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CHRISTOPHER

BOOK THE FIRST

CHAPTER I

WHEN Christopher was born nothing particular hap-

pened. A star may have danced, that is doubtful

;

that his mother cried is a fact beyond all dispute. Nothing

was quite ready for him in a world into which he ushered

himself somewhat unceremoniously. He was expected in

London, where arrangements for his comfortable reception

had been made by the excited ladies who were to become
his aunts—rooms taken in convenient, perhaps inevitable,

Ebury Street ; a doctor warned, a crinolined nurse prepared

at a moment's notice to move in, and await or take up her

interesting duties. But an unaccountable little boy, he

must needs take everyone by surprise in mid-ocean. He had
not even the excuse of a storm. The sea had never been

calmer. He wanted to see the world ? It was a beautiful

world that night. There was a moon for lovers—a path of

gold on the sea for lovers to have followed together in ex-

quisite fancy to the golden city whither it led. Lovers

—

married lovers maybe—should have stood side by side to

see it, where the lonely figure stood, pathetic in its weeds,

and pathetic for something else which was vaguely apparent

in the moonlight. It was the call of the beautiful world ?

Christopher all his life was to worship beauty. The wide

eyes looking out over the shining sea filled with sudden tears

—the first outward expression of a rush of feeling which was
temporarily to prove overwhelming. Pity then ? Sym-
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pathy ? Understanding ? Christopher's mother needed all

three. I think myself that she called him.

He was what his mother's maid, Trimmer, pressed by un-

toward circumstance into all sorts of duties which were to

have fallen to the lot of the crinolined lady waiting in London
—he was what Trimmer called a '' posthumious " child. The
word pleased and encouraged her. She spoke it frequently

and with unction, dwelling lingeringly, for euphonious

reasons, upon the syllable immediately before that with

which she had embellished it. Only less important than

Christopher himself was Trimmer that night. Trimmer,

indeed, leapt to the occasion after the first few moments of

natural dismay ; and, discovering unsuspected deeps of

motherly knowledge, held Christopher in such a way as

satisfied not only the ship's doctor, but the stewardess, many
times a mother herself, and even the Anglo-Indian ladies

whose " experience " entitled them to emphatic if kindly

opinions.
" A valuable life," said Trimmer, manipulating flannels in

workman-like manner ;
'' a more than usually valuable life

—

being posthumious."

The Anglo-Indian ladies, from whom in her weeds and
her sorrow Christopher's mother had kept somewhat apart

on the voyage, nodded sympathetically. Yes, indeed. Poor
young thing. It was terribly sad. With the stewardess they

pronounced Christopher a Beautiful baby—a statement

which, as everybody knows (everybody at least who has ever

seen the new-born young of man), can only have been rela-

tively true.

Trimmer, however, said proudly that he had every right

to be. They should have seen his father. There was a
beautiful gentleman—cut off, too, in his prime, you might
say, of life. It was 'eart-breaking. And look at her poor
mistress, his widow. There were looks for you. It would
have been surprising if the hero of the moment had not

inherited his share of good looks.

Thus it was that Christopher entered the world. Of his

arrival upon the agitated scene he has naturally no know-
ledge at first hand. Salt airs were the early breath of his
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little nostrils, salt airs with which were mingled all the subtle

fragrances of the ship : scents of tar and rope and oil and

wood, of metals even, with many fainter odours. The beat

of the engines was in his unrecording ears, with creakings,

trampings, flappings, and the pulsing rush of water. Trimmer,

bending over him in adoration, told him a dozen times a day

that he was Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep. His mother

had whispered it to him with a pleased smile, but when Trim-

mer's " That's just what I say 'm," told her that Trimmer

had been too quick for her, she frowned a Uttle, nor was she

heard to say it again. She gave it freely to Trimmer—with-

out frowning, that is—^when the repetitions of it promised

to be frequent.
*' Rocked," sang Trimmer, in a high soprano

—
" rocked in

the cradle of the deep," and rocked him in the cradle of her

capable arms. She smiled to him nodding, and at herself

shaking her head. To think, she said to herself, that she.

Miss Trimmer, if you please, should have come joyfully to

nursing—to nursing ! she !—after her expensive lessons in

hair-dressing, too ! She knew instinctively the change which

Christopher's advent was to make in her life. From the

moment when. . . No matter ! She only knew that she

couldn't stand aside now for anyone. What she didn't know
she would learn, and was ready for a fight if need be with

Christopher's mother. Her arms had been the first. . . . Could

she surrender their burden to any other under the sun ?

Still—in calmer moments—a nurse ! . . . when in her initial

advertisement she had been able to proclaim herself not only

an expert in hair-dressing, a good packer, but even a skilful

dressmaker ! A waste of talents if you considered ! Finally,

however, she always comforted herself with the reflection that

if she did change her vocation and caUing, as she intended to

do come what might, at least she had not married a native to

become the mother of a speckled or piebald family—^which

was the dire fate her friends had prophesied for her, when
affection for her young mistress induced her against all advice

to accompany that lady to India.

There was no fight. Christopher's mother, convalescent in

time and with her hair in two thick plaits—Trimmer's pride
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—which hung one over each shoulder, was indeed only too

glad. The doctor's admiration of Trimmer had been un-

bounded from the first. Her resource, her presence of mind,

her surprising efficiency !

" What do you want with nurses ? " he said. *' The
woman's a born nurse. I never was more amazed. Her
chignon

"

" Isn't it wonderful ? " said Christopher's mother. " It's

all on her head too—even the plait across the top—which,"

she added doubtfully, after a moment's pause

—

" which, I

suppose, I oughtn't to allow her to wear."
'' It hardly prepared me."
" She's a genius," said Mrs. Herrick. " I should never

persuade her."
" Talk to her. Tell her I know someone whom I can

thoroughly recommend."
" Do you ?

"

'' Oh, there's always someone to be found ! She won't like

the thought of parting with the young gentleman."

''I'll sound her," said Christopher's mother.

But when it came to the point it was Trimmer who
" sounded " Christopher's mother.

" I'm sure I hope it won't hurt him," said Trimmer sud-

denly, out of a silence. She was at work in Mrs. Herrick's

cabin, altering something of her mistress's
—

" altering back "

(to be explicit) in her own significant phrase. Her needle

flew to and fro through black materials, and her ornate head

bobbed with the movements of her deft fingers.

Mrs. Herrick, who was occupied with her own thoughts,

watched her for some moments without speaking. She was
considering, indeed, how best to approach the perplexing

subject. The masterly composition of Trimmer's handsome
chignon to which the doctor had alluded, to say nothing of

the exquisite and becoming precision of her own two plaits,

the reflection of which she contemplated from time to time

in a looking-glass so placed that she could see herself, as for

the first time she sat up, propped and stayed by many pillows,

arrested again and again the words hesitating on her lips.

It was preposterous to think that Trimmer would consent

—
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capable, thoughtful Trimmer, who had thought even of the

looking-glass ! Preposterous ! She should have a nursery

maid, of course—French or German, as the case might be, in

the interests of Christopher's baby education—but it was not

to be expected that Trimmer with her gifts and qualifica-

tions would ever listen. She was a Superior Lady's Maid.

Lady's Maid was written all over her.

" It's said to spoil their tempers," said Trimmer. She bent

closer over her sewing and bit a thread.

"What spoils whose tempers?" said Mrs. Herrick.

Trimmer re-threaded her needle before answering. She
always sewed without making a knot at the end of her cotton.

The second stitch secured the first. Mrs. Herrick, who, on
pain of making half a dozen such stitches futile, always had
to make a knot, looked on interested, thoughts humming
none the less at the back of her brain. There was something

soothing in the rhythmic passage of the thread. Presently

she really must rouse herself to speak—screw herself even to

the point. The doctor said she was to do nothing but rest.

She wasn't exactly tired now that she was up. It was very

pleasant to lean back amongst her pillows and listen to the

passing of the thread through the silk. There was something
that Trimmer paused now and then to do with the point of

the needle. It was to tuck in any rough edge or loose end.

How skilfully she did it

!

" Babies," said Trimmer shortly. " Handing them on
from one to another."

Mrs. Herrick heard the words when they were some moments
old.

'* I expect you'll be rather anxious 'ni," Trimmer proceeded
without looking up. " I should be, I know, if he was mine.
It'd be a pity if he fretted. He's so plump."

Mrs. Herrick looked at Christopher—or at where Chris-

topher lay. He himself was invisible amid the many filmy

things which covered him.
" Perhaps she'll be cross to him too. You never can tell

when they're out of sight. I once saw a nurse shake a child

in Kensington Gardens till it was blue in the face. Nurses
ought to have numbers like cabmen. If she'd had one I'd



6 CHRISTOPHER

have taken it, I know. As it was, all I could do was to give

her a look. A look, I admit 'm, I did give her. I've often

wondered since whether the poor child died of convulsions."
" Trimmer, don't," implored Mrs. Herrick.
" It'd be bound to tell in the long run—tell upon the poor

long-suffering child, I mean. It couldn't tell. And a lady

where I lived once
"

" If it's anything dreadful don't tell me."
" It was only a whipping she saw 'm—also in Kensington

Gardens. A very favourite place for such things. She followed

the nurse home and reported her, but, would you believe 'm,

got no thanks for her trouble. It passes compre'ension."

In those days even ladies' maids dropped an occasional H.
" You see, you never could be quite quite sure, could you ?

Of course "—Trimmer shook up the work in her lap and
looked for her scissors

—
" of course, I hope you'd be fortunate

and find someone you really felt you could trust. But I can

quite understand how anxious it'll make you."
" I lie awake at night thinking of it," said Christopher's

mother. She looked at Trimmer, wondering whereto all this

might tend. She couldn't be going to propose that she,

Trimmer . . . !

" I was thinking 'm how would it be if I
"

' " You !
" said Mrs. Herrick.

" For—for a bit, you know 'm. Just till we could see how
we got along."

" But could you " began Mrs. Herrick, and did not

mean to question Trimmer's ability, but her willingness.

A deprecating, " Could you bring yourself to think of such a

thing ? " would more aptly have expressed her thought.

Trimmer prepared to iDristle. " Considering the emer-

gency," she said, " we haven't done so badly."
" Oh, Trimmer," said Mrs. Herrick, " you've done beauti-

fully. I don't know what 1 should have done without you."
'* Of course, I know," said Trimmer, " that the ladies have

probably been looking for somebody for you in London."
" They won't engage anyone till I've seen her. Trimmer,

could you ? " said Mrs. Herrick again. This time she meant
" Would you ?

"
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"I'm one of a large family/' said Trimmer, mollified but

still misunderstanding. " It isn't as if I hadn't had to do

with babies before this. There was always a baby of some
sort at home."

*' I don't mean that," cried Mrs. Herrick. " I meant—you

. . . my maid, you know."
" Oh," said Trimmer, " I could easily make time to do the

little I do for you. There isn't so very much—except, of

course, your hair—for you're not like some ladies who won't

so much as lift a hand to help their petticoats over their

heads 'm. Why, as it is, you put on your own stockings 'm,

which indeed is not right. I've often and often asked myself,
' What am I here for ?

'—it's not right 'm, it's not indeed,"

Trimmer shook her head. "So I'm sure we could manage.

And when I think of his going from me to a stranger, and
perhaps being shaken in Kensington Gardens

"

" Oh, Trimmer, would you. ..." said Christopher's

mother.

Thus Trimmer reached the parting of the ways and chose

the lower path, which was yet, maybe, the higher, for Chris-

topher. And thus to the making of Christopher was contri-

buted Trimmer with all that Trimmer represented. Was he

grateful for the sacrifice ? He knew no more of it than of the

salt airs in his little nostrils, the sounds of the ship and the

sea in his little ears, or the giant cradle itself in which he was
said to be rocked. Many things that he knew not of went,

however, to his making.



CHAPTER II

BUT presently everything made for wonder.

Long before that, of course, there came the day—he

was in Ebury Street then—when he was seen, and was said,

to take " notice." The saying may or may not have come
before the seeing. Serapliic smiles thenceforward broke over

his little face, for the magical appearing of which all sorts of

causes were assigned by those who observed them. Everybody
at such moments knew quite well, it seemed, what Christopher

was thinking. He was thinking that he would like your

watch (to put into his mouth, it was probable !), or the

lamp—for the same purpose, perhaps—or the handle of your

umbrella. Or it was because he knew you quite well—or his

guardian angel had touched him ever so lightly with the tip

of a sheltering wing. Trimmer, causes and reasons apart,

said that she, bless you, could always make him smile. His

mother said she could. His aunts said No, they could. It

became plain in time that almost anyone could, for he was a

healthy and so a happy little boy ; but there were rivalries

notwithstanding. None of these things mattered to Christo-

pher. He " took notice," it is true, but he didn't know that

he did till many, many months were past. Then things and

people began to sort themselves out for him. Very early

recollections in after years were of the crefe upon his mother's

dresses, of the hard beads on the bosom of a certain dress of

Trimmer's, which even made a visible impression upon his

little flushed cheeks when he went to sleep against them

;

and notably, though considerably later, it is to be hoped, in

the interests of his little digestion, of the smell of his first

dried fig—the smell of the whole box, rather, from which it was

taken. The figs helped to scent the cupboard where they

were kept. Other wonderful things were kept there too,

8
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each with its own mysterious fragrance—such as candles,

soap, sugar, tea in a canister with pictures of Chinamen in

pig-tails upon it, jams in labelled pots, coffee-berries, spices ;

but whether or not the pleasant smell of the figs was dominant
in the medley of agreeable essences which made up the

atmosphere of the delectable cupboard, certain it is that the

smell of figs thenceforward had the power of recalling all the

rest to him. This cupboard was known as the Store-room at

Granny Oxeter's, and Granny Oxeter was known as Granny
Oxeter to distinguish her from Christopher's other grand-

mother. Grandmamma Herrick—with whom it would yet

have been impossible to confuse her, so abidingly separate

were these two good ladies the one from the other. Even
Christopher, an intrepid little boy in his early years, would
not have dared to call his paternal grandmother Granny.
There was Granny Oxeter, but there was Grandmamma
Herrick.

" Which is most my grandmother ? " was a question put by
Christopher much later on—when, in fact, he was about five

years old.

" Darling, they're both your grandmothers. What a lucky

httle boy to have two !

"

" But which is most ? " persisted Christopher. " I think

Granny Oxeter is."

"So do I," said Christopher's mother—though she went
back on this almost as soon as it was spoken. God forbid

that she should put her own mother before the boy's father's.

She had a tender conscience.

The scent of the first fig, then, at Granny Oxeter's took its

important place amongst Christopher's young impressions.

In after years he did not always trace fleeting sensations to

their source, but, if he had been able to do so, he would have
found that at a certain dinner-party some thirty years later,

the sudden interposition between him and his partner of a pair

of long ear-rings, such as it had been his grandmother's
habit to wear, was directly attributable to the presence of a
fig on his plate. His mind was forming itself with his body.

Were the two really separate things ? As he went through

the process of a growing which marked itself outwardly in the
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outspanning and casting of young clothes, he was storing

impressions as a bee stores honey.

The nursery as well as the store-room cupboard contributed

its quota. Everything contributed ; night as well as day.

There were misty early things of which one was the leaning

over his cot of unfamiUar faces—^which turned, upon solemn

consideration, into the loving faces he knew best : his mother's,

Trimmer's, one and another of the servants', his adoring Aunt
Laura's or Aunt Catherine's. Or slumber compact of pleasant

dreams would hold him, flushing his Httle cheeks for those

who saw—when, on an instant, what ? The falling of some-

thing in the nursery, or of a star from heaven to crush him,

and for a moment or an eternity, terrors unspeakable, things

grown monstrous confronting him, weights insupportable

holding him down, distances immeasurable between him
and succour. Help for him ! Oh, help, mercy, pity for a

little lost boy !—not these words, of course, nor any words ;

an inarticulate cry, the cry in the night. Then, for him, the

hurried bobbing of an approaching light from the day nursery

where Trimmer sat reading or working, and, as often as not,

his mother or even one of his aunts.
'' What is it, my darling ?

"

Tears—he himself was conscious of them—on the flushed

cheeks.
" What's the matter, my little boy ? Tell Mother

"

or Trimmer or Aunt Laura, as the case might be. '' Did
something frighten you ? What was it ?

"

Blinking frightened eyes, for those who saw, and a puckered

forehead. For himself, bewilderment, effort, albeit with

comfort.
" I—thought "

Strain unimaginable to express what he had thought

!

"What, my precious? Can't you tell me? There,

it's all right, my little boy. Don't try if it bother

you."

But he had to try, while Mother or Trimmer or Aunt Laura

essayed to follow.

" Yes. Oh, enormous was it ? As big as—as the house ?

Bigger than the house ? As the church ? Like a great big
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orange ? And quite, quite near, and dreadfully far too ? How
could that be ? What is it, my darling ?

"

Mother or Trimmer or Aunt Laura had not understood.

It was quite, quite near—" like when you put your nose

against someone else's " (Christopher's " grammar," not his

mother's
!
),

" and look into their eyes "—and it was far off too.

And it was bigger than the church—bigger than anything

Christopher had ever seen, only he couldn't think of anything

bigger than the church—and heavier than the world or

Granny Oxeter's great big Bible, which only Granny Oxeter's

Robert with the gold buttons could lift. Why couldn't

Mother or Trimmer or Aunt Laura understand ?

But look, said the comforting voice, it was quite gone now,

whatever it was. He was safe in his cot with the brass rails,

and there were the pictures of Cinderella and Little Red Riding

Hood and the Three Bears. And loving arms were round

him, and the recollection of his terrors fading and his gulping

sobs ceasing. Mother (it was his mother on one particular

occasion which stood out somehow from the rest, and not

Trimmer, who was perhaps at her supper when her mistress

had stolen up to see him, nor his Aunt Laura, who for the

same purpose was always slipping away from the room

downstairs, which was known as the Droing-room)—Mother

would stay with him till he was asleep again. Yes, promise !

Till he was quite asleep. And she would sing to him. Yes,

first " A Uttle ship was on the sea, it was a pretty sight," and

then " Lord Lovel and Lady Ancebel." Yes, the whole of it

—

even if he was asleep before the last verse. . . .

A voice singing softly—singing, as it were, under its breath,

and for Christopher alone—was heard then in the night

nursery, chasing fears away, and spreading a gentle calm that

lapped him round like tiny waves of the sea.

*'
' Oh, that's a long time, Lord Lovel,' she said,

* To leave a fair lady alone
'

"

The voice faltered. Christopher felt the hand removed

from his head for a moment.
" Mummy ?

"

" Yes, darling."
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"I'm not asleep—quite."

The hand went back. It held somethir'^ then which had

been fumbled for without any actual break in the singing.

Christopher, with eyes tight closed, wondered why. But tlie

handkerchief seemed like part of the hand, and he felt quite

safe and sighed contentedly.

** * And so it is Lady Ancebel,

But I must needs be going.'"

The voice, threading the verses on a slender string of

melody, grew further and further off. Christopher heard about

the milk-white steed, and *' Adown, adown, adown, adown,"

and was conscious of the approach of the line which to Mrs.

Herrick always seemed to have too many feet. At " a branch

of sweetbriar," he tried, with a vague intention of announcing

that he was still awake, to say Mummy once more, but the

word would not come, and the last verse of all mingled itself

with new and happy dreams :

"They grew till they grew to the top of the church,

And when they could grow no higher

They grew into a true lover's knot,

And so they were joined together."

The singer's head sank on to the brass rail of the cot, and

if Christopher had not then been far away in the land of

happy dreams, he must have added another impression to his

store.

Morning and the terrors of the night forgotten. The sun

would pour in through chinks at the nursery window. A
host of impressions then, a mind active beyond control.

Might he get up now ? He was to be good and go to sleep

again. Now might he get up ? Well, now might he ?

" No, Master Christopher. Not yet, there's a dear. Your
mamma won't be ready for you for hours." Such a drowsy

voice Trimmer's in the morning !
" Hours and hours. Try

to sleep a little longer."

Christopher would try—or rather he would not try, but

would lie still looking at the pattern on the wall-paper. There
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were stiff flowers upon it and, at regular intervals, a bird

flying after a butterfly. Christopher wondered if the butterfly

was ever caught. It was always at exactly the same distance

from the bird—except in one place, where a join in the paper

brought six butterflies quite near to six birds. But even here

not one butterfly was caught.

It was often " quite light " in the morning when Christopher

woke, because^n what were known as furnished houses

—

curtains did not always fit the windows exactly, but left

gaps at each side through which the sun streamed in wonderful

beams in which floated all sorts of things. Christopher could

not see the marvellous dance of the motes from his little bed,

but he had seen it and he knew exactly what it was like

—

how they turned and twisted and became silver or gold for a

moment as the light struck them, or blue or red or green, and

how they chased each other or got out of each other's way, or

rose or fell, and how, if you watched one as you watch a

snowflake, it was certain to roll out of the sunbeam altogether

and disappear.

Wlien would Trimmer let him get up ? Out of doors

everything was awake. There were always nice noises to be

heard in the morning. The people next door kept poultry,

and one or another of the hens was generally clucking. That

meant that she had laid an egg for somebody's breakfast.

She clucked so much sometimes that Christopher was quite

sure she must have laid two—perhaps more. Perhaps he

would have an egg for his breakfast himself. He had a whole

egg now, and either dipped long strips of bread-and-butter

into it, or had it broken up into a cup, which was equally

delicious. He could remember the time when, at grown-up

breakfast at Granny Oxeter's, he used to be given the top of

one for a treat.

" Can I have the top of your egg, Granny Oxeter ?
"

" DarHng, ssh !
" from his mother to him, and, to his

grandmother, " You mustn't let him bother you."

Granny Oxeter always let him bother her—only she said he

didn't bother her. She was certainly, as he came to think,

more his grandmother than Grandmamma Herrick, who, even

when he was quite good (and hardly fidgeting at all), used
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somehow—by looking in his direction over her spectacles,

it is probable—to let it be felt that he did.

" Christopher," Grandmamma Herrick would say, " would

you like a penny ?
"

" Yes, please."
" Then see if you can keep perfectly still for five minutes.

Without opening your lips, remember. Without moving

your Uttle finger."

Well, you had to find out when the five minutes were up.

That was why you had to say, " Now is it five ? " and " Now
is it ?" at intervals. Would it ever be ? And when at last it

really was time and you were near to bursting point from

holding your breath perhaps in the frenzied effort of keeping

still, you were told you had spoken.

Oh, not really spoken, only asked !

And you had moved.
" But not my little finger. Only "—you were near to

protestant tears then
—

*' only my foot."

A desperately hardly earned penny you see when you got

it ; so that once, greatly daring, in answer to his grand-

mother's question Christopher said boldly, " Not—not if

I've got to earn it, please "—and most surprisingly got

sixpence ! His first lesson in the efficacy of grasping your

nettle.

Granny Oxeter's pennies, on the other hand, never had to be

worked for. They were new, moreover (
" gold !

"
), and

just given to you for nothing. They came from a little

knitted bag shaped like a jug, which lived in a drawer in a

writing-table in Granny Oxeter's room. An enchanting

ceremony the unearthing of the penny ! First Granny
Oxeter's keys had to be found, and they lived in a little

basket which held letters and string. Then one particular

bunch had to be chosen out of several to the accompaniment

of a jingling that was music to excited young ears. Not that

one, nor that, nor that. This—stay, no, those were the keys

of her wardrobe. Here we were. Here we were at last.

Then one particular key on that particular bunch. Christo-

pher's excitement could scarcely contain itself while the key

was being fitted to the lock. Click ! Then the wonderful
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thing of all : the rolling up of the top of the desk which,

disappearing as it did, seemed to be swallowed by the desk

itself. This part of the proceedings had always to be repeated

for Christopher's benefit.

" Let me, Granny Oxeter," and Granny Oxeter always
" let " Christopher.

Then the opening of the little drawer, which fitted so closely

that when you closed it, it sent out a little puff of wind. Then
the knitted jug. Then in your eager little hands the gold

penny. Christopher could remember the day when he was
asked which he would rather have, a shilling or the penny,

and chose the penny for its size and its shining. Never were

such pennies as came from the knitted jug at Granny Oxeter's.

Impressions ! Impressions ! Each one indelible and fitting

into its place, there to lie till this or that should call for it

and turn it into a memory or memories. Christopher's mind
was itself a desk and a store-room.

There were wonderful walks. There were shoppings.

There were people called visitors to whom, in very early daj^s,

he was told to give his right hand. At Cheltenham, where
Granny Oxeter lived, and the first few years of his life were
spent, some of these people came in Bath chairs. There was
a ritual for Bath chairs. The Bath chairman drew the chair

up to the doorstep, and then turned the " handle " round to

prevent the chair from running away. After doing this and
receiving directions, he rang the bell. While he was waiting

for the door to be opened, the visitor gave himmore directions.

If the answer was " Not at home," an eager or a disappointed

card-case came into requisition ; and then the chairman,

having turned the " handle " round again and walked back-

wards for a few steps, would resume his natural position and
draw the Bath chair out of sight. If, on the other hand,
Christopher's mother was at home and the visitor ** got in,"

the Bath chairman, when the door had closed behind his

employer, drew a pipe from his pocket and seated himself on
the " floor " of the chair, there to await her return.

The ritual was always the same. Christopher, an interested

little boy, would watch all this when he could from behind
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the curtains of the dining-room window, or any other coign of

vantage.

He would be sent for or not, as the case might be, to give

his right hand and submit perhaps to being kissed, which he

hated. The soft warm smell of sealskin was intimately

associated with visitors.

Life was absorbing. Everything that caught Christopher's

attention held it.

" Come along. Master Christopher," Trimmer would say a

dozen times in the course of any walk.

But Christopher had to see more of whatever it was that

enchained him—the house-painter plying his flat brush, or the

chairs-to-mend man interlacing his strips of split cane to a
familiar pattern, or the knife-grinder striking sparks from his

wheel. Everything made for wonder. Like the Bath chair-

man, Christopher often walked backwards.



CHAPTER III

PRESENTLY the scene shifted from Cheltenham, from

England even, and at Boulogne, where things were yet

more wonderful, though there were still Bath chairs and

Bath chairmen, house-painters and knife-grinders, Christopher

found himself storing French impressions for the English.

The circumstances which led to the change were not at the

time very clear to him. They were associated in his mind
with a period of red eyes in the family. From the morning,

when, out of the blue, shot his Aunt Laura with white lips,

a pocket-handkerchief, and an open letter, to blanch the face

of his mother, everybody for a time had a tendency to tears.

People wept more readily in those days, Christopher came to

think—jumped to dire conclusions, imagined the worst,

permitted if indeed they did not encourage scenes. Granny
Oxeter, however, so much he gathered before he was sent out

of the room, was ** ruined," whatever that might mean. It

drew a cry from his mother, who, as she clasped her hands,

dropped the Mayor's Spelling from which (at *' The Cat Ate

the Rat ") she was teaching him to read, '* pointing " as she

did so, with one of her knitting-needles. The needle travelled

patiently along the line as Christopher read or palpably

guessed.
" You're guessing, Christopher."
" No, I'm not."
" Then what comes before D ?

"

" Wrong."
" M—for mouse."
" You're not attending."

Christopher upon this occasion had only reversed the order

of the letters once—just reversed them, to the effect of making

c 17
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the Rat eat the Cat, which his mother, with her rare but not

infrequent laugh, was in the act of pointing out to be impos-

sible, when his Aunt Laura had burst in unannounced.
*' Laura dear !

" said his mother, alarmed as she saw her.

" Laura dear. ..."
"Look at this. He's absconded—disappeared. Mr. Grindle.

We're Poor Mamma's ruined !

"

His mother's cry, together with the fall of the Mavor, sent

Christopher's heart to his mouth, where, however, in the

interest and excitement of the moment, it did not remain

long. He observed (somehow to his satisfaction) that his

Aunt Laura's hat was quite on one side and that she had
buttoned her out-of-door jacket up " wrong "—the whole

way up. A tidy little boy even at a crisis, he pointed these

things out, but neither his aunt nor his mother heeded him.
" Ruined !

" said his mother.
" Ruined," said his Aunt Laura. " He's bolted. No one

knows where. It's been going on for years, it seems. They
^What a scoundrel ! Poor Mamma. Oh !

" She broke off.

" Christopher dear ! I oughtn't—I—my dear, I didn't see

you !

"

She looked significantly at her sister and applied herself

to her pocket-handkerchief.
'^ Run away, darling," said Christopher's mother.

Christopher began to beg to be allowed to stay. He would

be quite quiet—not any trouble. He did want to know so

much who Mr. Grindle was and why he had bolted. But his

mother was firm, and, howsoever reluctantly, he had to go.

At the door he was called back—at his aunt's suggestion, he

fancied—to be told not to say anything of what he had heard

to anybody. So he couldn't even tell Trimmer. Impossible

with a whirling brain to keep absolute silence. He had at

least to ask what the word meant.
" What does it mean. Trimmer, when someone is ruined ?

"

" Ruined ? " said Trimmer. " How do you mean ?
"

" When somebody's ruined," said Christopher again. How
to express it without naming his grandmother !

*' When

—

when a lady is ruined."

''Ruined!"
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Trimmer straightened her back.
" Good gracious, Master Christopher! I can't think where

you hear such words."

That was the beginning of the time of red eyes. There was

a coming and a going between the two houses. There were

better days and worse days. Things were not as bad as had

been feared at first. Things were as bad as they could be.

There were family discussions, from which, to his disgust,

Christopher was rigorously excluded. He managed to hear

a word here and there all the same. However careful they

were to send him out of the room, he heard some things. He
was very sharp, you see. He was also a Little Pitcher. Some-

one called Poor Mr. Aggot was doing all in his power to save

the ship. What ship ? Poor Mr. Aggot, as we may guess if

Christopher couldn't, was the absconding Mr. Grindle's

partner. He, it appeared, had been left to bear the " brunt
"

of a Very Bad Business.
" What's brunt ? " asked Christopher, half expecting (half

hoping even) to hear that it too came under the head of Such

Words.

Trimmer, of course, was not long kept in ignorance of what
it was that had happened. She contributed willingly her

share of red eyes ; willingly—with alacrity even. Mrs. Her-

rick's fortunes were involved in those of her mother, and in

the very dark days, when least seemed likely to be saved out

of the wreck, Trimmer in the role of confidante and adviser

was comfort unspeakable.
" We shall aU manage 'm, you'll see, and if it was to come

to one servant
"

"Oh, Trimmer!" said Christopher's mother.
" I would," said Trimmer with streaming eyes, " wages

or no wages."

It was not, however, as bad as all that. It amounted to

no more in the end than the giving up on the part of Granny
Oxeter of the big house at Cheltenham with its expensive

staff of servants, in exchange for comparative retirement,

and retrenchment only more or less positive, at Bou-
logne. Brussels was mooted, Bruges discussed, Boulogne

chosen. Thither Mrs. Herrick followed her mother and sisters.
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" Afford," none the less, was a word which, in connection

with a negative, took its place amongst household words in

the vocabularies of the two families. Christopher had not

so many toys or even (quite) so many pennies, and Granny
Oxeter had no longer any Roberts with gold buttons to answer

bells and to lift the big Bible. These things did not matter.

What " mattered " was the enchantment of the new life.

New sights, new sounds, and the sea ! Values relatively far

more important in the sentimental education of impression-

able Christopher.

This education proceeded. It had nothing to do with

lessons, and was indeed unending. It took in everything that

happened, everything there was—more than was " dreamed

of " in his own or anyone else's " philosophy." Earth and
sky and sea had a part in it, nature animate and inanimate,

with good and evil too, various kinds of food, wholesome and

unwholesome, a great deal of pleasure, and something, it is to

be supposed, of pain. Undecipherable many of the writings

upon the page so lately blank—crossed and recrossed as his

Aunt Laura's economical letters to England.

Enthralling the new Hfe ! Christopher went from one

delight to the next. Trimmer's " Come along. Master Chris-

topher," pointed the crowded hours. A companion indulgent

enough in other respects, she lacked the capacity to loiter.

Christopher wondered at anyone who could even want to

move on when men were mending the road—an operation

he himself could have watched for ever. Didn't grown-up

people ever want to see how things were done ? Were the

sight and sound of the man's soft digging in the sand with a

short-handled tool which was half hammer, half pickaxe,

nothing to them ? Look, he had made the hole now and was
lifting the big cube of stone—which in shape and size reminded

Christopher of a loaf of English household bread. He was
tossing it now to get it into position to fit squarely with its

fellows . . . had thrown it deftly into the place he had pre-

pared for it, and, with the " hammer end " of his implement

was giving it the ringing blows which were somehow as music

in Christopher's ears. Trimmer could withstand even this.

When she had started to walk to the sands or the ramparts,
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or what the Enghsh nurses all called the Petty Zarb or the

Petty Zarber, she wanted to get there though skies fell

(if it was not in rain that they fell !) or roads were mended, to

distraction. She said, " Come along, Master Christopher,"

even when floury half-naked men at the baker's took in the

long, split, sweet-smelling logs for the fires which heated their

ovens. The wood, one side of it still with its bark, the other,

lined, splintery, and showing here and there a warm brown
knot in the mellow grain, was thrown lengthways down
through the opening of the cellar door to the bare arms ready

to receive it. Christopher could understand being told to

stand back, because if he stood too near the edge, he would
be in danger of falling himself with the wood into the yawn-
ing cellar, but . . . not to want to see ! It was the same with

the iron " fountains " in the streets. Trimmer never wanted
to see them splash. The same with the enthralling French
gutters, into which smelly soapy water was always being

emptied for his delight. He was not encouraged to watch
the empty claws of a crab, or bits of paper, or potato-peel,

speeding on a soapy flood down the Grande Rue, or the Rue
des Vieillards, to the first fragrant sink gaping to receive

them. In after years any sudden rush of water recalled to

Christopher the engrossing gutters of Boulogne with the blue

of the racing flood, and the look of the gaping sinks.

" Faugh! " said EngUsh Trimmer. '* Come along. Master
Christopher."

It was not till many years after that he realised the

truth, and even then he did not gauge it completely.

Trimmer did not see what he saw ; his mother did not, or

saw but in part ; most people did not. It took all his school

days to teach him that. It took his early manhood to tell

him why.

Is the bird-shop still on the Port where the parrots screeched,

and the canaries sang and flew from perch to wire, from wire

to perch or floor or swing, while the love-birds kissed and the

avadavats huddled together twenty in a row ? Christopher

made friends with a dog or two in a cage, and played with

many imprisoned kittens. It was here, perhaps, that Trimmer
had longest to wait on the daily walk to the sands. Oh, do
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stop a minute, Trimmer ! Well, well, well ! Bless the boy.

What was it now ? On a memorable day " it " came to a

head. Might he have something alive of his own ? A puppy.

Impossible. A bird then ? Come along, Master Christopher.

Might he ? Why mightn't he ? Might he ? It chanced, for

his argument, that there was an empty birdcage in the

furnished house which his mother had taken. Just to put

into that. Why mightn't he ? Why, after all, something in

Trimmer's aspect seemed suddenly to say, why after all

mightn't he ? He might then ! It was a comparatively early

franc of his treasured French money which bought him his

linnet. He carried it home in excitement unspeakable, and
—of all things !—a paper bag ! His heart misgiving him by
reason of the captive's crackly and rustling fiutterings, he

was ineffably comforted to learn—not only from Trimmer at

the time, but also from his all-wise mother afterwards—that

to have yielded to a self-sacrificing impulse, which prompted
him there and then to let it go, instead of consigning it to the

cage for which it had been bought, would have availed the poor

thing nothing. Why ? The other birds would only have

pecked it to pieces. Why would they ? Neither Christopher's

mother nor Trimmer could tell him. Their answer was
suspiciously like '' Because they would," but Christopher ab-

solved was Christopher satisfied. Contented Christopher then

with a caged bird and a clear conscience ! Contented Trim-

mer who maybe thought thus to have drawn the fangs of the

bird-shop ! If Trimmer, however, who upon her own respon-

sibility had sanctioned a purchase the trouble and care of

which must necessarily fall upon herself—if Trimmer, I say,

really had any such hope, she did not know little boys or know
Christopher. The bird-shop not only remained the bird-shop,

but became the Bird-shop where Christopher had Bought his

Linnet.

The sun shone and the breezes blew and the rain fell upon
these early days, while everywhere, to stir the young imagi-

nation, was the smell of the sea. It met you in the breeze

that set everything flapping. Drying nets, brown as autumn
leaves, held it in essence. Sou'westers in a shop window,
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yellow oilskin coats, sea boots, or pulleys, ropes, sail-cloth,

fishing-tackle, suggested it even in the upper town. Beyond
the Port were mysterious regions more sea-fraught still

—

dim places comprehensively known as Back Streets, never,

for fear of something called Infection, to be explored, seldom

entered—never, except on the dullest outskirts, when, in

full summer, the sun on the Port made the shade of them
grateful to the discreet and unenterprising guardians of the

young, who, else, had kept them rigorously upon an Index

of their own compihng. Somewhere in this mysterious region,

and in regions more mysterious still, lived the fishing com-

munity—the comely men with ruddy faces and rings in their

ears, the lithe and buxom women, the clip-clap of whose

wooden shoes upon the pavement filled the whole of the lower

town with undying music.

A little boy with eyes, ears, and nostrils, could not be dull.

Reading was still without tears, and Mrs. Herrick's knitting-

needle traced its appointed course daily across the page of

Mavor, with occasional excursions to those of a book in a

blue cover paradoxically called the His-to-ry of the Rob-ins

in Words of One Syl-la-ble, but the time so spent was more
grudged than at Cheltenham. It was difficult to " attend

"

when he knew that while he wasted the precious moments
indoors, the black-funnelled London boat was being unloaded

in the harbour, where a crane was hoisting great bales on to

the quay—^perhaps even horses ! Oh, when it was horses !

No " Come along, Master Christopher " would get Master

Christopher then ! Even superior Trimmer had to be inte-

rested. Down dipped the chain, paid out from the " reel
"

in the little black house. The great hook was adjusted,

gripped . . . rattle, rattle, rattle, in the little black house,

and the horse-box with its terrified occupant was rising,

rising, poised : a pause then ; click, click, and the little black

house was turning on its oiled pivot, while its freight, snorting,

trembling, panic-stricken, swung out in mid-air ; another

pause ; click, rattle, rattle, rattle, and horse-box and horse

were ashore ! Many a remonstrant " You're not attending,

Christopher," was attributable to the seduction of memories
of such supreme happenings as these. Or the cry of the
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shrimp-sellers would be heard under the window. Was it

possible to attend to the Cat and the Rat when Amelie down-

stairs, like the Betty or Molly of one of Wheatley's Cries of

London, seven of which surprisingly hung in the " furnished
"

French dining-room, was perhaps even then going to the door

with a dish or a bowl in one hand and money in the other to

buy ? For amongst the shrimps would be baby fish to en-

chant him—little plaice the size of a five-franc piece, little

crabs the size of anything at all from a pin's head to an Albert

biscuit, tiny soles and Heaven knows what else of live wonder
for that salt-and-water mortuary known as his Aquarium.

Or perhaps it was the mackerel-cry which came to him from

the street, gratefully to disturb him, or the pleasant sing-

song cry of the coal, or only, maybe, fugitive thoughts of the

sea and the sun and the quays and the gutters.



CHAPTER IV

WONDERFUL things happened at Boulogne : twice

a year a fair with merry-go-rounds, and fat ladies,

and a cow with an arm, and a child with four legs, and Tom-
bolas, and gingerbread, and everything else of horror and
delight—of this and of these, later ; once a year the Carnival,

when Christopher himself was allowed to wear a mask—to

add for all time (and nothing else perhaps) the hot cardboardy
smell of masks to his enthralling collection of impressions

;

once a year the festival of St. Nicolas, the French Santa
Claus ; and, once for all, the War. Then for a time went
everything else to the wall, and Christopher was filled with
martial ardour.

The town was filled with excitement. Rumour danced to

fact. It was to be ; it was not to be. Was it to be ? It was ;

and was presently war in being. The Marseillaise was in

the air. Workmen sang it, clerks, students, schoolboys.

Christopher sang it, drumming on the panes of the nursery

window, and discarded his most treasured toys for soldiers :

"Aux armes, citoyens !

Formez vos bataillons !

Marchons, marchons "

" You'll break the window. Master Christopher." But
even Trimmer hummed it, and went so far upon occasion as

to wrestle with the words. " Le jour de glwore est arrivay."

The Marseillaise for " Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep "
!

" Gloire, Trimmer, not glwore."
** Glwah," amended Trimmer. " Le jour de glwah."
" It isn't quite," said Christopher. " Can't you hear the

difference ? Listen when I say it. Gloire."

But Trimmer had seen it spelt.

25
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*' Well, it isn't glwore," said Christopher, " and it isn't glaw

either—yes, you did. You said Le jour de glaw (it isn't con-

tradicting when you're teaching a person)—and besides, ask

Mother."

Mrs. Herrick did not sing it much. It was a revolutionary

song, she said. The song of the Guillotine really. But the

melody held her for all that. She sang it less as time went
on and events took their course. Had the day of glory really

come—for France ? Had it, when presently flimsy Depcches

were yelled in the streets, and the people ran out to buy news
of victories which had not taken place ? Would Christopher's

father have sung it ? There were French people even who
shook their heads.

But it was a time for little boys to feel martial. Christopher

longed for the Carnival that he might dress up as a soldier

—a Zouave for choice. As he w^alked beside his mother or

Trimmer on the ramparts, he defended Boulogne against

the Prussians. It was the old town, of course, which must be

besieged—what use else the ramparts ?—and in imagination

(the ramparts being there for nothing else) he pushed the

scaling Prussian from their walls—walls on which, unless he

was held firmly by his mother's or Trimmer's hand, he was
forbidden even to think of walking.

" If you slipped you would be dashed to pieces."
" How many pieces ?

"

** A thousand," said Christopher's mother.

So for every Prussian he pushed from them there lay a

thousand pieces of Prussian on the sloping gardens below.

Christopher sang the Marseillaise, but—a tidy little boy
as we know—paused in his slaughter.

Still ramparts were ramparts, and there were " miles " of

them—the whole of the old town within ; the Cathedral,

streets, squares. Defences and things to defend. Mysterious

stone stairs, with shining iron rails worn to slipperiness by
countless hands living and dead, led to silent places where

quite a different life was lived from that of the busy town
outside. A priest would pass with his book ; many little old

women in black. Seclusion, secrecy, mystery, everywhere.

What went on behind the shuttered windows and the white-
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washed walls ? A house or two on the inner side were almost

built into the ramparts themselves. There were suggestions

of hidden gardens. Lilac in the spring would peep over a

wall. Someone would pass in or out with a key. There were

monasteries here and convents. Nuns with moving lips sped

silently through sheltered streets. There were old men with

coughs and snuff. A sunny day would bring strange people

from strange lairs. The mystery of the Haute Ville assumed

an added glamour for the coming of the war—which (so

Christopher had settled) was to threaten if not to disturb it.

He was ready to fight.

More ready still when, to his excitement and delight,

soldiers were actually " billeted " upon his very mother, in

the house with the green shutters in the Rue Gil Bias off the

Grande Rue.

It was December then and bitterly cold. The Mobiles

—

young men of all classes, countrymen speaking the patois of

their department, young men from desks and counters,

stables, factories, workshops—were drawn up on the Espla-

nade where the fairs were held and waited their orders. In

their unaccustomed surroundings they looked astray, strange,

alert, interested, apprehensive, indifferent, according to cir-

cumstance and individual temperament ; but all as they

waited in a biting wind looked chilled to the blood or the bone.

They stamped their feet to get warmth into them or swung
their arms or blew on their fingers ; and waited. The towns-

people came up to see them—the householders who would

be called upon to take them in or pay for their lodging ; and

they waited. Ofhcials inspected them ; and they waited.

Those who had money bought food. Those who had not went
without ; all waited. Faces grew pinched, teeth chattered.

There were men in thin coats ; in blouses. You were cold

in a thin coat or a blouse that weather. It was the time of

year when the heavily clad women in the market, used to all

weathers, sat nursing little pans of charcoal.
" Poor things," murmured Christopher's mother, tears in

her gentle eyes.

" It isn't 'ardly 'uman," Trimmer said, " keeping them
standing about in the cold. A blazing fire and a good hot cup
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of coffee, that's what they want. War or no war, 'm, I've

hardly patience."
" I wonder whether it would be safe," said Christopher's

mother. She had meant to pay her men off, but when, in the

comfort of her own sealskin, she saw them shiver, her tender

heart misgave her.

Christopher with glowing cheeks was running about

amongst them, and coming back to his mother every few

minutes to pull her sleeve and impart information to her.

" That one's a postman," he said, " a facteur. I asked

him. He comes from the country—oh, a long way off, he

said ; and that one trying to button his coat 's name is Pierre

Something. Oh, aren't his hands red ? I know what it feels

like when you can't button things 'cause your fingers bend the

other way, and then it's all tingling wingling and it does hurt.

May Trimmer do it for him ? She can always button mine.

Oh, do lend him Trimmer."
The young man caught Mrs. Herrick's eye and smiled.
" II est gentil, le p'tit m'sieur."

He was a boy. The country had tanned him. The brown
of autumn woods was in his hair and his eyes, something of

the gold of cornfields in his skin.

" Where do you come from ? " Mrs. Herrick asked him.
" From Adeville, Madame." He named his home. " My

father has a farm. Madame will perceive that I drew the

unlucky number."
" Ah, you will go back," Christopher heard his mother say,

with a catch in her voice
—

*' who knows, perhaps covered with
glory."

" If the good God will, Madame."
It was not, she believed, how he would have expressed

himself at any other time, nor at any other would she have
been moved to say, as she heard herself saying :

" Your
mother is praying for you, I know—as I in her case should be

praying for this."

She put her hand on Christopher's head, and Christopher

looking up saw that she was crying.

The day went on. The men hung about in groups, talking

or silent. Now and then one or another would walk away.
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his hands in his pockets, and stamp his feet on the hard ground.

He would come back to the group from which he had moved,

or join another, perhaps, at the outskirts. Heads would be

turned enquiringly. Any news ? No news. Sometimes a

movement would animate the whole crowd as a breeze over

a cornfield sways the whole of it in one direction. The patience

was extraordinary. Here and there one more independent

than the rest was heard to complain, but for the most part

there was a passive acquiescence in what was happening or

not happening, in what the day might or might not bring

forth. A la guerre comme a la guerre, and no one knew pre-

cisely what the fact of war entailed or implied.

The spectators came and went. Granny Oxeter in her

Bath chair was there for a time with Christopher's Aunt
Laura ; and at one moment or another most of the English

community. Here were Lord and Lady Colsonstown, re-

trenchers from Ireland ; Mr. and Lady Sophia Witson, abroad

pending a perpetual settlement of their affairs ; the Dowager
Lady Stoke-Pogis, rich at Boulogne on her jointure ; Admiral

the Honble. James Briscoe, poor anywhere on his pension
;

General AUingham ; the Dempseys, two rich elderly widows,

sisters-in-law, who lived together and " entertained," and
this one and that of the Things and the What's-their-names,

and to whom Christopher had to give his right hand, and
whom he thought of instinctively and comprehensively as

Visitors. There were others also—a Lady Dorinda Britton,

who had a suite of rooms permanently at the big hotel in the

Rue Blanche and didn't wish to be called upon, and a Mrs.

St. Jemison, who couldn't be. All these went up the Espla-

nade to look at the Mobiles who were to be billeted on the

town.

Lord Colsonstown said there was mismanagement some-

where.

Mr. Witson, who wore late whiskers with an early eye-

glass, and all whose th's were f's or v's, said he should fink

so too. Vere was no doubt about vat. Mrs. Dempsey and
Mrs. Dempsey were in a little flutter of excitement. There

had never in their time been such a thing heard of as soldiers

billeted on the English residents. One Mrs. Dempsey began
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to say how long that was, and was only just saved from

committing herself to dates by a timely nudge from the other.

There were penalties attached to the pride of being a leader

and one of the " oldest " residents.

" Well, well," said Christopher's grandmother, *'
it won't

hurt us."
" Are you going to take them in ? " said the Dempseys,

" —soldiers."
" Certainly," said Granny Oxeter. " They seem very

decent young fellows."

Christopher's heart leapt.

" You will too, won't you. Mummy? Oh, do say you will.

You will, won't you ?
"

Mrs. Herrick meant to take hers in. It seemed that Lord

Colsonstown meant to also. So did General AUingham. Lady
Stoke-Pogis couldn't because she had nowhere to put them.

Neither could the Admiral, unless he doubled them up with

—

" Oh, fie, fie," cried a Mrs. Dempsey. Mr. Witson and Lady
Sophia must fink fings over. But, one after another, the

EngUsh people followed Mrs. Oxeter's lead, and expressed

their intention of housing the men apportioned to them.

The Dempseys demurring on the grounds of propriety were

not the last to yield. It wasn't as if they were a Family, they

said. Still the wind was very cold, and the poor fellows had
been waiting all day, and it did seem humaner to take them
in then and risk—Heaven knows what !—than pay them off

to seek other lodging.
" 1 shall go back now," said Mrs. Oxeter, '' and see that

there's something hot for them, poor creatures, whenever
they come. Come, Laura. Tell him—the Bath chairman.

Allez ! Are you coming, dear ? And Christopher ?
"

" But I hope they won't bring anything infectious," said

Christopher's mother.

What remained of the day was fraught with excitement for

martial Christopher. He helped the maids to prepare the

room for the coming guests, and, when there was nothing

more to do, waited their arrival with impatience. All his

leaden soldiers were requisitioned and a review held on the

hearthrug in the Droing-room. His mother was kept busy
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answering his questions. But when did she think they would

come ?

This, Hke a thread of vivid colour in the making of tapestry,

came up and up again ; or like a recurrent note or phrase in

music. Other questions were : Was it certain there would be

two ? Which two ? Would it be the postman-one and Pierre

Something ? Yes, but it might be, mightn't it ? How long

would they stop ? Would they have their dinners with the

servants ? Could he have his dinner with the servants too ?

Then could they have their tea with Trimmer and himself in

the nursery ?

The hours passed and no one came. It was near Chris-

topher's bed-time. In an hour or so the Reiraite would sound

when even soldiers went to bed—that ultimate limit of in-

dulgence ever allowed to Uttle boys at Boulogne in the seven-

ties. With the passing of drums and bugles and the distant

tramp of feet all children of Christopher's age were in bed,

whence they might hear it ere they went to sleep ; but to sit

up till the soldiers were called in to barracks—that was for

party nights only. To-night, however , . . Christopher

begged.
" Perhaps they won't come to-night at all, and if they do

they'll only have their supper and go to bed. You'll see them
in the morning."

It mightn't ever be morning, said Christopher. The end
of the world might come in the night. It might. It said in

the Bible you couldn't tell when it would come. And then

he would never see them at all.

" You don't know how much I want to see them, Mother."
" Why ?

"

Christopher didn't seem sure.

" I want to see if I want to be one," he said, at last.

Trimmer was told to come back in a quarter of an hour.
" Not a minute more then, Master Christopher."
" That'll do," said Master Christopher impatiently.
" It'll have to," said Trimmer, smihng. " Not one half

demi-second more."
" It isn't that that will do," said Christopher.

But they hadn't arrived when the quarter of an hour was
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up. Christopher knew he would have to go then. When
Trimmer said demi-second in connection with bed-time there

was no appeal even to his mother. He put away his leaden

soldiers with rather more elaborate tidiness than usual, to

make the process last as long as it might, but in the end, and

like a wise prisoner, went quietly.

His mother came in to wish him good night.

" If—before I'm asleep."
" You will be. They've got to have their supper. Think,

dear, they've been out in the cold all day."
" They've come then ? Oh, Mother, they've come !

"

Mrs. Herrick acknowledged that they had. They had
arrived five minutes after he went up. She had seen them,

and they were now at their supper.
" Just for a minute." Christopher's eyes were shining.

"I'll go to sleep at once afterwards."

Mrs. Herrick consulted Trimmer with her eyelids. Trim-

mer, after all, was a Brick.

She said, " Yes 'm, I think so."
" You promise, Christopher—if they come in for just a

minute when they've done their supper, you'll go to sleep at

once afterwards like a good boy ?
"

Christopher was ready to promise anything.

So it came that, treading on tiptoe in their heavy boots,

two young French soldiers came smiling shyly to see a Httle

English boy in bed. One of them was not the postman, but

the other, by everything wonderful, was the young man from

Adeville, Pierre Something.
'* Oh, I wanted it to be you," said Christopher—for which,

when it had been translated to him by Christopher's mother,

the young soldier, first asking permission, took the little boy
in his arms and kissed him.



CHAPTER V

IN the night were excursions and alarms. Something

woke Am6He the cook, who started up in bed and straight-

way woke C^lestine. Together they sat up and Hstened. At
the top of the house in the Rue Gil Bias was a large attic

known as the granary. Off this on each side of the staircase

were the servants' quarters. One room was occupied by
Am^He and C^lestine, a second for the occasion (and pro-

priety ! ) by Miss Trimmer, the third by the recruits. It was
from the third room that there came the disturbing sounds

—

whisperings, movements.

Am^lie and Celestine took affrighted counsel together in

the dark. Am61ie, see you, had been sleeping like an infant,

when of a sudden she had jumped to waking. Celestine would
know how she felt when she heard the strange men astir.

She had thought to expire. It was a conspiracy, not a doubt
of it. They would all be assassinated. She had read of such

things and knew. Celestine wrung her hands under the bed-

clothes. What to do ? Listen. That was the dropping of a

boot. Perhaps those assassins there meant to brain them

—

four defenceless women and a little boy. The alarm ought to

be given. Should she put her head out of the window and
push a cry ? It might be there would be a gendarme. Or
the neighbours might hear. There was M. Brideaux next

door, but he was no good that one. Another boot ! Some-
thing ought to be done. There was no time to lose. Oh, why
had Madame ever consented to take them in—those ruffians ?

And Madame herself ought to be warned, and M'sieu Chris-

tophe, the innocent. If without moving they could only

get at Mile Trimere. What was that ? In spite of herself

Celestine " pushed " a cry.

The striking of a match ! The two young women held their

breath trembling. Creakings, bumpings, the sound of a soft

D 33
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footfall. Ah ! The opening of a door, a footfall then in the

granary—a hand on the latch of their own door. It was now
. . . Heaven help them !

The door was opened cautiously, and the light of a candle

revealed to the affrighted women not murderers but Trimmer.

She wore her waterproof cloak (with the rosette in the middle

of the back) over her nightgown, and had thrust her feet into

slippers. She was plainly disturbed, but not to the point of

the Frenchwomen's panic.
" Oh, Mile Trim^re ! Mile Trimere ! Do you think they

kill us ? Oh, Mile Trimere !

"

** Stuff and nonsense," said Trimmer. " Still, I can't think

what they're up to."
'* They muredure us in our slip," wailed the cook. " To-

morrow we are no more."

That the men were moving there could be no doubt.

Subdued sounds with now and then a louder proceeded from

the room across the landing. Moreover, Trimmer, shading her

own light, had seen a light under their door.
" Perhaps I'd better speak to Mrs. Herrick," she said.

'' Don't lif us. Oh, don't lif us. We come too."
" And frighten Madame's life out with your siUiness ?

Stay where you are."

You could not, however, enforce compliance in whispers,

and it was a procession of three which tiptoed down the

cracking stairs to the door of Mrs. Herrick's room. Nor would

the shivering two stay outside the door.

Christopher's mother woke with a start to find three incon-

gruously dressed females standing by her bed. Trimmer,

we know, wore her rosetted waterproof with loop sleeves

;

Am61ie her outdoor coat and a very short striped petticoat,

and C61estine the quilt off her bed.
" Trimmer, for goodness sake what's the matter ? Is

anyone iU ? Master Christopher
"

" Oh, Madame, calmez-vous, je vous en prie. Escape we
instantly."

" No 'm, nobody's ill. Be quiet, you two stupids, can't

you !
" (Trimmer, terrible in the grey waterproof, turned

on them.) " Hold your tongues, and behave like grown
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women. Nobody's ill, and nothing's the matter that we can

be sure of . .
."

"Is it fire ? " Mrs. Herrick sat up, sniffing the air for a

smell of burning. " The kitchen chimney wanted sweeping.

I knew it. I said so."

" No, no 'm. It isn't fire. It's the soldiers."

" The soldiers ?
"

For a moment Mrs. Herrick thought Boulogne was in the

hands of the Germans.

Am61ie said, '' They assassinate us "
; Celestine, "It is a

conspiracy—a plote."
" Tezzy-vous. Will you keep quiet? Tezzy-vous je vous

dee."

She turned to her mistress.

" They're moving about in their room. There's a light

under the door, and they're talking in whispers. Even I

don't know what to make of it. And these two ninnies are

no more good than so many caterpillars "—her frown was
annihilating

—
" you see it's the middle of the night, a quarter

past three. I don't know, I'm sure
"

" One of them may be ill. Oh, Trimmer, the one thing I

was afraid of was infection."

" It sounds more like as if they were dressing themselves

than infection," said Trimmer. "If it was infection or

anything of that sort, it wouldn't sound like this. It'd be

more " She broke off.

" More what, Trimmer ?
"

Even in the middle of the night Mrs. Herrick felt whimsi-

cally interested to learn what Trimmer thought infection

would " sound " like. But Trimmer had broken off, and
Christopher—curiosity in a little nightshirt—had added
himself to the group.

For Christopher, awakened out of sleep, impressions

indeed to add to his store ! First, voices penetrating his

slumbers, coming to him as across measureless distances, to

call him to earth. Earth suddenly then in the shape of his

familiar bed made unfamiliar somehow by the circumstances

of the strange moment ; a groping for bearings, fear not far

off exactly, but adequately held in check by curiosity, and by
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the knowledge perhaps, under everything else, of the position

of his room in relation to succour ; a gradual realisation of the

direction whence the sound of the voices proceeded ; a

sitting up, to become aware not only of voices, but of a light

in the adjoining room, and, when he had stepped to the

ground and padded across the floor in his bare feet, the odd
sight of the odder group by his mother's bed ! Delicious

excitements for Christopher. More delicious still when
apprehension found its way into them. For it must be

admitted that there was a moment in Mrs. Herrick's room
when all held their breath, and it was not only the shivering

Amelie and Celestine who were frightened. These stifled a

Mon Dieu apiece, and clung to each other in palpitating

silence. Trimmer stiffened and turned her eyes on the door,

and Mrs. Herrick took Christopher's hand. Everyone
listened. Christopher wasn't exactly frightened. He couldn't

be of the soldier who had kissed him. But what he was was
frightfully exciting. A stealthy foot on the stairs—two feet

;

four to be accurate , . .

Afterwards how they all laughed ! Christopher went back

to bed with a biscuit and a lump of sugar with eau de Cologne

on it (to prevent his catching cold !). Amehe and Celestine

giggled on and off for the rest of the night. Trimmer said,

Upon her word ! And Mrs. Herrick chuckled herself to

sleep. Two young soldiers, without clock or watch, wake
in the night and think it is time to get up, and a household

is thrown into panic ! Well, well, well.

But it made for friendship all round. The young soldiers,

desolated to have alarmed Madame, reaped for their blunder-

ing something not unHke affection in the Rue Gil Bias.

Poor shy, conscientious things, what " gentlemen " they were

—treading softly not to disturb, and disturbing everybody !

It was somehow '* pathetic." The incident had in it that

touch of nature which makes the whole world kin. An Irish-

woman would have said, " The creatures," throwing approval

and pity and everything else that is benign and exclamatory

into an expression. Mrs. Herrick said, " Poor dears," and

meant nothing less. She was easily touched, perhaps.
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Christopher stoutly declared that he had not been fright-

ened. His mother owned, with Trimmer, not to have known
what to think. Trimmer added that as it just showed how
different everything looked by day, it would be a lesson to her

in the future.
" You've no need of lessons, Trimmer," Mrs. Herrick said.

" You were courage itself."

" Ah, but you don't know what I was like inside 'm," with

a deprecating shake of the head. " Though I'd have died

sooner," she added, " than show anything to Am'ly and

Cekstine—great sillies."

" What were you like inside. Trimmer ? " said Christopher,

who naturally wanted to know. " Outside you had on your

waterproof, and you did look funny."
" Funnier than I felt then. Master Christopher. Which is

answering your question."

AmeHe and C^lestine, however, had happily lost nothing in

their own or each other's eyes by their undisguised tremors.

Christopher, who had the entree of the kitchen, found them
exquisitely amused, and ready to enlarge upon the terrors

which had assailed them. Amelie laughed till the tears rolled

down her cheeks, and Celestine threw her apron over her head,

cap and all, and rocked herself. Never had there been so

good a joke. Conspirators ? Assassins ? The two innocents

getting up and dressing themselves in the middle of the night.

And Amelie and Celestine, one or other, had nearly opened the

window, look you, and pushed a cry. Au secours ! Au
secours ! If anyone had come ! M. Brideaux, for example,

in his horn spectacles ? Or M. Artois from the stables down
the street ? Or Pere Albert, the tobacconist, with his Turk's

cap on his head and snuff about his nostrils. The thought of

these persons to the rescue was too much for the young women.
They rocked in unison.

" Well, you needn't have been so silly," said Chris-

topher.
" Silly ! In the middle of the night. What would you ?

Oh, when I think of it
"

And off again, and over again, and so forth and so on.

Trimmer couldn't understand it.
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" Though you can't help but smile," she conceded indul-

gently.

The young soldiers, it was clear, were the heroes of an

adventure of which Amelie and Celestine were the heroines !

With superior Trimmer you could not have helped smiling.

The work of the house went on oiled wheels meanwhile.

The soldiers waited upon the maids in their spare time

—

chopped wood, drew water, carried coals. Fires were found

miraculously laid, boots cleaned, windows. Pixies might have

had the house under their protection. The billet was for

three days, but Christopher's mother asked her guests to stay

on. Their delight was not less patent than Christopher's, to

whom this period was a time of enchantment. He adored

them, and they him, as they respectfully worshipped Madame
his gracious mother. He rode on their shoulders, his sturdy

young legs round their willing necks. They rigged up a swing

for him from a beam in the granary ; swung him ; taught him
gymnastics ; drilled him. They were formidable rivals to the

attractions of the Bird-shop on the Port or even the landing

of horses from the London boat. St. Nicolas came and
mysterious additions to the contents of Christopher's stocking.

" Oh, they've been spending their money ! They mustn't.

Oh, Trimmer " said Mrs. Herrick.
" They were so set on it 'm. They asked me if I thought

you'd mind. I was to smuggle the things in."
" Of course I don't mind. Only "

" Yes 'm. I know. I hadn't the heart to refuse them."
A humming-top with a song like the song of a hive, and a

box of paints with a sliding cover, little bricks of colour in

wooden compartments in which they rattled, china saucers,

brushes, to the shifting collection of Christopher's cherished

toys ! Nor would they be thanked. It was nothing. It was
St. Nicolas, moreover, not they. Christopher hugged them
for all that.

So, for Christopher storing impressions, the outstanding

features of the war were not in after years to be connected

with the names of Napoleon III and William of Prussia, of

Marshals Bazaine and MacMahon, with Gravelotte, Sedan,

Metz, Strasburg, Paris, for milestones by the way to the
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ultimate cessions and indemnities, but rather with a top and

a box of paints, which remained to him to present two amiable

young countrymen who nearly threw a household in the

middle of the night into panic. Humming-tops in later years

sang Alsace and Lorraine to him sadly for their gentle sakes,

and paint-boxes showed him nursery colourings of pictures in

the Illustrated London News. He was not a soldier.



CHAPTER VI

THEY went as they came—into the blue for out of it.

There were tears in the Rue Gil Bias. Christopher

cried frankly—hanging round the neck of Pierre About, whom
he loved best. Jean Poulard came a near second, but Pierre

from Adeville was first. Had he not seen Pierre before even

the billets were settled ? Had he not spoken to him then

—

'

in a way introduced him to his mother ? Besides, Jean Pou-

lard was in love with Celestine (Trimmer said so !), and used

to look at her as he swung Christopher in the swing in the

granary, if, as was not infrequent, she was there to be looked

at ; and Pierre was not in love with anyone, and so was free

to be Christopher's friend. You could not help loving one

person more than another—whom you yet loved nearly as

much. You just did, and there was an end of it and no more
to be said. Celestine, when the swinging was in progress,

pretended to be heart-whole—leaning against the balustrade

at the top of the granary stairs, and generally laughing.

Pierre used to pretend that Jean was jealous if she turned in

his direction, and Celestine would toss her pretty head.

Jealous indeed ! Jealous !
" II n'y a pas d'quoi." That

meant that there wasn't any what, if it meant anything. What
was what, then ? Pierre seemed to know. Jean seemed to

know. Trimmer did know. Christopher, flying to the sky-

light in one direction, and backwards to the sloping roof in

the other, was always desperately interested. But Celestine,

Trimmer said, was a Sad Flirt.

" Flairt ? " said the innocent Celestine, " Fleurt ? Qu'est

ce que 9a veut dire ?
"

''Oh, you know," said Trimmer.

Sometimes it was Celestine herself who was swung—

a

screaming Celestine making pictures

—

VEscarpolette, for

example, with its attendant hazards !—and imploring,

40



CHRISTOPHER 41

through her little shrieks of laughter, for mercy. Christopher,

inciting Pierre or Jean, had none. Higher ! Higher ! Even
Trimmer, there to look after Christopher and perhaps to play

propriety, had to laugh. The spirit of the swing was irresis-

tible. If only her understanding young mistress could have

seen too ! But that, of course, would have been out of the

question . . . though she might hear—and did. It was
a pity, however, for the sight was exhilarating, and Celestine's

laughter infectious. How they were punishing her ! She

would laugh herself to the ground if she did not take care.

What, still higher ? Higher ! She had brought it upon her-

self.

And then someone would say it was Trimmer's turn. Not
Trimmer !—if she knew it ! Not for someone of the period

called Joseph !

All over, and Pierre and Jean off to the war ! No wonder
there were tears after so much laughter. No more gymnas-
tics and drilHngs ; no more enthralling accounts of life on a

French farm ; no more personal contact with the war—for

that day at least Christopher, resentful, wanted it gloriously

or ingloriously over. Celestine weeping for her assassin, her

conspirator, her peaceable Jean Poulard, was not more
inconsolable.

" After all," Trimmer said, " there's nothing like a man
in a house 'm, is there ?

"

Mrs. Herrick smiled, but agreed with her.

It was Christopher's first experience of the transience of

things generally. His mother had learnt her lesson long since,

and watched him—thinking of one beside whom she had
thought to watch him. To be sure he had not stood still.

There had been Cheltenham where there was now Boulogne,

but he had parted with no one before to wliom he was, or he*

imagined himself to be, attached. He wandered about the

house disconsolately, grieving, bored, uninterested, and, if it

must be admitted of him, rather cross. Poor Christopher,

but oh, poor mother of Christopher who had known Chris-

topher's father ! There was nothing, as Trimmer had said,

and as Christopher had found out for himself, like a man io

the house.
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After the going of the soldiers, life in the Rue Gil Bias

seemed rather flat to everyone for a time. Boulogne was not

very cheerful just then, though the times themselves were

exciting. Dissatisfaction was rampant—France beginning to

realise in earnest all that the surrenders of the autumn had
meant. News from the front was discredited now. Disputant

politicians were agreed in condemning if in nothing else. The
nation's enemy came in for scarcely harder words than its

former leaders. It was A has this one and that long since,

and not as at first the Germans only. " Monsieur " Berden-

heimer (Albrecht), the German bookbinder of the Rue Trois

Soeurs, who, popular as he was, had felt all along that he

could not be quite sure of his position, knew still less what to

make of it. It was touch-and-go with a Latin race. Would
his windows be broken after all? Resentment simmered,

threatening at any moment to break into a boil. The people

who had welcomed the Republic had looked to it to reverse

the reverses, and with the Emperor and Bazaine for scape-

goats, had turned hopeful faces to the future. Napoleon and

his marshals remained to them for execration, but were pros-

pects improving ? Business was said to be at a standstill.

The women grumbled in the market. Their young men had
been taken, and to what good ? The shopkeepers grumbled

behind their counters and across them. No one but felt the

pinch of the times—had felt it since the disasters, but seemed

now to be feeling it increasingly, and with the siege of Paris

, . . things were at a pretty pass in a world which thought

itself civilised ! Depressed times, my masters—strange,

depressed, exciting times !

The more timid of the English community began now to

talk of leaving. No one landed. Mrs. Oxeter was not going

to budge. The Lord bless her soul, was not God in His heaven

and the Folkestone boat at her very door ? Mrs. Herrick did

not mean to move either. Christopher, living keenly again

after the brief reaction, and taking impressions as a sponge

sucks up water, was enjoying himself.

So life went on as before the war, only not quite as before,

for there was always the feeling now behind your walks or

your lessons or your play that something might happen—

a
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rather pleasant feeling, Christopher thought. Had not some-

thing happened indeed in the recent billeting of the Mobiles

on the town ? Something more might at any moment. It

was said presently that rats were being eaten in Paris. Rats !

Think of that ! Christopher, however, with the catholic

palate of youth, thought he would rather like to eat a rat.

He was quite sure that he would like to eat a mouse. Why,
you could buy larks on a string in the market or at any
of the poulterers' shops (only Christopher's mother never did

because it was cruel—well, because larks sang then, and *'
it

"

was a " sin and a shame "
!), so why shouldn't you eat mice,

which, though they were smaller, even allowing for the lark's

feathers, would of course be equally delicious on strips of

toast ? The accounts then of the eating of dogs, cats, and
rats even, did not horrify Christopher as they should have
horrified him. Trimmer, with her outraged mouth awry at

the mere thought of such things and her internal economy
said to be " quite turned," could hardly eat her tea that

day.

"I'd like a mouse," declared Christopher stoutly.
" To be sure they eat snails in some parts of France," said

Trimmer faintly. " I don't think I could sit at the table with

one."

She sipped delicately.

Periwinkles were different, she held. They were shell-fish,

like oysters, which were very expensive. Besides, she wasn't

sure that she did like periwinkles so very much. Shrimps,

now
Shrimps ate anything, said Christopher—particularly

corpses.

He was not to be horrified. But there were other stories

—of starvation and sickness and cold which impressed his

young imagination deeply. It was " lucky," he said, that

Pierre and Jean were not in Paris.

He went back to the sea and the quays and the gutters.

There were other things in life besides the war, after all. Had
he only thought he was martial ? His mother^watching him
wondered. She did not believe somehow that, soldier's son

as he was, he was going to be a soldier. Nothing definitely
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showed yet. Movements as of straws, perhaps. Did you need

more, though, to tell you the wind's direction ? Chaff would

do that—dust, the lighter sweepings of the road. When she

saw, then, that he was philosophical rather than combative

in the small things of every day, and that while other boys

for their excitement must be up and doing, he for his had not

to do more than use his eyes and his ears and his nostrils, she

drew her conclusions. By degrees, moreover, she began at

this time to be dimly conscious of some inner life upon which

her strange little son seemed to draw for his eager sustenance,

and which he fed in turn with the harvest of these garnerings.

Oh, the sea and the quays and the gutters

!

Then quite suddenly upon a day one traveller returned.

A ring at the back door revealed to the answering Celestine,

not her Jean, it was true, but his comrade. The excited young
woman summoned Amelie and Trimmer, and the three of

them, rejoicing to see him again and noticing nothing at first,

led him to the kitchen. His last letter had miscarried, or his

correspondents in the Rue Gil Bias would have known that

some of the Mobiles were to be quartered once more in the

town. Orders and counter orders had ruled their disposal,

and they had seen no fighting. They were not billeted this

time upon householders, but, the barracks being full, were

sleeping (on straw) in such shelter only as the Custom House
afforded.

Mrs. Herrick and Christopher were out when he came. It

was Granny Oxeter's birthday, and they were spending the

afternoon and evening with her at her house in the Place

Moliere. Christopher wore his best suit, and was to stay up
for late dinner at which there was to be champagne, a fasci-

nating wine which in those days bubbled up like a fountain

from the depths of the stem of your glass. But the day and
the party were fixed in his memory as much for that which
did not happen as for that which did. For, on the one by
reason of the other, he missed his friend's visit—for which,

as events turned out, his mother at least could never be

sufficiently thankful. This—for he was never to see the young
soldier again—must be counted for that which did not happen.
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That which did happen was that on this day he heard for the

first time of the existence of Cora St. Jemison.

Pierre About, he learned afterwards, came to the Rue Gil

Bias at six. At that hour Christopher was saying good-bye

to the last of the visitors—the people in bonnets who had

brought his grandmother flowers and knitted shawls, and

wished her many happy returns of the day. Then his grand-

mother and his mother and his two aunts drew their chairs

round the fire for one of those enthralling grown-up conver-

sations which he never tired of listening to. Experience had

taught him not to ask questions and, the better to listen,

always to occupy himself at such moments with a book.

Questions only brought such answers as " Never mind,

dear," or " You wouldn't understand," or " You'll know
when you're older," if not, indeed—from his Aunt Laura,

who none the less adored him—" Little boys should be seen

and not heard "
; the unfairest answer, surely, that ever was

framed for the silencing of the acquisitive young. A book
was covert—ambush even. Granny Oxeter's big Bible with

the pictures—and what Christopher called the Hypocrypha
—was shelter from under which Christopher, unperceived,

assisted at many a confabulation not meant for his ears. It

was thus that he had heard of the Mrs. St. Jemison who
couldn't be called upon, and thus that he now heard of Cora.

In the Rue Gil Bias, meanwhile, time passed oddly. Pierre

sat on and on in the kitchen. He was heavy and unlike him-

self—so unlike the young soldier who a short time back had
helped on the one hand to scare the household and on the

other to make the swing of laughter and love in the granary,

that the servants knew not what to make of him. He talked

of the p'tit m'sieur, and Christopher afterwards had that for

his comfort. He drank coffee feverishly, but could not eat.

He sat with his head in his hands. It was an effort to him to

give what news he had to tell of his comrade. Jean Poulard

was here or was there, he was not sure ; but Madame and the

p'tit m'sieur, would they soon be in ? Should he see them ?

It was a parrot cry. The good Madame and the p'tit m'sieur

—and they had explained to him so often.

C^lestine, who had welcomed him in her excitement almost
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as Rhoda of old the Peter of all, when in hers she left him
standing at the gate, exchanged anxious glances with Am^lie

and Trimmer. The man was ill, not a doubt of it. At eight

o'clock, Trimmer, really anxious, took action and sent for a

doctor. By ten poor Pierre was in hospital.

A quarter of an hour later Mrs. Herrick and Christopher

got home. Christopher, happily, was sleepy, or he might have

wondered inconveniently why Trimmer opened the door to

them, and why there was such a smell of sulphur in the house.

There was something, moreover, in Trimmer's aspect and
demeanour which ordinarily would not have escaped him.

He would have seen for one thing that she was wearing

her best dress, if, in the sudden light of the lamp after the

darkness of the hired fly, he had not been bHnking and wink-

ing, his knuckles to his eyes ; nor probably would he have
missed a signal which she made to his mother.

'* You're tired out, darling," his mother said to him quickly.
** Go on up and begin to undress. We shall be up after you
in a moment."

Christopher made for Trimmer, but she receded—oddly,

he would have thought, if he had been capable of thinking.
" Nonsense, Master Christopher, you must walk up your-

self."

" Do as I tell you, darling."

Christopher mounted the stairs laboriously, a step at a

time.
" There won't be a light," he said sulkily over his shoulder.
" Yes there will," said Trimmer. " I left everything ready."

Christopher got as far as his room, where presently his

mother found him fast asleep on the bed with his clothes on.
" There's nothing to be afraid of 'm, and we've all had 'ot

baths and I've changed to the skin, but I thought, perhaps,

if you'll put him to bed for to-night I'd better not go near

him, being a child—Master Christopher, I mean. You see, the

poor young man sat here the best part of two hours or more,

and all we could get out of him was, when should he see you
and the young gentleman. It was lucky I thought of the

doctor, for I'm sure I didn't know what to do, and when he

said small-pox—^petty verole, as they call it—I said sulphur
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and hot baths, and we've had every window in the place open.

Still, it's best to be on the safe side."

" His poor mother," said Christopher's. But what Chris-

topher, waking suddenly out of sleep, wanted to know was :

what was meant by " Custody of the Child."
" Custody of the Child ? " said Christopher's mother.

" You've been dreaming, darling."

" No, I haven't."
" But Custody

"

" My collar undoes first. Granny said it."

"Said what?"
" Said Mr. St. Jemison had it, and now he was ill, and if he

died and there was no where else for Cora to go, she supposed

Mrs. St. Jemison would have to."
" Oh !

" Mrs. Herrick's forehead was puckered. " Have
to what ? " she said, after a pause.

" Have to have it."

" Never mind Mrs. St. Jemison, dear. It's getting very late.

Besides "—even mothers, as Christopher came to know when
he was older, could use words inconsequently !

—
" Besides,

I didn't know you were listening."

So Pierre About went out of Christopher's life (for he died,

poor fellow, not many weeks later), and, indirectly, on the

same day, Cora St. Jemison, a mere name, but a name, it

seemed, not to be spoken, came into it.

Christopher long remembered that particular birthday of

the birthdays of his grandmother.



CHAPTER VII

IF there was presently one person more than another in

whom Christopher was interested, it was the beautiful

lady who could not be called upon by grown-up people

nor talked about before little boys. He knew her very well

by sight. Her chignon was different from anybody else's

—

different even from his beautiful mother's, whose, in turn,

was oh so very different from his Aunt Laura's. His Aunt
Laura's and most other people's, contained what Christopher

called stuffing, and Trimmer " Frizettes," which generally

showed through. No stuffing showed through his mother's

thick plaits, nor Mrs. St. Jemison's—nor Trimmer's for

that matter, wliich, as we know if we have not forgotten,

were quite beyond her station, and permitted only by
her gentle mistress's indulgence. But while Trimmer's

locks were brow^n, and his mother's brown too, with a

coppery tinge in the light, Mrs. St. Jemison's were of

an incredible gold, more beautiful than anything Chris-

topher had ever seen. You could see Mrs. St. Jemison's

tresses from afar. They sauntered rather superciliously

—

discontentedly as often as not—under a mauve parasol with a

folding stick down the Grande Rue, or along the Port, or

down the planks laid on the softness of the upper " Sands."

She would sit with a book in a bee-hive chair, or in one of the

tents which you could hire, and look contemplatively or

amusedly at the people who could not call upon her. Some-

times a very good-looking young Englishman would be with

her, but she didn't seem to know anybody else. She always

looked happy for the first few days when he was there, and

the people who couldn't call, some of whom knew him,

turned their heads away more than ever and said It was

Very Sad, and Such a Promising Young Fellow, and

48



CHRISTOPHER 49

something about a Wretched Entanglement, and a great

deal about His Poor Father. Christopher knew they said

these things, for though his mother always fell into silence

when Mrs. St. Jemison's name was mentioned, and, if Christo-

pher had known it, had started at the first sight of the young
Englishman and turned precipitately into a shop as if to hide,

his aunts were not so reticent, and Christopher when he was

out with either of them often found himself the listening one

of a talking group. But the young Englishman who, by the

way, could always make Mrs. St. Jemison laugh, didn't look a

bit Entangled, Christopher thought, and he certainly did not

look wretched. He looked, on the contrary, very careless and
light-hearted, and sometimes rather cross. It was Mrs. St.

Jemison then who looked wretched if anyone did—only it

was more aggrieved, if Christopher had known it, than

wretched, and it was generally after that that the Englishman
would not be there, and Christopher would know from what
the groups said that he had Gone back to his Relations.

Christopher hated the groups.

He tackled Trimmer. Why couldn't ugly people call ?

Because Mrs. St. Jemison had run away from her husband,

if he must know ; and at the last as at the first, according to

Trimmer that is, as according to everyone else, Mrs. St.

Jemison was not a Nice woman. This Christopher disputed.

He would pit his conviction against the opinion of any group.

Oh but she was, he maintained—nicer than anyone in

Boulogne except his mother. To that Trimmer, up in arms,

said that he wasn't to name her in the same breath with his

mamma. Mrs. St. Jemison had taken steps that put her

outside the pale—whatever that meant. Christopher's " What
pale ? " was overlooked in her vehemence. Leaving her little

girl too—Trimmer hadn't patience. Well, an5rvvay, said

Christopher, the nice Englishman thought her nice, and he,

Christopher, would rather (if not precisely in these words) be
thought nice by him than by all the ugly old women put
together, who sat in groups on the sands, on week days, went
to church in the Rue de la Lampe on Sundays, and wore
bonnets and bugles and called on each other all day long !

" For shame. Master Christopher."
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" I would," said Christopher stoutly, nor was he to be

dislodged from the position he had taken up as the lady's

champion. Trimmer, however, might be relied on to show
wisdom in her generation, and to cease argument at the right

moment. One thing would oust another, she knew that ; and
led Christopher from the scene of the discussion—^the sands,

where Mrs. St. Jemison, whether she was there or not, might
always be felt to be in evidence—to the Esplanade where
planks and nails and much hammering were insisting just then

on the imminent impendence of the summer fair.

'' We'll see how they're getting on up there, shall we ?
"

said Trimmer.
" Up there " where the Mobiles had once shivered in the

cold, there was bustle and stir to divert the young mind.

The merry-go-rounds had not arrived yet, but many of the

shows were in course of erection. Gaunt frameworks, pre-

sently to be covered with canvas, threw unwonted shadows.

Living-vans stood by pegged-out claims, where presently a

Bearded Lady or a Giant or a Fat Woman would hold a five-sou

or three-sou court. Here dust was in the air with many con-

flicting odours. Further on where the stalls would soon

display their wares the clean smell of wood was predominant,

and met the nostrils pleasantly. Here was a stall nearly

finished. Packing-cases lay in it and outside it, and shavings

and straw littered the ground. Here, again, the frame only

was standing, and neat match-boarding waited the carpenter's

will. Shining nails lay everywhere. You might pick one

up at every step, and Christopher soon had his pockets full.

The hammering was deafening in places. Every board,

whether impHcated or not, made itself a sounding-board for

ringing blows. These echoed down the unfinished alleys, and,

wherever they found three walls, there made riot. It was
Take that, and that, and that, through poor Trimmer's head

. . . Christopher enjoying it all, taking all he was given and
asking for more !

Mingling with the scent of the wood was now and then a

delicious smell of cooking. Here, as everywhere else in the

town or any French town, something very savoury seemed

to be in course of preparation not far from wherever you might
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be, and through unfinished doors, or the alley between stall

and stall, a glimpse might be caught of a woman stirring a

saucepan, or bending over a frying-pan, or lifting the lid of a

pot perhaps to taste what it covered. Mrs. St. Jemison was
forgotten ; the nice EngHshman ; Cora.

Christopher jingled the nails in his pockets. He had
tenpenny nails, nails with square fiat heads, brass-headed

nails, " brads," tacks even.
" The 'oles I shall have to mend," thought Trimmer to

herself, " —the 'oles."

Still, it was better than Mrs. St. Jemison—and ten minutes

later it was Mrs. St. Jemison . . . Mrs. St. Jemison more
than ever, Mrs. St. Jemison to some purpose

!

Trimmer, it chanced, had made a conquest just then at

Boulogne—not her only conquest by any means since she had
lived with Mrs. Herrick, either there or elsewhere. But the

English piano-tuner was rather an attractive young man,
and his " superior " position impressing Trimmer, who
frowned as often as not upon her conquests, she was inclined

to smile upon him. Meeting him now by chance upon this

summer's day she smiled upon him at some Uttle length,

and Christopher, left to himself for the unmeasured moment,
wandered off to seek amusement or mischief. He found both

near at hand, and was soon happy upon a hazardous see-saw of

his own contriving.

Trimmer then might be as long as she liked with her

piano-tuner. A rickety trestle supported the plank upon
which Christopher balanced himself adventurously. He
threw his weight first upon one foot and then on the other,

and the plank responded upon its rocking-axis. A little crowd
of gamins, never long absent anywhere, collected presently,

and began to offer suggestions. Christopher, a good-tempered
little boy, was for ignoring these poHtely, or even for explaining

why he did not care to adopt them, when one ragamuffin

more aggressive than the rest laid his hand on the swaying
plank and pushed it.

Christopher's French was not idiomatic.
" Si vous faites 9a encore

"
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No sooner said than done. The plank sv^aing suddenly

round. The trestle heeled over. There were a crasli and a cry,

and Christopher lay amid the wreck of his see-saw. He was
on his feet in a moment—ready with his little fists too !

—

and was vaguely conscious of being spurred on by a voice

which said, *' Go it, young 'un. Punch their bullet heads for

them," when of a sudden the world, like the plank, swung
round, and Christopher sank to the ground. He was only

dimly aware then of the precipitate flight of the boys as

someone ran forward. . . .

" It's the nice Httle Enghsh boy," another voice was
saying when he came to himself.

** Young devils, I'd like to have broken their heads for

them. What is it, little chap ? Where does it hurt ?
"

" In my trousers," said Christopher. " I think it's one of

the nails."

" One of the nails !

"

'' He's bleeding. Oh, poor little fellow."

" Hush, you'll frighten him. What nails, little chap ?
"

" The ones I picked up. You can find any number if you
look, you can really. Oh !

"

He had moved a little as he spoke, and the stab of pain

which he felt forced a cry from him.
" It's in still. It's sticking in," he said—in rather a weak

voice for Christopher.

It was indeed. He began to cry now in spite of himself.

A spreading patch of blood was reddening his trousers. He
was wearing a white sailor suit, and the encroaching stain

looked dreadful upon the linen. Christopher wondered
whether he was going to die.

The Englishman's fingers wrestled with buttons. Mrs. St.

Jemison, pulling off her gloves, and ignoring the dust, was on

her knees in a moment and helping him with gentle capable

hands.
" Now pull," he said to her. " Easy ! There's another

button. No, it's|[the pocket. Stop, I'll outfit." He whipped

out a pen-knife.
" Not you, little chap, don't be frightened. Only your

pocket. It's all right. We won't even spoil your beautiful
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suit, though I think it'll have to go into the tub after this,

won't it ? That's better. Get my handkerchief out of my
pocket. Inside. Yes, I shall want yours too. Hold him up a

little bit, will you? Now"—to Christopher
—

"it'll hurt

just for one second, old boy. You won't mind that, will you ?

And then you'll be as right as ninepence."

Yes, it did hurt for a second. Christopher held his

breath. He wouldn't cry out. He would rather be hurt by

the young Englishman than anyone. He didn't much mind
being hurt by the young Englishman. But oh, it did hurt.

He had to hold his breath tight.

" Where's Master Christopher ? " Trimmer said suddenly.

The nearest hammering had ceased for some reason or other,

and perhaps the comparative lull brought her back to a sense

of her surroundings. She did not want her charge out of

her sight for long amongst fair-folk, whom she thought of

as gipsies.

" Where's Master Christopher ?
"

" Not far off, you may be sure, Miss Trimmer."
*' I don't know why then," said Trimmer, " though I'm

sure I hope you're right."

" No one," said the piano-tuner gallantly, " no one who
had the felicity to be privileged, so to speak, to be near you,

could wish of his own will to wander very far."

" Tut tut," said Trimmer, not ill-pleased all the same.
" Not Master Christopher's view of the situation I can tell

you, when I have to say * No you mustn't ' to him, as I have

to nine times out of ten—though a better boy never ate sour

apples. Where is he, though ? He was here not a minute

ago—not five, anyway."

She looked about her. The ceasing of the hammering near

at hand gave an unreal feeling to the moment. The piano-

tuner and she, having been at some pains to make themselves

heard, were left suddenly with raised voices. It was to

Trimmer as if walking in the dark she had felt a searchlight

suddenly turned on her.

The men who had been hammering jumped down from an

unfinished stall and made hastily for the spot where the
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shows would be. Some women ran across the open space at

the end of the alley.

" There's something up," said the piano-tuner.
" If there's a crowd Master Christopher's sure to be in it,"

said Trimmer. " I never saw such a curious boy—and not

exactly curious either. More interested, I think. Interested in

everything and wanting to see it and understand it. I'm sure,

when he was smaller, I spent my time in nothing else than

saying, ' Oh, do come along. Master Christopher.'
"

" You wouldn't have to say that very often to me," said

the piano-tuner. He had but one idea.

They began to walk towards the opening. Trimmer
suddenly quickened her pace. Suppose Master Christopher

were not round the corner after all ! She remembered a day
when he and another little boy had gone off by themselves

on the rocks, and terrified their respective nurses out of their

senses. They had been found then in their homes, calmly

waiting the return of their missing guardians—the tables

turned to some purpose ! But the fright— the horrible
" turn "

!

"If he's not there," said Trimmer, "Vl\ never forgive

you."
" Me ? " said the piano-tuner, " —never forgive me ?

"

" Yes, you," said Trimmer sharply, but repenting her of

the evil as she saw his face fall, added, '' Nor myself either,"

for his comfort.

They reached the opening. Yes, there was a crowd sure

enough. Trimmer hurried forward. Christopher would be
in the thick of this. It did not surprise her that she should

not see him on the outskirts. He would have wormed his

sturdy litheness to the middle of it, where he would be asking

questions, maldng suggestions, answering its components in

their own tongue. Well, well, she knew where to find him ;

and approached now nothing doubting.

To her surprise the crowd broke for her. Afterwards she

realised that someone who had perhaps seen the pair together

recognised her as Christopher's nurse and made way for her,

telling the others. To her at the time it was as to the Israelites

when they saw the waters of the Red Sea parting before them.
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When she saw Christopher, pale then from loss of blood, and

who they were who were ministering to him, her feelings were

such as could with difficulty have been put into words.

Mrs. St. Jemison and the young Enghshman—with help

from Christopher, proud of the inch and a half of shining

nail which had been pulled out of him—quickly explained

the situation. The wound was being bound up with the two

handkerchiefs. Even in that moment of fear and dismay

Trimmer remembered that the handkerchiefs were " com-

promised."
" He ought to see a doctor at once," the Enghshman said

aside to her, when he had put the last pin (Mrs. St. Jemison's

pins
!
) in the bandage. '* I don't think he's done himself

much harm, but he has lost a httle blood and the wound ought

to be seen to. Who is your mistress's doctor ?
"

Trimmer named him. She was trembling, but itching to

get Christopher to herself.

The bandaging was finished, but at least she could dress

him. Like Mrs. St. Jemison before her, she fell to her knees

beside him, and with nimble albeit shaking fingers began to

adjust his clothes. The Enghshman resigned him to her

greater experience.
" I should like to have punched those boys," said Christo-

pher.
" You wanted to get at 'em, didn't you, little chap ? " said

the Enghshman, smiling. " He's a plucky httle devil," he

added under his breath to Trimmer.

Mrs. St. Jemison stood now looking on. With the coming

of Trimmer her part seemed done. She, perhaps, could see

that the English nurse was chafing to get her charge away
from his surroundings. Trimmer's manner was perfectly

respectful, but to Mrs. St. Jemison, accustomed to the looks

of people who could not call, and to varying degrees of disap-

proval or criticism, its significance would be patent. Trimmer

had turned a listening eye upon her when she spoke, but had

addressed herself only to her companion.

"I'll take him home now, sir, thank you. I'll get a fly. I

shall be able to manage."

She rose to her feet and shook the dust from her skirt.
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Her face lifted as her eye fell upon the piano-tuner, who stood

at the edge of the crowd.
" Get me a fly," she said, and turned back to Christopher.

" Say good-bye, Master Christopher, and thank the gentleman

and the lady for their kindness."
" The fly's not here yet," said Christopher.
" It will be in a minute, dear," she said, controlling her

voice with difficulty. *' We mustn't trouble the gentleman

and the lady any further."
" He oughtn't to walk, you know," said Mrs. St. Jemison to

the Englishman doubtfully. " He oughtn't, you know. It

might bring on the bleeding again."
" You'd better let me carry you to the fly," said the

Englishman. He addressed Christopher, but in a manner that

did not exclude Trimmer.

"I'll carry him, sir, thank you-
"

" No you won't. Trimmer. I won't be carried. I'll walk."
" No, Httle chap, you mustn't walk."
" Trimmer shan't carry me," said Christopher. '' Why

can't I walk ?
"

The reason was explained to him discreetly.
'' You shall carry me," he said then.

Trimmer said nothing. The Englishman said nothing

either, but lifted Christopher in his arms and began to walk

with him in the direction of the Grande Rue. Mrs. St. Jemison

walked on one side of him, Trimmer on the other. The crowd

began to disperse or followed. The workmen went back to

their hammering. Such of the crowd as were following were

reinforced by new-comers. These came from behind the half-

built shows or out of them, or were the casual and the passer-

by. Trimmer's silence was palpable. Ten to one there

wouldn't be a fly to be had for love or money, and what then ?

Was her mistress's son to face half the length of the Grande
Rue in his present company, a growing crowd following ?

The thought was intolerable.

" If you'll put him on the seat at the corner, sir, I'll

wait till the fly comes."
" You'd better do as she wishes," Mrs. St. Jemison said in

a low voice.
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" Will you tell me something ? " Christopher was saying to

the bronzed ear near his face.

" Anything you Hke, little chap."
" I want to know your name when I tell Mother."
" My name, eh ?

"

" That's Mrs. St. Jemison I know, and her daughter's

called Cora."
" Oh, you know all that, do you ? " said the Englishman,

smiling, but an odd look came into his face and he turned his

head away a little.

" Yes," said Christopher. " You don't mind, do you ?
"

" No, little chap."
" What's your name then ?

"

"Oh, there is a fly," said Trimmer. " There is one."

Her eagerness was painful.

" My name's John Hemming, little chap. If I thought it

would hurt you to know it I wouldn't tell you. Good-bye,

and God bless you."

He motioned to Trimmer to get in, and deposited his burden
in her lap. Mrs. St. Jemison stood back.

" I—I am grateful to you, sir," said Trimmer unsteadily,
" and—and to the lady too. My mistress would wish me to

thank you "

The Englishman stopped her with a gesture.
" Put him to bed," he said. "I'll see that the doctor is

sent to you."

It was not till then that Trimmer burst into tears.



CHAPTER VIII

CHRISTOPHER'S accident was a little more serious

than had been supposed at first. Before the fly had
arrived at the green-shuttered house, the bleeding had broken

out afresh. The ominous stain showed itself suddenly to be

spreading upon what was still white of the white trousers,

and Trimmer, in the shaking fly, improvising an urgent tour-

niquet with her handkerchief and trembling fingers, may have
repented her precipitancy in dismissing even damaged
Samaritans. Christopher was half-fainting when she carried

him up the steps.

Celestine's cry on beholding him—she was always ready

to " push " cries, as we know—brought Mrs. Herrick from
the dining-room where she had been setthng flowers. Her
face grew as white as Christopher's.

" Trimmer !
" she said, catching her breath.

Trimmer hastened to reassure her.

"Not badly. Not badly, thank God. It's the loss of

blood. He slipped off some boards at the fair
'*

Christopher opened his eyes to say, '* I didn't. They
pushed me," and closed them again as his mother's arms slid

round him, reminding him of nursery days.

Trimmer accepted the amendment.
'' They pushed him," she said, " —some little gamins

—

his see-saw, as I understand. And a nail ran into him. He
hadn't been out of my sight half a minute, and you'll never

forgive me, for nice hands he'd got into—though their kind-

ness you wouldn't believe. Oh, I'll tell you 'm by degrees.

The first thing's to get him to bed."

They got him to bed without loss of time, Mrs. Herrick

wasting none in useless questions or lamentations, and, for

something of conviction in Trimmer's tone, even accepting

58
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her assurance that the doctor would be with them as soon as

was humanly possible. Trimmer, shaken and upset, began

to recover herself. It was strange, and significant too, how
complete a confidence the young Enghshman had inspired

in her. Through all her antagonism she knew that she could

trust him. Oddly enough she knew that, in this at least, she

could have trusted Mrs. St. Jemison too.

" If one's out," she said to herself, " he'll find another,"

and with her mind's eye could see Mr. Hemming scouring the

town. But the doctor had not been out, and Christopher had

barely been laid between the cool sheets before the sound of

wheels at the door told of his arrival.

From the window of Christopher's room she saw him hop
from the fly. Its remaining occupant, with a wave of the

hand to him and a word to the coachman, was driven off as the

doctor's ring sounded.
" He has been quick," said Trimmer ; but she did not mean

the doctor.

Bed for Christopher then, for some days it was probable.

A bad night followed his accident. A suspicion of poison in

the wound and a resulting " temperature." He tossed and
turned and could not sleep, or slept and dreamed. He was
so hot. He was burning. He was sure he was on fire. And
he was thirsty. Oh, not barley water. Plain water. Cold

water. Oh, not just a Httle like that. A long, long drink. . . .

His mother was always beside him when he woke, and her

cool hand there to put upon his burning forehead. How cool

it was each time, till the burning of the forehead heated it.

But it was always cool again in a moment and never tired.

Trimmer was in and out all night too. She wanted her mis-

tress to go to bed, but in vain.
" For an hour 'm—just for an hour."
" No, I'd rather stay."

The two sat by the shaded lamp near his bed.

Christopher, half-dozing, heard scraps of whispered con-

versation. Trimmer was always saying, "I'll never forgive

myself," and his mother, " Nonsense, Trimmer. How could

you help it ? " or, " It wasn't your fault."
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" What I could have wanted to stop there talking for ! It

isn't as if—and besides. Though who could have supposed !

"

" Nobody. You're not a bit to blame."
" But if I hadn't it wouldn't have happened."

"Oh, nonsense and stuff," his mother would say absently.

This many times.

Then there was another sort of conversation of which Chris-

topher, waking suddenly from a longer dozing, became aware,

and to which I am afraid he listened, using stillness for am-
bush, as, in its hour, he had used Granny Oxeter's big

Bible.

" Down on her knees in the dust 'm, and the skirt was
embroidered six rows. Down in all the dust, and you know
what that is when they're putting up 'the shows. French

dust too, which nobody'll ever persuade me isn't dustier than

English. But there she was, and if it had been to tear up her

petticoat I believe she'd have done it."

" It was wonderful. Poor, poor woman."
Christopher wanted to ask why.
" And me hardly speaking to her civilly, because I couldn't

bear that she should touch him—and ready to cry too for her

kindness. It was dreadful. I must have seemed as hard as

hard. But inside—well, she couldn't know that. She saw.

Oh, she saw. She was all for stopping him and keeping out

of it. Of course, I hardly said anything, but she's had some-

thing to put up with, anyone could tell, and to have to hurt

her
"

" Oh, I hope you didn't."
" I don't know 'm. I spoke to him 'm when I had to. Oh,

I didn't forget my place. Nobody could say I wasn't respect-

ful. But you don't have to use words to express a attitude,

and one part of what I was feehng, she felt ; that I know.

The other part she didn't. She'll never know, not being able

to see my inside. It was like throwing stones at a wounded
animal. She's not happy 'm."

" No," said Mrs. Herrick. " How could she be ?
"

" Which makes it twenty times worse."
" Tell me about him." The voice did not sound quite

steady which said this.
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" His gentleness I shall never forget," said Trimmer.
" Never. Though why I should have made choice between

them—speaking to him, I mean, when I had to, without a

look if I could help it in her direction, passes my comprehen-

sion—looking at things fair and square as I am now. Still,

there it is. It's the woman we blame when all's said. If

Master Christopher'd been his own son he couldn't have been

more tender. The handkerchiefs I'll wash myself 'm. And
proud of him like—as if he might have wished for a boy of

his own. ' Little chap,' he called him."
" ' Little chap '

! Did he ?
"

" To bring the tears to your eyes 'm."
*' Oh, the poor fellow."

Why again ?

" And all the while, under my *ardness, I was thinking to

myself that it would have gone hard with her to resist him,

'm, and we don't know what she may have gone through.

S'sh, 'm."

Trimmer held up her finger.

" What is it ?
"

In a moment they were both leaning over the bed.
" He isn't asleep."

" Can't you, darUng ? Can't you get to sleep ? Count

sheep going through a gate. Or shall I sing to you ?
"

"Oh, I'm so hot," said Christopher.

They shook up his pillows and turned 'them. That was
better, wasn't it ? Yes, but only for a little while, for the cool

pillow grew hot. It was time for his medicine then. He
watched his mother measure it out—an Eighth Part every

Four Hours. He had taken two Eighth Parts now, she said

to divert him. Twice eight was sixteen. He had taken One
Sixteenth, hadn't he ?—which was a great deal.

It was Trimmer who detected the flaw in that argument.

According to that, she said, the dose about to be taken would
make One Twenty-fourth, and just look at the bottle.

" Well, three eights are twenty-four," Mrs. Herrick began
to say, and looked at the bottle—well, it was the middle of the

night ! Mrs. Herrick 's laugh was always good to hear, and
Christopher laughed because she did. But his great restless-
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ness had begun again. No, the wound was not hurting him.

It was only—only
'' Only what, darling ?

"

He did not know, and was crying.

Then his mother sang to him as in the very early da5^s, and

chose Lord Lovel.
'' I want to see him," said Christopher.
" Lord Lovel ?

"

" The EngUshman—Mr. Hemming."
That was what Mrs. Herrick had been afraid of. It was

what Trimmer had known was inevitable. The two exchanged

glances.

In the early hours of the morning when Christopher grew

easier, his mother consented at last to go to bed. Even then

she did not sleep, but lay listening from her own room for

sounds from his. At six Trimmer looked in to tell her that

he was sleeping comfortably, and she suffered herself to close

her eyes. But she did not sleep much even then. At eight

she was with him once more.

It was a lovely morning. The sun streamed through the

window on to Christopher's bed, and with it came sounds

from the busy street. The sound of the emptying of water

was never long absent from such sounds. Boulogne gutters

must flow with soapy water, as Boulogne housewives must
scour and scrub. The cry of the coal came in and the cry of

the shrimps ; other cries, some of them ugly : Mme Leveque,

who lived over the coach-house, and drank, screaming for

Alphonse or Louise ; a carter swearing at an overladen

horse ; but for the most part the pleasant sounds of life and
a workaday world.

Christopher, awake now, washed and comfortable in a

clean nightshirt and a newly-made bed, his rumpled hair

brushed and combed, lay still and received languid impres-

sions. Trimmer had *' settled " him and given him his

breakfast, and had now left him to make her own toilet and
break her own fast.

A solicitous Amelie in temporary charge of him surrendered

him to her mistress.
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" I descend now," she said, " to make mount Madame's

tea."

His mother heightened the feehng of sunshine in the room.

She wore a crackHng caHco dressing-gown which was all over

little green sprigs, and her hair was in the long plaits by which

he used to drive her when he was smaller. She drew him
into her crackling arms.

" You're better, darling. You're better, thank God."

Yes, he was better. There was no doubt of that. His

cheeks were no longer flushed, and his eyes no longer shone

feverishly. The hot, dreadful night was over, and he only

felt tired.

" You had a nice breakfast ?
"

He nodded.
" I wasn't very hungry. I don't like dry toast very much,

and I'd have liked tea."

" Milk, darling,*s better for feverish Httle boys. We want
the doctor to find you much better when he comes."

"Is he coming again ?
"

" Yes, darling."
" Am I going to be ill long ?

"

" No, dearest, I hope not. I think not. Wliy ?
"

Christopher traced the pattern of one of the green sprigs

with his finger. The sprigs were little bunches of myrtle tied

with love-knots of pink ribbon.
** Why did you keep saying * Poor ' last night if you don't

like them ?
"

" Poor ?
"

" About them. When Trimmer was telling you. You said
' Poor, poor woman,' and then you said * Poor fellow.' And
Trimmer was beastly to them—at least, not beastly but

I don't know. Anyway, she hates them. She won't let me
even say ' There's Mrs. St. Jemison,' when we see her on the

Sands ; she says ' 'Ush, Master Christopher '—and her dress

was all over dust where she knelt on it—Mrs. St. Jemison's,

I mean—and I bled on his trousers where he held me. I saw
the mark and he didn't say anything, though it was as big

as half a franc."

There was a moment's pause before Mrs. Herrick spoke.
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Christopher traced the outline of a whole sprig on the starched

dressing-gown.
" He seems to have been very very kind to you," she said.

" I shall never forget it to him—to either of them. Trimmer
doesn't hate them really

"

" Not inside, perhaps," interrupted Christopher, " but you
can't see inside. She said so last night. I heard her. And
outside she was offended all over."

Mrs. Herrick smiled in spite of herself, so aptly did Chris-

topher seem to her to have expressed Trimmer and her atti-

tude. Offended all over. She could see Trimmer straightened,

rigid, offended all over !

'* She thanked them, dear. She did thank them. She said

that I should wish her to thank them."

Christopher clung to his point.

" I wouldn't let her carry me," he said. " She only wanted
to prevent him. She wanted to get me away all the time."

Mrs. Herrick looked at her son's remonstrant face, and
did not answer immediately. The laughter left her eyes.

" Trimmer was in a very difficult position," she said, when
she spoke. " I can't explain to you. You do trust me, don't

you, Christopher ? Well, you must just take what I am
going to say without understanding it. There are reasons

why we can't be friends with Mrs. St. Jemison and Mr. Hem-
ming. Very sad reasons. You will understand one of these

days, and you will know that we couldn't help it. The reasons

make it impossible for us to know them. No one realises this

better than they do themselves. They know, Christopher."
" But you like them, or you wouldn't have said

' Poor.'
"

" I am sorry for them both. Things might have been so

different. Yes, I do like them, I must, for their goodness

to my son."
" They'll never know," said Christopher. " It's inside

you're sorry. It's inside you like them. And they can't see

inside. Even Trimmer said that. They won't know you're

sorry. They'll think you hate them like Trimmer—even if

she doesn't hate them. And she knelt down in all the dust,

and I bled on his trousers."
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Christopher, weakened by recent loss of blood and the more
recent fevers of the night, burst into tears.

" They'll never know," he sobbed. " They can't know
if we don't tell them. It's dreadful to seem horrid to people

when you love them, and I love him better than anyone

—

except you—and—and Pierre, and Pierre's dead. He tried

not to hurt me when he pulled the nail out, and it did hurt,

and I didn't cry, and he said I was plucky. But it wasn't

that. It was because
"

" Because what, dear ?
"

" Because I wouldn't have minded how much he hurt me,

and he'll never know. He'll never know."

Mrs. Herrick's arms closed more tightly round him. His

tears wet the sprigs on her dressing-gown—took the " starch
"

from the caHco where they fell. She whispered endearments,

comfort. But he would not be comforted. In her heart she

was proud of him. Her boy was a gentleman.
" You mustn't cry, Christopher. You'll make yourself ill

again. He will know. If he's what I take him to be—what
I do believe him to be—lie'll understand. I know what you
feel—and I am glad to think that my boy does feel in this

way."
Christopher shook his head.
" You know, because I've told you, but I haven't told

him."

He refused to be comforted.



CHAPTER IX

IN the end it came that a strange hour found Mrs.

Herrick writing a difficult letter. Christopher was not

making such progress towards recovery as, considering his

youth and the nature of his illness, he should have made, and

something not unlike anxiety began to threaten the green-

shuttered house. Mrs. Herrick would not admit that there

was cause, or that there was likely to be cause, for anything

so unnerving, so terrible ; but the hour came all the same
when she wrote to John Hemming. It might have surprised

Christopher to know that her letter, though after long deliber-

ation, began " Dear John."

She took no one into her confidence but Trimmer, who was
to find out where he was staying, and thither convey the

letter to him. In the circumstances there was no one that

she could consult. Her mother, to be sure, was largely tole-

rant, and, within limits, was always for living and letting live.

She had fewer of the arbitrary prejudices of her time than

most people, and would, at least, have seen that there were

two sides to a question. With her, Mrs. Herrick would gladly

have talked out her intention. But of her sisters, Laura

and Catherine, good timid creatures, inclining, of weakness,

to rigid orthodoxy and to interminable discussions, she could

not be sure. They had not thought that she should even

write to Mrs. St. Jemison to thank her, when she returned

the handkerchiefs. It was in deference to their high-pitched

opinion that she had so far compromised as to write imper-

sonally, in the character, that is, of the Mother of the Little

Boy who met with an Accident, and to whom the Lady and
Gentleman, whose Handkerchiefs she was returning, had been

so very Kind ; but her own inclination would have been to

write in her own name and take her chance of embarrassing

consequences.

66
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Mrs. St. Jemison had an apartment in the Rue Racine.

Everybody knew that, and it was there that Trimmer had taken

the first letter, dropping it into the box after dark, and hurry-

ing away as fast as her virtuous legs would carry her. But
Mrs. St. Jemison, it seemed, if she had thrown her cap over

the windmill, had some regard to appearances and had no

thought of throwing her two dainty shoes in its wake. Mr.

Hemming, so Trimmer discovered, was to be found no nearer

to his lady's bower than the Hotel des Deux Mondes, a good
quarter of a mile away, on the Port. There, having run him
to earth—the piano-tuner aiding her— she delivered her

letter.

Mademoiselle would wait the reply ?

" No, thank you," said Trimmer, with a significant look

at her attendant, whom nevertheless she promptly dismissed,

before hurrying away on the feet of the prudent. Her attitude

was strictly non-committal. She neither disapproved nor

approved of her mistress's action. Something had to be done
—so much was clear. Master Christopher, as the days passed,

was not picking up his strength, and had taken an " idea
"

into his curly head. Master Christopher mattered more than

anyone or anything else under the sun, but . . .

Impossible for Trimmer, with her training and her instinc-

tive prejudices, to eliminate the Buts which crowded upon
her exercised mind. It—the wisdom of the move—was as it

Might be. She could go no further than that.

And so to the sum of his young impressions Christopher

added another. He would always remember the Wonderful
Visit. It was like the visit of Pierre and Jean to his bedside,

on the night long ago of their arrival, when the greatly desired

had happened ; like other things, *' surprises " for the most
part, but, perhaps, for the ardour with which he welcomed
it, like nothing else at all.

It was late in the afternoon of the day on which Trimmer
had been sent on a mysterious errand, about which he had
been vaguely curious, when the bell of the front door was
heard to ring. His mother, in a mushn dress, also with sprigs
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upon it, was reading to him, and something in the way she

broke off to listen arrested his attention. It was half-past

six by the clock on the mantelpiece. Only intimate visits in

the ceremonious seventies were paid so late in the afternoon.
" Who at that hour ? "his mother's expression said plainly,

yet with a tag which escaped him and may have been the
" Unless " which, in the circumstances, it probably

was.

His grandmother had called earlier, and his two aunts

—

his Aunt Laura in a new hat which, it had been agreed at

some length, did not become her, and which, as she could
" conscientiously " be said hardly to have worn it, she was
going to " take back to the shop." Unless in connection with

this anything had happened to make further consultation

necessary, it was improbable that a second visit would be

paid that evening by any member of the family. Who, then ?

The doctor had taken Christopher upon his morning round.

Celestine could be heard answering the summons.
Christopher looked at his mother. She was sitting with

the book open upon her knee, listening intently.

Together they listened.

" Who do you think it is ? " Christopher whispered, though,

as his room was on the second floor, there was no very urgent

reason for lowering the voice. Was it something in the

moment that asked for whispers ?

Someone was being shown up to the drawing-room. Celes-

tine's foot was on the stairs. It surprised Christopher a little

that, instead of waiting till Celestine reached the door, his

mother put down the book and went to meet her at the top

of the stairs. He did not hear what Celestine said, but he

heard her go down.

To his surprise, and even a little to his indignation also,

his mother followed her without coming back to him. He
heard her open and close the door of the drawing-room.

It seemed a long time before any further sounds reached

him from below. No one had remembered even to send

Trimmer to him. He lay still and looked at the ceiling. And
at the wall-paper. And at the window. He was very tired
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of being in bed. Who was downstairs ? Not that it mattered.

He hated visitors.

His toys were where he could get at them, but he did not

turn in their direction. He felt as at the dreary time which

had followed the departure of the young soldiers. Nothing

interested him very much. A solitary fly was stationary on

the ceiling. It did not even walk about to amuse him. The
wall-paper had rosebuds and ribbons upon it, but no birds

to chase butterflies as on the Cheltenham paper, to which he

sent a regretful thought flying. The window was not near

enough to see out of.

And then in five minutes everything had changed—nothing

actually, for the fly, which was dead, remained stationary,

the wall-paper produced no birds or butterflies, the distant

window showed him no more than its patch of sky—but

everything, everything ! There was the sudden sound of the

drawing-room door being opened. This, according to pre-

cedent, should mean departure. There was a sound of voices

on the stairs—going down ? not going down ; coming his

way !—his mother's and another voice. It was the sound of

the second which raised Christopher's head from its pillow.

His heart beat wildly under his little nightshirt.

" Somebody has come to see you," said his mother, appear-

ing at the door.
" Mr. Hemming !

" said Christopher.

Had the fountains of life been stayed, so that they flowed

sluggishly, grudgingly ? the healing juices been withheld ?

It seemed so. For it was presently manifest, that from the

moment Christopher had unburdened his soul of its debt of

gratitude—unburdened it, rather, of the suspicion of ingrati-

tude under which, by reason of Trimmer chiefly, it supposed

itself (odd little soul !) to be lying, he began to mend. It was
as if tlie blood he had spilled flowed back into his veins, per-

mitting nature to do its beneficent work.

John Hemming, sitting by the bed and hearing Chris-

topher's blushing incoherences about what Christopher had
thought he must think, understood—had understood, it

seemed, all along. Mrs. Herrick, standing at the foot of the
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bed in her pretty sprigged muslin, watched him as he re-

assured her breathless Httle son with " Little Chaps " (as

Trimmer had said of them, to bring tears to your eyes !), and
a delightful smile, and the pressure of the kindest hand that

ever showed breeding and strength.

She had not done unwisely, whatever the aunts and even

Trimmer might think. But oh, John Hemming, who had
once wanted to marry her ! and oh, the pity of every-

thing !



CHAPTER X

CHRISTOPHER, though John Hemmmg may be said

indirectly, or even directly, to have helped him to

recovery, was not destined to add many impressions of that

elusive physician to his eager store. Those that he did add
were puzzling. Why, after the intimate talk in his room, did

his new friend recede to an even greater distance than that

at which Christopher had viewed him in the days before the

accident, when he had been not Mr. Hemming at all, but the

Englishman who looked so much nicer than anyone else at

Boulogne, and over whom, for Christopher, by reason of a

mysterious connection with the beautiful lady, who could

not be called upon by the stuffy groups, there shone all the

glory of suspected romance ? Things happened—or rather,

did not happen. For the friendly pressure of his hand, he

gave the little boy the barest nod of recognition when Chris-

topher waved to him across a road ; and he did not stop,

though he must have seen that Christopher meant to elude

Trimmer and run over to him. This was bewildering, even

when you had been warned that something of the sort must
happen. But worse followed : meeting Christopher with

his mother almost face to face in the street, he did not appear

to see either of them—looked straight before him !

Christopher, withdrawing an outstretched hand and

chilled to the marrow, looked at his mother. Her eyes were

on shop windows. He could hardly restrain his tears.

Did he make his friends only to lose them ? He was too young
for the thought to take shape. But there was Pierre—dead ;

and there had been and there was not, John Hemming. His

poor little heart was very full that day. No sun or open sea

or quays or gutters could ease it.

But life scurried on—which may have been by grown-up

71
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arrangement. As there had been no time to grieve for poor

Pierre, so now there was none to see this new emotion out.

Moreover, about this period, to the reHef of one exercised

looker-on, Mrs. St. Jemison, as the group would have told

you, " disappeared " from Boulogne—(leaving, it is probable,

in the ordinary way ; though the groups having plumped
for disappearance would have no other word)—and the Hotel

des Deux Mondes, on the Port, lost a guest. Whether the

departures were traceable ever so indirectly to the effect of

recent events upon one from whom, whatever his short-

comings, you would look somehow for nice feeling, it is not

for me to say. Christopher's mother may have had her own
opinion. She did not express it, but, watching Christopher,

whose blankness we may be sure did not escape her, she

decided that the time had arrived to send him to his first

school.

Thither he went, escorted daily to and fro by Trimmer or

his mother, and there with a baker's dozen of the sons of some
of the English Nobility and Gentry of the French town, began
his young studies in earnest.

What his wise mother had hoped for happened. The world

widened suddenly. There were schoolboys for the tidied-up

children he played with at parties ; strifes, ambitions, emula-

tions—punishments even : excitements such as he had never

known. He hated it all for a week, and then, still hating it

as, of your loyalty to boyhood generally, you must hate every-

thing that had to do with lessons, fell under the spell of a

fuller life. John Hemming became a memory to him, like

Pierre About, whom he had yet loved ; Mrs. St. Jemison
also ; he no longer wondered about Cora.

It was then that, if he had been old enough to observe his

mother as she, of her love, observed him, he might have re-

marked that something had come into her gentle life to dis-

turb it. What ? She herself hardly knew. So secure had
she thought herself in this backwater into which fate had
softly floated her little barque, that it was not till some time

had passed after the waters had been troubled, that she

reahsed that any disturbance had taken place. She had her

memories and Christopher. There was not a day that a
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thought did not take its flight to the grave in India which held

her faithful heart ; not an hour that Christopher himself was

absent from her active thinking. The sight, nevertheless,

of John Hemming had shaken her.

Observing herself at close quarters, Mrs. Herrick, without

knowing it, learned something of herself—perhaps even of

the incomprehensible sex to which she belonged. She had

loved, and she loved, her husband ; had never loved anyone

else. Yet, because of this—was it possible ?—John Hem-
ming, out of the past which held both of them, had the power

to trouble her. He stood to her for the time—so short a time

back in reality !—which had been for her the time of love.

A sense of defencelessness seized her. Was nothing too re-

mote, too disproportionately large or small to have its effect

upon a woman's heart ? Two countries go to war, do they,

and a provincial town is wrought and fraught with excitement,

just to cause its pulses to beat faster or slower as the case may
have been ? The maid falls in love with the soldier. Had
that its part in contributing ?—the harmless young soldiers

themselves as symbols of vigorous life ? Christopher's inte-

rest in them and theirs in him ?—the very swing they had

put up for him, in the granary ? Men's unfamiHar voices

for women's. . . . Trimmer's " There's nothing after all,

'm, like a man in the house "
. . . ?

She could have hidden her face for shame—if these things

had a share in disturbing her. . . .

Trimmer's words may have rung in her ears, playing a tune

to which, at the mercy of it, her harassed thoughts must
dance. The sturdy footfall for the swish of skirts. Down-
rightness—uprightness even, perhaps !—for subtleties. The
wide airs of heaven for the sheltered hearth. . . . The man
in the house in short ! It was dreadfully true. There was,

when all was said or sung, nothing like that.

For so long she had forgotten. The time of love had
seemed so far behind her. She had thought herself safe.

She had thought herself divided by a Hfetime, and her sorrow,

from the eager life of youth, when all the while it needed but

the sight of one who had once wanted to marry her (and now
belonged to another !)—of one, unchanged, boyish-looking
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still, in spite of experiences which might have been expected

to sober him, to tell her that, at not much more than thirty,

she too was young. It was frightening.

Christopher, naturally, saw nothing. Little boys do not

see. There was Uttle, moreover, to see, so that even Trimmer
saw nothing. Mr. Hemming to her was an attractive stranger,

that was all, of whom she knew nothing more than that he

was (because he must be !) something of a scapegrace, by
reason of which, in admitting him at all to the house, a risk

had assuredly been run. She did not know, for Mrs. Herrick

did not tell her, that he was not a stranger at all.

Mrs. Oxeter may have guessed something. She had been

told, of course, long since of the young man's visit, and had
not disapproved, though Christopher's aunts, duly informed

of it at the same time—after the event, as we know—shook

their heads. She knew more, however, than they, and had
the two and two in her possession which had but to be put

together to make visible four. She alone knew, perhaps,

why Cliristopher's mother, who had never been of the kind

to speak of her conquests, had fallen into silence when Mrs.

St. Jemison was mentioned. Oh yes, Mrs. Oxeter may have

guessed.
" As likely as not she reproaches herself," she thought,

searching her daughter's face for what it was exactly that

she fancied had come into it lately, "—as likely as not she

thinks she's to blame for his lapses."

The house seemed suddenly to have grown silent. It was
because Christopher was at school. It was because—because

of a hundred things. Trimmer was sometimes sent for to

bring her work to the drawing-room, or Mrs. Herrick would

take hers to the " nursery " where Trimmer still sat.

" I miss him more than I can say."
" So do I, 'm.'^

" Even his troublesomeness."

Trimmer would not hear that Christopher was, or could

be, troublesome.

It was more than ever a house of women. Much sewing

was done. Mrs. Herrick would help Trimmer—asking for

work.
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It was " Here, Trimmer, let me do that," or " Couldn't

I ? How can you. Trimmer ! You know I can hem !
" or

" Trimmer, if there's any darning to do I feel in the mood
for it."

Christopher's absences were explanation enough for good

Trimmer, who felt at a loose end herself. But explanations

were excuses, for all that, and Mrs. Herrick knew it. Little

boys at their first school do not work for very many hours.

Christopher's absences were not so protracted as really to

have left the day empty.
" I think you want change," Mrs. Oxeter said one day

suddenly, out of the silence which hitherto she had pre-

served.
" I ? " said Christopher's mother.

It was a new idea to her. Moreover, she still looked upon
Boulogne itself as " change," forgetting how long she had
been there. Change—of air, understood—always meant in

domestic parlance. Sea Air ;—if, of course, it did not mean
Going Abroad—and Boulogne was both.

Mrs. Oxeter watched her.

Laura and Catherine were out, and her favourite daughter

and she were alone in the Place Moliere. How pretty she

was, the old woman thought rather anxiously.
" Wliat makes you think ?

"

" My dear, I'm your mother."
" But I'm not ill." - .

" No, dear."
" Then why ?

"

" You're young," said Mrs. Oxeter shortly.
" Mamma !

"

There was " How did you know ? " in the tone. She

was startled—scared even. Was her own discovery there in

her face for others to read ? She looked about her a little

wildly.

The odd ornaments of the period filled the room. There

was a hanging screen—a banner worked in Berhn wools

—

screwed to the mantelpiece. Upon the mantelpiece were

some handsome Dresden figures, but each was under a glass

shade. There were antimacassars on the backs of the chairs ;
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albums on the tables ; beaded footstools on the floor. There

were things like these in the house in the Rue Gil Bias. A
formal period in which to make any discoveries ! The sight

of these familiar things did not have the effect of calming

her wholly. Was she already out of key with them ? Her
mother in her cap with the mauve ribbons fitted perfectly

into her surroundings, hallowed them even, gave them
point.

" Oh, I wish I were like you," she said.

" Towards the end because you find you have not passed

the beginning ?
"

She had not known that she was going to speak.

"I've got Christopher," she heard herself saying, in a low

voice, " and I have Christopher's father, even if he's dead.

He isn't dead to me. I've never stopped thinking about him.

I watch Christopher growing, for both of us. I've never seen

him in a new suit without thinking what Kit would have
thought of it. I am growing him up, as it were, for his father

—under his father's eyes I've sometimes thought. It hasn't

been duty ; it's been love—live love I tell you. Mother. And
now at the sight of someone I haven't seen for years and only

cared for then as a friend, and never loved, I find myself no
stronger than any silly schoolgirl."

Mrs. Oxeter did not speak. She was crocheting an anti-

macassar—which was what women of all ages did then for

the occupation of their hands and thoughts—exchanging

patterns with one another, learning or teaching new stitches

—

and she went on with her work, though it is doubtful whether

her eyes could see it.

" It's dreadful," Christopher's mother said, " dreadful."
" It isn't even that I care now," she continued, after a

pause, during which she strove to control herself. " When
I knew—when I read it all in the papers, I mean, it

seemed so far off that it hardly concerned me. Even when
I realised suddenly that they were here. Why, when I saw
them together for the first time, it only gave me a little shock

—nothing that I couldn't bear. I kept out of their way, that

was all, and it seems that I was able to do this effectually,

for he never saw me—he didn't expect to, you see—and he
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didn't even know who Christopher was the day he was so

kind to him. It wasn't till I saw him face to face, and talked

to him, and saw him with Christopher—^you don't know what
his manner is with a child—no, till after I knew that he knew
I was here, that . . . that this came to me, whatever it is.

It wasn't even then, quite. I can't explain. Not, I think,

till after they were gone. It's all retrospective in a way.
It's oh, how can I explain when I don't understand,

myself !

"

She broke off, sobbing now in earnest. Mrs. Oxeter pushed
her work aside and it fell to the floor, there to lie unheeded.

She leant forward, but did not move from her chair.

" I'm—I'm so ashamed," Christopher's mother said.

" You've nothing to be ashamed of," Mrs. Oxeter said

gently.

Christopher's mother shook her head. " Kit's being dead
makes no difference

"

"Ah, my dear, my dear !

"

" It doesn't."
" I didn't mean that. Do you think you need tell me

you loved Christopher's father ? Do you think I don't

know ?
"

Anne Herrick nodded.
" I know you know," she said brokenly.
" Yes," said Mrs. Oxeter, " I know that and all that you

could tell me. I haven't lived to my age without knowing
something of marriage. I've seen marriages, and perhaps
one marriage—and that was yours. That was yours, Anne.
But sooner or later we've all got to learn that we're human
—with all the human failings and limitations and instincts.

What you have been feehng isn't a reflection upon your loyalty

to anyone. Never think that. God made you, my dear,

and be very sure that He knows."

It was the informing spirit of the formal room which was
speaking, but with something more than the common under-

standing of the time.
*' It isn't even exactly John Hemming," said Christopher's

mother miserably. " It couldn't be."
" But somehow because of him."



78 CHRISTOPHER
" Yes—other things helping."
" I know. It's just youth, dear, as I said first. You didn't

know you were young."
" It's dreadful," said Christopher's mother.
" Not dreadful," said hers pityingly.



CHAPTER XI

ANNE HERRICK felt better after that. Nothing hap-

l\ pened. What could ? She had not a thought of John
Hemming as an individual. He stood to her only for the sum
of the things which had conspired to disturb her. That she

should be liable to disturbance at all was disturbing enough

in itself. If she was, indeed, young, why then she must make
haste to grow older. She went so far as to order an elderly

garment for the winter, but, to the satisfaction of her dress-

maker, who had protested with hands and shoulders, con-

sented at last to countermand it before it was too late.

She played, however, with the idea of Change. An admis-

sion of weakness ? An admission of youth, perhaps. Well,

if you were young. . . .

It could not be yet because of Christopher, whose studies

must not be interfered with ; but in the Christmas hoHdays ?

How would you like to go to London, Christopher ? The
Pantomime ? The Crystal Palace ? She could hear herself

asking him ; but did not ask yet, keeping the pleasure for a

rainy day.

Autumn helped her, fires, the shortening days. The
evenings were snug now with a book from Merridew's to

beguile you. There had been giants on the earth so recently

in those days, and there were still giants. Afterwards Christo-

pher was to thrill to the names he heard then—not for their

own sake always, but for the glamour which circumstance

and association threw over them. So little earUer in the

century, and there had been new books by Old Masters.

Think of it ! Not that Christopher, at his age, was in a position

to think of it, or that his mother even realised it. Books were
books to her, generally enthralling, and, with the fire and the

long evenings, a refuge. There were magazines, too, to the
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appearing of which people with time on their hands or even

without, looked forward from month to month. So early a

recollection of Christopher's was the yellow cover of Cornhill

and an advertisement of Somebody's Invalid Chairs intimately

connected with it—two footmen carrying a lady upstairs

—

that there did not seem to be a time when that periodical had
not a place in his Ufe. We may suppose Christopher's mother,

who had doubtless in their day followed the Adventures of

Philip on His Way through the World, immersed about this

period in those of Harry Richmond. Wonderful days. She

was not unhappy. Change ? Yes, later, perhaps ; in the

hoUdays.

Yet with no fear now of encountering disturbance on her

walks she knew that she had been unhappy. It had been

unnerving to know you might meet unrest at every corner.

If Christopher had felt dismayed at the sight of an averted

head, what of her who had decreed that it must be so averted !

She had the double pain—nay, the treble. The knowledge

that the coast was clear had not freed her at first, but now she

was free.

She took long walks—with Christopher on half-holidays

;

often alone ; occasionally with Trimmer, who, though she was
not country-bred, liked to step out. The aunts were not for

more than pottering. A walk to them was to a shop in the

town, or to the end of the Port and back, or with an effort the

top of the Grande Rue and a quarter of a mile of the Petits

Arbres under the Ramparts. The Ramparts they thought

lonely, dangerous even, as perhaps, indeed, they were ; and

the long stretch of the autumn sands too windy. It was
never too windy for Christopher's mother.

So the time passed. If the lonely walk seemed purposeless

she called in thoughts of Christopher to help her—the snug

evening, the lamp, the fire, the book. With glowing cheeks

and sparkling eyes she would come back to her son and her

fireside.

How think of your troubles—^liow have troubles when
there was Christopher ? He was growing visibly. Every

day was declared to make a difference. People began to say

of him to her that he must be becoming a companion
—

** quite
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a companion to you," the exact phrase—as if he had ever

been anything else ! One of these days he would have to go

to school in earnest, and then—what then for her and even

Trimmer ? Not for a year or two yet, but some day for all

that. Well, not yet.

" How would you like to go to England for Christmas ?
"

" England !

"

Christopher, who had been lying on the rug looking at

pictures, rolled himself to sitting position.

" London," said his mother.
" Mummy !

"

How would he like it ? He flung himself upon her, danced

round the room, shouted, sang. London ! There was magic

in the word for him even then. He had spent one excited

night there on his way to Boulogne, in lodgings in Ebury
Street—the lodgings, indeed, where he had stayed as a baby,

and where he was to have been born if things had not taken

their wayward course in mid-ocean—and we may suppose

that he had registered impressions. Fog was one of them.

A misty basement to which he had penetrated in search of

Trimmer, another. In the basement a servant in a skimpy
cap, who sang " Father, dear father, come home with me
now," and gave Trimmer a jug of hot water, which he was
permitted to see drawn from a great black kettle which sat

upon a glowing fire. Another memory was of a toy which he

had been given there—a windmill which turned its sails when
you turned a handle, and into an upper chamber of which, from

a little hut at its foot, a procession of little millers (glued to a

tape) made an unending ascent. By an oversight this toy

had been left behind. No wonder he remembered London.
Might he run and tell Trimmer ?

If he liked. Trimmer should come too, if they went.

It wasn't quite settled, but it was most likely. He scampered
off. His mother heard him bounding up the stairs calling

Trimmer as he went. She heard his " Trimmer, we're going

to London," and could guess at her ** What, Master Christo-

pher ? " by his " We are. We are really. Ask Mother."

Trimmer, nearly as excited as he, came down, apologising,

to ask there and then.



82 CHRISTOPHER

"Oh 'm, really?" she said.

Mrs. Herrick smiled.
" I think so. We're going to think about it, anyway.

Don't you think, perhaps, a httle change would be good for

us all ?
"

*' Yes, yes, yes," shouted Christopher.
*' It would be nice 'm," said Trimmer. " Oh 'm, English

bacon again ! Only think."
" Why, we have that here."
" And made, as it were, into a regular plat " (Trimmer said

plar) " in the cooking. No. English bacon cooked by a

Christian, I mean. Oh 'm ! And—and a muffin ! To be sure

there's Gregory's, 'm, and 'Owe's. But a London muffin,

with the bell going down the street. Oh 'm !

"

" I see we shall have to go," said Mrs. Herrick.

After that for Christopher and for Trimmer it was counting

the days. Plans matured rapidly enough. The time was
fixed for the week before Christmas. Christmas itself was to

be spent at Herrickswood with Christopher's other grand-

mother, who, informed of the projected visit, issued an

invitation which amounted to a command. Herrickswood

first, then, with a night in London on the way, and, then

(Herrickswood appeased) , an unfettered fortnight of London

:

such were the plans which took form while days were marked
off a nursery calendar—crossed out with wetted pencil—and
water ran under the bridges. Christmas is Coming, sang

Trimmer, as, in their several hours, she had sung " Rocked in

the Cradle of the Deep," and the inflammatory Marseillaise
;

Christmas will be here before we know where we Are.

We're going to England, to England, to England, sang

Christopher ; and even his mother's heart sang Change.
" You'll have to be very good at Grandmamma Her-

rick's."

" I don't mind," said Christopher. He was ready to promise

anything.

Trimmer was best company now. She was going home
for a few days in the course of the visit, and she never

tired of telling of Birmingham, where her parents lived.
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It was a fine city, she said, something like London, but

nearly in the heart of the Black Country. The Black Country !

Christopher breathed hard. Ah, he might well gasp. To go

through that at night. Trimmer said, in the train—between

Birmingham, say, and Wolverhampton, that was travelling

if you liked. Every chimney belched forth flame. Near and
far, out of the darkness, you saw the great furnaces breathing.

She didn't suppose there was anything Hke it in France. It

always '' reminded " Trimmer of hell. Not but what it wasn't

very pretty, too.

" It all seems alive/' she said, " like Birmingham itself.

Everything you can think of is made there. And all lit by
gas."

" The houses ? " said Christopher, wide-eyed.

At Boulogne, in such modest homes as that in the Rue
Gil Bias, lamps were used—china lamps burning colza oil,

in sitting-rooms, and Uttle benzoline lamps in the passages

and bedrooms. It was Christopher's daily pleasure to watch
these being trimmed. The china lamps had to be wound up
like clocks (fascinating

! ) ; and the hand-lamps had their

benzoline poured in and poured out of them, as much as was
good for them being retained by sponges under wire netting.

Very engaging, the trimming of the benzoline lamps !

" The houses ? " said Christopher.
" Many of them. The streets, anyway."
It wasn't so wonderful then.
" Just like here," said Christopher.
" There's gasworks near my 'ome,'* said Trimmer senti-

mentally, " and to see the moon over them on a summer's
night—oh, there's nothing like England."

" Don't you wish you were going ? " said Christopher to the

Sons of the NobiHty and Gentry at school.

All of them did ; one or two were. These, with Christopher,

formed a little envied group, puffed up with pride.

" I expect I shall have a lot to tell you when I come back,"

he said to his aunts.
" No doubt, darling."
" Don't you wish you

"

** If it wasn't so cold," his Aunt Laura said. " At any other



84 CHRISTOPHER

time of year," his Aunt Catherine. They, poor ladies, were

indifferent sailors.

The time drew nearer and near. It was the week after

next ; it was next week ; this ; it was to-morrow ! Christo-

pher was up with the lark—the winter lark, anyway.

It was very cold, and it was going to be rough. Everyone

said so. The aunts, who came down to see the travellers off,

were congratulating themselves in earnest that they were not

going. They hoped every few moments that their sister and

Christopher, and Trimmer also, were well wrapped up.
" Have you rugs ? " said Miss Oxeter.
" Has he enough over his chest ? " asked Miss Catherine.
" Plenty of rugs—the woolly one and my big plaid. Christo-

pher's all right, aren't you, dear ?
"

They chose their places on deck. Mrs. Herrick was a fair

sailor—more or less safe, as she said, if she had air and might

keep still. Christopher had yet to prove his mettle. Trimmer,

who wanted a day to get her sea legs, preferred, on the whole,

to go below,
** It's different from India," she explained cryptically.

Christopher, in his '* reefer " coat, stumped about the deck

and made friends with the sailors. He was enormously

interested in everything. The Paris train came in, and the

packet filled up with hurrying laden folk with anxious eyes

on the weather.
" It's going to be very rough," Christopher assured an old

lady who seemed unable to get an answer to her question.
" Oh, you horrid Httle boy !

" she said smiling.
" You'll see," said Christopher poUtely.

Like Trimmer, she went below. People made for the best

places, held, or surrendered them. The timid and the un-

certain—or perhaps too certain—laid themselves out and
closed their eyes. In the saloon, into which Christopher

peeped on his voyages of discovery, there was already the

smell of brandy. It was pleasant to get back into the air.

Then a bell rang and his aunts made their hurried adieux.

The last passenger scrambled on board, the gangways were

drawn up, and they were off.
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The piers slid by them.

It was Ho ! for old England.

It was then that Christopher's mother asked herself, Why ?

In heaven's name, now that the danger was over—and had
there been any danger, and if so of what ?—in heaven's name,

and the name of everything else that might be expected to

understand the heart of woman and its incalculable and
unfathomable workings : Why ? Why ? Why ?



CHAPTER XII

CHRISTOPHER, sobered at first by the very distressing

sights which he saw about him after the bar had been

crossed, had gravitated to his mother's side, and there en-

sconced himself comfortably under the large shawl which was
known as the " plaid," from its odd sponge-bag pattern.

There he stayed quiet for some time with the wind and spray

playing on his chubby face. One by one people about him
were led below, or staggered to the companion-ladder in a

nameless race with time. When, however, he experienced

no feelings of discomfort himself, and could thus be quite

sure that he was not going to be ill, his energies took him to

his feet again. He went and watched the engines, and the

water churned by the paddle-wheels, and the great waves
which were doing such dire work amongst the passengers.

He would have gone below to see how Trimmer was getting

on, but that his mother, with some comprehension of what
Trimmer's feehngs might be just then, had told him she

thought Trimmer would rather be left alone. It turned out

afterwards that she had divined Trimmer's state only too

accurately. Mrs. Herrick herself hoped, and expected, to be

able to hold out.

Christopher, rather proud of himself, paced the deck with

the hardy and intrepid, or stood amongst those who kept a

look-out, caps pulled down over their eyes and their ulsters

flapping round them. Beads of spray were on the rough nap
of his coat, and on his face, as he could see others upon the

clothes and faces, the beards and moustaches of those about

him. His lips were salt. Little sea-born boy, he felt entirely

at home. The pulsing of the engines was in his ears as not

so long ago, though he had no knowledge of this, it had smitten

on the unheeding ears of his babyhood. Every loose thing

flapped for his pleasure—his handkerchief when he drew that

86



CHRISTOPHER 87

from his pocket to wipe the spray from his eyes ; the sailors'

oilskins ; a newspaper caught on a rail ; a lady's veil. The
very noises of the straining vessel were for his enjoyment.

Every now and then came a thud and the splash of faUing

water, and a funny protesting sound from the funnel which

seemed, shuddering, to fight for a moment for breath. There

were creakings and raspings, swinging sounds, Hke the sound

made by the ropes of his swing at home, over the beam in the

granary. The wind whistled. It was as if he had always

known these sounds.

People spoke to him. Someone held him up once to see the

cliffs, but that wasn't the least necessary, for the ship herself

lifted you to see whatever there might be on the sky-line.

France had disappeared long since.

" You're a fine little sailor," said the pair of arms.
" I wasn't sure if I should be," said Christopher. " But

I was born at sea."

The cliffs, scarcely visible a short time back, began to mark
themselves definitely on the horizon, the sea heaving, tossing,

sliding, between. A thin gleam of sunlight broke through

grey clouds. It made the day look colder.

Then a long time passed, during which no particular pro-

gress seemed to be made, and then suddenly as it seemed,

gradually as it was in reality, there came a moment when
simultaneously the passengers and the sailors began to be

animated by something which spread through the ship.

Laden people with pale faces—a faint pink upon the cheek

bones—began to struggle up from the cabins. The enduring

on deck opened their eyes, roused themselves, looked about
them. Some performed an impromptu toilet or collected

their luggage. As if to cheat sufferers of the sympathy which
was their due, the sea now began to go down. No one on this

side would know or beHeve. . . .

Christopher's mother welcomed him with triumphant eyes.

She had held out, but could not pretend to have enjoyed

herself.

" Poor Trimmer !
" she said.

The boat entered the harbour and slid to her moorings.

It was a very wan Trimmer who appeared then—smiHng
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resolutely, however, and clasping her mistress's dressing-

case.

" You ought to have stopped on deck, Trimmer," Chris-

topher told her.

" Did I ? " said Trimmer. But she managed to smile.

" One Woe is past 'm," she said, as she landed. " It's like

the Book of Revelations. And Enghsh 'm—hsten." (A

porter had said, " Allow me, miss "
; another, '' 'Urry up

with them things ! ") " Enghsh ! Doesn't it do your heart

good. Master Christopher ? I could kiss them all. It's worth

Woes—though, mark you, I was near wishing we'd go to the

bottom. And that more than once," she added.
" Poor Trimmer!" said Mrs. Herrick again.

Tea in the train, with protestant English buns (for the

brioches of over the water) revived her ; revived Christopher's

mother ; refreshed Christopher. Everyone's spirits rose after

that. The colour came back to Trimmer's cheeks. She could

laugh at her sufferings. Christopher had never seen his

mother herself in such spirits before. The hoUday mood held

the three of them.

After an hour of laughter and talking, they slept.

Victoria was Christopher's next conscious impression.

Here were most of the laden travellers ; the man who had
lifted Christopher ; the old lady to whom he had prophesied

(she had forgiven him, evidently, for she nodded to him and
said, " Did 1 call you horrid ? You were perfectly right.")

;

the ill, the faint-hearted, the intrepid. There was some very

cold waiting to the tune of goodness knows what not of noise :

an engine letting off steam—to take every S out of what you
shouted or said ; the rattle and clatter of vans, of metal on
wood and on stone. Through the hiss and the clamour would
sound the shrill whistle of an out-going train with the loud

puff, puff, puff, of its effort at starting. Stations, Christopher

was to think afterwards, were noisier when he and the world

were younger. But confusing as it all was, there was some-

thing stimulating in the very uproar.
" This is London," everything said. " This is London."
" Keep tight hold of my hand," said Trimmer. He could
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hardly hear her. " That's ours, 'm. Your big box. And
here comes mine. Now where is the vaUse ? Oh, this crowd

and the noise, 'm ! But anyway you can talk to the porters

in your own language. Keep tight hold of my hand, Master

Christopher."

It is to be feared that her charge, looking this way and

that with fascinated eyes, strained at his leash.

Never had he seen so many top-hats. Even the station-

police wore them.
" There's the valise, 'm. There by that green carpet bag

—

no, to the left. Near the 'ip bath. Now perhaps we shall get

along."

Gone everything of that period the way of yesterday's

roses and snows. Christopher, if he had come to London for

nothing else, was able to say that he remembered straw in

the four-wheelers ; stone-paved roads ; hatchments on the

houses of the noble dead ; the milkmaid—often elderly

—

of the sturdy legs, and the pails hanging from a yoke ; many
obsolete street cries. Not all these did he see or hear on the

short drive from Victoria to Ebury Street, but, whenever it

may have been that they fixed themselves upon eye or ear,

they stood to him afterwards as presenting the London of

these remote, delightful, and unsophisticated days. There

were still " grandeurs." Carriages were '* turns out." There

were hammer-cloths. Coachmen wore wigs, footmen powder.

What he chiefly noted in the cab was the straw, bits of which

he picked off his mother's dress ; and the deafening rattle

of the windows which made conversation almost impossible.

These things he enjoyed all the same. They were London.

Never would he forget the meal which was ready for the

travellers very soon after their arrival. Trimmer, sharing

it for the occasion, said it did you good to see a chop that

wasn't a cutlet, and a vegetable which wasn't a lege^me.

" A le-what ? " said Christopher.
" Legz^me," said Trimmer.

Christopher had to correct her accent and go into the ques-

tion of accuracy. If what Trimmer called Legwme meant

vegetable, how could a vegetable help
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To Trimmer it was a question of the cooking.

,

" Oh, you two funny people," said Christopher's motiier.

" But I quite see what you mean," she said to Trimmer.

Trimmer need not have feared. There was nothing French

about the cooking. There was an apple tart after the chops ;

cheese after that—cheddar for Gruyere, to draw from Trim-

mer the inevitable comparison—and with this meal they

drank tea ! No, nothing French about Ebury Street.

Trimmer retired presently to unpack for the night, but

returned mysteriously not many minutes later.

" What do you think I've found ? " Christopher guessed

breathlessly. He had hardly let himself hope.

Trimmer brought what she held from behind her back.
'* The landlady kept it in case you should come here again.

It's not even broken."

But was that it ?—that his cherished memory ? He grew

very red and stood with his hands in his pockets. He had
never felt so shamed. It was a toy for a baby !

His mother played with it after he had gone to bed.

He had hardly recovered from his discomfiture when
Trimmer, half an hour later, came back to fetch him. After

the adventurous day to have suffered such humiliation ! He
still played with toys. He would have admitted that. Had
he not ducks and fish of coloured tin (with a wonderful

metallic smell) which followed a magnet about in a basin of

water? Scarcely "older," these. He had leaden soldiers;

tops ; a painted ball even. But there was a difference. If

Trimmer had even not treated the thing as a ** surprise."
*' What do you think I've found. Master Christopher ?

"

He should have known better than to respond to that. Trim-

mer should know better than to lay such a trap for him

—

should have realised.

But London came to his rescue. Unfamiliar sounds reached

him from the street ; the song of a drunken man—something

about Champagne Charlie ; the rattle of cabs and carriages ;

a postman's knock ; the cry of a newspaper-boy ; the passing

of many feet. London was going on all round him. It was

in the flicker of the firelight on the walls, in the feel of the
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strange bed, the pleasant restfulness of the cold, clean sheets ;

the very griminess of the ceiling which wanted whitewashing

so badly. It was in the sound of a piano being played some-

where not far off ; in the drip of water in a cistern at the top

of the stairs ; in the candles which had lighted him to bed.

Above all, it was in a rumble, like the roar of the waves on

the sands at Boulogne, which seemed to be behind every other

sound, and which went on all the time without ceasing. In

the absorbing interest of these things he forgot his humilia-

tion. He could feel the bed going up and down now, like the

boat, but very pleasantly. It was rocking him gently to sleep.

He woke to see his mother bending over him.
" It shows how much older and bigger I am, anyway."
" What does, darling ?

"

He couldn't remember, and was asleep again.
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HERRICKSWOOD had been a big place in its time, and
even now, shorn of most of its acres by the extrava-

gance of dead and gone Herricks, was of considerable import-

ance in its own county. It was of paramount importance

in the eyes of its owner. There had always been Herricks of

Herrickswood. It was a big square house, of imposing front,

and the many charming inconveniences incidental to its age.

There was tapestry and there were draughts in many of the

bedrooms. The house stood in a small park, which, in the

days of its former glories, had been a big one. There had been

deer in the reign of Christopher's grandfather, but were none
now. There were fine trees : beech, chestnut, oak. An
avenue of the second led from the nearer of the two lodge

gates to the house. The road from the further, by which,

as the more direct from the station, our travellers were driven

upon their arrival, ran through bracken-covered slopes, past

a lake, a larch plantation, a round building which had been

kennels and was now empty, and presently a little private

chapel.

Herrickswood, beautiful as it was, always oppressed Chris-

topher's mother, who knew that it was by reason of its exist-

ence—since everything else was equal and the Oxeters as

old a family as the Herricks—that she had not been thought

a good match for Christopher's father. Herrickswood was
the outward and visible sign of the Herricks' position. There,

as Squires, Justices of the Peace, Guardians of the Poor, as

High Sheriffs from time to time, or Lord Lieutenants of their

county, they had lived, doing well or ill—ill as often as not

—but in the sight of all. The Oxeters, on the other hand,

if of a stock no less respectable, had no such sign. Granny
Oxeter used to say with a chuckle that her daughters were

privileged to wear cousins* mourning for half the deaths rer

92
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cordable in Burke and Debrett, but much good might that

do them ! As a family, the Oxeters were of that large com-

pany of the well-born, of whom it might be said that they are

perpetually the collaterals of the great. Their men marry

the more obscure of tlieir social equals, or frankly " beneath
"

them ; their women, younger sons. Christopher's father was

a younger son ; his mother, herself daughter of a younger

son if the younger son of a peer, had so far carried out the

traditions of her own pecuHar state.

Mrs. Herrick met her daughter-in-law and her grandson in

the frowning hall, which, as Anne Herrick felt and had always

felt, need not so have frowned. A little less austerity in the

decorations, and the hall at Herrickswood might have wel-

comed all comers smiUng. If, however, the hall frowned,

Christopher's Herrick grandmother upon this occasion did

not. She gave the new-comers warm if short welcome, and

led them into her sitting-room. She walked with a stick.

Christopher, observing her and everything else, followed

her solemnly in the wake of his mother, while Trimmer, cast-

ing a glance after them, disappeared with the servants,

through a large baize-covered door at the end of a passage.

There was nothing austere about the room into which Mrs.

Herrick ushered her guests. A bright fire burned in the grate

and twinkled in the glass in the frames of the many pictures

on the walls, and in and on the surfaces of many shining

things.

Mrs. Herrick pulled an arm-chair round to the fire for her

daughter-in-law.
'* Now let me look at you," she said to Christopher.

He submitted to her scrutiny with not more flinching than

might be.
** He's more like you than like us," his grandmother said

at length, without withdrawing sharp eyes from his face.

" We think him like his father," Christopher's mother said.

" Well, perhaps."
" His eyes."
" He has your mouth. None the worse for that, eh, Chris-

topher ?
"

Christopher said " No."
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She did not say whether what she saw pleased her, but

signing him to a stool by the fire, turned to her daughter-in-

law and asked about her journey.

The butler and a footman appeared now with cakes and
wine. Christopher was bidden to eat, which he did with

good appetite. The butler was told to pour out half a glass

of sherry for him. He drank it, coughing a little. After that

he was given some Views of the Rhine to look at, and by the

time he had gone through them twice he was ready for some
other diversion. This was not immediately forthcoming, so

he wandered round the room ; looking at things which he

wanted to touch, but did not, and being careful to make no
noise.

'' He will dine with us to-night, Anne."
" If you are good enough to let him."
*' Pooh. Would you like to, Christopher ?

"

Christopher said Yes, and added Please for manners.
" Well, then, now you'd like to see your rooms. Will you

ring that bell, Christopher ?
"

Very wide stone steps led from the austere hall to the land-

ing above. It seemed to Christopher that miles of passage

had to be paced before the room was reached in which Trim-

mer was now unpacking.
'' The young gentleman's room is next door," said the

butler, " the dressing-room as it were to yours 'm," and
withdrew.

Trimmer told of splendours below. It was all much as she

remembered it on an earlier visit years ago, only ''grander"

if anything. Mrs. Herrick's maid, Ollenshaw, was still in

office, and would you believe, wore a silk gown if you please

'm. She was a very haughty person, but had not, it seemed,

forgotten Trimmer, to whom she was all that was affable

—

affability impersonified. Trimmer said. She had a sitting-

room to herself now—^with a piano in it ; at least, one of those

old-fashioned tall ones, with faded silk spreading in rays like,

from a rosette in the middle. It had yellow keys—the sort,

Trimmer said, amongst which some were generally found to

be dumb. But it gave the room a hair as you might suppose.
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There was a sofa, too, on which Trimmer and OUenshaw had

sat while they drank their tea and ate 'ot buttered toast,

which was brought to them by one of the servants. Trimmer,

shaking out dresses, patting, folding, and putting away,

could not, she said, help but smile as she thought of it.

" There we sat, 'm, for all the world like imitation ladies.

It was * A little more tea. Miss Trimmer ?
' and ' May I pass

you the toast ?
' Very well for a change, 'm, but enerviating

I should say in the long run."

She lifted back the tray of her mistress's box.
" Most of the old servants are still here. The old butler

only died last year, and the coachman who was here before,

he's been pensioned off. But Mrs. Wellington is still here, 'm

—the housekeeper, if you remember, and the cook, and the

head-housemaid—^who must be nearly sixty. And they, 'm,

are all agog to see Master Christopher, 'm."

Trimmer lowered her voice for what she said next.
** Mr. Stephen, it seems, hasn't been seen or been heard of

for six months."

Christopher, looking round, saw his mother frown at her.

He found his grandmother's eyes upon him more than once

at dinner, which was rather a solemn meal. His mother did

most of the talking. His grandmother cai-ved. Christopher,

a little awed by the grave butler and the two footmen with

the wooden faces, did not have to be told that boys should

be seen and not heard.

He said " Yes, please " to many excellent things, and did

not dispute a vicarious " No, thank you " of his mother's, to

some tempting dish which had paused deferentially at his

elbow upon its second round. It was then that something

happened—the smallest thing in the world.
" H'm," said his grandmother.

That brought a ** Yes ? " from his mother.
" I said * H'm,' said his grandmother, " and meant it.

He's not the fighter his father was."

His mother smiled a little anxiously.
" He's on his best behaviour," she said :

" aren't you,

Christopher ?
"
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Christopher looked from one to the other.

" Needn't I be ? Haven't I got to ?
"

His grandmother laughed out.
" I'd like some more then," he said boldly.

Was it instinct or young memory which had taught him
how to treat her ?

His grandmother said nothing, but something was relaxed.

He felt it. His mother felt it. After that he talked as much
as he would have talked at home. Dinner lost its portentous

solemnity.

Long after Christopher had gone to bed his grandmother
and his mother sat talking.

'' Your letter telling me you were coming to England
nearly crossed one from me. I was on the point of writing

to you."

Anne glanced up from her work. She, like Mrs. Oxeter,

was crocheting an antimacassar.
" It was time I saw my grandson," said Mrs. Herrick. She

was a fierce-looking old woman, on whose face time had
written inscrutable things.

" I'm so glad you should see him now. I've wanted you
to see him. I was waiting, in a way. I didn't think you hked
children."

" I don't."

They were back now in the room into which the two had
been ushered upon their arrival. Christopher's grandmother
looked at the fire, which, though it had evidently just been

made up, did not seem to please her. She put on a loose

velvet glove which hung by a loop from a nail in the wall, and
taking up the poker, poked, raked out, and rearranged the

coals. She threw another log on to them from a box which

stood beside the hearth.
" I don't like children," she repeated. '' I never did

—

except my own—and they grew up."

It may have been a Httle movement wliich her daughter-in-

law made which caused her to consider her words.

She took off the glove and hung it up in its place over the

coal-box.
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" I'm alone in my old age," she said grimly. " One of my
sons is dead—Oh, I know I didn't entirely want him to marry

you. I admit it. But you made him a good wife, and I'm

glad now that he did marry you. He's dead for all that

—

and the other might just as well be."

The old eyes blazed suddenly as they looked into the fire.

The fingers with the many rings as suddenly were clenched,

and Anne Herrick, by the flashing of the stones, saw how they

were trembling.
" Let him take care, though," she heard her mother-in-law

add under her breath. ** Let him take care."

She made no comment. She could not, as Christopher's

mother, discuss Christopher's ne'er-do-well uncle with one

who not only was incensed, but had so much in her power.

In spite of her, her heart beat a Uttle quicker, for never before

had the thought of Herrickswood in connection with her own
son crossed her mind. That Mrs. Herrick, by the foresight of

her husband, had the disposal of it at her unfettered pleasure

she had always known ; but that she might ever think of

passing over her own son was a thought which had never so

much as occurred to her.

"I've paid his debts for him three times," the angry old

'woman was saying. " I've kept him out of the bankruptcy

court, and for what ? To contribute to the support of dis-

reputable women, to enable him to bet and gamble and drink,

and for my pains to be left for months at a time without so

much as his address."

She paused, and a Uttle gleam of humour shot into the

sharp eyes.

" That's, all the same, his one redeeming virtue—the one

thing that keeps his name in my will at all : his indifference to

my hold over him. He makes it no hold, and so the strongest.

He knows what I can do if I choose, and he has the impudent
courage to flout me. There must be some wisdom in a man
who can be such a fool."

" I always liked him," said Christopher's mother.
" All women do. Good women as well as bad—Goodness

knows you're good enough, dear. That's, in a way, what's

the matter with you."

H
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Christopher's mother laughed—^reUeved that she might

show colour in a situation which had demanded neutrality,

at least, from her.

" A spice of the devil would have done you no harm—a little

more of the guile of the serpent. If Christoplier has either he

won't get it from you."
" He's not such a paragon," said his mother. She smiled

at the thought of this being praise.

'' I hope not ; but I hope more that he'll never be anything

else in essentials."

What these might be she did not say.
" What are his tastes ? " she asked abruptly.

Anne Herrick felt herself nonplussed. His tastes ? How
could she say ?—though she thought she knew. How explain

to this stern old woman who expected men to be soldiers, that

she believed Christopher to be many other things ? She did

not forget the war time when Christopher had been martial

with the most martial. She did not forget many a little

incident in his little career which showed that he was not

wanting in pluck—facings of pain, the dentist, perhaps,

facings of what had to be faced, but might have been shied

at. These things did not count. She did not think he was a

soldier. His tastes ? Everything was his taste. A walk

with Christopher would have told you more than she could

tell.

** I don't know," she said at last. " He's interested in

everything." (She was using, though she did not know it,

almost the words Trimmer had used to the piano-tuner, when
she, in turn, had tried to express Christopher.) ** There's

nothing that he doesn't see. He sees pictures."
'* An artist ?

"

Mrs. Herrick's tone was tolerant in a contemptuous sort of

way.
" I don't know. He's taking-in all the time. Taking-in

everything he hears and smells and sees and touches
"

" And tastes, I hope. Give him a good appetite. It's

healthier then."

His mother nodded.
" He uses all his senses for what he is absorbing."
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" Well, if the rarest of all—the one we call common—is

not left out
"

Anne Herrick smiled.
" I don't think it is. He has plenty of gumption. But if

he sees things as they are, he also sees them as they never

were and never will be."
" You're drawing an artist I misdoubt me."
" He hasn't an idea of drawing. He draws, of course, but

only what all children draw—trains, and houses, and unrecog-

nisable horses. Not a bit better than any other boy of his age.

Not a painter I think, if you meant that. I don't understand

these things, but it seems to me sometimes that with so much
taking-in, one of these days there will have to be some sort

of giving-out."
" An artist," Christopher's grandmother said again. " I

didn't mean a painter."

There was a pause after that.

" I suppose you know that it's putting him outside life?
"

" Or in the heart of it."

" So deeply in the heart of it, then, that it will keep the

breath from his nostrils. Well, it's all as it will be. Neither

you nor I will have any voice in what was settled from the

beginning of time. I hope you may be wrong—for his sake.

But meanwhile I could find it in me to wish something which

may surprise you."

Anne Herrick looked at her, speculating as to what that

might be.

Mrs. Herrick the elder did not answer at once. She looked

at her daughter-in-law much as she had looked at Christopher.

Anne let her eyes fall to her work and went on with it. Her
crochet-hook pecked away at the rose she was making. She
felt the old woman's eyes on her hair, on her cheeks, on her

eyelids ; most of all on her eyehds. She was not as strong

as Christopher, who had hardly flinched.

" Well ? " she said at last.

" It isn't because you're so pretty, and prettiness shouldn't

be wasted. I dare say you scarcely know how pretty you are.

And it isn't because you're young, though you are amazingly

young when I look at you "
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" Oh, please."

Anne Herrick could not stifle that little cry.

" It isn't for your sake at all," Mrs. Herrick continued

relentlessly. " Though it might be and might very well be,

it isn't. It's Christopher I'm thinking about."
" I know what you are going to say

"

" Well, then, has it ever occurred to you that a household

of women isn't the best environment for him ? We're narrow,

the broadest of us, circumscribed, hemmed in as much by our

own ignorances as by anything else. It won't always be so

perhaps. There are signs even now of a breaking down of some
of the barriers. Whether that will be good for us I for one am
not prepared to say. The fact remains that we're not called the

weaker sex for nothing. Well, there are weaknesses that I

pride myself upon not having, and this is one of them. Most

women think that their sons' widows should be widows
indeed. Well, I don't, and if ever

"

" Ah, please
"

'' Nonsense, you're a young woman."
That was what Christopher's mother had so lately dis-

covered, and what for that very reason she did not want to

hear. She held her breath for the strangeness of the moment.
"I'm thinking of Christopher. Where there's a boy there

should be a man. There's nothing
"

" Don't say ' like a man in the house,' " Anne implored,

laughing a little hysterically.

" Well, that's what I was going to say," said Christopher's

grandmother.



CHAPTER XIV

THE next day was Christmas Eve. There had been a very

hard frost in the night and every puddle was frozen.

Christopher may be said to have spent most of the morning
breaking cat's ice with a sturdy boot, and canvassing for

votes for hard weather. He was hoping for snow, though his

grandmother had said fervently, at breakfast, "The Lord
forbid." If not snow, then a spell of frost for sliding—perhaps

even for learning to skate. The frost, Robson the butler and
Mrs. Wellington the housekeeper seemed disposed, though
a little too indulgently, to promise him. It appeared to be

because boys would be boys—or, more aptly, young gentle-

men, young gentlemen—that they supposed, with obliging

smiles, that he must have it. His mother, who in her heart

was rather wishing, too, that the frost might last, went down
with him to look at the lake. She had not skated for many
years, but used to skate—when she was " young," as a short

time back she would have expressed it—when she was a girl,

before she married, that is, as, for some reason or other,

she was moved to put it now.

The lake was well covered. Clean ice shimmered in clear

sunlight. Already, private as the park was, with only a right

of way across it by a distant footpath, the stone or two of

wantonness or active mischief lay upon the ice. But what
ice if the frost held out ! She felt excited and again a little

bit alarmed.

What was this conspiracy that insisted on her youth ? The
very sight of the ice joined it—the sharp stimulating air.

What, too, was this mystery of recurring phrases ? Words
seemed to group themselves arbitrarily on the tongue to

disconcert her. There's nothing like . . . Could any reitera-

tion of chance words be stranger ? Were they chance words
at all which had it in them so to force themselves upon her ?

lOI
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Christopher even—Christopher, all unconscious, passive,

innocent of any design soever—had been drawn into the

disturbing argument they pressed. Had she fled to England

but to be confronted with them in a new and strengthened

guise ? Something seemed to her to be closing round her.

" Come here, Christopher."

He came—from breaking cat ice. A cart-road, deeply

rutted, skirted the lake, and the ruts were bridged as with

glass near where she was standing. He could break to his

heart's content. He held a bit of ice in each hand. His

cheeks were glowing.
" What, mother ?

"

She did not know and made some excuse—told him to look

at a robin which had alighted almost at her feet.

" Isn't he tame ?
"

She had meant to ask him questions. Some impulse which

as suddenly as it came deserted her, had prompted her to

ask him whether he was happy. Was his life happy—his

normal life at Boulogne with only herself and Trimmer for

everyday companionship ? For change and interchange of

ideas outside his home, were his schoolfellows enough for

him ? What good to ask him ? Of course he was happy

;

and how could he know ? If he were not happy even, how
could he know ?

The robin took flight and Christopher went back to his cat

ice.

But even as she dismissed her questions came a recollection

to answer them. Christopher, bending over a rut, had
unconsciously put himself into the first position for one of the

acrobatic feats which he used to perform with poor Pierre

About in the magic days of the billeting. Monsieur Christophe

was told to stoop down—lower, lower ; now from between his

knees to give Pierre, who stood behind him, his hands, so ; then,

Houp-la ! Houp !, and he had been made to turn a somersault

!

It was Pierre, of course, who did the performing. Christopher

had only to have faith ; not to be frightened. There were other

evolutions through which he was put. He had stood on Pierre's

shoulders one day, held only—(though Jean Poulard was there

ready if he should fall to catch him)—held only by Pierre's
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hands at the back of his heels. It had been Christopher's

mother that day who was frightened, not Christopher

—

though he was not sorry to come down.

That was Hfe perhaps. That was hfe for a boy. Happy,
healthy, natural. She had only to think of Christopher as he

had borne himself then to reaUse that, full as his young life

might be, it had been fuller for this time than it had been

before or since. Yet, when all was said, how do better than

well?

She laughed to herself presently, her spirits rising again

as she raced him towards the house.
'* We shall be skating in three days," she said, " and then

you won't beat me."
" Well, I've got to learn," he said. *' Then I shall beat you

all right."
*' Shall you, indeed, sir ? And why, pray ?

"

" Oh, well," said Christopher, ** I'm—well, you're not a

boy, you see."

" And all boys can beat their mothers?
"

" On their legs," said Christopher, " of course."

Which was all as it should be. They reached the house

laughing and breathless.

Mrs. Herrick the elder did not reopen the subject of her

talk with her daughter-in-law that day—nor would, perhaps,

during the rest of the visit ? She had said her say, maybe,
and would leave her words to soak in ? Anne, enjoying

herself in spite of misgivings and forebodings, more than she

had expected, and somehow no longer ** oppressed " by
Herrickswood, gave herself up to the very simple pleasures

of the moment, and hoped so. She went for a drive in the

afternoon and assisted Mrs. Herrick in the distribution of her

rather fierce Christmas doles.

" Here's a pound of tea and a pound of sugar, Jane Jarman,
and a Happy Christmas to you, and don't let me hear of your
husband being drunk again, or tell him I'll look out for a new
woodman."

" Yes 'm. Yes 'm, thank you kindly, and no 'm, I'm sure.

And I'm sure I 'ope
"
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" Yes, Jane Jarman, I know. Well, just tell him. And

don't let the tea ' stoo.' Good day to you."
" Good day 'm, and I'm sure I 'ope ..."
" The cottage by the forge, James."

Or " Here's half a crown, Mrs. Holden ; and what's this I

hear about your daughter ? Let her understand once for all

that I won't have any scandal. If you can't control your

children you've no right to have had any. Not a word. I

won't listen to any excuses. None to make for her ? Well,

all I can say is you ought to have. There. There. The usual

wishes."

Sometimes the]^attack came first.

" Your sons are poachers and thieves, Enoch Jones.

They're a disgrace to the parish. I hear fine accounts of

them. It's not their fault, I'm told, that they're not spending

Christmas in prison this year. It's a pity they're not if what

I hear's true, and then people's pheasants might hope to

spend theirs in Christian safety. Mind this, though, I'll show

them no mercy if my keepers catch them. You ought to be

ashamed of yourself, you wicked old man. What happened

to Eli, eh, in the Scriptures ? He fell off a post, didn't he,

to punish him for his sons' evil courses, and so will you if you

don't check yours on theirs. You may well look down.

How's your little granddaughter ?
"

" She don't seem to get up her strength."
" Send up to the hall for some soup. Perhaps she could

eat a little jelly. I'll speak about it. Here's a parcel of

groceries for you. I should wish you a happy Christmas with

more certainty of your getting it, if you'd brought up your

sons better. Good day, Enoch Jones."
" Good day 'm, and thank you gratefully and a Merry

Christmas and many of 'em."
" Merry Christmas, indeed," snorted Christopher's grand-

mother to his mother. " Merry—with Stephen in some

gutter ! I suppose I ought to fall off a post myself. It's

lucky I'm not given to sitting on anything so risky."

So they proceeded. It was, " Where's the list, my dear ?

Have you marked those off ? That's right. Good-for-nothings

all of them. Who's next then ? " The oddest old woman !
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But when amongst the gifts for an old Irish widow, one Biddy

McFlood, without any belongings, a twist of tobacco was

seen to have found its thoughtful place—although it was

shot at her with a Faugh and For Shame to you !—Christo-

pher's mother wondered how she could ever have stood in awe

of her mother-in-law.

Christopher, meanwhile, who had stayed at home to help

to decorate the house for the morrow, was pricking his fingers

with holly leaves, hammering his thumbs, and generally en-

joying himself. A spirit of festivity was over even the austere

hall. It was there that, with the aid of Albert the other

wooden-faced footman, Robson the butler hung the branch

of mistletoe which caused such a flutter amongst those of

the women-servants who were helping. The elderly head

housemaid, who had so many front teeth when she smiled

that Christopher wondered how her lips managed to cover

them when she didn't, said—in answer to nothing, as far as

Christopher knew—that James or Albert had Better let Her

see them Try, that was all. Ollenshaw, making a garland of

evergreens with Trimmer, said, " Ah, in the old days when
we used to have annual servants' balls here, that was the

time. Some use in mistletoe then. Some meaning, as you

might say."

It was all very respectful and discreet. An apologetic

glance was thrown at Christopher if anyone laughed at all

loudly, but he was not excluded from the festal jesting, and

took his own part in it.

" Trimmer's young man is at Boulogne," he said.

" Now, Master Christopher !

"

" He is. He's a piano-tu
"

Trimmer's laughing hand covered his mouth.

There was a friendly scuffle. But the thing seemed to give

general pleasure. It was interpreted in some way as proving

Master Christopher a son of the house—proud (Heaven

knew how
!
), but able and ready to descend from his

natural pedestal. He reminded Ollenshaw of his father, of

course, but of his grandfather, too, and of his great-

uncles.
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" I hardly realised 'm," Trimmer said afterwards to her

mistress. " I didn't indeed."
" Realised what ?

"

" What they think it, to be one—a Herrick, I mean."
" He's an Oxeter too."
" I don't forget that. But in this house 'm—^The im-

portance ! Of course I always knew—his father's son and

being posthumious, as I said at the time, I remember. But this

brings it 'ome." Trimmer lowered her voice again. " He's

winning golden opinions, 'm. OUenshaw tells me his grand-

mamma's taken to him most extraordinary. She hears 'm,

having her ear, as it were. Indeed, in the housekeeper's

room he's as good as looked upon as the
"

But that, Christopher's mother would not hear. She felt it

her duty to speak rather sharply. That was not to be said.

Not to be thought even. The case was nothing of the sort.

If such an idea were put into the boy's head
" No 'm, of course not. Who would dream ?

"

Trimmer was not a bit abashed.
*' Don't let me hear anything more of this, or I shall be very

angry."

The decorations betokened no special festivities. Herricks-

wood was always decorated at Christmas. Festoons of ever-

greens decked the sombre hall every year, hanging from point

to point on the walls. Bunches of holly were tucked behind

the frames of the pictures, crowning them or balancing them-

selves on each side of them. Mrs. Herrick might be glad

enough to see these things cleared away when they had
served their purpose, but she would as soon have thought

of not having them as of absenting herself without adequate

reason from church, on the 25th of December. Customs

were habits in those days.

The work went on apace. There were a rustling and a

crackling of leaves. The big garland, on which the maid^

had been employed in their spare time for the last few days,

was in its place between the two pilasters ; and the smaller

ones were growing apace under OUenshaw 's and Trimmer's

deft fingers. Christopher alternately helped and hindered.
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He had made friends with wooden Albert now, and dis-

covered that he was not wooden. Albert had many accom-

plishments which you would not have dreamt of attributing

to him if you had only seen him waiting. He could move
his ears and his scalp. Very accomplished this ! He could

wink, and taught Christopher—with, however, a caution.

But above all he was a ventriloquist.

He called, " Are you there ? " into an empty cupboard

under the great stone stairs, and a voice came out of it saying,
" Of course I am, and who's that young gentleman 'olding

the 'oily ?
"

" What young gentleman ?
"

" Why, standing beside you, stupid !

"

" He means you. Master Christopher."

After that the voice of the man in the empty cupboard,

who dropped his H's so thoroughly, had to be evoked for

Christopher from everywhere else that Christopher could think

of : from the gallery overhead ; from the dining-room and
the library, and the great cold drawing-room which nobody
sat in.

" Can you, Robson ?
"

Robson, smiling indulgently, had other things to do than

waste his time.
*' Can James ?

"

No, James couldn't either ; but it appeared that James
was " proficient " upon the melodion, a sort of concertina.

Christopher thought the baize door shut off many delights.

The sound of the returning carriage put a stop to the

entertainment. The servants who had gathered round to

listen went back to their several employments ; Trimmer
and OUenshaw to their garlands, the maids to their snippings

and prunings ; while Robson, whipping in Albert with a look,

nipped down the ladder upon which he had been standing

and hastened to the door.

Mrs. Herrick, pausing on her stick to look round, said,

" A nice mess I must say. Have you helped, Christopher ?

Has he, OUenshaw ?
"

" Of the greatest assistance, 'm."

His grandmother smiled at him.
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" Enjoyed yourself ?

"

Christopher had done that too.

He followed his mother upstairs to tell her about Albert.

But his mother could hardly listen to him ; for, odder even

than the odd reiteration of disturbing words, stranger than

the realisation of youth which had lately been forced upon

her, was the news which she had just heard in the carriage.

John Hemming, it seemed, was in England ; nothing

surprising in that : was in the neighbourhood ; not wholly

surprising this, either, for it was in that part of the world,

though at the other side of the county, that she had first

met him ; was coming to dinner next day.

And that, to Anne Herrick, was rather more than sur-

prising.



CHAPTER XV

IT was representative of the difference at that time in the

attitude of society towards the male and the female trans-

gressor, that, while the tip of Mrs. St. Jemison's nose would

not have been allowed to show itself over the threshold of

Herrickswood, John Hemming could be asked to dinner

without any ado soever. It would not, indeed, have occurred

to Mrs. Herrick the elder that, upon a point so well estab-

lished, any tentative sounding of the guest already installed,

as to whether she had any objection to meeting him, could be

deemed necessary.

Anne, conscious of being taken aback, was conscious also

that this very difference of outlook marked the relative

worldly positions of her mother-in-law and herself. It was a

question of upbringing. She herself would have felt bound
to " ask " before asking. Town and country mouse, she felt,

were adumbrated : here you saw the Mrs. Herrick who lived

in the world, and the Mrs. Herrick who, in so far as she did

not see eye to eye with her in this matter, plainly lived out

of it.

But, in truth, it was not upon such points of observance

that she was troubled. There was more than this to disturb

her.

She heard thus hardly more than a word or two of what
Christopher had followed her upstairs to tell. She said, " Did
you, darling ? " and " Really !

" and " You don't mean it !

"

relevantly enough. But whether Albert was a ventriloquist,

a contortionist, or a primitive methodist she could not have

told afterwards—or, indeed, whether it was Albert at all that

she had been hearing about, and not Robson or the elderly

housemaid or Ollenshaw. Somebody had done something

she knew, and she must see or must hear him—or her. Chris-
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topher, however, did not realise her inattention and presently

left her.

She stood by her dressing-table in her hat and coat and

looked at, without seeing, herself in the glass. The fire

crackled and spluttered and blew out puffing jets of flame and

boiling '' tar " in the grate behind her. The sound of it was

the only sound in the room. It marked the passing moments
with little flares of ardent gas. Anne heard them, and thought

the noise was like the running sound of the knife-grinder's

wheel when he holds the blade to it at intervals in its revolu-

tions. Automatically she had lighted the candles on each

side of the looking-glass, and now, as automatically, she put

them out, and drawing back a curtain looked out over the

park.

The frozen ground looked white, almost as if the snow, for

which Christopher had been wishing, had come indeed. The
sky was very clear and, in the early winter evening, full of

stars. The trees were very dark in the pale light, and against

the sky the branches of a cedar near the house looked as if

they were cut out of black paper. That gleam to the left

ringed by darkness must be the lake. The evening was very

still. Bells suddenly rang out faintly upon the stillness, or

it may be that suddenly she became aware of their

distant ringing. They reminded her of other Christmas

Eves.

She opened her window to Hsten, and as she did so another

sound smote crisply upon her ear—the sound of hoofs. Pre-

sently she made out the shape of a horse and a rider upon the

road below. She watched its progress across the park to where

it disappeared from her sight at the corner of the house.

It was about five minutes later that a note was brought to

her by Trimmer.
" For me ? " she said. " It isn't a telegram ? " She had

a momentary fear that something must have happened. Her

mother was ill, or one of her sisters.

" No 'm. It's a note by messenger."

Trimmer looked for the matches, found them, and lighted

the candles.
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" It must be for Mrs. Herrick," said her mistress. She

had taken the note and was waiting for the light to

burn up.
" No 'm, Robson said it was for you."

The flames of the candles settled to steady burning, and

showed the name on the envelope to be Mrs. Christopher

Herrick.

Still Anne hesitated, persuaded that there must be some
mistake. She knew no one about there Ukely to write to her.

There were, of course, people whom she had met or who had

called upon her years ago. It was possible that one of these

might have written, but it was improbable. She was sure

the note, whatever its direction, must be for her mother-in-

law.

Trimmer waited.
" Robson didn't say where it was from ?

"

" No *m. He only said it was for you. I gathered some-

how, though he didn't say so, that the messenger had been

given particular instructions."

It was a good many years since Anne Herrick had seen the

handwriting on the envelope or she would have recognised

it perhaps, but even as she broke the seal she did so, and knew
in the same moment what she should find within. She held

the sheet to the light, and steadying her eyes with an effort

read the hues it contained.
" I have just heard you are at Herrickswood. You will

believe that I did not know you were to be there when, with
my father, I accepted Mrs. Herrick's invitation to dine with

her on Christmas Day. I place myself in your hands. I will

go to-morrow evening, or send excuse according as you bid

me."

There was no beginning and no end.
" Is the messenger waiting ?

"

'' Yes 'm."

Anne Herrick went over to a writing-table, without an
idea of what she was going to write. Her first impulse was
to say Do not come. Yet to what good ? She was, moreover,

still so far in awe of her mother-in-law as to shrink from
interfering in any of her arrangements. What more likely
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than that the coming of this messenger would reach her ears ?

In such a case, as things stood, easy enough, in view of what
had scandaHsed Boulogne so recently, to explain. But if

the " excuse " came first, and the hearing of the note after-

wards, a connection between the two would be obvious, an
explanation unavoidable, and Christopher's grandmother
would, she thought, be a difficult person to whom to make
admissions. She must either consult her hostess or let her

hostess's guest come. She made her decision.

" I understand," she wrote, " and am grateful. But please

come as you intended."

She let this stand, folded the sheet, enclosed it in an en-

velope which she addressed, and gave it to Trimmer.
" The note was for me," she said.

Christopher was not sitting up for dinner that night. It

had been arranged in the interests of his bed-time that he

should have tea with Trimmer in the housekeeper's room,

and so retire at his usual hour. He came in to dessert for a few

minutes and was given a fig and a tangerine orange to eat

there and then, and some chocolates to take up with him, so

he went to bed a full and happy boy. His mother and his

grandmother sat on for a little while after he had left them,

and then went as before to Mrs. Herrick's sitting-room. Anne,

who had been waiting all through dinner for the mention of

John Hemming's name, was the first to speak it. She had
decided that she must tell Mrs, Herrick of her recent meeting

with him at Boulogne. As Christopher would see him at

dinner the next day she had indeed no alternative. As well,

then, speak of the note and make no mysteries.
'' At Boulogne, were they ? " said Mrs. Herrick. " Well,

just the sort of place where one would expect to find them,

poor things. There's the wide world to choose from, and they

go to Boulogne ! There's fate in it. If it hadn't been Bou-

logne it would have been Brussels or Bruges."
*' We thought of Brussels or Bruges ourselves," said Anne

Herrick, smiHng, '' when Mamma gave up Cheltenham."

Mrs. Herrick made no comment on this, but looked

amused.
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" So they fixed on Boulogne, did they, and fluttered your

dove-cots ?
"

" Well, everyone knew. That was why one couldn't do
anything—even after his kindness about Christopher. He
came at once to see him when I wrote, and I have to thank
him, in a way, for Christopher's recovery,"

" You'll be able to do that to-morrow."
" I shall be glad to have the opportunity. He kept out of

our way after his visit, and soon afterwards they went
away."

" Have you heard anything of him since ?
"

'* Not till to-day—not till you spoke of him this afternoon,

and I got his note this evening."
" Do you know that they've separated ?

"

Anne Herrick put down the magazine, the pages of which
she had been cutting.

" Separated !
" she said.

" Well—she," said Mrs. Herrick.

Anne looked her amazement.
"But aren't they going to be married?" she asked at

last.

The words, as she spoke them, showed her how completely

impersonal had her thoughts been. John Hemming, as John
Hemming, had not entered into them. In so far as she had
thought of him, though the sight of him had so greatly dis-

turbed her, she had thought of him as another woman's
husband—removed, apportioned, out of any reckoning. It

was not of him then that she had been afraid, but of all men
by reason of him; since it was the sight of him which
had revealed to her that she was young still and a

woman.
" The whole thing is extraordinary," Mrs. Herrick said.

" First St. Jemison, who is a beast, though that's by the way
and justifies nothing, won't divorce her. Vindictiveness,

nothing else, for he had no thought of taking her back—and
they are kept dangling by his perversity for goodness knows
how long. And then, when at length he does, and the time
is approaching for the decree to be made absolute, off goes

the lady with somebody else."
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Anne could hardly take this in. She began two or three

sentences all beginning with But.
'' My dear, it's because you can't put yourself in her posi-

tion. You've been feeling, just because you couldn't call

upon her, and because she showed something more perhaps

than just common humanity when Christopher met with his

accident—^knelt in the dust and didn't consider her pretty

clothes and all that—that she was a deeply suffering woman.
You yourself in her position—if you ever could be in her posi-

tion, which you couldn't !—would be miserable. Therefore

she was. Not a bit of it. Oh, I dare say she has suffered.

She can't have liked dropping out, sidelong looks—any of the

penalties, I dare say she isn't at all a bad woman in her way.

But she's light. Women who are really capable of suffering

don't leave their children. I haven't any doubt that she

imagines her little girl's name is written on her heart. It

isn't. I won't say there isn't a heart to write on, for I quite

think there is, but there isn't room on that sort of heart for

the names of children."
" She's so pretty."
" So I've no doubt was Mrs. Potiphar."
" You could see people talking about her, turning their

backs
"

" Just so. The penalties I spoke of."

*' She looked so lonely when he wasn't there."

" I can imagine Boulogne—or Brussels or Bruges—very

boring."

There was silence for a few moments.
" My dear, your pity is

.
wasted upon her. Trimmer's

wasn't the wrong attitude, even if, as I can quite believe, the

good woman's heart did smite her. Young Hemming is well

rid of her, your St. Jemison. He may thank the husband for

his venom."
" It's all dreadful," said Anne.
" Not nearly as dreadful (the Lord forgive me—and her !),

not nearly as dreadful as it might have been. It wasn't only

their heels they were cooling while her husband kept them

waiting, and luckily (the Lord forgive me again !) she found

this out before it was too late."
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** He meant to marry her
"

" That's why I say luckily (for which the Lord . . . !)

He would have gone through with it cheerfully, whatever the

state of his feelings. He's not the sort of man to back out

of what the situation demanded. She was a fool not to recog-

nise—well, she's found her vocation. I dare say I'm shocking

you, but she is light, light, light. You don't know her as I

do."

Anne shook her head.
" I don't know her at all."

" Well, I do—or did, and I even rather liked . . . rather

like her. She has her points ; kindnesses, generosities, ex-

cellent manners. She takes the trouble to make herself

agreeable even to old women, and not any the less if their

sons should happen to be her lovers. Oh yes, Stephen in his

day. She knew I knew. Bless you, didn't trouble her pretty

head, and always was charming to me. That was Cora St.

Jemison. Like her ? One couldn't help liking her. But
keep your pity, Anne. Spare yourself the pain of being too

sorry for her."

There was a long pause after this. Mrs. Herrick put on
her velvet glove and mended the fire.

" And Mr. Hemming ? " said Anne then. " Is one to be
sorry for him ?

"

" I think one is to take him as he is. I have my own opinion

as to how he came to be in that galley at all. Somebody had
to be scapegoat. Somebody always has. He's not a saint.

I'm not claiming that for him, or indeed claiming anything

except that, somehow, in spite of appearances, and a good
deal more than appearances too, he's to be trusted."

" I always hked him," Anne said, and remembered that

she had said the same thing of good-for-nothing Stephen.

She blushed a very rosy red and was glad to see there was a
fire, and very glad that the old lady, who knew most things,

at least did not know that time was when John Hemming
had wanted to marry her. She stooped for her paper-knife,

which had fallen, and went on cutting the pages of All the

Year Round. The sound of the cutting—cut, cut, cut; cut,

cut, cut, established itself. The rhythmical sound helped
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the moment. When she looked up her colour was
normal.

They talked no more that night of John Hemming or Mrs.

St. Jemison. Anne read her magazine—or rather, did not

read it, but sat with it in her lap, forgetting to turn over the

pages she had cut so assiduously. At half-past ten Robson

and the ventriloquist appeared with their candles.



CHAPTER XVI

ANNE HERRICK, wide awake in the great four-post bed

l\ in her room, was grateful to the Waits who sang under

the windows of Herrickswood so late that night. Out of the

silence suddenly came the singing. She raised her head to

listen, at a loss for a moment to account for what she heard.

Despite the decorated hall through which she had passed

on her way to bed, she had forgotten the season, and old cus-

toms connected with it, and she had to collect her thoughts

before she could be sure that, wide awake as she knew herself

to be, she was not dreaming. Like the strains of an organ in

some big and empty church, the voices of men and boys swelled

out in the stillness, and from that stillness and the hour,

borrowed, it may be, a glamour which under any other con-

ditions they might have lacked. There must have been

some twelve voices—the pick, Anne heard afterwards, of a

neighbouring choir—and amongst them three or four of

rather more than ordinary quality. She lay still, listening,

wishing that Christopher, too, might hear, but loath to wake
him.

** Ay, and therefore be merry,
Set sorrow aside.

Christ Jesus the Saviour
Was born at this tide."

Glees, ballads, madrigals alternated with hymns. " God
rest you, merry gentlemen," was flanked upon the one side

by " When I view the Mother holding," and upon the other

by "Adeste Fideles." The " Mistletoe Bough " had its place

in their repertory.

Nothing else could have calmed Christopher's disturbed

mother as did this odd unlooked-for concert in the night.

She grudged the passing of each simple melody as it neared

H7
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an end, and feared that every one might be the last. Listen-

ing intently, she could hear a subdued murmur of voices at

the conclusion of each, and could imagine the collecting of

the sheets of music, and the discussion which then took place

before those of the next were given out. There was the sound
of feet ; of an occasional laugh under the breath, or perhaps

a cough. She heard the quiet opening of a window ; Uttle

movements in the house itself. Others beside her were
listening.

She was not surprised when a gentle knock at the door
heralded Trimmer in a flannel dressing-gown.

" Oh, you're not asleep 'm. I couldn't help coming to

see. Isn't it beautiful ? Is Master Christopher ?
"

" I didn't like to wake him."
" May I see ?

"

" If you like."

" He'd never forgive us if we didn't. We're all Hstening

upstairs. They don't always come, these—only sometimes.
They're special, Ollenshaw says. It's an experience. It

would be a pity if he missed it. Nothing like this 'm at B'lone,

is there ?
"

*' Well, tell him he's not to get out of bed. And never
mind if you don't quite wake him. Indeed, if you just half

wake him he'll hear through his sleep—perhaps the most
wonderful way of all."

So Christopher heard the Waits with the rest, but being

only half wakened at Trimmer's discretion—^lieard them as

his mother had predicted, in the most wonderful way of all.

The voices of celestial choirs mingled with his dreams. Harps,

sackbuts, psalteries, dulcimers, and all kinds of music were
present ever after in his conception of what Waits were—of

what the magic word should and could imply.

** And therefore be merry,
Set sorrow aside ..."

So to music passed the night for sleeping Christopher, and
so for his mother who had not thought to sleep, but slept.

Greetings, presents, church, the post-bag—all the usual
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eager Christmas businesses—filled the morning, but even then,

and all through the afternoon, the day seemed to be hurrying

towards evening. Anne saw the hours flit by with mixed
feelings. She still felt bewildered by the wholesale readjust-

ing of ideas which the talk of the day before with Mrs. Herrick

had entailed upon her. Nothing was quite as she had sup-

posed it. She knew not whether to be glad or sorry that cir-

cumstances should have made it possible for her to meet her

friend of other days once more upon open ground. She was,

of course, to have met him anyway, but not as she was now
to meet him. How was he different indeed ? He was not

different. That could not help still being true. Yet somehow
everything was changed.

She went through the day curiously ; was out as much as

possible, feeUng a strange need of air and space. It was
happily a day for walking, and she and Christopher did their

five or six miles after lunch. They visited the ice in the course

of their walk, and found it in excellent condition and con-

siderably thicker than the day before. If the frost lasted she

must see about getting skates in the neighbouring town the

next day, to be ready for the day after, when, all being well,

the ice should bear. She talked of this for a little, wondering

all the time how best to tell Christopher what he did not

know yet. She had thought that he would probably have
heard who it was who was coming to dinner, but it was
evident he had not. Trimmer, of course, must have heard.

She must have seen the direction too, on the note which her

mistress had given to her, but however Trimmer might
wonder, she was too well bred a servant to make any com-
ment upon what did not concern her. It would not have been

from her that Christopher would have heard.
" Who do you think is coming to dinner ?

"

" Who ?
"

She told him.

Mr. Hemming ? John Hemming ? His John Hemming ?

Christopher's John Hemming !

Was Mrs. St. Jemison coming too ?

But here, from Christopher's point of view, was the difficult

thing to understand, for he was not to speak of Mrs. St. Jemi-
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son. John Hemming was coming, but Mrs. St. Jemison was
still the Mrs. St. Jemison who couldn't be called upon or

asked anywhere. More than ever now, it seemed, was she

outside the pale that Trimmer had spoken about at Boulogne.

So much so, that, whatever he did, the one thing he must
remember at dinner, and afterwards, and always, was that

she must not be mentioned. Difficult, as you will perceive,

to understand.

John Hemming, however, was coming. That was the great

thing. It blotted out all else. Christopher would see him
again, and John Hemming, released, he gathered, in some
way from something, would not look aside any more when
they met, or look past him, or over him, or otherwise show any
disposition to avoid him. Things were different—^would be

found to be different. It was Christopher then who, like the

day itself, strained towards the evening.

Anne Herrick, putting the finishing touches to her dressing,

heard the wheels of General Hemming's carriage on the

gravel. She had reHeved her mind by speaking of the ex-

pected guests to Trimmer, and had found, as she expected,

that Trimmer knew who was coming. Trimmer knew, too>

that Mrs. St. Jemison had taken a further step in her career.

Ollenshaw was a mine of information upon the doings of what
she called the best people, and had more to tell of Mrs. St.

Jemison than Trimmer had to tell her. She had known some
nice ones in her time. It was OUenshaw's sex, Ollenshaw

thought, which was most in general to blame, and Mr. Hem-
ming (who was very good-looking) was probably less culpable

than you might think for. Trimmer, reflecting something

of all this, and despite her recent attitude towards the pair

at Boulogne, did not seem surprised that Mr. Hemming
should be expected. Mrs. St. Jemison, it was evident, stood

to her for the ban ; the ban removed, there remained Mr.

Hemming, with no visible black mark against him. Strange !

Yet not very different in essence her own argument, Anne
thought ; and not so very different Mrs. Herrick's. It was
agreeable, however, not to have to explain.

**Your fan, 'm," said Trimmer, '' and your gloves," and
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followed her to the door, to look after her with approbation

down the passage. Her mistress was wearing a new dress,

and Trimmer thought she had never looked prettier.

Trimmer was not the only one that admired Anne that night.

Anne went of habit to Mrs. Herrick's sitting-room, only to

find it empty, and then, guided by the sound of voices, to the

drawing-room. Its two fires were blazing, and its many
candles gave the room a brilliance which became it greatly.

Mrs. Herrick was standing at the hearth at the far end of it

talking to an old and a young man. Christopher stood beside

her.

" No party, as I warned you," she was saying as Anne came
in. " Just family. You remember my daughter-in-law."

Anne, reaching the party, shook hands with General Hemming.
She turned then to the other, of whose exact aspect, though

she had not looked at him till she stood beside him, she had
been conscious as she crossed the room. She put out her hand.

Slie heard herself greet him without knowing what she said,

and at the same moment dinner was announced.
" I ought to have beaten up a little girl for Christopher,

oughtn't I ? " said Christopher's grandmother, apportioning

his mother to John Hemming with a wave of her fan. " But
little girls are not easy to get at Christmas—nor anyone

else for that matter, which makes me the more grateful to

you all for coming to eat your Christmas dinner with a lonely

old woman. Will you go on, Mr. Hemming ? Christopher,

don't tread on my tail, nor laugh at your grandmother's

back."

Christopher, who had no thought of doing either, laughed

happily in her face. He wasn't a bit afraid of her now.

Anne hoped, prayed, that the hand on John Hemming's
arm did not tremble. She had an idea that the arm on which
it rested was itself not quite steady. Would he ignore Bou-

logne and their recent meeting ? Should she ? It was partly

of nervousness, partly to settle her nerves, that she spoke of

the place herself.

She saw at once that he was not going to ignore anything.

He accepted their common knowledge as something that had
to be granted. There was unhappiness behind him she per-
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ceived, but perceived also that he was not unhappy. In

appearance, as she saw him closely, he was hardly changed

from her lover of years ago.

But what she chiefly noticed, and what told her more of

him than he or his looks could tell, was somehow his father's

aspect that evening. She could guess that their relations as

father and son were of the sort in which not much would be

said. She could believe that possibly neither remonstrance

nor protest had passed the old man's lips during the time

which was now over. But the impression which she got now
was of one from whose heart there was rising a song of thanks-

giving—a paean of which the theme was " This my Son,"

and the burden, " Which was dead and is alive again."

It was the season perhaps, the carols of the night, the words

which she had heard with her outward ears in church that

morning. She did not think it.

Dinner meanwhile was passing cheerfully. The presence

of Christopher kept the spirit of the occasion alive even for

his elders, who else, perhaps, for their several reasons, would
have been inclined rather to forget than to foster it. Under
the influence of it Anne felt her nervousness evaporating.

** He is none the worse for his accident ? " John Hemming
said.

" No," she answered. " You cured him."

His smile leapt to hers.

" I don't know how I did that."
" Nor I," she said, shaking her head.

They spoke under cover of a friendly argument upon some
local question on which Mrs. Herrick was engaged with

General Hemming.
" He cherishes the nail," she added.

How strange it was, she was thinking again, how
strange ! This man might have been her husband. Would
there have been Mrs. St. Jemison then ? But would there

have been Christopher ?

She fell into silence for a few moments, but for long enough

to send a thought on its famihar way to India. So well did her

thoughts know their way there ; to a bungalow which she had

once called " home "
; and a Httle graveyard in the hills !
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" Can you skate ? " she heard Christopher saying. " The
ice'll bear to-morrow, I beHeve, but it'll be safe the day after,

and we're going to. At least, I'm going to learn. Mother

can."

Christopher's John Hemming skated.
" Come and skate here then," said Christopher's grand-

mother. '' Not that any invitation is necessary, for everyone

knows the lake is always open when there's a frost. Come
to lunch."

" Oh, do," cried Christopher, excited in a moment, " do.

Make him come. Mother."

Christopher all unconsciously had made it possible for him
to look at Christopher's mother before he answered. It w^as

the note of the night before again. She could not but be

pleased.

She met his look but did not speak, and he accepted the

invitation.

" I'm on your side now about the frost," he said to Chris-

topher. " We must make it last somehow, mustn't we ?
"

" It's going to," said Christopher. " Robson says so. He
knows by his bones."

" Sing to us, Anne," Mrs. Herrick said later. Christopher

had gone to bed by then, but he was too excited to be asleep,

and from the distant drawing-room the music stole to him
presently as he lay awake listening. He was awake an hour

later when the carriage bearing the departing guests rolled

off, crunching the gravel. He heard the trot of the horses'

hoofs half-way across the park to where the road turned and
a little hill interposed betweeif it and the house.

" What shall I sing ? " said Anne, and went over to the

piano. John Hemming followed her to light the candles, and
stayed near when he had done so. She played a few chords

at random and drifted on a train of thought into the opening

bars of Adolphe Adam's CanUque de Noel, which that night

she knew would be sung at the Cathedral at Boulogne. It

was not wholly its appropriateness to the day that made her

choose it—not so much that, indeed, as the thought that
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Granny Oxeter would perhaps be listening to it up in the old

town, and that she was conscious of a sudden wish to be in

touch with one who understood so well.

*' Minuit^ Chritiensy c'est Pkeure solemmlle
Ou thomme Dieu descenditjusqu* h nouSy

Pour effacer la tache originelle

Et di son phre arreter le courroux,

Le monde entier tressaille d'espirance

A cette nuit qui lui donne un sauveur
Peuple h genoux, attends ta d^Hvrance
No'ely Noely void le Redempteur !

"

As impossible, even without Christopher, to get away from

the spirit of the festival as to get away from Boulogne !

Need she strive to get away from either ? John Hemming,
sitting near the piano, and with his eyes on her face as she

sang, did not look to her troubled (any more than, to

Christopher, he had looked " entangled " or " wretched ")

;

and Anne herself could not deny that upon this Christmas

night she, at any rate, was quietly happy.

She sang one or two more songs after that : The Bridge,

by Miss Lindsay, which was still in every amateur's reper-

tory then ; and, with a vague notion that Christopher

upstairs might be listening to her, his favourite Ballad of

Lord Lovel and the Lady Ancehel.
*' Lord Lovel " was a favourite with General Hemming,

too, it seemed. He rose from his chair by the fire and came
over to the piano. He stood by his son. He did not look at

him, but his look, as Anne knew, held him for all that. Again

she became conscious of that inner song. She could not mis-

take it. It was audible to her as her own singing. She had
to steady her own voice as she listened.

" They grew till they grew to the top of the church.

And when they couldgrow no higher
They grew into a true lover's knot
And so werejoined together.''^

As clear as this : Which was lost and is found. Which was
dead and is alive again.

But was he alive again ? She looked at the unblemished

face. Had he been dead ? Death even in life must leave its
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mark. Death had not marked him. He was as the three

who had come up out of the furnace unscathed. Not so much
as the smell of fire had passed over him. Was he then any
more alive again than he had been dead ?

She put the thought from her.



CHAPTER XVII

CHRISTOPHER, sure enough, had heard " Lord Lovel

and Lady Ancebel," and was still awake when his

mother went up to bed. Trimmer had been called in that he

might hear what she had to tell of festivities below the salt.

Yes, they had naturally had turkey too—and, for those who
liked them, oysters first for that matter, just like the dining-

room—and, of course, everything else. Crackers with mot-

toes. Trimmer had kept her caps for him. He should have

them in the morning. But he should have seen Ollenshaw

in hers ! Ollenshaw in a cocked hat with a bunch of paper

feathers. Ollenshaw in a Scotch bonnet with a paper thistle

on one side and two Httle paper ribbons behind ! Mr. Robsonj

too. He had worn an old lady's hood with paper ruchings,

and did look a droll.

" Christopher, Christopher, why aren't you asleep ? Trim-

mer, are you keeping him awake ? Tell him he's to go to

sleep this instant."

But she had to go into his room all the same. Didn't she

hope . . . ? Yes, on the whole, though she was not sure

that she liked the cold, and his grandmother was sure that

she didn't.

Wasn't she glad Mr. Hemming . . . ?

Selfishly, if Mr. Hemming instead of Christopher's mother

would hold Christopher up while he floundered. Now go to

sleep. But one more thing, and one more, and in one minute,

and so on.
" I knew it was nonsense about not being able to know

him," said Christopher.

She left it at that—and him also. In^time, it is to be sup-

posed, he went to sleep.

The frost held. A few intrepid or foolhardy spirits ven-
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tured upon the ice at their own risk the next day, and a youth

got a ducking for his pains. All was as it should be. He
could be held up as an awful example to Christopher, who
could thus, with a reasonableness which was demonstrable,

be kept off till the safer morrow. Skates—Boxing Day though

it was—^were secured that afternoon in the neighbouring

town, where every ironmonger's shop, howsoever closed, could

yet be seen to have broken out into skates. The word was
gummed to window-panes ; the things themselves could be

seen hanging in clusters within. A surreptitious business was
done at a side door. It was enough, Christopher's grand-

mother said, to set the frost by the heels without further ado.

The frost was not to be frightened. The thermometer fell

steadily.' A clear keen night gave place to a clear keen day,

and after breakfast there might have been seen crossing the

park a little cavalcade consisting of Anne Herrick, Chris-

topher, and Trimmer, followed discreetly by wooden Albert,

the ventriloquist, with a folding chair, a bunch of skates,

and a gimlet.

Ten o'clock struck from the clock over the stables as they

reached the lake. Early as they were, John Hemming was
there before them. Christopher saw him at once. Anne saw
him. He skated up as they approached.

For Christopher, who had only slidden on ice heretofore, a

whole set of new impressions. These began with the putting on
of the skates. He watched with fascination the boring, by
Albert, of the holes in the heels of his boots. It was like

having an operation performed upon you yourself—only that

it did not hurt. It felt as if the gimlet was being screwed into

you, only that you didn't feel more than an insinuating pres-

sure. Presently, surely, the point must come through. But
it didn't. Horses must feel something like this, he thought,

when they were being shod. Then the screwing, the whole
skate being twisted in Albert's competent red hand ; the

feeling of tension as the screw bit. After that, tight strap-

ping. Discomfort enough for unaccustomed feet.

.
Then the hobbling walk to the ice ; the ice itself ; the

pride that went before a fall ; the acceptance of rejected aid
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—from his mother, from John Hemming, from Trimmer,

from wooden Albert. We leave him to his first floundering.

It wanted but the feel under her feet of the blades cutting

into the elastic ice as she swung out on to the lake, to tell Anne
once for all that, if much seemed to have happened to her,

and, thus, many years to have passed over her head, she was

not so very much older than the eager Christopher himself.

Skating in that ladylike age was one of the few sports open

to women. It was Anne's one accomplishment. Like a good

swimmer she struck out confidently, sure, in spite of the

lapse of time since last she had skated, that she could skate.

The outside edge was the limit, as yet, of her modest attain-

ment ; but what she could do she did well, and what she

had been able to do she could do now. Her spirits rose.

People were arriving. A carriage or two drove up to the

bank of the lake, and in effect emptied themselves on to

the ice. The whir of the skating rang on the plea&ant air.

Sunshine gilded the day.

Anne recognised a few people. Here were neighbours of

her mother-in-law's who had called upon her when she had

stayed at Herrickswood as a bride. Some of them recognised

her. The usual civilities were exchanged. Christopher had

to be shown to one or two of these. They reminded him of

the people to whom he used to be bidden to give his right

hand—visitors, in short, which is just what, so far as he was

concerned, they were. He got back as soon as might be to

his floundering. Hemming took him in hand from time to

time—bidding him put his feet together, towed him gently,

or, holding him under the arms, pushed him in front of him.

Christopher at such moments was in the seventh heaven of

delight. His laughter rang out. Anne, looking at the big

man and the little boy, felt again the tightening at her heart

which she had felt when she stood at the foot of Christopher's

bed months ago at Boulogne.
*' He'll skate in no time," Hemming said, bringing the boy

back to her after one such round.
" I nearly knocked him down," said Christopher gleefully.

" Don't let him tease you," said Christopher's mother.
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John Hemming delivered Christopher to his floundering

and Trimmer.
" Mr. Hemming says I'm better every time. Where's

Albert ?
"

Albert had gone back to the house.
" Oh, well, then you'll do," said Christopher.
" Do indeed !

" said Trimmer good-humouredly. " There,

give me your hand, sir."

John Hemming went back to Christopher's mother.
" Will you skate with me ?

"

He had not asked her to skate with him, though he had
skated beside her.

" Yes, John, of course."

They swung out together.

Impossible to withstand the pleasure of this exercise !

Anne felt her cheeks flush and her eyes sparkle, as she gave
herself up to it. She was a girl again skating at Cheltenham,

and known as the Pretty Miss Oxeter—someone Christopher

had never known or dreamed of ; the crinolined " Belle
"

of a certain Bachelors' Ball ; the coveted partner of a season's

very amateurish croquet. " Long, long ago," as the song

said ? Not a bit of it ! Not any time at all, measured by her

feelings that day. Christopher was some younger brother,

and she as always the youngest Miss Oxeter. She sent a
thought over the water to Laura and Catherine whose pet she

had been before she married, half wishing they could see

her ; and to her mother, wholly wishing that she could.

Then she remembered that Laura and Catherine would be
shocked. Not at her skating—though even that might sur-

prise them—but at her company. That brought her up with
a jerk.

There were more people now. Mrs. Herrick came down
in her pony-chair at noon and looked on for a time, and asked
a few of her more intimate friends up to lunch. She wore the

inevitable seal-skin of prosperity or average prosperity, and
a bonnet on which there were bugles, which jingled as she

moved her head in talking. A groom, who walked beside the

chair when he drove the fat pony, stood to attention as his

mistress held her court.
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Everyone came up to speak to the old woman, but she had
her favourites, it was plain. Anne, like Christopher, no longer

afraid of her, could yet see why she had been. She remem-
bered how she had agreed with Christopher that his other

grandmother was " most " his grandmother, and was glad

now to think that she had recanted almost as soon as the

words were spoken.
" If the frost lasts I think you'll have to give me a few

more days," Mrs. Herrick said, smiHng, as she watched Chris-

topher's scuttling. He was getting past the first stages.
'* It's Sunday again to-morrow, remember, in this week of

Sundays, and it's plain that boy wants to skate."

They were to have left on Monday. The rooms in Ebury
Street were engaged indeed from then.

" You tempt me," Anne said.

'' Stay, dear, as long as you will—as long as you can. It's

a great pleasure to me to have Kit's boy with me, and Kit's

boy's mother. There, think it over. I'm going on for my
drive."

The groom took the reins and his place beside the chair,

and Mrs. Herrick was drawn from the scene. There was rime

on the grass, and the equipage, dark against the white and
clear-cut as a silhouette, could be seen making its slow round

of the park as its occupant looked at her trees or her roads,

her fences or her gates. Woe betide the perfunctory or the

careless workman on the Herrickswood estate.

Trimmer, enjoying herself quietly amid the general bustle,

thought suddenly what a Pair her mistress and Mr. Hemming
made when they skated together. The thought came sud-

denly, but what led to it was probably gradual enough. The
mere sight of them with crossed hands sweeping rhythmically

across the ice would not have given her the feeling of one who
makes a discovery, or who sees what others may be looking

at but do not see. The two were not, indeed, skating together

at the moment when Trimmer received her impression. On
the contrary, her mistress was standing at the edge of the

ice talking to one of the ladies who had gathered round Mrs,

Herrick's pony-chair ; and Mr. Hemming was tracing won-
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derful and beautiful figures with a stumpy little person,

though an accomplished skater, whom Albert had pointed

out to her as one of the big-wigs of the neighbourhood. The
unavoidable contrast presented by these two, his tall shape-

liness and the big-wig's sturdy squatness, may have had its

share in throwing Trimmer's thoughts back to the last com-

bination of which one of them had been part. Such a look-

back must of necessity have shown congruity for ill-assort-

ment, and thus have appeared to point out, to lay stress

upon, what was, after all, for all the world to see. But, at

the back of the mind of Trimmer making her trite observation,

lay who knows what of other, but unregistered, impressions,

preparing her for what she had nonetheless supposed herself

unprepared to see ? A Pair. Why, What a Pair !

Trimmer leant upon the handle of the broom which she

had been plying between times to make herself useful and
keep herself warm. Christopher wanted less and less help as

the morning went on. He had ceased to shuffle and walk

upon his skates, and was beginning to feel his legs. He would
strike out and make headway till a fall brought him back to

starting-point. Trimmer, leaning on her broom, watched
him absently.

A Pair in truth—though such a thought might never have
entered, might never enter, the head of either of them. They
seemed picked out from the rest for all that, if in reality they

were not. There were many better skaters on the ice than

Trimmer's mistress, one or two as good as Mr. Hemming.
Yet somehow you found yourself putting them together,

didn't you ? They looked best, it was certain, together.

With no one else, that is, did either " match " as with the

other. Was it the lady's-maid in Trimmer finding her out ?

What a Pair they Made . . . words surely to be spoken from
over a sewing-machine ; at the wardrobe door, the arms full

of skirts ; across a dressing-table, the head craned towards

a window ! Lady's-maidery, Trimmer knew it. The thought,

however, insisted upon expression, and expression upon this

phrase and no other. Such a Pair !

" You looked so nice, 'm, skating," she permitted herself

that^night, as she was putting her mistress to bed.



132 CHRISTOPHER
'* Did I, Trimmer ? Fm very glad you thought so."

"I'm sure everyone thought so. Indeed, I heard the re-

mark passed more than once. There must be some satisfaction

in doing a thing which—when you do it gracefully, of course

—makes you look so much better than anybody else."

Christopher's mother smiled. She knew her limitations,

and that she would never be anything more than an aver-

agely good skater. She was not of the stuff that those who
really excel are made of. Christopher might be. He had
not been wrong when he said that in good time he would beat

her.
*' Ah, you're prejudiced, my good Trimmer. I'm not bad

considering how little opportunity I've had of practising.

But I should never go far
"

*' Oh, distance," said Trimmer contemptuously. " It's

gracefulness I'm talking about—all that matters for a lady."
" Well, I didn't mean distance. I meant progress. Now

he,^' she nodded in the direction of Christopher's room,
" really did make some progress to-day. Mrs. Herrick has

asked us to stay on if the frost lasts
"

" I hope it will, 'm," said Trimmer.

It was accepting the imaginary situation.
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WAS it imaginary ? Trimmer, of course, really thought

so, though she might Pair the suitable to infinity. She

even took herself to task for presuming to think at all. Anne
Herrick did think so, told herself so, insisted. It was, because

it must be. She naturally took herself to task, or rather con-

tinued to do so. The frost lasted. She saw him every day,

skated with him, talked to him
;

got away from Herricks-

wood safely.

Safely ? There was something then ?—some sort of a situa-

tion ? Certainly not. Everyone in the world might have

heard what they said to each other on the ice or elsewhere.

Certainly there was no situation. But she drew a long breath

in the train, and many in the lodgings in Ebury Street.

She was very sorry to leave Herrickswood. She had not

altogether looked forward to her visit, but had, as she found,

greatly enjoyed it. Wholly new relations seemed to have

established themselves between her and her mother-in-law.

It was as if, somehow by reason of Christopher, each had

seen the other in a new light. The more she thought of her

visit—reviewed it in detail—the more she knew that she had

enjoyed it. It had been a time of quiet well-being with an

undercurrent of excitement. (The excitement remained.)

A thought of Herrickswood gave her not the severe hall, its

severity modified by evergreens and red berries, not the

candle-lit drawing-room of state, not even her own room with

the great four-post bed, not the old oak or the tapestries, but

a little intimate room in which an old lady with a black velvet

glove mended rather than tended a blazing fire. Some such

picture would always henceforth present Herrickswood to

her.

She drew her breath all the same. The undercurrent of

133
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excitement had not made itself felt for nothing. Herricks-

wood stood for danger as once Boulogne for disturbance.

Another rattling four-wheeler with straw in the bottom of

it took the travellers to Ebury Street. Another just such

meal as before regaled them upon their arrival. To the

same sounds did Christopher fall asleep. Even the dripping

in the cistern at the top of the stairs was still to be heard.

After the silence of the country the wonderful noises sounded

a Httle louder, but that was all the difference ; and the

same sense of being in the very very heart of things held

him.

Christopher, with a sovereign in his pocket and the world

before him, did not employ time present in vainly regretting

time past. He had enjoyed every minute of Herrickswood,

and now was enjoying eveiy minute of London. All was
fish that came to his net. For Robson and his efficient

wooden satelUtes, for Mrs, Wellington of the housekeeper's

room, for Ollenshaw, and all the rest of the orderly staff of

well-trained servants, there were a landlord in rusty black,

a landlady with a perpetual smile and a chenille net, and the

usual Mary-Anne of all lodging-houses of that day. These

persons, however, jointly and severally succeeded in inter-

esting the ever-interested Christopher.

If Boulogne had seemed wonderful, what of London ?

Surely all the people in the world must be there together.

Some of the streets ran people as rivers run water. Not all.

Ebury Street was never crowded, nor were the adjacent

streets with the great squares in between, Eaton Square

where "grand" people lived (and his Grandmother Herrick

used to have a house), and Belgrave Square where grander.

Nor was Grosvenor Place crowded, though it could be, his

mother said, when on a certain day in the spring the bal-

conies were filled with gentlemen and ladies to watch other

people coming back from the Derby. But Oxford Street

and Regent Street and a street called the Strand !—and
another street called Fleet Street, through which Christopher

passed when he went to St. Paul's ! In those the people

were numberless—like the sands of the sea or the hairs of
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your head, as it said in the Bible. Christopher gasped for

sheer amazement and deUght. This was the London of his

wildest dreams. Not the least part of its fascination was an

unacknowledged fear of it. Things happened in London

—

murders, mysterious disappearances. Children were stolen

for their clothes, " enticed " down courts and alleys, dragged

away, pulled in perhaps through such doorways as he him-

self passed when he was out, and nothing more was ever

heard of them. Someone called " Mrs. Tomson " (though

how he had heard of her !) had lately been hanged for whole-

sale child-murder. She buried the little bodies of her victims

in quicklime, and was altogether a creature of horror to

haunt the young imagination. He looked for Mrs. Tomsons
on his walks. Many harmless black-clad women were Mrs.

Tomsons, he was sure. Then there were Pick-pockets whom
you were to Beware of, with every other sort of rogue and
knave. You might be rubbing shoulders with Pick-pockets

without knowing it. They were trained, according to his

mother (or so he understood), by an old Jew called Fagin, of

whom he was to read one day in something called Oliver

Twist. Christopher suspected a Fagin in every shabby old man
who had a hooked nose, and a Pick-pocket in every gutter-

snipe. Perhaps pockets really were oftener rifled in the

'seventies. Trimmer, at any rate, had the distinction of

having hers picked upon this very visit—to the tune, hap-

pily, of no more than a few pence, however, since of her

forethought she was carrying the bulk of her wealth in her

glove. Christopher knew the thief was one of two (probably

innocent) persons between whom she had sat in an omnibus,

because one had a patch over his eye and the other a hole in

his elbow.

Trimmer could only ejaculate, " How lucky I'd emptied

my purse !
" adding from time to time that, if they'd only

known it, she had been carrying half a sovereign in gold at

that very moment.
" But there," she said, " I never heard of anyone picking

a glove."

Christopher and his mother agreed with her that the thing

was as good as a lesson.
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So London answered every expectation. Christopher

would indeed have something to tell the stay-at-home aunts

when he got back to Boulogne. He had visited the capital

of England to good purpose. It had not denied him.

The day after the picked-pocket Trimmer started for

Birmingham, where, as it had been arranged, she was to

spend a few days with her parents, and Christopher and
his mother pursued their sight-seeing alone. Every morning
after breakfast they would start out on their excursions.

Sometimes they would lunch out, choosing a pastry-cook's

shop for their modest repast, and, in holiday mood, eating

with impunity many things ordinarily called unwholesome.
Madame Tussaud's Exhibition was visited, and there in a

room known as the Chamber of Horrors, and costing an
extra sixpence to enter, Christopher saw an efhgy of Mrs.

Tomson herself—lately added ! He thrilled, but was vaguely

disappointed. He had pictured her this, you see, and she

was notably that. He saw a respectable little woman in a

brown dress with nothing sinister about her but her very

white face. She did not alarm him except when he met her

in dreams.

The Zoological Gardens were visited—and, lo, they were
the Bird-Shop on the Port in apotheosis ! For the dogs in

the cages there were lions ; for the cats, tigers ; for the

birds, such winged things, some of them, as he had never

imagined. But all were friends of his already. He went an
ecstatic way from cage to cage, from house to house. Per-

haps the greatest excitement lay in wondering whither

each path in the gardens led, what each fresh house as it

discovered itself amongst the trees would be found to hold.

On a path near the parrot-house he ran up against one of

his schoolfellows, and that, too, was a great adventure.

Oh, London which could yield such adventures was won-
derful !

London was all-capable and was to yield him others.

He saw Mrs. St. Jemison one day. He was^sure of it.

That was the day he went to the Polytechnic where the

diving-bell was. She was driving with a gentleman in a

victoria. She looked different somehow from Mr. Hem-
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ming's Mrs. St. Jemison. But that it had been she who
flashed past behind two high-stepping horses, he was quite

quite sure.

" Fancy if she'd known that we'd just seen Mr. Hemming,"
he said. " She'd have " He looked at his mother and

broke off in what more he had been about to say.
'* I thought I told you, Christopher

'*

" Yes, but not in London."
" Well, in London, too."

She had seen, and, if she was not mistaken, Mrs. St. Jemi-

son had seen also, and had recognised. Anne wished this

had not happened.

And she asked herself why. But somehow wished . . .

To Christopher it was part of the wonderfulness of

London—where everything was wonderful. Nowhere else,

he was sure, would you come across people in this way.

Perhaps they would even see Mr. Hemming. This he

ventured to say aloud. His mother had to collect her

thoughts before she said that she thought That was very

UnUkely.
" So was Mrs. well, so was Eddy Mason !

" He named
the schoolboy they had met in Regent's Park.

" So was he what ?
"

" Unlikely," said Christopher.
" We'll go and have tea," said his mother.

Every second shop then was not a tea-shop. It took them
some minutes to find one.

But Christopher was to be proved more correct than she.

Might she not have told herself that it was generally the

Unlikely that did happen ?—more, that it was for their very

unlikeHness that the things which happened did happen ?

Whom should they meet the next day but John Hemming ?

Whom else ?

They came upon him face to face at Hyde Park Corner.
" I wondered," he said, " whether I should meet you any-

where."

He did not say that he had spent the last few days looking

for them. A log of his peregrinations would have recorded
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an erratic course. He had been to Madame Tussaud's

even.
" I said we should meet you—at least, I said we might,"

said Christopher breathlessly. " But Mother didn't think

it was likely."

" Christopher met a school friend," Anne hastened to say,

" and argued by analogy. If he made one unexpected en-

counter You see ?
"

" I see," said John Hemming. " And there was some-

thing in your argument after all, wasn't there, Httle chap ?
"

" Things happen for Christopher," Anne said, smiling.

She was beginning to think so.

" We're going to the Christy Minstrels," said Christopher,

still breathlessly. ** Couldn't you come too ? Couldn't he,

Mummy ?
"

" Christopher, don't bother people. Mr. Hemming doesn't

want to go to Christy Minstrels. They aren't the sort of

thing
"

" Aren't they ? " said John Hemming, looking at her.

" Doesn't he ?
"

*' He does," said Christopher. " I know he does. Mother."

Anne looked from one to the other.
" In the daytime ? On a fine afternoon like this ? Chris-

topher and I are country cousins—or exiles home again."
'' Mayn't I be an exile ? Home again too ?

"

He did not mean it, or anyway, quite mean it. But Anne
in a moment saw his father and heard again the silent song

of thanksgiving.
" If it really wouldn't bore you."

His answer was to smile at Christopher and to call a cab.

They all got in and he gave the direction.

After the Christy Minstrels, it was the Tower ; after the

Tower, the Pantomime at Drury Lane ; after the Pantomime,

Westminster Abbey and the Houses of Parliament. John
Hemming came with them to all these. How this came
about Anne hardly knew. It seemed to be Christopher who
was responsible.

So slipped the days away. They hurried towards—Anne
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knew not what ! But that they hurried towards some-

thing she knew only too well. Two-thirds of the visit were

over. She began to look to Boulogne as she had once looked

to London. It was Boulogne now that stood for safety.

Christopher, living to a running accompaniment of panto-

mime tunes, of the tunes of the Moore and Burgess Min-

strels, with imported airs from Offenbach behind all, saw

nothing of what was under his eyes. There was nothing to

see, in a sense, and certainly nothing to hear. It was only

his mother who knew and whose heart beat the faster. He,

if he thought at all, thought that John Hemming was there

because he, Christopher, was. In the supreme egoism of

youth, he had not come yet to realise any existence entirely

independent of his own.
" You're coming to-morrow, aren't you ? " he said every

day, and Anne sometimes checked him, and sometimes did

not. It seemed useless to protest. As she looked to Boulogne,

so she looked now to the return of Trimmer, whose absence

seemed in a manner to leave her without shelter. Not that

she wanted shelter exactly, or wanted anything. She was
enjoying the dangers of London as she had enjoyed the

dangers of Herrickswood. Her life was fuller for this new
element that had come into it. But ... It was Trimmer's

own But of an earlier occasion.

Trimmer wrote from Birmingham. She too had been to

a Pantomime, and had wished for Master Christopher. She

wished particularly that he could have seen Cinderella's

Ugly Sisters, who would have made him laugh. Trimmer's

mother had got quite a stitch in her side, and Trimmer's

brother's little girl a hiccough. But both had admitted

that the game was worth the candle. Trimmer had been to

a party at her cousin's and had played games. Her cousin

had worn an evening-dress which Trimmer thought was
giving herself great airs, and which was quite out of place

—

besides being in very doubtful taste. The party itself, how-

ever, had been very agreeable. She was enjoying her holiday,

but was counting the days till she should get back all the

same.
" You can't think how I miss Master Christopher," was
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her postscript for her mistress's private eye. " And I can't

bear to think, madam, of your having to do your own hair,

I can't, indeed."
" Dear Trimmer," Christopher's mother said to herself as

she read.

In the end the good creature came back a day before her

hohday was up. Her nostalgia—a homesickness, at home,

for the home of her adoption—would not allow her to stay

her time out.

Anne Herrick kissed her upon her arrival—a sight which

gave Christopher a curious feeling of surprise mixed with

pleasure. He took Trimmer for granted himself, but though

he on his part only greeted her with " Hulloa," and barely

submitted to her embrace, he was genuinely attached to

her.

Tears had sprung to Trimmer's eyes at her mistress's

kiss.

** 'Olidays are all very well 'm, and I'm sure I've enjoyed

myself tremendously, but there's nothing like getting back

'm, is there ?
"

Her mistress raUied her.

" What will you do when he goes to school ?
"

Trimmer shook her head.
" He needn't think it's him only," she said. " It isn't

—

though once you've been a nurse. . . . Well, there ! And
to think I shall be brushing your hair again, 'm, this very

evening."

Yes, Trimmer was one of the Family—no doubt about

that. Christopher sat up a little later to hear all her news.

She came back from Birmingham full of adventures. She

had had a proposal amongst others. At the party she had
met the gentleman who paid her this attention. Like the

piano-tuner, he was in a superior position—a clurk, in fact,

in the Post Office.

" What did you say to him ? " asked Christopher.
" That I knew when I was well off, my precious."
" What did he say ?

"

" Asked me to think it over."
" And will you ?

"
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" I said I could do that while he waited."
" Shall you tell the piano-tuner ?

"

" Better not," said Trimmer. " Better keep someone in

reserve, I think, against I want him."

So Trimmer talked. She listened too, and heard all the

London doings. She heard of Mr. Hemming's presence with-

out showing surprise—which may have shown that there

was surprise to be felt.
^"

" In London," she said. " Fancy that now." No more.

Shelter ? How ? Anne could not have told. Yet with

Trimmer back, assuredly she felt more secure. There was
only a week left now, and then she would be in sanctuary.

She thought of her snug drawing-room in the green-shutterd

house, the lamp, the Cornhill Magazine from Merridew's

:

an attractive picture. Even if you were young it would be
possible to grow old gently, books helping—work, and the

faithful Trimmer somewhere at hand. She saw herself and
Trimmer growing old together. By degrees perhaps, as the

sending for her from the workroom became more frequent,

Trimmer would change insensibly from a maid to a com-
panion. Christopher would be out in the world, of course,

though in what capacity she did not know, and letters would
come from him, some of which she \\'ould read to Trimmer,
some, keep to herself. They would talk of him, she and
Trimmer, and of their wonderful memories of his childhood.

And so—disturbing things put away—they would grow old.

And then the sight of a tall figure coming down the street,

or the sound of a voice, or the touch of a hand, would show
her quite a different picture, in which growing old would be
put off indefinitely. In this picture, Hfe would be seen as a

vigorous strenuous force carrying all before it, an outward,

perhaps an upward, movement ; or as a business in itself,

absorbing, compelling, not a mere acquiescent drifting with

wind or tide. In this picture Trimmer did not let her whole
youth slip by, but married her piano-tuner, or her clurk, or

another !

There were presently but three more days ; but two,

there was only to-morrow. Then it was found that Chris-
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topher, who had been almost everywhere else, had not been

to the Crystal Palace. He could hardly have crammed more
into his liolidays. But the Crystal Palace—to have risked

missing that ! There was, happily, still time. The Crystal

Palace, it was decided, should crown the visit.



CHAPTER XIX

THE Crystal Palace for Christopher began in London
—at the Booking-office where, wonderfully, you asked

for Return Tickets with Admission, and heard something

about High and Low Levels. The journey in the crowded
train, thereafter, was part of the day's pleasure. One miti-

gation of all pleasure there was, and this lay in the fact that

Mr. Hemming had not known of the proposed jaunt, and
that his (Christopher's) mother, for some reason, would not

write to volunteer plans that chanced to have been settled

after Mr. Hemming's departure on the preceding day. He
had spent the morning with them at the National Gallery,

and it was not till the afternoon that this excursion was
mooted. He would be disappointed, Christopher was sure,

and had been incHned to argue ; but his mother would not

write.

Inwardly she was herself somewhat exercised. She knew,
though nothing had been said about the morrow, that Hem-
ming would be expecting to see them as usual. For the very

reason that nothing had been said she knew it, and, also,

that he would in truth, as Christopher urged, be disappointed.

Yet the evening had passed and she could not bring herself

to write. How could she write ? It would be like suggesting

that he should come too. Impossible ! In her heart of

hearts, moreover, she was afraid of this last day. In the

end, in case he should call, she left a message for him with

the chenille-netted landlady, and made it as disarming as

might be. It was the most (and the least) she could do, but
it did not set her mind at rest.

The train bore them onwards. They reached the station.

They alighted.

Wliat was it that Christopher had expected ? Crystal

columns, translucent as barley sugar, cut-glass pillars, thick

143
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transparent walls ? Beams, masonry, floors, staircases, all

of clearest glass ? The New Jerusalem in fine old paste ?

The Heavenly City fashioned of a single diamond ? A palace

of carved ice ? Something of all these. His first impression

was one of stupendous disappointment. This, the Crystal

Palace ! It was only a large greenhouse. Crystal ! There

were panes like these in the greenhouses at Herrickswood.

He looked up at the vaulted roof with a feeling of personal

injury.

The sloping approach up the long covered way from the

station had been well enough. It had whetted curiosity.

Every moment he had expected the vision to break upon
him in its glory. At any bend he had thought to see the

crystal portico. . . .

A greenhouse !

He grew red. He was too old to burst into tears. But a

conservatory, a greenhouse ! . . .

"Don't you like it?"

His mother and Trimmer, both uncomprehending, saw.

He would not explain, and wandered about gloomily for a

while. They exchanged glances over his head. He walked

beside them, or just behind them—not ahead. His mother,

pursuing a train of thought of her own (which in point of

fact pursued her !), believed him to be regretting the absence

of John Hemming. Trimmer fancied that the excitement

of the past few weeks was finding him out—beginning to

tell upon him. But in reahty he was like people at some
play the title or description of which has misled ^'or mysti-

fied them. The spirit of the place had not revealed itself to

him. He was outside its intimacy ; kept outside by bar-

riers of his own unconscious building. It was quite suddenly

that the barriers, like the walls of Jericho at the sound of the

trumpet, fell.

Did a trumpet sound ? Not exactly. For it was nothing

more than a piano somewhere near at hand which, breaking

into one of the rattling tunes of the recent pantomime and
of the London streets, started him forward on eager legs in

its metallic direction. He was " ahead " in a moment. No
more acquiescent goose-step, no more lagging ! The piano
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was at a music-stall. A piece of music lay open on the fold-

ing *' rest," and reading from it a haughty young lady with

mittened fingers sat playing the song of the moment. A
little crowd listened. She wet her first finger at her lip when
she turned over the page. She left the song unfinished.

But Christopher had been admitted to the freemasonry of

the place. Almost at once he became aware of a very net-

work of sounds enclosed under the glass roof. In the mesh
you might distinguish the popping of a popgun exploited

for the tempting of some child at some stall, the boom and
whir of a humming-top, the tinkle of many musical-boxes,

with the sound of other pianos in distant places. There was a

buzzing and a rattle of talk from which stood out the This Way
for the Performing Fleas, or the Wonders of the Microscope,

or Smith's Panorama of the Holy Land, of the side-show-

men. There was a reminiscence for Christopher of the noises

of the fair at Boulogne. " Take your Seats for the Marvel-

lous Grotto Family, The World's Champion Slack-Wire

Performers." At Boulogne there had been a Champion of

the Slack-Wire with the curious name of Milly Ethel, who
in addition to wire-walking claimed to be magnetic, and
the showman's cry to the banging of the big drum had
been, " Entrez, Messieurs, Dames ! Allons voir ce pheno-

mena artistique au salon de Mees Millee Etelle ! Va com-
mencer. Prenez vos places." Not so much difference in the

cries. The fair under a roof. Other sounds came from the

refreshment places, whence proceeded a continual clatter

of plates, knives and forks, cups and saucers, with the occa-

sional shivering of glasses on a tray. The sound of tea-

spoons rattling into saucers was as recurrent as that of the

drawing of corks. Through all, over all, under all, like the

sound of the sea behind other sounds, was heard the tramp
or shuffle of feet on the boards. That which he received then

was as good as that which he relinquished ? It was one sort

of palace for another, that was all ! Later from the grounds
he was to see that in sunlight it was not called Crystal wholly
for nothing, but he had accepted it now as it was, and in turn

been accepted of it. Like London, the Crystal Palace, re-

cognising her own, did not deny him,

h
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His mother and Trimmer saw the remarkable change in

him, and in their turn did some accepting without, however,

understanding. Once infected with the zeal of the house

he wanted to see everything—from the Pompeiian Courts

to the Courts of the Performing Fleas. He gathered and
imparted information. Pompeii, he told Trimmer, had been

destroyed by Vesuvius, and the Performing Fleas fed on the

Man's Arm.
" Disgusting," said Trimmer.

The morning was spent in seeing a variety of sights and
in running up against the great clock, the Roman letters

on which were so many feet high for his wonder, and the

hands so many feet long. In their perambulations the three

were always coming upon it. Christopher's mother did not

know whether it was as big as or bigger than the clock at

Westminster. It was a landmark anyway, a good place to

meet at, if people got separated from the rest of the party.

Under the Clock, it seemed, was a phrase in very constant

use in the building.

The event of the day was, of course, the pantomime.

Towards that the whole of the forenoon set, as sunflowers

turn to the sun. There was lunch to be eaten in the mean-
time, however, and they now began to search for a restau-

rant which should satisfy their modest requirements. They
wanted a sort of tea for luncheon—which was indeed what
most other people were having.

The choice made, an EngUsh waiter took their orders

;

Anne at the last moment changing her mind in favour of

coffee, in the interest of the next meal at which tea would

be essential, and Christopher his—if he can be said to have

changed it !—in favour of ginger-beer. Trimmer kept to

tea. There was nothing like tea, she said, to pick you up
when you were tired. The order given, it was they who
waited. It was not ungrateful, however, to sit still after so

much walking. They watched laden trays going to other

tables, and only from time to time attempted to expedite

matters with a gentle protest. A confidential nod from the

distance, or a ** Coming, lady, coming," or a " Yours next

'm^ without fail," was all that such patient exhortation
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brought forth for a period, but at last came the tray. The

waiter apportioned the blame to the " buffit." He unloaded,

dealing plates like cards, and about as rapidly as if delft had

indeed been pasteboard. He had given his order—so and

so, and so and so, one coffee, one tea, one ginger—they might

have heard him. It was the " buffit." He was for ever

hurrying them up over there. Here we were, however, and

he might venture to say, asking pardon for the presmnption,

that the ginger-beer was for the young gentleman. So he

disarmed them. They fell to.

They were very hungry. Trimmer had threatenings of a

headache which, happily, the tea dispelled. Christopher

waited for the froth to go down in his glass, and took a long

drink.
" Enjoying yourself, Christopher ?

'*

" Rather."

Outside people passed in streams, continuous as the stream

of millers in Christopher's discarded toy. Mothers and aunts

dragged children by the hand. Children dragged, or dragged

at, mothers and aunts. An occasional man carried a

baby.

The three at their marble-topped table watched as they

ate.

"To think it'll be French people again to-morrow," Trim-

mer said suddenly.

It was what Christopher remembered from time to time

:

the holidays were nearly over. It was what his mother could

not forget : she had left John Hemming in the lurch. Trim-

mer fell to brooding ; Christopher even, for a moment

;

his mother also.

Most deeply, Anne. She ought to have written. She

knew that, now. It had seemed impossible to write, but

she ought to have written. Anne, reproaching herself, did

not spare herself. She spared herself the less for knowing

in her heart of hearts that she could not wholly be acquitted

of a desire, howsoever blind, to evade issues. The day was
momentous as all last things, looks, thoughts, words. If

the day could be tided over . . , ! It was true then, and

in not writing to John Hemming she had given him, as the
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abominable phrase went, the slip. It was true. It was
partly true, anyway. She had even been relieved the day
before when no mention had been made of the morrow.

" Ah well," said Trimmer. " We're very happy over

there when all's said and done."
" I don't want to go back either," said Christopher,

answering what she had not said.

Ungrateful ! Had he forgotten the sea and the quays and
the gutters ?

" You're quite right. Trimmer. We're very happy there.

I don't think we could have been happier anywhere. When
I think of bits of the old town—the sheltered feeling. . . .

And the French people. Think of some of the market women.
Granny Oxeter's chicken woman, Christopher :

'* Comme
du Sucre !

" " Tendre comme un pigeon !
" " Pour vous,

Madame !
" The persuasiveness ! And Isabelle at the Fish

Market. And the old man at the watchmaker's. Heaps of

people. All friends. It's not grateful."

"There's the London boat," admitted Christopher; "and
the water that squirts out of the lock gates."

" And Merridew's, 'm, where you ca7t get the Family

'Erald."

" Everything," said Anne.
" I spoke without thinking," said Trimmer. " It was

only another way of saying how much I'd enjoyed the holi-

day."
" It's not over yet," said Christopher.

It wasn't, nor Christopher's mother out of the wood.

What was the " slip " (when you became aware of it) but a

thing to circumvent ?

One of the stream of passers-by detached himself suddenly,

for two persons, from the rest. Simultaneously Christopher

and his mother saw him. Christopher just saw him. To
Anne it was as it used to be with Christopher, when waking

out of the sleep he saw strange faces turn to the faces he

knew best. She had been looking at a tall figure in the pass-

ing crowd when under her eyes the figure became first

familiar, and then (with a stab at her heart), John Hemming
himself.
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Christopher sprang from his chair. If she had had any

thought of restraining him she could not have done so.

Trimmer's " Where's he off to ? " answered itself, as

Trimmer's eyes followed him.

Trimmer gave a Httle " Oh !

"

They saw Mr. Hemming stop, stoop. He was coming

towards them.
" I wondered," he said, just as he had said before when

they came face to face with him in London, " I wondered

whether I should meet you."

He was smiling. Anne smiled too.

" We found suddenly," she said—a little lamely as it

seemed to her
—

" that we had forgotten all about the

Crystal Palace."
" And all about me."

He nodded, still smiling, to Trimmer.
" No." Anne knew that in spite of herself she was blush-

ing like a girl. " I didn't forget. It was the Christy Min-

strels over again. I didn't want to bother you."

John Hemming said, " H'm."
"Truly."
" Christopher tells me the pantomime is the next thing

on the programme. I like pantomimes too—almost as

much as Christy Minstrels."
" Then come with us," said Anne. " Have you had

lunch ?
"

He shook his head.
" There wasn't time. Give me five minutes to eat a sand-

wich and I'm with you. Here, waiter."

He caught the waiter's eye.

Nothing was wanted now to complete the day's ecstasy

for Christopher. John Hemming made short work of a few

sandwiches and a bottle of something called Pale Ale. He
was ready to start off again almost as soon as the others.

The giant curtains were being drawn now which shut off

and shut in the space allotted to the theatre. Through them,

when you were within, you could hear as across a great dis-

tance some of the sounds you had left outside. The orchestra
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came in and began to tune up. People were getting to their

places, sidling, curveting, begging each other's pardons.

The mothers and aunts were busy now. There was a hum
and a buzz of talk from which scraps detached themselves.

Presently the scraps ceased to detach themselves, and for

Christopher the huge mass of the talk rose and fell in waves
like the sea—always the sea. Above the ebb and flow of it

he could always hear the cry of the programme sellers.

Book of the Words and Songs, Sixpence.

It had not been possible to get four seats in a row.

Christopher and Trimmer sat in front of John Hemming
and Anne, but not directly in front. Christopher would have

wished to sit with John Hemming, but it was thus that

matters appeared to arrange themselves of themselves,

and it would have been difficult to change places. John
Hemming could talk to him, however, by leaning forward,

and did.

Anne knew the day to be momentous. Not all John
Hemming's good-humoured light-heartedness could lull the

sense of something impending. Under his light-hearted-

ness she fancied she detected that which did not speak

lightness of heart. His face, with its rather boyish expres-

sion, had in it a look which took her back across the years

to another day which also in its turn had seemed to her

momentous. Had she really thought to escape ? Now, as

he sat beside her, it seemed to her that all day she had known
that he would come.

" Were you surprised to see me ? " she heard him saying.

" No. I thought it possible that you might come."

This she said almost in spite of herself.

" It was quite certain that I should come," he said.

" But I might have been too late, or I might have missed

you."
" Christopher wanted me to write last night, but—^well,

I have some mercy on my friends, you see."

" If you count me amongst your friends I ought to be

satisfied."

''Of course I do."
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'* I still think with Christopher that I might have been
told. Don't you ?

"

" I didn't just not write," said Anne. " I thought about

writing and decided not to. But I would have written if I

had known. I'm sorry I didn't. I've been sorry all day."

He had been a little sore, then ? She was ready to make
any amends—short of such amends as might precipitate

that which she knew to be inevitable, but which she so

ardently wished to avoid.
" You don't know how much it mattered to me," he said,

breathing hard.
" Oh, John, did it matter ?

"

Her eyes filled with tears.

" So much that you've got to hear. You've got to know
how much it mattered." He stooped for the programme
which he had dropped. " It's—it's stronger than I am,"
he said.

Neither said anything after that for a long time. Anne
could not have spoken. She believed that he could not

either. She looked at her hands which lay on her muff, but
saw not her hands, but his which were crushing the pro-

gramme. She knew that the man beside her was in pain

almost physical.

The lights had been lowered. The overture which had
" brought in " all Christopher's tunes, even to that which
had admitted him to brotherhood of the great greenhouse,

was over and the curtain was rising.

Demons in the Bowels of the Earth, a rocky place with

emerald lights, were deciding the subject of that year's

Pantomime. Trimmer, beside Christopher, was kept busy
explaining in whispers. There were no demons in the fairy

story. It had been the same at Drury Lane. Why ? Why ?

" Because it's a pantomime " was not a quotation then.
" There have to be in pantomimes ?

"

" There always are."

Anne knew exactly what was passing. Her eyes raised

now from her lap were on the stage, but she could still see

the twisted programme. It would be twisted out of all

legibleness. No smoothing would straighten it when the
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hands should presently release it. Oddly, she thought she

would like to have it. It became for her a sentient thing.

It was also in some sort the symbol of the man's suffering.

It took for her, by reason of this, the pitiful aspect of relics

—those inanimate things, humble, insignificant maybe in

themselves, but hallowed or profaned by association. A
relic in the making anyway ! It was certainly no longer a

reputable Bill of the Play.



CHAPTER XX

ON the stage, glittering, or comically dingy, things

happened. The scenes succeeded each other to the

romp and trip and swing of popular airs. Harps led you from

cottage interiors where the Fairy Queen, miraculously ap-

pearing, sang her inappropriate song with the roulades, to

fairy realms where the Prima Ballerina tiptoed, twisted,

and postured. The blare of silver trumpets heralded the

entrances of King and court. To the clash of cymbals the

Demon was shot through his trap. Anne saw and heard

automatically.

She tried to shut herself in to such seeing and hearing, as

the great curtains shut in the theatre itself from the rest

of the building. By keeping quite still, her eyes on the stage,

she tried to imagine herself to be shut off from observation,

as, by those tin shades, in shape like opera glasses, whicn
are lent to the visitor in some picture galleries, the eyes are

shut off from outer distraction. For a time she remained
so, looking neither to the right nor to the left but always

at the stage straight before her. Then with a little droop

of her shoulders she turned towards him.

The programme was still in his hand, but it was no longer

being tortured.
" Don't be afraid," he whispered gently ; "I'm not going

to say anything now. I lost my head for a moment. That's

over. I shan't again."

She nodded gratefully.

"You'll let me see you afterwards? I want to talk to

you."

She hesitated.

" I promise to behave myself."

She laughed under her breath. If it could but be kept to

laughter

!

153
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" Of course I'll see you," she said. She tried to add some-

thing and got as far as " But I ought " when he stopped

her.

" Don't say anything more now," he said quietly. " Not
now."

" Still " She must leave herself a loophole, she must

!

" Please," he said.

More of the Fairy Queen. More of the Demon King.

More of the Ballerina. Christopher liked everything except

perhaps the Ballerina. At any other time Anne would have

been enjoying it all as much as he. He turned to the two
behind at every tune he recognised ; included them all in

his breathless wonders.
" Enjoying it, httle chap ?

"

" Rather."

So was Trimmer. It did not, however, she said, beat the

pantomime she had seen at Birmingham. Christopher did

not believe her.

The first boy won his way to the heart—a gallant boy
all bust and waist, and tapering legs nimble to the horn-

pipe, with a song for every occasion, and an eye for a petti-

coat. How bravely he bore himself ! The Demon, for all

his malignity and sheath of shining scales, could never for

long get the better of him. He bore a charmed life. He
was here, there, and everywhere, championing Beauty in

Distress, cheering his old mother, chaffing the King, fighting

for the Right and the Oppressed and Old England. No
wonder fairies had him under their special protection. And
Beauty, his sweetheart, who could help loving her ? And
the poor King who was in such dire financial straits, and

the Queen with the bass voice who could not get away from

her recollection of the days when she was Young, and all

the rest of the famihar crew. . . . Christopher felt that his

" Rather " expressed but inadequately the degree of his

enjoyment.

To-morrow, Boulogne again ; the next day, school.

Horrible ! But he would have something to tell. Besides,

it was still to-day. So Christopher.
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To-morrow, Boulogne again. And before that the sea !

So Trimmer.

To-morrow, Boulogne—sanctuary. If it was not too late !

Christopher's mother.

To-day, To-day ! If it was not to be too late indeed. So,

in his turn, John Hemming.

The pantomime was nearing an end. The transforma-

tion scene had drawn its Oh's of amazed delight and was
over. There remained the harlequinade. Anne knew now
that the moment was coming towards which the whole day
had in reality been moving, when it had seemed only to

be moving towards the pantomime. That was how such

days of pleasuring could cheat you ! Her courage began to

desert her. She could well believe that she did in very

truth look tired when John Hemming decided for her that

she must not sit out the harlequinade. She nodded to

his whisper. He leant forward and whispered to Trimmer.

Before Anne knew what was happening she found herself

outside the great curtains. She felt a Httle dizzy and
breathed deeply.

" I said we would meet them in half an hour," he said.

" Where ?
"

'' Under the clock."

Yet not the remotest thought of any use such as this for

a meeting-place had been present to Anne when, earHer in

the day, she had spoken of the great clock. She could have

laughed. Christopher had called her attention to it, and she

had said the obvious thing—to the helping, as it was to

appear, of this forging of one more link in the chain that

must bind her !

" The pantomime will be over in less than that," she said

indistinctly. She wanted to gain time.
" Shall we walk, or sit down somewhere ?

"

"Oh, walk," she said, " walk." She wanted space, move-
ment. " We've been sitting so long," she added.

She looked about her, and at him.

From the enclosed space which they had left they could

still hear muffled sounds from the pantomime. These min-
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gled with the universal toy sounds that made the place a

huge Lowther Arcade.
" Where are we going ? " Anne said presently, as they

walked. But she knew.
" It isn't cold," he said, " and there will be air and the

open sky."

It was nearly dark out of doors—quite dark it seemed as

they stepped out of the lighted building, but gradually,

as their eyes grew accustomed to the change, what had

seemed darkness showed itself to be but a half-darkness in

which all objects were clearly visible. The terraces were

deserted.

In the dusk of the^winter evening the gardens looked a

little forlorn. But overhead were the stars.

" I don't know how to say what I have to say to you,"

John Hemming said suddenly, when they had walked a few

yards along the gravel in silence. " Under whatever I may
be feeling, you see, I've got the knowledge of what you know
of me, and of what you must think of me. Well, think the

worst of me (and your worst won't perhaps be bad enough !),

but just somehow know that in spite of everything and

through everything I've always loved you. I did then,

years ago, and I do now, and—^however I may have lived

—

in all the time between "

He broke off. She did not speak, but neither did she

make any attempt to move as he stood before her. They
had both stood still as he spoke.

" You don't know what these days have been to me. I

don't think I knew, myself, till I found this morning that I

might be going to lose the very last of them. If I hadn't

met you I believe I should have spent the night under your

window in Ebury Street, to make sure that you didn't es-

cape me in the morning. Oh, I can laugh, for I did meet

you, but it's true. What are you going to say to me ? I'm

not fit to come to you, but I do come to you."
" John, it's not that. I don't judge you. I never

have
"

" Is it the boy ?
"

'' Yes. No. I don't know."
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" You're afraid of my influence-

" I'm not. That's tlie^ one thing that I'm not afraid

of." She spoke proudly. "If I didn't trust you. . .
."

Her voice shook. She turned away.

The great glass house behind them hummed like a hive

in the silence. Out here in the grounds they seemed the

only living things.
" I shall never forget that to you, anyway," he said, so

low that she hardly heard him.

A clock struck somewhere. The strokes beat upon the

stillness.

" Anne, knowing what you know, will you marry

me?"
** John, it's not what I know. It's not what you've done.

It's not you at all in a way."
" Can you care for me ?

"

" Yes."

She had thought of him too much to hesitate about this.

She knew that she cared for him, or could care for him, well

enough to love him if she married him. She did not love

him yet, though he had the power to disturb her. After

this day, all the same, whether she married him or not, she

believed she should love him.
'' What is it, then ?

"

" It " was so many things. How could she tell him ?

She had thought of her life as dedicated to the dead and the

living Christophers. " It " was herself then, was Chris-

topher's father, was Christopher. There were other people,

other things, involved also. Her mother ! She in her own
person would understand. As Granny Oxeter would she ?

Laura and Catherine . . . would they ever ? As Chris-

topher's aunts ? As her sisters even ? Boulogne was in-

volved. The peace of the sheltered drawing-room, the fire,

the lamp, the Cornhill Magazine ! All these and—Mrs.

St. Jemison !

" I must speak of her," Anne said presently, naming
her. " I must take her into account. Oh, John !

" (" it's

all dreadful !
" was on her tongue, but this time was not

spoken) "... She—she was so good to Christopher."
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"Anne, I shouldn't be here if she would have married

me. That's all I can say in extenuation of my conduct.

You must think what you will of me except in this one

thing."

He took a few steps away from her and came back.
" But you're not doing her more than justice in saying

that. She was good to Christopher. She would be again.

She was just as truly expressing herself in that as she was
in leaving me. She hurt me there. I don't mind that she

made me ridiculous. That's a small thing. She . . . hurt

me. But she's full of kindliness for all that—of goodness

even. I don't understand ; I don't pretend to. How should

I when she doesn't, herself ? Our mistake was in thinking

that we loved each other—though even there ... In a

way we did."

He stopped again. She could see that he was profoundly

moved.
'* Yes, I am free," he said, after a pause.

They walked a little further, and again came to a stand-

still.

" You're right to hesitate," he said. " It's a poor enough
bargain to offer you—damaged goods, smirched, rejected

even."
*' John," Anne said, " John !

"

" Isn't it true ?
"

" It isn't." She drew a deep breath. " That's what is

somehow wonderful. That's what I've had to learn, and
have learnt. What I beheve, anyway."
To her surprise she was wondering at this moment how

the woman she wanted to pity, and pitied, could have found

it in her heart to let him go ! Some words of Trimmer's

came back to her.

He saw his advantage, but he refrained from following

it up. He did, indeed, wish her to know exactly what she

would be doing if she married him. She would have some-

thing to face. She would need all her courage.
" I don't want you to think me worse than I am, but you

must on no account think .me better." That was his atti-

tude. " I come to you without one plea, but not as a peni-
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tent. I'm sorry enough. It isn't that Fm not sorry ! But

if it were all to come over again, other things being equal,

I've no doubt that I should do what I've done. I can't

expect you to understand. You wouldn't be the woman
you are if you could. It's to a different kind that this sort

of understanding is given, and I wouldn't have you different."

He did not say all this, but this is what was in his mind,

and in some mysterious way the substance of it commu-
nicated itself to hers. It was the answer to what had exer-

cised her at Herrickswood when she had asked herself

whether, if he had not been " dead " he coulJbe said to be
" alive again." She knew that in the conventional sense

he was not in sackcloth or ashes. But she knew that she

could trust him.

Yet if he asked less of her than he thought, he also asked

of her more than he would ever guess. Perhaps the last

thing that such a woman as Anne surrenders is her belief

that, though there be in Heaven neither marriage nor giving

in marriage, the marriage tie itself must somehow pass

the gate and grave of death. "It " was no longer

herself, no longer Christopher, maybe, or even Mrs. St.

Jemison.

She looked at him, wondering whether it would avail

anything to speak. Of the two of them, was it she who was
not free ?

A few people besides themselves were in the grounds now.
Voices sounded near the entrances to the building. Couples

made for the shelter of the paths or emerged suddenly out

of the darknesses. A woman's voice somewhere at hand
said fatuously, " This is the grounds, I suppose," and a

man's, " Ah, I dare say it would be, by day." A child

chased another into the shadow of some bushes, and a guar-

dian's voice called, *' Don't you get lost now. If you do I

shall take you both home straight-away." Was there, or

did she imagine it, a louder humming in the great glass

house ? The pantomime was over.
" Anne," he said gently.
" It's because I could care for you," she said desperately,

at last.
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" Because . . . ?

"

She nodded.
" Because " he said, again. " Because ! But if you

can care for me . . . ! Why," he stood before her, " why
that's everything. Everything. More than I dared to think

possible. How can that stand in the way ?
"

She must have known herself yielding, for she could not

tell him. She could not speak of Christopher's father and
of what faiths and loyalties she would have to renounce

—

would be renouncing—if she listened. He was dead, Chris-

topher's father ; had not watched, was not waiting ! All

her life, then, since he died was to be made nothing. All

that she had clung to, to become untrue, to be as if it had
never been. But these things could not be put into words
which are irrevocable. She knew the power of words. Al-

ready by a putting into words something had been crystal-

lised that day. No, she could not tell him.
" How can it ? " he repeated. " It can't, because it is

what should bring us together. Oh, we must come together

in the end. It can't be for nothing that I love you as I do.

I don't even think it was for nothing that there was a nail

lying about for Christopher to fall on ... "

He came nearer to her.

" Anne."

He was so near to her, but he did not touch her—so near

that she could hear his quickened breathing.

"All my life, anyway, is in your hands," he said. It was
a whisper.

She was drowning. In that moment, as the drowning

are said to do, she ran through her life in vivid and impas-

sioned review, dweUing longest on that chapter in it which

had been the beginning of the First Chapter of Christopher's.

She saw again the golden path upon the waters leading to

or from the golden city ; heard her own cry when out of the

exceeding sadness of her heart she had cried to what as yet

was not ; lived again through her terror, her anguish, her

lassitude, to the moment of rapture which had given a man-
child into her waiting arms. Oh, Christopher, father of

Christopher, Christopher, Christopher !
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If, in her drowning which was her yielding, she could have

spoken, it must have been to say " No," to this other ; to

say " No, lest I love you—No, though I love you ! No. No.

No."

But she could not speak, and, swaying, swayed towards
him.

M



CHAPTER XXI

SO Christopher's nail— the nail which had stabbed him
—^was the first in the coffin of poor old Boulogne.

Haste to the wedding ? Haste rather to the burial ! Not
real haste, of course, for nearly two years were to pass before

his mother changed her name. A nail to the coffin for all

that.

Regrets ? None from Christopher, straining forward.

None for the green-shuttered house ? the market ? the

church of St. Nicolas ? Merridew's where the Cornhill and
Punch were bought, and the Christmas cards in their hour

(robins and snow in those days), and valentines (hearts,

arrows, Cupids on scented lace-paper) in theirs ? None for

the Grande Rue with Gregory's and Howe's and the Der-

vaux ; the Fete Dieu when the procession wound up to the

Cathedral, and the eager women held out their babies for

blessing ? For the Fair with the Four-sou Stall—Voyez la

vente. Tout a quat' sous. Au choix. Choisissez !
— the

merry-go-rounds, the Tombolas, the shows ? For the Car-

nival ? For Pont de Briques, of the occasional drives, the

Colonne and the Valine, of walks ? For the galantine shop with

the sausages in '' silver " paper ? For the Petits Arbres

where you kicked up the leaves as you waded through

them ankle-deep, and where, in the interstices of the bark

of the trees, the mysterious chrysalises were to be found

which tweaked their tails when you touched them ? For the

Ramparts ? none for the Ramparts ? For the splashing
" fountains " then ? the Sands ? Surely for the Sands ?

Well, then, for the Pier ? the Port ? the Bird-shop ? Cape-

cure, perhaps ? The clang of the wooden shoon—the cHp-

clap of the wooden heels, as the woollen heels above

them showed rounded and dark against the lamb's-wool

lining ? A sound to go with you through^life ! For the

162
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cries then ? Surely a regret for the cries : the cry of the

coal, of the shrimp, of the mackerel ? For Blancpignon,

where Christopher learned to beat his mother at skating ?

For M. Delplanque's where he learned to dance ? For fried

potatoes with a shake of salt ? For the lock gates deeply

separating the waters of the Liane from the waters of the

harbour ? The artificial rocks in the Aquarium ? occasional

fireworks in the Tintelleries ? an occasional circus with Eng-
lish clowns ? For M. Albrecht, the German bookbinder,

where Cornhill and the Sunday at Home and the Romans
Populaires were made up into volumes (half-calf, marbled
edges) ? the watchmaker's where there was the tie-pin

which was a fly in effigy upon an imitated lump of sugar ?

(Wonderful !) For Lambert's where you bought sucre de

pomme and sucre d'orge and could not afford to buy nougat ?

M. Abraham's, the Chemist's (a propos !), where your rare

powders were concocted ? For the stamped affiches on the

walls and hoardings ? the herring-barrels by the boats ?

the men with the sacks corner-wise over their heads, who
carried salt that looked like coffee-sugar ; the men mending
the road ; the half-naked men taking in logs at the bakers' ?

At least for the half-naked men at the bakers' ? (Come
along, Master Christopher !) For the many smells ; the

London boat with the black funnels and the Folkestone

with the white and black ? Surely, surely for the sea itself

and the quays and the gutters ?

None at the time, with England ahead of you. None.
Christopher was not consciously heartless or ungrateful.

He was young, that was all, and looking forward.

The parting in any case was not yet. He did not even
know for a long time that there was to be any parting at all,

or any change in his life. This had shpped back at once
into the old grooves. His recent experiences at Herricks-

wood and in London were, as we may suppose, possessions

indeed. He had something to tell his grandmother, his

aunts, the servants, and his schoolfellows.

Had he any inkling that changes were looming ? Were
there any signs by which he might have guessed ? His
mother got more letters and wrote more ; that he did ob-
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serve, nothing much else. He might have noticed some-

thing of restraint in her relations with her sisters for a Httle

while after the return from England, but naturally he did

not. Full of their questionings and hearings and relatings,

they did not either. It was his mother, actively dreading

the telling, who could have told of restraint ! For her there

were days when restraint shrieked aloud. She had told no

one ? No one as yet. There was no hurry indeed, for John
Hemming, behaving beautifully, was not coming to Bou-
logne, was content to remain at the ** other end " of a daily

letter. Signs ? Not for Christopher. Not for the busy

Aunts. Two persons only may have guessed. Mrs. Oxeter,

though Anne, with the knowledge that she was ready to

tell her at any moment, felt no restraint in her relations

with her ; Trimmer, who brought in the daily letter. These

she would have told without further, or any, ado, if it had
not been for Christopher's Aunts. She was not ready yet to

tell them. In time perhaps she would be. Meanwhile she

dwelt over a volcano.

Christopher, notably older for his widened outlook, in-

vited comment.
" He's grown inches," his Aunt Laura declared, " posi-

tively inches."
" He grows more and more like his father," his Aunt

Catherine.

Anne winced. Then smiled. She must accustom herself

to new conditions. She knew that the daily letter made
her happy.

How to tell them ! She made tentative efforts, only to

find that they had been a little shocked as it was. At the

first mention of John Hemming they confessed to having

been surprised that Mrs. Herrick should have asked him to

Herrickswood to meet their sister and her son.

" It wasn't as if ... " they said—which was the sort

of thing they always did say.

" Oh, well " Anne said, also without finishing.

" My dear, after all that happened here," Laura said,

filling in, " Boulogne, you know, where we all were ! What
we saw ourselves—walking with her as he did in the open
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street !—and what everyone said. Even if it was at an

end."
" That was it," said Anne ; "it was all at an end—over

and done with."
" Over, but hardly done with," said Catherine, " while

everybody was talking. We didn't, of course, say any-

thing when you wrote, but as you speak of it, it did strike

us as regrettably lax. People in these cases—oh yes, the

gentleman to say nothing of the lady—usen't to be coun-

tenanced at all. It was not quite right of Mrs. Herrick.

You, her guest, her son's widow ! And then Christopher, a

young boy."
" If Christopher never gets more harm from anyone

else " his mother permitted herself to say, but again she

did not finish her sentence. She must not allow herself to

be drawn into an argument—must keep her arguments,

indeed, for the day when she must plead her lover's cause

and her own . . . fight it if need be.

But presently Christopher did become aware of some-
thing—something happening or impending. This dated

from the day when Amelie, coming in from some shopping,

announced that M. St. Roch, the owner of the green-shuttered

house, who had watched over his property from the end of

the street, was dead.
" I wonder whether this will make any difference,"

Christopher's mother said, and became thoughtful.
" About what ? " said Christopher. He was, in truth,

older than his years.

" The house," said his mother, but did not explain.

Well, it was to make some difference, it seemed, and it

was not long before Anne heard from her late landlord's

executors. We need not trouble ourselves with the busi-

ness, which was compHcated. All that concerns us, since all

that concerned Christopher's mother, is that Anne Herrick

had to make up her mind whether she would take the house
on for a term of years or give it up at the end of her lease.

Anne would give it up—but it meant that the telling was
precipitated. She went round to her mother's with a beating

heart.
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Christopher, uninformed as yet of what the visit to Eng-

land had brought forth—fruit of the nail in effect !—was
reminded now of the days of Poor Mr. Aggot and the Ab-

sconding Partner ; of the days of the family consultations

from which he was excluded * even of the Red Eyes. There

were mysterious family consultations now ; conversations

which were broken off at his entrance ; significant allu-

sions to Goodness-knows-what in his presence. Something

was exercising everybody. His mother could not tell him yet,

dear. Trimmer knew, he was quite sure, but shook her

head.

His grandmother was pretty much as usual. His Aunt
Laura wasn't, but had a tendency to look at him with melan-

choly solicitude, rousing herself from time to time to smile

at him with forced cheerfulness, as one who should say. We
must hope for the Best. She kissed him oftener even than

usual, and showed an inclination (frustrated, for the most

part, let us add !) to kiss him even oftener than that. His

Aunt Catherine he did not see at all. Presently he gathered

that there was a temporary estrangement between his gentle

mother and this gentle aunt, who, it appeared, had Said

more than she Meant.

What did it all mean ?

" I can't bear to be disapproved of," he heard his mother

say one day.
" Catherine doesn't quite understand," his grandmother

answered. " You must make allowances."

Christopher had come in from school, and though he had

entered the room in the ordinary way, so absorbed were

they that they had not observed him.
" I do," his mother said. " I want to. I do. I make

every allowance. I knew—that was why I shrank so from

teUing her. I felt she wouldn't be able to see. But when
she said what she did say

"

Christopher knew he ought to reveal himself. Well, there

he was, if they chose to look.

" You mustn't mind her. She spoke without thinking—

in the heat of the moment."
" Mother, you don't think

"
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" No, darling, I don't. You are doing perfectly right.

Don't forget what I said to you months ago."
" I don't. If it hadn't been for that indeed

"

No one ever seemed to finish a sentence in these mysterious

discussions.
" And for what Mrs. Herrick said, too," Christopher's

mother added.
" I must have misjudged that woman," Granny Oxeter

said, by the way.
" We all did," Anne said gratefully. " She's not frighten-

ing at all. She's most lovable. Really if she could approve,

and she would, I do think that Laura and Catherine—Laura

hasn't said much. But Catherine . . . Oh, Christopher,

is that you ? How quietly you came in. I didn't hear you !

"

He had not really come in quietly.

It was his Aunt Laura's " Oh, Christopher, I didn't see

you !
" of the Poor Mr. Aggot days over again.

Afterwards the days were seen to have been even more
like those than he had suspected, when they also were found

to have portended a move. At the time, however, what they

portended he could not imagine. Nothing unpleasant, he

was sure, for, though there was some ferment, it was plain

to see that his mother was not really unhappy ; and Trimmer
was in excellent spirits.

His Aunt Laura, he presently gathered, was coming round
—^whatever that might mean ; his Aunt Catherine would in

time.

It was his Aunt Catherine, if he had known it, who on this

occasion supplied most of the Red Eyes, though his mother,

in spite of not being really unhappy, cried sometimes too.

She could not bear being at variance with anyone.

So time went on—that time which was said to be neces-

sary to the " coming round " of his aunt. She did not come
to the Rue Gil Bias, nor appear in the Place Mohere when
Christopher's mother took him there to tea. We may guess,

as Christopher could riot, but as his mother could and did

(which was why she cried), what these absentings of herself

meant to the poor lady who had said too much.

Boulogne threw off winter and clothed itself in the greens



i68 CHRISTOPHER

of spring. The trees in the Petits Arbres and on the Es-

planade and in the gardens under the Ramparts came to

life after their long sleep. Flowers filled the market once

more, and birds—mostly in cages, it is true—sang their

songs of joy and love. It was again the time of young things.

Anne looked younger than ever that year. Catherine

saw from behind curtains and through remorseful tears, but

would not herself be seen. Anne made overtures of peace,

sent messages, wrote. Catherine held out. Mystified Chris-

topher could not understand. At this time he seemed only

to have a grandmother and one aunt.

Then on a day he met her outside the Post Office in the

Rue des Vieillards, whither he had been sent on an errand

for stamps.

He said, " Is that you. Aunt Catherine ? " and, in the
" open street," as she would have said, she burst into

tears.

"Oh, Christopher," she said, weeping over him. " Oh,

my poor lost lamb."

His aunts often called him Lambs and things, so he passed

over that, but he had to point out that he wasn't lost. Used

long since to going about by himself, he could not admit to

being lost when he wasn't.
" And you mustn't be," sobbed the poor lady. " You

mustn't be. That's all that I wanted to prevent. Oh,

Christopher !

"

" Why are you crying. Aunt Catherine ?
"

" I haven't seen you for weeks," said his aunt.
" Because you hide when we go to see Granny. You run

out of the room. I know, because there was a chair that was

quite warm last time we went. Why don't you come and

see mother ?
"

" Oh, why !
" said his Aunt Catherine. ''I've offended

her, my angel. My foolish tongue said things. You wouldn't

understand. I didn't mean them—at least, I did mean them,

because I felt it my duty. That's why, but I suppose I see

that I shouldn't have said them."
" Well," said Christopher, drawing on his own experience,

" if you say you're sorry she always forgives you."
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" But, good gracious," began his aunt, and, like everybody

else, she did not finish, or finished where she began.
" How are you getting on with your lessons ? " she asked

him presently. " Here's half-a-franc for you, to buy sweets

—only don't make yourself ill. There, kiss me. I'm glad

to have seen you."

She turned blindly into the Post Office, and he scampered

home.
" She was blubbing," he told his mother.

His mother went to the Place Moliere that afternoon, but

only again to be met with what Christopher called a warm
chair.

" How long is this to go on ? " she asked his grandmother

miserably.

It was not the next day, nor the next, nor the next, but

the day after that, that a meek ring sounded on the hall-

door bell of the green-shuttered house.
" Mamzelle Katrine, Madame," announced Celestine.

The two ladies waited till the door had closed behind her

and threw themselves into each other's arms. They wept

luxuriously, revelling in an orgy of tears.

" Marry anyone you Hke. Marry everyone. Marry every

day. Only never, never, never again let me lose sight of you

or of Christopher."

It was complete surrender. The good creature could not

say enough.
" I believe Mamma's really glad about it," she squeaked.

" Really, I mean ; not just wanting to be. And Laura

—

oh, Laura will soon come round."

Anne thought that Lam-a had, but she did not say so.

" You'll meet him, Catherine ?
"

Catherine nodded.
" Receive him. Receive him, Catherine ? And me ?

"

** What an ogre you must think me."
" No. What you have felt was quite natural. But

—

there are ' buts.' You must believe that, dear. I can't

explain. You must just beheve it from me as I have been

content to beheve it from him."
" Of course," said Catherine Oxeter. " Of course."
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She was ready to believe anything now, to accept any-

thing. It became evident that she did not repent her by
halves. As she had opposed, so now was she eager to welcome.

" They are said to make the best husbands," she said,

wiping her eyes.

Anne smiled.
" But he isn't a Reformed Rake, Catherine."
" No, no," agreed Catherine hurriedly. " Reformed, but

not a rake."

Anne left it at that. She knew ! Unnecessary, perhaps,

to make exact distinctions or exact definitions. If he was
not " reformed " in one sense, he was in another. And in

no sense was he a rake.
" I meant I was sure he would make a good husband,"

said Catherine.

Anne knew that he would, and said so.

Catherine pressed her hand.
" And a good father," Anne added. She pressed Cathe-

rine's. " If I hadn't known that. . . . But I do. That's

why. It's all in that. Nothing else matters."

So it came that Christopher found his lost aunt at tea that

day in the Rue Gil Bias when he came home from school.

It was, of course, she who had been lost, and not he. She

kissed him in quite a different way from last time. It was a

different sort of kiss altogether, and quite different, in turn,

from the recent kisses of his Aunt Laura. He liked it much
better—in so far as he could be said to Hke kisses at all

(which in fact he only tolerated). Normal relations he

realised had been estabhshed. But what, as before, did it

all mean ?

He was not to know yet.

Time went on. All the usual things happened with just

something of unusualness behind them. There were no

longer any red eyes. His mother sang about the house ;

caught herself singing sometimes, laughed, blushed—and
was singing again before five minutes were over. She bought

some new hats which met with Christopher's unqualified

approval. They were different somehow from the hats she

generally wore. By degrees his Aunt Laura left off looking
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at him commiseratingly or with forced cheerfulness. But
the consultations and talkifications did not cease.

Something of unusualness somewhere !

It was presently summer. The town prepared itself for

the yearly influx of visitors, and announced " Garnished
"

Apartments everywhere. The hotels bustled, threw them-

selves open, re-staffed, and began to fill up. Then strangers

were seen in the streets : strange sauntering family parties ;

Monsieur, Madame, and Beb6 ; strange figures from the

provinces ; odd corpulent men, odd corpulent women,
every example of unabashed corpulence. The English

arrived, parents, governesses, nurses, children, healthy-

looking girls, athletic young men ; a sprinkling of the rowdy.

A few Germans. Bathing began in earnest. On the sands

long-suffering horses drew creaking and jolting machines up
or down, to deep guttural urgings, the jingling of harness,

and the cracking of whips. A crowd with bundles of bathing

tackle waited its turn round a man shouting numbers from
a chair. From time to time as the tide rose the chair would
be moved higher up the beach, the waiting crowd following.

In the sea, strange sights : corpulence, outlined here, striped,

made nakeder than naked, and still good-humouredly, and
even beautifully, unabashed !

Daily now the boats were crowded. From the pier, you
might read by the cones on the incoming vessel the number
of the passengers, and then racing her to the harbour, you
might see the passengers land. England bound for the

Continent generally was emptying itself into France again.

No such numbers had been known since before the war.

The bales of goods on the quay near the London boat were
always hot now to the touch, as Christopher played amongst
them in the sun. So were the rails of the gangways through

which he ran, or on which he see-sawed. Hot the asphalt

of the terrace behind the Etablissement. Hot everything

on which you laid your hand. It was presently full summer.
Came and went the holidays, the Fete Dieu, the Fair. A

year now since Mrs. St. Jemison, John Hemming, and the

Nail. Came the autumn. By then the coffin which was to
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hold poor old Boulogne was well on in the making. Came the

day when he was told. He felt as if he had known all along !

Regrets ?

It was hurrah for change, hurrah for the future, hurrah
for John Hemming and England.

END OF THE FIRST BOOK OF CHRISTOPHER
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BOOK THE SECOND

CHAPTER I

CHRISTOPHER, some dozen years later, entered upon

the second period of his life, upon the day when he

saw in the flesh someone, whose name, when at length he

learned it, sent his mind scurrying back across the years,

with their changes and chances, to the strange night when he

had first heard it. So much had happened since then—all

his school days (of which as we go), most of his time at Ox-

ford. Then he had been a boy with his life before him ; now
he was a man, if still a very boy for all that, with—well,

still it seemed, his life before him.

In after years Christopher, looking back, was apt to date

changes and change itself from the day of his mother's

marriage. In reaUty, of course, there had never been any-

thing else. Had not his circumstances been in process of

changing from the day of his birth ? Had not he himself,

his mother, his grandmother, his aunts. Trimmer even

—

all his Httle world in common with the big one of which its

component parts were part ? The more these had changed,

it is true, the more they had remained the same thing

—

especially, as he sometimes thought. Trimmer. Changes
and change nonetheless. The law was immutable.

The change from the green-shuttered house at Boulogne
to the house (at Datchet) which belonged to his stepfather

was assuredly a good starting-point for change. Thereafter,

anyway, the changes came rapidly enough. When people

were singing '' Tommy make room for your uncle " for
" Champagne Charlie," and " Spring, spring, beautiful

spring " for " Pretty Polly Perkins of Paddington Green "

—belated survivals from very much earlier days—Chris-
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topher, gaining new relations, was losing old ones. Granny
Oxeter was the first to receive her summons. She died

quite happily and as painlessly as it is possible to die, in

the course of the year of one of those or of kindred classics.

His Aunt Catherine then, as if she had nothing particular

to deter or detain her, turned her face to the wall and as

quietly followed her. It was two years later that his Aunt
Laura took everyone by surprise. She did not die. She
made an announcement—nothing less, if you please, than
that she was going to be married. Out of the dim past

had arisen, it appeared, an old admirer to renew a timid

offer of twenty years earlier when he, a widower now and
the rector of a large Midland parish, had been a pale young
curate with neither means nor prospects, and she not wholly

without this-worldly ambitions.
" I dare say you'll all think me ridiculous," she wrote.

" At my time of life one ought rather to be thinking of fold-

ing the hands than of striking out in new directions, but

James " (the rector of Misterton Sotherby's blameless name)
" says there is yet work for me to do, and perhaps one

shouldn't turn back from the plough."

Christopher wanted to know why his aunt should call his

prospective uncle a Plough. But, " I dare say," wrote his

mother warmly, and with gladness in her contented eyes

—

** I dare say we shall think you nothing of the sort ! I have

not been so glad about anything for a long time, and I only

wish darling Mother and Catherine could have lived to

know. I remember Mr. Bermerdan well at Cheltenham,

and used to wonder in those days how you could resist him."

So, as the green-shuttered house had been swept away and
in its place—in its stead rather—was there the Datchet

house which, in turn, Christopher called " Home," and to

which, when he was at school, he came for his holidays, so

at a stroke, or at three to be accurate, was the familiar

house in the Place MoHere swept out of his existence. Who
sat now in his grandmother's chair by the window or the

fire ? Who came and went now through the porte cochere,

under which was the hall door with the brass knocker he had
once known so well ? What fingers pressed the yellow keys of
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the piano on which his Aunt Catherine used to play " Hark,

'tis the Indian Drum," and " Gaily the Troubadour " (for

him to sing), and, on Sundays, "Sun of my soul," to which

his Aunt Laura could sing a " second," and " Rock of Ages,"

his mother's favourite, and " Abide with me," his grand-

mother's, and the almost too harrowing " Thy will be done " ?

" If Thou shouldst call me to resign

What most Iprize—// neer was miney

I only yield Thee what was Thine ;

Thy will, ..."

Too harrowing. Eyes would be wet in the softer seventies.

Too harrowing.

Changes, changes.

Celestine was gone. She had married her Jean Poulard

and was the mother now of a httle Jean, a Uttle Pierre called

after Christopher's Pierre About, and hoped, if the Good
God would, yet to be the mother of a little Christophe, or,

at least, of a Christophine to mark her tender and respectful

sentiments towards the family she had served. Amelie had
come to England for a time, but presently home-sick, had
returned tearfully to her native shores. She was heart-

broken to leave Madame, heart-broken, saddened ^ jamais,

desolated, but—oh, these Buts. Blood was thicker than

water.

Trimmer remained. She had steadily refused to marry
her piano-tuner, and as she had accompanied her mistress

to India, so had she accompanied her to the new life in Eng-
land. No, she had not definitely broken with her piano-

tuner. He was there, as indeed he wrote from time to time

to remind her, there if she wanted him. One of these days
perhaps, Master Christopher. Meanwhile, for the second

time in her life, her arms were full. Christopher had a little

sister.

Never had a boy, busily climbing the years, a happier

home to come back to. John Hemming had made no idle

protestations, no vain promises or vows. Christopher had
not lost his mother. . . .

It was difficult afterwards to determine the exact order

N
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of the trivial events which made up life. At Boulogne things

had happened before or after the war. So near London as

Windsor and Eton, things happened for the most part merely

to the tune of what songs ruled the moment. Thus the
" Tommy make Room " period was followed by periods

governed in turn by such gems as " The Old and the Young
Obadiah ('' Said the Old Obadiah to the Young Obadiah,
' Obadiah, Obadiah, I am dry ' "

!) ;
" Woa, Emma !

"
;

** If I were only long enough "
;

" We don't want to fight,

But, by jingo, if we do "
;

*' La di da " (later), and the like.

There was a '' Nancy Lee " year, and a year of the '' Bric-

^-Brac " Polka. " My Grandfather's Clock " marked time.
** True as the stars that are shining," " Silver threads amongst

the gold," and '' Molly Darling " held their own. Offenbach

was giving place to Lecoq and Planquette. The Gilbert

and Sullivan operas were coming along. The Gaiety was
contributing to the general conflict or harmony. There were

plenty of popular airs to grow up to, and Christopher was
very busy growing.

Each of the holidays, as it came, saw come back to the

old red-brick house a different boy, however essentially the

same, or the same boy, however externally and internally

changing. His father had been at Winchester, and it was
there, in deference to his grandmother's wish, that he went

for his schooling. His mother, living at Datchet, would

naturally have liked to have him near her at Eton, but (and

for this reason maybe !) old Mrs. Herrick was urgent—went,

indeed, on undefined, perhaps indefinite claims, as near as

might be to insisting. Anne, after a few tentative arguments,

acquiesced. John Hemming was at one with her mother-

in-law.

A very close tie still held the boy and his stepfather. In

a way, it might be said that he had brought his mother and

her former lover together. John never forgot that to him,

and the two were firm friends. One of John's first doings

in the early days was to teach Christopher to ride. The boy

was found to have good hands. He delighted in this new
excitement, and his rides with his stepfather were amongst

the pleasantest of his English experiences. He learned to
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shoot and to fish. Still . . . there were other things in life

beside sport : he was never, and he knew it, to lose sight of

that for long. Books held him, pictures, and—in spite of

a paradoxical susceptibility to the appeal, howsoever crude,

of the most tuppenny tunes of the moment—music ! Such

people as his grandmother Herrick had presently to forgive

him for playing the piano ! He ranged, be it said, from

Chopin to Offenbach, from the Moonlight Sonata to " What's

the Odds as long as you're 'Appy ? " What were the " odds,"

after all ?

His school days were the tale of a series of ardent friend-

ships—friendships, yet, in which, it seemed to him some-

times, that he gave more than he received. This might be

the more blessed case—it was, he knew perhaps afterwards

;

it was certainly not at the time the more satisfying. He
asked too much perhaps. Did no other boys love quite as

he loved ? All that he had put into his childish passion for

the dead Pierre (who remained his friend because death had
removed him), and the living " young Enghshman " (who

had ceased, in a sense, to be his possession when he had
become his relation), he put into his young adorations.

Something was always withheld, or was not there, even, to

be withholden. He made friends easily enough. Not one,

perhaps, of those to whom he was drawn realised that any-

thing lacked. He was happy when his chosen friend of any
particular moment had need of him. He wanted to sac-

rifice himself in some way. " Greater love than this hath

no man." .... He, or he thought he could, could have

given lives for his friends.

His friends ? There were so many. Was there something

lacking in him, too, that he could so effectually replace one

with another ? Was he fickle in his affections, changeable,

unstable ? He ran through an incomplete list. There was
Redgrave, whom he had enshrined in his heart at Boulogne

at his first school of all. Redgrave was a chubby boy, in a

black smock with a shiny belt, who was cock of the walk,

and to whom the other boys deferred, and whom they tacitly

combined to follow. These things are determined from the

beginning of time. Redgrave had condescended to show
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Christopher his favour—accepted sweets and marbles from

him, tops and chestnuts. With him Christopher had vowed
eternal vows of friendship. Redgrave had left the term

before Christopher, but not before Christopher had known
that Redgrave was not all that in his ardour he had thought

him. Where was Redgrave now, or the devotion that Chris-

topher had poured upon him ? Where was Shappleton ?

Where Jimmy Hastings ? Where Nicholas Minor ? Chris-

topher was at his dame-school at Windsor then, whither he

went daily by train. After that, at his preparatory school

at Eastbourne, there were Horncastle and Hopwood and
Laurence Chain. None of these were what Redgrave had
stood for. There had really been something about Red-

grave that asked devotion and got it for a time, but each,

at the outset, had seemed potentially what Redgrave was
not but might have been. Then, with the great change to

the wonderful world of a real school, the search had been

in earnest.

The search ? It was that, was it ? Not for a long time

did Christopher reaHse that he was seeking his own—tasting,

trying, sifting, rejecting. He would know his own when
indeed he found it, as like knows like. This, then, was the

answer to what he had asked himself. He was not fickle in

his affections, nor changeable, nor unstable. What looked

like each of these qualities was a very earnest of his con-

stancy. His constancy to—to what ? To an ideal. To
something outside and yet within himself. He would know
it—^him, her—when, at length, the looked-for came. Mean-
while looking into many faces he asked :

Is it you ?

Is it you ? said Christopher, even when he was busiest

mounting the years ; Is it you ? Sometimes the words

(which, of course, were never spoken) were Isn't it you ?

This time I am sure it is you. Don't you think that perhaps

it is you ? No ? Are you sure ? And he would look again,

and sooner or later would come the knowledge and the dis-

appointment. Never. Not even when he had thought . . .

not when the lifting of the veil had seemed most imminent.

The nod ; the passing on ; the casual and the stranger for
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the boon companion, for the other of the two travellers who,

somewhen, somehow, somewhere, must surely have jour-

neyed, or have it before them to journey, side by side.

Morbid ? Christopher wasn't morbid. You had only to

look at him, at the vigorous glow which warmed him and

you, at his clear eyes and fresh firm skin. If morbid mean
any deviation from whole-health, Christopher was not

morbid.

Something all the same marked him off from his fellows.

" What do you mean, young Herrick—about playing the

sunset on the piano ? Smith Major says you said you could."
" I didn't say I could. I said it could be played. It

could too."
" What rot !

"

" I could play what it seems like to me."
" Paint it, you mean, you young idiot."

" Play it. If it could be painted it could be played."
" What cheek !

"

A very young incident, a long way back in the early school

days, but significant.

It could be played, and what cheek ! The dividing wall.

Christopher in his closest intimacies was to be aware

of it.

*' Herrick's listening to the inkpot."
" Herrick can smell moonlight."
" I say, Herrick, what's the taste of a nice clap of

thunder ?
"

All very good-tempered, of course, because everyone

liked him. There it was, however, and the worst of it was
that it was true. Christopher knew the sound of still ink

quite well, the smell of moonlight, and the taste of thunder.

He could hear, in other words, the spherical song of the

stars.

By degrees he came to understand. The answer to his

question was the answer to many more. A propos, he heard

Trimmer's Come along, Master Christopher. It was the

deferred solution of that amongst other things. Trimmer
had really not seen what he saw, not heard, not felt. Neither

had his mother. Nor did most people. Yet, still k propos.
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if indeed he was in any way different, there must be others

like himself. It was his misfortune, at school at any rate,

not to meet them. There must be others, and some day
he would fall in with his own.

The years were pushed behind him. He did moderately

well, took a prize or two, had it in his power, and was said

to have it in his power, to do better. His school reports

were the reports of the average boy. They disappointed

his mother a little. His stepfather, with a better under-

standing perhaps, made light of them.
" It's only " Anne said, and, as was her way when she

was perplexed, did not finish.

" Only what ?
"

*' When I think of—of the promise he showed."

John did not say " What promise ? " though at that

moment he had Christopher's wonderful stepsister (who

did show promise if you hke !) on his knee. He said, " That's

all right, and so's Christopher."
" Of course," said Anne. '' Of course "

; but could not

help adding, " Only "

" Only what ? " as before.

" When is he going to begin ? " said Anne at last.

Christopher's loyal stepfather gathered himself up.
" Begin ? " he said. " Bless the dear woman, must I ex-

plain her own son to her ? What does she expect if she will

be the mother of poets ? Begin ? He's begun. You don't

have to write poetry to be a poet, or paint pictures to be an

artist. He's living every inch of his life. That's his work.

Let that be enough for him, and don't bother your head

about schoolmasters' reports. What are they when all's

said ?
"

" Well, some sort of an indication."
" The observations, generally, of men whose occupations

prevent their seeing beyond the ends of their noses." He
turned to his daughter. " She should have seen your father's

reports, my Fatima."

Fatima gurgled.

Anne smiled. " Oh, I shouldn't have been looking for

anything remarkable from yours, John."
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John kissed his wife.

" That's where you would have been wrong, and what

proves my point. They were continually, and uniformly,

and quite remarkably, excellent."

Living every inch of his life, was he ? Christopher at

school, and pressing forward to the time when he should

throw off its shackles, might have wondered. In a sense

he was. There were hours that few of his schoolfellows

lived as fully as he. There were days when he walked upon

air—spring days, quick with the sense and the assurance

of what was coming ; days of summer and flannels and the

cricket field, long long days when the daylight, like Joshua's

sun, seemed miraculously stayed, and wonderful things,

scents, hummings, whispers, were in the air ; autumn days

of quite other scents and sounds ; blustering or crisply

frozen days of winter. But against these were many days

and hours, the very purpose and meaning of which escaped

him. It was then that he felt himself shut in and shut off

by and from the common informing spirit of the community.

He loved school and hated it—left it at last as he had
left Boulogne, without, at the time, a regret, but afterwards

to suffer pangs of nostalgia and remorse. When it was
behind him he knew how happy he had been there, and how
he had loved it.

Oxford then. New ; and the world once more widened.

He settled down into the Hfe as ducks take to water.

This surely was one of the goals towards which he had
been urging. Now he was really happy. His first year sped

;

his second ; he grudged the vacations that took him from

a life so congenial to him in every possible way. Now he

seemed to have his pick of the friends that he wanted.

Amongst so many he could drop the search. Is it you ?

It was no one or heaps of people.

Then it was that, having bent the knee to no particular

woman, he met one the sight of whom weakened him sud-

denly. He was conscious of a swimming of his senses, of a

weakness almost physical, so that for a moment the strength
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seemed taken from his limbs. This at the sight of a sUp of

a girl, tall, slender, lily-white, who with one glance of her

eyes answered the question he had ceased to put, and answered

it, or he thought so then, finally. Is it you ? You at last ?

It is I, Christy—Cora St. Jemison.



CHAPTER II

NOT that he knew who she was, or was to know imme-
diately. He saw her at Victoria Station, where he

was seeing his mother and Fatima, accompanied by the

faithful Trimmer, off to Herrickswood for one of the periodi-

cal visits to his grandmother. His stepfather, just then,

was fishing in Norway, and he himself on the point of going

abroad with a friend.

Fatima, who, out of compliment to her mother Anne and
the lady of his mother's song, was really Ancebel, but who
still was plump enough to bear aptly her father's pet name
for her, was now an engaging child of ten or so, who hung
on to her tall brother's words (and his arm, and his waist,

and his neck if he would let her), and worshipped the grown-

up ground that he walked on. She conceived, on this day,

an amiable hatred of all slim lily-white girls, by reason of

one, and that one's effect, upon the big brother whom she

looked upon as her special property. She saw. Fatimas

of ten or eleven, even—Fatimae as Christopher called such

little sisters as his when he had occasion to speak of them
in the plural—Fatimae of tenderest ages have eyes. Oh,
Fatima saw !

The Continental train was at the opposite platform. It

was getting up steam. The usual busy crowd hummed
about it. Fatima already was jealous of it, first, because

a day or two later it would be bearing Christopher and his

friend (of whom, too, she was jealous) away on their short

travels, while she had to do without her brother at Herricks-

wood, whither he might otherwise have accompanied her;

and, secondly, because its air of importance threw all such less

adventurous trains, as that by which she and her mother
and Trimmer were to make their modest journey, into a

shade palpable as it seemed to her inglorious.

i8s
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Christopher and she, near the door of the carriage in

which their mother had taken her place with Trimmer in

the next, watched the animated crowd. Here were most
sorts and many conditions : good traveUers, easy, self-

possessed, leisurely ; bad travellers, fussy, heated, flurried.

Here were brides and bridegrooms—the usual sprinkling

—and seeming bridegrooms and brides. Here were affluence

neatly appointed, and affluence over-appointed ; indigence

—(but not much, by the boat-train, of indigence)—showing

a fair front ; something maybe of polite roguery. Here

were maiden ladies. Here were parents ; families ; a hand-

ful of schoolboys ; some little girls—Fatimae—a percentage

of sunburnt Christophers ; couriers, ladies'-maids, valets.

" I jolly well wish I was going," said Fatima.
" Jolly well, do you ? " said Christopher.
" With you," said Fatima.
" Harringay," he named his prospective companion,

" would throw you out of the window. He hates little girls

—all Fatimae and kindred species."
" Oh, does he—the beast ? " said Fatima elegantly. . . .

" Yes, Mother, in one minute, we're not off yet—does he ?
"

She looked at her brother. ** Chuck him and come down
to Herrickswood. Grandmother Herrick would love to have

you. You know you haven't seen her for a long time, and
you know you ought to. Besides, we'd ride every day.

Think of the downs. What do you want to go abroad for ?

You've been there."

Christopher laughed.
" Oh, I've been there, have I ? To ' Abroad,' eh ? Well,

I want to go there again. Fatty, so what shall I bring you ?

Jewels or silks or just a rose ? Just a rose. Beauty, shan't

I? and then perhaps—then perhaps "

He broke off. She looked to see why.

The lily-white girl was coming down the platform. She

was all slimness and youngness and lily-whiteness. Even
so prejudiced a critic as Fatima could see that she was beau-

tiful. Young as she was there was not a harsh line, not a

curve that was not exquisitely rounded.

Some luggage obstructed the way. Walking beside an
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elderly man, in the wake of servants who went on before to

prepare, she passed quite close to Christopher. He moved
a little to make room for her, and, as she acknowledged the

trifling courtesy on his part, their eyes met. It was as if he

had received a blow which left him reehng.

The two passed on to where a valet and a maid stood at

the door of a carriage which was evidently reserved. They

got in, and the servants went their ways to see to luggage

or find seats for themselves. Christopher tried in vain to

take up the thread of what he had been saying. Fatima

was looking at him oddly.
" Now, Ancebel dear, you must get in. Say good-bye

to him and get in."

Fatima, kissing him, said, " I hate her. I hate her."

He did not even ask whom, but kissed her absently.

" Good-bye, darling."

His mother was leaning from the window.
" Enjoy yourself, and write to us often."

A whistle sounded.
" Is that us ? " So his mother.

It was not. But it was the Continental train. He saw

it steam out, handkerchiefs and hats waving.

Well, he too would be travelling by it the day after the

next. How glad he was. " Abroad " was a big place, but

. . . who knew ?

" Don't wait, darling. I wish you were coming with

us."
*' He doesn't," growled Fatima over her shoulder.

Then their train too steamed out, and Christopher, hardly

knowing that he was doing so, stood blankly on the empty
platform looking after its disappearing tail.

He recovered himself presently—came to his senses

—

and left the station.

It was a gorgeous day towards the end of July. Though

the Matches were over, and Henley, and there remained but

Goodwood to give the season its final blow, London was

still full. The streets were nearly as closely thronged with

carriages as they had been at the beginning of the month,

and even the Row, where it was the custom then to ride in
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the late afternoon, was not yet perceptibly emptier. Chris-

topher, infected theretofore with his short taste of the de-

lights of the town, had meant to ride that afternoon, but

now changed his mind and countermanded his horse. He
felt a sudden distaste for his kind. It was a day for the

woods and cool solitudes, for sleepy meadows or breezy

uplands. He was half sorry that he was not at home that

he might have spent a long day on the river. But more he

wished himself in Oxford, where, if late July even did not

find it deserted, he could yet have found many a spot to

suit his mood. And then he wanted Boulogne, bits of

the old town, the silence and the mystery of the Ram-
parts.

All his life seemed to have pressed towards this day.

He went back to his rooms in Jermyn Street, and with

an impulse to get away as far as possible from this life of

London (which he yet loved), he changed into a suit of old

clothes and went out again. He had no settled plan. He
only felt that he wanted to be alone and to think.

He did not know London well, except perhaps the heart of

it—that part of it, for example, round which revolved the life

of the last two or three weeks—so much of the season as

his terms at Oxford allowed him to have a share in. When
he thought of London, it was always of such portions of it

as Piccadilly and Pall Mall and the Strand, of the neigh-

bourhoods of its picture galleries and theatres, and of those

particular streets and squares in which so many houses at

certain times of the year, it seemed, were ready to entertain

him. But North, South, East, and West of certain fairly

definite boundaries, he knew nothing.

Chelsea at this time, except at its outposts, was an un-

known country to him. On this day of days he made its

discovery. It met his mood generously. Here were houses

that breathed the spirit of other days. Here were walls of

mellow brick, gardens, haunts of ancient peace. Was there

a smell of flowers, or did he imagine it ? Under an arch-

way, or through an open door, were glimpses to be caught

of green and yet more green. Ivies '' mantled " many a

casement. At the end of a passage you might see a curtain
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of Virginia creeper sway gently as it hung from a lintel.

There was everywhere a sense of hidden gardens.

And at the foot of all this the river.

Christopher lunched at an inn long since swept away.

He called, as seemed right here, for bread and cheese and

beer.

After that he sat for a time by the river watching the

craft. He was reminded of " The Waterman," of " Jacob
Faithful," of "Wapping Old Stairs"—names, and something

more than names, to one who had known the enthralments

of Skelt of Swan Minories, Webb of Old Street St. Lukes,

and Redington of Hoxton Street, " formerly " Hoxton
Old Town—of the toy theatre generally. For, of course,

he had known these in his boyhood. They too seemed to

have had their part in preparing him for—even in leading

him to—this strange day. The lily-white maid was fore-

shadowed for him perhaps in the Lady Elvira, say, of

Pizarro, in Ravina of The Miller and His Men, in Lumina of

The Silver Palace. He smiled to himself.

Barges passed him with sails red like rust, steamers,

pleasure-boats— even the amazing Maria Wood was out

upon this day for his benefit. The old civic barge lumbered

by. Her flamboyant greens and reds and yellows flamed

and flared in the sunlight. She was like some Dutch im-

propriety, some gross but good-tempered flaunting woman
—always, for some reason, of the Netherlands !—with a

jolly laugh and a frank shamelessness that made her beau-

tiful. She was ridiculous too. Top-hatted men were dancing

on her decks.

Christopher laughed out. Oh, wonderful day that mixed
its delights for him ! Here again was a steamer. Why not

adventure further in this enchanting London that he was
finding for himself ?

No sooner thought of than done. He ran to the neigh-

bouring pier. He was in time. Where should he book for ?

Where could he ? The man in the little box suggested

Greenwich through the hole in the window.
" Greenwich, then," said Christopher.
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It was Box and Cox now that he was reminded of. He
had played Box, or was it Cox? in young theatricals one

Christmas.
" Visions of Greenwich and back " for so much and so

much. . . . was it not somehow thus that one line which

he had spoken had run ? And Greenwich ? He was back

with the toy theatre again and Jacob Faithful. All his life

was bound up with this day.

He went on board and looked about for a seat to please

him.

Someone else was on board a steamer now—at this very

moment. Oh, wonderful ! Unwittingly, by his chance

decision, he had established the semblance at least of a con-

nection between her and himself. From the deck of this

mimic steamer to the deck of the steamer which bore her

away, he sent out the current of his thoughts. In the fer-

vour of his imagination he joined the occultists, forestalled

the inventors, but was there ever a lover who did not know ?

If she was not thinking of him (they had looked deeply into

each other's eyes), he would so batter her with thoughts

that she would be forced to admit them and to think of

him. . . .

Is it you ? But it is you. I know that at last it is you.

You know it. Were you, too, looking . . . ? Yes, you
know it as I do.

Then : Who are you. Beautiful ? Where did you come
from, this wonderful morning? Wherever you came from,

it was to me that you were coming. I had been calling you.

For years I have called you. . . .

Then : Where were you going to ? I can see you looking

out to sea. Where are you going ? Not that it matters.

Wherever you go, sooner or later I shall find you. Now that

I know that you are—that you exist and that I haven't

only imagined you—I know I shall find you. . . .

Look across the water. Look back. I am here. Look,

look, look. . . .

The tide was at the flood. The river brimmed. High

rode the penny steamboat bearing the dreamer. He saw
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the old walls of Lambeth Palace through his dreams, the

Houses of Parliament, Westminster Bridge.

People looked at him. He was easy to look at—^well-

grown, clean-hmbed, and (for a dreamer) muscular. His

arm was resting on the rail and supported his head. He
had taken off his hat, and the breeze blew his hair back
from a low forehead. Seen thus in profile he had looks

and to spare. Nor did he disappoint you when he turned

his face towards you.

That day, for his unconscious sake, a shop-girl snubbed
her well-meaning and innocent lover—was unresponsive

and even disagreeable to the wholly unoffending for the

rest of the afternoon. A young wife contrasted freshness

and strength and youth, as embodied upon the seat oppo-

site to her, with the musty, beery middle-age of the spouse

beside her. A romantic schoolgirl read a new hero into her

favourite novels.

So, love flowing out from him (if it was love or could be !)

flowed also (if this in its turn was love) towards him.

A bit of Lambeth, east of the Palace, reminded him of

the fishing town at Boulogne. Nets should hang to dry
from such windows as those. This too was London ; all

London. By an association of remote ideas he thought of

Ratcliff Highway, which he had never seen—the lurid

glories of which had long since disappeared—and pictured

it as flanked by such houses. Some day, for the sake of its

name, and the feelings that name gave him, he must see

what was left of it or, at least, where it had been in its ter-

rible day. At the thought of it he could conjure up visions

of dancing saloons ; of dancing, fighting, drunken sailors
;

dancing, fighting, garish women, with their hair in oiled

waves in front, and long nets at the back. All London !

Here presently was Charing Cross Station, which did not
matter, and a few moments later Cleopatra's Needle, which
did. The water danced in the sunshine. If you looked
closely at it you could see that it was not clear. Wliat should
have been sediment was churned up in it. You could see
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the mass of the mud-particles turning over and over in it.

It was cloudy as diluted milk, and it was grey where sun-

light or reflections did not colour it. Yet it was beautiful.

Nothing could be ugly that day—not even the imps of chil-

dren who amused themselves so gracelessly upon the bridges.

Here was Somerset House, grey as the river ; Waterloo

Bridge for the suicides ; Blackfriars, to please you, who
cared for the sound of names, with the sound of its ow^n.

Presently London Bridge itself.

You had to change to another boat it seemed. Two per-

sons who were not going on to Greenwich looked after him.
'' What are you walking backwards for ?

"—if he could

have heard !

Jfc " Shall if I like !
" and a petulant " What did you want

to settle to go up the silly Monament for at all ? All those

steps . . when we might have kept on the water ?
"

" I'm sure I don't know what's come to you to-day.

There's no pleasing you."

Any pleasing her ! The poor fellow was right. There

was not.

Christopher, making his way to the Greenwich boat, did

not know, nor would he have believed that he was, or he

could be, responsible for the mischief. He did not see the

romantic schoolgirl's laggard steps either, nor would he

have understood them. He could believe in these sudden

emotions himself, but that he should be able to evoke them
—always, of course, except in the one amazing instance in

which the miracle had to happen—would happily have

struck him as ludicrous.

There was some Httle delay before the Greenwich boat

started ; then once more Christopher was being carried

down the stream. The Pool of London. Big ships now

—

towering above you as you paddled under their giant hulls
;

ocean-going vessels back from China, or the West Indies,

or where-else you will. These, for the most part, seemed rest-

ing from their labours ; one, only, buzzed like a hive. Here

and there a man slung in a cradle plied a leisurely brush.

Names and more names : Billingsgate (there was always

someone to tell you—the difficulty to stop the telling !),
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with Lower Thames Street behind it. He did not want to

know, but brightened at a mention of Seething Lane, hard

by if inland and out of sight, and Crutched Friars. Pickle

Herring Stairs ! He could forgive the officious for giving

him that. The Tower he could recognise for himself. But
Wapping Old Stairs, suddenly ! Wapping Old Stairs itself !

And there were, it seemed, a Wapping New Stairs, and a

Wapping Dock Stairs. The officious had their uses in a world

where you must not miss anything. Christopher even
looked grateful.

He moved, nonetheless, to another part of the boat. It

was useless, however. He had to know. Elephant Stairs ;

Rotherhithe Church, Frying Pan Stairs. Limehouse ; Mill-

wall (all amongst the docks now) ; Deptford Creek ; finally

Greenwich. The voyage was over.

He landed with the rest of the passengers. Here was
the " Ship," famous once for its fish dinners. Let be ! Here
were odd little eating-houses which tried to tempt him in to

shrimps and watercress and tea. Here were furtive tea-

gardens that had an air of being a survival from other and
different days. The town catered for the holiday mood.
He saw barrows spread with little plates containing strange

shell-fish ; smelled near them the pricking smell of vinegar.

Old women sat by baskets piled with oranges, or perhaps

a little stall on which were nuts and apples and sweets. A
dapper-looking man with a horse and cart extolled the merits

of Sarsaparilla. Was every day there a sort of fair day in

those days ? With many conflicting influences easily to be

detected, the spirit of the place was earliest-Victorian, with

a suggestion, perhaps, of that of the Regency. Christopher

half expected to hear the vy, vich, and werry, the veil, vot,

and wisible (or wirtuous, or wicious, or wenturesome—any
kindred perversion !), of the days of Sam Weller.

He made for the Hospital, exchanged words with a pen-

sioner or two ; saw the Painted Hall, the Chapel, the Museum.
All these gave him something. Not what he wanted, how-
ever, and he turned his steps towards the Park.

A few couples were rolling down the hill

!

o
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Rowlandson was it who should have seen them ? or

Gillray ? or, further back still, Hogarth—^who would have

used them to point a moral ?

The Maria Wood (not that he knew her name then), with

the top-hatted men dancing on her decks, and now Unked

couples rolling down a hill ! Was not the day bountifully

generous ? The day gave with both hands. He laughed

again, hugging himself.

But neither was this what he wanted. It was not till he

had left this scene behind him, that the real spirit of the old

park revealed itself to him.

Then the ancient trees spoke to him, the gentle grassy

slopes, the view of the winding river. And then he recap-

tured his vision.



CHAPTER III

HE threw himself at full length on to the ground, and
resting upon his elbows looked down. From his place

on the hill he saw the scene as a map spread before him.

In it there were odd Hghts and shades—murkinesses, and
luminous patches, smoke-wreathings, mists, hazes, milky

whitenesses shot with iridescent colour, which turned for him
what he saw, not once, but again and again, into a monstrous

opal. Or the sun catching glass somewhere, or gilding, or

shining metal, would transform the whole landscape into a
setting for isolated points of fire.

It had been breezy on the water, but here in the park

the air was warm and still. After the freshness of the river,

the heat of the sun upon his back was very pleasant. He
stretched himself closer to the warm earth. It was a day for

bathing—to be in and out of the sea—to lie naked on hot

sands, to lie in sun-warmed streams, or on the hot pebbles

beside them. Life was fervent upon such a day of sunmier.

It was difficult to think that there could not be any pain in

it, or any sorrow, any ageing, even—slackening of the grip,

gradual cooling of young blood. His eyes rested on the Hospital.

He looked away, and then looked back. Well ? The thought

persisted. Well ? The pensioners down there, then—if

it would not be evaded—old men whose fires burned low,

whose backs were bent and limbs knotted, who dragged

a leg or s^vung a useless arm, or stumped on wooden props

down the narrowing alley of the years, had they too felt

as he felt on this day when he had seen his love ? Had they

too thrilled to the kiss of the sun as he thrilled now, been

conscious of Ufe, and of the joy of it, in every ner\^e and fibre ?

All of them. Not one, perhaps, but could look back to some
such day and say, " Then I was alive."

The hour would come when he, too, would look back. . . .

'95



196 CHRISTOPHER

Almost unconsciously at the thought, as if to make sure that

the insidious change had not indeed begun, he passed his

hand over his body, over his chest, his side, as he half turned

on to the other, over the hip, and the thigh, and the calf of

his leg. The firm young flesh under the thin flannel, the stout

muscle under the firm flesh, the well-knit frame of bone under

all—these, if he had been conscious of them, or wholly con-

scious of his action, might have reassured him. Perhaps the

sense of them under his unconscious hand did restore him
to his pride of them—the pride of the young man in his

youth ; for the mood passed. Time enough ! The day,

for him at least, was not far spent ; the night truly not at

hand. The years as yet were very long.

There were lovers in the park, and he felt in tune with

them. Only lovers see. Only lovers know. Quite ordinary

and even quite ugly couples became transfigured for him.

A drab pair, sitting side-by-side on the grass below him,

were Daphnis and Chloe. Figures on a distant seat were

Paolo and Francesca, or Abelard and Heloise, or what others

you may choose to think of—so only, that they be fast in

the divine coils. A young artilleryman, really brave and

beautiful in clean outUne and yellow braid, and his exuberant

mate (though she, to be sure, must needs wear red silk gloves !)

were as gods.

He looked round. What had happened to him ? There

were many lovers if you set yourself to look—as many as in

any sylvan painting by Fragonard or Watteau. Here were

glades, lawns, bowers, to people, as one or other would have

peopled them, with dallying figures, with figures playing

love's eternal game. The world was full of lovers, and he

had only just found that out. Love was everywhere. Birds

kissing in the air should have hovered under drooping trees

—doves, swallows. The music of hidden minstrels should

have been audible ; the boy-god himself have been visible.

The spirit of these things and beings was abroad, was to be

perceived, felt. What, in truth, had happened to him ? What ?

It was nothing more romantic than the promptings of a

very healthy young appetite that in the end took Christopher
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from the scene of his afternoon's dreamings. By that time

the first cause of all of them was well on her unknown way ;

and his mother and Fatima, it is probable, sat under the

cedars at Herrickswood at tea with his grandmother.

Flying thoughts went out from Christopher in both direc-

tions. He stretched himself and went back to the town.

It took him some time to find a place at which, after his

exaltations, he cared to have tea ; but at length he came upon
a baker's shop the look of which pleased him, and in a spick-

and-span little parlour, which he had to himself, with a

delicious atmosphere of hot bread, he ate a clean and agreeable

and very hearty meal. A matronly woman, as clean and
agreeable as the sweet-smelHng shop over which she presided,

attended upon him.

He went back to London the richer for a strange day.

" And Where's that boy of yours going ? " Christopher's

grandmother was saying.

The tea-table was spread under the cedars as he had
supposed, and the three were grouped about it as he had
pictured them.

With advancing years old Mrs. Herrick had relaxed none
of her hold upon life. She did not, indeed, Anne was thinking,

look very different from the Mrs. Herrick who, so long ago

now, had ushered the arriving Christopher and herself into

the sitting-room where the velvet glove hung over the coal-

box, there, at the tea hour—Herrickswood being amongst
the last of the old-fashioned houses to abandon the tray with

the glasses and decanters—to regale them with cake and wine.
" I don't think he knows himself. He goes with a friend

—a young Harringay. I'm to get post cards to tell me
their movements."

" Well, you give him a free hand. I was always afraid

for you that you might want to keep an eye on him."
** Ancebel's father says, give boys their heads."
" Ancebel's father knows," said Mrs. Herrick.
" But Christopher isn't a boy," said Fatima.
" Give men their heads then," said Mrs. Herrick, smiling.

" It's precisely the same thing."
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No, she wasn't changed. She looked at Fatima now
much as she used to look at Christopher.

" You look very wise, Ancebel-Fatima, over there with

your tea-cup, very wise indeed you look." And turned to

Fatima's mother. " But I wonder whether, if it hadn't been

for her wise old grandmother-in-law, she'd be in existence

this minute to sit there and set us all right."

Fatima opened wide eyes wider.
" I wonder," Anne said, smiling.
" I always consider that I made up the match between

you and her father," Mrs. Herrick said.

No, she wasn't changed. If anyone was, Anne was thinking,

it was Christopher's contented mother. She smiled happily,

Mrs. Herrick had not finished.

" He'll be falling in love on his own account one of these

days," she said, " and then you'll be by the ears, my
dear."

Thus the trio under the cedars at Herrickswood.

Christopher went back to London by train. He found his

friend Harringay waiting for him at his rooms, and himself

somewhat at a loss to account for the way in which he had
spent his day. It had all seemed so natural at the time, but

how to explain ? He, who generally welcomed the com-
panionship of his chosen friends, and was delighted to see

this particular one now, had for once not wanted anyone

with him. Why ? Face to face with the question, which yet

was not put to him, he did not know. So to Harringay's

"I'd have come with you if I'd known," he gave but a lame
" I didn't know I was going myself till I went."

Harringay considered this, tried it with his eyelids.

" Why Greenwich ? " he said then.

"Why not? " said Christopher
—

" since the steamers went
there."

But in his heart he knew then why Greenwich.
" You are a chap," said Harringay.
" It was also the only place that I could think of at the

moment. And, yes—I remember—the man in the ticket-office

suggested it."
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Even to himself he seemed Uke one who is inventing as

he proceeds. Yet he was not inventing.
" After all," he said, " isn't this rather the spirit in which

we're starting off the day after to-morrow ?
"

Harringay could only say again, " Well, you are a chap."

And, '' Upon my soul, you know, you are ! " which may or

may not have meant anything. Nor could Christopher

help him.
" You forgot, I suppose," Harringay said at last, " that

we were by way of setthng some sort of a scheme to-day ?
"

Christopher beamed on him.
" We'll do that this evening. We'll dine somewhere,

and go to something and talk it all over."
*' You are !

" said Harringay, but he agreed.

He went off to dress then, and, by the time he came back,

Christopher was ready and waiting for him.

Two very immaculate young Englishmen were they who
emerged presently from the sedate house in Jermyn Street

where Christopher lodged, and who stepped into the hansom
which was called for them. It pleased them to observe

the extreme smartness of its appointments, the flower in

the driver's coat, his deference as he stood up to lift the reins

over their hats as they got in. His " Wliere to, gentlemen ?
"

through the trap, told them pleasantly what bucks they were.

They felt, as if he had told them so, that such splendid young

fares did him credit, and graced even the last cry in hansoms.

They dined at a restaurant in the Strand, and took the

waiter's advice over the wine list.

" If I might venture to suggest," he said, and pointed

with a respectful forefinger.

Chateau So-and-So, to be sure, was further down the

inverted tariff than either of the diners had intended to go.

" Rather a rook, isn't it, for claret ? " said Harringay.
" What about St. Julien, or St. Estephe ?

"

** I thought with the dishes you've ordered, sir . .
."

" All right," said Christopher.
" Very weak of you," said Harringay afterwards. Aloud,

in a brave effort to recover something of self-respect for both

of them, he said, " You'll see to the temperature."
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*' Rely upon me, sir."

Came the wine in a cradle. On less distinguished tables

the St. Juliens and St. Estephes of other diners stood vulgarly

upright. On theirs, Chateau So-and-So, like some disdainful

woman, lay at elegant ease, and, her mouth having been

wiped for her by the waiter's reverent napkin, could almost

be heard to give voice to the Tush of her order. They were

just the least little bit in awe of the recumbent bottle,

whose eye, they both felt, was upon them. Would they lose

their heads ?

Harringay said, " Jolly good," but did not hold his glass

to his nose or the light, or otherwise behave ridiculously ;

and Christopher managed to affect unconcern, tempered

(in deference to the attitude of the exacting bottle) with

appreciation. All was well. They rose in their own esti-

mation, and were happy. The waiters buzzed about them,

waved dishes to them before carving or helping, hung on their

orders, or anticipated them. They were grown-up and young

too, to some purpose.
" Another bottle," said Harringay.
" Half-bottle," said Christopher.
" If you like," said Harringay, " though I think we should

have been good for a bottle." He turned to the waiter.
** The temperature was just right."

" I thank you, sir."

Less than ever was the earlier part of the day to be ac-

counted for. Reviewing it from even the trifling distance of

the few intervening hours, Christopher found it difficult

to account for, even to himself. Had he been to Greenwich

at all ? Or, more exactly, was it really he who had been

there ? The whole thing was more like a dream. Even the

lily-white maid, as he strove to recall her, was elusive and

misty and intangible as the recollection of a dream. And
" lily-white "—what word was this ? Where had it come

from ? From what old forgotten ballad had it strayed ?

Yet without once speaking it, all day long he had been

applying it, as if it were the most ordinary in the worlds

and as if to feel a need of it had in itself been most natural.
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It had sprung, indeed, to his need of what should express

his thought. What was she if not Hly-white ? And—he

could smile—what was she ?—what but the veriest stranger,

that is, if she were !

He looked at Chateau So-and-So and smiled.

The pleasant dinner proceeded. They came at length

to the coffee and Uqueurs.
** And where are we going ? " said Harringay as he lit a

cigarette. It was what Christopher's grandmother had been

asking his mother at Herrickswood, and the ostensible

reason for the dinner.

Earlier in the day Christopher would have known what to

say :
" Everywhere. From place to place. Everywhere

"

—with a mental reserve of, " Till we find her."

Now he only said, " Anywhere you like, old Harringay.

I put myself into your hands, and at your absolute disposal,

for three weeks."
" That's all jolly fine, but we start the day after to-morrow,

and we've got to take tickets for somewhere."
" Where is there ? " said Christopher.

They sent for a foreign Bradshaw, and when it had come
pored over it, their young heads touching ; or with the
" I tell you what's " and " / know's " and " Here, give it to

me's " of sudden inspiration, took it one from the other.

They began a process of selection by exhaustion, which

should have been easy, but appeared to bring them no nearer

to a decision. It was too hot for Italy ; for Spain ; the south

generally—most of Europe could be barred out at a stroke.

Why, Harringay said, a circle had only to be described and
subjected to shrinkage. But Christopher did not stick to

the plan for plans.

Then it was time to pay their bill—stiffer a little than

they had intended, thanks to Chateau So-and-So—and to

proceed with their evening ; and nothing was settled. Christo-

pher laughed.

Truly, it was in the spirit of his afternoon's jaunt that

they were going on theirs.
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BUT in the night Christopher woke—the fever was upon
him once more, the heart hunger with the spell. It

was not that he had recaptured the vision, but rather that the

vision had recaptured him. It was now the evening which
seemed unreal—Harringay, the restaurant, Chateau So-and-

So, the music-hall . . .

He lay on his back looking up into the darkness. Darkness,

somewhere, enveloped her also. He wished he could know
that she too was awake. He would wake her. Vague
memories, inconsequently as it seemed, were stirring in him.

The darkness made rings. He looked up into it straining.

He would call a face out of it, or a voice. It would open
presently and show him eyes looking into his, or with his

outward ears he would hear his name spoken. Christopher !

But he had only spoken it—or not spoken it—himself, and the

ringed darkness was empty.
He had gone to sleep to the hum and rumble of midnight,

and had wakened to the detached sounds of the smaller

hours. He remembered Ebury Street, the drip of the lodging-

house cistern, and then, quite suddenly, someone unconnected
with either. From this one he turned his thoughts away.

Then, broad awake in the silent house, and thoughts, with

one thought through all of them, pressing upon him, he seemed
at the mercy of sudden clear-seeing. Everything that was
happening in London this night appeared to make itself

known to him. He had to lie still and to see. Beautiful

and wonderful things, but horrible things also, were happening

in the darkness : Sacraments of love ; crownings, fulfilments,

with travesties of such rites and even horrors unspeakable ;

he knew of them all. Sleepings (He giveth His beloved sleep),

and other sleepings ; waitings, vigils ; he knew of these.

202



CHRISTOPHER 203

He knew of fevers too, tossings, groanings ; of the shaded

candle in the silent room ; the dick of the medicine-bottle

against the glass ; the tickings of many clocks on waking ears.

He knew of ugly revellings, uglier laughter, tears ; of sweatings

—songs of the Shirt—of trampings, meaningless wanderings.

He knew of lonely figures slinking through by-streets, saw

the broken boot and the huddle of shapeless rags, heard the

voice of the outcast who murmurs to himself. He saw into

prisons, workhouses, hospitals ; a murderer would hang in

the morning ; the hands of an old woman plucked at the

counterpane on her bed ; a boy swathed in bandages kept

up a low wordless moaning. He saw night-watchmen in empty
buildings ; barges on silent -canals ; the river ;

played

the sunset, tasted thunder, listened to still ink, and the song

of the stars.

And suddenly he was back at Boulogne, felt breezes with

the smell of seaweed in them, saw the flapping of the sou'-

westers and the wooden spades, and the yellow oilskin coats,

outside a shop which he knew as the Calefon Shop on the

Port, and the fluttering of a blue veil which was not his

mother's. The veil fluttered before him along the Rue de

L'£cu, or up the Grande Rue ; or down the Pier, past the

little restaurant midway where the prawns and lobsters

were displayed, and the hfeboat house ; or along the Terrace

where the sand was blown into little heaps, or on the Sands

themselves. The veil fluttered on the Esplanade, he caught

ghmpses of it upon the Ramparts, it was not absent from the

aisles of the cathedral or those of the church of St. Nicolas.

It eluded him, yet showed him the town. He had fifty

impressions of forgotten things by reason of it : sand of the

floor of an estaminet—sand, always sand at Boulogne ; the

sudden sound and smell of savoury frying ; the pattern of

a white cap ; butter on a cabbage leaf ; the way a hand held

a purse, or a hand dived into the pocket of an apron heavy

with copper money ; sounds and sights of the fish market

:

clamours of auction ; the pairing of soles ; the slap and flap

of great flat fish upon stone ; the look of gold rings in ears

or on scaly fingers. The veil was not his mother's. He did

not know it for anybody's. Boulogne was with him by
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reason of it nonetheless ; not it, even, by reason of Boulogne.

Some time or other he must have seen such a veil. . . . And
then he was back with lily-whiteness, back with the dis-

turbance of his senses. It was another hour before he slept.

Morning ! and, as when he was a child and a child's dream
had possessed him, the fatigues of the restless night were
forgotten in the interest of a new day.

Harringay was round at his rooms while he was yet in his

bath.

"I'm going to take you to Cook's this morning."

But it was Christopher who spoke—before Harringay had
time to do more than bang upon the door of the bathroom,
from behind which came the sound of the singings and
splashings.

" Well, that's what I came for—to take you there."

Christopher was heard to chuckle.
" We'll take each other then."
" Something's got to be settled."

" Something has been, something is."

" I want to go to Trouville," said Harringay.
" We'll talk about that at breakfast."
" We talked about things at dinner."
" Tell them to do plenty of bacon," said Christopher.

Harringay went into the sitting-room and rang.
" I say," Christopher heard him say presently, "I'm coming

to breakfast."
" Very good, sir."

" Do plenty of bacon."

But he had his relapse. She was not at Homburg, whither

they went first, nor at any of the " likely " places. Harringay

was to remember this trip afterwards as a curiously purpose-

less wandering. It was anything but purposeless if he had
known it. For once, however, he was not in Christopher's

confidence.
" I don't know what's the matter with you," he said,

when they left Wiesbaden for Aix-la-Chapelle.
" Neither do I," said Christopher. He did not even say,
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'' Nothing's the matter," with '' What should be ? " for a

rider.

Harringay turned speculative eyes upon him. This,

somehow, was a new or, at least, an unfamiHar Christopher.

" I thought Homburg all right, you know," he said,

rather sorely. " I liked it. And one was just getting to know
people, and we hadn't half seen what there was to see about

there. And I thought you liked tennis yourself. Why, it

is you who suggested Homburg."
" I know," said Christopher. He laughed—at himself !

—

but Harringay did not observe the direction of his laughter,

and stuck to the point. It was all very well, he said—all

very well.

Christopher was wishing for his stepfather. John Hemming
would have known where people did go to at that time of

year. Christopher could not have told him, of course—could

not, that is, have taken him into his lily-white confidence

any more than he could take Harringay. But without doing

this he might at least have found out what he wanted so

badly to know. He had never before felt so ignorant of the

world's doings. Where did people go to in August

—

" abroad " ?

Aix-la-Chapelle he drew blank.
" Where's Baden-Baden ? " he said.

" These are all Cures," said Harringay, " baths and waters.

Of course Homburg is, in a way, but that's different. People

go there. There used to be Tables. Why Wiesbaden, for

instance, and Aix ? There's Heidelberg if we want to see

places, or Nuremberg—dozens of 'em. Why these Cures ?

You don't want a cure ?
"

Christopher wasn't so sure. What he did know was, that

her father had looked the sort of man who would be ordered

Waters and Baths.

"There's Vichy and Aix-les-Bains," Harringay was sug-

gesting, " if you do."

Christopher went on a new tack.

" You said something about Trouville, didn't you ?
"

" That was when we were starting. One had to suggest

something. First you won't start—settle about starting.
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an5way, and then you won't stop—stop still, I mean ; let

well alone. You know. What was wrong with Homburg ?

I liked Homburg."
" Would you care to go back there ?

"

After all, she might have arrived since they left. Her
father looked like a man who would break journeys freely.

With valets and maids, what were the breakings of journeys ?

It was only when you had to pack for yourself, take your
own tickets, see to your luggage at stations, find your own
places in trains, that you wanted to get to your journey's

end. With everything made smooth for you, you rested here

and there, as inclination moved you.
" Yes," said Harringay, " I shouldn't at all mind. I should

rather like to see those girls again at the Springs, fiUing six

glasses in each hand—or was it twelve ? Homburg wasn't

half bad. I liked Homburg."
Harringay's catch-phrase—his tag for the moment, his

parrot-cry !

But Christopher, who had not seen Her at Homburg,
could not see her there. He had seen slim girls there, white

girls, and once, with a leap of his pulses, he had fancied . . .!

There was hardly any resemblance when he came near.

Harringay—was it possible ?—was saying again, " I hked
Homburg."

" What about Trouville ? " said Christopher.
" I don't know how one gets there from here. It would

mean more Bradshaw."
" But what's it like ? "

'

*' There's bathing there."
" People go ?

"

*' Lord, yes."
" Enghsh people ?

"

" Heaps."
" We'll go."

You couldn't reason with madmen. Harringay contented

himself with repeating his warning.
" Bradshaw," he said. " Foreign Bradshaw ! I leave it

to you."

The journey was not very difficult. The intelligent man
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in the bureau of their hotel managed all that for them. Their

itinerary was neatly made out on half a sheet of note-paper.
" You shange only where I mark. I make a cross, crosses,

shange. It is qvite easy, you find."

But neither was she at Trouville. Here were plenty of

slim white maids to set your pulses beating for a breathless

moment, but none of them was she. You had only to get

near enough to see. How could you have imagined, even

for that trembling moment ? How could you have fancied

even a superficial resemblance in this one or that to the lady

of your dreams ?

UnHkely that she was in Italy. Unlikely that she was in

Spain. He had left Germany behind him, and he was sure

that she was there. At some quiet little place in the Black

Forest, perhaps, some little hidden place. He could see her

with books . . .

Of course she wasn't at Trouville. Here were mondaines,

demi-mondaines, actresses. He could not see her amongst

these—in a way—though, in a way, he could. She was not

of the same flesh and blood as these, but sometliing that they

(some of them) had, she had ; or something that she had,

they had, in varying degrees. This was the extraordinary

look of exquisite workmanship, of delicacy of texture, of

fineness and refinement. She, with some of them, seemed the

last word, made flesh, of a late civilisation.

He was sure she was in Germany. As he could see her

with books, so could he now picture the sort of place in which

he should have sought her. Useless to have looked for her in

the highways. She was on the hill-tops, in the woods, by the

streams. . . .

And then, as momentarily before, but now for an appre-

ciable period, he lost the vision completely. He became,

for Harringay's preoccupied fellow-traveller, his satisfying

comrade and friend. He had slipped from under a spell,

thrown it off when the fairy who had laid it upon him was
sleeping or hunting or was otherwise occupied—not looking,

anyway. He regained his lightness of heart ; bathed, swam,
made friends (in the water and out of it), did not want to

leave Trouville. This, though there had been talk of Ostend,
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Dieppe, Bruges ; of Switzerland ; tentatively, even, of

Germany again.
" You are a chap," said Harringay. Christopher did not

dispute it. He knew that he was—or that he had been, at

least, for the last few weeks.
" It was sea-air I wanted—the Sea."

He paused upon that. The Sea ? He thought that he

always did want the sea. Not quite this sort of sea, perhaps,

with stripped or striped men and decked women bathing

in it, laughing, talking, splashing each other
;

pretending

to teach each other to swim. Not quite this sort of sea.

The real sea, not a sea in leading-strings ; a frilled and
tuckered sea ; a sea dressed-up for a party, and dancing to

a band. The real sea that he belonged to ; the sea which

had given him birth as actually as his own mother. That sea

he thought he wanted always—the sea men go down to in

ships.

And upon this thought, too, he paused. It was allied in

some dangerous way to the thoughts which had been dis-

turbing him. Now that he had regained possession of himself,

he did not wish quickly to lose it. He turned from the thought

of the sea.



CHAPTER V

BUT he had not been wrong. For weal or for woe he

was to meet her. Not now. Not " abroad " at all.

He met her in London.
Much water had run under the bridges by then. It was

winter. He had forgotten—not all about her, for that could

not have been nor could ever be, but he had forgotten the

amazing sensations and emotions which the sight of her had
caused him, and he had certainly ceased to think of her.

She was in her place, nonetheless, in his mind, like those

vivid impressions of his childhood which no passage of time

could really efface, and it needed but the sudden sight of

her to tell him that what seemed dead had only been sleeping.

He met her at a dinner-party given by a Mrs. Constaple

in Grosvenor Street—a dinner-party to which he had not

particularly wanted to go. The pull was another way.

The rest of the family, his mother and John Hemming and
Ancebel-Fatima, were going to the pantomime at Drury
Lane that night, and he would have liked to be going with

them.

Fatima said :
" What did you want to go and accept stupid

invitations to dinner for ?
"

That, Christopher agreed, was just It ; why—of his own
free will, if you please !—must he needs so have bound
himself ?

" Weeks and weeks beforehand too," said Fatima.

That, said Christopher, was so much the more It—the

point, nay, the root of his grievance. There was nothing

so unfair as a long invitation.

They were staying in London—Ebury Street even !

—

for Fatima's holidays, just as his mother and he had once

long ago stayed in London for part of his own. They were

¥ 209
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doing much the same things. John Hemming often remem-
bered. So did Anne.

Christopher, dressing for his dinner-party, heard the cab

drive off ; finished dressing, and presently came down-
stairs.

Trimmer, helping him on with his coat, gave him a

motherly glance of approval. He was her young gentleman

as his mother was her lady. It was for his sake and hers,

had either of them known it (or Trimmer herself even !),

that a piano-tuner was unconsoled.

She went to the hall door with him to whistle for his

hansom.

The house where they had lodged was nearly opposite.

It had changed hands more than once since the days which

were spoken of now as the old days, and had recently been

painted. It showed a clean face.

" I wonder whether the cistern still drips," he said, looking,

not in the direction of the subject of his speculation, but up
the street for the cab which was not in sight.

Trimmer shook her head. She did not need to be told

what he was talking about.
" The red blinds are new too," she said. ** They used to

be yellow—at least, they had been yellow once. They were

London colour when we knew them. He's dead, I hear,

and she's married again. Settled at Buxton, I'm told. Do
you remember the toy you left there, sir ? She'd kept it

for you, and you didn't Hke it when I brought it to you.

You got so red, Mr. Christopher."
" Did I ? " said Christopher smiling. " Whistle again,

will you?

"

" But you wouldn't say anything," said Trimmer, when
she had whistled

—
'* not you. You'd outgrown it, but you'd

rather have died than let anyone see. I don't know where

all the cabs have got to. Do you know something else,

sir ?
"

" What's that ?
"

" Your mamma's got it still."

Christopher raised his eyebrows.
" She hasn't outgrown it. It's in her wardrobe at home
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this minute." Trimmer paused, smiling at some thought.
'* There's one coming now, sir. No, that's engaged. What's

he say ? Oh, he'll send one. Yes, I came upon it one day
—some years ago now. I knew it in a minute. Little millers,

it was, carrying sacks up into a mill. / knew. But I said,

* Shall I give this to Miss Ancebel ? ' just to see what she'd

say. She said, ' No, Trimmer. Put it back where it was.'
"

Trimmer smiled again and looked at the whistle in her hand.
" Shall I go to the corner, sir ?

"

" He'll send one aU right."

He looked over at the house opposite. Trimmer looked

too.

" That all seems yesterday," she said, jerking her head

at it.

It was an open moment for Trimmer and for Christopher.

Both of them knew it.

" We went to pantomimes, didn't we ?
"

" Did we not, sir ?
"

He was a little boy again for her. A little boy himself,

it seemed also !

** This rotten dinner-party," he said.

" Oh, you'll enjoy it when you get there. Here's your

hansom, sir."

** I'm quite sure I shan't, old Trimmer. I never felt so

disincUned to go to anything."
" Then you may be quite sure you will," said Trimmer.

She watched the cab till it disappeared at the comer,

and then, with a brief glance up and down the street (which

she consciously permitted herself), and a longer look at

the house that raised so many memories in her, she sighed,

shut the door, and went back to her work.
" He'll enjoy his evening all right," she said to herself,

smiling. Experience had taught her the right attitude of

mind with which to set out to meet pleasure. But she sighed.

Christopher was late, but not the last. His hostess, a

friend of his grandmother's, received him cordially, said it

was very cold and that the room was too hot, but one really

didn't know how to manage, did one ?—said, Now let me
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See, and consulted her husband's list, pulling at the same
moment at his sleeve with a " This is Mr. Herrick, dear."

She then forgot all about Christopher, and went off, the list

in her hand, to someone the other side of the room.

Christopher found himself shaking hands with an elderly

man with grey whiskers, who said, " Few women left like

your grandmother. Marvellous woman. Still gets about,

does she ? Why she must be—but we won't go into that.

Eats well, does she ? Keeps her faculties ? Without spec-

tacles you say ! Can she indeed ? Wonderful."

The room had the unsettled air of expectancy that precedes

the announcement of dinner. People stood about in desul-

tory little groups. A sitting woman, craning her neck,

talked at an uncomfortable angle to a standing man. A
couple of dowagers sat importantly on a sofa. There was

a rattle and a buzz of talk, but heads were turned upon any

sign of movement at the door. One of the dowagers seemed

to be talking about a bathroom. Christopher longed to

hear why the water would not go down. . . .

*' It was hot water, too," he heard her say, and the other

respond that hot water, she had always understood, was
supposed to rise to the top. That, you might be Sure, was
the Reason.

He answered his host. Yes, he had been at Herricks-

wood in the autumn. His grandmother even engaged her

own keepers. Marvellous ! But he strained to hear what
the plumber said.

" I had him up myself and I showed him the mark with

my own hands. It was all down the wall of the little room
off the drawing-room—my room, if you remember. We'd
had to move the pictures, as it was, and my writing-table

as well. I said, ' / can't be expected to understand,' I said.

' I'm not a plumber.' I think I had him there. ' And
what's more,' I said

"

But what it was that was more, Christopher was not to

hear. There were further arrivals, and he missed a large

chunk. When he could listen again his dowager was saying,

" And that's why I went to Aix-lay-Bang instead of Scar-

borough."
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Someone spoke to the host, who now remembered the list

which his wife had taken out of his hand—his hands even,

perhaps ?—and went to retrieve it. He retrieved the lady

herself but did not, Christopher saw, succeed in getting the

list from her. As they approached, the last guest, a Mr.

Heccadon, was announced—with Dinner almost indecently

tacked on to his name !—and there was a general movement,
a relaxing of strained attitudes, an easing of tension.

Mr. Heccadon, a welcome guest it was evident, and a

recognised, perhaps a privileged offender, shaking hands

with his hostess, said that it fell to him, didn't it, to let

dinner loose and earn everyone's gratitude. But Mrs. Con-

staple said that she was too hungry to be angry, or too

angry to be hungry, she no longer knew which, and that he

was to hold his tongue and take Geraldine in please, and
sit opposite the fire-place and be off with him !

She then remembered Christopher.
" Oh, I never told you, did I ? And I don't suppose Jim

did. Let me think. Yes, of course
"

The procession had started. He was led through it to

the other side of the big room.
** Oh, I've made a mistake," he was not surprised to hear

him say midway. '' I've muddled things up. You were to

have taken my daughter, and Reggie Heccadon was to have
taken But it doesn't matter."

It was thus that it happened. Christopher found himself

bowing to Lily-whiteness.

The passage from the drawing-room, across a wide land-

ing, down the gentle declivity of imposing stairs and across

a stone hall to the dining-room, was made in a dream.

Christopher had observed these things on his arrival. He
had no sense of them now. They made a background only

to whirling thoughts. It is to be supposed that the pro-

gress was not made in silence, but if he talked he had no
knowledge of what he said. Nor was he conscious of the

sound of his companion's voice. Yet she, too, must have
spoken.

He was seated at the table watching her, with a sort of
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inward vision, as she drew off her gloves, before he came
fully to a sense of what had happened to him. The first

thought that came to him upon that was that he did not

even now know her name. The scatter-brained giver of

the feast had not spoken it. Trust such cursoriness, such

mental fluffiness as hers to omit the one thing that mattered !

Let her introduce Mr. Herrick, she had said, and flown to

the arm of her waiting Personage, leaving Christopher to

take his bearings as best he might. He was conscious now
of a feeling of irritation. Yet it was to the very qualities

which irritated him—by which even the name had come
unwittingly to be withheld at the introduction—that he

owed his present astonishing fortune. If the hostess had not

been harum-scarum, he would have had Geraldine, daughter

of the house, to partner, and she beside whom he now sat,

would have been divided from him by other diners and
almost the length of the long table.

From his place he could see the late-comer and " Geral-

dine " looking in his direction. Geraldine, he knew, was
pointing out to her cavalier which of her mother's guests

it was that he should have taken in to dinner, and which

of them it was who should have fallen to her. They were

laughing. Mr. Heccadon, looking up the table, regretted the

exchange, Christopher fancied jealously, and conceived an

odd disHke for him ; Geraldine, he believed (modestly),

did not. He felt grateful to Geraldine.

The gloves were off now. Christopher thought he had
never seen such beautiful hands. They were young, sUm,

white ; of lovely workmanship and finish. They might

have " sat " for hands. Such hands had sat for hands from

all time. BotticelH knew them—most of the early ItaHan

masters, many of the late. Yet, except that, in addition

to their exquisite shape, they had a character and an indi-

viduality which no painter of the seventeenth century

troubled himself to allow to the hands he painted, it was
to the portraits of Vandyck or even Lely that perhaps most

readily you would have gone to look for their counterparts.

But the perfect hand of the painters, the Hand Beautiful

of convention, lacked subtleties the presence of which
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Christopher recognised in the hand which in the trivial

conduct of the moment was now hfting a spoon. Thought
informed it. It was a modern hand—a young, healthy

hand, but the hand essentially of an age " sickHed o'er

with the pale cast of thought." The wrists, to which his

eyes travelled now, were exceedingly beautiful also. He
had not dared yet to let his eyes rest long upon the face

lest they should betray him.

Suddenly the whirling in his brain which had confused

him ceased. He seemed at the same moment to emerge
from clouds which had confused and enmeshed him. Or
it was as if he had sailed into smooth out of troubled waters.

" Tell me your name," he heard himself saying. '* I

want to know your name."
At his words, but perhaps more aptly at the sound of

his voice, or a new sound in it, she lifted her eyes from her

plate and turned to him.
" My name ?

"

The eyes which were unveiled by the lifting of the curved
lids were blue, but very dark.

" I didn't hear it. I don't think Mrs. Constaple "—he

looked towards their hostess
—

" said it. In fact, I'm sure

she didn't."

There was an answering smile. It collected, arranged,

and docketed the lady. It was as if she had said, " She is

the sort of person who wouldn't. You couldn't expect it.

One name is as much as she would ever remember at a time."

She did not say this in words.

He waited.
" I heard yours," she said. " I wondered whether you

were a descendant of the poet. I looked at that "—she

nodded towards the Httle slip of cardboard in front of his

plate

—

" to see if you spelt it the same way."
"I do, but I'm not," he said.

He wished that he could have said that he was. He had
often wished that, but never so much as now. What a spot

from which to take off ! If he could have said, " The man
who wrote the ' Nightpiece to Julia ' is my great, great,

great . . . !

"
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" But I shouldn't have hated Devonshire," he said, half

to himself, following out a thought of his own.
" Yes, you would," she said quietly.

He looked at her—if he could be said, since the mists

passed, to have ceased to look at her. He believed that

she changed her mind about wliat she had meant to say

—

or changed her mind, anyway, about saying it.

" Or you wouldn't have been Herrick."

It was hedging. She had not meant only to say that.

She met his questioning eyes.

It may have been chance. It may have been her very

youngness. (She seemed somehow all the same so much
older than her looks.) It was a moment or two before the

eyes of either released the eyes of the other. Then the white

lids fell.

She went on eating her soup.

The look was as long and as deep as the look, months
ago, which passing between them—strangers—had so

greatly disturbed him, which had robbed him of his peace

of mind, set him wandering with the disconsolate Harrin-

gay, ended his search and begun it. Was it possible that

she remembered, knew him again ? Was it possible ?

Again the clouds threatened to engulf him. The whir-

ring started afresh. He had a physical sensation of dizziness,

during which for an instant, but only for an instant, he

caught the eye of the man called Heccadon. He must con-

trol himself. People would see. She herself would see.

She finished her soup. His own, scarcely tasted, he pushed
from him.

The party had settled down to the serious business of

the hour. He heard scraps of talk detached from the babel

of voices. The dowager with the bathroom was abusing

the Prime Minister.
" Nor am I saying to you what I haven't said to him,"

he heard her say. " He knows what I think. I said to him
myself, I said, ' If you think,' I said

"

A louder gust of other people's talk drowned her utter-

ance. But, " I think I had him there," Christopher did

hear. Another case of the Bathroom and the Plumber !
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A woman with a weather-beaten face and a tiara, nodding

her head to whitebait, was talking stable. Christopher

heard something about Sore Backs.

An authoritative little man was asking for whisky and

soda.

So, all eating and each engrossed with the concerns of

the moment, they talked, while wonderful things happened

to Christopher. What wonderful things ! He had not

wanted to come to this party he remembered, and, quickly,

as a rider to the thought, recalled Trimmer's prophecy.
'' You haven't told me," he said.

The white lids were raised again.
" Told you ? " But she remembered. " Oh, my name."

There was the briefest pause, but a pause. Then a foot-

man interposed between them with a dish. Christopher

was thus denied the satisfaction he sought for still a little

longer. He believed that this was because the thing was
of such tremendous import to him, that even such outside

agents as servants and dishes, must contribute to keep

her reply " suspended." He did not chafe at the momen-
tary delay, or resent it.

" What were we saying ? " It was she this time who
seemed to have caught the eye which had caught Christopher's.

But with her as with him the thing was momentary, and
he was hardly conscious of observing it. " Oh yes, my
name. We branched off at yours, didn't we ? We got

as far as Devonshire."

Her name, which she then told him, took him, as we know,
not further, not so far indeed, but in another and a very

different direction.
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WHEN he came back from his mental journey to Bou-

logne he thought he had always known. It was as if,

behind his ignorance, had lain knowledge. She was Mrs.

St. Jemison's daughter—daughter of the Mrs. St. Jemison
of long ago, who could not be called upon. It hardly occurred

to him to doubt that. There could not be two Cora St.

Jemisons—or, as there were or had been two (for who could

say what one Cora St. Jemison's name might or might not

be by this time ?), there could not be three.

Christopher inherited tolerance perhaps from his widely

different grandmothers, the tolerance of each of whom in turn,

arrived at in widely different ways, was sufficiently unlike

that with which her grandson was dowered. Granny Oxeter's

had been the gentle tolerance of pity and understanding ; his

grandmother Herrick's was good-humoured, half con-

temptuous—the easy indifference of one who has seen the

world at too close quarters to expect very much of it. Chris-

topher's had understanding in it, some gentleness, not a little

whimsical indifference. It had, however, another quaHty,

which was wholly absent from that of one of his good grand-

mothers, and only present in negligible degree in that of the

other : something of that bold sympathy with the law-

breakers which comes, itself, of an impatience of restraint.

Rightly or wrongly he did not—or he thought he did not—con-

demn Mrs. St. Jemison, or any Mrs. St. Jemisons, out of hand.

The sudden knowledge, then, was not, for the moment at

any rate, at all of the nature of a shock to him. His first

feeling, indeed, was that, though she did not know it, some-

thing had been estabhshed between them.
** Why then " he began eagerly, but broke off.

What had he been about to say ? Good Lord ! And by
how little he had escaped saying it. He held his breath. It

was not—or not alone, anyway—that he had been on the
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point of speaking of her mother, but that, if he had spoken of

her, it must have been of her at the particular period of her

life at which he had come into touch with her. He remem-
bered, hot and cold, the groups on the sands, the looks

askance, all that was said, all that he had observed, but had
not understood then. It had not been till years afterwards

that he had understood. By that time the recollections,

happily, were dim enough, and the fact of his stepfather

—

his affection for him, his acceptance of him, the very habit

of him—firmly enough established to divest of any power to

disturb him all such misgivings as fuller understanding might
have occasioned him. For himself, he took things and people

much as he found them, and as, for himself, he had accepted

John Hemming to stepfather, so, for the girl beside him, he

could accept Mrs. St. Jemison to mother. Thus the knowledge,

as it might have been expected to influence his feehngs for her

—fair daughter of frail mother—touched him not at all.

As it might affect her herself, his sensations of the last few

moments showed him that it affected him profoundly.

He stammered, found words with which to extricate himself,

and played with the fish on his plate. The dangerous moment
passed.

Yet, even as he drew breath, he wondered whether in truth

the moment had been dangerous at all. Did she know ?

—

what did she know, rather . . . how much even ? She had
been little more than a baby when her mother was amusing
herself in throwing her cap over the windmill—in seeing,

perhaps, how far it was exactly that she could throw her cap

over the windmill. The nine days were some hundred times

over now, but memories were long. She could not fail to know
that the St. Jemison cupboard held a skeleton. She could

scarcely fail to know its nature.

Afterwards, wonderful as the evening was, it seemed to him,

since it passed without his learning whether or not she

remembered him, to have been made up of missed opportuni-

ties. Half a dozen times the question was on his lips. The
simplest thing . . . just to ask ! But he could not. Instead,

he talked of everything else, and watched her—learning her
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face by heart. Whether the exercise made him happy or

unhappy he did not know. Certainly it baffled him—as at

such moments when he surprised in her graveness a laugh

somewhere—behind her eyes was it ? or elusively about the

corners of her mouth ? He could not tell. But the graveness

and the laugh were both there. The two together made
him feel again how much older she was than her years. They
made him with a sudden recollection of the recumbent Chateau

So-and-So—irrelevant here, surely, to the point of absurdity

!

—feel something else too : younger as he knew her to be than

himself, how much older she was, somehow, than he was—how
much older than he, perhaps, would ever be. She was young
as a spring leaf, and there were moments when she was old as

Time.

In reality, of course, she was young as the spring leaf.

The Cora of his dreams must be, the Cora—since she was
Cora !—who had claimed him (if she had claimed him ?), who
had known him at once (if she had known him ?), who had met
his outspoken "Is it you ? " clearly, unfalteringly, finally,

with "I, Christy, I !
" as who should say Once and for Ever.

Had she ? Had she not ? Had she ?

Happy ? Unhappy ? Both.

He looked over in her direction and saw that the man with

the odd name was talking to her. But even as he looked there

was a move and the party began to break up. She came over

to say good night to her hostess, and as she passed him she

held out her hand.

Outside, the night had changed. Christopher walked back

to Ebury Street on wet pavements, but also on air. The air

which he trod dried the pavements, perhaps. He hardly per-

ceived that rain had been falling. Happy ? Unhappy ?

Happier than ever before in his life.

The Hemmings were going home at the end of that week,

and Christopher went with them—thought himself able to go

with them. He had lived for three days then upon what
the wonderful evening had given him. It seemed enough for

him at first that the thing should have happened ; enough

that he should have seen Cora St. Jemison, heard her voice,



CHRISTOPHER 221

touched her hand, learned her name, even if her name must

of necessity cause him some misgiving. So back, unthink-

ingly, he went with the rest, and for a time was content.

The old house, which was *' home " to him, seemed more

than ever delightful after the Ebury Street lodgings. He
loved the broad window-sills on which, in the summer, he

would sit with a book and his legs drawn up to make room
for the length of them ; the old-fashioned hearths, the low

ceilings, the leisurely staircase. His stepfather had inherited

the house almost as it stood from an old uncle, who had

lived an unhurried, orderly life in it, preserving its ancient

peace. Christopher loved it, had grown to it, as, in the im-

pressionable days, he had grown to the old French town to

which, though he had left it, as we know, without a pang,

he always looked back with such affection. Now it suited

his mood, as perhaps never before. He wanted to think

—

resting, as a rower on his oars.

He had something to go upon now. Though he had missed

his opportunities—even wasted his chances, he had something

to go on. He might not see Cora St. Jemison—could not,

indeed—but now, if need were, he would always be able to

find her. No longer could the wide world engulf her. With
a name, she had also a local habitation. He had only to ask

to know where. He could wait, or he thought he could, to see

if, indeed, need would "be." He was sure he could wait.

He saw life slide back gently into its old grooves. He
rode with John Hemming and Fatima ; walked or drove

with his mother ; read, smoked, played the piano. Nothing

seemed changed.

And then everything seemed changed.

He could not stop. He must get away. She was in London,

and here was he twenty miles distant. How had he thought

he could stand it ?

It was Fatima who lifted up her voice when he announced
his intention of going back to London. His mother, wiser

in her generation, said nothing. It had been a great delight

to her to have him with her. Oxford absorbed so much of

his year, and when Oxford released him, so many people



222 CHRISTOPHER

wanted him. She loved to have him at home, but if he wanted
to go, he must go ; so, to the rebeUious Fatima, it was " Non-
sense, Ancebel. You mustn't bother him." No one must
bother him. It was always like that. But just sometimes

Anne looked back to the time when Christopher had been a

little boy, and she had had him to herself. At such moments,

happy as she was with her husband—even because she was so

happy—she sent a piercing thought to the lonely grave over

the seas. Once Trimmer caught her with tears in her eyes.

But Trimmer was Trimmer, and knew.

Fatima, less considerate, must wrestle with the adversary

for the body of her beloved Christopher. This, though she

did not know that there was an adversary ! Not long did she

remain ignorant.
" What do you want to go to London for ? " she urged.

" You've been there."

It was what she had said when " Abroad " had been the

question. Her wits were fiendishly nimble. Her words caused

the one occasion to remind her of the other. The adversary

thereto unsuspected took immediate shape for her. Nimble
indeed the wits of Fatima !

*' It's some girl you've fallen in love with." That was easy.

Anyone might have said that. But '' It's that girl at Victoria

—who looked at you on the platform !

"

It took an Ancebel-Fatima to have seen, and having seen

to remember, and, having remembered, to say that.

Christopher was startled.

" What girl ?
"

" In the summer when Mummy and I were going to Her-

rickswood, and you wouldn't—that
—

" Fatima hadn't done !—" that white girl."

" White girl ?
"

It was almost uncanny.
'' She was white—that's how one would think of her."

It was extraordinary. Christopher for an instant showed

himself startled. He looked at Fatima blankly, and an

amazed '' Good Lord !
" nearly jerked itself from him.

He was packing. His room was strewn with things.

Clothes were piled up on the chairs, trousers, coats, waist-
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coats ; and the bed was covered with shirts. He was not

coming home again before he went back to Oxford.

Fatima, clearing an indignant place for herself on the bed,

did not fail to perceive.
*' You know as well as I do. It's months ago. But I saw.

You thought you looked through into each other's hearts,

like people in books
"

" If Httle girls are going to talk nonsense
"

'* It's the looking that's nonsense. You don't want her—

•

you only think you do. You're blinded. You thought she

was the one person in the world. I saw you think that at

Victoria. I knew at once what you were thinking. I always

do—^what everyone is, I mean. Father, Mother, Trimmer

—

everyone. Especially Trimmer. I've always known what
she was thinking all my life. So, of course, I knew what you
were. It was "—Ancebel-Fatima gathered herself up—*' It

was No Ordinary Look."
" No Ordinary Thinking," said Christopher. He laughed

to himself. " ' No Ordinary Look !
' You know, you've been

reading novels, my dear—and jolly bad ones at that ! I shall

have to warn your parents and guardians to look after you a

bit more, and to supervise what you fill your young head with.
* Through into each other's hearts '

!
* Blinded '

! The
' One person in the world,* indeed ! Penny novels, you know,

Fatima. Not to be thought of. Not—to—be—thought

—of."
He had her by the leg now, she him by the throat. They

might scufHe like children, however, and they did—for a

quarter of an hour by the clock on the mantelpiece !—nothing

could alter the facts. Fatima knew. Christopher knew that

she knew. She even knew this.

Released by him, presently, and releasing him in turn, she

fastened upon the adversary—sought by disparagement to

defeat her in his eyes. Who was she—a girl on a platform ?

A stranger. Someone you passed in a crowd. Where did

she come from ? He might know now, but he had not known
when the * spell '—(Ancebel-Fatima's actual phrasing !)

—

was ' cast * upon him. Any girl from Any Where. That was
who she was ! And was this the sort of person . . ?
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" You've been reading novels," said Christopher again,

" and listening to charwomen."
He might laugh, though, as he did—even to causing the

flushed and spluttering Fatima, through all her indignation

to laugh too !—there was that, nonetheless, which was not

laughter in his face. He was chafing to be up and off. Some-
thing stronger than Uttle sisters had come into his life. Fatima,

understanding but dimly, perhaps, for all her impish precocity,

saw for all that.

She wrestled to the last. He left the next morning.

London again ; St. James's ; he went back to his old rooms.

It was from his old rooms—while he was staying in them,

that is—that he had first seen her ; from them that he had set

out upon the day's adventures which had given him Chelsea,

the river, and Greenwich ; from them he had set forth on his

quest. Poor Harringay ! How he had tried him ! He had not

found him wanting, either, when all was said and done. There

would be no Harringay this time, no anyone to bother, no

one but himself.

He had no settled plan. Somehow, that was all, he meant
to see Cora St. Jemison. He did not know yet how this was

to be accomplished, but he intended, come what might, to

accompHsh it.

London was under a pall of fog. There were such fogs in

those days, recent though they be, as in these we have almost

forgotten. Datchet had been clear, the railway lines, while

Christopher waited on the platform, even gleaming in wintry

sunshine. At Wraysbury (God help us !) the train had entered

a whitish mist. By Richmond the mist had nothing of white

in it, and thickened thenceforward. Coughing, grunting

passengers took their seats dismally, and brought dampness

into the sombre carriages. By Waterloo the fog was pea-soup.

He had telegraphed to Jermyn Street, and a bright fire

welcomed him there, doing its best to dispel the gloom of his

sitting-room. While his landlord, who always valeted him,

unpacked for him, he tried to determine what he should do.

London was, of course, dreadful to-day, but it was dreadful

in a big sort of way. Only London could do what London was
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doing ; only London could be what London was. He did

not wholly dislike the fog which had caused his fellow-

travellers such distress and inconvenience. There was
something not uncosy in the murkiness. From the hearth,

and with a sense of pleasure, he listened to the man moving
quietly about in the next room, opening drawers and closing

them, pulling out or pushing in the trays in the wardrobe,

opening or shutting its doors. A drawer stuck for a moment,
and he heard the restrained sounds of the adjustment of it,

and then of its easy sliding home. There was no impatience,

no undue haste. The fog shut him in with pleasant things,

and his spirits, which had sunk a little in the train, began to

rise.

What to do ? Somewhere in the darkness was Cora St.

Jemison. She, at this moment, was shut into some lamp-

lit, fire-lit room. The fog, isolating every room, turning every

lighted room into a lantern swinging in the blackness, brought

him very near to her.

" Mr. Jelhcoe."
" Sir," from the inner room.

The sounds ceased. His landlord appeared at the folding

doors.
" Have you such a thing in the house as a Red Book ?

"

Mr. Jellicoe thought so and would see. The darkness of

the passage and the stairs swallowed him. Christopher went
to the window and looked out. Thick yellow waves rolled up
against the glass. He could see the movement in what looked

like stillness
;
presently could almost see the particles turning

over and over in masses, as he had seen the churned mud
turn and turn in the waters of the river. The fog itself was
like a river, a flood, a sea ! Now the window was like the glass

wall of a tank in an aquarium, through which you look to see

the strange doings of strange fish. So like, indeed, that

Christopher would not have been Christopher if, while he

waited, he had not conjured up the shapes of scaly creatures

to swim, in the yellow murkiness, close up to the glass,

there with mouths and fins and tails working automatically,

to gaze at him for a moment before whisking away, with a

flash, perhaps, as of tarnished silver, into the further obscurity.

Q
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So engrossed was he with his fancies that Mr. Jellicoe's voice

startled him.
" One of my gentlemen's, sir—Colonel Whipple's. My own

was not quite so recent. Colonel Whipple begged you would
keep it as long as you wished, sir."

Christopher took the book, sending a message of thanks

to its owner, and Mr. JeUicoe withdrew. The sounds of the

interrupted unpacking were continued for a minute or two,

and then the shutting of a door, followed by silence, told

Christopher that the thing was done. His clothes, neatly

folded and ranged, lay commodiously, he knew, in the

drawers. His brushes and combs and shaving-tackle were set

out orderly on his dressing-table. Everything, he would
find, lay where his hand would most readily light on it.

He looked at the book which he had not yet opened. As the

name had been withheld from him for spaces of time which
had seemed protracted, so now he was withholding from
himself what the red volume might have to tell him. He had
only to look ; he knew that. Somewhere in black London
liveci Cora St. Jemison, and the book he was holding knew
where. It was deliberately that, up to that moment, he

had not sought to know where she lived. He had liked to

know that he did not know, but could know. He had dalHed

with this feeHng for so many days that he was reluctant to

part with it. Why ? Explain the lover—any lover—even

to himself !

Well, now he did want to know. The need which from the

beginning might be, was. He opened the book and turned

to the Saints.

St. Germaine, St. Germans, St. Hill, St. John, St. Leger,

St. Leonards, St. Oswald . . .

The name was not there. He left the Saints and turned on.

After Stirling and Stivens came Stock.

He went back to the Saints, doubting his eyes. But the

book must be wrong, the list incomplete. St. Jemison must
be left out in error. Between St. Hill and St. John there must
be names which were here unrecorded. Besides, he knew that

the St. Jemisons had a house in London. He had heard his

Grandmother Herrick, who had known them years ago, speak
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of it. He rang, and a servant answering the bell, he sent down
a message asking if he might see Mr. Jellicoe's own Red Book,

which, he had understood Mr. Jellicoe to say, was an old one.

Mr. JeUicoe himself appeared with the volume.

"I'm ashamed to bring it, sir. It's more than ten years

old, I find."

" Just what I want," said Christopher. He believed

now that Mr. St. Jemison had had a house in London, and
in all probability had disposed of it !

St. Germans, St. Hill, St. Jemison. There it was : St.

Jemison, Oswald, Esq., 3 Wolf Street, Mayfair. St. Hill,

St. Jemison, St. John. Christopher owed the book an apology.

Mr. Jellicoe, retiring, was apologising in turn for his copy.
" Nearly eleven years old, sir. I'll get a new one to-day.

Almost a reflection, so to speak, on the house,"
" Nonsense," said Christopher, a little abruptly, but with

a smile. He rallied himself. " You're admirably supplied

with everything : Bradshaws, A B C's, Postal Guides—all

one can think of. How should one expect to find Red Books
in rooms ?

"

" We rather prided ourselves, Mrs. JelHcoe and myself,

upon the house being well found, sir."

Check, then ! Not so simple a matter as Christopher had
supposed. He went back to the tank and watched for fish.

But he had lost the illusion of an aquarium. It was fog

that he looked into now, fog pure and simple—or impure and
complex !—from a third-story London window. Wliat to do ?

Walk London as he had walked the world ? He went to the

table where the two books lay, and compared the entries as

he might have compared accounts. " St. Hill, St. Jemison,

St. John," and " St. Hill, St. John." If you could but

"balance" the thing: subtract St. Hill and St. John from

St. Hill, St. Jemison, St. John, and get St. Jemison, with its

" 3 Wolf Street, Mayfair," as a remainder !

Actually, of course, he knew what his next move might be.

Mrs. Constaple, his hostess of the wonderful evening, erratic

as she was, must know something of the whereabouts of one

so recently her guest. She would know, anyway, where
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Miss St. Jemison had been living or staying on the night of the

dinner-party. Yet how to find out sufficiently casually ?

And how, for this purpose, to make sure of seeing her ? The
second of these questions was in point of difficulty the first.

He did not want to waste a visit. He had still, it is true, to
" call " after dining—a ceremony more punctiliously observed

in those days than now—but if he did call, and the good lady

should be out, or even Not at Home, what then ? What
excuse would he have for going again ? Easy enough, perhaps,

to be casual, but how to compass the opportunity ?

He found himself out of doors presently. Four walls would

not hold him. Four walls did not even seem any longer to

hold Cora St. Jemison. With the knowledge that he could not

be sure that she was in London at all, he could not think of

her room as a lantern, pendent somewhere in the darkness,

to his own.

The fog had not lifted. Rather did it seem to have thick-

ened. On the pavements, even, the going was careful.

People stopped each other to ask where they were, but mostly

with amusement. A cheerful old woman wanted Knights-

bridge. Her voice and a twinkle in her old eyes attracted

Christopher, who took her by a fat arm, and piloted her into

Piccadilly. There, upon the south side of the street, there

would be a straight quarter of a mile which she might pursue

in comparative safety. He offered to go further with her, but

this she would not allow.

She was as right as rain, she declared, once she knew her

direction, was a merry old body, and chuckled her thanks.

He regretted her when she was gone.

In the roadway the traffic moved at a snail's pace to the

sounds of hoarse cries. There was yet, even here, a feeling

of cheerfulness in all this discomfort. It was " 'Old up
there," and " Where are y' comin' to, can't y' ? " with a ten-

dency to banter upon the smallest occasion or none. Chris-

topher felt his spirits rise again. He forgot his unrest, and

surrendered himself to the influences of another sort of strange

day.
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HE made for Wolf Street. He would look, at least, at the

house where once she had hved—if only as a child.

That it would be impossible to see it, was a small thing to

one who just now was less Christopher than Romeo. Fatima
had not been far out of her young reckoning when she talked

of a spell. The white girl had assuredly used enchantments.

He crossed Piccadilly, steering a hazardous course through

the moving mass of vehicles, and under the heads of the

horses. Who left the pavement, that day, cast off and
trusted himself to the open sea. Christopher, forced by the

exigencies of the moment to take an oblique direction, landed,

not opposite Arlington Street, where he had parted with his

old woman and whence he had started, but between Dover
Street and Albemarle Street. He crossed Dover Street then,

and Berkeley Street, and rejecting Stratton Street for a

cul-de-sac, rejected Bolton Street also and Clarges Street.

When, a few moments after, he found he had passed Half

Moon Street as well, he turned up White Horse Street, and
lost himself in Shepherd's Market. Five minutes later he

found himself inexplicably back in Piccadilly !

He found Wolf Street, however, eventually, and made
out No. 3. He saw it better—saw more of it, indeed

—

than he might have expected, for lights were burning in

the lower rooms and the blinds were up. Under cover of

the darkness he permitted himself to look in.

Strange the lover's obsession by reason of which one spot

should be hallowed over another, one house picked out

from its fellows, and, for no qualities of its own, made separate,

made wonderful !

To Christopher there was something of mystery and en-

chantment in the house before which he stood, and into

which, like any gaping errand-boy who hangs on to area

229
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railings, he gazed. Not that he, Christopher, was hanging

on to raiHngs. He was standing quietly on the pavement,
a tall, slim figure, shrouded in fog, but as deliberately and
unashamedly was he violating the sanctities of a stranger's

hearth.

What satisfaction he got from the odd exercise it would
be difficult to say. The room was a library, but it might

not always have been a library. Nothing may have been

as it was in the time of the St. Jemisons. Still, it seemed
probable that the room had not been much altered. The
shelves which lined the walls looked as if they had always

been there. The stuffed leather chairs were such chairs

as assuredly ought to have been there. There was a large

writing-table. There were branch candlesticks on the mantel-

piece. The red Turkey carpet looked soft.

A comfortable, well-appointed room in which, doubtless,

someone lived a comfortable, well-appointed life. A score

of such rooms lay within a hundred yards of where he stood.

Then, as he looked, the door opened. Someone was
coming in, and—so much grace had he !—he moved at once

to move away. But even as he moved something happened,

something so extraordinary, or at least so unexpected,

that, like a veritable errand-boy, he did now—though for

a very different reason—hold on actually to the spear-heads

of the railings. He held on to them while the world turned

round. For into the room had come a girl, and under his

astonished eyes the girl who at the first glance was just a girl

like any other, grew first vaguely familiar, and then, with

a suddenness which took his breath away, became miracu-

lously but indisputably Cora St. Jemison herself.

How long, after this miracle, he hung to the railings he

did not know. It was a servant in the end who dislodged

him—a kitchen-maid, with cold in her head and a scuttle

in her hand, stepping across the area to fetch coal. The fog,

away from the light of the windows, swallowed him up.

When he came to himself he had walked as far as Oxford

Street.
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The fog now began to lift. It was as if it had played

its part and might go. All this for Christopher ? All this.

Light showed through from above. Though there was no
perceptible breeze, masses of dirty vapour must be rolling

away overhead. He thought he could see them so rolling

off, as, a short while back, he had seen them rolling up to

his window. Horses, carriages, people, began to take definite

shape.

Christopher's spirits now rose to boiling-point. He might
ask himself What now ? He might ask himself what he
wanted, he might puzzle himself with all the questions

that ever were or ever would be, nothing would thenceforth

persuade him that, for this day at least, the gods were not

upon his side. The fog itself had come that, out of the dark-

ness of it, he might see into a lighted room !

He walked down Park Lane. The houses were breaking

through now, the railings, the trees. At every yard the

day grew lighter. His heart sang to the tune of the coming
light. He watched it creep over the town, driving the dark-

ness before it.

Again he could rest. He could even have found it pos-

sible to go back to Datchet. He understood once more
how and why he had been able to go home with the others

—

a thing which less than twenty-four hours ago had seemed
incomprehensible. No longer was he driven. He could

rest.

Quite idly he watched the happenings of the moment

:

a wagon with sturdy horses pursuing a rumbling, leisurely

way ; a hansom, made top-heavy with a trunk, swinging
loopwise and ridiculously on its springs ; two omnibuses
abreast dallying with a temptation to race. Looking at

these he wanted them not to resist the temptation ; but
when they did resist it, he acquiesced contentedly in what
was, after all, their better judgment. Then a girl in a tight,

shabby satin dress, with a milliner's cardboard box on her arm,
came into the scheme of things, and was stopped with a
touch on the shabby satin arm by a young postman. Lovers !

He saw lovers as he had seen lovers at Greenwich. Lovers
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suddenly were everywhere—people in couples. He turned

into Tilney Street that he might look at the house where

Mrs. Fitzherbert had lived and loved. . . .

God was in His heaven. All was right with the world.

And then Christopher knew that he was hungry.

He took a hansom and drove to the Strand. The day
had taken him back to the other wonderful day, and it

seemed fitting that he should lunch where he had then

dined, and, above all, that he should drink Chateau So-

and-So.

A waiter waved him to a table, but he looked at another

which was occupied. Nor was he to be baulked of it for

the waving of napkins, howsoever persuasive. He intended

to sit at the table at which Harringay and he had sat. He
waited for it till it became vacant, which, happily, was
almost at once, and looked on relentlessly as it was prepared

for him.

He ordered a modest lunch, and took up the wine list.

Chateau So-and-So was not there.

Not there ! He looked again, doubting his eyes.

Chateau So-and-So was not there. It was like St. Jemison

and the Red Book. It was the Red Book and St. Jemison

over again. Not there ? Chateau Everything else. But it

must be. Even if it wasn't, it must be. Came the waiter

;

came the waiter who looked after the wine ; came the Head
Waiter. Consultations. (Growth of importance for Chris-

topher !) A going to see.

But the day was not going to fail him. Return of the

Wine-waiter triumphantly. There was just one half-bottle

left—just one solitary pint. Half a moment, sir, and the

man withdrew. But Christopher knew what it was. A cradle

for the solitary pint. That was it. Chateau So-and-So came
back reclining, warmed—a Tush on her lips—indolent, in-

solent, delicate, delicious as her mother ! Christopher had

not been wrong. The day could not fail him.

He ate slowly, enjoying, conscious of enjoying, what

was set before him ; thinking, but hardly conscious of

thinking. It was thus, that without knowing that his mind
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was working actively, he reasoned out, as he ate, an ex-

planation of the St. Jemison presence in Wolf Street. It

was all quite simple. After the scandal Mr. St. Jemison

had let the house—probably for a term of years—and now
had gone back to it. If he, Christopher, had looked up Wolf
Street instead of St. Jemison itself the silent Red Book
would even have told him to whom. Simple, you see, as

ABC. But the marvel of the fog and the lighted room and
of the entering Cora remained.

Cora became again the most beautiful name in the world.

He lingered over the values of the syllables which com-

posed it, as he Hngered over the luncheon. " Cora." It

expressed the Cora of his dreams and imaginings—if, or

as, it also expressed her mother ! But even at this he did

not frown. There was something. He could not help know-
ing it. In his search, had it not always been in girls of one

type that he had seen the escaping likeness which, for the

instant of its duration, had set his heart thumping or stopped

it ? There was something. But it was part of the charm.

He paid his bill and went out. The crowded Strand

received him—accepted him, as once it was the Crystal

Palace which had accepted him. The song of the moment
—it may or may not have been " White Wings," then

—

was in the air, and in his ears, with countless other sounds.

London always hummed for him to the tune of some song.

Every year, since he had first become aware of such songs

and the part they played, added another to his collection.

If it was not " Get your hair cut," or "What cheer, Ria? "

it was " Little Annie Rooney." The more the songs altered

the more they were the same thing. The town which had
capered to " Champagne Charlie " in its day, and swayed
to the waltz-time of " Mother Shipton," had not learned

to kick up its heels yet to the jerk and thump of " Tarara,"

nor mastered then the intricacies of rag-time, but when
these came along they would just express London like the

rest. Looking back, all had their part :
" Comrades,"

" The Miner's Dream of Home " ("I sor the old howmestead,
the faces I love—I sor England's valleys and dells ") ;

" Har-
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bour Lights " (" The lights of the Yarbour, the Yarbour
lights!"); " Hi-tidly-hi-ti " ; "Daisy"; " Three pots a shil-

ling "
;
" It's all right in the summer time "—most of these

still, of course, unborn, but each in its day. Let us suppose

it to have been " White Wings "just then
—

" White Wings "

in the streets, and the " Garden of Sleep," say, for " For

Ever and For Ever " in the drawing-rooms.
" Night comes ; I long for my " Yes, it was " dearie

"

to rhyme with " weary "
! "I spread out my white wings

and sail home to thee."

Well ?

Well, young Christopher, if only you could, eh ? If only

you could.



CHAPTER VIII

AND yet, his ardour notwithstanding, his heart-hunger,

l\ his passion, the turbulence of his feehngs generally,

he did not meet Cora St. Jemison again for considerably

more than two years. All that time he thought about her.

She was never, that is, wholly out of his thoughts. Other

things occupied him, engrossed him even, but she was there.

He did things, too ; took his degree ; and, sent by his grand-

mother, went (more or less) round the world.

Many things contributed—conspired even—to keep the

two apart. In the first instance it was the fog which sent

her away—treacherous fog that in some sort might be said

to have given her to him ! Mr. St. Jemison, it chanced,

for the first time for years was spending a winter in Eng-

land. The fog which engulfed London on that memorable
morning dealt summarily with the experiment. There had
been other fogs. It wanted but one for the last straw. The
servants were set or sent packing ; by the end of the week
father and daughter, valet and maid, were on their way
South ; and this time Christopher could not follow them.

The fog then first and foremost. After that it was Oxford

and his friends. Easter, then, with a couple of visits ; then

Oxford again—his nose to the grindstone now—all sorts

of agents and agencies. But who shall say how it was ?

Neither fate nor accident threw them together. They were

never in London at the same moment, or if they were they

did not meet. And so to Christopher's travels, when meeting

was out of the question. The day before he started on these,

he went round to Wolf Street again—as so often he had
done since the day on which he had seen her. The house

^^as shut up. It seemed always to be shut up. Upon the

one occasion when it was not, he should, it was plain, on

235
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any pretext or none, have rung the bell and have gone

boldly in. So he departed, and so the time passed.

He had only to wait. Deep down in his heart he knew—
he had always known. He set his face towards the future.

London pulled at him, however, even from the other side

of the world. But for shame—and perhaps Harringay who
was with him—he would have cut short his wanderings.

Like the miner who dreamt, he too saw the old " Howme-
stead," and, amongst the " faces "—his mother's, John
Hemming's, the indignant Fatima's, his grandmother's,

Trimmer's, always one other face beckoning, beckoning.

With London he lumped Oxford, Datchet, Boulogne : Lon-

don in some odd way stood for them all, with whole tracts

of green country thrown in, and Cora. Always and always

Cora.

His mother met him at Liverpool. She could not help it.

She just had to. It was, perhaps, she who had beckoned

if the truth were known—she and Trimmer, who came with

her.

" I declare you've grown, Christopher."
" At my age ? " said Christopher, laughing, stooping to

kiss her again. He really looked taller and had filled out,

but was still on the slim side. There were grounds for de-

claring that he had grown.
" We must show him to his grandmamma," the privileged

Trimmer said when he had kissed her too.
'* I might be six years old," said Christopher—which was

exactly what he might have been, what in some ways he was
and perhaps always would be !

People looked at Mrs. Herrick as if they envied her her

son. She appeared hardly old enough to be his mother, so

gently did the happy years deal with her, but (with eyes

for no one but him) was so obviously nothing else.

Harringay had landed at Queenstown. The three, ridicu-

lously happy, travelled up to London together. At Euston,

where John Hemming and Fatima (grown Thinima, as

Christopher told her) met them, Trimmer resumed, so to

speak, her livery. Five contented persons slept in Ebury
Street that night.
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The next day Christopher went to Wolf Street. The house

was dismantled. The board which caught his eye from

the end of the street announced that the lease was for sale.

He went down to Herrickswood, then, to report and to

show himself to his grandmother, and resigning himself to

further waiting, just went on with his life.

It was now that Christopher began to write. It had
always been inevitable that sooner or later this must be

the sorry fate which would overtake him. What escape

was there for him ? None, from the day he saw Cora

—

little enough before that. The need to express came then.

The thing itself was decreed—decreed in the *' Come along,

Master Christopher " days, established from the moment
when he saw what wasn't there. It was not for nothing

that it had once been said of him that Herrick was listening

to the inkpot. He may have been listening, it was cer-

tainly now—and through Cora St. Jemison, by reason of

something that she had done to him—that he heard it, and

heard it distinctly.

He had three hundred a year of his own. He bought a

box of " J " nibs and looked out for rooms in London.

His grandmother was angry. The Herricks had been

soldiers when they had not been country gentlemen—or,

as she might have added, spendthrifts. No Herrick had
ever wielded anything so unpractical as a pen. Robert

Herrick had not been distantly connected with the Her-

ricks of Herrickswood, though there had been Herricks at

Herrickswood then a couple of hundred years and more.

The pen ! A thing to play with if you liked. She could

appreciate Belles Letires. But, for a profession, the symbol

of a career . . . ! Thus, to Christopher's imperturbable

smiling, she raged or pretended to rage.
" If I were ten years j^ounger—not if you were, I'd have

you notice !—I'd box your ears."

She allowed him to kiss her for that.

His mother, though she helped him to look for rooms, was
disappointed. It was John Hemming who, at this juncture,

understood him best.
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" Let him alone," he said. " The boy'll do. If he never

writes a hne worth the paper it's written on, he won't have

missed what he's here for. He isn't meant to have the sort of

career that you've wanted for him—not that I know, dear

woman, what it has been all along that you've expected.

What was he to have been ? Nelson ? Napoleon ?
"

" Not Napoleon," said Christopher's mother.
" WelHngton, then. Pitt ? Fox ? Palmerston ?

"

Anne didn't see why Christopher shouldn't have a career.

" I must look that word up in the dictionary," said her

husband. " I have an idea that it means a good deal more and

a good deal less than you imagine."

That he wasn't going to have a Career, no one knew better

than Christopher. He did not even wish for anything so

portentous. If he didn't quite know what he could do, he

knew very well indeed what he could not, and if he wrote it

was because he had to. There were despairs for all that. He
had something to say, but only in one way could it be said

—

only, perhaps, in certain words. How to find it and them ? He
worked hard enough—for Christopher, indolent and ease-

loving, he worked hard. There were wrestlings, groanings of

the spirit. Often a day's work showed three lines. That did

not matter. It was when the three were three Hues still at

the end of as many days—at the end of as many weeks. . . .

Had he been mistaken ? Had he nothing to say, in fine ? He
knew he had something.

And then, the way and the words mastered and all going

well as he thought, there would uprise of a sudden a grim

and impenetrable barrier, the wall, unspeakably blind and
blank, that every writer knows and dreads. On the other

side of this wall things might happen. On the hither side

of it all roads were blocked. Useless the roads themselves,

useless, that is, all that went before, if this wall were the

final goal.

And confronted by it, cowed by it, he had to prove him-

self. He was disappointing his friends. Even his mother

was asking when he was going to Begin. He might know
that he had begun. With just John Hemming of all the

world he might know it—that if he had also finished he had
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begun. But there must be something to show, and he would

come near to beUeving that there never would be.

Those were the horrible days.

But there were others—days when his pen had wings. He
could see them almost ; two Httle wings on the shaft, like

the wings at Mercury's ankles. Then would his pen fly.

Then would the hours fly with it. It was a delight to add

another and another page to the fattening bundle. He could

hear the inkpot's purr of satisfaction. For it had called

to him. He had not been mistaken. Christopher ! Chris-

topher ! Ridiculous if you like, but (to Christopher) clear

in its hour as the Samuel of that call to which " Lord, here

am I " had been the only possible answer, with " Speak,

Lord," to follow naturally, " Speak, Lord, for Thy servant

heareth." Truly there were compensations.

He had rooms in Westminster, in a house now gone the way
of so many of Westminster's gracious old houses. It was
not unlike the house at Datchet—liad the same broad window-
sills, low ceilings, and leisurely stairs. He was high up, near

the stars, but even in this upper region the work of the builder

had not been scamped. The walls were panelled. The
sloping floors were oak. There were handsome mouldings

and cornices, the beauty of which the chippings and mellow-

ings of time had done nothing to impair, but seemed rather to

have enhanced. The fire-back of the old grate in his sitting-

room was a perpetual joy to him. For less than he would
have paid for folding-door'd abominations, " communicating,"

in South Belgravia or Bayswater or South Kensington, he had
the top floor of the house known as 3 Cloisters Street, West-
minster, within sight of the river and sound of Big Ben, to

himself, and his ready or reluctant pen. His pen should never

have been reluctant in such surroundings.

Mr. Jellicoe, his landlord of Jermyn Street, had helped him
to his quarters. As Mr. Herrick was looking for rooms, might
he venture to suggest some that he knew of ? The house

—

not, he was afraid, in a fashionable neighbourhood—belonged

to a cousin of his wife's ; a Mrs. Rommage, a very quiet,

respectable person, who, he was sure, would do her best to

give Mr. Herrick satisfaction. Mr. Herrick who, with his
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mother (the Mrs. Hemming of Mrs. Jellicoe's admiration,

who came sometimes to Jermyn Street), had seen South
Belgravia, South Kensington, and (protesting) even Bays-

water in his search, jumped at, and as soon as possible, into,

Mrs. Rommage's top floor, where we find him with his frets

and fevers and transports.

So much for his occupation. The act and fact of Hving

were at this period the Thing. He was, still, more interested,

whatever he may have supposed, in the life of the streets, the

faces he saw, the advertisements on the hoardings, the bill-

sticker with his brush and paste-pot, the shape or the sound

of an odd name, the passing of a barge under Westminster

Bridge, the way the light struck the sails or left them, than

in the hours he devoted to work. The call of the inkpot was
insistent nevertheless.

He would go for his wonderful and adventurous walks,

would gird himself and walk fast, Richmond his goal, or

Hampton Court or Hampstead, or he would explore Islington

or Whitechapel or Hoxton. He made many discoveries
;

found the Britannia Theatre, theretofore a name to him,

but endeared to him for its own sake, and for something in the

sound of that of the lady with whom it was for so long as-

sociated ; assisted at more than one Festival—survival of the

larger days !—and, near-by, lighted upon the last home of

the toy theatre of his boyhood.

Or, very carefully dressed, he would be seen in quite other

places.

Presently, in spite of difficulties, principally difficulties

created by his temperament, he was making a small income
;

and, almost as soon as the Httle cheques began to come in,

something else happened, which altered his outlook, and set

him once more upon his love-chase.

He had been out for one of his walks, and came in to find

Mrs. Rommage waiting for him, a telegram in each hand.

Mrs. Rommage was an excellent woman, a good cook even,

but she had an anxious mind. A telegram disturbed her ;

two telegrams flustered her.

" You hadn't been gone five minutes, sir, when the first

come. Not five minutes. And not much more than an hour
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after, if there didn't come another ! I didn't know what to

do. If I'd known where to send, but I didn't. However, I

kept them separate. This is the first, sir " She broke off,

and looked doubtfully, and then apprehensively, from one of

the other. " No, it would be that—no, this . ,
.'* She

turned dismayed eyes on him. " If I haven't been and mixed
them ! If I haven't, after keeping them separate this three

hours ! What you'll say, sir ! And what Mr. Jellicoe would
think ! Oh, Mr. Herrick, sir. I thought to myself, he'll

want to know which come first, sure to, and I wouldn't let

the servants so much as touch them. One come, and then

the other. And now I don't know which."

Christopher comforted her. Perhaps it would say inside, he

said, smiHng.

She refused to be comforted. It did say inside. But
she shook her head, blaming herself. Like Mr. Jellicoe

with the ancient Red Book, she seemed to think the house

compromised.
" Not any the less repre'ensible upon my part, sir."

Blaming herself, and anxious but not inquisitive, she with-

drew.

The telegrams sorted out into their proper order proved

to be a summons to Herrickswood from his grandmother,

brooking, it seemed, no delay ; and a whip. She would know,
if he pleased, whether her message had reached him, whether

he was starting at once, and if not why not. She was not ill,

she was thoughtful enough to inform him, but the matter was
urgent.

The whimsical note was present, but under it Christopher

thought he could detect that which was not whimsical. He
telegraphed, packed a bag, and caught the next train.



CHAPTER IX

HIS grandmother herself met him at the station. The
footman—but neither wooden James nor the Ven-

triloquist now !—informed him, to his surprise, that she was
in the carriage, and Christopher hurried out to her,

" Your Uncle Stephen," she said, when they had greeted

each other, adding, " Why on earth don't you get your tele-

grams ? " in impatient parenthesis. " Your Uncle Stephen.

Not that I could have telegraphed it. And not that I mightn't

either, since by this time everyone probably knows. Have
they got your luggage ? Blockheads. How stupid they are.

There's Charles. Tell him to hurry them. That's right. Get

in now."

He took his place beside her.
** You're too late, I may tell you, for what I wanted you

for. I wanted protection. Someone with me of my own

—

you, Christopher. Your mother would have done, oddly

enough. But she's timid. I couldn't have asked it of her.

And you don't get your telegrams. What's the good of you ?
"

" What's the matter. Grandmother Herrick ?
"

He was still waiting to he told.

" Drink was the matter—blazing, raving, fighting drink.

Now nothing's the matter. Your Uncle Stephen's dead,

Christopher, and his wretched old mother is glad."

But she was crying. Christopher's hand went out to hers.

It was dreadful at all times to see the old cry ; doubly dreadful

to see an old person cry whom few, in all her long life, had ever

seen to cry.

" Granny," Christopher said, '' Granny."

He had never called her that before. Granny was for his

gentler grandmother—the Granny Oxeter of a thousand

tendernesses. It was thenceforward for this grandmother too.

" He was such a pretty boy," the old woman was saying.

* 242
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" People used to turn in the street. Make much of him. He
had yellow curls. I'm talking of half a Hfetime ago. I

suppose we spoilt him—his father as much as I. His father

adored him. I remember one time when he was ill. . . , Well,

he didn't die then. I've wished sometimes that he had.

He was prettier still at the age when it's dangerous for a boy

to be pretty. And, good Lord, when he was nineteen or

twenty ! I don't wonder they lost their heads about him.

I wouldn't have minded that if he could have kept his own.

But he couldn't. At Oxford. Goodness ! He was sent down.

His father minded that more than I did. I'm not squeamish.

I even understood, and understand, in a way. They wouldn't

let him alone. His own class then. The St. Jemison woman

—

though I oughtn't to speak of her to you, I suppose—and

that sort. I've taken their part before this, the St. Jemison's

often. Now I think I hate her more than any of them for the

mischief she did. Light, light, light, as I told your mother

—

light, with one of those good hearts, and no harm in her

—

rotten ! Your mother saved John Hemming from her,

Christopher, but there was no one to save Stephen. So he

went on. It was debts and women, and women and debts,

till it was women and debts and drink ; and drink's the worst

of that three with a nature like Stephen's. For months at a

time I haven't known where he was—except to be sure that,

wherever he was, he was in the gutter. Twice he was in jail. I

would have taken him back at any minute, he knew that.

I speak of taking him back as if he was a boy. But that was

it. He was always a boy to me. It's as a boy I see him still."

She broke off. Christopher said nothing, knowing well that

in letting herself go she was getting some of the relief she

needed so grievously. The brougham rolled smoothly along

the sleek country roads.
" I loved him till he broke my heart," she said presently,

more now to herself than to him. " And after that, too,"

she added.
" Tell me how you're getting on," she said a few moments

later.

He told her something of what he was doing.
" But you don't get your telegrams," she said.
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They turned in at the lodge gates.

" After all, you could only have been here two or three hours

sooner. It was that I wanted you. My first \A'eakness, I be-

lieve, in what has been a fairly self-reliant life."

Weakness ! It was others in the house who told him what
she had been through, what all had been through, in a three

days' nightmare. She had been in danger of her life at the

hands of a madman for two of them . There had been horrors

—

times when it had been necessary to hold the patient down in

the bed. Christopher heard with dismay and admiration.

Why had he not been sent for before ? Mrs. Herrick would

allow neither the doctor nor the servants to send for anyone.

The worst was over when she had sent the first telegram. It

was only then that the nerves, theretofore of iron, seemed

to have had her at their mercy.

Difficult to realise the horrors and the tragedy of the last

few hours. The house looked the same as ever. In his grand-

mother's sitting-room the black velvet glove hung over the

coal-box, and a fire burned brightly in the grate. Difficult

even to realise that this w^as not the same black velvet glove

that had hung there when he was a boy ! Many velvet gloves

must have succeeded the one which he remembered. The
book of the Views of the Rhine was on the table where it had

always stood. Nothing seemed changed.

But death was in the house—the strange feeling, silences,

tiptoeings. The servants were awed. They moved about in

couples with whisperings. In the unusual silence were unusual

sounds. The green baize doors shut off successions of visitors

to the housekeeper's room—to the servants' quarters generally.

Ollenshaw could have told of headshakings and talkifications.

One would be admitted or another. You might hear the

quiet opening or shutting of doors behind doors, the furtive

commotions of death. There were endless tea-drinkings.

Everyone needed support. Everyone had something to say.

Everyone knew. As Christopher's grandmother had said,

she might have telegraphed ! No one within twenty miles

but knew what Stephen Herrick had died of, and how he had

died.
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Outside the house the stones were flying. He had tried to

strangle the nurses or his mother. Some said the nurses,

some said his mother. He had bitten through his own golcl

watch in his paroxysms. He had knocked out the teeth of one

of the grooms who had been fetched in from the stables to

hold him. You couldn't hold him. He had been bound with

ropes and had burst them Hke Samson. That sort of thing.

As for what he had seen ! Bottle imps, pink rats, devils.

It was Save him from them. Keep them off the counterpane.

Snakes too. The old fly-blown, thumb-marked quota of

snakes. Green, I suppose, or pink perhaps, like the rats. They
did not even let him off those. He was spared nothing, indeed,

in the winged stories. All that imagination could imagine,

or invention invent, was credited to the hoiTors of an end

horrible enough in all conscience. Gibberings, screamings,

cursings, tears, he was given all these, with writhings and

inarticulate furies. And to drink they gave him brandy and

brandy and again brandy, to inflame him and their own
imaginations. His cunningnesses and his clevernesses and

his machinations ! Drink could not be kept from him. If

the nurses so much as turned their backs . . . ! Moreover^

he produced bottles miraculously from under the bedclothes.

So the stories flew outside the house. The delirium of a

Coupeau, with borrowings from the more distressing symp-
toms of hydrophobia !

Poor Stephen ! He at least had done with it all. Poor

mother of Stephen, who had not, and who knew—not indeed

that she cared—how tongues wagged and would wag !

She sat at dinner as usual ; she and Christopher opposite

to each other at a little table in the big dining-room. But
things were not quite as usual. There were unaccustomed

pauses and hitches. The kitchen or the pantry was clearly

demoralised. Mrs. Herrick said nothing, but grunted her

displeasure. The butler and his paralysed satellites looked

unspeakable concern and apology. It was the kitchen clearly.

After dinner Christopher did not stop to smoke, but

followed his grandmother to her sitting-room. She did not

talk of Stephen now, or, rather, she did not talk of him
directly ; but her mind, he knew, was occupied with her dead
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son. She talked mostly to Christopher of his mother who,

he knew also, had always had a pitying place in her heart for

the ne'er-do-well.

" I made the marriage between her and your stepfather,"

she said—irrelevantly, it might have appeared to Christopher.
" She would never have married him but for me."

Christopher may have thought that he made that

marriage.
'* Never, if I hadn't talked to her. She was always timid.

She hadn't got over your father's death, either. In one

sense, I know, she never will, but, in another, deaths are what
the living have to get over—if they are to go on being the

living, that is. Your stepfather has to thank me for his

escape."

It was not quite true. Mrs. St. Jemison had failed John
Hemming before John Hemming sought out Christopher's

mother. Christopher did not know all the facts, but if he

had known them, would not have dreamt of setting the

speaker right. He was astray for a moment or two, and
then saw the drift of the old woman's thoughts. She

was saying again that there had been no one to save

Stephen.

, At ten o'clock his grandmother rose.
*' You'll find a fire in the library," she said. " Ask for

what you want. There's nothing to be done to-night. The
announcement went to the papers this morning. To-morrow
there'll be letters to write, people to see, things to settle, and
you'll help me."

Christopher lit a second candle.
" Don't think you've got to," she said. " Young people

hate death. It's natural. Yes, I'm going in to see him, to

say good night to him."

"I want to come with you if you'll let me."
" Well, there's nothing dreadful," she said, " nothing

dreadful—though he died dreadfully," she added.

She led the way to the room which Christopher knew so

well. It was always his mother's room at Herrickswood.

Some of her associations with it were his from the days of

the memorable visit. He had heard the waits from the dressing-
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room adjoining. The waits were a dim memory to him now,

but still a memory.
'' It used to be his," she said, " in the old days. He liked

big rooms. Your father was content with something smaller.

Stephen loved his ease."

There was nothing about it to suggest death—none of

death's trappings. Nothing even to tell of what had gone

before death. All that could suggest illness had been cleared

away. Wonderful rooms that keep their secrets ! Wonderful,

and beautiful, and horrible, the secrets of the old rooms, the

secrets of the old houses ! Christopher, with a momentary
shudder, remembered a night when he had seemed to know
everything that could be happening in London ; a night

made up of " open moments." What such open moments
would not have revealed here !

His grandmother saw him shudder.
" Nothing dreadful," she said again, and smiled.
" I know," Christopher said.

She drew down the sheet which outlined the figure in the

bed.

No, there was nothing dreadful. The eyes which a few

hours back, red-rimmed, had blazed and stared and started,

closed now, were as the eyes of one very gently sleeping, and
the features, distressed and distorted so lately, were calm.

Nothing dreadful. Something very tender in the aspect

of the resting figure, much of beauty in the worn face.

The old woman and the young man, their candles held high,

stood beside the bed.
" It was rest he wanted—rest from himself. He was

for ever driven, hunted. He gave himself no peace. It was
as if something insatiable was inside him. They talk of the

worm that never dies and the fire that can't be quenched.

Ask such as my unhappy son there, which side of the grave

those are found. Ask anyone who lives the life of the flesh.

He was tormented from within. They all are. It's the smoke
of that sort of torment that goes up. God pity us all, Chris-

topher. God pity us all."

She wasn't crying now. If anyone was crying it was
Christopher—for someone he had never known. He heard
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himself saying " Amen to that " rather huskily. It was not

the sort of thing he would have said, or could have said, at any
other time, but he was quite sincere as he said it.

" You mustn't think I'm unhappy about him now. Some-
how, some time or other, it will be all right even for Stephen.

I don't know how, but I do know that. I'm not thinking of

him as knocking at the door of any heaven. What would he

do in such a place—^he with the smeU of this world on him ?

It's what he must know now that consoles me—if I can speak

of consolation : the rottenness at the core of everything that

he cared for. Could I suppose he hadn't learnt that ? I

make no excuses for him. We create ourselves, I've no doubt

in my own mind about that. We blame the Almighty and
everyone else, but we are our own makers, as surely as

night follows day. We didn't ask to be born ? I'm convinced

that we did—clamoured to take shape, took shape, maybe,
by force. The old know. You'll know, Christopher, when
you're as old as I am."

She stooped and kissed the dead face.

Christopher turned away. When he looked back she was
drawing up the sheet to its place.

" There, we'll leave him to his sleeping. It was sleep that

he needed. He'll sleep to-night without dreams."

Christopher went down to the Ubrary, from the depths of

which—or was it from the depths of the great drawing-room

of ceremony ?—the footman ventriloquist had once called

up strange voices. A friendly room. The walls were Uned
with books which no one read, but the mellow brown of old

bindings which was long since the mellow colour of the room
itself, gave him welcome. A leather screen sheltered an arm-

chair near the fire from unlikely draughts, and invited him
to the hearth. The orrery standing near one of the heavily

curtained windows, the pair of globes near another, the

wheeled ladder, the busts (Julius Caesar, Nero, and Dr.

Johnson) all greeted him. He was young, and the young
revolt, as Mrs. Herrick had said, from thoughts of death.

Under the spell of the cheerful room he recovered from the

gloom which had been creeping over him.
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Soothed by cheerful influences, lulled, '' comforted " in

every material sense—comforted as *' with apples," he read

for an hour, put out the lamps, and went upstairs. He was
pleasantly sleepy now.

Passing the death-chamber, however, on his way to his

room, he thought he heard a sound and turned back. He
listened for a moment or two, and then, opening the door

very gently, he looked in.

A candle stood upon a table, and by the dim light of it he

saw the figure of his grandmother kneehng by the bed.

He withdrew himself at once, closing the door as noiselessly

as he had opened it. But at Christ's " Could ye not watch
with me one hour ? " the disciples in Gethsemane may have
felt as he felt at that moment. He went on to his room,
which was near-by, and did not begin to undress till a soft

sound or two in the silent house told him at length that the

dauntless but stricken old woman had gone to hers. He lay

awake then, thinking of his grandmother, and of the motion-

less form under the sheet. But in the morning he woke
thinking of Cora, who—though he must not think it yet—was
nearer to him, most surely nearer to him now, than she had
been.



CHAPTER X

HIS grandmother sent for him. The funeral was over.

The few relations there were to gather had gathered

and were gone. His stepfather, who, though he was not a

relation, had attended the funeral, was gone also. There

remained only his mother, who was going to stay on for

a few days at Herrickswood, and himself, who was going

back at the end of the week to London and his work.
" His work !

" his grandmother said.

He could always laugh at himself happily, and he laughed

then.

His grandmother observed, he hoped, that he did not say

Works.
** You'll think of your work as your Works before you've

done, for all that, I dare say," she said, and appealed to

the ceiHng. *' His work ! Pens, ink, and paper ! Well,

well. We shall see, I suppose, what you can do. Mean-

while, I sent for you to tell you what I suppose you know.

Your uncle's death will make a considerable difference to 3^ou."
*' Yes, Grandmother ?

"

" Yes, Christopher. I had thought a dozen times of

making you my heir in his lifetime—passing him over, I

mean. I've an idea that it was thought that I had—not

by you, I know, or your mother. Ollenshaw's an old servant

and a good, faithful soul, but she talks, and it's known
that I can do as I like. They've seen my provocation, and

seen, too, what was plain enough for everyone to see : that

I'm fond of you for all your dreamings and poesies and

artistries
"

("Don't be so hard on me. Grandmother Herrick"; inter-

polation by Christopher. *' Hang it all, I'm not as bad as that
!

"

*' Every bit, and be damned to you, my dear "
; counter-

interpolation by Christopher's grandmother.)
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" —your differentnesses from all that I've been accus-

tomed to. You are different—I see it, if I don't understand

it—of the stuff that dreamers are made of. But you're a

healthy young animal too somehow, and you're a Herrick

to look at, upstanding and clean-limbed and well-grown

and good enough to see ; and I've loved you from the day
you showed me you weren't afraid of me."

'' W'ff," said Christopher. He, if his grandmother was
not, was a little out of breath. He stood before her smihng,

his colour heightened. He put the backs of his hands to

his hot cheeks, and waited for her to proceed or to finish.

She looked at him well pleased. There was nothing self-

conscious in his action or bearing or attitude. He was
embarrassed—she wished to embarrass him !—but was stand-

ing what was almost a test. He did not flinch under her

onslaught.
" Men ought to be fighters," she said ;

" doers, not

dreamers."

Christopher thought men might do something with dreams.

He did not say so. He just waited.
" You are ' different,' " she said, insisting as an inquisitor

might insist. " Aren't you ? Answ^er me."
" I've never written a line of poetry in my Hfe," he said.

" But things are wonderful. Wonderful, if you see them."
" And you can see them—think you can, anyway ?

"

" They are wonderful," he said ;
" almost everything is."

She had to leave it at that ; left teasing him, and went
back to what she had been saying.

" Wliere was I ? Oh yes. Thought of passing him over.

Goodness knows he provoked me. But somehow I never did.

Probably because he dared to provoke me. So, though
you weren't before, you're next now for Herrickswood."

Christopher's heart, with Cora in it, gave a jump. She
was nearer. He had " known," of course, in a sense ; but
this putting into words seemed to crystallise into the solidity

of fact what had been at most a conjecture, and one which
he could hardly allow himself to form. He did not want
Herrickswood, did not covet it or its rent-roll, or actually

anything at all that he had not, but he could not hear what
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his grandmother had just told him without experiencing

excitement. The colour came more deeply into his face.

He would find Cora now, he knew—^was to find her. Per-

haps he would not even have to seek her. He would get

news of her by miracle if no other way.
" Thank you, Grandmother."
" Wait till I'm dead to do that."

Christopher hoped she would have to wait for her thanks

a long time.
*' I believe you there," she said, " or I shouldn't have

told you."

She kissed him, and he left her. Her lawyers, who were

waiting for her, spent the rest of the day with her. Two
days later, when the will which was drafted then had duly

been drawn up and signed, she spoke of the matter again.

This time it was to Christopher's mother.
*' I don't want any mystery about it. I shall tell people.

I don't want them talking and wondering, gauging chances,

naming this one and that, and making surmises. I don't

want distant relations and people who've no claim upon
me, and on whom I've no claim, paying court to me. I

choose it to be known, Anne, that I've made Christopher

my heir. This is his home now as often as he likes to come
to it. The servants will take orders from him when he's

here as from a son of the house. He can have his own rooms

and come and go as he likes. The oftener it is Come the

better I shall be pleased. When it's Go—though I shall be

wise enough, I hope, not to say so—I shall always be sorry."
" You're too good to him," said Anne, but she did not

think so really. She was only taking the change in her

son's prospects sensibly—with a sigh, all the same, for

the days when her son had been dependent on her. Trimmer
may have heard that sigh of hers sometimes ; no one else.

*' Not so much to him, when all's said, as to myself,"

said Christopher's grandmother. *' He's a good boy, or,

if he isn't, he's a mighty attractive one. Do you suppose I

shfould have forgiven anyone else his trade ? He's John
o' dreams when I meant him for a soldier. An * artist/

don't they call it ? when he was to have been a man. Not
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that he isn't that too. He's strong enough, and muscular

enough I grant you. Male enough, I allow. A male without

blemish, I've no doubt you think him. But writers, ' artists,'

seers ! I had my misgivings, I remember, when he was a

boy. You sat there and crocheted where you're sitting now
with your knitting. And I warned you."

Anne pulled gently at her wool ; unwound a yard or

two to go on with from the ball which lay at her feet. She

was knitting stockings for Christopher's stepfather—or for

Christopher ; she was not quite sure which. Their legs were

about the same length.
" He seems to be getting on," she said. " They're taking

his things. They write to him for them. Someone told

John the other day that his work is well thought of. I for-

get who, but someone who knows about these things. John
thinks he'll do something. He says he's clever."

" Of course he's clever," snapped Christopher's grand-

mother. " Isn't that what's the matter with him ? Isn't

that what I'm deploring ?
"

She whipped up an argument, set poor Anne defending

her son ; finished by laughing at her.

" Do you think I'm not proud of him, Anne Hemming ?

Do you think I'm not as proud of him as you are this

minute ?
"

She got up and went over to a writing-table, where she

opened a drawer.
" Come here."

Anne put down her work and went over to her, wondering

what she should see.

Half a dozen magazines lay before her. Anne knew them
well enough. Christopher's name figured in the table of the

contents of each of them.
" Do you think I'm not watching ? I dare say I haven't

all that he's written. These are what I've managed to

get hold of. I've read them, too, these contributions of

his, though I'm not a reader, as I needn't tell you. I don't

understand all of them, and I don't suppose I'm much of a

judge if I did ; but I'll say this : even I can see that the

boy's doing what he had to do. I've been rallying him on
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not being like the menkind I'm used to—on being what I

call * different.' He is different. Very well, then, do you
suppose, in my heart, I'd have him different from different ?

"

Anne said nothing for a moment. Her eyes were shining.

She, like Christopher before her, felt a little out of breath.
'' You're—^j^ou're " she began, and got no further.

" A wicked old woman to have made game of you ? You're

so easy to make game of, the pair of you. There, there won't

be so very much for him to come into (the Herrick men

—

not his father, of course—but the rest of the crew, the precious

stamp I've been accustomed to, saw to that !) ; still his

future, such as it is, is assured him, and he can follow a poor

trade with a light heart. There's a book on the stocks, I

understand. My grandson whom only yesterday, as it appears

to me, I saw sucking his thumb—^whom I gave pennies to

for holding his tongue, if he could, for five minutes ! A
book, if you please. A novel, I suppose. We'll see what
he makes of it."

" The dearest wicked old woman," said Christopher's mother.

He didn't make much of it ; was not ready for it,

perhaps ; or had set himself more than he could achieve.

The time came when the precious book was finished. The
time came, even, when, after many disappointments, the

precious volume found a publisher. But there, to all intents

and purposes, the matter ended. The blank walls he had
come up against had been too much for him ? He had never

razed them at all ? Never seen over them or made gaps

in them large enough to see through to the other side ?

Who shall say ? The thing halted ; was like a billiard ball

moving in the right direction but without " legs " enough

to fulfil the player's intention. Yet the book wasn't bad

—not a book, anyway, to be ashamed of. A review or two,

taking the trouble to see what the author aimed at, praised

it discriminatingly. The rest, praising faintly, damned it

effectually. It just fell fiat ; may have deserved to fall

flat. And so in this the first round, Christopher, upon whom
in other ways fortune was smiling so pleasantly, saw himself

knocked out rather badly.



CHAPTER XI

IT was late autumn when his uncle died, winter when
his book came out and died too, spring when one morn-

ing in Sloane Street Christopher came face to face with Cora

St. Jemison.

It might have been expected that in the two years in

which he had not seen her, her hold upon him, whatever its

nature, would have slackened. He had only seen her three

times, all told ; had exchanged words with her but upon
one of them ; could hardly be said to know her ; it needed

but the sight of her coming towards him in her white dress

to set him trembHng.

The miracle of the foggy morning was repeated. She was
some thirty yards from him, when, under his startled eyes,

she turned as before from an unknown figure—just a girl

at whom he chanced to be looking (Girl in a Street now for

Girl in a Room)—into the girl of all girls in the world, the

white lady of his dreams waking and sleeping. He held his

breath as they approached each other. Would she see

him ? Would she remember him ? Would she know him ?

She saw him. His concentration alone would have en-

sured that, and currents must have been playing upon her

from his eyes as from a battery. Impossible, if you were
even comparatively sensitive to influences, to have passed

anything so " electric " as was Christopher at that moment
without becoming aware of its presence and activity. Oh
yes ; she saw him. Did she remember ? He beheved she

remembered. Was she going to recognise him ?

He could not let her escape him.

He stopped her.

" You don't remember me," he said, wondering vaguely
what he should say next, how if she did not he should justify

his action. His thoughts, jumping the dinner-party, went
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back to Victoria Station. It was there rather than in May-
fair that they had really met.

She shook her head.
'' Ah, you don't !

" he said.

" On the contrary, I do. You took me down to dinner

at Mrs. Constaple's. Someone—sonieone else—was to have
taken me down. I remember quite well, you see. Your
name's Herrick, and you're not a descendant of the

poet."
" Did I tell you all that ?

"

" Not till I asked you. It was my name you wanted to

know."
" That's more than two years ago. I could hardly have

hoped you'd remember."
She laughed.
" Oh, I don't know," she said. " I remember things that

happened longer ago than that."

He looked at her slowly.
" I wonder if you do," he said.

He could not tell from her face. What was in his mind,

what he wondered whether hers held also, brought him
now to a halt. There was a moment when it seemed as if

he would find nothing more to say. If neither spoke, they

would have to separate, go their several ways ; and London
would swallow her up.

"I've so often wondered about you," he said, rather

desperately. '' Wondered where you were, I mean"—he

seemed under the dominion of a word !

—
" and whether I

should ever see you again."

It was she now who looked at him questioningly. But
she did not look surprised as she might have looked, nor

as if she resented what might—^if it had been differently

said—have seemed an impertinence. It was not an im-

pertinence.

She was alone. The day had come when girls were be-

ginning to be allowed to go about alone in the morning

;

yet, looking at her, Christopher felt that her beauty was
of a quality which must subject it and her to attention of a

kind not wholly desirable. She should, he felt, have had
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the protection of some sort of companionship. Even as

she talked to him he saw, with a pang of jealousy, that

glances were thrown at her—to her he could almost have

thought. What was it about her ? Something in the won-
derful whiteness of her skin ? In the redness of her lips ?

Something in the shape of the eyelids which were so often

lowered ?

His memory had played him no tricks. She was more
beautiful he saw—a sharp stab at his heart—than he had
thought her. Her beauty troubled him.

" We were living in London when I met you,'* she said.

" We had a house then. My father parted with it. I haven't

been in London for some time. I don't suppose I've spent

a month in London in the last couple of years."
" You've been abroad ?

"

" We're generally abroad somewhere. We've spent the

last two winters in Sicily. We have a villa near Palermo."

He could not ask her questions. Again a halt threatened.
" You didn't mind my speaking to you ?

"

" Why should I mind ? " She looked at him frankly.
" I've even been hearing your name lately—quite often just

lately."

He was afraid she was going to speak of his book.
" I'm staying with Mrs. Constaple. She's by way of

taking me out, as my father can't be bothered to go to things,

and—and there's nobody else. Mrs. Constaple's a friend

of Mrs. Herrick, and Mrs. Herrick's your grandmother, isn't

she ?
"

Christopher's face brightened.
" Of course," he said. " Of course. Mrs. Constaple knows

my grandmother. It was through her—my grandmother, I

mean—that I came to be asked to that dinner-party."
" I believe we used to know Mrs. Herrick too, once upon a

time. We've lost touch with most people."
*' She would remember," said Christopher.

He did not hear what was said in answer to that. A rail-

way van clattering by at the moment drowned the words.
" She might not care to," or " might not want to," was what
he believed she said. He fancied also that it was not wholly

s
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the noise of the van which prevented his hearing. She spoke,

he thought, under her breath.
" My grandmother never forgets her friends," he heard

himself saying.
" Oh, I was a child," she said, smiling. " It's years ago

—

an infant."

At the word " child " something stirred in Christopher's

mind. He had a momentary recollection of a strange even-

ing in which his mother and his other grandmother had part,

his aunts also, Laura and Catherine, the dead soldier, Trimmer
in her best dress and behaving oddly. Child. Something
connected with the word. He repeated it to himself. Child.

A child. The child. That was nearer. The Child, Habits

of ... ? Something like that. Customs of ? Ridiculous.

Yet Something of, surely. Custody of ! That was it. Out
of the dimness the whole sentence came back to him.

" If he dies (Mr. St. Jemison), I suppose she {Mrs, St. J.)

will have the Custody of the Child." Christopher was back
with the moment when he had first heard of Cora's existence.

So Mr. St. Jemison, who had been ill just then, had not

died—Christopher had wondered and forgotten to wonder
about that—and had kept the Custody of his daughter.

Someone else looked at the girl, who appeared not to see.

Christopher raged inwardly. A thought which suddenly

disturbed him was that just thus might he himself have

been supposed to look at her, on the day when the long look,

which had passed between them, had seemed to him to end
his search for ever.

He could not keep her standing on the pavement any
longer.

" May I walk with you to the end of the street ? " he

said.

He thought she hesitated.
'' I almost musst," he said.

She glanced at a clock which she could see from where

she was, before, with an inclination of her eyelids rather

than her head, she assented. They began to walk up the

street. There was not far to go. At the top of it he knew
he must leave her,
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"Please," he said, and she turned to him. Her smile met
his, and she slackened her pace.

" You said you remembered things just now—things that

happened longer ago than two years."
" We all do, surely."

" You were just speaking generally, then ? You had
nothing in mind—no particular incident."

" What sort of incident ?
"

" Tell me," he said, " had you ever seen me before ?

Before I met you at Mrs. Constaple's, I mean."
His eyes were on his glove which he was buttoning (and

unbuttoning too) as he spoke. He looked from it to the

other side of the road—not at her. It was as if he wanted
her to have a clear field. There was what seemed hke a long

pause.
" Yes," she said. Her voice was quite steady. " I had

seen you before."
" Where ?

"

He had lived too long with an idea to see the strangeness,

even the possible unfairness, of what he asked. So much
seemed (to him at least) to depend upon her answers. Again
he did not look at her as he put his question. Again there

was a long pause—measured by the tumult of emotions it

was able to contain for him. And again she answered him
steadily.

** I saw you at Victoria Station. I passed near you, and
you looked at me. I was with my father. You were talking

to a little girl. There was a lady in the carriage near you.

You didn't speak, but you seemed to say something to me
as I passed you."

Christopher swallowed dryly.
'' What did I say ? No, I didn't speak. What did I ap-

pear to say ?
"

But she shook her head.
" I can't tell you. You see, you didn't say anything. How

could you have said anything ? You didn't know me. Yet
you did seem to—to ask something. Could you have asked

me who I was ? For it seemed to me—it was all very strange

—that some sort of answer was called out of me. It was
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as if you did know me, and recognised me, and were asking

me if you weren't right in thinking so."

Christopher turned round and faced her.

" That's just what was happening. I thought, and I think,

that I did recognise you."

It was she now who faced him.
" But you'd never seen me before," she said.

He was silent.

" But had you ? " she asked him.

He looked at her without speaking.
*' Had you ? " she persisted. And he had to answer of

course that he had not.

" Then . . . ? " Her gesture completed her question.

They had reached the top of the street. There was a little

crowd about the spot where the omnibuses stop. People

jostling each other jostled them, as one of these turned the

corner of Knightsbridge. Before it had pulled up a cluster

of human beings was hanging on to the tail of it, Hke a

dropping cluster of swarming bees. A hurrying woman with

children pulling at her skirts reminded Christopher of the

pulled and pulling women, mothers, aunts, guardians, at

the Crystal Palace.
" I can't tell you here," he said. '* When can I see you

again ? You'll let me see you again ? I—I must see you
again."

It was a hazardous word to use, as hazardous nearly as

the " almost must " of a few minutes before. But she had
not shown any surprise at that, and she showed none now.

It was surely for his wanton torment that thereupon the

thought must needs come to him that she was used to being

spoken to in this way, accustomed to hearing people like

himself say that they must see her again, and expected no

less ? He could have wished the word unsaid. He was
jealous of he knew not whom—of everyone who saw her, he

supposed.
" Mrs. Constaple is at home on Sundaj^s," she said.

" She'll be very glad to see you. Will you come next

Sunday ?

"

He was ashamed of himself in a moment, and relieved
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unspeakably also. What then did he want ? Let him be

reasonable !

" Next Sunday," he said ; and she repeated " Next Sun-

day," as she held out her hand.

They separated. He watched her till he lost her in the

crowd. An impression^that he carried away was that she

hurried a little as if to make up for lost time, and that she

wanted the crowd to engulf her.

Happy and unhappy, unhappy and happy : just as before.

Happy to have seen her ; unhappy for something that the

sight of her did to him. Was it always to be so ?

He crossed Knightsbridge and turned into the park at

Albert Gate. He made, not for the Row, where, young as

the season was, people were walking and sitting watching the

riders, but, instead, for the paths skirting the Serpentine.

He wanted to collect himself, steady his nerves, give his

pulses time to get back to their normal beat. His temples

were throbbing.

A few people were walking beside the water. An elderly

woman of battered appearance was making her toilet on
one of the seats. She had taken off her bonnet and was
combing her wisps of grey hair, singing to herself in a thin,

cracked voice as she did so. Children with nurses in attend-

ance were saiHng their boats, and children without were
wetting their feet. There was the sound of the barking of

many dogs.

Christopher, walking rapidly, saw and heard without

consciousness of seeing or hearing. He passed the space

marked off for the morning and evening bathers, and threw
a thought without knowing that he did so to those intrepid

ones for whom the ice was broken in the winter. One of a

group of little boys standing round a glass jam-pot, in which
little fish were swimming, or already floating, asked him
the time, only to be met with an uncomprehending stare

He had gone on half a dozen yards when he realised that

someone had spoken to him.
" Yes ? " he said.

" Please will you tell me the right time ?
"
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" Oh. I don't know it,'* he said, speaking Hke one who

has been roused out of sleep and is even yet half asleep.

But he did know it, or had only to look at his watch to know
it. He drew his watch from his pocket almost as he spoke.

" Said 'e didn't know, and 'im with a gold watch and
chain ! Wool-gatherin'. Know what 'e is ? 'E's a wool-

gatherer."

Inwardly he was widely awake. He was living again

through the incident of the recent meeting, thinking of

what had been said and what had not been said ; marvelling,

now, that he had found it possible to say so much. What-
ever the outcome of the chance encounter—if it was chance,

if chance could be supposed to have anything to do with a

thing which seemed as if it must have been ordained since

the beginning of time !—their knowledge of each other had
that day made notable strides. Neither had been reticent.

Admission had been made for admission. Impossible that

she should not have perceived what lay behind his questions.

His heart leapt. That she should have remembered ! Nay,
that she should have guessed at his unspoken " Is it you ?

"

and even have supposed herself in some sort to be making
answer to it—to whatever it was that he was asking her !

Here was the marvel of all, here the real miracle. Here
also was proof surely, if proof were needed, that in his wildest

dreaming he had never been astray for a moment. He would
know his own when he should find it, and in turn be known
of it. That had been the sense and the substance of all

his dreams ; and it was true. He was justified now of his

dreaming.

He had passed under the bridge and had paused at the

more secluded end of the lake, where the barking of dogs

and the voices of the children reached him but faintly. It

was here that he came to himself. The first thing that he

perceived w^as that the sun, shining on the water before

him, had turned it from ornamental water in a London
park into a thing of enchantment. The second, that the

smell of spring was in the air, sweetening it, softening it,

giving it intoxicating properties for the senses of the lover.
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The third, that leaves were unfolding, buds opening, birds

singing their spring song from every tree and shrub. Chris-

topher, always able to see lovers, in a moment saw lovers.

Saw them, as at Greenwich, under the trees, when he turned

from the water and made for the broad avenues towards

Kensington Palace ; saw them walk close on the paths, or

wander side by side upon the grass. Once more—as on

each indeed of the times that he had seen her—the white

girl had done something to his eyes. He had never, he thought,

seen the Broad Walk look quite as it looked to-day ; nor

the shadows, the wide stretches of green, the blue veiled

distances. No wonder that on so golden a day the glades

should be peopled with lovers. Again he thought of Watteau,

Lancret, Fragonard, the painters of lovers and settings for

lovers.

But he wished that he had not seen the looks thrown

upon her by passers-by, and that he could rid himself of

the impression that, hurrying, as he believed she had hurried,

to make up for lost time, she had welcomed the crowd, which,

like a cloud, had received her out of his sight—had wished

it so to receive and to hide her.



CHAPTER XII

NOW began the fever in earnest. Christopher, unable

to work and unable to play, strained towards Sunday
as flowers in a dark place towards the light. He had not
much hope that the day would bring him any real satisfaction.

Mrs. Constaple's rooms would be full, he supposed, and
any opportunity for talk with her guest—such intimate

talk at least as he desired—would have to be snatched from
circumstances which could not, in the nature of things, be
expected to offer them freely. But on Sunday he would
see her, be in the same room with her, hear her voice. How
to bridge over the gulf from then to Sunday !

He paced the uneven floors of his rooms, while his manu-
script paper lay untouched upon his table, and his ink-bottle

was silent because there was no one to hear still small voices.

The wings had dropped from his pen. Pens, ink, paper

—

they were all now the poor things that his grandmother at

Herrickswood thought them ! They did not matter any more.

Nothing mattered but the consuming need that possessed

him.

Yet there were times when he took what he was neglecting

into his confidence, as there were times when he took the

very walls into his confidence too, the deep window-
sills, the old mouldings, the fire-back even, the friendly

hearth.
" Wait," he might have been saying to his deserted writing-

table, " Wait. I shall come back to you. I shall come back
to you with more use for you, for all this. I've failed you.

It's I who am faihng you, not you me, I know that ; but I

shall come back to you."

Yes, his eyes faihng on his poor book, his first-born and
still-born, it was he who had failed them. He had come by
them too easily ; had not been ready for them ; had done

264
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and was doing them grave injustice. But (again) let them
wait, and they would see ; Would see what this neglect of

them would have done for them ; What she—the disturber

of his peace of mind—would be found to have done for them.

One of these days. One of these fine days. . . .

Not in words, of course, any of this : just Christopher, a

long, broad-shouldered figure in a tweed suit, his hands in

his pockets and his throat rather bare, looking at things on
a table at which he ought to have been sitting.

To the walls and the mouldings and the deep window-sills

the words he did not say were quite different. He asked

them how he was to bear it. (This, while he was still

" happy.") How was he to bear her beauty, and what her

beauty did to him ?

" You," to the walls and the mouldings—" you, old as you
are, never saw anyone like her. Oh, you've seen in your day.

I know that. But you haven't seen her."

He would wake in the night to stretch out his arms to her.

Cora, come to me. Come to me now. And he would sit up
in the darkness to listen for an answer. Cora, can't you hear

me ? Can't you ? I should hear you if you called. If you
called me from the other side of the world I should hear you.

Try me. Call me. Say my name. Say it ever so low. I shall

hear it.

But he did not hear it. He heard, instead, the stealthy

movements, or the frank scamperings of mice behind the

wainscot ; their gnawings ; their occasional squeakings.

There was a " singing " mouse amongst them, which some-

times would be there, sometimes not. He had often heard it

in his rooms, or in other parts of the house ; under floors,

behind woodwork or plaster. As a good sleeper—asleep from
the moment, almost literally, that his head touched the pillow

to that when he was called in the morning—he had seldom
heard its cliirpings and twitterings in the night itself ; but,

in the nights that divided him from the first day of the next

week, he grew familiar with the curious little sound, and
would listen for it. It took its place, together with noises

from the street and the river, the booming of Big Ben at

intervals, and the striking of other clocks near and far, in
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the patchwork of night-sounds which were the accompani-

ment to his silent calHngs.

Or he would get up, and, slipping on a coat or a dressing-

gown, go into the next room to one of the windows, and look

out and breathe deeply. He would kneel on the wide sill

and rest his arms on the frame of the window, the upper half

of which was open, and rest his chin on his wrists, and so

stay motionless. Or he would open the lower half, and,

drawing his feet under him, coil himself up on the sill, and

deliver himself so to the soothing influences of the night

and the airs of the night.

He could see the river. Sometimes a barge would go by
even in the darkness—a moving patch of blackness with a

light ; or river police would be abroad upon some errand.

Unexpected lights would shake out their long ribands in

the water. The ribands from permanent lights were steadier

—tongues licking deeply into the shining obscurity. If

dawn had come when he looked out, he would see the gulls. . .

.

It was a Monday when he had met Cora St. Jemison

in Sloane Street. He had six nights and five days to get

through before the day came which should give him sight

of her and speech with her again. He might, of course, see

her before that. What more likely, now that he knew her

to be in London ? He did, indeed, catch a glimpse of her,

one afternoon, driving with her hostess, and that day

—

Thursday—was the red-letter day of those that made up
the rest of that week. The carriage passed him in Bond
Street ; just at the corner of Bruton Street. Her face was
turned from him and towards Mrs. Constaple, who was
talking. His heart stood still for a moment. But she did

not see him. It was a pain, and a relief to him also, that she

did not see him. He stood still, like his heart, and looked

after the carriage.

But this was the only time that he saw her, and, for some-

thing that he could not have explained, he rather avoided

than frequented the parts of the town in which he might

have expected to come across her. Such chance glimpses

of her took too much out of him ? He could hardly say that,
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since he held that particular Thursday (and the corner of

Bruton Street !) hallowed. Discounted the pleasure of Sunday
to which he was looking so ardently ? Something of that

sort. Sunday had been appointed. To Sunday then.

Presently things would change. The posts now w^ere

beginning to bring him the invitations which at that time

of year fell to him, as to most of the other young men of

decent birth and respectable appearance, from—as it seemed

—the skies. His grandmother, long as it was now since she

had gone out or entertained in London, had never lost

touch with her friends. To her, in the first instance, it may be

guessed, was the presence of his name on the lists of ball-

givers ascribable. He welcomed now each card as he took

it from its envelope. At some of the houses to which he

was bidden, for functions which mostly proclaimed them-

selves Small or Very Small, he must meet a girl whom Mrs.

Constaple was taking out. There was Easter to come be-

fore the season actually began, but that was less than a

fortnight off now, and in a very short time the gaieties would

be in full swing. Then he might hope to encounter her often.

Then he might take to haunting the spots where it was to be

expected that she would be found : the Park in its hours ;

Ranelagh and Hurlingham in theirs ; the opera, the ball-

rooms. Meanwhile to Sunday. . . .

Saturday night came. By that time sleep had returned to

his eyes. He slept through the whole of it. Came Sunday
morning ; came Sunday afternoon ; came the moment when
in the wake of the butler he crossed the stone hall, ascended

the wide, gentle stairs, and was shown into Mrs. Constaple's

drawing-room.

Mrs. Constaple, rising from her place near a tea-table,

and gathering up an armful of little dogs from her lap, wel-

comed him cheerfully.

" Very glad to see you," she said, and pulled at her hus-

band's sleeve, just as she had pulled at it on the occasion of

the dinner-party. " Mr. Herrick, my dear. You remember
Mr. Herrick. We were talking of your grandmother at lunch.

So sad about poor Stephen. You were with her. Well,
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afterwards, anyway. A great comfort to her, I know. Sit

down by me here, and let me give you some tea."

The rooms seemed to be full of people—men for the most

part—the usual Sunday roomful of visitors. Cora St. Jemison

was not amongst them, Christopher thought for a moment.
But, the next, he had seen her, and seen that she saw him.

She was at the far side of the room. She was sitting exactly

where she had sat when he had been hurried across to her

to be introduced to her and take her down to dinner.

Mr. Constaple talked of Mrs. Herrick, and said almost

precisely what he had said before, or repeated what had
been said to him. Christopher waited for " Engages her

own keepers, they tell me," and it came ; with " Marvellous !

"

to follow.

"She must be—let me see But we won't go into

that."

He said this too.

Christopher listened to all with as much attention as he

could contrive. He was acutely conscious of the group at the

other side of the room. He was not wishing to join it, but

hoping that presently it might disperse. He knew, without

seeing, that Miss St. Jemison, having seen him, did not

look again in his direction. He waited now for his hostess

to speak of her, and she did.

" Told me she had met you," she said, when the name
he was waiting for came round at length. " My own girl

married last year, you know—Geraldine, you remember
Geraldine ?

"

Christopher had not heard that her daughter was married.

That, then, was how she came to be taking out someone
else's. He remembered Geraldine, whom he was to have
taken in to dinner.

Mrs. Constaple patted her dogs.
" Rather dears," she said, " ain't they ? I meant to

have given myself a rest this year, but, after all, perhaps

it's just as well that I can't. No, this one has the best head "

—

we may suppose Christopher to have been saying all the

right things
—

" and look at his sweet little nose. Did you
ever see anything so appeahng ? What was I telHng you ?
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Oh, to be sure. Now I shall have to go to things, and I dare say

if I hadn't, I should only have got lazy ; stuck at home,
you know, and worn tea-gowns and lost my figure. Yes,

my angels, you shall have your biscuits."
'

It was the dogs after that for five minutes.
" Besides," she said then, as if there had been no inter-

ruption, " I was sorry for her."

Christopher winced.
*^ And besides—that's enough, preciouses not any more

—

if I'm not greatly mistaken she's going to do me credit, and
be rather a success. You've no idea how much she seems to

be admired."

Christopher, arresting a glance in her direction, feared

that he had.

But the moment came. Mrs. Constaple, having decided

that the dogs had had enough biscuits, must needs straight-

way present one more to the angel with the best head and the

sweet little nose. The other two angels, perhaps, were

jealous ? Be this as it may, in an instant three little angels

were at each other's sweet little throats, and hell (" to scale ")

was let loose on the hearthrug. When the tumult, the shrillest

if the smallest imaginable, was over, and the commotion,
which was wholly disproportionate, had subsided, and
three laps for one held the three little fighters, the distribution

of the people in the room was changed, as the groupings

of colours are changed at the turning of a kaleidoscope.

Christopher was then to be found sitting by Cora St. Jemison,

whose lap held one of the little animals, upon a distant sofa.

He had manoeuvred for this, of course, but, with a glow for

the pain at his heart, he knew that, if she had not helped him,

she must at least have acquiesced in his endeavour.
'' I want to go back to what we were talking of on Monday,"

he said.

He was extraordinarily happy as he sat down beside her.

All that he had thought of and dreamed of seemed as if it

must be coming true. She did not answer him at once.
'' I never want to go back," she said, then. " I want to

go on."
" Oh, I want to go on," Christopher said. " That's why
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I want to go back—that we may go straight on from where
we were then."

** Where were we then ?
"

" At Victoria Station."

She was wearing a black dress, which emphasised the

exquisite fairness of her skin. Her hands, the beautiful

hands which he had noticed before, lay in her lap beside the

little dog.
" Well ? " she said gently.
" I'm—I'm waiting for leave to go on,"

They were almost isolated where they were. A grand

piano, cumbered with ornaments, drapery, photographs,

flowers—the piano of a thousand unmusical drawing-rooms

—

divided them from the others. The backs of the frames which

held the photographs were towards them. He knew exactly

what the photographs themselves would be : two or three

signed Hkenesses of minor royalties ; a celebrity or so ; a

singer, perhaps, who had sung at Mrs. Constaple's concerts ;

Geraldine in her drawing-room dress ; her mother in hers ;

an " enlargement " on porcelain in colour—^probably Mr.

Constaple's mother.

Under what he was saying, under what he was thinking,

Christopher, grateful for the screen which these things

afforded him, was conscious of feeling that, nonetheless,

they should all have been cleared away. In imagination

he saw the piano standing free.

And all the time he saw the lovely quiet hands on the

black dress, and felt the smart which their loveliness caused

him. He wanted to hide his face in them.
" You don't say anything," he said at last.

" Oh yes, I do," she said quickly. '* But I don't know
quite what to say—^what you expect me or want me to say.

I think I have said a good deal. I did the other day. If

I haven't told you to say what is in your mind, I haven't

told you not to. Perhaps it would be better if I did tell you
not to."

" No," he said ;
" don't do that."

*' Then, of course, I want to know. I shouldn't be a

woman if I didn't want to know, for instance, what you
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meant the other day when you said, ' That's just what was
happening/ Do you remember saying that ? How could

you recognise me if you had never seen me before ?
"

" I think I have been looking for you most of my life."

" But you told me you hadn't seen me till that day !

"

" Looking for someone, then."

She shook her head in token that she did not understand.

How should she ? He did not understand, himself. But
he knew that what he was telling her was true.

'* But me ? " she asked,
" You—if it turned out to be you."

She looked at him contemplatively. He was leaning

forward, his hands clasped round one knee, his eyes on her

face. He had himself well in control.

" No. I'm quite sure I don't understand," she said then.
" But I want to," she added a moment later. " I'm trying to.

I even think I could."

"I'm sure you could," said Christopher. " Understanding

comes into it. I've been looking for someone whom—well,

whom I should know when I met—^whom I should recognise

as the person I was looking for."

It must have sounded all rather involved—an argument
indeed in a circle. He did not even make grammar of it.

" That was to be the sign—your knowing ?
"

He did not answer her in words. He looked at her steadily.

" And you thought you recognised this person in me ?
"

" I did recognise this person in you."

He said that so low that she hardly heard it, but she did

hear it. Neither said anything then for a moment or two.

Christopher did not shift his position. She did not even move
her hands. He wondered what she would think if she knew
how the sight of them affected him.

** Before I met you I was looking for you, and since—I've

done nothing else. Where were you going that day when
I saw you starting for somewhere from Victoria ?

"

" Marienbad, probably. We generally go there at that

time of year. No. I remember. We went to Wiesbaden that

summer."
" I went there !

" said Christopher,
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So they talked. Outside were the Constaples and their

visitors. A door was opened, and new-comers were an-

nounced and came in. But they settled down. Someone

got up to go. But even he went. No one had come over yet

to disturb the two sheltered by the photographs and the piano.

Such luck could not last. Presently someone would get up

who would want to bid Miss St. Jemison good-bye. Or some-

one who wanted to talk to her would intrude himself upon

them. So far she herself had shown no inclination to move.
" Then you did know about Wiesbaden ?

"

" No. That's just it. I went to heaps of places. I didn't

know where to begin. Think." He smiled gravely. *' The

whole of Europe was before me to choose from—the whole

world, for that matter. But there were Hkely places. Hom-
burg seemed one of them. Wiesbaden another. I tried

Trouville too.

" Do you really mean," she said, " that you really went

about ?
"

Christopher thought of the long-suffering Harringay as

he nodded.

But now came the interruption. Mrs. Constaple was seen

bearing down on them. She wanted her third little angel

to show to Lady Somebody, in tow, who had little angels of

her own ; and Christopher (in parenthesis) was introduced

to Lady Somebody, who remembered (also in parenthesis)

that she had known his father and mother in India, and for

five minutes all was dogs and India. By the time Christopher,

who was given the angel with the second-best head to hold,

had disentangled himself, someone else had taken his place

on the sofa.

He waited for a minute or two on the chance of getting

back to it, but in vain. What he had looked forward to so

fervently all the week was over.

He went to say good-bye to Mrs. Constaple.

One solace was vouchsafed him.
** You must dine with us one night and do a play.

Tuesday ?
"

Her husband reminded her that she was dining out on

Tuesday.
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" Wednesday, then. No, not Wednesday. Perhaps it

would be better to write. Yes, I'll write to j^ou. Have I

your address ? Cloisters Street, Westminster, number three.

I'll put it down."

Would she remember it ? He could hardly count on her

memory, he told himself. Well, he would take the precaution

of leaving a card in the hall as he went out. But he wished

he could have seen her write down his address then and there.

" Good-bye, and always on Sundays, and very often about

tea-time any other day. Remember me to your grandmother

if you should be writing to her."

" And me " (the cordialest Constaples !).
" Greatest admira-

tion for your grandmother. Always had. Not many of her

school left."

Christopher went over to say good-bye to Miss St. Jemison.

She rose and came towards him a little, leaving the usurper

of his place on the sofa.

" I suppose I've said odd things to you to-day," he said, as

he put out his hand. '' I—^want to thank you for letting me
say them."

He did not know what to do with his evening. The singing

mouse sang in the small hours that night, and he heard it,

with the teUing of the hours themselves by Big Ben.
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USELESS to try to work. He went back to his walking.

Chelsea always called to him when he was restless,

and he went to Chelsea three times. He would make for

the Embankment, and pace it from end to end. Chelsea

held the river. Westminster held it too, but Chelsea more
intimately. He would lean upon the wall and look . . .

When the tide was low, as it was upon two of these

occasions, and the stony foreshore above the mud was to

be seen, with tiny waves breaking on it, he would succeed

in feeling he was near the sea. A boy or two, paddling,

lifting the larger stones even, as if little crabs might be

found under them, once helped the illusion. He wanted the

sea.

Or he would stand and look at the old church and its

monuments, and, for some easily traceable association

of ideas connecting tombs with urns, weeping willows,

and a picture worked in silk, think of Charlotte and

Werther.

For the second time in his life he felt lonely ; had the

sense of giving and of always having to give—always being

doomed to give—more than he received or would ever receive.

Yet he had plenty of friends, if it was companionship that

he needed ; and if love, loving even as he did—never, that is,

knowing what it was to be wholly out of love at any period

—

it is doubtful whether (in bulk, at any rate, if one may
speak so of love !) he was not offered or given more than

he gave. Hearts that he never dreamed of were sore

for Christopher.

He saw the days slip by : Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,

watching the posts. Each time that he came in he scanned

the letters that lay on the hall table, for a letter, or looked

2,74
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to see Mrs. Rommage with a telegram in an anxious hand.

His mother wanted him to go home for Easter, and Easter

was creeping upon him. Here was Wednesday, the middle

of the week, and he had not let her know whether or not

to expect him ; Thursday ; hope died within him. His

address, it was plain, was forgotten, or the tentative invita-

tion, if not he himself, and so all three. He packed his bag

and went down to Datdiet.

Fatima, a tall girl now, with soft romantic eyes and a

thick orderly pigtail, met him at the station in the governess

cart, and with the fat pony which even her timid mother

could drive. She, therefore, as having the first opportunity,

was the first to see that something preoccupied or disturbed

him. Time was when she would have flung *' Your White
Girl, I suppose," in his teeth, and waited snorting to get

to grips with him. Now, her outlook changing, she wanted
to be the Understanding Sister, the Consoler, the unselfish

Confidante. " Tell me your troubles," was what she wanted
to say ;

*' pour your sorrows into my ear. / shall understand.

/ shall sympathise. Don't be afraid. Tell me everything."

What she did say was : "I suppose Datchet looks very

small after London," with, "Still the peacefulness of the

country might be a great help to one, I should think, if one

felt one wanted help," just to show him that she was there, so

to speak, if he should be disposed to open his heart to

her.

There was something about him : gloom, absence of mind,

nerves on edge. The ordinary cheerfulness of the holiday-

maker who comes home, of the welcomed arrival evenj

seemed an effort to keep up.

Anne saw it next, and saw it at once. As she kissed him
and received his kiss she knew that his heart or his thoughts

were roving. His stepfather saw nothing and said ''Non-

sense," later, to his wife's half-spoken question. Trimmer,

by Saturday, had observed to her mistress that Master

Christopher, or Mr. Christopher as, of course, she should say,

did not seem quite Himself.

It was Christopher's mother then who said " Nonsense."
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Well, Good Friday—except, as Fatima said, for the Buns

—

is not a cheerful day. It might have been that.

The only clue was the " No more posts, I suppose," which

escaped him after breakfast that morning, and did not,

needless to say, escape his mother.

It was a letter then. But she continued to observe him.

His appetite was poor. He played with his food rather than

ate it. He might have been a High Churchman fasting.

Anne, despite her theory, couldn't see that in absolute

silence.

" I thought you liked mutton cutlets."

This at luncheon, after seeing him eat nothing to speak

of at dinner the night before, and nothing to speak of at

breakfast.
" So I do."
" Then, my dear boy And you ate no salt fish either."

Christopher said that she would not wish to see him grow
fat. Even Ancebel had seen the error of fatness.

" Salt fish wouldn't make you grow fat. Cutlets wouldn't

make you grow fat."

She made a sign that the cutlets should be handed to him
again. But Christopher shook his head to them.

He behaved little better at dinner, though he was careful

to make a pretence of helping himself to most of the dishes

which were offered to him. He had " food to eat that they

knew not of " ? Anne was dimly conscious of some such

conviction at one period of his boyhood. It was bitter food

then, and certainly it could not be nourishing.

So passed Good Friday and Saturday. With Sunday
came a change. If it was a letter that he wanted, Easter

Sunday's post must have brought it. He came down looking

radiant.

He had got his letter. Before he had opened it, one of

three which, in Mrs. Rommage's anxious scrawl, had been

redirected to him from Cloisters Street, he knew that he

had got it at last. But more, far more than this. For (and

it is here that we have Christopher !) in the handwriting

in which, under his landlady's wavering erasures, it had
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in the first instance been addressed, he had recognised, if

you please, the handwriting of one whose handwriting he

had never yet seen. That he had not seen what he recognised

mattered nothing, we may be sure, to Christopher, who
was particularly good at such recognisings ! The " Chris-

topher Herrick " which stood, and the " 3 Cloisters Street
"

which had been crossed out, were written, he decided

—

could have been written !—by no one but Cora St. Jemison.

He broke the seal confidently, and was not mistaken.

He was bidden to dinner the following Wednesday. Mrs.

Constaple, Cora wrote, had mislaid his address. She, Cora,

had just found it in the Httle dogs' basket—chewed, but

decipherable—and wrote, for her hostess, to explain, and to

hope that Wednesday would find him free.

So once more he had something to live for—a day towards

which to press, and all was well. It was as if he had been

given the freedom of the house. The invitation was not so

much an invitation to dinner on a particular night, as an

authority, without which he felt he could not have gone there

again. Without it, one invitation acting and reacting upon

another, the " Come agains " and " Come soons " of the

Constaples' farewell to him, would, he felt, have availed him

nothing. He could not have risked the appearance of wishing

to remind them of something which had been forgotten. Well,

neither it nor he had been forgotten at all ! The scatter-

brained lady—unless it was his card which her little dogs

had chewed—must even have committed his address to paper.

Blessings upon her ; blessings for cursings. And in the end

as at the beginning, it was by the hand of Cora St. Jemison

that this good knowledge all came to him.

So, on many counts upon that Easter morning he went his

way rejoicing, a letter in a pocket over his heart. All through

church, to which he went with the rest of his family, he was

conscious of its presence there. He pressed it to him when he

knelt, and during the sermon folded his arms in such a way
that he could feel it with his hand.

For the rest'of his stay he was seen to be in his usual health

and spirits. He rode with his stepfather or Ancebel, walked
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or drove with his mother, found time to sit sometimes in the

workroom with Trimmer (making her sewing smell, as she

said, of smoke !), and was happy.

But Anne, confirmed in her conjectures, was vaguely

troubled. A sentence once spoken by Mrs. Herrick rang

persistently in her ears :
" He'll be falling in love one of these

days, and then he'll have you by the " Well, what the

sentence rang in! Anne was not sure that ** the throat"

would not have finished the dreadful prophecy more aptly.



CHAPTER XIV

HE went back to London, then, leaving his mother
reassured on the score of his health, but just a little

bit uncomfortable, and just a Httle bit hurt too. Why she

should have felt hurt she would not have found it easy

to say. The time had come long since when, in common
with every mother, she had had to realise that she did not,

and could not, know the whole of the life of her son. He
had had a separate existence since the day he had thoughts

to put into words. It was his stepfather who had helped

her, somehow, to understand him. But she wished he could

have told her, as she was left to guess, that someone had
come, or seemed likely to come, into his life—that she could

have heard from his lips no more than she had seen with

her eyes : no more, that is, than that if he was happy he

had been unhappy ; and he might have trusted her not even

to ask why. For her vague sense of anxiety—uncomfort-

ableness—she had no particular reason to give herself.

Christopher left in the morning. She saw him off at the

station. And then, for discipline as much as exercise

—

partly even to combat the feehngs described—she walked
in to Windsor, where there was always some shopping to

be done. As she crossed the iron bridge midway, she too

looked at the river for solace. The water that she looked

at would in time flow through London, towards which
Christopher also at that moment was travelling. It would
flow through Westminster even, within sight of some of the

windows of Cloisters Street.

At the thought she leaned towards it.

Who is she, Christopher, who is going to take you from
me ? Ah, you think she won't take you from me, but she

will. I know her, whoever she is, and what is in her heart.

She'll love you, I don't doubt. Set your mind at rest about
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that. But you'll never be to her what you've been to me.

How could you be, when you're part of me, flesh of my
flesh ? Your father gave you to me. Don't think I've for-

gotten him. There isn't a day even now that I forget. . . .

The thought trailed away. She came back to it upon
another.

But don't think from this that I don't love John Hemming.
You gave me John Hemming, do you know that ? They
both understand. Your father does if he knows, and he

does know, I'm sure ; and John knows—oh, John knows,

my dear good John. Your father gave me a male child into

my arms. . . .

The pause on the bridge took meaning. She leant closer

to the iron, closer to the water. So may the Blessed Damozel
have leaned upon the gold bar of Heaven.

And you love her, Christopher, whoever she may be.

You love her more than all of us. For her sake you'll leave

" all gladly. The great mystery, Christopher :
" For this

cause shall a man leave his father and mother "...

Not in words was Anne's heart outpouring itself—cer-

tainly not in these. Her spirit, like Christopher's to the

walls of his room, unburdened itself silently. A woman
stands on a bridge and looks down at the flowing stream.

Tell me. Tell me yourself. Don't let me hear it from

others. Tell me what you can. Tell me when you can. Only

tell me.

Silence, more silence. The thoughts come at intervals,

like the sentences spoken from the Table at the Sacrament

of the Lord's Supper.

A cart was to be seen along the road, and a little further

on an old man afoot. Both were coming in her direction.

She became conscious of their approach. In another mo-
ment she must move.

Oh, Christopher, my son, my first-born . . .

But that, if it, too, was unvoiced, was a cry ; and tears

gathered in Anne's eyes.
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The cart was quite near now. She took out her handker-

chief and dried her eyes. She turned quickly to the river

and addressed it once more. She was sending her message :

" Tell him," she said, this time forming words with her

lips, and even speaking them under her breath, " tell him
that from my heart I wish him the wish of his heart. If

it's good for him, though it shall pierce mine, I wish him the

wish of his heart."

The impulse was satisfied. She continued her way. To
the cart and the old man, when they passed her, she was
just a lady walking to Windsor, and stopping on the bridge

as she crossed it to look at the view.

Christopher, shown into Mrs. Constaple's drawing-room

that evening, found it empty. He had been asked for seven,

as seats had been taken for a play, and had hoped by good

fortune to find himself the first to arrive. He had an idea

that Mr. Constaple would not be of the party, that Mrs.

Constaple could not fail to be late, and that the odds were

against the punctuality of anyone else who might be ex-

pected. In these circumstances it might happen that he

would have a word with Miss St. Jemison alone.

Things fell out as he hoped. The door had hardly closed

behind the servant when it was opened again, and Cora

St. Jemison came in.

Even now he could not meet her without a tremor. She

came towards him in her white dress.

Thus beautifully did the evening begin. After sundown
the spring days grew chilly, and a fire was burning cheer-

fully in the grate. They shook hands and went towards

the hearth, where they stood presently, each with an arm
against the mantelpiece.

She had been with her father for Easter, she told him

—

at Brighton. And he, what had he been doing with himself ?

He began to tell her.

As he spoke of his mother, he tried to see the two together,

and found suddenly that he could not. One or other receded

in his attempt. This was strange, for he could always call
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up the image of his mother in his mind's eye—always !

Now, looking at Cora, he could not. He looked away and
could see her—visualise her at once ; looked back and she

was gone. Or, looking away he could visualise the girl

in her white dress, see her to minutest detail, and then

(blotting out her image, however !) see his mother. The
two together he could not see.

Something came over the moment to cloud it.

She must have seen, for he saw her looking at him ques-

tioningly.

He shook his head as if she had put her question into

words.
" You looked as if you saw ghosts."

At the sound of her voice the cloud, if it was a cloud,

dispersed. Cora St. Jemison had that in her speaking voice

which always made people ask if she sang. Christopher,

hearing it, remembered how that he had wanted to ask her

this the first time he heard her speak, and wanted to ask

it now.
" I don't see ghosts. I'm not the kind. I—I was thinking

that when you were there you prevented one's seeing anyone."

He may have known that he could say these things with-

out impertinence.
" But if there was no one else to see ? " she said, smiling.

" You were seeing ghosts, you see."

" Perhaps I was trying to," said Christopher.

She appeared to think this over for a moment, but in the

end dismissed it.

" You were telHng me what you were doing," she reminded

him presently.

There was so little to tell. If he had told her what he

had really been doing he must have said, " Marking time.

Kicking my heels. Waiting for this moment."

Without many words he gave a sufficiently recognisable

impression of the quiet life in the Buckinghamshire village.

He thought her eyes softened at the picture which he cer-

tainly did not draw, but which she may have made for

herself. The house always affected him, and he may have

conveyed something to her of its mellow charm.
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" I like the deep window-sills," she said.

" I've window-sills in my rooms here in London."

So they left Datchet and came up to Westminster.
" How did you manage to find them ?

"

He told her of Mr. Jellicoe's Mrs. Rommage.
" I'd been looking, though."
" For window-sills ?

"

" For window-sills and other things. I knew the sort of

rooms that I wanted. But I wasn't sure that they existed."

" You knew them when you saw them ?
"

" Yes. One knows the outside of them in Hogarth's

pictures—the inside too. Oh, and in Rowlandson's later.

In Cruikshank's, even. The sort of windows that a jug is

emptied out of on to somebody's head."
" You fling up the window-sash," she said, and he saw

with delight that she was with him.
" And there's a beadle somewhere below, and a woman

with a basket of fish
"

She caught the idea at once, threw it back to him. They

played with it like children with a ball.

'* And the fish are plaice and have faces Uke people."
*' And everything's going on at the same time. People

going to church, and to the Beggar's Opera ..."
" And Shows—Fat Women ..."
" Someone being shaved in the street ..."
*' A dog stealing a bone ..."
" A platform giving way ; crashing down . .

."

" People playing cards underneath."

They paused breathless.
** I know your rooms," she said, smiling.

" That's the outside of them."
" The inside is—lawyers bringing somebody something to

Sign . . .

" Or bailiffs taking possession ..."
" No ; they are too comfortable and orderly for that

—

all except your writing-table. There's a fine frenzy there.

I do know your rooms, Mr. Herrick."
" Oh," Christopher was saying inwardly, " it is You. I

knew it was You. I knew."
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Cora herself at that moment may not have been sure but
that he was right. Her eyes were shining, an5rway. She
looked even a Httle excited. However this may be, she was
thinking probably that she had accounted for his " recog-

nisings." He had "recognised" her, as he might be said

to have recognised his rooms when he saw them. It must
have been plain to her that he made pictures of everything.

Mrs. Constaple's entrance now broke in upon them. But
Christopher felt that the fates had been generous, and that,

for the time being, they had given as much as he could

reasonably have expected or hoped. He turned cheerfully

to his hostess who came in trailing a scarf, and putting

on the gloves which, in another minute or two, she would
have to take off.

" I can only hope you'll all forgive me," she began, and
stopped as she saw that the room held only the pair by the

fire. She gave Christopher her hand and welcomed him.
" But the others ? Really, it's too bad of Reggie. There's

no excuse for him. There's less still for me, I know. But I

am here and he isn't." She turned to Cora. " And Geraldine

and Charhe. Really ! I said seven punctually, and it's a

quarter-past, and we shall have to go without our coffee,

which she knows I hate doing. Really ! Really ! Really !

"

Christopher, ardent playgoer as he was, cared little if

they should be late for the play that night.
" My husband asked me to make his excuses—did Miss

St. Jemison tell you ?—a political dinner. Don't let me
forget the tickets, Cora. They're on the mantelpiece there."

She looked at the clock. " Really ! Really !

"

Cora stood still, smiling ; and Mrs. Constaple, after one

or two more " Really ! Reallys !
" calmed down and came

to anchor beside her. Then the door opened once more
and the delinquents were announced in a bunch.

Geraldine, kissing her mother, said it was Charlie ; and
Charlie on the other side said it was Geraldine. " Reggie

"

—the Mr. Heccadon, Christopher saw, of the memorable
dinner-party, said it was the Ridiculous Hour.

*' Well, don't blame me if the fish is a cinder and we miss
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the first act. These two good, patient people," she looked

at Cora and Christopher, " have saved you your scoldings."

Christopher waited for her " Now let me see," and it

came ; but he was watching two people shake hands.
" Charlie, will you take—no, that won't do. Yes ; will

you take Miss St. Jemison? Reggie and I separate, I re-

member, to keep you and Geraldine apart. Mr. Herrick,

will you take my daughter ? Come, Reggie. ..."
They made their way to the dining-room. It had been

too much to hope, Christopher supposed, that he should

find himself next Miss St. Jemison.

He sat between *' Geraldine " (whose surname he now
discovered from the slip of paper in front of her plate was
Harringay !) and his hostess. Miss St. Jemison, on the

other side of the table, had Mr. Heccadon at right angles to

her on her right, and her hostess's son-in-law, Mr. Harringay,

on her left.

For Christopher the rest of the evening was a failure.

His happiness, it seemed, had reached high-water mark in

the good quarter-of-an-hour, which ordinarily is the bad
quarter-of-an-hour, before dinner. He talked to Mrs. Har-
ringay and learned that his Harringay—the Harringay of

the wanderings and of Chateau So-and-So memory—was
a distant cousin of Charlie's over there. He talked to his

hostess of he knew not what, and joined in the conversation

when it was general. But all the time, though he managed
to keep his eyes from her, he was conscious of no one but

Cora—or, more accurately (since of one other at the table

he was acutely conscious), of no one but in relation to her.

Geraldine's husband, he perceived, was still too lately married,

and too much in love with his wife, to have eyes for any-

one else. The two, indeed, exchanged glances of affection

and mutual understanding all through dinner. But the

man whom Mrs. Constaple addressed and spoke of as Reggie,

and whom Christopher for some reason or other had not

forgotten, kept the one girl of the party engaged in a con-

versation which Christopher, itching to hear, tried vainly

not to listen to. Something in his manner displeased Chris-
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topher. An assumption of proprietorship ? Too much to

say that. Something of the sort, however. If so, it was the

distant cousin of his friend Harringay who should have

resented it, for he and not Mr. Heccadon—nor Christopher

either, for that matter !—had taken her down to dinner.

Harringay's distant cousin talked contentedly to his mother-

in-law, and looked at his wife.

Cora St. Jemison's voice reached Christopher from time

to time, and her soft laugh. She seemed interested and

amused. He could not help knowing this. What had he,

then, to object to ?

But he did object ; he did inwardly, and presently—albeit,

still inwardly—furiously object to something to which Cora

St. Jemison herself, it was apparent, did not. He could not

define what it was that he so strenuously resented. It

was upon her account rather than his own that he resented

it—whatever it might be. The feelings aroused in him
were akin to those which he had experienced, when he saw

the looks which were turned upon her in the street. It

was as if these looks were incarnate in the man at the end

of the table, who leant so perpetually towards her as he spoke.

Need he have so leant towards her ? . . .

And Cora did not mind. She could smile into his face

and drop her voice when he dropped his. He had good

looks of a kind. He was justified, Christopher saw, in being

clean shaven, and had strong-looking white teeth. Christo-

pher wondered now how he could ever have thought him
negligible.

Mrs. Harringay was speaking.

She was the sort of person who is always surprised to

find the world small, and, for the second time, as if she narrated

some marvellous occurrence, she was saying :

" So it was you that Charhe's cousin went abroad with."

Yes, Christopher repeated ; it was he. As well talk of

one thing as another.
" I was doing my in-law visits when I met him. Quite

one of the nicest of my new relations. He must have men-

tioned your name, but I never thought of connecting it

with you. Of course, I'd only met you once, but I'd often
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hear4 of you. Didn't he tell me he'd been abroad with

you before ? Oh yes. It was you who rushed him round

Germany or somewhere, and wouldn't let him stay any-

where. He wanted to stay at Homburg."
" Who wouldn't let who stay at Homburg ?

"

It was the husband chipping in from the other side of the

table.

" Mr. Herrick—your cousin Philip."

" That's years ago," said Christopher.
" He remembers it still. You took him to place after

place and wouldn't let him stay in any of them."

Cora St. Jemison looked over at him. Was it possible

that she was not so unconscious of him as she seemed ?

For a moment the weight lifted ; but her neighbour, who
had paused in what he was saying to follow her eyes with

his own across the table, and had decided apparently that

there was nothing there to detain them, turned back to her

at once, and again absorbed her attention. Mrs. Constaple's

excellent dinner was as ashes in the mouth of one of her

guests.

After dinner all was haste. The men had hardly lighted

their cigarettes before the carriages were at the door, and
the butler came in to announce them. Mrs. Constaple was
heard on the stairs at the same moment.

Harringay cousin of Harringay, the decanters round
him, said that there was no hurry and that they would
finish their wine, or their cigarettes, or their coffee, as the

case might be, and, in the same breath, that perhaps they

had better be moving. The contents of a glass or a cup

were gulped down, and a move was made for hats and coats.

Mrs. Constaple stood at the foot of the stairs drinking her

coffee. She had forgotten the tickets and a footman was
despatched for them. Geraldine came down putting her

cloak about her. Then Cora.

The Harringays had their own carriage, a coupe, and
were sent off in it, and may be thought of as holding hands
in it from Grosvenor Street to the Strand. Mr. Heccadon,

it seemed, had a private hansom—the conveyance just

then of the male idle rich— and, for Christopher,
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there was a hideous moment in which his suggestion that

he should take Miss St. Jemison was allowed to be played

with more or less seriously.

"Do as you like," Mrs. Constaple said. " In these chang-

ing times—I learnt this long ago from Geraldine—I'm not

competent to give an opinion."

Mr. Heccadon grinned, waiting.
" Still, if you ask me, my dear

"

Cora may have seen Christopher's face. She shook her

head with a soft laugh and followed her hostess.

" Then we must be content to put up with each other,"

said Mr. Heccadon, turning to Christopher with a smile.

It was only one more ill which the horrible evening was
doing him. Gall and wormwood to Christopher to accept

anything from this man, but he had no excuse for refusing
;

so with as good a grace as was possible in the circumstances,

he took the offered seat. It soothed him in some sort to

think that the invitation, which might have been worded
more happily, could scarcely have been worded more
aptly.

" At least we can smoke," Mr. Heccadon said, holding

out his cigarette-case ; and Christopher had at any rate the

opportunity of politely refusing something.
" Worst of women, they fuss so. Why not have let us

finish our dinner comfortably and be late ? Haven't I met

you before, there ?
"

Christopher, wondering whether he remembered, said that

he had dined with Mrs. Constaple once before.

If there was any reserve in his tone Mr. Heccadon did

not appear to observe it. He smoked in ruminative silence

for a minute or two and then chuckled.
" That was funny, wasn't it ?

"

" What was ?
"

" Oh, about the lift, you know. Coming with me, I mean.

Not coming, you know."

Christopher's muscles were all taut. He was as far into

his corner as it was possible for a person of his size to get.

" Ever seen her mother ?
"

He took Christopher's inarticulate answer for No.
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" There was a woman if you like—is still, if you make
some insignificant allowances for Anno Domini ! I'm forty.

I remember her, well, what shall we say ?—well, quite a

good many years back, anyway. She was fair. Women
used to have golden hair, as it was called, in the seventies.

That's gone out, of course, now, and last time I saw her

—

that was a couple of years ago, in Paris—hers was the usual

red-brown. You know—the autumn colour. Most appro-

priate really. But, by Jove, there was nothing else of autumn
about her. Nothing of the sere and yellow leaf about her

—

or the sere and yellow tooth, either, which is generally what
that amounts to. She has a figure like a girl's and a mouth
like a child's. Yes, by Jove, she was and she is a pretty

woman."
Christopher, his nerves ajar, prayed that this summing

up might close the subject. Yet under his jarred nerves,

under the discomfort which the mention of Cora St. Jemison's

mother must inevitably cause him, he was conscious of

feeling a sort of romantic interest in what he was being

told. Even now, sometimes, he could remember her clearly

as she had looked when she knelt beside him in the dust

of the Champs de Foire at Boulogne. Chords of memory
had been touched at the allusion to her hair. The " pity

of unpitied human things " stirred in him. He remem-
bered her shining hair—the golden (" as it was called ")

hair of the chignoned seventies, and again felt that he hated

the man beside him. Something in the way that he spoke

of her seemed an insult even to one who had forfeited the

right to respect.

" Eh ? " he said.

" I didn't say anything," said Christopher.

They were crossing Piccadilly Circus. The lights of it,

which, as Lights of London, generally gave Christopher

pleasure, struck him as hard and pitiless. For radiance

he saw only a glare which showed him ugly things. He
thought of his rooms and wished he was in them. He had
little hope now that the evening, which had begun so happily,

had anything but disappointment in store for him.

One more shock he had when, in Trafalgar Square, Hecca-

u
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don said suddenly out of another of his ruminative silences :

" Quite another type. Quite different. One sees these

changings—throws-back, or whatever you call them."

This time it was Christopher who said, Eh ? or What ?

" The daughter, you know. Quite different in appear-

ance. All women are the same inside, one knows that, but

the outward unlikeness here is remarkable. She's got some-

thing, too, that her mother never had, for all her beauty.

Something that French women have oftener than English.

Have you noticed ? A subtlety ! A mystery ! But I can't

give a name to it. Perhaps you can help me."
No, Christopher had not noticed, could not help him.

He had difficulty in controUing the voice which said this.

The strain of keeping silence was nearly intolerable—seemed

suddenly wholly intolerable. He must get out. He could

not sit still and hear any more. He must get out, or he

could not answer for what he might do. He wanted to take

the man by the throat, or strike him across the mouth.

How dare he take Miss St. Jemison's name on his lips ?

How dare he savour her, as it were, on his tongue ; com-

pare, gauge, appraise her ? How dare he invite Christopher

to discuss her with him ?

Almost involuntarily he raised one hand towards the trap,

knocking his hat against the cushion at the back as he did

so ; he saw the other on the door in front of him rather

than was conscious of placing it there.

At Christopher's movement Mr. Heccadon, who seemed

perfectly unaware of his offence, looked at him enquiringly.
" Anything the matter ? " he said.

It gave Christopher time to recollect himself. A common
row ? Was that what he had been on the point of precipi-

tating ? A vulgar quarrel ? Two men start out together

from a dinner-party for a theatre, and arrive separately at

the place where the others await them ! Not to be thought

of. He brought the half-raised hand to his hat, as if it had
been some jolt and not his own impulsive act which had
jerked that out of place, and, as the hansom swung round

into the Strand, affected to steady himself with the other.

He was wise enough to let his action answer for itself.
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** Your man drives fast," he said. " We shan't be so very

late."

They were bound for the Gaiety. They got there without

further incident.

This time, Christopher believed that he might have sat

next to Cora. He stood back and let Heccadon take the

vacant seat beside her. The horrible evening would drag

itself out to its end.



CHAPTER XV

SINCE the worst that was said of him afterwards was that

he talked to you and thought of something else at the

same time (it was Geraldine who said this), it may be supposed

that he acquitted himself fairly well. He smoked a cigarette

with Harringay's distant cousin between the acts, and talked

of the play and of Harringay. He kept out of the way of Mr.

Heccadon, and of Miss St. Jemison. He put Mrs. Constaple's

cloak about her shoulders when all was over, and picked

up her fan for her, and her handkerchief, and the case of her

opera-glasses. He it was who went out to find her footman

for her, and to watch for his reappearance with the carriage,

though, the Harringays having had the good luck to chance

at once on their bridal coup6, that left Mr. Heccadon the

freer to talk to Miss St. Jemison. From the steps Christopher

saw him so talking to her. He was spared and he spared

himself nothing.

The rehef came, and the unbearable pain with it, when he

found himself alone.

He crossed the Strand and went down to the Embankment.
Again came relief as he left the noise and the turmoil behind

him ; and again, as if the cessation of them gave it fuller

scope, the unbearable pain.

What was this pain ? What had he done to deserve it ?

No pain that he had ever endured was like this. His heart

was aching as if it had been beaten. He stood still for a

moment or two, breathing hard.

Poor Christopher, who saw what was not there, heard the

unbearable, and now suffered what was not to be suffered !

He had some dim inkling of how things were with him, but

took no comfort from such vague perception. He only knew
that, whereas he had been happy, he was at that moment
as unhappy a being as would be found in all London.

292
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It was jealousy was it, this pain ? Not wholly. Honestly,

not wholly. The Cora who had met him, laughed with him,

seen eye to eye with him, in the few minutes that she had been

alone with him before dinner, had receded to inaccessible

distances in the hours that followed. Something which had
b?en established between them then had crumbled under his

eyes. She seemed two people. The Cora who had said that

she knew his rooms was a different being from the Cora who
had laughed into the eyes of her neighbour at dinner, and
who had dallied with his suggestion that she should drive

with him to the theatre. Even now Christopher felt sick,

as with a sort of retrospective apprehension, at the thought

of the potentiaHties of that drive. Could she not see what this

man was ? Could she not read what women were to him ?

What he thought of women ? That she could like him was
unthinkable ; and he could see that she did Hke him.

He went over to the other side of the road and looked

stupidly at the water.
" What shall I do ? " he said to himself. " What am I to

do?"
He became conscious of someone beside him who begged

from him, and he gave an impatient answer, not knowing
what he said. The beggar, a girl, shuffled away into the

darkness. A moment later he called to her.

"I'm unhappy too," he said to her, as he gave her a coin.

" Un'appy—you ?
"

He koked at her gravely.
" No, sir, don't laugh at me."

She had a husky voice ; a pretty little shabby face. She

was like a bruised flower.

"I'm not laughing at you."

She peered at him from under her dingy hat, uncertain what
to make of him.

" WeU, I was 'appy meself once—on'y I didn't know I was.

It's my belief we never do know."
She gave a little husky laugh. She looked at the coin in her

palm, and saw that it was not the penny she had thought it.

She closed her fist upon it quickly.
" Whatch un'appy for ?

"
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He was not going to tell her that.

The girl took a long look at him. Something that was
wistful, and in an odd sort of way motherly, too, came into

her little pinched face of the gutter.
" Look 'ere. She don't mean it," she said in her strange

little washed-out voice. " Not if she's any good, she don't

mean it. She don't know when she's well off, that's all.

Got you, and don't know if she wants you ; is that it ? Got
the kind sort—oh my Gawd !—and don't know what that

means. 'Ere." She pushed her hat back and showed a scar

on her forehead. " See that ? And 'ere." She pulled up
the thin sleeve and showed another on the thin arm. " That's

the other sort. I know what I'm talkin' about. I've 'ad

to know."

. Christopher, in turn, was looking at her ; he had looked

at her before ; really looking at her this time.
" Are you a witch ? " he said.

" Witch !
" She was a-spike in a moment. " Who are

y' callin' names ? Witch ! 'Ow old d' y' think I am ?
"

" Twenty-three ?
"

" Well, that's just what I am," she said, molHfied. " Least,

I'm twenty-four. What d' y' mean, witch ?
"

He did not explain.

She looked at the scar on her arm again, and went back to

what had been in her mind.
" Tell her. Make her know. Make her know without

'avin' to know for 'erself. We're fools—girls are, all of us

—

yes, rich as well as poor. Don't know what we want any of

us. Made hke that, I believe. Can't 'elp ourselves. So don't

believe it, sir. She don't mean it. If she's any good she

don't mean it." Her eyes swept over him again, as they had
swept over him when she spoke the words before, and the same
look came into them. '' If she does mean it—don't be angry,

sir—you take it from me, she's no good. And if she's no good

—you take this from me too, sir—you go away. You
clear. You "—she gave a common little gesture

—
" you

clear."

She moved off then with a quick shufHe, and paused. She

came back holding out her palm.
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" Did you know what you was givin' me ? " she said

shamefacedly.

He had not known. Ashamed of his impatience, he had
taken from his pocket the first coin that came to his hand.

He smiled without speaking.

She nodded her thanks.
" It's a bed for a week," she said ; and put it to her mouth

—

but not to bite it.

He was better after that. The pain came back and came
back, rising always like a wave and sweeping over him, en-

gulfing him ; but it was not the unbearable pain of those first

few moments, and each time that it ebbed, it left him a little

less in reach of its fiercest onslaught. As he walked home-
wards under the stars, the peaceful influences of the night

began to soothe him. He could think more calmly of the

evening which had left him so wounded and angry and sore.

Poor little drab who had comforted him ! When the

reckoning came, who knew that this that she had done would
be forgotten to her ? Poor Httle helpless thing who had
helped him. . . .

Looking back, he felt in his need that he could even have
"told" her. No suffering, he learnt in that moment, goes

or can go for nothing. Out of suffering grows what is best

in the weakest of us.

He peered into the darkness to see if she might have
followed him. He retraced his steps almost to where she

had appeared to him. But she was nowhere to be seen.

He had not let her know what she had done for him ; had
not even thanked her.

Big Ben was striking twelve as he turned into Cloisters

Street. The thick, deep notes rang out slowly. He counted

them to the twelfth. The day to which he had looked forward

so earnestly was over.

Cloisters Street—his end of it, anyway—was never quite

dark, for a street lamp stood opposite to number three.

Christopher looked at the gentle old house, the beautiful fan-

light over the door, the fiat white windows. Yes, in terms
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of Hogarth and Rowlandson one aspect of it was to be ex-

pressed accurately enough. There were the sashes you
flung up to empty your jug (or other vessel) on to the heads

of roysterers below. There, in the mellow brick walls, was
the dignified eighteenth-century background for the un-

dignified businesses and follies of the streets. But though

they might lend themselves to the broad humours of a

coarser age, these were old walls, with critical faculties, pre-

dilections, prejudices, sympathies. They had accepted

him because he loved them, and they had seemed to have

accepted Cora. It was difficult just then to think of

Cora as understanding them, if she could tolerate—could

tolerate . . .

It was jealousy then !

Yes, he was sick with jealousy ; made unjust with jealousy ;

made even ridiculous by jealousy.

The pain was back with him again. A very tidal-wave

of pain, this. It submerged him ; left him half drowned ;

choking ; fighting for breath. The little drab on the Em-
bankment could not succour him while the waters poured

over his head ; Cloisters Street could not ; nor the message

of the stars.

He took his key blindly from a pocket, and let himself into

the house.

A fortnight went by. Christopher walked it. He did,

and attempted to do, no work. Some day, he supposed,

what was in him, what he felt to have in him, would be

released. But this was not yet. He was offered commissions

which he did not accept. He offended a person or two.

He was said to neglect opportunities. A rumour of this

reached his stepfather, who did not tell his mother. He came
to see him, however, and actually found him.

Christopher, unUke most young men with fathers or step-

fathers, was never shy with the husband of his mother. It

was strange how the two understood each other.

John Hemming, who could not have written a line to save

his Hfe, seemed to know by instinct what went to the writing

of lines.
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" Getting on, old boy ?
"

" Not a bit."

" That's all right. Wait for it."

Christopher was waiting, but was not sure that he was

waiting for It.

" How's Mother ?
"

" Waiting for you. When are you coming down to us

again ?
"

" Not yet, Father John."

John Hemming settled himself more comfortably in one of

Christopher's comfortable chairs.

" Come down and dine one night."
" No, John. Not just now."
" What is it, old boy ?

"

" It isn't anything. That's what's the matter with it.

It isn't anything."
" And you thought it was."

Christopher nodded.
" And you can't work."
" Or play."
" Everything else hangs on to it."

" Everything."

John Hemming lay back in his chair. He watched the

smoke which twirled upwards, a twisting riband, from his

cigarette.

" Nothing that I can do for you ? " he said at last.

" Nothing that anyone can."

He went to the window and looked out.

" There's nothing to do anything about," he said presently,

without turning.

His stepfather contemplated his back—the muscular

slimness, the way the head was set on the shoulders. Chris-

topher had none of the ughnesses of the brain-worker—of the

artist even. Even in love, as he undoubtedly was, he was
still a healthy young animal. John Hemming's thought was
not unlike that of the poor little drab when she said, " Got

you, and don't know if she wants you !
" He, too, at the

thought, could have called Heaven to witness.

Christopher, upon his part, was thinking that his step-
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father was a good sort. Who-else would not have been

asking him questions, or if not asking him questions, pointing

out that he was not asking or going to ask him questions ?

He was only behaving as he always behaved, and that was
splendidly.

There was a long pause.
" Mind, I don't know yet," Christopher said suddenly out

of the silence.

It was as if the thing struck him as he gave it voice.

He did not know that he had cause for what he was feeling.

It might conceivably be, that, with the injustice which he

could believe himself to be doing to the man he disliked,

he was doing Cora an injustice also. At least she was un-

heard.

John Hemming did not stay long. He had his train to

catch. He did not say a word to Christopher about what it

was that had sent him. He always held that Christopher,

whatever he did or did not do, would ultimately be all right.

Then what had he come for ? No. Though he had known
that probably no more would be said than had been said, he

was not in any doubt as to why he had come ; nor was
he dissatisfied with the result of his visit. He remembered
things which he had certainly not said to Christopher's

mother, and which, none the less certainly, had been con-

veyed to her. He remembered things to make which clear

to him she had not needed words. His marriage to her had
largely been the outcome of such charged silences. He
did not need Christopher's " You are a good sort, John, upon
my soul you are," to tell him that he had helped him. There

are moments, he knew this, when someone—a friend, that is

—

has only to be " there."

He had risen, and he put out his hand.
" No, if you'll wait a second while I change my coat I'll

come with you to Waterloo."

Christopher dived into the next room. When he came
back, pulling down his sleeves and settling his collar, John
Hemming was standing in a patch of sunlight near one of the

walls, running his finger along the hnes of the panelling.
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" What is it about them ?
"

" The walls ?
"

" Yes."
" The Datchet house has it too."
" I know. But I feel it even more here. It isn't only the

paneUing, though it's that partly. A Dickensy feeUng.

Sentiment. Friendliness. Rooms like these must help you,

Christopher. They do, don't they ?
"

" All the time," said Christopher.

Yes, it was wonderful what John Hemming knew. So

much more than you could possibly have expected from

anyone so thoroughly normal and sane. The thought that

hung on to this, if he had realised it, was one of wonder that

anyone should ever have let him go ! His mother had
wondered to amazement ; wondered more and more in the

passing of the years. Trimmer even, humbly—as knowing
her place—^had wondered too.

They crossed Westminster Bridge and threaded their way
through the noisier traffic of the south side of the river to the

station. At the entrance Christopher said, " Shall I come
down with you now and dine to-night ?

"

" Why not ? " said his stepfather.

Anne never knew what she owed the pleasure of that sur-

prise visit to.

John looked into the schoolroom (which had been the

nurseiy), where she was sitting with Ancebel and her

governess, doing work for an impending bazaar.
" Brought a man back to dinner," he said.

Anne hoped there was enough fish.

" Your precious Christopher," said John Hemming, with

a wink at Fatima.

Well, he hadn't, it seemed, come to break anything to her

—

which was Anne's first dreadful thought. All through dinner,

which was a very cheerful meal, she was afraid that afterwards

she would be told something which her husband probably

knew already. But the evening, like the dinner, passed cheer-

fully and without event.
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" What did he come down for ? " she asked her husband

afterwards.
" Nothing. He just came down."
" You went to see him."
" I was at the Stores. I just went to see him."
" All the same," she said, " he's not really himself. He

wasn't at Easter, and he isn't now."
" Oh yes, he is," said John Hemming.

The evening was quite a happy one to Christopher. John,

somehow, like the friendly rooms, had helped him. He
went to bed in a happier frame of mind than he had known
for days, and slept excellently. For the dull weight to which he

awoke every morning, he was conscious of a feeling of pleasant

anticipation.

Amongst his letters was a letter. He grew dizzy for a

moment at the sight of it, and then opened it with trembling

fingers. It was very short.
" Why don't you come and see us ? " wrote Cora St.

Jemison. " We know you are busy " (did they ?)
" but think

you might spare time to see if we are still alive. Sundays

always, as you know, but this week we shall be in on Thursday
also."

" Mightn't it be better that I should not ?" Christopher

wrote after long thought.
" Come," wrote Cora, " and tell me why."



CHAPTER XVI

IT was now that Christopher began to be conscious of

an acceleration in the movement of his affairs. A
certain breathlessness pervaded them. Things seemed
suddenly to be moving towards something. It was as if,

for the very reason that they had stood still, or appeared

to stand still for so long, they now moved the faster.

There were two days, when he got Cora's second letter,

between him and the day which she had named in her first.

For the wish that he had to see the sea he spent one of them
at Hastings, and filled his lungs with pleasant salt airs.

Nothing happened there. He lunched upon sandwiches and
fruit on the beach, and looked at the waves and breathed

deeply. The tide was coming in. Little odd memories of

other incomings of the tide stirred in him, that was all.

Things seen, and things only heard of or read about, were

indistinguishable in the vague stirring of these. But as

he looked he became conscious again of such stored impres-

sions, and of the resultant teemings of his active mind—of

the press too of something waiting to be released. He had
not just then, as his deserted writing-table in Cloisters

Street could bear witness, an idea worth committing to

paper. But everything that he had ever seen or felt, with

uncountable branchings, and ramifications, and offshoots,

seemed imprisoned in him and to clamour to be let free.

The sight and the Smell of the sea intensified the feehng.

It would be a hand which was not his that would do the

releasing, and the releasing would take place soon.

Something, meanwhile, of calm had settled down upon him
since John Hemming's visit and the evening that he had
spent at home. The two together, renewing his hope, seemed
as if they, in some way, must have brought about the coming
even of the letter which was to bring him into touch once

301
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more with the house from which he had been keeping away.
In reahty, of course, all they had done was, by distracting

his attention from his distemper, to enable him once more
to look ahead, and so forget his misgivings.

The day by the sea—the day with the sea, one might
almost say, for the sea was his friend—still further soothed

him. The sun was hot enough to allow him to He on the

beach. He surrendered himself to the pleasant influences

of the peaceful afternoon. Presently he went into the town
and had tea, and after tea he came back. The day drew
to its close. He dined in the town and again he came back.

He saw night fall and the stars come out. He watched
the mysteries of the night deepen as clouds came up from
the south. There was no moon. There were lights in the

distance which seemed to breathe in the darkness. The
stars themselves seemed to breathe. . . .

He stayed till the last moment, and then, refreshed and
renewed, came back to London.

Mrs. Constaple was out, he was told the next day, when
he presented himself in Grosvenor Street ; but Miss St.

Jemison was at home. Christopher was shown, not into

the great drawing-room, but into a smaller, more intimate

room on the ground floor.

Here he found Cora surrounded by three or four people

whom, if he was to see her alone, he foresaw that he would

have to outstay.

She it was, this time, who rose from beside a tea-table to

receive him.
" My little party to-day," she said. " Mrs. Constaple

was to have come to it but she had to go out. Do you know
Mrs. Heccadon ?—Mr. Herrick. And Miss Pentreath ?

"

He knew Miss Pentreath and shook hands with her. " Mr.

Pargitur, Mr. Herrick. M. de Parencourt."

They settled down. Christopher thought he was going

to hate it. But he did not hate it. Mrs. Heccadon—some

connection, he supposed, of the Mr. Heccadon whom he had

met at dinner—was of a type, it is true, which, just then

establishing itself, did not appeal to him. There was a
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challenge somehow in her odd clothes and odd appearance,

and Christopher thought to himself how sure he was that

he didn't admire her—till the moment when she went to

the piano. She was transformed then from a jaded rag

of a woman into a thing of ardent beauty.

The people who would be singing the Indian Love Lyrics,

when their day should come along, or " Melisande in the

Wood," were singing the " Creole Love Song " then for the
" Garden of Sleep "

; and she sang the " Creole Love Song."

Her voice was small but extraordinarily sweet, with a curious

little husky quality too, which made Christopher think of

the little drab on the Embankment. Cora hung over her

after she had sung. In spirit they all hung over her.

" Now the ' Lorelei.'
"

She looked at Cora, whose hand was on her shoulder, and
smiled. She had a curious smile.

Sentiment ruled the hour, but that seemed exactly right.

They drew round with their cigarettes.

* ^/cA weiss nicht was soil es bedeuten

Das ich so traurig bin. . .
."

The sweet husky voice was heart-breaking.

It seemed exactly right.

The room was exactly right, Christopher saw—not over-

loaded like the big drawing-room upstairs. The grand

piano, standing clear as an island, occupied one side of it,

and with a writing-table and a bookcase constituted all

the heavier furniture. If, as he guessed, the room had been

Geraldine's and had now been apportioned to Cora, he was
sure that for the attainment of its present simplicity, Cora

must have done considerable discarding.
" Now the * Asra.' May we ? If you aren't tired ? You

aren't, are you ?
"

'' If you're not."

Miss Pentreath, who knew no German, asked for the song

in EngHsh.

Mr. Pargitur objected. The words were Heine's. It was
Rubinstein's setting, wasn't it, of Heine's poem ?

Mrs. Heccadon nodded.
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" All the same " said Miss Pentreath.
" Yes, all the same " said Cora.

So Mrs. Heccadon sang the song in English, which may
have been quite wrong, but which, like Miss St. Jemison's
choice of her songs, and like the room itself, seemed exactly

right.

Again the sweet husky voice took up its burden.

" Daily went the wondrous lovely

Sultan's daughter^ at the cooling

Hour of evening^ to thefountain

^

Where the waters white were plashing.

** Daily ^ at the hour of evenings
Stood theyo7ing slave at the fountain
Where the waters white were plashing.

Daily grew he pale andpaler.

"And one evening came the princess

And these sudden words addressed him '.

* Thou must tell me what thy name is.

And thy country and thy kindred.*

^* And the slave replied, ^ My name is

Mahomet ; I camefrom Yemen,
And my race is of the Asras
Who, whene'er they love, must perish.'

"

Yes, as she sang it, it seemed exactly right—even though,

as Mr. Pargitur, the purist, must needs point out, the " won-

drous lovely Sultan's daughter " should certainly have

read '' Sultan's wondrous lovely daughter." And though,

when they made her sing it again, she sang it, as it should

be sung, in the original German, it still seemed to have been

exactly right in English.

Silence fell on the party for a few moments after that.

Then six young people—Mrs. Heccadon despite her wasted

air was young, and the others were all younger—discussed

the song and its words.
*' It was dreadful his dying," Miss Pentreath held. " She

ought to have saved him."
" You forget," said Mr. Pargitur. " She was a Lovely

Sultan's daughter, and he was a slave."

" Nothing could have saved him."

It was Cora who said this.

" But eef she lofe 'eem
"
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Monsieur de Parencourt.
** She did love him."

Cora again, and they all looked at her.

" Of course she loved him. That was why she spoke to

him. That was why she asked him his name. Above all,

that was why she wanted to know—well, just about him.

Everything about him : his country and his kindred. It's

all in that. Of course she loved him."

(Oh, it is you, Christopher thought to himself once more

—

inwardly aglow as he heard.)
" Then eef she lofe 'eem

"

" Didn't she ?
"

She looked round for support, and paused at Christopher.

But Christopher wasn't sure.

" He had to die, of course. It was the only way of teUing

her that he loved her. But he did that gladly, I believe.

So it wasn't really dreadful."

It was as easy, he was thinking, to see her as the princess,

as to see himself as her slave.

And then Mrs. Heccadon gave another rendering of the

story altogether.

" No, she didn't care. She was a Sultan's daughter.

A Lovely Sultan's daughter, as Mr. Pargitur points out.

She liked being a Lovely Sultan's daughter, but more, even,

she liked being a Sultan's Lovely Daughter. She lived

deliciously, like the bad women in the Bible. She was accus-

tomed to being loved. She made people love her. If they
didn't, she looked at them, and then they did. She looked
at them from under her sleepy eyelids, which weren't really

sleepy. She didn't sleep. She was too busy making men
love her to sleep."

" Oh, Margot !

"

The protest came from Miss Pentreath. Cora made none.
" She was. It's truth I'm telling you. All men had to

love her. Even slaves. She wanted the love of every man
in the world. She had no use for it, only a need of it, and
she got it—got it always."

Cora was listening intently. She was smiling now.
" And he ? The slave ?

"



3o6 CHRISTOPHER
" She got his too. She only went to the fountain because

he stood there. She was the woman whom all men do love."
" And did he die ? " someone asked.
" He made the poem, and that lived."

It fell to Pargitur to point out what was obvious : that

the poem was made of him—a very different thing ; and
to Miss Pentreath, who said she did not understand, to say

further, " Besides, I thought it was Heine who made the

poem."
Mrs. Heccadon was not to be trammelled by such acci-

dentals as logic and fact.

" Nobody ever did or was anything yet who had not

been mortally hurt. He was a slave and she turned him
into a poet, or a poem, whichever you like. Heine imagined

him because Heine knew. Every artist who has ever lived

knows—every artist. His race is * of the Asras who whene'er

they love must perish.*
"

Christopher looked at her curiously. This was the merest

drawing-room talk. In a way she was making up what
she said as she went along. She had sometimes seemed

under the dominion of one idea or set of ideas, sometimes

of another. She was tilting at someone, but not all through

at the same person. He could have believed that she had

two people in mind for the Sultan's daughter, only one for

the slave. There was a thought, however, however she

might have entangled it, mnning through what she said,

and upon this, as if she perceived its presence and saw a

use for it, she had seized. All artistic achievement was

arrived at, and only arrived at, at the cost of suffering.

She might safely say that, and she said it.

" I do want to know if he died," said Miss Pentreath
—

" the

lave, I mean, not Heine."
" What does it matter ? " Mrs. Heccadon said. " A man

doesn't always die the day he's killed."

She rose from the piano as she spoke, and became once

more a rag of a woman of rather debased type.

" How did you like her ? " Cora asked Christopher when
the others had gone.
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He had outstayed them all. The two other men had
shown signs of a reluctance to go, or of a reluctance to

leave him behind them. But he had not moved. He had
meant from the first to outstay them, and he did. His

dread now was that the door would open and Mrs. Constaple

would come in. The door had opened once, but it was
only to admit the footmen, who had cleared away the tea.

They also were gone, and Cora and he were alone.

He said the patent thing : that she was wonderful when
she sang.

*' She's wonderful always," Cora said. " But you're

quite right. She's an angel when she sings."

Christopher, in the precious moments, didn't want to talk

of Mrs. Heccadon. Yet he felt constrained to talk of her.

The strange, beautiful, husky voice seemed still to Hnger in

the room.
" She said, * A man doesn't always die the day he's

killed,' " he said. " What did she mean ?
"

" Shall I tell you ? He's a beast and she adores him.

Anyone would. He's that sort. But it took him—a man
like him and a passion like hers—to make her wonderful

little singing what it is. For it is wonderful. She hasn't

a voice to speak of, and she has no particular method, and
she's as hoarse as a raven, and her singing in its small way
is divine. He's done that for her. Hopelessness has done

that for her. It's killed her and made her articulate."

It was Mrs. Heccadon that Christopher was angry with

for the things in that little speech, which, in spite of himself,

made him wince. She had no right, he was thinking, to

speak, as it was plain that she must have spoken, to a girl.

Cora was looking at the piano, as if she could still see

Mrs. Heccadon's long slim hands on the keys. She gave an

odd little soft laugh.
" If it is that, he's almost justified, isn't he ?

"

" Why do you hurt me like this ? " Christopher broke out

suddenly.
" Hurt you ?

"

She was genuinely surprised. There was no pretence about

the look of enquiry which she turned on him.
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*' Yes, hurt me. You did, the other night, and you're

hurting me now. No, you don't know why you're doing

it now—in what way, I mean. I see that. But you knew,

the other night, and it didn't stop you."
'' Was that why you kept away ?

"

"Of course it was why I kept aw^ay. Do you think it

was easy ?
"

'' I don't know what I think," she said with a Httle hesita-

tion. " Except—except that you're talking very strangely."

Christopher felt penitent at once.

" I suppose I am. I suppose I have from the very first.

I suppose
"

He broke off.

She looked to see why.
" That wasn't Heccadon ? " he said. " That wasn't her

husband ?
"

" Of course that was Mr. Heccadon. Of course that was
her husband. Why shouldn't Reggie Heccadon be her

husband ?
"

There was a long pause.
" More even than I knew," he was thinking.

The oddest string of Buts was in his mind. " But I didn't

know he was married," alternated with, " But he dines out

without her." '* But he made love to you "—a difficult But,

this, even to put into the thought which hardly needs words.
" But you let him "

; a more difficult still.
'' But Mrs.

Constaple asks him without her," and " But she calls him
Reggie as if she liked him," were in some sort variants of

one thought. " But you kissed her," summed up all these

Buts. " But you kissed her "
: all these Buts put together !

The pause let her see something of what he was thinking.

She picked out the most obvious of his protests and dealt

with it.

'* She won't dine out with him if she can help it. Most

people know that now."

That did not seem to make it any better—did not even

sound to make it better. Cora may have felt this.

" They both dine here, but they dine on separate nights.

It's an understood thing. People who know fall in with
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the arrangement
;
people who don't—just blunder. They've

plenty of the same friends, and they've plenty of different

ones. They go their own ways."
" And when people dine with them ?

"

"Oh, well, I suppose they manage to discriminate at their

own parties. I don't know, for I've never been. The Con-

staples dine with them sometimes."

Christopher's expression may have asked what he did

not.

" Oh," she said, answering his thought. " I don't know.
Perhaps she doesn't mind what she doesn't see."

It came back to the last of his Buts.
" She sings beautifully," he said.

There was a pause after that. He thought of the pale

dissatisfied face, and the curiously beautiful husky voice.

He beheved that she did mind what she didn't see, that she

knew all that she chose to ignore.

" I think she sings more beautifully than anyone I know,"
Cora said in course of time.

The tones of her voice struck him again, and he remem-
bered, irrelevantly, that he had not even yet learned whether
she herself sang. If she did, he thought that he would expect

her singing voice to be not unlike Mrs. Heccadon's. The
thought pointed the scantiness of his knowledge of her.

How little he knew of her. She was so infinitely much to

him, and he knew her scarcely at all.

They had got away from what they were saying.

He went back to it with the words which had broken from
him before.

" Why do you hurt me ? Why do you want to hurt

me ?
"

" How do I hurt you ? I don't want to."
" Then why do you ?

"

" I don't willingly. I thought you would have sat next

me at the theatre the other night. I made Charlie Harringay
move. I meant that place for you. You wouldn't take it."

" You would have driven with that man in his hansom."
It was out now. He could not recall it, and he let himself

go-
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" You talked to him the whole evening. No, not the

whole evening. That was what was cruel. Before dinner

you—well, it was wonderful. I could hardly believe my
good fortune. Then think—think of dinner ; think of

after dinner. I don't know what right I have to—to talk

to you like this. None, I suppose, unless suffering gives

one a right. I was in pain, I tell you. I am now. I—

I

am now."

He turned away from her, and leaning upon the piano he

buried his face in his hands.

"Don't speak to me," he said. "Just for a minute, don't

speak to me."

She could hear him breathe hard. She could see his fingers

pressing against his forehead and his hair. Neither spoke

for some seconds.

He had not meant thus to precipitate matters. He had

not come, indeed, with any formed plan. He had come
because she had asked him—because, her invitation having

made it possible for him to go to the house again, he could

not have kept away.

She did not move or speak. She was standing, he knew,

by the hearth, just as she had stood a fortnight ago in the

drawing-room, her arm against the mantelpiece. Then
there had been a fire ; now, the spring having come in earnest,

there was none. She was quite still. She had the gift of

stillness in a very unusual degree.

He took his hands from his face and brushed back his

hair. He came over to her and stood, too, by the mantel-

piece.

" So you see how it is with me," he said.
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SHE would and she would not. She was Dear Lady
Disdain of the pantomime song of thereabouts who

"wouldn't say Yes," and who "wouldn't say No," and
Christopher, happy and unhappy, unhappy and happy, was
heard and unanswered.

For him something enormous had happened—something

to which his whole life, with everything that it held, had been

leading. For her something had happened too, but—or he

fancied so—had happened as accidents happen. For him
this something was from within ; for her—and here was his

deadly fear !—from without ? But she did not repulse him.

It was difficult afterwards to know exactly how she avoided

—if she did avoid !—committing herself in words. For she

heard him out. He did not attempt to touch her as he spoke.

Perhaps he knew that at that moment he could not have

trusted himself even to take her hand. They stood a yard

and a half apart and looked down, or looked at each other

from time to time, and sometimes for moments together they

looked into each other's eyes. She never tried to evade his

look. He could have believed that, if she did not understand,

she was trying to. She had the virginal look at such times

that was part of her extraordinary charm. He could have

thrown himself at her feet as he saw it, and clasped her

about the knees, hiding his face in her skirt.

" You knew I loved you," he said.

" I thought you were going to."

"I've loved you ever since the day I saw you at the station.

Before that, I think myself. Since that, all the time. Some-

thing must have reached you from me. That day, the day I

first saw you—weren't you conscious of something ?
"

"I've told you that I was."
" But later. In the night."

311



312 CHRISTOPHER

She shook her head—and even as she did so, arrested the

movement.
" In the night ?

"

She looked at him now as if she saw past him.
" I—I do remember," she said.

" What ?
"

" I couldn't sleep. I always sleep. That's why I remember.

I couldn't that night. We were at Brussels. I could hear the

noises in the streets, but it wasn't that. It was as if I were

not being allowed to sleep. As if I were being kept awake.

How odd that you should ask me about that night. One of

the few niiits blanches in my life."

A glow came into his face.

" I—you'll think it ridiculous—I believe I kept you
awake."

"You?"
" I believe so."

" How could you ?
'*

" I was trying to."
" To keep me awake ? In Brussels ? From here, do you

mean ? From London ?
"

" From Jermyn Street, to be exact. I had rooms there, then.

I didn't think distance would make any difference. I didn't

know where you were. I didn't think that would make any

difference either. I wanted to get a thought through to you,

wherever you were. It was the only way I could communicate

with you—^if it was a way. I wanted so badly to communicate

with you, even then. If * it '—what I told you—^was You,

I thought I should ^e,t a thought through. I believed that

by battering you with thoughts—that's the way I expressed

it to myself, I remember—I might hope to, anyway." He
faced her steadily, and she as steadily faced him. " Did I ?

"

" I don't know. I think I may have thought of you.

But then, you see, I couldn't sleep. It would be probable

that I should think of all that had happened in the day. One
does when one is travelling. The mind's eye .is full of

images then. The odd thing is that I shouldn't have

slept . .
."

" ' Battering ' me with thoughts . .
." she said after a
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moment or two. " But it was rather like that—I mean
that I can conceive that if it were possible to be conscious

of such a thing
"

She did not finish her sentence.
" You see," he said.

To him the proof was positive.

She was again the mysterious companion of his dreams—the
" long-expected come at last." For the moment, in the

strangeness of this further discovery, he lost sight of the other

Cora who had the power to hurt him so grievously. He
forgot even that it was this other Cora who had brought him
back to the first. He remembered presently, and deliberately

put the thought away from him. He may have recognised

that the other Cora was not without an appeal for him.

He had always known that there was something in her

appearance which she shared with strange types.
" What are you going to say to me ? " he said at length.
" What do you want me to say to you ?

"

It was almost what she had said before.
" You know what I want to hear you say," he said. " If

you can say it ! Oh, if you could ! But what I want isn't

the point. It's what you feel that matters."

He came a little nearer to her, but still did not touch her.
** Do you think you could care for me, or come to care for

me, enough to marry me ? Not at once, perhaps not for some
time. I've waited so long—I, anyway, beUeve myself to

have waited so long !—that I'm prepared to go on waiting.

But I want to know that there is you at the end of my waiting.

I don't suppose you could ever know what it would be to me
to know that."

She did not speak for a moment or two.
" You seem so sure that I am the right person," she said

then.
" I am sure."
" I'm not sure that I am."
" Sure ? or the right person ?

"

" Either."

Again there was a pause.
" Or," she added, " even if I should be, that you are."
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Ah, Christopher felt, that was another question. It was
also, however, what he wanted to know.

He had to go without knowing, nevertheless. For now the

door did open, and Mrs. Constaple, back from her drive, her

arms full of little dogs, put her head in.

If she thought at all, she must have thought that Christopher

and Cora were generally to be discovered upon opposite sides

of a hearth, talking or not talking, rather earnestly.

But it was Don't move, Mr. Herrick, for she was not going

to stop. She wanted to get her hat off, and was late for her

rest before dinner, and how had the party gone ?

It had all gone, Christopher said, but himself.

Mrs. Constaple wished she could have been there.
" And Margot Heccadon ? Did she sing ?

"

" Like an angel," Cora said.

That was just how Mrs. Heccadon did sing, wasn't it, Mr.

Herrick ? And good-bye to him. He was not to stir.

She shook up her dogs and disappeared.

But it was a break, and Christopher felt he must go.

Cora hadn't answered him. He tried to get back to what
they had been saying before the interruption, but he could

not. He beUeved that Cora tried, too, or that, at any rate,

she did not try to prevent his doing so.

" When shall I see you again ? " he said desperately.
" Sunday ?

"

" I can't wait till Sunday."

She thought for a moment or two.
" We're going to parties and things most daj^s. Aren't

you? Don't you go to things? Where are you going to-

night ?
"

Christopher thought of the httle stack of cards on his table.

He had been neglecting them.
*' I believe I've got a dance to-night, somewhere. Yes, a

Lady Something, in Park Street."
" Lady Reigate's. We're going there. Do come. Will

you ?
"

" Of course I will."

" We may be a little late. We're going to a concert first

—
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but only round the corner, in Brook Street. I'll see that Mrs.

Constaple doesn't stop there too long."
" Till to-night then," said Christopher.
" Till to-night," she echoed.

He tried to say something more, but could not find

words.
" Till to-night," he said again.

No, she had not repulsed him.

He was in Park Street by a quarter to twelve.

Thenceforward, for a space, his life seemed to be lived to

the tune, and the tunes, of dance music. Dance music never

seemed to be quite out of his ears, nor the throbbing of floors.

He was always, so it seemed now, arriving at lit-up awninged

houses, and giving up his coat and hat, and making the

slow ascent of crowded staircases, and being announced,

and shaking hands with a tiara and a bouquet, and two

tall ivy wreaths or rose wreaths—(the reign of the tall girl

was beginning)—and passing on into crowded rooms, where

the band of the moment was playing the tunes which pulsed

in his ears all day long. And he was always looking for one

face amongst the faces. He made many friends, and, in-

evitably, a few enemies. These were the days of Christopher's

ball-dancing.

And, as he was always arriving and pushing his way
through crowds, and looking round, and dancing, or not

dancing, and eating, or not hungry enough to eat, hot quails

or cutlets or devilled chicken and expensive fiiiit—the

early peach and the forced or first strawberry—so he seemed

always to be going on somewhere else, to precisely similar

conditions and doings. It was all very delightful, and he

enjoyed, or thought he enjoyed it. The cards came tumbling

in. He looked upon them as so many lottery tickets, by
the use of which he might draw or not draw the sight of

Cora. Often it was no more than the sight of her, for not

always could the disposal of their evenings take them in

the same directions ; and very often he drew blanks. An
evening, at this time, was an evening gained or lost to him,

according as it held or did not hold Cora.
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She had not answered him. He could scarcely have

told how it came that she had not answered him. She

had never definitely refused to answer him, and she never

repulsed him. She always heard him—heard him gladly

even. She always seemed glad to see him, and she would
always dance with him. Whoever went without dances,

it was never Christopher. In his utmost jealousy he could

never say that she refused him what she gave to others.

She called him Christopher, and he called her Cora. But she

just did not answer.

So things went on, Christopher doing no work, nor at-

tempting to do any. His ink-bottle would lose its power of

speech altogether, if he was not careful. His days like

his nights were full. There were a hundred pleasant (yet

always disappointing) calls upon his time. He idled with

the idlest—spent mornings and afternoons doing nothing.

Riding in the Park in the afternoon was going out then, but

—

the motor not come yet to rout the horses—all who had
carriages drove there in those days. You hung over the

railings and you took off your hat.

Christopher would watch for one carriage amongst the

carriages, which were so thick on the drive that you could

have crossed it, walking upon the backs of the horses. Every
now and then the procession would be held up, and accumu-
lations of people afoot would get from one side of the road

to the other. Or a more distinguished sort of holding-up

would be observed, and there would be a flutter, and a

mounted policeman would appear, heralding the driving of

the Queen herself, or the Princess of Wales. But it was not

a royal carriage which Christopher watched for.

He would see it and lose it again in the throng. Some-
times he would be seen by one or other of its occupants,

and he would get a cordial nod and smile ; or perhaps he

would be beckoned to, and would be picked up and driven, too,

sitting opposite to Cora, if possible, and remembering always

(with the knowledge hugged tight that he could call her

Cora !) to address her as Miss St. Jemison. Or he would see

the carriage draw up near the Achilles statue, and Mrs.
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Constaple and Cora would get out, to sit for an hour on green

chairs in the Row, where—the lawns not yet discovered—it

was the fashion to sit then, before hurrying off to dress for

dinner. Here Christopher, a tall, slim figure in rigorous

London clothes, would join them.

He lunched and dined often in Grosvenor Street. He was
a usefully unattached male, and Mrs. Constaple in want of

a man would say, " Oh, write and ask Christopher Herrick,"

or " I'll send young Herrick a wire," or " Remind me, if we
see him, to ask him if he can come with us to the So-and-Sos'

on such-and-such a day. I promised to bring a man."
So most days they met ; often more than once ; and

Christopher still was unanswered.



CHAPTER XVIII

BUT though the days went by and Cora kept him marking
time, Christopher, to his continued surprise, did not

for a moment lose the feehng that things were still moving
for him, and even moving quickly. It was a little disturbing

this feeling, for so far as he could see, nothing was moving at

all, except the days, which were hurrying him towards

Whitsuntide. It was quite suddenly, one day, that he knew
that it was towards this very period—the time dedicated by
one body of people to holiday-making, and by another to a

commemoration of the outpouring of the Spirit of God upon
a handful of men in Judaea, causing them to speak with

tongues and to prophesy—that he and his affairs were being

hurried with the days.

Something would happen then. He was sure of it—knew
it ; but there he paused. Why he should look to Whitsuntide

for issues, unless that, making a break in the succession of

the crowded days, it might be expected to break the continuity

of other things also, he knew no more than he knew what it

was that was to happen. Something, however—of this he was
persuaded ; and with curious emotions, from which appre-

hension was not wholly absent, he saw the approach of the

few days which would separate him from Cora.

To the recess itself he had, in any case, been looking for-

ward with mixed feeHngs of relief and regret. The strain of

uncertainty was beginning to tell on him. He would not have

admitted that he was tired, but he hoped in his heart, rather

fervently, that it was that only—just rest that he wanted ;

and, more fervently still, he hoped that Cora wanted rest.

For surely there was something strange about Cora just

then. Was there any change in her ?—any change, however

impalpable ? He could point to none. She was always de-
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lightful, always ready to talk to him, always ready to dance

with him ; but just sometimes—and most unjustifiably he

connected the man he disliked with this—^he found himself

reminded, by some httle look of hers or action, of the feehng

which he had had when he parted with her after the

memorable meeting in Sloane Street—the feeling that for

some reason or other she wished the crowd to engulf her

—

to receive her, as has been said, out of his sight. Put into

other words, though Christopher would not have put the

thought into any, he was feeling that not all Cora's think-

ings or doings were known to him. So, harassed and

perplexed, he looked to the rest of the coming holiday

to ease his own nerves and hers. It was nerves, of course,

nothing but nerves.

Mr. St. Jemison was at Harrogate, where Cora was to join

him. Christopher had accepted the thought of the three days'

separation as inevitable. No alternative had suggested

itself to him. But now, with the conviction that Whitsuntide

was to be momentous, he conceived that the disposition

of his own movements must be involved. From that, though

he was expected at Herrickswood, it was only a step to the

idea that perhaps it was intended by those powers, whatever

they were, which seemed to decide his fate for him, that

there should be no separation—that he should go to Harrogate

too!

The thought sent him flying to Cora, whom he ran to earth

in the Park. Without much difficulty he managed to detach

her from Mrs. Constaple.

The thought of three days with her—away from the racket

of the town—filled him with excitement.
" Do you know that I've never walked with you ?

" he

began, his eyes shining. If he had put his hands to his

cheeks, as he did sometimes, he would have found them
glowing.

" You often walk with me. You're walking with me
now."

"On a path," said Christopher. ''
I meant the open

country. Wind in your face. Perhaps rain."

All the walks that he had ever taken rose before him. He
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had a vision of gorse and broom and heather ; of uplands
and woods ; of mossy hollows and lonely places ; of twilights

and night-falls and nights ; of ploughed fields and fields of corn,

of straight avenues of trees, long white roads, roads like

white ribands winding through a valley or over hills, roads

like the beds of streams.
" We're going to walk," he said.

" Oh !
" said Cora.

" Walk," he repeated.
" Where ?

"

" We'll find walks. Where is there that one couldn't ?

I've found walks in the Black Country. I remember a visit

to a boy I was at school with, who lived in the heart of it.

There was a black canal, with black mud on the towing path,

and tunnels—such wonderful tunnels. Oh, there'll be walks,

right enough, where I mean. Cora, we're going for such

walks !

"

" Where do you mean ? " she said. But she caught some-

thing of the glow of his ardour. " I should like to walk with

you. I believe you're one of the few people one could walk

with. Yes, I'm quite sure I could walk with you."
" Listen, then—I'm coming to Harrogate. I can't imagine

why I didn't think of it before. To another hotel, of course,

but we'll spend long days together. It's there we're going to

find the walks. Why didn't I think of it ? It's all as easy as

winking. I've only to write for a room somewhere, and there

we are with the world before us. Three whole days. Think.

Three whole days !

"

Cora had turned startled eyes on him.
" But, Christopher, you can't," she said, as soon as she could

get in a word. '* You can't possibly."
" Why not ?

"

" It's out of the question."
" But why ?

"

" Out of the question," she repeated. One might have

supposed her taken aback—without reasons ready.
'* But, Cora, it isn't. I might have been going there,

anyway."
" You might, but you weren't. You were going to Herricks-
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wood. Why should you change ? And—and you forget

;

my father's there."

Perhaps at the back of his mind it was because her father

was at Harrogate that he beUeved he was to go there. If, as

he was certain, Whitsuntide was to prove '' momentous,"

it must surely be in connection with the announcing, and

so the confirming, of their engagement. He wanted the

thing sanctioned, settled. He wanted, in the character

of the suitor, which he was, for Cora's hand, to see Cora's

father, that he might see, and might tell his own people ;

his mother—her message to him on the water had reached

him maybe ?—(his mother with John Hemming, of course),

and his grandmother. There was always present to him
the knowledge that there were three persons, in different

parts of England, each of whom might with reason, though

for reasons which varied, claim the right to information at

first hand.
" I know," he said.

" So anyway it wouldn't be any use. How could we go

for those walks ? When I walked it would be with my
father."

" Why not tell him ? He must be told some time. Why
not now ?

"

She knew how much he wished this. But she shook her

head.

He did not urge her, knowing that she knew.

He did not tell her either that he was looking confidently

to the happening of something—looking to the happening of

anything. He bowed to her decision about her father,

as he had tacitly bowed to it—or one like it—all along.

But—really believing that he was to go to Harrogate—he

did not see at once that it was this, and just this, that he

was not to do.
" We could even travel up together !

"

*' No," she said firmly, " we couldn't, for you're going

to Herrickswood."
" Not unless you say so."

He wasn't sure even yet.

" I do say so. You're going to Herrickswood."

Y
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He persisted for a few moments, impelled, now, rather by
the thought of what the three days would mean to him, than

by the idea of assisting fate in its workings. It was difficult

to give up the pictured walks. But Cora, for some reason

or other, did not wish him to go to Harrogate.

It was not to be Harrogate then ? If it was she would

relent. His faith unshaken, though his spirits damped, he

waited for a sign.

The week which ended the first half of the season was a

very full one, and he and Cora met twice that evening. In

Queen Street there was every facility for conversation, every

inducement even—Music : gold chairs in rows and a hostess

going about saying Ssh. But here, by ill-luck, Christopher,

standing in a doorway, was divided from Cora by rows and
rows of the talkative musical chairs. So Queen Street was
drawn blank. Chesham Place, where a ball was in full swing

when he got there, yielded nothing either. There, Mrs.

Constaple, knocked up by her exertions, stayed only about

a quarter of an hour, and the one dance which Cora danced,

she danced, not with Christopher, but with Heccadon.

That evening then, in addition to giving him no sign, was
one of those which to Christopher counted for lost.

Nor was the next nor the next any better. Each of them
held Cora, it is true, but a Cora who gave no sign, and each

of them somehow held Heccadon. . . .

If it was to be anywhere it was plainly to be Herricks-

wood ; and to Herrickswood, while Cora journeyed to

Harrogate, a Christopher, whose spirits alternated curiously

between depression and exaltation, took a despondent and

expectant way.

Nothing could have been better for him than the

atmosphere of the quiet old house. He was really tired,

perhaps, by the life of these last few weeks, as well as strained

by what he had been going through mentally and spiritually,

as he lived it, and in the calm of the placid rooms and the

sense of restfulness which pervaded it, he lost some of the

apprehensions which had beset him. Fatima was there,
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moreover, and between her and his grandmother, he was
kept talking and Hstening at a time when it was the best

thing in the world for him to have to do both.

Would anything happen at Herrickswood ? It seemed
unlikely. But he was glad he had come. His grandmother
wanted to hear of his doings, and seemed pleased to be told

of the life he was leading. She had plenty to say.

" Yes, I sent in your name to two or three people. A word's

useful here and there, though things are all pretty much
changed, I fancy, since my day. Half the people you speak

of we'd never heard of. The Reigate woman I remember.

She was plain Mrs. then, and he had as much chance of a

peerage as his butler. The What's-their-names—Lord, is she

still taking daughters out ? You don't tell me so ! The
youngest must be an old woman. The Oakingtons, have you
come across them ? Lady Mary I knew very well at one time.

She was a Cuthbridge—married her cousin. There was a

ball at the Claverhouses', I hear. Were you there ? And why
not, pray ?

"

This was a Ufe that she knew. This was a life that came into

the Herrick code. You were expected to lead it. She had
known everyone of importance in her own day, and had an

arrogant contempt for the new names.

She shook her head over a few of those she heard now.
" I should like, with a blue pencil, to go through a list of

some of the houses that my grandson, it seems, is wilUng

to go to—yes, with a good fat blue pencil."

" These are demi—demicratic days, you see," said Ancebel-

Fatima sagely, and wondered why Christopher, whom she

believed herself to be championing, tweaked her pigtail

affectionately and smiled.

Mrs. Herrick smiled too.

" They're demi-everything days, my dear. You've hit half

your word to a nicety."

She pinched Fatima's cheek and returned to her argument.
" Jane Claverhouse goes to extremes and may be called

a snob for her pains, but upon my word there's something

to be said for a woman who keeps up the traditions. If more
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people had refused to open their doors so indecently wide,

what we used to call society, and now don't call anything

at all, wouldn't be in the poor state—^which is the rich state

maybe !—that it's in now. It isn't hard to see how things

are tending. People used to be in the world or out of it.

Soon, there'll be so many people in it, that there won't be

any left to be out of it ; and that will be the end of everything.

Go to the Claverhouses when they ask you."
" They didn't ask me," said Christopher modestly.

"Oh, well, they will another time. I can promise you
that. Go to that sort of house, and never mind your Reigates

and MacGadarenes. Both houses are open to you, but not

quite at the same time. You'll have to choose."

Christopher listened. He knew that the conditions to

which his grandmother's philosophy applied were passing.

The vision of Peter—reversed perhaps—^had been seen

anew.
" I'm not at all sure that Margaret Constaple's the best

Child's Guide for you, though I don't forget that it was I

introduced you to her. She's too much infected with the

modern spirit . . . was always ready to take—^what's the

girl's name ?—Geraldine anywhere where there was a candle

or a cutlet, and I hear she's taking out St. Jemison's daughter

this year. Why can't the woman sit still ? What's she Hke,

by the way ?
"

" Miss St. Jemison ?
"

Now was it coming ? Was this the beginning ? He looked

up a little startled, and borrowed a phrase from Mrs. Constaple.

He had not thought to hear himself asked to describe Cora, and
was not prepared. She was very much admired, he said.

" So was her mother," said the old lady grimly.

But Christopher saw that this was not to prove, or even

lead to, that which he awaited. There was nothing big with

promise or warning in the moment, and he breathed again.

" Admired, is she ? " said his grandmother meanwhile.
*' Pretty ? Well, she'll need to be."

" Why ? " said Fatima, who wanted to know.
" Because !

" said her grandmother-in-law oracularly.

But Christopher, assured that this was in no way connected
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with what he thought of to himself as " momentous," was not

to be frightened by the prospect of a potential tussle. He
knew his grandmother, and knew that a tussle of some sort

must be expected. So when she went back to the subject,

as she did presently, Fatima not being by, he did not attach

too much importance to what she said. She talked more of

Mrs. Constaple's inability to stay quietly at home, than

of the girl the chaperoning of whom was designed to

cover it.

" She'll die in harness," she said. " She rackets about from

pillar to post from morning till night. Always did. She'd

dine in the refreshment room at a railway station, I believe,

rather than eat a meal at home. But she's a clever woman,
in her silly way. She married her own girl very well, with

nothing particular to recommend her—everything goes to

the sons in that family—and I dare say she'll marry the St.

Jemison girl. He'll be a brave man for all that, Christopher,

who marries her mother's daughter."

Christopher would have heard this with difficulty from

anyone else, but, coming from his grandmother, it was allowed

to pass ; as was the warning it contained, if, indeed, it

contained one. He did not even say, " But she can't be

responsible for her mother " ; nor his grandmother the
" Quite true " with which she would then probably have

replied. " The point is, that what will always be remem-
bered is not so much that, as that her mother is responsible

for her."

So the matter dropped.

The next day was Sunday. Would it be then ?

He woke to a sense of disappointment. Yet he had known
that unless Cora had written before starting (as he had done),

or posted a letter at some station on her way North, it was
impossible that anything could reach him that morning.

Why, then, did he look for what was not there ? It was some
sort of solace to him to think of her as receiving and reading

a letter from him.

His grandmother did not go to church that morning, but

when he and Fatima got back from their walk to the village,
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they found her in her pony-chair, waiting for them on the

drive.

" I want you, Christopher. Yes, Ancebel can come too if

she cares to. Go on, Frederick " (to the groom at the pony's

head). " Round by the lake and the kennels. Fve been doing

some planting, and I want to show you."

They started on a tour of inspection.

She had done considerable planting.
" And I've been looking to my fences."

She had rebuilt portions of the park wall, and was repairing

her gates.

" Now the new cottages."
" Very good 'm."
" New cottages ? " said Christopher.

His grandmother nodded.
** There's always been a difficulty about housing the men

on the estate—the labourers, woodmen, hedgers and ditchers,

and so forth. There are practically no cottages to be had
about here. We've always had bothers about this—even in

your grandfather's time, when men thought less than they

do now of walking a mile or two to their work. Well, I didn't

see why you should."
" I, Grandmother ?

"

*' Anything that's done now is done for you, my dear."

He believed now that it was beginning indeed.

He was sitting with her the next evening in her sitting-

room. Fatima and her governess had just retired for the night,

and the two were alone. She had folded up her work and was
ready to make a move, but had not moved ; and Christopher

believed that she had something to say.

" You'll be wanting to marry one of these days," was what
she said when she spoke, and Christopher gave a little gasp,

and knew that he was to know at last what the days had held

for him. She was looking at the work which she held on her

knees, and did not see th« face which he turned towards her.

She did not look at him, indeed, for a moment or two, but

continued to gaze at her worsteds, prodding them absently

with an ebony needle, and busy, it was evident, with her
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thoughts. " There was a time when I should have cried out

at the suggestion of an early marriage for any young man
with his way to make. But one lives and unlearns one's

first wisdom. I needn't tell you that I've been thinking of

Stephen. He's never out of my thoughts for very long. I've

thought of all that we may have done, or left undone, in his

case. Well, he thought himself in love when he was younger

than you are, and he wanted to marry. Perhaps, if his father

and I had not objected so successfully, things might not have

turned out for him quite as they did. We had nothing

against the girl. Our objection was that he was a boy. Who
knows ? He may have known what he needed—as the dog
that eats grass. I'm not likening you to him. You're very

different from my poor good-for-nothing. You've outlets

that he hadn't. I can understand that. But you're flesh

and blood, and I'm old enough, and have been young enough,

to know what those stand for, and I don't want you to suffer

unnecessarily."

She looked up now.
" Have you anyone in your mind ? " she said.

The question was shot at him. It took him unawares, and
so, though he did not answer it, practically the question was
not unanswered.

" I see. You don't choose to tell me."
" I can't, Grandmother. If I might choose, I should tell

you this moment. And," he smiled, " I don't know that I

have anything to tell."

" Well, if she's decent
"

'* Grandmother !

"

" If she's decent—I'll stick to my word, if you please
**

She was trying him with it he saw.
" Well-born

"

He made no sign.

" Well-bred
"

He managed to preserve his silence.

" The right wife for you, the wife we should wish for you,

the wife you should wish for yourself "—she tried him
with each of these

—
" if she's all this, here's something

that you can bear in mind."
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He leaned forward a little, wondering what was coming.
" My time now may be short, or it may be—not long, but

prolonged. Whichever it may please God to make it, I don't

intend my shoes to stand to you, Christopher, for dead men's.

You're coming into Herrickswood one day, as you know.

That's no reason, as I see things, why you should spend the

best years of your life waiting. So, other things being equal

—

but being equal, mind !—your marriage need not depend on

my death. If you can satisfy me on certain general points

—

or she can, whoever she is !—it shall be made possible for

you to marry whenever you want to. There ! I don't want
any thanks, dear. It's the purest selfishness. I don't pretend

—to myself, even—that it's anything else. Ring that bell

for me—twice, please, for Ollenshaw—and now good night

to you."

She paused at the door.
" You're off to-morrow, I suppose? "

" But not in the morning."
" Well, I mustn't keep you from her."
" You're so certain there's someone."
" If there isn't, there ought to be. But quite certain,

Christopher. I wish I was as certain that I should like her."
" If there should be anyone—I'm not free to tell you,

Grandmother, even if I knew—you would Hke her. You
wouldn't be able to help liking her."

He wanted to say more but might not ; nor was he quite

sure that it would have been the right moment to say more.

She kissed him, was met by her elderly maid at the foot of

the stairs, and went up to bed.

This was one of the moments when Christopher felt breath-

less. He lost sight of all misgiving in the joy of the day's

most wonderful bounty. A letter, moreover, on the Whit-

Monday, as upon that Easter Sunday which he would always

remember, was in the pocket over his heart. A day had
withheld, it seemed, that a day might give the more lavishly.

This, then, was why he had not been allowed to go to

Harrogate ! He had come to Herrickswood that he might

hear what he had just heard. Cora, unconscious agent
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of the powers which watched over him, had sent him from
her that he might be brought the more surely to her. For

now he could go to her and ask for her answer. Now nothing

hindered. By that time to-morrow Cora would be engaged

to him. A few hours more, just a few hours more. . . .



CHAPTER XIX

HE himself was infected now with the spirit of haste

by which he conceived the movement of his affairs to

be inspired, and, though he had spoken of an afternoon train,

he went back to London by a morning one. His grandmother,

as in Hke circumstances his mother before her, made no

comment. She saw him go, if not unregretfuUy at least

cheerfully, and rallied the protesting Fatima upon her lack

of a similar abihty to take things as they came.
" It's taking things as they go, I think," said Fatima.

" He said after luncheon ! He was to have come for a ride

this morning. And he goes and leaves before ten ! He's

always going away from one—always."
" Then he must always be coming to you, my dear. A

person can't go away from you if he hasn't been with 3^ou."

" Oh, for two or three days—Hke this. Can't men ever

be contented ? Can't you ever keep them with you ?
"

" Only by letting them go," said Christopher's grand-

mother.

The subject of their discussion, meanwhile, was being

hurried back to London as fast as the quickest train of the

day could take him. He had bought an A B C at the station,

and this he studied when he was not sitting forward in his

seat as if to urge the train on, or moving restlessly in his

compartment, which happily held no one but himself. He
could not have borne, just then, the presence of other

travellers. He looked out of the windows. The train could

not go quickly enough for him. He urged it onward and on-

ward, and every time that he relaxed his muscles, he came
back to the study of the time-table.

He was to see Cora at the opera that evening, where

he was to join Mrs. Constaple in her box, but he was im-

330
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patient of even so much delay, and he had determined to meet
all the afternoon trains in from Harrogate on the chance of

finding her in one of them. There was more than one route

open to her, but she had travelled up by the Midland line,

he knew, and he thought it probable that she would come
back the same way. Arrived at Victoria then, he sent his

luggage on to Cloisters Street, and made for St. Pancras.

One train he had missed, but as this one started very early

it was unlikely that she had come by it. He had time for

some lunch before the next. He ate standing, and was on

the platform twenty minutes before it was due.

It came in bravely. He watched it forge its way towards

him to its appointed place. In a moment it had thrown open

its doors and was disgorging its passengers.

Christopher, peering into every carriage, walked the length

of it. He doubled back, raked the crowd with eager eyes,

inserted himself into the groups gathering about the luggage

vans, saw every soul leave the train.

There was an interval of two hours before the next, but

that did not daunt him. He could always interest himself

in streets, and he explored the neighbourhood—southward

as far as Clerkenwell Green, passing, and pausing in front of

the old Sadler's Wells Theatre, whither, in the days of it,

all London had journeyed to see the actor of the moment

;

northward, past the Angel, into IsHngton ; thence, by Copen-

hagen Street and Caledonian Road, back through Penton-

ville.

He was at the station again half an hour too soon.

He saw his second train in. But neither was Cora in this.

As before, he searched from end to end, and from the first

opening of the doors to the moment when the porters collected

the newspapers. It was possible, of course, that in the

crowd he might have overlooked her, but he did not think

that he had done so, and he set himself to wait for the next.

The third train that he met would bring her.

He set his face towards the third train.

The last of the passengers, those who had been late in

finding their luggage, or in securing porters, or who, for
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what other cause that may delay the arriving traveller, had
been delayed, were leaving the platform. Christopher, over-

taking the procession of these, became aware suddenly of

a figure amongst them which was familiar to him. He knew
that strong, well-built form. For no reason that he could

have put into words, he wished that the man in front of him
had been any other in the world than Heccadon.

But he would not let the chance sight of this man affect

him. What was he to—Heccadon, or Heccadon to him,

that a reminder of his existence should threaten even to damp
his excitement ? The thing should not be ! He would not

remember what he had put resolutely from him. With Cora's

letter over his heart he would not ! With what he had to

tell her burning within him to be told, he would not

!

Everything was bringing him to Cora ; everything bringing

Cora to him. Nothing should dash his hopes in these charged

and hurrying hours.

He saw Heccadon get into his waiting hansom and drive

off.

He drew a long breath. That was over. He pushed it

from him. . . .

His excitement increased now. Was there a thought under

it, a suspicion, a deadly fear . . . something that he would
not face ?

How he hated this man ! He did not know that he had
ever hated anyone as he hated him. He did not know that

he hated anyone else at all. But, again, away with all thought

of him !

This was the shortest of the three waits ; he found it the

longest. Strive as he would, he could not keep the thought

of the man wholly out of his mind. Why, on this day of all

days, must Heccadon obtrude himself upon his consciousness ?

The handsome, cynical face, and the strong, shapely figure

forced themselves upon his recollection. Something that

Cora had said of him, too, would not be forgotten. He had
not known at the moment who it was that she was speaking
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of, but he had known that, even in his ignorance, her words

had the power to hurt him. What she had said was true

in its horrible way. If Christopher, who hated Heccadon,

could believe that it was true, it must be. Heccadon was the

more dangerous.

He could not fill up the interval between the trains ! He
walked away from the station, and, unable to trust himself

out of sight of it, or to trust it out of his sight, was back at

its gates in half an hour. He started out afresh, and again

returned, like the dove to the ark. He, too, could find else-

where no rest for the sole of his foot. So, chafing, he counted

the minutes. Before, he had enjoyed the suspense of the

waiting. Now waiting seemed intolerable.

The counted minutes dragged by. Presently he learned

that the train would even be late. He questioned the porters,

who began now to be aware of him, and to comment upon
him amongst themselves.

The train was a quarter of an hour overdue when at last

it came in. But it brought Cora. The carriage which

held her stopped almost opposite to where he was
standing.

He saw her before she saw him. She was scanning the

people on the platform, almost, he thought, as if she had
expected that there might be someone to meet her. WeU,
there was. He slipped over to her, and appeared to her

—

saw himself appear to her—as she twice had appeared^to him,

suddenly, but gradually also.

She looked for a moment as if she doubted her eyes.

" Christopher ? " she said. " You ?
"—as if she might be

saying, " Are you sure ? " and then smiled.

" You came up out of the ground," she said. She seemed

to be explaining.
" I thought I'd meet you. I was sure you'd come by this

train."

" I nearly didn't," she said, but he became conscious at this

moment of the presence of her maid in the carriage behind

her, and he did not, at the time, notice these words as they

fell from her. He helped her to alight, and waited to speak

again till her maid should be gone for her luggage.
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Cora, following her with her eyes, outstripped her, and
then looked along the platform in the other direction. This

he did notice, without attaching any significance to it.

'' I couldn't wait till to-night," he was saying. " I wanted
to see you so desperately, and I've something to tell you.

Something's happened."

Her eyes came back to him at that.

"Oh, nothing bad. Something that may be very good ;

that may make a difference. Cora, are you glad to see me ?

It's three days—^more than three days since we saw each

other. I don't know, now that I see you again, how I've

got through them."

Her eyes were not wandering now.
" There hasn't been a moment in them when you've been

out of my thoughts."
" What have you to tell me ? " she said.

" I can't tell you here. We can't talk in this crowd. I

forgot about your maid. I thought I'd drive you to Grosve-

nor Street, or anyway drive with you part of the way.
Yes, and that's still what I must do. I'm going to tell your

maid to follow with your things."

He did not wait for permission, but was hurrying away
when she called him.

" Stay," she said. " I'll speak to her." But she seemed
to hesitate.

" Mrs. Constaple wouldn't mind ? You're not thinking of

that !

"

" Oh, she wouldn't mind. I should probably tell her."
" What is it, then ? Is it ? " he looked in the direction

of her maid. *' Isn't she to be trusted ?
"

'' Rodson ? Oh, she's all right."
" Then tell her. I'll get a hansom."
Cora looked up and down the platform again.
'* Very well," she said, after a moment.

When she joined him, a couple of minutes later, all trace

of hesitation had vanished.

They got into the hansom, and he gave the driver the

address.
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Now was his waiting rewarded ! Now might time be

stayed ! Now might distance prolong itself !

" Oh Cora !
" he said, when at last he found himself alone

with her. " Oh Cora . .
."

Her hand was lying in her lap. He put his hand over it.

She did not draw it away.
*' Do you care so much ? " she said.

" More than I can tell you. More than you could know
if I were able to tell you. I've never been quite alone with

you before. I've never been so near to you before. Have
you seen how I've kept myself from you ? I've never held

your hand as I'm holding it now. There have been times

when I could have cried out ..."
He broke off, and looked from the hand which he clasped

in his to her face.

"I've never kissed you," he said.

There were tears in his eyes.

They drove for some yards in silence. They were out of

the open road now, and in the noise of streets. Here every

second house was a boarding-house. Through dining-room

windows you might see dreary tables laid for dinner. Chris-

topher saw that they were dreary and looked away from them
quickly.

Cora laid her other hand for one moment on his hand.
" Oh, I wish " she began, but she did not say what it

was that she wished.

He remembered her action and her words afterwards.
" / wish," was what he said then.
" Yes, Christopher ?

"

It was so wonderful when she called him by his name.
" That I could be sure of something."
" Say it."

" You've never told me that you care for me. Never in

words. Can you, Cora ? Oh, if I could make you know."
" You do make me know. That's it. You make me know

so extraordinarily. If you were like other people I should

know what to say to you. I'm half afraid of you."
" Afraid of me ?

"

" Because I'm not a bit what you think me."
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" You don't see me as I really am," she continued after a

moment's pause. *' You see someone that you create, your-

self—not me at all."

" How can that be ?
"

" I don't know. It just is," said Cora.

A few more of the precious yards were driven in silence.
'' What had you to tell me ? " she asked then. They seemed

to have lost sight of what it was that had brought him to

meet her.

He told her of the talk with his grandmother. Words
tripped themselves up on his tongue in his eagerness.

" She promises me Herrickswood," he said, " and tells

me that I needn't wait."

Oxford Circus ! They were getting so near now. Five

minutes would see them at their destination. The pace was
dreadful. Yet it seemed of a piece with that at which every-

thing, just then, appeared to be moving for him.

"I'm going to tell him to drive round by Park Lane,"

Christopher said shortly.

" Rodson will be home before we are."
*' I can't help that. I'm going to tell him."
" Very well," said Cora as before.

He gave his directions through the trap.

They had ten minutes more.

As they passed the top of Bond Street Christopher was
saying, '' Cora, do you care for me ? Once for all, do you care

for me ?
"

At the corner of Wood Street Cora was gaining time with,
" Should I be here if I didn't ?

"

Then a small thing happened.

A hansom turned out of South Molton Street, and in the

press of the traffic was held up for a moment beside theirs.

Its occupant a man, any man, a stranger, looking at Chris-

topher's companion, looked again. That was all. But it

was enough. The blood went with a rush to Christopher's

head. He turned on her, choking with passion.

" People look at you," he said in a strangled voice. " Men

—

in the street—and you let them."
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" How can I prevent them ?
"

" You don't want to prevent them. You want them to

look at you. You mean them to look at you."

Something in the words as he spoke them arrested him.

Recently, quite, quite recently, he had heard words Uke

these. In a moment Mrs. Heccadon's rag of a face had

risen before him, but its eyes were burning now with accusing

fires, and he heard, not a sweet, husky voice singing love songs,

but a voice strangled like his own, made husky, made dreadful

with passion.
" Heccadon," he heard himself saying, ** Heccadon !

"

and saw her look at him. But he saw more than this, and

heard more than his own voice and the husky voice of the

singer.

For without warning (though presaged by who should

say what processes of unconscious thought, what things

noted and unnoted, what misgivings and apprehensions and

doubts ?), the gates had been rolled back, and there was again

for him one of those sudden open hours such as, on the night

following his first vision of Cora, had laid bare to him all

that was happening in monstrous London—one of the open

hours in which, sight and hearing miraculously cleared, he

knew that he saw and heard true ! Through a mist as it were,

or as in a glass darkly, he now saw Cora searching the plat-

form as he himself had searched it, and saw again her look

of surprise as her doubting eyes realised first his presence

and then his identity; perceived her hesitation, heard the

three words which, faUing from her, had at the time escaped

his notice. And, his eyes and ears opened, that seeing he

should see and understand, and hearing he should hear and

interpret, he saw his mother, and knew why he could not

see Cora beside her ; saw his grandmother and heard, as if

for the first time, her proviso with her promise—even to the

word which she used and chose to stick to. " If she's ..."

He had shut his ears to it then. " If she's ..." And she

wasn't ! In this most terrible of " open " moments he knew
that she wasn't.

" Heccadon's been at Harrogate," he said, " —Heccadon !

That's why you wouldn't let me go there with you. I met
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three trains to-day for the sight of you, and I saw him at

the station. You missed the one he came by or I should

have seen you together. Heccadon. Heccadon. Heccadon."

It was Cora, now, that he could not drive with—Cora

whom he loved, for Heccadon whom he hated ! He started

up just as he had done before, and, the impulse as suddenly

leaving him, her stillness perhaps restraining him, sank

back as before into his seat.

She made no attempt to deny what he said, but her silence

was not the silence of one who disdains to answer. She

admitted, without anger because without shame, and without

shame because—he saw it now—she was without love for

him.
" He's not worth your little finger," she said presently and

very gently, " not fit to black your boots for you. I know
that. But he's—^well, he's himself, and I'm myself, and we
understand each other."

" I don't understand anything," said Christopher, " except

that you seem to be telling me that you're not—not You."

He passed over what he could not allow himself to beHeve

that she was teUing him. " Is that what you mean to tell me
—what you mean me to understand ?

"

" It's better that you should understand. I'm not, Chris-

topher." Again by the use of his name she wrung his heart.

" I've always known that I wasn't. I've wanted to think

that I was, that's all. And neither are you meant for me.

You've something—some odd power. You got your message

through to me—whatever it was—to Brussels, so you must
have. But if he called to me ... ! Don't be afraid. He
won't, and I shouldn't lose my head if he did. I was born

later, you see, than poor mother. But if he did ..."
She closed her eyes for a moment and lay back in the

hansom. She said all this without shame. There was some-

thing that was not ignoble in her frankness.
" Mrs. Heccadon ? " he forced himself to say.
" Margot ? She understands each of us. She understands

herself too. She is one of the people who are born to pay."
" As I am not," she added after a riioment ; and he knew

that she was right.
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This was the end. The ten minutes by which he had ex-

tended the drive had done for him. He no longer wanted to

get out of the hansom, but he was conscious, under what he

said or heard, of straining towards the moment when it

should reach Mrs. Constaple's, and he should be alone.

They talked on in the few minutes that remained. Cora

spoke again of her mother. Christopher remembered how
he once had nearly spoken of her, and could have laughed.

She spoke of his stepfather. He remembered, with a momen-
tary feeUng of resentment against John Hemming, how he
himself had nearly spoken of him—as a Hnk between them !

" You knew ? " he said, under his breath.
" Christopher !

" She leant forward to look at him.
" You didn't suppose that I didn't ? You can't have thought

that ? You can't suppose I don't know ?
"

" I think I hoped you mightn't know everything," he said.

" Is it possible that you thought I could escape knowing ?

I've had to know. I don't blame anyone particularly

—

least of all my mother. I'm very good friends with her.

I'm very good friends with her husband, who is my stepfather,

I suppose. I've been quite good friends with others of my

—

my stepfathers."
** But your father," said Christopher. Was there no one

to watch over her ?

" Oh, he doesn't trouble himself. I dare say he knows.

It's all unfair enough, anyway. He got the custody of me."

That put a finger on Christopher's childhood ! That,

whirHng him back to the moment when he had first heard of

her, almost wrung a cry from him. Everything did seem

linked with everything else, and, as she slipped from him,

all his life, all the things in his life, all his thoughts and hopes

and ambitions, to have been, nay, to be, bound up with her.
** What shall I do without you ? " he said.

" Do you think I shan't miss you, Christopher ?
"

They were turning into Grosvenor Street now. With a

rush which overwhelmed him there came upon him a sense of

what it was that had happened. Ages seemed to have passed

between the beginning of this momentous drive and its

dreadful finish.
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" Cora, I can't give you up. You're everything to me. It

will be like tearing out my heart if I lose you."

She was wiser than he.

" You would never have been allowed to marry me. Do
you think I should ever have been admitted to Herrickswood ?

I think what you told me to-day—^what Mrs. Herrick said

about leaving you free to marry whom you liked—would
have brought that home to me. You would have been cut

out of Herrickswood, Christopher."

He knew it, even as she spoke, and wondered that he had
not known it all along.

'' I could have faced that," he said.

" I know. But it would have been foolish, and it would
have been useless. We're not for each other. If there's

anything that I know at this moment it's that. We're each

of us just the one person in the world who is not for the

other. It isn't quite all one way, either. You wouldn't

be allowed to marry me, but—^think this out, Christopher !

—

I shouldn't be allowed to marry you. We didn't make the

tangle ; the tangle's there all the same."
" I'm the only one caught in it. I shall never be free

any more."
" You'll be freer than you've ever been," Cora said. " I

believe I'm hundreds of years older than you, and I know.
All sorts of things that are in you will be free. Things im-

prisoned—but they won't be always. No one will ever know,

but some day it will be to me—if they could know it—that

people will owe their gratitude, for you, Christopher."

He had thought that she was not feeling anything, but

he was wrong.

The house was in sight now.
" I can't go to—to the opera to-night. You'll tell Mrs.

Constaple."

She nodded.
" Nor the things next week."

''AH right, Christopher. I'll tell her. I—I shan't go

myself."
" Cora."
" Yes."
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" You were going to meet him the day you met me."

There was the briefest pause.

Then : " Yes, Christopher."

The tears were streaming down her face now, as his tears

were streaming down his. The hansom drew up at the door.

It was the very end. The boy and the girl, careless of whether

they were seen or not, drew together and kissed, their tears

mingling.

So it came that Christopher's rooms in Cloisters Street

were Christopher's Gethsemane that night. To his young
agony, none the less real because it was very young, it was
fitting that only the understanding walls and windows should

be witness. One person only was to guess at it. This was
John Hemming, who, advised by a surprising letter from

Cora herself, came to see his stepson at once, and was stricken

rather than struck by his appearance.
" Nothing that you can tell me ?

"

" No, John."
" Christopher, you won't hate me—God forgive me, I

believe I'm in this—^you don't hate me ?
"

" No, John, of course not. And you're not in it. No one

is but she and I. There's nothing that you could have helped

—nothing that anyone could. What I wished couldn't be,

I see that already."
*' That you should have fixed upon her !—of all the girls in

the world !

"

** Don't let my mother know," said Christopher. " Some
day I may tell her."

But he didn't tell her then. Nor—though he knew that

she waited for news—did he tell his grandmother. She

heard sooner or later from Mrs. Constaple ; and it was
as well, perhaps, that he did not hear what she said. What
she said, mark, for she too loved Christopher. If Cora had
loved him, who knows but that he would have won Cora

with Herrickswood ?

But Cora St. Jemison did not love Christopher, and, in the

scheme of his life, her mission was not to crown his love. She

was in the scheme of it for all that, as love was in the scheme of
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it, and sorrow, with rich compensations for sorrow : it was love

crowned, perhaps—such love, anyway, as that which had
possessed or even obsessed him—^which was not. Her mission

was not-to-love Christopher.

He had been wrong then ? She was not That One to whom
the eternal question had been addressed—not the chosen

companion who somewhen, as he had supposed, had travelled,

or was to travel beside him ? Climbing the years—from Bou-
logne to London—he had been under a delusion ? He was to

know, maybe, that he had been under a delusion. He was to

know beyond all doubt, if so, that the delusion itself had been

divine.

Before this consummation, some suffering perhaps. What
of that ? Could such knowledge come otherwise than by
suffering ?

Therefore let no one say that this book of him " ends

badly "
! The book of Christopher ends happily. He was to

come by his voice, it is true, as the wife of Heccadon had
come by hers. That the dumb should speak—^is not that to

end happily ? His mother, perhaps, wishing for grandchildren

rather than books, was to wonder ] Trimmer, perhaps,

(childless for the sake of him !) ; no one else.

So, Cloisters Street, which in some sort was also Boulogne

to him, before it went the way of all the beautiful old streets

in the changing town—before the ruthless demohshment,

that is (some ten years later), of what could never be replaced

—was to see considerably more of him than his agony. It

was to witness the neglected ink-bottle finding its voice again,

and to see Christopher, the wings sprouting on his pen as he

listened, able once more to hear it ; it was to see the releasing

of all the imprisoned things from the Boulogne to the London
days, from even before the Boulogne days—the Cheltenham

days, the Ebury Street days—^who is to gainsay it ?—the

days on board ship, the very pre-natal days. It was

to see Christopher, in fine, learn at length to express

himself.

Happy ? Unhappy ? Happy—and by reason of Cora,

worthless Cora, daughter of the Mrs. St. Jemison who could
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not be called upon, but also the White Girl of Christopher's

adoration, and the You, yes, when all's said, and in howsoever

different a sense from any contemplated by the seeker, the

You, the ultimate You of his conscious and unconscious

seeking.

London, 1905-19 10.

THE END
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Westminster Cathedral
and Its Architect

By W. DE L'HOPITAL

With numerous Illustrations from Mr. Bentley*s

drawings including coloured plates, plans, and
reproductions from photographs.

In two volumes^ Super-royal 8w, cloth gilt and gilt top.

The history of Westminster Cathedral, and of its

architect, the late John Francis Bentley, will undoubtedly
form one of the principal pubhshing features of the autumn
season. Westminster Cathedral is acknowledged to be
among the most important buildings of modern times,

and as the chief Cathedral of the Roman Catholic Church
in the British Empire, it has a further importance of the

first mark. Bentley's own life, and the story how the
great Byzantine cathedral grew into being, from Cardinal
Manning's first proposals, and how it fell to his'^'successor.

Cardinal Vaughan, to initiate and carry out the'work, has
been told by the architect's daughter, Mrs. de^'Hopital,
who has made full use of her father's papers. An impor-
tant feature of the book is the illustrations, which com-
prise some full-page plates in colour from Mr. Bentley's

water-colour drawings, numerous illustrations in line and
from photographs, besides many plans.



A NEW WORK by

OLIVE CHRISTIAN MALVERY
(Mrs. Archibald Mackirdy)

A Year and a Day
By the Author of "The Soul Market"

(Now in its ptli Edition)

In crown 8vo., cloth gilt^ 6s. IVith Illustrations on Art Paper.

In this new book Miss Malvery tells the story of her life and
work. She has already related her experiences among the London
working people in her widely read book, " The Soul Market," but
that volume did not treat of her life story as a whole. Miss Mal-
very's life has been unusually busy and varied, but among other
matters she tells of the beginning, working, and completion of the
great Night Shelter Scheme for women and girls in London^
There are interesting letters and chapters on travels in unhack-
neyed places in Europe, and some funny lecturing experiences in

various countries, together with descriptions of some great and
picturesque industrial concerns, her work in Hoxton, and her
experiences of Spiritualism and Christian Science.

Tayl

Cheap and Popular Edition,

THE STANDARD BOOK ON THE GAME

or on Golf
. Impressions, Comments, and Hints.

By J. H. TAYLOR
OPEN CHAMPION 1894. 1895* ipoo, 1909

New Club Directory, Latest (I9II) Revised Rules,

Lists of Cbampionsbips, 6tc,

In large crown 8vo, cloth gilt, gilt top, with 48 illustnUions on

art paper from photographs, 3s. 6d. net.

" We have read this book from covor to oorer without finding a dull page.

The book is altogether fascinating—a book no golfer should be without."

—

Golf Illustrated.

*• The book is not only fully illustrated, it is edited and sub-edited in a

practical workmanlike way, and is furnished with the rules of the game, lists

ef championship winners, and a club directory. Every devotee of golf will

give a place in his library to the really excellent treatise which Taylor has
produced."—JVewoastle Leader.



A Duke and his Friends
The Life and Letters of the Second Duke of Richmond

By the EARL OF MARCH

JVi/A 34 ///usfrations, iitc/udivg 2 Photogravure Frontispieces

In 2 vo/s,, demy Svo, doth gi/t andgi/t top, 24s. net.

The history of the second Duke of Richmond, who was
a grandson of Charles the Second, and his Breton beauty,

Louise de Keroualle, afterwards the Duchess of Portsmouth,
is now told in the Duke's correspondence, under the editor-

ship of his descendant, the Earl of March, who has
brought to light many letters of exceptional value and
interest. As a soldier the Duke was present at two great

campaigns, while, at home, he maintained the hunting
traditions of Goodwood, and among other acts of charity and
good works he was associated with the London Hospital.

The work opens with a fleeting glimpse of the first

Duke of Richmond, chiefly seen through the charming
letters of his mother, the then aged Duchess of Portsmouth,
who was living in exile at Aubigny.

Belonging to the charmed inner circle of the Court,

much of the second Duke's correspondence is concerned
with private, military and social matters. He was present

with George IL when he led his troops at the memorable
battle of Dettingen, and in some of his exceedingly vivid

letters from the battlefield, he describes the King in his

yellow Hanoverian sash which gave so much offence. The
Duke's letters from Scotland during the '45 form an im-
portant section of the work, containing, as they do, a
first-hand description of the campaign with some of its

attendant hardships. The Duke kept up a brisk corres-

pondence with people of all classes. There are some
excellent family letters—letters from his steward revealing

quaint details of the ducal household economy—and many
characteristic letters from sportsmen, who had been made
welcome at Goodwood. The numerous attractive illustra-

tions have been reproduced from the family portraits in

possession of the present Duke.



Penelope Rich And Her circle

By MAUD STEPNEY RAWSON
Author of *' Bess of Hardwick," ** A Lady of the Regency," etc.

In demy %vo, doth gilt and gilt top, 1 6s. net, with photogravure and
24 other illustrations.

This new memoir is concerned with a great lady who
was the contemporary of that " Bess " already made so
famous in Mrs. Rawson's pages. But Penelope Rich is

of a very different type. As the adored of Sir Philip

Sidney, the sister of the ill-starred Earl of Essex, the

woman whose love for Mountjoy, the conqueror of

Tyrone, proved her undoing, this brilliant, beautiful, short-

lived lady, " the Helen of the Elizabethan poets," passes

hke a dazzhng comet across the last years of her epoch,

leaving her trace on the State documents and hterature of

her times. On the setting forth of her sensational life,

so closely bound up with the great folk of her day, the

author has bestowed all possible sympathy and
enthusiasm.

The Story of Evolution
By JOSEPH McCABE

Author of '* Modern Rationalism," "Tallyrand," etc.

In de?ny 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt 1 2S. 6d. net, with Illustrations.

It has often been said that modern science has taken
on much of the charm of history, especially in its account
of the evolution of things, so that if all the discoveries of

that character which are scattered through the various

sciences could be brought together, and woven into a
continuous chronicle of the growth of the universe, they
would form a remarkable record. In ** The Story of

Evolution " this is done. It is a sort of panoramic survey
from the birth of worlds to the birth of man and civili-

zation. The latest work of science is embodied in it, and
it not merely describes, but, as far as possible, explains

the great procession through the ages. The author, Mr.

Joseph McCabe, an experienced writer"^ and lecturer on
evolution, has put together the story in his most lucid and
attractive'manner.



Some Recollections

By T. TEIGNMOUTH SHORE

Canon of Worcester Cathedral

Chaplain In Ordinary to His Majesty King George V

WITH A PHOTOGRAVURE PORTRAIT

In demy Svo, cloth gilt and gilt topy l6s. net.

Canon Teignmouth Shore has led a very full and

varied Hfe. In his early days he was somewhat taken

up with hterary matters. Besides editing a popular

magazine, it was he who persuaded the late Canon Farrar

to write his immensely popular " Life of Christ," and also

who, after Ustening to some of Colonel Frank Burnaby's

stories, suggested that he should write his book, " A
Ride to Khiva." Canon Shore's connection with the

Court is a remarkable one, for he has successively held

the following appointments : Hon. Chaplaincy, and

later, Chaplaincy in Ordinary to Queen Victoria, and

Chaplaincy in Ordinary to King Edward. He is now
Chaplain in Ordinary to King George V. He was also

rehgious instructor to the daughters of King Edward,

and, as incumbent of Berkeley Chapel, Mayfair, his

services were frequently attended by various members of

the Royal Family. Canon Shore was received by the

Grand Duchess of Hesse (the late Princess Alice) not

long before her death, and was present at the death-bed

of the Empress Frederick. The book is full of deUghtful

stories, and the author necessarily has much to say about

Queen Victoria, King Edward, the Empress Frederick,

the present German Emperor, the Grand Duchess of

Hesse, and other notable persons whom he met as

Chaplain at the Court, and on his frequent visits to the

Continent.



John Opie and His Circle

By ADA EARLAND
Author mi "Ruslcin •nd His Circle."

In one large handsome vol. ^ with -^z full-page illustrations^ 2Is. net

Large-Paper Edition, limited to lOO copies for England and

America {signed and numbered), the illustrations printed

on special paper^ £2 2s, net.

The lives of painters do not, as a rule, afford the biographer much

interesting material, but there are a few notable exceptions, and

among them one of the most remarkable is that of John Opie. The

son of a poor Cornish labourer, his extraordinary gifts received

recognition at an early age. He came to London in the company,

if not im the care, of the notorious Dr. John Wolcot, who is better

known by his pen-name, " Peter Pindar." Although his protege

was far from unintelligent, Wolcot preferred to let him be known

as the " Cornish wonder," a creature reputed to be uncouth both

in body and mind, and he dressed him in the character. But

Opie's work won the admiration and subsequent support of Sir

Joshua Reynolds, and the King himself was one of the earliest

patrons of the young Cornish genius. Opie's fame was soon carried

abroad, and he steadily rose in popularity until he became one of

the most sought-after portrait painters of the day. He did not

enjoy an uninterrupted term of prosperity, but when he died at a

comparatively early age he was still receiving the favours of the

public* Opie's first marriage was unfortunate, and hitherto little

or nothing has been written about it. His second wife was the

beautiful AmeUa Alderson, who in her day was a popular novehst

and poet. In the present work the author has attempted to tell

the story of Opie's life, fully and adequately, as never before

related. The author has collected much new material, and many

pictures are now reproduced for the first time. A valuable Ust of

Opie's pictures forms a copious appendix to the book.



My Lady Castlemaine
By PHILIP W. SERGEANT

Author of '• The Empress Josephine : Napoleon's Enchantress,"

" Cleopatra of Egypt," etc.

fVi^A 17 Illustrations^ including a photogravure frontispiece.

In demy %vo^ cloth gilt and gilt top^ I2S. 6d. net.

To have been described as the finest woman in England, and
to have been more often painted than any woman who has ever
decorated the English Court—such distinctions might appear
sufl&cient to have secured her to whom they fell a host of bio-
graphers. And when it is added that a bishop who was among her
contemporaries asserts that he never heard anyone commend her
for anything txctpi her beauty, perhaps it may seem extraordinary
that the number of the lady's biographers is not merely not large,

but so small that not even the fingers of one hand are required to
count them on ! In fact, there is only one full-length pen-picture
of Barbara Villiers in existence, and that was not pubhshed to the
world in the ordinary way. Yet she whom the diarist, Samuel
Pepys, so dehghted to hear called " his lady," was not one whose
sole claim to attention was that she had a singular lack of morals.
If she made an enormous amount of money, she also helped to
make poUtical history. If she impoverished the Privy Purse of

Charles II., she largely enriched his peerage. There is no reason
why this astonishing beauty, perhaps the greatest termagant that
ever ruled a king, should not take her place in the literary gallery
among her rivals in loveliness and frailty*

Parodies Old and New
By STANLEY L. ADAM

In largt crown 8w, cloth gilt and gilt top^ dh, net.

The^present volume comprises the most extensive
collection of poetical parodies available. The only other
book of a comprehensive character is a voluminous work,
long out of print, in which the verses are all ill-arranged

and carelessly selected. Mr. Adam has spent several

years in making this .. collection, and has exercised the
greatest care in the choice of his material, which comprises
a good proportion of copyright matter.



ThesejiTwo Works have been Translated into almost every

European Language

The Living Races of

Mankind
By EMINENT SPECIALISTS

A popular illustrated account of the Customs, Habits, Pursuits, Feasts
and Ceremonies of tiie Races of Mankind throughout the World.

800 photographs from life, 25 Coloured Plates, and also Maps

SOME OP THE CONTRIBUTORS:

R. Lydekker, F.R.S. Prince Gagarine

Sir Harry Johnston, G.C.M.G., H.E. Sir Everard im Thurm, K.C.M.G.

K.C.B., etc. H. N. Hutcliinson, B.A., F.R.G.S.

Prince Roland Bonaparte A. H. Savage-Landor

Dr. R. W. Shufeldt Vice-Admiral Sir William Acland,

Professor Longford Bart., C V.O.

H.E. Lord Curzon Admiral Sir Cyprian Bridge, G.C.B.

Dr. A. H. Keane The late Sir Hugh Low, G.C.M.G.

Professor Petrucci H. Ling Roth

In 2 handsome vols., Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges, lOs. 6d.
net each and in various leather bindings.

The Living Animals of

the World
Edited by CHARLES J. CORNISH, M.A., F.Z.S.

Assisted by the following Eminent Specialists

R. Lydekker, F.R.S. W. F. Kirby, F.L.S. F. C. Selous

Sir Herbert Maxwell, F.R.S. F. G. Aflalo, F.Z.S.

Louis Wain C. H. Lane, F.Z.S. W. Saville-Kent, F.Z.S

Theodore Wood, and others.

This work comprises an absolutely unique and almost priceless collection of
photographs of

BEASTS, BIRDS, FISHES, REPTILES, INSECTS, etc.

With 25 Coloured Plates and 1210 Illustrations from photographs printed
throughout on the finest art paper

In 2 handsome vols., Demy 4to, cloth gilt and gilt edges 10s. 6d. net

each and in various leather bindings.
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The Flower Fields

of Alpine Switzerland
By G. FLEMWELL

Author of "Alpine Flowers and Gardens,"

With 32 Coloured Plates from paintings specially executed
by itie Author tor tlie present work

In one handsome volume foolscap ^o, cloth gilt and e^lt top^

6s, net.

During the naany years that Mr. Flemwell has spent in

Switzerland he has devoted himself to the study of Alpine Flora,

and has painted a great many beautiful pictures of the flowers

he knows so well, in their natural surroundings. It may be owing

to the glamour of these surroundings that the field-flowers ®f the

Alps hitherto have been so undeservedly neglected. The author's

object, therefore, in writing and illustrating this book is to fill,

what he believes to be, a long-felt want. He pleads for the field

as a worthy setting to the rock-garden for Alpine flowers in private

or public parks, and makes an appeal to all flower-lovers, especially

the traveller in Switzerland and the gardener. No one perhaps

has caught so successfully as Mr. Flemwell the extraordinary

radiance of colour which is a well-known characteristic of Alpine

field-flowers.

Shelley's Nature Poems
In one handsome volume^ foolscap ^to, cloth gilt ana gilt top, 6s, net.

With 16 Coloured Plates reproduced from water-colour
drawings

By WILLIAM HYDE

One of the most noticeable characteristics of Shelley as a

poet is his extraordinary gift for describing nature in all its aspects.

No English poet, not even Wordsworth, has surpassed him in

this particular respect. Mr. William Hyde, who is a devoted

admirer of Shelley's genius, has painted a remarkable series of

imaginative landscapes to illustrate the present selection of poems,

which deal entirely or in part with nature.



THE CONCISE KNOWLEDGE LIBRARY
Each volume in large cr. 8vo, half-bound leather and gilt,

^oo-Zoo pp., freely illustrated, Bs* per volume.

" Excellently arranged, beautifully printed, neatly illustrated, and sensibly

and strongly bound. "

—

Pall Mall Gazette.

A NEW VOLUME
In large crown 8vo, haU-bound leather, 58.

Photography
Edited by HENRY P. MASKELL

Assisted by eminent specialists Inciudins

E. O. HOPPB, P.R.P.S. P. LOW.
W. P. SLATER, P.R.P.S. C. S. COOMBBS, B.Sc.

J. LITTLBJOHNS. B. A. & Q. R. RBBVB.
Btc. Etc. Etc.

With Coloured Plates and Illustrations after Photographs by Alvin Langdon
Coburn, J. Craig Annan, Will Cadby, Fredk. H. Evans, Sev. D. O. Cowan, J.W

Church, Lionel West. &c.. besides Drawings and Diagrams.

Following the steps of its predecessors in the "Concise Knowledge Library" the
volume on Pliotography presents a co-mplete and succinct synopsis of the Art in theory and
practice. Each section is dealt with by a writer well quahfied by long experience and
reputation, and the keynote throughout is the combination of a popular treatment
witli all information, hints, and formulsB necessary to the serious worker. Chapters are
included on the Manufacture of Dry Plates and Printing Papers, Photo-Engraving and
Collotype, the latest developments of Colour-Photography, Animated Photography, Micro-
Photography, and the X-Rays. A considerable space is devoted to Pictorial Com-
position, Portraiture, Architectural Work, and Retouching. Each process is described

from the beginning, and notes ou home-made printing processes for the amateur \vill form
a special feature. At the same time the book contains abundance of matter to interest

the humble owner of a cheap magazine or roll-film hand camera. In short, the size,

complete character, aud up-to-date illustrations of the "Concise Knowledge Photography "

promise to secure for it a very high place among works on the subject, while excellence in

printing and binding, together with its low price, will commend it to a place on the book
shelf of both professional and amateur photographers.

VOLUMES ALREADY PUBLISHED.

I.—NATURAL HISTORY. With nearly 800 pages and 530 original illustrations.

Mammals. Reptiles, Fishes, etc., by R. Lydekker, F.R.S., V.P.G.S. Birds, by R.
BOWDLER Sharpe, LL.D. Insects, by W. F. KiRBY, F.L.S. Other branches by
B. B. Woodward, F.L.S., F.G.S., P. A. Bather, M.A., F.G.S., W. Garstang, M.A.
F.Z.S., R. KiRKPATRICK, and R. I. POCOCK.

2.—ASTRONOMY. The History of Astronomy, and Tlie Solar System, by
Aqnes M. Olerke. Geometric Astronomy, by A. Fowler, F.R.A.S. The Stellar
Universe, by J. ELLARD Gore, F.R.A.S. With over GOO pages and 104 Illustrations,

including a beautifully produced Frontispiece in Rembrandt IntagUo.

3.—A History of the World from Earliest Historical Time to the Year
1898. By Edgar Sanderson, M.A., Author of "History of the British Empire."
"The British Empire in the Nineteenth Century," etc. Over 800 pages, with numerous
maps specially drawn for the work.
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COLOUR MUSIC.

The Art of Mobile Colour
By A. WALLACE RIMINGTON, A.R.E., R.B.A.

Professor of Fine Arts, Queen's College, London

With 29 Illustrations in colour^ black and white^ and photography
In crown 8vo, cloth gilty 6s. net

It is no exaggeration to say that this is an epoch-
making volume dealing with what is, to all intents and
purposes, a new art, raising questions of great importance
to present-day culture and civihzation, and opening up
a fairy-land of artistic possibiUties.

The " Art of Mobile Colour *' has a direct bearing
upon most forms of art into which colour enters, and
has a practical side as well as an artistic one.

The author's experiments and contentions show
clearness and originahty of thought and investigation,

and are rendered the more valuable by his well-recognized
position in the world of art. The interest of this book
is quite exceptional, and the thoughts and descriptions are

expressed in such simple and picturesque language that

it will prove as fascinating to the general reader as to the
man of science and the artist.

^ ^

Compiled by A. C. R. CARTER

The Year's Art, I9I2
Thirty-Third Year of Issue

A concise epitome of all matters relating to the
Arts of Painting, Sculpture, Engraving, and Architecture,

and to Schools of Design which have occurred during
the year 1911, together with information respecting the
events of 191 2.

Crown 8vOj cloth, $3. net Over 600 pages, with illustrations

** Growing bigger annually. It is also growing better

For those who have to do with art and artists the volume is simply
indispensable, and it is valuable not only for current use, but as a
record. In fact, we do not know what we should do without it."

—

Athenceujn.
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Queen Jeanne of Navarre
By P. F. WILLIAM RYAN

Author of " Queen Anne and Her Court"

In demy Svo, cloth gilt and gilt topy I2s, 6d, «<?/,

with photogravure and i6 other illustrations.

No more charming story adorns the pages of history than that
of Jeanne d'Albret, Queen of Navarre. Her fame has perhaps
been obscured by that of her son, Henry of Navarre. But of the
two, the woman was the nobler, the more heroic figure. Although
heiress to Navarre, Jeanne was taken possession of in her infancy
by her uncle, Francis I. of France, and condemned to be the bride
of the Duke of Cleves. Even the whip failed to make the girl

a willing victim of her uncle's schemes, and she had to be carried to
the altar by main force. Francis, who pressed the girl into this

marriage, later sanctioned a divorce, and a husband whom she
loved was found for Jeanne in the person of the Due de Vend6me.
When, on the death of her father, Jeanne became Queen of
Navarre, and her husband King, Francis tried to extinguish her
power. But, aided by her dauntless nobles she passed trium-
phantly through a hundred adventures, and like another Jeanne
d'Arc, was the salvation of her country.

Sixty Years
Life and Adventure in the Far East

By JOHN DILL ROSS
In 2 vols.y demy Svo, cloth gilt and gilt top, '2J(s, net.

With 3 photogravure plates, 20 other illustrations and a map

This life-history of a father and son covers a period of sixty
years. The father was one of the old-fashioned merchant captains,
who sailed his own ships on trading voyages in the Far East,
when fortunes were easily made, and when fighting at close

quarters with pirates was part of the business. The son, who
embarked on a career of commerce, engaged in pioneering expedi-
tions, quite unusual in modern days ; and, he took the British flag

to coasts where it had never before been seen. The sphere of
his activities include Borneo, Tonkin, Celebes, the Spice Islands,

Dutch New Guinea, Indo-China, Siam, Java, China, Japan, and
Vladivostok. During the conquest of the Philippines he managed
to distribute a steamer full of provisions among some thousands
of Spanish troops, attacked by the insurgents on land and the
Americans at sea. As the author says, both he and his father
have lived through such strange scenes, and have been acquainted
with so many extraordinary persons, that he must be one of the
few men now living who possess the material to construct such a
record as will be found in these volumes*
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Hutchinson's V- Net Library
OF STANDARD COPYRIGHT BOOKS,

A new series of reprints ofpopular standard books at the price

of One Shilling net. Each work is complete in one volume, is

printed In clear type on good paper, and tastefully

bound In art cloth, with gilt top and photogravure
frontispiece. They are light to handle and portable in size.

A DIPLOMATIST'S WIFE IN JAPAN
By Mrs. HUGH ERASER

FIVE FAIR SISTERS
An Itftiian Episode of ^z Court of Louis XIV.

By YL NOEL WILLIAMS

NAPOLEON
By PROFESSOR DR- MAX LENZ

RUSKIN AND HIS CIRCLE
By ADA EARLAND

IN THE STRANGE SOUTH SEAS
By BEATRICE GRIMSHAW

LOUISE DE LA VALLIERE
By JULES LAIR

RICHARD JEFFERIES a Biographical study

By EDWARD THOMAS

A PRINCESS OF INTRIGUE
Madame de Longueville and Her Times.

By H. NOEL WILLIAMS
13



STANDARD WORKS FOR EYERY HOME
NOW READY

The Wonders of the World
The Marvels of Nature and Man as They Exist To-day

Which contains about

lOOO BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS REPRODUCED
FROM PHOTOGRAPHS AND MANY COLOURED PLATES

The work comprises an absolutely original and almost priceless collection of

Photographs of the Marvels of the World. All the World's most wonderful

sights as seen by the most eminent travellers, many of whom have supplied the

descriptive text.

The Contributors include

—

SIR HARRY JOHNSTON G.C.M.G., K.C.B.

THE EARL OF RONALDSHAY, M.P. ALAN BURGOYNE, M.P.

PERCEVAL LANDON. CAPT.C.G.RAWLING,C.LE.,F.R.G.S.
B. L PUTNAM WEALE. PHILIP W. SERGEANT.
HERBERT G. PONTING, F.R.G.S. And many others.

PRINTED THROUGHOUT ON ART PAPER.
In 2 handsome vols., demy ^to^ cloth gilt and gilt top, 12s, 6d, net per vot.

and in various leather binaings

Edward the Peacemaker
The Story of the Life of

King Edward VII. and his Queen

Told by W. H. WILKINS, M.A., F.S.A.

Author of " The Love of an Uncrowned Queen,*' etc.

AND BY OTHER WELL-KNOWN BIOGRAPHERS

WITH 782 BEAUTIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS
incltiding 21 coloured Plates

PRINTED THROUGHOUT ON ART PAPER.
Demy i^o^ in two handsome volumes^ loth richly gilt and gilt edges^

8s. net each and in various leather bindings

This is undoubtedly the best record of the late King's life that has been

published, and the illustrations comprise very many fine drawings made
specially for the work, and a vast number of reproductions of pictures by

great painters, choice engravings and new photographst

14



/

AN ENTIRELY NEW WORK NOW IN PREPARATION

The Marvels of the Universe
NATURE'S MARVELS IN—

THE HEAVENS
THE MIGHTY DEEP
ANIMAL LIFE

PLANT LIFE

THE EARTH'S BODY

Told by leading Specialists of the Natural Sciences of the day Including-*

SIR HARRY JOHNSTONE, G.C.M.G., K.C.B.

RICHARD LYDEKKER, F.R.S. FRANK FINN, F.Z.S.

EDWARD STEP, F.L.S. E. W. MAUNDER, F.R.A.S.

W. P. PYCRAFT,A.L.S., F.Z.S. RUSSELL F. GWINNELL, F.CS
FRANK T. BULLEN, F.R.G.S. TICKNER EDWARDES.

H. P. HOLLIS, F.R.A.S. J. J. WARD.
C. FLAMMARION.

ILLUSTRATED WITH OVER lOOO BEAUTIFUL PICTURES, AND
A LARGE NUMBER OF COLOURED T*T.A.T^:3

FROM PAINTINOS SPECIALLY EXECUTED
FOR THIS WORK.

The aim in preparing this work has been to present

the public with a fascinating description of the most in-

teresting subjects embraced by the natural sciences—such

as the marvels revealed by the telescope and the micro-

scope, curiosities of animal, bird and insect life, the

wonders of the sea, the secrets of the rocks, &c. The
text is written in a popular and agreeable style. No
acquaintance of the sciences dealt with is necessary for

the reader's enjoyment of this book, which will form a

companion work to the " Wonders of the World."

In fortnightly parts. 7d. net.

PRINTED THROUGHOUT ON ART PAPER.

Each part 'will contain fine coloured plates, in addition

to numerous black and itvliite illustrations.
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BOOKS FOR THE COUNTRYSIDE
Uniform In size, shape and price

Each in (7 J X S) richly gilt rounded comers^ 5Si net.

By FRANK FINN, B.A. (Oxon.), F.Z.S., &c.

EGGS AND NESTS OF BRITISH BIRDS
With 20 coloured plates and many other illustrations including coloured

and uncoloured illustrations of all the British Birds^-Eggs, reproduced

from the actual eggs.

BIRDS OF THE COUNTRYSIDE
With 12 colouredplates ^ 118 illustratiom from photographs printed on art

paper, and nu?nerous outline drawings.

PETS AND HOW TO KEEP THEM
With a large number of illustrationsfrom photographs

and 12 coloured plates

By F. EDWARD HULME, F.L.S., F.S.A.^ &c.
Author of " Butterflies and Moths of the Countryside," etc., etc.

WILD FRUITS OF THE COUNTRYSIDE
With 36 coloured plates by the Author, and 25 illustrations prom photo-

graphs on art paper.

By FRANCIS GEORGE HEATH

OUR BRITISH TREES AND
HOW TO KNOW THEM

492 pages. With 250 illustrations.

W. H. HUDSON'S WORKS.
New and Cheaper Editions

LAND'S END
In demy 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. net, with illustrations by A. L. Collins.

'

' This book on the West of Cornwall should be read by thousands who love
nature in all its varied aspects. They will be fascinated with it, and will not
be content with reading it only once."

—

Daily Mail.

AFOOT IN ENGLAND
In demy 2>vo, cloth gilt, 6s. net.

'

'
• Afoot in England ' has thrown open to us human and natural beauty

mixed and separate, as no other writer's books could do."

—

Daily Chronicle.
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HUTCHINSON'S

New 6s. Novels
Each in crown 8vo, cloth gilt

Adrian Savage
By LUCAS MALET

Author of "The Wages of Sin," "Sir Richard Calmady,"

"The Far Horizon," etc.

The publication of Lucas Malet's new novel, which

has been eagerly awaited for some years, will be the

Uterary event of the coming season. The action of the

novel takes place partly in Paris, partly in the rich resi-

dential quarter of a certain South of England watering-

place ; and covers, in time, two of the earliest years

of the present century. It recounts the fortunes of a

young man of letters, an Anglo-Frenchman, and the

sentimental complications in which he finds himself

involved. It touches on modern developments in

rehgious thought, in art, and the position of woman. It

is a novel of character rather than of incident, though

it contains some strongly dramatic scenes. It may be

said to have a happy ending, in as far, at least, as the

hero is concerned.



New 6/- Novels

For Henri and Navarre
By DOROTHEA CONYERS

Author of " The Strayings of Sandy,' &c.

The author's own opinion of this new book is that it is the

best thing that she has ever written, and this opinion has been

endorsed by those who have been privileged to read the MS. It

is, as its title implies, an historical romance of the time of Henri IV«

and the Massacre of St. Bartholomew. The author relates that

astonishing story of the conference at Merac when Catherine de

Medici assembled all the beauties of Paris, with the object of

tempting Henri, but ostensibly to bring about a reconciliation

between him and Marguerite, Queen of Navarre. The story

further tells how Queen Margot outwitted her mother, and of

Henri's brilliant coup in taking Florence from France. The real

hero of the story is Guard Comte de Montigny, and his love-affair

with Mademoiselle Lucille de Vallon makes an admirable motif

for the story.

The Belle of Santiago
By G. B. BURGIN

Author of " The Shutters of Silence," &c.

Mr. G. B. Burgin has embodied further Spanish experiences in

a romance entitled " The Belle of Santiago," and the scene of

the story is laid partly in that fascinating old pilgrim city, once so

familiar to EngUsh pilgrims, and partly in England. Gallant young

Anthony Heron knocks his head against the rigid walls of Spanish

etiquette, and pays for his folly with the sorrow of a Hfetime. His

son, no less gallant, and equally handsome, in the fullness of

time, woos " The Belle of Santiago," the daughter of his father's

love, and great are the complications and many the tribulations of

kis wooing. The whole book is filled with a freshness and sparkle

which show how strongly Galicia has laid hold of Mr« Burgin in

his wanderings.
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New 6/- Novels.

An Accidental Daughter
By COSMO HAMILTON

Author of *' Adam's Clay," "The Infinite Capacity," etc.

"An Accidental Daughter" is the interesting and enigmatical title of

Mr. Cosmo Hamilton's autumn novel. Like " The Princess of New York,"
the story is full of movement and suspense, and concerns a crisis in the

lives of some very charming people. The plot runs through the book like

a train of gunpowder which the author fires in the final chapters. The
interest is never allowed to slacken and the reader's attention is rivetted

on the cold-blooded and vile schemes of the beautiful and remarkable
woman to get rid of the half-French, half-English and wholly fascinating

little " accidental daughter " who is the heroine. Once again Mr. Hamilton
has woven into his story an enchanting boy-and-girl love idyll and given

us a novel which is altogether free from sex problems and all unpleasant-

ness, but which is full of individually clever character studies, ingenious

incidents and perpetual movement. A very large demand is anticipated.

The Dawn of All
By ROBERT HUGH BENSON

Author of "The Conventionalists," "None Other Gods," etc.

This is the kind of companion volume—though in no sense a sequel

—

of • The Lord of the World." In "The Lord of the World " the author

worked out what seemed to him would be the development of human history

a hundred years hence, if irrehgion prevailed along the lines it is following

at present. In "The Dawn of AH" he pursues the other "cross road,"

and sketches the world as it appears to him it would be should Catholicism

be triumphant. He discusses freely in the persons of his characters, and
represents in their adventures, the problems and accusations that surround

the path of religion ; and the book winds up to a dramatic close that will

make some people certainly very angry indeed. The book, therefore, is

fully as much an attempt to challenge as to persuade.

The Third Miss Wendcrby
By MABEL BARNES GRUNDY

Author of " Hilary on Her Own," etc

Diana is a sensitive child who proves her spirit early by running away
from boarding school. She grows up slim, dark, and full of vitality, and
she has a chum in Tommy Sutherland, but she won't listen to his love

proposals. Her parents lose their money and she is obliged to go out as a
nursery governess, and is courted by the young soldier—uncle of her charge

;

why she refuses him and returns to Tommy must be left to the author's

teUing.

19



New 6/- Novels

Poppies In The Corn
By MADAME ALBANESI

Author of ** Marian Sax," " A Question of Quality," etc.

A very charming love story, admitted by those who have read
it to be the best novel ever written by Madame Albanesi, and it is

consequently certain to extend the already large public of this
popular author.

The Satanist
By MRS. HUGH FRASER

Author of ** A Diplomatist's Wife in Many Lands,"
** A Diplomatist's Wife in Japan," *' A Little Grey Sheep," etc.

and J. I. STAHLMANN
Joint-author of "The Golden Rose."

This is the story of a beautiful Italian girl of good family, who,
under the baneful influence of a Satanist servant, herself becomes
in desperation a Satanist. She is made to desecrate the altars

of the churches, and although after her happy marriage with a
SiciUan gentleman, she finds it not only impossible to break with
the Satanists, but that the leader of the sect has specially singled
her out for terrorizing. After enduring untold misery,|the young
wife is instrumental in breaking up the secret society of Devil-
worshippers. Strange as are some of the details in this story, they
are, nevertheless, based on facts connected with the soul-destroying
cult as it exists to-day*

Mademoiselle Celeste
A Romance of the French Revolution

By ADELE FERGUSON KNIGHT
With a Coloured Frontispiece by C. F. UNDERWOOD

Few stories of the French Revolution will be read as eagerly
as the stirring adventures of the beautiful aristocrat Mademoiselle
Celeste. The girl, who has been condemned by the Committee
of Pubhc Safety to follow her parents to the guillotine, is actually
abducted at the foot of the scaffold and whirled away under
the very noses of the Repubhcan Guard. A great hue and
cry at once goes up for the victim, and one follows the progress
of Mademoiselle through France with breathless excitement

;

no sooner does she escape from one peril than she is launched into

another, and one is compelled to go on reading until the end^
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New 6/- Novels

The Green Curtain
By M. E. BRADDON

" The Green Curtain '*
is a story of the English Stagej

the life of the ideal actor, who *' nothing common did or

mean" in the course of a romantic and passionate
existence. There is much of love and something of

hate ; and, through all, the glamour of the Shakespearian
Stage—a hard-fought battle, a dazzling victory.

The Isle of the Dead
By MAY CROMMELIN

Author of " Lovers on the Green "

and R. WILLIAMS

A story full of adventures in Alaska, a country which
the joint-author, Mr. Williams, knows thoroughly. Not the

least interesting part of the story is that which deals with the

strange rites and customs of a tribe of Alaskan Indians.

Partners
By KATE HELEN WESTON

" Partners " is a tale of the north-west coast of

Austraha, which will not only attract all who are in any
way interested with that portion of our Empire, but its

description of life and country will be welcomed as

practically unknown ground to the average English
novel-reader. Beatrice Arnold, a sweet and strong girl,

is unhappily married to a young, fanatical minister, who
is resolved to devote himself to the salvation of the
blacks. They sail to an island where the husband's
ineffectuality becomes apparent. There is trouble with
the natives, and a Captain Watson, owner of a pearling

schooner, discovers them. Beatrice and the captain
become partners, and the death of Arnold is followed by
a course of true love, which, although far from smooth
at first, in the end runs well for them.



New, 6/- Novels

Flower of Grass
By KATHLYN RHODES

Author of "The Desert Dreamers," "Sweet Life," etc.

The heroine of this story is Phillida Gordon, a young girl with
golden hair, blue eyes and white skin, who is admired by two
brothers, Owen and Oliver Cassillis. Owen, the reserved, strong,

high-minded Egyptologist, loves and wins her by a ruse, although
she is in love with the irresponsible OUver, who is merely amusing
himself with her* Most of the action then takes place in Egypt,
which is familiar ground to the writer, as will be remembered
by the readers of her ** Desert Dreamers "

; and, like that story,

there are some matrimonial complications in which Hassan Bey,
a handsome Egyptian gentleman, plays a part* The novel
is full of passion and colour, and the concluding chapters are

fittingly laid in the flowery Isles of Scilly*

A New Novel
By BARONESS VON HUTTEN

Author of " Pam," " Kingsmead," etc.

Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. have pleasure in stating that they have

made arrangements to publish a new novel by the Baroness Von Hutten,

the title of which will be announced later.

Flaws By JANE BARLOW
Author of *' Mac's Adventures," etc.

** Its charm, its naturalness and its abundant humour are so

satisfying that he must be a dull dog who is unwilling to be won
over. It is, indeed, in her gift of quiet humour that Miss Barlow

stands out conspicuously among the women novelists of the day*

There is nothing of the professional jester about her wit ; never

for one instant is the fun strained or the amusement forced. In

the simple genial humour that springs from a kindly observation

she keeps her tale aUve from beginning to the end, and the keen

sense of character never falters nor degenerates into caricature.

There is true art here, the art of reticence and self-restraint."

—Daily Telegraph,



New 6/- Novels

The Order of Release
By H. DE VERE STACPOOLE

Author of "The Blue Lagoon,*' ** The Ship of Coral," etc.

In Mr. Stacpoole's new romance, " The Order of Release,"

we find ourselves at once in the Paris of Louis XV., and in the

presence of the terrible and courtly Comte de Sartines, Lieutenant-

General of Police. Moving from out the glittering crowd of

Versailles, the Baroness Sophie Linden, an Austrian, accredited

to the Court of Versailles on a small mission to the Dauphiness,

materializes herself as an opponent to De Sartines, who has cast

her lover, the Comte de Lussac, in prison. The duel between

Madame Linden, armed only with her beauty and wit, and De
Sartines, with all the power of France behind him ; how she frees

De Lussac, how she crushes De Sartines, and how at last she saves

him from the effect of her own machinations—all this forms a

story sparkling with brilliant dialogue and crowded with extra-

ordinary, dramatic and humorous situations.

The Evolution of Sara
By EVELYN EVERETT-GREEN

Author of " Guy Fulkes of the Tower," "The Secret of Wold Hall," etc.

The youngest child of Lord Lynchester's land-agent, Mr.

Mannering, find s herself an afterthought, with little sympathy

from her relations, except her father, and leads a solitary life as

child and girl till his death, when the burden of mother and

invalid brother falls upon her shoulders. She struggles gallantly ;

but the task is almost beyond her strength, and at this juncture

she is offered marriage by Lord Forester, who, interested in her

as a child, would have adopted her now, but can only do so in

this way. He explains to her what may happen if real love

comes ; but she loves him with filial devotion and takes the risk.

They are very happy together, but eventually she understands

what he has meant in warning her. Yet loyalty never fails her,

and at the last, though her trial is made curiously difficult by her

old husband's loss of mental grip, and the desire for his " adopted

child " to marry the man she loves, yet both prove leal and true«

And at the last the way opens for another love for Sara*
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New 6/- Novels

The Coward
By ROBERT HUGH BENSON

Author of "The Necromancers," *' A Winnowing,*' &c.

" The Coward " deals almost exclusively with the
problem of fear. A young man, whose training and
surroundings are all directed towards making him chival-

rous and courageous, discovers little by httle that in

the face of danger he cannot trust himself, that his nerves
break down and that he behaves badly. The novel is

an analysis of this state of mind, and of the judgments
usually passed upon it by the world in general; it also

attempts to indicate the true judgment that should be
passed, and describes a practical endeavour to counteract
it.

A Lady of Spain
By G. B. BURGIN

"Mr. Burgin tells of the adventures of a party of

English tourists, mostly journalists, in Galicia, and
although at first these promise to be nothing out of the
common, they belie their promise, much to the reader's

enjoyment. The story is as good as any Mr. Burgin has
written ; the reader's grip tightens on the book, and he
cannot lay it down until the adventures are brought to a
close by the appropriate pairing-off of the many young
lovers concerned in them."

—

Pall Mall Gazette,

Mrs. Thompson
By W. B. MAXWELL

Author of "Vivien," ** Seymour Charlton," etc.

" Admirable, truly admirable, and full of exquisite

pleasure, holding the reader in the closest thrall. It is the
tale of a grand and splendid woman. We do not think
there is much doubt but that *Mrs. Thompson' will be
one of the greatest and best novels of the year."

—

Daily
Telegraph.
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Successful 6/' tlovels—mently publisbed

Lilamani Zaa Large Edition

By MAUD DIVER, Author of "Captain Desmond, V.O."

" A really remarkable novel."

—

Daily MaiL

Some Happenings of Glendalyne
By DOROTHEA CONYERS, Author of " The Strayings of Sandy," etc.

"It has a freshness and a vigour which will distinguish it

among its jaded companions of the circulating hbrary. In other

words, it should be uncommonly successful."

—

World4

A True Woman
By BARONESS ORZCY, Author of "The Elusive Pimpernel."

•' Baroness Orczy has handled her complicated plot with great

skill, ingenuity and dramatic efiect."

—

The Times.

The Princess of New York sth Edition

By COSMO HAMILTON, Author of "The Infinite Capacity," etc.

^"' " With all his lightness of touch and his delight in thumb-
nail character sketching, Mr. Cosmo Hamilton knows the secret

of a good story. He knows, too, the value of perpetual move-
ment. There are no breathing spaces in his novel. He is always on
the scent for situations and very well he works them. It is a
book to read at any time and an3rwhere."

—

World.

" A irreat novel."

The Ship of Coral 4tik urge wiuoa

By H. DE VERE STACPOOLE, Author of "The Blue Lagoon."

The Press it unanimous in its praise.

»*
' The Ship of Coral ' in parts rivals Victor Hugo, while

there is something of the fascination of ' Treasure Island.' "

—

Standard.

The Hand of Venus
By J. MORGAN DE QROOT

" An able and trenchant piece of fiction carried through with
confidence and cleverness."

—

Daily Chronicle.
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NEW GIFT BOOKS for YOUNG PEOPLE

Jack Challoner
By EDWARD FRASER

Author of *' The Fighting Fame of the King's Ships," etc.

WITH A FOREWORD BY

FIELD MARSHAL EARL ROBERTS, V.C.

In largt cr, 8w, cloth ^ilt, $s. with 8 illustrations by Norman Little

Messrs. Hutchinson announce a cheap re- issue of their very successful

Fairy Books with an entirely new series of coloured plates that have been

expressly designed for this edition.

Each In square 8vo. richly b«und in cUth £Ut and ^ilt t«p, 35. 6d.

The Golden Fairy Book
With 8 beautiful coloured plates by Frank Pape^and

1 1 1 drawins:5 by H. R. Millar.

The Silver Fairy Book
With 8 beautiful coloured plates by Norman Little and

84 illustrations by H. R. Millar.

The Ruby Fairy Book
With 8 beautiful coloured plates by Frank Pape and

78 drawings by H. R. Millar.

The Diamond Fairy Book
With 8 beautiful coloured plates by Frank Pape^ and 83

drawings by H. R. Millar..



NEW VOLUMES

Hutchinson's I/- Net Novds
Bach in crown 8vo, clotb gilt, with coloured wrapper

PETTICOAT GOVERNMENT
By Baroness Orczy

THE NECROMANCERS
By R. H. Benson

KINGSMEAD
By Baroness Von Hutten

TORN SAILS 287th Tkousaad
By Allen Raine

THE LADIES' PARADISE
By Emile Zola

A WINNOWING
By R. H. Benson

THE MYSTERIES OF MARSEILLES
By Emile Zola

THE STORY OF AN AFRICAN FARM
Illtk Thousaad

By Olive Schreiner

THE SOUL MARKET ,.,j,„i,.
" England's Own Jungle "

By Olive Christian Malvery
(Mrs. Archibald Mackirdy)

THE ELUSIVE PIMPERNEL „5.,tko.„..
By Baroness Orczy

Author of ' The Scarltt Pimpernel^'' etc,

THE STRAYINGS OF SANDY „„ ^auio.

^y Dorothea Conyers

A SPIRIT IN PRISON „,aTko....a
By Robert Hichens

THE THREE BROTHERS
By Eden Phillpotts

«7



Is. NET fiOVnVS—continued.

Each in crown 8&<?, cloth gilt^ with coloured wrapper.

A DOUBLE THREAD ,„..tko.....
By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler

TATTERLEY 44th Thousand
By Tom Gallon

CONFESSIONS OF A LADIES* MAN
45th Thousand

By Wm. Le Queux

I FORBID THE BANNS ,05.k Tho.,.,.a

By F. Frankfort Moore

A WELSH SINGER „,., T.o„...a
By Allen Raine

Authorof'A Welsh Witch,'' '* Torn Sails,'' etc.

Allen Raine's novels have now reached a sale totalling over TWO
MILLIONS.

Each in crown 8vo, with attractive paper covers in three colours.

THIS—MY SON
By Rene Bazin

GREEN GINGER iBy Arthur Morrison
Author of "Tales of Mean Streets," etc.

VIRGINIA OF THE RHODESIANS
7th Edition

By Cynthia Stockley

THE HEART OF A CHILD eoth Thousand

Being Passages from, the early life of Sally Snape,

Lady Kidderminster.
By Frank Danby

SERVITUDE
By Irene Osgood

NOR ALL YOUR TEARS
By Maud H. Yardley

REDEMPTION
By Rene Bazin

A new, humorous, holiday book, by the

author of the "The Smiths of Surbiton."

'CHICOT' IN AMERICA
By Keble Howard
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Jiutedinsons f{ew 2f- net Series
In crown 8vo^ cloth gilt, with coloured wrapper.

They and I
By JEROME K. JEROME

Author of "Paul Kelver," " Three Men in a Boat," etc.

" This is Mr. Jerome's peculiar vintage, sparkling with
spontaneous gaiety, and rich in the deeper tone which suggests

itself from time to time behind the sparkle. The author is said

to have described the work as a more mature ' Three Men in a
Boat.' That is just what it is."

—

Evening Standard.

The Far Horizon
By LUCAS MALET

Author of " Sir Richard Calmady," " The Wages of Sin," etc.

" The story is very beautifully told. ' The Far Horizon ' fis a
notable work, a most thoughtful and valuable contribution to

present day fiction."

—

Standards

Kate of Kate Hall
By ELLEN THORNEYCROFT FOWLER

and A. L. FELKIN
" A remarkable piece of work, Power, as distinct from

brilliancy, displays itself from the opening. Plot, characters,

background all are firmly conceived and firmly handled."

—

World*

A Nest of Linnets
By F. FRANKFORT MOORE

"Keeps the reader interested and entertained from the first

page to the last."

—

Daily News.

The Jessamy Bride
By F. FRANKFORT MOORE

" * The Jessamy Bride * is so fine a conception that it seems cold

criticism to describe it as Mr. Frankfort Moore's best literary feat,

although this story claims such acknowledgment."

—

World,
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HutchiAson's 7d. Novds
A series of successful Copyright Works of Fiction in foolscap 8vo,

printed in clear type on good paper, and tastefully bound

in art cloth with gold lettering, designed title-page

and frontispiece on art paper.

NEW VOLUMES,

Beyond These Voices
M. E. BRADDON

Author of " Lady Audley"s Secret," etc.

The Filibusters
CUTCLIFFE HYNE

Author of " Captain Kettle," etc.

The Royal End
HENRY HARLAND

Author of " The Cardinal's SnufE-Box," etc.

Mollie's Prince
ROSA N. CAREY

Author of "My Lady Frivol," etc

By Right of Sword
A. W. MARCHMONT

Author of "A Dash for a Throne," etc.

Tlie Mayoress's Wooing
MRS. BAILLIE SAUNDERS
Author of "Litany Lane," etc.

The Thief of Virtue
EDEN PHILLPOTTS

Author of " The Three Brothers," " The Mother," etc.

A Lonely Little Lady
DOLF WYLLARDE

Author of "Mafoota," etc.

The Stumbling Block
JUSTUS MILES FORMAN

Author of

Two Impostors and Tinker
DOROTHEA C0NYER8

Author of "The Strayings of Sandy," etc.

Park Lane
PERCY WHITE

Author of •• The West End," etc.
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Hutchinson's 7d. Novels
A series of successful Copyright Works of Fiction in foolscap 8vo,

printed in clear type on good paper, and tastefully bound

in art cloth vith gold lettering, designed title-page

and frontispiece on art paper.

ALREADY PUBLISHED.

PRISONERS
Br Marr Gholmondeler
Author of " Red Pottage," etc.

MYl LADY FRIVOL
Bt Roaa N. Carer
Author of "Mollie's Prince," etc»

INTO THE HIGHWAYS AND HEDGES
Br F. F. Montreaor

A RISING STAR
Br David Christie Mnrrar

Author of "A Rogue's Conscience," etc.

THE MAN WHO WON
Br Mrs. Baillie-Rernolda

Author of "A Dull Girl's Destiny," etc.

THE UNDER SECRETARY
Br William I.e Qnenx

Author of "Confessions of a Ladies' Man," etc.

TOMMY AND GO.
Br Jerome K. Jerome

Author of " They and I,'' etc.

THE ONE WHO LOOKED ON
Br F. F. Montreaor

THALASSA
Br Mrs. Baillie-Rernolda

Author of " The Man Who Won," etc.

THE GAMBLERS
Br William Le Qnenx

Author of "Conftseions of a Ladies' Man," etc.

LADY ELVERTON'S EMERALDS
Br Dorothea Conr«r«

Author of " The Strayings ef Sandy," ete.

LITANY LANE
Br Mrs. Baillle Sanndera

Author of "Saints in Society," etc

AT THE CROSS ROADS
Br F. F. Montreaor

BY ORDER OF THE CZAR (aut]E4ition)

Br Joseph Hatton
Author of " In Male Attire," etc?
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Hutchinson's New 6° Novels

263 WICKED SIR DARE Charles Garvicb

264 THE SUVES OF ALLAH G. B. BURGIN

265 WYNDHAM'S DAUGHTER Annie S. Swan

266 UNDER THE THATCH Allen Raine

267 THAT STRANGE GIRL Charles Garvice

268 THE LADY OF THE CAMEO Tom Gallon

269 THE GUARDIANSHIP OF GABRIELLE E. Everett-Green

270 A WHITE MAN E, M. ROYLE

271 MISS ESTCOURT Charles Garvice

272 A SIMPLE SAVAGE G. B. BURGIN

273 THE MISCHIEF OF THE GOOD Bertha Clay

274 FRANK SINCLAIR'S WIFE Mrs. J. H. Riddell

275 A SENSE OF HUMOUR
( Beryl Faber and

I Cosmo Hamilton

276 NELLIE Charles Garvice

277 VERONIQUE Florence Marryat

278 THE MYSTERY OF THE ROYAL MAIL B. L. Farjeon

279 A STORMY VOYAGER Annie S. Swan

280 MY LOVE KITTY Charles Garvice

281 THE KING OF FOUR CORNERS G. B. BURGIN

282 NOT IN SOCIETY Joseph Hatton

283 MARRIAGE BY CAPTURE Bertha Clay

284 VIOLET Charles Garvice

285 THE MYSTERY OF JOHN PEPPERCORN Tom Gallon

286 THE LADY OF SHALL NOT E. Everett-Green

287 ANTHONY WILDING Rafael Sabatini

288 MISS BETTY'S MISTAKE Adeline Sergeant

289 AS IT HAPPENED Ashton Hilliers

290 THE UNBIDDEN GUEST E. W. HORNUNft

A complete list of Hutchinson's 6cl. Novels, eontalnfnsr over 200 books by

the leading authors, will be sent on application.

32







YB 68565




