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Gogj'LIN MARKET

PART 1,

) l.-'.:ll.i.S'TER I
z THE KNOCK AT THE DOOR

. Ir you want to find the roots of Bolshevism in

¢+ England you need not go to Russia, Go to old
prints such as Gin Lane, ola records of inftitutions,
such as the prisons, hospitals and workhouses of
Bumble’s time, old houses like No. 12a, Marlborough
Terrace, Regent’s Park, the residence of Anthony
Harrop.

This evil house, which has broken the backs and
heapts and health of generations of servant maids,
§tands narrow as a tombétone and high as an obelisk
between Nos. 17 and 14.

The basenient, copied from the dungeons of the
Bastille, has held innumerable prisoners—prisoners
condemned to sweat over big fires and turning
joints, prisoners condemned to cany vast dishes,
sirloins of beef, tu.keys, vegetables, trays of plates,
-trays of silver, trays of glass and cutlery ; breakfast-

_things, tea-things upétairs and down again all day
long and every day.

And what $tairs |

Carry yc:-umclf from the hall-door to the nursery
at the top of the house and then pause to breathe
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nu:n:..'}n MARKET 1
and reft and consider what your condition would be
had you carried a scuideful of coals'as well. Those
appalling ftairs!| Made fteep and high so that the
living rooms might be loft—.

Anthony Hzrmp disliked the place; he lived
there because it was his wife’s., She had two
thousand a year of her own and this house, which
had been 'in her family for over sixty years and to
which she clung as the English cling to their inftitu-
tions. She was a faded woman ; she had fascinated . |
him years ago but he did not Imre her now, never -
had loved her perlaps; yet for over fifteen years
he had lived with this woman for whom he did
not care in this house that he disliked, lived a
highly respeftable and blameless life, kept §traight
by the woman—and maybe also a bit by the house.

You couldn’t get drunk in a house with £tairs like
that, nor carry on with other women, married to a
woman whose virtue and high respetability were
at once an atmosphere and an inflc *nee.

Harrop couldn’t.

He had no illusions at all, he suspefted that his
“'lil: valved him only as she valued the grand piano
in the drawiug-room or the polish on her silver
plate, yet, thcugh he had a leaning towards con-
viviality and an income of his own derived from a-
business in Birmingham, he managed to keep pretty
§traight.

For years and years he had lived a life of ease
without much pleasure, without any discomfort,
except in the war-time when he had acted as special

10
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THE KNOCK AT THE DOOR

conftable ; for years and years he had gone through
the same old rohid of busine.s duties, middle-class
dinper-parties, holidays on the Continent, golf at
Wimbledon, visits to th~ fatory at Birmingham,
and meetings of the Primrose League, and the years
secemed deftined to lead him on thus for ever or at
least to the grave. ' '

Till one morning came a knocking at the door of
Anthony Harrdp.

Ny



cHAPTER 11'!
FIFTEEN MINUTES PASTNINE

It was the servant maid with early tea. She pulled
up the blinds, revealing fog, house-tops and the
dismal diftances of the Regent’s Park, then, having
plm:cd the tray by the bedside, she left the room
carrying a pair of shoes in her hand.

It was the same every morning. 'Every morning

the same plain, flat-breadted, washed-out looking

maid, herald of the day, pulled up the same yellow
blind and placed the same tray and tea-things by
the bed.

This morning, as he turned lazily on his side before
rousing up to drink his tea, the monotony of this
repeated maid-servant with her flat breast, her sour
fice, her square waift and her marionette ations
spread, touching and tinging almost imperceptibly
the room and overy objet in it—* The Light of
the World ” (framed and glazed) abov: the mantel-
piece, the wardrobe of mahogany with its plate-
glass polish, the wall-paper roses.

All these things said to him, * Here we are again,
as immutable and as furely recurrent as- Matilda ;
and to-morrow it will be the same as it was yesterday,
as it was the day bcfnrr: yesterday, as it will be the
day after to-morrow,” a ftatement that caused
neither pain nor pleasure to Anthony Harrop.
Three letters lay on the tray beside the tea-things—
two obvious bills and a square envelope uddressed

12
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FIFTEEN MINUTES FPAST NINE

the forcible wrii.ing of his partner, Isracl Mandel-
bérg.

He read this letter as he sat up sipping his tea
and’ nibbling a biscuit,

Mandelberg was one of Mrs. Harrop’s thorns.
Harrop might haye been anything ; he bore a vague
resemblance to Lord Haldanc; properly dressed
for the part he might have been anything, a butler,
# bishop, a peer of the realm, but Mandelberg could
never be dressed for any part except that of the Jew

*he was and the Jew he was contented to be. A

glossy Jew, extraordinarily youthful looking for -

his years, pale as death, with raven poma-
tumed hair, and always dressed the same in a
new morning coat, striped trousers and patent
leather boots.

He had inherited his share in the business from

his father, and Mrs. Harrop had not seen him when

she Married Harrop.

“It’s no wee.” said Mandelberg in his letter,
which was dated from Manchester. * There’s no
money o be had for business purposes. People
won’t lend with the nation as it is aad politics as
they are. .I tried Fartops, ay I told you I would,
and, then Jameson ; had to go all the way to Leeds
to see him and might as well have:stayed at home,
We've made two miftakes: we shouldn’t have
ordered that new machinery, that was one miétake,
the other was, we shouldn’t have thought of
ordering it. We should have closed down a

‘13
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year ago; we've been running st a loss for nine
months. k :

“I'm telling you now ftraight what I think of
our position.

“If we can get three thousand for the new
machinery, if we can get it inftalled in decent time,
if it saves twenty per cent..in coét, and if the market
holds we may make out, my son.

“But if one “if* goes wrong, ‘we’re bitched.
There’s one hope—you might try Burlingham.

He's known me ever since I came into business and !

he’s known you sirice we joined. I thought of him
this morning. He's the moét unlikely person, but
it’s just those sort that turn up trumps very often.
Go and see him. We’ve had a loan from him ; all
the same, tell him étraight out the whole business
and ask for three thousand on the fadtory. There’s
‘no collateral, unless you can scrape some up, which
I wouldn’t advise.”

Harrop had known that the busines. of the fa&ory
was not prospering ; the receipts had been falling
off for some years ; but he was more or less a sleep-
ing partner looking after the London uﬁc:, where
a capable clerk did ali the work,

He had half slept through all sorts of md:cat;-:nm .

that the business was on its la$l legs, always trufting
in hjs dreams that these sounds from without would
pass, always trusting in the genius of Mandelberg to
pull things through. .
This letter was an awakener, But this casy-going
4

Jhy e

R




e | /

L]
5

FIFTEEN MINUTES PAST NINE

' ‘é::m who was respeflable because his wife was
respeétable, who lived in a house he disliked because
his wife liked it, who had allowed the good and the
bad in his nature to be bunked down by the even
pressure of a commonplace environment, showed
nothing of this Great Awakening in his face.

He poured himself out another cup of tea,
drank it, replaced the letter in its envelope and
then rose, went to th: bathroom and got into his
tub. -

.* He seemed quite undifturbed, as, in fa&, he was.
Yet the bath soap, tke loofal,, the towel, the razor,
his own lathered face in the mirrer as he shaved—
everything he saw or toucked was part of the fadt,
and kept repeating to him the fa€t that the Busmcss
was gone.

He would get no more money from the faltory— -

the profound faith he had in Mandelberg’s business
c:p:ﬂ::ty told him that—Mandelbere was at his
wits’ end.

“ You might try Burlingham ! »

Those four words told him everything.

He finished dressing, wound his watch—he wound
it night and, morning—put it in his pccket, glanced
round the room to see that eyerything was in order
. and came downstairs to the dmmg room, where
breakfaft was laid for one. |,

The dining-room, furnished in thr: age of Phd
mahogany, was almost a pleasant place this morning
with its brightly burning fire, snow-white table-
cloth and. sideboard refleting the firelight from

» 1 15

* ’
¥ iy

Xy



Y

o gy |

COBLIN MARKET

burnished silver and polished lass; and r.lmougﬁ :

Mrs. Harrop always breakfasted in bed, she was
always with him as he sat down; as now, to the
everlafting eggs and ba.on, toaft, marmalade, The
Times and M nming Poft.

It was her room.'

Her father, Sir William T-:-war, once Lord Mayor
of London, faced on the walls ‘her grandf:ther,
Isaac Tower, once something in the city—both don=
in oils, Men of the highest respeability who for

fifteen years had presided over the breakfadt-table,

of Anthony Harrop.

These family portraits which he did not possess,
possessed him ; they were anceftors of a sort ; solid
business men to whom failure in business meant
disgrace, Easy-going man that Anthony was, he
had always felt vaguely that he had not quite met
with their approval, that, could they speak, they
would have words to say relative to his laxity i1. city
matters, his want of initiative «nd his reliance on
Mandelberg.

It was they, this morning as he sat at breikfaft,
who firft suggested to him the question: “ What
will Selina say when the knows 1

That had not oceurred to him till | now. What
would she say 1 His money had helped materially
to keep up the house, the car and the cottage at
Caversham ; for more than a year now he had been
using money drawn not from the fattory but from
the sale of small pre-war inveétments, saving nothing
of the matter to Selina because it was easier not to

16
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FI1FTEEN MINUTESE PAST NINE

‘“'my anything. He had about four hundred pounds
left at the bank; it would laét a little while yer—
and then—then Le would have to tell Selina that
his thoney was gone, that he had been keeping
matters dark from her for a long time, and then—
then he would have to subsit on what his wife
could spare him out of her “ reduced income.”
They would have to sell the cottage at Caversham,
cut down the servants, put down the car. Two
thousand a year was not enough to carry on with as
_they were living, in these po§t-war days. He would
o be dependent on his wife for his bread, subsisting
* on her charity. The thought étruck hlm as he was
helping himself to marmalade, but it did not étay
his hand, nor his appetite. He ‘told himself that
before hvmg a life like that he would black boots or
commit suicide, that four hundred paunds, with
proper economy, would last him for a long time yet:
and t8at something might turn up in the meanwhile.
Then he opened the Morning Poft and began to read
with interest the news of the day.

He noted the fa& that the season promised to be
a good one at Monte Carlo. That Lady Jane
_ Hunneker had arrived at 175 Pont Strcet, that the
" Belvoir had found their firét fox at Leadenham Hill
.Top and run it nearly to Crow Bottom; that

- Fairbanks and Culin Kirkpatrick had played well in
*Varsity hockey and that the French were bringjng
the Germans to their senses in the Ruhr.

Then putting the papers aside he took out his
pocket-book and counted his money. Three five-
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pound notes and three ten-skilling notes, to say °
nothing of the loose silver in his pockets.

The black marble Madeleine cleck on the mantel
pointed to fifteen minuces past nine.

18



CHAPTER II1
" TWELVE .(*CLOCK

It was his cuftom ¢very morning to take a taxi from
the rank near by, drive to Piccadilly Circus and
continue his journey to the office on foot ; but this
morning on leaving the house he turned to the right
inftead of the left, boarded a yellow omnibus and
crept inside. Economy had him in her grip:
- “economy and the fact that four hundred pounds
‘ alone stood between him and Selina charged with
the knowledge that he was moneyless, that he was a
failure in the city, that he had deceived her.
There were six people, including a woman with
a cough, in this vehicle boarded by Anthony Harrop,
and it came to him, as he sat down and took off his
glovg to find the money for his ticket, that this was
the beginning of © new life—of the new life that
was to be his owing to the fa& that Harrop’s pro-
dutiens in motor accessories could not compete
with the foreigner.
That was what it amounted to.
He got out at Piccadilly Circus, threw his bus
ticket away and §tarted Eaft, calling in at his office
* and* reaching Burlingham’s place of business in
Vi€toria Street at half-paét eleven. The Burlingham
building étrikes the eye of the most casual obsedver.
The great plate-glass windows of the ground floor
exhibit machihery juét as Strecter’s windows in
Bond Street exhibit watches and rings ; vast blocks
A 19
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A
of machinery with-the polish and glitter of jewellery
advertise the fact that here is the home of the
Burlingham engines thrt can be driven by petrol,
petrol-paraffin, gas or fteam, and that vary in size
from a cottage to a hat-box.

Anthony, giving his card to an office clerk, was
shown into a waiting-room and left there alone in
company with all sorts of trade papers spread on a
mahogany table, a gas §tove and ‘an almanac of the
Pheenix Insurance Co. He hated this business.
How on earth would he begin when face to face
with Burlingham ? He tried to think of what he
should say, failed and put the matter aside.

He had a tremendous capacity that way, and juft
as he had turned z couple of hours ago from the
prospeéts held out by Mandelberg’s letter to the
interefted perusal of the Morning Pofl, so, now, he
turned from the unpleasant duty before him t» the
Engine Butider; a trade pape- filled with most
alluring pi€tures and photographs.

Engines, though he knew little about .them,
interefted him ; they had interefted him as a boy
and they interefted him £till; had he possessed a
child and bought it a clockwurk train he would have
helped to play with it, amused almoét as much
the other party to the proceedings. !

Looking more like Lord Haldane than ever, he
was: contemplating the phloto of a vaét eight-foot
driving-wheel Eustis Locomotive when the door
opened and the clerk announced that Mr. Burlingham
would see him.

20



b

TWELYVE o’CcLOCK

~ Anthony put the 'paper aside, picked up his hat,

gloves and umbrella, and followed the clerk down a
passage, up a ﬂan‘s, through an office to a private
roorth, where Burlingham was £tanding with his back
to the fire diftating a few hﬁ: words to a girl
ftenographer. ;

Burlingham was a man, of forty-five or fifty. A
big, square, elder]y business man in a rather shabby
frock-coat, he wore a beard, but his large upper lip
was clean-shaven ind the face recalled that of
.Paul Kruger.

He greeted Anthony, the {tenographer went out
and the session began.

“ Well, and how’s business ?” ns.'md Burlingham
as the other took a chair.

“ As bad as can be for the moment,” said this
rotten but honest Business Man. “1I had a letter
from Mandelberg this morning ; he’s in Birminghani
lookihg after things, and he’s rather down in the
mouth, but he believes things will improve. He
asked me to call and see you.” :

“Oh, did he 2 ”

“Yes; he said you knew the lie of things and
he’s very anxious about some new machinery we

- have ordered and tiie whole pusition. He thought

- you,mlght be able to advise us.’

“On the queftion of machinery 1 asked
“Burlingham.

“ No, on the whole position. The faét is that for
the moment we are temporarily embarrassed—in
deep watcr, so to speak—but if we can get the
21
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machinery inftalled it will mearl a saving of twenty -
per cent. ; he wants to borrow on the fa&tory.”

“ How much 7 .

*Three or four thousand.”

“ And he wants me to lend it 2

“ Yes, that’s it,"” said Anthony, rtliwr.':d “ He
wrote nsklng me to eall on you w:'l:h a view to that
purpose.

“ He wants to borrow on the faltory,” said
Burlingham.

(11 Y‘Eﬂ- bF I

“ 1 suppose he has told you that we have nlr:ady
lent him some money on that security i

“ No,” said Anthony, who had completely for-
gotten that clause in Mandelberg’s letter.

““ Ah, well, it is so; he muét have forgotten to
tell you; and now I suppose he wants an extra
advance.”

“ One moment,” said Anthony. “I believe I do
remember his mientioning a loan, but to tell you
the truth I have had very little to do with the
business. Mandelberg does everything, and as the
faCtory premises are in his name he would have
completed the businsss with you without my help.
I truft him in everything.” c

“ Oh, he’s all right,” said Burlingham, “and when
we made the loan we were nat unfavourable to an
extension of the advance should trade improve.
The bother is, it hasn’t.”

“ No, I suppose it hasn’t,” said Anthony.

“ Your little fatory,” said Burlingham, * ought to

22
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have done well ; you produce heaeét ftuff and that
patent groove was a big asset; your faory was
creeping up, fighting all vorts of difficulties, for
Mandelberg is a big man, but he is not big enough
to fight America and France.” |

“How do you mean ? * asked Anthnny

“ Competition. Foreigh competition, that’s what
I mean ; prutr:&ed by a tariff wall Mandelberg
could have put up a good fight and won thmugh
but he can’t fight naked—not America and France.”

“ A tariff,” said Anthony. A “ Yes, I suppose that
would Imve made all the diﬁcrenre Mandelberg
has often said the same thing, but, to tell you the
truth, it has never come home to me before as it
does now—now that things have come to this pass.
You see, I have always been a free-trader in principle
—not that I ever bothered about it much, but I was
bronght up like that,” °

“So was 1,”" said Burlingham, * and 4 free-trader
I am &till as fas as the food of the people is con-
cerned ; but the people don’t eat motor-cars and
pianos and opera glasses—the Rich do, at leaét they
buy them, and the Rich ought to be made buy
English-made goods whenever possible. Oh, damn
it, any jackass on a common could see the sense of
whit I'm saying. Sick luxury industries giving

2work to British working men and dying for want of

proteétion againét the eaft wind of foreign competi-
tion—and dying because a lot of damn-fool politicians
wear blinkers.”

Anthony sighed.

: v 23
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i .
Burlingham, thg fire behind him, the furniture of
the room, all seemed part of the great dreary faét
that unescapable ruin Jay before the firm of Harrop
and Mandelberg. All this talk about the pnlmm:na
and tariffs lent a cataclysmic touch to the position ;
the firm of Harrop & Mande]berg was about to be
deftroyed not by any local accident or internal
complaint, but by the movement of great elemental
trade forces—crushed to death' by America and”

France.

“ Well, that’s 11:, :md there we are,” went on-
Burlingham, raising his left foot to the warmth of
the fire ; *“ and you sec how the position is ; it’s not
the queftion of us making you a loan, but of the
loan doing you eny good. As matters §tand,
moncy pnnr:d into your firm would be like water

ured into a sieve. However, why not go down to

mingham and see Shires; he knows all the
pus:.tmn these better than I de, and you can give
him word from me to lend you a hand if he sees a
cat’s chance of doing any good.”

Anthony knew that Shires was the financial brain
of the Burlingham Company; he had seen him at
a distance once and had bcen 1mprcdsed but not
favourably.

He called up the pifture of Shires, and it came
gsharp-cut and hard to the mental eye: a figure
made by God, no doubt, but undoubtedly made in
Birmingham ; the last person in the world one
would fancy as a lender of money.to a doubtful
borrower.

24 ’
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1

“T'Nl think about it,”” said Anthony.

““ Mind you,” said the other, * I don’t think it’s
much use, but it’s worth exploring c?u}r avenue ;
yes, it’s worth exploring every avenue.’

It was in the days when trade-union Icadrm and
politicians were always Ezplurmg avenues ' ; the
phrase had caught on and came in useful now.

Burlingham wanted to get rid of Anthohy Harrop
*without giving him a dire&t refusal. Shires would
_ do the killing—Shires was made for that sort of work,
* and this was not the firft butchering job that had
been passed on to him by the mere kindly-hearted
senior Fﬂ.rmﬂr

* Thank yon,” said Anthony.

He rose up and, shaking handu with the other,
left the room, Burlingham watching the ruund-
bodied, prosperous-looking Haldanian figure as it -
vapished, the door closing behind it, little dream-
ing what weird and romantic even‘s were to be
born, the children of that commonplace business
interview. {

25



CHAPTER l?l
ONE ('CLOCK . '

OvuTsipe in the treet, Anthony logked at his watch.
It was paét twelve, and he turned weftward. He
did not feel depressed, that hope-shattering talk
with Burlingham had produced only one effeét on
his mind, the omnibus mood had passed.

When you are riding on an avalanche you don’t
bother to count the pence in your pocket, and
Anthony would have called a taxi to take him to
his deftination, which was Scott’s, only for the
fat that the day was bright and he preferred to
walk.

In the Strand he turned into a Bodega and called
- for a glass of dry sherry.

Yefterday a glass of sherry would have left the
Harrop brain cells almoét unperrirbed, to-day the
effe€t was quite different; and, le~ving the bar,
Mr. Harrop pursued his way nlong the Strand
pm;eﬁsed of a mild cheerfulness without any founda-
tion in reason,

It seemed to him that something had ‘pushed the
office, Mandelberg, his wife and the house in
Regent’s Park slightly away from him; all thee:
things forming his major cnvimnm'ent had been
accepted from long habit, endured without much
discomfort, recognised as essential to his exiftence,
yet now as he walked along the Strand a new
feeling came to him, a §tronge, czreless, ‘pleasant

26



ONE O'crock

feeling, a sense of' freedom as though the slight
withdrawal of his old environment under threat of
disaster had given him room to breathe more easily
and to breathe o fresher a.r.

He lunched at Scott’s,

On ordinary days after luncheon he would return
to the office for an hour, and: if Mandelberg were
away open any letters that had come by the after-
moon poft, then he would take himself to the club
for bridge and get home in time to dress for dinner.
. 'To-day this programme did not appeal to him. He
did not want to go to the office or to the club. He
did not want to go home and dress for dinner, yet
what else could he do i ,

Disafter had shaken him out of the groove he
had followed for years but had given him no other
groove or even line of direftion to follow ; he could
not walk about the ftreets, he disliked cinemas aad
th&tﬂ:s he had no hobby to play with. Consider-
ing the matter of ‘'where he could go and what he
n:uuld do with himself the suggestion came to-him
all at once, and in the voice of Burlingham: * Why
not go to Birmingham and see Shires ?” Why
not I The thing was pretty honeless from a
business point of view, but it would occupy him—
and it would take him away for the night ; he would
not have to go.home and dine.

He could take the tea train, the Central Hurel
was comfortable, and there were generally pleasant
and communicative people of a business sort to be
met with in the smoking-room.
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Yes, he would go to Birmingham and see Shires.
He called for a gliss of Benediétine, paid his bill,
and, leaving Scott’s, hailed a taxi, ordering the
driver to take him to Lloyds Banki Here he drew
and cashed a cheque for ten pounds and re-entering
the taxi drove to Regent’s Park. '

Mrs. Harrop was out. |

He packed his evening clothes in ‘a suit-case and,
telling the servant that he was called to Birmingham
on urgent business and would rot return till the
morrow, left the house and ordercd the waiting
taxi-man to take him td Paddington.

Disafter had caused a split between Anthony
Harrop and his old environment, but it had done
more than that—it had aroused in his kindly and
easy-going mind a fecling almoft of antipathy
towards his wife. The faét that he would have to
tell her of the coming crash, the fat that he was
already concealing it from her, the faét that he would
have to depend on her money for the means of
exiftence and the fat that he was not born by nature
to meet adversity, all these falts combined to create
this feeling in his mind.

For fifteen yrars he had lived with her, and it was
not his fanlt that his {eeling for her had dwindled
to a kindly tolerance ; for fifteen years he had been
faithful to her, and it was not hijs fault that now in
the rioment of disafter he was almoét running away
from her. ;

Almo#t, for, seated in the taxi driving to Padding-
ton, his return on the morrow seemed tc him as
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sure a thing as the sky above Regent’s Park, uncon-
scious as the dead that the taxi was taking his round
body and lund.lrf soul intJ the Land of Eftrange-
ment and towards the strangest fate that an
honest man ever encountered. ,

Ll
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CHAPTER ?'
SHIRES

Birmincuam, the beft-governed city in the world,
according to its owp account, ftands upon three
hills and two rivers in the midét of the fair land of
Warwickshire. The city of smiths-and cutlers that
once on a time supplied the Parliamentary Army
with swords devotes itself nowadays to a multiplicity.
of trades. It produces articles of geld, silver, -
copper, brass and fteel, firearms, ammunition,
metal ornaments, toys, jewellery, coins, buttons,
buckles, lamps, pins, €téel pens, tools, bolts and
locks. It produces steam engines and pumps. It
produced the Liberal Caucus and helped in the pro-
dyétion of John Bright, and it has always produced
Birmingham men : men who served out sworde to
the Praise-Ged-Rareboneites—at a price—men who
rioted with joy over the fall of the Baétille and hid
the Chartifts, yet always, somehow, managed to
keep their heads. screwed on nght Level-headed
men like Shires, chief moving spmt of the
Burlingham Engine Company.

Anthony having dintd at the Central passed into
the smoke-room. The place was crowded—crowded:
with prosperous-logking’ individuals moétly congre-
gnt&l in little groups, talking, laughing and engaged
with liqueurs and half-crown Coronas.

There was some sort of show on in Birmingham
that day ; hence the crowd m which burly and well-

]
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to-do looking farmers from Warwickshire rubbed
shoulders with cotton men from Manchefter and
men from the Five Towns, That trade was bad
did not seem to matter, thut the Strects were filled
-with the unemployed did not seem to matter;
nothing seemed to'matter as far as these men were
concerned but the moment in which they lived,
joked, drank and smoked. :

. Anthony, lighting a cigar, sat down in an easy
chair close to a little group of men whose talk was
Greck to him, for they were talking horses, but
" whose manners and looks were friendly; in faét, in
a few minutes, and by pulling his chair forward, he
was of their party—a dumb member, it is true, but
a liftener, nodding his head now ind then, laughing
when the others laughed and sometimes putting in
aword. The new sense of freedom which had come
to him since morning ﬂﬂ{:ﬂuntf:d, perhaps, for tiie
Plemsure he experienced in this new environment.
He had &topped at the Centrdl several times
before—once with Mandelberg and once alone—
but never before had he mixed with the smoke-
room crowd, drunk with it—a whitky and soda had
materialised ,at his dbnw—h&ened to its talk and

laughed at its jokes.s

The slight division that’ had suddenly come
bétween him apd his wife—unknown to her—ha;
somehow or another, al:ghtly altéred his pusm:m‘ as
regards the corre€iness of things; in almoét running
away from her he had almoft escaped from that
aura of high i'espe&abi.l‘ity which was hers and in
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whose influence he had lived for fifteen years. And

the result was pleasant.
For fifteen years, except at city-dinners, when it

is permissible for even the moét highly rcspc&ahlc'

citizen to get muddled, Anthony’s potations had
been extremely hn'ntcd—-—nnc whisky and soda he
generally allowed himself at night—and now,
behold, a.second had materialised itself at his elbow
and he was leaning forward with the tips of hir
fingers together and a smile or his rubicund face

liftening to the §tory of a Manchefter man about’

another Manchefter man addifed to facing who

had got himself entangled with a woman whose
husband was a welsher by profession. The ﬁ:ﬂry,
destitute of morals but not without a certain
humour, was drawing to its conclusion when
Anthony suddenly loét intereét in it. His eye had
caught sight of a new-comer who had juét entered
the room, a, thm man with a hard-bitten face,
dressed in a mnmmg coat, with black pumatumed
hair, a flower in his buttonhole ‘and wearmg a
monocle,

Shires. The very man he had come to Birmingham
to interview,. the man whose exiftence he had
forgotten during the laét few hours. Though he
had only seen Shires once or twice before and ag a

{*ftance, there could he no miftaking that hard,

glabrous, serious face with its ftone-wall expression
—the face of the complete’ Business Man with an
extra touch, as though Science at the lat moment
had taken a hand with the chisel.
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Shires might have been a mathomatical chemigt
or a physiologiét of the old hard type of the days of
Ludwig and Bernard, he might also perhaps have

. been a preacher ; but whatever he might have been
one thing he certainly was—the, laft man in the
world you would exp:ﬂ: mercy from in a business
deal.

He scemed out'of place in that room crowded
with good fellows and filled with an atmosphere of
Coronas and good-fellowship ; his seriousness almoét

. amounted to\a rebuke ; if he had got on a chair,
cleared his throat and invited his heaters to consider
their sins and a serious call to a more godly life, he
would have been in the pl&urc

Meanwhile he was moving, cdming through the
room, passing from group to group, evading deten-
tion by hands flung out to arrest him, cafting »
wer here and there, but never a smile, and making
for the bar at the fai'end of the rooin, no doubt to
obtain some light refreshment after a hard day’s
work. . y

Anthony, sitting §traight up in his chair, paused
for a moment as if undecided. Then he rose up

.y and came tnwnr&: the bar. !
He felt nervous and rather anxious let the fa&
* of His being found in such a place by the serious-
—<minded Shires might' caét 2 slup on the firm Jf
Harrop & Mandelberg, might spoil the business on
which he had come.

However, tlie business seemed so essentially
hopeless that this consideration did not check him,
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urged as he was by the desire to get the affair over
and done with.

He went up to the cther.

“1 believe I have the pleasure of speaking to
Mr Shires ? ** said Anthony, .

“That is my name,” replied the Burlingham mnn,
wondering who on cnrth this old buffer might be,
so different, somehow, from the' other men in the
room, so like a heavy father §tepped out of a play.

“ My name is' Harrop,” said Anthony, * of the
firm of Harrop & Mandelberg.” ’ :

“ Mandelberg’s partner ¢ * said Shires. “ Oh!
very glad to meet you—heard of you often—and
how’s Mandy ¢ '

“He s very wcll, I believe,” replied the other.
“The faét of the matter is, he’s away and he asked
e to see Mr. Burlingham on g matter of business,
and Mr. Burlingham suggefted that I should ~~-ae
to Birminghan. and see you.”

. Damn business,” cut in Shire: lightly. * Have
a drink—I never talk business after six p’clock.
You can tell me all about it to-morrow at the office.
Whisky George, two double whiskies. You have
one ! Never mind, have 4 fresh oné for the good ,
of the house. Haig & Haig, George:” He put

.F-J
¥

a five-pound note on the counter, all this without* .
a movement of the face muscles or a shift of the, _

monocle, whilét Anthony, relieved at the potpone-
ment of an unpleasant duty and surprised by the
apparent difference between the mind and the
exterior of this serious-looking and hlghly respectable
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individual, leaned his elbow on the counter and
lifting his glass said : “To you.”

“1 came here to-night tr) see a man about a
griffon,” went oa the other. * Brownlow of
Oakley Stratton, he breeds them. You haven’t
seen Mr. Brmmluw of Oakley Stiatton in to-night,
George, have you ! Damp him—he told me he'd
sell me a pup and seems to me he’s done so.”

¥ Do you keep dogs ? " asked Anthony,

“ No,” replied Shires; *as a matter of fadt, I
was buying this for a gir—lady friend. If I kept a

« dog, I'd keep a dog, nét a damn feather duster on
four legs ; but you can’t account for women. I’ve
been trying to account for women all my life, but
the account won’t balance. I wish I'd known you
were coming to Brum and I'd have asked you up
to my place to dinner. Have another whisky ?

wedt's my turn,” said Anthony, finishing his half-
emptied glass hurriedly, to the amazement of his
unaccuftomed Stamach. *I'd have been delighted
to come if [ had known, but I ran down here in a
hurry ‘after sceing Mr. Burlingham. You see,
Mandelberg wrote me a letter this morning, a moft
difturbing letter, asking me to see Mr. Burlingham,
and he suggefted that I should come down and see
« 3oy as the business

“No business,” cut in .Shires. “That’ll d-
" to-morrow. Don't mention the beaftly thing’s
name after hours, If I didn’t make that rule I’d
be off my head or in the Bankruptcy Court, generally
the same thing. I’ve known four men who teok
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§i)
their businesses home with them and they’re all
dead but one, who's selling buttons on a card outside
the Royal Exchangey Well, i§ you haven’t been
able to dine with me, you mu& let me show you
round and you can come and have a smoke at my
house. My car’s vutside.”

Five minutes lattr Anthony found himself getting
into his overcoat and following $hires to the hotel
entrance, where a car was waiting. :

“1 live a bit out,” said Shires; * but firft
of all we'll drop in for a few minutes to see
the two McPhersons.”

“ Where’s that ? ” asked Anthony.

“ Music-hall,” said Shires.
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CHAPTER VI
THE HOUSE OF SHIRES

AxTroxy, as before.mentioned, had no theatrical
taftes. Theatres, cinemas and music-halls left him
cold, but whatever else one might be it was impos-
sible to be cold i the companionship of Walter
Shires, and in company with a ftomach that had
given up feeling surprised and was settling down to
the fact that a half bott]e of Burgundy and a liqueur
could live in temporary and great contentment with
a number of whiskies and sodas.

A band, a blaze of light and a haze of tobacco
smoke did not difturb this harmenious relationship,
nor did the popping of a champagne cork in a bar
where Mr. Brownlow of Oakley Stratton had
suaenly appeared without any dog, but flushed and
full of good-fellowship. Champagne ‘va top of
whisky, it did no# scem to matter in the leadt, and
Shires .was drinking it, and not only drinking it
but calling for more, for a Mr. Bland, who looked
like a bishop, was now of their party, :115-:- a gentle-

- man by name of Carter; a deagd ftranger from the

Five Towns, who paid for ndthing.

4 N4 No, no, I insift,” said Anthony, flushed and
._.greatly enjoying himself, and ‘another cork went ard

a cigar-box was handed zound. Then he was out

in the foyer, alone, the Shires party having vanished

like blown-out kights ; out in the foyer alone amidst

a moving crowd drawn tlcre by the interval, men
St 37
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and women, and women by themselves and in little
groups. A very correft and nrd:rly crowd, but
mixed—decidedly muxed. There were men in
grey tweed and gtntlamm in evening dress and
ladies, some quite matronly and evidently in
from the country ,with their husbands, * Highly
respelable people,” hiccoughed Anthony to himself
as he moved slowly about, pursing out his lips,
slightly fixed of eye and a cigar between his fingers.

Then, suddenly a bright young woman evolved
from the crowd, an impudent-faced hussy but good-
looking, with her hand for the tenth of a second
on Anthony’s sleeve.

“ Hello, Dad ! ” said ‘the girl.

She was swinging away, laughing with her female
companion, when something in Anthony’s face,
manner or general make-up made her pause, and
then he and she were talking—shade of M.L..
Harrop |- -talking like old fricnds in an intimacy
that threatened to ripen with tripical speed when
Shires, coming up, broke the spell.

“ Come along,” said Shires, * the car’s m:tmg »
He lin%ed his arm with that of the other and dragged
him away. 'The :ngine man was pretty well .
“ tanked ” without, however, showing the leat
outward sign of it; he had saved the old buffes
fi ym making a tonl of himself, and in the car, now
driving towards his home, he talked with all the
seriousness of his condition about a certain type of
Birmingham woman ; in fa&, he might have been
president of a watch committee or leéturing the
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YM.C.A,, till the car drawing up at his house
jerked him from his subjeét back inito the convivial
mood. \ !
* Come along ir and have a drink,” said Shires.
*  Opening the door with a lntch-kc}r and telling
the chauffeur to wait, he led the way into a ftudy
that was half a library and where a newly tended
fire was burning on the hearth.
dere was great peace and comfort and Wannth
saddle-bag arm-chairs by the hearth, tnnt:.luu
cise and soda siphon, pipes and ugar—huxea To
~ Anthunys mind, vague; but £lill receptive and even
cogitative, the contraét between this bachelor
interior and his own bleak, den in Regent’s Park
came home in a diftorted manner, but no less
pungently for that. Then seated on either side
of the fireplace they talked. At firft Shires did
the talking, half comprehended by Anthony, and
then the representative of Harrop & Mandelberg
did the talking, half liftened to by Shires. The
conversation ran over women, wine, racing, reftaur-
ants ahd the cities of Birmingham, London and
Paris, but always working at the back of Anthony’s
mind was the contradt, newly discovered, between
** himself and his ho&:, his houze and thc house of
. Shires.
On the Day of Judgment, if the Judge be judt,
“~houses and places will be called to account no less
than the sinners that fnhabit them. What the
house in Regent’s Park had done to Anthony was
less wicked no doubt than what the houses of the
39
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Eufton Road, say, are doing to their inhabitants,
but in its way it was almoét as deadly ; ably assifted
by Selina Harrop, ithad flatteped out his life and
deflated his heart. 1t had painted things grey, or
at leaft London colour, and it had done all this so
subtly and with sych §tealth that the laét man con-
scious of the faét was Anthony. It was only at the
touch of disafter that he experieniced the firét vague
feeling of revolt againét his life 'and surroundirgs,
and it was only now under the influence of whisky
and the house of Shires that he gave his feeling
first voice. ' : '

His open and innocent soul disclosed itself and
told things—domestic, worries and the fact that
Mandelberg lovked upon him as a cypher in the
business, the faét .hat he couldn’t smoke cigars in
his &tudy because of the curtains, that his wife
did moét of the ordering of the servants, which was
a miétake, for a house can’t have two masters, and
that life in London was not nearly so pleasant as
life in Birmingham—at least such u life as Shires led.
The faétthat he was a good-natured man who would
have made an ideal father but who was blighted and
demagnetised by having nothing to love or care for
might have been apparent to an acute observer .
and liftener, but Shires wasn’t liftening, and if he
had been liftening he wouldn’t have underftood.

‘It was half-paft one o’clock when the séance
came to an end and the two parted, Anthony going
off to the hotel in the car that had been waiting
since twelve, {
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He retired to bed hazy but satisfied. It seemed
to him as he switched off thelight that he had been
doing a great dea! of busm,!u all day, as certainly
he had ; profitable business, as certainly he hadn’t.
The music-hall, the band, the girl who had spoken
to him, all were mixed up in a goulash with saddle-
bag easy chairs, Shires, the affable gentlemen in the
smoking-room of the hotel, and a general sense of
Well-being and coinfort.

Then he went to sleep on his sins and slept like

- a Little child.
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THE 'FELEGRAM

He awoke at eight o’clock without any morning
refleCtions to torment him. It was, in fa&, the
moét pleasurable morning awakening he had
experienced for many years, marred only by
a slight dryness of the tongue, which soon

assed,

A valet, who had 5:“ early morning tea by his.

bed, was pulling up the blind and the day outside

was bﬁght.

The fact that had §tobd at his bedside yefterday,
the fa&t that he was as good as ruined, was £till there,
but shadowy and undisturbing as the fact that some
dzy he had to die,

His good spirits held, and at ten o’clock, havine
received i-$trufions as to the way from the hall
porter, he ftarted for the Burlingham offices on
foot. They are situated in Icknield Street, not far
from the great Lucas lamp fatory and in the region
of courts. Courts that have nothing to do with
the Court of St. James ; mean courtyards surrounded

by mean houses and icrking on either side of dismal

ftreets.

It was a quarter-past ten, Shires had a]mlldjfh

arrived at the office and the business representative
of Harrop & Mandelberg was shown right up to a
room where, at a roll-top desk and before a pile
of morning correspondence, the business repre-
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sentative of the firm of Burhhghrn was waiting to

receive him.

* 8it down,” said Shires, H-:: finished making a
note on the corner of a sheet of paper, put the sheet
under a paper-weight and turning in his chair
offered Anthnn}r a ugarcttc,= which the latter
refused.

o 1 never amﬂkc before lunch,” said Anthony.

“A very good habit,” said the other lighting a
cigarette; ‘““and now about your business—a
~ ‘moment.” A knock had come to the door and a

clerk entered with a telegram.

: Shires opened it. It was a long telegram in
code, and inftead of decodihg it hinself, as was his
habit, he sent it out to be dealt with.

“ Business,” said Anthony when they were alone
again. “Yes, Mr. Burlingham, as I told you laft
mzht, asked me, or at leaét suggefted, that I should
come dowri here arll interview yuu on'a matter
that touches us' very closely—the matter of a
loan.”,

*““ A loan,” said the other. *“ Yer, go on.”

Anthony went on. He ftated the case of Lis firm

. s far as he knew it, and never in his life had he found

it so diffictlt to talk—his very respiratory apparatus

‘= seemed affe@ed. It was like talking to a ftone wall ;

- worse, the man in front of him, expressionless and

monocled, seemed surrounded by a cold business

aura hopeless to penetrate by words or argument.

He liétened, or seemed to liften, but said nothing to

help. The Shires of thic morning contrafted with
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the Shires of laét night was as a frozen corpse con-
trasted with a live m: 1.

“ And that’s our position,” ﬁ:ii_shcd Anthony.

Shires flicked the ash from his cigarette. He was
about to speak when a knock caie again to the door
and the clerk entered with the decoded telegram.

“ A moment,” said he.,’ The clerk went out and
Shires glanced over the paper i his hands. He
frowned slightly as he read and his lips fell apart.

“ Damn foolishniess ! * said he, flinging the paper
on the desk. “ Gener2lele€tion. A general ele€tion -
is being forced over the tariff business ; this is firft
news and private, so keep it to yourself. Tom-
foolery ! '

* Tariff business { »

“ Yes, the proteétion of induétries, the one obvious
thing to be done. Idiocy !

0 Hm'." P ”» ;

“How: Why the blazes doesn’t he protect
Jhem ? What does he want a geniral ele€tion for;
he has the power, why don’t he use it ! General
ele@ion. Good Lord ! ”

He iiung the paper on the desk as if disposing of
the whole affair, and. turning to Anth-::uny, began to .
talk cold-drawn business.

“It’s not the slighteft bit of use,” said he.’
“You see the position we’re in. You come to us
for a loan on top of what we have lent, and I'd give
it to you—at leaft I’d guarantee it to you—because
I am an old friend of Mandelberg’s aud because youn
are an honeét firm producing poft-war ftuff that’s
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decent and so i:mpmg up the general credit of the
country, for I tell you what’s | hitting us even worse
than the ftupidity :of this ro.ten damn syftem, and
that’s rotten goods, poft-war goods; from pins to
whisky you can’t rely on anything nowadays, and
the foreigners are finding it out’; but your §tuff is.
0.K., and if there was a.dog's chance I'd draw a
cheque on my own bank for the three thou. you
wint; but there isn’t. I look on the money we
lent you as lost, or all but lot, for the faftory
_ecurity isn't w-::urth much ; and if you want to
know why it isn’t worth mnch go and look at the
s  ftreet corners from here to Lozells and the chaps
out of work,
1 Na, I’d have done mytlung I could for you, but
I can’t part with any more precious money. If
things go as they are going, I'll maybe be wanting
to buy a farm in New Zealand. Now, if the Govern-
ment had said, * We 1re géing to put up 2 tariff wall
that will pmtc& sick mduﬂ:nea without touching
the pni:e of food or necessities,” I'd have lent you
this money myself—either that or I’d have advised
Burlingham to extend the loan, but as it is I <an do
nothing. You must ses for yourself; what's the
=~ good of prolonging tie life of your firm a few months
\~ At the expense of our money ! You can’t fight the
sharp foreign competition that’s going on, and you
must know it.” .
“Yes, I see,” said Anthony. He hadn’t much
business acumen, but he could see what the other
was pointiug out, what Borlingham had pointed out
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in London : there is no use pouring water into a
sieve. The Harrop - rm couldn’t, under present
wages conditions, mee: the dumped foreign Stuff;
they couldn’t fight Robarts and De Losy and God-
knows-who. But Anthony, though an indifferent
business man, had’ something of business tenacity
in his composition. .

“ Suppose,” said he, * suppose.the Government
wins the eleftion.” '

“ It won’t,” said Shires.

“ But suppose it does,”

“If it does,” said Shires, * it will gtt a mandate
from the people to at like a reasonable being,
induftries in a kad way will pick up and the unem-
ployment roll will shorten. But it won’t. The
women will knock it."

¢ 111 I_It:..“r i »n

“ You sce,” said the other, “in laying down the
bed-plate- for an eleftion ‘he Government is
laying down the platform for a mreat big Liberal
push. The Liberals have never had such a chance
before ; they will tell, they have already told the
eletors that pr::-teé’t.ion of motor parts and pianos
will raise the price of buttzr—it amdunts to that,
and that’s what will f2tch the women.” -

‘“ All the same, one never knuws " said Antheny.
vaguely.

“ Yes, one never knows,” s:ud Shires ; * there’s
always the chance of a flange that may go any
moment holding out a month, and there’s always
the chance that foolish neople may do the right
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thing at the right time. We'l, I'll tell you this, if

the Government wins this « le€tion I'll lend you
“iaree thousand out'of my own money, and I'll tell

Burlingham to back you for another five thou., for,
if by any chance we win, your little firm will go
straight up. I tell you whit, I'll write to
Mandelberg to-day. Burlingham will come in with
ynu, lending their.money and their support, which
méans a good deaI, but we'll want our share of the
pie. We won’t rook you, but we’ll want a partner-
.&hlp in this new business, for if tariff reform wins
it will be a new business able to breathe and fight
and grow and doubling itself in the firét year, if I
know anything of trade.” * .

“ But won’t that be too late ?  asked Anthony.
“The elettion mayn’t be for a long time.”

“The eleftion will be very soon, and your firm
gan hold on till then. I know all about your affairs,
Have to. It’s my buliness to know sbout “he affairs
of every firm that uses a wheel or anything
conneéted with it, not to speak of the firms that
deal with tubes and pifton-rods and boilers.
How do you think we’d frame our cortracls
(if we didn’t know oiher people’s’ secrets and
“cofts 7 Well, there you are. ‘We'll do it if tariff
refdrm wins.”

Vague agitatibn seized the mind of Anthony
Harrop. A moment before, and fronting almost
inevitable disaster, he had been quite cool ; he had
come to Shires jin a perfunétory way because it was
his duty t& do so, but boping for nothing; had
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Shires turned kim ¢ swn he would have scarcely
felt the blow.

But before this chance of reprieve 'iragur: agitation
seized the mind of Anthony. He saw for the firft
time fully the pit he had almoft escaped from; he
saw himself at the bottom of the gloomy pit on the
charity of his wife. What frightened him now and
tried his nerves was-not the chijnce of the fall but
the chance of escape ; it was like having to cross a
gulf on a ten‘inch plank. The free-and-easy

feeling that had come to,him after the hope-

shattering interview with Burlingham on the day
before had vanished.

“It’s good of you,” said he.

“ Not a bit,” #1d Shires. *“*We don’t deal in
goodness as a general rule in this shop. We're
Business men out to make a profit ; but I'll tell you
ftraight that all we've been talking about is like
what chudren ‘talk about when they get together
and fancy themselves grown-up folk. Bunk.
There’s, in my opinion, not a dog’s chance, of the
ele@ors secing 'sense. However, I don’t want to
depress you if you have any hopes. Anyhow, the

offer §tands, and I will write to Mandelberg to-day .

putting it in black and white.”
Anthony rose and took his hat. :
“I'm glad to Lave met you, Mr.  Shires,” said he,
“ and I hope when you arein London you will let me
return the hospitality you extended to me last night.
I will tell my partner of your great kindness when I
sce him, and I may consider that fat settled.”
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“ Which faét ? ** asked Shire |

“The fa&t that you will ad rance this money on
account of a share in‘bur business, should the Govern-
ment be returned to office.”

“Yes,” said Shires, “you may consider that
settled.” ]

Then the other took his departure, leaving the
Burhngham building and turning to the left along
Ickhield Street and in the direftion of the more
fashionable quarter of the city. .

: If the nation suppurte& the idea of a tariff to
pmte& certain induétries, including the motor-car
indutry, then a whole lot of unpleasant things
wouldn’t happen to Anthony. It was extraordinary
that he had not felt the full weight of the coming
unpleasantness yefterday, had not felt it till now,
had not felt it till a doubtfully fumbling saving hand
had materialised above him.

But he felt it now-#felt it to the axtent of saying
to himself, * Wellgif worft comes to the worét
hinting to himself, in fa&, that there was always
such a thing as suicide, though he had no more idea
of cnmm:ttmg suicide than he had of taking to
_aviation for a’living if all else fa:lcd

s Anthony; besides his smt—:aﬁi:, had brought two
- evetcoats from London—one for evening wear and
one slightly heatier with an- astrakllan collar. He
was wearing the latter now, and the unemployed
at the §treet corners as he passed, made remarks
about it.

About it*and ‘about him
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He was a hvmg ilture nf thc elderly capitalist,
well-fed, prosperous, sasy-going, a picture as repulsive
to the socialiftic mind as attraétive to the mind of a
certain type of woman.

But he was unconscious of the eyes that followed
him and of the lips that were remarking on him,
unconscious of everything but the Circus M.‘.lnmus
in which he was ftanding, a gladiator. facing the
retiarius Bankruptcy and the ele€tors of the Bntish
Public the audience. Would they turn their thumbs
up or down ?

Paying his bill at the * Central,” he walked into
the $tation carrying his suit-case in his hand. There
was half an hour to wait before the London train
§tarted, and he occupied himself for a while watching
the ftation crowd and looking at the papers and
magazines on the book-stall.

The Circus Maximus had vanished from bis
mind, vanished and become part of the miét of a
doubtful future forming the background of a very
present faét—he was going home.

He didn’t want to go home—at leaét just yet;
like a bird cscapcd from long confinement in a cage,
he was not guite easy in his freedom but not quite
prepared to return. The thought of driving up t<
Marlbnmugh Terrace, dismissing the cab and falling
back again into the cld routine did not appeal to
him in the leat. Long years ago he had felt the
same dismal repugnance’ on returning to school,
and it came back to him now quite ftrangely, that
feeling, as he ftood before the book-#tall looking at
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the covers of the Strai¢ Maga sine and the London
Magazine and Cassell's Magaz ine.

He would go home, of course ; but another few
hours wouldn’t matier—a few hours free in London,
untied to anything. He would go to the office to
see if there were any letters and hy could get a room
at his Club, not.the QOld Travellers’ which he
usually haunted bat the Chess Players in ‘West-
mirtfter Court—and' nobody would know. That is
to say, his wife wouldn’t know. He’d only have to
tell a lie. Anthony wasn't a liar and he had never
lied to his wife. Untruth was repugnant to his
real nature—4till, this would be only a white lie,
and it would ease her mind 't his nen-return that
night.

He drifted towards the telegraph office, drifted
away from it, drifted back and drifted in, took a
ferm, put on his glasses and wrote :

! ¥

“ Harrop, Maﬂ}'ﬂrnugh Terrace, Regent’s Park
London. Detained in Birmingham with Mandel-
berg on important business, back to-morrow.
Anthony.”

<—~He handed the form and ha't' a crown across the

. couflter, received his change and walked out.

Ten minutes luter, taking his seat in the luncheon
car of the express, a feeling of vague unret came
upon him.

He needn’t have done that. It would have
been sufficfent to have said, * Detained, home
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to-morrow.” That v ould not have been an untruth,
whereas he had toldja circumétantial lie. He was
not detained by Mandelberg, nor in Birmingham,
nor on important business. S

However, she would never know. All the same,
he had lied, and h{s conscience worried him, till the
waiter placed a fillet of Jemon sale before him and
uncorktd a half bottle of Chitegu Citron.

At Paddington the vague uneasy feeling came
back, not in the form of conscience but fear left
by any untoward chance he should come across
Selina or her sifter Mrs. Ambrose, or anyone who
might * give the show away.”

This absurd dread* passed before he reached
Weftminéter Court, where he secured a room and,
free of impedimenta, §tarted for the office.

. It was now twenty minutes to four o’clock.
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CHAPTER J:u
ISRAEL MANDELBERG

"* This office, which was situated in Burman’s Build-

ings off Norfolk Street, consifted,of three rooms—
an outer waiting-room, a room for a clerk, and the
partners’ room with a door whose gmur.l:l-glass
panelling was marked “ Private  : old rooms in an

* old building panelled with old cak and filled with

the gloomy light of other days. Here, seated wait-
ing for Mr. Harrop who had not yet arrived or for
Mr. Mandelberg who was out at lunch but would
be back in a minute, you could fancy. anything in a
Dickensian way—juft the place, as Mandelberg
once said, where you might expeét to hear the
ghoft of Charles Dickens talking to Conversation
Kenge about the fog outside in the Strand.
Mandelberg did not love the office any mnre than
Harrop, but it/ was reasonable if not'cheap and
handy as a business place.

This brilliant Jew, who had all but made the little
firm a great success, who had fought Foreign compe-
tition and Home §tupidity, Income-tax men and
Duper-tax men and Excess Prefits-tax men, étrikes,
ruinous transport charges and dishonest dealers in
raw material, was, like Shires, a man with a tafte
for life as well as business ; he was reckoned a good
fellow and he had a nose for horses ; like Shires he
divided business from pleasure.

At four o’clock on this eventful day he was &till
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engaged in buginess jfeated in the partners’ room
going over some letigrs, his hat on the table at his
elbow and his cane in the cornes by the door.

To him, so engaged, entered Harrop.

Anthony was surprised to find the other—he
fancied him £till in Manchefter—and Mandelberg
seemed equally surprised to see Anthony.

“ 8o you're back from Birmingham ? *’ said he.

“Yes, 'm back from Birmingham,” replied
Anthony not seeing anything é&trange, for the
moment, in the fact that his partner knew where he
had been. ““I went to Burlingham, as you suggefted,
and he proposed my going down to see Shires. 1
did so, and I believe I‘have done good business.”

“Oho!” said Mandelberg. * What’s the
business ¢
, * Shires refused to advance a penny as things
ftand,” went on the other. * He pointed out quit-:
justifiably that in the prescat ftate of things it
would be like pouring water dowe a sink to advance
us money, but he will do so if the Gavemm{:nt wins
the eleétion.”

“ What ele&ion ?”

*“The gencral eletion. « It has detided to go to

the nation on the queeftion of 2 prcte&we t:u'LE fou

certain induftries, ours amongét others.”

“ I've heard a rumour of that,” said Mandelberg,
“and if Shires says so it’s so, for he has inside
knowledge.”

“ He got a code wire whilét I was with him telling
him definitely it is so, but that’s private.”

5{', '
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Mandelberg got up and pace 4 the floor,

“This is good,” said he ; * i’s great. Of course,
if that’s the policy of the Government there will be
no delay. Shires s:did definitely he would make the
advance 1 ” '

“ Definitely ; he’s writing to ypu, but he said he
didn't believe that the Government would win the
:I:Ehnn "

“* Nonsense,” repllcd Mandelberg. “It’sa pl:un
common-sense issue, and the British Pcuplc have
their heads screwed on tight ; we can’t help winning.
It’s great, it’s great—leaving Shires alone, any man
will help us once we have a tariff ; money will turn
fluid as water. It’s great. 'D‘}nu know, it’s not
altogether a surprise ; I felt this morning something .
would happen. 1 was hunting for you to know
what you’d done with Burlingham. I went to
Rurlingham only to find ‘he’d gone to Paris, then
I went up to your place in Regent’s Park and
saw Mrs. Harrop ; she said you'd gone to Bru.a o»
business,”

“ Good God ! ” said Anthony.

“ What’s the matter } ” asked Mandelberg.

“You saw my wife | Whr:n o
~# A couple of hours ago.” '

““Did she seem surprised to see you ?

“ No, juft the'same, as ever—she aever expresses
wild delight when we meet. You know how she
feels towards me : I’'m not gnﬂd enough for her in
the social way, and I’'m a Jew.”

“A couple of hours ago,” said Anthony, not
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heeding the other.| * She couldn’t have received
my wire—she said nuﬂ:lmg about a wire # ¥

“ Nothing. What wire 1 ”

“One I sent from Birmingham before the train
ftarted sa}'ing I was detained, in Birmingham with
you on 1rnpurtnn; business and wouldn’t be back
till to-morrow.’

“ What on earth did you do that for ? » asked his
partner.

“1 didn’t wapt to go home to- n:ght—].’m fed
up with things and thought Id have a night in town
away from that beastly house.”

“T see,” said Mandelberg.

Had he been alone he would have laughed at this
artless revelation on the part of the highly respet-
able Anthony. Te frankly detefted Mrs. Harrop ;
how a man could exift tied to such a woman had
always been a marvel to him, and it tickled him
immensely to think of ler face when she
onened that wire, as she had certainly done by
 this.

Anthony had taken his seat in one of the big arm-
chairs. ]

“Two honrs ago,” said he, feeling like a man in
a nightmare tryirg to solve in impossible sum *n
arithmetic, “ and the thing would take an hour to
reach her—maybe more—and I sent it from Bir-
mingham four huurs ago, about. I feel as if my
head was going.”

“ It may be delayed but she’d have got it shortly
after I left the house,” said Mandelberg.
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“ And it said I was detainsd with you in Bir-
mingham,” repeated Anthony.

“ A statement wiiich was obviously impaossible,”
said Mandelberg. ' * Let’s face the situation fully
—there’s no use in getting rattled ; after all, it’s
only juét a taradiddle.” r '

“ Yes, but I'll have to explain 1t to her, and you
&unt knaw—yau d_rm t know

¥ Oh, I can guess.”

Anthony brooded for a moment.

He felt incredibly mean. When he sent the wire
he had not felt mean. He had intended to do no
harm ; the thing was sent as a cloak to no sin com-
mittcd or intended ; it was just a white social lie
such as we tell when we inftruét a servant to say
* Not at home ” to a visitor.

Sure that his wife would never know the truth,
hie had experienced nothing but a slight uneasiness,
a regret that he had made the thing so reedlessly
circamétantial. .

Now that his lie was discovered, as surely it was
discovered by this, it was a very different matter.

(And he would have to face her and own'to it.
It couldn’t be denied, und the reasoa never could
‘ve explained. What could he say? “I was
suddenly tired of life and the house, I wanted
to ftretch my 'limbs and ‘breathe freely a little
longer.” Impossible ; she could neither underétand
nor believe that &tatement—and besides, why
Birmingham? Do people go to Birmingham to
breathe freely ¢ And why Mandelberg, why the
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lie about Mandr-lhcrqi No man in his senses lies

without a reason.

She would draw the obvious’ conclusion that he
had been doing something that he withed to con-
ceal from her, and from that the obvious con-
clusion that he was unfaithful to her with another
woman. - ‘

No doubt she was thinking that now, up there in
Regent’s Park—would be thinking it all that night
and next morning‘until his return. The momentary

impulse came to him, to dash from the office, take

a taxi and drive home ;: face the situation at once
and not make it worse b_v a sccond night’s absence
from her.

This he might have done had he possessed the
nervous energy for the business, It wasn’t so much
a ‘question of courage, but he was below par at the
moment. The events of the night before, the
train i-arney, the train luncheon imperfectly
digefted, the shock he had just veceived—all had
conspired to reduce him in energy and will power,
to deflate him. He rose and ftood with his back to
the étove, his hands b:lund him and l'.us shoulders
drooped. :

Mandelberg went to thr.- cupboard where the
whisky for cuftomers was l:ept and brnught him a

whisky and soda. .
“If 1 were you,” said, t]l: Jew, “1 wouldn’t

bother about the thing; you'’re not the firft man
that’s made a bloomer like that. Juét say it was a
:mﬂal:c and you put my rame in the wire meaning
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Shires. I know it’s a pretty rotten explanation ;
§till it’s something to say. You aren’t sure
you wouldn’t like to go home now and get it
over 1 *

“ No,” said Anthony, “I wouldn’t. I've had
enough for one day. I want a little peace and to
get my mind off sthings.” . Then as the flimulant
began to clutch him : * It’s all very well talking,
many another man "would have been off the track
and in the ditch long ago leading: the life I've led.
I've been lonely. My fault, perhaps—my fault,
perhaps—I’'m not a man given to making friends
beyond a certain point, You're the only real pal
I’ve had. The wife is all right, but she’s never been
really a companion, and a man wants a bit of
sympathy now and then ; if we’d had children it
would have been differtnt, maybe. I wanted
ghildren, but I haven’t any—not even a dog to
care for. A man waits something to care,for and
to care for him.” e

“ Cheer up,” said the other. * Children are a
big gamble; you never know what old anceftor
may pop up in a child—some chap that’s maybe
been hanged for highway robbery or died of booze.

r up and we'll go and Live a bit of dinner
together and go to a theatre, Cheer up and thank
God there’s a man alive called Baldwin.”

# Anthony finished his drink and put the glass back
in the cupboard,

“ You’ll have dinner with me,” said he. * Come

to Wedtminfter Court at half-past seven or so
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and we'll have, dinner. Can you get there by
then ?

“Yes,” said Mandelberg, “I'll be there. I'll
walk a blt of the wiy down thc Street if you'll wait
for me.’

He put away the letters on thc table and locked
the whisky cupboard, called the olerk and gave him
some inftructions about a document that was being
drafted, then, accompanied by Anthony, he left
the hu:ldm g and turning weftward down the Strand
walked a few hundred yards with his companion.

This quick mind, sleek and allive as a rat, had
been turning the matter over and over, looking for
a way out, that is to say, a plausible ile. He foresaw
a terrible row in the Harrop ménage and he didn’t
want it ; the firm had enough serious business on
its shoulders without miutrimonial disputes being
piled on the top of all ; yet he couldn’t think of o x
lie that swould &op the hole or'a subterfuge to white-
wash or camouflage the business. Inftead of leaving
it at that he wonld talk. :

“If I had a brother you might say you meant
him,’ said Mandelberg; * but I havcu t, and she
knowsit.” °

“ Oh, damn her 1% sud&cnl}r broke out Anthop;.
““Let her go and hang herself. I'm sick of the
whole show, thie,whole business, the whole blessed <
thing. Let her go and hang herself. J don’t
care.”

Mandelberg for the moment was almoét shocked.

It was so unlike Anthony,to talk like that, to burst
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out like that. It was quite natural-—natural as the
turning of the goaded ox, §till—
“ All right,” said he. “Let’s forget the whole
business. Dun t worry. I’ll be with you at half-

past seven.’
He called a taxi and gnt in and' Anthony pursued
his way weftward. '
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It was five minutes paét eleven and Anthony found
himself ftanding in a long, narrow passage behind
Mandelberg, who was talking to:a pale-faced man
in livery who looked something like a commis-
sionaire—gone wrong.

They had dined at Wetminster Court and visited
a theatre. S .

The play had not amused the husband of Selina
Harrop. It was about a man and his wife and
another man,'to say fothing of the other man’s
wife ; the theme infidelity.

Amongét the charafters, and even in the bedroom
stene in the second at, posed a figure unimagined
by the author but clearly visualised by Anthony—-
the fievre of Sclina awaiting his return.

She had sat beside him at dinne-, she had crowded
into the taxi that took him to the theatre and now
she was on the ftage, sometimes as a detached figure,
sometimes merging herself with the outraged and
P:tmnt wife uf the Fla}’ Talking to him the whole
time and always sayiag the same thing in the some
words : “ To-morrow I am going to ask you why
you sent me that telegram,which was obviously
untrue.” \

There were whole five-minute seétions of the
performance during which he saw pothing but the
dzmng-mum or drawing-room of Marlborough
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Terrace, himself and the wife of his bosom, himself
trying to explain away that lie: that ftupid, silly
lie told on the spur of the moment. It was not a
queftion of Selina being angry with him or suspicious,
and she was not a woman to make a scene: sus-
picious she would be, without any manner of doubt,
and that was the irritating, part of the matter, for
he was innocent of ill-doing; but the tragic part
was the lie. It is a terrible thing for a grown man
to find himself conviéted of an obvious and palpable
falsehood, even about a trifle.

* After the play they had gone to Romano’s, and,
Mandelberg proposing *‘ a little place where you'll
sce some fun,” they had arrived here in this gloomy
passage. .

Mandelberg seemed to know the place, and the
liveried man, after a moe:aent’s conversation, let
them pass through a swing-door into a red plush
upholstered room that gave on a dance hall. round
whose polished floor-spaces little tables were sc:.

The place was cheerful, clean and brilliantly
lit, continental and half-filled with a cosmopelitan
crowd of well-dressed people, young men, young
women ; all these peopl: were young, or nearly
allnand Anthony, locking round'before taking his
seat at the table that Mandelberg had chosen, felt
an uplift of the spirit as though infefted by the
spirit of youth in the air about him.

The band had jut ceased and the floor was
clear, and a waiter appeared waiting for Mandel-
berg’s order: : .

" 63

L)



GOBLIN MAREKET

“This is my show,” said he. * Not a bad place,
is it? The beft run in London. Night Club,
yes, but it’s quite respe€table,' Police! Nonsense,
they never touch a place like this, you only want

tonic water and a cigarette !--all nght. You don’t ° ;

dance ¢ Well, you can sit and look at the fun for
a while ; it’s an interefting crowd to watch.”

His bnght eyes were cafting. round as if looking
for somcone that he knew ; the band had &ruck up,
and rising suddenly he went to a table where two
women were seated. He was evidently known to
one of them, for next moment she rose and the next
they had taken the floor.

Anthony, for the firkt time in his life, wished that

he was a dancing man. He applied himself to the

tonic water and lit a cigarette. The band and the
‘brightness, the crowd a.d the something festive in
the air all had conspired to lift Selina from his mird
for » moment. It was good to be young, he told
Lumself. -

Meanwhile the place was filling. A ftout woman
accompanied by a man had taken the next table;
ther they moved away, attrafted by the sight of
friends acroks the room, and the tabic was taken by
a young man and a‘girl.

She did not look more than sixteen, her com-
panion did noét, look more than twenty. He was of
the army type, bronzed and healthy and not very
intelligent locking.

The band had ceased, but Mapdelberg did not
return’; he was in animated discussion with the
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two women and had evidently forgntten his com-
panion. Anthony did not mind—he was observing
the two young peoplé at the next table ; they were
not speaking to each other. Had they qunrre]lcd 7
No, they just seemed' indifferent one to the other,
as though they were ftrangers; indifferent and
looking about them at the erowd ; the yuunf man
was, smoking a cigarette and the girl, as she leaned
slightly back in her chair, glancing round her with
languid intereft, now and then pursed her lips as
though whiftling. ,

How pretty she was | Old-fashioned, with a
dying, fade-away air, and how young to be in a
place like this; a child, nothing moreé.

“ Brother and sifter,” thought Anthony. Then,
as an afterthought, *“ Or maybe his fiancée.”

He took a sip from his glass and lit another
cigarette ; as he put down' the match and raised his
eyes he met those of the girl. She had been le~king
at him. Then th: band §truck up and the voung
man, without a word to his companion, put down
his cigarette and walking towards a.woman whom
he evidently knew carried her off into the dance,

The girl, left alone, luoked again at Anthony,
smiled ever go slightly, raised he: eyebrows as though
to say “ May I i’” left her c]]m and came and sat
beside him.

“Tt is w:rm," said ahc in a charmm half hsp.

“ Yes, it is very warm in here,” said hn It was
the moét thrilling moment of his life; he scarcely
knew what he said. He conld not underétand the
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situation at all: Her glance, her smile, the way she
had crossed over to him, the way she sat now quite
at ease looking at the dancers, all were so perfeétly
natural and innocent | She scemed now to have
forgotten him for a moment, dnd then as he watched
her he saw that whilét her eyes were fixed on the
moving figures her mind was' uninterefted—not
there, not with him nor in that place at all; and
then as he watched her he saw that her appearance
of extreme youth was—what ? Not fiflitious yet
somehow illusory—a thmg, that was, yet was not.
Then, all at once, he knew

This child !

The band' had ceased for a moment and the
dancers were clopping their silly hands for more.
The band went on, and the dm-:e
~ “Your companion secms enjoying himself,” said
Anthony.

“MNy companion ! " said the girl. “ Oh, that
sentleman I came in with 7 ¥Yes, I would have
danced with him, but my cheét is not well to-night
—I have had s cold ; he was angry with me because
I would not dance ; he will not speak to me again,
0 I came and sat with you, You’ dn not mind ?
A girl can’t sit here alone,”

“ No indeed,” said Anthony. “No. I don’t
mind, I'm gla& you'came.: Have you known him
lnng i "

“ That gnntlemn.n ! Oh no: we had dinner
togethnr, thatisall I couldn’t eat and that upset

Do you often com= here 2 ”
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“ No,” said Anthony. * This is the firét time I
have been here.”

If the effect she produced on Anthony was the
same as that which she had produced on * that

" gentleman " we cannot wonder at the latter leaving
her in favour of a more powerful charmer.

“A girl can’t sit here alone.” The innocently
frank ftatement had flattened out things and
removed the last rose-leaf of romance ; but, apart
from that and the fact that she was evidently not
at all well with the cold on her cheét, there was
something about her—a simplicity, let us call it—

* that one might fancy curiously chilling to * that
gentleman,” who had picked her up for her pretty

» face no doubt, given her dinner and an entry into
this place, and dropped her.

It didn’t chill Anthony.” Had she been anyone’
else of her type and trade  he would have moved
away from her now and left the place, for L was
tired of the dancing, the band and the glare ; she
held him because she had warmed his feelings
towards her in quite an extraordin.ry way—but
not in any way suggefted by her trade.

There was something appealing in that air of a
tireds child, in her youth, in her prettiness and the
little movements that talk so loudly and tell chara&ter
so well : something forlorn about her,

Then, after the firft few minutes, she seemed to
have sensed his friendship dog-fashion ; possibly
inftin& had told her all about him from the very
firft and that he was rot of the army of those
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horrors, the elderly gentlemen who frequent London
night society. At all events, and however that may
be, they sat beside each other, talking casually and
at ease and in all innocence.

Now and then a man would glance at her, but '
she had no eyes for anyone, no signals in her locker ;
like a little ship moored in the shelter of a big rock
she was content to reét for a while out of commijssion
and with sails furled.

“I say, old man—I say, old man.” Mandel-
berg’s hand was on Anthony s shoulder and his
jocular whisper in his ear.

He had come to the table for a moment. What
a joke! Anthony with a girl !

Having shot his whisper into the ear of the other
he ftraightened himself, and ftood for a moment
locking at the crowd. *

“ Get a chair and sit'down,” said Antheony.

“No,” said Mandelberg. “Two's company,
and I've got someone waiting for me.” Then in
a moment he was gone, swallowed up in the cmwd,
and Anthony and his companion were alone again.

* I say, old man—I say, old man.” The laughing
whisper £till sounded in' his ears. Tt had brought
him to his senses, broken some apell, suddenly made
the whole plar:e——hand crowd, nmse and g
horribly distafteful. ' -

He rose to his feet and the girl, drawing her light
cloak over her shoulders, rose too.

He underftood ; she couldn’t sit there alone, and
if he went she would have to go too.
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They passed out to the veftibule, where he got
his hat and coat, then down the long passage to the
ftreet. Here they turned to the right, the girl
walking beside him silent, like a faithful shadow.

He wanted to get 1id of her and yet he didn’t.
He had felt something like that before when a dog
had followed him.through,the ftreets, He had
broyght it home and Selina had refused to have it,
so it had been taken to Battersea,

Why the girl recalled the dog it would be hard to
say ; perhaps because she had, so to speak, mutely
sought his prote€tion in the dance-room, and
attached herself to him in a way—because, silent as
a dog, she was now accompariying him.

The cold night air of the ftreet made her cough,
and she drew her cloak tighter across her throat.
She walked slowly, as th{*- th her breathing were
afeCted.

“It’s cold,” said Amhcmy

“Yes, it’s cold, isn’t lti‘“ rcphnd she; * s
the street after that hot room.’

“ Have you far to go 1

“ Rupell Street, Bloomsbury,” she replied. She
spoke in a dead-tired voicz and the cough took her
again ; the cold of the ftreet ufier the hot room
seemed trying her cheft and she seemed fighting
againét the cough. A taxi was drawing towards
them and Anthony hailed it.

He would send her home—pay for the cab and
send her home.

He opened the cab door and she got in, ‘and he
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got in after her; at the laft moment he found it
quite impossible to hand the cabman half a crown,
or whatever the fare might'be, and say, * Drive
this lady to Rupell Street,’ Bloomsbury,” He

could not offer her charity like that—he could not '

dismiss her in that brutal way ; he would drive her
to Rupell Street and drop her there and then go on
to Weétminéter Court.,

The cab turned and took a by-ﬂrm: leading to
New Oxford Sireet.

As they turned into the glare of the lamps
Anthony found his hand in the little hot hand of
the girl.

A tired hot hand'that sought companionship,
and said in the miraculous dumb language that the
hand alone can speak, “ I'm sick and tired—and I
want to be held.”

So a child worn out-at some féte, or weary - f
walking, or il}, takes the hand of a grown-up.



CHAPTER X
. SICK?

* TuE cab ftopped at the corner of Rupell Street and
they got out. Anthony paid the cabman off ; he
had intended returning to Weétminéter Court in
the vehicle, but he, could easily get another: He
would see her to her door. He was troubled in
his mind. !

Troubled and perplexed and moved in his heart ;
no other being in all his easy, empty life had moved
him like this—out of himself and away from his
ordinary appetites and likes and dislikes, and juét
_ by a touch, a glance, a word.

He would take leave of her on the doorftep and
return to Weftmingter Coxlt. The bank-notes in
It's pocket-book recalled their exiftence to him. A
fiver—yes, a fiver—that would be the thing. He
found himself forming little sentences about L}
times and a little loan between friends. *“If I can
ever be ‘of service to you, let me know,” began one
of these sentences, and at the back of his mind there
was a vague idea of keeping in touch with her in
some way, of not quite losing sigit of her.

On the doorftep, and before he could frame
speeches, she drew a lagch-key from her pocket and
opened the door, revealing a narrow hall lit by a
single eleftric bulb. She'held the door open for
him to enter, and he came in, clearing his throat,
but he did'not speak. She had closed t}m:\dn-ur
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before the words came to him, and, turning, she
led the way upétairs,

The atmosphere of the hotse was ftuffy, and as
he followed her up the narrow £tairs the recolle€tion
came to Anthony of a similar adventure in his
youth, almo#t the same house, the same atmosphere,
the same §tairs, and the same “‘beyond the pale ™
feeling. ' :

Even now, far removed from his youth and with
no wrong intention in his mind, that feeling came to
him, and with it the recognition of the fatt that
nothing had changed, that the old hideous treadmill
was the same as in the Vi€torian days—same houses,
same ftairs, same ${tufiy atmosphere, same every-
thing—only, the tinkle of hansom-cab bells outside
had been turned to the hoot of motor-horns and
now there was eleftric 1isht.

She opened a door on the firét landing and shower
him into the same room—a iront sitting-room that
opkned into a back bedroom, the rooms divided by
folding doors.

On the red tablecloth of the table in the centre
of th= room lay a letter without a ftamp. He could
not help reading the namc on the envelope—* Miss
Grey,” nothing mor, no address.

“ A moment,” said the girl.

Anthony sat down o the spfa by the window, his
hat beside him and his coat with the aftrakhan
collar hanging open whilét she vanished into the
bedroom. She returned in a moment without her
hat and cloak, and taking a matchbox from the

2
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mantelpiece knelt down to light the bit of fire sct
in the grate.

“There's a letl:cr for you on the table,” said
Anthony,

“1It’s only my b:]l " said the girl.

The wood was damp He watched her small
figure as she bent €triking match after match ; the
thigg caught at last, but she did not rise, her
shoulders were shaking curiously, She was crying.

Next moment he was kneeling beside her on the
hearthrug, his hand on her shoulder, then his arm
about her, whilét she sobbed into his coat.

“ I’m so ill—so ill—1I shouldn’t have let you come
with me. So wretched—and so ill.” .

The cough took her, and she coughed and coughed
whilét he held her as tenderly as a mother might a
child, not knowing what t~ .ay or do. .
& The whole terrible position came to him in a
flash—the bill on the cable, the man she had been
with and who had left her, her evident illness, .he
way she had attached herself to him in her dumb
diftress. Unable to pay her way and ill! Unable
to pay her way and ill—!

“ My dear child, my cear child,” szid Anthnny,
i there now, don’ t——dnnt c7y -any more—don’t
cry any more. I'm juft a friend—there now.”
He helped her to rise to her feet and made her sit
on the sofa, taking his seat beside her and holding her
hand, whilét she sat with head half averted, her
laboured breathing broken now and then by a sob.

Some modern Hogarth or Rowlandson might have
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made an excellent pifture of the pair under the
caption of “The Elderly Roué” or, better il
* Mammon and the Maid.” 3Dut, indeed, Anthony
was feeling very unlike a roué, ¢lderly or otherwise
—or Mammon. '

“I’m juét a fricnd—nothing more—and I want
to help you,” said Anthony, patting the hand. “I
want to help you in any way I can.”

“I know,” she murmured, “I knew you were
good—it’s the pain.”

ik ","vhm i- »

“In my cheét; it gets worse and worse when I

breathe,”

“Good God Almighty!” cried Anthony.
“ Why, you ought to be in bed. Cheft—haven’t
you seen a doftor 1

The word “ cheft” colled up consumption to
his mind ; it came to him all at once that this ill-
ness had suddenly leapt inco something of the
utr.oft gravity. It was a * dangerous illness,” not
a cold or chill. Cheft, pain, cough, hot hands,
and now that étrange, wandering look as she turned
her head in speaking. G

“Dr. Gregg of Endell Street,” she murmured';
“he knows me. Tl see him—to-morrow.”

“You'll see him to-night,” said Anthony. But
she did not answer. jhr A

“ You'll see him to-night. I'll send for him or
go and fetch him. Endell Street—I know- the
place, it’s not far from here ; what is the number of
his house 7 ¥
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She could not tell the number—it was the big
surgery—the doctor’s shop at the corner; but she
did not want to senu for him. She would see him
to-morrow.

*  *“That'll be all nght," said Anthony.

He made her get up, half helping her to rise, and,
half supporting hor, brought her into the bedroom,
whgre she sat down on the edge of the bed. ' Then
telling her to get *‘right between the blankets ”
he came back to the sitting-room and §tood with
his hands behind his back before the miserable little
fire.

As he £tood he could hur her mava about and
coughing.

Before him, on the opposite w:Ll]., there was a
framed and glazed reproduétion ot the * Rent Day,”
one of the prints that gofne Fine Art Company
&broadcated over England in the ’eighties, in return

for coupons cut out of the newspapers and cightcen-
ce.

It had been hanging there thirty years and mure,

and the shell box on the table under it had been there
as long, no doubt ; long paét the Great War, paét
the reign of King Edward, past the late Viftorian
days, you might have walkec irto this room and
found it the same in all essentials, even to the human
occupants, for it was in the late “seventies that
Rupell Street took its definite position amidét the
ftreets of the half-world.

One might wonder what it thought of Anthony
to-night ftinding there on the hearthrug, uis hands

75

. (A



GOBLIN MARKIT .

behind his back and his lips pursed, his eyes following
the vague pattern of the carpet.

The latch-key was lying on the table by the
letter., When she was in bed and * under the
blankets > he would take the key and slip down to
Endell Street and  make the doftor come back with
him, He dismissed the idea of trying to wake the
landlady of the house and get her to send for the
doftor ; he did not know what sort of dragon he

might evoke and, in fact, he did not know where to
find her, whether i in the cnckmnchwsmellmg base-
ment or the upper part. He might ask the girl;
but then she did not want the doétor sent for.

No, he would do the job himself.

The events of the laft few minutes had brought
to him something new and ftimulating. It was as
though Life had suddenlv served him with a drink
that was at the same time an eye-opener and r
heart-warmer,, that had put spurs on his feet and a
spear in his hand and a $teed urder him and said,
“* Now'then, tilt—in other words, toot off for the
doctor, open your purse, help all you can, and do
all you can to save the girl from the Dragon.”

The vague shame that had pursued him up the
ftairs, even though he was guiltless of evil intent,
and the * beyond the pale” atmosphere of the
house, had vanished utterly.

The minutes passed, a taxi-horn sounded in the
ftreet, voices, the banging of a front door on the
opposite side.

He looked at his watch—it was tweuty minutes
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to two—and coming to the foldine doors of the
bedroom he knocked, received no answer and came
in.

She was in bed, lying on her right side with the

* clothes half over her head. She seemed asleep, but
as he tiptoed up to her he saw that her eyes were
open, watching him.

‘el’m going out to get you something—some-
thing from the doétor,” said Anthony, refting his
hand lightly on her shoulder. * What's that you
say—the hospital! No, no, no, you won't be sent
to the hospital—I'll see to that. I won’t be long;
you'll Etﬂj’ there till-I get bm:l:—[’ll take the key
with me.’

— She nodded.

He left the room, took his hat and the key and,
coming downstairs, left the house, closing the dun::r

4zently behind him. ‘
At the corner of the §treet he paused ; he knew
this part of Lond~n and soon got his bearings, and
seven or cight minutes’ walk took him into Endell
Street and right in front of a big shop window—a
shop window that had become a surgery wirdow,
inscribed in big gold letters wnh tue name Dr.
Gregg.
He found the night-bell by the door and pulled
it, heard the far-off jangle ind then §tood waiting
and liftening.

As he ftood like this a terrible fa& suddenly hit
him: he did not know the number of the lmuse in
Rupell Street. e



CHAPTER, XI
DR. GREGG

Hz 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 askimg, * Does a lady live here named
Miss Grey 1

And she was lying ‘there in bed, dnd he had taken’

the latch-key ! It didn’t occur to 'him that he might
try from houst to house in the middle of the ftreet
till the latch-key found the lock it was made for.
The fa&t had sandbagged his intelle¢t for the
moment, reducing it to } -1peln:ss confusion, in the

midst of which the fanlight i ove the door blazed’
1

out, the door epened and a big man with a clean-
shaved cast-iron face and a muffler round his neck,
ftood before the visitor. ]

“ Are you Dr. Gregg?” asked Anthony.

“ Iam,” said Gregg. * What is it—an accident 7

“ No—it’s ubout a lady, a lady t]fmt’s ill. I've
made a terrible mistake 5

* Come in,” said Gregp.

He shut the dopr and led the way into the surgery,
rnming 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 disfavour.
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This prosperous-looking, middle-aged gentleman
in a coat with a fur collar—poor Anthony !—and a

. ftory about a girl whom he had left very ill in a

house of which he did not know the number did
not evidently appeal to Dr. Gregg. His frightful
experience of the London middle-world did not
tend to lend him sympathy, with such a case, nor
did his natural bent.of mind.

“ Grey,” he said, “of Rupell Street. I know
her; she’s a Pal:ir.nt of mine. That young thing—
met her at a club, did you t—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
ent into a little side office and turned on a light,
and Anthony heard him fumbling with the pages
of a ledger, heard him muctering to himself dis-

- &ontentedly, heard the ledger shut with a bang.

Then he appeared.

“ Have you found it 2 asked Anthnn}r

“You wait here,” said Gregg,

He left the surgery.

Anthony, ftanding with one hand in his pocket
and the other ‘holding his hat, felt flattened out,
almoét like a criminal. The manner of the other
man told of the contempt that was in his mind—
contempt tinged with dislike.

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

He showed the other out md. followed him,
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closing the door ; then without a word he turned
down the §treet.

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 7 ™ 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 ftroggle for exiftence a::u:l gone out. It scemed
like a bad omen.

Gregg, after a glam:a r{:-und 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 beft; right from the $tart of
this business he hud alted the part of the kindly-
hearted man, and even of the good Samaritan, yet
he felt cheap und mean. This iron-faced dispensary
doftor had evidently condemned him, placed him
at once in the category of a certain order of men
about town—men whom he cvldentljr disliked both
from a personal and a pmi#sswnal point of view.

8o N
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Ten minutes passe:d; and then the folding doors
opened and Gregg returned, closing them behind

* him, The ftethoscope 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 kmuckles of his right ‘hand in the palm
of his left, :

“dVhere did you say you met her 2 he ‘asked,
seemingly addressing the mnntelplccc

Anthony told.

“ How did she seem then 7
* Anthony told.

“ Complained of her cheft, did she ?

“ Yes But firft T wint to explain. I was
an 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 seemed

=—=hey had disagreed. V.nen I rose to go she rose

also and accompanied me out, for: it seems she
couldn’t §tay there alone ; in the étrect I was going
to have called a cab to send her home, but I conldn’t
offer her the money for the fare, so 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 firft time I saw how really ill she' was. I made
her get into bed and came for you. I just want to
say that if you think I’m—ancthcr sort of man—
I’'m not. You know what [ mean.’
Gn:gg Iunlr:c:i at the other,
EI
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“ Well, anvhow,” he said, *“it’s fortunate you
fetched me. It’s a hospital case—pleurisy of the
left lung.” -

* A hospital case 1 ¥

L] Yﬂ'ﬂ‘
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 i—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 whisper-
ing in his ear. He had promised, but he was not
thinking of his promise ; .'e was in the grip of th
creature, timid, friendly, seeking friendship, $tricken,
attaching herself to him with deg inftiné&t. No, he
could not allow that.

“ She muéin’t go to the hospital,” said he. * She
muft ftay here.”

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

“ I'll vay what’s necessary,” said Anthony, not in
the leat 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 td the hospital ; she asked me
-and I promised her—and, after all, it’s only the
quetion of getting a hurse 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 himself to keep the girl here, how
was he to know whether this §tranger would $tick to
his guns ? She could be removed now, but later on
it-might be impossible, and if no money were foru-

« coming -
Anthony seemed to read hid thoughts.
JHe took his card-case from his pocket.
* There is my card. Of course, I do not wish
this matter known other th2n to you and me, and T
,~all, if you please, leave & mething as a—in faét 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 fadt, it was on
her recommendidtion Miss Grey came 'to me for
medical advice. Put up your wiorey; it'll be all
right.”

He went downélairs, 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 watchirg something in the corner
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by the door, the ﬁrmgcal' thing ever seen in a
London lodging-house bedriom—a beaver building
on the roof of his lodge with a background of .
brightly flowing water and far birch woods.




CHATER X1I1
AN, ANARCHIST

* Havr an hour later Anthony and the doftor were in
the street.

A hurse living close by and known to Gregg had
beenssent 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 prw:ltcl_p'

* “ I'll see her in the mummg, * said Gregg. 7 lucy

o went along. * That powder I gave her will keep

her quiet and bring down the temperature a bit,

bait it’s mainly ret 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'm

. *==t00 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'll
see 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 rhmg It was so
easy to shoot the girl into hospital or into an
infirmary ; it would have beén so easy juét to have
left her and not gone for the doétor.

Anthony’s yarn did not quite seem to hold water
when common sense poured her j jug ful! into it;
yet it was told with such evident sincerity that he

85



COBLIN MARKET

could not help entertaining |t. Stranger things had
happened to his knowledge 'n the goed side ; men
weren't all brutes—far from it ; men, and even the -
moft unlikely men, were Strangely susceptible to the
attacks of sentiment, especially where children and '
women were concerned ; and even if this old buffer
had :cmmpmwd the girl to Rupell Street urged by
proniptings other than those of sentiment, k= 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 Weftmingter
Co.m Gregg the dour and ungracious warmed
and expanded a bit, and talked like a man to a
man., ; )

The ftreets were deserted and there were no cahs

to be see .
* “ You'll have to walk,” said Gregg. “ Or, if yon
like, come into my place and I'll telephone for :
taxi and you.can have a cup of tea while you wait.
Me? Oh, that’s nothing; it’s all in the night’s
work, and I haven’t had much of that lntcl}f Ive
got an assistant. 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 eleétric light and left Anthony whilét
he went in search of the tea,

It was a large, comfortably furnished but not a
cheerful room. A glass-fronted bookcase ftood
againét th.e wall opposite the two front windows ; it
held the library of Gregg : some bound volumes of
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Chambers' Fournal, scme books on surgery and
medicine, including th’: only modern medical work

- that is at the same time a work of literature—
Watson’s * Physic "—Marx’s “Das Kapital,”

« several of Wells's books on Socialism and Paine’s
“ Age of Reason.” Anthony turped. Gr:gg had
enterfd the room with a small tray mnummg 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 inftin&
when I'm coming back. Sugar?”

. Anthony took his cup and they sat down Ile

« would have preferred a whisky and soda, but the
Greggs were evidently a teetotal household, and he
dgank his tea and accepted a cigarette, whilét
Gregg lit a pipe and talked.

He talked of the girl they had juft left and of the

, ==general 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 bripade,
and there’s Lord knows how many thousands of
them, and they’re the best of th.e whole crew in my
opinion, and P’ve seen twenty years of London.

They keep themselves anyhow. But what a life!

Breakfat at home, and then out ; dinner maybe at

a reftaprant or mayhe no dinner at all ; no friends,

no little household gods that a wumah ~ares for;
money enough to-day and none to-morrow, and
87



GOBLIN MARKET

always walking in danger of « isease, drink and dope.
The hospital at the end and'—a pauper’s grave or
the dissefting-room. And they’re women.”

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

“Nor L,” said Gregg. * There are some coarse
and hard, and they don’t care, though even those
feel themselves under the blight:more or less y 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
.1 nto it almoft, one might say, quite naturally.
It’s as it tnere was a barrier between their souls and
their bodies. I've met 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
anwesthesia in sex matters that lets them be like
that; and no matter ho + pretty they are, they
always come off worft in their trade.”

“ How is that 1

“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 real.name. She’s a Canadian,
came over with he. mother—drifted over bj' 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 he- 4 couple of months as a patient; she
came about her cheft, which isn’t ftrong, though I
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couldn’t make out she was T.B.—anyhow, I expe&t
this will do for her.” |
- “ Do you mean to say she won’t recover ? ”
- £ cxpeﬂ her nuinber’s up ; she hasn’t ftamina,
* And it’s the beft thing that could happen to her.
Recover ¢ What for 1

Ax}}r.hcn}' said nothing. He felt again the little
hot Mand that had taken his in the cab and he saw
again the figure kneeling before the fire trying to
light it and the shoulders shaking—everything he
remembered, from the firft moment of meeting her.
He swallowed down snmct]ﬁng that was riei=- .

v his throat, sat forward in his chair and put the tips
of his fingers together.

2 Of course we'll do our beft for h:r," s:ud Grepg,
putting his cup away ; “but I’ve forgotten ]mur
taxi. One moment.’

~ ' He went out and Ant’ iony heard him ringing up
on the telephone.

Then he came ba,d: and relit his Plpi:

“ 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'm generally in bed by
eleven. D’ve never been in a mght ¢lub before, and
I never want to be in one agnm

“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 fecling the pulse of Dirt
and Miacry for twenty }rears, and I know what’s
coming, and coming qui

“ Are you a Socialit 7 - asked Anthony, remerns
bering the books on the shelf.

“ No,” said Gregg. “ I'm an Anarchiét. Sov -::-uld
you be if you'd seen what I have seen and heard
what I have lieard and touched what I have
touched.”

St said Anthony. 'He guessed that the
doﬂnr was using hyperbole.

Evervy mau is a di€tonary, and his definition of
words is ruled by his education and experiences.

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

Gregg did not answer sum:huw to this descrip-
tion ; in faét, +his hard-faced general pradtitioner
had ‘made a strong and very different impression
upon his visitor. Anthouy had never met a man
like this before. Jhere was something ruthless
about Gregg, yet something the reverse. He
meant it wheu 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 smoked and looked
over his visiting list for th: next day, seeming to

go
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have forgotten his wiiitor for a moment. Then
when the taxi-horn :i:undﬁd outside he rose and
~ took his hat.
Gregg showed him downétairs and to the door.
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CHAPTER 'XIII

NO!

Tue cab was a fashionable taxi, new, clean, well- '
upholétered, 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 relief came to Antuony,
as if at the waking from a troubled and rather
unpleasant dream ; all that seemed behind him, he
wished somehow it had never occurred ; and yet

-

—anu ,
No!
N- 4« nundred times no, hie would not have

undone anything he had done that night, nor unsaid

anything he had said that night, nor obliterated a

single thought that had passed through his mind.

This great fact, and it wa. a great faét considering
the cinematograph aspe€t 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 {unnie§t and pleasanteft feeling, this
warm recognition of his own warm-blooded adls,
and he had done it all half-unconsciously, pushed
along as thongh by a direfting finger, moved along
by Jking and a feeling of kindness that grew to pity,
lea on, prompted by no low ulterior motive.

g2

|



L)

NO

He did not say all this to himse’s, he felt it. “1I
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 honefty.

“1 have done good to a fellow-creature, real,
round, solid, pra&ical good—and, damn the conse-

u
; f\‘ihan}r got out of the cab and paid the driver
a shilling over his fare and entered’ Weétminéter
Court. Westminéter Court was built by Whitaker
Wright (or was it jnbez Balfour 1), gentlemen who
did a vaft deal of evil in their lives, out of ' %,
however, some good has come, for Viestmindter
Court and other palatial buildings-ut their invention
ase most convenient refting-places for the wealthy.

They built broad and ftrong, chese gentlemen,
and high. Woetminster 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

alk m"

He felt fit to climb Mont Blam:, and the firft
flight of §tone §tairs were tcarcely perccived by him,
so filled was his mind ‘with a nc.v energy engaged in
turning over new thoughts.

That child—her case was enougti to move a
ftone 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 gor well. He knew rich nen
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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 ftony étairs he paused
to draw breath. What a height this place was!
The image of the girl which he had been carrying
with him was §ill an inspiration, but he was begin-
ning to feel it as a weight.

Yes, he would tell Selina about her, teL her
ftraight out and get her to intereft some of her
friends. '

He a&ually said this to himself, and meant it;
tue ~rruthful telegram he had sent to Selina
scarcely troul'=d him. He felt capable of confessing
the whela circumistance with a laugh, letting it bc
absorbed in the major issue.

On the fifth flig..~ he paused again.

The climb was exhausting him ; his new-found
energy had almo€t vanished and his ideas had become
clouded. The cold marble walls and the pitiless
ftone fteps of this palace of the wealthy seemed
againft him ; the eleflric lights, for ever burning,
seemed eyes wetching him. All around the rich
and *well-to-do were sleeping in layers.

Anthony was too tircd and wihded now for
conneéted thought, Lut he felt an indefinable drag
other than that 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
throv.gh jelly as well as through space.

Cn the top fep of the 'aét ftair he did a weak
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thing—juft sat down for a mome:.t to reft on the
§tone ftep. 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 thirfty 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 ftopped running !
Ten minutes later he was in bed 'with the lights
out and just Stepping into dreamland.
- Anthony was very like a child in some r~-__is,
ever ready to grasp at anything easv .ua pleasant
to do, or anything comforting-lice, fo: inftance,
the hand of sleep.



CHAPTER X1V
ISAAC COBORNE

HE awoke with an unpleasant taéte in his mouth and
a great depression of spirit,

Hr: awoke feeling 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 $tairs all night
in his dreams, huating fer Selina, he had knocked
at dou. “fter door of flat after flat and all sorts of
dream-peopi. had opened to him, but not Selina.

Mow, when the last mifts 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
questioning : 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.

I'hen, rapidly, came vp before him all sorts of
unpleasant thinzs—the noise of the band in the
night club, Rupeli Street, Gregg, Gregg’s surgery,
the whole Fusiness of the night before, all tinged
with the gloom of dark ftreets and sordid houses
and all seeming skewered on the unpleasant business
to bhe done that day in regard to the telegram.

I'hen he poured himself out a cup of tea, and
relt 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
himself in a financial way—did not bother him. On
the contrary, after & second cup of tea and a slice
of bread and butter the remembrance of her came
to him as an uplift.

Hc had done a good t]mlg The good thing came

like a knight in armour tilting against the
lltdu 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
Grengthened. The philanthropiét he had dr~ppea
on the §tairs last night was with him _an, telling
him pleasant things about himself, and the ghot uf
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 reftaurant.

‘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 ftopped. 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
mafter of the harriers, evidently just up from Wilt-
shire, waiting for his eggs and bacon and ré\ding
the sporting news in the Daily Telegraph, \

7 : ;
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“Hullo,” sa.1 Anthony. It was a pleasant
surprise. Isaac had always appealed to him as the
one endurable person amongft 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 Sélina Harrop, or only on, the express tnder-
$tanding that the Almighty had extracted all the
colour, bonhomie and general gmd-natur{: from
Selina and beftowed them on Isaac for some inscrut-
wole.reason.

“ Hullu,™" =aid Isaac. *° Where have you sprung
from ; is Selina _ere i 7

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

“l!

“ Right,” said Isaac, md 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 ftraight, truftable, honest: individual, no
saint ; a man of the world, u good judge of port
wine and pretty girls, a collector of the beft smoke-
room ftories, no saint, indeed, but better, a man
with a heart: a man you could tell anything to.
Yes, decidedly, a man you could tell anything to.

Afcer breakfaét he followed Coborne into the

lornge.
o8
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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 breakfaft.

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
Antheny leaned forward.

“ Look here, Co, old man,” said he, “ I want to
tell you Eumcthing.” 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 .aaybe something
of his morality from his environment, he wanted to
tell about that girl and his relat® _.anip to her. He
did not laugh the night before on explaining the
paosition to the iron-faced Gregg, but the twinkling
eyed Isaac was an audience quite,different, a
different atmosphers, a different incentive.

“ Go ahead,” said Isaac.

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

“They are,” said Isaac, “ specially if the police
happen along. You didn’t gét ]uggcd \did you 1
* Oh, no, nothing like that ; it’s about'a girl.”

““ Oh, a girl,” twinkled Isaac. : _

‘t Yes, a girl.” | ' \

He told his story. R \
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Many a man ‘ets up to make a speech and half-
way through finds that he is making, also, a fool of
himself, that his audience doesn’t fullaw his drift
and 1s ti..'dng him wrongly.

Half-way through his ftory Anthony almoft
wished he hadn’t begun.

He had landed himself in this room in Rupell
Streét with a pretty girl, and he had absdlutely
failed to explain in a manner bearing convition the
innocence of the business, the subtle little prompt-
ings and leadings, the kindly feelings, the indecisions
«nd want of fteering power that had brought him
there. k. “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 jut
as the influence of the girl and the influence of
Gregg.

It was a nobler §tory thnt 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 doflor;
he came back with me, said she had pleurisy and
muét 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 hospital—they all have—at leadt Gregg said
20,” '

“ But, my dear chap,” said Isaac, * that’s all very
100
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well, but surely the doflor 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 beastly war and
who died or dlsnppeued and left her here alone in
L‘Dndﬂn m

“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;
illfiesses run into expense, but I’m not thinking so
much of the money, it’s just “lese sort of people
tend to cling if one gets tangled up with them.
Now I'll give you a bit of advice, Anthony, and it’s
the advice of an old §tager—cut your losses in this
business, send that doftor man a cheque and have
done with it. Forget the girl ever exifted.”

“ The bother is,” said Hnthony, “hat :omcﬂlmg
ought to be done fur her.”

“ How d’you mean 1

“When she’s well, if she recovers, something
uught to be done Iur her. 1 want to mtm{t people
in her.” |

““ Oh, she’ll find lots of, people to d::r that,” said
Isaac with a little laugh.

“1 don’t think so,” replied Amhony “ not the
right people, anyway, aud if you saw her and knew
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her you'd unde:ftand 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 againét, Anthony, is
complications. You've never, thought of that,
You see, if you go on messing about in this thing
and it got to the ears of Selina "

“1 thought laét night of telling her the whole
* business,” said Anthony.

“You cu.'s do that—how can you ? Think of «
the bald faéts.” :

“I know. It’s difficult. I couldn’t do it. I
only thought ot .. 'aét night. Well, you say you
can help. What do you propose  ”

A humc of some sort is the thing,” replied the
other—*a home for women, fallen women; you
see they m;l]m a business of it and underftand thera
There’s a House of Mercy in Dorset ; I could work -
that through our parson, Devizes; nice country
air,and 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 wiling to go.”

“ Naturally,” replied Anthony.

The phn Jid not appeal to hiin, but he did not
reject it. A curious feeling came to him that he
had never till now really met Isaac, What Isaac
said ‘was right enough and reaspnable, but this
jovial good-liver, this ruddy, kind-hearted easy-going
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friend of all the world seemed rfddenly 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 attrallive as you say and as
young—well, there you are. She’s not going to sit
in a stuffy room doing needlework when she could
be free and out and about, Still, if you will make
a—if you eill go in for this sort of thmg, I’ll help,
on the conditions that you'll leave ev~", .ning to me
and cut yourself quite adrift'fron. 1t.”

“ I’ll think of it,” said Anthony..

This answer seemed slightl:- o irritate Isaac.
You see, he was a kinsman of Selina’s, he dislikéd
her owing to a small legacy business by which she
had benefited at his expense—étill, she was a kins-
woman and he wag a country gentleman, not quite
of the County, perhaps, for there was a biscuit
fatory 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 Leen 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
viftim.

“You'd better not think about it,” said he.
“ Come, be a man. I'll go to this fellow Gregg— .
Endell Street, 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 suddnnly and qmtc d:ﬁmtcl}r made up
his mind that. he dldn t want “never to hear
another word about it,” quite definitely made up
his mind that his interet in the creature should not |
be cut shi.* by the scissors of Isaac. The affair .
was the only inte. *$ting thing that had happened in
his exiftence for many years ; his sympathy was real
and his flabbily vooring heart had been ftirred 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 easier 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 affair.
I’ve given you my advice—think it well over.”

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

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

Sclina was at luncheon, 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
assited 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 seat 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
_ 80 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: “ T*a< Mr. Mandelberg
called to see you, and a few minutes after he had
gone a telegram came from you saying you were
§taying in Birmingham with him.”

“ With Mandelherg ? " said Anthony, in a tone
of sarprise. * Shires, you mean.”

“ No, Mandelberg.”

“ Have you got the wire 7 *

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

“Well, I muét be going off my head,” said
Anthony, with his glasses on his nose and the thing
spread out before him. “I meant Shires.” I was
staying with Shires of the Burlingham' Company.
Mandelberg wrote asking me to see Burlingham on
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important bvsincss, and Burlingham suggefted 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 ftatement, for who could say he didn’t mean
Shires when he'wrote Mandelberg, and he bad been
§taying with Shires—in a way. :

Selina went on with her luncheon. She was a
level-headea v-oman who never got excited, passion-
less as the milk pudding presently to appear. I
doubt if she wounld have made much of a scene even
if she had known tiic 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
siter Amelia, who lived in Powis Square, a fact that
came as a relief to Anthony.

He never dired 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 dissected
them you frund that they had once been soft spots,
grown burd.

In ‘s early married life he had welcomed Amelia,
a fluffy blonde married to a §tockbroker and seem-
ingly harmless, kindly—becaeficent almoét. Then,
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presently, the faét of Amelia’s eiiftence 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 easy-going man who, as a rule, took the path
of leadt resiftance, suddenly resifted.

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

“ If you’re dining out,” E:ud he, “ I'll have a r.hop
at the club.”

He went off to his ftudy to have a sinoke and look
over the letters thrt had come in his absence. This
§tudy, situated behind the dining-room and looking
on a back-yard, or, rather, hiding 4 back-yard by
means of a half-ftained-glass window, had about it
a touch of the sinifter, lent, maytz, by the contrast
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 ftudy.

His poft lay waiting for him on the table—.0ftly
circulars, which he flung in the wafte-paper basket.
Having dealt with the rest he sat down to smoke,
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Anthony hzd sjent many an hour in this §tudy 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 lagt 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 narrosz, dull room, g0 emblematic of
his life, the piéture of the girl sudﬁcnly 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
protection.

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

Quite well hc knew h1mm:l£ and his ng: 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 cqrtain, it was
not for money or money’s worth that she had
attached herself to him : there was no calculation
in the business. She had been moved by the
human inétin€t 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 eftablished 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, :ml]-r for her
scx and youth and premncss it would not have
exifted.

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
éfandard of youth and beauty. It was the same
with Anthony, suddenly and truly colled to enrol
himself in the liét of the Knights and in the aid of
Beauty in diftress,

However, he was unaware of this falk or of the
nature of the battle still before him; otherwise
he would moét likely have crawled out of the arena
whither he had' ftrayed 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 oi his pipe againét the grate before
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refilling when the door opened and Selina ftood
before him. She was dressed for going out.

“ You are dining at the club then 1 ” 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, rejefted 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 Selina, the girl,
and the wholz world around him.

110




CHAPTER XV
GOBLIN MARKET

,As a rule, even when dmmg alone at the club, he
"dressed for dinner, but he did not dress tu-mght
He left Marlb-uruugh 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 quarte.-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 Street. Here he got out and
walked.,

To reach Endell Street he wuld have 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 doftor.

Gregg had told him he ncedn't ; Grcgg. faét,
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 wras opened for him by the landlady
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herself, who led him upftairs, 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, her manner oily and insinuating—a
creature of the moment.

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

The patient was going on as well as could bc
expedted.

“She has been asl:mg for you, sir,” said the
nurse.

Anthony put his 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 lving on her side ; she moved her
head 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 mufin’t talk much,” said the nurse.

“ No,” said Anthony, “I won’t let her talk. I
have juft come in to sce you for a'minute—just for
a minute ; you're looking be.ter—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 Yeld it, patting it nbw and then whilét he talked
. in the clicery, 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 see you to-morrow.
I'll come and see you to-morrow, and I’ll bring you
some grapes.” He had noticed on a little table
near by a bunch of yellow, thick-skinned Spanish

, grapes with the cork duét &till on them, bought for
the patient evidently 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 laft word. He
gave up the search, and bending, patted her shoulder
lightly ; at the door he glanced backi and nodded
to her.

Following the landlady downftairs, he blew his
nose.

She had noted the water in his eyes with the joy
of a thirfty traveller who szes a diftant'spring, and
down#tairs, inftead of leading him to the front door,
she showed him into the §tuffy front p:rlnur

“ Might I speak a word t6 you, sir ? ” said the
landlady.’

Anthony $tood hat in hand whilét she spike 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.

“I'll ask Dr. Gregg to attend to all that,” said |
he. *“You need not be a bit afraid—everything
will be paid for.”

Then he left the house.

The woman, with her whining voice and specious
manner, had cx:,rclsﬂd a ftrange effet upon him.
She seemed scorcely 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 as“f undecided which way to go;
as a matter of fat 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 right, and Isaac Coborne was even
more right in a worldly sense. Anthony should
have cut himself off from this business. Circum-
ftance had caught him like an o&opus, likg a plant
with a hundred clutching tendrils,*and in the ladt
half-hour had made good its hold.

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 étricken
girl, with the feelings of a nurse, a mother, a father
and a man dangerously tonched by sertiment.
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Ten minutes later he was at Gragg’s door. The
surgery boy let him in. The doftor had not
returned yet, but would he come upftairs and wait.
The doftor was expeéting him to call and had left
orders.

He went up.

The eletric light was on in thc sitting-room and
two arm-chairs were drawn either 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 £ill

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 ocoupied by someone
who had vacated it in a hurry.

Mrs. Gregg—evidently. A woman Anthony was
deétined never to see, but who, none the less, in the
backgmund of things was to prove a potent faltor
in the making of his i"l:l;tr}r

Anthony took his seat 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 Chriftina 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
poetry ; the thing interefted him merely’ because it
was evidently a gift from. 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 cur orchard fruits,
! Come boy, come buy,
read Anthony, : -

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

Oner had . cat’s face,
One whisked a tail,

Mne tramped at a rat's pace,
One crawled like a smail—

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

It is a poem into which you can read a good many
meanings. Tc Anthony it was interefting because —
it was about a girl surrounded by evil things that
were her urddoing ; it hdd a tadte of the story of the
girl in Rupell Strect, and, in the queereft 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. }-'L ftep sounded in th= room, and—

. “That’s London,” smd a voice behind him.
Gregg had come in through the duor that had
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been left ajar and had looked over his shoulder. He
had left his overcoat and hat below and was in his
slippers. He went to the mantelpiece for his
. pipe.
> E?That’s London. Goblin Market, with its Gob-
lin men and women, where if a girl taftes of the
fruit she’s pretty gcnr:rally damned, or a man too.
Everything from cocaine to the glad eye is in those
verses, and they were written by a nun who didn’t
know what she was wrltmg about. Or maybe she
knew without ]mvawmg
" He lit the pipe and €tood with his back to the
« fire.
He. had never said * Good evening” or * “ How
are }fn'a ' or anything. That was Gr::gg
“ I looked in and saw that girl on my way here
said Anthony.
¢ Oh, did you ?" said Gregg. I saw her at four
o'clock ; there’s effusion. I thought I made out
fine crepitations laét night—that’s to say, the firdt
sign of pneumonia, but they’re gone. I believe I
saved her from pneumonia. Small dose of tartar
emetic. Jut as much as would go on the poin* of
a penknife. It’s an old-fasliioned drug, but it does
its work.”
“ You think- she’ll get better 7 7
“ Yes—unless anything else turns pp.”
“ What do you think might turn up ?
“ Oh, it’s juft if she’s tubercular. 1 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 the whole she’ll get all right—yes, she’ll get
all right,” ‘

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

“ Are you a married man ? »

St - e ‘

“ Get along all right with your wife ?

i ch-“

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

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

“1 believe you did,” said Gregg. “ 1 only asked
you because your case interefts me a lot more than
the girl’s. I'm going to ask you things—or would
you rather I didn't 2

* Ask what you like,” said Anthony.

“ You see, I'm a doflor, and a doftor 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 1

“Yes, I have. I can say that honeftly—except
only—once—years ago——"

“ We won’t bother about that. The beft men

~make miftukes. 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 fat lot, and you are all very respeftable. 1
know. Well, have you told your wife about this
girl '

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

“ Just so. I see your noint quite 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 ftreet accident or
some yarn like that. No, you must say nnthing to
your wife.”

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

“1 see it clearly. But has it not occurred to youn
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 uthcr
night 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 juft sympathy. If I
don’t misread you, she caught you by your good
qualities ; 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 see what was to be the end
of it. It was a sort of dumb consultation.

“You went to see her to-day,” said Gregg at
length. “ Couldn’t helpit. I'd have done just the
same myself in your position. I feel in a way for .
her just 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 thinking of the girl—you can’t damage her;
question is, will she damage you if you go on taking
an Entcrc:ﬂ: in her ? If you could tell your wife it
would be—at least it might be—all right, but you
can’t do that.”

I see what you mean,” said Anr.hnny, “and it’s
a relief 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 underftand.
 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 #n ac-ident. One
couldn’t pass on. But I think you are wrong. I
quite anderftand 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 truft 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 irritaung 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 I'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 propose. TI'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 see better than you’ve done that you
atted like a trump laét 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 shillings a week and we’ll do the reft.”

“T would,” said Anthony. ;

“ But there’s only one condition,” put in the
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other: “yeun muft leave her to us entirely. Go
back to your wife and forget about it and not see
the girl again, I put that in for your own sake and
to kill two birds with one ftone—to help the girl
and help you.”

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

“ Yes, nor any other day. I'll keep you informed
how things go.” A

“1 promised to see her to-morrow, and I can’t
break my word. She was waiting to see me to-day,”

Ll

said Anthony; *she'll:be looking out for me -

to-morrow. You can see how it is. But I shall be
very glad indeed to take your offer once she's a bit
better and able to get about.”

Gregg watched Anthony with a mntcmplnuve
gaze, as one might watch a fly tangled in treacle ;
he was thinking less of Anthony than of the instint
of the girl—the innocent, uncalculating inkinét
that had made her seize upon and cling to this man
of all men beft suited to her nreds: her need for
:}rmpnth}' no less than her material needs. Well, it
wasn’t his affuir. He saw trouble quite clearly
ahead for this highly respetable bourgeois married
toa l:ugh]}r respe Qable wife ; but Gregg had seen so
much misery that the adea of secial disasters in
bourgeois circles left him somewhat cold. Still,
being a reasonable man, he had done what he
could. :

“* 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—youn can settle with
them. When she’s better we mignt 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. There’s
animal inétinéts, 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 cities ; men have done

« the fighting, but she’s had a ﬁngf:r in it, she wants
thepi.gone. And now she’s given man the aeroplane
and taught him how to deftroy them—the
EIIIES-

L ]amcs.“ said a woman’s voice at the door,

E'DPPEI.'

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 past. Gregg was a fine ftimu-
lant—better than whisky. A ftrong man and a
kindly man and a jus$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 its throat, coughing some-
times. Accompanying him ever since he left the
night club it uhnwcd 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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CHAPTER XVI
THE LETTER

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

“ The mitress told me to tell you, sir, there was
a letter for you in the ftudy.”

“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 moistening 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 leaf! 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, sie 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 moft
important matters—as, for inftance, the relationship .
of a marriel man to other females, “A man
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should ftic* to bis wife,” was a tenet honeétly held
by him ; indeed, it had always seemed to him that
to cheat at this game was equivalent to cheating at
cards. He had sometimes said so indeed when
reading the reports of the divorce court.

He had done'nothing wrong, but he never could
make Selina under§tand that.

He hung up his overcoat ; .the cold falls of the
case could never be warmed for her to their true
life. He fumbled in his overcoat pocket for his
glasses and handkerchicf, 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 himiself to a whisky from the tagtalus
case and didr’t put in much soda.

Coborne might have told her he met him at
Weétminfter 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 seemed as if the devil had carefully laid
a trap for him.

e helped himself to another whisky and his
heart grew &rcager. ‘The whole thing was absurd
—absolutely, Why not go §traight up now to
Selina 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 saying,
. “Look here, Selina, the whole of this thing is a
moét ftupid tangle; theie’s nothing earthly wrong
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in it. I’ll tell you the whole thing right from the

beginning. I've never hidden any. hing from you,

as you know.”
. He found himself zaying 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 hght
In the hall he paused.

He had courage enough to face the letter now.

“ Let’s see firSft what she says,” said Le. “It%s
M]uﬂ: as well to know the ground one’s Standing
onh.’

He went into the ftudy and turned on the light,
and ghere on the table was a lettsr, the only one,
and placed evidently so that he would see 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 duwn the engine, new §teering
gear, tyres, petrol, heaven knows what not, and the
total was ninety-seven 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 mixzd 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 been upftairs making
perfe€tly unnecessary confessions. He picked the *
thing up and ran his eye over it. Then came the
thotght that it would have to be paid.

Paid out of the limited ftock of money he had in
the bank fr-would reduce his balance by nearly a
hundred. , . r

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

He couldn’t think ef any other bill likely to come
in juft 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 uwpon him ; she whom he had fancied crying |
upétairs was no doubt aslecp 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
paid and paid, but which always had to be paid
again, A*bill for what ? What' had he received
from her ? ' A

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 hir in return ? i
He didn’t consider th~ fa& 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 laughable
matter in these days, was yet sanitary and saving in
a world. where doubtful pleasures have absolutely
undoubitful results in the way of headaches, depres-

« sion and the general malaise which goes by the name

of its symptom—unreét.

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

No, he thought nothing of all this. )

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

Then he took another drink of whis]c}' and his
mood changed.

He was too gnnd of hcart, or maybe it was too
much effort to keep up a grudge and an edge againgt
Selina, especially under the influence of tobaceo
and whisky! His mood changed to a rather pleasant
and doleful feeling that he was a man not exadlly
wronged, but never exaftly righted. That Fate
had somehow been againét him. A sympathetic
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rompanion 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 nearly one o’clock when he went upétairs
to bed. '
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A BUMCH OF GRAPES

. Nexr da}r at four o'clock you might have seen
" Anthony in Harrods, in the fruit department. He
did most of his shopping at Harrods, where he had
an account, and he was well known in the ciga,
hosiery, hat, hairdressing and fruit departments,
Selina rarely bought fruit; she left that expensive

* business to Anthony, as 4 rule.: He was ftanding
now inspeéting the fruits of the world, attraéted

'» from East and Wedt, North and South to the great
Lorldon market :

Apples and guinces.

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

All ripe together,

He chose a big bunch of blick Hamburg grapes.

“ Down to your account, sir ? *” asked the assiftant
as he handed the parcel.
“ No,” said Anthony, ' I'll pay for them.”
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CHAPTER XVIII
SOUTH 1

WaERevER 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 conduéting affairs
with the help of a Scotchman. Mandelberg was
a Jew, and the fa& that the firm of Harrop and
Mandelberg was not prospering was not to be

placed to his account. ‘That it was alive at all, 7~

hanging on to the precipice edge with its teeth and
kicking for foothold, was a miracle due to him
alone.

This morning, many days after the opening date
of this §tory, Mandclberg was seated in his office,
smoking cigarettes and looking over the morning
papers. The coming ele€tion had caét its depressing
spell upon Goblin Market, to use Gregg’s name for
London Town. Even the sales nf the book depart-
ment were affefted, down to the moét frankly
indecent of its' Goblin wares. Reading the various
papers just skimmed by Mandelberg, you gathered
the fact that if either a Labour, Liberal or Con-
servative Government was returned 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 Herald on top of the
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Morning Poft and was in the aét of lighting another
cigarette when Moses Levenitein. was shown i,
Moses was ftout, with red, curling hair and the voice
of a little child. He 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 seldom 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
)Lattcnd to that matter and send a sovereign to
» Hart & Wiseman, the bankers, of Gracechurch
Strebt. Philanthropy done with, Moses talked of
the eleftion.

“You're a protectioniét, ain’t you, Mandy ¢ ”
said Moses. ;

“*You mean I'm not a fool,” said Mandy.
“ Prote@ionifi /” He held forth for,at leadt six
minutes on that subjeét, 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 windaw.

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 so0,” said he; “ but, all the same,
Mandy, there’s other sides of the queftion. You've
got a big conneftion, 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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sand them in without duty ? Well, now, see here, -
supposing you wire 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 prote€tion 1 ”

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

“1 mean,” said Muses, “1 might puI] off that
deal for you on a ten per cent. commission basis, -
and you’d make more money in six months over it '
than you would in a year paying high wages to
Englishmen even behind a tariff. But, you 'see,
you're a proteftionit.”

“Oh, damn prote€tion!” cried Mandelberg.
“1 mean, don’t shove that at me—it’s every man
for himself if a Government is fool enough to let
him play his hand. The Hahn Company—are you
sure 1

“ 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
overhead charges ard other tuings, manufaturing
in England is a poor game, much better handle
§tuff 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 firét
callp”

“8ure—or near so. IIl note what you say,
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Mandy ; and, mark you, keep your wouth shut.
Don’t talk to no one, except to Mr. Harrop;
don’t even think ton 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 1 ”

“ 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

7~ “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. L&t man in the world
to get himself in that sort of tangle.”

“ Well, he certainly ain’t the firf,” said Moses,
rising :md taking his hat. He refused 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 projet he had held in the air begm
to irritate the Jew. The very entertaining of it
seemed to shake his f~ith in the resuit of the General
Ele¢tion, until row firm. He had denied his faith
in the san&ity of Proteftion, openly blasphemed
againgt it, 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 ¢ ¥

“ 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 ? ”

“ Bhe’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 respet. Anthony
could not be put much out of working order aji far
as the business was concerned, simply because he
never did any business, or scarcely any. He was a
slecping 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 faét 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 listened 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 onlocker to say anything.

““ And how's that girl ? ” he asked.

“She’s better and about to be moved. As a
matter of fa&, 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, “ 1 hope <.2"ll.get il

right, and it’s good of you to take an intereft in her,

but, for God’s ankc,JMﬂwny, mind the wife—you
don’t want complications.”

«  “There’s nothing to produce comp‘hcaunns.
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 whas'.
more,” he suddenly fired, *“ I don’t care a damn if
there are.”

¢~ “Hullo, hullo,” thought Mandelberg, but he
331'1 nothing, whilét the other recovered and went
on.

“ I don’t want rows, that’s all. There’s nothing
to hide ; it’s only the faét that wom~n can’t under-
ftand a thing like this that prgvents me from telling
her right out. Nuw I muﬂ: be off ; I've got a cab
outside waiting.”

“Right,” said Mandclberg, “and 'see here, I'll
put you up to a *ip; if the wife seems to suspect
your being away like this, tell her you're off on
ele@ion business, helping the Conservatives to get
in. Does she know anything of ele€tion matters #

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

He went off.

He did not inform the other rhat, as a matter of
faét, he had told Selina he was running down to the
Isle of Wight to help in the Conservative cause,
which wasn’t exaltly a lie, for he had a friend in the
island, a prominent Conservative, Colonel Jameson
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b, mame, »nd he would visit him, and maybe attend
a meeting if sucu a ﬂ:ung were on, and certainly
speak to all and sundry in favour of the Conserva-
tive cause, even though Barrow Farm, where,
through the agency of Gregg, rooms had been
obtained for the ‘invalid, was his real objeétive.
Outside, in the cab, which contained his suit-
~=<¢, he gave the order to drive, not to Waterloo
Station, but Rupell Street.
After all, it was not his business to inform

Mandelberg that in going to the country he was «,

taking Rupell Street en route.

On mofét days durmg the long illness he |1nd
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 duys, like a man who has ftopped taking
a drug, he was reftless, and Lucv’s face (Lucy was
her other name) locked at him over his chop or the
newspaper he had just lowered, that charming face
that illness made seem even yaunger——lu-uked at him
as if to say '*“I have been waiting for you all day
and, see, you haven’c come ! -

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

. The taxi drew up at the house in Rupell Street
and Anthony got out aud rang the door bell
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Admitted by Ehe dubious-looking maid-servant, he
went traight upétairs to the front)room, where she
was sitting waiting for him dressed for going out,
very tottery §till, aiid even younger looking than
on the night he had seen her firft. Younger—
younger ¢ No, it wasn’t exaflly 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
: real sympathy and kindness of the man who had
) pmtc&ed her, and, perhaps, the subconscious
knoyvledge that things were all right now, had freed
her'soul from the cage that hzd caught and held
it.

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 downftairs.
Mrs. Jones said it would be better to take them
down. Do you know, I've Leen waiting'and waiting
and n.ll the time Ive been foeling you wouldn’t
come.’

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

“1 don’t know. It seemed too good to be true,
going to the country. But you have come.” She

smiled up a: him and hold his hand for a second
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flat between her palm. Then she mlsc up suddenly,
jumpea to her fret in her eagerness to be off ; but
she tottered and he had to hold her a second with
his arm about her waiét till the momentary giddiness
passed.

She laughed as she went before him down the
ftairs, holding the banifter rail, and she kissed the
hard-faced nurse in the hall. She would have
kssed anyone juét then, even the landlady, perhaps,
but that person did not appear. The nurse did the
sending-off and had already ftowed her luggage—

a man’s large suit-case, almoft new and marked wita

the letters A. J. and a hat-box—in the taxi.

That suit-case ca2£t a tiny shadow across Anthtiny’n
thoughts. Who was A, J.? Usecless to ask and
useless to think of it.

It was a bright sunny day, one of those autumn
days so curiously suggeftive of spring, and as they
drove to Waterloo, the creature beside him, indif-
ferent as a butterfly to anything but the moment,
scemed plunged in a reverie 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 forsotten 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 ftopped the taxi and said to
her, “Who is this gentleman you are driving

~with ? ” she could only have replied, *“He is a very
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dear fnnml whom I love ; different from ~varv - e
else "—using the word “he” Uecause Anthony
was @ “he.” As a man he was entirely indifferent
to her, juft 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 juft as girls kiss and
cuddle a father or a horse. Great affetion, a thi-;
that can link itself with, yet be entirely divorced
from, sexual love.
.~ At Waterloo, before the ticket-office window,
_ %g for two firft-class tickets to Shanklin, the
* Stradgeét fecling came to Anthony, half pleasurable,
half panicky. Those two tickets seemed to link
them queerly together; they brought before him
the severe ghost 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 2 moment to buy
the Daily Telegraph and spme pitture 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 nretty 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 ftrength, for the mental

stimulation of a patient’s firft day out does them

more good than'the * air.”

She sat for a while absorbed in the pi¢ture paper
he had gwm her, then, when the train was clearing
London, in the view from the window till luncheon
was scnrcd.

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 gsked
where they were yoing, nor did she now ; she was
content to take everything given her and to go
anywhere she was asked, If anyone had queftioned
her she could only have answered, “I am going
where my friend goes.” If Anthony had said, * I
am taking you to China,” she would have said,
il Yea.l-l

She had no ties; if she had dropped dead not a
single soul in ths world would have cared or mourned
for her—only Anthony. She had no conventional
bonds—propriey or impropriety could neither hold
her nor injure her ; she was the moét 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, unspaﬂed by work,
. useless for work.
There are hands that s.y, “ I can do nothing but
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. hold you ”—c]lﬂdmh hands that can yet grip with
the ftrength of iron and cling “with tenacicy of
Fate. He watched her hands, whose movements

+ were pleasurable towatch as the movements of
butterflies.

+  Then, after the meal and looking at the pi€tures
in The Sketch, her eyes closed and the paper sagged,
resting on the table; she had dropped asleep.
Dropped asleep with her head alighﬂy sideways and
resting againét the cushion of the carnnge

He could watch her now without interruption.

ep seemed holding her like a' mother, and the

. sighy of her like that in her helplessness filled
Antoony’s heart with the,tepderest and modt
beautiful emotions that the heart of man can hold :
emotions pure as light, that, yet, 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 ftop at Fratton, when,
all of a sudden, sleep dropped from her. . She stared
around her for a seccad with sightless eyes ; then her
gaze met his and she smiled, the all aftray look
passing from her in 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 da}r £l held, placid and sunny, thr: Solent
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Jay blue and calm and the Isle of Wight and the
$Plive . snyde the prettiest picture,

They sat on detk during the crossing,. He placed
the travelling rug round her knees, and she sat, the
pi€ture papers beside her and her hands folded in
her lap, her eyes, forgetting Anthony for 2 moment,
fixed on the sea as if contemplating old memories,
. vague as ghofts.
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CHAPTER XIX
FERN-LAND AND FAIRY-LAND

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

“I’'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
up with a girl like this without trouble, and he’s

‘hf:-.}ﬂ: about it and respeable, and there’s the
* wife.”

Jeannie didn’t seem to bother much about the
wife. She was moétly concerned abe-r the girl.
She had been to sce 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. :

a}nd if Anthony Harrop, a good man by 'nll
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 master fa& reniained that he
was obétinate in his determination not to hand her
over to Strangers. 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
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Godshill. She suggefted the place 'to Gregg, who, -
half-demurring,’ passed the suggedtion 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 ; ahd “ the beft way for you to come,”:
wrote Mrs. Macketi, the wife of William Mackett,
farmer, of the Barrow, “is to come $traight to
Shanklin and take a taxi from there. I will order
one to meet your train.” '

She did, and in the evening light at Shanklin
étation they found it waiting for them.

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

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 louse door was open
showing a ftone 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 opened down the
passage to the sound of the frying f bacon ana Mrs.
Mackett appeared, Stout 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-
beamed 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 uptairs to show them
tiseir rooms—Ilow-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 Macketws .

It filled the whole house like a ghoft, this perfume
of sea and age and lavender and country ; it greeted
you on your firét entry, and then after a day or so
it vanished—still there, but unperccived through
eustom.

They say Charles the Firdt visited Macketts’ in
the course of his wanderings through the islaad ;
could he return he would fiad little change, or only
in the furniture o the sitting-room, where the
Viftorian 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 ¢traight-backed chairs, the couch’
with its antimacassar, the book-case with the glass
front ; it scemed like something moveless, watching,
waiting to spnng—snmct}ung none too surely
amiable. :

He could hear now the ticking, slow and
" measured, of the tall clock in the passage outside,
the slipping of the seconds 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 g:nt]}r
and gently fhirring the trees.

There came a étep and the door, a bit ajar, was
pushed open. Rl

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'laét trace of Ln:}ndun, lending her some
of its old-fashioned atmosphere, a something inde-
pendent yet linked with the perfume of the
house.

Ehe came ruund the table, touching it lightly
with a fingér, then she dropped on to the arm of his
chair.

“ Well, here we are at lagt,” said }’Lnthunjr, taking
the cver-rcad}r little hand, * You’re not tired,
are you 1

“ No,” she said. “I don’t feel as if I'd ever be
tired again.” She repeated the,ladt four words
slowly as if talking to her.zlf and couniing the four
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fingers of his Kand, one for each word. Then she
paused. “ Liften!”

“1It’s the wind in the trees,” said Anthony.

The wind had risen, blowing §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 tiie girl witk:its desolation, cut
them off from the world as though they were on a
desert island, he and she—an island ringed w1th
bleak winds nnd threatening seas.

"After supper Anthony, remcmbeﬂng the eleftion,
spoke to Mrs, Mackett about it as she'was clearing
the things, whilst the girl took her place, halt
loeeling, half sitting on the hearthrug close to his
chair,

“I'm a friend of Colonel Jameson 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 firft time he found himself up againét the
great gulf fixed between the Islander and the Overner
from Englanc.
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The eleftion, 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 exitence as a free and

independent being. It was everything to him and

to the girl.

The Mackett cat had come in and gone direétly
~ to her; she was nursing it now and talking to it in
whispers, her cheek againét its head. On the other
hand, Mrs. Mackett, $tolid, square-waisted and
engagcd in removing the supper-things, held hu
mind.

Touch an egg in the hen-house and this woman
would be up in arins,"deftroy an induétry in which
she had no interest and would she care ! Never.
She couldn’t underftand, and she was unly a tiny
bit of the great Ind:ﬁercnce of the majority of the
Public to the tribulations of certain small businesses
and the threitened deftru&tion of Anthony Harrop’s
liberty.

It was like coming on the butt-end of the Greac
Wall of Chins, the commonplace and touchable
parc of a monétrous whole extending like a dragon
through infinite diftances.

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 shc closed the
door.

Anthony sat musing. The :lc&mn had him in
its grip, making him forget for the moment where
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* he was, even the girl, who, drawing up, was refting
her head againét the arm 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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THE DREAM

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

. Pnt her hand round his neck, drew his face
towards hers and kissed him, a hurried, fiery little
kiss of thanks from aleep_v lips, of grmtud!:—
affeétion.

He watched hf:r go up candleftick in hand, then
he turned and went back into the sitting-room,
where he £tood béiore 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 even
know it herself ? Perhaps, but she had not told
him. She had told him nothing about herself,
she seemed 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 affettion
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 she had taken him in a thousand little
bonds each almot nothing, but colleGively her.

The whole business was hers in drigin.

- He was not thinking of that, nor of the faét that
the terrible thing, if one could use the word terrible
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in connefion with a creature so essentially innocent,
was her power of acquiescence, of taking life as it
came to her, apparently without queftion, 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
secemed absolutely indifferent. Never had she
thanked him by word, but what spoken thanks
would equal the real affection she held for him—
for him, not because he had helped her in trouble
but because he was himself—an affetion springing
from the firft prompting of the dog-like inftin¢t that
had made her cross to his table that 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, listening to the silence of the house that had
returned, now that he was alone, like water re-
brimming a well. :

Yes. -

He took his pipe from the mantelpiece and filled
it, lit ity 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.

He was Wundermg if she had ever kissed a man of
her own initiative, even only with the kiss of affection
that had been his; and, if so, what the man must
have been like whn had let her go without holding
her for always. Yes. For always, as part of
himself.

He bent forward und taking the poker §tirred 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 étarted 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 seletted from the
table 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 Fleet.Street by one Thomas Norton at the
Sign of the Angel in the year of our Lord 1815.
The book seemed moétly 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
moét cheerful individuals to reac about, especially
at night, at Macketts’ and with the wind §tirring
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 10 heaven along as litde page

With him did poast to wait upon his age,

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

And from the tomb of anuther Leigh’s wife the
inscription : _

“ Vae Soli "—Woe to the lone one. Woe to the
lone one.

The whole tragedy of the death and DBurial 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 u

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 mnduw

A sampler on the wall opposite his bed proved
on close inspeion with the candle to be the. work
of Elizabeth Mackett who was sixteen years of age.
in the year 1693. It was figured with a dog and a
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kettle and a cat and a plongh 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'. -

Anthory, with the candle blown out, was thinking
something like this; brooding on the thought a
moment too long,.the door of dreams opened a bit
and the sampler-maker slipped through, a ghoft
over two hundred years old yet a fresh young girl,
who kissed him, tuined and tripped np 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 seen
for miles on every side ; there were daffodils every-
where and a plough was leaning againét the guarding
wall. The girl. had vanished. She was dead and
buried and he was looking for her graveftone ; here
was one marked like a sampler, but it was Sir John
Leigh’s—Sir John alter whom the baby Barnabas
had “ poasted ” to att as a little page. And here
was one marked simply * Fae Soli "—Woe to the
loneone. He awoke lying'on his back, and turning,
went to sleep again, chloroformed by the air of the
Downs and the sea. .
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FREEHWATER 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 facing
eaft, a level beam of sunlight ftruck the wall épposite
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 shaday
born, maybe, of some dream 'that had left scarcely
a mark on memory. A feeling of absolute insecurity
was about him, as though in this quiet place, so far
from everywhere, so silent, things were crouching
ready to spring upon him—upon him and upon her.

It was juft 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 moét
curious and complex way, aé a worman, as a child,
as a creature to be protected, as 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, deduing the bills he had .

paid and whac he had draw.. He had ready money
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to lat some little time, but his main étore was only
two hundred. How long would that laét?

If the business recovered all would be right, but
if it didn’t ¢ If this terrible eletion went wrong 1
The world-force that might either save him or

crush him like ah avalanche—and her, Then came .

another ghoft, 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 §trang= game of friend and protetor
shown him the ftrength of her hand and the faét
that hearts were trumps.

Gregg had spoken of her as a Goblin girl—
innocent, yet ftrayed jnto the Market and con-
demned to s2ll 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 taéte and
smell of all * respeftable ” people, all normal people
who yet recognised that the woman bazaar was as
essential to Snciety us 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, looked on himself
. as a superior to these folk, told himself that he
would tell Selina all akout the busiaess only for
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the confounded wrong-headed row there was sure
to be.
He didn't tell himself that this morning, or did
so with less self-convition.
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
degrees, of itself and not ov ng to the beckoning of
ill intent.

In ‘fad, after the first 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 Selina trouble was ethizal; it could only
develop into frightful rows—even separation from
Selina.

The money trouble {:ouid develop into hedven
knows 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
dr:ssmgutable. mirror, he fzlt not only better but
in a fighting mood. It was the hard f.'tma]: in his
charaéter making itself felt.

Anthony was a bad man to push, He had the
power of developing within himself an aftounding
amount of anger-energy if things or events aroused
him to a certain pitch of resiftance, not people.
He was a b»d hater, too, human perhaps. He had

159



GOBLIN MARKET

flung 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 resisted 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-ftud {nder the chest of drawers.

He finished shaving a 'd completed dressing. As
he was ,“nding 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 whiftling a tune he had never heard
hefore. It was the girl in the next room. Like a
flasis the memory came o him of that night when he
had met her firft, the pi€ture of her sitting at the
table ncar vy, hei mind wandering for a moment
and her lips pursed up as though she were whﬂhng
softly to herself.

The tune broke off, then went on. It was the
old Canadian tune * La Violette Dandine,” the tune
the canoe men and trappers kncv, that calls up to |
the initiated the birch woods and the rapids and -=
ravires of the far North.

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

Then it ceased. A door opened and c.lused she
had left her room.

Downétairs, when he falluwcd he could not find
her. The breakfadt-things were lnld 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
ftanding 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, pointiny' 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
1nsp1red by the view on some equally bright morning

the remote past.

Anthony shaded his cyes.. “It’s the churcl,”
said he. * Looks funny, doesn’t it 2 It’s because
you can’t see the hill. Looks as if 1t weie bm.lt on
the tree-tops.”

‘She took his arm—she had not said “ good
morning ”—greeted him juft 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 towsrds
Gallows Wood she measured. her £teps with his.
At the fence she dropped 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.

“T 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, her eyes turning back to the trees,

and speaking as though not in answer to his question
but some question she had put to hemself. “1I
won't either—never.” Her voice trailed off to a
murmur, and it came to Anthony in a weird way
that shc 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
he,

ot for the firfl tilne came to him that §trange
sense of her detachment—almoft 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 affe€tion, the sense of protefting her
and being proteted by him, all those hundred little
warm bonds, amouiting 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 the heart in him with the
craving for more.

. And she meant nothing, felt nuthmg of that, Of
this he was made sure by the certain knowledge which
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- 15 inftin&. She was dead to that sort of love—at

all events with him, possibly with all men.

And yet ¢he loved him as he had never been
loved by human being before—but it was the love
that could have been diffused amidét a family

+ without impropriety, coin that could have been
paid to dogs or horses.

At breakfaét he told her of the plans he had
made for the day. He wanted to call or .omeone
(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 ftart at ten }

Any time would suit her tha» suited him. -iter
face lit up at the thought of the lit*le 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 probltm 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 fact, the bill
he had paid was owing to the landlady.

She was well dressed ; she wus wearing now a fur
that had come out of the Iuggzgt she had brought
with her, but what else did it contain # Had she
enough clothes, did she want for anything ?

Though he kad done so ‘much in the paying way
already, it had been done without a word ; it was
part of the proteflive 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,
which had shppcd the queftion came to his lips
quite easily.

“ Have you enough chings with you—clothes, I
mean. 1 lon’t know what you’ve brought.”

“1 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 hurm:dly and

apologetically.

“ Yes, you can look in,” said she.

There was a handkerchief, 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 perfet
autumn sky under which. Freshwater lay clipped by
the great Downs, the beach answ::nng the wind in

-the pine trees.
The car skirted the bay-side and passed up a
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pleasant road.lined with villas, little gardens and

trees that would be all gold laburnum or white

lilac next year—paft shops and a w [l where Anthony

saw displayed the firft eletion pofter, through a

gateway and up a drive to the daur of a house,
+ where it ﬂopped

“This is the Coluncl’s, sn',“ 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), pat

. a ftuffed bear holding a card bowl, into a pleasant .
Budy looking on a lawn. .+ ,

Here he took his seat in a yellow rine arm-chair
and contemplated his surroundings : the business-
like roll-top desk, the rack of gticks 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 laét
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 intru~ion
at such an hour rather unca'led-for. But he was a
Conservative and ‘an island’ Conservatwe, and
Anthony had told Selina that he was going down
to the island to give Jam:sun a hand in the
ele@tion, and Anthony’s: cnnscmnce "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&t, sitting now looking out at the lawn and -
the fir trees agajnét the blue-grey sky, he felt as
though a lot of wnregularity had been cleared from _
his position. He'bad come to help in the eleétion ;
witness the fact that he was here to interview one
of the chief * ele€ricians.” He would help to the *
beft of his power; wves, by gad, he would even
speak at meetings it necessary, go canvassing if
]]ECCSSE];

He was not thinking that his help would be of any
avail ; for the mpmenthe had even forgotten the
necessity of a Conservative vi€tory to him from the
money point of view; he was entirely engaged ir w
disew.tangling, or trying to disentangle, his conscience
from the lie ..~ had told Sclina, that he was going
to the Isle of Wight for the purpose of helping in
the election. .

The door opened and Jameson came in—a big
man in grey tweeds, heavy eye-browed, slow, and
with a big mouftache which he would pull on when
perplexed, downwards, as though he were pulling
on a bell-rope 1o 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 7 ¥

“Yes,” replied the other, wondering what the
deuce the other meant. “ I ran down to theisland.
to—I, in faét, wanted a little holiday and thnnghf.
I'd tnke the island and try to lend a hand in the
ele@ion ; this is a time when every man ought to be
ﬁghu'ng.” '
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Jameson conceded that this was so and offered a
cigar, which Anthony accepted, breaking his rule
about not smnking before lunch. |
e ¢ get em at Harrods,” slid the Colonel;

“you can’t beat them at the pnce Been to the

+ club lately ¢

“No,” said Anthony. I’ve been busy.”

“1 was up the day befc ¢ yefterday,” said the
other. ““This damn ele@tion seems ‘. 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

', ?nd a clear course and we ftick up this to nclr
or L

“ Do you think we’ll win 7 r

“There’s only one thing thuc wiil stop ms—
Conservative apathy and cock-sureness. The pdrty
ish’t what it was, and it loft 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
anather.

“ How about the election here 1

“In the island ?' Safe as Bouses. The place is
Conservative ; we'll be in by two thousand—maybe
three. You see, I know the island. I’m an islander

1f ; we’ve been herc for four generations and
we ain’t short-lived. I know the islander, ought to.

To begin with, be's honeft—honedt in thé right sort

of way, yot know—Ilaét: 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 againét, and they are
fighting like hell'cats, wating their powder and
damning the immortal souls they haven’t got with
lies. The more thev 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 fhained-glass window, and the islander sees
it. : :

“ Well, now, as to helping. I don’t know exallly
what you can do, but you can run over if you like
ana .ee Collinson ; he lives at Cowes—the Towers
—anyone, wiu *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. Dear 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 theisland. 1 only got the letter this
moining ; funny coincidence your coming in on
top of it.”

“Oh!" said Anchony, Then, after a pause,
g Cabame——yes, of course, I'll write to him*—-—gl:ld
you told me.’

Coborne, what on carth did this mean ? Selina
muft have seen Isaac, told him of Jameson, and

" . Coborne mu$t have written off at once to Jameson

asking for the address. Why ?
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He had given Selina no address—simply said he
was going down to the island to give a hand in the
ele€tion and help his friend Jame: in.

Could Selina be ill ? No, 1. 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 leaft told him Gregg li ed in Endell Street—
could Isaac, with extra knowledge squer..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
- to tell what he did to Isaac ?

All these queftions passed *thfough the brain 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 effusive handshake, and a
“hope to see you at our pl.ce in town,” thanking
God as the car moved off for che exiftence of self-
starters.

Not that it mattered., Jameson was pff 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
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it was taken back. She had discovcred the five-
pound note he had put in it.

Not a word. [Ie 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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PART II ._,’

CHAPTER XXI1I
BI{ THE SEA '

TrE driver, under the insane delusion that he had
been hired to drive two ordinary people to Fresh-
water and back on some business conn Jed with
ordinary carthly matters, was making to return by
the road they had come when Anthony stopped
. him.

v We'll ftay and have lunc‘hegn here,” said he.
“ Which is the beft hotel ?

There are two good hotels in Fresbwuter—the
Albion on the beach and the one above, Anthony
chose the Albion, small and old and perfumed with
the sea, the wheel of a wrecked ship §tanding like a
trophy in the porch. It was still open despite the
lateness of the season,
~ It was nearly an hour too soon for luncheon, so
they came out on to the tiny sea-shattered
esplanade.

The sea, like a ruffian, is always threatening
Freshwater. He has knocked her about like a
drunken husband, torn off her front and lately has
been' threatening to cut, her in two; yet she
remains, battered it is true,.-but beautiful stll.

In autumn, when the chars-i-bancs have ceased _
from troubling, I'reihwatcr s, or ought to be, an
ideal resort for honeymoon couples, but to-day, as
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Anthony §tood beside the girl watching the sooty
cormorants fly11g with outétretched necks and the
puffins diving in 'he calm blue-grey sea, not a soul
was in sight witl. the exception of a fisherman or
two—far-away figures on the pebbly beach that
§tretches towards t. = Stag Rock.

The tide was out and they came down to the sea
edge, walking along the -ocks leading to the French-
man’s cave. Anthony helped his companion from
rock to rock, now holding her hand, now her arm.
Reaching a little Stretch bf £till wet sand he took her
up and carried her across, so that her feet might
not get wet. She was so easy to lift, so light, s0 .
yielding, so like a cieature in a dream—one of those
delightful drcams where the impossible becomes
true ; wherein youth comes back, even to a man of
fifty, and love and desire and the breath of morning.

He set her down on the rocks beyond, and they
ftood for a moment looking at the sea right at their
feet, coming in with the turn of the tide.

“ Are you tired ? ” he asked ner.

“ No,” she replied. “Only a little, LiSten to
T by

She raised her head

The sea was talkiug as it only talks at the turn of
the tide in calm weather, talking in a whisper
amongst the. rocks, laughing to itself in the recesses
of the Frenchman’s cave—checking its langhter—
sobbing. Liftening, she seemed to have forgotten
- his presence for a moment; then bending and

touching the dried seuweed of the rock daintily
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* with her finger-tips she sat d_":wn and he took his

seat beside her.

She was always tquchmg thm ¢ like that with
the tips of her fingers—he remem! ered how she had
touched the table laét night as ghe came round it
towards him—as if 1"1 make sur- that the thing was
there, or as if she were blind ; or, sometimes, almost
as though she wished to muke sure she was there
herself—a ftrange little trick, absolute'y uncon-
sciously performed, like the aétion of a child.

Anthony, refting and liftening to the sea and

_following the coaft-line with his eyes, fell for a

sscond into that Julled condition in which thoughs
scarcely exifts. He was happy, like a man drugped,
cut off for the moment from yefterday and to-
MOTTow.

“ This is better than Landnn. * said he, muamg
himself at lat.

She answered him by tahng his right hand,
which was refting b::udc hers, as though the wurd
Fondon had made her seek comfort and protetion.
Not a word did she speak as he transférred the hand
to his left and slipped his arm around her waift.
Then she neftled closer to hin. and spoke in a voice
dreamy and contented.

bt | am never going back there again—never, never
again." .

“ No—never agam, Eald he. * You are happy
here.”

111 YE:B » 0

“ Tell me,"” he said, “ do you care for me
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“Yes.” There was a laugh in.the word, as .

though to say, * How absurd of you to ask such a
question. Of cyrrse I care for you.’

The unhappy i an went on after a pause :

“ Really and truly care for me ? ¥

“ Really and trilv care for ou.”” It was like a
child repeating a lesson.
* “Never want to leave me }

“ Never.”

* Kiss me.’

She tumcd her, face and their lips met.

Then he knew. Knew that she loved him, as a

woman loves a man, about as much as the seaweed- -

cove.cd rock he vias'sitting on loved him, or the
cormorants fiying across the arc of the bay, or the
waters chuckling t his feet. Knew that she loved
him entirely as a child might love a suddenly found
father, or a dog its magter, or a plant the sun that
warms it. 'And the knowledge imparted by that
kiss was based not entirely on inftiné&t. How could
it be otherwise ¢ How could lie inspire passion ? .

Yet he knew that he might do with her as Le
would, that, whilét loving him only as a companion
and proteftor, she vould §till deny him nothing.
This slave ransomed from the market of the Goblins
was his, body and soul—with the taint of the
Market upon her.

What she had given other men with such dreadful
indifference and facility was his for the asking—all
was in order, had he been a libertine.

But Anthony was not a libertine. The very
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« thought that she would give him evérything at his

firft request, open-handed and with indifference as

she had given it to other men, fille . him with con-

fusion and dread, for the pnssmn at had grown in

him for her I'.hmigh rooted in clay ’:ad yet its flower,
. its perfume, its delijacy.

He was bashful as’a boy in love for the firét time.

“ Look ! * said she. .

The incoming tide, laughing to itself, had cut
them off, and the sand patch across wiuch he had
brought her was several inches deep in water, all
but a ridge, across which he carried her, setting her
" down on the rocks beyond. Then they returned to

e hotel, where luncheon was spread for them at
a little table by a window facing the sea.

Seated at the table with th.m appeared, for
Anthony, the speftre of Isaac Coborne, whom' he
had for a moment forgotten. What di& Isaac want
his address for ?

He told himself again that his prr:senm in the Isle
of Wight was knowa only to three peuplc—Stlm:
Gregg and Mandelberg.

Isaac did not know Mandelberg, }ret he might have
called at the office and Mondelberg might have
given him the information, though that was
unlikely ; he might have called on Gregg with a
like result, though that, too, was not probable ;
lagtly, he might have gont to Selina.

Isaac had warned him not to get tangled up in
this business. Had he been fussing rouhd making
enquiries, mixing and muddling in an affair that
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wasn't his, talking of it—heavens! ‘maybe talking -
to Sclina’s siftur, opening his mind to her, warning .
her, for the gocd of the family, that Anthony was
tangling himself ' p in a dangerous business ?

Who could say ”

Why had he b.en such a ‘30l as to tell Isaac

anything ?
* Even whilst they wrre sitting at luncheon the
weather changed. The sky that had been asking
itself all the morning, Shall I rain ? had made up
its mind in the negative'and pools of turquoise blue
sky beyond Arreton way were spreading, the sunlight
. falling on the far Downs with the promise of a
cloud!~ss evening. ©

They came back by the Brook Road, paét
Mottistone and ;‘m;:ugh Brigh$tone, arriving at
Macketts’ in time for tea,

All the way from Brighétone, spoiling the beauty
of the afterfioon and the peace of his mind, Isaac
Coborne had been in the car.

It scemed to Anthony that Isaac had suddenly
developed uncanny powers of pursuit, that there
wal no escaping from him, that he was Fate, Had
he found Isaac:waiting at the gate of the farm for
his arrival he would facnrc:ely have heen surprised.

It is curious how an obsession of this sort takes
hold of a man if he has anything to conceal or if, as
in Anthony’s case, he dreads intrusion or pursuit.
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But Isaac Coborne ,was not wai'ing at the gate of
the Barrow Farm, o herwise calied Macketts’. The
gate was open between its lichened grey-§tone
pillars, and when the car drove up to the door
Mrs. Mackett was there to receive them, a figure
that chased away for the moment all dreams and
dreads, so remote was it trom the atmosphere of
. London.

. The smell of the house, the heavy oak beams
across the ftone passage, the' measured tick of the
great brass-faced clock, each too, in its way, formed
part of a pentagram barring our the world and its
werries and troubles.

A fire was burning on the hearth in the sitting-
room and the tea-things were laid.

Leaving the girl to go upétairs to change, Anthony
lit a pipe and went out.

He glanced at the ftone slab over the doorway
inscribed with the initials ] M. and bearing the
date 1640.

Built when the Long Parliament was sitting in
London, Macketts’ displayed the faét to the rooks
of Gallows Wood and the sparrows, the farm
labourers and the :mlhm:ﬂs, all heedless of it as
the sky, or the dead up in the churchyard of Gods-
hill who had been milkmaids and farm labourers -
when Cromwell was leading his cavalry at Naseby.
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Macketts’ w: s very old, very old and unditurbed
like the land arc \nd it—land that had lain unaltered
in the form of .'s meadows and woods for many
years before Cha les had faced the anger of his
people or Ehmhtt_h had broken the power of
Spain,

Dominated by a chun:.h built by the fairies, these
woods and meadows, paths, copses, swards dancing
with daffodls in spring or spread with the blue miét
of the wild hyacinths, had each its name and tradi-
tion, unwritten, but living in minds scarcely altered
imm the minds of the vanished namers, The

' —=adow beyond the fence where Anthony was
ftanding ne-v was Puck’s Piece, the meadow beyond
half hidder by an outcrop of Gallows Wood,
Trenchards. Cheekes Road, a narrow grass path
bordered by high ferns in summer, joined the waste
land beyond Trenchards with the main road;
mushroom rings marked it for what it was, and on
moonlit nights of summer young men and girls
avoided it. They preferred the woods. Summer.
wmt{'.r autumn’ or spring, all these lands and woods
held the same atmosphere of secrecy and age and,
even when thie birds were E*ngmg loudest, of
silence.

Crossing Puck’s Piece in the twilight now came a
figure, an cld man carrying a spade across his
shoulder. He came through the gate in the fence,
which was open.

“ Fine evening,” said Aithony.

The other spoke no word, only nodded.
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“That's a,big church you've got up there”
said Anthony, indicating the church 1bove the trees.

The other grim, surly, and vithout a word
passed on.

Phew! What an insufferabl odour suddenly
filled the air! A f int vague or our of corruption.
Was it from the mau or the black ftuff &l clinging
to the spade ?

Anthony watched him. 'He did not go to the
house but through the gate to the roa—evidently
a villager using a right of way.

Anthony spat. ‘Then he returned to the house.
* He spoke of the occurrence to Mrs. Mackett as she
was bringing in the tea, not mentioning the uu-
pleasant details. ' 5

“That would be Jem Goodchild,” said she;
“he’s short with €rangers since he came back
from the War.”

“But this was an old man—seventy, I should

think,”
. “Coming through our place!” cried Mrs.
Mackett. “The village has no right through
here,” she checked. * What like was he, may I
ask, sir # ¥

“An old fellow carrying a spade.”

Mrs. Mackett said nothing more. She finished
her business and went out, closing the door and
leaving Anthony and his companion together.

The girl had brought down one of the pifture
papers he had bought fu:n[' her yefterday, 'and after
tea she sat b him on a footétool reading it, whilét
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he sat and smo :ed and skimmed the Dasly Chronicle,
which Mrs. Magkett had hmught in when she cleared
away.

The coming leftion shouted of itself in the
Chronicle. Most lifturbingly assured the Chronicle
scemed of the' re. ult—dl&urh ngly, had Anthony
been in the mood to" be dlﬂurLﬂd As a matter of
fa&t, whether it was the air of this place, or the
atmosphere of the house, or the silence that reigned
complete dlound it, the ele€tion and all it might
mean to him seemed something remote and im-
personal—unreal.

Then, after a while, he dropped thc p:pcr and -
they rnllced chatting. about trifles; their trip to
Frushwatcr, the sea, a little accident they had met
with on the way home when a tyre had to be
renewed—the merest trivialities, for of the world
and the great things of life she scemed as heedless
and as ignorant as a child.

As a child, or a creature of the woods outside,
silent now, and crouched in the dark of the autumr
night. .

15I-Iacl she been otherwise she would not have been
herself, nor held him so with the clutch of the
feeble and the truffing: she would have recalled
to him other people, whereas the bond between
them was ftrengthened by the fa&t that she brought
him in touch with no former experience. He had
never met anyone like her before.
~ In some ftrange way she suited Macketts’, this

out-of-the-world place wlere nothing mattered but
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the trifles that made the day. Shefwho had come
from such a different environment, pnfitting as this
was fitting. L

Poor flower, all but dead ard now reviving.
Flower of which he was the sun.

Then they fell silent and the rre spoke, the logs
falling slightly together and little flames leaping up.
She had dropped the paper from her lap and, with
her head leaning againét the arm of his chair, still
weak from her illness and ‘ired with the day, she
seemed watching the burning embers, her mind

travelling across glowing bridges and into caverns
- qf ruby colour and across the white dice of the
burnt-out wood. e iy o

He remembered the wretched fire she had been

trying to light that evening wkich seemed so long
ago, the shaking of her shoulders as she broke down
overcome with weariness and illness. Surely if God
had ever direfted a man’s steps, God had direéted
him that night—surely—surely.
* A miét of tenderness dimmed his sight. As he
stood up to light her candle he counld not look at her
§traight in the face let she should see that his cyes
were blurred ; not that she would have noticed,
half blind as she was with sleep.

QOutside she raised her lips to be kissed and candle
in haad went up the §tairs, walking slowly, holding
the banifter rail with her left hand, not looking
back. \

The day had been too,much for her—evidently, .
he had forgutten that she -vas convalescent after a
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severe illness ; he should have goneslower. Well,
she had enjoyed it, anyhow.

was turni. g to go back to the sitting-room 1

when he heard ‘“wrough a suddenly opened door
Mrs. Mackett’s v ice raised as if in dispute: “I
ain’t no more giﬂ:n to fancies than you are,” Mrs,
Mackett was saying, ** but i lt s always the same when
he’s seen about—you'll cee.’

Then the door was shut, and A.nthony returned to
the sitting-room to smoke, wondering who * he ”
might be and why Mrs.' Mackett should have been
accused of giving herself over to fancies.

Unable to answer this queftion he roamed the
room, :~nds in his pockets and pipe in mouth,
re-exzm::‘mq the pi€ures and the books. He took
again the little blick book labelled ** Shorwell.”
It was the only possible book on the shelf, and as
he sat re-turning the leaves he saw that by no
means had he exhauéted its contents.

Here were five or six pages not to do with Shor-
well, inscriptions and texts colleCted by some
antiquary.

1lere, from Arreton: * The rewarde of senne is
death. Everlafting life is the Gifte of God through
our Lord and Savious Jesus Christe; wherefor all ye
that love the Lord doe this, hate all things that are
evill, for he dothe keep the soules of his from such
as would have them spill—George Serle.”

And under: “The said George Serle died in

1609, There is also her: the tomb of William
Serle, who departed this world in 1595.”
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“ The rewatde of senne is death.’|

What about her, upftairs # Death, that, of
course, meant damnation. Woul,! she be damned
for her sins if by any chance she »ere to die? And
what about the world that h.d wronged her?
What damnation was bad enough fm' it ?

“The rewarde of senne is death.

. Lord, this old babbling' and Lhe worét sinnes
never mcﬁuancd or punished—the people who look
on; no wonder that Gregg should be filled with
rage againét society and the prim-faced hypocrites,
the highly respetable people to whom a girl of the
town was anathema if she carried on her trade
openly inftead of privately, 8r demi-privaszl,; after
the fashion of the Society ftrumpets. |,

So he rambled on in thought, turning the leaves
and reading as he turned them to the laft page,
whereon someone had inscribed a set of verses in
ink that was now the colour of ruft. *

HERE THERE ARE POPPIES

«5Seen from this garden upon the hill
Fair lic the meadows all greene and £ill,
Rivers and grey old lsland tovwns,
Hovering hawks by the far sea downs,
Skies of summer or skies gone grey,
Wizd on the barley, wind on the May.

Here therg are poppies and jeftless here,

Men once mafterful, girls once dear,

Heedless of time or the old grey towns,

Or the hawk that quefti b, the high sea downs.
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Gardens r'_ veet or the flowens that were,
Rose in the belt, or rose in the hair,
Daffodils dancing, skies gone grey

Wind o'er :}\E ba.;lty, wind o'er the May.

Evelyn Luy iens, Godshill Churchyard. May 1826,

As Anthony glanced over the verses of the long- °
dead Evelyn, the impression they brought him came
in the form of a vague rumembrance of the perfume
of rosemary Words can recall scents and scents
words. )

She muét have been a sweet, simple soul, gone long
ago to the garden on the hill, one of the jeftless |
company :

L}

H. 2d=ss of time or the old grey towns
Or the hawk tk. .t quells by the high sea downs.

Anthony put the book on the table and relit his
pipe.

The verses had suddenly attached themselves to
the girl upétairs like a pendant,

It was as if ithe ghoét of Evelyn Luytiens had
corie and hung them round her neck. He could not
tell why thought had connefted the two ; perhaps
because Evelyn seer.ed sweet-minded and simple,
old-fashioned, different from the ordinary woman of
to-day. ) ; :

She. One of the ftrangeét things in his relation-
ship with her was the fa& that he pever called her
. by name, that she never ralled him by name. It
was doubtful if she ever knew his surnaine. “ Lucy

186



HERE THERE ARE -?ﬂP’?IEI

Grey,” that obvious mom de guerre,'was hateful to
him. As for him, she seemed entirely uninquisitive.
The horrible thought that this uninquisitiveness
was due to the position from which he had taken
her, that business where no quefl ons are asked, was
negatived by something indefinaole yet real, some-
thing which showe. itself in nearly everything she
said or did, a seeming detachment from the world
in which she moved and lived.

The expression ““ not all there ”” which we use in
regard to the fecble-minded or, eccentric might
have been applied to her, only in a different sense :
" she was neither feeble-minded nor eccentric, yet
at times she was not all there ; ®absent-pindad like
a child in a day dream—and-always, like a.child, in
her blind acceptance of what v.as given to her or
done for her, in her indifference to the serious
things of life. A child, or a spirit, sweet but
undeveloped, not yet fully human. *

Upétairs, when he had retired to rest and blown
out the light, the giow of the rising moon showing
tnrough the little curtains held him for a while
from going to sleep.

His mind re-travelled the road *o Freshwater;
the paft day, like a picture-beok, turned its leaves
for him, showing him Jameson's ftudy, the Albion
Hote!, the waiter who had served them at luncheon.

Then he was on the focks again with Her, and
Mrs. Mackett was ftanding on the beach calling
them in to tea: The plbion Hotel had turnea .
itself into the farm-house, *he tea was laid and he
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was asking M:a. Mackett where She was; he had
loét Her somehow, loét Her for ever.

“ Look in the wood,” said Mrs. Mackett. He
was down by the fence, and here across the meadow
towards him was -oming the horrid old man with
the spade across his shoulder ; the sight frightened
him and he was turning to run .-hen he was caught
by the arm. It was the chauﬁcur who had driven
them to Freshwater.

Mrs, Macsett had taken him by the other arm
and they were trying between them to force him
back to the house.

Then he heard Her calling to him for help— °
she wre heing kill.d,:ftrangled in the wood ; he
ftruggled and fnught with the dream pmplc on
either side of him, and then he awoke, lying on
his back, sweating.

The patient moonlight §till filled the room with
its glow, but the dread £hll clung to him, the
feeling that she was in danger, the overpowering
desire to go to her, be with her, take her in his
arms, proteét her.

Ile rose and crossed the room and opened the
door.

The passage was in darkness, the house dead
silent. No, there was nothing wrong ; it was only
a dream, she was in no danger.

But he did not turn back. The dream had led
him too far.

He had only to open hes door, g::- in and take her
n his arms, where she would be quite content to
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" be. The desire, the passion, the love for her drove
all other things :514:1& nothing but death could have
. Stopped him. .

He opened the door. She had left the curtains
undrawn and the piim little room showed itself in
.the moonlight, and beautifu], almost miraculous,
like a pi€ture within a picture, the latticed window
stood framing the vision of tlie diftant church on the
hill.

She was lying half on her side, her right arm and
shoulder uncovered, the diffused’ light upon her
. face, her hand half clns.nd as if clasping another hand.
D2ad she might have been but for the vague move-
ment of her breat, the tremor of a spi.i. almoét
gone, voyaging so dreadfully far away in sleep.

How small she looked and how different! -It
seemed to him that he had never seen her really
before, or known the truth ‘of her absolute depen-
dence on Fate, on chance, on the blowing of the
winds of the world.

" He &ood for a moment gazing upon her, divided
from her by sleep—sleep as inviolate for him as the
diftances of the étars or death.

“You couldn’t harm her,” had said Gregg.
However that might be in her waking hours, it was
true now.

He turned away to the door, and at the door he
turned again to glance at the form on the bed,
beyond which fhe window showed its picture of
thc church, above the trecﬁ, againft the sky. ¥
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CHAPTER XXIV
LOVE

I¥ you are ftaying at Macketts’ y ou get your morning
paper sometimes at nine, sometimes at twelve, some-
times late in the afternoon, and sometimes not at
all. The reason for thls is that it comes by milk-
carts (returning) from Shanklin, by boys on bicycles,
by the butcher, by anything on wheels or legs
likely to call at the Barrow Farm. If no such
messenger is available it is left at the little shop in
Gndshill, where you can get it if you send for
it. :

But tue post comes regularly.

Somewhere about the year 1839, when the penny
poét was inftituted, some early Victorian, to cele-
brate the event, affixed a hideous brass knocker to
the front door of Macketts'—the oak door barred
and nailed, the door that antiquarians love to rub
their thumbs over. He would, without doubt,
have completed the vandalism with a letter-slit,
only for the faét that from six o’clock onward the
door is wide open.

Anthony, next morning, just as he was completing
his toilet, heard the double rap of the poftman. He
put on his coat and came down. Two letters were
lying on the mat. He picked them up; they were
not for him—election $tuff addressed to the farmer
' and his wife—and leaving them on the little table
by the door he came iuto the sitting-room.
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He had awakened depressed and irlitable, with a
feeling that, somehow, the whole world was againét
him, that beyond his yisible environment, as behind
an arras, all sorts of people were moving and
plotting. Why did Iaac Coborne want his address ?
. What were they all dmng in London ¢ It scemed
to him a month sir e he left Waterloo, and that he
had travelled as far as Kamchatka.

In the sitting-room now, taking his place in an
arm-chair by the table set out with the breakfaét-
things, he sat idle, looking at the impossible books
in the book-case and the print of The Great Exhibi-
' tign, fronting the fact that there were no morning
papers, no letters. .’ 2 -

He did not expeét letters, nor did he wan* them ;
all the same, the faét that the:: were none, and
could be none, was difturbing to him in his present
mood of mind. He was cut.off, he had cut himself
off, he was in hiding. Yes, that was the word. In
hiding. That was a faf. He had got at the rat
that was worrying him moft, away in the recesses
of his mind, and, holding it up by the tail, it was
unpleasant to look at and by no means dead. Yet
it was somehow absurd. Thuugh ke was hiding -
like a defaulting cashier he had cone nothing wrong.
Was it wrong to rescue Her from that horrible place,
was it wrong to have a heart, was it wrong to take
Her to this place away from all that, was it wrong
to love Her—why, an angel from heaven couldn’t
help loving Her—was it wrong for a man to love
Her who could no more help himself from doing so
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than he could/ help himself from ial}mg were he to .
lose his balance ?

Wrong i He had done no wrong; had he done
otherwise he would have been less than a man.

Then why was'he hiding ?

Well, it’s juét this: How could T tell Selina ?
If 1 had let her know I was h've, what might not
Lave happened ! She would have come here, no
doubt, and made a scene. A scene with Her!
The situativn all through has been impossible to
explain—to a wpman. ' Grf.'gg understands, but a
woman couldn’t—and it’s more impossible now.
All the same, what’s happening ? Suppose Selina *
were b any cham... to get this address and to know
the tl“l.!"‘l-—-iuPPDSE she were to come here ! Gregg
alone knows the aldress. Why not go up and see
him ? _Why not go up and see what Isaac Coborne
is after ? Why not go. up and see if the fat’s in the
fire and have it out—and the uncertainty? I'd
only be a night away.

Mrs. Mackett pushed opeli the door with her
tray. He left the room and went outside, wheré he
fiood and looked up at the bedroom windows. A
bird was whiftling in the garden—no, it was in her
room ; sweet, liquil the notes came, broken now as
though interrupted by some preoccupation—ceasing.
The half-open lattice of her window was pushed
wide by a little hand and she looked out.

¢ Breakfast,” said Anthony.

She laughed down at liim and nodded—vanished.
Then he heard her ft=p-on the {tairs, saw her ccme
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down, the tips of her fingers on the banifter rails,
took her two hands in his and led her into the
breakfadt-room. He watched her pouring out the
tea. )

Selina, whom his thoughts had 'invoked before
breakfast, wouldn’t get away. She had never
poured out his tes for him in late years, choosing to
breakfast in bed ; but whei they were firft married
—how ditinétly he saw it all, thos~ honeymoon
breakfasts at the hotel in Haétings, the big room,
the waiters, Selina, the morning paper, the toaét,
the kippers, the bald-headed man and his wife at
the opposite table, the general air of silence and
partial resurreion, like a party of poiite corpses
sitting up and taking nourishment, speaking in
undertones.

» And the dull morning afterwards on the front,
and the smoke-room, where he would s]ip in to have
a small Bass at twelve o’clock, and the buzzy and
Jazy feeling after

‘«'The recolle€tion brought up no pangs.

How daintily she ate, and, as she held her cup,
how her little finger perked itself out as if disdaining
the others. It never did any work—it was the
ariftocrat. s

How perfeét her teeth were! Teeth that made
other people’s teeth look,like piano keys.

He had never read Herrick or he would have
remembered the quarrelets of pearls. Those teeth
of hers had the chatoyancy almost of pearls—a
fare thing, and not altogether to be desired, for
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these pearly teeth as a rule do not lift: the pity
of it !

Her little head, clasped in its warm, wavy hair, .
round and faultless, and when she turned it a bit
aside d !

. He had never seen her before, as now, with health
suddenly coming back to her an{ her natural self
re-blooming.

And she did not attract mcn, so Gregg had said
—or attrafling them for a moment left them cold.
It was easy to see why, for when were innocence and
childish grace ever attraétive to the human hogs of .
Geblin Market ?

Gobun Market, tha: was London Town, where
he muét go to-morrow to make sure that no chilling
draught or evil spell should reach out here and
touch Her, London Town and Hasdtings town and
every town—aye, and' all society where under-
&anding was not or pity, where women were cruel
to women and men without mercy.

“ Get your hat, and we will go out.”

They were étanding in the passage after hri:alf:ﬁ‘.
and Anthony was filling his pipe. The weather £till
held fine. She was $tanding or tiptoe to look at an
old high-hung print on the wall hext the sitting-
room door, but at his voice she lost intereét i in the
print and, turning, ran updtairs.

They came from the farm gate into the road
leading to the village of Godshill ind the Daffodil
" Valley beyond, a road set with high hedges perfumed
with honeysuckle in June.
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CHAPTER XXV
AT THE STILE

GopsuiLL is one of the beauty spots of the island,
a piece of Old Times. It grew in the old and
spacious days when the Longétone was young and
Mottistone Manor the home of the Glamorgans and
Chekes, when many-gabled Weftcourt was held by
Gozelin FitzAzar, and the Hacketts .nd Deheynos,
De Aulas and Frys were powers in the land.

To-day there are tea-gardens in Godshill, and the
coach horns have turned into the horns of chars-a-
pancs. That is in summer, and even tea-gardens
and chars-i-banes fail té spoil its summer charm.
In autumn Godshill folds its preen hands and goes
to sleep.

* But it was not asleep to-day. An open-air
political meeting was being held before the little
hotel near which, on a board, was displayed this
admonition :
L I “* yoTe FoR JACK.”

The meeting, which was a Conservative one, had
nothing to do with the hoard. The speaker,
evidently down from London and {tanding on a
soap-box, his car near by to whirl him to the next
village, was engaged in’ §tripping the fallacies from
Free Trade, and the audience, numbering about
forty, seemed to be agreeing with him.

.+ Indeed, it seemed quite reasonable what he u1d,'
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quite reasonable that, without taxing the food of the
nation, British faftories should be protefied as far as
possible from the cold blast of fc-rmgn competition.

“ And now,” said the speaker, ** would any gentle-
man like to ask me any quedtions ?

No gfntlcm:m offered to do so; dead silence
reigned till Anthony, saddenly seized with the gift
of the tongue, took a E’I:cp fon-.aru and addressed
the meeting.

He had only 5pcﬂ:¢n twice or thrbr: times in his
life before, at city funmftions, and always with
difficulty and from notes carefully prepared, almoét
committed to memory; but he had no difficulty
to-day, and no notss., He was thinking of thé
faCtory. He spoke so tluently and well that the
audience when he finished applauded, gave him, in
fa€t, a better reception than they had given the
professional gentleman from London.

This gentleman, however, showed no professional
jealousy.

“‘That’s the way to talk to them,” said he. “1I
don’t know your. name, sir, but we shall be pleascl
to s:e you at any of our meetings; there’s one
to-morrow night at Ventnor Town Hall and another
the day after at Sandown. Eight o’clock, and I
hope you will be there.,”

“T see,” said Anthony. He felt pleased with
himself, more than ever sure that all would be right
and common sense and conservatism would sweep
the polls. ;

Turning away with the girl, who had Leen mutely
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admiring him, he spoke to an old man in the crowd,
pointing to the placard near the hotel.

“ Who's Jack ? " msked he.

“He’s the chap that’s goin’ to get in,” replied
the old fellow, hobbling off without explaining that
Jack was the lecral candidate, for whom nearly
every man in ths¢ ‘crowd would vote on polling- -day
—COmmaon sensé ar not,

They went on through the village and up along
a lane that twited and turped like a corkscrew. He
wanted to tell her of his projeted journey to
London. He had fully made up his mind that he
would go, and on the morrow—go and * EIE:ai up
things ” and see how the lzhd lay.

Leaning on a §tile from which a footpath led
across a meadow he told her.

» “I am going up to London to-morrow,” said
Anthony. “It’s on business—got to,do with this
eletion—but I'll be back the day after.”

She said nothing, and he could not tell how she
had taken the news, for her face was turned away.
Then she turned it a bit and he saw her profile
againft the trees of the lane. She did not seem to
mind. '

“ To-morrow ? * she said.

“ Yes, to-morrow. I'll be back next day.”

She catight in her breath, and he sawher underlip
drawing down and a tremor about the muscles of
her mouth. His arm sent round her, and in,a
moment she was clinging tu him and sobbing into”

his coat.
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“ You are going to leave me—here—alone—alone.
Oh, what shall I do! What shall I do! Without
u—alone."” .

“ But, my darling,” he '.'.hlspcrtd ‘it’s only for
a day—only for a day. I can’t take you with me.
Look up—turn your :

She was still now, like a bird that had ceased
ftruggling, but she would not turn her face, ull,
holding her more tightly, he pressed his cheek
againft hers; then, all at once, she turned it
ficreely, holding up her lips whilst her ecyes, half
sightless with tears, met his.

Then he knew.

She loved him.

In that estraordinary moment, and whilst their
lips clung together, he was reborn. Made again.
Renewed, glorified. The love beside which all
other love is a shadow and a phantom was his. The
consuming love of a woman for a man, a man for a
woman. And yefterday he had thought that she
only loved him as a child loves a father, or a dosra
maéter ; and yefterday, perhaps, he was right.  Who
can ‘ti:!.]., or how, in a moment, affeftion had leaped
to flame and turned to passion ?

Their lips met again and clung and parted. She
was no longer weeping at the thought of his going
away, assured as she was now that nothing could
part him from her. Then leaving the ftile they
took, inftinétively, the lootpath across the meadow,
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heedless of where they went and seeking only
loneliness for the moment. The ftile on the
opposite side led to a path skirting a wood of holly
and ash, and pat that to a ftretch of poor ground
and a tumble-down cottage deserted and sheltered
by a group of firs. Without knowing it, they were
again on the grounds of the Barrow Farm and
within ten minutes’ walk of the house. Gallows
Wood lay ahead, and to tlie right a path leading to
Trenchards, the field giving on Puck’ Piece.

They had not noticed the clouds gathering over
the sea downs or how dull the 'day had become ;
rain was beginning to fall, a few large heavy drops,
&minops to anyone who ]mcw ,what the island ‘can
do in a few minutes in the {ay of rain.

Anthony turned towards the ruinous cottage; a
young man who had been at work inside §tacking
wood was ftanding now at the door, and as they took
shelter he moved aside a bit for them, but without
a word of greeting.

“ Looks as if it was going to rain,” said Anthony.
- “ Aye it’s going to rain,” replied the other, and
fell dumb.

The rain spoke. Suddenly, and as if at the pull
of a shower-bath string, it came down—holly, ash,
larch and fir answering with all their different
tongues, the roof drumming to it.

“ Fortunate we took.shelter,” said ‘Anthony to
his companion.

“ Yes,” she murmured. .

. They were holding each other’s hands unubscr\rod
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by the other one, and they could say a lot to each
other without his knowing ; all the same, they wished
him away. Dumb as an animal, yet able to talk,
he difturbed them. '

Round about the Barrow Farm and in some other
parts of the island you find very often £lill the
original native unspoiled and with all his pleasant
and unpleasant features intat : his attitude towards
§trangers chief amongst the latter, an attitude
speaking of ,dislike and contempt, hinting at
tolerance.

The old man with thc spade, the old man at the
political meeting and this person—possibly that
Jen. Goodchild spoken of by Mrs. Mackett—all
were exhibitions of the island way with Strangers,
cach in a diferent way.

“This is an old cottage,” said Anthony after a
while, more to break the monotony of watching
than from any desire to talk.

“Aye, it's an cold cottage,” replied the other.
“ Good for nought but a wood-house.” .

“ Hasn’t been lived in for a long time, I shev1d
thirk.”

“ Not since the chap hanged himself from that
there beam in beyond.”

“ Hanged himself ? What did he do that for 7 ¥

“Lord knows. It was a matter of forty years
a 2L e

“Look,” said the girl, “ tht: rain’s {topping.”

8he seemed anxious to be gone; this talk about
hanged men had no doubt frightened her, and

200




AT THE STILE

Anthony felt her little hand clasping his more
tightly.

He looked out. The rain had suddenly ceased
*and the clouds were parting.

* Yes, it's Stopped,” said he. * We'd better go.
Which way is it to the Barrow Farm ? ¥ he asked.

' % Is there a short-cut ¢ *

“ Why, you’re: on it said the young man,
“ That’s Trenchards right vefore you ; follow the
path across it—that’s all you have to dn.”

“ Good day to you,” said Anthony.

He was as glad as the girl to get out in the open
and away from that cottage by the funereal firs;
hinged men or not, there was ap evil feeling about
the place, an atmosphere bf ‘decay and gloom,
helped, no doubt, by the overcaét in tue weather
and the rain. The Barrow Farm is beft seen in
fine weather ; rain and darkened skies bring out a
ftrange quality in these old lands and meadows,
copses and woods; a vague oppression rises from
them like a viewless miét, the trees come closer, one
fee!: ~lased in, especially in such places as Cheekes
Road or the long glade running to southward of it,
or Wacklands, that wilderness of thorns and nut
trees. -

Half-way across Trenchards and with the house
in sight, the clouds above closed together again and
down came the rain,

“ Now I've caught you,” cried the rain.

“ Run ! ” said Anthony. , 1o

‘They ran—the girl laughing, then panting ; she
- 201
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was in no condition for running, ang they finished
at a walk, reaching the house drenched, but not
minding.

That night, inftead of retiling early as she had *
done hitherto, the girl sat up with him to the tune
of doors being locked and barred, the wind in the
trees, and presently, had they liftened, the snoring *
of the Mackett houschold. Then, having put out
the lamp in the sitting-room they came upstairs
and along th= corridor ; here, with a sudden mis-
chievous little laugh and just outside her room door,
she bent and blew his candle out.




CHAPTER XXV1
SHE SEES HIM OFF

Te taxi from Godshill, ordered overnight to take

» him to the §tation arrived at half-past nine.

At the laft monknt, and Ivhilst they were at
breakfadt, she had decided t» go to the §tation wich
him and see him off.

* It has to come back to Godshill,” said she, * so
it won’t coét anything more my going.”

. *“Don’t worry about that,” said Anthony; *as
if ‘t mattered! And you're not to leave it at Gods-
hill, it’s got to bring you right Uack here. It looks
as if it might rain, and I don’t want any caance of
your getting wet again.”

He got up from his place and went over and
kissed her as she rose, holding her face bctv.ccn his
two palms.

At the Station, whilst getting his ticket, she
disappeared, returning with two morning papers
and the Happy Magazine, bought with her own
money from the ftarved purse in that bag which
she carried like a fetish and in which till lay intact
the five-pound note. Anthony laughed. As the
train moved off he looked out. She was flanding
—aye, how pretty she locked |—§tanding and waving
to him, caught suddenly in a beam of sunshine that
had pierced the'clouds.

A good omen, surely.

, The faét that the papers sk.e had bought for him

203



GOBLI'N MAREKET

were the Daily Chronicle and Daily Herald made '
him laugh again, flung a new light on politics, made
this cast-iron Conservative fezl a brotherly sort of.
affeCtion for Mr, Hamilton Fyffe. She knew
nothing and ‘cared nothing for politics, she had
bought them ; to leave them behind in the carriage
at Ryde pier-head v.as impnﬁnb]c; he opened his
suit-case and popped them in. He would keep
them for ever. At Portsmouth Harbour he bought
his Morning Poft and took his seat in the luncheon-
car of the expreds to Waterloo.

He opened the Morning Pos# and leaning comfort-
ably back in his seat began to read, skimming the
news, glancing at the leading articles and then at
the fashicnable intelligence.

The Morning Po.? was his newspaper, part of his
life, as a newspaper becomes to a man ; the Morning
Poft was sane and cool and brought him, in a way,
in touch with high aristocratic circles to which he
did not belong, but which, as a true-born English-
man, he highly respefted ; it upheld Church and
State and the family tie, and it never published
alarmift reports or news.

He had beea out of touch with it for some days,
and it was the firft thing to welcome him back to
the mainland and the realities of life.

This morning there wasno difturbing news in it,
yet it had diéturbed him.

Difturbed his dream of love with a queftion not
written in printer’s ink :

“ What now 1 ”

204




: SHE SEES HIM OFF
It was not till this moment that the queﬂ:mn
presented to him by this organ of Socicty became a
thing demanding a definite answer. What now ?
‘What are you going to do about your wife, your
relations, your friends ?

The original objet of this j _]uurney—tu see what
" Isaac Coborne wanted, to see :* the fat was in the
fire and so forth—ivas nothing. Yefterday and laét
night had changed everything, all his world—juét
as a declaration of war changes the wor'd.

The fat bad to be in the fire, now. He was
Hers. She was his; even a few hours’ parting was
pam To get back to Her by the earlieét train
on' the morrow was ﬂhSDIutEIJ} essential to his
exiftence.

Just so, and he was a married man. Selina had
to say a word about all this—if not to-day, to-
morrow ; if not to-morrow, later. The thing
could not go on without a break-up. It was like
being in a motor-car charging a brick wall. The
smash was inevitable, though §till enly in the world
of conieanplation.

Inevitable, and it involved more than Selina. It
involved his position, his club, his friends.

If Anthony had been a Gob'inite, a fashionable
aftor, an author, an army man, the thing would
have meant pothing much—juét a change of women ;
but he had always moved among decent, old-
fashioned people, and he had aIwa}fs l-:ruked with
qulte honeét rcpmbatlon on “irregularity”” He-*
was' known to hold that view. And—now ?

g 205
/



GOBLIN MAREKET 4

Now he had done it. Done it,. anyhow, com- |,

pletely and entirely.

The waiter handed him a bread-basket and the
wine card.

Anthony put the Morning Poft under the seat,
chose a half-bottle of Citron, and resumed ‘his
meditations,

And he wouldn’t have undore it for worlds—
and there was no use thinking.

The waite~ put before him a cocktail. He hadn’t
ordered it, a gentleman at the other end of the car
was waiting for it, but he drank it before discovering

the miftake, and it at once put Selina out of the -

window and Her epposite to him.

The Chiteau Citron’ finished what the cocktail
had begun in the way of removing worries and
building caftles.

Macketts’, not without a certain romantic charm
of its own, became idealised ; it had ceased to be a
farm-house and had become a dream place, silent,
remote, detached from the cunsiderations of ev ery=
day life—and she was waiting for him thei..

* No, he had not been wrong at Freshwater. She
had then only loved him as a friend. It had come
to her suddcni}, thi~ thing which is real love, at the
ftile, yefterday, when he had told her he was going
away.

How did he know ? Heavens, how did he know ?
How else but from her lips ? Thn:: one thing that
cannot lie is a kiss.

Just then, at the étile yeﬂerda}', this thmg had
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~ really begun—this new life so wonderful that he
could scarcely believe in it :

Benedi€tine, coffee:and a cigar carried him com-
fortably along past Weking ; Clapham Junétion began
to arouse him from his dreams, and the platform at
+ Waterloo completed the awakening, Never once
had it occurred to liim as fun:.y that, in giving the
girl to underftand that ele@ion business was taking
him to town, he had told her the same little ftory
that he had told Selina when he informed her that
election business was taking him to the country.

He drove to the club, left his suit-case with the
hall-porter and came into the smoking-room. Here
there were gentlemen, madtly elderly, in all ftages
of indigeftion ; the air was drowsy with the after-
luncheon atmosphere and the eatrance of Anthony
was scarcely noticed.

It seemed to him that men’s eyes avoided him,
That they knew, that rumour had aircndy been
about circulating his name with comments on it,
*‘.Juﬂ: fancy, who'd ever have imagined it—Harrop
of all people in the world ! ” This delusion was
soon dispelled. No sooner had he taken his seat
than Jackalds, the .club bore, who' always knew
everything about everyone, and even more, came
up and took his seat beside him. Had there been
any adverst rumour about Anthony this anpleasant
person would have been the last to speak to him.
His friendliness 'soothed the other’s mind ; all the
same, the coft was more than the sedative was worth,
and, rising after ten minutes’ Lonversation, Anthony
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left the club. Left it, he felt, never to enter it ’
again except to pick up his suit-case left with the
hall-porter. To-day was all right, but when they.
knew! It wasn’t that he would be ejeéted :
adultery he lad never heard of as being a bar to
club membership ; it might be, for all he knew,
but he was not bo hering about that. The bar
to him was compounded of Jackalds, Snaresdale,
Tomlinson, Colonel Grant, Twyford, several others
—men whom he didn’t care for—he had never been
much of a club man—men on whom he had always
looked as being slightly lower than himself in worth.
Tn know that they were talking about him in.an
adverse manner would be worse than being skinned
alive—at lzaft very painful.

They would talk, no doubt, but he would not be
within their zone.

So, you see, he had determined to give up hls
club, or rather his clubs, for the chess club people
were even worse to fall foul of in this way than the
Old Conservatives, numbering as they did so many
parsons in their ranks.

He had determined to give up his clubs. But
the determination was not heroic. It had pro-
visions and blanks left open for new clauses, and it
was unsigned as yet.

He would not resign—he just would not go to
them ; then so many things might happen—for
inftance, Selina might cume to soine agreement by
which there would be no scandal | ‘

Anthony had not made his mind in the fashion,
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if not the form, of an eel—his forefathers had done
that ; it was a perfectly honeét mind, but to wriggle
» was its nature, to slip round a difficulty rather than
face it, to vanish mys$teriously from tnbu]ntmn and
find a calmer pond.

*  But don’t despise eels. You won’t if you are a
fisherman and haye'ever caugiit one; or if you are
naturalit enough to know that they go to the
Sargasso Sea to couple.

Reaching Northumberland Avcnuc. he paused to
consider his ﬂeps

. Should he visit Selina at once and know the worét,
om go to Grfgg, or go to the office for soundings as
to his position ?

He called a taxi and tuId the driver to t.ke him to
Endell Street.

+Gregg was in; he was finishing off some panel
patients, and Anthony was shown to the yoom above,
where he sat down and amused himself whilét
waiting by glancing over an illuftrated weekly
paper. He almost wished he hadn’t come. Though
anxious to see if Isaac Coborne had been, he rather
dreaded Gregg. He was so awfully outspoken, and
he was such a man for queftioning and finding out

SHE SEES HIM, OFF

things.
However, he was there, and couldn’t go away
now. ' 5 .

L]
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CHAPTER XXVII
GREGG

Grece came in filling a pipe hurriedly, His time
for smoking was limited, and he made the moét of it.

“ Hello,” said Greg,.

He glanced at the pap2r which Anthony in rising
had put down on the table, open at a page depicting
a race between women in running shorts. They
were jumping a hurdle.

“That’s the sort of paper,” said Gregg, without
ancher word of greeting, “ they send as a specimea
to doftors to put in their consulting-rooms. It
came thi. morning. Look at those bounding
kangaroos! Do they think they are women ?
That’s the modern woman—and she hasn’t enough
milk to feed a kitten, let alone a baby. © I’m telling
you the truth, and it’s a truth that hits every man
born of woman. You can’t lay down the founda-
tions of a man out of a pap bottle.”

He picked up the paper and opened a page s.]mw-
ing the front at Monte Carlo. Then he was off.

Anthony liftened, pleased encugh at the momen-
tary respite, yet feeling like a patient in the hands
of a talkative dentist. Thc forceps was there right
enough,

“ And can you wonder at the discontent of the
~ masses when this sort of tHing is shoved under their
noses,” finished the other, laying the paper down.
% Cold and misery anJ want of work facing wealth,
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and sunshine and furs and champagne, gorging and
guzzling, gaming and dancing and tennis playing.
And they photograph it, and hand the photographs
to the people. Well, how is she 1

*She's a lot better,” said Anthony—** ever so
much better. That place has quite picked her
uF ¥

“ You've left-her there i

“ Yes”

“ For good 1 ”

“ As long as she likes to Stay.”

“1 didn’t mean that. I meant, are you going
back there 1
* “Yes,” said Anthony. There was not a Lit of
use saying * No ™ to Gregg.

Gregg §tood with his back to the fire and the pipe
ftuck up out of his mouth. He was silent for a

‘quarter of a minute or so ; then he spoke :

“You haven’t told your wife yet 4"
“1 only told her I was going to the country.

+ Oh, by the way, what I wanted to ask you—did,

by a.y chance, a Mr. Isaac Coborne call on
i n
“ He did,” said Gregg. “ As a matter of fact, he
called early on thé day you took her off to the Isle
of W;ght I didn’t see you that day, so couldn’t
tell you.”
¢ Did he ask you things ? =
% No, he told me things: told me you'd given
him my name.and address and told him all about,
the girl. I told him you were taking her down to
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place her in the Isle of Wight., He asked where,
and I took leave of my conscience to say I didn’t
know. I didn’t care for the chap.”

“‘Thanks,” said Anthony.

It was plain that Isaac was basy. After visiting
Gregg he muét have gone to Selina, heard the §tory
about the eletion and that he, Anthony, had gone
to help Jameson ; thea written, catching the five
o'clock poft. Nosy bease, The queftion was, had
he told Selina anything ? '

“He said he was a relation of yours,” went on
Gregg.

* He is—of a sort.”

Guegg smoked for a minute without speaking.
Then : ;

“ Let’s get back to the main point,” said he.
“ How about your wife ?

“ My wife ? .

“ Yes—yor were saying a moment ago you had
not told her about this.”

“ Not yet,” said Anthony.

*¢ Oh, then, you are going to tell her.”

L] Yus'?f

i W]]CH f ”n

“ Some time.”

“ Why not now "

“Well, it’s just this way—I'm so afraid she'd
make a scene. She might go down to the Isle of
Wight and—you know what women are. It’s not
.as if she had completely recovered ; she’s better, as
I said, but not at all §trong yet.”
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“ Excuse me,” said Gregg, “ but are you talking
of the health of your wife or that girl ?

L1 'T]'IE gil'l.“ .

* Just so. Now, look here, it’s no affair of mine,
but I’m going to say what I'm going to say; you
ought to tell your wife, and you ought to tell her at
once, The thing has not grae too far. If you let
it go on she’ll be sure tosfind out. Tell her the
truth that you took an intereft in this girl, helped
her, took her down to the country, felt a sentimental
feeling for her, but that there 'has been nothing
wrong in your r-:iatiuns.hip with her.”

» Gregg was fishing. He had struck a salmon,and
he knew it. The change in ‘Anthony’s face told
him everything. :
_“Unless there kas,” said he. “I see. Well,
I'm not going to blame you. Men can’t go messing
about with girls ; you can’t do it no more than you
can put your fift in the fire without being burned.
_The beét of motives go to blazes at the sight of a
‘garter. It’s Nature. Even so,” he finished,  it’s
up to you to do the right thing Ehll i

L4 Yﬂ f ay

“ Tell your wife.”

“It’s easy td say that,” replied the other, “ but
you den’t know all.”

“ Spit ‘it out. I'm:pot charging you for this
consultation, so I can remind you that my time is
limited. Spit ‘it out.” *

 “It’s just this. I've gm; to care for her, so that °

I can’t leave her.”
213
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Gregg looked at his spiritual patient curiously.
Well he knew that of all fools the man of a certain age
in love with a young girl is the greateft, but there
was something in Anthony’s face. voice and manner
that spoke of this being a different thing from
ordinary sex-infatuation, an earnestness, a curious
boyishness, a moment. -y revelation as if the soul
of Anthony had peeped ~ut, showing itself to be a
virgin, blushing and wreathed in the roses of a firft
love. .

“All the same,” said Gregg, “you muét tell
your wife. It’s just this way,” he went on: * you
can't blame a married man if, under certain circum-
étances, such as yours, another woman captures him.
You may 1y him, for these affairs always end badly,
if not for him for one of the women ; but you can’t
blame him for the aét, or not till you've blamed
Nature. It’s the hiding of it that’s the deuce. No
man who plays that sort of game can have any
respect for himself. How can he? He's a living

lie. He may fancy he'’s just as good a man as he

was before, but indeed he's not—he’s on the level
with a schoolboy hiding a fault, and he’s half-
brother to a bunk cashier hiding a deficit. I tell
you, a man who betrays his wife has in him the §tuff
that makes the falsifier of accounts : you can’t ftep
over the border-line of honefty and be honest. ' To
fall into a trap set for you by Nature is not dishonest,
to love another woman is not to betray your wife,
"but to hide from your wife that you are living with

L]
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another woman and loving her is a damned rotten
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thing todo ; it poisons your soul. You’ re a business
man, and you told me you had a partner. Would
you hide from him essential things about your
business—would you be dishoneft to him ¢ No,
of course you wopldn’t. Well, where's the dif-
ference 1 ¥ A

“1 am going to tell her,” said Anthony. “1Iam
going to make atclean brrak. I muét. I have
reckoned up everything.” ¢

Gregg looked at him gloomily., He liked
Anthony, had come to underftand him as a patently
hone#t, easy-going man who had always led a respeét-
able life, but he knew that in sex matters honesty
ic only the gift of saints or the anzmic when Tempta-
tion comes §trong. He knew quite well how this
man had been led along by Desire, m--querading
firft under the guise of sympathy, pity and good-
heartedness, how the prettiness and grace and
childishness of the girl had been the real weavers of
the net, for Anthony’s humanitarianism, genuine

though it was, would never have extended itself in

a like manner towards an ugly or plain woman, and
he felt that the whole business was disaftrous and
terrible. A man split clean away from his home ‘and
his wife by a girl picked up, $0 to say, in the ftreet !
And there wad no use in arguing or preaching or
talking on the main issue, but he couldn’t for the
life of him help saying what he had said.

“ When will you tell her ? ”* he asked.

“ At once,™said Anthony. “I expedt it won’t
be telling o much as explaining. I expeét that
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man Iaac Coborne has already done the telling.
Well, I muét be going now, and many thanks to
you for our talk and what you said. It’s good to
have a friend who can talk to-one like that and to
whom one can tell things.”

Gregg accompanied him to the door.
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CHAPTER XXVILI
HOW ANTHONY TOLD HIS WITE

Ix Endell Street h: took a taxi to the office. The
cut-oft feeling that had troubled him so much at
Macketts’ was due moftly to the absolute com-
pletion of his jsolation, th: feeling that no one
in London knew his addiess; then, again, there
was the feeling that something might happen in
conne€tion with the business requiring either his
word or his presence ; and, again, he wanted some
sort of poftal communication, circulars, bills, any-
thing in the way of letters, c-Lli::m'is:: the Macketts
would think it decidedly queer his receiving nothing
from the outside world. .
Mandelberg was at the office.

+ “1 want to leave you my address,” said Anthony,
“so that you can send along any lettars——" He
paused, sat down and began to explain.

., In five minutes Msndelberg had everything out of
him, irrluding the faét that he was going home to
tell his wife the whole ftory—to do the right thirg.

* I've got to do the right thing,” said Anthony.
“1It’s an impossible position otherwise. Marriage,
after all, has been to us little more than a business
partnership, and partners have to at {traight one
to the other. What weuld you think*of me if 1
were to hide things from you ? I am going to her
to say we muél dissolve partnership. We will be
ftiends henceforward—nothing more.”
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“You are going to say that to your wife } ”
“ Yo ;

Mandelberg whiftled the refrain of the * Police-

man’s Holiday » softly between his teeth.

Then he lit a cigarette and s} oke :

“Don’t be a damned fool,” said he. * Wait, at
all events, till after the eleftion.”

L 1“]}' ? »n

“ Because your wife lias a couple of thousand a
year and a house—that’s why ; and if the eleétion
goes wrong you're buét, I thought I had a plan
that would save us if the Liberals got in, but I
don’t think it will eventuate. How much money
have you of your own ¥ ¢

* Not much—a few hundred in the bank.”

* Judt .u, and what are you to do if we go broke ?
If we do, I'm poing to the States. I can get a
managership or something with my business know-
ledge and conneflions, but you aren’t any use as
a business man, you have no trade or profession, and
the only thing open to you is ¢lling matches on the
Embankment. I doubt if you'’d make a living at
thrt.”

“Thanks,” said Anthony.

“ Don't get hufied. I’m speaking for your own
good. It’s nothing to me.”

“1 could never take money from my wife under
the circumétances.”

“ What circumétances ?

“ Me living with another woman.”

“ But what on earth do you want to live wich
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her for  ” asked Mandelberg. * You'll get sick of
her in a month. You needn’t cut her adrift—I'm

ot meaning that—keep her in tow if you want to,
but don’t take her on board. That’s a fool’s game.
Then if things buft up you might get a club secre-

+ taryship or something like that with your position

a——

and your wife’s city influence, and a good house
where you ccn ask people to dine. Do the other
thing .and you're cut off, damned—literally
damned ! ”

“To begin with,” said Ant.h:::-n}-, “ things aren’t
going to ‘buft up, as you say. I've seen the
temper of the eletors, and England is not going to
cut her own throat; and I could never take my
wife’s assistance, if not money, under th- circum-
ftances. No, I've got to tell her and have done
wjth it.”

“ Well,” said Mandelberg, “ make your own bed
and lie on it. T've done all I can. YES* I’ll send
you along any old letters or circulars that turn up.

ere are a muplr: on that table, I'll have them
posted to-night.”

He took down the address and Anthony departed,
returning to the club for his suit-case.

It was after six o’clock when he left the club,
taking a taxi to Marlborough Terrace.
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CHAPTER XXIX
HOW ANTHONY TOLD HIS WIFE (Continued)

He had never considered Selina in relation to
cataftrophe. How would she reaét ? '
During their married life tley had praétically
never quarrelled ; if thay had it might have been
better for them, but they had never quarrelled, to

use the word 1a its accepted sense.

Selina was much too genteel to exhibit violence
or anger, and maybe too diplomatic, for she always
got, her own way, even againét opposition that
would have made un ordinary woman ftorm and
rave.

Selina was, you will remember, descended from
an old city family ; she was not proud of her family
tree, yet people often pride themselves on less, for
hers was a wonderful old city family ; aldermen and
sheriffs were hanging in its branches a hundred—
aye, and two hundred—years ago ; it had produced
two Lord Mayors and its membeis were always
noted for their urbanity and their skill in evading
disafter. When a crash in the zity came they were
always out of it : the South Sea Bubble burst but
left them floating. Overend & Gurney left them
bobbing uninjured, and Barings, in some extra-
ordinary way, gave them profit. Their urbanity and
their power of evading disafter was allied with
pride in their respe@ability.

The Towers had rever put on frills, but their
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. ahirts and shifts had always been spatlcssly clean,
Their morality was not confined to the city—it
extended to Twickenham and Hampton Court and
even Sunbury, where James, William and Arthur
Towers had their homes—old red-brick houses that
had been inhabited by Towers in the time of John
* Gilpin.

Selina, the wife of Anthon,, was daughter of the
Sunbury Tower {Arthur) v/ho, of all the Towers,
was the tallet in self-efteem and the moft rigid in
honefty—and the best busiress man.

She was his daughter in mind as well as body, and

- she was about to be told by her husband that she
wds on a par with all those other women wlose
married lives had proveda: failure. The Towers
had always locked on Divorce Court procecdings as
something worse than a death in the family, and to
avoid scandal they would have made a journey
round, longer even than the Golden +Journey to
S:ma:cand Anthony knew something of all this,
and the knowledge did not tend to make his mind
any easier »s he drove to Marlborough Terrace w:th
his suit-case.

He did not ask was his wife in—he told the servant
to take the suit-case to his rrom; then he came
along to the ﬂ:ud}r, taking a peep into the dining-
room gn his way.

The table was laid in’the dining-rooni and the

‘place looked just as usyal, the family portraits
facing each other zcross the mahogany around which
generations of Towers had met to eat and drink, to
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be merry, or to mourn, acmr&mg to f.h: demands of |,
Marriage, Death and Birth.

Several letters and circulars lay on the table in
the ftudy. !

There being plenty of time wo dress for dinner he
turned his attention to the letters.

Nothing much, with the exception of a bill for '
twenty-seven pound. sixteen and ecightpence from
Corker of Caversham for repainting done to the
cottage in Auguét; with it came a letter flating
that Mr. Corker, hdving to meet some heavy
accounts, would be glad of a cheque by return of
poét. The bill was marked “ Acé&. Rendered.”
Tle envelope was open—-Selina, recognising thac it
was from Corker, had evidently opened it to see
what i was. Anthony ftormed. He forgot even,
for a moment, the impending interview with
Selina. This was always the way with this sort of
people, letting accounts run on and then demanding
money with a pistol at one’s head. And what did
Selina want opening the let*er for; that was the
quiet sort of thing she was always doins —ftealthy,
underhand.

The bill would have to be paid. He had always
paid the painting and repairs bill for the cotrage,
she for the house. Have to be paid, and the bank
balance, how about that ?

Anthony knew, or thought he knew, mughl}" the
amount to his credit at the bank, but he had not gone
into his accounts lately ; it was an unpleasant duty

he had put aside. He had drawn a good many small
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cheques in We L& few weeks, including the big
cheque for the garage. How much was there left ?
Somewhere under two hundred.

“ Let’s see,” said he.

He took his cheque book and bank book and sat

 down, turning over the counterfoils and noting the

amounts on a piecelof paper.

Unless figures lied, thes was now only ninéty-
seven pounds in the bank..” Not for the firft time
in his life had he proved the magicai way in which
small sums mount up, yet the result left him
difturbed and aftonished.

Ninety-seven pounds, and he had six pounds odd
in his pocket—one hundred and three pounds.
Deduéing the amount due to Corker, sev aty-five
pounds—roughly.

. Seventy-five pounds!

Corker would have to wait. Even with a waiting
Corker the prospect wasn’t rosy.

He might overdray at the bank; but not much
~not at all. To overdraw in Im position, if
the ele@tion weut wrong, would be an a&t of dis-
hone

Al these comfortless thoughts wete interrupted
by the gong.

Going up to dress he met Selina on the £tairs,
and He knéw at once by her face and manner that
she knew nothing and suspected nnt]:ung

“1 ran up tobee about some business,” sajd he in
antwer to her greeting. “I muét get back to-
morrow. DIl tell you all about it at dinner.”
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Whew ! How the ftairs took it out of| him on the
journey up to his room. He would lave given a
sovereign, as he changed, for a whisky and soda;
all the way home at the bottom of his mind he had
been half hoping, half dreading that Selina, knowing
or suspefting the truth, would have opened the |
ball. Taxed him, got angry—uvader those circum-
€tarices he felt that he could have brought matters
to a head. She knew nothing and suspefted
nothing. It v.as for him to begin.

Begin ! He sat down on the side of his bed in
his shirt-sleeves.

“ Selina, I want to say something to you. It's
not my, fault, but chings have been happening—
something has happened

“ Selina, I want t have a serious talk with you.

I have met someone——"" Oh, Lord !

“ Selina, it is only fair to you and fair to myself
that I should tell you—-"

He got up and put on his necktie, his waistcoat
and coat.

The gong roared below.

“ Have you really got to go back to-morrow ?
asked Selina, as he sat down te the same old soup.
“The Wilkinsons are giving an at home to meet
the Conservative Member for Hampétead, and I
thought you might have gone with me.”* °

“No, I mudt get back said Anthony. “I .
promised.”

“ Are you going back to Colonel Jnmcson  EL )

“No. As a matter of faét, I didn’t ftay with
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him—I pod tp at Ryde, at the Pier Hotel—he’s
full up; bht I'm going back to fltay with Mr,
. Mackett of Godshill.’ ‘There at laét was something
accomplished in thg way of truth, something done.
If Selina chose to poke about and find him there,
then she would attack and all would be easy. It
was impossible for, him to open the ball himself,
absolutely, and 'he had toid her the truth—she
couldn’t say he was hiding

“What are the Macketts 7 J

“ Farmers.”

“ Only farmers!”

“ Yes, but very good class people—and one can’t
make diftin&ions in politics.”

“ No, 1 suppose not,” said she.

Politics did not mmre{t her ; she was a Con-
servative because “all respeftable pnoplr.: are
Conservatives.”

It pleased her that Anthun}r had taken up politics,
and on the right side. As a matter of fa&, and for
‘years, Selina had be®n possessed by the feeling that
Anthony wos <lack; he had no hdbbies; she hal:i
read somewhere once that a man was lo§t without
a hobby, and inftead of thanking tha God who had
saved her from marriage with a golf-fiend or an
amateur carpenter she grumbled inwardly whenever
she thought of the matger. Well, he had a hobby
at ladt—at leat, something to do beside his work at
the office. It pleased htr also to be able to say to
her friends, * My husband is in the Isle df Wight -
helping, 1 believe it is a safe seat, for the island has

3 gEEr
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always been Conservative, but, as dear’ ‘-'!l.r Moseley
says, it doesn’t do to be over-confident.”

“Oh, I paid Corker’s bill,”” said she in a sudden
burft that scemed born of the rissoles that the
servant-maid 'had suddenly uncovered. Those
damned rissoles, all meat, no flavour, the curse and
crown of English cookery, always turning up when
he was home to lunch or dinner.

“1 knew what it was and opened the letter, 1
think it’s mo$t impertingnt writing for payment like
that, Ishan’t give him anything more to do. He’s
a bit cheaper than Bone, but his work is not so good ;
that front gate is all blifters. Can you let me haye
a cheque to-night, i you are off to-morrow, as I
have run myself short.”

“ Yes,” said Anthony.

In the §tudy half an hour later he wrote out the
cheque with care and precision, whilft Selina sat
glancing casually at the Evening News,

Tt seemed to him that this was more than a
cheque, that in this sacrifice he was pa}fmg off any
debt he owed ‘Selina, that this ~—=- ie definite
barrier line between them.

“ There you are,” he said, laying the thing down
on the corner of the desk after he had carefully
blotted it.

“Thanks,” said she in a remote voice, and without
loohug up, held for a moment by something in the
woman’s column of the paper—a rcupe for ma]u.ug
" savoury apple fritters mt.huut eggs.
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! CHAPTER XXX
THE RETURN

He was up early next morning, even before the maid
brought tea.

There was no necessity for this early rising, as his
train did not leave Waterlr o till twelve-fifty, but,
like a schoolboy §tarting f¢ r a holiday, he had to be
up and about.

The curious irresponsible §treak that had showed
in him that morning after his interview with Bur-
lingham was in evidence now again; the shocking
wonetary and moral tangle in which he was invclved,
so far from depressing his spirits, secmed 10 have a
reverse effe€t—like a dangerous €trip of a loboggan
run. He whiftled as he dressed.

Things might occur to make everything all
right—even with Selina. 'Nothing could touch the
present. ‘This evening he would be with Her. _

When the maid Frought tea he told her to fetch
his portmanteau, which was in the lumber-room
close by. The suit-case was not big enough: for
his wants, and the maid, having fetched the
portmanteau along, §topped to help him in its
packing.

She always did that. Square-waifted, flat-busted,
seemingly made of cardboard though she might be,
she was an invaluable servant, kept his things
mended and his buttons on and his ftockings darned, |
his pyjamas aired. Never was there any chance of
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rheematism from damp thlngx when I fatilda had
control of affairs, !

He recognised this fully now, and perhaps for the
firt time. Leaving out her flesh and blood compo-
sition, she was entirely made of respeftability,
highly religious, a member of the Girls’ Friendly
Society. What would she say if she knew the
business she was helpiry in ?

“ Yes, I will take that new suit cf tweeds,” said
he, “and those two new neckties. That's all I
think. Oh, yes, those ‘two newspapers and that
yellow magazine, put them in, please.”

He arrived at Waterloo an h-:-ur before the ﬂnrtmg
of th= train.

Here .nd during the wait a quite unreasonable
nervousncss possessed him. Suppose something
were to Stop him ? Visions of Selina suddenly
taken ill and Matilda arriving at the #tation tu
fetch him back, visions of Selina appearing herself,
passed before his mind. Nothing happened.

He entered the train standing at No. 8 Platform, .
took his seat in the luncheon-car and unf-lded the
paper he had bought, the Daily Chronicle. He was
not in the humour for the Morning PosfZ, and the
Chronicle was even thep being delivered at Macketts’
or waiting at the Godshill shop to be fetched. It
was a little bit of Mac]ietu ’, almott a little bit of
Her. '

Na man perhaps ever fclt‘ such an affeftion for a

_morning paper as Anthony for the sheet in front of
him as he sat, now safe, with the train pulling
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out of the k&atmn But he avoided the political
news. |

He had wired to Mncl:ctts saying the train he was
coming by and ord:ring the taxi. Would she come
to the ftation at Shanklin to meet him 1 Yes, she
was almoét sure to come.

There were few- people in the luncheon-car and
he had no vis-d-vis to bore him, but how long the
journey seemed as compar.d with the journey down
the other day. .

At Brading the train paused for nearly five
minutes for no apparent reason, after the fashion of
the old Isle of Wight Railway, now supplanted by
the Southern, arriving at Shaoklin fifteen minutes
late. There were few people on the slatform.
She was not there.

She had not come to meet him.

He knew it the moment he ftepped out of the
train, and at the firt glnnce which, whilét not
taking in everything, took in the fact that she was
not there.

He ftooa i{or « moment balked, then colleéting
his luggage he came out to where the taxi was
waiting, The drivar was the same 1ed-faced young
man who had taken them to Freshwater. He
saluted Anthony and helped to get the luggage on
the 'car 'and they é&tarted, Anthony .asking no
- questions.

Everything was all right. She had not promised
to come and meet him ; and, oh! of course, the
taxi would not have cilled at Macketts’ before
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étarting to meet him ; it would have coine Straight
from Godshill. !

Everything was all right.

Godshill village in the dusk sl.owed its thatched
roofs. Nothing much ever happens in Godshill,
especially in the autumn and winter, and the place
gives one that assurance.

The gates leading to the farm were open.

As he entered the lamp.'t hall Mrs. Mackett came
out of the kitclicn to meet him.

He knew at once there was something wrong.

The young lady had been taken bad, but she was
better, Dr. Sims of Shanklin had been sent for
yefterday, and he had beon again to-day. He said
it muft he due to the wetting she had received—
pain in the right side of the cheét.

“ Good God ! " said Ant]mny

He went into the sitting-room with the woman
and §tood there whilét she told him more.

She had been taken bad shortly after returning
from sceing him off. The ditriét nurse had been,’
and would come again that night. * Dr. 5ims would
call again in the morning ; he said that it wasn’t
“ pleumonia ” so much as the wetting she had got
yesterday which had touched up some old trouble in
the cheft, but that she’d be about again in a few days.

As she told all this she :ftood with her fingers
resting on the table and her eyes ﬁxcd on the top

button of Anthony’s coat.
" A feeling as though she were evil came upon him.
The dream returned to him—the dream in which
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he had bee!.‘l.‘a'.c:l:ing Her, the dream in which the
chauffeur who had ju$t driven him from the tation
and the woman before him had been holding him
* back from going to Her assiftance.

He turned from the woman and, went upétairs.
A fire had been lit in the small grate of the bedroom
and its pleasant flickering light showed the pleasant
little room at itg bt

Something gtirred in the bed, and next moment
she was up on her elbow to greet him as he came
across the room. She had ‘been waiting and watch-
ing for him and had dropped to sleep juét before his
arrival—hadn’t heard him come upftairs. Then
sae sank back on the pillows, and he sat beside her
holding her hand whilst she questioned him. Had
he had a good time, was he tired, did the caxi meet
him at the tation ?

- She talked in a half whisper, and as he held her
hand and chatted to her it came to him as a new
revelation that she was now a part of himself, that

, their relationship was no longer that of a man and
a girl, but of 2 man and a loving wife, a being whnsz
only thought was of him.

As he rose to go downétairs for his supper his eye
caught sight of something on the carpet. A tiny
glass tube. He put on his glasses and examined it
by the firelight; it was a tube of hypodermic
m::-rphu tabloids, cndentl_-,r dropped by the dotor.
He placed it in a little jar that ftood on the mantel-
piece. 1

Downétairs, 311& after he had finished suppcr, he
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heard a ftcp on the gravel outside, f.b]iowud by a
ring at the door bell, and a rmnute later Mirs.
» Mackctt entered to say that Dr. Sims had looked
in and had gone uptairs to see the patient.

“ He won’t be able to call in the morning, so he
thought he'd look in to-night to see how she was
doing,” said Mrs. Mackett, as she cleared away the
things. * He’s called ( ver to Scuthsea and mayn’t
he able to get back till erening, so Lie thought he’d
make sure.’

“1'd like to see him When he comes down,” said
Anthony. “ Show him in, please.”

She did.

Siras was an elderly praélitioner, a heavy man with
a full giey beard into which he had the habit of
retiring when in a contemplative mood or faced
with awkward questions. Otherwise he was hearty
of manner, solid, reassuring and given to general
conversation-of a light deicnptmn

A moment put him quite ¢n rapport with the
other, and the talk ran on the weather, the $tate of .
the roads and the antiquity of Macketrs’, coming
at last to the patient,

An attack of intercoftal neuralgia, nothing more ;
they had taken it in time ; evidently there had been
trouble on that side. Pleurisy ? Oh, yes, pleurisy,
but there was no evidence of any return. However,
one could never be too careful in cases like this;
rest and quiet and warmth, those were the main
: thmgs—ihr: beft nurses in a case like this. “ There
is no lung trouble in your family # *
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Anthony ‘answered that he did not think so.

“ You don’t think there’s any danger ? »* he asked.

Sims retited for a moment into his beard.

“ No—no danger. That is a large word to use
in a case like this, but there is weakness that requires
watching, general want of tone.”

He wrote out a prescription for a tonic to be made
up next day hy ithe cher:ét at Shanklin, then
promising to leok in to-merrow evening he took hi
departure.

Anthony, alone with his thoughts, felt difturbed ;
he couldn’t get over the impression that Sims had
been holding something back behind that beard of
Lis, Why couldn’t he have said “ No ” to the-plain
question about danger ? * ,

He paced the room for a while, then goiny upétairs
he came softly into the sick-room, where the fire
had been re-made.

She was asleep.

He could scarcely see her face, wh:-::h was turned

,away on the pillow, but her hand, lying on the
coverlet, showed in the flickering firelight, delicate,
small and white, relaxed, a thing that seemed to
have little hold on life. :

He came d_n':lmﬁtniru and, Jnocking at the kitchen
doaor, had an interview with Mrs., Mackett.

She promised to see to the patient during the
night. The diftri¢t nirse would call eirly in the
morning, and to-morrow, if it were necessary, they
might get a permanent nurse from the nursing home |
at Shanklin. * Not that she wants much, poor
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thing,” .aid the woman. *“ She’s as easy to do for
as a lamb, but there’s no knowing.” :

“Call me if you want anything or If she scems
any worse,” said Anthony.

He went back to the sitting-room.

Nurses, do€tors, money. What would happen if
things went on like this and the money were to give
out { Seventy pounds odd—th .t was the amount
.of his resources, all the money he had in the world.
How long would it lagt. He couldn’t tell.

Though suppused to be a business man, he was at
a loss on a matter like this, Selina had always done
the spending business; he had given cheques for
this 2nd that, but he never had anything to do with
the sma!! payments, the everyday expenses of house-
hold life, no experience of how far a sovereign would
go in that direétion,

Seventy pounds. Well, it would lagt some time,
even counting doCtors’ bills and the payment of a
nurse, and money would soon begin to flow again

from the business ; once this ele€tion was over and

“ things righted, themselves * he could get a loan
from Mandelberg or overdraw at the bank to tide
over temporary difficulties.

Before leaving for town he haa ordered whisky in.
There was a bottle ftanding on the side-table beside
a siphon of soda ; he paurad himself out a, glass and
sat down.

Yes, there was no need to worry, Lhmgs would be
~all right in time, and living was cheap here—
nothing to spend money on.
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As he sat smhoking, the silence of the house made
itself felt in contradt to the occasional sigh and toss
of the trees in the night wind.

A silence whose Liart seemed the form of the girl
on the bed upétairs—the girl with her head half
- turned away on the pillow, almost as if she had
turned it away from life, tired of everything and
wishing only to sleep.
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CHAPTER XXXI1I
SELINA

Isaac CoBorNE, as before said, had a biscuit faltory
hanging on his family tree ; not a big one—that was
the worét of it—a small biscuit fatory ftarted in the
year 1835 by James Coborne, who had owned a
baker’s shop in Poole. '

James had be=n the brother of Isaac’s grandfather.
Isaac’s grandfather had never been in trade ; he had
made a large fortune robbing the nation and the
army in the Crimean War, but he had never begn
in trade, and this confounded biscuit faltory,
ftarted by the baker, was a nuisance and annoyance
to him when he cam~ to live in Portman Square on
the proceeds of his profiteering altivities.

It was the same with-his son, and his son’s son.
The thing was £till alive and going ; though out
of the family and run by a man named Purvis it
ﬂ'lll retained the name Coborne on its tins. Lots

of people in Dorset and Wilts Jioneétly believed
t]]n: Isaac’s wealth came from biscuits ; he knew it,
and as a County man, a magiftrate, a supporter of
the hounds, and a prospeftive Deputy Lieutenant,
the ]mnwl:dge was a raw spot which Eﬂl.l!:d th
great,untatmn at times, i

An old-fashioned, port- wme-dnnlu.ng, sporting,
English country gentleman, that was the part that
+ Nature had cut him out for, both in appearance aid
manner, in face and gullet; hearty, twinkling,
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. popular, he played it to the life, and he would have
played it with all the tore ease only for the biscuit
complex. '

It made him super-sensitive, difturbed even by
the sight of a Bath Oliver at a luncheon-table, ever
fancying that people had the word “ Trade” in

' their minds in conneftion with him, ever fearing
anything that migh’; make him feel cheap—or, shall
we say, cheaper.

The dread of any scandal in conneion with
Anthony being refle€ted on himself was absurd ;
people did not bother about him enough to knuw
of the relationship, but the dread was there—the
resalt of the biscuit complex.

He pitured columns of Iivorce Court proceed-
ings in the papers and people saying, “ Yes, that
chap’s a relation of Isaac Coborne.”

*This it was that made him go to Gregg, and the
interview and the snubbing made his unecasy mind
more uneasy, and the interview with Selina, which
gave him the fa&t thait Anthony had departed for
the Isle of Wight to help Colonel Jameson in the
eleétion, did not alter his outlook, for the mind of
this old English gentleman was at once little and
suspicious as the mind of a soured old maid. He
said nothing to Selina but he wrote to Jameson.

Jameson: did not reply for a long time, not, in

fad, till the day before the General Eletion, then a
letter came from Cannes giving news of the weather,
the social a&tivities of Cannes and ending “ By the
way, Harrop wasn’t staying with me—he was Staying
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at R}rdu, I think. Who was the pretty girl with |
him, eh

That was enough for Isaac. He took the ten-
thirty to town and told the whole ftory to Selina. -

She liftened to him, wcmingly unmoved.

“There is some miftake,” said she. * Anthony
is not the man to do an}fthmg like what you think.
The eleftion will be over to-mrraw, =nd when he
comes back I will tell him what you say.”

“Good heavens, no:” cried Isaac. ‘““Don’t
mix me in the business, whatever you do.”

“1 shall tell him what you say,” replied Selina,

“and it is only fair that he shﬂuld know who told
me." '

Alone, and with compressed lips she pondered
deeply over this matter ; she disliked scenes as much
as she disliked Isaac Coborne.

She remembered the suspicious telegram from
Birmingham, she remembered one thing and another
indicating that Anthony had not been quite normal
in his goings and comings for some time past; shg
had his addres: in the island : the Barrow Farm,
Godshill ; in fa€t, he had written her several letters
from there in the course of the laét few weeks—
letters speaking about the ele€tion and the weather,
little else. She got out these letters and re-read
them, stereotyped things, perfuntory; like one
another as pebbles on a beuch. :

Another woman, before all thié, would probably
hive taken the firét train to Shinklin. Not, so
Selina. The Towers had never been people for
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hurried aftion—at leaft in family affairs. OIld
Abraham Towers, in the reign of King William the
~ Fourth, had lived amicably with a detefted son for

years and then cul him off with a shilling. The
Towers had always loathed rows and scandal and
the washing of dirty linen in public.

If Anthony did rot come back after the eletion in
the course of a tew' days, well, then, that would be
different. Mohammed would have to go to the
mountain. He would have to com". back after the
ele@ion, or declare himself. He couldn’t go on
ftaying away without a reason given.

She contemplated .the matter from the assured
position of a wife with an inconie of her own ; then
she put the letters away and interviewed the cook
about the dinner that night, deciding to have the
cold meat curried.
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CHAPTER XXXII
THE DAY BEFORE THE CRASH

Ox the same day, and about the time when Selina
was consulting with the cook, Anthony walked into
Shanklin,

The patient was be.ter. Sh: had been up and
about for several wecks now, but ‘she was by no
means well yet : the weakness clung to her. Want
of resiliency Sims called it, and he was always
altering the medicine.

Anthony’s journey to Shanklin to-day was for a
new tonic ; also he wantcd to sce how the eletion
was gumg

During the laét few days the ele€@ion had been
drawing closer to Anthony and filling him with an
uncasiness and alarm quite absent from him a week
ago. '

The situation had been just as uncertain and
dangerous a w:ek ago, but the crisis had not been
$0 near.

‘A week ago he would wnggic away from the
thought of what might happen if things went
wrong and the Conscrvatives were beaten, but the
_ time for wriggling was over. Only a few hours
remained before the verdiét which would decide his
fate. If the Conservatives got in, Shires would .
open his cheque-book, the firm of Harrop & Mandel-
berg would lift its head, he could get a loan from 'the
bank, from Mandelberg, from half a dozen men.
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1f the Conservatives were beaten, he wmﬂd be a
pauper.

I don’t khow, I’'m sure, whether Free Trade is
good or bad, but T do know that this little firm,
engmcered :nd worked by Englishmén, was in juft
this' position at this moment, that a proteéling
tariff meant its life, want of proteftion death, and
that the optimisip of A-thony, which exifted
despite his nervousness and panic fits, was justified
by the ftatement of the Prime Minifter that no
sweeping change was intended, only a limited
measure to give support and life to certain £iricken
indugtries unable to exift under the blight of
foreign competition.’ Surely 2ny nation witli any
common sense would suppert such a policy ! -

Shanklin, leaving aside the eleftion posters,
showed little signs of the coming crisis. The
chemift who made up the prescription had no
opinion to offer on the result ; he didn’t * go in for
politics.” At the bar of the hotel where Anthony
,went for a glass of beer the barmaid was equally
indifferent, and some men ftanding at the counter
were discussing the doings of the Tottenham
Hotspurs.

He went home, a bundle of newspapers under his
arm and the medicine bottle in his pocket.

As he drew near Macketts’ the sun broke through
~ the clouds, and as he reached the front door, hearing
his footétep on the gravel, She came out to meet
him, a light shawl over her shoulders held togethe: in .
front by a little white hand, fragile, almost ghoétly.

i)
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How beautiful she was ! with a new beauty that
had come upon her in the laft few days lending
colour to her face, a faint blush as though a rose
were being held to either cheek

He had not noticed the change in her till now,
so occupied had he been with his fears and hopes—
not till now, as she ftood there with the sunlight
upon her and her eyes raised tewzrds his.

Ah, how small she was as he took her in his arms,
how helpless, with only nim to prote her in this
wilderness of a world !

He sat late that night going over accounts,

The Macketts’ bill amounted to only six guineas
a week for them both, yet it had cut a frightful slice
out of his capital, and the nurse who had left had
received five guineas ; there was still Sims’s account
_ unsettled, the chemist’s bill, a bill for whisky.

He couldn’t tell what Sims would charge for all
his attendances; he dreaded to think—it couldn’t
be less than ten pounds ; it might be more. There
wonld be nearly four pounds to pay for that whisky.
When he had told Mrs. Mackett to order it in and
she had asked how many bottles, he had answered,
“Oh, they’d better send half a dozen.” Well,
there was no use in complaining ahout the general
situation ; the fa& ftood before him like a brick
wall with a door in it, the faét that if his liabilities
were paid that night he would have next to nothing
remaining—perhaps five pounds, perhaps less. Debt
- and disafter would drive him ugaint the wall

—he and She—crushing them, deftroying them,
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unless the door in the wall opened to give them
release.

He sat leaning back in his easy-chair, one leg over
the arm, an unlit pipe between his teeth.

Yes, a dead wall with a door in it.” But what was
the use of talking like that in metaphor @ Being
crushed to death againét a wall did not figure the
possible coming f’mﬂer ia the leaft. The thing
was much worse. He would have to say to Mr:.
Mackett, “ I have no more money.” He might go
on in a lame sort of way for a few weeks owing and
putting off payment; the inevitable day would
come—and what would happen on that day ?

He knew no man from whem he could boniow, to
try and get an overdraft:from the bank with the
business gone broke would be a criminal a&, in
intent if not in law ; even that would be no use,
only a lengthening of the rope. What would they
do, he and She, unless they tramped the roads or
went into the workhouse ?

~ There was no mct:phnr about that; frantic,
impossible, laughable, it was the only course ~open
to them, that or suicide.

Any possible help from outside parties would
entail separation from Her, which was unthinkable.
No man he knew of would put his hand in his
pocket io help a man and his miftress, a married
man who had deserted his wife to live with another
woman he had picked up at a night club.

" He could rehson on the matter with two biains..
He could say to himself what he would have said
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to himselt a few w::eh ago if his case had been that
of another :

“Help that chap? Not a cent. Serve him
right.”

Yet how different was the truth from what
seemed to be the truth !

Surely never in the world’s history was a man in
such a position as this !

He filled and lit his pipe, and nelped himself to
some of the unpaid-for whisky. His mood changed.
He began to skim the newspapers he had bought that
day—the Morning Post, the Telegraph and Daily
Mail. Things would be all right; a little more
whisky made them se'm almoft rosy. He finished
by reading, not without interet, about houses to
let in good residential diftriés and country mansions
to be sold with immediate possession and within an
hour’s journey from town. Then he went to bed. °

Next day he took himself cut to see how things
were going. This was the Day. All over Britain,
from Lands End to John o’ Groats, a great silence
had come upon the uproar of cackling : the eggs of
the ele€tion were being laid, and the silence was not
leadt around quiet little Godshill. Anthnny walked .
to the neareét polling-station.

He met a Ford car with the Consewatm: colours
and a Rolls Royce with the Liberal, also a few
people on foot, but no excitement. He felt
interefted but not much moved. A curious torpor
‘had come upon him as regards the affairs of the
world ; he seemed a speflator not a participator.
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He slept ‘that night soundly and dream‘.{essly and
awoke at c1ght o’clock feeling singularly happy, and
as though a load of care had been removed from his
mind.

He knew at once. It was the ele@ion which
was over, or as good as over. The thing that had
been *“on his ch‘cﬂ: ? for a good while pa.& had
got off.

The elefticn was over, or as good as over, tlie
morning papers would give a huge number of results,
enough to judge by. The I:dde of Wight results
would not be published till later in the day.

The election was over and the Conservatives were
in. He knew that ; it was r.ot a queétion of hope
but of knowledge. He wis clairvoyant—felt it.
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CHAPTER XXXIII
THE CRASh

Brrore going down to breakfaét he went into her
bedroom.

She breakfafted every morning in bed, and she
was sitting up now, progped by the pillows, waiting
fur her breakfadt.

The nurse was gone a week.

Mrs. Mackett had speeded her going; nurses
were a nuisance about a house and, besides, she was
minded to have a hand in the business herself, for
the sick girl had twin.d herself round Mrs. Mackett
jusét as she had twined hesself round Anthony at the
beginning of things.

I don’t know whether Mrs. Mackett suspeéted the
true relationship between the pair, or whether if she’
had known for certain she would have minded in
these days; the faft remained she was caught in
the net of this spinner—the net that, it seemed,
could only catch ‘a person by their good qualities.

She entered now with the tray, and Anthony went
downstairs to breakfadt.

The paper hadn’t co.ne.

The paper during the last week had arrived each
morning punctually and at a phenomenally early
hour; it had evidently exhaufted itself with its

efforts, gone lame.
+ After breakfat, taking his hat, he left the hounse
and came down the road towards the village.

246




: THE CRASH

There waséno one on the road. The village was
almoét equally deserted. The eleftion pofters £till
out here and there, had a ftrange, futile, dereliét
look ; all their shéuting was of no avail now, they
might have been eleftion poéters on the walls of
Thebes, so little of effeét could they have on the
present. ;
He §topped an cld man o ask had he heard any-
thing of how things were going.
“ No,” replied the other, “ I ain’t heard nothing
for certain, but they do say the rabour chaps are
in.’l -
Labour chaps in! What nonsense! The papers
had not yet reached the shop.s Anthony $tood out-
side waiting ; assurance had left him, his ﬁps were
dry and every now and then he had a curious fecling
as though the root of his tongue were sinking,
only to be recovered and, brought up again by an
effort.
Ah ! here they were at laét!
A boy on a bicycie had turned the corner of the
gtreet and was coming towards him, the papers in a
great bundle tied to the handle-bar. He $topped
- at the shop, refted his bicycle agairst the wall and
undid the bundle.
" Anthony followed into the shop, received the
Macketts’ paper, the Chronicle, and without waiting
for his own walked out’'with the open sheet in his
hand reading, the terrible headlines,

'Done! Absdlutely done! Conservatives swept -
away, Labour triumphant.
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He walked not knowing where he went, and
taking his way towards the Daffodil Valley and
farm, rc:dmg. consuming the details,

Labour gain. Labour gain. Ifiberal gain. Abso~
lute disater. There were more results to be
published—they would be the same. The country
was solid againét Baldwin. The country would have
nothing of Protetion. Little -industries or big
iudustries, it did not matter.

He lcft the rpad, §till searching the columns of
the Chronicle. he did not in the leaft know where
he was going. Like the processionary caterpillar he
was following a path laid down for him, the path he
and she had taken tha: day when at the étile she had
shown her true feeling for him.

At the ftile he leared for a moment, folding up .
the newspaper. He did this carefully, remembering
at the same time that he had not taken his own
paper from' the shop. Then, placing it in
his pocket, he crossed the tile and came over
the meadow tcwards the 5’:11:: leading to the
woods.

He reached the tumble-down cnttagc where they
had sheltered that day from the rain.. There was
no rain to-day, yet he Stepped inside -:md §tood by
the doorway, just where he had ftood with her,
holding her hand unseen by the woodcutter, 'who
was sheltering with them, and looking out at the
rain over Trenchards and the mist banging in the
- branches of the trees.

He was sheltering. The place seemed to hold
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off thought ‘for a moment, and for a ‘moment
Trenchards and the woods took on an appear-
ance of unreality, *he trees like things seen in a
dream. ‘

Only for a moment., A change of wind blowing
through the half-ruined walls of the place brought
with it a smell of corruption that drove him out.
Some animal hdd crawled there to die perheps, or
was lying in the wood waiting butial.

He crossed Trenchards, and came towards the
house. Mrs. Mackett was at “he door shaking a
rug. He gave her the paper, which he had taken
from his pocket, made some remark on the fineness
of the weather, and went iL. He seemed’ quite
normal, even cheerful, and in the sitting-room,
when he reached it, he closed the door, took his
pipe from the mantelpiece, filled it and litit. Then
seeing the whisky bottle he poured himself out a
quarter of a tumblerful, put soda-water to it and
drank it in three gulps. Then he stood on the
_hearthrug smoking.

The spirit had 'scarcely any effeét on him, but it
brought his mind together into a hard point. The
end had come. There was no use in goingon. This
~ was the finish: He put thie pipe on the mantel-
piece and left the room, coming upétairs, urged by
the 'cra'nng to find her, have one lat look, one latt
word.

The door of her bedroom was ajar.
After breakfat, inftead of getting up, she had -
fallen to slecp again, and she lay, her face half
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hidden on her arm, a little table €tanding beside her
with a glass of medicine poured out waiting to be
drunk and a spoon laid beside the glass and a
glycerine lozenge to suck after the bitter medi-
cine. ;

The sight of the medicine-glass recalled something
to the mind of Anthony, something that whispered
in his ear : “ End it boti togethcr. Leave it in her
g.ass to drink, then go out and finish with yourself—
save her from the future,”

The girl on the bed moved slightly, sighed and
then settled herself again to sleep.

He turned to the vase on the mantelpiece. Yes,
the little tube of murphia tablets was §till there.
He had seen it only yesterday and had intended
reftoring it to Sims rn his next visit. Still there.
He took it from the vase and broke it across, pouring
the tablets into his palm..

Then he poured them into the glass of medicine,
saw them dissolve, left the poison for her to drink

and went out and hanged himself to a tree—in his

imagination. In his imaginativn he saw their
funeral, heard the
Suddenly, as he was ftanding with the poison in

his hand, the silence of the house’ was broken

by a double rap at the front door; then came,
muted by the passage and the ftairs, a sharp
little voice :
i lAﬂoP'll‘
Anthony flung the &uff in his hand into the grate
and, sidling from the room, came down.
250
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Mrs. Mackett was waiting for him at the foot of
the gtairs with a telegram in her hand :

SECURED CONTRALT COMING BY I2.50 TRAIN GET
ME ROOM FOR THE NIGHT MANDELBERG

“Thanks,” said Anthony. “ No, no answer.”
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CHAPTER XXXIV
THE BARRED ROAD. -

I the sitting“room he read and re-read the precious
telegram. |

Secured contraét !

- He remembered Mandelberg’s talk about a big

deal that might be pulled off 1" Proteftion failed.
This muét be it. And Mandelberg was coming
himself—and tli* conttadl, whatever it was, was
secured. It was muney, salvation, joy, release from
death.

Aie. The herrid thought stddenly hit him, half
crumpling everything, of 'what he had been about
to do—of what he had put his hand to.

He need not have troubled. He never would
‘have done it ; he was not of the &tuff to do it even
had things gone to the worét. All the same, he felt
for a moment as a man feels held back and saved
from some crime. .

This mood passed to one of self-congratulation.
The eel in him rejoiced ; it had done another
wriggle, or, at leadt, Fate had helped it by a twiét to
round another corner—the laét, surely.

All would be §traight and clear now ; he had §ll -
to learn the full position from Mandelberg, but, as
far as money was concerred, there could be no
doubt. If there was no immediate cash to be had
. frorm the contraéls which Mandelberg was evidently
bringing him to sign, there were credits to be
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' obtained. And the money he needed was not much
—just enough to live here quietly with Her.

He remembered the room asked for, and c:tl]mg
* Mrs. Mackett arranged for it, and alse for the taxi
to meet the train at Shanklin.

After luncheon, lﬁ:wmg the invalid to lie down,
* he went for a wal}, passing through the village,
which was ftrangely aftir. The village that had
taken the crash of the Conservative party on the
rocks without the wink of an eyeli? was humming
like a hive.

Expefling news of some great national event other
than the one that had left the place indifferent, he
asked a labouring man and dJiscovered that the
island Liberal candidate was in. -

“ Seely’s in,” said the man.

The earth-shaking event had been telephoned -
from Newport, where the count had taken place,
and the sun, having §tood §till for a moment, went
on, So did Anthony, taking the road he had taken
chat morning and the lane till he reached the £tile.

If you could folluw a man’s footfteps through life
you would find vital places, bits of ground you
- could chalk round with a five-foot circle=places
where Deftiny ‘1net him with new marching orders.
- The place where Anthony had sat in the night
club was one of these spots; here was another—
this plnce where she had looked into his eyes for the
first time as a woman looks into the eyes of a man.

He had come here a few hours ago in his misery
and he came here now in his contentment.
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Having refted for a while chewing the sweet cud
of assurance, counting up the simple things that
were enoogh for his happiness and Hers, he would
have gone op across the meadow and home by
Trenchards had not something barred his way. It
was the recolle€tion of that evil-smelling cottage.

The thing had been working in his subconscious
mic? ; he had taken a scunner againét that cottage
and bit of wood ; the faét that a man had hanged
himself there was not made sweeter by that §tench
from some dead .~imal lying in it or close by.

The track of the little happy journey he had
made with Her that day when Love walked with
them was cut off at the ftile, where Love had firét
appeared. He went back by the road.

He had ordered the £tation taxi to pick him up so
that he might go to meet Mandelberg.

L
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CHAPTER XXXV
THE HU{\’:TING OF THE HARE

Tue train would not arrive till after five; there
were hours to wait, and in his reftlessness he had to
*  keep moving.

He did not refurn to the house, but coming along
the road ftruck across the country in the dire@ion
of Bleakdown.

A new, ftrange feeling 'of yo-'h and happiness
filled him and gave him §tren, .0 and joy in move-
ment, a feeling born, maybe, from the passing of the
threat of terrible disaster, npw fading like -those
clouds away to eaftward ‘blown by the merry weét
wind. '

He §tood for a moment with his hat off on a rise

- beyond Shotover Farm, gazing far and wide at the
passionless beauty of the island ; from the Southern
Downs to the Downs of Arreton, from the clear
glowing weét to the clearing eaét, pasture lands and

. ‘plough, lictle hills ?.nd old grey farras all lay pi€tured
in hitoric silence. J

The troubled dream of life had shaken to ill-

ness ; nothing moved but the wind and the hawk

. on the wind, nothing spoke but the bird in the

leafless hedge, and a whisper, indeterminate, scarce

heard, the chanting of the far diftant sea. -

' A sixteenth-century ‘man €tanding beside him

would not have been at a loss and scarcely sarprised

by change, but for that trace of railway smoke away
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to the north, where lay Merfton, and by the intru-
sion here and there of the red' brick which is trying
to ouét the old grey £tone of the island.

Now, as Anthony ftood hat in hand, the wet
wind blowing his hair and his heart uplifted in
praise, came, far, far away and borne on the wind
the sound of a horn.

A tinny, trumpery sound, and yet somchow
fntcfu]n—tt_llmg that the ]murlda ‘were out, mvmblc
in that dream country, but there.

The harriers, ''n truth, were out working the
country br:}'und Ru. 'zhbarmw, and now came the
dogs giving tongue ; and now, sure enough, there
was the hare, small as a pin-lead, running on tlhe
lifted land south of Ronghbarrow, running uphill,
of course, as hares always will, and an inch away—
‘the hounds.

Anthony watched. He could see the riders now
hard on the heels of the hounds. His heart was all
with the hare; just escaped himself, he had a
sympathy for the hunted. Brt the hare was loét.
The hounds were on her, when, behold! she
doulled right back and ran into them—ran clean
through the pack without a hound noticing her and,
turning, took the hill »nd its border-line of turnips.
Hares hard prcsscd have done this, but he could not -
have believed it unless he had seen it. :

He waved his hat and: shouted. That was an
escape ! He saw the hounds at fault and the
huatsmen gallopivg towards them and the hunt
followers turning up hill towards the turnips. Then

256



'
L]
THE HUNTING OF THE HARE

they all pasted away and of the hunt nothing was
left but the memory of the desperate hare and the
far-fetched wnote of the horn on the breeze.

A tree had beer! felled here the year before and
the root and six feet of the bole remained, making
a seat. He sat down, elbows on knees and hat in
hand, lips pursed and eyes on the ground where the
sparse winter grass showed ;nothing of life saye the
movement caused: by the wind blowing from the
west.

He was tired, the feeling of v ,uth and étrength
that had brought him here t- this rise was dulled.
It was pleasant to reft, and reéting he could hear the
hbrn again of that invisible hnt which had shown
itself only to vanish, threading its way through that
dream country as a needle through tapedtry.

A-ha! what was that ¢ The manner in which
he had taken his seat made him face south and
there again was the hare. In the hollow of a field
juét below and to the south and near enough to

. show her form, pnss was louping to reft. Then she
sat up.

She had i}l.ltrl.ln the pack and won safety. It
pleased him to watch her. This hunted thing come
at ladt to reft; danger had been after her juft

“as danger had been after him—they had both
escaped.

Doubling through t]m' eyeless pack she had gone
through the turnips of the ridge, over the ridge
andl down the fi¢ld to the withy bed by the ‘§tream,

and skirting the withies through the open land to
ol s 357N 0
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the field whr:rr: she now crouched—safe. It was
like a good omen.

Yet diftant dogs were giving tongue, and what
was that away over there ? A movement showed
beyond the diftant hedge dividing the plough from
the pafture land ; over there, white, liver and black,
swiftly moving, showed the hounds.

She could not see rthem, they could not see
Ear. '

It was like watching fate made visible—inexorable
pursuit—the uné. -apable.

And now they w re cascading across the &ile
giving right of way to the road, and spreading on -
the piough, dccpIy dreaming, crying in their dream,
swiftly sweeping, held by the hypnotism of the
scent—across the plough like a broken cloud shadow
(driven by the wind.

Anthony, raising his hand to his mouth, was about
to shout td warn her—but she was away. Too
late. She had §tiffened and could not make the
pace ; she had loét heart, or the gods were againgt,
her. ; .

He did not see the kill, but he heard the feeble
cry-and the noise of the dogs—the dogs that had
been hunting since the days of Aftwon across the
fields of this old unjust Earth. :

The wind shuddered in the leafless hedge.

Anthony came along ﬂown towards the road
leading to Shorwell, from which he could reach the
road to Godshill

It was after three o’clock and the taxi was due to
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call for him’ at Macketts’ at half-paét four to take
him to the ftation to meet Mandelberg, so he would

have to hurry. s
He felt depressed.
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CHAPTER XXXVI
SHE COMES TO HIM IN THE NIGHT

He arrived at the £tation a few minutes before the
train. When it drew up, for a heart-shaking
moment he thought that Mandelberg had not
come, then he saw hum amongst the crowd—a
shight, spruce figure in a grey over.oat, a suit-case in
his hand and a folded-up newspaper under his arm.

“I've got to get ~ack by the firft train to-morrow
mormng, * said Mandclberg, as he got into the taxi.

“Is it far to your place ¥ .

“ No, only a mup]L of miles,” replied the other.
i Thcrc s a train somewhere abuut ten, and I'll
tell this man to call for you. Is everything all
right 1 ”

“ Right as rain. Big business ; but I'll give you"
all the news when we get to your place.”

He did not say a word about the girl. At supper,
to which meal she did not come down, he was.
equallv dumb. Anthony might “have been living
:llonn at Macketts’ for all Mandelberg seemed to
care." Then when the things weie l::l:arf.'d away he
plunged into business. :

The Hahn contraéls had been secured. Big busi-
ness. The firm of Harrop & Mandelberg was no
longer to be a tinkering affair dependent on work-
men’s wages and the chance of ftrikes, bat the diftri-
~ bution of the wares of a country where cheap pro-
duttion was possible, of a ‘'vast company h:lﬂngmg

260



ta 4

SEHE ClMEB TO HIM IN THE NIGHT

to the Stirmes group. There were othér things,
many other things,” that might come in; the
prophetic eyes of the Jew lit up as he spoke of the
possibilities aheaa. They were in touch with
money—money, the breath of business life ; what
did it matter if it were German money, or American
money or French money. It was money. And
here were the contralls for Anthony to sign. He
sprea-:l them-on the table and the place became at
once a business office. The antimacassars, the
simple old pi€tures on the walls, *he library of funny
old books, including the litt! black book on Shor-
well, the very perfume of old days and country
surroundings that was Macketts’, all vanished. before
the big, crackly, engrossed papers smelling of the
Continent, German magnates and tlic mass-
produétion faftories of the Hahn people.

“ There’s where you have to sign,” said Mandel-

“One moment,” said Anthony. *I want a

. hundred pounds.”

“ You shall have thousands,” said Mandelberg,

“1 know,” replied the other, “but I v.ant a
hundred pounds in advance, to-night; I'm at the
end of my resources.”

‘ At the end of your resources !’
- “Yes! I've been p:}rmg bills for the wife and
one thing or another, and living here has run into
expense. After this it will be different. I will gu
slow and econdmise, but I muét have ready money.
I mu#t have a hundred pounds at leaét.”
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“ Well, we’ll see about that,” said Mandelberg,
fully aware that this was a hold-up, a refusal to sign
without cash down, blackmail of a mild sort. * I'll
arrange about all that Jusét shove your name here
and let’s get this over firét.”

“ T want a hundred pounds,” said Anthony in the
final manner of Toddie when he wanted to see the
wheels go round. -

- Mandelberg threw down thc pen he was
huldmg

“ Good graciou- ” he said, “ what’s the good of
mixing things like th. | Il arrange the matter for
you in a day or two. I can’t g:w.: youa hund_r:d
pound. to-night. I *aven’t got it.!

“ No, but you've got 1 cheque-book—or you can
give me a holograph cheque on a piece of paper.
I muft have certainty. The position is too
desperate.”

The Jew, ‘unlike ﬂnth{m}', had several thuusmds
lying in his bank, but he hated parting, and he
hated this sort of irregular business. The position
was absurd, The idea that a partner should with-
hold ‘nis signature to a document vital to his own
interefts as well as the firm’s till he got a £tick of
candy was absurd, p-eposterous; but he knew
Anthony. s

Suddenly and without a word he took his cheque-
book from his pocket, sat down and wrote out the
cheque. Anthony blotted it, put it in his pocket
+and signed, Mrs. Mackett b«amg called in to witness
the signature. ;
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Mandelberg put away the papers in their enve-
lope, became his unbusiness-like self again, and
helped himstlf to some whisky. Then they sat and
smoked. Mandelberg had something to say—he
had been holding it back till business was over.

‘ By the way,” said he, ** I've seen your wife.”

i My. Wﬁe !. »

“ Came to the office thir morning and caught me
before 1 ftarced. ; Your wife is a very clever ard
level-headed woman, Anthony. You know, she
has never cared for me, and ccusequently I have
never cared much for her. 7 didn’t know her, but
I know her now. We]], someone has been :ellmg
hér things about you.’

“ What things 1 ¥

“The truth.” . ‘

L1 Dh 1 3]

“Yes. Told her all about this bu:u.neu By the
way, is she-—is she——"

* She’s upstairs; she hasn’t been well Go
un."

“ Someone told. her. Any other woman told a
yarn like that would have gone off the handle,
especially as she seems to know your address here,
but she didn’t. She jutt sac down and thought the

" thing out. She wasn’t sure—the thing might be a

lie—but she was almoét sure, and what was she to

do; that’s what she had to say to herself, with no

one to answer but herself ; and she wasn’t used to

the situation—it was a new thing to find herself

the wife of a husband who'd bolted with another
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woman. I’m not rubbing it in, Anthony, but it's
so. Well, the main thing with her was that she
didn't want a fuss and scandal. She ireated the
thing as a business matter firft and foremoét, like
the clever woman she was, and the inspiration came

to her to conte and see me as your partner, a dumb -

bird, and anyhow not in your circle of society. It
was like whispering the' thing into a box. BShe
op.ned out almoét the mipute sk= came into. the
office and asked me did I, know when you’d be back
from the island. 1 saw at once she was feeling for
position ; in less than a couple of minutes she'd
brought me to book and I had tp tell her I knew all
about it’

“ Why did you do that 7

“ Becanse I’m not any good at lying, especially to

a-woman like  your wife, 211-:1 the thing has to come

out anyhow.”
“ What did she say ¢ ”
“ 8he talked to me like a sensible person. She

pointed out to me the disaftrous nature of a business .

like, this to you and her; of course, Anthony, in
certain circles in London the thing wouldn’t count
much, but in your circle it does. ' By Jove, it does.
If it comes out it will hit her like the devil—that’s
the truth, however you may look at it.”

“ It needn’t come out,” said Anthony. R

“ It muéin’t come out,” replied the other. * See
here, old man, you haven't thoughg of this matter
" in its true light and the damage it will mean to a
woman who has played the-game Straight w:th ].ruu
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Get a grip on yourself ; for God’s sake, chuck it and
come back to Londén. She’ll condone it, and we
can make it all right with the other party.”

“ Did she tell you to say all this ?

“ Not exactly, but she asked me to intervene on

-. those terms. She knows you've come a cropper,

)

and she doesn’t want to rub it into you. That's
why I say shes a fine woman—she’s no acid saint.
Human, that’s what ah: is—human and pusiness-
like.”

“ Well, I can’t drop it,” said Anthony. “ Yes,
I've come what you call a cr pper. I see the whole
thing just as another person might see it. I hate
to think that it should hit Selina; she hzs always
been a good wife according to her lights, but I can’t
do what you say. If you knew everythuig, if you
knew what She was, you'd underftand. But I can

' efface myself, live here quiet, even go up and ftay

with Selina as if nothing had happened. No one
need know. There need be no scandal.”

“ You aftonish Ine, Anthony,” said Mandelberg.
“ Heavens, man, have you lived ull those years with
your wife without knowing her true chasaller ?
Do you think for;a moment she'd carry on with you,
knowing there was another woman in the back-
ground ? Oh, Lord, no. She'd separate if it came

'to that., Well, I've done what I could and I'll have

to tell her what you'say. She'll no doubt come

down here-—a.nd that will be the end of every-

thing.” ;
“ It's better so,” said Anthony.
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Half an hour later they went up to bed, Anthony
lighting the way. Then he went to his own room.

Love can make men more crvel and eallous than
hate. The troubles of Seclina were nothing to him
since they €tood in opposition to his passion for the
girl. He looked at the cheque, placed it under his -
watch on the side table and undressed.

Nothing could now djvide him from Her. In
bed and with the light out he revelled in the
thought of their safety, of the Hahn Company and
of all the people who wduld be making money for
Her. Mandelberg shiune in his mind like a blessed
angel. How clever he was, how cunning, hmar
§trong ir affairs !

The wind had risen and was blowing in Gallows
Wood ; the cry of a nightjar sounded far off. How
delightful to live here alone always like this.

Nothing could now divide him from Her. He °
fell asleep.

The night wore on, the movements of a mouse

behind the wainscoting did not Jifturb the sleeper |

nor the ery of the owl quefting in the orchard.
Sudder ly he awoke.

Little hands were holding him, and a voice
was sobbing and shuddering close to.him in the
dark.

“I am so frightened—I am so frightened. Take:
me—I am so frightened !

Seized with night-terror, she had come to him,
.blindly seeking prote&tion and comfort. She
coughed and shivered, and holding her round the
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waift he mide her _gl;et into the bed, wherd she clung
to him as he kissed her and soothed her whilét she
sobbed awjy her teyror, and told of it.

She had awakened in the dark, feeling that she
was going to die. The owl had frightened her;
then she had run to him.

Her teeth chattered slightly as the sal:rs departed
on the assuranos that she was not going to die, that
the owl was only an owl, that she was a little
goose.

Then with a deep sigh she lay £ll, one arm
about him and her face neitling on his shoulder.
She might have been dead only for the gentle
movement of her cheft. She was asleep: fallen
suddenly faét asleep, assured that she was held and
proteéted.

How fragile she was! His hand refting upon her
ribs could feel their thinness; every now and then
as she breathed something fluttered Ueneath them :
it was the heart only felt at the end of every expira-
tion. Only once *before had she lain beside him
like this—on the night before he left for London.
She was different then, less fragile, a womau, not a
little frightened, ghoét, scc]:ing not love but pro-
te€tion.

“T felt I was going to d:r. 17 Ah, God! if such
‘a thing were possible. :

He repelled the thought.

Holding her to him he liftened to the sounds of
the night, the’subtle whisper of the trees and some--
thing beyond everything in the far-away background
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—an echo of the sea. Mice in the loft overhead
scampered on the beams, and now, old as Pilate and
the denial of Peter, came the sonnd that threads all
hiftory together—the crowing of a cock in the
diftance, announcing two o'clock—all’s well.
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THE OLD SHOES

Two days later Selina Harrop landed at Ryde Pier
“v the afternoon boat and took herself and her
travelling bag to the town §tation. Here she went
straight to the Pier Hote'! and took a room for the
night. : ; ;

She had thought the whole business out. Night
was not the time to arrive at the Barrow Farm.
There are lots of things to b- said for a night attack,
but not when the hattle-ground is a farm-house in

e depths of the country, vwhere one may have to
bivouac on the battle-ground and breakfast with
the viftor or the vanquished.

She put up at the Pier Hotel, and next morning

" early took the trainfor Shanklin.

Here she hired a taxi, arriving at'the farm at
about eleven o’clock.

Mrs. Mackett came to the door.

Mr. Harrop had gone out for a walk, but the

young lady was at home.
“Tll come in* and wait,” said Selina. + She

_ debated for a'moment and then paid the taxi-driver
" off. Shedid not know how long she might be, and it
got on her nerves to think of the expense ranning up
maybe for hours. Thete was sure to be some local
way of getting to the §tation.
Then she came in and was shown into the sitting-
\ room. -
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Mrs. Mzcl:m: asked her wuulcll she like to see the
young lady, and after a moment’s hesitation Selina
answered ““ Yes.” I'e I

Then the door closed, leaving her alone.

There was a faint srm:Il of tobacco in the room.
Anthony’s patent leather house-shoes were besid=
the fire-place. Only two months ago she had sent \
them to the mender’s fo, repairs ; they were very N
old and she had often told him they were a disgrace,
but he clung to them. |

The sight of them in some curious way affefted
Selina more than anything that had occurred since
the moment when she learned the truth.

Comifjg from the &¥atiop, drawmg close to the
battle-field, her mind hadsgot into focus ; her guns,
full r:harged with indigpation and shotted with cold
and bitter words, were only waiting for their range,
and if Anthony had been at home they would have *
been fired. °

But he had slipped out of it again, helped by
chance, leaving his old shoes to speak for him—and .
they said to her, * You always cared for Anthony.”

She nad not been aware of the fa& before. Days
had followed days and years years in the old routine ;
like two horses pulling #t the same coach they had
become seemingly indifferent one to another; but
even horses engaged side by side in the same Jabour
are capable of the feeling of Gompanionship Jf notof .
affefion. Yes, she had always cared for him, and
* now that he was gone from her she knew it, ]uﬂ: as
she would have known it if he were dead. (
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It was not in her nature to show affettion—one
might say even to feel it—but affeCtion may be there
unfelt, as many a cl illy-minded wife has discovered
when the old man has gone.

Her mind was juft. Casting over the paft, it
«aemed to her that she might have done more. Her
throat worked a bit, then her lips tightened. That
hussy ! '

Every painted woman that she had ever s-en
joined to form a composite likeness of this woman
she had never seen and a figure that filled her mind
with sudden rage.

It was not sexual angef, the anger of a rival
:gam& a rival, for Anthony' was more to her as a
possession than a man, but the anger of a woman
againét a class, of cleanliness againét impurity, of
uprightness againét the wiles of the devil.

Anthony had been §tolen by this hussy.  The dnur
opened.

“ The young lady is ready to see you now, ma’am,"
~ said Mrs. Mackett.

Selina rose and. followed upétairs.

A couch had been put in the room and the young
lady had shifted from the bed to it, and she sat up
with a blanket and a rug covering her legs and a

pillow behind her.
- A small, flushed face and a timid smile greeted
the new-comer, and Selina, at fault like a hunter
who has flushed a snipe inétead of a hyena, stood for
a moment whilét Mrs. Mackett shut the door on them, *
“Won’t you sit down?” said the girl. I
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would have come downftairs only I have been ill,
but I am better.”

Selina drew a chair tnwardal the coych and sat
down, her eyes, for a moment on the hﬂﬂd that was
]'mldmg the girl’s shawl about her chest.

Ll " —

Anthony had walked, that morning towards
Atberfield. The fine gﬂ:}r day had led: him on and
on, the Downs and little hills changmg about him
as he went, till leaving the Brighftone road he
found himself in Shoryell. He did not know the
faét till going into the thurch he saw the tombs of
the Leighs, which bremght to him the memory o¥
the little black book, which, in turn, as he took his
way homeward, called up Evelyn Luytiens and the
quaint old verses she had copied or written in
Godshill graveyard. : : .

“Here thére are poppies . . .” He couldn’t
remember the reft, or only vaguely. How the old-
fashioned people revelled in thé thought of death,
wrote poems about it, weaved quaint conceits
around it !

Then, turning the bend of the noad, he came on a
view that was deftined always to remain with him—
the view of Godshill Church away in the &tll, grey
sky ftanding above the country like a ihmg of
dreams, telling, as it had tdld through the ages to
all manner of people—shepherds and,_ lords and
 ladies and lovers, foemen and men' of gnodwﬂi—
the one thing certain: here there are poppies. /
o 2?2 L] L]
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When hé ‘reach thc farm Mrs. Mackett was
ftanding in the doorw

“ A lady has call nr,“ said she.

“* Called ll' ? said Aﬂthun}r “ Where is she ? 7

“ She is upftairs, sir. As you were out I asked
her would she like to see the young lady.”

‘“ How long has she been 7 *

** About halfan hour, sir.,”

“ Thanks,” said Anthony. *“TI'll see her when
she comes down.” :

He went into the sitting-room, leaving the door
open. ;

Here was a nice business.

* Selina—it could be no cne else—and 'she was
upstairs ; had been there half an hour. What had
shc said ? What was she saying 1 Ought'he to go
up i He did not want to go up—it might mean.a
' scene 3 besides, whatever, mischief thcrc was in the
thing had béen donie by now.

Had there been a scene 7 Had Selina bullied her
_ orsaid cruel things ¢ O, if she had ! He clenched
his fifts. Then, cafting all considerations to the
winds he left the room and came upétairs.

The door of the bedroom was shut. He litened.
He could hear Selina’s voic.—it was not raised, nor
 did it seem agitated ; she was talking in a quiet,
conversational tone, but he could not make out the
words.

Then the voice of the girl. Just a few wnrds.
He left the dodr and came down. -

There was no use in gm.ng in—much bnttcr to
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wait and get Selina by herself. [Thcm ‘was no row,
but there was something uncqnny in this long,
quiet interview. He felt it would have peen better
had Selina made a difturbance. The thmg seemed
unnatural and in some curious way inimical to him.
He was r:ght

A few minutes later he heard her ftep on the
ftairs, He waited till she had reachted the passage,
ther he came out of the s:tttmg rogm. ° A

“ Hello,” said Anthun}'

It was a funny greeting, he spoke it turning half
sideways as he spoke md\mahng back to the room.

“ Come in,” said he. ’

She cfme into the shting-room and he shut the
door. Never had a woman’s mind been pulled
this way and that as Selina’s was just then.

The truth had ju§t been revealed to her, that
there would be no scandal ¥ things were left
alone and not talked about, and no future for the
unhappy business. Anthony was tethered ; so far
might he go in this and no farther.

Then she had heard things abeut him told with I

artless truth, the teller quite unknowing that the
lifterer was his wife, only knowing that sh® hersclf

was a woman talking tos woman. THen there was

the teller herself. L
Againt all that was anger that any of this business

should ever have occurred and irritation at seeing

Anthonv, taking it all so cahuly—ﬂv’fﬁchhe wasn’g,

* under 'the surface.

She sat down without speaking.
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Anthony ' could Jnnt make her out. He took a
pipe from the mantel and filled it. Why on earth
didn’ t she hegm ? | She sat there as though he were
not in exiftence, her mind evidently otherwise
engaged.

“How did you get here so early 1" he asked
suddenly, bravely venturing.

Selina looked up; there was something in her
face that he had never seen before—something that
had nothing to do Wwith anger or the ordinary
emotions of life.

*1 came to Ryde laét mght and came on here.
Do you know that that gi.l is dying 7 ¥

Anthony dropped the match he was about to
strike.

It was Selina’s manner tl'lﬂt brought the queftion
home to him—the absurd, preposterous, sudden
question, with its note of interrogation in the
rising infle€tion of the laft word.

There was almost accusation in the last word ;
the slightly raised tone seemed to indicate a
recognition of his ignorance and to accuse him of
negligence towards the girl—$tupidity.
 He seaned back againét the mantelpiece, with his
elbow on it.

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said he suddenly and

“sharply. * Dying. What do you mean? 1 saw

her two hours ago. She’s not worse {

, “No,” said Selina. “ She’s quite cheerful, but
she ﬂught to have been told ; didn’t you xiow that
she is as bad as she is 2.
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* Of course she’s been bad, bul she’s better—ever
so much better.”

Oh, it came to him suddcn_i that ;something
terrible had entered the house with Selina—some-
thing viewless, silent, yet speaking through his
wife, through ‘her voice, her manner, the way sh-
sat, the position of her hands.

No anger, no recriminations, né que$tions, as
thouch there were someone in the room' with them
that she alone perceived—someone whose presence
made all earthly things futile.

She had seen what he had not seen, what he had
refused to see, which he- §ill rcfused to see, like a
child who shuts its eyes before what it knows to be
there.

She rose and went to the window and looked out,
whilét he §tood face frnntmg the fire with his elbows
on the mantel.

“ Isaac Coborne told me 211 about 1it,"” said
she.

(1 YES r "
~ *“ And you had given me your address, so I came.
I am going back now. Anthony, I don’t want to
say anything about the paét. It had better ve as if
I never had known any.hing. Let thé thing be
sealed. Nobody need know.” :

i YES.” ¥ N

He was beginning to find what she was thinking
of. Nobody need know. His folly would be
hushed up, hidden in the grave with Her.

A great bitterness seized him.
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“1 believe youlre glad,” said he. “I believe
you’d be glad if what you said is true.”

She did not preend to misunderétand him.

“1 am 1ot glad,” said she. “ Can no man ever
underftand a woman ? I am not angry either. I
am Sﬂrrjr_n

She could not say what was in her mind, it was
so newly revealed, so impossible to put in words.
It was true that she was not glad, but she was
relieved., The death of this girl would bring every-
thing to a safe conclusion; nobody need know.
Coborne was the laét man to speak on the subject
to anyone but her, and vandelberg, though she
had disliked him, had always been reckon:d by her
a discreet man. He would not speak. Anthony
was his partner.

But Sclina, though passimﬂcsa and though
Anthony for years had been only to her as a
business partner, was not heartless. '

She had a heart in her bosom, though it had
suffered from waat of exercise, and had she only
had children things might have been very different
for Anthony and herself. Coldly preparea to deal
‘with < Hesigning hussy, she had found a dying girl,
a wiftful, «linging creatvre that she pitied. Yet
pitying, she felt relieved, having common sense in
“her composition as well as heart.

It was the only ending possible WIT_hnut disgrace
for Anthony and herself. The girl dymg, the
situation would dic.

She did not turn her head ; she £tood lonlung out
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of the wincow at the &tray hens |oicking amidét the
gravel in front of the house. S"u: heard a smﬁng
sound from the fire-place, but sne did not notice.
How was it pogsible that no one had realised the
§tate of the girl ¥ Anthony, of course, was a fool
in this matter and blinded, but there was the land-
lady and the doétor.

The cluclung hens with their feathers blown this
way and 'that by the new-risen wind.could not
answer the queftion.

She turned. Anthony had finished sniffing and
was poking the fire.

“ Well,” she said, “ I muét be going; there is
nothing I'zan do. It is a Strange position for a wife
to go away and leave you here and say to you let
things be 1orgotten, but it is not for my sake alone,
but for yours, that I shut my eyes. One has to live
in this world, and we have always lived respe@ed
and abavc-huﬁrd Men make miftakes. Let us
leave it at that. I only want to say that now I have
scen and know everyﬂnng I am' prepared to say
nothing. Tell me, this landlady woman, does she
—what does she know ?

Anthony shook his head. He took his piace in
one of the arm-chairs and sat with the tips of his
fingers pressed together.

N Nuthmg—lt s all rlght—I told her she was my
niece.”

* Does she know who I am ? g

“Nu: T said nothing.” :

“Then I had better see her before I go. It looks
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{’I:mngc my i:ummn and going without any explana-
tion.!

* What are you Ignmg to say to her 1 7

“ Nothihig that will do any harm ; but a person
like that might talk, and it’s just as well to make

sure with her.”

¥ She’ll be in the kitchen at the end of the
passage,” said Anthony in a liftless voice. * Shall
Igoand tellher i o

“No. Il fiad her, myself,” said Schna.

She found Mrs. Mackett in the kitchen and was
led into the back sitting-room of the Macketts’,
where a ftuffed dog uyer a glass case was thl:
presiding household god.

“T've come to speak to you about my niece,”
said Selina, and what these words coét lier heaven
only knows ; * she seems ta me very ill indeed.”

*“ She is, ma’am,” replied the other.

bs M}r husband does not seem to recognise how ill
she is, but surely the doétor ought to have known.”

“Dr. Sims ha‘u’t been hcrc for a long while,”
replied the woman, * and it’s orly the laét few days
she seems to have gone rightly to pieces; but I've
known -there was something coming to tIm house
from the very firt.”

“ What do you mean ?

Mrs.* Mackett moved uneasily and folded her
hands in her apron, !

“It’s a man that comes round about here when
anyone is going to die,” said she, *“ and Mr. Harrop.
saw him the firt night he and the young lady came,
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and I said to Mackett, * You'!l see now,’ I said,
‘ what’s going to happen, and i:’s not me nor you
nor Jane,’ I said, * it is him or Her?; and Mackett
says ‘ Nonsense,” for he’s no believer/ in spirits.
‘ Well, you'll see,’ I said.”

_ Selina brooded on this ftatement.

“ Well, the do@or had better be sent for at once,”

said she. “ I’ll tell my husband. I have to return
to town, but I am sure I am leaving her in good
hand. with you. Yes—thovgh little can be done,
I'm afraid.” ;

Her eyes refted on the ftuffed dog. The know-
ledge had come to her t}at all this was useless, that
Mrs. Markett was not hoodwinked, that she sus-
pected, if she did not know for certain, that the
niece busiiess was bunkum, but that Mrs, Mackett
was to be trudted.

All this did one woman tell another without
speaking.

“1 have had great trouble,” said Selina, turning
her eyes to the other, “ great srouble about my
niece. I am troubled about my husband, but God
will, I & sure, bring all things right.”

. Ilwﬂl do all I can, ma’am,” replied the ‘voman,
“ and what you say is between our two selves ; we
never talk here.”

Selina tpok the other’s hand and pressed it ; then.

she returned to the sitting-room.
Anthony had gone upétairs to look at the patient.
. He had found her tired out with the interview, half
sitting up on the couch, a pifture paper he had
280 !
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bought forher open on her knees. ‘Thern were some
grapes on the htl:l?tahle by the bedside and she had
picked one off and was holding it between her
fingers.

She smiled wanly at him.

In that moment everything changed. All that
had been was forgotten, and the heart of Anthony
became the heart of a father bleeding for a §tricken
child. A dying, dearly loved child. '

F

Selina, standing in the sitting-room puttmg on
her gloves, heard his §tep - utside. He came in and
shut the door and crossed the room and took his
pipe from the mantel,';; was filled but he did not
light it. He $tood with it m his hand, uaconscious
what he was doing.

She saw the change in him and wondered at it.
Then he began to talk to her in a way he had never
talked before—as a man might talk to a trofted
friend about a sor-ow common to both.

He told her that the world could never underftand
this matter—that she, Selina, would never guite
underfand—that it wasn’t the queftion of a

“ You have seen her,” said he. * She is part of

- myself,’ juét as if she were my child. You would
have loved her just as I do—but it’s all over now.
What is the use 7 Well—well” He put the pipe
back on the mantelpiece.

Then he took his hat and they left the room andl
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the house, nassing through the gateway and along the
road to Godshill. o)

They went to the place where cars could be hired,
and whilst the car was being got ready they went
to the telephone office, where Anthony telephoned
for Sims.

Then they £tood about waiting for the car.

“ Anthony,” said Selina, breaking the silence that
weighed ~upon them both, “have you money
enough ? ¥ :

“ Yes,” he said, “ plenty—thanks.”

“ Will you let me know if—"

U Vo ¥ r

The car came up and she got in.

As he closed the door on' her he put his hand in
and they rhook hands.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII
SIMS

Sims called that afternoon, the telephone message
having caught him between two rounds of visits.

When he:came down after secing the patient he
retired in the sitting-ioom for a while behind his
beard, asking queftions inftead of answering them.
Had the patient ever suffered from a severe illness
other than pleurisy ? What did the mother die
of ¢ Anthony could satisfy him on neither, of these
points.

Had she any hrnthera and. sifters ? 'To this
queftion also he could furnish no reply, and, taken
off his guard, he said frankly, “I don’t know,”
recognising the moment after that 'such a reply
from a supposed uncle was, to put it mildly, ftrange.

Then he had to’tell.

“ As a matter of fa&, Doétor,” said Anthony,
“ this young girl is no relation of mine. bhe is a
girl T.took an intereft in some time ago—a,very
great interedt, for she wae sick and friendless and

" quite alone in the world. Dr. Gregg of Endell

Street recommended this place and I breught her
here. She goes as my niece juft as a matter of
convention. My wife came to see her to-day. It
was she who saiv the change i in her and alarmed me -
so that I sent for you at once.’
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Sims was aftonished. He had never been quite
hoodwinked owver this business— ‘nétiné€t had hinted
the truth; the aftonishment ceme from the falt
that the man’s.wife was evidently a party to it.

However, in this modern world of ours Sims had

scen so many ftrange things that he showed nothing
of his aftonishment. He fired another queétion. -

“ Before you—er—met her, can you tell me what
was her business in life ? *

The eel in Anthony, rising to its nth power,
enabled him to evade this queftion without lying.

“ No," said he, “ I cannot.”

“1 only ask,” said S'ms, “ because it is well to
know as & physician all:that is possible to be known
about a patient. It seems to me that this girl has
suffered perhaps privations—anyhow something
muft have sapped the sources of life to account for
this collapse, as it were—this drop in vitality and
resifting power.”

“It is not consumption ?

“ There are no lung symptoms,” replied the other,
“tp indicate phthisis at the mqment. What you
would ask is whether she is consumptive, We are
all consumptive. As a matter of fat, we cre all
and at every moment fighting a legion of diseases ;
we exiét solely by the virtue of our vitality : that
once failing us, we are in a very grave way, and it
may fail us because it is deficient for hereditary
reasons or because some paét disease or privation has
$tricken it a blow from which it is unable to recover.
There is only one real doétor in the world—Nature ;
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and it is the work of the physician to find out what
Nature is trying to do in any given case, and, as far
as he can, to help'tler. Symptoms are valuable, not
only as indications of disease but s indications of
what Nature is trying to do. That is where T am
at.a loss juét at present. The syinptoms are so
obscure that I am at a loss to know what Nature is
attempting. Time will tell, but perhaps too late.
I do not hldE it,from you that the condition »f our
patient is most serious—most serious. You said
that a Dr. Gregg—I believe that is the name—was
attending her during her illness; it might be
pdwm:ble for me tp get his opinion, or at least his
view of her condition whil§y he was attending her.”

The wretched Anthohy jumped at the idea.
Gregg would explain things—tell what he couldn’t.

“ For God’s sake, do,” said he. “ See him, go
up and sce him and talk it over. Expense is no
matter. Go to-day, go to-morrow—as soon as
ever possible.”

Sims refle€ted for a moment behind his beard.
He wanted to go up to do some shopping at the
ftores angl the two things could be fitted in and the
jouriey made profitable inftead of expensive. *

“ I’ll go to-morrow,” said he.

L
L]




CHAPTER XXKIX
SELINA

SeLiNa in the train between Shanklin and Ryde had
a good deal to think about. '

All her married life she had trufted Anthony,4nd
her truét had been hzaed on sure and inftinétive
hmwlcdgc

She had trufted him to be uf good and respetable
conduét, just as she would have trufted the Chip-
pendale couch in the drawing-room to ftay in its
place during her absenca from the house.

Isaac ©Uborne, in giving her his information, had
ftated the case very fairly. It wasn’t Anthony’s
fault so much, but, as 2 matter of fact, this girl in
her- illness had somehow or another got a grip of
his sympathies, and one never. knew what might .
happen in a case like this with a girl and 2 man of
Anthony’s age.

The Chippendale couch had nut moved from its
place, it had been moved—by a hussy.

Now ‘that she had seen the hussy and had all the
falts in her hand she had material for self-congratu-
lation, had she been a celf-congratulatary sort of

rson. Another woman might have seized on the
reported faéls, rushed to her solicitor, made a—
scene and a ss:andal but she was a aners, with ¢
her nervous centres pmperljr under control and with
" the family horror of exposés.and belief'in expedmn:}r. .
In the early ’eighties Sclina’s Aunt Stella—they
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ran to heaverly titles in the Towers fanﬁlj:—mnn-icd
to Sir Bernard Placébo, the fashionable physician of
Harley Street, caxie home one day to find that
Sir B. had gone mad and run off with the governess.
Sir Bernard had amassed a big fortune at his
business ; he was evidently tired of it and of Stella
and the house in Harley Street, and the governess
was extraordinarily pretty. That he had three
children did not matter—possibly he intended to
have three more. :

Not only had he run nﬁ but he had left his wife
the name of the hotel in Paris where he intended
ftaying, possibly with the {lea that the faét would
be useful in case of divorce proceedings if it were
seasaned with the necessiry imaginary * cruelty.”

Stella neither wept nor fainted. She had her
children to think of and thclr reputation—also her
position,

She sent round mcsaﬂgcs to the more important
patients that Sir Bernard was called abroad, left
for Paris, found hum at breakfat with the girl and
brought him back

T'wo days and two nights had cooled his tcmpc}rarr
insanity’; he returned to work, as a horse might
return to its'collar after a [risk in a field, and there
was no sgandal. Now that is a true story of what a
woman did to combat a disadtrous situation, and it
was not unlike the §tory of Anthony.

 Selina was not bringing him back, it is true, but
she had made no scene—-not even with ﬂ.n'l:hnn}r— :
there would be no scandal ; the whole thing would
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fade and die with the girl, and it did not want the
confirmation of Mrs. Mackett to assure her that the
end would be soon.

And then there was no reason why things should
not go on as they were before—the Chippendale
settee in its original place and no sign of disorder
in the drawing-room.

A ievel-heaﬂcd and cold-hearted view of things,
you wﬂI say. Give Selita her due +To possess
common sense and a level*head *does not imply
heartlessness. Selina was not heartless ; as a matter
of fa€t, the girl had touched her; as a matter of
faét, her * coldness” sqand level-headedness had
enabled frer to take an extraordinarily clear view ot
the whole position. That death would clear every-
thing up was a fa&t which she recognised with
relief—nothing more.

That Anthony had always been to her as an objeé .

of furniture, part of her ftate and comfort, did not
imply heartlessness. You can love an old chair.

She had loved her settee and liad always been a
good housewife to it, keeping it free, like herself,
from duét and moth, getting the beét people to sit
on it, An accident to it would have been a matter
for grici and tears ; its deftruftion woulu have left
a void in her life impossible to fill.

The trouble was that durmg all the Feﬂrs-nu- ;

accident had ever happened *to it to make her value
it at its true worth to her; the orderly succession

' of days had always found it.there ready to be dugted

and used—sat on.

L
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The devil of the thing in life, and arried llfe
is the fact that undigturbed possession detroys one’s
appreciation of the worth of things, of their value
to us, almdst of their qualities, whilét, at the same
time, allowing the things to take quiet hold on us
by a thousand little hands and arm: and tentacles,
everyday §trands woven of everyday Stuff.

Selina bought The Lady at the Portsmouth book-
§tall and the Woman's World, but she did not even
open them on the jorrney to Waterloo. She had
so many thoughts to engage her,

Macketts’, shyly hiding behind the hill sur-
mounted b}r the church, guarded by the leafless
woods. Mrs. Mackett. and the interior of the
quaint house. The girl: sitting up on the couch
with the shawl about her. .

The artless way the girl had shown her affe&ion
+ for Anthony told of his goodness to her, disarmed
antagonism, and shown her Anthony reflefted in
the mirror of love—the love of a human ereature
for its protetor.

And it all fitted in so well with what Isaac Coborne
had said. The ftatement of the man of the world
confirmed the ftatement of the girl ; betweon the
two, what 4 difference !

Arrived at home Selina sat down and wrote a
letter to Isaac.

“I have seen Anthony,” said she, “and there
is nothing at all in the business. He has obtained
a place in the island for this unfortunate child
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who is dying, and secured a good doftor for her,
I wish Anthony had told me'dll about it at firt,
as you said he intended to do; but he is one of
those men who are always doing good' and hiding
it. All the same, I need not ask you to say
nothing of this to anyone, as you know how people
embroider on things. I hope to go down tFthe
island agam soon and see how the poor child is
getting® on, though I am afraid it js only t.hr:
matter of a few days or weeks.”

Next day she saw Mandelberg, gave him the same
§tory and made sure of his silence.

The wictched little affaiy was sealed and Deathl
would soon put the envelope away in his pigeon-
hole for 106t love-letters and minor indiscretions.

She wrote to Anthony and Anthony wrote a line
every day or two telling her of the condition of the
patient, which was hopeless. Quite level-headed
notes they were, even mentioning the condition of
the weather. In one of them he asked her to ask
Matilda to send him some warmer, under-things and
socks—a cold snap had come to the island.

She parc-:lled the things up herself and pqsted
them, and in one of her notes she said that if she was
needed she would come down. :

Two things were moving in her mind abreaft—
the feeling that there would: be no split between
herself and Anthony, no alienation, and a comples
' mentayy feeling without which the firft would not
have been viable: a feeling quite new to her and
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ftrange, as though she were sharing th's business
with Anthony, as though the dying girl had put a
tentacle round her ‘too ; maybe it was those words
| of Anthony about never having had children that,
| caét like a seed in her mind, had flowered in ghoétly
'L fashion, or perhaps it was juét the girl herself that
. had awakened in her the inétin€ that draws a
woman to a child, assifted by Death, the creator of

pity.
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CHAFTER X,
THE CONSULTATION

Sims, the morning after his promise to Anthony,
started off by the early train for London. He
arrived before noon, drove to the §tores, did his
business there and then had luncheon, reaching
Endell Stieet -at two u‘clﬂcl the hou.r he had
arrangtd for by wire.

He was shown up to the sitting-room on the first
floor, the same room that Anthony knew so well.
Dr. Gregg was not in, but he was expeted every
minute. Would Sims s down ! :

He sat down and looked at his watch ; he was, in
fadt, two ur three minutes before his time ; then with
the door shut upon him he looked round, taking
in. the room and furniture. ‘

He had noted the shop window below, the knob
of the eleftric night bell with the enamel nearly
worn off it by use, the place where a speaking-tube
had been evidently discarded on”account of jokers
and children. Coming up the §tairs he had noted
absence of carpet, and now looking round, he took in
the furniture, pi€tures and books. :

Sims was artiftic and he had a pratice that
brought him.in a full two thousand a year, exclusive
of bad debts. He had a partner who did the cheap
midwifery, the panel patients and the books; he
+ had a house near Keats’ Green, and Lis only worry
in life' was the summer crowd of trippers. They
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got in the'way of ]:us motor-car and they, cheapened
the place. '

Gregg’s house and room, his shop window and all
it implied; gave him the shivers, , What a place !
What a life! What a pratice! Night and day
tramping mean ftreets to see tuppenny people,
thi.ty-shilling midwifery fees—better be dead.
Here, but for the grace of God, might have existed
Archibald Sims.

He rose up and mapeﬂed the pittures, thcn the
books on the shelf—Marx, Paine’s ¢ Age of Reason
and the reét

“Why, good God,” said he, “the chap’s a
‘Socialift ! ¥ He dropped iiis glasses and was turning
back to the chair when, the door opened and in
came Gregg.

The two men shook handa and Sims, drawing
back a bit, made a sound as though he were laughing
in his beard. He knew Gregg. Gregg had not
altered much in all the years, whereas Sims had
completely changed. They had been fellow-
¢tudents at Bart’s, and Gregg had been far the
cleverer and more induftrious of the two. Sims
had haunted billiard-rooms, music-halls had known
him, dnd he had once taken a journey in Black Maria
to Vine Street.

“ Sims, Sims,” said the other, the piture of
Podgy Sims flashing up from memmy—land “ Good
heavens, yes—but I'd never have known you with
that bedrd.” ' ' : { :

They were at once n rapport ; the old hospital
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had taken them to herself again, and that inex-
hauétible subjeét, their fellow-ftudents and their
fates, had to be thrashed out, to say nothing of the
hospital surgeons and physicians who had vanished,
moétly dead. Rarcliffe after taking his degree had
gone to pieces, marricd a barmaid and died of
drink. Holmes had made a pot of money in He-ley
Street. Jones was praftising in Wales, and so forth
and so om; the dulleft conversation to a litener,
but of-intense intereét to tue talkers. :

Then Sims came to thie dojeft of his visit—the
girl—a far less interefting subje€t. She had be-
come for Gregg a case in the paét tense, one of the
thousand sad cases that his ledger contained. She
was writien off. .

* Betw=en you and me,” said Sims, * I don’t know
what the devil is the matter with her. It’s a kind
of general break-up, as if the foundations were gone.
A kind of acute phthisis without lung symptoms.
There’s no hiftory of phthisis ¢ ”

“ Not that I know of,” said Gregg, “ unless it’s
hereditary. Before she came-to me for dizziness
and weakness she’d been to Hennessy of Hunter
Strect. I told him I'd bagged one of his patients,
and when I gave the name he said he wih.lI’d
bagged the mother as well—the mother had been
his patient, I believe, If you'd like I'll walk round
with you there, if he’s in; it’s on your way to the
ftation.” :

He went out and ’phoned to Hennezsy, who
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“It's 'only a few minutes’ walk,” said Gregg as
they left the house.

Hennessy’s surgery, situated near what is left of
Drury Lane, was a replica of Gregg’s, with an added
something in the way of sordidness hard to define.
Over and amongét nearly the whole old-time
ahite€ture of London hangs or twines a some-
thing that has nothing to do primarily with design
or bricks or mortar—something psychic, suggestive
of evil clingiug to uguness or ugliness to evil. It
has nothing primariiy perhaps to do with wealth or
poverty, since it overhangs Belgrave Square no less
than the Eufton Road, but in the poverty-ftricken
diftrifts it is more perceptible to the rutward eye.

Drury Lane, before it was in moét part cemolished,
had this evil caét of countenance—Hunte. Street and

* Sardinia Street, where was situated the old Spanish
Ambassador’s house, converted into a warren for
poverty to breed in ; the houses adjacent to Sardinia
Street, the whole diftrict in faét, possessed the sordid
aura, the visible §tink from the past which makes a
nightmare of kashion Street 'and the Cut, a bad
dream of Pimlico. Here one smelt neither Lord
Steyne nor Fagan, but Hogarth hiding 1o observe
ana fLagt. on ‘the diseases of humanity, and here
you found in their own element the people that he
Joved' to draw.’

Hennessy’s practice at one time had run right

_ down to the Strand. It was more broken up now,

but £ill viable, and his patients had not.changed

much in morals, manners or appearance. He did a
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lot of work amongét the ladies of the diftri&, and
" his experience in the arts and crafts of femininity
was fabulous.

He was a tall, sandy man of sixty, Irish and cling-
ing to the traditional dress of his class—the tall hat
and frock-coat. ,

They found him in and waiting in his roim
behind the surgery, and Gregg having introduced
Simsthe consultation began, :

Hennessy remembered the gtrl He 'went to a
ledger and refreshed his memury and then to a
notebook for extra faéls.

 Sure, of course I remember her, and her mother,
and be damaed to her. A nice little slip of a girl
she was, and her mother going about, over thirty,
with her Jress to her knees and silk §tockings—a
perfect lady. 1 think the mother’s dead—ought to
be—and you say the girl’s going under. No, I
“had no hiStory 6f anything ; she was sound when I
knew her. Oh, it’s juft they haven’t the spirit of
living in them. These modern women can’t give
their babies lecithin—that’s to say, they can’t give
them milk—the child grows up, looking, maybe, all
right, hut its foundations are wrong ; it hasn’t been
built properly, the woman has scamped her work—
not her fault maybe, but there it is. Cow’s milk
or patent food isn’t the ftuff to make men and
women of. Then the baby grows up same as this
one has grown and finds itself with a mother who |
‘teaches «t cigarette smoking. before she teaches it
manners. Doesn’t feed it properly, ten to onej
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kecps it*waiting up for her whilét 'she’s out. It

can’t ftand the racket. Then it takes to earning

its own lmng the same wa}r as the mother, and there
ou ﬂ.l'ﬂ

“ You told me the mnth.cr of this girl came from
Canada,” said Gregg. “ Was she a really bad *un,
o~ was it just not her fault # 7

“ She was a bad mother,” replied Hennessy, “ as
I remember her ; not cruel to the child, ma}rbc but
a bad mothe.—a hau. woman, that’s the same
thing.

e WclI ? said Su:us, “ we haven’t got very much
further in the business as far as I am concerned.
+ Frankly, I didn’t expeét:much and wouldn’t have
come to town unl}r for the gul’s—cr—guardun
who wished me to see my friend Gregg.”

They left Hennessy’s and Gregg walked a bit with
Sims in the direttion of the Strand. After the
fashion of dofors who have finished a consultation
on even the moét interesting case, they plunged
into other subjetts.

“ So you've turned Socialift,” said Sims, referring
to the books he had seen in Gregg’s room.’

0o Ancl what have you turned ? ”* asked Grcgg

c.ns laughed.

“ Well, as a matter of fa& I have never had any
politics,” said he, * but I suppose I am a Conserva-
tivc. You see, I have no time for politics, and,
_ running a big praélice in a place like the island, it

doesn’t do for a doftor to mix himself Up in that
sort of thing.”
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“1 suppoje not,” said Gregg; * your people are
all holiday folk and well-to-do townsmen, and you
can live content without bothering 1bout the social
ftate. It’s different in Goblin Market.” |

“ Where’s that 7 ** asked Sims.

“It’s the place where they sell young girls and
where you can buy anything clse in a fancy w.y
from a politician to a title ; it’s the market where
everything, éven the beét of the goods, is tainted, as
that podr devil Harrop has found to his coft, for
he was a quiet-living man tili-he picked up that
piece of goods to unsettle his life and wear out his
heart. It's London, Sims, the part of it where
money is eazy ; and it’s fiore than that, amongét
people who ought to be made do honeft work, it’s
Jax living. Lord knows I’m no preacher, and the
God that made Gower Street and with the same
hands made roses is beyond my comprehension ; but
I’ve had my nosé rubbed into the faét that you can’t
buy happiness—it muft come to you, and it only
comes to a man through quiet living and work and
sticking to one woman, if you must have women.
Mixing wbmen is like mixing drinks.”

» “ Suppose she won't ftick ? ” said Sims.

“If a2 man has enough gum on him she’ll suck,
nine out of ten of them. If she doesn’t it’s the
man’s fault nine times out of ten. I'm talking from
experience got amongét the workers, who are the
rich without money—the real pwpk from whum
one alone can judge Hummlt_?
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CHAPTER XLI
THE INEVITABLE

Oxe morning Selina, going over her household
accounts after breakfaft, received a telegram from
Auvthony :
1 WOULD LIKE YOU TO COME,
- The message was prepaid and the boy was waiting
for an answer.
She put the accounts away and, consulting an

A B C Railway Guide, wrote the reply :

: )
COMING BY THE I2.4§ SELINA,

Then she gave Matilda instructions to pack what
things she wanted. .

At Shanklin Station she found Anthon}r, who had
come to meet her. He got her luggage together
and a porter to carry it to the waiting taxi, and
getting in beside her, shut the door.

Anthony though tired- lu-:ahng, seemed quite

normal and natural, and in tipping the porter; rather

than give him a shilling he had hunted in several

pockets to find an extra penny to make up sixpence.
% How is she 1 ” asked Selina.

“It’s only a question of a few hours,” he replied.

i V bad. Sims saw her juft before I left s

3 Yqﬁ have a nurse, of course ? ”
“ Yes, the same one she had before. Sims thinks
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. it’s something to do with the spleen, but 1 don’t
believe he knows anything about il—they muét say
something.”

Selina sat silént, looking out at the shadowy
country. There was something about this land
through which they were passing vaguely fateful
and secretive. London seemed to belong to anotner
age. These old meadows and hills hinting of them-
selves through the gathering dark, these cottages
with heavy thatch and hedg-s that were hedges
when Charles was lling, all were like part of a
pi&urcd curtain cutting her and Anthun}r off from
prying eyes. It was like going to visit the dying |
in the lai.? of the dead.

And the étrangeft feeling came to her, perhaps
irom the calm :mcl seemingly almoét indifferent
manner of Anthony, that she was the person to
whom all this was of moft concern, that she had
been sent for as a sort of neareft relative, the person
reckoned essential and upon w]mm the mo& painful
“duties would devolve,

The ca- turned in through the gate and drew up
at the door. :

Selina, ftepping from it into the calm. e~ld
winter’s evening, found Mrs. Mackett waiting for
her in the lamplit passage.

Anthony followed, and as i.he two women $tood
talking tugethcr in a low voice'he $tepped aside for
-a moment into the sitting-room. He put his hat'
on the table and food liftening to the whlspcr:rs

It was dreadful. All that day, going in and out
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of the sick-room, where the girl lay unconscious of
him, he had suftered agonies of trepidation. He
feared Death lik='a child. He had never seen any-
one die; he had heard of people dying in other
people’s arms; he could not imagine it—the
thought shocked him. He dreaded her awakening
only to die; he dreaded the agony of holding her
in his arms whilét the terrible thing happened.

The nurse, to get him out of the way, persuaded
him to go to the t-tion to meet Selina, assuring
him that all would be right and that the end would
not be for a considerable time. He had gone
dreading that anything might have prevented

' Sclina from coming and he had returned mentally
clinging to Selina. '

Poor Anthony, he who had always evaded un-
pleasant things, whose good heart whilst going out
to the suffering. of athers rebelled againét the
thought of suffering in himself, had, dur:ng the last
few days, paid fully to the Inexorable for all his
evasions.

He was not equal to the lat terrible moment.

" She was already all but gone from him; nothing
conld call her back, yet she was there. :

Silence came in the pas“age ; the women had
upétairs, and leaving the room he followed them.

.Outside the door of the bedroom he paused ;
then he came in on tiptoe.

The nurse was §tanding at the foot of the bed and
by the bedside sat Selina, who had removed her hat,
which she had placed on the little table near the
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_window. The girl had changed her pésition and
was lying on her side. He could: see her face in
profile ; it seemed smaller and moie childlike even
than when he had seen it last, and the pallor around
the half-closed mouth added $trangely to its feeble-
ness. '

It was this that ftruck him now like a dagger
through his heart.

He' drgw closcr, and Scliza, seeing his' agitation,
whispered to him to go belot? and that she would
call him if there was any change.

He left the room, and the nurse taking the chair
by the fire-place, the two women sat whilét the
wind, which had risen '-nth the night, could be
heard in the trees.

The breathing of the s?*:c;:cr would die away now,
and then, recommence, rise in rapidity to a certain
point and thep die away.. Presently she moved
reftlessly, her eyes opened, and, like a creature all
aftray, she §truggled feebly to raise herself. Selina
put her arm around her neck and‘at the touch she
sank back, soothed, like a child on the shoulder of its
mother—with the lips of a mother upon its lorehead.
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CHAPTER XLII

IN SURE AND CERTAIN HOPE

Tt pity of Death is so wonderful that it embraces
all things, even the leaft—even the sparrow.

8he was nothing and of no worth as the world

" accounts worth, with no mind as the world accounts
mind, with.no eﬂate, n outcaét andl a waif, yer,
dying, she left grief ' thind her and sadness in the
hearts of more than one.

In the grave]mrd on the hill, as Anthony ftood by
 the six-foot pit into which the coffin had been
" lowered by slings, and as he listened ‘te the laét
words of the Service for the Dead, the feeling that
he had been here before, came to him with the:
recolle€tion of his dream on the firft night he had
spent at Macketts’, the dream of the churchyard
high above a §till, grey country under a sky of grey.
There had been daffodils all about in the dream—
there were none to»da}r

“Man that js born of a woman hath but
a short time.to live and is full of misery. He
cemeth up, and:is cut down, like a flower ; he fleeth
as it were' a shadow, anl never continueth in one
‘h- ?l i

Th: wedt wind maving the clouds above carried
the words awzjr and a few loft drops of rain
fell, '

“We th::rcﬁ}re commit her body to the ground ; .
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to duft; in sure
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and certaiu hope of the Remrreﬂmn to eternal
life.”

Anthony felt Selina’s hand uy:': his arm. The
voice went on : it ceased.

There was nothing more. Only the :fmv-villng:
folk dispersing and the pit ready to be filled ‘in.
He looked down at the coffin, on which a Wew

shovelfuls of earth were lying, then, taking the arm

of his wife, they left the chnrchyard.

It wids not yet eleven o’cle k.

Selina had Prcpzr:d to leave oy the Jm&da}r train ;
he would follow her back to town in a few
days. Her things were packed and the car to
take hco toc the Station would arrive at half-paét
eleven.

On the way back to Macketts’ they spoke scarcely
at all, and in the sitting-room, as they sat waiting
for the moment of departure, their talk was all
of immediate and trivial matters. Anthony had
enough money to pay for everything, including the
funeral expenses. More than eaough. He had
asked for and received another advance of a hundred
pounds from Mandelberg in the laét few days, but
he had not mentioned this fatt to Selina—perhaps
from negligence, perhaps hecause, despite the new
understanding between them and the faét that this
business had drawn them closer to one another than
they had ever been before, thére was at the back of
his mind some concealed plan or idea. .

He rose up as the sound of the car coming up the
" drive made itself heard ; she rose also.
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IN SURE AND CERTAIN HOPE

“1 want to th£'k you,” said Antﬁm{ “ for all

you have done, and for coming. ¥6u have been °

more than g{mtf * It’s not as if—fvell, no matter
? He kissed her.

. They dame out into the pasange, where Mrs.
Mackett was waiting, the luggage, was put on the
“lmd Selina got in.

% You'll come back soon ?* said she,

8 Yes,” said he, “ I'll come back soon.”

- He watched the cgg’drive away and rettuned to
the sitting-room.

Only for Selina what would he have done ¢ She
had saved him from all the terrible details, she had
arranged everything, come between him “Bﬂ Death
at that lat terrible momeft, shown real sympathy ;
it was that which had ma&c everything po%ible, the,
‘sympathy of a woman she had always been cnld
and*a thought hard-<l¢vel-headed.

Sometimes at fireworks one sees’a rather mean-
looking rocket climbing the skies to burét into a
spray of moft bgautiful ftars—~&tars more beautiful
than any of its scemingly rich-hatured and certainly
gushing and rushmg sisters give birth to. ®So m1ght
S¢lina have been compared with her sisters, _Selina
was lcvel-—htadad but she had a heart. It was the
level head that had saved her from making a scene
at the beginning of things ; it was the good heart
that at the end of tfings had shown itself in words
»and little n&s, each beautiful as unexpected.

He dmew’it. He knew that not a wife in a’

thousand weuld have taken all this business as she
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had done, . @ed to him as she ha' a&ed,. supported
- him at the la{* as she had supported him.

Fear of scand.! may have been i er chief motive
at firft; no matter, few other wives would have
acted as she had acted all through.

He recognised this—and then the figure of
Selina begzn to fade from his mind and her doings
to lose grip upon his thoughts.

He rose and went upétairs to the room that h:&
been tenented so §trangely ald so recently.

The window was open dnd “he west wind that
had I]rm:ght warmth and a threat of rain §tirred the
small curtains. The bed with its figured coverlet
and snow-white pillows §tvod beneath the coloured
print of our Saviour wita a lamb. Strangely, he
had neve. noticed this prmt till now, or, noticing
it, it had left no impression on his conscious’
mind.

By the wardiobe stood several pairs of shoes.
None of her things had been packed ; they were
all in the wardrobe and chest of dnwcrs, her |
brushes and combs on the plain little toilet-table.
Had she Lome back suddenly frof up there on
the luIl she would have found everything to
hand.

He opened the wardrobe where her dresses were
hanging, and on the floor of it was the vanity bag -
into which he had put the hie-pound note that
day. K
* He took it and opened it, and there amongst the
 other things was the note. She had never spent it,
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nor even changed it. Illness had come, and
then— 4y |

He put it back, and placing the bag in the ward-
robe closad the door ; then he sat down on the chair
near the fvindow.
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CHAPTER XLiT1
EFIE 15 STILL HERE

Tue movements of the window-curtains i 1ight have
been produced by some difturbing hand, and now
on a slant of the wind the sound of Godshill Chu~ch
clock ftriking noon came across the tree-tops w. 4
the orchard: The sweet, far sound of the clock had
something in it of a voice.

The house was silent. Noow. and midnight were
the silent times at Macketts’—at midnight, before
cockerow, and at noon when the duties of the house
contra®=d to the back premises and kitchen ; and
in the silence of noon and.midnight the old house
spoke in its own way—the last and never-to-be-
exterrainated rat on the .-fters above, the mice
that no farmer’s wife could curtail, the beam or
the board that talked of the weather,

A change of weather made things warp and groan
and crack. '
Sitting relaxed and half liftening, Anthony heard
sounds from the passage outside that mlght have
been caused by a footstep, a light étep, tlmnruua—

gone. Nothing.

He rose, and leaving the room, carefully closed the
door, and coming down took his hat and went out,
walking towards the palings bordering Puck’s Piece.

As he leaned on the fence a voice:came back to’
" him frem that firf: marmng when he han §tood
here with her.
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“I won’t ever fo away from here—p.cver.”

She -had spoken the truth. As “dr as he was
concerned she vsas here §till ; it .vas as though in
some curipus way she had become part of the house,
of its fwiniture and sounds, of the trees of the
orchard and the trees of Gallows Wood, the grey
skv and the distant glimpse of Trenchards, beyond
w ich lay Cheekes Road and Wacklands, that
wilderness of thorns and nut trees.

. She would dlways a~. d ever be here for liim. To
leave all this would oe to leave her. When a man
lives beyond middle age in a colourless world with
all his emotions unused, when Love, from a name,
becomes a spirit,, leading ‘him into a paradise of a
few weeks as he had been led, the result muét always
be more or less disadtrous.

" A young man recovr.s. Youth is, in fa&, Life,
and the morning is fuu of all sorts of things that tend
to make us forget, but towards the end of the day
there is no looking forward. To leave all this would
. be to leave what remained to him.

He passed through the gate in the palings and
crossed the meadow to Trenchards, paused for a
moment to look at the ruined cottage where they
had sheltered that day. and then, turning ‘to the
right, came along that my#terious highway that no
cne uses, Cheekes Road, with the withered ferns on
either side of it and xhe view of Wacklands suddenly
. disclosed, with its leafless nut trees and the thorn
trees old beyond memory, gnarled and twifted like
the dried bodies of witches.
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Here he . ':rried. She was not 1 =re, she had never
- come here wa h him ; it was outside the mysterious
pentagram encl. ‘ng him and her, N 'acketts’ and the
church on the hill.

Returning home, he found dinner awa, ting him,
and he sat down mechanically, Mrs. Mackett serving
him' herself, pleased to see him eat and pleased that
he was taking things so well.

She knew the whole position ; she had absorbed it
from Selina and from him ar 1 from the incidents of
the business, She realized, perly-ps more than Selina,
how hardly he had hccn hit, and, unlike Selina,
she speculated as to what he would now do.
Selina had po doubt on *his point; he would, of -
course, colae home ; hamg settled up things, there
was no r-ason for his remaining in the island,

Selina neither recogniseu the extent of the m]ur}r'
that had been done to him nox *he bitter antagezism
towards London that lay juét beneath the surface
of his thoughts.

London, where the tall house §tood that had been
the tomb of his soul; London, where she had
suffered ;¢ London, where he had met her, this
Goblin Market girl, an innocent trapped amidst the
Goblints and condemned to sell theit wares, poison-
ous, gay-coloured fruit cnnd:mmng the eater to
eternal thirft for more.

But for London he would ngver have met her as
she was, never have loved her as he did, never have
- been copsumed by a desire that her death kad not
" deftroyed, a desire that fed on the energy of passion

: L ¢



.. = 1 ; F
f ' i
! 3
SHE I8 STILL HERE

conservéd -:lunn r his life of qmet rad colourless
living; on the, ‘l:ncrgy of romans. never before
tapped, on the ‘passion to exif. in and through
another iﬁhich had been '.}'aiting*. balked, so many
ars. [ |

But for London, and had he met her and re~cued
lﬁr in her innocence:and without her trade, he

.ould have loved her as a child.

As things were, it was hard to imagine what he
would do. One thng was sure, he would not
return to London.'

In getting that extra hundred pounds from
Mandelberg he was perhaps urged by this already
half-formed decision; yet he had told Selizs that' he
would be back in a few days,  *

~ But that was Anthonv, the evader of immediate
difficulties, the putter uff of unpleasantness and aéts
thit might give -pain to himself or others.

Yet there was one thing he could not put off, one
pain he could not escape from, like Laura who

With ||.|.nk:n. eyes and faded mouth
Dreamed of melons ; as a traveller sees -
2lse waves in desert drmlth
. - 'Wiﬂl ﬂ-ud.ﬂ of lr.:]-crnwned 1Teed N
And bumsth:th.irfﬁerinthtundl‘nlbm:e.
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SHAPTER XLIV
vmnﬂ.s VANITATUM

OxE morning a ncck or o later Sims, cnm:ng down
to breakiat, received a message from Macketts’
asking him to come at once as the gentleman
flaying there had been taken ill. i4

He .left hi. meal untafted and came. Sims,
calling a iew days before at e farm' in a friendly
way, had found Anthony out,but Mrs. Mackett
was in, and she had confided to him certain things
about Anthony that had §tirred her mind.

‘Mr Forrop wasn’t eatinig properly and had fallen
away from himsew. There were several letters from
Mrs. Har.op that had disturbed him ; she had been

asking when he was coming “ack. He had written '

to her that he was coming bac. in a few day, and
he had given Mrs. Mackett notice that he was
leaving. ot But,’ said he, ‘if anything should
happen to me here or later,’ said he, ‘ I'd look to
you to see one thing done for me,” he said ; * I wish
to be laid peside her in the churchyard’; and it’s
not only that, sir, but he’s always out and about,
not in sometimes till after .the doors ought to be
shut, and he don’t sleep as he ought, let alone eat.”

« He’s taking nothing to make him sleep # ¥
asked Sims.

“ Not that I know of, sir,” rephcd the woman.

“ Well,” said Sims, * keep an eye on him aad let

" me know if anything turns up.”
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And noéw hads'come this :Im.u _

Artived at thvz farm, he fotind th womsn wmmg
for 'him at the’ ever-open door.

“ Come up, please, sir,” }::d shie.

- Sims followed up the ﬂ;.ur#

Anthony was lying in his bed, his head halﬁ-sunk
in the pillows, his hard on the coverlet, the sheets
«early to his chin.

Sims took the hand, held it for a moment by thc
wriét and let'it fall. .

“ Oh, he must have died at lea§t half an hour
ago,” said he.

* He was breathing strange when I sent for you,
sir,” said she, * then he seemed to seitle wdecp.”

“Yes,” said Sims, ¢ he did. There’s na bottle
~about hcri: anywhere 1! He looked arr:.'-l:lnd bit
saw rml:hmg

** Wou don’t think he’s taken anything, sir 1

“ Taken anything—nonsense, nonsense! Heart
failure, that’s all. I examined him some time ago.
Now go down like a good soul and get me—get me
my bag I left in the car.

She went and the wise physician made a rapui
search of the room. When she returned with the
bag he opened it, and Yaving to take aomcthlng out
for form’s sake, he prc::duced a notebogk, in which
he scribbled someth '

“ And now there’s. nnthmg to be done,” said he,
> but to telagraph for the wife., It will be hard on

' I’ll see her when she con:res, and the ¢ertificate,
m]I be all right. I'll see to that. He wished to be
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buried here, y o said 1#{: other da}' ~well. it's better
s0, perhaps.”

“Yes,” said Mis. Mackett, “ they’d hettcr lay
mgcthcr ; it was her go'ng th:t h]lcd him, heart or
no heart—he’s near wore away.”

Slie pulied the sheet down to show the r:heﬂ:, and
Sims saw something held by the concealed hard
againét the heart that had broken.

It was a vanity bag.
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It was buried with him unopered, apd the
powder-puff and’ the hail-pin and the few artless
treasures that were hers are his for time ¢ serlasting

a8 he lies beside her, a £.ange pair of lovers indeed,
without epitaph or stine to mark their graves, -
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