter­tain­ment over, Wil­li­am des­cen­ded to the din­ing-room, where his fath­er was ad­dress­ing his moth­er with some heat.

			“Is she go­ing to stay here forever, or only for a few years? I’d like to know, be­cause—”

			Per­ceiv­ing Wil­li­am, he stopped ab­ruptly, and Wil­li­am’s moth­er mur­mured:

			“It’s so nice to have her, dear.”

			Then Aunt Emily entered.

			“Have you slept well, Aunt?”

			“Slept!” re­peated Aunt Emily majestic­ally. “I hardly ex­pect to sleep in my state of health. A little rest is all I can ex­pect.”

			“Sorry you’re no bet­ter,” said Wil­li­am’s fath­er sar­don­ic­ally.

			“Bet­ter?” she re­peated again in­dig­nantly. “It will be a long time be­fore I’m bet­ter.”

			She lowered her large, healthy frame in­to a chair, care­fully se­lec­ted a sub­stan­tial piece of bread and but­ter and at­tacked it with vigour.

			“I’m go­ing to the post after tea,” said Wil­li­am’s moth­er. “Would you care to come with me?”

			Aunt Emily took a large help­ing of jam.

			“You hardly ex­pect me to go out in the even­ing in my state of health, surely? It’s years since I went out after tea. And I was at the post of­fice this morn­ing. There were a lot of people there, but they served me first. I sup­pose they saw I looked ill.”

			Wil­li­am’s fath­er choked sud­denly and apo­lo­gised, but not humbly.

			“Though I must say,” went on Aunt Emily, “this place does suit me. I think after a few months here I should be a little stronger. Pass the jam, Wil­li­am.”

			The glance that Wil­li­am’s fath­er fixed upon her would have made a stronger wo­man quail, but Aunt Emily was scrap­ing out the last rem­nants of jam and did not no­tice.

			“I’m a bit over­tired today, I think,” she went on. “I’m so apt to for­get how weak I am and then I overdo it. I’m ready for the cake, Wil­li­am. I just sat out in the sun yes­ter­day af­ter­noon and sat a bit too long and over­tired my­self. I ought to write let­ters after tea, but I don’t think I have the strength. An­oth­er piece of cake, Wil­li­am. I’ll go up­stairs to rest in­stead, I think. I hope you’ll keep the house quiet. It’s so rarely that I can get a bit of sleep.”

			Wil­li­am’s fath­er left the room ab­ruptly. Wil­li­am sat on and watched, with fas­cin­ated eyes, the cake dis­ap­pear, and fi­nally fol­lowed the large, portly fig­ure up­stairs and sat down in his room to plan the “show” and in­cid­ent­ally listen, with a cer­tain thrilled awe, for the sounds from next door.

			The place and time of the “show” presen­ted no little dif­fi­culty. To hold it in the old barn would give away to the world the cher­ished secret of their meet­ing place. It was Wil­li­am who sug­ges­ted his bed­room, to be entered, not by way of the front door and stair­case, but by the less pub­lic way of the garden wall and scull­ery roof. Ever an op­tim­ist, he af­firmed that no one would see or hear. The choice of a time was lim­ited to Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon, Sat­urday af­ter­noon, and Sunday. Sunday at first was ruled out as im­possible. But there were dif­fi­culties about Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon and Sat­urday af­ter­noon. On Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon Ginger and Douglas were un­will­ing and un­grace­ful pu­pils at a dan­cing class. On Sat­urday af­ter­noon Wil­li­am’s fath­er gardened and would com­mand a view of the garden wall and scull­ery roof. On these af­ter­noons also Cook and Emma, both of a sus­pi­cious turn of mind, would be at large. On Sunday Cook and Emma went out, Wil­li­am’s moth­er paid a reg­u­lar weekly vis­it to an old friend and Wil­li­am’s fath­er spent the af­ter­noon on the sofa, dead to the world.

			Moreover, as he poin­ted out to the Out­laws, the mem­bers of the Sunday School could be way­laid and in­duced to at­tend the show and they would prob­ably be provided with money for col­lec­tion. The more Wil­li­am thought over it, the more at­tract­ive be­came the idea of a Sunday af­ter­noon in spite of su­per­fi­cial dif­fi­culties; there­fore Sunday af­ter­noon was fi­nally chosen.

			The day was for­tu­nately a fine one, and Wil­li­am and the oth­er Out­laws were at work early. Wil­li­am had asked his moth­er, with an ex­pres­sion of meek­ness and vir­tue that ought to have warned her of danger, if he might have “jus’ a few friends” in his room for the af­ter­noon. His moth­er, glad that her hus­band should be spared his son’s rest­less com­pany, gave will­ing per­mis­sion.

			By half-past two the ex­hib­its were ready. In a cage by the win­dow sat a white rat painted in faint al­tern­ate stripes of blue and pink. This was Douglas’ con­tri­bu­tion, hand­painted by him­self in wa­ter col­ours. It wore a be­wildered ex­pres­sion and oc­ca­sion­ally licked its stripes and then ob­vi­ously wished it hadn’t. Its cage bore a no­tice prin­ted on card­board:

			
				Rat from China

				Rats are all like

				this in China

			

			Next came a cat be­long­ing to Wil­li­am’s sis­ter, Smuts by name, now im­prisoned be­neath a bas­ket-chair. At the best of times Smuts was short-tempered, and all its life had cher­ished a bit­ter hatred of Wil­li­am. Now, en­closed by its en­emy in a pris­on two feet square, its fury knew no bounds. It tore at the bas­ket work, it flew wildly round and round, scratch­ing, spit­ting, swear­ing. Its chair bore the simple and ap­pro­pri­ate no­tice:

			
				Wild cat

			

			Wil­li­am watched it with hon­est pride and prayed fer­vently that its in­dig­na­tion would not abate dur­ing the af­ter­noon.

			Next came a gi­ant com­posed of Douglas upon Ginger’s back, draped in two sheets tied tightly round Douglas’s neck. This was la­belled:

			
				Gen­win gi­ant

			

			Ginger was already grow­ing rest­ive. His muffled voice was heard from the folds of the sheets in­form­ing the oth­er Out­laws that it was a bit thick and he hadn’t known it would be like this or he wouldn’t have done it, and any­way he was go­ing to change with Douglas half time or he’d chuck up the whole thing.

			The next ex­hib­it was a black fox fur of Wil­li­am’s moth­er’s, to which was for­tu­nately at­tached a head and sev­er­al feet, and which he had sur­repti­tiously re­moved from her ward­robe. This had been tied up, stuffed with waste pa­per and wired by Wil­li­am till it was, in his eyes, re­mark­ably life­like. As the legs, even with the as­sist­ance of wire, re­fused to sup­port the body and the head would only droop sadly to the ground, it was per­force ex­hib­ited in a re­cum­bent at­ti­tude. It bore marks of sticky fin­gers, and of sev­er­al side slips of the scis­sors when Wil­li­am was cut­ting the wire, but on the whole he was justly proud of it. It bore the strik­ing but un­truth­ful le­gend:—

			
				Bear shot

				by out­laws

				in Rush­er

			

			Next came:

			
				Blue dog

			

			This was Henry’s fox ter­ri­er, gen­er­ally known as Chips. For Chips the world was very black. Henry’s mas­ter mind had scorned his paint box and his wa­ter col­ours. Henry had “bor­rowed” a blue bag and dabbed it lib­er­ally over Chips. Chips had, after the first wild fren­zied struggle, offered no res­ist­ance. He now sat, a pic­ture of black des­pair, turn­ing every now and then a mel­an­choly eye upon the still en­raged Smuts. But for him cats and joy and life and fight­ing were no more. He was ab­ject, shamed—a blue dog.

			Wil­li­am him­self, as show­man, was an im­pos­ing fig­ure. He was robed in a red dress­ing-gown of his fath­er’s that trailed on the ground be­hind him and over whose cords in front he stumbled un­grace­fully as he walked. He had cut a few strands from the fringe of a rug and glued them to his lips to rep­res­ent mous­taches. They fell in two straight lines over his mouth. On his head was a tin­sel crown, once worn by his sis­ter as Fairy Queen.

			The show had been widely ad­vert­ised and all the neigh­bour­ing chil­dren had been in­di­vidu­ally can­vassed, but un­der strict or­ders of secrecy. The threats of what the Out­laws would do if their secret were dis­closed had kept many a child awake at night.

			Wil­li­am sur­veyed the room proudly.

			“Not a bad show for a penny, I should say. I guess there aren’t many like it, any­way. Do shut up talkin’, Ginger. It’ll spoil it all, if folks hear the gi­ant talk­ing out of his stom­ach. It’s Douglas that’s got to do the gi­ant’s talk­ing. Any­one could see that. I say, they’re com­in’! Look! They’re com­in’! Along the wall!”

			There was a thin line of chil­dren climb­ing along the wall in single file on all fours. They as­cen­ded the scull­ery roof and ap­proached the win­dow. These were the first ar­rivals who had called on their way to Sunday School.

			Henry took their pen­nies and Wil­li­am cleared his throat and began:—

			“White rat from China, ladies an’ gen­tle­men, pink an’ blue striped. All rats is pink an’ blue striped in China. This is the only gen­win China rat in Eng­land—brought over from China spe­cial las’ week jus’ for the show. It lives on China bread an’ but­ter brought over spe­cial, too.”

			“Wash it!” jeered an un­be­liev­er. “Jus’ wash it an’ let’s see it then.”

			“Wash it?” re­peated the show­man in­dig­nantly. “It’s got­ter be washed. It’s washed every morn­ing an’ night same as you or me. China rats have got­ter be washed or they’d die right off. Wash­in’ ’em don’t make no dif­fer­ence to their stripes. Any­one knows that that knows any­thing about China rats, I guess.”

			He laughed scorn­fully and turned to Smuts. Smuts had grown used to the bas­ket chair and was set­tling down for a nap. Wil­li­am crouched down on all fours, ran his fin­gers along the bas­ket-work, and, put­ting his face close to it, gave vent to a ma­li­cious howl. Smuts sprang at him, scratch­ing and spit­ting.

			“Wild cat,” said Wil­li­am tri­umphantly. “Look at it! Kill any­one if it got out! Spring at their throats, it would, an’ scratch their eyes out with its paws an’ bite their necks till its teeth met. If I jus’ moved away that chair it would spring out at you.” They moved hast­ily away from the chair, “and I bet some of you would be dead pretty quick. It could have any­one’s head right off with bitin’ and scratchin’. Right off—sep­ar­ate from their bod­ies!”

			There was an awestricken si­lence.

			Then:

			“Garn! It’s Smuts. It’s your sis­ter’s cat!”

			Wil­li­am laughed as though vastly amused by this idea.

			“Smuts!” he said, giv­ing a sur­repti­tious kick to the chair that in­furi­ated its oc­cu­pant still more. “I guess there wouldn’t be many of us left in this house if Smuts was like this.”

			They passed on to the gi­ant.

			“A gi­ant,” said Wil­li­am, re­arran­ging the tin­sel crown, which was slightly too big for him. “Real gi­ant. Look at it. As big as two of you put to­geth­er. How d’you think he gets in at doors and things? Has to have everything made spe­cial. Look at him walk. Walk, Ginger.”

			Ginger took two steps for­ward. Douglas clutched his shoulders and mur­mured anxiously, “By Jove!”

			“Go on,” urged Wil­li­am scorn­fully, “That’s not walkin’.”

			The goaded Ginger’s voice came from the gi­ant’s middle re­gions!

			“If you go on talkin’ at me, I’ll drop him. I’m just about sick of it.”

			“All right,” said Wil­li­am hast­ily.

			“Any­way it’s a gi­ant,” he went on to his audi­ence. “A jolly fine gi­ant.”

			“It’s got Douglas’s face,” said one of his audi­ence.

			Wil­li­am was for a mo­ment at a loss.

			“Well,” he said at last, “gi­ant’s got to have some sort of a face, hasn’t it? Can’t not have a face, can it?”

			The Rus­si­an Bear, which had of­ten been seen ad­orn­ing the shoulders of Wil­li­am’s moth­er and was promptly re­cog­nised, was greeted with rib­ald jeers, but there was no doubt as to the suc­cess of the Blue Dog. Chips ad­vanced de­prec­at­ingly, blue head droop­ing, and blue tail between blue legs, makingab­ject apo­lo­gies for his hor­rible con­di­tion. But Henry had done his work well. They stood around in rapt ad­mir­a­tion.

			“Blue dog,” said the show­man, walk­ing for­ward proudly and stum­bling vi­ol­ently over the cords of the dress­ing gown. “Blue dog,” he re­peated, re­cov­er­ing his bal­ance and re­mov­ing the tin­sel crown from his nose to his brow. “You nev­er saw a blue dog be­fore, did you? No, and you aren’t likely to see one again, neither. It was made blue spe­cial for this show. It’s the only blue dog in the world. Folks’ll be com­in’ from all over the world to see this blue dog—an’ thrown in in a penny show! If it was in the Zoo you’d have to pay a shil­ling to see it, I bet. It’s—it’s jus’ luck for you it’s here. I guess the folks at the Zoo wish they’d got it. Tain’t many shows have blue dogs. Brown an’ black an’ white—but not blue. Why, folks pay money jus’ to see shows of ornery dogs—so you’re jus’ lucky to see a blue dog an’ a dead bear from Rus­sia an’ a gi­ant, an’ a wild cat, an’ a China rat for jus’ one penny.”

			After each speech Wil­li­am had to re­move from his mouth the rug fringe which per­sisted in obey­ing the force of grav­ity rather than Wil­li­am’s idea of what a mous­tache should be.

			“It’s jus’ paint. Henry’s gate’s be­ing painted blue,” said one crit­ic feebly, but on the whole the Out­laws had scored a dis­tinct suc­cess in the blue dog.

			Then, while they stood in si­lent ad­mir­a­tion round the un­happy an­im­al, came a sound from the next door, a gentle sound like the sigh­ing of the wind through the trees. It rose and fell. It rose again and fell again. It in­creased in volume with each re­pe­ti­tion, till at its height it soun­ded like a wild an­im­al in pain.

			“What’s that?” asked the audi­ence breath­lessly.

			Wil­li­am was slightly un­easy. He was not sure wheth­er this fresh de­vel­op­ment would add lustre or dis­hon­our to his show.

			“Yes,” he said darkly to gain time, “what is it? I guess you’d like to know what it is!”

			“Garn! It’s jus’ snor­in’.”

			“Snor­in’!” re­peated Wil­li­am. “It’s not ornery snor­in’, that isn’t. Jus’ listen, that’s all! You couldn’t snore like that, I bet. Huh!”

			They listened spell­bound to the gentle sound, grow­ing louder and louder till at its loudest it brought rapt smiles to their faces, then ceas­ing ab­ruptly, then si­lence. Then again the gentle sound that grew and grew.

			Wil­li­am asked Henry in a stage whis­per if they oughtn’t to charge ex­tra for listen­ing to it. The audi­ence hast­ily ex­plained that they wer­en’t listen­ing, they “jus’ couldn’t help hear­in’.”

			A second batch of sight­seers had ar­rived and were pay­ing their en­trance pen­nies, but the first batch re­fused to move. Wil­li­am, em­boldened by suc­cess, opened the door and they crept out to the land­ing and listened with ears pressed to the ma­gic door.

			Henry now did the hon­ours of show­man. Wil­li­am stood, majest­ic in his glor­i­ous ap­par­el, deep in thought. Then to his face came the faint smile that in­spir­a­tion brings to her vo­tar­ies. He ordered the audi­ence back in­to the show­room and shut the door. Then he took off his shoes and softly and with bated breath opened Aunt Emily’s door and peeped with­in. It was rather a close af­ter­noon, and she lay on her bed on the top of her ei­der­down. She had slipped off her dress skirt so as not to crush it, and she lay in her im­mense stature in a blouse and striped pet­ti­coat, while from her open mouth is­sued the fas­cin­at­ing sounds. In sleep Aunt Emily was not beau­ti­ful.

			Wil­li­am thought­fully propped up a cush­ion in the door­way and stood con­sid­er­ing the situ­ation.

			In a few minutes the show­room was filled with a si­lent, ex­pect­ant crowd. In a corner near the door was a new no­tice:

			
				Place for tak­ing

				off shoes and tak­ing

				oth of si­lence

			

			Wil­li­am, after ad­min­is­ter­ing the oath of si­lence to a se­lect party in his most im­press­ive man­ner led them shoe­less and on tip­toe to the next room.

			From Aunt Emily’s bed hung an­oth­er no­tice:

			
				Fat wild wo­man

				tor­kin natif

				lang­widge

			

			They stood in a hushed, de­lighted group around her bed. The sounds nev­er ceased, nev­er abated. Wil­li­am only al­lowed them two minutes in the room. They came out re­luct­antly, paid more money, joined the end of the queue and re-entered. More and more chil­dren came to see the show, but the show now con­sisted solely in Aunt Emily.

			The China rat had licked off all its stripes; Smuts was fast asleep; Ginger was sit­ting down on the seat of a chair and Douglas on the back of it, and Ginger had in­sisted at last on air and sight and had put his head out where the two sheets joined; the Rus­si­an Bear had fallen on to the floor and no one had picked it up; Chips lay in a dis­con­sol­ate heap, a vic­tim of acute mel­an­cho­lia—and no one cared for any of these things. New­comers passed by them hur­riedly and stood shoe­less in the queue out­side Aunt Emily’s room eagerly await­ing their turn. Those who came out simply went to the end again to wait an­oth­er turn. Many re­turned home for more money, for Aunt Emily was 1d ex­tra and each vis­it after the first,½d. The Sunday School bell pealed forth its sum­mons, but no one left the show. The vicar was de­pressed that even­ing. The at­tend­ance at Sunday School had been the worst on re­cord. And still Aunt Emily slept and snored with a rapt, si­lent crowd around her. But Wil­li­am could nev­er rest con­tent. He pos­sessed am­bi­tion that would have put many of his eld­ers to shame. He cleared the room and re­opened it after a few minutes, dur­ing which his cli­ents waited in breath­less sus­pense.

			When they re-entered there was a fresh ex­hib­it. Wil­li­am’s keen eye had been search­ing out each de­tail of the room. On the table by her bed now stood a glass con­tain­ing teeth, that Wil­li­am had dis­covered on the wash­stand, and a switch of hair and a tooth­less comb, that Wil­li­am had dis­covered on the dress­ing-table. These all bore no­tices:

			
				Fat wild

				wo­man’s

				teeth

				Fat wild

				wo­man’s

				hare

				Fat wild

				wo­man’s

				kome

			

			Were it not that the slight­est noise meant in­stant ex­pul­sion from the show (some of their num­ber had already suffered that bit­ter fate) there would have been no re­strain­ing the audi­ence. As it was, they crept in, si­lent, ex­pect­ant, thrilled, to watch and listen for the bliss­ful two minutes. And Aunt Emily nev­er failed them. Still she slept and snored. They bor­rowed money reck­lessly from each oth­er. The poor sold their dearest treas­ures to the rich, and still they came again and again. And still Aunt Emily slept and snored. It would be in­ter­est­ing to know how long this would have gone on, had she not, on the top note of a peal that was a pure de­light to her audi­ence, awakened with a start and glanced around her. At first she thought that the cluster of small boys around her was a dream, es­pe­cially as they turned and fled pre­cip­it­ately at once. Then she sat up and her eye fell upon the table by her bed, the no­tices, and fi­nally upon the pet­ri­fied hor­ror-stricken show­man. She sprang up and, seiz­ing him by the shoulders, shook him till his teeth chattered, the tin­sel crown fell down, en­circ­ling ears and nose, and one of his mous­taches fell limply at his feet.

			“You wicked boy!” she said as she shook him, “you wicked, wicked, wicked boy!”

			He es­caped from her grasp and fled to the show­room, where, in sheer self-de­fence, he moved a table and three chairs across the door. The room was empty ex­cept for Henry, the blue dog, and the still sleep­ing Smuts. All that was left of the gi­ant was the crumpled sheets. Douglas had, with an awestricken “By Jove!” snatched up his rat as he fled. The last of their cli­ents was seen scram­bling along the top of the garden wall on all fours with all pos­sible speed.

			Mech­an­ic­ally Wil­li­am straightened his crown.

			“She’s woke,” he said. “She’s mad wild.”

			He listened ap­pre­hens­ively for angry foot­steps des­cend­ing the stairs and his fath­er’s dread sum­mons, but none came. Aunt Emily could be heard mov­ing about in her room, but that was all. A wild hope came to him that, giv­en a little time, she might for­get the in­cid­ent.

			“Let’s count the money—” said Henry at last.

			They coun­ted.

			“Four an’ six!” screamed Wil­li­am. “Four an’ six! Jolly good, I should say! An’ it would only have been about two shil­lings without Aunt Emily, an’ I thought of her, didn’t I? I guess you can all be jolly grate­ful to me.”

			“All right,” said Henry un­kindly. “I’m not envy­ing you, am I? You’re wel­come to it when she tells your fath­er.”

			And Wil­li­am’s proud spir­its dropped.

			Then came the open­ing of the fate­ful door and heavy steps des­cend­ing the stairs.

			Wil­li­am’s moth­er had re­turned from her weekly vis­it to her friend. She was pla­cing her um­brella in the stand as Aunt Emily, hat­ted and coated and car­ry­ing a bag, des­cen­ded. Wil­li­am’s fath­er had just awakened from his peace­ful Sunday af­ter­noon slum­ber, and, hear­ing his wife, had come in­to the hall.

			Aunt Emily fixed her eye upon him.

			“Will you be good enough to pro­cure a con­vey­ance?” she said. “After the in­dig­nit­ies to which I have been sub­jec­ted in this house I re­fuse to re­main in it a mo­ment longer.”

			Quiv­er­ing with in­dig­na­tion she gave de­tails of the in­dig­nit­ies to which she had been sub­jec­ted. Wil­li­am’s moth­er pleaded, apo­lo­gised, coaxed. Wil­li­am’s fath­er went quietly out to pro­cure a con­vey­ance. When he re­turned she was still talk­ing in the hall.

			“A crowd of vul­gar little boys,” she was say­ing, “and hor­rible in­de­cent plac­ards all over the room.”

			He car­ried her bag down to the cab.

			“And me in my state of health,” she said as she fol­lowed him. From the cab she gave her part­ing shot.

			“And if this hor­rible thing hadn’t happened, I might have stayed with you all the winter and per­haps part of the spring.”

			Wil­li­am’s fath­er wiped his brow with his handker­chief as the cab drove off.

			“How dread­ful!” said his wife, but she avoided meet­ing his eye. “It’s—it’s dis­grace­ful of Wil­li­am,” she went on with sud­den spir­it. “You must speak to him.”

			“I will,” said his fath­er de­term­inedly. “Wil­li­am!” he shouted sternly from the hall.

			Wil­li­am’s heart sank.

			“She’s told,” he mur­mured, his last hope gone.

			“You’d bet­ter go and get it over,” ad­vised Henry.

			“Wil­li­am!” re­peated the voice still more fiercely.

			Henry moved near­er the win­dow, pre­pared for in­stant flight if the voice’s own­er should fol­low it up the stairs.

			“Go on,” he urged. “He’ll only come up for you.”

			Wil­li­am slowly re­moved the bar­ri­cade and des­cen­ded the stairs. He had re­membered to take off the crown and dress­ing gown, but his one-sided mous­tache still hung limply over his mouth.

			His fath­er was stand­ing in the hall.

			“What’s that hor­rible thing on your face?” he began.

			“Whiskers,” answered Wil­li­am lac­on­ic­ally.

			His fath­er ac­cep­ted the ex­plan­a­tion.

			“Is it true,” he went on, “that you ac­tu­ally took your friends in­to your aunt’s room without per­mis­sion and hung vul­gar plac­ards around it?”

			Wil­li­am glanced up in­to his fath­er’s face and sud­denly took hope. Mr. Brown was no act­or.

			“Yes,” he ad­mit­ted.

			“It’s dis­grace­ful,” said Mr. Brown, “dis­grace­ful! That’s all.”

			But it was not quite all. Some­thing hard and round slipped in­to Wil­li­am’s hand. He ran lightly up­stairs.

			“Hello!” said Henry, sur­prised. “That’s not taken long. What—”

			Wil­li­am opened his hand and showed some­thing that shone upon his ex­ten­ded palm.

			“Look!” he said. “Crumbs! Look!” It was a bright half-crown.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				A Ques­tion of Gram­mar

			
			It was rain­ing. It had been rain­ing all morn­ing. Wil­li­am was in­tensely bored with his fam­ily.

			“What can I do?” he de­man­ded of his fath­er for the tenth time.

			“Noth­ing!” said his fath­er fiercely from be­hind his news­pa­per.

			Wil­li­am fol­lowed his moth­er in­to the kit­chen.

			“What can I do?” he said plaint­ively.

			“Couldn’t you just sit quietly?” sug­ges­ted his moth­er.

			“That’s not doin’ any­thing,” Wil­li­am said. “I could sit quietly all day,” he went on ag­gress­ively, “if I wanted.”

			“But you nev­er do.”

			“No, ’cause there wouldn’t be any sense in it, would there?”

			“Couldn’t you read or draw or some­thing?”

			“No, that’s les­sons. That’s not doin’ any­thing!”

			“I could teach you to knit if you like.”

			With one crush­ing glance Wil­li­am left her.

			He went to the draw­ing-room, where his sis­ter Eth­el was knit­ting a jump­er and talk­ing to a friend.

			“And I heard her say to him—” she was say­ing. She broke off with the sigh of a pa­tient mar­tyr as Wil­li­am came in. He sat down and glared at her. She ex­changed a glance of resigned ex­as­per­a­tion with her friend.

			“What are you do­ing, Wil­li­am?” said the friend sweetly.

			“Noth­in’,” said Wil­li­am with a scowl.

			“Shut the door after you when you go out, won’t you, Wil­li­am?” said Eth­el equally sweetly.

			Wil­li­am at that in­sult rose with dig­nity and went to the door. At the door he turned.

			“I wun’t stay here now,” he said with slow con­tempt, “not even if—even if—even if,” he paused to con­sider the most re­mote con­tin­gency, “not even if you wanted me,” he said at last em­phat­ic­ally.

			He shut the door be­hind him and his ex­pres­sion re­laxed in­to a sar­don­ic smile.

			“I bet they feel small!” he said to the um­brella-stand.

			He went to the lib­rary, where his sev­en­teen-year-old broth­er Robert was show­ing off his new rifle to a friend.

			“You see—” he was say­ing, then, catch­ing sight of Wil­li­am’s face round the door, “Oh, get out!”

			Wil­li­am got out.

			He re­turned to his moth­er in the kit­chen with a still more jaun­diced view of life. It was still rain­ing. His moth­er was look­ing at the trades­men’s books.

			“Can I go out?” he said gloomily.

			“No, of course not. It’s pour­ing.”

			“I don’t mind rain.”

			“Don’t be silly.”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered that few boys in the whole world were han­di­capped by more un­sym­path­et­ic par­ents than he.

			“Why,” he said pathet­ic­ally, “have they got friends in an’ me not?”

			“I sup­pose you didn’t think of ask­ing any­one,” she said calmly.

			“Well, can I have someone now?”

			“No, it’s too late,” said Mrs. Brown, rais­ing her head from the butcher’s book and mur­mur­ing “ten and el­ev­en­pence” to her­self.

			“Well, when can I?”

			She raised a har­assed face.

			“Wil­li­am, do be quiet! Any time, if you ask. Eight­een and two­pence.”

			“Can I have lots?”

			“Oh, go and ask your fath­er.”

			Wil­li­am went out.

			He re­turned to the din­ing-room, where his fath­er was still read­ing a pa­per. The sigh with which his fath­er greeted his en­trance was not one of re­lief.

			“If you’ve come to ask ques­tions—” he began threat­en­ingly.

			“I haven’t,” said Wil­li­am quickly. “Fath­er, when you’re all away on Sat­urday, can I have a party?”

			“No, of course not,” said his fath­er ir­rit­ably. “Can’t you do some­thing?”

			Wil­li­am, goaded to des­per­a­tion, burst in­to a flood of elo­quence.

			“The sort of things I want to do they don’t want me to do an’ the sort of things I don’t want to do they want me to do. Moth­er said to knit. Knit!”

			His scorn and fury were in­des­crib­able. His fath­er looked out of the win­dow.

			“Thank Heav­en, it’s stopped rain­ing! Go out!”

			Wil­li­am went out.

			There were some quite in­ter­est­ing things to do out­side. In the road there were puddles, and the sen­sa­tion of walk­ing through a puddle, as every boy knows, is a very pleas­ant one. The hedges, when shaken, sent quite a shower bath upon the shaker, which also is a pleas­ant sen­sa­tion. The ditch was full and there was the thrill of see­ing how of­ten one could jump across it without go­ing in. One went in more of­ten than not. It is also fas­cin­at­ing to walk in mud, scrap­ing it along with one’s boots. Wil­li­am’s spir­its rose, but he could not shake off the idea of the party. Quite sud­denly he wanted to have a party and he wanted to have it on Sat­urday. His fam­ily would be away on Sat­urday. They were go­ing to spend the day with an aunt. Aunts rarely in­cluded Wil­li­am in their in­vit­a­tion.

			He came home wet and dirty and cheer­ful. He ap­proached his fath­er war­ily.

			“Did you say I could have a party, fath­er?” he said cas­u­ally.

			“No, I did not,” said Mr. Brown firmly.

			Wil­li­am let the mat­ter rest for the present.

			He spent most of the Eng­lish Gram­mar class in school next morn­ing con­sid­er­ing it. There was a great deal to be said for a party in the ab­sence of one’s par­ents and grown-up broth­er and sis­ter. He’d like to ask George and Ginger and Henry and Douglas and—and—and—heaps of them. He’d like to ask them all. “They” were the whole class—thirty in num­ber.

			“What have I just been say­ing, Wil­li­am?”

			Wil­li­am sighed. That was the fool­ish sort of ques­tion that school­mis­tresses were al­ways ask­ing. They ought to know them­selves what they’d just been say­ing bet­ter than any­one. He nev­er knew. Why were they al­ways ask­ing him? He looked blank. Then:

			“Was it any­thin’ about par­ti­ciples?” He re­membered some­thing vaguely about par­ti­ciples, but it mightn’t have been today.

			Miss Jones groaned.

			“That was ever so long ago, Wil­li­am,” she said. “You’ve not been at­tend­ing.”

			Wil­li­am cleared his throat with a cer­tain dig­nity and made no an­swer.

			“Tell him, Henry.”

			Henry ceased his en­thralling oc­cu­pa­tion of try­ing to push a fly in­to his ink­well with his nib and answered mech­an­ic­ally:

			“Two neg­at­ives make an af­firm­at­ive.”

			“Yes. Say that, Wil­li­am.”

			Wil­li­am re­peated it without be­tray­ing any great in­terest in the fact.

			“Yes. What’s a neg­at­ive, Wil­li­am?”

			Wil­li­am sighed.

			“Somethin’ about pho­to­graphs?” he said ob­li­gingly.

			“No,” snapped Miss Jones. She found Wil­li­am and the heat (Wil­li­am par­tic­u­larly) rather try­ing.

			“It’s ‘no’ and ‘not.’ And an af­firm­at­ive is ‘yes.’ ”

			“Oh,” said Wil­li­am po­litely.

			“So two ‘nos’ and ‘nots’ mean ‘yes,’ if they’re in the same sen­tence. If you said ‘There’s not no money in the box’ you mean there is.”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered.

			He said “Oh” again.

			Then he seemed sud­denly to be­come in­tel­li­gent.

			“Then,” he said, “if you say ‘no’ and ‘not’ in the same sen­tence does it mean ‘yes’?”

			“Cer­tainly.”

			Wil­li­am smiled.

			Wil­li­am’s smile was a rare thing.

			“Thank you,” he said.

			Miss Jones was quite touched. “It’s all right, Wil­li­am,” she said, “I’m glad you’re be­gin­ning to take an in­terest in your work.”

			Wil­li­am was mur­mur­ing to him­self.

			“ ‘No, of course not’ and ‘No, I did not’ and a ‘no’ an’ a ‘not’ mean a ‘yes,’ so he meant ‘yes, of course’ and ‘yes, I did.’ ”

			He waited till the Fri­day be­fore he gave his in­vit­a­tions with a cas­u­al air.

			“My folks is goin’ away to­mor­row an’ they said I could have a few fren’s in to tea. Can you come? Tell your moth­er they said jus’ to come an’ not both­er to write.”

			He was a born strategist. Not one of his friends’ par­ents guessed the true state of af­fairs. When Wil­li­am’s con­science (that curi­ous or­gan) rose to re­proach him, he said to it firmly:

			“He said I could. He said ‘Yes, of course.’ He said ‘Yes, I did.’ ”

			He asked them all. He thought that while you are hav­ing a party you might as well have a big one. He hin­ted darkly at un­res­trained joy and mirth. They all ac­cep­ted the in­vit­a­tion.

			Wil­li­am’s moth­er took an anxious farewell of him on Sat­urday morn­ing.

			“You don’t mind be­ing left, darling, do you?”

			“No, moth­er,” said Wil­li­am with per­fect truth.

			“You won’t do any­thing we’ve told you not to, will you?”

			“No, moth­er. Only things you’ve said ‘yes’ to.”

			Cook and Jane had long looked for­ward to this day. There would be very little to do in the house and as far as Wil­li­am was con­cerned they hoped for the best.

			Wil­li­am was out all the morn­ing. At lunch he was omin­ously quiet and po­lite. Jane de­cided to go with her young man to the pic­tures.

			Cook said she didn’t mind be­ing left, as “that Mas­ter Wil­li­am” had gone out and there seemed to be no pro­spect of his re­turn be­fore teatime.

			So Jane went to the pic­tures.

			About three o’clock the post­man came and cook went to the door for the let­ters. Then she stood gaz­ing down the road as though trans­fixed.

			Wil­li­am had col­lec­ted his guests en route. He was bring­ing them joy­fully home with him. Clean and starched and prim had they is­sued from their homes, but they had grown hil­ari­ous un­der Wil­li­am’s be­nign in­flu­ence. They had ac­quired sticks and stones and old tins from the ditches as they came along. They per­ceived from Wil­li­am’s gen­er­al at­ti­tude to­wards it that it was no or­din­ary party. They were a happy crowd. Wil­li­am headed them with a trum­pet.

			They trooped in at the garden gate. Cook, pale and speech­less, watched them. Then her speech­less­ness de­par­ted.

			“You’re not com­ing in here!” she said fiercely. “What’ve you brought all those boys clut­ter­ing up the garden?”

			“They’ve come to tea,” said Wil­li­am calmly.

			She grew paler still.

			“That they’ve not!” she said fiercely. “What your fath­er’d say—”

			“He said they could come,” said Wil­li­am. “I asked him an’ he said ‘Yes, of course,’ an’ I asked if he’d said so an’ he said ‘Yes, I did.’ That’s what he said ’cause of Eng­lish Gram­mar an’ wot Miss Jones said.”

			Cook’s an­swer was to slam the door in his face and lock it. The thirty guests were slightly dis­con­cer­ted, but not for long.

			“Come on!” shouted Wil­li­am ex­citedly. “She’s the en­emy. Let’s storm her ole castle.”

			The guests’ spir­its rose. This prom­ised to be in­fin­itely su­per­i­or to the usu­al party.

			They swarmed round to the back of the house. The en­emy had bolted the back door and was fasten­ing all the win­dows. Purple with fury she shook her fist at Wil­li­am through the draw­ing-room win­dow. Wil­li­am bran­dished his piece of stick and blew his trum­pet in de­fi­ant reply. The army had armed it­self with every kind of weapon, in­clud­ing the rasp­berry-canes whose care­ful pla­cing was the res­ult of a whole day’s work of Wil­li­am’s fath­er. Wil­li­am de­cided to climb up to the bal­cony out­side Eth­el’s open bed­room win­dow with the help of his noble band. The air was full of their de­fi­ant war-whoops. They filled the front garden, tramp­ling on all the rose beds, cheer­ing Wil­li­am as he swarmed up to the bal­cony, his trum­pet between his lips. The en­emy ap­peared at the win­dow and shut it with a bang, and Wil­li­am, startled, dropped down among his fol­low­ers. They raised a hoarse roar of an­ger.

			“Mean ole cat!” shouted the en­raged gen­er­al.

			The blood of the army was up. No army of thirty strong worthy of its name could ever con­sent to be worsted by an en­emy of one. All the doors and win­dows were bolted. There was only one thing to be done. And this the gen­er­al did, en­cour­aged by loy­al cheers from his army. “Go it, ole Wil­li­am! Yah! He—oo—o!”

			The stone with which Wil­li­am broke the draw­ing-room win­dow fell upon a small oc­ca­sion­al table, scat­ter­ing Mrs. Brown’s cher­ished sil­ver far and wide.

			Wil­li­am, with the born gen­er­al’s con­tempt for the minor dev­ast­a­tions of war, en­larged the hole and helped his gal­lant band through with only a lim­ited num­ber of cuts and scratches. They were drunk with the thrill of battle. They left the garden with its wreck of rose trees and its trampled lawn and crowded through the broken win­dow with im­min­ent danger to life and limb. The en­emy was shut­ting the small win­dow of the coal-cel­lar, and there Wil­li­am im­prisoned her, turn­ing the key with a loud yell of tri­umph.

			The party then pro­ceeded.

			It ful­filled the ex­pect­a­tions of the guests that it was to be a party un­like any oth­er party. At oth­er parties they played “Hide and Seek”—with smil­ing but firm moth­ers and aunts and sis­ters sta­tioned at in­ter­vals with damp­ing ef­fects upon one’s spir­its, with “not in the bed­rooms, dear,” and “mind the um­brella stand,” and “cer­tainly not in the draw­ing-room,” and “don’t shout so loud, darling.” But this was Hide and Seek from the realms of per­fec­tion. Up the stairs and down the stairs, in all the bed­rooms, slid­ing down the bal­usters, in and out of the draw­ing-room, leav­ing trails of muddy boots and shattered or­na­ments as they went!

			Ginger found a splen­did hid­ing-place in Robert’s bed, where his boots left a per­fect im­pres­sion of their muddy soles in sev­er­al places. Henry found an­oth­er in Eth­el’s ward­robe, crouch­ing upon her sat­in even­ing shoes among her even­ing dresses. George banged the draw­ing-room door with such vi­ol­ence that the handle came off in his hand. Douglas be­came en­tangled in the din­ing-room cur­tain, which yiel­ded to his struggles and des­cen­ded upon him and an old china bowl upon the side­board. It was such a party as none of them had dreamed of; it was bliss un­di­luted. The house was full of shout­ing and yelling, of run­ning to and fro of small boys mingled with sub­ter­ranean mur­murs of cook’s rage. Cook was ut­ter­ing hor­rible im­prec­a­tions and hurl­ing lumps of coal at the door. She was Ir­ish and longed to re­turn to the fray.

			It was Wil­li­am who dis­covered first that it was teatime and there was no tea. At first he felt slightly ag­grieved. Then he thought of the lar­der and his spir­its rose.

			“Come on!” he called. “All jus’ get what you can.”

			They trooped in, pant­ing, shout­ing, laugh­ing, and all just got what they could.

			Ginger seized the rem­nants of a cold ham and picked the bone, George with great gusto drank a whole jar of cream, Wil­li­am and Douglas between them ate a goose­berry pie, Henry ate a whole cur­rant cake. Each for­aged for him­self. They ate two bowls of cold ve­get­ables, a joint of cold beef, two pots of honey, three dozen or­anges, three loaves and two pots of drip­ping. They ex­per­i­mented upon lard, onions, and raw saus­ages. They left the lar­der a place of gap­ing empti­ness. Mean­while cook’s voice, grow­ing hoars­er and hoars­er as the res­ult of the in­hal­a­tion of coal dust and ex­hal­a­tion of im­prec­a­tions, still arose from the depths and still the door of the coal-cel­lar shook and rattled.

			Then one of the guests who had been in the draw­ing-room win­dow came back.

			“She’s com­ing home!” he shouted ex­citedly.

			They flocked to the win­dow.

			Jane was bid­ding a fond farewell to her young man at the side gate.

			“Don’t let her come in!” yelled Wil­li­am. “Come on!”

			With a smile of bliss­ful re­min­is­cence upon her face, Jane turned in at the gate. She was totally un­pre­pared for be­ing met by a shower of mis­siles from up­per win­dows.

			A lump of lard hit her on the ear and knocked her hat on to one side. She re­treated hast­ily to the side gate.

			“Go on! Send her in­to the road.”

			A shower of onions, the ham bone, and a few pota­toes pur­sued her in­to the road. Shouts of tri­umph rent the air. Then the shouts of tri­umph died away ab­ruptly. Wil­li­am’s smile also faded away, and his hand, in the act of fling­ing an onion, dropped. A cab was turn­ing in at the front gate. In the sud­den si­lence that fell upon the party, cook’s hoarse cries for ven­geance rose with re­doubled force from the coal cel­lar. Wil­li­am grew pale.

			The cab con­tained his fam­ily.

			

			Two hours later a small fem­in­ine friend of Wil­li­am’s who had called with a note for his moth­er, looked up to Wil­li­am’s win­dow and caught sight of Wil­li­am’s un­tidy head.

			“Come and play with me, Wil­li­am,” she called eagerly.

			“I can’t. I’m goin’ to bed,” said Wil­li­am sternly.

			“Why? Are you ill, Wil­li­am?”

			“No.”

			“Well, why are you go­ing to bed, Wil­li­am?”

			Wil­li­am leant out of the win­dow.

			“I’m goin’ to bed,” he said, “ ’cause my fath­er don’t un­der­stand ’bout Eng­lish Gram­mar, that’s why!”

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Wil­li­am Joins the Band of Hope

			
			“Wil­li­am! you’ve been play­ing that dread­ful game again!” said Mrs. Brown des­pair­ingly.

			Wil­li­am, his suit covered with dust, his tie un­der one ear, his face be­grimed and his knees cut, looked at her in right­eous in­dig­na­tion.

			“I haven’t. I haven’t done any­thing what you said I’d not to. It was ‘Lions an’ Tamers’ what you said I’d not to play. Well, I’ve not played ‘Lions an’ Tamers,’ not since you said I’d not to. I wouldn’t do it—not if thou­sands of people asked me to, not when you said I’d not to. I—”

			Mrs. Brown in­ter­rup­ted him.

			“Well, what have you been play­ing at?” she said wear­ily.

			“It was ‘Ti­gers an’ Tamers.’ ” said Wil­li­am. “It’s a dif­fer­ent game al­to­geth­er. In ‘Lions an’ Tamers’ half of you is lions an’ the oth­er half tamers, an’ the tamers try to tame the lions an’ the lions try not to be tamed. That’s ‘Lions an’ Tamers’. It’s all there is to it. It’s quite a little game.”

			“What do you do in ‘Ti­gers and Tamers’?” said Mrs. Brown sus­pi­ciously.

			“Well—”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered deeply.

			“Well,” he re­peated lamely, “in ‘Ti­gers an’ Tamers’ half of you is ti­gers—you see—and the oth­er half—”

			“It’s ex­actly the same thing, Wil­li­am,” said Mrs. Brown with sud­den spir­it.

			“I don’t see how you can call it the same thing,” said Wil­li­am dog­gedly. “You can’t call a li­on a ti­ger, can you? It jus’ isn’t one. They’re in quite dif­fer­ent cages in the Zoo. ‘Ti­gers an’ Tamers’ can’t be ’zactly the same as ‘Lions an’ Tamers.’ ”

			“Well, then,” said Mrs. Brown firmly, “you’re nev­er to play ‘Ti­gers and Tamers’ either. And now go and wash your face.”

			Wil­li­am’s right­eous in­dig­na­tion in­creased.

			“My face?” he re­peated as if he could hardly be­lieve his ears. “My face? I’ve washed it twice today. I washed it when I got up an’ I washed it for din­ner. You told me to.”

			“Well, just go and look at it.”

			Wil­li­am walked over to the look­ing-glass and sur­veyed his re­flec­tion with in­terest. Then he passed his hands lightly over the dis­col­oured sur­face of his face, stroked his hair back and straightened his tie. This done, he turned hope­fully to his moth­er.

			“It’s no good,” she said. “You must wash your face and brush your hair and you’d bet­ter change your suit—and stock­ings. They’re simply covered with dust!”

			Wil­li­am turned slowly to go from the room.

			“I shouldn’t think,” he said bit­terly, as he went, “I shouldn’t think there’s many houses where so much wash­in’ and brush­in’ goes on as in this, an’ I’m glad for their sakes.”

			She heard him com­ing down­stairs ten minutes later.

			“Wil­li­am!” she called.

			He entered. He was trans­formed. His face and hair shone, he had changed his suit. His air of right­eous in­dig­na­tion had not di­min­ished.

			“That’s bet­ter,” said his moth­er ap­prov­ingly. “Now, Wil­li­am, do just sit down here till teatime. There’s only about ten minutes, and it’s no good your go­ing out. You’ll only get your­self in­to a mess again if you don’t sit still.”

			Wil­li­am glanced round the draw­ing-room with the air of one goaded bey­ond bear­ing.

			“Here?”

			“Well, dear—just till teatime.”

			“What can I do in here? There’s noth­ing to do, is there? I can’t sit still and not do any­thing, can I?”

			“Oh, read a book. There are ever so many books over there you haven’t read, and I’m sure you’d like some of them. Try one of Scott’s,” she ended rather doubt­fully.

			Wil­li­am walked across the room with an ex­pres­sion of in­tense suf­fer­ing, took out a book at ran­dom, and sat down in an at­ti­tude of aloof dig­nity, hold­ing the book up­side down.

			It was thus that Mrs. de Vere Carter found him when she was an­nounced a mo­ment later.

			Mrs. de Vere Carter was a re­cent ad­di­tion to the neigh­bour­hood. Be­fore her mar­riage she had been one of the Ran­dalls of Hert­ford­shire. Every­one on whom Mrs. de Vere Carter smiled felt in­tensely flattered. She was tall, and hand­some, and gush­ing, and ex­quis­itely dressed. Her ar­rival had caused quite a sen­sa­tion. Every­one agreed that she was “charm­ing.”

			On en­ter­ing Mrs. Brown’s draw­ing-room, she saw a little boy, dressed very neatly, with a clean face and well-brushed hair, sit­ting quietly on a low chair in a corner read­ing a book.

			“The little dear!” she mur­mured as she shook hands with Mrs. Brown.

			Wil­li­am’s face darkened.

			Mrs. de Vere Carter floated over to him.

			“Well, my little man, and how are you?”

			Her little man did not an­swer, partly be­cause Mrs. de Vere Carter had put a hand on his head and pressed his face against her per­fumed, be­frilled bos­om. His nose nar­rowly es­caped be­ing im­paled on the thorn of a large rose that nestled there.

			“I ad­ore chil­dren,” she cooed to his moth­er over his head.

			Wil­li­am freed his head with a some­what brusque move­ment and she took up his book.

			“Scott!” she mur­mured. “Dear little lad­die!”

			See­ing the ex­pres­sion on Wil­li­am’s face his moth­er hast­ily drew her guest aside.

			“Do come and sit over here,” she said nervously. “What per­fect weath­er we’re hav­ing.”

			Wil­li­am walked out of the room.

			“You know, I’m fright­fully in­ter­ested in so­cial work,” went on her charm­ing guest, “es­pe­cially among chil­dren. I ad­ore chil­dren! Sweet little dear of yours! And I al­ways get on with them. Of course, I get on with most people. My per­son­al­ity, you know! You’ve heard per­haps that I’ve taken over the Band of Hope here, and I’m turn­ing it in­to such a suc­cess. The pets! Yes, three lumps, please. Well, now, it’s here I want you to help me. You will, dear, won’t you? You and your little man­ni­kin. I want to get a dif­fer­ent class of chil­dren to join the Band of Hope. Such a sweet name, isn’t it? It would do the vil­lage chil­dren such a lot of good to meet with chil­dren of our class.”

			Mrs. Brown was flattered. After all, Mrs. de Vere Carter was one of the Ran­dalls.

			“For in­stance,” went on the flute-like tones, “when I came in and saw your little treas­ure sit­ting there so sweetly,” she poin­ted dra­mat­ic­ally to the chair that had lately been graced by Wil­li­am’s pres­ence, “I thought to my­self, ‘Oh, I must get him to come.’ It’s the re­fin­ing in­flu­ence of chil­dren in our class that the vil­lage chil­dren need. What de­li­cious cakes. You will lend him to me, won’t you? We meet once a week, on Wed­nes­day af­ter­noons. May he come? I’ll take great care of him.”

			Mrs. Brown hes­it­ated.

			“Er—yes,” she said doubt­fully. “But I don’t know that Wil­li­am is really suited to that sort of thing. How­ever—”

			“Oh, you can’t put me off!” said Mrs. de Vere Carter shak­ing a play­ful be­jew­elled fin­ger. “Don’t I know him already? I count him one of my dearest little friends. It nev­er takes me long to know chil­dren. I’m a born child-lov­er.”

			Wil­li­am happened to be passing through the hall as Mrs. de Vere Carter came out of the draw­ing-room fol­lowed by Mrs. Brown.

			“There you are!” she said. “I thought you’d be wait­ing to say good­bye to me.”

			She stretched out her arm with an en­circ­ling move­ment, but Wil­li­am stepped back and stood look­ing at her with a sin­is­ter frown.

			“I have so en­joyed see­ing you. I hope you’ll come again,” un­truth­fully stammered Mrs. Brown, mov­ing so as to block out the sight of Wil­li­am’s face, but Mrs. de Vere Carter was not to be checked. There are people to whom the ex­pres­sion on a child’s face con­veys ab­so­lutely noth­ing. Once more she floated to­wards Wil­li­am.

			“Good­bye, Willy, dear. You’re not too old to kiss me, are you?”

			Mrs. Brown gasped.

			At the look of con­cen­trated fury on Wil­li­am’s face, older and stronger people than Mrs. de Vere Carter would have quailed, but she only smiled as, with an­oth­er vir­u­lent glare at her, he turned on his heel and walked away.

			“The sweet, shy thing!” she cooed. “I love them shy.”

			Mr. Brown was told of the pro­pos­al.

			“Well,” he said slowly, “I can’t quite visu­al­ise Wil­li­am at a Band of Hope meet­ing; but of course, if you want him to, he must go.”

			“You see,” said Mrs. Brown with a wor­ried frown, “she made such a point of it, and she really is very charm­ing, and after all she’s rather in­flu­en­tial. She was one of the Ran­dalls, you know. It seems silly to of­fend her.”

			“Did Wil­li­am like her?”

			“She was sweet with him. At least—she meant to be sweet,” she cor­rec­ted her­self hast­ily, “but you know how touchy Wil­li­am is, and you know the name he al­ways hates so. I can nev­er un­der­stand why. After all, lots of people are called Willy.”

			The morn­ing of the day of the Band of Hope meet­ing ar­rived. Wil­li­am came down to break­fast with an ag­on­ised ex­pres­sion on his healthy coun­ten­ance. He sat down on his seat and raised his hand to his brow with a hol­low groan.

			Mrs. Brown star­ted up in dis­may.

			“Oh, Wil­li­am! What’s the mat­ter?”

			“Got­ter sick head­ache,” said Wil­li­am in a faint voice.

			“Oh, dear! I am sorry. You’d bet­ter go and lie down. I’m so sorry, dear.”

			“I think I will go an’ lie down,” said Wil­li­am’s plaint­ive, suf­fer­ing voice. “I’ll jus’ have break­fast first.”

			“Oh, I wouldn’t. Not with a sick head­ache.”

			Wil­li­am gazed hun­grily at the eggs and ba­con.

			“I think I could eat some, moth­er. Jus’ a bit.”

			“No, I wouldn’t, dear. It will only make it worse.”

			Very re­luct­antly Wil­li­am re­turned to his room.

			Mrs. Brown vis­ited him after break­fast.

			No, he was no bet­ter, but he thought he’d go for a little walk. Yes, he still felt very sick. She sug­ges­ted a strong dose of salt and wa­ter. He might feel bet­ter if he’d been ac­tu­ally sick. No, he’d hate to give her the trouble. Be­sides, it wasn’t that kind of sick­ness. He was most em­phat­ic on that point. It wasn’t that kind of sick­ness. He thought a walk would do him good. He felt he’d like a walk.

			Well wrapped up and walk­ing with little, un­steady steps, he set off down the drive, fol­lowed by his moth­er’s anxious eyes.

			Then he crept back be­hind the rhodo­den­dron bushes next to the wall and climbed in at the lar­der win­dow.

			The cook came agit­atedly to Mrs. Brown half an hour later, fol­lowed by Wil­li­am, pale and out­raged.

			“ ’E’s eat nearly everything, ’m. You nev­er saw such a thing. ’E’s eat the cold ’am and the kid­ney pie, and ’e’s eat them three cold saus­ages an’ ’e’s eat all that new jar of lem­on cheese.”

			“Wil­li­am!” gasped Mrs. Brown, “you can’t have a sick head­ache, if you’ve eaten all that.”

			That was the end of the sick head­ache.

			He spent the rest of the morn­ing with Henry and Douglas and Ginger. Wil­li­am and Henry and Douglas and Ginger con­sti­tuted a secret so­ci­ety called the Out­laws. It had few aims bey­ond that of secrecy. Wil­li­am was its ac­know­ledged lead­er, and he was proud of the hon­our. If they knew—if they guessed. He grew hot and cold at the thought. Sup­pose they saw him go­ing—or someone told them—he would nev­er hold up his head again. He made tent­at­ive ef­forts to find out their plans for the af­ter­noon. If only he knew where they’d be—he might avoid them some­how. But he got no sat­is­fac­tion.

			They spent the morn­ing “rab­bit­ing” in a wood with Henry’s fox ter­ri­er, Chips, and Wil­li­am’s mon­grel, Jumble. None of them saw or heard a rab­bit, but Jumble chased a but­ter­fly and a bee, and scratched up a mole­hill, and was stung by a wasp, and Chips caught a field-mouse, so the time was not wasted.

			Wil­li­am’s in­terest, how­ever, was half­hearted. He was turn­ing over plan after plan in his mind, all of which he fi­nally re­jec­ted as im­prac­tic­able.

			He entered the din­ing-room for lunch rather earli­er than usu­al. Only Robert and Eth­el, his eld­er broth­er and sis­ter, were there. He came in limp­ing, his mouth set in­to a straight line of agony, his brows frown­ing.

			“Hello! What’s up?” said Robert, who had not been in at break­fast and had for­got­ten about the Band of Hope.

			“I’ve sprained my ankle,” said Wil­li­am weakly.

			“Here, sit down, old chap, and let me feel it,” said Robert sym­path­et­ic­ally.

			Wil­li­am sat down meekly upon a chair.

			“Which is it?”

			“Er—this.”

			“It’s a pity you limped with the oth­er,” said Eth­el drily.

			That was the end of the sprained ankle.

			The Band of Hope meet­ing was to be­gin at three. His fam­ily re­ceived with com­plete in­dif­fer­ence his com­plaint of sud­den ag­on­ising toothache at half-past two, of acute rheum­at­ism at twenty-five to three, and of a touch of liv­er (Wil­li­am con­sidered this a heav­en-set in­spir­a­tion. It was re­spons­ible for many of his fath­er’s ab­sences from work) at twenty to three. At a quarter to three he was ready in the hall.

			“I’m sure you’ll en­joy it, Wil­li­am,” said Mrs. Brown sooth­ingly. “I ex­pect you’ll all play games and have quite a good time.”

			Wil­li­am treated her with si­lent con­tempt.

			“Hey, Jumble!” he called.

			After all, life could nev­er be ab­so­lutely black, as long as it held Jumble.

			Jumble dar­ted ec­stat­ic­ally from the kit­chen re­gions, his mouth covered with gravy, drop­ping a half-picked bone on the hall car­pet as he came.

			“Wil­li­am, you can’t take a dog to a Band of Hope meet­ing.”

			“Why not?” said Wil­li­am, in­dig­nantly. “I don’t see why not. Dogs don’t drink beer, do they? They’ve as much right at a Band of Hope meet­ing as I have, haven’t they? There seems jus’ noth­in’ any­one can do.”

			“Well, I’m sure it wouldn’t be al­lowed. No one takes dogs to meet­ings.”

			She held Jumble firmly by the col­lar, and Wil­li­am set off re­luct­antly down the drive.

			“I hope you’ll en­joy it,” she called cheer­fully.

			He turned back and looked at her.

			“It’s a won­der I’m not dead,” he said bit­terly, “the things I have to do!”

			He walked slowly—a de­jec­ted, dis­mal fig­ure. At the gate he stopped and glanced cau­tiously up and down the road. There were three more fig­ures com­ing down the road, with short in­ter­vals between them. They were Henry, Douglas and Ginger.

			Wil­li­am’s first in­stinct was to dart back and wait till they had passed. Then some­thing about their fig­ures struck him. They also had a de­jec­ted, dis­mal, hang­dog look. He waited for the first one, Henry. Henry gave him a shame­faced glance and was go­ing to pass him by.

			“You goin’ too?” said Wil­li­am.

			Henry gasped in sur­prise.

			“Did she come to your moth­er?” was his reply.

			He was sur­prised to see Ginger and Douglas be­hind him and Ginger was sur­prised to see Douglas be­hind him. They walked to­geth­er sheep­ishly in a de­pressed si­lence to the Vil­lage Hall. Once Ginger raised a hand to his throat.

			“Got­ter beas’ly throat,” he com­plained, “I didn’t ought to be out.”

			“I’m ill, too,” said Henry; “I told ’em so.”

			“An’ me,” said Douglas.

			“An’ me,” said Wil­li­am with a hoarse, mirth­less laugh. “Cruel sort­er thing, send­in’ us all out ill like this.”

			At the door of the Vil­lage Hall they hal­ted, and Wil­li­am looked long­ingly to­wards the field.

			“It’s no good,” said Ginger sadly, “they’d find out.”

			Bit­ter and des­pond­ent, they entered.

			With­in sat a hand­ful of gloomy chil­dren who, in­spired solely by hopes of the an­nu­al treat, were reg­u­lar at­tend­ants at the meet­ing.

			Mrs. de Vere Carter came sail­ing down to them, her frills and scarfs float­ing around her, bring­ing with her a strong smell of per­fume.

			“Dear chil­dren,” she said, “wel­come to our little gath­er­ing. These,” she ad­dressed the reg­u­lar mem­bers, who turned gloomy eyes upon the Out­laws, “these are our dear new friends. We must make them so happy. Dear chil­dren!”

			She led them to seats in the front row, and tak­ing her stand in front of them, ad­dressed the meet­ing.

			“Now, girlies dear and lad­dies dear, what do I ex­pect you to be at these meet­ings?”

			And in an­swer came a bored mono­ton­ous chant:

			“Re­spect­ful and re­pose­ful.”

			“I have a name, chil­dren dear.”

			“Re­spect­ful and re­pose­ful, Mrs. de Vere Carter.”

			“That’s it, chil­dren dear. Re­spect­ful and re­pose­ful. Now, our little new friends, what do I ex­pect you to be?”

			No an­swer.

			The Out­laws sat hor­ri­fied, out­raged, shamed.

			“You’re such shy darlings, aren’t you?” she said, stretch­ing out an arm.

			Wil­li­am re­treated hast­ily, and Ginger’s face was pressed hard against a dia­mond brooch.

			“You won’t be shy with us long, I’m sure. We’re so happy here. Happy and good. Now, chil­dren dear, what is it we must be?”

			Again the bored mono­ton­ous chant:

			“Happy and good, Mrs. de Vere Carter.”

			“That’s it. Now, darlings, in the front row, you tell me. Willy, pet, you be­gin. What is it we must be?”

			At that mo­ment Wil­li­am was near­er com­mit­ting murder than at any oth­er time in his life. He caught a gleam in Henry’s eye. Henry would re­mem­ber. Wil­li­am choked but made no an­swer.

			“You tell me then, Harry boy.”

			Henry went purple and Wil­li­am’s spir­its rose.

			“Ah, you won’t be so shy next week, will they, chil­dren dear?”

			“No, Mrs. de Vere Carter,” came the prompt, list­less re­sponse.

			“Now, we’ll be­gin with one of our dear little songs. Give out the books.” She seated her­self at the pi­ano. “Num­ber five, ‘Spark­ling Wa­ter.’ Col­lect your thoughts, chil­dren dear. Are you ready?”

			She struck the open­ing chords.

			The Out­laws, though provided with books, did not join in. They had no ob­jec­tion to wa­ter as a bever­age. They merely ob­jec­ted to singing about it.

			Mrs. de Vere Carter rose from the pi­ano.

			“Now, we’ll play one of our games, chil­dren dear. You can be­gin by yourselves, can’t you, darlings? I’ll just go across the field and see why little Teddy Wheel­er hasn’t come. He must be reg­u­lar, mustn’t he, lad­dies dear? Now, what game shall we play. We had ‘Puss in the Corner’ last week, hadn’t we? We’ll have ‘Here we go round the mul­berry-bush’ this week, shall we? No, not ‘Blind Man’s Buff,’ darling. It’s a hor­rid, rough game. Now, while I’m gone, see if you can make these four shy darlings more at home, will you? And play quietly. Now be­fore I go tell me four things that you must be?”

			“Re­spect­ful and re­pose­ful and happy and good, Mrs. de Vere Carter,” came the chant.

			She was away about a quarter of an hour. When she re­turned the game was in full swing, but it was not “Here we go round the mul­berry-bush.” There was a scream­ing, strug­gling crowd of chil­dren in the Vil­lage Hall. Benches were over­turned and sev­er­al chairs broken. With yells and whoops, and blows and struggles, the Tamers tried to tame; with growls and snarls and bites and struggles the an­im­als tried not to be tamed. Gone was all list­less­ness and all bore­dom. And Wil­li­am, his tie hanging in shreds, his coat torn, his head cut, and his voice hoarse, led the fray as a Tamer.

			“Come on, you!”

			“I’ll get you!”

			“Gr-r-r-r-r!”

			“Go it, men! Catch ’em, beat ’em, knife ’em, kill ’em.”

			The spir­ited roar­ings and bel­low­ing of the an­im­als was al­most blood­curd­ling.

			Above it all Mrs. de Vere Carter coaxed and ex­pos­tu­lated and wrung her hands.

			“Re­spect­ful and re­pose­ful,” “happy and good,” “lad­dies dear,” and “Willy” floated un­heeded over the tide of battle.

			Then some­body (re­ports af­ter­wards differed as to who it was) rushed out of the door in­to the field and there the battle was fought to a fin­ish. From there the Band of Hope (un­dis­missed) re­luct­antly sep­ar­ated to its vari­ous homes, battered and bruised, but bliss­fully happy.

			Mrs. Brown was anxiously await­ing Wil­li­am’s re­turn.

			When she saw him she gasped and sat down weakly on a hall chair.

			“Wil­li­am!”

			“I’ve not,” said Wil­li­am quickly, look­ing at her out of a fast-clos­ing eye, “I’ve not been play­ing at either of them—not those what you said I’d not to.”

			“Then—what—?”

			“It was—it was—‘Tamers an’ Cro­cer­diles,’ an’ we played it at the Band of Hope!”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Out­laws

			
			It was a half-hol­i­day and Wil­li­am was in his bed­room mak­ing care­ful pre­par­a­tions for the af­ter­noon. On the man­tel­piece stood in read­i­ness half a cake (the res­ult of a suc­cess­ful raid on the lar­der) and a bottle of licorice wa­ter. This bever­age was made by shak­ing up a piece of licorice in wa­ter. It was much pat­ron­ised by the band of Out­laws to which Wil­li­am be­longed and which met secretly every half-hol­i­day in a dis­used barn about a quarter of a mile from Wil­li­am’s house.

			So far the Out­laws had lim­ited their activ­it­ies to wrest­ling matches, ad­ven­ture seek­ing, and culin­ary op­er­a­tions. The week be­fore, they had cooked two saus­ages which Wil­li­am had taken from the lar­der on cook’s night out and had con­veyed to the barn be­neath his shirt and next his skin. Per­haps “cooked” is too eu­phemist­ic a term. To be quite ac­cur­ate, they had held the saus­ages over a smoking fire till com­pletely blackened, and then con­sumed the charred re­mains with the ut­most rel­ish.

			Wil­li­am put the bottle of licorice wa­ter in one pock­et and the half cake in an­oth­er and was pre­par­ing to leave the house in his usu­al stealthy fash­ion—through the bath­room win­dow, down the scull­ery roof, and down the wa­ter-pipe hand over hand to the back garden. Even when un­en­cumbered by the pres­ence of a pur­loined half cake, Wil­li­am in­fin­itely pre­ferred this mode of exit to the sim­pler one of walk­ing out of the front-door. As he came out on to the land­ing, how­ever, he heard the sound of the open­ing and shut­ting of the hall door and of ex­uber­ant greet­ings in the hall.

			“Oh! I’m so glad you’ve come, dear. And is this the baby! The duck! Well, den, how’s ’oo, den? Go—o—oo.”

			This was Wil­li­am’s moth­er.

			“Oh, crumbs!” said Wil­li­am and re­treated hast­ily. He sat down on his bed to wait till the coast was clear. Soon came the sound of foot­steps as­cend­ing the stairs.

			“Oh, Wil­li­am,” said his moth­er, as she entered his room, “Mrs. But­ler’s come with her baby to spend the af­ter­noon, and we’d ar­ranged to go out till teatime with the baby, but she’s got such a head­ache, I’m in­sist­ing on her ly­ing down for the af­ter­noon in the draw­ing-room. But she’s so wor­ried about the baby not get­ting out this nice af­ter­noon.”

			“Oh!” said Wil­li­am, without in­terest.

			“Well, cook’s out and Emma has to get the tea and an­swer the door, and Eth­el’s away, and I told Mrs. But­ler I was sure you wouldn’t mind tak­ing the baby out for a bit in the per­am­bu­lat­or!”

			Wil­li­am stared at her, speech­less. The Me­dusa’s clas­sic ex­pres­sion of hor­ror was as noth­ing to Wil­li­am’s at that mo­ment. Then he moistened his lips and spoke in a hoarse voice.

			“Me?” he said. “Me? Me take a baby out in a pram?”

			“Well, dear,” said his moth­er de­prec­at­ingly, “I know it’s your half hol­i­day, but you’d be out of doors get­ting the fresh air, which is the great thing. It’s a nice baby and a nice pram and not heavy to push, and Mrs. But­ler would be so grate­ful to you.”

			“Yes, I should think she’d be that,” said Wil­li­am bit­terly. “She’d have a right to be that if I took the baby out in a pram.”

			“Now, Wil­li­am, I’m sure you’d like to help, and I’m sure you wouldn’t like your fath­er to hear that you wouldn’t even do a little thing like that for poor Mrs. But­ler. And she’s got such a head­ache.”

			“A little thing like that!” re­peated Wil­li­am out of the bit­ter­ness of his soul.

			But the Fates were clos­ing round him. He was aware that he would know no peace till he had done the hor­rible thing de­man­ded of him. Sor­row­fully and re­luct­antly he bowed to the in­ev­it­able.

			“All right,” he muttered, “I’ll be down in a minute.”

			He heard them fuss­ing over the baby in the hall. Then he heard his eld­er broth­er’s voice.

			“You surely don’t mean to say, moth­er,” Robert was say­ing with the crush­ing su­peri­or­ity of eight­een, “that you’re go­ing to trust that child to—Wil­li­am.”

			“Well,” said Wil­li­am’s moth­er, “someone has to take him out. It’s such a lovely af­ter­noon. I’m sure it’s very kind of Wil­li­am, on his half-hol­i­day, too. And she’s got such a head­ache.”

			“Well, of course,” said Robert in the voice of one who washes his hands of all fur­ther re­spons­ib­il­ity, “you know Wil­li­am as well as I do.”

			“Oh, dear!” sighed Wil­li­am’s moth­er. “And everything so nicely settled, Robert, and you must come and find fault with it all. If you don’t want Wil­li­am to take him out, will you take him out your­self?”

			Robert re­treated hast­ily to the din­ing-room and con­tin­ued the con­ver­sa­tion from a dis­tance.

			“I don’t want to take him out my­self—thanks very much, all the same! All I say is—you know Wil­li­am as well as I do. I’m not find­ing fault with any­thing. I simply am stat­ing a fact.”

			Then Wil­li­am came down­stairs.

			“Here he is, dear, all ready for you, and you needn’t go far away—just up and down the road, if you like, but stay out till teatime. He’s a dear little baby, isn’t he? And isn’t it a nice Willy-Billy den, to take it out a nice ta-ta, while it’s mummy goes bye-byes, den?”

			Wil­li­am blushed for pure shame.

			He pushed the pram down to the end of the road and round the corner. In com­par­is­on with Wil­li­am’s feel­ings, the feel­ings of some of the early mar­tyrs must have been pure bliss. A nice way for an Out­law to spend the af­ter­noon! He dreaded to meet any of his broth­er-out­laws, yet, ir­res­ist­ibly and as a mag­net, their meet­ing-place at­trac­ted him. He wheeled the pram off the road and down the coun­try lane to­wards the field which held their sac­red barn. He stopped at the stile that led in­to the field and gazed wist­fully across to the barn in the dis­tance. The in­fant sat and sucked its thumb and stared at him. Fi­nally it began to con­verse.

			“Blab—blab—blab—blab—blub—blub—blub!”

			“Oh, you shut up!” said Wil­li­am crush­ingly.

			An­noyed at the pro­longed halt, it seized its pram cov­er, pulled it off its hooks, and threw it in­to the road. While Wil­li­am was pick­ing it up, it threw the pil­low on to his head. Then it chuckled. Wil­li­am began to con­ceive an act­ive dis­like of it. Sud­denly the Great Idea came to him. His face cleared. He took a piece of string from his pock­et and tied the pram care­fully to the rail­ings. Then, lift­ing the baby cau­tiously and gingerly out, he climbed the stile with it and set off across the fields to­wards the barn. He held the baby to his chest with both arms clasped tightly round its waist. Its feet dangled in the air. It oc­cu­pied the time by kick­ing Wil­li­am in the stom­ach, pulling his hair, and put­ting its fin­gers in his eyes.

			“It beats me,” panted Wil­li­am to him­self, “what people see in ba­bies! Scratchin’ an’ kickin’ and blind­in’ folks and pul­lin’ their hair all out!”

			When he entered the barn he was greeted by a sud­den si­lence.

			“Look here!” began one out­law in right­eous in­dig­na­tion.

			“It’s a kid­nap,” said Wil­li­am, tri­umphantly. “We’ll get a ransom on it.”

			They gazed at him in awed ad­mir­a­tion. This was surely the cream of out­lawry. He set the in­fant on the ground, where it toddled for a few steps and sat down sud­denly and vi­ol­ently. It then stared fix­edly at the tallest boy present and smiled ser­aph­ic­ally.

			“Dad—dad—dad—dad—dad!”

			Douglas, the tallest boy, grinned sheep­ishly. “It thinks I’m its fath­er,” he ex­plained com­pla­cently to the com­pany.

			“Well,” said Henry, who was Wil­li­am’s rival for the lead­er­ship of the Out­laws, “What do we do first? That’s the ques­tion.”

			“In books,” said the out­law called Ginger, “they write a note to its people and say they want a ransom.”

			“We won’t do that—not just yet,” said Wil­li­am hast­ily.

			“Well, it’s not much sense hold­in’ somethin’ up to ransom and not tel­lin’ the folks that they’ve got to pay nor noth­in’, is it?” said Ginger with the fi­nal air of a man whose lo­gic is un­as­sail­able.

			“N—oo,” said Wil­li­am. “But—” with a gleam of hope—“who’s got a pa­per and pen­cil? I’m simply stat­in’ a fact. Who’s got a pa­per and pen­cil?”

			No one spoke.

			“Oh, yes!” went on Wil­li­am in tri­umph. “Go on! Write a note. Write a note without pa­per and pen­cil, and we’ll all watch. Huh!”

			“Well,” said Ginger sulkily, “I don’t s’pose they had pa­per and pen­cils in out­law days. They wer­en’t in­ven­ted. They wrote on—on—on leaves or some­thing,” he ended vaguely.

			“Well, go on. Write on leaves,” said Wil­li­am still more tri­umphant. “We’re not stop­pin’ you are we? I’m simply stat­in’ a fact. Write on leaves.”

			They were in­ter­rup­ted by a yell of pain from Douglas. Flattered by the par­ent­al re­la­tions so promptly es­tab­lished by the baby, he had ven­tured to make its fur­ther ac­quaint­ance. With vague memor­ies of his moth­er’s treat­ment of in­fants, he had in­ser­ted a fin­ger in its mouth. The in­fant happened to pos­sess four front teeth, two up­per and two lower, and they closed like a vice upon Douglas’ fin­ger. He was now ex­amin­ing the marks.

			“Look! Right deep down! See it? Wotcher think of that! Nearly to the bone! Pretty sav­age baby you’ve brought along,” he said to Wil­li­am.

			“I jolly well know that,” said Wil­li­am feel­ingly. “It’s your own fault for touch­ing it. It’s all right if you leave it alone. Just don’t touch it, that’s all. Any­way, it’s mine, and I nev­er said you could go fool­ing about with it, did I? It wouldn’t bite me, I bet!”

			“Well, what about the ransom?” per­sisted Henry.

			“Someone can go and tell its people and bring back the ransom,” sug­ges­ted Ginger.

			There was a short si­lence. Then Douglas took his in­jured fin­ger from his mouth and asked per­tin­ently:

			“Who?”

			“Wil­li­am brought it,” sug­ges­ted Henry.

			“Yes, so I bet I’ve done my share.”

			“Well, what’s any­one else goin’ to do, I’d like to know? Go round to every house in this old place and ask if they’ve had a baby taken off them and if they’d pay a ransom for it back? That’s sense, isn’t it? You know where you got it from, don’t you, and you can go and get its ransom.”

			“I can, but I’m not goin’ to,” said Wil­li­am fi­nally. “I’m simply stat­in’ a fact. I’m not goin’ to. And if any­one says I dar­en’t,” (glan­cing round pug­na­ciously) “I’ll fight ’em for it.”

			No one said he dar­en’t. The fact was too pat­ent to need stat­ing. Henry hast­ily changed the sub­ject.

			“Any­way, what have we brought for the feast?”

			Wil­li­am pro­duced his licorice wa­ter and half cake, Douglas two slices of raw ham and a dog bis­cuit, Ginger some pop­corn and some cold boiled pota­toes wrapped up in news­pa­per, Henry a cold apple dump­ling and a small bottle of par­affin-oil.

			“I knew the wood would be wet after the rain. It’s to make the fire burn. That’s sense, isn’t it?”

			“Only one thing to cook,” said Ginger sadly, look­ing at the slices of ham.

			“We can cook up the pota­toes and the dump­ling. They don’t look half enough cooked. Let’s put them on the floor here, and go out for ad­ven­tures first. All dif­fer­ent ways and back in a quarter of an hour.”

			The Out­laws gen­er­ally spent part of the af­ter­noon dis­persed in search of ad­ven­ture. So far they had wooed the God­dess of Danger chiefly by tres­passing on the ground of iras­cible farm­ers in hopes of a chase which were gen­er­ally ful­filled.

			They de­pos­ited their store on the ground in a corner of the barn, and with a glance at the “kid­nap,” who was seated hap­pily upon the floor en­gaged in chew­ing its hat-strings, they went out, care­fully clos­ing the door.

			After a quarter of an hour Ginger and Wil­li­am ar­rived at the door sim­ul­tan­eously from op­pos­ite dir­ec­tions.

			“Any luck?”

			“No.”

			“Same here. Let’s start the old fire go­ing.”

			They opened the door and went in. The in­fant was sit­ting on the floor among the stores, or rather among what was left of the stores. There was par­affin-oil on its hair, face, arms, frock and feet. It was drenched in par­affin-oil. The empty bottle and its hat lay by its side. Mingled with the par­affin-oil all over its per­son was cold boiled potato. It was hold­ing the apple-dump­ling in its hand.

			“Ball!” it an­nounced ec­stat­ic­ally from be­hind its mask of potato and par­affin-oil.

			They stood in si­lence for a minute. Then, “Who’s go­ing to make that fire burn now?” said Ginger, glar­ing at the empty bottle.

			“Yes,” said Wil­li­am slowly, “an’ who’s goin’ to take that baby home? I’m simply stat­in’ a fact. Who’s goin’ to take that baby home?”

			There was no doubt that when Wil­li­am con­des­cen­ded to ad­opt a phrase from any of his fam­ily’s vocab­u­lar­ies, he con­sid­er­ably over­worked it.

			“Well, it did it it­self. It’s no one else’s fault, is it?”

			“No, it’s not,” said Wil­li­am. “But that’s the sort of thing folks nev­er see. Any­way, I’m goin’ to wash its face.”

			“What with?”

			Wil­li­am took out his grimy handker­chief and ad­vanced upon his prey. His bottle of licorice wa­ter was ly­ing un­touched in the corner. He took out the cork.

			“Goin’ to wash it in that dirty stuff?”

			“It’s made of wa­ter—clean wa­ter—I made it my­self, so I bet I ought to know, oughtn’t I? That’s what folks wash in, isn’t it?—clean wa­ter?”

			“Yes,” bit­terly, “and what are we goin’ to drink, I’d like to know? You’d think that baby had got enough of our stuff—our pota­toes and our apple-dump­ling, an’ our oil—without you goin’ an’ giv­in’ it our licorice wa­ter as well.”

			Wil­li­am was passing his handker­chief, moistened with licorice wa­ter, over the sur­face of the baby’s face. The baby had caught a corner of it firmly between its teeth and re­fused to re­lease it.

			“If you’d got to take this baby home like this,” he said, “you wouldn’t be think­ing much about drink­ing licorice wa­ter. I’m simply stat­in’—”

			“Oh, shut up say­ing that!” said Ginger in sud­den ex­as­per­a­tion. “I’m sick of it.”

			At that mo­ment the door was flung open and in walked slowly a large cow closely fol­lowed by Henry and Douglas.

			Henry’s face was one tri­umphant beam. He felt that his prestige, ec­lipsed by Wil­li­am’s kid­nap­ping coup, was re­stored.

			“I’ve brought a cow,” he an­nounced, “fetched it all the way from Farm­er Lit­ton’s field—five fields off, too, an’ it took some fetch­ing, too.”

			“Well, what for?” said Wil­li­am after a mo­ment’s si­lence.

			Henry gave a su­per­i­or laugh.

			“What for! You’ve not read much about out­laws, I guess. They al­ways drove in cattle from the sur­round­in’ dis­tricks.”

			“Well, what for?” said Wil­li­am again, giv­ing a tug at his handker­chief, which the in­fant still re­fused to re­lease.

			“Well—er—well—to kill an’ roast, I sup­pose,” said Henry lamely.

			“Well, go on,” said Wil­li­am. “Kill it an’ roast it. We’re not stop­pin’ you, are we? Kill it an’ roast it—an’ get hung for murder. I s’pose it’s murder to kill cows same as it is to kill people—’cept for butchers.”

			The cow ad­vanced slowly and de­prec­at­ingly to­wards the “kid­nap,” who promptly dropped the handker­chief and beamed with joy.

			“Bow-wow!” it said ex­citedly.

			“Any­way, let’s get on with the feast,” said Douglas.

			“Feast!” echoed Ginger bit­terly. “Feast! Not much feast left! That baby Wil­li­am brought’s used all the par­affin-oil and pota­toes, and it’s squashed the apple-dump­ling, and Wil­li­am’s washed its face in the licorice wa­ter.”

			Henry gazed at it dis­pas­sion­ately and ju­di­cially.

			“Yes—it looks like as if someone had washed it in licorice wa­ter—and as if it had used up all the oil and pota­toes. It doesn’t look like as if it would fetch much ransom. You seem to have pretty well mucked it up.”

			“Oh, shut up about the baby,” said Wil­li­am pick­ing up his damp and now prune-col­oured handker­chief. “I’m just about sick of it. Come on with the fire.”

			They made a little pile of twigs in the field and began the pro­cess of light­ing it.

			“I hope that cow won’t hurt the ‘kid­nap,’ ” said Douglas sud­denly. “Go and see, Wil­li­am; it’s your kid­nap.”

			“Well, an’ it’s Henry’s cow, and I’m sorry for that cow if it tries play­in’ tricks on that baby.”

			But he rose from his knees re­luct­antly, and threw open the barn door. The cow and the baby were still gaz­ing ad­mir­ingly at each oth­er. From the cow’s mouth at the end of a long, sod­den rib­bon, hung the chewed re­mains of the baby’s hat. The baby was hold­ing up the dog bis­cuit and crowed de­light­fully as the cow bent down its head and cau­tiously and gingerly smelt it. As Wil­li­am entered, the cow turned round and switched its tail against the baby’s head. At the pier­cing howl that fol­lowed, the whole band of out­laws entered the barn.

			“What are you do­ing to the poor little thing?” said Douglas to Wil­li­am.

			“It’s Henry’s cow,” said Wil­li­am des­pair­ingly. “It hit it. Oh, go on, shut up! Do shut up.”

			The howls re­doubled.

			“You brought it,” said Henry ac­cus­ingly, rais­ing his voice to be heard above the baby’s fury and in­dig­na­tion. “Can’t you stop it? Not much sense tak­ing ba­bies about if you don’t know how to stop ’em cry­ing!”

			The baby was now purple in the face.

			The Out­laws stood around and watched it help­lessly.

			“P’raps it’s hungry,” sug­ges­ted Douglas.

			He took up the half cake from the re­mains of the stores and held it out tent­at­ively to the baby. The baby stopped cry­ing sud­denly.

			“Dad—dad—dad—dad—dad,” it said tear­fully.

			Douglas blushed and grinned.

			“Keeps on think­ing I’m its fath­er,” he said with con­scious su­peri­or­ity. “Here, like some cake?”

			The baby broke off a hand­ful and con­veyed it to its mouth.

			“It’s eat­ing it,” cried Douglas in shrill ex­cite­ment. After thor­oughly mas­tic­at­ing it, how­ever, the baby re­pen­ted of its con­des­cen­sion and ejec­ted the mouth­ful in sev­er­al in­stal­ments.

			Wil­li­am blushed for it.

			“Oh, come on, let’s go and look at the fire,” he said weakly.

			They left the barn and re­turned to the scene of the fire-light­ing. The cow, still swinging the re­mains of the baby’s hat from its mouth, was stand­ing with its front feet firmly planted on the re­mains of what had been a prom­ising fire.

			“Look!” cried Wil­li­am, in un­dis­guised pleas­ure. “Look at Henry’s cow! Pretty nice sort of cow you’ve brought, Henry. Not much sense tak­ing cows about if you can’t stop them put­tin’ folks’ fires out.”

			After a heated ar­gu­ment, the Out­laws turned their at­ten­tion to the cow. The cow re­fused to be “shoo’d off.” It simply stood im­mov­able and stared them out. Ginger ap­proached cau­tiously and gave it a little push. It switched its tail in­to his eye and con­tin­ued to munch the baby’s hat-string. Upon Wil­li­am’s ap­proach­ing it lowered its head, and Wil­li­am re­treated hast­ily. At last they set off to col­lect some fresh wood and light a fresh fire. Soon they were bliss­fully con­sum­ing two blackened slices of ham, the pop­corn, and what was left of the cake.

			After the “feast,” Ginger and Wil­li­am, as Wild In­di­ans, at­tacked the barn, which was de­fen­ded by Douglas and Henry. The “kid­nap” crawled round in­side on all fours, pick­ing up any treas­ures it might come across en route and test­ing their ef­fect on its pal­ate.

			Oc­ca­sion­ally it car­ried on a con­ver­sa­tion with its de­fend­ers, bring­ing with it a strong per­fume of par­affin oil as it ap­proached.

			“Blab—blab—blab—blab—blub—blub—Dad—dad—dad—dad—dad. Go—o—o—o.”

			Wil­li­am had in­sisted on a place on the at­tack­ing side.

			“I couldn’t put any feel­in’,” he ex­plained, “in­to fight­in’ for that baby.”

			When they fi­nally de­cided to set off home­wards, Wil­li­am gazed hope­lessly at his charge. Its ap­pear­ance de­fies de­scrip­tion. For many years af­ter­wards Wil­li­am as­so­ci­ated ba­bies in his mind with par­affin-oil and potato.

			“Just help me get the potato out of its hair,” he pleaded; “nev­er mind the oil and the rest of it.”

			“My hat! doesn’t it smell funny!—and doesn’t it look funny—all oil and potato and bits of cake!” said Ginger.

			“Oh! shut up about it,” said Wil­li­am ir­rit­ably.

			The cow fol­lowed them down to the stile and watched them sar­don­ic­ally as they climbed it.

			“Bow-wow!” mur­mured the baby in af­fec­tion­ate farewell.

			Wil­li­am looked wildly round for the pram, but—the pram was gone—only the piece of string dangled from the rail­ings.

			“Crumbs!” said Wil­li­am, “Talk about bad luck! I’m simply stat­in’ a fact. Talk about bad luck!”

			At that minute the pram ap­peared, char­ging down the hill at full speed with a cargo of small boys. At the bot­tom of the hill it over­turned in­to a ditch ac­com­pan­ied by its cargo. To judge from its ap­pear­ance, it had passed the af­ter­noon per­form­ing the op­er­a­tion.

			“That’s my pram!” said Wil­li­am to the cargo, as it emerged, joy­fully, from the ditch.

			“Garn! S’ours! We found it.”

			“Well, I left it there.”

			“Come on! We’ll fight for it,” said Ginger, rolling up his sleeves in a busi­ness­like man­ner. The oth­er Out­laws fol­lowed his ex­ample. The pram’s cargo eyed them ap­prais­ingly.

			“Oh, all right! Take your rot­ten old pram!” they said at last.

			Douglas placed the baby in its seat and Wil­li­am thought­fully put up the hood to shield his charge as far as pos­sible from the curi­ous gaze of the pass­ersby. His charge was now chew­ing the pram cov­er and talk­ing ex­citedly to it­self. With a “heart steeled for any fate” Wil­li­am turned the corner in­to his own road. The baby’s moth­er was stand­ing at his gate.

			“There you are!” she called. “I was get­ting quite anxious. Thank you so much, dear.”

			
				But that is what she said be­fore she saw the baby!
			

		
	
		
			
				IX

				Wil­li­am and White Sat­in

			
			“I’d simply love to have a page,” mur­mured Miss Grant wist­fully. “A wed­ding seems so—second-rate without a page.”

			Mrs. Brown, her aunt and host­ess, looked across the tea-table at her young­er son, who was de­vour­ing iced cake with that dis­reg­ard for con­sequences which is the mark of youth.

			“There’s Wil­li­am,” she said doubt­fully. Then, “You’ve had quite enough cake, Wil­li­am.”

			Miss Grant stud­ied Wil­li­am’s coun­ten­ance, which at that mo­ment ex­pressed in­tense vir­tue per­se­cuted bey­ond all bear­ing.

			“Enough!” he re­peated. “I’ve had hardly any yet. I was only jus’ be­gin­ning to have some when you looked at me. It’s a plain cake. It won’t do me any harm. I wu’nt eat it if it’d do me any harm. Sug­ar’s good for you. An­im­als eat it to keep healthy. Horses eat it an’ it don’t do ’em any harm, an’ poll par­rots an’ things eat it an’ it don’t do ’em any—”

			“Oh, don’t ar­gue, Wil­li­am,” said his moth­er wear­ily.

			Wil­li­am’s gift of elo­quence was known and feared in his fam­ily circle.

			Then Miss Grant brought out the res­ult of her study of his coun­ten­ance.

			“He’s got such a—mod­ern face!” she said. “There’s some­thing es­sen­tially me­di­ev­al and ro­mantic about the idea of a page.”

			Mrs. Brown (from whose house the wed­ding was to take place) looked wor­ried.

			“There’s noth­ing me­di­ev­al or ro­mantic about Wil­li­am,” she said.

			“Well,”—Miss Grant’s in­tel­lec­tu­al face lit up—“what about his cous­in Dor­ita. They’re about the same age, aren’t they? Both el­ev­en. Well, the two of them in white sat­in with bunches of holly. Don’t you think? Would you mind hav­ing her to stay for the ce­re­mony?” (Miss Grant al­ways re­ferred to her wed­ding as “the ce­re­mony.”) “If you don’t have his hair cut for a bit, he mightn’t look so bad?”

			Wil­li­am had re­tired to the garden with his three bos­om friends—Ginger, Henry, and Douglas—where he was play­ing his latest game of moun­tain­eer­ing. A plank had been placed against the garden wall, and up this scrambled the three, roped to­geth­er and wear­ing feath­ers in their caps. Wil­li­am was wear­ing an old golf cap of his moth­er’s, and men­tally pic­tured him­self as an im­press­ive and hero­ic fig­ure. Be­fore they reached the top they in­vari­ably lost their foothold, rolled down the plank and fell in a con­fused and bruised heap at the bot­tom. The bruises in no way de­trac­ted from the charm of the game. To Wil­li­am the fas­cin­a­tion of any game con­sisted mainly in the danger to life and limb in­volved. The game had been sug­ges­ted by an old al­pen­stock which had been thought­lessly presen­ted to Wil­li­am by a friend of Mr. Brown’s. The paint of the stair­case and up­stairs cor­ridor had been com­pletely ruined be­fore the fam­ily knew of the gift, and the al­pen­stock had been con­fis­cated for a week, then re­stored on the con­di­tion that it was not to be brought in­to the house. The res­ult was the game of moun­tain­eer­ing up the plank. They car­ried the al­pen­stock in turns, but Wil­li­am had two turns run­ning to mark the fact that he was its proud pos­sessor.

			Mrs. Brown ap­proached Wil­li­am on the sub­ject of his pro­spect­ive role of page with a cer­tain ap­pre­hen­sion. The nor­mal at­ti­tude of Wil­li­am’s fam­ily to­wards Wil­li­am was one of ap­pre­hen­sion.

			“Would you like to go to Cous­in Sybil’s wed­ding?” she said.

			“No, I wu’nt,” said Wil­li­am without hes­it­a­tion.

			“Wouldn’t you like to go dressed up?” she said.

			“Red In­jun?” said Wil­li­am with a gleam of hope.

			“Er—no, not ex­actly.”

			“Pir­ate?”

			“Not quite.”

			“I’d go as a Red In­jun, or I’d go as a Pir­ate,” he said firmly, “but I wu’nt go as any­thing else.”

			“A page,” said Miss Grant’s clear, me­lodi­ous voice, “is a me­di­ev­al and ro­mantic idea, Wil­li­am. There’s the glam­our of chiv­alry about it that should ap­peal strongly to a boy of your age.”

			Wil­li­am turned his in­scrut­able coun­ten­ance upon her and gave her a cold glare.

			They dis­cussed his cos­tume in private.

			“I’ve got a pair of lovely white silk stock­ings,” said his moth­er. “They’d do for tights, and Eth­el has got a sat­in pet­ti­coat that’s just be­gin­ning to go in one place. I should think we could make some sort of cos­tume from that, don’t you? We’ll buy some more white sat­in and get some pat­terns.”

			“No, I won’t wear Eth­el’s ole clothes,” said Wil­li­am smoul­der­ing. “You all jus’ want to make me look rid­iclus. You don’t care how rid­iclus I look. I shall be rid­iclus all the rest of my life goin’ about in Eth­el’s ole clothes. I jus’ won’t do it. I jus’ won’t go to any ole wed­din’. No, I don’t want to see Cous­in Sybil mar­ried, an’ I jus’ won’t be made look rid­iclus in Eth­el’s ole clothes.”

			They reasoned and coaxed and threatened, but in vain. Fi­nally Wil­li­am yiel­ded to par­ent­al au­thor­ity and went about his world with an air of a mar­tyr doomed to the stake. Even the game of moun­tain­eer­ing had lost its charm and the al­pen­stock lay neg­lected against the garden wall. The at­ti­tude of his se­lect circle of friends was not en­cour­aging.

			“Yah! Page! Who’s goin’ to be a page? Oh, crumbs. A page all dressed up in white. Dear little Wil­lie. Won’t he look swe-e-e-et?”

			Life be­came very full. It was passed chiefly in the aven­ging of in­sults. Wil­li­am cher­ished a secret hope that the res­ult of this would be to leave him dis­figured for life and so un­able to at­tend the wed­ding. How­ever, ex­cept for a large lump on his fore­head, he was none the worse. He eyed the lump thought­fully in his look­ing-glass and de­cided that with a little en­cour­age­ment it might render his pub­lic ap­pear­ance in an af­fair of ro­mance an im­possib­il­ity. But the pain which res­ul­ted from one hero­ic ef­fort at banging it against the wall caused him to aban­don the plan.

			Dor­ita ar­rived the next week, and with her her small broth­er, Mi­chael, aged three. Dor­ita was slim and grace­ful, with a pale little oval face and dark curl­ing hair.

			Miss Grant re­ceived her on the door­step.

			“Well, my little maid of hon­our?” she said in her flute-like tones. “Wel­come! We’re go­ing to be such friends—you and me and Wil­li­am—the bride” (she blushed and bridled be­com­ingly) “and her little page and her little maid of hon­our. Wil­li­am’s a boy, and he’s just a leetle bit thought­less and doesn’t real­ise the ro­mance of it all. I’m sure you will. I see it in your dear little face. We’ll have some lovely talks to­geth­er.” Her eyes fell upon Mi­chael and nar­rowed sud­denly. “He’d look sweet, too, in white sat­in, wouldn’t he?” turn­ing to Mrs. Brown. “He could walk between them. … We could buy some more white sat­in. …”

			When they had gone the maid of hon­our turned dark, long-lashed, de­mure eyes upon Wil­li­am.

			“Soft mug, that,” she said in clear re­fined tones, nod­ding in the dir­ec­tion of the door through which the tall fig­ure of Miss Grant had just dis­ap­peared.

			Wil­li­am was vaguely cheered by her at­ti­tude.

			“Are you keen on this piff­ling wed­ding af­fair?” she went on care­lessly, “ ’cause I jolly well tell you I’m not.”

			Wil­li­am felt that he had found a kindred spir­it. He un­bent so far as to take her to the stable and show her a field-mouse he had caught and was keep­ing in a card­board box.

			“I’m teachin’ it to dance,” he con­fided, “an’ it oughter fetch a jolly lot of money when it can dance prop­er. Dan­cin’ mice do, you know. They show ’em on the stage, and people on the stage get pounds an’ pounds every night, so I bet mice do, too—at least the folks the mice be­long to what dance on the stage. I’m teachin’ it to dance by hold­in’ a bis­cuit over its head and mov­in’ it about. It bit me twice yes­ter­day.” He proudly dis­played his mu­til­ated fin­ger. “I only caught it yes­ter­day. It oughter learn all right today,” he ad­ded hope­fully.

			Her in­tense dis­ap­point­ment, when the only trace of the field-mouse that could be found was the card­board box with a hole gnawed at one corner, drew Wil­li­am’s heart to her still more.

			He avoided Henry, Douglas and Ginger. Henry, Douglas and Ginger had sworn to be at the church door to watch Wil­li­am des­cend from the car­riage in the glory of his white sat­in ap­par­el, and Wil­li­am felt that friend­ship could not stand the strain.

			He sat with Dor­ita on the cold and per­il­ous perch of the garden wall and dis­cussed Cous­in Sybil and the wed­ding. Dor­ita’s lan­guage de­lighted and fas­cin­ated Wil­li­am.

			“She’s a soppy old loony,” she would re­mark sweetly, shak­ing her dark curls. “The sop­pi­est old loony you’d see in any old place on this old earth, you betch­er life! She’s made of sop. I wouldn’t be found dead in a ditch with her—wouldn’t touch her with the butt-end of a barge­pole. She’s an as­si­fied cow, she is. Humph!”

			“Those chil­dren are a leetle dis­ap­point­ing as re­gards char­ac­ter—to a child lov­er like my­self,” con­fided Miss Grant to her in­tel­lec­tu­al fiancé. “I’ve tried to sound their depths, but there are no depths to sound. There is none of the mys­tery, the glam­our, the ‘clouds of glory’ about them. They are so—so ma­ter­i­al.”

			The day of the or­deal drew near­er and near­er, and Wil­li­am’s spir­its sank lower and lower. His life seemed to stretch be­fore him—youth, man­hood, and old age—dreary and des­ol­ate, filled only with hu­mi­li­ation and shame. His prestige and repu­ta­tion would be blas­ted forever. He would no longer be Wil­li­am—the Red In­di­an, the pir­ate, the dare­dev­il. He would simply be the Boy Who Went to a Wed­ding Dressed in White Sat­in. Evid­ently there would be a sur­ging crowd of small boys at the church door. Every boy for miles round who knew Wil­li­am even by sight had vo­lun­teered the in­form­a­tion that he would be there. Wil­li­am was to ride with Dor­ita and Mi­chael in the bride’s car­riage. In ima­gin­a­tion he already des­cen­ded from the car­riage and heard the chor­us of jeers. His cheeks grew hot at the thought. His life for years af­ter­wards would con­sist solely in the aven­ging of in­sults. He fol­lowed the fig­ure of the blush­ing bride-to-be with a bale­ful glare. In his worst mo­ments he con­tem­plated murder. The vi­ol­ence of his out­burst when his moth­er mildly sug­ges­ted a wed­ding present to the bride from her page and maid of hon­our hor­ri­fied her.

			“I’m bein’ made look rid­iclus all the rest of my life,” he ended. “I’m not giv­in’ her no present. I know what I’d like to give her,” he ad­ded darkly.

			“Yes, and I do, too.”

			Mrs. Brown fore­bore to ques­tion fur­ther.

			The day of the wed­ding dawned coldly bright and sunny. Wil­li­am’s ex­pres­sions of agony and com­plaints of vari­ous start­ling symp­toms of ser­i­ous ill­nesses were ig­nored by his ex­per­i­enced fam­ily circle.

			Mi­chael was dressed first of the three in his minute white sat­in suit and sent down in­to the morn­ing-room to play quietly. Then an un­will­ing Wil­li­am was cap­tured from the darkest re­cess of the stable and dragged pale and protest­ing to the slaughter.

			“Yes, an’ I’ll die pretty soon, prob’ly,” he said pathet­ic­ally, “and then p’r’aps you’ll be a bit sorry, an’ I shan’t care.”

			In Mi­chael there sur­vived two of the in­stincts of prim­it­ive man, the in­stinct of for­aging for food and that of con­ceal­ing it from his en­emies when found. Earli­er in the day he had paid a vis­it to the kit­chen and found it empty. Upon the table lay a pound of but­ter and a large bag of or­anges. These he had promptly con­fis­cated and, with a fear of in­ter­rup­tion born of ex­per­i­ence, he had re­tired with them un­der the table in the morn­ing-room. Be­fore he could be­gin his feast he had been called up­stairs to be dressed for the ce­re­mony. On his re­turn (im­macu­late in white sat­in) he found to his joy that his treas­ure trove had not been dis­covered. He began on the but­ter first. What he could not eat he smeared over his face and curly hair. Then he felt a sud­den com­punc­tion and tried to re­move all traces of the crime by rub­bing his face and hair vi­ol­ently with a woolly mat. Then he sat down on the Chester­field and began the or­anges. They were very yel­low and juicy and rather over­ripe. He crammed them in­to his mouth with both little fat hands at once. He was well aware, even at his tender years, that life’s sweetest joys come soon­est to an end. Or­ange juice mingled with wool fluff and but­ter on his small round face. It trickled down his cheeks and fell on to his white lace col­lar. His mouth and the re­gion round it were com­pletely yel­low. He had emp­tied the or­anges out of the bag all around him on the seat. He was sit­ting in a pool of juice. His suit was covered with it, mingled with pips and skin, and still he ate on.

			His first in­ter­rup­tion was Wil­li­am and Dor­ita, who came slowly down­stairs hold­ing hands in si­lent sym­pathy, two gleam­ing fig­ures in white sat­in. They walked to the end of the room. They also had been sent to the morn­ing-room with or­ders to “play quietly” un­til summoned.

			“Play?” Wil­li­am had echoed coldly. “I don’t feel much like play­ing.”

			They stared at Mi­chael, open­mouthed and speech­less. Lumps of but­ter and bits of wool stuck in his curls and ad­hered to the up­per por­tion of his face. They had been washed away from the lower por­tion of it by or­ange juice. His suit was al­most covered with it. Be­hind he was sat­ur­ated with it.

			“Crumbs!” said Wil­li­am at last.

			“You’ll catch it,” re­marked his sis­ter.

			Mi­chael re­treated hast­ily from the scene of his mis­deeds.

			“Mick­yth good now,” he lisped de­prec­at­ingly.

			They looked at the seat he had left—a pool of crushed or­ange frag­ments and juice. Then they looked at each oth­er.

			“He’ll not be able to go,” said Dor­ita slowly.

			Again they looked at the empty or­ange-covered Chester­field and again they looked at each oth­er.

			“Heth kite good now,” said Mi­chael hope­fully.

			Then the maid of hon­our, aware that cold de­lib­er­a­tion of­ten kills the most glor­i­ous im­pulses, seized Wil­li­am’s hand.

			“Sit down. Quick!” she whispered sharply.

			Without a word they sat down. They sat till they felt the cold mois­ture pen­et­rate to their skins. Then Wil­li­am heaved a deep sigh.

			“We can’t go now,” he said.

			Through the open door they saw a little group com­ing—Miss Grant in shin­ing white, fol­lowed by Wil­li­am’s moth­er, ar­rayed in her bright­est and best, and Wil­li­am’s fath­er, whose ex­pres­sion re­vealed a cer­tain wear­i­ness mingled with a re­lief that the whole thing would soon be over.

			“Here’s the old sardine all togged up,” whispered Dor­ita.

			“Wil­li­am! Dor­ita! Mi­chael!” they called.

			Slowly Wil­li­am, Dor­ita and Mi­chael obeyed the sum­mons.

			When Miss Grant’s eyes fell upon the strange ob­ject that was Mi­chael, she gave a loud scream.

			“Mi­chael! Oh, the dread­ful child!”

			She clasped the centre of the door and looked as though about to swoon.

			Mi­chael began to sob.

			“Poor Micky,” he said through his tears. “He feelth tho thick.”

			They re­moved him hast­ily.

			“Nev­er mind, dear,” said Mrs. Brown sooth­ingly, “the oth­er two look sweet.”

			But Mr. Brown had wandered fur­ther in­to the room and thus ob­tained a sud­den and start­ling view of the page and maid of hon­our from be­hind.

			“What? Where?” he began ex­plos­ively.

			Wil­li­am and Dor­ita turned to him in­stinct­ively, thus provid­ing Mrs. Brown and the bride with the spec­tacle that had so dis­turbed him.

			The bride gave a second scream—shrill­er and wilder than the first.

			“Oh, what have they done? Oh, the wretched chil­dren! And just when I wanted to feel calm. Just when all de­pends on my feel­ing calm. Just when—”

			“We was walkin’ round the room an’ we sat down on the Chester­field and there was this stuff on it an’ it came on our clothes,” ex­plained Wil­li­am stonily and mono­ton­ously and all in one breath.

			“Why did you sit down,” said his moth­er.

			“We was walkin’ round an’ we jus’ felt tired and we sat down on the Chester­field and there was this stuff on it an’ it came on—”

			“Oh, stop! Didn’t you see it there?”

			Wil­li­am con­sidered.

			“Well, we was jus’ walk­ing round the room,” he said, “an’ we jus’ felt tired and we sat—”

			“Stop say­ing that.”

			“Couldn’t we make cloaks?” wailed the bride, “to hang down and cov­er them all up be­hind. It wouldn’t take long—”

			Mr. Brown took out his watch.

			“The car­riage has been wait­ing a quarter of an hour already,” he said firmly. “We’ve no time to spare. Come along, my dear. We’ll con­tin­ue the in­vest­ig­a­tion after the ser­vice. You can’t go, of course, you must stay at home now,” he ended, turn­ing a stern eye upon Wil­li­am. There was an un­con­scious note of envy in his voice.

			“And I did so want to have a page,” said Miss Grant plaint­ively as she turned away.

			Joy and hope re­turned to Wil­li­am with a bound. As the sound of wheels was heard down the drive he turned head over heels sev­er­al times on the lawn, then caught sight of his long-neg­lected al­pen­stock lean­ing against a wall.

			“Come on,” he shouted joy­fully. “I’ll teach you a game I made up. It’s moun­tain­eer­in’.”

			She watched him place a plank against the wall and be­gin his per­il­ous as­cent.

			“You’re a mug,” she said in her clear, sweet voice. “I know a moun­tain­eer­ing game worth ten of that old thing.”

			And it says much for the char­ac­ter and mor­al force of the maid-of-hon­our that Wil­li­am meekly put him­self in the po­s­i­tion of pu­pil.

			It must be ex­plained at this point that the do­mest­ics of the Brown house­hold were busy ar­ran­ging re­fresh­ments in a mar­quee in the garden. The front hall was quite empty.

			In about a quarter of an hour the game of moun­tain­eer­ing was in full swing. On the low­est steps of the stair­case re­posed the mat­tress from Wil­li­am’s fath­er’s and moth­er’s bed, above it the mat­tress from Miss Grant’s bed, above that the mat­tress from Wil­li­am’s bed, and on the top, the mat­tress from Dor­ita’s bed. In all the bed­rooms the bed­clothes lay in dis­ar­ray on the floor. A few nails driv­en through the ends of the mat­tresses in­to the stairs se­cured the sta­bil­ity of the “moun­tain.” Still wear­ing their robes of ce­re­mony, they scrambled up in stockinged feet, every now and then los­ing foothold and rolling down to the pile of pil­lows and bol­sters (taken in­dis­crim­in­ately from all the beds) which was ar­ranged at the foot of the stair­case. Their mirth was ri­ot­ous and up­roari­ous. They used the al­pen­stock in turns. It was a great help. They could get a firm hold on the mat­tresses with the point of the al­pen­stock. Wil­li­am stood at the top of the moun­tain, hot and pant­ing, his al­pen­stock in his hand, and paused for breath. He was well aware that re­tri­bu­tion was not far off—was in the neigh­bour­ing church, to be quite ex­act, and would re­turn in a car­riage with­in the next few minutes. He was aware that an ex­plan­a­tion of the yel­low stain was yet to be de­man­ded. He was aware that this was not a use to which the fam­ily mat­tresses could le­git­im­ately be put. But he cared for none of these things. In his mind’s eye he only saw a crowd of small boys as­sembled out­side a church door with eager eyes fixed on a car­riage from which des­cen­ded—Miss Grant, Mrs. Brown, and Mr. Brown. His life stretched be­fore him bright and rose-col­oured. A smile of tri­umph curved his lips.

			“Yah! Who waited at a church for someone what nev­er came? Yah!”

			“I hope you didn’t get a bad cold waitin’ for me on Wed­nes­day at the church door.”

			“Some folks is easy had. I bet you all be­lieved I was com­ing on Wed­nes­day.”

			Such sen­tences floated idly through his mind.

			“I say, my turn for that stick with the spike.”

			Wil­li­am handed it to her in si­lence.

			“I say,” she re­peated, “what do you think of this mar­riage busi­ness?”

			“Dunno,” said Wil­li­am lac­on­ic­ally.

			“If I’d got to marry,” went on the maid of hon­our, “I’d as soon marry you as any­one.”

			“I wu’nt mind,” said the page gal­lantly. “But,” he ad­ded hast­ily, “in ornery clothes.”

			“Oh, yes,” she lost her foothold and rolled down to the pile of pil­lows. From them came her voice muffled, but clear as ever. “You betch­er life. In ornery clothes.”

		
	
		
			
				X

				Wil­li­am’s New Year’s Day

			
			Wil­li­am went whist­ling down the street, his hands in his pock­ets. Wil­li­am’s whistle was more pen­et­rat­ing than me­lodi­ous. Sens­it­ive people fled shud­der­ing at the sound. The pro­pri­et­or of the sweet-shop, how­ever, was not sens­it­ive. He nod­ded af­fably as Wil­li­am passed. Wil­li­am was a reg­u­lar cus­tom­er of his—as reg­u­lar, that is, as a wholly in­ad­equate al­low­ance would per­mit. En­cour­aged Wil­li­am paused at the door­way and ceased to whistle.

			“ ’Ullo, Mr. Moss!” he said.

			“ ’Ullo, Wil­li­am!” said Mr. Moss.

			“Any­thin’ cheap today?” went on Wil­li­am hope­fully.

			Mr. Moss shook his head.

			“Two­pence an ounce cheapest,” he said.

			Wil­li­am sighed.

			“That’s aw­ful dear,” he said.

			“What isn’t dear? Tell me that. What isn’t dear?” said Mr. Moss lugubri­ously.

			“Well, gimme two ounces. I’ll pay you to­mor­row,” said Wil­li­am cas­u­ally.

			Mr. Moss shook his head.

			“Go on!” said Wil­li­am. “I get my money to­mor­row. You know I get my money to­mor­row.”

			“Cash, young sir,” said Mr. Moss heav­ily. “My terms is cash. ’Owever,” he re­len­ted, “I’ll give you a few over when the scales is down to­mor­row for a New Year’s gift.”

			“Hon­est In­jun?”

			“Hon­est In­jun.”

			“Well, gimme them now then,” said Wil­li­am.

			Mr. Moss hes­it­ated.

			“They wouldn’t be no New Year’s gift then, would they?” he said.

			Wil­li­am con­sidered.

			“I’ll eat ’em today but I’ll think about ’em to­mor­row,” he prom­ised. “That’ll make ’em a New Year’s gift.”

			Mr. Moss took out a hand­ful of as­sor­ted fruit drops and passed them to Wil­li­am. Wil­li­am re­ceived them grate­fully.

			“An’ what good res­ol­u­tion are you go­ing to take to­mor­row?” went on Mr. Moss.

			Wil­li­am crunched in si­lence for a minute, then,

			“Good res­ol­u­tion?” he ques­tioned. “I ain’t got none.”

			“You’ve got to have a good res­ol­u­tion for New Year’s Day,” said Mr. Moss firmly.

			“Same as giv­ing up sug­ar in tea in Lent and wear­ing blue on Ox­ford and Cam­bridge Boat Race Day?” said Wil­li­am with in­terest.

			“Yes, same as that. Well, you’ve got to think of some fault you’d like to cure and start to­mor­row.”

			Wil­li­am pondered.

			“Can’t think of any­thing,” he said at last. “You think of some­thing for me.”

			“You might take one to do your school work prop­erly,” he sug­ges­ted.

			Wil­li­am shook his head.

			“No,” he said, “that wun’t be much fun, would it? Crumbs! It wun’t!”

			“Or—to keep your clothes tidy?” went on his friend.

			Wil­li­am shuddered at the thought.

			“Or to—give up shout­ing and whist­ling.”

			Wil­li­ams crammed two more sweets in­to his mouth and shook his head very firmly.

			“Crumbs, no!” he ejac­u­lated in­dis­tinctly.

			“Or to be perl­ite.”

			“Perl­ite?”

			“Yes. ‘Please’ and ‘thank you,’ and ‘if you don’t mind me say­in’ so,’ and ‘if you ex­cuse me con­tra­dictin’ of you,’ and ‘can I do any­thing for you?’ and such­like.”

			Wil­li­am was struck with this.

			“Yes, I might be that,” he said. He straightened his col­lar and stood up. “Yes, I might try bein’ that. How long has it to go on, though?”

			“Not long,” said Mr. Moss. “Only the first day gen’rally. Folks gen­er­ally give ’em up after that.”

			“What’s yours?” said Wil­li­am, put­ting four sweets in­to his mouth as he spoke.

			Mr. Moss looked round his little shop with the air of a con­spir­at­or, then leant for­ward con­fid­en­tially.

			“I’m goin’ to arsk ’er again,” he said.

			“Who?” said Wil­li­am mys­ti­fied.

			“Someone I’ve arsked regl’ar every New Year’s Day for ten year.”

			“Asked what?” said Wil­li­am, gaz­ing sadly at his last sweet.

			“Arsked to take me o’ course,” said Mr. Moss with an air of con­tempt for Wil­li­am’s want of in­tel­li­gence.

			“Take you where?” said Wil­li­am. “Where d’you want to go? Why can’t you go your­self?”

			“Ter marry me, I means,” said Mr. Moss, blush­ing slightly as he spoke.

			“Well,” said Wil­li­am with a ju­di­cial air, “I wun’t have asked the same one for ten years. I’d have tried someone else. I’d have gone on ask­ing oth­er people, if I wanted to get mar­ried. You’d be sure to find someone that wouldn’t mind you—with a sweet-shop, too. She must be a softie. Does she know you’ve got a sweet-shop?”

			Mr. Moss merely sighed and popped a bull’s eye in­to his mouth with an air of ab­strac­ted mel­an­choly.

			

			The next morn­ing Wil­li­am leapt out of bed with an ex­pres­sion of stern re­solve. “I’m goin’ to be p’lite,” he re­marked to his bed­room fur­niture. “I’m goin’ to be p’lite all day.”

			He met his fath­er on the stairs as he went down to break­fast.

			“Good morn­in’, Fath­er,” he said, with what he fondly ima­gined to be a courtly man­ner. “Can I do any­thing for you today?”

			His fath­er looked down at him sus­pi­ciously.

			“What do you want now?” he de­man­ded.

			Wil­li­am was hurt.

			“I’m only bein’ p’lite. It’s—you know—one of those things you take on New Year’s Day. Well, I’ve took one to be p’lite.”

			His fath­er apo­lo­gised. “I’m sorry,” he said. “You see, I’m not used to it. It startled me.”

			At break­fast Wil­li­am’s po­lite­ness shone forth in all its glory.

			“Can I pass you any­thing, Robert?” he said sweetly.

			His eld­er broth­er coldly ig­nored him. “Go­ing to rain again,” he said to the world in gen­er­al.

			“If you’ll ’scuse me con­tra­dict­ing of you Robert,” said Wil­li­am, “I heard the milk­man say­in’ it was goin’ to be fine. If you’ll ’scuse me con­tra­dictin’ you.”

			“Look here!” said Robert an­grily, “Less of your cheek!”

			“Seems to me no one in this house un­der­stands wot bein’ p’lite is,” said Wil­li­am bit­terly. “Seems to me one might go on bein’ p’lite in this house for years an’ no one know wot one was doin’.”

			His moth­er looked at him anxiously.

			“You’re feel­ing quite well, dear, aren’t you?” she said. “You haven’t got a head­ache or any­thing, have you?”

			“No. I’m bein’ p’lite,” he said ir­rit­ably, then pulled him­self up sud­denly. “I’m quite well, thank you, Moth­er dear,” he said in a tone of cloy­ing sweet­ness.

			“Does it hurt you much?” in­quired his broth­er ten­derly.

			“No thank you, Robert,” said Wil­li­am po­litely.

			After break­fast he re­ceived his pock­et-money with cour­teous grat­it­ude.

			“Thank you very much, Fath­er.”

			“Not at all. Pray don’t men­tion it, Wil­li­am. It’s quite all right,” said Mr. Brown, not to be out­done. Then, “It’s rather try­ing. How long does it last?”

			“What?”

			“The res­ol­u­tion.”

			“Oh, bein’ p’lite! He said they didn’t of­ten do it after the first day.”

			“He’s quite right, who­ever he is,” said Mr. Brown. “They don’t.”

			“He’s goin’ to ask her again,” vo­lun­teered Wil­li­am.

			“Who ask who what?” said Mr. Brown, but Wil­li­am had de­par­ted. He was already on his way to Mr. Moss’s shop.

			Mr. Moss was at the door, hat­ted and coated, and gaz­ing anxiously down the street.

			“Goo’ morn­in’ Mr. Moss,” said Wil­li­am po­litely.

			Mr. Moss took out a large an­tique watch.

			“He’s late!” he said. “I shall miss the train. Oh, dear! It will be the first New Year’s Day I’ve missed in ten years.”

			Wil­li­am was in­spect­ing the sweets with the air of an ex­pert.

			“Them pink ones are new,” he said at last. “How much are they?”

			“Eight­pence a quarter. Oh, dear, I shall miss the train.”

			“They’re very small ones,” said Wil­li­am dis­par­agingly. “You’d think they’d be less than that—small ones like that.”

			“Will you—will you do some­thing for me and I’ll give you a quarter of those sweets.”

			Wil­li­am gasped. The of­fer was al­most too mu­ni­fi­cent to be true.

			“I’ll do any­thin’ for that,” he said simply.

			“Well, just stay in the shop till my neph­ew Bill comes. ’E’ll be ’ere in two shakes an’ I’ll miss my train if I don’t go now. ’E’s goin’ to keep the shop for me till I’m back an’ ’e’ll be ’ere any minute now. Jus’ tell ’im I ’ad to run for to catch my train an’ if any­one comes in­to the shop be­fore ’e comes jus’ tell ’em to wait or to come back later. You can weigh your­self a quarter o’ those sweets.”

			Mr. Moss was cer­tainly in a hol­i­day mood. Wil­li­am pinched him­self just to make sure that he was still alive and had not been trans­lated sud­denly to the realms of the blest.

			Mr. Moss, with a last anxious glance at his watch, hur­ried off in the dir­ec­tion of the sta­tion.

			Wil­li­am was left alone. He spent a few mo­ments in­dul­ging in roseate day­dreams. The ideal of his child­hood—per­haps of every­one’s child­hood—was real­ised. He had a sweet-shop. He walked round the shop with a con­scious swag­ger, paus­ing to pop in­to his mouth a But­ter Ball—com­posed, as the la­bel stated, of pure farm cream and best but­ter. It was all his—all those rows and rows of gleam­ing bottles of sweets of every size and col­our, those boxes and boxes of at­tract­ively ar­ranged chocol­ates. De­lib­er­ately he ima­gined him­self as their own­er. By the time he had walked round the shop three times he be­lieved that he was the own­er.

			At this point a small boy ap­peared in the door­way. Wil­li­am scowled at him.

			“Well,” he said un­gra­ciously, “what d’you want?” Then, sud­denly re­mem­ber­ing his res­ol­u­tion, “Please what d’you want?”

			“Where’s Uncle?” said the small boy with equal un­gra­cious­ness. “ ’Cause our Bill’s ill an’ can’t come.”

			Wil­li­am waved him off.

			“That’s all right,” he said. “You tell ’em that’s all right. That’s quite all right. See? Now, you go off!”

			The small boy stood, as though rooted to the spot. Wil­li­am pressed in­to one of his hands a stick of li­quorice and in­to the oth­er a pack­et of chocol­ate.

			“Now, you go away! I don’t want you here. See? You go away you little—as­si­fied cow!”

			Wil­li­am’s in­vect­ive was of­ten wholly ori­gin­al.

			The small boy made off, still star­ing and clutch­ing his spoils. Wil­li­am star­ted to the door and yelled to the re­treat­ing fig­ure, “if you don’t mind me say­in’ so.”

			He had already come to look upon the Res­ol­u­tion as a kind of god who must at all costs be pro­pi­ti­ated. Already the Res­ol­u­tion seemed to have be­stowed upon him the dream of his life—a fully-equipped sweet-shop.

			He wandered round again and dis­covered a wholly new sweet­meat called Coker­nut Kisses. Its only draw­back was its in­stabil­ity. It melted away in the mouth at once. So much so that al­most be­fore Wil­li­am was aware of it he was con­fron­ted by the empty box. He re­turned to the more sol­id charms of the Pine­apple Crisp.

			He was in­ter­rup­ted by the en­trance of a thin lady of un­cer­tain age.

			“Good morn­ing,” she said icily. “Where’s Mr. Moss?”

			Wil­li­am answered as well as the pres­ence of five sweets in his mouth would al­low him.

			“I can’t hear a word you say,” she said—more fri­gidly than ever.

			Wil­li­am re­moved two of his five sweets and placed them tem­por­ar­ily on the scale.

			“Gone,” he said lac­on­ic­ally, then mur­mured vaguely, “thank you,” as the thought of the Res­ol­u­tion loomed up in his mind.

			“Who’s in charge?”

			“Me,” said Wil­li­am un­gram­mat­ic­ally.

			She looked at him with dis­tinct dis­ap­prov­al.

			“Well, I’ll have one of those bars of chocol­ates.”

			Wil­li­am look­ing round the shop, real­ised sud­denly that his own de­pred­a­tions had been on no small scale. But there was a chance of mak­ing good any loss that Mr. Moss might oth­er­wise have sus­tained.

			He looked down at the two­penny bars.

			“Shil­lin’ each,” he said firmly.

			She gasped.

			“They were only two­pence yes­ter­day.”

			“They’re gone up since,” said Wil­li­am brazenly, adding a vague, “if you’ll kin’ly ’scuse me say­in’ so.”

			“Gone up—?” she re­peated in­dig­nantly. “Have you heard from the makers they’re gone up?”

			“Yes’m,” said Wil­li­am po­litely.

			“When did you hear?”

			“This morn­in’—if you don’t mind me say­ing so.”

			Wil­li­am’s man­ner of ful­some po­lite­ness seemed to mad­den her.

			“Did you hear by post?”

			“Yes’m. By post this morn­in’.”

			She glared at him with vin­dict­ive tri­umph.

			“I hap­pen to live op­pos­ite, you wicked, ly­ing boy, and I know that the post­man did not call here this morn­ing.”

			Wil­li­am met her eye calmly.

			“No, they came round to see me in the night—the makers did. You cou’n’t of heard them,” he ad­ded hast­ily. “It was when you was asleep. If you’ll ’scuse me con­tra­dictin’ of you.”

			It is a great gift to be able to lie so as to con­vince oth­er people. It is a still great­er gift to be able to lie so as to con­vince one­self. Wil­li­am was pos­sessed of the lat­ter gift.

			“I shall cer­tainly not pay more than two­pence,” said his cus­tom­er severely, tak­ing a bar of chocol­ate and lay­ing down two­pence on the counter. “And I shall re­port this shop to the Prof­it­eer­ing Com­mit­tee. It’s scan­dal­ous. And a pack of wicked lies!”

			Wil­li­am scowled at her.

			“They’re a shil­lin’,” he said. “I don’t want your nasty ole tup­pences. I said they was a shil­lin’.”

			He fol­lowed her to the door. She was cross­ing the street to her house. “You—you ole thief!” he yelled after her, though, true to his Res­ol­u­tion, he ad­ded softly with dogged de­term­in­a­tion, “if you don’t mind me say­in’ so.”

			“I’ll set the po­lice on you,” his late cus­tom­er shouted an­grily back across the street. “You wicked, blas­phem­ous boy!”

			Wil­li­am put out his tongue at her, then re­turned to the shop and closed the door.

			Here he dis­covered that the door, when opened, rang a bell, and, after filling his mouth with Li­quorice All Sorts, he spent the next five minutes vig­or­ously open­ing and shut­ting the door till some­thing went wrong with the mech­an­ism of the bell. At this he for­ti­fied him­self with a course of Nutty Foot­balls and, stand­ing on a chair, began ruth­lessly to dis­mem­ber the bell. He was dis­turbed by the entry of an­oth­er cus­tom­er. Swal­low­ing a Nutty Foot­ball whole, he hastened to his post be­hind the counter.

			The new­comer was a little girl of about nine—a very dainty little girl, dressed in a white fur coat and cap and long white gaiters. Her hair fell in golden curls over her white fur shoulders. Her eyes were blue. Her cheeks were vel­vety and rosy. Her mouth was like a baby’s. Wil­li­am had seen this vis­ion on vari­ous oc­ca­sions in the town, but had nev­er yet ad­dressed it. Whenev­er he had seen it, his heart in the midst of his body had been even as melt­ing wax. He smiled—a self-con­scious, sheep­ish smile. His freckled face blushed to the roots of his short stubby hair. She seemed to find noth­ing odd in the fact of a small boy be­ing in charge of a sweet-shop. She came up to the counter.

			“Please, I want two two­penny bars of chocol­ate.”

			Her voice was very clear and sil­very.

			Ec­stasy rendered Wil­li­am speech­less. His smile grew wider and more fool­ish. See­ing his two half-sucked Pine­apple Crisps ex­posed upon the scales, he hast­ily put them in­to his mouth.

			She laid four pen­nies on the counter.

			Wil­li­am found his voice.

			“You can have lots for that,” he said husk­ily. “They’ve gone cheap. They’ve gone ever so cheap. You can take all the box­ful for that,” he went on reck­lessly. He pressed the box in­to her re­luct­ant hands. “An’—what else would you like? You jus’ tell me that. Tell me what else you’d like?”

			“Please, I haven’t any more money,” gasped a small, be­wildered voice.

			“Money don’t mat­ter,” said Wil­li­am. “Things is cheap today. Things is aw­ful cheap today. Aw­ful cheap! You can have—any­thin’ you like for that four­pence. Any­thin’ you like.”

			“ ’Cause it’s New Year’s Day?” said the vis­ion, with a gleam of un­der­stand­ing.

			“Yes,” said Wil­li­am, “ ’cause it’s that.”

			“Is it your shop?”

			“Yes,” said Wil­li­am with an air of im­port­ance. “It’s all my shop.”

			She gazed at him in ad­mir­a­tion and envy.

			“I’d love to have a sweet-shop,” she said wist­fully.

			“Well, you take any­thin’ you like,” said Wil­li­am gen­er­ously.

			She col­lec­ted as much as she could carry and star­ted to­wards the door. “Sank you! Sank you ever so!” she said grate­fully.

			Wil­li­am stood lean­ing against the door in the easy at­ti­tude of the good-natured, all-provid­ing male.

			“It’s all right,” he said with an in­dul­gent smile. “Quite all right. Quite all right.” Then, with an in­spir­a­tion born of memor­ies of his fath­er earli­er in the day. “Not at all. Don’t menshun it. Not at all. Quite all right.”

			He stopped, simply for lack of fur­ther ex­pres­sions, and bowed with would-be grace­ful­ness as she went through the door­way.

			As she passed the win­dow she was re­war­ded by a spread­ing ef­fus­ive smile in a flushed face.

			She stopped and kissed her hand.

			Wil­li­am blinked with pure emo­tion.

			He con­tin­ued his smile long after its re­cip­i­ent had dis­ap­peared. Then ab­sent­mindedly he crammed his mouth with a hand­ful of Mixed Dew Drops and sat down be­hind the counter.

			As he crunched Mixed Dew Drops he in­dulged in a day dream in which he res­cued the little girl in the white fur coat from rob­bers and pir­ates and a burn­ing house. He was just leap­ing nimbly from the roof of the burn­ing house, hold­ing the little girl in the white fur coat in his arms, when he caught sight of two of his friends flat­ten­ing their noses at the win­dow. He rose from his seat and went to the door.

			“ ’Ullo, Ginger! ’Ullo, Henry!” he said with an un­suc­cess­ful ef­fort to ap­pear void of self-con­scious­ness.

			They gazed at him in won­der.

			“I’ve gotta shop,” he went on cas­u­ally. “Come on in an’ look at it.”

			They peeped round the door­way cau­tiously and, re­as­sured by the sight of Wil­li­am ob­vi­ously in sole pos­ses­sion, they entered, open­mouthed. They gazed at the boxes and bottles of sweets. Alad­din’s Cave was noth­ing to this.

			“Howd’ you get it, Wil­li­am?” gasped Ginger.

			“Someone gave it me,” said Wil­li­am. “I took one of them things to be p’lite an’ someone gave it me. Go on,” he said kindly. “Jus’ help yourselves. Not at all. Jus’ help yourselves an’ don’t menshun it.”

			They needed no second bid­ding. With the un­err­ing in­stinct of child­hood (not un­sup­por­ted by ex­per­i­ence) that at any minute their Eden might be in­vaded by the aven­ging an­gel in the shape of a grownup, they made full use of their time. They went from box to box, put­ting hand­fuls of sweets and chocol­ates in­to their mouths. They said noth­ing, simply be­cause speech was, un­der the cir­cum­stances, a phys­ic­al im­possib­il­ity. Show­ing a foresight for the fu­ture, worthy of the noble ant it­self, so of­ten held up as a mod­el to child­hood, they filled pock­ets in the in­ter­vals of cram­ming their mouths.

			A close ob­serv­er might have no­ticed that Wil­li­am now ate little. Wil­li­am him­self had been con­scious for some time of a curi­ous and in­ex­plic­able feel­ing of cold­ness to­wards the tempt­ing dain­ties around him. He was, how­ever, loth to give in to the weak­ness, and every now and then he non­chal­antly put in­to his mouth a Toasted Square or a Fruity Bit.

			It happened that a lout­ish boy of about four­teen was passing the shop. At the sight of three small boys rap­idly con­sum­ing the con­tents, he be­came in­ter­ested.

			“What yer doin’ of?” he said in­dig­nantly, stand­ing in the door­way.

			“You get out of my shop,” said Wil­li­am vali­antly.

			“Yer shop?” said the boy. “Yer bloom­in’ well pinchin’ things out o’ someone else’s shop, I can see. ’Ere, gimme some of them.”

			“You get out!” said Wil­li­am.

			“Get out yer­self!” said the oth­er.

			“If I’d not took one to be p’lite,” said Wil­li­am threat­en­ingly, “I’d knock you down.”

			“Yer would, would yer?” said the oth­er, be­gin­ning to roll up his sleeves.

			“Yes, an’ I would, too. You get out.” Seiz­ing the nearest bottle, which happened to con­tain Acid Drops, he began to fire them at his op­pon­ent’s head. One hit him in the eye. He re­tired in­to the street. Wil­li­am, now afire for battle, fol­lowed him, still hurl­ing Acid Drops with all his might. A crowd of boys col­lec­ted to­geth­er. Some gathered Acid Drops from the gut­ter, oth­ers joined the scrim­mage. Wil­li­am, Henry, and Ginger car­ried on a noble fight against heavy odds.

			It was only the sight of the pro­pri­et­or of the shop com­ing briskly down the side­walk that put an end to the battle. The street boys made off (with what spoils they could gath­er) in one dir­ec­tion and Ginger and Henry in an­oth­er. Wil­li­am, clasp­ing an empty Acid Drop bottle to his bos­om, was left to face Mr. Moss.

			Mr. Moss entered and looked round with an air of be­wil­der­ment.

			“Where’s Bill?” he said.

			“He’s ill,” said Wil­li­am. “He couldn’t come. I’ve been keep­in’ shop for you. I’ve done the best I could.” He looked round the rifled shop and hastened to pro­pi­ti­ate the own­er as far as pos­sible. “I’ve got some money for you,” he ad­ded sooth­ingly, point­ing to the four pen­nies that rep­res­en­ted his morn­ing’s tak­ings. “It’s not much,” he went on with some truth, look­ing again at the rows of emp­tied boxes and half-emp­tied bottles and the debris that is al­ways and every­where the in­ev­it­able res­ult of a battle. But Mr. Moss hardly seemed to no­tice it.

			“Thanks, Wil­li­am,” he said al­most humbly. “Wil­li­am, she’s took me. She’s goin’ ter marry me. Isn’t it grand? After all these years!”

			“I’m afraid there’s a bit of a mess,” said Wil­li­am, re­turn­ing to the more im­port­ant mat­ter.

			Mr. Moss waved aside his apo­lo­gies.

			“It doesn’t mat­ter, Wil­li­am,” he said. “Noth­ing mat­ters today. She’s took me at last. I’m goin’ to shut shop this af­ter­noon and go over to her again. Thanks for stay­ing, Wil­li­am.”

			“Not at all. Don’t menshun it,” said Wil­li­am nobly. Then, “I think I’ve had enough of that bein’ p’lite. Will one morn­in’ do for this year, d’you think?”

			“Er—yes. Well, I’ll shut up. Don’t you stay, Wil­li­am. You’ll want to be get­ting home for lunch.”

			Lunch? Quite def­in­itely Wil­li­am de­cided that he did not want any lunch. The very thought of lunch brought with it a feel­ing of act­ive phys­ic­al dis­com­fort which was much more than mere ab­sence of hun­ger. He de­cided to go home as quickly as pos­sible, though not to lunch.

			“Goo’-bye,” he said.

			“Good­bye,” said Mr. Moss.

			“I’m afraid you’ll find some things gone,” said Wil­li­am faintly; “some boys was in.”

			“That’s all right, Wil­li­am,” said Mr. Moss, roused again from his rosy dreams. “That’s quite all right.”

			But it was not “quite all right” with Wil­li­am. Read­er, if you had been left, at the age of el­ev­en, in sole charge of a sweet shop for a whole morn­ing, would it have been “all right” with you? I trow not. But we will not fol­low Wil­li­am through the hu­mi­li­at­ing hours of the af­ter­noon. We will leave him as, pale and un­steady, but as yet mas­ter of the situ­ation, he wends his home­ward way.
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				The Best Laid Plans

			
			
				I

				“She’s—she’s a real Bot­ti­celli,” said the young man dream­ily, as he watched the fig­ure of Wil­li­am’s sis­ter, Eth­el, dis­ap­pear­ing in­to the dis­tance.

				Wil­li­am glared at him.

				“Bottled cherry your­self!” he said in­dig­nantly. “She can’t help hav­ing red hair, can she? No more’n you can help hav­in’—hav­in’—” his eye wandered spec­u­lat­ively over the young man in search of phys­ic­al de­fects—“hav­ing big ears,” he ended.

				The young man did not re­sent the in­sult. He did not even hear it. His eyes were still fixed upon the slim fig­ure in the dis­tance.

				“ ‘Eyes of blue and hair red-gold,’ ” he said softly. “Red-gold. I had to put that be­cause it’s got both col­ours in it. Red-gold, ‘Eyes of blue and hair red-gold.’ What rhymes with gold?”

				“Cold,” sug­ges­ted Wil­li­am brightly. “That’s jolly good, too, ’cause she has got­ter cold. She was sneez­ing all last night.”

				“No. It should be some­thing about her heart be­ing cold.

				
					
						Eyes of blue and hair red-gold,
						

						Heart of ice—so stony cold—”
					

				

				“That’s jolly good!” said Wil­li­am with ad­mir­a­tion. “It’s just like what you read in real books—po­etry books!”

				The young man—James French by name—had met Eth­el at an even­ing party and had suc­cumbed to her charm. Lack­ing cour­age to pur­sue the ac­quaint­ance, he had cul­tiv­ated the friend­ship of her small broth­er, un­der a quite er­ro­neous im­pres­sion that this would win him her good graces.

				“What would you like most in the world?” he said sud­denly, lean­ing for­ward from his seat on the top of the gate. “Sup­pose someone let you choose.”

				“White rats,” said Wil­li­am without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion.

				The young man was plunged in deep thought.

				“I’m think­ing a way,” he said at last. “I’ve nearly got it. Just walk home with me, will you? I’ll give you some­thing when we get there,” he bribed with pathet­ic plead­ing, not­ing Wil­li­am’s re­luct­ant face. “I want to tell you my idea.”

				They walked down the lane to­geth­er. The young man talked vol­ubly and earn­estly. Wil­li­am’s mouth opened wide with amazement and dis­ap­prov­ing hor­ror. The words “white rats” were re­peated fre­quently. Fi­nally Wil­li­am nod­ded his head, as though ac­qui­es­cing.

				“I s’pose you’re balmy on her,” he said resign­edly at the end, “like what folks are in books. I want ’em with long tails, mind.”

				Wil­li­am was not un­ac­quain­ted with the tender pas­sion. He had been to the pic­tures. He had read books. He had seen his eld­er broth­er Robert pass sev­er­al times through every stage of the con­sum­ing fever. He had him­self de­cided in mo­ments of deep emo­tion to marry the little girl next door as soon as he should reach man­hood’s es­tate. He was will­ing to fur­ther his new friend’s suit by every le­git­im­ate means, but he was rather aghast at the means sug­ges­ted. Still—white rats were white rats.

				The next morn­ing Wil­li­am as­sumed his ex­pres­sion of shin­ing vir­tue—the ex­pres­sion he re­served for spe­cial oc­ca­sions.

				“You goin’ shop­pin’ this morn­in’?” he in­quired po­litely of Eth­el.

				“You know I am,” said Eth­el shortly.

				“Shall I come with you to carry par­cels an’ things?” said Wil­li­am unc­tu­ously.

				Eth­el looked at him with sud­den sus­pi­cion.

				“What do you want?” she said. “I’m not go­ing to buy you any­thing.”

				Wil­li­am looked pained.

				“I don’t want any­thing,” he said. “I jus’ want to help you, that’s all. I jus’ want to carry your par­cels for you. I—I jus’ don’t want you to get tired, that’s all.”

				“All right.” Eth­el was still sus­pi­cious. “You can come and you can carry par­cels, but you won’t get a penny out of me.”

				They walked down to­geth­er to the shops, and Wil­li­am meekly al­lowed him­self to be laden with many par­cels. Eth­el’s grim sus­pi­cion passed in­to be­wil­der­ment as he passed toy­shop after toy­shop without a glance. In ima­gin­a­tion he was already teach­ing com­plic­ated tricks to a pair of white rats.

				“It’s—it’s aw­fully de­cent of you, Wil­li­am,” said Eth­el, at last, al­most per­suaded that she had mis­judged Wil­li­am for the great­er part of his life. “Do you feel all right? I mean, you don’t feel ill or any­thing, do you?”

				“No,” he said ab­sently, then cor­rec­ted him­self hast­ily. “At least, not jus’ now. I feel all right jus’ now. I feel as if I might not feel all right soon, but I don’t know.”

				Eth­el looked anxious.

				“Let’s get home quickly. What have you been eat­ing?”

				“Noth­ing,” said Wil­li­am in­dig­nantly. “It’s not that sort of not well. It’s quite diff’rent.”

				“What sort is it?”

				“It’s nuffin’—not jus’ now. I’m all right jus’ now.”

				They walked in si­lence till they had left the road be­hind and had turned off to the long coun­try road that led to Wil­li­am’s house. Then, slowly and de­lib­er­ately, still clasp­ing his bur­den of par­cels, Wil­li­am sat down on the ground.

				“I can’t walk any more, Eth­el,” he said, turn­ing his healthy coun­ten­ance up to her. “I’m took ill sud­den.”

				She looked down at him im­pa­tiently.

				“Don’t be ab­surd, Wil­li­am,” she said. “Get up.”

				“I’m not ab­surd,” he said firmly. “I’m took ill.”

				“Where do you feel ill?”

				“All over,” he said guardedly.

				“Does your ankle hurt?”

				“Yes—an’ my knees an’ all up me. I jus’ can’t walk. I’m took too ill to walk.”

				She looked round anxiously.

				“Oh, what are we go­ing to do? It’s a quarter of a mile home!”

				At that mo­ment there ap­peared the fig­ure of a tall young man. He drew near­er and raised his hat.

				“Any­thing wrong, Miss Brown?” he said, blush­ing deeply.

				“Just look at Wil­li­am!” said Eth­el, point­ing dra­mat­ic­ally at the small fig­ure seated com­fort­ably in the dust of the road. “He says he can’t walk, and good­ness knows what we’re go­ing to do.”

				The young man bent over Wil­li­am, but avoided meet­ing his eyes.

				“You feel­ing ill, my little man?” he said cheer­fully.

				“Huh!” snorted Wil­li­am. “That’s a nice thing for you to ask when you know you told me—”

				The young man coughed long and loud.

				“All right,” he said hast­ily. “Well, let’s see what we can do. Could you get on my back, and then I can carry you home? Give me your par­cels. That’s right. No, Miss Brown. I in­sist on car­ry­ing the par­cels. I couldn’t dream of al­low­ing you—well, if you’re sure you’d rather. Leave me the big ones, any­way. Now, Wil­li­am, are we ready?”

				Wil­li­am clung on be­hind, noth­ing loth, and they set off rather slowly down the road. Eth­el was over­come with grat­it­ude.

				“It is kind of you, Mr. French. I don’t know what we should have done without you. I do hope he’s not fear­fully heavy, and I do hope he’s not be­gin­ning any­thing in­fec­tious. Do let me take the oth­er par­cels. Won’t you, really? Moth­er will be grate­ful to you. It’s such a strange thing, isn’t it? I’ve nev­er heard of such a thing be­fore. I’ve al­ways thought Wil­li­am was so strong. I hope it’s not con­sump­tion or any­thing like that. How does con­sump­tion be­gin?”

				Mr. French had had no con­cep­tion of the av­er­age weight of a sturdy small boy of el­ev­en. He stumbled along un­stead­ily.

				“Oh, no,” he panted. “Don’t men­tion it—don’t men­tion it. It’s a pleas­ure—really it is. No, in­deed you mustn’t take the par­cels. You have quite enough already. Quite enough. No, he isn’t a bit heavy. Not a bit. I’m so glad I happened to come by at a mo­ment that I could do you a ser­vice. So glad!” He paused to mop his brow. He was breath­ing very heav­ily. There was a vi­ol­ent and quite un­reas­on­able hatred of Wil­li­am at his heart.

				“Don’t you think you could walk now—just a bit, Wil­li­am?” he said, with a touch of ex­as­per­a­tion in his pant­ing voice. “I’ll help you walk.”

				“All right,” Wil­li­am ac­ceded read­ily. “I don’t mind. I’ll lean on you hard, shall I?”

				“Do you feel well enough?” said Eth­el anxiously.

				“Oh, yes. I can walk now, if he wants—I mean if he doesn’t mind me hold­ing on to his arm. I feel as if I was goin’ to be quite all right soon. I’m nearly all right now.”

				The three of them walked slowly up the drive to the Brown’s house, Wil­li­am lean­ing heav­ily on the young man’s arm. Mrs. Brown saw them from the win­dow and ran to the door.

				“Oh, dear!” she said. “You’ve run over him on your mo­tor­cycle. I knew you’d run over some­body soon. I said when I saw you passing on it yes­ter­day—”

				Eth­el in­ter­rup­ted in­dig­nantly.

				“Why, Moth­er, Mr. French has been so kind. I can’t think what I’d have done without him. Wil­li­am was taken ill and couldn’t walk, and Mr. French has car­ried him all the way from the oth­er end of the road, on his back.”

				“Oh, I’m so sorry! How very kind of you, Mr. French. Do come in and stay to lunch. Wil­li­am, go up­stairs to bed at once and I’ll ring up Dr. Ware.”

				“No,” said Wil­li­am firmly. “Don’t both­er poor Dr. Ware. I’m all right now. Hon­est I am. He’d be mad to come and find me all right.”

				“Of course you must see a doc­tor.”

				“No, I mustn’t. You don’t un­der­stand. It wasn’t that kind of not well­ness. A doc­tor couldn’t of done me no good. I jus’—jus’ came over queer,” he ended, re­mem­ber­ing a phrase he had heard used re­cently by the char­wo­man.

				“What do you think, Mr. French?” said Mrs. Brown anxiously.

				Both Mrs. Brown and Eth­el turned to him as to an or­acle. He looked from one to the oth­er and a deep flush of guilt over­spread his coun­ten­ance.

				“Oh—er—well,” he said nervously. “He looks all right, doesn’t he? I—er—wouldn’t both­er. Just—er—don’t worry him with ques­tions. Just—let him go about as usu­al. I—er—think it’s best to—let him for­get it,” he ended weakly.

				“Of course he’s grow­ing very fast.”

				“Yes. I ex­pect it was just a sort of grow­ing weak­ness,” said Mr. French brightly.

				“But Mr. French was splen­did!” said Eth­el en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally, “simply splen­did. Wil­li­am, I don’t think you real­ise how kind it was of Mr. French. I think you ought to thank him.”

				Wil­li­am fixed his be­ne­fact­or with a cold eye.

				“Thank you very much in­deed for car­ry­ing me,” he said. Then, as his moth­er turned to Eth­el with a re­mark about the lunch, he ad­ded. “Two, re­mem­ber, and, with long tails!”

				Mr. French stayed for lunch and spent the af­ter­noon golf­ing with Eth­el up at the links. Wil­li­am was wrapt up in rugs and laid upon the lib­rary sofa after lunch and left to sleep off his mys­ter­i­ous com­plaint in quiet­ness with the blinds down.

				Mrs. Brown, en­ter­ing on tip­toe to see how her son was faring, found him gone.

				“Oh, he’s gone,” she said anxiously to her hus­band. “I left him so com­fort­able on the sofa, and told him to try to sleep. Sleep is so im­port­ant when you’re ill. And now he’s gone—he’ll prob­ably stay away till bed­time!”

				“All right,” said her hus­band sar­don­ic­ally. “Be thank­ful for small mer­cies.”

				Eth­el and her es­quire re­turned to tea, and, yield­ing to the en­treat­ies of the fam­ily, who looked upon him as Wil­li­am’s sa­viour, he stayed to din­ner. He spent the even­ing play­ing in­ad­equate ac­com­pani­ments to Eth­el’s songs and ejac­u­lat­ing at in­ter­vals rap­tur­ous ex­pres­sions of de­light. It was evid­ent that Eth­el was flattered by his ob­vi­ous ad­mir­a­tion. He stayed till nearly el­ev­en, and then, al­most drunk with hap­pi­ness, he took his leave while the fam­ily again thanked him pro­fusely.

				As he walked down the drive with a smile on his lips and his mind flit­ting among the bliss­ful memor­ies of the even­ing, an up­per win­dow was opened cau­tiously and a small head peeped out. Through the still air the words shot out—

				“Two, mind, an’ with long tails.”

			
			
				II

				“Where did you get it from?” de­man­ded Mr. Brown fiercely.

				Wil­li­am pock­eted his stray­ing pet.

				“A friend gave it me.”

				“What friend?”

				“Mr. French. The man what car­ried me when I was took ill sud­den. He gave me it. I di’n’t know it was goin’ to go in­to your slip­per. I wun’t of let it if I’d known. An’ I di’n’t know it was goin’ to bite your toe. It di’n’t mean to bite your toe. I ’spect it thought it was me giv­in’ it sumth­in’ to eat. I ex­pect—”

				“Be quiet! What on earth did Mr. French give you the con­foun­ded thing for?”

				“I dunno. I s’pect he jus’ wanted to.”

				“He seems to have taken quite a fancy to Wil­li­am,” said Mrs. Brown.

				Eth­el blushed faintly.

				“He seems to have taken a spite against me,” said Mr. Brown bit­terly. “How many of the wretched pests have you got?”

				“They’re rats,” cor­rec­ted Wil­li­am, “White ’uns. I’ve only got two.”

				“Good Heav­ens! He’s got two. Where’s the oth­er?”

				“In the shed.”

				“Well, keep it there, do you hear? And this sav­age brute as well. Good Lord! My toe’s nearly eaten off. They ought to wear muzzles; they’ve got ra­bies. Where’s Jumble? He in the shed, too?” hope­fully.

				“No. He dun’t like ’em. But I’m try­in’ to teach him to like ’em. I let ’em loose and let him look at ’em with me hold­in’ on to him.”

				“Yes, go on do­ing that,” said Mr. Brown en­cour­agingly. “Ac­ci­dents some­times hap­pen.”

				That night Wil­li­am obeyed the let­ter of the law by keep­ing the rats in a box on his bed­room win­dowsill.

				The house­hold was roused in the early hours of the morn­ing by pier­cing screams from Eth­el’s room. The more ad­ven­tur­ous of the pair—named Ru­fus—had es­caped from the box and des­cen­ded to Eth­el’s room by way of the creep­er. Eth­el awoke sud­denly to find it seated on her pil­low softly paw­ing her hair. The house­hold, in their vari­ous sleep­ing at­tire, flocked to her room at the screams. Eth­el was hys­ter­ic­al. They fed her on hot tea and bis­cuits to steady her nerves. “It was hor­rible!” she said. “It was pulling at my hair. It just sat there with its pink nose and long tail. It was per­fectly hor­rible!”

				“Where is the wretched an­im­al?” said Mr. Brown look­ing round with murder in his eyes.

				“I’ve got it, Fath­er,” piped up Wil­li­am’s small voice at the back of the crowd. “Eth­el di’n’t un­der­stand. It was play­in’ with her. It di’n’t mean to fright­en her. It—”

				“I told you not to keep them in the house.”

				Mr. Brown in large py­ja­mas looked fiercely down at Wil­li­am in small py­ja­mas with the cause of all the tu­mult clasped lov­ingly to his breast. Eth­el, in bed, con­tin­ued to gasp weakly in the in­ter­vals of drink­ing tea.

				“They wer­en’t in the house,” said Wil­li­am firmly. “They were out­side the win­dow. Right out­side the win­dow. Right on the sill. You can’t call out­side the win­dow in the house, can you? I put it out­side the house. I can’t help it com­in’ in­side the house when I’m asleep, can I?”

				Mr. Brown eyed his son sol­emnly.

				“The next time I catch either of those an­im­als in­side this house, Wil­li­am,” he said slowly, “I’ll wring its neck.”

				When Mr. French called the next af­ter­noon, he felt that his pop­ular­ity had de­clined.

				“I can’t think why you gave Wil­li­am such dread­ful things,” Eth­el said weakly, ly­ing on the sofa. “I feel quite up­set. I’ve got such a head­ache and my nerves are a wreck ab­so­lutely.”

				Mr. French worked hard that af­ter­noon and even­ing to re­gain his lost ground. He sat by the sofa and talked in low tones. He read aloud to her. He was sym­path­et­ic, pen­it­ent, humble and de­voted. In spite of all his ef­forts, how­ever, he felt that his old prestige was gone. He was no longer the Man Who Car­ried Wil­li­am Home. He was the Man Who Gave Wil­li­am the Rat. He felt that, in the eyes of the Brown house­hold, he was solely re­spons­ible for Eth­el’s col­lapse. There was re­proach even in the eyes of the house­maid who showed him out. In the drive he met Wil­li­am. Wil­li­am was hold­ing a grimy, blood­stained handker­chief round his fin­ger. There was re­proach in Wil­li­am’s eyes also. “It’s bit me,” he said in­dig­nantly. “One of those rats what you gave me’s bit me.”

				“I’m aw­fully sorry,” said Mr. French pen­it­ently. Then, with sud­den spir­it, “Well, you asked for rats, didn’t you?”

				“Yes,” said Wil­li­am. “But not sav­age ones. I nev­er asked for sav­age ones, did I? I di’n’t ask for rats what would scare Eth­el and bite me, did I? I was jus’ teach­ing it to dance on its hind legs an’ hold­ing up its front ones for it an’ it went an’ bit me.”

				Mr. French looked at him ap­pre­hens­ively.

				“You—you’d bet­ter not—er—tell your moth­er or sis­ter about your fin­ger. I—I wouldn’t like your sis­ter to be up­set any more.”

				“Don’t you want me to let ’em know?”

				“Er—no.”

				“Well, what’ll you give me not to?” said Wil­li­am brazenly.

				Mr. French plunged his hand in­to his pock­et.

				“I’ll give you half-a-crown,” he said.

				Wil­li­am pock­eted the coin.

				“All right!” he said. “If I wash the blood off an’ get my hands dirty nobody’ll no­tice.”

				Things went well for sev­er­al days after that. Mr. French ar­rived the next morn­ing laden with flowers and grapes. The house­hold un­bent to­wards him. Eth­el ar­ranged a day’s golf­ing with him. Wil­li­am spent a bliss­ful day with his half-crown. There was a fair in full swing on the fair ground, and thith­er Wil­li­am and Jumble wen­ded their way. Wil­li­am had el­ev­en con­sec­ut­ive rides on the merry-go-round. He had made up his mind to have twelve, but, much to his re­gret, had to re­lin­quish the twelfth ow­ing to cer­tain un­pleas­ant phys­ic­al sen­sa­tions. With a lordly air, he entered sev­en tents in suc­ces­sion and sat gaz­ing in a si­lent in­tens­ity of rap­ture at the Strong Man, the Fat Wo­man, the In­diarub­ber Join­ted Boy, the Sia­mese Twins, the Hu­man Eel, the Man-headed Ele­phant and the Talk­ing Mon­key. In each tent he stayed, si­lent and en­rap­tured, till ejec­ted by the show­man to make room for oth­ers who were anxious to feast their eyes upon the mar­vels. Hav­ing now com­pletely re­covered from the sen­sa­tions caused by the merry-go-round, he pur­chased a large bag of pop­corn and stood lean­ing against a tent-pole till he had con­sumed it. Then he pur­chased two sticks of nou­gat and with it drank two bottles of ginger-beer. The re­main­ing 4d was spent upon a large pack­et of a red sticky mix­ture called Ca­na­dian De­light.

				Dusk was fall­ing by this time and slowly, very slowly, Wil­li­am re­turned home. He firmly re­fused all food at sup­per. Mrs. Brown grew anxious.

				“Wil­li­am, you don’t look a bit well,” she said. “You don’t feel like you did the oth­er day, do you?”

				Wil­li­am met Mr. French’s eye across the table and Mr. French blushed.

				“No, not a bit like that,” said Wil­li­am.

				When pressed, he ad­mit­ted hav­ing gone to the fair.

				“Someone gave me half-a-crown,” he ex­cused him­self plaint­ively. “I jus’ had to go some­where.”

				“It’s per­fectly ab­surd of people,” said Mrs. Brown in­dig­nantly, “to give large sums of money to a boy of Wil­li­am’s age. It al­ways ends this way. People ought to know bet­ter.”

				As they passed out from the sup­per-table, Wil­li­am whispered hoarsely to Mr. French:

				“It was the half-crown what you give me.”

				“Don’t tell them,” whispered Mr. French des­per­ately.

				“What’ll you give me not to?”

				Furt­ively Mr. French pressed a two-shil­ling piece in­to his hand.

				Glor­i­ous vis­tas opened be­fore Wil­li­am’s eyes He de­cided fi­nally that Mr. French must join the fam­ily. Life then would be an end­less suc­ces­sion of half-crowns and two-shil­ling pieces.

				The next day was Sunday, and Wil­li­am went to the shed dir­ectly after break­fast to con­tin­ue the teach­ing of Ru­fus, the dan­cing rat. Ru­fus was to be taught to dance, the oth­er, now christened Crom­well, was to be taught to be friends with Jumble. So far this train­ing had only reached the point of Crom­well’s sit­ting mo­tion­less in the cage, while in front of it Wil­li­am vi­ol­ently re­strained the en­raged Jumble from murder. Still, Wil­li­am thought, if they looked at each oth­er long enough, friend­ship would grow. So they looked at each oth­er each day till Wil­li­am’s arm ached. As yet friend­ship had not grown.

				“Wil­li­am! It’s time for church.”

				Wil­li­am groaned. That was the worst of Sundays. He was sure that with an­oth­er half-hour’s prac­tice Ru­fus would dance and Crom­well would be friends with Jumble. He was a boy not to be daun­ted by cir­cum­stance. He put Ru­fus in his pock­et and put the cage con­tain­ing Crom­well on the top of a pile of boxes, leav­ing Jumble to con­tin­ue the gaze of friend­ship from the floor.

				He walked to church quietly and de­murely be­hind his fam­ily, one hand clutch­ing his pray­er­book, the oth­er in his pock­et clasp­ing Ru­fus. He hoped to be able to con­tin­ue the train­ing dur­ing the Lit­any. He was not dis­ap­poin­ted. Eth­el was on one side of him, and there was no one on the oth­er. He knelt down de­voutly, one hand shad­ing his face, the oth­er firmly hold­ing Ru­fus’s front paws as he walked it round and round on the floor. He grew more and more in­ter­ested in its pro­gress.

				“Tell Wil­li­am to kneel up and not to fid­get,” Mrs. Brown passed down via Eth­el.

				Wil­li­am gave her a vir­u­lent glance as he re­ceived the mes­sage and, turn­ing his back on her, con­tin­ued the dan­cing les­son.

				The Lit­any passed more quickly than he ever re­membered its do­ing be­fore. He re­placed the rat in his pock­et as they rose for the hymn. It was dur­ing the hymn that the cata­strophe oc­curred.

				The Browns oc­cu­pied the front seat of the church. While the second verse was be­ing sung, the con­greg­a­tion was elec­tri­fied by the sight of a small, long-tailed white creature ap­pear­ing sud­denly upon Mr. Brown’s shoulder. Eth­el’s scream al­most drowned the or­gan. Mr. Brown put up his hand and the in­truder jumped upon his head and stood there for a second, dig­ging his claws in­to his vic­tim’s scalp. Mr. Brown turned upon his son a purple face that prom­ised fu­ture ven­geance. The choir turned fas­cin­ated eyes upon it, and the hymn died away. Wil­li­am’s face was a mask of hor­ror. Ru­fus next ap­peared run­ning along the rim of the pul­pit. There was a sud­den un­ce­re­mo­ni­al exit of most of the fe­male por­tion of the con­greg­a­tion. The cler­gy­man grew pale as Ru­fus ap­proached and slid up his read­ing-desk. A choir­boy quickly grabbed it, and re­tired in­to the vestry and thence home be­fore his right to its pos­ses­sion could be ques­tioned. Wil­li­am found his voice.

				“He’s took it,” he said in a sib­il­ant whis­per. “It’s mine! He took it!”

				“Sh!” said Eth­el.

				“It’s mine,” per­sisted Wil­li­am. “It’s what Mr. French give me for be­ing took ill that day, you know.”

				“What?” said Eth­el, lean­ing to­wards him.

				The hymn was in full swing again now.

				“He gave it me for be­ing took ill so’s he could come and carry me home ’cause he was gone on you an’ it’s mine an’ that boy’s took it an’ it was jus’ get­tin’ to dance an’—”

				“Sh!” hissed Mr. Brown vi­ol­ently.

				“I shall nev­er look any­one in the face again,” lamen­ted Mrs. Brown on the way home. “I think every­one was in church! And the way Eth­el screamed! It was aw­ful! I shall dream of it for nights. Wil­li­am, I don’t know how you could!”

				“Well, it’s mine,” said Wil­li­am. “That boy’d no busi­ness to take it. It was get­tin’ to know me. I di’n’t mean it to get loose, an’ get on Fath­er’s head an’ scare folks. I di’n’t mean it to. I meant it to be quiet and stay in my pock­et. It’s mine, any­way, an’ that boy took it.”

				“It’s not yours any more, my son,” said Mr. Brown firmly.

				Eth­el walked along with lips tight shut.

				In the dis­tance, walk­ing to­wards them, was a tall, jaunty fig­ure. It was Mr. French, who, ig­nor­ant of what had happened, was com­ing gaily on to meet them re­turn­ing from church. He was smil­ing as he came, se­cure in his re­cep­tion, com­pos­ing airy com­pli­ments in his mind. As Eth­el came on he raised his hat with a flour­ish and beamed at her ef­fus­ively. Eth­el walked past him, without a glance and with head high, leav­ing him, aghast and des­pair­ing, star­ing after her down the road. He nev­er saw Mr. and Mrs. Brown. Wil­li­am real­ised the situ­ation. The fu­ture half-crowns and two-shil­ling pieces seemed to van­ish away. He pro­tested vehe­mently.

				“Eth­el, don’t get mad at Mr. French. He di’n’t mean any­thing! He only wanted to do sumth­in’ for you ’cause he was mad on you.”

				“It’s hor­rible!” said Eth­el. “First you bring­ing that dread­ful an­im­al to church, and then I find that he’s de­ceived me and you helped him. I hope Fath­er takes the oth­er one away.”

				“He won’t,” said Wil­li­am. “He nev­er said any­thing about that. The oth­er’s learn­in’ to be friends with Jumble in the shed. I say, Eth­el, don’t be mad at Mr. French. He—”

				“Oh, don’t talk about him,” said Eth­el an­grily.

				Wil­li­am, who was some­thing of a philo­soph­er, ac­cep­ted fail­ure, and the loss of any riches a fu­ture al­lied with Mr. French might have brought him.

				“All right!” he said. “Well, I’ve got the oth­er one left, any­way.”

				They entered the drive and began to walk up to the front-door. From the bushes came a scam­per­ing and break­ing of twigs as Jumble dashed out to greet his mas­ter. His de­mean­our held more than or­din­ary pleas­ure: it ex­pressed pride and tri­umph. At his mas­ter’s feet he laid his proud of­fer­ing—the mangled re­mains of Crom­well.

				Wil­li­am gasped.

				“Oh, Wil­li­am!” said Eth­el, “I’m so sorry.”

				Wil­li­am as­sumed an ex­pres­sion of proud, re­strained sor­row.

				“All right!” he said gen­er­ously. “It’s not your fault really. An’ it’s not Jumble’s fault. P’r’aps he thought it was what I was try­in’ to teach him to do. It’s jus’ no one’s fault. We’ll have to bury it.” His spir­its rose. “I’ll do the reel bury­in’ ser­vice out of the Pray­er Book.”

				He stood still gaz­ing down at what was left of Jumble’s friend. Jumble stood by it, proud and pleased, look­ing up with his head on one side and his tail wag­ging. Sadly Wil­li­am re­viewed the down­fall of his hopes. Gone was Mr. French and all he stood for. Gone was Ru­fus. Gone was Crom­well. He put his hand in­to his pock­et and it came in con­tact with the two-shil­ling piece.

				“Well,” he said slowly and philo­soph­ic­ally, “I’ve got that left any­way.”

			
		
	
		
			
				XII

				“Jumble”

			
			Wil­li­am’s fath­er care­fully placed the bow and ar­row at the back of the lib­rary cup­board, then closed the cup­board door and locked it in grim si­lence. Wil­li­am’s eyes, large, re­proach­ful, and gloomy, fol­lowed every move­ment.

			“Three win­dows and Mrs. Clive’s cat all in one morn­ing,” began Mr. Brown sternly.

			“I didn’t mean to hit that cat,” said Wil­li­am earn­estly. “I didn’t—hon­est. I wouldn’t go round teas­in’ cats. They get so mad at you, cats do. It jus’ got in the way. I couldn’t stop shoot­in’ in time. An’ I didn’t mean to break those win­dows. I wasn’t try­in’ to hit them. I’ve not hit any­thing I was try­ing to hit yet,” wist­fully. “I’ve not got in­to it. It’s jus’ a knack. It jus’ wants prac­tice.”

			Mr. Brown pock­eted the key.

			“It’s a knack you aren’t likely to ac­quire by prac­tice on this in­stru­ment,” he said drily.

			Wil­li­am wandered out in­to the garden and looked sadly up at the garden wall. But The Little Girl Next Door was away and could of­fer no sym­pathy, even if he climbed up to his pre­cari­ous seat on the top. Fate was against him in every way. With a deep sigh he went out of the garden gate and strolled down the road dis­con­sol­ately, hands in pock­ets.

			Life stretched empty and un­in­vit­ing be­fore him without his bow and ar­row. And Ginger would have his bow and ar­row, Henry would have his bow and ar­row, Douglas would have his bow and ar­row. He, Wil­li­am, alone would be a thing apart, a so­cial out­cast, a boy without a bow and ar­row; for bows and ar­rows were the fash­ion. If only one of the oth­ers would break a win­dow or hit a silly old cat that hadn’t the sense to keep out of the way.

			He came to a stile lead­ing in­to a field and took his seat upon it de­jec­tedly, his el­bows on his knees, his chin in his hands. Life was simply not worth liv­ing.

			“A rot­ten old cat!” he said aloud, “a rot­ten old cat!—and didn’t even hurt it. It—it made a fuss—jus’ out of spite, scream­in’ and car­ry­in’ on! And win­dows!—as if glass wasn’t cheap enough—and easy to put in. I could—I could mend ’em my­self—if I’d got the stuff to do it. I—” He stopped. Some­thing was com­ing down the road. It came jauntily with a light, dan­cing step, fox-ter­ri­er ears cocked, re­triev­er nose raised, col­lie tail wag­ging, slightly dachshund body a-quiver with the joy of life.

			It stopped in front of Wil­li­am with a glad bark of wel­come, then stood eager, alert, friendly, a mon­grel un­ashamed.

			“Rats! Fetch ’em out!” said Wil­li­am idly.

			It gave a little spring and waited, front paws apart and crouch­ing, a wag­gish eye up­raised to Wil­li­am. Wil­li­am broke off a stick from the hedge and threw it. His vis­it­or dar­ted after it with a shrill bark, took it up, wor­ried it, threw it in­to the air, caught it, growled at it, fi­nally brought it back to Wil­li­am and waited, pant­ing, eager, un­mis­tak­ably grin­ning, beg­ging for more.

			Wil­li­am’s droop­ing spir­its re­vived. He des­cen­ded from his perch and ex­amined its col­lar. It bore the one word “Jumble.”

			“Hey! Jumble!” he called, set­ting off down the road.

			Jumble jumped up around him, dashed off, dashed back, wor­ried his boots, jumped up at him again in wild, eager friend­ship, dashed off again, begged for an­oth­er stick, caught it, rolled over with it, growled at it, then chewed it up and laid the re­mains at Wil­li­am’s feet.

			“Good ole chap!” said Wil­li­am en­cour­agingly. “Good ole Jumble! Come on, then.”

			Jumble came on. Wil­li­am walked through the vil­lage with a self-con­scious air of proud yet care­less own­er­ship, while Jumble gam­bolled round his heels.

			Every now and then he would turn his head and whistle im­per­i­ously, to re­call his stray­ing protégé from the in­vest­ig­a­tion of ditches and road­side. It was a whistle, com­mand­ing, con­trolling, yet with­al care­less, that Wil­li­am had some­times prac­tised privately in read­i­ness for the bliss­ful day when Fate should present him with a real live dog of his own. So far Fate, in the per­sons of his fath­er and moth­er, had been proof against all his plead­ing.

			Wil­li­am passed a bliss­ful morn­ing. Jumble swam in the pond, he fetched sticks out of it, he shook him­self vi­ol­ently all over Wil­li­am, he ran after a hen, he was chased by a cat, he barked at a herd of cows, he pulled down a cur­tain that was hanging out in a cot­tage garden to dry—he was mis­chiev­ous, af­fec­tion­ate, hu­mor­ous, ut­terly ir­res­ist­ible—and he com­pletely ad­op­ted Wil­li­am. Wil­li­am would turn a corner with a care­less swag­ger and then watch breath­lessly to see if the rol­lick­ing, frisky little fig­ure would fol­low, and al­ways it came tear­ing eagerly after him.

			Wil­li­am was rather late to lunch. His fath­er and moth­er and eld­er broth­er and sis­ter were just be­gin­ning the meal. He slipped quietly and un­os­ten­ta­tiously in­to his seat. His fath­er was read­ing a news­pa­per. Mr. Brown al­ways took two daily pa­pers, one of which he per­used at break­fast and the oth­er at lunch.

			“Wil­li­am,” said Mrs. Brown, “I do wish you’d be in time, and I do wish you’d brush your hair be­fore you come to table.”

			Wil­li­am raised a hand to per­form the op­er­a­tion, but catch­ing sight of its col­our, hast­ily lowered it.

			“No, Eth­el dear, I didn’t know any­one had taken Lav­ender Cot­tage. An artist? How nice! Wil­li­am dear, do sit still. Have they moved in yet?”

			“Yes,” said Eth­el, “they’ve taken it fur­nished for two months, I think. Oh, my good­ness, just look at Wil­li­am’s hands!”

			Wil­li­am put his hands un­der the table and glared at her.

			“Go and wash your hands, dear,” said Mrs. Brown pa­tiently.

			For el­ev­en years she had filled the try­ing po­s­i­tion of Wil­li­am’s moth­er. It had taught her pa­tience.

			Wil­li­am rose re­luct­antly.

			“They’re not dirty,” he said in a tone of right­eous in­dig­na­tion. “Well, any­way, they’ve been dirti­er oth­er times and you’ve said noth­in’. I can’t be al­ways wash­in’ them, can I? Some sorts of hands get dirty quick­er than oth­ers an’ if you keep on wash­in’ it only makes them worse an’—”

			Eth­el groaned and Wil­li­am’s fath­er lowered his pa­per. Wil­li­am with­drew quickly but with an air of dig­nity.

			“And just look at his boots!” said Eth­el as he went. “Simply caked; and his stock­ings are soak­ing wet—you can see from here. He’s been right in the pond by the look of him and—”

			Wil­li­am heard no more. There were mo­ments when he act­ively dis­liked Eth­el.

			He re­turned a few minutes later, shin­ing with clean­li­ness, his hair brushed back fiercely off his face.

			“His nails,” mur­mured Eth­el as he sat down.

			“Well,” said Mrs. Brown, “go on telling us about the new people. Wil­li­am, do hold your knife prop­erly, dear. Yes, Eth­el?”

			Wil­li­am fin­ished his meal in si­lence, then brought forth his mo­ment­ous an­nounce­ment.

			“I’ve got­ter dog,” he said with an air of im­port­ance.

			“What sort of a dog?” and “Who gave it to you?” said Robert and Eth­el sim­ul­tan­eously.

			“No one gave it me,” he said. “I jus’ got it. It began fol­low­ing me this morn­ing an’ I couldn’t get rid of it. It wouldn’t go, any­way. It fol­lowed me all round the vil­lage an’ it came home with me. I couldn’t get rid of it, any­how.”

			“Where is it now?” said Mrs. Brown anxiously.

			“In the back garden.”

			Mr. Brown fol­ded up his pa­per.

			“Dig­ging up my flower­beds, I sup­pose,” he said with des­pair­ing resig­na­tion.

			“He’s tied up all right,” Wil­li­am re­as­sured him. “I tied him to the tree in the middle of the rose-bed.”

			“The rose-bed!” groaned his fath­er. “Good Lord!”

			“Has he had any­thing to eat?” de­man­ded Robert sternly.

			“Yes,” said Wil­li­am, avoid­ing his moth­er’s eye. “I found a few bits of old things for him in the lar­der.”

			Wil­li­am’s fath­er took out his watch and rose from the table.

			“Well, you’d bet­ter take it to the Po­lice Sta­tion this af­ter­noon,” he said shortly.

			“The Po­lice Sta­tion!” re­peated Wil­li­am hoarsely. “It’s not a lost dog. It—it jus’ doesn’t be­long to any­one, at least it didn’t. Poor thing,” feel­ingly. “It—it doesn’t want much to make it happy. It can sleep in my room an’ jus’ eat scraps.”

			Mr. Brown went out without an­swer­ing.

			“You’ll have to take it, you know, Wil­li­am,” said Mrs. Brown, “so be quick. You know where the Po­lice Sta­tion is, don’t you? Shall I come with you?”

			“No, thank you,” said Wil­li­am hast­ily.

			A few minutes later he was walk­ing down to the Po­lice Sta­tion fol­lowed by the still eager Jumble, who trot­ted along, un­con­scious of his doom.

			Upon Wil­li­am’s face was a set, stern ex­pres­sion which cleared slightly as he neared the Po­lice Sta­tion. He stood at the gate and looked at Jumble. Jumble placed his front paws ready for a game and wagged his tail.

			“Well,” said Wil­li­am, “here you are. Here’s the Po­lice Sta­tion.”

			Jumble gave a shrill bark. “Hurry up with that stick or that race, whichever you like,” he seemed to say.

			“Well, go in,” said Wil­li­am, nod­ding his head in the dir­ec­tion of the door.

			Jumble began to worry a big stone in the road. He rolled it along with his paws, then ran after it with fierce growls.

			“Well, it’s the Po­lice Sta­tion,” said Wil­li­am. “Go in if you want.”

			With that he turned on his heel and walked home, without one back­ward glance. But he walked slowly, with many en­cour­aging “Hey! Jumbles” and many short com­mand­ing whistles. And Jumble trot­ted hap­pily at his heels. There was no one in the garden, there was no one in the hall, there was no one on the stairs. Fate was for once on Wil­li­am’s side.

			Wil­li­am ap­peared at the tea-table well washed and brushed, wear­ing that air of os­ten­ta­tious vir­tue that those who knew him best con­nec­ted with his most dar­ing coups.

			“Did you take that dog to the Po­lice Sta­tion, Wil­li­am?” said Wil­li­am’s fath­er.

			Wil­li­am coughed.

			“Yes, fath­er,” he said meekly with his eyes upon his plate.

			“What did they say about it?”

			“Noth­ing, fath­er.”

			“I sup­pose I’d bet­ter spend the even­ing re­plant­ing those rose-trees,” went on his fath­er bit­terly.

			“And Wil­li­am gave him a whole steak and kid­ney pie,” mur­mured Mrs. Brown. “Cook will have to make an­oth­er for to­mor­row.”

			Wil­li­am coughed again po­litely, but did not raise his eyes from his plate.

			“What is that noise?” said Eth­el. “Listen!”

			They sat, listen­ing in­tently. There was a dull grat­ing sound as of the scratch­ing of wood.

			“It’s up­stairs,” said Robert with the air of a Sher­lock Holmes.

			Then came a shrill, im­pa­tient bark.

			“It’s a dog!” said the four of them sim­ul­tan­eously. “It’s Wil­li­am’s dog.”

			They all turned hor­ri­fied eyes upon Wil­li­am, who col­oured slightly but con­tin­ued to eat a piece of cake with an un­con­vin­cing air of ab­strac­tion.

			“I thought you said you’d taken that dog to the Po­lice Sta­tion, Wil­li­am,” said Mr. Brown sternly.

			“I did,” said Wil­li­am with de­cision. “I did take it to the Po­lice Sta­tion an’ I came home. I s’pose it must of got out an’ come home an’ gone up in­to my bed­room.”

			“Where did you leave it? In the Po­lice Sta­tion?”

			“No—at it—jus’ at the gate.”

			Mr. Brown rose with an air of wear­i­ness.

			“Robert,” he said, “will you please see that that an­im­al goes to the Po­lice Sta­tion this even­ing?”

			“Yes, fath­er,” said Robert, with a vin­dict­ive glare at Wil­li­am.

			Wil­li­am fol­lowed him up­stairs.

			“Beastly nuis­ance!” muttered Robert.

			Jumble, who was chew­ing Wil­li­am’s door, greeted them ec­stat­ic­ally.

			“Look!” said Wil­li­am bit­terly. “Look at how it knows one! Nice thing to send a dog that knows one like that to the Po­lice Sta­tion! Mean sort of trick!”

			Robert sur­veyed it coldly.

			“Rot­ten little mon­grel!” he said from the heights of su­per­i­or know­ledge.

			“Mon­grel!” said Wil­li­am in­dig­nantly. “There jus’ isn’t no mon­grel about him. Look at him! An’ he can learn tricks easy as easy. Look at him sit up and beg. I only taught him this af­ter­noon.”

			He took a bis­cuit out of his pock­et and held it up. Jumble rose un­stead­ily on to his hind legs and tumbled over back­wards. He wagged his tail and grinned, in­tensely amused. Robert’s ex­pres­sion of su­peri­or­ity re­laxed.

			“Do it again,” he said. “Not so far back. Here! Give it me. Come on, come on, old chap! That’s it! Now stay there! Stay there! Good dog! Got any more? Let’s try him again.”

			Dur­ing the next twenty minutes they taught him to sit up and al­most taught him “Trust” and “Paid for.” There was cer­tainly a charm about Jumble. Even Robert felt it. Then Eth­el’s voice came up the stairs.

			“Robert! Sydney Bellew’s come for you.”

			“Blow the wretched dog!” said the fickle Robert rising, red and dishevelled from stoop­ing over Jumble. “We were go­ing to walk to Fair­fields and the beastly Po­lice Sta­tion’s right out of our way.”

			“I’ll take it, Robert,” said Wil­li­am kindly. “I will really.”

			Robert eyed him sus­pi­ciously.

			“Yes, you took it this af­ter­noon, didn’t you?”

			“I will, hon­est, to­night, Robert. Well, I couldn’t, could I?—after all this.”

			“I don’t know,” said Robert darkly. “No one ever knows what you are go­ing to do!”

			Sydney’s voice came up.

			“Hurry up, old chap! We shall nev­er have time to do it be­fore dark, if you aren’t quick.”

			“I’ll take him, hon­est, Robert.”

			Robert hes­it­ated and was lost.

			“Well,” he said, “you just mind you do, that’s all, or I’ll jolly well hear about it. I’ll see you do too.”

			So Wil­li­am star­ted off once more to­wards the Po­lice Sta­tion with Jumble, still bliss­fully happy, at his heels. Wil­li­am walked slowly, eyes fixed on the ground, brows knit in deep thought. It was very rarely that Wil­li­am ad­mit­ted him­self beaten.

			“Hello, Wil­li­am!”

			Wil­li­am looked up.

			Ginger stood be­fore him hold­ing his bow and ar­rows os­ten­ta­tiously.

			“You’ve had your bow and ar­row took off you!” he jeered.

			Wil­li­am fixed his eye moodily upon him for a minute, then very gradu­ally his eye brightened and his face cleared. Wil­li­am had an idea.

			“If I give you a dog half time,” he said slowly, “will you give me your bow and ar­rows half time?”

			“Where’s your dog?” said Ginger sus­pi­ciously.

			Wil­li­am did not turn his head.

			“There’s one be­hind me, isn’t there,” he said anxiously. “Hey, Jumble!”

			“Oh, yes, he’s just come out of the ditch.”

			“Well,” con­tin­ued Wil­li­am, “I’m tak­ing him to the Po­lice Sta­tion and I’m just goin’ on an’ he’s fol­low­ing me and if you take him off me I won’t see you ’cause I won’t turn round and jus’ take hold of his col­lar an’ he’s called Jumble an’ take him up to the old barn and we’ll keep him there an’ join at him and feed him days and days about and you let me prac­tice on your bow and ar­row. That’s fair, isn’t it?”

			Ginger con­sidered thought­fully.

			“All right,” he said lac­on­ic­ally.

			Wil­li­am walked on to the Po­lice Sta­tion without turn­ing round.

			“Well?” whispered Robert sternly that even­ing.

			“I took him, Robert—least—I star­ted off with him, but when I’d got there he’d gone. I looked round and he’d jus’ gone. I couldn’t see him any­where, so I came home.”

			“Well, if he comes to this house again,” said Robert, “I’ll wring his neck, so just you look out.” Two days later Wil­li­am sat in the barn on an up­turned box, chin in hands, gaz­ing down at Jumble. A pa­per bag con­tain­ing Jumble’s ra­tion for the day lay be­side him. It was his day of own­er­ship. The col­lect­ing of Jumble’s “scraps” was a mat­ter of in­fin­ite care and trouble. They con­sisted in—a piece of bread that Wil­li­am had man­aged to slip in­to his pock­et dur­ing break­fast, a piece of meat he had man­aged to slip in­to his pock­et dur­ing din­ner, a jam puff stolen from the lar­der and a bone re­moved from the dust­bin. Ginger roamed the fields with his bow and ar­row while Wil­li­am rev­elled in the own­er­ship of Jumble. To­mor­row Wil­li­am would roam the fields with bow and ar­row and Ginger would as­sume own­er­ship of Jumble.

			Wil­li­am had spent the morn­ing teach­ing Jumble sev­er­al com­plic­ated tricks, and ad­or­ing him more and more com­pletely each mo­ment. He grudged him bit­terly to Ginger, but—the charm of the bow and ar­row was strong. He wished to ter­min­ate the part­ner­ship, to resign Ginger’s bow and ar­row and take the ir­res­ist­ible Jumble wholly to him­self. He thought of the bow and ar­row in the lib­rary cup­board; he thought, planned, plot­ted, but could find no way out. He did not see a man come to the door of the barn and stand there lean­ing against the door­post watch­ing him. He was a tall man with a thin, lean face and a loose-fit­ting tweed suit. As his eyes lit upon Wil­li­am and Jumble they nar­rowed sud­denly and his mo­bile lips curved in­to a slight, un­con­scious smile. Jumble saw him first and went to­wards him wag­ging his tail. Wil­li­am looked up and scowled un­gra­ciously. The stranger raised his hat.

			“Good af­ter­noon,” he said po­litely, “Do you re­mem­ber what you were think­ing about just then?”

			Wil­li­am looked at him with a cer­tain in­terest, spec­u­lat­ing upon his prob­able in­san­ity. He ima­gined lun­at­ics were amus­ing people.

			“Yes.”

			“Well, if you’ll think of it again and look just like that, I’ll give you any­thing you like. It’s a rash prom­ise, but I will.”

			Wil­li­am promptly com­plied. He quite for­got the pres­ence of the strange man, who took a little block out of his pock­et and began to sketch Wil­li­am’s in­scrut­able, brood­ing face.

			“Daddy!”

			The man sighed and put away his block.

			“You’ll do it again for me one day, won’t you, and I’ll keep my prom­ise. Hello!”

			A little girl ap­peared now at the barn door, dainty, dark-eyed and ex­quis­itely dressed. She threw a light­ning flash at the oc­cu­pants of the barn.

			“Daddy!” she screamed. “It’s Jumble! It is Jumble! Oh, you hor­rid dog-steal­ing boy!”

			Jumble ran to her with shrill barks of wel­come, then ran back to Wil­li­am to re­as­sure him of his un­dy­ing loy­alty.

			“It is Jumble,” said the man. “He’s called Jumble,” he ex­plained to Wil­li­am, “be­cause he is a jumble. He’s all sorts of a dog, you know. This is Ninette, my daugh­ter, and my name is Jar­row, and we’ve taken Lav­ender Cot­tage for two months. We’re rov­ing vag­a­bonds. We nev­er stay any­where longer than two months. So now you know all about us. Jumble seems to have ad­op­ted you. Ninette, my dear, you are com­pletely ous­ted from Jumble’s heart. This gen­tle­man reigns su­preme.”

			“I didn’t steal him,” said Wil­li­am in­dig­nantly. “He just came. He began fol­low­ing me. I didn’t want him to—not jus’ at first any­way, not much any­way. I sup­pose,” a dread­ful fear came to his heart, “I sup­pose you want him back?”

			“You can keep him for a bit if you want him, can’t he Daddy? Daddy’s go­ing to buy me a Pom—a dear little white Pom. When we lost Jumble, I thought I’d rather have a Pom. Jumble’s so rough and he’s not really a good dog. I mean he’s no ped­i­gree.”

			“Then can I keep him jus’ for a bit?” said Wil­li­am, his voice husky with eager­ness.

			“Oh, yes. I’d much rather have a quieter sort of dog. Would you like to come and see our cot­tage? It’s just over here.”

			Wil­li­am, slightly be­wildered but greatly re­lieved, set off with her. Mr. Jar­row fol­lowed slowly be­hind. It ap­peared that Miss Ninette Jar­row was rather a won­der­ful per­son. She was el­ev­en years old. She had vis­ited every cap­it­al in Europe, seen the best art and heard the best mu­sic in each. She had been to every play then on in Lon­don. She knew all the new­est dances.

			“Do you like Par­is?” she asked Wil­li­am as they went to­wards Lav­ender Cot­tage.

			“Nev­er been there,” said Wil­li­am stolidly, glan­cing round sur­repti­tiously to see that Jumble was fol­low­ing.

			She shook her dark curly head from side to side—a little trick she had.

			“You funny boy. Mais vous par­lez Français, n’est-ce pas?”

			Wil­li­am dis­dained to an­swer. He whistled to Jumble, who was chas­ing an ima­gin­ary rab­bit in a ditch.

			“Can you jazz?” she asked.

			“I don’t know,” he said guardedly. “I’ve not tried. I ex­pect I could.”

			She took a few fly­ing grace­ful steps with slim black silk-en­cased legs.

			“That’s it. I’ll teach you at home. We’ll dance it to a gramo­phone.”

			Wil­li­am walked on in si­lence.

			She stopped sud­denly un­der a tree and held up her little vi­va­cious, pi­quant face to him.

			“You can kiss me if you like,” she said.

			Wil­li­am looked at her dis­pas­sion­ately.

			“I don’t want to, thanks,” he said po­litely.

			“Oh, you are a funny boy!” she said with a ripple of laughter, “and you look so rough and un­tidy. You’re rather like Jumble. Do you like Jumble?”

			“Yes,” said Wil­li­am. His voice had a sud­den quaver in it. His own­er­ship of Jumble was a thing of the past.

			“You can have him for al­ways and al­ways,” she said sud­denly. “Now kiss me!”

			He kissed her cheek awk­wardly with the air of one de­term­ined to do his duty, but with a great, glad re­lief at his heart.

			“I’d love to see you dance,” she laughed. “You would look funny.”

			She took a few more fairy steps.

			“You’ve seen Pavlova, haven’t you?”

			“Dunno.”

			“You must know.”

			“I mustn’t,” said Wil­li­am ir­rit­ably. “I might have seen him and not known it was him, mightn’t I?”

			She raced back to her fath­er with an­oth­er ripple of laughter.

			“He’s such a funny boy, Daddy, and he can’t jazz and he’s nev­er seen Pavlova, and he can’t talk French and I’ve giv­en him Jumble and he didn’t want to kiss me!”

			Mr. Jar­row fixed Wil­li­am with a drily quiz­zical smile.

			“Be­ware, young man,” he said. “She’ll try to edu­cate you. I know her. I warn you.”

			As they got to the door of Lav­ender Cot­tage he turned to Wil­li­am.

			“Now just sit and think for a minute. I’ll keep my prom­ise.”

			“I do like you,” said Ninette gra­ciously as he took his de­par­ture. “You must come again. I’ll teach you heaps of things. I think I’d like to marry you when we grow up. You’re so—rest­ful.”

			Wil­li­am came home the next af­ter­noon to find Mr. Jar­row in the arm­chair in the lib­rary talk­ing to his fath­er.

			“I was just dry for a sub­ject,” he was say­ing; “at my wits’ end, and when I saw them there, I had a Heav­en-sent in­spir­a­tion. Ah! here he is. Ninette wants you to come to tea to­mor­row, Wil­li­am. Ninette’s giv­en him Jumble. Do you mind?” turn­ing to Mr. Brown.

			Mr. Brown swal­lowed hard.

			“I’m try­ing not to,” he said. “He kept us all awake last night, but I sup­pose we’ll get used to it.”

			“And I made him a rash prom­ise,” went on Mr. Jar­row, “and I’m jolly well go­ing to keep it if it’s hu­manly pos­sible. Wil­li­am, what would you like best in all the world?”

			Wil­li­am fixed his eyes un­flinch­ingly upon his fath­er.

			“I’d like my bow and ar­rows back out of that cup­board,” he said firmly.

			Mr. Jar­row looked at Wil­li­am’s fath­er be­seech­ingly.

			“Don’t let me down,” he im­plored. “I’ll pay for all the dam­age.”

			Slowly and with a deep sigh Mr. Brown drew a bunch of keys from his pock­et.

			“It means that we all go once more in hourly per­il of our lives,” he said resign­edly.

			After tea Wil­li­am set off again down the road. The set­ting sun had turned the sky to gold. There was a soft haze over all the coun­tryside. The clear bird songs filled all the air, and the hedgerows were burst­ing in­to sum­mer. And through it all marched Wil­li­am, with a slight swag­ger, his bow un­der one arm, his ar­rows un­der the oth­er, while at his heels trot­ted Jumble, eager, play­ful, ad­or­ing—a mon­grel un­ashamed—all sorts of a dog. And at Wil­li­am’s heart was a proud, ra­di­ant hap­pi­ness.

			There was a pic­ture in that year’s Academy that at­trac­ted a good deal of at­ten­tion. It was of a boy sit­ting on an up­turned box in a barn, his el­bows on his knees, his chin in his hands. He was gaz­ing down at a mon­grel dog and in his freckled face was the solem­nity and un­con­scious, eager wist­ful­ness that is the mark of youth. His un­tidy, un­brushed hair stood up round his face. The mon­grel was look­ing up, quiv­er­ing, ex­pect­ant, trust­ing, ad­or­ing, some re­flec­tion of the boy’s eager wist­ful­ness show­ing in the eyes and cocked ears. It was called Friend­ship.

			Mrs. Brown went up to see it. She said it wasn’t really a very good like­ness of Wil­li­am and she wished they’d made him look a little ti­di­er.
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