CHAPTER, X1
DR. GREGG

He had not noted it going in and coming out ; his
mind had been full of the business in hand.

The house was somewhere in the middle of the
ftreet ; but then, all-the houses were pretty mnch
alike—one couldn’t at this hour knock up house
after house askirrg, “ Does a lady live here named
Miss Grey @

And shc was lying ‘there in bed, and he had taken’
the latch-key ! Itdidn’t occur to lum that he might
try from house to housé in the middle of the treet
till the latch-key found the lock it was made for.
The faét had sandbagged his intelle€t for the
mbment, reducing it to Lpeless confusion, in the
midst of which the fanlight above the door blazed’
out, the door epened and a tng man with a clean-
shaved cast-iron face and a muffler round his neck,
£tood before the visitor.

“ Are you Dr. Gregg?” asked Anthony.

“lam,” said Gregg. ‘“ What is it—an accident ? ”

“ No—it’s ubout a lady, a lady that’s ill. I've
made a terrible mistake—"

“ Come in,” said Gregg.

He shut the dopr and led the way into the surgery,
turning on the lights, Anthony explaining all the
time, and Gregg, now that he had entirely
illuminated his subje&, ftanding and watching him
with a look of sour disfavpur.
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DR. GREGG

This prospercus-looking, middle-aged gentleman
in a coat with a fur collar—poor Anthony !—and a
§tory about a girl whom he had left very ill in a
house of which he did not know the number did
not cvidently_appeal to Dr. Gregg. His frightful

erience of the London middle-world did not
tend to lend him sympathy, with such a case, nor
did bis natural bent,of mind.

“ Grey,” he said, “of Rupell Street. I know
her; she’s a paticnt of mine. That young thing—
met her at a club, did you #—and went home with
her? Yes, I have her address in my book.”

“Thank goodness,” said Anthony.

“ Wait you here a moment,” said- Gregg. He
Jvent into a little side office and turned on a light,
and Anthony heard him fumbhng with the pages
of a ledger, heard him muctering to himself dis-
enntentedly, heard the fedger shut with a bang.
Then he appeared. -

“ Have you found it ? * asked Anthony

“You wait here,” said Gregg.

He left the surgery.

Anthony, §tanding with one hand in his pocket
and the other holdmg hi; hat, felt flattened out,
almoét like a criminat. The ruanner of the other
man told of the contempt that was in his mind—
contempt tinged with dislike. .7

-He was only away a minute, and when he returned
he was in an overcoat with a hat on his head and
carrying a_bagin bis hand.

He showéd the other out and followed him,
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GOBLIN MARMNKET

closing the dqor ; then without a word he turned
down the §trect. ;

Anthony wanted to explain, wanted to say a lot
of things with regard to his position in the affair.
To tell how he had fallen in with the girl and how
things had happened, so that, without ill intent, he
had, in fa&, and not to put too fine a point on it,
gone 'to her house. It was a very difficult thing to
explain in a creditable manner, and he gave it up,
especially as he wanted all his breath to keep up
with his companion.

“ Got the key }” asked Gregg as they reached
the door.

Anthony produced ‘the key, opened the door and
they went upétairs. The lights were still burnine
but the little fire in the sitting-room had given up
the §truggle for existence and gone out. It scemed
like a bad omen.

Gregg, after a glance round the place, unwound
his muffler and putting it with his hat on the
table went into the bedroom; the folding doors
closed behind, him and Anthony found™ himself
alone.

He had done his beét; right from the s"cart of
this business he had afted the part of the kindly-
hearted man, and even of the good Samaritan, yet
he felt cheap und mean. This iron-faced dispensary
do&or had evidently condemned hlm, placed him
at once in the category of a certain order of men
about town—men whom he ev1dently disliked both
from a personal and a professional point of view.
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DR. GREGG

Ten minutes passed, and then the folding doors
opened and Gregg returned, closing them behind
him. The §tethoscope he had been using tuck
from the pocket of his overcoat and he didn’t seem
to see Anthony. He came towards the fire-place
rubbing the knuckles of his right.hand in the palm
of his left.

“here did you say you met her 7 he ‘asked,
seemingly addressing the mantelpiece.

Anthony told.

“ How did she seem then ?

Anthony told.

“ Complained of her cheét, did she 12

“Yes But fir§t I wint to explain. I was
in this place with a friend. He left me. Then
she came and sat beside me and we talked. She had
come in with a young mar; who left her. It scemed
=hey had disagreed. V. hen I rose to go she rose
also and accompanied me out, for:it seems she
couldn’t §tay there alone ; in the $treet I was going
to have called a cab to send her home, but I couldn’t
offer her the money for the fare, sa I drove her to
the corner of this ftreet. I felt pity for her and
determined to see her to Ler door ; then, somehow,
I came in and up here with Ler., She was trying
to light the fire and she began to cry, and then for
the firét time I saw how really ill she’was. I made
her get into bed and came for you. I juét want to
say that if you think I’m——another sort of man—
I’'m not. You know what I mean.’

Gregg looked at the other.
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“ Well, anvhow,” he saxd “it’s fortunate you
fetched me. It’s a hospital case—pleurisy of the
left lung.”

“ A hospital case 1 ”

(13 ch.’l

Anthony was .silent for a moment. Then he
said :

“ Before I went for you she spoke to me and
asked not to be sent to hospital.”

“They all do,” said Gregg. “ They've got a
horror of hospitals; but what’s to be done ?!—they
aicn’t ladies.” He spoke with a ftrange sudden
bitterness and began to button up his coat as
if preparing to go.’ Anthony was silent for a
moment.

“ Not the hospital ’—the appeal was §till w}uspcr-
ing in his ear, He had promised, but he was not
thinking of his promise ; ¢ was in the grip of thi-
creature, timid, friendly, secking friendship, §tricken,
attaching herself to him with dng inftinét. No, he
could not allow that.

¢ She muétn’t go to the hospital,” said he. * She
muft tay here.”

“ But, man alive,” szid the other, “she can’t.
She has no money ;, they never have when it comes
to the pinch——not these sort that aren’t kept. 1
know all about her, for she’s been my patient and I
took a bit of interest in her. Stay here; how can
she ¢ 7

“ I’ll cay what’s necessary,” said Anthony, not in
the leaét realizing the extent of the commitment he
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was entering into, and' not in money alone. “I
can’t let her be taken tf the hospital ; she asked me
and I promised her—and, after all, it’s only the
question of getting a nurse and paying her bill here ;
it won’t break me,” he finished with a little laugh
as Gregg, who had advanced to the table and taken
his hat, put it down again.

Allthis was very well, but how was he to know ?
If he took it on himsclf to keep the girl here, how
was he to know whether this §tranger would §tick to
his guns 2 She could be removed now, but later on
it m:ght be impossible, and if no moncy were foriu-
coming——

Anthony seemed to read hi¢ thoughts.

JXe took his card-case from his pocket.
“ There is my card. Of course, I do not wish
this matter known other than to you and me, and T
—=1, if you please, leave s mething as a—in fact as a
guarantee of good faith.” He took frem his pocket
the note-case containing his money.

“ I’ll have to root out the landlady,” said Gregg,
“and put her in charge. She’s a decent sort.
She’s a patient of mine too; in fat, it was on
her recommendition Miss Grey came 'to me for
medical advice. Put up your wiorey; it’ll be all
right.”

He went downftairs,, and Anthony, waiting his
return, went into the bedroom to have a look at the
patient.

She did not notice him. Bright- eyed and flushed
of cheek, she was watchin g something in the corner
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by the door, the ﬂrangcsta thing ever seen in a
London lodging-house bedriiom—a beaver building
on the roof of his lodge with a background of
brightly flowing water and far’ birch woods.
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AN. ANARCHIST

HarF an hour later Anthony and the doftor were in
the street.

A hurse living close by and known to Gregg had
beenesent for, the landlady was willing to do'what
she could ; the magic of Anthony had touched her,
not to speak of the five-pound note: he had handed
to her privately.

© ¢ I’ll see her in the morning,” said Gregg. »c licy
went along. * That powder I gave her will keep
her quiet and bring down the temperature a bit,
bat it’s mainly re§t and warmth and nursing that’ll
do the business, if it’s to be done. You’ll see me
to-morrow, will you? Npt in the day-time—I'in
=00 rushed—evening af r-eight. I shouldn’t call
at that house to see her, unless you wart to specially ;
she won’t be any different for some days, and I'l
sce she’s looked after.”

He was a different man from the Gregg of an
hour ago.

Whatever truth there 'might be in Anthony s
yarn, he had done the handsor.e thing. It was so
easy to shoot the girl into hospital or into an
infirmary ; it would have been so easy juét to have
left her and not gone for the dottor.

Anthony’s yarn did not quite seem to hold water
when common sense poured her jug ful into it;
yet it was told with such evident sincerity that he
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could not help entertaining |t. Stranger things had
happened to his knowledge i the good side; men
weren’t all brutes—far from it ; men, and even the
mo$t unlikely men, were §trangely susceptible to the.
attacks of sentiment, especially where children and
women were concerned ; and even if this old buffer
had accompanied the girl to Rupell Street urgled by
promiptings other than those of sentiment, k2 had
acted like a trump in the end.

So as they walked together, Anthony with his
eye out for a cab to take him to Weétmindter
Cu.* Gregg the dour and ungracious warmed
and cxpanded a bit, and talked like 2 man to a
man, 3 )

The §treets were deserted and there were no cahs

to be sce .
* ¢ You'll have to waik,” said Gregg. “ Or, if you
like, come into my place and I’ll telephone for -
taxi and you.can have a cup of tea while you wait.
Me i Oh, that’s nothing; it’s all in the night’s
work, and I haven’t had much of that latcly I've
got an assistan?. who does the midwifery.”

Arrived at the surgery, he led the way in by the
side-door and then up a' fteep and'carpetless §tairs
to the sitting-roon. on the fir§t floor. Then he
turned on the eleéric light and left Anthony whilt
he went in search of the tea,

It was a large, comfortably furnished but not a
cheerful room. A glass-fronted bookcase £tood
againt the wall opposite the two front windows ; it
held the library of Gregg : some bound volumes of

86



AN ANARCHIST

Chambers Journal, scme pooks on surgery and
mcdlcme, including th': only modern ‘medical work
that is at the same time a work of literature—
Watson’s  “ Physic "’—Marx’s “Das Kapital,”
scveral of Wells’s books on Socialism and Paine’s
“ Age of Reason.” Anthony turped. Grcgg had
enterfd the room with a small tray contammg two
largecups of tea and a sugar basin.

““ The wife always puts the kettle on when I’'m
called out,” said he, “and she knows by inétinét
when I’m coming back Sugar ? 7

. Anthony took his cup and they sat down Il
would have preferred a whisky and soda, but the
Greggs were evidently a teetdtal houschold, and he
dgank his tea and accepted a cigarette, whilét
Gregg lit a pipe and talked.

He talked of the girl they had just left and of the
-seneral condition of thir s of which she was in part
the nucleus. He spoke with considerable bitterness,
as though it were a. personal matter.

A fine life,” said he, * life in those two rooms
and the ftreet. Man, think of it} And it’s the
same for the whole lot of the unattached brigade,
and there’s Lord knows how many thousands of
them, and they’re the beét of the whole crew in my
opinion, and I’ve seen twenty ycars of London.
They keep themselves anyhow. But: what a life !
Breakfagt at home, and then out ; dinner maybe at
a reftaurant or maybe no dinner at all ; no friends,
no little household gods that a womah ~ares for;
money enodgh to-day and none to-morrow, and
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always walking in danger of ¢ isease, drink and dope.
The hospital at the end ani'—a pauper’s grave or
the disse¢ting-room. And they’re women.”

I don’t know how they do it,” said Anthony.

“Nor 1,” said Gregg. “ There are some coarse
and hard, and they don’t care, though even those
feel themselves under the blight. more or less ;i but
there'are the good ones. That’s the thing about
women I can’t underftand ;' for there are good
women who would rather cut their throats than do
this sort of thing, and there are good women who
{.2! *nto it almoft, ‘one might say, quite naturally.
It’s as it there was a barricr between their souls and.
their bodies. I’ve mct girls leading this life who
are quite simple and natural—aye, and I'll swear
good. It’s, I tnink, a sort of idiocy, a sort of
anzefthesia in sex matters that lets them be like
that; and no matter ho » pretty they are, they
always come off worét in their trade.”

“ How is that  ”

“ Men don’t care for them, that’s how. They
haven’t the art of holding men and foolirig them.
From what I know of the girl Grey she’s one of that
sort—Grey’s not her realcname. She’s a Canadian,
came over with he. mother—drifted over by that
beaftly war—and I imagine the mother wasn’t any
too good ; but she’s gone—dead; I believe. You
never can get much out of women like this girl ;
they don’t lie, but they won’t talk much, I've
known her 4 couple of months as a patient; she

came about her chet, which isn’t frong, though I
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couldn’t make out she was T.B.—anyhow, I expet
this will do for her.”

“ Do you mean to say she won’t recover ? ”’

“T expeét her nuinber’s up ; she hasn’t tamina,
And it’s the beft thing that could happen to her.
Recover ¢ What for t ”

AJJLhony said nothing. He felt again the little
hot Mand that had taken his in the cab and he saw
again the figure knecling before the fire trying to
light it and the shoulders shaking—everything he
remembered, from the firft moment of mcctmg hcr
He swallowed down somcthmg that was risi~7 lu
his throat, sat forward in his chair and put the tips
of his ﬁngers together.

»*¢ Of course we’ll do our beét for hcr,” said Gregg,
puttmg his cup AR “ but I've forgotten your
taxi, One moment.’

* He went out and Ant’ Aony heard him ringing up
on the telephone. :

Then he came back and relit his pxpe

“ We’ll have a taxi up in a minute. It’s near four
o’clock ; but that’s nothing. I, expect you're
often out at mght clubs and balls and things
later.”

“ No,” said Anthony. * I’n: generally in bed by
eleven. [I’ve never been in a night club before, and
I never want to be in one again.”

 I’ve never been in one,” said Gregg “T only
know of them from hearsay, just as I know of the
gambling hells like Monte Carlo and the: fools who
spend their lives playing games and exhibiting
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themselves in the illuftrated’ papers. All that sort
of thing oughtn’t to be adv rtised—the tension is
getting too big. I’ve been feeling the pulse of Dirt
and Misery for twenty years, and I know what’s
coming, and coming quick.”

“ Are you a Socialit ? ”” asked Anthony, remem-
bering the books on the shelf.

“ No,” said Gregg. * I'm an Anarchift. Sowould
you be if you’d seen what I have secen and heard
what I have heard and touched what I have
touched.” . :

' ” said Anthony. He guessed that the
dotor was using hyperbole.

Everr mau is a ditionary, and his definition of
words is ruled by his education and experiences. -

Turning the pages of Anthony to the word
Anarchi& you would have found, “A bearded
person who flings bombs for political purposes,
sometimes a woman ; a wretch who would deétroy
soclety by violence.”

Gregg did not answer somehow to this descrip-
tion ; in fa&, +his hard-faced general pratitioner
had made a strong and very different impression
upon his visitor. Anthoiy had never met a man
like this before. 'There was something ruthless
about Gregg, yet somecthing the reverse. He
meant it whea he said the girl had better die, yet
he would do all in his power to save her ; Anthony
felt that, ,

He watched the other as he smpoked and looked
over his visiting list for th= next day, seeming to
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have forgotten his wilitor for a moment. Then
when the taxi-horn .',!Junded outside he rose and
took his hat.

Gregg showed him downétairs and to the door,
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CHAPTER XIII
NO!

THE cab was a fashionable taxi, new, clean, well-
upholftered, with a flower in the flower vase and
the ash of a Corona-Corona in the ash-tray. '

As it drove off a feeling of rejief came to Antuony,
as if at the waking from a troubled and rather
unpleasant dream ; all that seemed behind him, he
wished somchow it had necver occurred; and yet
—anu , A

No! :

N-. 4 nundred times no, e would not have
undone anything he had done that night, nor unsa:d
anything he had said that night, nor obliterated a
single thought that had passed through his mind.

This great fa&t, and it wa. a great fact considering
the cinematograph aspet of the case, came home
to Anthony with a bump as the taxi took the pre-
dawn howling desolation of Regent Street.

Not only had he done and thought nothing bad,
he had done something positive in the way of good.
He had saved tha* child from the hospital and he
had comforted her.

It was the {unnicét and pleasantest feeling, this
warm recogmition of his own warm-blooded adls,
and he had done it all half-unconsciously, pushed
along as thongh by a dire&ing finger, moved along
by Jking and a feeling of kindness that grew to pity,
lea on, prompted by no low ulterior motive.
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He did not say all this to himse's, he felt it. “1
have done good.” There are few §tatements a man
can make to his own heart so potent as that, so
satisfying, so rare if it is made in perfet honeéty.

“1 have donec good to a fellow-creature, real,
round, sol.id, prattical good—and, damn the conse-
que
x:fthony got out of the cab and paid the driver

a shilling over his ‘fare and entered’ WeStminéter
Court. Westminster Court was built by Whitaker
Wright (or was it Jabez Balfour 1), gentlemen who
did a va&t deal of evil in their lives, out of »*1 .,
however, some good has come, for Viestminéter
Court and other palatial buildings-ut their invention
awe moft convenient resting-places for the wealthy.

They built broad and §trons, chese gentlemen,
and high. Weétmin§ter Court is seven storeys
. tall, and Anthony’s room was on the sixth—
nothing when the lift is running, which it wasn’t
now.

“ Never mind,” said he to the night porter, “ I’ll
walk.”

He felt fit to climb Mont Blanc, and the firét
flight of §tone §tairs were tcarcely perceived by him,
so filled was his mind 'with a nc.v energy engaged in
turning over new thoughts. \

That child—her case was enough to move a
§tone to pity. It was like a person drowning—a
kitten drowning—something had to be done—-
permanent, something to * keep her out of it once
she was well—if she got well. He knew rich wen
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who would help, and there were all sorts of good
women who would give a hand.

On the third flight of the §tony §tairs he paused
to draw breath. What a height this place was!
The image of the girl which he had been carrying
with him was §till an inspiration, but he was bcgin-
ning to feel it as a weight. ¢

Yes, he would tell Selina about her, tel. her
§traight out and get her to interest some of her
friends. '

He atually said this to himself, and meant it;
tue ~rruthful tclegram he had sent to Selina
scarcely trouL'sd him. He felt capable of confessing
the whnl= ircumstance with a laugh, letting it be
absorbed in the major issue. :

On the fifth fligi.~ he paused again.

‘The climb was exhausting him ; his new-found
energy had almoét vanished and his ldeas had become
clouded. The cold marble walls and the pitiless
§tone fteps of this palace of the wealthy seemed
again$t him ; the eletric lights, for ever burning,
scemed eyes wotching him. All around the rich
and well-to-do were sleeping in layers.

Anthony iwas too tired and winded now for
conneéted thought, Lut he felt an indefinable drag
other than thar of gravity ; all these well-to-do and
rich people turough whose hall of slumber he was
ascending seemed surrounding him with an atmo-
sphere deadly to enthusiasm ; it was like climbing
thror.gh jelly as well as through space.

©n the top §tep of the lat §tair he' did a weak

94



No!

thing—juét sat down for a mome:.t to reft on the
§tone §tep. His room was quite near and he had
physical energy enough to reach it, but he felt so
dead tired and puniped that he could not wait;
like a thir§ty person who snatches at a drink from a
puddle though nearly in reach of a well, he sat down.
Tiredness had frizzled up all his ideas into one
clinkdr of thought ; what a fool he had been to ftay
out so late till the lift had Stopped running!

Ten minutes later he was in bed with the lights
out and just §tepping into dreamland.
. Anthony was very like a child in some r~__Gs,
ever ready to grasp at anything casv .ua pleasant
to do, or anything comforting-lixe, fo.- :inftance,
the hand of sleep.
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CHAPTER X1V
ISAAC COBCRNE

HE awoke with an unpleasant taste in his mouth and
a great depression of spirit.

He awoke fecling debauched dnd wicked and with
the feeling that he had done all sorts of things which
he oughtn’t to have done, and which he couldn’t
remember. He had been climbing ftairs all night
in his dreams, huating fer Selina, he had knocked
at dou. 2fter door of flat after flat and all sorts of
dream-peopi. had opened to him, but not Sclina.

Now, when the lat mists of sleep had parted so
that he could <ee the tea-tray the valet had placed
by his side, the gnu* for whom he had been hunting
in his dreams stood before him, cold, voiceless, but
queétioning : Well, what do you want me for ?

Ah! that vile telegram, that silly little lie, that
piece of §tupidity. He had to face it to-day. He
knew now why he had been hunting for Selina in
his dreams.

‘Then, rapidly, came up. before him all sorts of
unpleasant thinzs—the noise of the band in the
night club, Rupeh Street, Gregg, Gregg’s surgery,
the whole tusiness of the night before, all tinged
with the gloom of dark §treets and sordid houses
and all seeming skewered on the unpleasant business
to he done that day in regard to the telegram.

I'hen he poured himself out a cup of tes, and
telt better after he had d.unk it.
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It was §trange that the one ser.ous point in his
escapades—the girl and the burden he had taken on
himsclf in a financial way—did not bother him. On
the contrary, after 2 second cup of tea and a slice
of bread and butter the remembrance of her came
to him as an uplift.

He had done a good thing. The good thing came
to hibn like a knight in armour tilting against the
little mean thing, the petty lie whose consequences he
had to face, gave him stiffening and buckram—uplift.

Holding the girl in mind he was raised and
ftrengthened. The phllanthropi.ﬂ: he had drerpea
on the §tairs last night was with him _ain, telling
him pleasant things about hitnself, and the ghoét of
Selina, asking him what he wanted with her, had
all but vanished.

An hour later he was in the lift descending to
breakfat in the restaurant.

There were a good many people, breakfasting,
small family parties, elderly gentlemen reading The
Times and unattached females reading letters—a
mute, cheerless crowd through which Anthony
passed shepherded by the head waiter towards a
little table by one of the windows. -

Half-way across tne room he $topped. Right
before him, seated breakfasting alon~, was his wife’s
cousin Isaac Coborne, a rosy, cheery-looking, middle-
aged person, Squire of Lyndham, and sometime
maéter of the harriers, evidently juft up from Wilt-
shire, waiting for his eggs and bacon and reading
the sporting news in the Daily Telegraph.
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“Hullo,” sa.1 Anthony. It was a pleasant
surprise. Isaac had always appealed to him as the
one endurable person amongst his wife’s relatives ;
but Isaac was more than that: he was one of the
men who are born popular, every man’s friend and
the friend of a good many women.

Never could you have imagined him as the cousin
of Se¢lina Harrop, or only on, the express tnder-
ftanding that the Almighty had extrated all the

colour, bonhomie and general good-nature from
Selina and bestowed them on Isaac for some inscrut-
wble. reason.

“ Hullo,” =aid Isaac. * Where have you sprung
from ; is Selina _ ere I’

“ No,” said the other. “I just §topped here for
the night comin, *hrough from Birmingham. See
you aftcr breakfast. I'd like to have a chat with

ou.’
" Right,” said Isaac, and the other passed on.

This was good. Anthony had just discovered the
fact that he was in need of a confidant to open his
mind to, and of all men in the world he would have
chosen Isaac. He knew Isaac so well for what he
was, a S$traight, trudtatle, honeft'individual, no
saint ; a man of the world, 4 good judge of port
wine and pretty girls, a collector of the best smoke-
room S$tories, no saint, indeed, but better, a man
with a heart: a man you éould tell anything to.
Yes, dcc1dedlv, 2 man you could tell any’chmg to.

Afier bréakfa&t he followed Coborne into the
lornge.
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The Squire of Lyndham was ligh .ing a briar-root
as Anthony approached-him folding the newspaper
he had been reading at breakfaét.

Anthony threw awhy the paper and, disregarding

+his rule never to smoke before luncheon, lit a

cigarette, taking an easy-chair clese to the other.
They chatted for =a while on nothing and then
Anthcny leaned forward.

“ Look here, Co, old man,” said he, *“ I want to
tell you something He spoke with a little laugh
and with a lowering of, the voice that at once
intrigued Isaac.

Anthony was like many another of »- -ne tended
to take his mental colour and éven .uaybe something
of his morality from his environment, he wanted to
tell about that girl and his relat* _.snip to her. He
did not laugh the night before on expliining the
position to the iron-faced Gregg, but the twinkling
eyed Isaac was an audience quite.different, a
different atmosphere, a different incentive.

“ Go ahead,” said Isaac.

“ I went to the theatre last night. with Mandel-
berg,” said the other—* he’s my partner, you know
—and after that we dropped into a night club—
silly place.”

“ They are,” said Isaac, ¢ specxall} if the police
happen along. You didn’t get ]ugged «did you ?
‘ Oh, no, nothing like that ; ; it’s about’a girl.”

“ Oh, a girl,” twinkled Isaac.

5 Yes, a girl”

He told hi$ §tory.
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Many a man \vets up to make a speech and half-
way through finds that he is making, also, a fool of
himself, that his audicnce doesn’t follow his drift
and is taking him wrongly.

Half-way through his $tory Anthony almoét
wished he hadn’t begun.

He had landed himself in tkis room in Rupell
Stre¢t with a pretty girl, and he had absalutely
failed to explain in a manner bearmg conviction the
innocence of the business, the subtle little prompt-
ings and leadings, the kindly feelings, the indecisions
«nd want of §tcering power that had brought him
there. h. “ad begun maybe on a wrong note with
the little laugh .ad the lowered voice of the man
who has “ something to tell you,” for the influer.ce
of Isaac had de..~ its work with this drifter juét
as the influence of the girl and the influence of
Gregg.

It was a nobler §tory that he told to Gregg, just
because Gregg was a nobler audience.

“ And there it was,” said Anthony. “ She was
ill—very ill—it knocked me all to pieces to see her
like that, I went right out and fetched a doftor;
he came back with me, said she had pleurisy and
mu$t go to the he-pital, but I wouldn’t let him
send her.”

“ Why no* ? ” asked Isaac.

“ She asked me not, she seemed to have a horror
of the hospxtal—they ‘all ‘have—at leadt Gregg said
30, »

“ But, my dear chap,” said Isaac,  that’s all very
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well, but surcly the doétor ought .o know. These
women —’

“ She’s not a woman,” said Anthony, “ she’s just
a girl, almoét a child, without friends ; a Canadian,
whose mother drifted here in that beatly war and
who died or dlsappeared and left her here alone in
London.”

“ 1 know—I know,” said Isaac, “and then you
picked. her up in a night club, or she picked you up
—it doesn’t matter, but there it is—you refused to
let her be removed to hospital; that means, of
course, that you will be saddled with expenses.”

¢ It won’t be much.”

“ Oh, well, maybe not, but one never knows;
illnesses run into expense, but I’m not thinking so
much of the money, it’s just “lLese sort of people
tend to clmg if one gets tangled up with them.
Now T’ll give you a bit of advice, Anthony, and it’s
the advice of an old §tager—cut yourlosses in this
business, send that dotor man a cheque and have
done with it. Forget the girl ever exifted.”

“ The bother is,” said Anthony, “that something
ought to be done for her.”

“ How d’you mean ?

“ When she’s well, if she recovers, something
ought to be done for hcr. I want to interest people
in her.” '

¢ Oh, she’ll find lots of, pcople to do that,” said
Isaac w:th a little laugh.

“1 don’t think so,” replied Anthony, *“ not the
right people, anyway, aud if you saw her and knew
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her you’d unde stand what’s in my mind. It’s a
woman’s job, really, and surely there are lots of
really good women about to lend her a hand.”

“ Oh, in that way, yes,” said Isaac; * you might
do something in that way, and I believe I could help
if you let me take the matter in my own hands.
What. I want to guard you against, Anthony, is
complications. You’ve never. thought of that.
You sce, if you go on messing about in this thing
and it got to the ears of Sclina—"

“I thought last night of telling her the whole
" business,” said Anthony.

“You ca..’ do that—how can you? Think of
the bald fadts.” "

“T know. It’s difficult. I couldn’t do it.” I
only thought of . 1aét night. Well, you say you
cin help. What do you propose ? *

“A homc of some sort is the thing,” replicd the
other—* a home for women, fallen women; you
see they make a business of it and under§tand them.
There’s a House of Mercy in Dorset ; I could work
that through our parson, Devizes; nice country
airyand I believe they feed them well and they pick
up a trade and that sort of thing—only, of course,
she’d have to be willing to go.”

¢ Naturally,” replicd Anthony.

The plan did not appeal to hiin, but he did not
reject it. A curious feehng came to him that he
had never till now really met Isaac. What Isaac
said ‘was right enough and reaspnable, but this
'jovml good-liver, this ruddy, kind-hearted easy-gomg
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friend of all the world seemed ¢fiddenly to have
developed a curious hardness and coldness: some-
thing that made his port-wine fed bonhomie cheap
and second-rate—a’ velveteen glove on an iron
hand.

“ Naturally,” said Anthony. .

“ Not that I think it’s a ha’porth of use,” went
on Isaac; “if she’s,as attraltive as you say and as
young—well, there you are. She’s not going to sit
in a §tuffy room doing needlework when she could
be free and out and abont. Still, if you will make
a—if you will go in for this sort of thing, I’ll help,
on the conditions that you’ll leave eve:, wning to me
and cut yourself quite adrift'fron. 1t.”

“‘ Il think of it,” said Anthony. -

This answer scemed slight! (o irritate Isaac.
You sce, he was a kinsman of Selina’s, he disliked
her owing to a small legacy business by which she
had benefited at his expense—itill, she was a kins-
woman and he wag a country gentleman, not quite
of the County, perhaps, for there was a biscuit
faCtory hidden somewhere in the Coborne family,
but County enough to make him highly sensitive to
any breath of' scandal. He knew Anthony and
reckoned him soft—he had a lLeen eye for men as
well as women, had Isaac—and he considered it
likely that Anthony, falling in'to an affal- of this sort,
might, with the able help of an outrag.d Selina,
make a pretty mess of things. It was like a soft-
shell crab falling into the clutches of a squid. That
girl was evidently a squid, a clinger, that had in
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half an hour or so got her tentacles round her
vi€tim,

“You’d better not think about it,” said he,
“ Come, be a man. I’ll go to this fellow Gregg—
Endell Strect, you said—and give him a cheque;
ten or fifteen ponnds would clear the matter, and
you need never hear another word about it.”

“ I’ll see,”” said Anthony.

He had suddenly and quite deﬁmtcly made up
his mind that. he dldn t want ‘“never to hear
another word about it,’ qmte definitely made up
his mind that his mtcrc& in the creature should not
be cut shu.* by the scissors of Isaac. The affair
was the only inte. :ting thing that had happened in
his exitence for many years ; his sympathy was rcal
and his flabbily uc-ting heart had been £tirred to a
sort of new life as by a dose of spiritual digitalis.

Arrived at this determination, he did not express
it ; that wasn’t his way. It was casier to say “ I’ll
think about it”’ than “No.” Driven from “I’ll
think about it ”” he took refuge in “ I’ll see,” and
Isaac left it at that—had to.

“Well,” he said, “ of course it’s your own aﬂair.
I’ve given you my ‘advico—think it well over.”

“I'll let you know,” said Anthony, and they
parted.

It was afrer one o'clock when he drove up to
Marlborcugh Terrace with his suit-case. |

Sclina was at luncheorn, and leaving the case in
the hall he went right in, hurriedly, as one goes into
the dentift’s parlour. She was seated at the end of
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the table with her back to the window; a rather
colourless, thin-lipped woman, eating a rissole
assifted by a piece of dry bread and a fork.

“ Well, I’'m back,” cried Anthony, advancing on
the garrison with a cheerful countenance, rubbing
the knuckles of his right hand in his left palm, and
taking his scat with a flourish whilst the maid
laid a cover for him, :

He . didn’t give Selina time to talk—he rattled
away, carried along on a full tide of energy. It is
~ so very often with the nervous man who, dreading a
speech subconsciously, dams up a flood of energy,
to be loosed at the critical moment:

Then when a rissole had been -placed before him
—*he loathed rissoles —and the servant-maid had
withdrawn, Selina said : “ Thrac Mr. Mandelberg
called to see you, and a few minutes after he had
gone a telegram came from you saying you were
ftaying in Birmingham with him.”

“ With Mandelherg ? ”’ said Anthony, in a tone
of surprise.  Shires, you mean.”

“ No, Mandelberg.”

“ Have you got the wire ?

“ Yes.” She rose up, and opening the drawer of
a little table by the window gave him the telegram
in its envelope.

“ Well, I muft be going off my head,” said
Anthony, with his glasses on his nose and *he thing
spread out before him. “1I meant Shires." I was
§taying with Shires of the Burlingham' Company.
Mandelberg wrote askir.g me to see Burlingham on
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important bvsincss, and Burlingham suggested I'd
go at once to Birmingham and see his partner Shires.
It’s about a business loan. I was rushed when I
was writing this—silly of me.”

He put the thing aside and went on with his
rissole. The lie' Mandelberg had suggefted had
come to him in the taxi, accompanied with the
sudden recognition that no one could ever dispute
the §tatement, for who could say he didn’t. mean
Shires when he‘wrote Mandelberg, and he had been
ftaying with Shires—in a way.

Selina went on with her luncheon. She was a
level-headea vrrman who never got excited, passion-
less as the milk pudding presently to appear. I
doubt if she would have made much of a scene even
if she had known thc truth. That isn’t to say that
the consequences would have been light for Anthony.

It transpired as the ‘cheese was placed on the
table that shi was dining out that night with her
sifter Amelia, who lived in Powis Square, a fatt that
came as a relief to Anthony. :

He never dined at Amelia’s, Didn’t get on with
her: Anthony (I have been turning him over and
over and finding ~1l sorts of soft places on him) had,
all the same, his haid spots, and they were hard as
iron when found, and very often when you disselted
them you frand that they had orice been soft spots,
grown h.rd. :

In lus early married life he had welcomed Amelia,
a fluffy blonde married to a ftockbroker and seem-
ingly harmless, kindly—becaeficent almoét. Then,
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presently, the fat of Amelia’s e:itence began to
bear in on him in another way. She was always
borrowing the cottage at Caversham, she would
come and camp for the day in Marlborough Terrace,
and she interfered with things. Anthony §tood it
all for several years ; then he hardened at the place
where she rubbed him.

The casy-going man who, as a rule, took the path
of leadt resiStance, suddenly resisted.

It was a surprise for Selina; she did not think
he had so much hard §tuff in him, such tenacity and
obftinacy. She was not exallly displeased, cither ;
the borrowings and campings and petty diftations
came praftically to an end. Ameclia drew off
sniffing, hating Anthony in a small way but still on
sifterly terms with Selina.

“ If you’re dining out,” sald he, “ I’ll have a chop
at the club.”

He went off to his §tudy to have a sinoke and look
over the letters thot had come in his absence. This
§tudy, situated behind the dining-room and looking
on a back-yard, or, rather, hiding a back-yard by
means of a half-§tained-glass window, had about it
a touch of the sinifter, lent, maytz, by the contrat
of its narrowness with its loftiness.

The whole house, as I have said before, suffered
from height, unredeemed by breadth, and nowhere
was this more evident thap in the &udy

His poét lay waiting for him on the table—.oftly
circulars, which he flung in the waste-paper basket.
Having dealt with the rcét he sat down to smoke.
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Anthony hzd sgent many an hour in this Study of
his with a pipe in his mouth and his eyes following
the pattern of the carpet, the pattern of the wall-
paper, refting on the old familiar furniture, on the
book-backs showing through the glass of the book-
case, whilét he sat thinking of nothing in particular,
with the la&t novel from the library lying on the
floor beside hint or the skimmed newspaper.

To-day was different—he had something to. think
about. The hbtel at Birmingham, Shires, that
absurd telegram which had been weighing on his
mind ever since four o’clock on the previous day,
that lie of which his mind was now relieved. Gregg
and the girl.

The Girl !

Here in this narrosr, dull room, so emblematic of
his life, the pi¢ture of the girl sud’icnly came to him,
divorced from all its unpleasant surroundings, free
of the night tlub and the rooms in Rupell Street
and of Gregg's dismal surgery, -divorced from all
thought of the dreadful trade of which she had been
the slave. :

He felt the little hand again in his—secking his
prote&tion. |

Yes, she had known that she was ill, and she was
in want of a friend, and instintively she had made up
to him.

Quite well he knew h:msclf and his age and his
appea:ance ; no woman would think twice about
him unless for what she could get from him, no
woman would bother about him as a man ; and yet
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this girl—no, of one thing he felt certain, it was
not for money or money’s worth that she had
attached hersclf to him : there was no calculation
in the business. She had been moved by the
human intin€& that craves for friendship, the
desire of the lonely for companionship, the craving
of the weak and sick for help—nothing more. But
the recognition of this did not alter the romantic
hold which she had etablished upon him. The
only bit of romance that had entercd into his dull
life was no less potent because pyre as a daisy ; and
“at the same time no less pure because, only for her
sex and youth and prettmcss, it would not have
existed,

You will have noticed that the knight-errant of
old never set out to rescue plain ladies of fifty ; the
height of their chivalry had only one measure—the
ftandard of youth and beauty. It was the same
with Anthony, suddenly and truly colled to enrol
himself in the li§t of the Knights and in the aid of
Beauty in ditress.

However, he was unaware of this fact or of the
nature of the battle still before him ; otherwvise
he would mo#t iikely have crawled out of the arcna
whither he had’ §trayed less Ly choice than by
accident and want of decision and self-guidance.

He would have taken Isaac’Coborne’s advice and
cut free from the whole business. Or would he not ?

I don’t know.

He was seated forward in his chair tapping the
ashes out o:f his pipe againét the grate before
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refilling when the door opened and Sclina §tood
before him. She was dressed for going out.

“You are dining at the club then ?  said she.

“ Yes,” said he.

After a few words on some indifferent matter she
departed, closing the door. He liftened and heard
the shutting of the hall door, refilled and lit his pipe.

Was her manner different ¢ .Had she, on turning
the whole matter over in her mind, rejeted his
§tory about Shires ? He couldn’t tell. Her manner
was never particularly warm-hearted or effusive,
and it might be only his imagination ; besides, what
did it matter ?

Reaching across to the table for the newspaper he
put on his glasses and began to read, skimming over
the news of the day. Then he laid his pipe down
“and presently, with the paper across his knees, he
dropped off into a doze,forgetful of Sclina, the girl,
and the whol= world around him.
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(As a rule, even when dining alone at the club, he
"dressed for dinner, but he did not dress to- -night.
He left Marlborough Terrace a little after six and
at the club he ordered a chop for a quarter to seven,
As a rule he never dined till half-paét seven : how-
ever, he was breaking rules to-night.

He told himself that he had promised to see that
man Gregg; the evening was fine and he would
,walk—he wanted exercise.

He left the club at quartei-paft seven, and the
desife for exercise having wilted, under the influence
of a half-bottle of Pommard, he hailed a taxi and
drove to New Oxford Strect. Here he got out and
walked.

To reach Endell Street he would havs to pass the
opening into Rupell Street, and as he drew nearer
he slackened his pace a bit, debating in his own
mind whether he would go and have,a look at the
patient. before seeing the dottor. ‘

Gregg had told him he ncedn’t; Gregg, in fadt,
had recommended him not to go there, saying there
would be no alteration in her condition for some
days. Gregg, Anthony fancied, had tried to hedge
him off, just as Isaac Coborne had done, only
without the digect speech of Isaac.

Anthony turned into Rupell Street.

The door vas opened for him by the landlady
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herself, who led him upétairs, pausing every few
§teps to whisper back details as to the patient’s
condition. This woman on the night before had
not impressed Anthony very favourably, despite
Gregg’s good opinion of her; her face was of the
rodent type, hor manner oily and insinuating—a
creature of the moment.

The nurse who came out of the bedroom was
different—hard-faced but honeét looking and
capable.

The patient was going on as well as could be
expetted.

“ She has been asking for you, sir,”’ said the
nurse.

Anthony put hlS hat on the table and took a'seat
whilét the nurse vanished into the bedroom, return-
ing in a couple of minutes to beckon him in.

The patient was lying on her side ; she moved her

ead a little, turning it to look at the visitor, and a
ghoftly flicker of a smile greeted him as he drew a

_chair and sat down beside her.

‘“ She muétn’t talk much,” said the nurse.

% No,” said Anthony, “ I won’t let her talk, I
have just come in to sc: you for a‘minute—just for
a minute ; you’re looking beicter—much better. -Is
the pain easier ¢ ”

The head on the' pillow nodded slightly and a
hand pushed out from the bedclothes. 'He took it
and Leld it, patting it nbw and then whilst he talked
in the chieery, rambling way of a good man chatting

. to a sick child, and all the time he talked her eyes
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never left him and the faint smile. faded to a look
of contentment, §till hung about her eyes.

She did not want to talk; though he had be-
friended her and saved her from the hospital she
was content to thank him mutely. _

One word only did she say, and that only as he
was rising to go:

“ To-morrow { ”’

“Yes,” said Anthony, “ I'll sec you to-morrow.
I'll come and 3EF YO €0 B0TOY, and I’ll bring you
some grapes.”” He had noticed on a little table
necar by a bunch of yellow, thick-skinned Spanish
grapes with the cork dust §till on them, bought for
the patient cvidently by the land'ady or the nurse.

“We'll soon have you up,” said Anthony; “up
and about and quite well.”

He found it difficult to find the lagt word. He
give up the scarch, and bending, patted her shoulder
lightly ; at the door he glanced backiand nodded
to her.

Following the landlady down&airs, he blew his
nose.

She had noted the water in his eyes with the joy
of a tlnr&y traveller who sces a ditant'spring, and
down@airs, inftead of leading him to the front door,
she showed him into the tuffy front parlour

“ Might I speak a word td you, sir 2 said the
landlady.’

Anthony ftood hat in hand whilét she spuke her
word. It was about money, and the difficulty of
her position in having sickness in the house, and the
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expenses there would be before the poor thing was
well again ; and Anthony liftened to it all, dry-eyed
now, and cut her short suddenly.

“T'll ask Dr. Gregg to attend to all that,” said
he. “You neced not be a bit afraid—everything
will be paid for.”?

Then he left the house.

Tlie woman, with her whining voice and specious
manner, had exercised a §trange effect upon him.
She seemed scarcely human.  Negative, a sovereign
in the slot machine, part of the house.

And the sick girl—what a place for her! What
a house for sickness! He paused at the corner of
Rupell Street ascf wadecided which way to go;
as a matter of faét he was a bit bemused in his mind.

He was thinking of those miserable grapes, of
that room, of that face on the pillow. And she had
been asking for him. She had wanted him, she was
thinking of him now,

Yes, Gregg was night, and Isaac Coborne was even
more right in a worldly sense. Anthony should
have cut himself off from this business. Circum-
£tance had caught him like an oftopus, likg a plant
with a hundred clutching tendrils,’and in the lat
half-hour had made good its huld.

But he knew nothing of this, no more than the
passers-by knew that the prosperous-looking elderly
gentleman who seemed undecided as to which way
he should take was in mind brooding qver a §tricken
.girl, with the feelings of a nurse, a mother, a father
and a man dangerously tonched by sectiment.
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Ten minutes later he was at Gregg’s door. The
surgery boy let him in. The doftor had not
returned yet, but would he come upétairs and wait.
The doftor was expeéting him to call and had left
orders.

He went up.

The elettric light was on in the sitting-room and
two arm-chairs were drawn cither side of the fire-
place.. One was evidently Gregg’s, waiting his
return, and the other had evidently been recently
‘occupied, for the loose cnshion at its back was §till
dented, and by it lay a small work-basket.

There was a book on the table. The room had
the air of having been recently occupied by someone
who had vacated it in a hurry.

Mrs. Gregg—evidently. A woman Anthony was
deftined never to sce, but who, none the less, in the
bachround of things was to prove a potent fattor
in the making of his étory.

Anthony took his scat in the arm-chair with the
cushion. He looked at the work-basket, then
getting up he picked the book from the table and
sat down with it.

It was Macmillan’s green-bourd edition of the
“ Poems of Chriétina Georgina Rossetti,” and on the
fly-leaf was written in a man’s band :

“ Jeannie from Jim Xmas Day 1914.”
Anthony turned the pages. He was not given to

poctry ; the thing interefted him merely because it
was cvidently a gift fromr. Gregg to his wife.
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He was about,to close the book when the title of
the leading poem, * Goblin Market,” caught his
eye and made him scan the firét lines.

Morning and evening
Maids heard the goblins cry,
Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy,

read Anthony.

He read on, led by the lit of the twenty-nine
delicious fruits—on and on interefted as a child in
the queer, weird poem and the procession of:

Goblin men.

Onec had a cat’s face,
One whisked a tail,

“ne tramped at a rat’s pace,
One crawled like 2 snail—

and the fate of Laura who ate of the Goblin fruit
and pined and would have dicd but for the devotion
of Lizzie.

It is a pocm into which you can read a good many
meanings. Tc Anthony it was interesting because
it was about a girl surrounded by evil things that
were her urtdoing ; it hidd a taste of the §tory of the
girl in Rupell Strect, and, in ‘the quecrcét way, the
purring, bright-eyed, frowning, smiling Goblin men
linked themselves up with all sorts of people—the
night club crowd, the rodent-faced landlady, even
Isaac Coborne. A §tep sounded in the room, and—
“ That’s London,” said a voice behind him.

Gregg had come in through the duvor that had

116



GOBLIN MARKET

been left ajar and had looked over hjs shoulder. He
had left his overcoat and hat below and was in his
slippers. He went to the mantelpiece for his
ipe.

i I‘)‘ That’s London. Goblin Market, with its Gob-
lin men and women, where if a girl taftes of the
fruit she’s pretty generally damned, or a man too.
Everything from cocaine to the glad eye is in those
verscs, and they were written by a nun who didn’t
know what she was writing about. Or maybe she
knew without knowing.”

He lit the pipe and §tood with his back to the
fire.

He. had never said ““ Good evening ” or “ How
are you ” or anything That was Gregg.

‘I looked in and saw that girl on my way herc,
said Anthony.

% Oh, did you ?”’ said Gregg. ‘“I saw her at four
o’clock; there’s effusion. I thought,I made out
fine crepitations la§t night—that’s to say, the first
sign of pncumonia, but they’re gone. I belicve I
saved her from pneumonia. Small dose of tartar
emetic. Just as much as would go on the poin* of
a penknife It’s an old-faslioned drug, but it does
its work.”

“You think-she’ll get better ? -

“ Yes—unless anything else’turns pp.”

“ What do you think might turn up ¢

“ Oh, it’s just if she’s tubercular. I haven’t made
out any sign of T.B. in the lungs, but she’s rather
the type, and one has tc keep it in mind. No, I
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think on thc.whole she’ll get all right—yes, she’ll get
all right.”

He hummed for a minute; the pipe $tuck up
from his hard jaw and his eyes on the floor, he
scemed thinking of something. Then he turned on
the other. ‘

“ Are you a married man ¢ ”

_ “ Yes.

““ Get along all right with your wife ? ”

(11 ch.”

“You’re not 2 Goblin man ? Excuse me asking,
but this is a heart-to-heart talk; take me as your
doétor and spit it out.”

“ No,” said Anthony. ““I told you lat night the
truth.” ;

“I belicve you did,” said Gregg. ‘I only asked
you because your case interests me a lot more than
the girl’s. I’m going to ask you things—or would
you rather Ididn’t 2 ”

‘ Ask what you like,” said Anthony.

“ You sce, I’m a doflor, and a doétor is a lot more
than a chap who gives pills and bottles of medicine.
I’'m father-confessor to the worét side of Blooms-
bury, and I never chaige for spititual advice, .it
goes in with the medicine. Come to the point.
Always been faithful to your wife 2 »

““Yes, I have. I can say that honestly—except
only—once—yecars ago i1

“ We won’t bother about that. The be§t men

_make mistukes. You see, I'm working up your case
in my mind, getting to grips with you, because I’'m
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your friend. Friend ought always to be the name
for Doftor. Now I take it you’re well-to-do, living
up ‘there in Marlborough Terrace with your wife
and having a circle of friends ; you don’t belong to
the faét lot, and you are all very respétable, I
know. Well, have you told your wife about this
girl 122 ou ;

“No. I thought, of doing so lat night, but on
thinking it over this morning I found the thing so
difficult—almodt impossible.”

¢ Just so. I see your noint guite clearly. Con-
sidering what this girl is, no woman born of woman
and at the same time a wife would tolerate the
§tojy you would have to tell—u..less you told a lie
and said you picked her up in a $treet accident or
some yarn like that. No, you muét say nothing to
your wife.” g

“ I’'m glad you see my peint,” said Anthony.

‘1 see it clearly. But has it not occurred to you
that you are in a very peculiar and difficult position ?
To be frank, haven’t you tumbled yourself into
Goblin Market ? For, mark you, there are Goblin
girls as well as men. Don’t misunderstand me. A
Goblin may be an innocent thing—though there
aren’t many of them—and yet Jamnably dangerous.
This girl I know quite well inside and out. She’s a
poor little thing. I believe innocent, despite her
business—it’s the business that makes her a Goblin ;
and I'll tell you what happened to you the other
mght in that damn night club—you tumbled right
into the Market and she gave you a fruit to eat and
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it wasn’t an orange: it was just sympathy. If I
don’t misread you, she caught you by your good
qualitics ; and let me tell you that in this world
of ours it’s sometimes worse_to be caught by one’s
good qualities than by one’s vices. What’s to be
the end of it ?

Anthony said nothing.

Gregg said nothing; stood smoking and looking
before him as if trying to sce what was to be the end
of it. It was a sort of dumb consultation.

“You went to,sce her to-day,” said Gregg at
length. “ Couldn’t help it. I’d have done just the
same myself in your position. I feel in a way for
her ju$t as you do, only I’m a lot tougher and harder
and up to my eyes in work. She’s scarce more than
a child and the clinging type; she’s sick, without a
friend, pretty, like a flower thrown in filth—and
there you are. You’ve promised to pay for her
illness ; when she’s well what are you going to do—
fling her back in the filth? If not, what? I'm
not tlunlung of the girl—you can’t damage her;
question is, will she damage you if you go on taking
an cntercét in her 7 If you could tell your wife it
would be—at leat it might be—all right, but youn
can’t do that.”

“T sece what you mean,” said Anthony, and it’s
a relicf to be able to talk to a person that under-
ftands. I spoke to a relation about it this morning
—a Mr. Isaac Coborne." He couldn’t understand.
Honeétly, I wish I had never come across this busi-
ness. It was like turning the corner of a road and
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finding a person lying injured by an accident. One
couldn’t pass on. But I think you are wrong. 1
quite anderstand your meaning, but I don’t fear
any damage to myself. There are hundreds of good
people who would come to the help of this poor child
—for she is little more than a child—and when she
is recovered I hope and truét to find someone to
take an intereft in her, some woman who would
take her as a companion, maybe adopt her. The
only thing that makes the affair irritating and com-
plex is that I can’t tell my wife. . My wife is a good
woman, but I could never make her underftand.
Never.”

% Now T'll tell you something,” said Gregg.
“ I’ll get you out of the whole of th difficulty right
away. I can’t afford to be charitable in a money
sgnse, because I'm a poor man, and I lose four
hundred a year in bad debts, which is charity
in a way. Here’s what I proposel I'll charge
nothing for medical attendance on this case; you
can pay for the nursing and the landlady’s bill, and
when the girl’s well my wife will take her in hand
and look after her and get her settled. My wife’s
a good woman, I told her all about this case, and
she made me sce better than you’ve done that you
atted like a trump last night, I know she’ll take a
hand with the girl. Would you be prepared to pay
something small for maintenance, say for a year?
Say ten shilliugs a week and we’ll do the redt.”

I would,” said Anthony. .

“ But there’s only one condition,” put in the
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other: ‘“ycu muft leave her to us entirely. Go
back to your wife and forget about it and not sce
the girl again. T put that in for your own sake and
to kill two blrds with one §tone—to help the girl
- and help you.”

“You mean I'm not to see her to-morrow.’

“Yes, nor o other day. I’ll keep you mforrned
how things go.’

Sl promlsed to see her to-morrow, and I can’t
break my word. She was waiting to sce me to-day,”
said Anthony; “she’ll:be looking out for me,
to-morrow. You can see how it is. But I shall be
very glad indced to take your offer once she’s a bit
better and able to get about.”

Gregg watched Anthony with a contemplative
gaze, as one might watch a fly tangled in treacle ;
he was thinking less of Anthony than of the inétinét
of the girl—the innocent, uncalculating intin&t
that had made her scize upon and cling to this man
of all men beét suited to her needs: her need for
sympnthy no less than her material nceds. Well, it
wasn’t his affuir. He saw trouble quite clearly
ahead for this highly respeCtable bourgeois married
to a highly respc dable wife ; but Gregg had seen so
much misery that the idea of social disaters in
bourgeois circles left him somewhat cold. Still,
being a rcasonable man, be had done. what he
could. v

“ Well,” said he, “ we’ll leave it-at that; and
now let’s talk about ways and means. I’'m not
charging anything for medical advice—there’s only
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the nurse and the landlady—you can settle with
them. When she’s better we mxgnt be able to get
her down to some place in the country. I’ll turn
it over in my mina. Any place is better than
‘London. Curse the citics.” He brooded for a
moment. “ They say there’s as ‘much vice and
bad living in the villages. That’s a lie. Therc’s
animal ingtinés, there’s drunkenness, but there’s
not Rupell Street and Grub Street and the Mid-
night Follies facing Petticoat Lane with half a
-dozen churches between. Ever since Troy, Nature
has been making war on the citics ; men have done
the fighting, but she’s had a finger in it, she wants
thepi.gone. And now she’s given .nan the aeroplane
and taught him how to deftroy them—the
cities.”

£ ]amcs said a woman’s voice at the door,

“‘supper.’

Anthony walked nearly as far as the Marble Arch
before calling a cab to take him home. He felt
brighter and more lively in his mind than he had
done for a long time pat. Gregg was a fine §timu-
lant—better than whisky. A §trong man and a
kindly man and 2 ju$t man and a man of the world.
Beside him twinkling Isaac Coborne showed like a
glass bead beside a diamond.

As he walked a little ﬁgurc was walking beside
him with its cloak up to it throat, coughing some-
times. Accompanying him ever since he left the
night club it showed no sign of fading’ or tired-
ness.
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Calling a *axi he got in and it got in also, Then
it took his hand.

Anthony sighed deeply. Yes, the country.
Gregg would manage that. He had a shadowy
feeling that Gregg would manage everything so
that everything would come all right.
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