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vi INTRODUCTION

ing in his awful presence, as Christopher Tatham
stood, and can hear myself asking him, perhaps
for the third time within & month, if he had
“anything for me”; and his contemptuous reply,
“Look heah! Would yer like yer money back?”
—my money being the “booking fee” of five
shillings—cuts into me now, as I recall it, almost
as sharply as if I had only just felt the lick of
the whip. Even the knowledge that a few years
afterwards I was able to stalk into the ruffian’s
private office and patronize him loftily fails to
cool the sting.

But on the doorstep of Albemarle’s, or Pot-
ter’s, dramatic agency, Mr. Merrick and I, so
far as our theatrical experiences go, seem to part
company. Chance guided me into fairly smooth
paths; Mr. Merrick, fortunately, was to tread
rougher ones. I say fortunately, because it is
to Mr. Merrick’s obviously first-hand acquaint-
ance with the lower grade theatre that we owe
at least two quite remarkable studies of shady
theatrical life and character—the novel to which
these few words are prefixed, and the before-
mentioned When Love Flies out o’ the Window.
Though my experiences may have differed from
Mr. Merrick’s, I have seen enough of the seamy
side of the stage to enable me to vouch for the
truth of these two works,
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R,

them; but it was left to Mr. Merrick to give us,
in Naomi Knight, a picture of this pathetic mix-
ture of enthusiasm and incapacity. Logan Ross
is not the equal of the amazing Spencer Parlett
in When Love Flies out o’ the Window—the
latter is one of Mr. Merrick’s really big things—
but Ross is a fine portrait nevertheless. I am
not quite so sure about Theodosia Moore, but I
have no doubt whatever as to the ineffably vul-
gar, hen-brained Peggy. She is another of Mr.
Merrick’s masterpieces. The scene of her final
dismissal of Christopher, short as it is, and the
incidents immediately leading up to it, are among
the perfect bits of verisimilitude in fiction. The
. young lady’s last speech—to quote it would spoil
the thrill—is an ineradicable memory.

Short as it is. There you have the very spirit
of Mr. Merrick’s literary gift and method—
conciseness and ease. He will reveal in a seem-
ingly careless half-sentence what another writer
will take a page over, or will heavily underscore.
Not for Mr. Merrick is the laboured analysis—
. analysis run mad in some cases—of many of our
modern novelists, nor the loud devices of the de-
liberate sensationalist. A little earlier I have
used the expression “etched,” and this expression
indicates, in my opinion, the most characteristic
feature, and the high-water mark, of Merrick’s
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ism in the sense that these words are bandied
about. It is a plain, straightforward, apparently
effortless account of a man’s apparel, his coat,
waistcoat, trousers, necktie. It doesn’t cry out
" in the voice of the Impressionist, “Look! See
how clever I am, how nothing escapes me; how
I observe, in a flash, what is hidden from the
common vision!”, nor does it, with the larger lib-
erality of the Realist, afford us a glimpse of
Mr. Armytage’s soiled undervest. To carry the
contrast still further, it has nothing of the snap-
shot on the one hand, nor the scalpel and the dis-
secting-table on the other. I repeat, it is the
most modest of statements; but every stroke, as
in a skilful etching, being “in the right place,”
the imagination is stimulated to evolve from it
the whole history of the miserable Armytage.
Struggle, defeat, poverty, the fight for life, the
pitiful roguery—all is suggested, as it were, upon
the bitten plate. The trousers of a tweed suit!
There is the “learned stroke.” The “garnet pin
ornamenting the wrong portion of a made-up
tie” is eloquent enough, but the trousers of a
tweed suit in conjunction with the frock-coat—
out of date and shiny at its elbows, as we are
allowed to suspect—is the supreme touch.
Perhaps it is the spectacle of the sombre figure
of Tragedy tugging at Comedy’s sleeve, and
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age. Might be myself, in fact. I don’t need a
wig.” “Ah! H’m!” replied the old man gravely,
“you’re wrong, laddie; believe me, you’re wrong.
They look for a wig in this theatre.”

Alas! in the theatre of books, as well as in
the theatre of plays, a vast number of people are
still looking for wigs. And Mr. Merrick’s char-
acters wear none, being the creatures not only
of keen observation but of a strict literary integ-
rity. The issue of a Collected Edition of the
works of Leonard Merrick is therefore a matter
for special rejoicing; for, with it, this most ac-
complished and unobtrusive of narrators may be
said to have come into his own.

ARrTHUR PINERO.
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CHAPTER I

A GENTLEMAN who had been called to the Bar,
expecting to make a great name and a large
fortune, died obscurely, leaving the sum of £57
8s. 6d., a widow, and a son. His other surviving
relative was a married sister. This lady said to
her husband, who was lucratively associated with
hops, “You had better find a berth for Chris-
topher in the office, George.”

Christopher Tatham had come down abruptly
from Oxford, where George Spaulding and his
wife, not unreasonably, considered that it was
preposterous to have sent him, and had seemed
to view his proposed introduction to the office
in a proper light. Then, in a burst of confidence
-one day, he avowed to his aunt that, from his
childhood, he had been ambitious to go on the
stage. And he did not go into the office. “Uncle
George” had an open mind, and sons of his own
to share the profits of hops, and he said, “Well,
if he has any talent that way, the best thing he

1
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can do is to become an actor—there’s no future
for him in the business, you know. Tell him to
come and stay with us while he looks round.”
The process of looking round, as conducted
by a novice, led to nothing but fruitless inter-
views with needy persons who advertised for
“Amateurs of ability” and sought simpletons of
means, but Mr. Spaulding occasionally met foot-
light favourites at Masonic dinners, and gener-
ously he proceeded to make himself a nuisance
to them. “A young protégé of mine, who is an
aspirant for histrionic honours” figured in his
discourse so often that several theatrical celebri-
ties grew profane when they found they were to
sit next to him. His persistence at last secured
a chance for Tatham to make his début at a
fashionable theatre as an “extra gentleman”—
in which capacity he received a guinea a week,
and his principal duty was to simulate enjoy-
ment of an imitation ice-cream composed of pink
cotton-wool. “Extra gentlemen” are super-
numeraries of some refinement, who possess
dress-clothes of their own and don’t look like
waiters when they are meant to represent Lady
Alethea’s guests. The widow, ‘meanwhile, had
been living in a boarding-house on the balance
of the £57 8s. 6d. Her son took fifteen shillings
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“She’d have liked to get me,” declared a fa-
vourite of Whitechapel, devouring his pen’orth
of fried fish, “but she said, ‘I know what it is—
you London actors won’t leave town!’” 1In the
new engagement, the weekly salary was a couple
of pounds, and the young man contrived to remit
a sovereign each week now to his mother. It
was progress. It was felt that “Christopher was
beginning to get on.” Only, when the tour ter-
minated, he was, naturally, again without money‘
to live on while he waited for the next.

Of course, his uncle and aunt understood the
circumstances, and he was told to remember that
he had a “home to go to.” He was told to re-
member it on subsequent occasions. But actors
in their novitiate, without theatrical families to
smooth their path, need a home to go to very
often, and Tatham, who was denied the possi-
bility of saving anything while an engagement
lasted, needed one even oftener than most of
them. As time went on, the Spauldings did not
actually conclude that he had been misled by
vanity and hadn’t any aptitude for acting, but
they sighed that it was “strange he didn’t do
better”; they did not say bluntly that he was
“to blame,” but they said disparagingly he was
“unlucky.” It began to be obvious to them that
a young man who had a mother to support would,
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“how did you find engagements at the start—
before people had heard of you?”

Mr. Galbraith, who was habited as a parson,
and had still to play in two scenes, was smoking
a pipe, while he dabbed chalk on his hair to be-
token anguish induced by a prodigal son. He
was a man of education, who had once been a
West End actor. His descent was due to drink,
a vice which he solemnly renounced as often as
compassion entrusted him with another chance
to earn his bread. For weeks and sometimes
months at a stretch he would be a total abstainer,
proclaiming barley-water his beverage for life—
only to succumb, in his most confident hour, and
be dismissed abusively from one company more.
He remained in this one because, when his out-
break occurred, the tour had been so near its end
that the manager had shirked the trouble of re-
placing him, but the spectacle of an intoxicated
parson exhorting his son to reformation had in-
Jured the week’s receipts.

“Before people had heard of me it was easier
to find engagements,” he exclaimed; “it’s since
people know me I can’t get shopped.”

“You know what I mean, Galbraith. What
can I do? Answering the advertisements in The
Era is no use—nobody ever answers me. It
amounts to this, if I don’t find something else
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trap which he ridiculed in the dressing-rooms.
The unsophisticated audience greeted its climax
with a burst of applause, while behind the waver-
ing walls of the prodigal’s narrow chambers a
grubby scene-shifter wheeled forward the porch
of the “Old Home” for the final set. The “Old
Home,” to the accompaniment of incidental
music, played out of tune by an exiguous orches-
tra, was duly presented. The faithful house-
keeper, who remembered the dear young master
when he was a boy, bless his heart, attitudinised
at the right of the stage, to hearken jubilantly to
a peal of wedding-bells, which the prompter, as
usual, sounded at the left; and an anxious lead-
ing man, on the verge of unemployment, de-
claimed as a radiant bridegroom to a despondent
leading lady whom he might never meet after
to-night, that “in the golden years before them
they would never part again.”

The curtain fell. The company scurried to
tear off their costumes and pack their small be-
longings. Tatham knew that all the men, ex-
cepting Galbraith, who had drunk nothing but
tea and barley-water for ten days, were impatient
to get outside before the bars closed. In their
haste to do so, some would neglect to remove their
paint. The back of the stage seemed suddenly
to have dissolved into the night—the canvas
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and with her pale, serious face and her quiet
manner, she had seemed to Christopher more
adapted to a vicarage than to a theatre until he
saw her act.

They went through the stage-door together.
Her lodging lay in the same direction as his, and
he carried her bag for her. The silent roads were .
slippery, but he couldn’t give her his arm, because
he had his own portmanteau in the other hand.

“I suppose you haven’t settled for anything
else?” she asked as they blundered along.

“N 0.,’

“I haven’t, either. Isn’t it horribly cold!”
Her shoulders were hunched under her spring
jacket. “I can lend you to-day’s Era if you like;
there may be something useful in it.”

“Thanks, I've seen it,” he said; “I’ve written.
I squandered fourpence on stamps this morning.
I shan’t hear from anybody.”

“One never does.”

“Well, there’s no need for you to worry—
you’re sure to be all right one day.”

“It looks like it, doesn’t it!” She had applied
as a “Strong Character Actress (tall),” and a
“Smart Juvenile Lady (petite),” and as a
“Useful Lady (to complete company)”—prac-
tically as everything except a ‘“Pathetic Child
Actress (accustomed to dying),” and a “Col-
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more, they trudged through the sleeping town
till the girl’s doorstep was reached.

“Thanks awfully,” she said, shivering. “I'm
not sure whether I shall go by the early train to-
morrow or not—if we don’t meet at the station,
good-bye.”

“Good-bye.”

“And good luck!”

He put the bag down, and their numbed hands
were clasped for a moment.

“Good luck to you, Miss Lane,” he said.

Long afterwards—when he had forgotten in
what town it had been—he remembered that walk
through white, empty streets, and his wishing
her “luck” on a doorstep.
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end. The hop merchant, astute in his own busi-
ness, “knew it for a fact, for the boy’s father had
told him.”

“Wonderful!” he exclaimed admiringly to his
nephew; “isn’t it?”

The wonder was, that he had credited the lie,
but Tatham couldn’t say so; he answered that it
was wonderful indeed.

And Harold, who was a dandy, and was al-
ways chaffed for the elaborate care that he took
of his clothes, had been so good as to huddle them
together disastrously, to make space for the
guest’s. Some guests are never hilariously con-
tent.

In ordinary circumstances, next morning,
Tatham would have gone to see his mother, but
the lady had recently removed to a boarding-
house at Sweetbay, so he lunched with his aunt.
The other men were in the City.

“Sweetbay must be much nicer for her than
Dalston,” he said; “I was very glad to hear she
was going. Does she like it, do you know?”

“I think she does,” said Mrs. Spaulding; “yes,
I think she likes it very much better. She’d been
anxious to get away from London for a long
time, she told me.”

“Oh, you’ve seen her?” He was pleased, for
the Spauldings had no great liking for his
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them, you know; you mustn’t expect the prizes
of your profession to come and look for you.”

“You don’t quite grasp the position,” he ven-
tured. “As an unknown man, I might spend
years ‘trying for a good part in a first-class
theatre’ without getting so far as a word with the
manager. If I didn’t accept the kind of thing
that’s possible, I should never get anything at
all.”

She replied by a reference to an actor who
had lately made a successful first appearance in
London after twenty years of struggle and pri-
vation. “There’s a new young man just ‘come
out,’ ” she said; “we saw him the other night and
he’s excellent. I daresay you could have done
it just as well—he looks something like you; he’s
quite a beginner, I had never heard his name

before. You need to aim higher, ™ yruatvant
more pluck. Of course you’ve .;0- ve
shall always be very glad to have vym n

we can put you up—but I should like to see you
do better for your own sake; I am sure you’d be
happier if you were more independent.”

Chicken stuck in his throat.

“If Uncle George can still give me a berth,
I’'m ready to go into the City to-morrow,” he
said thickly.

“Oh, nonsense, there’s no occasion to do any-
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dramas, of heroes propping brows with fore-
fingers and straining violently to look profound.
A goodly number of the originals waited in atti-
tudes of despondence on the forms that lined the
walls, and at a table in the corner a young woman
with dyed hair, piled over a cheap and obvious
frame, was clicking a typewriter.

Tatham discovered space to sit down, and
glanced round the room to see if any acquaint-
ance was present. All were strangers to him.
From Kennington and Camberwell, from Brix-
ton and East Ham, the theatre folk had jour-
neyed, not a few of them afoot, in the prayer
that they might “hear of something.” They had
put on the least shabby of their clothes and to
Tatham’s eyes the women looked less indigent
than the men, but their flowered hats and flimsy
smartness shrieked their poverty to one another.
Many of the crowd had spent a morning of de-
Jjection “making the round” of the agents’ offices.
When Mr. Albemarle failed them, they would
thread their way along the crowded Strand
again—with aching feet, and empty stomachs,
and affected jauntiness, hoping to the last. They
might meet a “pal who knew of something,” or
who would, at least, be “good for a glass of
bitter.” There might be a shady manager col-
lecting a new company in the public-houses;
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ing one night under the portico of a theatre,
where an ex-Society woman was attracting all
London by her beauty, he had drooped in the
glare gazing at her photographs and thinking
she must be compassionate. He remembered how
he had pencilled on his card an appeal for a min-
ute’s interview and sent it in to her, and how he
had shrunk from a scene-shifter’s eyes as the
fellow brought him her curt refusal. ‘“What
could he do?’ At the foot of a career in which,
for all but the moneyed and the influential, the
potent factor is Chance, he could do nothing but
what he did, possessing his soul in patience, and
in his uncle’s house. And every evening his
uncle asked, “Well, any news?”

So six weeks went by.

“Well, any news?’ He meant it kindly, but
his guest came to dread the return from the City
and that question.

“No, sir.”

“Humph!” The tone conveyed his reflections.

One wet afternoon, when Tatham, having gone
down from Mr. Albemarle’s office, loitered in
the shelter of the street door, something hap-
pened. Nothing sensational—Mr. Albemarle
came down too. As the client stood wondering
which way to turn next, the agent brushed past
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“I find it their normal state. You ‘think
you’ll be able to find me something next week,’
do you?”

“What?’ Obviously he was surprised, but he
recovered himself in an instant. “Oh, I dare-
say. Always drop in when you’re passing, that’s
the best way—always pleased to see you. If

"anything turns up, there you are!”

“I’ve been dropping in for eighteen months.
Nothing has turned up so far. My name’s
Christopher Tatham.” ‘

“Of course it is,” said Mr. Albemarle. “I
know your name very well. I can’t shop every-
body; there aren’t enough parts to go round,
Latham, old chap. I’d shop the whole blessed
profession, if I could, what do you think?—it’d
suit me all right; but you see what it is, there’s
too many at the game. What’s your line?”

“I’ve been playing character. ‘Tatham,” not
‘Latham’!”

“I remember now—it had slipped my memory
just for the moment.” The barman put the
glasses on the counter. “Here’s fortune!”

“But what I want to play is lead.”

“Lead. Right!”

“Do you think you could manage it for me?”

“Do I think I could manage it?’ echoed Mr.
Albemarle. He looked into Tatham’s eyes sig-
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of theatrical stars who owed their eminence to
Jiis services. Suspensive, Tatham waited for a
chance to interpose a question. At last, when
tbeaﬂnerwassaying“ﬂell,”sapmhdetoa
farther reminiscence, he exclaimed:

“You know, I'm awfully keen on getting
something at once, Mr. Albemarle! I’'ve got to
find another engagement right off. Of course
the money’s an object—I depend on the profes-
sion—but I’'m not standing out for terms. Now,
how soon do you think you could get me a lead-
ing part, at, say—well, at any figure at all?
Frankly! You can’t do it this evening, or to-
morrow morning, but give me an idea when it
might be. That’s not asking too much, is it?”

Something in the appeal went home to Mr.
Albemarle, also the second drink was human-
ising him. He was temporarily truthful.

“Look here,” he said familiarly, “you want a
shop, don’t you? What’s the good of kidding
about ‘leading business’?> What you want’s a bit
every Saturday morning to pay your way, like
everybody else; ain’t I right?”

“Perfectly right,” said Tatham, dismayed.

“Very well, then! you know, and I know it’s
not a scrap of use your opening your mouth too
wide and calling yourself a ‘leading man.” Jump
at whatever you can get, that’s my advice to you.
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They’re sending out a tour from the Sceptre—
get round there to-morrow, twelve sharp. Ask
for Mr. Bailey. Say I sent you. Mind, I can’t
promise anything’ll come of it—you won’t be
the only one on the spot, but it’s a tip. It’s a big
cast, and they haven’t settled for any of the small
parts yet.”

The descent from the prospect seen five min-
utes ago was steep, and the cost of the entertain-
ment alarming—so alarming that Tatham deter-
mined to walk to Regent’s Park, instead of tak-
ing a bus. But as he turned down Bedford
Street he was not disconsolate. There was at
any rate a chance of sorts.



CHAPTER III

THERE were eighteen parts to be filled for the
provincial tour of the play at the Sceptre The-
atre, and actors and actresses desirous of filling
them were informed that Mr. Bailey was to be
found in the business manager’s office upstairs.
When Tatham, who arrived betimes, explored
the quarter indicated, not more than fifty to
sixty applicants sat and stood about the landing,
awaiting admittance to the room; but their num-
ber was continuously reinforced. By half-past
one, when Mr. Bailey, having disposed of other
matters, proceeded to attack the task before him,
the staircase had become impassable, and at the
foot, groups of men sat morosely on the ground.

Behind the enamelled door, visible only to the-
most fortunate, the eagerly sought interviews
seemed, to those interviewed, unpromisingly
brief; to those outside, they seemed eternal, and
as the weary hours lagged by, several girls who
could find no space to sit, clung weakly to the
banisters.

It was Tatham’s turn at last.

28
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landing; from the landing to the lowest step it
travelled, and was echoed in the hall. As the
girl started to go down, the packed rows of
applicants broke into disorder, and the view on
the staircase was a jumble of dejected backs.
She lingered an instant for Tatham to be beside
her.

“I hope you haven’t lost anything by giving
me your turn?” '

“Oh, I don’t suppose so; I daresay all the
men’s parts were settled before you went in.”
It was possible, however, that none was settled,
that Mr. Bailey intended to make his selection
later among the men who had had the luck to be
seen.

“It was awfully kind of you.”

“It was nothing.”

She was very young, perhaps no more than
seventeen, but she had been bred in a calling in
which few girls remain bashful long. The tone
in which she spoke to him was the frank, fa-
miliar tone of a young woman at once unac-
quainted with reserve, and well accustomed to
take care of herself; the gaze she raised to him,
from a face which had pink-and-white youthful-
ness for its chief charm, was steadily unembar-
rassed. When she represented a girl of her own
years on the stage, of course, she comported her-
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“I’ve no idea. Have you heard of anything
else?”

“No, I must have a look at the ads in to-day’s
Floats. I haven't seen it yet.”

His distaste for her companionship was pass-
ing, even it had already passed. He foresaw
that he would feel very lonely in another minute,
as he moved aimlessly along; the girl’s interest
in his prospects was not unwelcome.

“I haven’t seen it, either,” he said. “There’s
a newsagent’s round the corner—let’s go and
get a copy.”

And then the girl did a happy thing—she ex-
claimed “Come on,” and laughed. Precisely at
what she laughed she didn’t know, but on a sud-
den his spirits rose, and he liked her.

His spirits dropped when snow began to fall,
for the purchase of Floats had left him with five-
pence for his capital and he could not take her
into a confectioner’s. They sought employment,
studying the advertisement columns together, in
the sheltered quietude of 2 mews. Because he
was an impecunious gentleman he was humiliated
at having to shelter her there. Because she was
a little mummer in the rank and file of “the pro-
fession” she was admiringly surprised by his
humiliation.

“I think it was very generous of you to buy
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mother—it’s too far; we'’re in diggings at Not-
ting Hill.”

They considered ruefully. A brougham swung
round the mews, and startled them backwards
into a puddle.

“Fivepence won't do it, I suppose?”’ said
Tatham, looking at his boot.

“I don’t know; I forget. Anyhow, it’ll be a
tinpot sort of show. I’'m not sure that it’s good
enough.”

“Any show for me,” he said. “I’ll tell you
what——"

“Well, you can go, of course; fivepence’ll be
enough for one.”

“I’ll tell you what: let’s hurry up and find a
pawnbroker’s, and I'll pop my watch.”

“As if I'd let you—just to pay my fare!”

“Well, why shouldn’t 1?”

“Itisn’t likely. Popping your watch for me!”

“I should have to pop it for myself to-morrow. -
Come on, there’s a good girl, don’t waste time!
Look here, if you don’t go, I shan’t go, either.
That’s a fact. I mean it.” He stood looking in
her eyes until she smiled, Her smile lit her face
very prettily.

“You are a nice boy,” she said.

She did indeed think him very nice, and when
they had found a pawnshop and she waited for
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Gardens with a happy-go-lucky girl who said,
“I daresay we shall have come out here for noth-
ing, after all,” and laughed, as if coming to
Clapham for nothing would be a capital joke.
It was fun to wait with her in the unprepossess-
ing parlour of a lodging-house and hear her
whisper, with a peremptory nod as the door-knob
turned, “Y ou speak first!”

The advertiser—who, it transpired, called
himself Armytage—was evidently attired for
the occasion. He wore a frock-coat, in combina-
tion with a summer waistcoat, much crumpled,
and the trousers of a tweed suit. A garnet pin
ornamented the wrong portion of a made-up tie.
Early in the interview he confessed, with a lugu-
brious shake of the head, that long as he had
been in management, he had not realised until
this afternoon what a multitude of actors and
actresses were out of work. The overture
sounded unpromising, but it appeared by the
light of his later remarks that vacancies might
possibly remain in the company for just such
“artistes” as Tatham and Miss Harper. His in-
tention was to open in three weeks’ time at Sweet-
bay, he informed them, and “the money, though
small, was sure.” Figures revealed it to be small
indeed. On taking a note of their references and
addresses, he was plainly impressed by a terrace
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got paid every Saturday morning as right as
rain. Goodness! a lot of the men who leave you
stranded might be Johnnies from Oxford and
Cambridge, by their clothes and the way they
talk. Education don’t make people straight;
some of the biggest bounders in the profession
used to be swells before they went on the stage.
I expect you’ll change—the profession changes
everybody.” '

“Thank you,” he said.

“Well, you will! it’s sure to spoil you—you
won’t keep like you are now; you can’t!”

“Why not?”

“Because they never do.”

“But why not?”’

She reflected. “Well, if fellows behave like
cads anywhere else they get cold-shouldered, you
see, and in the profession they don’t. I suppose
it tempts them to be crooked, when they know
they won’t be thought any the worse of for it.
I say, this isn’t the way to the station—where
are you going?”’

“We’re going to have something to eat,” said
Tatham. “Do you think it’s too soon?”

Her eyes widened at him, almost pathetically,
and then she broke into a laugh again; there was
a note of hysteria in the laugh this time.



THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER 89

“When I'm a star, I'll find out where you are
and get you a swagger engagement!”

“I wonder?”’

“Look here!” Her voice was sharp, and she
stopped short under a gas lamp. “I never for-
get a pal.”

“I was only joking.”

“Well, I wasn’t. You’ve been a brick. I'd
do things for you if I ever got the chance. . . .
But I never shall, not at this business, anyhow!”

“Don’t you think you’ll ever be a star, then?”’

‘“What, me?”

“Why shouldn’t you?”

“I’d give up the stage to-morrow if I'd got
anything else to do. I'd never have gone on it
if I'd had my way. What did you take to it
for?”

“I love it.”

“You don’t?”

“Oh, I do—really!”

“Well, I am astonished,” she said. “I should
have thought you were ever so much too clever
for that. Whatever do you love about it? I
think it’s a rotten business.”

“It’s a rotten business as one is now, but if
one gets on, it may be a great art.”

The word “art” evidently conveyed little to
her mind; her voice was puzzled. “I don’t see
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anything in it. Of course, I'd like big money,
but I'd much rather get it without having to act.
I think acting’s silly. X don’t see how you can
be expected to laugh, and cry, and carry on in
a part, just as if it was all real.”

“You have to feel as if it were all real while
you'’re studying the lines—you have to ask your-
self just how you would say it all if it were some-
thing happening in your own life.”

“Oh, my word!” she exclaimed protestingly.

Her attention wandered. ‘“The shops about here
don’t come up to the West End ones, do they?
They’re much better than this about Notting
Hill.”
They had dinner in a shabby little Italian place
—half restaurant, half cake-shop—where they
were the only customers. Soup and a fillet, both
very indifferent, with stale chocolate éclairs to
follow, seemed to her epicurean, and she pro-
nounced the fried potatoes “a long way better
than what you got with pen’orths of fried fish.”
The gratification of her appetite, even more, the
novelty of being entertained, exhilarated her ex-
ceedingly, and she had felt a pleasurable sense
of unfamiliar dignity in seeing a bottle of beer
opened for her by a shuffling waiter.

It was past eight when "Tatham wished her
good-night, after lending her the coppers to take
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her home. The lateness of his return to Regent’s
Park had raised expectations, and he was greeted
with a chorus of “Well?” A detailed account of
the day’s doings, he thought, was likely to be ill
received, and he dwelt much more upon his inter-
view at Clapham than upon his disappointment
at the Sceptre. He could not, however, avoid
creating the impression that he had presented
himself at the theatre tardily, and more than
ever he was conscious that patience with his
career was moribund. This time next month,
would he be an actor or a clerk? Instinct pro-
claimed that his fate was in the unwashed hands
of Mr. Armytage.



CHAPTER IV

ONE of the drawing-room windows permitted
the anxious to view an exasperating postman for.
nearly five minutes before he reached No. 12.
During the next four days Tatham spent much
of his time at that window. In a letter to his
mother he had mentioned that there was a pros-
pect of his going to Sweetbay, and the widow
had already replied, “supposing that by now the
engagement was settled.” Experience had sup-
plied no grounds for her supposition, but her
optimism—or the carelessness with which she had
read his letter—would make it additionally dis-
tasteful to him to have to say he could not go.
And the postman had a letter for every house
in the terrace excepting No. 12.

Then, when Tatham wasn’t watching, and
hadn’t heard any knock at the street door, the
parlourmaid unconcernedly handed a bulky en-
velope to him. A part was inside—he was en-
gaged! He had never seen the play; had no
idea whether the part was good—was for the

present too much excited to do more than whip
42
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men. He was, plainly, embarrassed and un-
happy, and since the premium demanded of him
had been paid and the cheque swiftly cashed, the
manager was at no pains to afford encourage-
ment.

“Now then, you!” he bawled, “don’t you know
there’s supposed to be a window there? Are you
going to walk through a third-floor window at
night? We want actors, not acrobats. Hi,
Lonsdale!” The youth, with the co-operation
of his sisters, had selected the name of “Vernon
Lonsdale.”” He had grown his hair long, and
they had pictured him in romantic situations,
looking like Kyrle Bellew. Just now he looked
like sacrificing his premium.

“I beg your pardon,” he stammered; “I didn’t
know where the window was meant to be.” He
hurriedly advanced, and stood, with pale cheeks,
awaiting his next cue.

A melancholy female read indistinctly from
her part some lines that concluded with the word
“menace.” She pronounced it to rhyme with
“grimace,” and the youth, not recognising her
intention, remained mute.

“Go on, my boy,” roared Armytage; “why
the hell don’t you go on?”

“I haven’t had my cue,” said the youth resent-
fully.
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Pity for young Lonsdale depressed him, too,
as from day to day he beheld the youth jeered
at and bullied. He was not a brilliant youth; it
was difficult to credit him with enough capacity
to make his way in any walk of life; but his nu-
merous suits of clothes suggested that he might
have squandered as much as fifty pounds to se-
cure a professional début on the stage, and the
sum at least entitled him to civility.

“It’s very different to what I thought it was
going to be,” he complained to Tatham, in a girl-
ish voice; “he was awfully polite when I saw him
at Clapham. And he said it was a good part.
I don’t call it a good part, do you? There’s only
that little pathetic bit in the third act that I take
any interest in.”

“There isn’t a good part in the piece,” an-
swered Tatham.

“Oh, don’t you think so? I think some of
them are all right. Only the people are so com-
mon; they’re an awfully low lot, aren’t they?
No, I don’t call it at all a good part now, except-
ing for that little pathetic bit in the third act.
It looked all right when I read it at home, but it
seems so different at rehearsal—I'm always be-
ing bundled about; when I do come to a speech,
somebody cuts in before I've got the last word
out. Don’t you know what I mean?”
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be an awfully vain brute, mustn’t he? Well, one
thing!” he laughed gleefully; “that beast of a
comedian can’t try the same dodge on me, with
my little pathetic bit in the third act, for he’s got
to be sitting down, writing a letter, while I say
it.”

The journey to Sweetbay was made on a Sun-
day morning; the heterogeneous garments that
they donned for travelling gave to the company _
an appearance even more repellent than they
presented in the public-house. The train reached
the prim little watering-place at the hour when
many of the residents passed the station on their
return from church; and as the players, burdened
with strange hand-luggage, straggled into their
midst, Tatham heard young Lonsdale panting
behind him.

“I say!” exclaimed the boy—his face was
aghast—*“this is awful, isn’t it? Why on earth
don’t they have any cabs here?”

Tatham was execrating it, too. “I suppose
nobody arrives in the place on Sunday, excepting
us. But I can’t afford cabs, myself. Where are
you going to stay? have you arranged any-
where?”’

Like Tatham, the tyro had still to discover
apartments, and it appeared that he meant to
seek them on the Parade. Tatham reflected. It
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At this moment, among the returning congre-
gation, an elderly lady approached, in her Sun-
day costume, her eyebrows protesting against the
troop of vulgar travellers that profaned the
pavements. Tatham saw, confused, that the lady
was his mother. She recognised her son almost
at the same instant, and with pretended pleasure,
which ill concealed dismay, stopped short to wel-
come him.

“Why, Chris?’ she faltered. Lonsdale pro-
ceeded alone, in the wake of the heavy man and
the low comedian, and her perturbed glance fol-
lowed them. “Do those people belong to your
company ?”

“The young one’s right enough,” declared
Tatham, momentarily vain of Lonsdale. “Well,
how are you, mother?”

“Oh, I'm first-rate. Couldn’t you have left
your portmanteau at the station? One never
sees anybody carrying luggage about on Sunday
in Sweetbay.”

“Well, you see, a lot of the things that are in
it I shall want to-night. Of course, the arrival
isn’t pleasant; it never is. We don’t always get
in at church time, though, thank goodness!
Well, tell me, is the boarding-house still all
right? I was coming to see you this afternoon.”

"“Yes, do! Oh yes, there are one or two very
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everybody, Mrs. Harrington’s very particular
who she takes. Then you’ll be round about half-
past four? Make yourself look as nice as you
can. Put on the best suit you've got, Chris. I
hope none of them’ll see you carrying your port-
manteau. Wasn’t there a cab in the yard? I
wonder you don’t jump into a cab for a shilling.”

A shilling! It had often been a strain on his
finances to buy a penny postage stamp for the
letter that contained his remittance to her.

He continued his way thoughtfully. The
current issue of Floats, seen in London, had in-
formed him in which streets the few theatrical
apartment-houses of Sweetbay were situated, and
when he had found a “combined room,” he was
provided with a cut from the landlady’s joint.
Well, after what his mother had said, it was to
be presumed that she would not go to see his
performance. He would be much relieved if
she didn’t, yet he was hurt that she did not wish
to do so. As he smoked a pipe he was conscious
that the eagerness with which he had anticipated
his visit to her had subsided; and, when at half-
past four he paid it, he found himself increas-
ingly dull.

It served, however, to confirm his conjecture
that the lady’s presencé at the theatre was not
to be feared; she explained that a matinée always
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ner that was devoid of talent, or intelligence, or
a single virtue, they were blankly and compla-
cently unaware,

Only young Lonsdale had adverse criticism
to utter upon a performance; Tatham was alone
with him for a few minutes when the other men
had hurried to the bars. “I say,” wailed the
débutant—tears stood in his eyes—“my little
pathetic bit in the third act! I don’t see how
I’'m ever going to make a name like this. That
beast of a low comedian—he drank out of the
inkpot instead of the glass, he carried on like a
clown while I was speaking! That little pathetic
bit of mine in the third act was the only time the
audience laughed.”

But when Saturday came, after five unprofit-
able nights, the greenhorn of the company was
the member least disturbed. Grouped on the
stage of the Theatre Royal, Sweetbay, the barn-
stormers waited for Mr. Armytage to appear
with their salaries. The gentleman was due at
noon. At a quarter to one they stood waiting
still, and comments had ceased. When the hour
struck, the faces of the crowd were blanched;
everybody looked much older.

Upon the matinée announced to commence at
2.80, the curtain did not rise. Few local play-
goers were disappointed. Then it was common






56 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

“You must see for yourself that this won’t
work, my boy,” said Spaulding definitely; “you’ll
have to give the stage up. You must try to take
an interest in something else—you’ll have to be
satisfied with a berth. I’ll do what I can for you,
and you’ll be able to manage better if you and
your mother go into lodgings together; there’s
no reason for her to remain at Sweetbay. You
can take three rooms together somewhere in a
cheap neighbourhood, and you’ll both of you be
much more comfortable that way. You’d better
come into the City with me to-morrow morn-

: 2

lng .






68 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

mitting him by degrees to confidences—some-
what tardily, because he was the “boss’s nephew”
—the erstwhile intimidating business men talked
of music-halls. Eventually they were more con-
fidential than he, for when their conversation
turned upon the play, he did not—since it would
have rendered the sense of failure still more
poignant to him—acknowledge that he had been
on the stage. He listened to their criticisms pen-
sively, and accepted their mistakes without re-
monstrance. Not even the strange assertions of
the accountant, a confirmed playgoer, who by
reason of his age erred dogmatically, provoked
him to correction.

The proposal that she should return to Lon-
don had not appealed to Mrs. Tatham. She had
been forced to submit herself to second-class
London lodgings during the last two or three
years of her husband’s life, and she shrank from
renewing the experience. Her reply that ill
health mad.. the plan very undesirable, of course
disposed of the suggestion. Her son was in-
stalled in a top bedroom in Doughty Street, and
lived alone on the half of a larger salary than his
clerical capacities . would have gained for him
from any stranger. By dint of an indefatigable
quest for the cheapest City chop-houses and an
avoidance of pudding, he sometimes had a half-
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generous, though inadequate, he was proud to
have deserved the satisfaction. 'What his uncle
actually reported was that “Christopher did just
what he was set to do, but had no initiative, and
would never be worth more than he was getting.”

Nearly a year had passed when Tatham at last
happened to meet someone associated with the
“dear dead days beyond recall,” and then it was
not in the Strand, and it was not anyone whom
he had known well. On a Saturday afternoon,
in Long Acre, he saw Miss Peggy Harper
approaching.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” she said, stopping to
greet him. For the moment she couldn’t recall
his name, but she put out her hand genially
enough, and they stood smiling at each other.

“How d’ye do?’ said Tatham constrainedly.
To speak to a girl was such an unusual experi-
ence now that he felt shy.

“And what have you been doing with your-
self 2’

“Oh, I’'m all right,” he said. . . . “You know
that tour came to grief? One week, and nobody
got his money.”

“What tour?” she said vaguely. “Oh, oh yes,
I remember! Well, what’s the best news? Are
you doing anything?”
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He wished he had put on his other coat; but
it was delightful, nevertheless, to sit in a stall
again and talk to an actress. Almost he forgot
in moments that he was to-day a clerk. And
although a sixpenny programme and the tea
when they came out were items of importance,
a florin wasn’t much as the price of a trip to an-
other planet.

She gave him her address before they parted,
and with alacrity he accepted her invitation to
“come in and see them one of these days.” All
the week he found himself looking forward to the
visit. The fear that on Saturday she was likely
to be at another matinée determined him to wait
till Sunday, and he rose on Sunday with an
eagerness ludicrously disproportionate to the oc-
casion. A new zest was in his mood, a new in-
terest coloured his outlook—a zest and an inter-
est which the girl would have been‘incapable of
inspiring in him twelve months before, when the
realm that she represented had been his own realm
too.
She was lodging over a little shop that de-
scribed itself as “Dairy and Refreshment
Rooms,” in Great Queen Street. The shutters
were up this afternoon, and he saw no private
door; but after he had rung twice, the shop-
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“Did you? I don’t remember,” she said. “Do
you mezn you're n 2 Aerkdhip? I say! # momst
be rather a change, 10t 7

Asutely he was conscious that the moment
would be beantiful if she were ndesd interested
to hear what a change 1t was—if he conld make
oonfidenees to an actress n the firelight and fmd
ber sympathetic. But Peggy Harper chattered
on before he could makes any answer at all
“What do you think of our roams?! Rotien,
aren’t they? But we're so close to everything—
look at the time it saves. Where are you Iiving 7"
Agam she omitted to wait for his reply. “When
mother settled the Australian engagement, 1
made up my mind to live near the Strand. No
more suburbs for me; I'd rather have the poliest
Iittle place about here than the best diggings in
Notting Hill or Brixton that ever were—half
your day’s spent in going backwards and for-
wards. And look at the fares, how they moumt
up! I think this is a jolly good pitch. Of
course, our food wants watching, but so it does
wherever you go. Does your landlady take your
things? Everybody says the professional land-
ladies steal less than the others. Have you found
that? Does yowr landlady let to the profession?
I say, it’s a fonny thing, if anyone steals a
ba’porth of bread from a shop once in ber Life
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What'’s the good? I shall never play ’em! Be-
sides, I don’t understand what they mean.”

Miss Knight smiled indulgently. “Some
women who do play them don’t read thém,” she
said. “I was in a company with a woman once
who told me she had played in three Shakespear-
ean seasons and never read one of the plays in
her life—she had only read her own lines.”

“Do you believe it?” asked Tatham.

“Yes,” she said, “I quite believe it; I'm sure it
was true. The most extraordinary people go on
the stage. They haven’t any gift for it, and they
aren’t even earnest about it. I can’t make out
how they expect to do any good.”

“Hark at her rubbing it into me!” laughed
Peggy.

“I wasn’t thinking about you at all; you’re
only a child yet.”

“Child yourself! I shall get up and smack
you if you aren’t careful. Child, indeed!” She
appealed gaily to Tatham. “Don’t you think
I'm grown up?”

“I think you’re very nice,” he said diffidently.

“There you are? So I am. So are you! I
say, do you know this boy lost a shop through
me a hundred years ago? That was how we
met. ‘Do let me go in next! I said. Like
that—the pathetic heroine. ‘With pleasure,’” he
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“I wasn’t clever enough to get on.”

“Oh, but you’re so young,” said Miss Knight.
“I think it’s dreadfully hard lines on you; I do
really. And do you have to go to the City every
day?”’ She seemed to hope that he had found a
clerkship in which he was needed only once a
week.

“Saturday’s a half-holiday; Sunday’s a red-
letter day—this Sunday. I haven’t even come
across anyone in the profession till I met Miss
Harper.”

“I do think this poor boy’s to be pitied,” de-
clared Peggy. Her sympathy, though late, was
pleasant. “Don’t you think it’s very brave of
him, Naomi?”’: She went a step too far and made
him feel ridiculous.

“Won’t you tell me more about yourself, Miss
Knight? What are you reading now?”’

She was reading a novel, and a good one—suf-
ficiently good for him to be surprised to learn
that she had heard of it. She talked of it very
intelligently. It was easy to see that the study
of character fascinated her—her interest in it
was not a pose—and Tatham began to feel that
although she had made no position in the theatre
yet, he was listening to & woman who was des-
tined to be heard of by-and-by. Excepting Elsie
Lane, he had known no other actress who im-
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about him. R

“What rot!” said Peggy, with a conscious
smile.

“You bum! You know very well he is.”

“Well, what of it anyhow?”

“Oh, nothing!”

And that was the girl’s view too. He was
“mashed on her.” It meant to her simply the
gratification of having made a conquest.
‘Whether he would tell her that he was “mashed,”
even whether she liked him enough to wish him
to do so, were matters to which she gave no
thought. Why should she, why “worry to think,”
since he was too hard up to marry for ever so
long? Sufficient for the day was the admiration
thereof—and it was the first time that she had
found an admirer who was a gentleman.

That he was a gentleman was as forcefully
Tatham’s attraction to the girl as the fact of
her being an actress was her attraction to him.
Just as the man knew, when he was willing to
remember it, that she was vapid and vulgar, so
the girl knew at the back of her little hen’s brain
that his conversation was much less congenial
to her than the banter of the young men with
whom she was accustomed to joke. But he was
a gentleman! She had no doubt on the point—
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“Oh, I’'m awfully glad!” exclaimed Tatham,
for it was an excellent part in a very successful
West End comedy by a brilliant writer.

“Isn’t it jolly?” said Miss Knight. “I’'m ever
80 pleased about it; it was only decided this morn-
ing. And I shan’t have to give up these rooms" -
at the start—that’s another good thing, for it’s
for an eight weeks’ tour of the suburbs.”

“And afterwards?”

“Afterwards we go into the provinces, per-
haps. That isn’t sure yet.”

“You’ll be left here alone if she goes away?”
he said, turning to Peggy.

“Oh, I don’t know what I shall do if she goes
away—TI couldn’t manage to keep on all this by
myself ; I'd have to put up with a combined room
if I was still in town. But there’s lots of time
to worry about that, I may be in the provinces
too before then. I say, I do think it’s ripping,
her getting such a swagger part!” She was as
genuinely elated as if she herself had been for-
tunate. '

“I hope you don’t go into the provinces too,”
he said. “What’d become of me? It’s very selfish
of you to think of such a thing—the least you
can do is to stand out for a London engage-
ment!”

“Yes, likely! What price mother? You'd
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later with bottles from the shop. “It’s teetotal
—1I can’t help that, she hasn’t got a licence!” she
announced to Tatham. “You’ll find tumblers
in the cupboard—don’t upset the cruet, it’s
rocky.”

“There are only two there,” said Naomi
Knight; “I took up the other for our teeth.”

“Bring me a cup, then!”

“No, I'll have the cup,” said Tatham.

“Give it to me!” She struggled with him sin-
cerely, and was victorious. “Here’s to Naomi!”

“Miss Naomi Knight!”

“Here’s to everybody!” laughed she.

And then, the importance of the part again,
the name of the suburb they were to “open” in,
the absorbing question of the “chiffon,” whether,
after all, chiffon would conceal the shabbiness so
well as lace. When he sat in the top bedroom
that evening, in an armchair with a broken spring,
blowing smoke musingly, Tatham wondered how
the bohemian scene would look on the stage if a
playwright reproduced it there, wondered if
there would be any atmosphere in it behind the
footlights—two girls, and a young man, all
more or less penniless, drinking toasts to the fu-
ture in ginger ale “stuck upon the bill.” A com-
edy, of course, and the younger hostess, Peggy,
would be the heroine. The~ young man, presum-

4






CHAPTER VI

Nor the next incident in his acquaintance with
Peggy Harper, but the next incident that always
remained in his memory, was his travelling be-
gside her in a tram, full of dripping umbrellas,
and sitting beside her in a suburban dress circle.
Naomi Knight had obtained a pass for them.

He had anticipated the evening with consid-
erable eagerness. At every visit that he had paid
during three weeks he had listened to accounts
of the rehearsals, heard discussions about her
dresses—more than all, had been saturated in her
views of her part. The intensity with which she
had expatiated upon subtle points in it recurred
to him painfully as he sat in the dress circle and
found her to be entirely commonplace. The
woman whose dramatic intelligence was so acute
in the parlour, displayed not the least touch of
inspiration on the stage. She was mediocrity it-
self. He had a suspicion that Peggy did not
think much of her either, although they both ap-
p]auded loudly.

The journey back was embarrassmg to him.

76






%8 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

to which Miss Knight had acknowledged in the
tram disappeared at the table; it gave place to
high spirits, the hilarity of a woman exhilarated
by success. He had never seen her so animated
before. The merriment of illusory triumph
pealed, and was infectious; by degrees he re-
sponded to it, was as talkative as his hostesses.
He began to see that Peggy had by now come
to feel what she wished to believe; he even ceased
to remember that he had been deeply disap-
pointed himself. After all, a first performance
was nervous work! It was a scene of light-heart-
edness, endearments, and self-deception, a scene
eminently typical of the world in which it took
place.

When Peggy went downstairs to let him out,
one o’clock had struck. The staircase and the
little shop were quite dark; but for the candle
that she carried, he would have been unable to
see the way. The responsibility of bolts and
chain had been entrusted to her by the house-
holder, and at her bidding he held the candle
while she fumbled with them. She appeared to
find the task of unfastening the door a compli-
cated one, and for an instant her cheek was so
close to his face that all his self-control was nec-
essary. As he strode up the wet street, he kept
questioning whether she had given him any credit
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“Nothing to lose your temper about, then, is
there?”

“I’'m not losing my temper at all. I suppose
I can go downstairs to see a pal off without being
badgered, can’t I? Funny ideas you must have,
I’m sure!”

Naomi Knight yawned. “I think it’s time we
went to bed. I don’t know what’s the matter
with you all of a sudden.”

“Oh, there’s nothing the matter with me,” she
exclaimed. “I’m tired, that’s all. I want a cig.
Where are they?’ She found the remainder of
a packet of cheap cigarettes on the mantelpiece,
and puffed one violently. “Oh, Naomi, I am
such a fool; I've never been silly about anyone
else—I think it’s because he’s so shy.”

Out of her knowledge, the woman laughed
shortly. “And they fancy we girls are so differ-
ent from themselves!”

“What’s that got to do with it? D’ye think
he’ll ever say anything?”

“Yes. What are you going to do if he does?
You can’t marry—1I don’t suppose he gets thirty
bob a week.”

“He’s in his uncle’s office; surely to goodness
he gets more than that? Besides . . . I don’t
know. I don’t know what I want, that’s a fact.
I've got the hump.”












84 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

dramatic adviser, but it finished at Fulham; and
the chief thing that daunted her now was the
alarming length of her involuntary vacation.
“Mother’s” letter had drawn tears once, when
he entered. ,

“’Tisn’t as if she didn’t understand!” she
quavered. ‘“‘She’s been out often enough herself';
she ought to know it isn’t my fault. Great Scott!
when I was with Morgan, in panto, she wouldn’t
have had a cent if it hadn’t been for me. I paid
all exes right through the season, and took out
the muff and chain she’d pawned, too. She’s got
no right to talk as she does.”

“Oh, well, don’t cry,” he said, moved; “you’ll
find something soon.”

“I'm not crying. I don’t care. She can say
what she jolly well likes. Talk about mothers!
it’s no thanks to her I’'m Oh, well, I know
her! she’s got out of bed the wrong side, she
wrote on one of her days. Next mail I'll get a
long letter calling me ‘Lovey.” I'll ‘lovey’ her.
« « « She drove father silly! Father was a gen-
tleman. He was—father was never in the pro-
fession till he married, he only went into it after-
wards. He and mother used to run their own
companies when I was a kid. I can remember
father—he always wore spats. I don’t know
what’s going to become of me! I’ve had to drop
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cheerful in the City than he had felt since his
initiation. The day might be as gloomy, but
the prospect had brightened. There was, in mo-
ments, something not unfriendly in the glimpse
of the wall and the water-pipe across the red
backs of the account books—it was a transparent
wall that revealed a future. If the prettiest lines
of the dialogue that he had accomplished in the
bedroom overnight often intruded next morn-
ing when he was perched, casting figures, in the
office, their clandestine visit was not without a
charm—the office was no sadder for their caress.
And his additions weren’t much the slower for it.

What Tatham needed pressingly, and had
needed pressingly from the moment of his re-
luctant introduction to hops, was a man’s com-
panionship. He was alone. And just as he had
exaggerated Peggy in the dreariness of solitude,
he exaggerated her now in the eagerness of am-
bition. Her charm was no longer the mere ray
of limelight that she shed—authorship had in-
creased, not diminished, his need of companion-
ship. 'There were hours—less the hours of diffi-
culty than the effervescent hours of difficulties
surmounted—when the society of a man who had
the interest to listen and the ability to respond
would have been a boon beyond price. A plain
young woman, called Naomi Knight, could have
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“Are you?

Her face was spiritualised in the candlelight,
the girlish figure drooped pathetically. He took
the candlestick from her hand and put it on the
counter, and she didn’t ask him “why.”

“Peggy!” he exclaxmed—and she was sobbing
on his shoulder.

“Don’t, kiddy! I love you.”

She sobbed more unrestrainedly. He stroked
her hair, and kissed her on the cheek, stammer-
ing empty phrases of encouragement. Empty as
they were, they calmed her—she was smiling
when she raised her head. “I love you,” he said
again, thinking it true, and kissed her on the
lips.

After the silence, “I don’t care now!” she said.
She was radiant, though her lashes glistened.
She stood at arm’s length from him, regarding
him triumphantly.

“Will you wait till we can marry?”

Quick nods gave answer.

“Even if it’s a long time? It will be a long
time, Peggy.”

“I expect it will.”

“You see, I'm not alone, I've got to help my
mother; my salary doesn’t do much for me.”

“Lot o’ mothers, aren’t there?”’ she pouted
playfully. “There’s the comedy!”
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“Of course I did,” he said, though he couldn’t
remember very clearly. He was conscious of
feeling less emotion than he would have expected,
conscious of being more self-possessed. He kissed
her again, to stimulate his ardour. “Well, is
she against it?”

“Why should she be?”

“Only the waiting.”

“Oh, well, I'm not in a hurry! Leastwise—"

He winced, and despised himself for wincing
while her arms were round his neck. “You
should be in a hurry,” he said, humorously in-
dignant.

“Well, I won’t put it off when you’re ready.
How’s that?”

“That’s better. And you won’t get tired of
being engaged to me, either? It’ll be the longest
‘engagement’ you’ve ever had!”

“I say, I can write and tell mother I've found
one at last! Now ask me if mother’s going to be
against it. It'd make a lot of difference if she
was. But won’t it suit her all right to get some-
body to take me off her hands! Best bit of luck
that’s come mother’s way for a long time.”

He said meditatively, “I don’t think I shall
like your mother.”

“I’ll bet you do!—if you don’t see too much of
her. She’s much more popular in a company than






CHAPTER VII

HE presented her with a ring a few days later
—a pitiful ring that he never noticed on her
finger without humiliation—and his watch had
departed from him again, this time with the
chain attached. His cousin Harold was recently
engaged, and once when Tatham went to No. 12
he saw the fiancée and the diamond she was
wearing, and pitied Peggy quite superfluously.
To her own eyes his trumpery gift looked intrin-
sically important.

He had not been to No. 12 often since he was
a clerk in the office—the inquiry, “Shall we see
you on Sunday?”’ was made at long, and longer
intervals—and he did not deem it essential to
announce his love affair to his relatives. By this
time he had begun to question whether he in-
spired quite so warm a sense of satisfaction in
his uncle as he had imagined at the start, and
discretion hinted that he was not likely to in-
crease approval by talking of matrimony. He
did not mention the subject, either, when he

wrote to Sweetbay.
2
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“You call that ‘luck’?” he complained, when
she had rattled details.

“Oh, well, we shall be at Croydon for the last
week ; you’ll be able to see me there!” Her glance
was very tender, but her gaiety jarred him a
little. He had to remind himself that one must
expect an actress to be happy at separation in
such circumstances,

“When is it you go to Croydon?”

“I don’t know exactly,” she said; “I haven’t
got all the dates. I know we do go there for
the last week, because I asked which was our
nearest point to London. It’s supposed to be a
three months’ tour—that means, it’ll be about
eleven weeks before I see you. Rotten, isn’t
it?’

“It isn’t very jolly. If I weren’t so hard up
I could go down to you for week-ends.” :

“Wouldn’t that be all right! Well, you’ll
have to come round and talk to Naomi instead.
I say! don’t you go making up to Naomi while
I’m away or there’ll be trouble. My word!”

“Don’t talk like that!”

“Oh, well, perhaps she i3 a bit too old for you!
—I wouldn’t trust you if she was my age, take
it from me. If you were here too much while
I was gone it’d be all up with you, young man—
I’d ask Mrs. Tucker how long you’d stayed and
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ing her voice. Qutside, he smiled and nodded.
From what incalculable remoteness would the
postcard come!

Naomi had more to say to her than he while
they waited. There was a moment in which he
realised wistfully that he would never desire to
confide to her what the scene had made him feel,
a revealing moment in which he longed for some-
body who would have understood. He was, how-
ever, leagues from realising that not one person
in a multitude would have understood, or beheld
more than a posse of ill-mannered persons de-
parting for a tawdry sphere.

“Take your seats there, please!”

Girls thrust their heads through the windows
of the labelled compartments, with final injunc-
tions. She called to Naogii, “Don’t forget to
send on my blouse—and nfind, I shan’t pay her
for washing it, because of the things she’s lost!”
She blew a kiss to him. “So long!” On the plat-
form, hands were waved. One enthusiast flour-
ished a dirty handkerchief. No man but Tatham
took off his hat.

“Eleven weeks’ll soon go by,” said Naomi for
comfort, as they turned.

“Oh yes,” he concurred feebly.

“It’'d have been nice if she could have got
something to do in town. But that’s so difficult.”
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when the play was finished at last and he be-
lieved that never, were he to write for years,
could he do better work than this that lay accom-
plished on the table. That other people might
do so he admitted, but not he—it was the best
of which he would ever be capable! His gaze
dwelt approvingly on the last words that he had
traced. Not so long ago he had foreseen his last
words scribbled at white heat on the final page;
they had been inserted with meticulous delibera-
tion on page 83—an insignificant amendment to
which he had devoted an hour’s consideration.
No, there was no one for him to tell; but the
attic penned him, and, going out for a brisk turn
round Mecklenburgh Square, he tramped ex-
citedly to Hampstead Heath.

One benefit had accrued to him from Peggy’s
absence—he had been enabled to store shillings
in sufficient numbers to face the outlay for type-
writing that was necessary; all the morning his
manuscript lay concealed in the City, and he
sped with it to a typist in the luncheon hour.
The sensation of the “double life” was over-
whelming.

And when he had nerved himself to sully the
imposing neatness of that typescript by copper-
plate corrections, when it had been wrapped in
a new sheet of brown paper, and directed pains-
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takingly and he handed it across a post office
counter, there was a little thrill in the reflection
that the girl who registered it must reverently
guess he was a dramatist.

“What time will it be delivered?’ he asked
her.

“Oh, some time this afternoon,” said the girl
shortly.

She pitched his comedy into a basket.
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adequate to support a mother and a wife as well.
This, despite a recent increase in his salary.
Once the girl had proposed that she should
“keep on acting” after they married, but, even
so, she would depend on his support during more
than half the year, for her own salaries were,
not merely few, but pitifully small. Once, too,
oppressed by the gloom of the outlook, he had
offered to release her from her promise; her
blithe refusal of his proffcred sacrifice had, in
truth, rejoiced him less than he wished to think.

Of the attitude of Mrs. Harper, now that he
had at last met her, Tatham was far from com-
plaining. Her professional sojourn in Australia
had been prolonged so much beyond the period
foreseen that she had returned to London, cheer-
ful with brief prosperity, only a few months
since. Facing a presentation that he would
gladly have avoided, he had met, to his relief, a
stout, merry little woman, whose informal wel-
come had banished his restraint almost at once.
Cordial to him on his first visit, she now appeared
to entertain for him feelings that approached
affection; and never had he witnessed in her
manner towards her daughter anything to ex-
plain the girl’s earlier comments upon her. On
the contrary, he had occasionally been jarred in






104 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

‘Laugh, and the world laughs with you;

Weep, and you weep alone!”
She quoted with over-emphasis, but feeling, and
paused questioningly, as if for an audience to
applaud her. “You aren’t the first author that’s
had the hump. They’ve all had to go through
the same thing—the best of them. And, take it .
from me, it was never so easy for a young writer
to get a chance on the stage as it is to-day.”

“Easy?’ His mind’s eye saw forlornly into a
corner drawer, where tattered comedies lay. He
looked round the long circle that each of them
had travelled, growing gradually shabbier, till it
had been buried in the corner drawer at last. “It
was never so expensive as it is to-day; I wish the
typewriter hadn’t been invented!”

She nodded. “I’'ve seen a bit. Lord! twenty-
five, thirty years ago, when they used to say
there was a ‘dramatic ring,” you could count the
dramatists on one hand. Nobody else had a
look in. They didn’t give a new man a chance
in those days, not once in a blue moon. Now,
why, they produce go-as-you-please plays by
amateurs all over the shop! You don’t have to
know anything iike as much about your business,
to get a piece produced now, as you had to know
when I was a girl. I can tell you that, young
man!’ She was suddenly self-important; the
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say, too. Worse than you, he was. I remember
his first pantomime, one Christmas Eve, in Bir-
mingham—awful mess he made of it! He came
to dinner with us the next day and opened the
window and wanted to throw himself out. We
had to hang on to him for a quarter of an hour,
with the snow blowing in on the goose. I know”
—she beamed at him, with a world of meaning—
“authors can’t help it; you'’re a rotten lot, every
one of you—all hump before you get on, and all
swelled head afterwards. When you've had a
West’ End run, you'll swank over better men
than yourself. Yes, you, my modest violet!”

“Don’t you believe it. If I ever do get a West
End run, I shall remember what I've been
through.” .

“Oh, you’ll remember right enough. Trust
you! They all remember, that’s what makes
them so damned offensive—they want to get a
bit of their own back. Authors? If I didn’t
like you such a lot, I'd never be fool enough to
let Peggy marry an author, I'd rather see her
marry an actor—and that’s saying something.
Oh, I met somebody who knows you this week—
_Galbraith.”

“Galbraith!” he exclaimed. “Do you know
him? How is he?”

“Do I know him?’ echoed Betsy Harper.
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when I took a step back and looked at the gal-
lCI'Y?”

“I daresay I remember it better than you do
by now,” laughed Tatham.

“I shouldn’t wonder—I’ve spouted such a lot
of stuff just as rotten since. Betsy, when you
played ‘Nan’ and I was “‘Young Mr. Simpson,’
and thought you a great actress—the illusions of
youth_”

“Hit him for me, somebody!” said Mrs. Har-
per.

“Why did you, with the giddy impulse of a
kindly heart, encourage me to persevere on a
path that has led me to the slough of second-
class shows in third-class towns? Now, you’ve
done better by this fellow, you've taken him off
it!”

“Me?” she cried.

“Oh, that wasn’t mother!”

“Oh, that wasn’t ‘mother’? I thought it
sounded practical for Betsy!”

“That was the mother of invention—I got off
it while Mrs. Harper was shining in Australia.”

“I did shine, too, don’t make any mistake about
that! I wish I'd stopped there—I don’t see much
chance over here. Know anybody who wants me,
Galbraith?”

Galbraith smiled pensively. “He’ll be writ-
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she’s on tour. I hope so; things have been awful
with her.”

“She’s got no talent,” observed Mrs. Harper;
“she can’t act for nuts, that young woman. I
don’t know how she expects to do any good.”

Tatham remembered Naomi Knight making a
similar comment upon others.

“I don’t know how anybody expects to do any
good, if it comes to that. I'd rather be anywhere
than on the stage, myself,” returned her daugh-
ter; and the servant, who had come in with the
steak, showed no surprise. They were in “pro-
fessional apartments,” and she had overheard
the sentiments of more than one actress in her
time.

“Help yourself to beer, Galbraith.”

“No beer for me to-day,” said Galbraith
casually, “I'll have water—I’ve had a touch of
liver.”

“Oh, go on, a glass of beer won’t hurt you!”
exclaimed the hostess.

“What do you press him for, mother, when
he says it isn’t good for him?” remonstrated the
girl sharply—much too sharply for her to sound
ignorant of the truth. “Will you have some
soda, Galbraith? Chris, you might bring that
syphon over.”

It was acutely painful to Tatham to know the
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trolling himself? When I was at the Diadem,
when I was getting good terms, I once paid a
specialist two guineas just to put that point to
him. He said it was ‘very extraordinary.” Of
course, I knew that myself. I can’t make it out.
Because it isn’t as if I were a wastrel and didn’t
care whether I was sacked or not—it goes to my
heart to think of the chances I've thrown away.
Nobody despises me when I lose a shop so much
as I despise myself. I'm so disgusted with my
weakness that I can’t look at myself when I’m
shaving—and yet there it is! Still, Betsy
shouldn’t persuade me; it’d do her no harm to
take to barley-water.”

“What?” said Tatham, staring round at him.

“Didn’t you know? Oh yes, Betsy’s slightly
inclined that way—or she used to be; I don’t
know how it is with her to-day.”

Tatham kept pace with him sickly. This, then,
was what the girl had meant by saying that she
had much to put up with. An immense pity for
Peggy engulfed him. a pity for Mrs. Harper.
Questions, misgivings eddied in his mind during
the five seconds before Galbraith spoke again.

“I don’t mean that she’s like me,” added the
actor in a tone profoundly contemptuous of him-
self; “nothing to—— Well, you’re engaged to
the girl! That’s all right. Betsy isn’t a ‘bad
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I might get Logan Ross to read it; I know he
wants another drama to tour with. Of course,”
he laughed, “you know what it’d have to be?”

“The kind of thing I used to play in, I sup-
pose?”

“I expect he’d want something more sensa-
tional than that—they’re Olivers for sensation
now. In the country you can’t give them too
much of it. You might make some money—if
he’d pay royalties—but there’d be no kudos—
except among the Logan Rosses; I suppose
they'd think it clever if it drew the public.”

“I’ve got to make some money,” said Tatham
doggedly. “I’ll take any job that anybody ’ll
give me. That’s the right point of view, isn’t it?
I wouldn’t sit down to write muck deliberately
if I had any choice, but if I don’t write, I don’t
do anything at all—the City’s a cul-de-sac. I
can stick as I am for years to come. I’'m tired of
it, I'm ashamed of it. . . . Isit any use my drop-
ping a line to him?”

“I’d better look him up,” said Galbraith; “he
wouldn’t answer a letter. I’ll have a chat with
the gentleman. Then, if he’s on, you can go and
see him yourself. You’ll have to go with an idea,
you know—it’s no use your talking about a play
if you've nothing to propose—and I shouldn’t
tell him you write comedies; don’t mention the
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sooner the day came, then, the better—for her,
at any rate! . . . A rough-and-tumble drama?
It would be a far stride from the delicate com-
edies in the drawer, comedies which, Mrs. Har-
per always told him, had the defect of being in-
sufficiently theatrical. Still, Hobson’s choice—
assuming he were fortunate enough to gain the
chance at all! And mightn’t it be possible to
introduce some human nature even into a rough-
and-tumble drama?






118 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER

theatres of London he understood no more than
he understood of literatyre or the contents of
the National Gallery; but, now that instinct had
been supplemented by experience, he understood,
as accurately as any one man can ever do, at
what point in his own dramatic fare an audience
of the lower middle class would shuffle their feet
and want a crime to happen—at what point their
appetites would turn from crime to sentiment;
he understood how often, in the menu of love and
murder, the savoury desired by every palate
would be for the low comedian to sit down on an
egg.

To such a manager, the author of comedies
that were too untheatrical for their cleverness to
make speedy converts had arrived to propose a
melodramal!

And the proposal found favour. It was, on
the face of it, a thing almost as strange as any
that had happened in Mr. Logan Ross’s most
popular productions. The applicant had been
appraised in five minutes, and found wanting;
the expert had cast his large body into an arm-
chair and stretched his legs on his hearth with an
unconcealed yawn. Melodrama was a science,
and he was listening to an amateur! The story
. had opened well enough in some respects, but it
was off the beaten track, and the beaten track
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perfectly plain with you, my dear chap. I can’t
talk about a play that isn’t written. I can’t say
anything to-night. Galbraith ought to know
that. If you had put four acts in front of me
I could give you an answer; I could say, ‘It’s no
use to me,’ or ‘It’s a go.” You know what a pro-
duction by me means—people are going to tum-
ble over one another to see it. The respect’s not
all on one side—I’ve got to be very careful what
I give ’em. . . . Look here, bring me your play
complete, and if I like it, I do it!”

“What terms would you pay for it?”

“My dear boy,” said Ross engagingly, “I’ll be
as open as the day with you. If I like it, we
shan’t quarrel about terms; if I’m not keen on it,
I wouldn’t have it as a gift. I can’t say more
than that. I can’t settle terms till I’ve seen the
thing. I suppose you could knock it off in a
couple of months, eh?”

“W’h at ?”

“I don’t know when it would be of any use to
me if you didn’t—TI’ll want to start rehearsing
in a couple of months. . . . Well, say three, at
the outside.”

There were cigarettes and whisky and soda
before he left. He left exhilarated, persuaded
that, after all, three months was a long time—
Ross, who hadn’t to create the manuscript, had
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“Don’t you make a fool of yourself " she cried.
“Well, Ross wouldn’t have him, if you tried it
on, but don’t you go asking for trouble. We all
know what Galbraith’s little weakness is. You’d
look lively if he turned up helpless on your first
night. No sentiment in business, my son—take
it from one who knows. Now give Peggy a kiss
and go home to your scribbling. If you’re stuck
on Sunday, you can come round and have supper
with us; and if you’re busy, we shan’t expect
you"’ '

She would not, as his mother-in-law, win ap-
probation at No. 12—assuming that his uncle and
aunt ever invited her there—he knew it with a
qualm, just as he knew what they would think of
Peggy if they ever saw her; but, whatever her
faults might be, he found her very human. And
when he did run round to North Crescent for
half an hour now, it was Betsy Harper, not her
girl, who showed the livelier interest in hearing
what his progress had been. It was she, not the
girl, who had sometimes a useful word to say.
It occurred to him distressfully more than once
that it was she, too, who understood better what
it meant to him to leave for the office every morn-
ing under a weight that threatened to crush him
—not as a clerk, whose undistinguished duties
had become more or less mechanical, but as an
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to say. How do you know what I think? Eh?”
. “Well, I hope you think so, Mrs. Harper.

May I put it like that?” He had taken a seat
opposite her, and he got up, paling. Her con-
dition was evident; he was consumed by a desire
to escape without seeming to her abrupt. “I
can’t stop—I only ran in for a moment to see
how you were both getting on.”

She took no notice of this; she repeated with
rising cantankerousness, “How do you know
what I think? I suppose, because you’re an
author, you fancy you know all about everything,
don’t you? An author?” Her laugh was deri-
sive. “A fine author you are!”

“Very eminent, I know! We needn’t argue
that point.”

“Argue?’ Again her slow stare was resent-
ful. “I don’t argue with you. A woman like
me argue with you? That’s a very impertinent
remark! I don’t argue with you; I don’t pay
you such a compliment. I tell you what I've got
to say, I don’t argue with you. Who are you?
I take no insults from anybody.”

“Insult?’ he stammered. “Mrs. Harper . . .
Well, we’ll talk about it another time.”

“Oh, dear me! ‘We’ll talk about it another
time’—spoken with dignity—the actor crosses
the stage! Perhaps there won’t be any ‘other
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ever contrived to banish the restraint that the
occurrence caused. They tried to talk as if the
scene were forgotten when, at Peggy’s solicita-
tion, he went to the house again; but on the man’s
side there was misgiving, and on the woman’s
there was shame, and the familiar tone of con-
fidence was never successfully re-established. “I
can only ask you to think that mother wasn’t
well,” the girl had pleaded. And he had kissed
her very tenderly, moved by the undesigned
pathos of the words—conscience-stricken, too, in
realising all that had underlain his retort that
she was free if she wished their engagement at
an end.

It was at this stage that the ordinary young
man ceased to make illusions for himself. He
no longer strove to stifle repentance with the
. assertion that “though he wasn’t in love, he was
very fond of her.” He knew that the tenderness
of his kiss had been the tenderness of pity; he
saw clearly that he had blundered the night that
he kissed her first. But he was honourable, or
weak enough—the epithet varies with the point
of view—to believe that he would be a cad to
own it to her. She had waited for him so long;
she had waited because he had asked her to wait!
The knowledge burdened him. That he had been
very young when he asked her, that, in looking
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back, he seemed to have been amazingly young
and mindless, even for his age, could not liberate '
him, he felt. Ethically, perhaps, he would be"
doing her a greater wrong to marry her than to
confess the truth; but conventionally, the worse
offence would be to tell her so late that he didn’t
care for her. And she would think he was throw-
ing her over because her mother drank. Horrible
to make a girl feel that! . . . Horrible also to
realise that, after marriage, he must often expect
to find the mother quarrelsome in her cups!



CHAPTER III

WHEN the drama for Mr. Logan Ross was
delivered—it had been accomplished within three
atrocious months—Mr. Logan Ross’s pressing
need of it had evidently subsided. Some weeks
passed before he had leisure to read it. Com-
municating curtly with the author at last, he
offered to buy the work outright for ten pounds.
And after an interval of blind fury, the author
with equal curtness accepted the offer.

“At any rate,” Galbraith had said, “you get
your foot in—it’s a production. However rotten
the price was, I shouldn’t try to stand out for
terms with a first play.” And Mrs. Harper had
remembered someone, subsequently celebrated,
who sold his first comedy for a pound per act.

Yes, in view of all the circumstances, it was
probably as much as he would be able to com-
mand in any quarter, so the offer was accepted.
And his chief desire now was to receive the
cheque and never to be reminded of his melo-
drama again.

The hopes that he had built on it were dust;
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‘And as the cheque wasn’t enclosed in the letter,
he swallowed his indignation and went.

So frank and free was the manager’s greeting
that he seemed leagues from suspecting indigna-
tion. Indeed, be spoke like one conscious of
having done a noble deed.

“It isn’t right yet, Tatham,” he declared, “but
there’s stuff in it—don’t worry. I wasn’t going
to refuse it because it wobbled a bit. I want to
give it a chance. Some of it’s A 1—no kid!
I can tell you what’s wrong; I'll tell you what to
do. I'm going to put my back into it for you.”

It appeared to be necessary to say that he was
“very kind.” Ross, with no ear for inflections
this evening, deprecated gratitude. “Not at all,”
he murmured, “not at all!” He produced the
typescript—and it seemed to have aged years in
his possession. ‘“Now,” he said, and objected to
one of the best scenes; “that won’t do, of course.”

“You think not?” said Tatham blankly.

“Fatal, my boy! That wants to come bang
out, and you've got to write something in its
place. Turn it over in your mind, and——"

“Something in its place?”

“Well, I needn’t have bothered you to come
over if a cut was all that was necessary—I can
cut,” replied Ross ingratiatingly; “we want
something written in there. Now here”—he
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They don’t want to be sorry for the villain, they
want to hoot him. You’ll have to alter that;
you’ll have to go over the part again and give
him more relish for crime.”

“Oh,” said Tatham morosely. “Is that all?”

“Well, I'm going to talk to you about my own
part by-and-by—I want to get through the
smaller matters first. You can’t expect to do a
drama without a little work, old chap, you know!
Yes! this scene in the second act comes too soon,
it wants transferring to the third—you’ll have to
turn the second and third acts about a bit to get
it in, but it only needs a little thinking out. And
there’s a——"

“In other words, you want a different play?’

“What I want is a few changes,” replied Ross
with heat. “You don’t mind making a few
changes for the good of your piece, I suppose?
I shall have enough to do on it when you’re fin-
ished! A different play? Who said anything
about a ‘different play’? I say that this one
needs improving. So it does.”

“It needs rewriting, by what you tell me.”

“And precious few plays are submitted that
don’t!”

“Precious few plays are sold for ten pounds,
though.” He forced a pleasanter tone. “I’ve
no doubt your criticisms are all perfectly right,
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that’s wanted in a week!” he answered limply,
“Very well.” Had he been gifted with the fore-
sight and ability to haggle with Ross for an hour,
the actor would have agreed to pay a small roy-
alty rather than see those four acts withdrawn
from him—and Christopher Tatham would have
been in possession of a comfortable income for
many years.

The dilapidated typescript sprawled worth-
lessly on the couch. Even the expert who had
been attracted by it would not have backed his
fancy by a hundred pounds cash. To estimate
the commercial value of a play before the pro-
duction is as exact a science as to judge the po-
tential value of a lottery ticket before the draw-
ing—it may be a fortune, or wastepaper.

There were other interviews with Ross. He
was not satisfied with the title that the author
had chosen, nor was he satisfied with any of his
own discovery. It was speedily evident that he
expected Tatham to be as vitally interested by
the matter as if they had been in partnership;
and, to do the man justice, he was. hospitable.
There were long evenings passed in the society
of Mr. and Mrs. Ross—an amiable and foolish
little woman who, when the actor made her ac-
quaintance, had been a fairy in a pantomime—
during which a title was sought with an assiduity
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our bill in the High Street and thinking to them-
selves, “Ahme! Yes, indeed!” See what I mean?
I want every young woman that reads the bill to
put herself in the girl’s place for a moment; I
want every old woman that reads it to think of
her own girl up in London. ‘Aye, and what
about our Annie?” Then we’ve got their bobs—
we pull ’em in to see the show that week! Do
you like ‘Heartless London’? No—give us the
cigars over here, Ruby!—no, that doesn’t hit the
spot. ‘A Lassie in London’? How do you like
‘A Lassie in London’?”’

“She isn’t a lassie,” said Tatham. “What do
you think of ‘A Girl Against the World’?”

Ross shook his head. “I want ‘London’!”

“ ‘London as it Really Is’?” said the ex-fairy.

“Rotten!” he growled. “‘Yet London
Laughs’ Eh? ‘Yet London Laughs’l It’s
good?”’

“What does it mean?” said Tatham.

“Mean? It means the heartlessness of Lon-
don, of course! ‘Yet London Laughs’; in spite
of everything—in spite of that poor girl’s suffer-
ings, London laughs!” He sighed. “If you
didn’t see what it meant, it’s off—a title’s got to
shout, or there’s nothing in it. I want a title
that’s going to bring the wickedness of London
before every pair of eyes in the provinces. I
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known that his chance of obtaining work grew
slenderer yearly, and he unfolded a piteous tale
of borrowed sixpences and destitution. Sol-
emnly he swore that, this time, confidence in him
shouldn’t be misplaced. “I’ve had my punish-
ment, Tatham,” he faltered. “If you knew all
I’ve been through the last six weeks you wouldn’t
doubt me; there are things that nobody ever for-
gets. I—I slept in a registered lodging-house
one night; another night, I slept on the Embank-
ment. By God, boy, if you'll do what you can
for me, I'll deserve it; I can’t say any more.”
His voice broke.

Not even in the urgency of his need did he
hint, “You owe it to me for introducing you to
Ross!”

Tatham leant forward and gripped his hand.
There were tears in the eyes of both men. “I’ll
move heaven and earth for you, Galbraith,” he
said; “I’ll go and see him this afternoon!” Much
of the sum that had been paid for the play was
in a pocket of the clothes that were heaped on
the chair, and he thrust a five-pound note upon
Galbraith. But the man wouldn’t accept it;
after much parley he consented to borrow a sov-
ereign. They went out together for a steak at
the Horseshoe; and when they had returned to
Berners Street, Tatham left him in the bedroom
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be excellent in the part. I want you to let him
have it.”

“Not on your life!” said Ross. “I know all
about Galbraith. I know very well what he
could do with the part—he’s a jolly good actor;
but I wouldn’t have him as a gift.”

“Yes; well, I want you to reconsider your de-
cision. He’s a friend of mine. I've promised
him to beg you to give him another chance. Now
look here——"

“My dear chap,” interrupted Ross firmly, “I'd
do anything that I could to oblige you with
pleasure, but »

“You can do this!”

“But youre asking an impossibility! Gal-
braith? He’s a pal of mine, too. I like old
Galbraith very much—out of business; in it, I
wouldn’t have him at any price. It’s no use, my
boy! I gave him a chance when he was on his
uppers; he took his sacred oath he’d keep his
word if I tried him again. What happened?
He was blind to the world on the first night in
Bolton, before we’d been out three weeks! He
means it right enough to-day; he’s chock-full of
good intentions while he talks, but he can’t help
himself; he’s a madman—before the tour’s half-
way through it’s the same thing all over again.”
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irresolution in his aspect now. Then Tatham
stumbled on the word “sentiment,” and the actor
was immediately defensive.

“No one’s got more sentiment than me,” he
cried. “Sentiment? I'm the last man in the
world to accuse of having no sentiment!”

“Well, listen to it to-day; don’t be hard to a
poor devil who’s on the rocks! You'll be sorry
if you are—you’ll always be sorry afterwards.
" If I have to go back and tell him you refuse—
well, Galbraith’s desperate; on my honour, he’s
desperate! He’s been sleeping on a bench on
the Embankment. Suppose he makes away with
himself to-night—more unlikely things have hap-
pened—how will you feel? A man you’ve been
pals with for years?’ . . .

Ross blinked; his swimming eyes sought a
highly-coloured oleograph on the wall.

“You’ll always remember you could have pre-
vented it! You'll never forget that a message
from you to-day would have saved him, set him
on his feet, given him a chance to turn over a
new leaf!”

“It’s a very unfair thing,” said Ross tremu-
lously, “for you to come and talk to me this way.
Yes, it is, a damned unfair thing!—you aren’t
entitled to ask me to give him the part. You
aren’t risking anything; it won’t cost you any-
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thing if he ruins the piece—it’s my property,
you've sold it right out.”

The advocate paused blankly. Then “I know
I’'m not entitled,” he said. “I’m asking it as a
fine action, as a generosity; I'm appealing to
your heart!” With a touch of inspiration, he
added, “to your sentiment!”

Ross gave in. He yielded reluctantly, but he
yielded—and the gesture by which he proclaimed
his unfailing sentiment’s response was worthy of
a large audience.



CHAPTER IV

WrrH that incident the author’s association
with a melodrama from which every higher qual-
ity had been eliminated would practically have
closed but for the gratitude of Galbraith. To
attend the rehearsals, even had he wished to at-
tend them, would have been impossible for a
dramatist who sat every week-day driving a
clerk’s pen, and it was only by Galbraith that he
was reminded of the play. Encouraged by his
proximity to a salary, the “Colonel Forrester”
of the cast had succumbed to the offer of a fur-
ther sovereign to supply immediate necessaries
and improve his attire. An elderly figure in the
frock-coat that had been released from the pawn-
broker’s, he presented himself in Berners Street
on many evenings before the tour began; and it
was he who wrote to Tatham after the opening
night, announcing that the piece had “gone like
a house afire.”

To the man who had written the piece the news
seemed extraordinary and well-nigh incredible.
So far from rejoicing at it, since he had neither.
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power of London Inside Out proved to be con-
spicuous even among attractions of its class.
From the reports of the correspondents of the
theatrical organs, which Mrs. Harper flourished
at him when he paid duty visits, Tatham learnt
only that the drama had been “enthusiastically
received” in the towns where it was performed;
but a second letter from Galbraith apprised him
that Ross was jubilant, and that there was every
likelihood of the tour being extended much be-
yond the period foreseen.

In a narrative of humdrum humanity, let the
reader be refreshed by an event that savours of
the sensational and preposterous—Galbraith had
enclosed a postal order for the two pounds; an
unsuccessful actor had repaid a loan!

The author of an entertainment that was
launched on a career of financial splendour in
the provinces continued to contemplate the wall
and the water-pipe, among other clerks, who had
no suspicion of his achievement. At once
ashamed of the work and of the price he had
obtained for it, he spoke of it to no one, not even
to his mother when at Easter he went to Sweet-
bay at a reduced fare and spent Sunday and
much of Monday in the boarding house. Con-
stitutionally incapable of keeping any secrets but
her own, she would surely have announced the
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pretty nearly, and I haven’t made a pal in it.”
She remained, with endearments, his Constant
Sweetheart.

It was by far the most spontaneous letter that
she had written to him for a very long time. The
weekly correspondence strained her inventive
faculties a great deal, for ordinarily there was
nothing new to say, and she found it a most
wearisome effort to cover a sheet of notepaper.
She had arranged that when she was away she
would write to him every Monday, but often her
letter was dated “Thursday,” and even when
Thursday had come and the necessity could be
postponed no longer, she confronted it with very
ill grace.

The posters of London Inside Out on the
walls of the Lancashire town, however, had de-
lighted her for more than one reason. Not only
were they a promise of material for her letter
this week, they made her more interesting in the
eyes of her companions—she was engaged to the
“Christopher Tatham” whose name was to be
detected in small type on the playbills. Of
course, she had announced the name of her fiancé
as soon as the piece was presented, exhibiting
the notice in The Stage that announced its
“enthusiastic reception,” but now her importance
was driven home. The leading lady, whose
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scious smile! What’s the use of loving an author
if he can’t work engagements for us, eh? Yah,
mercenary! You'll leave us for a better shop
than this one, I bet!” He improvised, to an im-
aginary guitar:
“Then she left us for a better shop than this one,

Then she chucked the little crowd that loved her true;

Though the tears were in our eyes,

She forsook us for a rise,
She departed for a difference in the screw!”

She thought how amusing he was. “Silly
idiot!” she laughed.

“I don’t blame you! A faithful heart is
broken, but what’s a heart compared to £ s. p.?
You girls were ever thus.

‘Then she left us for a better shop than this one——'

Is my hated rival very handsome, Peggy?”

“A jolly sight handsomer than you,” she
chaffed back.

“Go on! If you'’d met me first, he wouldn’t
have had a chance, not a glimmer. I can read
your secret in your gaze—you struggle, Peg-
gums. That’s what you do, you struggle between
love and lucre. Lucre cops the pool, but——"

“You’ll cop a box on the ears if you don’t look
out,” she giggled.
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panted to the theatre steps. Then, at the box
office, “May we go in?” she asked hurriedly;
“we’re at the Grand.” The delay while their
cards were submitted to the local or the touring
business manager—both gentlemen were in the
buffet—was exasperating.

The last act was two-thirds over as the late-
comers stole into the dress circle and descried
vacant seats in a bad position, which were to be
reached without disturbing anyone. The lights
in the auditorium were lowered; but even so, she
could see that the pit and pit-stalls were packed;
and a few seconds later a burst of applause over-
head informed her, by its volume, that the upper
tiers were crowded too. She was deliciously
proud of her engagement as Nelson nudged her,
whispering, “What a house!”

Her remembrance of the manuscript was too
hazy for her to grasp the situation on the stage
at once, but soon one of the characters exclaimed,
“The Colonel is coming back!” and she knew she
was to see Galbraith. Vaguely she was conscious
of a stir of discomposure among the people on
her other side; almost at the same instant, an in-
articulate but ironical ‘greeting from the gallery
struck her with dismay; and then Galbraith en-
tered, treading the stage with slow uncertainty,
the ponderous gait of an experienced actor fight-
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fell; and in the streets, during a walk that was
very dull, she kept insisting, “Of course, it was
nothing to do with the piece, you know; they ate
the piece—it was only Galbraith they were guy-
ing!”

For once she was impatient to write to Tat-
ham. She wrote again on the following day and
gave him such a highly-coloured account of Gal-
braith’s condition that he wondered sadly how
the fourth act of the play could have been
reached at all. From the man he heard nothing;
nor did he add to abasement by inquiries. But
from the provincial columns of the theatrical
paper at which he had the interest to glance, he
learnt soon afterwards that an “excellent rendi-
tion of ‘Colonel Forrester’ was supplied by Mr.
Lionel Stott.”

The discharged actor did not reappear in Ber-
ners Street. Whether he was back in London,
but too much ashamed to call, whether he was to’
be seen despairing in the professional haunts of
Liverpool or Manchester, or whether the work-
house had hidden him, Tatham had no idea. On
several Saturday afternoons he took his way to
the Strand in the hope of information, but the
neighbourhood revealed no more than one ac-
quaintance—and he was relieved that their eyes
did not meet. KElsie' Lane was entering an






CHAPTER YV,

ON an autumn afternoon and the first day of
his annual vacation, a city clerk descended from
a third-class compartment to the platform of
one of the last towns in the kingdom that any
rational Londoner might have been expected to
choose as the scene of a holiday. And as he
strode from the station and viewed the utilitarian
ugliness of the place, he beheld his boyhood too;
and the spirit of a time that had seemed immeas-
urably behind and dead beyond the hope of resur-
rection came floating on the murky atmosphere
to welcome him, lifting his spirit with a caress.

‘Which reveals to the mental eye that Chris-
topher Tatham was not a rational Londoner, as
“rational Londoners” are estimated by the sound
majority. There are moments, however, in which
the possession of a temperament will yield de-
lights unattainable by any bank balance. Ridic-
ulous as it might be to derive emotions from a
cobbled and very squalid High Street, and tall
chimneys that belched black smoke into a dismal
sky, this tripper was more moved by the pros-
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self whether he might not pass as many as three
or four days of his holiday here.

His pace slackened. If he were, indeed, to
remain for more than a night, the Black Bull
would be too expensive for him, and he must seek
a lodging-house instead. He felicitated himself
that the bag he carried had been packed in ig-
norance of railway connections—his freedom was
unfettered in a sufficiency of shirts. But he had
no idea where the lodgings lay, and he remem-
bered well that bags had a habit of developing
weight while one explored. The Black Bull
booked him after all.

It had been advertised as a “Family and Com-
mercial Hotel,” but he saw only the commercials
when he dined, and failed to enjoy their table
manners. Practical men, these “travellers,” cast
upon the unlovely scene by no caprice, and eager
to do good business and be gone, yet Mr. Tatham
cavilled at their company. Partly it may have
been—so poor is the texture of our reasons when
examined —because, in moments, he was con-
scious how widely they would grin at him, could
they see into his sentimental mood.

If he had lingered for apple-and-blackberry
tart, instead of rising so speedily for a stroll and
a cigarette, his errant footsteps would not have
brought him to the illuminated frontage of the
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salutation to the author of London Inside Out.

“You’re coming in to see the show, Mr. Tat-
bham?” he asked, as one who craved a favour.

“Well, yes,” Tatham admitted, “I did mean
to.”

“He hasn’t been near us since we’ve been out.
What do you think of that?” said Ross. “You
can find a box for Mr. Tatham, can’t you,
Fischer? Well, I must bolt, old chap! Come
round afterwards; come round to my room. So
long!”

Mr. Fischer, with alacrity, found a box; Tat-
ham sat in it in state. Every member of the cast
threw a glance of curiosity towards it within two
minutes of appearing on the stage; the eyes of
every actor and actress sought his face surrepti-
tiously throughout the evening, eager to divine
his impressions.

And the piece went amazing: stupendous were
the cheers and whistles. The fervid mass of oper-
atives, small shopkeepers, mechanics, the rows of
villa residents in the circle, where the ladies’ at-
tire approached the smartness of semi-evening
dresses, were out for pleasure. No task of theirs
to query whether such an “accumulation of stag-
gerers” could happen to any one hero in real life;
they did not go to the theatre to remember real
life—a strenuous or dreary affair at the best.
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brought small cheques to her time and again.
Very happily, too, had she learnt that it would
sometimes be her task to “do” the theatre. To
write dramatic criticism—how interesting! It
had been with a shock that she realised, instructed
by a blue pencil and the powers, that locally
“dramatic criticism” meant indiscriminate praise.
“What use is that?’ she had dared, dismayed.
“It’s useful to the advertisement columns,”” she
was answered; “it’s what’s expected. See?”

She had seen, and being a sensible young
woman had done her best to obey. But dramatic
criticism as practised on The Post had speedily
ceased to be interesting to her. It became detest-
able; and though she was not aware of the fact,
and though the editor-and-proprietor had as yet
received no more than one complaint, the per-
functory praise had been diluted with so much
truth that her feeble “best” had aroused deep
indignation in the mind of the manager of the
Theatre Royal and Opera House. ‘“Whenever
that girl came in, the show would be a blank sight
better off without The Post’s notice!” he was
wont to exclaim heatedly.

She was the eldest daughter of a parson in the
country—a man who had a large family and a
small living, and whose embarrassments with the
tradespeople were not appreciably relieved by
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in 8 parsonage thirty miles from the low come-
dian and his fly-catcher; it was not discreet or
fair of her to do it; but she was only twenty-four
years old, and the evening was a crisis in her new
career—the “critic’’ had suppressed sincerity so
long that suddenly it burst its dam.

She revolted. And after she went back to her
lodging in King Street she wrote. She wrote a
criticism that would never have been passed in
the office of T'he Post if the editor-and-proprietor
hadn’t been in Blackpool, and the subordinate
that reigned in his stead hadn’t nodded on press
night. When it was too late she found the criti-
cism rather startling herself. Proprietorial dis-
pleasure looked to her very near at hand, for Mr.
Judd’s absence was to be but brief.

Now, on the morning after Tatham’s arrival
in the town, some eight hours after he had parted
from an elated and convivial Ross in that gentle-
man’s “diggings,” he opened a nice clean copy of
The Post in the “smoke-room” of the Black Bull
and was stung by what “Footlights” had written.
It stung him, not because “Footlights” jeered at
his “dramatic triumph,” but because “Footlights™
quite unwarrantably assumed him to be a suc-
cessful person perpetrating similar trash habit-
ually, and with complacence. (Here Theo-
dosia’s limited knowledge of the theatre had led






CHAPTER VI

HavING now ascertained the names of the
streets in which “professionals” were offered a
“home from home, at moderate terms,” he de-
cided to avoid them, lest he stumbled on a house
that sheltered a member or members of the
London Inside Out company. He realised that
he did not yearn to revert to the past in all its
phases; he wished for selected features of the
past. To linger in the wings once more for a
few evenings would be pleasant enough; but
since he had seen the performance, the chances
of the low comedian or the villain proving con-
genial in the parlour looked to him remote.

People had praises to bestow on King Street,
and to King Street he bent his steps. Cards in
the miniature bay windows, on either side, an-
nounced “Apartments” frequently, but brief in-
terviews on doorsteps revealed always that this
was a big name for a small bedroom. The gen-
eral requirement of King Street appeared to be
a young man engaged in business, and prepared
to enjoy a tea-supper in the kitchen. However,
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satisfaction; but, fluently as Ross discussed the
criticism, when all but the buffet lights were out,
and glass succeeded glass, the critic’s loss of her
berth was a feature of the affair upon which he
had no remark to make. Fe was not heartless,
he would have put his name to almost any sub-
scription list that was brought to him, and—as
he hadn’t failed to remind Tatham—he had com-
passionately, and against his better judgment,
engaged Galbraith. But he was an actor. Pass-
ing his life in the most precarious calling in the
world, among men and women who seldom dared
to expect to retain any engagement for a longer
period than three or four months, a girl’s loss of
employment seemed to him as commonplace as
a wet day. He was honestly surprised at Tat-
ham’s reference to it, when they left the theatre
together.

“I daresay she’ll soon get shopped somewhere
else,” he said. “You don’t mean to say you’re
worrying about that?”

“It’s a serious thing getting the sack; I know
what it means.” He wished that he hadn’t writ-
ten to her, wondered if she held him partly re-
sponsible for what had happened.

“Well, we all know what it means!”

“It’s not the same thing to lose a temporary
engagement as to lose a permanent job. Per-
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time she wished she had restrained that impulse
to repartee. Then for the thousandth time she
tried to banish Mr. Christopher Tatham, and Mr.
Picton, and Mr. Judd from her mind and asked
herself what she was to do.

Go home? She had no reproach to fear there,
they would be tenderness itself. She saw her
father’s half-humorous smile, felt his arm about
her waist; she heard the girls’ chorus of sym-
pathy and indignation; she would not be humil-
iated in confessing to that group what a fool she
had been. But as she sat gazing at the shavings
in the lodging-house grate, Theodosia looked be-
yond the arrival and the chorus—viewed the
straitened circumstances and the extra mouth to
feed; she beheld herself waiting, from week to
week once more, for a guinea cheque which was
so sorely needed to appease the butcher and which
a London editor took so long to write. No, she
couldn’t go home—she had to keep herself!

Somebody, a new lodger downstairs, jarred
the silence by knocking the ashes from his pipe
into the fender.

“Ieep myself!” muttered Theodosia, nodding
to the shavings.

How? There was no chance on The Adver-
tiser, she was sure of that. It meant London,
then! If she didn’t go home, she must go to
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that she would find no bedroom in the buildings
that she had visited, and that she had no idea to
what quarter to direct the cabman when she
reached the noisy station. Her father’s arm and
ber sisters’ welcome looked sweetly restful; the
shavings grew misty before her eyes.

She was crying, how ridiculous of her! She
rose impatiently, and was surprised by the tid-
ings of the clock. Well, she could breakfast as
late as she liked—there was no desk to go to now.
Those people, those horrible people, and the cad
who had written the preposterous piece! One
day, when she had got on, she’d look back and
laugh at all their petty spite!

“Oh, I am so miserable!” she quavered to the
silence.

At war with the world, the new lodger down-
stairs clattered his pipe furiously again.
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The householder was washing the doorstep
when he reached it and inquired if “Miss Moore”
was at home. “Will you tell her I should be
very grateful if she would see me, please?” Mrs.
Leake, surprised but docile, went upstairs drying
her hands, and reappeared to tell him that “Miss
Moore was in the drawing-room.” He knocked,
and was bidden to “come in.”

She looked very tall against the miniature
mantelpiece. She was standing, her back to the
shavings, a little curiosity and a glimmer of
amusement in her eyes. His own widened as they
met her face, and as the frump of his fancy fled
and left him startled, he wondered a shade breath-
lessly what he had come to say.

“Miss Moore?” He fumbled with his hat and
cane on the threshold. “I must apologise for
my visit, I've just received your letter. I wanted
to tell you that I was exceedingly sorry for
mine.”

“Won’t you sit down?”

“Thank you. I—fear I was rather brusque—
stupid; of course, it was your business to say just
what you felt about the play. Only a man isn’t
necessarily ‘proud’ of what he has written.”

“Nor a woman,” she said, with the suspicion of
a smile.

There was a pause. He looked away from
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“I really think it was kind of you to call, Mr.
Tatham,” she said, putting out her hand.

“Ah!” he exclaimed; “you do believe me, don’t
you? If I had any voice in the matter, you’d be
back on the paper this afternoon.”

“You’re very magnanimous,” she smiled. “I’'m
afraid—it’s a humiliating confession—I'm afraid
my criticism was rather vulgar?”

“Not that. But rather—may I say it?’

“I mustn’t object to candour.”

“Rather unfair, then. You hated the play—
T’'m not surprised—but wasn’t it a little unfair
to take it for granted that I thought it a master-
piece, myself?”

“I don’t think I said that, did I#”

“That I was ‘proud’ of it, that I couldn’t do
anything better?”’

“Oh, I thought you could do better. There
were things here and there that made me think
you could do ever so much better, if you cared to.
That was why I—I wondered.”

“Looked down on me, you mean?”

She sought for euphemisms. “That was why
I wondered how you could be content to write
that.”

“I wrote ‘that’ for the same reason that you
wrote criticisms of the theatre. The work didn’t
interest you very much, I imagine—the plays that






182 THE POSITION OF PEGGY HARPER
do me any good if London Inside Out ran for

generations.”

After absorbing this, she murmured, “I’'m
sorry I wrote in the way I did.” And added
drily, “You’re nobly avenged.”

“Is it impertinence to ask whether——" He
hesitated.

“Whether there’s any other paper waiting for
me? No, Mr. Tatham, there isn’t. The Post
appointment was the first I've had.”

“It’s a cowardly shame,” he cried. “If I were
anybody I'd go and talk to the man. But it isn’t
what you said about me hé minds, of course; it’s
the loss of the advertisements. Well . . . what
are you going to do?”

“I suppose I'm going to look for something -
else,” she fenced.

“Here?”

“Oh no, there’s nothing in this place. I—I
daresay I shall go to London.”

“Have you—is there any prospect there?”

“Oh, I’'m not afraid of the experiment. Please
don’t take it so seriously; very likely I might
have had to leave The Post soon, in any case—
one never knows. It was awfully nice of you to
come to see me—I didn’t deserve it.”

There was finality in her tone. He regretted,
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the sunniest smile that she had given to him yet
and said, “dre you? If the world’s so ungener-
ous to us both, we ought to be friends. Obh, I do
wish I hadn’t been so horrid about you! Where
do you live? In London? Perhaps you can tell
me something I want to know?”

And, instead of having descended to the par-
lour a minute later, he was sitting down again in
the drawing-room and digesting the fact that she
proposed to adventure London, equipped with
hope, a pen, and little cash. The intelligence was
imparted so casually—his advice, obviously, being
sought on no weightier matter than the localities
of cheap furnished apartments—that the counsel
in his mind was not easy to utter. He felt con-
strained, though, to urge that pens were more
numerous than salaries in London, and that to
Fleet Street her experience on Mr. Judd’s organ
would prove no Open Sesame.

“I hate to depress you,” he said, “but if you’ll
let me speak plainly, I think it would be a far
better plan for you to write to the editors who
know you. If they can offer you anything, they
can tell you so by letter—you needn’t travel te
disappointments, you can find them with a
penny stamp. Of course, I've no right to inter-
fere——" )

“Oh, you aren’t interfering!” she exclaimed
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“Well, I haven’t told you quite everything;
I must find some work to do in London,” she
declared. But there was no lack of forgiveness
in her voice, there was frank approval. “I’'m
much obliged to you for mot being insincerely
sanguine, all the same.”

“Very well,” said the man, “that point’s set-
tled. Now let’s consider where you’re to live!
Don’t you know London at all?”’

“I’ve often been there for a day. That doesn’t
count, I'm afraid. Is Chelsea far away? I've
always thought I should like to live in Chelsea;
it’s such a pretty name, and there’s the river.”

“I don’t exactly know how you get to Chel-
sea,” said the Londoner vaguely. “Yes, I think
it 73 a long way off. If you’re going to call on
editors, you’d find the West Central district more
convenient, I should think; you’d be able to walk
to where you want to go. . . . I suppose you
want two rooms, don’t you?”

“Well, yes, I certainly do,” said she, “if I can
afford the price. Why? Are they going to be
dear?” '

“They’re going to be much dearer than two
rooms here. Where I am, I've only one. Do
you know, I think a boarding-house might be the
thing for you. It would give you a sitting-room
—or a corner of a sitting-room—and it’d save
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graph at once—I daresay I can get it at the
station—and I’ll mark the suitable addresses for
you. Shall I?”

“You’re most awfully good,” said Theodosia
gaily. “It'd be lovely of you.”
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when she had spent her money. Still, she was
bound to find town very sad and lonely: he
caught himself wishing that he had a married
sister to look after her. What, in heaven’s name,
was it to do with him? London was full of lonely
girls clamouring for work—they were dragging
their feet up and down the agents’ stairs all day.
Not girls like her, though! she was so different
from: Again it reverted to that—she was
“so different”! The image of Peggy obtruded
itself violently. The dishonesties of the mind are
innumerable: subconsciously he had striven to
exclude Peggy from his reflections; he had sought
to keep Peggy out of sight for Peggy’s own
sake; he felt queerly guilty and compassionate
towards Peggy as her shortcomings thrust them-
selves into a fatal comparison. He reminded
himself conscientiously that his appreciation of
Miss Moore was purely intellectual.

The next morning moved more slowly than its
predecessor, and Mrs. Leake, who brought no
enlivening message, was a disappointment to him
every time she entered the room. To Theodosia,
too, the hours were long. She divined that the
rain looked no less dismal from the dining-room
window than from her own, and knew that she
would find it pleasant to talk to him; but she was
a foreigner in bohemia, and, for once, doubtful
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they met again in the streets. The sun was shin-
ing, and after the postcard was dispatched they
walked together, past the factories, along a white
road that wound between hedges to the unknown.
During their walk they learnt a good deal of
each other; and more than once Tatham asked
himself whether it would be the right thing to
mention that he was engaged. His mind re-
coiled from mentioning it, primarily because it
seemed to him that it would be as if he said, “You
must never aspire to marry me, you know; I
should be sorry for you to have any false hopes
—Ilet me warn you not to expect it!” Wasn’t
she bound to realise the reason that he told her?
wouldn’t he deserve to be most disdainfully
snubbed? But also he was deterred by the dread
of having to dilate upon the subject of Peggy to
her, doubting his ability to sound as enthusiastic
as he ought. He talked instead of his failures
and his ambitions. She was not bored by the
story of his failures; a passing reference to the
corner drawer hadn’t sufficed for her, and her
interest was so vivid that they had turned back
from a neighbouring village and were half-way
home before the drawer was shut. Nor was it
only the girl who had questions to ask; he was
granted a view of the “study,” and obtained sur-
prising glimpses of the Church as a profession.
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my sister.” Again he wished that he had a sister,
married, capable, urbane.

“I know. Oh, I know it’ll be extraordinary if
anything comes of it! But——"

“I don’t think it’d be extraordinary if you
found an opening in time, but I don’t see The
Aspect ready to take you on the staff the mo-
ment you suggest it. I daresay he’ll be polite
enough, but I'm afraid you’ll walk back to Tor-
rington Square in the blues.”

“There are more papers than one in London.
Everybody has to begin. How do other people
get on?”’

“I can’t tell you,” said Tatham; “I haven't
done it.”

“Haven’t other women like me gone there and
managed to stay? Anyhow, I'm not going to
give in till I'm forced to—I've got to do my best
first. Think of me besieging editors when you’re
listening to the band on the pier!”

He was conscious that he would; hazily, too,
he was conscious that the interest afforded by his
trip had been a surprising interest, and that, in
retrospect, the theatre would be a less vivid im-
pression to him than this walk along a country
road. Actually, what he was to recall most often
was the confusion at the terminus next day and
her troubled face through the cab window. So
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“I shant,” she said, “before next week!”

And as the gates were passed and she looked
out at London, she felt less lonely for the thought
that next week she was to see him.
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devoted to attempts to see the other editors who
had published her work.

At the outset she saw no further than a printed
interrogation form presented disconcertingly by
a liveried official at the entrance. The form de-
manded terse statements of all that she mis-
trusted her ability to urge at length. It was
displayed to her by Thursday that these impera-
tive demands for information were finding her
too docile. After she had acknowledged her in-
significance several times with discouraging re-
sults, she began to palter with the peremptory
inquiry, “Business?” She euphemised, she grew
disingenuous. Once she had the audacity to ig-
nore the inquiry altogether, and discovered that
the alarming official regarded his duty as accom-
plished when he had indicated the form to her,
caring not a row of his domestic pins whether
she complied with all its requirements or not.

Theodosia’s earliest impression of her London
editors when she had stormed their thresholds
was that they were unaffected and rather chatty
gentlemen who appeared incapable of declining
desirable manuscripts with the dilatory tasteless-
ness of which she knew them to be guilty. It was,
for instance, sensational to remember that the
meek-mannered little man who tittered to her in
the office of Mother and Girls was the remorse-
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mirable as he thought it was. And there was the
good-natured, paternal Editor who counselled
her candidly to return to the country.

A good deal of her time was spent in waiting-
rooms, and she found it fascinating to try to
guess the business of the other occupants. The
black-and-white artists proclaimed their purpose
by the sketches that they nursed; but she used to
wonder which of the disconsolate-looking com-
pany were the story writers, and if they were
professionals or amateurs, and what their fate
was to be when their turn was announced at last.
Sometimes, as she watched them, they became
the heroes and heroines of embryonic stories
themselves, and it was a regret to her that, after
they hurried from their seats at the summons of
a swooping boy, who passed his life flying up
and down the stairs, she didn’t see them any
more, and was left with her little romance un-
finished.

One afternoon she had a conversation in a
waiting-room. She had sighed, “It’s tedious,
isn’t 1t?’ and the woman had answered, “Well,
I'm glad of a chance to sit down!” She was
dressed much more expensively than Theodosia,
and the girl, who had assumed her to be success-
ful, was rather surprised by the sadness of her
tone.
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every day; and when I get home, dead beat, in
the evening I've got to write. But it isn’t only
that it’s tiring! If your name isn’t well known,
you can’t keep yourself just by writing the ar-
ticles—there aren’t half a dozen women in Lon-
don who get big enough terms for their stuff to
do that—you’ve got to canvass for advertise-
ments besides. It isn’t very pleasant.”

“No, I don’t think I should like that,” said
Theodosia.

“I don’t think you would!—especially if you
were doing it for a rag like this. I daresay it’s
all right if the paper has a large circulation, and
the shops know it; but when I go in and say I'm
representing a paper they’ve hardly heard of,
it’s as much as they’ll do, very often, to let me
see their models. When I try to persuade them
to pay for advertisements——"

“It must be loathsome!”

“One’s got to live,” sighed the other. “But
don’t try canvassing if you can manage any other
way. It’s worse still for a girl—I've a friend
who used to do it.”

“Why ‘worse’?”

“Because it’s men you have to see. At
Madame Diane’s you see Mrs. Brown, but at
Clifford’s, or Lacy and Lovell’s, or any of those
places, it’s always a cad of a man you’ve got to
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dwindling hourly, was shrinking to the limita-
tions of the village to which she was recom-
mended to return. Her thoughts were concen-
trated more and more upon T'he Aspect, but she
thought of it with diminished confidence; by the
light of bland but bootless interviews, the promise
of bland letters looked smaller to her. She was
far more nervous than sanguine when she pre-
sented herself at the office again and inquired if
her correspondent had returned.

The office of The Aspect was not imposing—
it shrunk from observation in an alley, and
boasted neither a liveried doorkeeper nor dart-
ing boys. She addressed herself to a faded young
man behind a counter that looked too long for
him; and when he had asked her name he lifted
a flap in the counter unceremoniously and went
into the next room.

“Mr. Savile says, will you go in, please,” he
said, reappearing. He held the glass door open
for her; and an elderly gentleman, whose smile
seemed to her to have a touch of curiosity in it,
rose and shook hands with her.

“Miss Moore! How do you do? I'm pleased
to make your acquaintance.”

“Thank you,” said Theodosia.

“I’'m sorry to have missed you when you called
before.”
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“I thought perhaps the stationery might do
some good,” she laughed; “that was why I wrote
to you on it.”

“I gave you credit for the idea at the time.
Your connection with the Press is—er—tem-
porarily severed ?” ‘

“Yes,” she said pleasantly; “I’ve just been
discharged for incompetence.”

“Oh! I am grieved to hear that.” He was
refreshed—he regarded her with genuine amuse-
ment. “And so you thought you might suit The
Aspect?”

“And so I hoped The Aspect might come to
my rescue. Mr. Savile, I've got to find some-
thing else to do! I thought of you directly; I
came here as soon as I arrived, and when they
told me you were out of town, I—it wasn’t a
nice moment at all. The street looked ever so
much uglier when I went out than when I came
in. Since then I've been trying all the editors
that had ever heard of me—I've even tried one
or two that hadn’t—but I can’t find a vacancy
anywhere. If you won’t consider me either, my
Journey’s a failure.”

“But I shall be most happy to consider any-
thing you send me, Miss Moore, I assure you.
At any time that you care to let me see a story,
it shall receive every attention.”
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had no complaint to make of me in any other
respect, so far as I am aware, but they found me
shockingly incompetent as a dramatic critic.”

“Ah!” He recognised that she was laudably
discreet as a discharged journalist. ‘“What was
the play that you objected to, Miss Moore?”

“There had been several differences of opin-
ion,” said Theodosia; “the crisis was a play called
London Inside Out.”

“That monument of dramatic art?” He
laughed heartily. “And you ventured to dis-
approve? Dear, dear! Its fame has even
reached me. There’s an exemplar for you—if
you want to grow rich by authorship, leave liter-
ature alone and write masterpieces like London
Inside Out.”

“Ah!” she murmured. “But I'm not aspiring
to grow rich yet, I'm only ambitious to earn a
living.”

In no other office had the conversation been so
prolonged as here. Mr. Savile’s questions led
her to speak of her parentage; he referred again
very warmly to her work; and by-and-by she was
able to gather that the journal was not quite so
flourishing a property as she had supposed. It
proved to be by no means a dejecting visit, al-
though definitely he said little more than that he
would be glad to take a short story from her at
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door preluded an announcement: “A Mr. Tat-
ham was harskin for her.”

She thrust a pin through a hat, and hurried.
The pleasure was vivid in the passage, the ques-
tions were quick.

“Well?”

“Well??

She smiled and nodded reassuringly. “I’m
all right. How sunburnt you’ve got!”

“You haven’t been having a bad time? you’ve
been comfortable?”’

“No—yes,” she laughed. “Shall we go into
the Square?—there’s nowhere to talk in here.”

The key that should have lain on the hatstand
wasn’t to be seen, but they went across to the
gate and stood waiting for someone inside to
notice them. The moments were so few before
a child ran over the lawn at her signal and let
them in, that it was surprising to realise how
much he had contrived to ask and to hear on the
kerb.

“So it looks hopeful, doesn’t it?” she concluded
gaily.

“Hurrah!” He wanted to grip her hand
again, to slip his arm through hers, as they saun-
tered along the path. “I was all wrong; it’s a
good thing you wouldn’t listen to me.”
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usedn’t to talk like it, she usedn’t to dress like it
—I usedn’t to remember how old she was. Now
she doesn’t pretend any more. She seems to
have resigned herself to old age all at once. Of
course everybody would say she was quite right,
but—but her having done it all at once made it
rather pathetic to me to see. . . . No, I didn’t
enjoy myself particularly—better than you’ve
done. It’s a pity The Aspect man wasn’t in town
when you arrived, it would have spared you a lot,
eh? You’ve been miserable sometimes?”

She gave a shrug. “It wasn’t so bad where
I had had some work taken—that gave me some-
thing to say as I went in. The last day or two,
when I wasn’t sure where to go—1I didn’t like it
then! I asked the way to some paper that didn’t
look too unlikely, too heavy or distinguished, and
when I reached the office—I walked on! There
was something about the doorway or the stair-
case that seemed to say it was no use going in.
I looked at shop windows first. Have you come
across doors like that?”

“All the stage doors up West!” he said.
“Well, you’re going to stay, after all?”

“TI hope so.”

“So do I! On Saturdays I only hop for half
the day; if I might come on Saturday afternoon,
I could show you places—I could show you the
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Suddenly he seemed to her remote—even while
she too asked of herself what tangible difference
it made. The instant impulse of her sex was dis-
simulation ; but deeper, and more significant, was
something in her intimating that the moment was
painful for him. She realised that the moment
was painful for him, and that he was at her
mercy, though her brain acknowledged nothing
to account for his being at her mercy, nor to ex-
plain the strange aspect of the moment.

“You don’t think I oughtn’t to be friends with
you because I'm engaged, do you?”

“Why should I?’ She smiled. It appeared
to her that she had fulfilled her intention and
answered brightly. To him it seemed that a
shadow fell between them.

“That’s what I thought you’d say.”

“I should like to meet her.”

“I should like you to, very much.” The
shadow was darkening; why was he being driven
to lie? He added with intense relief, ‘“She’s
away now, on tour.”

“Do you mean she’s an actress?”’

“Yes. We've been engaged for years.”

“That’s all the nicer in one way—you must
know each other so well.”

“Oh yes.”

“And she can understand your work.”
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He had denied it to himself now for six weeks
on end, and found the applause of conscience in-
adequate as a substitute. Conscience, indeed,
tempered its applause with no little censure at
this period. He should have been frank with
Peggy! He should have been frank with her
last autumn—he should have been frank with her
long before that! Conscience, or common sense
affirmed that he should have been frank with her
before they had been engaged a week. In look-
ing back, it seemed that it would, once, have been
a fairly easy thing to do. It seemed that it would
have been, comparatively, an easy thing to do at
almost any time prior to his mother’s death.
Afterwards Only the night after the fu-
neral, he remembered that Mrs. Harper had let
fall something cheerily and horribly significant!
He did not see what he could, in decency, have
done after his mother died; from that point, it
appeared to him, the marriage had been in-
evitable.

He made these reflections again as he trav-
elled on the Tube to Islington, the locality of
Mrs. Harper’s latest “rooms.” It was Sunday,
and the girl, once more touring, was due, at some
hour to-day, from Brighton. When Liverpool
Road was reached and the door had been opened,
a theatrical hamper blocking the passage showed
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“Now then, mother!”

“Perhaps you wrote him what train you were
coming by?”’ said Tatham drily. “All I heard
was, ‘Home on Sunday.’”

“Chris is all right,” put in the girl. “How
goes it, Chris? No news, I suppose?”’

“Nothing good,” he acknowledged. “You’re
looking very fit.”

“Oh, I'm going strong,” she announced, tak-
ing off her hat. “I’ve had an offer!”

“Yes, I don’t think!” remarked Mrs. Harper.

“Straight!”

“Well, but you don’t need any other engage-
ment,” he said; “this tour doesn’t finish for three
weeks, does it?”

“Fortnight—Deptford and Hammersmith.”

“What do you mean, she ‘doesn’t need any
other engagement,’ if she isn’t going to get mar-
ried before August? What’s she to live on, do
you think? Things aren’t so gay with me, I can
tell you! Offer for what?”

“The Piccadilly, if you please! How’s that?”’
She turned from the mirror to enjoy the effect.
“A part at the Piccadilly! That’ll do to fill in
the time, won’t it?”

“Go on! you don’t so much as know what
they’re doing at the Piccadilly, you silly kid!”

“I know what the next production’s to be—a
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I had exactly the right appearance, that I was
Just the girl he’d been looking for. . . . I'm to
go to his house to-morrow, and he’s going to read
the part to me. The heroine’s not supposed to
be more than seventeen—she’s at school in the
first act; he’s going to show me just how he wants
it played. He’s shown me a bit already. He
says if I put myself in his hands, he ‘guarantees’
I can do it—and ‘make a hit’! There’s nothing
the matter with Forsyth! you should hear him
speak some of his lines—he might have been an
actor.” :

“He was an actor,” faltered Betsy Harper;
“didn’t you know that?’ The situation was
mystifying her less. “Well, it’s a bit of luck and
no mistake! My word, if it had only come along
a bit sooner!” There was umbrage in the look
she bent on Tatham. “What do you think of
your girl now?’ she demanded. “You aren’t
throwing yourself away, my King Cophetua!”

“I never was, Mrs. Harper,” he said.

“Ah! some people didn’t think so.”

“But, so far as I’'m concerned, she can refuse
the engagement. She won’t go on playing the
part after we marry, anyhow.”

“Of course I shan’t! Besides, the piece may
be off before then.”

“I make you a wager you change your mind,
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Harper, was relieved to see her subside, “I
found this shop for myself, and if I’ve got to go
on working till August, I mean to work where it
suits me. I’m not going on tour again—I’m sick
of it! I’'m going to the Piccadilly.”

“ ‘Found it for herself’!” muttered Mrs. Har-
per. “Dropped out of the skies into her lap!”

“Very well, then, leave it where it dropped—
don’t go muffing it.” She glanced towards Tat-
ham for approval. “What time’s tea supposed
to come on here? Chris, you may give me an-
other cig, under the cires.”

But the matter was by no means disposed of.
The old actress was fully awake now to the fact
that a dramatist of importance would find her
daughter’s childish air a valuable asset for his
next play, and the fear that the chance was not
to be turned to the best advantage obsessed her.
Her emotion was no longer incredulity, nor
amazement, nor gratitude—it was greed unadul-
terated. Thrice she returned, by circuitous
routes, to the question of the salary, and Tatham
sat nervous of high words occurring after all.

At last, seizing the opportunity afforded by
a pause, he put in:

“By the way, who was it who was talking to
you about me the other day—what was it he
said?”’
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notorious in the theatrical world, but this was the
first plain intimation he had had that its notoriety
was fatal to him. Often as he had questioned
and trembled, it seemed to him, in the sick in-
stant, that the blow took him unawares. “Wast-
ing his time”’! Whatever its qualities, anything
he might write was damned in advance. Nothing
to hope for—his work wasn’t to be read. The
clerkship for'life! . . . He went home from the
clerkship twenty years hence, and “home” meant
the bitterness of failure, and loneliness, and the
remembrance of the right woman. . . .

The shrillness of Peggy’s voice jerked him
back—the girl was protesting, offering encour-
agement. The sense of what she was saying
began to reach his mind.

“I don’t see,” cried Peggy, “that it matters
what you write, if it pays. Let the West End
slide, then! Go on writing plays like London
Inside Out, Chris—that’s the best way. If you
ask me, Beaver’s given us a jolly good tip!”
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“I’m a nuisance?” he asked. “You were going
out.”

“With nowhere to go!” she said, pulling out
the hat-pins promptly. “The room was getting
on my nerves a little, that’s all, or perhaps it was
the twilight—we’ll have the gas; have you a
match in your pocket?”’

He lit the gas, and she saw and said that he
was looking tired.

“Am I?’ The mantelshelf was fragrant and
vivid with masses of lilac and carnations. There
was a bowl of them on the table too. “You've
been very reckless!”

“They came from our garden at home; it’s my
birthday.”

He wished her “Many happier returns.”

“It hasn’t been festive. I had no idea I
should feel so sentimental about it, but I wish it
hadn’t fallen on Sunday—that made it lonelier.
. . . You see, you aren’t a nuisance, you’re quite
a tolerable event.”

She didn’t ask him why he had stayed away so
long, because she knew.

“It must be a jolly garden,” said the man, pic-
turing her in a garden.

“Itisn’t very well kept; there are only the girls
to look after it, and we leave the daisies on the
lawn, but I think it’s rather nice. We’ve a foun-
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Challenge was in the girl's voice. “Who’s
‘thCY’?”

“Oh, a man who ought to know; somebody
‘inside’; he had no reason to lie about it. He
may be wrong, of course, but that’s his candid
opinion. He told Mrs. Harper—who amiably
told me. Oh, I don’t blame her for telling me,
she was quite right to let me know, but I've had
a rollicking afternoon.” He tried to laugh.
“So I've dropped in to cheer you up on your
birthday—not having been near you for six
weeks, while there was nothing worse than usual
the matter with me!”

He, too, had kept count of the weeks! Her
heart missed a beat.

“Even if he’s right——"" she began, and per-
ceived that he knew what she was going to say.
“Another name wouldn’t help?”’ she queried.

“So I'm told. He said that, even if I did
get something done, the Press wouldn’t take it
seriously. He said the critics would know whom
it was by.”

“How?”

“I don’t know. He said it would be bound
to leak out. It isn’t as if I were just a rotter
who'd written failures, you see—I've the dis-
tinction of being a rotter who’s written muck
that everybody has heard of. The idea seems to
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that was so limited that five short steps took hm
from the window to the shiny chiff onier.

“Ev ing’s a fraud” he exclaimed
“‘Yearn’? It’s a big word for a trumpery am-
bition. Yes, of course, I want to get on. I
want to make my way, it’s a man’s duty, but rec-
ognition isn’t everything. It wouldn’t mean
happiness. It sounds like sour grapes. But one
changes. It’s extraordinary how one changes!
I wanted to be an actor once—it wouldn’t give
me any pleasure now. Itisn’t the footlights that
dazzle me to-day. If I could succeed in any
capacity at all'—I write because it’s the only
thing I can do; I’'m not satisfied to jog along as
a clerk all my life, that’s what it amounts to. I
want a career. I want a career because I've
nothing else to look forward to.... You
know!” He flung round at her as if she had pro-
tested. “You know I've made a mess of it! I
wasn’t in love with her the night I proposed; I
didn’t mean to propose. It happened. Well,
I’ve stuck it—honour or cowardice, I don’t know
—TI’ve stuck it, and I suppose I've got to go
through with it, she’s waited for me so many
years; but if I'm to fail in love, and everything
else as well Do you think it’s too late?
Look here, we’re pals, aren’t we? I want a pal’s
advice. I'm fond of somebody else. I don’t
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“That’s how it seems to you?’ he said.

She nodded. “That’s how it seems to me. 1
can’t answer for you; you’re a man, you might
break it off and feel no regret—I can’t say. I
don’t know Miss Harper, and I can’t pretend to
shape your future, but I can put myself in the
place of the other woman—it wouldn’t take you
any nearer to her.”

After a long silence, he said harshly:

“I suppose I may as well stick it altogether,
then. It’s hardly worth while to behave like a
cad for nothing. . . . I've been a cheerful vis-
itor! Do you know, I think I'll say ‘good-
ni gh .’ b2

Both knew that it meant “good-bye.”

“Good-night,” she said, white-faced and smil-
ing.

The few seconds seemed insufferably long be-
fore the slam of the street door and the sound of
retreating footsteps made it safe for her to give
way.
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with an all-gone feeling in the stomach, why he
had been so rash as to devote a year to the writing
of a piece which demanded for its adequate in-
terpretation a personality possessed by no actress
that he could call to mind. In fine, for the first
time since he had attained a position, Forsyth
had done an unpractical thing; his theme—most
promising in the scenario—had lured him to in-
discretion. The chief, the big part was, of
course, a man’s, since the play had been designed
for the Piccadilly Theatre, and Onslow, the ac-
tor-manager, was to be the hero; but the hero
had a daughter, “Daphne,” and, as the work de-
veloped, “Daphne” had taken unto herself an
importance for which her progenitor had been
unprepared at the outset. To reduce the daugh-
ter would be to detract from the father—to de-
tract from the father would be to spoil the play.

Forsyth, the eminent, had appealed to a
dramatic agent with an anxiety as keen as the
agent’s poorest client. The harassed play-
wright had viewed photographs by the dozen,
and made fatiguing journeys to view some of
the originals. He had been to Kingston-on-
Thames to see a girl who was actually as young
as “Daphne” was supposed to be, but she had
comported herself with all the stiff timidity of
the stage novice, and he had realised, even while
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leave it to me,” she said; “you’ll go too cheap,
mark my words! You’ve no idea what you ought
to get—how should you have? you’ve never seen
a salary worth talking about. I suppose if they
offered you five pounds a week you’d take it?”

“You bet I should!” said the girl.

“What?”

“I’d a jolly sight rather have five pounds a
week in London than thirty bob on tour! What
do you think?”

She continued to array herself complacently.
All her belongings were not unpacked yet, and
alternately she searched for trifles in the chest of
drawers, and dived for finery in the hamper.

“Some people don’t deserve to have any luck
—some people don’t know luck when they see
it! My word, you with a mother that knows the
ropes, talking about five pounds a week! You
little fool, you!”

“Mind, please, mother, you're getting in the
way!”

“Oh, I'll mind—mind my own business, too!
What does it matter to me if you throw your
chance away?” Her arms were dramatic.
“What does it matter to me, now you’re going
to get married? That’s it, that’s the way—
pinch and strain for your girl all your life, and
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A vulgar hat aggravated a vivid blouse, made at
home and made badly. Her reflection encour-
aged her, and the occasion was sufficiently excit-
ing for her to recover her spirits almost as soon
as she was in the street. By the light of an of-
fer for a fashionable theatre, the detested pro-
fession looked already less odious to her, and she
was at one with her mother in deeming it a thou-
sand pities that such advancement had not oc-
curred to her a long time ago. The tears and
troubles that she would have been spared! Why
couldn’t somebody have seen a few years earlier
how clever she was? . . .

Wouldn’t Naomi Knight, and Nelson, and
everybody else that she had ever met be aston-
ished when they saw the news in The Stage! She
smiled broadly on the pavements of Liverpool
Road in imagining their ejaculations. “Lor,
look at this, Peggy Harper goes to the Picca-
dilly!” In the bus another girl, obviously an
actress, sat, adorned with cheap finery and jin-
gling with bangles; it was exhilarating to sur-
mise that she was going up West to try to find
an engagement in a No. 2 company. “She
wouldn’t half like to have an appointment with
Forsyth, would she?’ mused Peggy. “What
ho!”

But a tessellated entrance and the splendour
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ever, what little girls and their dolls had to do
with it.

She and Forsyth read the scene aloud, and the
dramatist did not once interrupt her. This
seemed flattering, and at the end she looked
round for a compliment. His face was placid,
but she could discern no approval in it. Her
heart sank, and as a matter of fact she had read
the part much less intelligently than he had ex-
pected. He was telling himself that he had
hoped for too much at the first attempt, though
actually he had hoped for very little. Well,
never mind! he was going to mould her into the
character, train her in every inflexion, every
movement, every flash of facial play. Being
tactful and understanding human nature, espe-
cially human nature as it was to be found in the
wings, he did not at this point say anything to
detract from the girl’s self-esteem; he allowed
the events of the afternoon to do it by degrees.

For three hours he laboured with Peggy, la-
boured incessantly, disguising the obstinacy of a
man who knows what he wants, and means ‘to
have it, under a demeanour of unruffled patience.

But the interruptions were countless now, and
she was inclined to resent them.

“You promised to put yourself in my hands,”
he reminded her once gently.
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“Not quite,” he murmured, and delivered the
lines several times, very slowly, for her bene-
fit. . . . “Not quite,” he said again and again;
“now once more! Listen to me and say it just
as I do. . . . No, that’s a little too whiny! . . .
No, now we’re getting a little too coy! . . . Oh,
we shall manage it, don’t be afraid! Take your
time, there’s nothing to be discouraged about.
‘I wonder if he sees how unhappy I am some-
times.” ”

She echoed him at last; but later, when they
returned to the page, the inflexion had been lost,
and the lesson had to be given to her again.

And then she kept saying “interesting.”

There were many such stumbling-blocks; so
many that if any layman had been present he
would have marvelled that the playwright could
retain confidence in his choice. And more than
once Forsyth did waver. He wavered, but he
increased his efforts as he questioned forlornly
where a likelier “Daphne” was to be found. And,
after all, the girl had grit! When she had re-
covered from the first shock of disillusion, he
could see that she was plucky. While he feigned
to be unaware that she was feeling humiliated, he
was conscious that a smarting vanity made her
task more difficult.

They read no further than the first scene, but
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pretty, but I want yours to do that.” And pres-
ently it would be, “Now smile, with your hands
behind you—tip your chin a little bit. There
you are! No; I want the smile more arch. . . .
‘The chin a leetle more up. . . . That’s it. Now
do that again, while you’re speaking the line. .. .
Capital! very fetching and natural.” The third
time that he pulled the wires she began to think
complacently that it was natural to her.

The sunshine had faded while they worked.

“We’ve done enough for to-day.” He
pushed her gently into a capacious chair. “You’ve
been a very good girl.” Her type was familiar
to him, and he gave her the sugar that she craved.
“A very clever girl! Now lean back and curl
up. Don’t think any more; we’re going to have
tea.”

The quietest servant that she had ever seen
appeared with tea, and tea was served as smartly
as if the study had been a “set” at a West End
theatre.

“Cream?”’ asked the eminent host; and she
nearly said, “Rather!”

She began to examine things, things that she
had been too nervous, or too busy, to examine
before. Forsyth did himself well, she reflected.
What a lovely chair! And that—what-was-its-
name ?—all over mother-of-pearl and gimcracks!

m——————






CHAPTER IV

Duzing the weeks that lay between his pre-
liminary lesson to her and the date on which the
general rehearsals of the piece began, she had
been taught more of the technique of her calling
than she had acquired unaided in ten preceding
years. She had not been metamorphosed into a
clever actress—it was as far beyond his power to
instil a gift for histrionics as to communicate a
talent for dramatic authorship—but what he had
done, with experience and fortitude and the
sweat of his brow, was to compel her to mimic him
as “Daphne” with sufficient fidelity for him to
foresee her giving a pleasing performance by the
time the general rehearsals finished.

It had been a lofty moment when she tripped
past the doorkeeper of a West End theatre with
a part in her hand for the first time; but, on the
whole, the rehearsals at the Piccadilly proved
much less gratifying than she had expected.
During a quarter of an hour of friendless wait-
ing, while she recognised the popular Miss

Marshall, and saw her greet Carrie Warne, and
248
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inces; and when it happened that Forsyth or
Onslow corrected her with a touch of temper,
she knew that her discomfiture was being re-
garded in the wings with satirical smiles.

And as the date fixed for the production drew
near, both the author and the actor-manager’s
severity increased. So far from being uplifted
now, she thought with tender regret of the happy-
go-lucky companies that she had left. Never
had she imagined that so much fuss could be
made about trifles; and if it had not been too late
she would have refused to fulfil the engagement
and hidden herself from her mother’s wrath. She
hated everybody—hated the women for holding
aloof from her, hated Forsyth for burdening her
with the responsibility, hated Onslow for “get-
ting her so cheap”! She entered the theatre pale
with apprehension; and since no maternal sympa-
thy was to be looked for, she made a confidant
of Tatham, and found him, at this period, newly
and strangely companionable.

There was one occasion on which she broke
down. The rehearsal had been called for eight
o’clock in the evening, and all had gone smoothly
until she spoke a line which, by reason of the daily
reproofs that it entailed, had become a haunting
terror to her. It occurred in a scene with On-
slow in the fourth act, and her heart thumped as
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“‘I don’t know how to tell you,’” she said,
swallowing convulsively.

“No!” His chest heaved under the restraint
that he was putting upon expletives. “Not,
‘How to tell you,’” but ‘How to tell you.’ ”

“ ‘How to tell you,” ” she quavered.

He plunged his hands in his trousers pockets
and took a little composing turn in front of the
footlights.

“Try again, my child! Now, now, now, don’t
upset yourself ; Just echo me, that’s all I want
you to do.” The suavity of his “all”’! “Listen!
‘How to tell you.” ”

Desperation stumbled within a sem1-tone of it.

“That’s better,” he said encouragingly.-

“Now take it a little further: ‘I don’t know how
to tell you what I want to say.””

“‘I don’t know how to tell you what I want
to say,’ ” she wailed. A tear was trickling down
her nose.

“It’s the most extraordinary thing I ever came
across in my life!” gasped Onslow to Forsyth,
who was suffering in the stalls. “We’ve had
three weeks of it!” And in the wings Miss Mar-
shall remarked under her breath to Miss Warne,
“If he engages girls as leading ladies simply be-
cause they’re young !’ And, under her
breath, Miss Warne answered Miss Marshall,
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elled to Tatham, who was waiting outside to take
her home,

He was as sorry for her as if she had been his
child—she seemed to him a little futile child, as
she panted and sniffed beside him on the deserted
pavements till a hansom crawled into view. Hc
reminded her that her misery wouldn’t last—that
even if she never spoke the line in the way desired
of her, the heavens wouldn’t fall; he dwelt, as
optimistically as his thoughts permitted, on the
fact that “Daphne” was the last part she was to
play and that soon she would be his wife. She
came nearer to loving him than she had ever done
before, as he tried to console her during the long
drive. But her sobs persisted, and while she
clung to him, she repeated again and again, “I
wish I was dead and buried, I do! I give you
my word, I wish I was dead and buried!”
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determine whether she was being extolled for her
“artistry” in having done something not clearly
expressed, or for her “artistry” in avoiding it;
but no matter which way it might be, it was evi-
dent that she was a unique young creature, and
she felt breathless and a little light-headed. She
did not know whether she wanted to sing, or
dance, or cry, but she knew that she didn’t want
her bacon, and that the world had altered. There
was an unfamiliar and emotional brightness in
the sunshine that streamed into the untidy room,
and never before had she seen her mother sitting
at the edge of the bed, beaming down at her like
this. She kicked her heels hysterically on the
mattress.

“Here, I say! run out and buy some more
papers, mother,” she commanded. ‘“This isn’t
half all right, what? What price the other
women, now, them and their side? They must
be feeling a bit silly this morning, ain’t they?
Look here—two lines at the beginning I've got,
and . . . six, seven, eight, further down. All
about me! . . . And Eley Sashbourne’s only got
two!” She counted again, and shrieked with tri-
umph. “Seven words for the ‘great’ Marshall,
and they don’t weigh much. . . . Now let’s see
Warne’s little bit. . . . Go on, get some more
papers, mother, blow the expense!”
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before. Vanity may attain no larger dimen-
sions in the atmosphere of the footlights than
elsewhere, but nowhere else does it grow so plen-
tifully, or so fast. The contrast between her
celebrity this evening—for “celebrity” she al-
ready had—and her whimpering despair a few
evenings ago flared to the man as they walked
towards a cab.

“Who’d have thought it?” he exclaimed—“do
you remember our coming along here the other
night?”

He was surprised to see, by her shrug, that the
reminder was unwelcome. “Oh, that didn’t
amount to much!” she said shortly. And some-
thing in his tone had displeased her—as the glim-
mer of amusement in Onslow’s eyes had dis-
pleased her when he felicitated her on her
“laurels”; and as an undercurrent of facetious-
ness in her mother’s jollity had displeased her all
the afternoon.

On the morrow, Forsyth’s “Well, my child,
you didn’t put up with it all for nothing, eh?”
displeased her in the same way. She reflected
that it was “a funny thing,” by which she meant
“an annoying one,” that “people” seemed to give
her very little credit for the success that she had
made; she was told how lucky she had been, and
how grateful she ought to be, but nobody that she
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pretty rotten of poor old Chris and poor old
mother to pretend they didn’t know she had risen
far above them; they didn’t do themselves any
good by that!

It was rather less than a week after her début
at the Piccadilly, that when Forsyth stopped to
speak to her in the Haymarket she replied to
him in the stuffy tone of the highly consequential,
and took leave of him with a nod familiar and
abrupt. About the same time, her dresser re-
marked to the young woman behind the pit bar
that the “notices in the pipers had given Miss
’Arper such a swelled head that she couldn’t get
it through her skirt.”

She was “eighteen” still. London was in-
formed that she was “only eighteen” every time
that a photograph of her was reproduced in a pic-
ture journal—and her photographs were nearly
as popular with the picture journals as if she
had been a musical-comedy idol. More than half
of the audience were drawn to the Piccadilly by
their curiosity to witness the performance of “the
winsome English maiden” whose natural talent
had swept her to theatrical fame direct from the
“class-room of a fashionable boarding-school”—
variously stated to have been in Hanover, Paris,
and Eastbourne. A paragraph, under ‘“Promi-
nent Persons,” described Onslow’s discovery of
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“W. B.,” and she spoke of several distinguished
persons to whom she had been presented for a
moment behind the scenes, or whom she had never
met at all, by their Christian names. To Tatham
the affectations that broke out over her nature
like a rash were occasionally so exasperating that
he marvelled at her mother’s blandness. But
Betsy Harper, for so long as she could keep so-
ber, or became intoxicated amiably, was minded
to avoid dissension with a profitable daughter.
A simple incident which afforded the girl con-
siderable pleasure occurred on a Wednesday.
There being no Wednesday matinée at the Pic-
cadilly, she was always free on that day to at-
tend a matinée elsewhere, and highly agreeable
it was to her to saunter into the stalls when the
house was filled and note that there were ardent
playgoers present who recognised her. She un-
failingly turned an abstracted gaze towards the
pit before she sat down. One Wednesday, as
she and her mother entered the foyer of the
Sceptre, her glance alighted on young Nelson,
waiting among a little group of obscure profes-
sionals till he had an opportunity for asking at
the box-office if the acting manager could “oblige
him with a seat.” The boy observed her with a
start, and sweeping off his hat, regarded her dif-
fidently. When she paused, it was plain that he
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“I thought it was a ripping part,” said young
Nelson. “I saw your photo in the Sketch last
week—a whole page to yourself, what! A jolly
fine photo it is!”

“It? she said vaguely. “Which? I forget.
. « « Sketch? I don’t remember which one they
had. There have been so many of me; they’re
all over London.” She simpered, with a pucker
on her brow. “It’s getting rather dull for me
to look at the papers now. I can’t pick one up
withouat seeing myself—I’m getting so bored by
mel”’ . . . She acquired a weary, confidential
note, ker eyebrows climbing higher still. “You
know, it’s funny how soon one gets used to it all.
I mean to say, one always supposed that fame
must be so awfully jolly, but, ’pon my word,
there’s nothing in it—rather a nuisance in some
ways. Wherever I go, I'm stared at... .
Nelly was saying the same thing only the other
night.”

Young Nelson smiled uncomfortably. She
was talking down to him from such an eminence
that he was tempted to improvise an ear-trum-
pet, and beg her to shout. Later, at the Crown,
Peckham, he asserted that he had done so and
“scored off her like billy oh!” Actually, he only
faltered “ ‘Nelly’?” with interrogation; whereat






CHAPTER VI

AworeER of the phrases that commended
themselves to her taste was, “That sort of thing,”
as a label for the class of dramatic entertainment
with which she had hitherto been associated.
“That sort of thing” was eloquent of immeasur-
able space between the speaker and the dispar-
aged depths. She was aware, with discomfiture,
that her future husband was, conspicuously, a
creator of ‘“That sort of thing.” When, by a
passing reference, his melodrama was scoffed at
in the dressing-room one night—“London Inside
Out, and that sort of thing!”—she did not say,
“I’'m engaged to Mr. Tatham.” She went on
pencilling her scanty eyebrows and simulated un-
concern.

Of course, she meant to marry “poor old
Chris”—that she should ever marry anybody else
after all these years, was unthinkable—but, “For
mother’s sake,” she suggested to him that the
wedding should be postponed until Christmas.
She explained, with a kiss, that “for her to clear
out and get married the moment her luck had

266
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chair for his knee, and thought what a “good fel-
low” he was, and that it was an “awful pity that
he wasn’t cleverer.” As often as she laid her
artificialities aside and was once more the out-
spoken little gamine that he had known, it was
easier for him to fondle her. A tepid affection,
stimulated by gratitude for the unexpected
respite that she had afforded him, was animating
conversation gaily, when she exclaimed, with a
sudden change of tone:

“Oh, bother! I forgot! Naomi Knight’s com-
ing in this afternoon. I do think that every
duffer I've ever met in the profession has wor-
ried me to find an engagement for her since I've
been at the Pic!” ,

Mentally the girl on his knee was all at once a
thousand leagues from him.

“You used to be such pals with Naomi!” he
remonstrated.

“Oh, my dear boy!” She had her stuffy stop
out again. “I like Naomi very well, but how
can I take the responsibility of recommending a
woman like that? She’s not an artist.”

“She’s not inspired,” admitted Tatham, “but
not many of them are. What is it she wants you
to do?”

“Oh, the piece’ll be going out in the autumn;
she wants me to get her into the tour, she wants
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the feigned cheerfulness of the first few minutes
was past—it was painful to Tatham to feel how
sensitive the woman was to the girl’s professional
distance from her now. She had no hesitation
in unveiling her necessities before him, and as
she said deprecatingly, conscious of the suppli-
ant’s embarrassment, how “grateful” she would
be if Peggy would “put in a word for her,” his
thoughts flashed back to the lodging over the
dairy and refreshment rooms, where they used to
call each other “ducky,” and romp.

She was a mediocre actress, but she loved her
calling—Iloved it with her heart and her brain
—and she was no longer young. When she ex-
plained that unless it yielded a pittance to her
shortly, she would have to give it up and “go in
for something else,” her recognition of the fact
that her life had been a failure was not without
pathos. She spoke vaguely of “typewriting,”
or of “dressmaking.” Though it appeared to
him that it would be far wiser for her to quit the
stage than to persist in the struggle to sustain a
hand-to-mouth existence on it, she shrank from
the final relinquishment of hope so pitiably, that
the arrogance of the girl’s attitude towards her
jarred him as inhuman.

Peggy had not the faintest idea that she was
being inhuman, nothing was further from her
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future for you in the profession! To make any-
thing like a position to-day is most enormously
difficult. You haven’t a notion what hundreds
of women there are—clever women, too, in their
way—who’ll never do any good.”

“Haven’t 1?” muttered Naomi.

“I tell you what it is, to come to the front on
the stage to-day, a girl has got to be something
quite out of the common. They want a lot!
there’s no doubt about it. There’s so much ordi-
nary talent knocking around that for a girl to
come to the front to-day she’s got to be different
to anybody else, she’s got to be able to——""

“She wasn’t talking about ‘coming to the
front’!” interrupted Tatham hotly. “She’d be
satisfied with a couple of pounds a week to go on
with; wouldn’t you, Miss Knight?”

“I’'d take twenty-five shillings,” said the
woman. '

Peggy’s gesture was intolerant. “And that’s
Jjust where it is! the profession’s chock-a-block
with actresses who're good enough for twenty-
five shillings a week. They’re the most difficult
people in the world to do anything for!”

“I see your point,” said Naomi bitterly. “I'm
sorry I bothered you. It isn’t always the gen-
iuses that get to the front, though,” she added,
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guidly. She pointed to a line in the Answers to
Correspondents. “Seen this, Naomi? ‘Student
of the Drama:—Miss Peggy Harper’s favourite
flower is the lily of the valley.’”
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showed herself conscious of askmg a very great
favour.

An opportunity for asking it was slow to ar-
rive. But he did not refuse. Indeed, he con-
sented at once, because he was under the impres-
sion that the play of her preamble had been
written by herself. When she haltingly ex-
plained that it was by the author of London In-
side Out, however, she became distressfully aware
of a light of amusement in Mr. Pritchard’s eyes.

“You aren’t going to be prejudiced against it,
Mr. Pritchard ?” she pleaded. “This is the man’s
real work—the kind of work he wants to do and
always has done, excepting in that one wretched
case. If I had had the courage, I'd have
scratched his name off it before I showed it to

you. Do read it ” She blundered to a
breakdown.
“‘Fairly’?” He peered at her, with a wry

smile.

“I wasn’t going to say ‘fairly,
mered, “I was going to say ‘attentively.

“I’ll read it quite attentively enough to form
an opinion,” he promised her. “That’s all right.
But it won’t advance Mr.—er—Tatham in the
slightest degree, you know, if I like it.”

An undesigned inflexion apprised her that few
things were more improbable to his mind than

29

she stam-

9
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folly for him to choose an artistic career—we
aren’t in France. In France it’s done again and
again, but in the land of good art and bad smells
the public’s tastes are infinitely better—and in-
finitely worse—than ours. Of course the French
talk a very great deal more about les économies
than about les arts, but for all that, above the
level of apaches, Frenchmen who don’t take any
interest whatever in art and literature are even
scarcer than Englishmen who do. Mr. Tat-
ham’s a very acute observer, I'm surprised he
doesn’t recognise the limitations of the audience
he’s writing for.”

“Oh, you do think he shows observation?” she
said eagerly. “You don’t think his work is—
you find something to say for it, then?”

“I think very highly of his work,” replied
Pritchard, in a key of protest, as if he had said
so already. “I think he lacks one very desirable
quality—when I say ‘desirable’ I mean desirable
for long runs—he lacks the so-called optimism
that’s always popular; he shows afflictions to be
afflictions, instead of representing them as ulti-
mate boons. If a nurse girl went mad and cut
the baby’s throat in a play of Mr. Tatham’s, we
shouldn’t be told at the end that the baby’s par-
ents, and the nurse girl’s were filled with the
peace of perceiving that all things worked mys-
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clined to risk a production of it, it ought to be
shown to somebody else—I'd like to see Shams
get a chance somewhere. And anyhow,” he
added, “I think that he’ll be quite sure to read
anything that Mr. Tatham sends to him in fu-
ture.”
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her. 'The management found it financially
sound to put ten five-pound notes in an envelope
every week for a girl who, troublesome though
she was to teach, had the adherence of the
Press and public. (Subsequent managements
were equally complacent when she acquired the
nerve to demand seventy-five pounds, and a hun-
dred.) In the occupation which is given the
most publicity—the calling in which an artist like
Elsie Lane had suffered in want and died in
squalor—this puppet had despotically “ar-
rived.”

And already the blare of the trumpets was
duller to her ears—already she regarded homage
as her birthright. She no longer enjoyed ec-
statically, and wished, like a precocious child, that
her delight were less. That childish wish had
been the final impulse of a moribund simplicity.
Keenly now she was alive to nothing but the im-
mensity of her consequence in the social scheme.
Diligently as she dwelt on every word of a com-
plimentary criticism, she read the compliment,
not with gratitude, but with a sense of her in-
comparable superiority to the scribes who praised
her—if she knew nothing else about them, she
knew that they were very poorly paid. Intellect
impressed her not at all. Fame itself, other than
histrionic fame, meant nothing to her. By this
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copy of the paper in which two columns of twad-
dle had been written, or signed, by Miss Clytie
Pateward had increased her eagerness to figure
in the series herself.

“Do you see?” she said. “I’d have my photo
in the middle, and my name printed three times.
It'd be an awful pity to miss the ad! You might
think of something for me, Chris. Have a cig,
and tell me what to say.”

“What have you said?” he asked. “How have
you begun?”

“I’ve only done a little bit. ‘I study a part by
first learning the lines, and then I work them up.’

That’s all I've written so far.”
"~ “That isn’t much, is it?”

“Well, I don’t know any more to say about it,”
she said fretfully. “I’m sick of the job—I've
been sitting here for an hour! . . . I can’t make
out how Pateward’s written such a lot. I’ve read
it twice, but I can’t say the same things that she
does. I don’t know what they’ve sent the rotten
thing to me for—it’s no help to me. Lot of flap,
Jjust to show how clever she is!”

“That’s what you’ve got to do!”

“Well, I know all about that, but I’'m an
actress, I'm not an authoress. . . . You might
cut in and be useful,” she coaxed.

“Of course I will,” he said readily. “I’m no
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“Yes, ‘shy.” You feel awfully shy, as if it
were a stranger that you’d got to make friends
with.”

‘Do you think I ought to feel ‘shy’?” she
demurred. .

“Yes, yes,” he said impatiently; “it’s going to
show how clever you are directly. You feel aw-
fully shy, as if it were a stranger that you had to
make friends with; and then, by degrees, you
forget that it’s a part—you seem to be speaking
your own thoughts. In fact, you’re not quite
sure on the first night whether you’re Peggy
Harper, or the girl in the play. . . . They’ll lap
that up.”

“Yes, that’s the ticket!” she said. She scrih-
bled for a few seconds, and contemplated a
tangled sentence hopelessly. “But how—where
—which way do I start? Oh!” She flung the
pencil in a tantrum across the room. “Let it
rip! . . . ’Tis a shame, ’tis a shame! You might
do it for me—can’t you do it for me, Chris? Do
it at home for me, there’s a dear! Do it for me
at home, and bring it to me on Sunday. Do it
for me by Sunday, and then you can come and
read me what you’ve done. Won’t you? I'd
like to be in The Beholder. Do write it at home
for me, Chris, there’s a good chap!”
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the previous afternoon, and he had replied by
telegram that he wouldn’t fail.

A taxi-cab was waiting before the house, and
the sitting-room was empty when he entered it.
But he heard her voice and her mother’s behind
the folding doors. Peggy came in swiftly. She
had on a hat, and was plainly pressed for time.
Her white blouse, fastened at the throat with a
brooch depicting a couple of tennis rackets, was
sprinkled with various bits of cheap jewellery
which her means had permitted her recently to
acquire. Under the rackets, a wish-bone, a tur-
quoise horse-shoe, and a bedizened safety-pin
were followed by a pendant proclaiming that her
Christian name began with a P. Westward, a
watch hung. To the North-east, a silver insect,
with amethyst wings, would have been solitary
but for a “Chaste design, set with fine quality
pearls, at £1 10s.” A yard or two of chain en-
circling her neck became a loop line to a true-
lover’s knot of red enamel before its terminus in
a bunch of charms at her waist.

“Oh, I say, I'm awfully sorry, but I've got to
go out,” she said carelessly. “Mother’s not go-
ing, you’ll stop just the same.” Her glance fell
on the article. “Is that it? I haven’t got time
to look at it now—I must bolt.”

By the whitening of his face it was revealed to
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“You’d better make haste—your taxi’s out-
side, ticking away twopences.”

Behind the folding doors, which had been im-
perfectly closed, Betsy Harper sat rocking with
pleasure on a trunk,
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laburnum tree, with an illustrated paper on her
lap. “There are some sugar-plums for you in
this week’s number,” she said; “and there’s a pic-
ture of a lady you used to know.”

“Theo, something’s happened—I need never

go to the City any more!”
"~ “That’s lovely!” she smiled. “When did you
find it out—to-day, or three years ago?”

“Just this minute—all over again!”

Her gaze deepened. He loitered closer to her.

“I believe you’d rather have been a gardener
than anything else,” she told him.

“Oh, writing’s not bad sometimes. . . . You
don’t care for it as you did?”

She reflected. “I've so much else to care for
now,” she explained happily.

“I wonder if he’ll write?” said Tatham. “I
don’t want him to.”

“I don’t know what I want Baby to be.”

“Not a writing-man. . . . We shall soon have
to leave off calling him ‘Baby,” shan’t we?”’

“Oh, there’s time enough!” she cooed.

“I shouldn’t like the Bar for him,” declared
the father, after a pause, remembering his own
father.

“Nor the Church,” said she, thinking of hers.
. .. “I don’t know why you should mind his
writing, though; you’ve nothing to complain of
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understanding they ..rued to each other and
their hands touched.

“Hark!” he exclaimed, alarmed.

“He’s cryingr’ g”pai Thm&.

The paper fell on the grass as they ran up-
stairs to Baby.

THE END





















