CHAPTER XVI
THE LETTER

It was not late when he got home, but the maid
said that her miStress had come back carly with a
headache and had retired for the night.

“The miftress told me to tell you, sir, there was
a letter for you in the §tudy.”

“ Oh,” said Anthony, hanging up nis hat, “a
letter, thanks. That will do; I’ll put the chain on
the door myself.”

A letter.

Had she discovered everytlling then by some un-
canny means ! Had Isaac met her at Amelia’s and
let the cat out of the bag? It could be nothing
else. What would she say in the letter? He
found himself moitening his lips.

It is a terrible thing for a man to live as Anthony
had lived with Selina for many years without
quarrelling, if not with great mutual love, and then
to come suddenly to blows. At least it was terrible
to Anthony, for she had in a sense become par: of
him. She had so long direfted his easy-going
nature in all sorts of ways, she had so long sat
opposite him at table, managed the little affairs of
the house, arranged their holidays,.and so forth,
that she had become a second nature.

Not only that, he shared her views in mot
important matters—as, for inftance, the relationship .
of a married man to other females. “ A man
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should $tic* to bis wife,” was a tenet honeftly held
by him ; indeed, it had always seemed to him that
to cheat at this game was equivalent to cheating at
cards. He had somectimes said so indeed when
reading the reports of the divorce court. ,

He had done'nothing wrong, but he never could
make Selina underétand that.

He hung up his overcoat ; .the cold fa&s of the
case could never be warmed for her to their true
life. He fumbled in his overcoat pocket for his
glasses and handkerchief; and then, inftead of going-
into the study to face and read the letter, he went
into the dining-room and turned on the light.

He helped himself 'to a whisky from the tagtalus
case and didr’t put in much soda.

Coborne might have told her he met him at
Weétminéter Court—probably had ; she would
know that the lie he told at luncheon about juét
having come from Birmingham was a lie. Then
there was the telegram about Mandelberg.

It really scemed as if the devil had carefully laid
a trap for him.

tle helped himself to another whisky and his
heart grew &rcager. ‘The whole thing was absurd
—absolutely. Why not go $traight up now to
Sclina and have it out ? She was sure to be lying
awake, crying probably; the thought of that and
the influence of the whisky moved him $trongly.
He saw himself sitting on the side of her bed saymg,
“ Look here, Selina, the whole .of this thing is a
moft ftupid tangle; the.e’s nothing earthly wrong
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in it. T’ll tell you the whole thing right from the
beginning. I’ve never hidden any hing from you,
as you know.”

He found himself caying to himself, * Let’s cut
the knot right away.”

Then he rose and put the glass on the sideboard
and left the room, forgetting to switch off the light.
In the hall he paused. -

He had courage enough to face the letter now.

“ Let’s sec first what she says,” said Le. “1It’s

just as well to know the ground one’s §tanding
on.” '

He went into the §tudy and turned on the light,
and there on the table was a lettar, the only one,
and placed evidently so that he would sce it at once
on entering the room.

He took it up ; it was addressed in typewriting to
M. Harrop, and it had been opened.

He took it from the envelope. It was quite a
document—a bill from Norman & Hazeltine’s for
the car. Taking down the engine, new $teering
gear, tyres, petrol, heaven knows what not, and the
total was ninety-scven pounds sixteen and three-
pence. ;

The car was Mrs, Earrop’s, bnt Anthony always
paid the repairs bill. It was always sent to her and
paid by him. It had come this evening and she had
placed it on his table as a reminder, for it was
overdue a month and marked “ Account Rendered.”

The relief was so great that he went to the dining-
room and mixsd himself another whisky and soda,
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" ~vhich he took back with him to the ftudy. Then
he lit a pipe.

And that was what all his trouble had been about,
and if he hadn’t had the sense to come in and look
at it he might now have bcen upétairs making
perfe€lly unnecessary confessions. He picked the
thing up and ran his eye over it. Then came the

_ thotight that it would have to be paid.

Paid out of the limited §tock of money he had in
the bank it-would reduce his balance by nearly a
hundred. : A

In calculating that his four hundred would last a
considerable time he had forgotten bills to be paid.

He couldn’t think af any other bill likely to,come
in just yet, but that did not detraét from the
chilling effeét of this clutch upon his purse.

‘'The cold, business-like hand of Selina had been
laid upon him; she whom he had fancied crying
upftairs was: no doubt asleep and snoring.

At that moment it seemed to him that all he owed
her was a bill to be paid—a bill extending in its
items over many years, a bill which he had paid and
patd and paid, but which always had to be paid
again. A*bill for what ¢ What' had he received
from her ? ‘ ot

He wasn’t thinking in terms of money alone, but
of life.” Because of her he had done so much that
he didn’t want to do : lived in this house that he
disliked, helped in its support. .What had she
given hirh in return 2 ) :

He didn’t consider th~ faét that she had been a
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good wife in her way and that his easy-going nature,
might have gone to jelly and ruin only 1or her as a
mould ; that with her he had enjoyed reasonable
contentment, if not shappiness; that she did not
nag and that she did not interfere with his doings ;

» that her high and old-fashioned respetability which
had surrounded him as an aura, though a laughablc
matter in these days, was yct sanitary and saving in
a world. where ‘doubtful pleasures have absolutely
undoubtful results in the way of headaches, depres-
sion and the general malaise which goes by the name
“of its symptom—unret.

He had seen and heard of quite nice men gone to
blazes and pieces because of, extravagant, luétful,
drunken or doping wives, and he had scen and heard
of unmarried men who for want of guidance were
dead or doing time, like Wilkinson, the bank
maznager, sent by the High Life to Portland.

No, he thought nothing of all this, ,

Selina, as he sat there sucking his pipe, scemed
nothing but a tradeswoman who had made a good
bargain for herself.

Then he took another drink of “hlsky and his
mood changed.

He was too good ol hcart or maybe it was too
much effort to keep up a grudgc and an edge againgt
Sclina, especially under the influence of tobacco
and whisky: His mood changed to a rather pleasant
and doleful feeling that he was a2 man not exaélly
wronged, but never exallly righted. That Fate
had somehow .been againét him. A sympathetic
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rompanijon might have heard a lot on this subjeét
had one been with him, and as he sat like this the
mood changed again and the something behind
everything made its appearance: that sweet girl,
that poor thing—that poor thing.

She hadn’t §tayed behind in the cab; she was
here with him in his own home, and her little hand
was in his again.

It was ncarly one o’clock when he went upétairs
to bed. } 3
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CHAPTER XVI1l
A BUMCH OF GRAPES

Next day at four o’clock you might have scen
Anthony in Harrods, in the fruit department. He
did mo#t of his shopping at Harrods, where he had
an account, and he. was well known in the cigar,
hosiery, hat, hairdressing and fruit departments.
Selina rarely bought fruit; she left that expensive
business to Anthony, as 4 rule.: He was §tanding
now inspecting the fruits of the world, attrafted
from East-and West, North and South to the great
Lorldon market :

Apples and quinces.
Lemons and oranges.
Plump unpecked cherries.
Melons and raspberries.
Bloom-down-cheeked peaches.
Swart-headed mulberries.
Wild, free-born cranberries.
Crab apples, dewberries.
Pineapples, blackberries.
Apricots, §trawberriés ;—

All ripe together.

He chose a big bunch of black Hamburg grapes.
‘ Down to your account, sir ? *’ asked the assistant
as he handed the parcel.

“ No,” said Anthony, I’ll pay for them.”
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CHAPTER XVIII
SOUTH

WHEREVER you find prosperity in Business, hunt for
the Jew. You will find him in seven cases out of
ten hidden somewhere, if he’s not conducting affairs
with the help of a Scotchman. Mandelberg was
a Jew, and the fact that the firm of Harrop and
Mandelberg was not prospering was not to be
placed to his account. ‘That it was alive at all,
hanging on to the precipice edge with its teeth and
kicking for foothold, was a miracle due to hxm
alone.

This morning, many days after the opening date
of this §tory, Mandelberg was seated in his office,
smoking cigarettes and looking over the morning
papers. ‘The coming ele€tion had catt its depressing
spell upon Goblin Market, to use Gregg’s name for
London Town. Even the sales nf the book depart-
ment were affeCted, down to the moét frankly
indecent of its' Goblin wares. Reading the various
papers just skimmed by Mandelberg, you gathered
the fa&t that if either a Labour, Liberal or Con-
servative Government was returncd to power the
State would be ruined, that if either a Conservative,
Liberal or Labour Government were returned the
State would be saved, that the Conservatives were
fools, the Liberals liars and the Labour men traitors,
- and vice versa.

Mandelberg put the Daily Hmzld on top of the
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Morning Poft and was in the at of lighting another
cigarette when Moses Levensteii. was shown in.
Moses was §tout, with red, curling hair and the voice
of a little child. Fe was exceedingly prosperous
looking and he wore a big emerald ring, worth maybe
two hundred pounds, and he wore it without shame.

He took a cigarette. He scldom refused anything,
and sat down and began to talk about business.’

First of all, he wanted a small subscription for
Mrs. Isaac Cohen, who had been left a widow.
He gave details, and Mandelberg promised to
attend to that matter and send a sovereign to
Hart & Wiscman, the bankers, of Gracechurch
Strekt. Philanthropy done with, Moses talked of
the eleétion.

“You’re a prote€tionist, ain’t you, Mandy ?
said Moses. 3

*“You mean I’'m not a fool,” said Mandy.
“ Prote@ionift!” He held forth for,at leadt six
minutes on that subje&, even rising and pacing the
room in the fire of his zeal, Moses watching and
liftening, saying nothing, smoking, and mentally
taking note of an old print hanging by the window.

When the other had don. he signified his assent,
rose up, looked at the print, saw that it was worthless
and returned to his seat. _

“Yes, that is so,” said he; * but, all the same,
Mandy, there’s other sides of the quegtion. You’ve
got a big conne&ion, haven’t you, all over the
country, and you can’t sell your home-made goods
because the foreigner car, make them cheaper and
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esnd them in without duty ? Well, now, see here,
supposing you wtre offered the sole agency of the
Hahn car and the Hahn clutch and the Brandenburg
magneto—they’re all in the grasp of the same hand
—and you couldn’t take it because this Government
bars them out with its Tariff Bill, what would you
say about protetion ? ”

“How do you mean{” asked Mandelberg,
sitting down.

“1 mean,” said Moscs, “T might pull off that
deal for you on a ten per cent. commission bas1s,,
and you’d make more money in six months over it
than you would in a year paying high wages to
Enghshmcn cven Selind a tariff.  But, you ‘see,
you're a proteioniét.”

“Oh, damn protetion!” cried Mandelberg.
“I mean, don’t shove that at me—it’s every man
for himself if a Government is fool enough to let
him play histhand. The Hahn Company—are you
sure

“ No, I am not sure,” said Moses, * but the deal
might come off.unless a tariff wall blocks it out, and
I just brought the idea to you, Mandy, to see how
you shaped ‘over it. Tariff or no tariff, what with
overhcad charges ard other tnings, manufaéturing
in England is a poor game, much better handle
ftuff from outside and join in with the big bugs.”

“ Book me seats,” said Mandelberg,  for myself
and partner, if it turns‘up; sure .you have first
call}”?

“Sure—or near so. I'll note what you say,
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Mandy; and, mark you, keep your mouth shut.
Don’t talk to no one, except to Mr., Harrop;
don’t even think toa much of it, for in this world
nowadays you don’t know that chaps ain’t liftening
in to your thoughts. And how’s Mr. Harrop ? ”

‘¢ Oh, he’s all right—making a fool of himself—"
Mandelberg checked. “ Girl ” he finished.

‘“ Ah, well,” said' Moses with a wheezy laugn,
“ boys-will be boys ; but ain’t he a bit on the offside
for that game, and hasn’t he a missus somewhere ?

“ Should think he had,” said' the other, *and
there’ll be hell to pay if she wakes up and finds him
plajing the giddy goat. Laft man in the world
to get himself in that sort of tangle.”

“ Well, he certainly ain’t the firf,” said Moses,
rising and taking his hat. He rcfused the offer. of
aswhisky and soda, and departed leaving the other
to turn over this new idea in his head,

There might be something in it and there
mightn’t. The la‘ter eventuality was much the
more probable. Strangely enough, now that Moses
was gone, the proje¢t he had held in the air began
to irritate the Jew. The very entertaining of it
seemed to shake his f~ith in the resuit of the General
Eleftion, until now firm. He had denied his faith
in the san&ity of Proteltion, openly blasphemed
againt ity and ten minutes later, when Anthony
turned up dressed in a bowler and grey tweed and
looking in a hurry about something, he.found his
partner out of temper,

“I’m running down 'to the . country,” said
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Anthony,-” for a day or two, and I juét looked in.
Anything doing ? 7

“ No,” said the other, * a fellow has been in with
a wild-cat scheme, but there’s nothing in it. Where
are you going to i ”

“Down to the country to see about a little
business of my own I’ve got to attend to.”

“ How’s the missus ?

¢ She’s all right.” :

Mandelberg knew all about the girl. He was
Anthony’s third confidant. He didn’t care a button#
what his partner did in this respe&. Anthony
could not be put much out of working order ap far
as the business was concerned, simply because he
never did any business, or scarcely any. He was a
slocping partner, and what his dreams might be
were of no concern in a money sense. Still, they
did not want complications, and Mandelberg could
not help a vague resentment at the fact that Anthony
was making a fool of himself. At his age and with
a wife like that he had no right to be messing about
with girls. He had litened to the tale of woe, but
unlike Gregg and Coborne he had said nothing in
the way of advice. Experierce had taught him
that where a man and a woman are concerned it is
quite useless for an onlooker to say anything.

“ And how’s that girl ? ” he asked.

“She’s better and about to be moved. As a
matter of, fa&t, I’m running down to sce about a
place to send her to, somewhere’ quiet and cheap
where she will be able to recover.”
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“ Well,” said Mandelberg, ““ I hope <..2’ll.get Jil
right, and it’s good of you to take an interest in her,
but, for God’s snkc,,Anthony, mind the wife—you
don’t want complications.”

“There’s nothing to produce comphcatxons
replied Anthony. “If a man can’t help a poor
creature in diftress what’s the world coming to ?
There won’t be any complications, and wha’.
more,” he suddenly fired, ““ I don’t care a damn if
there are.”

“ Hullo, hullo,” thought Mandelberg, but he
sai1 nothing, whilst the other recovered and went
on.

¢ 1 don’t want rows, that’s all. There’s nothing
to hide ; it’s only the fact that wom~n can’t under-
§tand a thing like this that prevents me from telling
her right out. Now I mu& be off ; I’ve got a cab
outside waiting.”

¢ Right,” said Mandclberg, “and 'sec here, I’ll
put you up to a *ip; if the wife scems to suspect
your being away like this, tell her you’re off on
eletion business, helping the Conservatives to get
in. Does she know anything of eleftion matters ?

“ No,” replied Anthony,  she takes no interest
in politics at all. Well, so long.”

He went off.

He did not inform the other that, as a matter of
fadt, he had told Selina he was running down to the
Isle of Wight to help in the Conservative cause,
which wasn’t exa&ly a lic, for he had a friend in the
island, a prominent Conservative, Colonel Jameson
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b, name, ~~d he would visit him, and maybe attend
a meeting if sucu a thing were on, and certainly
speak to all and sundry in favour of the Conserva-
tive cause, cven though Barrow Farm, where,
through the agency of Gregg, rooms had been
obtained for the'invalid, was his real objeétive.

Qutside, in the cab, which contained his suit-
~ace, he gave the ordcr to drive, not to Waterloo
Stanon, but Rupe]l Street.

After all, it was not his business to mform
Mandelberg that in going to the country he was,
taking Rupell Street en route.

On moft days durmg the long illness he (md
called there, never scaying for more than ten minutes
or quarter of an hour; on the days when he did
not call, held off, maybe, by some subconscious
uneasiness at the tangle in which he was involving
himself, he sent a wire. -

On those diys, like a man who has §topped taking
a drug, he was reftless, and Lucv’s face (Lucy was
her other name) looked at him over his chop or the
newspaper he had juét lowered, that charming face
that illness made scem even younger—looked at him
as if to say '“ I have been waiting for you all day
and, see, you haven’c come ! ” v

Yes, decidedly he should have taken Isaac Coborne
and Gregg’s advice, at the. beginning of things,
before she had quite begun to talk to Inm like that
in her absence.

The taxi drew up at the house in Rupe]l Street
and Anthony got out aud rang the door bell.
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Admitted by the dubious-looking maid-servant, he
went §traight upstairs to the front)room, where she
was sitting waiting for him dressed for going out,
very tottery §till, and even younger looking than
on the night he had seen her firft. Younger—
younger ¢ No, it wasn’t exaltly that. It was
more that a dreadful something had vanished from
her ; the breath of something that had breathed on
her face and clung had passed away.

It was as though the period of illness and the
Jeal sympathy and kindness of the man who had
protc&ed her, and, perhaps, the subconscious
knoyvledge that thmgs were all right now, had freed
hersoul from the cage that» hzd caught and held
1t.

She could be herself. It was as though a father
had dropped out of the blue, taking all resporsi-
bilities—a more than kind father to whom she could
cling as a young girl clings to a male parent.

“ Well, there you are,” said Anthony in a cheerful
voice. “ All your things packed ?”

“Yes,” she said, *‘everything is downétairs.
Mrs. Jones said it would be better to take them
down. Do you know, I’ve Leen waiting’and waiting
and alI the time I ve been fzeling you wouldn’t
come.’

‘ And what made you feel like that ? ”” asked he,
taking her hand and patting it.

“I don’t know. It seemed too good to be true,
going to the country. But you bave come.” She
smiled up at him and h-ld his hand for a second
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flat between her palm. ‘Then she rose up suddenly,
jumpea to her f-et in her cagerness to be off ; but
she tottered and he had to hold her a sccond with
his arm about her waist till the momentary giddiness
passed.

She laughed as she went before him down the
§tairs, holding the banifter rail, and she kissed the
hard-faced nurse in the hall. She would have
kissed anyone just then, even the landlady, perhaps,
but that person did not appear. ‘The nurse did the
scndmg—off and had already §towed her luggage-——
a man’s large suit-case, almoét new and marked witn
the letters A. J. and a hat-box—in the taxi.

That suit-case c2§t a tiny shadow across AnthAny’s
thoughts. Who was A. J.? TUseless to ask and
useless to think of it.

It was a bright sunny day, one of those autumn
days so curiously suggestive of spring, and as they
drove to Waterloo, the creature beside him, indif-
ferent as a buttcrﬂy to anythmg but the moment,
scemed plunged in a reveric purely pleasurable- -
the pleasure of the invalid who is out for the firft
day, after an illness. They scarcely spoke.

She did not even kuow his name. If she had
heard it she had forqotten it. She had never asked
it. Speaking of him to the nurse or the landlady
or Gregg she had spoken of “ that gentleman,”

She had never asked the ‘names of the men she
had met. If you had §topped the taxi and said to
her, “Who is this gentleman you are driving

“with ? 7 she could only have rephed “He is a very
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dear friend whom I love ; different from ~very - e
else —usmg the word “he” Uecause Anthony
was a “he.”  As a man he was entirely indifferent
to her, just as all the men had been whom she had
met with. Yet it gave her pleasure and comfort to
hold his hand, and she could have put her arms
round his neck and kissed him just as girls kiss and
cuddle a father or a horse. Great affeétion, a thi-;
that can link itself with, yet be entirely divorced
from, sexual love.

At Waterloo, before the ticlet-office window,
ashng for two firft-class tickets to Shanklin, the
Stradgest feeling came to Anthony, half pleasurable,
half panicky. Those two tickets seemed to link
them queerly together; they brought before him
the severe ghot of the unconscious Selina.

.There was nothing wrong, he told himself, yet
the crowd on the platform filled him with uneasiness.
Could it be possible that amidét so many people
there was no person who knew him !

“However, the Isle of Wight train was in and
waiting at Platform No. 8 ; the man who punched
the tickets at the gate seemed to see nothing wrong
in the business, and a few minutes later, seated in
the luncheon-car opposite his companion, the panic
passed. No, there was no person in the carriage
that knew him. He left her for a moment to buy
the Daily Telegraph and spme picture papers from
a newsboy, and when he came back she had taken
off her gloves and settled herself comfortably in her -
corner.
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. How vretty she was! Well-dressed, simple and
dainty, fresh, toc, for the excitement of the journey
had lent her colour, and the new environment
seemed to have lent her §trength, for the mental
ftimulation of a patient’s firt day out docs them
more good than'the * air.”

She sat for a while absorbed in the picture paper
he had glvcn hcr, then, when the train was clearing
London, in the view from the window till luncheon
was served.

It was the firft meal they had shared in common,
Anthony and his protégée, and it was a little brad
of a new sort between them. She had never ,Pked
where they were going, nor did she now; she was
content to take cverything given her and to go
anywhere she was asked. If anyone had questioned
her she could only have answered, “I am going
where my friend goes.” If Anthony had said, “1
am taking you to China,” she would have said,
{1 Yes',,

She had no ties; if she had dropped dead not a
single soul in th2 world would have cared or mourned
for her—only Anthony She had no conventional
bonds—proprie*y or impropriety could neither hold
her nor injure her ; she was the most adrift thing
in the universe, or would have been only that she
was following.in the wake of her new companion.

He watched with pleasure the dainty way she
ate and her delicate hands, unspcu.led by work,
useless for work.

There are hands that s.y, “ I can do nothing but
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hold you ”—cHildish hands that can yet grip with
the $trength of iron and cling -vith tenaucy of
Fate. He watched her hands, whose movements
were pleasurable to swatch as the movements of
butterflies.

Then, after the meal and looking at the pictures
in The Sketch, her eyes closed and the paper sagged,
refting on the table; she had dropped asicep.
Dropped asleep with her head slightly sideways and
refting againét the cushion of the carriage.

He could watch her now without interruption.

Sleep seemed holding her like a mother, and the

sigiy of her like that in her hclplcssncss filled
Antnony’s heart with the,tcpdereft and moft
beautiful emotions that the heart of man can hold :
emotions pure as light, that, yct, wuuld not have
exifted had she been a thought less pretty, less
fragile, less childlike, less helpless.

The table-cloth had not yet been removed and
the attendant came to take it away, but Anthony
nodded towards the sleeping girl and the man left
it and went off, sure of an extra tip,

She did not awake till the §top at Fratton, when,
all of a sudden, sleep dropped from her. . She §tared
around her for a seccad with sightless eyes ; then her
gaze met his and she smiled, the all aftray look
passing from herin a flash,

It was ‘as though her awakening had to do with
him entirely, like the awakening of the Sleeping
Beauty to the kiss of the Prince.

The day £till held, placid and sunny, the Solent
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lay blue and calm and the Isle of ight and the
spuv. .. nyde the prettiest picture.

They sat on detk during the crossing. He placed
the travelling rug round her knees, and she sat, the
picture papers beside her and her hands folded in
her lap, her eyes, forgetting Anthony for a moment,
fixed on the sea as if contemplating old memorics,
vague as ghosts.

144



CHAPTER XIX
FERN-LAND AND FAIRY-LAND

IT was Jeannie Gregg who had recommended the
JIsle of Wight. Anthony had never seen her, yet
she had seen him in mental pitures developed from
what her husband said about him.

“P'm fair sick of the business,” said Gregg oz.
evening. “ You can’t do it—it’s againét everything.
No man, not if he was a hundred, can mix himself

pwith a g1r1 like this without troublc, and he’s

\ﬂ: about it and respetable, and there’s the
' wife.”

Jeannie didn’t scem to bother ‘much about the
wife. She was moétly concerned abe-t the girl.
She had been to see her and knew at once that she
was worth fighting for and doing things for, knew
at once that she was not the sort of girl that
“ Rescue Work ” can touch.

And if Anthony Harrop, a good man by all
accounts, took the care of her, who was to say him
nay. He couldn’t damage her, he might save her,
he could certainly remove her from her hateful
surroundings, and the ma&ter faét reniained that he
was obétinate in his determination not to hand her
over to §trangers. He would, no doubt, some time
or another, have to settle accounts with his wife ;
that was his look out.
~ Once some years back she had §tayed at the Barrow
Farm at Myrtleftone near the ancient village of

10 145‘



GGBLIN MARKET

Godshill. She suggeéted the place 'to Gregg, who,
half-demurring,” passed the suggeftion on to
Anthony, who wrote and engaged rooms for himself
and his niece. He would leave her there and come
back to town. Maybe ftay a day or two till she
was settled ; and “ the be&t way for you to come,”
wrote Mrs. Macket1, the wife of William Mackett,
farmer, of the Barrow, “is to come f§traight to
Shanklin and take a taxi from there. I will order
one to meet your train.” : '

She did, and ,in the cvening light at Shanklin
§tation they found it waiting for them.

It was Anthony’s firt visit to the island, and not
even the taxi could deftroy the quiet charm of the
§trange green land through which it took its way—
the land or ancient, winding roads and wandering
ways ; woods and meadows, old beyond memory, all
guarded by the great sea Downs at whose feet the
dusk was guthering.

They passed through the green village of Gods-
hill, with its church high above it built by the
fairies, and or and beyond by lanes that seemed to
leud nowhere into the heart of the dusk and through
a gateway'to the door uf a house.

Anthony got cat. The house door was open
showing a §tone passage lit by a swinging lamp.
From the dark of the evening and a clump of woods
to the left came the single challenge of a rook, and
from a byre at the back the low of a cow, sounds
momentary and cut off by the, great silence that
held Macketts’ and th+: woods and the land for
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miles around.’ Then a door opecned down the
passage to the sound of the frying cf bacon ana Mrs.
Mackett appeared, §tout and motherly, and wiping
her hands in her apron and apologising for not
having heard the taxi.

She showed them into the low-pitched, oak-
bedmed sitting-room on the 'left of the passage,
where tea-things were set out on the centre
table and where on the broad hearth a log was
burning.

Then she brought them upétairs to show them
tiveir rooms—low-pitched rooms like the one below,
with sagging floors and latticed windows, chintz
curtains ; rooms specklessly «clean ; rooms simple
and homely and honeft, and perfumed with the
vague faint perfume that was Mackets .

It filled the whole house like a ghott, this perfume
of sea and age and lavendcr and country ; it greeted
you on your fir§t entry, and then after a day or so
it vanished—#till there, but unperccived through
euftom.

They say Charles the Firét visited Macketts’ in
the course of his wanderings through the island ;
could he return he would fiad little change, or only
in the furniture o the sittirg-room, where the
Viétorian age had left its definite mark.

Waiting for the girl to come down, Anthony
took his seat in one of the two arm-chairs on either
side of the fire-place. How §till the place was;
the silence in some cunning way seemed to'have made
itself a part of everything—part of the coloured
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picture of The Great Exhibition on the wall opposite
to him, of the ttraight-backed chairs, the couch
with its antimacassar, the book-case with the glass
front ; it scemed like something moveless, watching,
waiting to sprmg—somcthmg none too surely
amiable.

He could hecar vtow the ticking, slow and
measured, of the tall clock in the passage outside,
the slipping of the scconds one by one to be loét for
ever in the past, and now from the woods a vague
whisper : the night wind had risen, blowing gently
and gently stirring the trees.

There came a §tep and the door, a bit ajar, was
pushed open. ¢

It was the girl, the lamplight shining full upon
her face and her dark, wavy hair. She seemed a
different person ; it was the environment of the
room, perhaps, the new background that absorbed
from her the'last trace of London, lending her some
of its old-fashioned atmosphere, a something inde-
pendent yet linked with the perfume of the
house.

Che came round the table, touching it lightly
with a finger, then she dropped on to the arm of his
chair.

“ Well, here we are at last,” said Anthony, taking
the evcr-ready little hand,  Youw’re not tired,
are you 1 ”

“ No,” she said. “I don’t feel as if I’d ever be
.tired again.” She repeated the.la$t four words
slowly as if talking to her.elf and couniing the four
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fingers of his hand, one for each word. Then she
paused. “ Listen! B

“It’s the wind in the trees,” said Anthony.

The wind had risen, blowmg §tronger, the south-
west wind that has given Gallows Wood a definite
bend, the wind that blew before Charles was king,
before the Romans had lande-..

She liftened, bending ever so little closer to him
as though the wind were pressing her as it pressed
the trees.

It has a lonely sound,.that wind of autumn,
gufting up from the channel across Chale Bay and
Atherfield, and for a moment it seemed to Anthony
to ring himself and the girl witlsits desolation, cut
them off from the world as though thcy were on a
desert island, he and she—an island ringed w1th
bleak winds and threatening seas.

‘After supper Anthony, remembering the eleétion,
spoke to Mrs. Mackett about it as she'was clearing
the things, whil§t the girl took her place, half
lmeeling, half sitting on the hearthrug close to his
chair.

“I’m a friend of Colonel ]ameson and I hope to
take a hand in it,” said he, giving away his political
bias at once in the {tatement.

‘ Indeed, sir ? ” replied the woman.

Her tone and manner checked him. He sensed
at once the fa& that she was not of his Party, and
for the fir§t time he found himself up against the
great gulf fixed between the Islander and thie Overner
from Englanc.
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The ele&tion, which he had put aside from his
mind and which: he had used as a pretext for his
visit to the island, came suddenly home to him.  On
it, and it alone, dcpendcd his exiftence as a free and
independent being. It was everything to him and
to the girl.

The Mackett cat h:d come in and gone dlrcé’dy
to ber; she was nursing it now and talking to it in
whispers, her cheek againét its head. On the other
hand, Mrs. Mackett, ftolid, square-waiSted and
engaged in removing the supper-things, held hlS
mind.

Touch an egg in the hen-house and this woman
would be up in arins,'detroy an induftry in which
she had no intere§t and would she care ? Never.
She couldn’t unders§tand, and she was only a tiny
bit of the great Indifference of the majority of the
Public to the tribulations of certain small businesses
and the threatened detruction of Anthony Harrop’s
liberty.

It was like coming on the butt-end of the Grea:
Wall of China, the commonplace and touchable
parc of a monstrous whole extending like a dragon
through infinite ditances.

Having cleared away the things, she brought
in two flat brass candlefticks and placed them
on the side .table with two boxes of, matches.
The cat went out with her and she closed the
door.

Anthony sat musing. The ele&mn had him in
its grip, making him forget for the moment where
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he was, even thte girl, who, drawing up, was retting
her head againft the atm of his chair.

Then when he came to he found that the person
who was never going to be tired again was yawning

and trying to hide the faét.
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"CHAPTER XX
THE DREAM

He lit the candle for her and accompanied her down
the passage to the foot of the &airs, where, saying
good night, she kissea him.

Pat her hand round his aeck, drew his face
towards hers and kissed him, a hurried, fiery little
kiss of thanks from sleepy lips, of gratitude—
affetion.

He watched her go up candlestick in hand, then
he turned and went back into the sitting-room,
where he §tood bérore the fire with his foot on the
bar of the fender, his eyes on the embers of the log.

He had no name for her. He could not endure
the name Lucy Grey, that nom de guerre, that
hateful libel. Her real name ? Ah! did she cven
know it hersclf ? Perhaps, but she had not told
him. She had told him nothing about herself,
she scemed to want to know nothing about him.

They were no closer to one another than on the
night when they firft met, except for the affetion
that had sprung up between them, binding them
together so naturally yet so curiously.

" Just as the ivy takes the oak by a thousand little
hands, so shc had taken him in a thousand little
bonds each almogt nothing, but colleftively her.

The whole business was hers in drigin.

He was not thinking of that, nor of the fat that
the terrible thing, if one could use the word terrible
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in connetion with a creature so essentially innocent,
was her power of acquicscence, of taking life as it
came to her, apparently without question, men as a
means of livelihood like knitting, and gifts as natural
lendings like the air she breathed and the water she
drank. She had never once thanked him by word
of mouth for what he had dune for her—she seemed
to take it all as a matter of course ; of the fut—-2 she
scemed absolutely indifferent. Never had she
thanked him by word, but what spoken thanks
would equal the real affe€tion she held for him—
for him, not because he had helped her in trouble
but because he was himself—an affettion springing
from the fir§t prompting of the Hog-like inétinét that
had made her cross to his table tbat night. She
who could love like a child, or, perhaps it would be
truer to say, like a dog.

He was not thinking of that, though doubtless it
was at the back of his mind. He was looking at
her pi€ture againét the white dice of the smouldering
log, liftening to the faint sound of the trees in the
wind, liftening to the silence of the house that had
rcturncd now that he was alone, like water re-
br1mmmg a well.

Yes. ' y

He took his pipe from the mantelpiece and filled
it, lit it, and $tood for a moment smoking with his
back to the fire and his hands in his pockets; then
he came across to the coloured print of, The Great
Exhibition, put'on his glasses and examined it for
a moment, passing on td the book-case where lived
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old-fashioned books that no one read, ‘not even the
summer visitors. e took a book from it at random.
Then he came back to the fire and sat down.

Gregg had told him that, despite her youth and
prettiness, she was not of the order of women that
attraéts men, that she ‘was negative in that business,

_pleasing for a moment, Hut unable to hold.

H- was wondering 1f she had ever kissed a man of
her own initiative, even only with the kiss of affettion
that had been his; and, if so, what the man must
have been like who had let her go without holding
her for always. Yes. For always, as part of
himself.

He bent forward und taking the poker stirred the
remains of the log slightly, and then, with the point
of the poker, he broke up the white, dice-like
divisions of the embers. ,

A knock came to the door. He §tarted and
turned ; it was only the woman to ask did he want
anything more that night. When she had gone he
leaned back in his chair, relit his pipe that had gone
out, and picking the book he had seleted from the
tablé turned over its leaves.

It was a little black-covered book with the in-
scription on its cover ¢ Shorwell and its History.”

The thing was nearly a hundred years old, pub-
lished in Flect.Street by one Thomas Norton at the
Sign of the Angel in the ycar of our Lord 1813,
The book seemed mostly about people of Shorwell,
and the people all seemed to live in the churchyard.
This sort of people are generally the pleasantest
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inhabitants of a country parish, but they are not the
mos$t cheerful individuals to read: about, especially
at night, at Macketts’ and with the wind &irring
Gallows Wood.

Quaint inscriptions from tombs and memorials
were given at length.

Inmate in grieve he took his grandchild heire,

Whose soul did haste to make to him repaire,
- And so to heaven along as little page

With him did poast to wait upon his age,

read Anthony of Sir John Leigh, buried with little
Barnabas Leigh, his grandchild, both in the same
tomb.

And from the tomb of another Leigh’s wife the
inscription : ;

. Vae Soli >—Woe to the lone one. Woe to the
lone one.

The whole tragedy of the death and Burial business
was summed up in that. :

He closed the book and placed it on the table.
Then, after a while, tapping out his pipe, he rose,
lit his candle, put out the lamp and came upflairs.

His room was next to hers at the'end of the
passage, a pleasant room, but low-pitched, as I have
said, beamed with oak, the chintz curtains drawn
across the little window. :

A sampler on the wall opposite his bed proved
on close inspeétion with the candle to be the work
of Elizabeth Mackett who was sixteen years of age.
in the year 1693. It was figured with 2 dog and a
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kettle and a cat and a plough and 4 daffodil ; it
displayed piety ir a four-line verse, and it might
have been done a year ago for all the mark of time
on it.

This had possibly been her room. Sleeping in
old houses like ' this is like sleeping in History,
especially when the be 's are half as old as the walls,
" like the beds at Macketts’. )

Anthorny, with the candle blown out, was thinking
something like this; brooding on the thought a
moment too long,.the dcor of dreams opened a bit
and the sampler-maker slipped through, a ghoft

over two hundred years old yct a fresh young girl,
who kissed him, tuined and tripped up a suddenly
built $tairs with 4 candle in her hand to a door
through which he followed her into a churchyard.

It was the going up the dream §tairs that no doubt
raised the churchyard to such a height above the
surrounding dream country, which could be scen
for miles on every side ; there were daffodils every-
where and a plough was leaning againét the guarding
wall. The girlihad vanished. She was dead and
buried and he was looking for her gravestone ; here
was one marked like a sampler, but it was Sir John
Leigh’s—Sir John alter whom the, baby Barnabas
had “ poafted ” to att as a little page. And here
was one marked simply “ Pae Soli >—Woaqe to the
lone one. Heawoke lying‘on his back, and turnmg,
went to sleep again, chloroformed by thc air of the
Downs and the sea.
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CHAPTER XXI
FRESHWATER BAY

He was awakened by the Mackett maid-of-all-work
entering his room with hot water 'and pulling up
the blind.

The fair weather §till held, and, the window far'mg
eaft, a level beam of sunhght ﬁruck the wal: 6pposite
his bed.

He had awakened difturbed in his mind, and the
sunlight and the pleasant surroundings of the room

-did not dispel the shadow upon him—a shadayw:
born, maybe, of some dream ‘that had left scarcely
a mark on memory. A feeling of absolute insccurity
was about him, as though in this quict place, so far
from everywhere so silent, things were crouchmg
ready to spring upon him—upon him and upon her.

It was just now, perhaps, that he rdcognised for
the firft time that he had embarked on a ftrange
adventure, if not a new way of life, that he couldn’t
divide himself from the being in the next room,
that she had become dear to him in the mot
curious and complex way, as a worman, as a child,
as a creature to be protefted, a3 the only person he
had ever really cared for.

Meeting this recognition came now the ghofts
into which the shadow had resolved itself.

Money. There was little more than two hundred
pounds in the bank now, deducing the bills he had
paid and whac he had draw.. He had ready money
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to ladt some little time, but his main ¢tore was only
two hundred. How long would that lat?

If the business recovered all would be right, but
if it didn’t ?  If this terrible cle€tion went wrong ?
The world-force that might either save him or
crush him like ah avalanche—and her. Then came
another ghot, Seli-a. Absolutely dumb, but
absolutely inimical, un.nowing, yet at any moment
possibly *nformed.

Wronged, maybe !

Never before had the idea of Selina as a *‘ maybe
wronged woman >’ occurred to him, perhaps because
never before had the girl with whom he had been
playing this §trangs game of friend and proteétor
shown him the §trength of her hand and the fa&t
that hearts were trumps.

Gregg had spoken of her as a Goblin girl—
innocent, yet ftrayed jinto the Market and con-
demned to scll Goblin fruit ; no matter how pure
and healthy the fruit might be, it would be tainted
by the Market, at least to the eyes and tafte and
smell of all “ respe€table ” people, all normal people
who yet recognised that the woman bazaar was as
essential to Sncicty as the Stock Exchange or
Billingsgate.

Anthony, falling in with this view, had lifted
Selina with Isaac Coborne and all the tribe who are
down on fallen women, though reckoning them to
be part of Society ; he had, in faét, Iooked on himself
as a superior to these folk, told himself that he
would tell Selina all about the busiaess only for

158



FRESHWATER .BAY

the confounded wrong-headed row there was sure
to be.

He didn’t tell himself that th:s morning, or did
so with less self-conviction.

He did not blame himself for the position he was
in, recognising that the position’' was not of his
deliberate making, that it h-1 come upon him by
degrecs, of itself and not ov.1ng to the beckoning of
ill intent.

In ‘faét, after the fir§t recognition it scarcely
bothered him; but it was there all the same—
something threatening trouble, yet less defined and

_less ironical than the money worry.

The Seclina trouble was athizal; it could only
develop into frightful rows—even separation from
Selina.

The money trouble could develop into hedven
¥nows what, for without money how could he hold
what had become so dear to his hears ?

He rose up and began to dress and felt better.

.The recumbent pc:ition, especially in the morning,

is a veritable forcing-bed for developing worries ;
on his feet now, and shaving before the uptilted
dressmg-table mirror, he f:lt not only better but
in a fighting mood. It was the hard §treak in his
charater making itself felt.

Anthony was a bad man to push. He had the
power of developing within himself an aftounding
amount of anger-cnergy if things or events aroused
him to a certain pitch of resiftance, 1ot people.
He was a b~d hater, too, human perhaps. He had
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flang his wife’s sifter out, not from hatred of her
but of the little events she was always creating
antagoniftic to his.comfort and interefts. Againét
things and events, if they resisled or were inimical
to him, he could blaze out in an amazing manner,
as you would admit if you had ever seen him hunting
for a loét collar-§tud i nder the chest of drawers.

He finished shaving a 'd completed dressing. As
he was . -inding his watch—he wound it night and
morning—preparatory to putting it in his pocket, a
sound $truck his ear—a sweet, low, thrilling sound ;
someone was whiétling a tune he had never heard
hefore. It was the girl in the next room. Like a
flasu the memory came zo him of that night when he
had mct her fir§t, the pi€ture of her sitting at the
table near vy, hei- mind wandering for a moment
and her lips pursed up as though she were whx&hng
softly to hersclf.

The tune broke off, then went on. It was the
old Canadian tune “ La Violette Dandine,” the tune
the canoe men and trappers kncvv, that calls up to
the initiated the birch woods and the rapids and
ravices of the far North.

Preserved in memory perhaps as the bird’s song is
prescrved calling up perhaps nuthmg to the full
consciousness of the whistler.

Then it ceased. A door opcned and closed shc
had left her room.

Downfétairs, when he followed he could not find
her. The breakfast-things were lzud in the sitting-
room and the maid-of-all-work was carrying in the
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tray. The frant door was open, and leaving the
house he came out into the sunshine, where she was
§tanding on the little grass plc: by the drive,
shading her eyes and’ looking upwards towards the
north-east. .

¢ Ah, there you are ! ” said Anthony.

“ Look ! ” she cried, pointing to the §trange sight
beyond the trees.

It was Godshill Church.

Viewed from Macketts’ it seems built in the sky.
Perhaps the old legend of the fairy builders was
inspired by the view on some equally bright morning
in the remote paét.

Anthony shaded his eyes.. “,It’s the churcl,,”
said he. “ Looks funny, duesn’t it 2, It’s because
you can’t see the hill. Looks as if 1t wei¢ built on
the tree-tops.” ?

‘She took his arm—she had not said “ good
morning ”—greeted him just as though they had
met after being separated for only five minutes.
The church had d:opped from her mind, and as
‘they moved towards the fence dividing the lawn
from the meadow that ran with a dip towards
Gallows Wood she measured. her §teps with his.

At the fence she Uropped his arm and leaned on
the top rail gazing at the woods, above which a rook
was circling—gazed a long while without speaking,
and, then'turning, looked: up at him sideways.

“1 don’t ever want to go away from here,” she
said with that charming half-lisp which so'fascinated
him.
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“ You like it ? * said Anthony.

“I don’t want to go away from here,” she
repeated slowly, lier eyes turning back to the trees,
and speaking as though not in answer to his queftion
but some question she had put to herself. I
won’t either—never.” Her voice trailed off to a
‘murmur, and it came to Anthony in a weird way
" that she was deciding the queftion of her future
withou. ~ny reference to him, as though in con-
ference with some power or fate or. being of her
imagination of which he:knew nothing.

“ And you shan’t if you don’t want to,” said

Inot for the firft time came to him that §trange
sense of her detachment—almo§t one might say
from herself, as though she were undeveloped and
§till half in a twilight world, warm and loving as a
child yet negative, sexless; and yet, there were
times when, with the momentary, perhaps accidental,
prolongation of her gaze, she could turn the heart
in him. ‘ -

He had coms to that, and come swiftly, The
kindness, the affetion, the sense of protefting her
and being protected by him, all those hundred little
warm bonds, amouiiting to love, were still there
between them, pure as the gold from which they
were woven, and yet the momentary prolongation
of her gaze would turn tiie heart in him with the
craving for more.

. And she meant nothing, felt nothing of that. Of
this he was made sure by the certain knowledge which
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is in§tin€t. She was dead to that sort of love—at
all events with him, possibly with all men.

And yet she loved him as he had never been
loved by human being before—but it was the love
that could have been diffused amid§t a family
without impropriety, coin that could have been
paid to dogs or horses. '

At breakfast he told her of the plans he had
made for the day. He wanted to call or .umcone
(Colonel Jameson) who lived at Freshwater, and he
wanted to show her the island., Mackett would
order a car from the inn at Godshill. Would it suit
-her to €tart at ten ?

Any time would suit her tha» suited him. -der
face lit up at the thought of the lit*l2 expedition ;
evidently journeys about the island were not
prohibited by her decision that she was never going
to leave this place, and at ten, when the car came
round, he found her waiting in the porch.

A problem had been vexing Anthony. She had
no money. That night when he had met her first
“she may have had a few shillings in, her purse, but
she was temporarily out of funds; in faét, the bill
he had paid was owing to the landlady.

She was well dressed ; she wi.s wearing now a fur
that had come out of the luggage she had brought
with her, but what else did it contain ? Had she
enough clothcs, did she want for anythmg 4

Though he kad done so much in the paying way
already, it had been done without a word ; it was
part of the protetive arm: he had put about her,
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something that could be offered and accepted
without remark.- But money! The thought of
offering her money ! It was impossible.

All the same, as the car turned into the Shorwell
road, and whil§t he was tucking the rug around her,
whlch had shpped the question came to his lips
quite easily.

~ “PHave you cnough hings with you—clothes, I
mean. : lon’t know what you’ve brought.”.

“I have quite enough,” she said. “I brought
everything with me.” *

¢ Let me look at that bag,” said he.

She handed him the little beaded bag. He
opened it and then shut it again humedly and
apologeticallr.

“ Yes, you can look in,” said she.

There was a handkerchicf, a little book of papier
poudre, a half-crown, a halfpenny, and a tiny gold
lucky pig on a fine chain in the bag.

“The chain’s broken,” said she.

¢ I'll have it mended for you,” replied he.  * Now'
shut your eyes.”

Then after a minute he handed the thing back
and told her no. to open it till she was alone.

They passed Shorwell and Mottiftone. The day
had gone cloudy, but the clouds were high and thin
and ribbed, showing the blue beyond, a perfe&t
autumn sky under which, Freshwater lay clipped by
the great Downs, the beach answering the wind in

-the pine trees.
The car skirted the bay-side and passed up a

164



FRESHWATER BAY

pleasant road.lined with villas, little gardens and
trees that would be all gold laburnum or white
lilac next year—past shops and a w Il where Anthony
saw displayed the first eleCtion poter, through a
gateway and up a drive to the door of a house,
where it Stopped. _

“This is the Colonel’s, sir,” said the driver.

Leaving his companion ir the car, Anthony got
out and rang the bell.

Yes, Colenel Jameson was in.

Anthony followed the servant across a hall hung
with trophies of the chase (African and Indian), past
a Stuffed bear holding a card bowl, into a pleasant
Rudy looking on a lawn.

Here he took his seat in a yellow ~:ine arm-chair
and contemplated his surroundings: the business-
like roll-top desk, the rack of $ticks and hunting-
cfops, the hunting fixtures by the mantelpiece.

Poor Anthony’s little evasions of the truth had
always to be paid for promptly and to the lat
penny, it seems, {or this visit was no pleasure.
‘Jameson at the club was a bore and no particular
friend of his; in faét, he might think this intrurion
at such an hour rather unca'led-for. But he was a
Conservative and ‘an island:, Conservatwe, and
Anthony had told Sclina that he was gomg down
to the island to give ]ameson a hand in the
eleftion, and Anthony’ss conscience had to be
salved.

Besides, it was, a sort of penance that‘made him
feel better ir. his mind.
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In fa&, sitting now looking out at the lawn and
the fir trees agajnét the blue-grey sky, he felt as.
though a lot of wregularity had been cleared from
his position. He“had come to help in the election ;
witness the faét that he was here to interview one
of the chief “ ele@ricians.” He would help to the
best of his power; wes, by gad, he would even
speak at meetings it necessary, go canvassing if
necessai .

He was not thinking that his help would be of any
avail ; for the momentthe had even forgotten the
necessity of a Conscrvative victory to him from the
money point of view; he was entirely engaged ir
dise.tangling, or trying to disentangle, his conscience
from the lic i.~ had told Sclina, that he was going
to the Isle of Wight for the purpose of helping in
the eleion. \

The door opened and Jameson came in—a big
man in grey tweeds, heavy eye-browed, slow, and
with a big moustache which he would pull on when
perplexed, downwards, as though he were pulling
on a bell-rope to ring up the thoughts that weren’t
there.

“Glad to sre you,” said Jameson.  Half ex-
pe€ted you’d call. Slorious weather, isn’t it ?

““Yes,” replied the other, wondering what the
deuce the other meant. ‘I ran down to the'island.
to—], in fa&, wanted a little holiday and thought
I'd take the island and try to lend a hand in the
cleftion ; 'this is a time when every man ought to be
fighting.”
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Jameson conceded that this was so and offered a
“cigar, which Anthony accepted, breaking his rule
about not smoking before lunch. )

“I get ’em at Harrods,” s!id the Colonel;

“you can’t beat them at the pnce Been to the
club lately ? ”

“ No,” sald Anthony. ¢ I’ve been busy.”

“I was up the day befe e yeSterday,” said the
other. “This damn ele€tion scems -+, have
cleared London out; couldn’t even get a game
of Bridge. What on earth did we want coming
a mucker like this, for we had four years to run
and A clear course and we gtick up this to ride
or.’

£ Do you think we’ll win 7 ”

“'There’s only one thing thac will &top us—
Conservative apathy and cock-sureness. The pdrty
ish’t what it was, and it lo&t some of its beft men in
the war. But we’ll win—can’t holp it. The
nation’s not a fool, but what did we want to
do it for?”

~ Anthony, unable to answer that queftion, asked
another.

“How about the eletion here 2 ”

“In the island @' Safe as houses. The place is
Conservative ; we’ll be in by two thousand—maybe
three. You see, I know theisland. I’m an islander
myself ; we’ve been heérc for four generations and
we ain’t short-lived. I know the islander, ought to.
To begin with, he’s hone§t—honeét in thé right sort
of way, yor know—laét. man to be taken in by
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Radical lies—and he’s level-headed in' the right sort
of way. That’s what’s making the Radicals so mad.
They know what they’re up against, and they are
fighting like hell cats, wadting their powder and
damning the immortal souls they haven’t got with
lies. The more th~v lie the better—I told Colonel
Collinson so yesterday—the more they lie the better,
"simply because their lies are so transparent.
Baldwi. €tands out again§t them like a saint
on a ¢tained-glass window, and the islander sees
ix
“ Well, now, as to helping. 1 don’t know cxaltly
what you can do, but you can run over if you like
ana .cc Colhnson 7 ht lives at Cowes—the Towers
—anyone, wil *ell you. I’'m off myself to Cannes
to-morrow. My wife’s sister is laid up there. Oh,
by the way, what I wanted to say to you, I had a
letter from Isaac Coborne, a kinsman of yours, this
morning. Lear old chap, Isaac. I’ve got it some-
where, no it’s upétairs, doesn’t matter. He said
you were likely to call on me and asked for your
address in thesisland. T only got the letter this
mo.ning, funny coincidence your coming in on
top of it.’

“Oh!” said Amhony Then,, after a pause,

A Coborne—yes, of course, I’ll write to him—glad

you told me.’ :
Coborne, what on carth did this mean i Selina
muét have seen Isaac, told him of Jameson, and
. Coborne muét have written off at-once to Jameson
asking for the address. Why ?
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He had given Selina no addrcss—mmply said he
was going down to the island to give a hand in the
ele€tion and help his friend Jamet)>n.

Could Sclina be ill? No, i that case Isaac
would have said so and wired, not written.

Could Isaac, knowing what F: did, and knowing
Gregg’s address—he had given him Gregg’s address,
at leadt told him Gregg li ¢d in Endell Street—
could Isaac, with extra knowledge squerw.d from
Gregg, have come to the truth and told Selina ?
Was the fat in the fire ? Ii it was, it was too far off
to hear the sizzling. Why had he been fool enough
¢o tell what he did to Isaac ?

All these questions passed *thfough the bra.n of
Anthony interdependent and swiftl .noving as the
component parts of a comet. A comet whose head
was a note of interrogation,.

He rose to go, refusing a .drink.

Jameson came to the door to see hith off, and at
sight of the occupant of the car he came to the car
door.

Anthony did not introduce the pair ; he made up
for the omission by an cffusive handshake, and a
“ hope to see you at our place in town,” thanking
God as the car moved off for che exitence of self-
Starters.

Not that it mattered., Jameson was off to Cannes
to-morrow. Nothing mattered—why should he
bother ? Let ‘Isaac go hang—the whole world.
Something was put in his hand ; it was the little .
bead bag ; two hands clasped his, bag and all, then

169



GOBLIN MARKET

it was taken back. She had discovired the five-
pound note he had put in it.

Not a word. !e retook one of the hands, and
the little finger cu. led round his as if saying “ Thank
you ” on its own account.
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