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A Voice from the Dark. By
EDEN PHILLPOTTS. 1 V.-4689.

Mr. Phillpotts is a most versatile
author, whose power of expressing psycho-
logical intricacies keeps his detective sto-
ries on the high level of his other works.
In his newest tale criminal and detective
vie with each other in the use of charac-
ter analysis and subtlety of psychological
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4690.

The author’s well-known descriptive
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this story of an unhappy marriage, en-
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horrors of the Far East are impressively
rendered, the endeavour to suppress an
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solution of problems.
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A new work by Alice Perrin in which
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through misfortune in love entailing a
happier outlook on the future.
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The celebrated ““Man who was Thurs-
day” will have prepared readers for
mystification. A number of time-honoured
saws, taken in their literal sense give
occasion for fanciful adventures and most
amusing satire.

Just like Aunt Bertha. By
W. PETTRIDGE. | voL-4693.

X  Whimsical humour and a concise in-
dividual style are characteristic of the
author. The unceasing demands of rela-
tives txade on Aunt Bertha, the altruistic
spinster”rincipal of a School of Elocution
in London, render her life breathlessly
strenuous but most amusing to read of.

Arrowsmith. By SINCLARR
LEWIS, 1 vol.-4694.

A striking picture of the true inward-
ness of American life may be expected
from the author of “ Babbitt.” The career
of an eminent young scientist, his strug-
gles against prevalent commercialism and
a dramatic culmination in an epidemic of
plague, form the contents of this fine

Candy, and Other Stories. By
BARONESS VON HUTTEN, I vol.-
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Contents: Candy — The Clandon
Letters — The Lass with the Delicate
Air — A Hundred-Pound Note — The
Prodigal Wife — Snow Queen — Vivien
and the Goose-Girl — Mothers — Nig-
ger-Lip — One Way of Managing a Hus-
band — Poor Evander — The Dividing
Line — Puss in the Corner — Mrs. Ludo-
vick Vassail.

The Mother’'s Recompense.
By EDITH WHARTON, I vol.-
4696.

Edith Wharton has in this novel risen
brilliantly to the opportunity of an alto-
gether engrossing story. The central
character is one of her great creations;
and as setting for the story she presents
a magnificent picture of New York society
to-day. Her theme is a gripping one; the
love of a mother and a daughter—and the
man who came between them.

Children of the Night. By
W. B. MAXWELL, 1 voL-4697.

These tales are direct studies from life,
and the Author though writing with sym-
pathetic understanding has rigidly avoided
the colours of romance that are commonly
given nowadays to pictures of crime.

“ I asked Sir Gilbert Parker who, in his
opinion, was the most promising English
novelist of the present time He immedi-
ately replied * Maxwell * Sir Arthur Conan
Doyle says: *I have long thought Max-
well the greatest of British novelists.” I
share that appraisement.”

W. ORTON TBWSON in the Public Ledger
(Philadelphia).
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FERNANDE

I

As every Londoner knows, the neighbourhood of Covent
Garden has long maintained a close alliance between
literature and vegetables, or in other words between the
fruits of the mind and the fruits of the earth. Publishers
and banana merchants stand here shoulder to shoulder;
the lorries that carry those enormous rolls of printing-paper
which, when cut up, will eventually provide food for thought
jostle the morning waggons that are laden with a material
but often more digestible form of nourishment; and the
timid author of to-morrow’s masterpiece treads upon the
refuse of yesterday’s cabbage leaves, while he is threatened
overhead by cranes dropping parcels of unbound sheets
into a van that will take them back to the paper-makers
to be ignominiously pulped as one of last year’s acknow-
ledged failures.

Round the market itself religion and the ornaments
of religion have strangely crept in of late years, so that
the generous zealot about to offer a brass lectern to his
parish church exchanges inquiries with persons merely
desirous of advertising for a cook or housemaid. For it
may be added that near the market the younger sister of
literature, journalism, has rather rudely thrust a good many
book publishers from their ancient positions in order to
make room for the expanding space of newspaper offices.
Indeed more than one newspaper has rebuilt its house on
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the largest and most splendid scale, obliterating half a
dozen more modest inhabitants in the process.

But not so that very old-established journal, the May-
fair Gazette. Neither it nor its offices had altered within
the memory of man. Entering its doors you passed from
modernity to antiquity. Its publishing day was Friday; but
even in the act of being published it seemed half asleep,
if not half dead.

Thus on a Friday afternoon of late autumn the manager
sauntered drowsily about the dark ground floor, smoking
cigarettes and counting the packages that were still being
brought from the printers. A young man wheeled them
in on a railway-porter’'s barrow and dumped them. Be-
tween these visits the manager, without removing the
cigarette from lips hidden beneath a drooping moustache,
talked to an invisible person in a back room who rarely
answered him. She was a nondescript female assistant,
and at present occupied herself in boiling a kettle and
frying some eggs.

“That’s the last,” said the printers’ man. Then, having
dumped, he leaned the handles of the barrow against the
passage wall and asked if he might see the editor.

“The editor! Qur editor? D’you mean Mr. Faulk-
ner?”

“I didn’t know his name. But I want to speak to him
if he’ll be good enough to spare me a few minutes.”

Mr. Cyril Faulkner, the editor, was a handsome but
very untidy man of thirty-five or forty at the outside, and
seeing him seated at his editorial table one could not
observe his tallness and thinness. He tilted his hat to
the back of his head, disclosing a mobile mouth, a big
strong nose, a high bald forehead, and stared with
thoughtful eyes at the intruder who, after a little demur,
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had been announced as a person from the printers, of the
name of Bowen.

“Well, what can I do for you?”

The young man explained shyly but firmly that he had
seen an advertisement indicating that the staff of the paper
was short-handed, and he wished to apply for the vacant
post. His employ was only casual at the printers, while
another man lay sick, and he gave a nod towards the
smoke-stained windows. ‘I was working out there, sir, in
the market, until a fortnight ago."

Mr. Faulkner tilted his hat still further back. He
asked many questions, learning now that the person called
Bowen was twenty-four years of age, that he had spent
most of his life in the quiet little country town of Widmarsh,
that he was now entirely dependent on his own resources,
and so on.

“But, my dear fellow,” said Mr. Faulkner, “to put the
thing brutally, you are by way of being a gentleman.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then what are your family thinking about?”

Bowen explained that he had no family, except one
middle-aged female relative whose means were only suffi-
cient for herself—barely sufficient. He flushed as he gave
this part of his explanation, adding hurriedly that he had
sponged on her far too long, being in ignorance of the real
state of her affairs. She had always been extraordinarily
good and generous to him, and the moment he made his
discovery he determined to relieve her of all further ex-
pense on his account.

Mr. Faulkner laughed.

“This is amazing,” he said. ““This is colossal. But do
not let me deceive myself,” and he leaned right back in his
chair. ““Do I really stand, or rather sit, in presence of that
typical character, that glorious symbolic personage, the young
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man who has come up to London from the country to make
his fortune and conquer the world?”

“That’s about it, sir;” and the young man laughed
too.

““‘Shake. Shake—as they used to say in the land of
the free.” Mr. Faulkner had come forward in his chair
and was stretching out his hand. “My dear friend, I
have heard of you. I have delighted in you. But I have
always thought you were fictitious. I never really believed
in you. And now you walk in—straight out of the pages
of Balzac.”

“Balzac’s good, isn't he, sir?”

“What, you know Balzac? You read him.”

“Rather.”

“In French?”

“Yes, sir. Le Pere Goriot. Cousin Pons.”

Mr. Faulkner winced.

“Ah, you read French, but you don't speak it.”

“I beg your pardon, sir?”

“Your accent! Your accent is patriotically British. No
matter.”

At this point of the conversation Bowen decided that
the redoubtable and magnificent editor had a sense of
humour. He felt his hopes begin to rise.

“Come now,” said the other, smiling, “what makes you
think you could be useful here?”

“I have always wanted to be an author.”

“Prodigious,” said Faulkner, as if enraptured. “Correct
to the last touch. The very words! T have always wanted
to"be an author.’”

Then, warmly encouraged to speak of his literary
studies, Bowen modestly recounted how he had won a
prize for composition at school, and had since contributed
prose and poetry to local newspapers. A swollen pocket-
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book emerged from his shabby clothing and he produced
cuttings.

Faulkner read one of his poems in a humorous manner,
beating time to the cadence. It made the poet hot and cold.

“Ah, yes,” and Mr. Faulkner laughed again. ““That’s
all right. ‘I love my love with a B, and I took her to the
Blue Boar at Bermondsey and gave her beans and bacon.””

“Is it as bad as all that?”

“No, it's capital. Now look here. One more question
—a question frank to the verge of blackguardism. Have
you any better clothes?”

“Plenty. Oh, yes, I'd be quite presentable.”

“Good. Then I won’t detain you now. You understand,
of course, that I am not my own master here.”

But in saying this Mr. Faulkner had a tone that is never
used except by people who are really quite independent
of control.

A few days later Eric Bowen was summoned from the
printing-house and formally engaged at a salary of four
pounds a week.

He came to the office next morning dressed in a neat
blue suit and sat all day at one of the two large tables in
the middle room, “picking up the hang of things,” as
advised by Mr. Cooke, the assistant editor. Mr. Faulkner
was in the inner room. From the outer room came a
steady clicking of the two typewriters, and the two girl
typists were shouted for by Mr. Cooke or Mr. Faulkner at
brief intervals of time. Both girls looked at the new
member of the staff, and one of them, the bigger one, ex-
pressed approval to her companion.

“That’s the nicest boy,” she said confidentially, ““that we
are ever likely to see in this fusty old shop.”

To Eric Bowen the place was not fusty; it was glorious,
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soul-satisfying. It was a newspaper office. Its very dust
was pleasant to his nostrils, even when it made him
sneeze. At night, after the long and yet too short day,
he wrote a letter to his kind old spinster cousin, saying
enthusiastically, “Is not life wonderful? Just when I was
in danger of losing heart this splendid opening has come,
and it will be my own fault now if I do not climb to the
top of the ladder.”

Experts would have told him no doubt that he ,had
secured but a precarious foothold for climbing purposes,
since, to those, ““in the know,” the continued existence of
the Mayfair Gazette was a source of wonder. Always they
were expecting it to die, yet still it lived on. In sober fact,
quite recently it had been very near dissolution. Everybody
at the office had been aware that all would soon be over
unless some potentate came forward to save it. They
offered the paper to all the potentates they could think of.
Then marvellously, against every probability, Faulkner found
one in John Cornish.

Cornish—as Bowen learned—had nothing to do with
the journalistic world, and he said he put in his few life-
saving thousands for sentimental reasons. But no one be-
lieved Cornish.

Eric Bowen’s earliest experience of a very bitter manner
occasionally employed by his editor was when Faulkner
discussed their benefactor. He was severe on Cornish,
reporting his own abrupt treatment of the fellow; and finally
tearing Cornish to pieces as an ugly type of the bloated
profiteer. ““Yes,” said Faulkner, with a change to loftiness
of style, “I am no respector of persons.”

Bowen admired Faulkner more than ever for preserving
his stiff-necked attitude and refusing to bow down before
mere money, even when a little of it had proved so useful
to the concern.
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He made of Faulkner his chosen hero, committing
himself to a whole-hearted and most ardent kind of hero-
worship, and for a long time finding no possible fault in
the worshipped one. Even then, when a few regrettable
circumstances were vaguely surmised, they were altogether
insufficient to make the young man ever think of erecting
another temple and finding another god to put in it.

He regretted that Faulkner—as he assumed perhaps
without evidence—was probably leading out of office hours
what they called at Widmarsh a fast life, that he consorted
with attractive unvirtuous ladies who for the moment
adored him but took no proper care of him, and of course
made no semblance of a home for him; also that he some-
times sat up all night playing cards, that on certain nights
he drank rather more than was good for him and appeared
pale and shaky next morning in consequence, and lastly
that he was perhaps too negligent with regard to cash
transactions—at any rate, that when he borrowed money
from anybody, for taxi fares or boxes of cigarettes, he
forgot all about it until reminded. On the other hand, he
was a most brilliant gifted creature, a “‘celebrity,” a per-
sonage occasionally mentioned in newspapers—in ladies’
newspapers especially. Beyond all this he was the man
who had given Bowen his chance in life.

“He is just perfect,” Bowen used to say to himself.

Being of a naturally affectionate disposition, further
than gratefully admiring him, Bowen felt very fond of him,
and the first flaw in an otherwise complete happiness was
caused by the fact that the editor proved entirely un-
responsive to any overtures that might lead to friendship.
Thoughts of Faulkner’s coldness troubled him. Nevertheless
he continued to woo his favour. He glowed with satisfac-
tion when Faulkner condescended to speak to him or of
him chaffingly—as for instance, ‘“How goes it, my world-
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conqueror?” or “Where is our lad from the plough-tail?”
—because it seemed that these condescensions might be
the beginning of friendliness. Next minute, however,
Faulkner would be curt, aloof, almost uncivil, speaking as
though to a stranger and an underling. Yet still by many
little thoughtful acts and services Bowen endeavoured to
show his regard.

After three or four months, Bowen accustomed his mind
to everything. He was punctiliously polite; he rose and
remained standing when Faulkner approached; he resumed
the habit of addressing him as Sir. But then one day
Faulkner unexpectedly begged him to sit down and not be
an ass.

Sometimes Faulkner w'ould unexpectedly abandon all
reserve, and, addressing the whole office, discourse with
the utmost gusto and in the most cynically amusing style.
One Thursday evening in February, when the paper had
been “put to bed” and it was nearly closing time, he
began to talk and he went on talking for more than an
hour. He harangued them, either seriously or facetiously,
on ethics, manners, and the prevailing prejudices that in-
fluence both. Mr. Manager Rice was overwhelmed by it;
Mr. Cooke flustered himself with noisy opposing arguments;
the senior typist breathed hard and once or twice gasped
wrathfully.

And all the while young Mr. Bowen, seated at his
table, had listened and admired without cessation. ““He is
just magnificent,” Eric Bowen thought. I would gothrough
fire and water for him.”

At last, as it seemed, Mr. Faulkner was about to depart.
With his coat thrown over his shoulder, his hat jerked far
back on his head, he stood before the fire in the middle
room, warming his thin legs and yawning. Rice and Cooke
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had already left the premises. In their own room the two
girls made a horrible clatter with the covers of the type-
writers as a signal that they wished to go. They could not
go before the editor went.

Then Mr. Cooke returned. It appeared that he had
been stung with the thought of things he ought to have
said to Faulkner but hadn't said, and he came hurrying
back to resume the debate and to triumph. He spoke with
a truculent vigour as he pushed through the outer door.

“Mr. Faulkner! You said just now that there’s no such
thing as morality.”

“Pardon me, I never said anything so idiotic. What
I did say was that morality is a question of geographical
situation.”

““Oh, words—words,” said Mr. Cooke, rendered furious
by the onset of the same confused sensation that had inter-
fered with his argumentative power ten minutes ago. “You'd
talk the hind leg off a donkey.”

“I will not make the obvious but unflattering retort,”
said Faulkner, with a grave smile. Then he changed his
tone and spoke after the style of an indulgent teacher
addressing a small pupil. “Where is your difficulty, Cooke?
What is it that puzzles you? You strike me as being angry
as much on my account as on your own—as though you
were enraged by me and yet sorry for me at the same time.”

“Yes, I am sorry to hear you give off such dangerous
nonsense.”

“But I am not personally advocating crime or sin.”

“I should hope not.”

“This is philosophy, not private opinion.”

“Oh, so long as it isn't to be applied to practical life,”
said Mr. Cooke, mollified, “well, then I make no objec-
tion. Yes, I dare say there isn't any great difference be-
tween us.”
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“The only difference between you and me,” said
Faulkner, “is the size of our hats—and the quality of the
brains we keep inside the hats.”

Miss Shaw, the more youthful of the typists, gave a
laugh, and Miss Williams, who was in the doorway of their
room, turned to admonish her with a whisper. ““Stow it.
Don’t encourage them.”

“Your last remark,” said Mr. Cooke, reddening instead
of laughing, “is neither pointed nor funny. It is vulgar
rudeness.”

“I regret if I'm vulgar,” said Faulkner genially, ‘“and
I had no intention of being rude. My dear fellow, what
are we talking about? These moral notions of ours! Truly
they are codes that belong to localities. They are not based
on logic, but on convenience, or, as I said, on fashion.
An action that is reprehensible here in London may be
permitted and even considered meritorious in another country
and under another sky. Take the relations of the sexes.
But no, we won’t take them, since there are ladies present.
Let us stick to fashion, which nowadays blends with morality
—which perhaps is morality. Consider the parts of the
body that modest well-behaved females disclose without
any covering garments. Miss Williams over there when
attending a dance hides much of her legs, but offers for
inspection the larger part of her back in a state of nudity.
Because it is the- fashion, that is right and proper. But in
the South Sya Islands dancers go naked from head to feet,
and if Miss Williams lived in the South Sea Islands she
would unhesitatingly follow the bigger fashion.”

“That’s a lie,” said Miss Williams warmly.

“Of course you would, my dear. I take Miss Williams
as the type of supreme respectability and correct behaviour.
She governs herself according to the prevailing convention.
Externally she is perfectly docile, and although within she
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may be a volcano of rebellious thoughts and fierce primitive
instincts she can be trusted------ ?

“Oh, you mind your own business,” said Miss Williams
loudly, and she glared and breathed hard, while the sound
of Miss Shaw’s laughter was again heard.

“My business is the world,” said Faulkner, with a
tolerant smile, ““and all human nature is my particular
province. Thus, Miss Williams, your very simple character
becomes for a passing moment worthy of dissection. But
enough;” and he went on to snub Miss Williams rather
cruelly. “Meeting your limited intelligence, I will con-
descend to a tu quoque. In regard to minding one’s busi-
ness, I shall be obliged if you on your side will concern
yourself more strictly with matters pertaining to your appoint-
ment. 1 shall be further obliged if you will keep that door
shut. Above all, I shall be obliged if in future you will
refrain from joining in the conversation unless you are ex-
pressly invited to do so;” and he made a superbly dignified
gesture of dismissal.

Miss Williams snorted and withdrew, banging the door
behind her.

“Come on, Cooke,” and the editor gave his assistant
a friendly pat on the shoulder. “We’ll walk together—
tarrying a space, in that haunt you wot of, to drink to-
gether. . . . No, do not recoil. It is my privilege to pay
to-night, because you won the argument. You always do.”

And the two men went out

Eric Bowen sat musing at his table. In these last few
moments he had been unquestionably dissatisfied with his
hero. It had seemed unkind to worry Cooke, who was
honest but only half educated, and of course not quite a
gentleman. It had seemed unkind too to nag Miss Williams
and sit upon her so heavily after calling her “My dear.”
And the final offer to Cooke of a drink? Surely that was
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a pity. Also his omission of a good-night, or any other
parting word to him, Eric Bowen!

Then he once more banished doubt, and after rein-
forcing himself with his formula, “Yes, I would go through
fire and water for him,” he began to think of something
else. He thought of his strength, his health, his freedom
from fatigue no matter how hard he worked. He thought
of the winder, the unfolding joy of his life. With these
youthful and innocent thoughts there came a smile on his
lips; and he continued to smile, in complete ignorance of
the fact that Miss Williams had reopened her door to make
sure, as she expressed it, of the coast being clear, and that
she was regarding him with a stealthily kind intentness.
He seemed to her singularly attractive in his state of smil-
ing unconsciousness; frank, open, good, just what a young
man of twenty-four ought to be.

Suddenly he raised his head.

“Oh, Miss Williams, run along. T'll close the shop.
Sorry you have been kept waiting.”

“Thank you, Mr. Bowen. You'll give the keys to Mrs.
Andrews?”

“Yes. I won't forget.”

But the next moment she stood at his elbow, clutching
her hand-bag close against her well-developed bosom. She
was a biggish, rather stout girl, with blue eyes and a large
mouth, a kindly industrious creature, as Bowen knew.

“What is it, Miss Williams?”

“How he does run on—that Faulkner. Sickening!”
And she spoke with unexpected force. T hope I'm not
taking a liberty, but if I was you I shouldn’t trust him
further than you can see him.”

Young Mr. Bowen was so much startled that he could
only stare and blush.

“B’lieve me,” she continued, with the same vigour,
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“he’s not your sort. He's a Bo'emian, to begin with. I
could tell you things about him.”

“Please don’'t. He is our chief. It would be as unbe-
coming in you to say them as in me to hear them.”

“Oh, for goodness’ sake don’t get talking like he does.
You said that just exactly as if you were copying his way
—so damn superior, putting everybody in their place, and
as if everything was a joke to him. But I didn’'t come to
talk of Faulkner. It was an impulse.” And she clutched
at her hand-bag. “You'll find him out in due time and
season, same as everybody else does. What I wanted to
say”—she became shy, and hesitated. “It’s only this.
I've been given some theatre tickets by the advertisement
people. Two for to-night. Dolly’s Dilemma. 1 suppose
you wouldn’t care to come with me?”

Eric Bowen gently refused the invitation.

“You don’t mind me asking?”

“How could I mind?” But he did mind, really. It
was one of those tiny insidious wounds: not to one's vanity,
but to one’s ambition. Evidently Miss Williams's esti-
mate of the position that he had already achieved and the
grandeurs he would soon reach was much smaller than his
own. “Mind! Of course not. I think it's extremely good
of you.”

“Do you?” And her face brightened. “I've two more
for Tuesday. The Live Wire! High-brow, you know. That
any good to you?”

But Mr. Bowen excused himself for Tuesday also; and
Miss Williams went downstairs pressing the hand-bag to her
ample chest more tightly than ever.

“It’s you to come with me, not him,” she announced
to Miss Shaw.

“I never expected otherwise,” said Miss Shaw. ““Honestly,
I wonder you had the cheek to ask him.”

Fernande 2

W ieniintii
A.



18 FERNANDE

““Oh, he was very nice about it. He’s always nice.
He’s nice through and through, that boy is.” And Miss
Williams sighed. “I hope he won't ever fall into bad
hands.”

11

“IF you are doing nothing to-morrow night,” said
Faulkner on Monday, “will you come to dinner—with me
and my old woman?”

“Your old woman?” said Bowen, echoing the words
that had staggered him; and he remained inarticulate, not
daring to utter the questions that throbbed within him—
““What old woman? Do you mean your housekeeper? Or
is it your mother? Or can you possibly mean------ 7

“My wife,” said Faulkner, answering the unspoken
question, with a slight embarrassment.

“Oh, 1 didn’t know you were married.”

“Didn't you?”

“No, on my honour,” said Bowen, rather idiotically.
“I never once guessed that you were married. 1 always
thought of you as a bachelor.”

Faulkner shrugged his shoulders, as if implying that
till now there had been no occasion to mention a circum-
stance of such trifling importance. Then he gave his
private address. ““Chelsea, you know—close to the river.
We pig it with the artists and other riff-raff. We're on the
fourth floor—because there isn't a fifth. The rents are
lower as you go higher. But, by the way, they don't give
us a lift. Come straight up. You won't feel it at your age.
Eight o'clock’; and he laughed and went into his room.

Bowen sat down to work, with the tips of his ears
tingling and a prickly heat all over his body. He felt
proud and 'happy. He had been asked to dinner by
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Faulkner! There can be no suggestion of disloyalty in
saying that he was more elated than if he had received a
command from their Majesties to attend a state banquet
at Buckingham Palace.

All that day and the next day he was readjusting his
ideas in regard to his hero. The notion of Faulkner as
a lonely soul was of course shattered. He, Faulkner,
possessed a home, with a woman in it, the same woman
month after month, always, to look to his food and com-
fort, to take care of him. But then obviously she did not
do it. She neglected her duty; she allowed him to be
untidy, irregular in his habits, often at a loose end; she
did not save him from feeling lonely. What sort of a
woman could she be? Worrying hard at this problem
Eric Bowen at last felt fairly certain that Faulkner had
married beneath him, probably, too, a person much older
than himself, and by now she had become no better than
a horrid millstone round poor F.’s neck. These sup-
positions dovetailed nicely with that just perceived em-
barrassment of his friend, the shrug of the shoulders, and
the use of the term ““old woman.” The adjective and the
tone together indicated plainness, humbleness. They were
intended to prepare the guest. Thinking in this manner,
Bowen firmly resolved to be very, very kind to Mrs.
Faulkner; chivalrously so, never by the slightest sign show-
ing that she was “not quite quite,” as snobbish people
used to say; and if afterwards Faulkner made any de-
precating remark, he would swear he had not noticed
anything odd, and that he thought the lady delightful.
“Unconventional but charming”—that would be a useful
phrase.

Nothing had been said about costume. But, “to be
on the safe side,” he decided for a dinner jacket and

black tie.
2
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A well-apparelled and rather pretty maid-servant
admitted him to the small square hall of the flat, and he
had an immediate impression of light, good taste, great
comfort. While he was taking off his overcoat and scarf,
nervousness assailed him, and at the sound of voices com-
ing to him through an open doorway he felt a distressing
qualm. Ought he to have put on a white tie and a long
coat after all? Those voices belonged to females—a girl
or a child, and a woman. The woman’s voice was very
musical, with a changing tone that deepened suddenly.
Then it broke into a low gurgling laugh.

“You silly idiotic girl,” it said, or something of that
sort, in the midst of the laugh. And then the maid-servant
led him through the doorway.

Next moment he was shaking hands with the greatest
surprise of his life.

“How kind of you to come,” said Mrs. Faulkner.
“Cyril has been promising for months that he would try to
persuade you.”

“Oh, no,” said Bowen, in a feeble mutter of shyness.
“It’s most awfully kind of you to let me come.”

She introduced him to the girl, saying the name Daphne
and some other name that he did not catch; and no
doubt he bowed to the girl or shook hands with her, but
he was not conscious of this. Mrs. Faulkner filled the
whole zone of consciousness because of the shock she had
given by her unexpectedness. She was probably about
thirty-two, and possibly a little more; she had black hair;
she was, pale, tall, thin rather than plump. She was in-
comparably well-bred, with easy, gracious manners; she
was in fact, as crowds of invisible people all round the
room seemed to be telling him, the most charming woman
he had ever met. Further than this, she was splendid—
splendid in a troubling, glittering way that he did not at
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once understand. Then he saw that it was her dress which
gave the splendour, a dress of shining purple colour that
shone and burst into white flames because of the silver
embroidery on it. With this recognition came an anguish
that only very young people ever suffer. The qualm of the
hall had developed into an agonised conviction that he
himself was improperly or inadequately attired; the sur-
rounding multitude of unseen critics seemed to draw in,
pointing at him, staring at him.

Then Faulkner came into the room, very friendly and
gay, wearing a black tie; and Eric Bowen felt better.

Presently they went across the hall to another room
and sat down to dinner.

At once they were all talking. Faulkner was witty and
scathing; the girl Daphne giggled and chattered; in a
minute Mrs. Faulkner had said half a dozen things of
which each was sufficient to make Bowen realise that as
well as being so attractive she was also brilliantly clever.
When they began to speak of books and plays, the charm
of her, the life of her, her enthusiasms and contempts,
overwhelmed him. Only a man of the world like her
husband could deserve to hold her attention or be worthy
of conversing with her. He himself was pitiably aware
of an ignorance and rawness that must of necessity put
him beneath contempt. He thought desolately, ““She is a
woman that can’t help knocking a man down at first sight;
only she is so jolly decent that she stoops and picks him up,
but then as soon as he is on his feet and recovering himself
she knocks him down again. She is—well, such a stunner.”

Her name was Fernande. Faulkner said “my dear
Fernande;” the girl said “Fernande darling.” It seemed
to Bowen that if anything could be required to complete
her, if anything could render perfection a shade more
perfect, it would be this name. Fernande!
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Her hair was not really black. No, black was altogether
too harsh a word. But it was very dark—parted in the
middle, drawn back severely and rolled tightly about her
ears, hiding them. The darkness of her hair made her
look pale—and probably she was powdered too. Her nose
was beautiful, nearly but not quite aquiline, not a bit too
long; it gave her a classical aspect sometimes. When she
turned her head and he saw the face in profile she was
distinctly classical, like people on urns and friezes, suggest-
ing unmeasured time and fabulous civilisations; when she
turned round to him she was like some famous tragic actress,
but very modern, symbolising the tragedy of intellects at
war, not the tragedy that belongs to physical pain. Yet if
she really acted on a stage she would be greatest of all in
pure comedy. He imagined her eyes. He had not dared
to look at them inquisitively, but he believed that once or
twice there had been laughter in them. And his thoughts
for a few moments wandered. He asked himself if laugh-
ing eyes truly exist. They are so described in novels—
“Her face was grave, but her eyes laughed.”

Cyril was becoming bitter about a much praised writer,
and they all talked of new or newish books. What bothered
Eric frightfully was that he had read none of these books
and had never heard of their authors. Nevertheless he
could not remain outside of the animated conversation. At
last he heard himself holding forth in what sounded as a
most abominable theatrical voice, not the voice of a pro-
fessional but of an amateur, an amateur imperfect in his
lines. He was telling them of his favourite novelists, “the
ones that have helped me most,” and to his horror he
found he could not stop. The three others were listening
and he wanted to stop, but still went on, about Anthony
Trollope, Rhoda Broughton, Mrs. Humphry Ward, R. L.
Stevenson.
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Then he stammered and became mute. Mrs. Faulkner
had stopped him, with her eyes. He had seen them now.
She was looking at him searchingly with those darkly
luminous eyes—and, yes, there was laughter in them.

“But, my dear Mr. Bowen,” she said, ““don’t you know
that these helpful friends of yours are all dead and buried?”

“Can’t an author be any good after he’s dead? I
thought it was all the other way round.”

“Not after he is really dead. Of course some authors
only come to life after death. But those you mention have
gone on dying; and now that they are all comfortably
buried, oh, so deep, it is a desecration of the tomb, it is
sacrilege, too------ ?

“Shut up, Fernande,” said Faulkner. ““You are over-
stepping the bounds of hospitality.”

Eric Bowen looked from one to the other. Faulkner
had his whimsical expression, with eyes half closed and
little lines running about the corners of his mouth. He
glanced at Bowen as if proud of him, delighting in him,
and immensely amused with him.

“I told you,” he said to his wife, “that our friend is
rather angelic on the subject of literature.”

Then they all laughed, and Eric realised that they were
mocking at his opinions, that they thought them idiotic.
He blushed and for a moment felt wounded, but then Fer-
nande Faulkner made everything all right again.

“Mr. Bowen,” she said, still smiling, “please don’t think
us hatefully rude. You're splendid, really, in your fidelity
to the old favourites. It is we who are the rotters—with-
out faith or loyalty, always hunting for what’s new and
strange, or somehow startling.”

“Tell her about Thackeray,” said Faulkner, with a frank
good-humoured laugh.

“I love Thackeray,” said the girl.
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“So do L" said Mrs. Faulkner; and they all three
talked of this buried master, praising him in the most
generous style.

Coffee was brought in little golden cups, and liqueurs
in queer-shaped bottles. Mrs. Faulkner fitted a cigarette
into a long holder and smoked it gracefully, beautifully. It
was a pleasure to watch her smoking. On the other hand,
the girl Daphne smoked odiously, puffing out her cheeks
till her face looked like a small white pudding. She put
back her head sometimes and tried to make smoke rings,
but couldn’t, and at other times she blew the smoke down
through her nose and sneezed.

Also she told in rapid succession three very improper
anecdotes, one with a bad oath to heighten its distaste-
fulness. Faulkner laughed cordially, but his wife reproved
her.

“What is it?” said Daphne, giggling. “Have I dropped
a brick?”

“No, my cherub,” said Faulkner. ‘“Go on. Tell us
some more."

But again Mrs. Faulkner protested.

“Cyril, you're not to encourage her. She only does it
out of bravado, but she oughtn’t to do it. And you know
very well that I don't like it.”

“Darling Fernande. 1 apologise, 1 grovel------ The
girl seemed contrite and ashamed. ““You know I'd tear my
tongue out by the roots sooner than offend you. Oh, for-
give me—say you forgive me.”

Mrs. Faulkner said that Daphne was forgiven, that
there was nothing to forgive, and that she was a ridiculous
child.

They sat so long at the table that when they got up
at last it was late, and the girl announced that she must
go at once.
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She went. She had been there, as Bowen knew, and
she had gone. She was of no importance. He himself had
made an offer of departure, but Mrs. Faulkner would not
accept it. He must stay and talk to her while Cyril did a
little work.

They were alone for a minute or two in the drawing-
room, and during this brief space of time she somehow let
him understand that as well as being very fond of Cyril
she was frequently anxious about him. She further con-
veyed her thought or belief that Bowen would be a staunch
ally in promoting Cyril's welfare. ‘““He needs people to help
him. So many have played him false. But you’ll stick to
him, won’t you?”

As she said this she was standing by the fire-place,
and Bowen noticed her tallness and erectness, the beauti-
ful poise of her head, the dignity of her whole attitude.
He felt small, insignificant, like a subject being addressed
by a queen, and he was about to make the most fervent
vows of loyalty to her royal consort when he was inter-
rupted.

Cyril had come back to them, smoking a pipe and wear-
ing a fearful shabby old grey jacket.

“It’s an article that I swore I'd do for The Nineteenth
Century,” said Cyril. “If 1 don’t finish it now, I never
shall;” and he sat down at a desk and immediately started
scribbling.

Mrs. Faulkner and Eric Bowen sat upon a sofa, one at
each end of it, with cigarettes and matches on a little table
close by.

“I said we shouldn’t disturb him;” and she pointed at
her husband. ““Isn’t he wonderful? We have ceased to
exist for him. Yet the misfortune is that it's so terribly
difficult to make him concentrate. But he promised me he
would to-night. You won’t think it rude?”
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Bowen did not think it rude. But again surprise was
afflicting him, another sort of surprise. Of a sudden her
dignity had gone from her, and, as it seemed, her beauty
and gracefulness as well. Her tone in speaking of Cyril
had been motherly and protective, and now it was matter-
of-fact, businesslike, as she invited him to go on smoking.
“There. Nothing like making oneself comfortable;” and
clasping her hands behind her neck, she leaned against the
sofa cushions.

Eric Bowen thought, “This beats everything. She isn’t
even good-looking. Nobody except myself would have
fancied her peculiar style. 1 suppose it must have been
something that appealed to me especially, just at first. 1
am too romantic. I always was. I must cure that.”

“Now tell me about yourself,” she said, smiling lazily.
“I know a great deal. But I want to fill in the gaps. Is
it true that you worked as a labourer?”

He told her his little story artlessly and modestly.

He went on talking, and Mrs. Faulkner unclasped her
hands and smoked many cigarettes.

Then presently he said something to the effect that in
any event he would have been glad to get away from
the country because he had had a disappointment down
there.

“But, Mr. Bowen”—and he saw that her eyes were
laughing again—*“you mustn’t bother about your disappoint-
ment. I feel sure she wasn’t worthy of you.”

This threw him into temporary confusion.

“I can't deny—Mrs. Faulkner—that it was—er—that
sort of disappointment. But I don’t know how on earth
you guessed.”

“What other sort of disappointment could it be, Mr.
Bowen?” And she laughed softly.

“How are you children getting on?” said Cyril. He
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had risen from his desk, and after relighting a pipe he
walked about the room. “Fernande, I'm tired.”

“Are you?” she said gently and compassionately. “But
go on with it, Cyril. Bang it through.”

Cyril went back to his desk and continued working.

It was an hour before he spoke again. Then he rose
abruptly and stretched himself.

“There, old girl, I have done the damned thing.”

“Bravo!” said Mrs. Faulkner, and she scrambled from
thé sofa and went to him. “Let me have it. I'll do all
the rest.”

“God, I'm tired,” said Faulkner, while his manuscript
was being arranged and folded.

On this hint the guest bade them good-night.

“You'll come again, Mr. Bowen, won’t you?” and her
voice sounded coldly on his ear.

Then, as Cyril helped him with his overcoat and muffler,
he glanced back through the open doorway and saw her
standing in the middle of the room. All her beauty had
returned to her. She looked tragically beautiful. It was
one more surprise for him.

1

WHEN a man lifts the curtain that has hitherto con-
cealed his intimate private life he cannot, if he wishes,
easily drop it again; and when he has admitted another
man into his very home and there sat at meat with him,
it infallibly happens that the relations between the two are
changed. They may have been almost strangers before;
but henceforth they must be something like friends or some-
thing not unlike enemies.

Between Eric Bowen and Cyril Faulkner all barriers
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seemed to have been broken down. The knowledge that
he was really liked gave the younger man confidence, and
nothing in Faulkner’s outward manner could now wound
or embarrass him.

It was three days since the little dinner-party and all
this time Bowen had been thinking about Mrs. Faulkner,
but her husband had never once spoken of her. Bowen
had a feeling that perhaps it was a rule that she should
never be mentioned at the office.

On the fourth day, however, he broke the rule, if it
existed.

Looking at his editor tenderly, he asked a question.
“Faulkner, I have been wondering. Do you remember
one night when you said you had nothing to do and
nowhere to go to? Did you mean that Mrs. Faulkner was

out—or away?”

““Yes—probably. Why do you ask?”

“Oh, I was only thinking. . . . I say;” and Bowen ex-
hibited some of his old shyness.

“Well?”

Then Bowen said, very shyly, that he intended, or
wished, to call and pay his respects to Mrs. Faulkner. He
described the proposed ceremony as his visite de digestion.

Faulkner winced, as he did always when Bowen talked
French, but he spoke kindly.

“My dear chap, it isn’t in the least necessary.”

“But I should like to—if I may. Would Mrs. Faulkner
be in to-day after tea?”

“Undoubtedly. . . . Yes, go by all means, if the spirit
so moves you. It’s very polite of you, anyhow."

It was nearly six o’clock when the polite visitor climbed
the dimly lighted staircase to the Chelsea flat. All was
dark and dismal. Then light showed through the glass
panels of the door, and the maid-servant opened it.
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“Not at home,” said the maid, in a tone so firm as
to sound aggressive, and she repeated the information.
“Mrs. Faulkner is out.”

“Will Mrs. Faulkner be coming back before dinner?”

“Oh, I couldn’t say, sir. No, I'm sure I don’t know,
sir.”

He left two of his visiting cards and went away feeling
grievously disappointed. He had not known till now how
much he was longing for an interview, in spite of his dread
of being stupid and conversationally awkward. He walked
dully and heavily as far as Sloane Square; but there he
grew cheerful and excited, brightening to a happy idea.
He had thought of something that would lift the visit from
the sheer tameness of abortive efforts and dissipate his
own sense of defeat.

He went into a flower shop, purchased sprays of lilies
of the valley, caused them to be tied together with purple
ribbon, and then carried the fragrant parcel back to the
Chelsea flat.

This time it was Mrs. Faulkner herself who opened the
door to him.

He scarcely recognised her—this person in a dressing-
gown, with loose tumbling hair and a hard face. For a
moment she looked like a haggard middle-aged woman
staring at him inimically.

““Good gracious, it's you, Mr. Bowen.” He had mur-
mured an apology as he offered her the flowers, and she
took them from him with a gracious gesture. ““‘How
extraordinarily kind of you Come in. 1 wasn’t really
out just now. But you should have said you were coming
—telephoned—or something.”

She led him into the drawing-room, and as he followed
her he felt more than unhappy, miserable. The room was
fireless and desolate, totally different from what it had
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appeared when he last saw it. The air of taste and of a
comfort that merged into luxury was here no longer. The-
desk where Cyril had written was untidy, littered with papers;
there were books and more papers on the floor; the sofa
cushions seemed shabby, worn out. A single electric light
showed these things and yet made other things vague or
obscure. Eric had the sensations of one who knows
theatres only from the auditorium at night, and then is
taken upon the stage in the day-time, when a rehearsal is
progressing. But far worse to him than the loss of glamour
in the scenic decorations was the appalling belittlement of
the leading lady of the piece as caught thus, not made up,
without paint and powder, in ordinary unromantic attire.
Every illusion had been taken from him. He thought with
a regret that was as sharp as pain, “Why, she is nothing
at all. I must have been mad to admire her.”
Nevertheless she was treating him very kindly, saving
him from further trouble of mind in the thought that his
unfortunate intrusion was a crime, a blunder—a solecism
that a man of the world would somehow have avoided.
“It’s too good of you. . .. No, you must stay. But
don’t take off your coat at once. This room is cold.”
The maid came in, knelt on the hearth, lit the fire. It
crackled and spluttered noisily. One after another all
the electric lights were turned on until the room blazed
with light, dazzling him. Mrs. Faulkner began to arrange
the flowers in two slender vases, slowly and delicately, talk-
ing all the while.
“Is it too late to give you tea? ... Anything else?
. Then smoke. ... The cigarettes are somewhere.
... Did a fairy whisper to you to buy lilies of the valley?
I love lilies. And this pretty ribbon—my favourite purple.”
“Yes,” he said, “you wore a purple dress. That’s
why I chose it.”
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“You don’t mean that you remembered my dress?”

“Of course I did. I asked for a purple ribbon with
silver on it. But they couldn’t do the silver.”

““You're terribly observant. . . . But you shouldn’t have
wasted your money.”

She said this in an absent-minded tone. She was
engrossed with the arrangement of the flowers, handling
them softly, carefully, as if indeed she loved them. He
stood there watching her, seeing the lamp-light through
loose strands of her dark hair, the light upon her smooth
white forehead, the bare arm that came out of the loose
sleeve, round, smooth, beautifully shaped.

The fire was burning well, the maid had left them, they
were alone; and before his eyes there occurred a slowly
developing transfiguration. It was like a miracle when fully
accomplished. In the strong light of the room flaming
colours issued from the folds of her Oriental dressing-gown;
her face, that had seemed hard, softened, melted, then
settled itself to a kind of brilliant calmness. She looked
more unique, more wonderful than at the dinner.

“Sit down and talk to me,” she said. ““Talk to me
just as you did the other night. Let us begin where we
left off.”

She seated herself on the sofa, in the old place, and
leaned back against the cushions in the old way, and im-
mediately it seemed to him that he had known her for a
great number of years and that there was nothing in the
least unfamiliar or strange about her. Nevertheless she was
different. Instead of her manner suggesting the protective
or motherly instincts, it conveyed an impression of some-
thing slightly masculine. The tone of her voice, its freedom
and carelessness, made her seem like a boy speaking to
another boy, and there passed through his mind the me-
mory of a real boy, a boy called Cartwright, who had been
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at school with him and of whom he had been fond.

“Take off your coat now. ... Do what I ask you. And
sit down.”

He obeyed her, seating himself at the other end of the
sofa, and thinking ““She is fascinating. That’s what she is.
It isn’t looks, it’s charm. She has Cyril’'s charm—to the
«th power.”

“Now I want some more of Mr. Bowen’s autobiography,”
and she smiled. “““Young Mr. Bowen, as your editor calls
you—or ‘our Mr. Bowen.'”

“Mr. Bowen is of less than no consequence,” he said,
laughing. Then he pulled himself together, and conscious
of his audacity, yet not quailing, he added, “But Mr. Bowen
would very much like to hear all about Mrs. Faulkner.
This time please tell me about yourself.”

““Oh, there’s nothing to tell,” she said abruptly, frowning.

While she frowned her face hardened again. Then she
pushed her hair back from her forehead and shrugged her
shoulders; and he thought, ““She is like Cyril. That was
exactly like Cyril shrugging his shoulders and tilting his
hat.” And as she went on talking he thought, “This is a
thing that I observed last time—she says I am observant
—but somehow failed to recollect it. She has many tricks
that she has caught from Cyril. They always said that
husbands and wives grow alike. . . . It is astounding what
an amount of scorn they can both of them put into their
faces; but her scorn is finer, there is nobility in it, it's scorn
for ideas, abstract conceptions; whereas old Cyril is scorn-
ful about people and things; his scorn is bitter, with a little
cruelty in it.”

He was studying her now, trying to learn her, as people
study abstruse books or learn some rather difficult new
game. He thought, when she laughed, that perhaps her
charm, such as it was, really lay in her voice. It was the
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very first thing that he had registered—before he had seen
her and been struck stupid in surprise by her—a certain
deepening note of her voice heard through the open door.
It affected him at once. Thinking of it, reasoning about it,
he remembered how he had been affected by Madame
Clara Butt's singing at the grand concert at Reading two
years ago.

“I don’t believe you're listening to a word I say.”

“Indeed I am. ... No, that’s not true. But I will now.
I wasn't listening to you, I was thinking about you,” and
he blushed.

“You ought to be able to do both at once, Mr.
Bowen.”

Whether the charm lay in her voice, manner, aspect,
or in other and unanalysable attributes, he presently sur-
rendered himself to it. She made him talk, she made him
prattle. Soon he said just what she pleased, without re-
ticence, as if to that old school friend Cartwright.

“I suppose, Mr. Bowen, that you have always been
tumbling into love and tumbling out again.”

“Yes, I suppose I have—tumbling quickly and getting
up slowly."

“Ever since you were seven or eight?”

“Yes. 1 always used to fall in love with women ab-
surdly older than myself.”

“Oh, splendid,” she said. ““That’s most promising.”

“Why?”

“Because 1 fulfil your requirements, of course. But Mr.
Bowen, you mustn't fall in love with me. In my case you
must resist the lure of advanced age.”

He blushed furiously, but yet was not unhappy or un-
comfortable.

““Oh, don’t be shy about it,” she said, smiling. ““Such a

very obvious fact! Shall I tell you how old I am exactly?”
Fernand« 3
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“No, I don’t want to know. I never want to know.”
He said this with great earnestness.

“That’s rather sweet of you;” and she looked at him.
“But you are sweet, you know.”

He was about to say “Not at all;” but something of
joy or pride that had sprung to life at her words and now
thrilled in his breast debarred him from immediate speech,
however stereotyped or automatic. There was a silence
that he felt to be too long. Before he could break it she
was talking again.

“Tell me of your disaster. The grand affair that ended
badly.”

Once more he obeyed her, narrating his Widmarsh ro-
mance and its oppressively sad conclusion.

“What was she like?” asked Fernande. <““Was she
skinny? Or with a ridge of plumpness across her shoulders,
like such a lot of girls nowadays? They won't stand up
properly. But what does it matter what she was like? In
your eyes she was adorable. You had made her your
princess. . . . Well? Go on with it.”

“There is no more.”

“Then listen, Mr. Bowen;” and her voice and eyes
were serious, meditative. ““That girl didn’t hurt you, really.
She shook you up and did you good. It was because of
her that you determined to do deeds.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“And now you must do the deeds. You mustn’t falter
or hesitate in your determination. I am older than you—
no, I won’t tell you how much—and I implore you not to
fail by taking life too easily. Don’t be like Cyril, and let
things slide.”

“Ah, Cyril! If only I was gifted like Cyril, what
wouldn’t I do?”

“Yes, Cyril has great gifts.” She said this very gravely.
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“There is nothing that Cyril could not have done—and in
comparison with what might have been, he hasn’'t done
anything at all.”

Rising from the sofa she moved to the fire-place, and
Eric understood that he was dismissed. He did not apolo-
gise for staying an immense time because he saw in the
ease and completeness of his dismissal, now it had come,
the fact that if she had not wished him to stay, it would
have come sooner.

“Good night, Mrs. Faulkner;” and to indicate that he
was aware of the length of his visit and grateful for the
licence allowed him, he said something to the effect that he
was wondering why Cyril had not yet appeared.

She made a gesture, but did not speak.

“Aren’t you expecting him back to dinner?”

“I never expect him till I see him.”

“Oh, really? . . . I wonder where he is.”

“At his club, I should think, playing cards—and losing
money.” Suddenly her face was eloquent with scorn, and
she turned her head, as if to hide something that she had
not intended to show. ““Good night, young Mr. Bowen.”

Then he left the room without touching her hand and
let himself out of the flat unaided.

He walked slowly away, intoxicated.

v

THE days passed, and he did not see Mrs. Faulkner
again. Then Cyril announced quite casually that she had
gone to Monte Carlo. During a few moments Eric had the
blank consternation that one feels when one hears of a
catastrophe which concerns other people rather than one-
self, as in the case of a public misfortune, a bad railway
accident, a destructive city fire. But after those few mo-

3*
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ments he felt that it did concern him, and he said to him-
self “I am glad.”

He understood that he had been in danger of allowing
this brilliantly clever lady to become an ““obsession.” He
had idealised her. She was richly endowed, but he had
given her more exalted qualities than she possessed. How-
ever, he recollected with gratitude the advice she had
offered so charmingly. The whole point of it was that he
should work harder than he was doing.

Eric determined to turn over another new leaf.

Soon everybody at the office of the Mayfair Gazette
became aware of the frenzy with which he was now labour-
ing. He did his own work, and wanted to do the work
of all the rest of them. They humoured his whim. They
praised him—and then began to show that he was boring
them.

Now that Bowen was doing so much work himself, he
saw more and more clearly how little work was done by
Faulkner. But Faulkner, if idle, was not lazy. He worked
rapidly and well whenever he did work. It was marvellous
how he improved everybody’s stuff by the editorial touch
that he gave to it here and there. Often, too, he sat
scribbling for an hour at a time. Then Bowen discovered
that on such occasions he was not working for his own
paper but for some other paper. Sometimes when asked
to do a “fill-in” he would throw off a most amusing little
dialogue, or a descriptive sketch of an odd corner of Lon-
don, or some pretty easy-flowing verses. He read one of
these hurried efforts to Bowen, and when Bowen declared
it was magnificent, he said, “I believe you're right. Any-
how, it’s too good for this rag.” And he made Miss Williams
ring up the Daily Mail or the Evening Standard, and offer
the little gem “with Mr. Faulkner’s compliments.”

Many, many things Bowen found out now in regard to
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Faulkner. But whatever he thought of his discoveries, they
in no way lessened his affection for the chieftain.

As may be guessed, the guilty secret of the Mayfair
Gazette was its circulation, or, more properly speaking, its
want of circulation. There was immense labour on the
ground floor in sending out gratis copies, and on Friday
and Saturday one could see large parcels that were labelled
“Colonial” and that disappeared somewhere or other on
their way, as it was alleged, to a wide distribution through-
out the oversea dominions of the Empire. But about these
colonial parcels Mr. Rice once remarked that “Least said,
soonest mended.” Mr. Rice, with his drooping moustache
and eternal cigarette, was industrious but almost illiterate.
He described himself as “temp’ramental,” and, although
generally sanguine, was subject to fits of depression. For
the rest, he was supposed to be too fond of Mrs. Andrews,
his silent female assistant, and he wras certainly too fond
of having snacks of odorous food cooked for him at odd
hours. As Faulkner said, “In Rice’s department it is always
tea-time.”

Bowen, not being given sufficient work upstairs, ob-
tained permission to aid Mr. Rice on the business side, and
was cordially welcomed downstairs. He made lists for Rice,
and compiled data as to advertisers as yet untouched.

“This gives me new heart,” said Mr. Rice. “If you
were temp'ramental like me, you’d know what it means to
get a bit of support. I don’t get it from Aim.” And he
nodded in an upward direction. ‘“No; obstacles thrown in
my way all the time,” and he lowered his voice. ““Going
behind me, too. Yes, Mr. Faulkner has done me down
proper in certain quarters. Times and often I've made up
me mind to tackle him, but I haven’t done it. He’s a rum
‘un to tackle, Mr. Faulkner is.”

One Friday afternoon Bowen courageously went forth



38 FERNANDE

to make his début as a canvasser. His opening speech
was delivered in a very smart ladies’ hat shop in Bond
Street. There were only women in the shop—Mrs. Marden,
the proprietress, and the several young ladies, her sub-
ordinates. All these were presently clustered round Mr.
Bowen, as he unfolded the last number of the Gazette on
an ormolu and ebony table at the back of the shop. He
went through the paper with them, displaying all its old
features, and he left the shop with an order in his pocket.
Amazed but delighted by his triumph, he continued the
canvass, and an hour later obtained another order, from a
well-known firm of stationers. It was too late to do more,
and he hurried back to Covent Garden.

Mr. Rice and Mrs. Andrews were enjoying tea and a
kipper in the further recess of the basement; and although
much praise was given, it did not seem to Eric Bowen
quite sufficient for so tremendous a stroke.

“Never!” said Rice. “Well, upon my word! What
next! I said you were a knock-out. Two orders! Shove
‘em over there, please. Not on the tray, or we shall have
the tea spilt on them.” Mr. Rice was genuinely pleased,
but the languor and weariness of Friday were upon him.
He could not rouse himself.

After this Eric felt his high hopes fading. These people
were difficult to aid. It seemed to him now that they had
all fallen into a rut, that they were contented in the rut,
and not really anxious to be pulled out of it. He thought
that the only chance would be to do what Rice had funked
—to tackle Cyril.

Cyril gave him an opportunity. One day, arriving late,
Cyril was very sulky. Asked if ill, he replied negatively.
Asked if suffering from a slight ailment, such as headache
or toothache, he said no. But he had been backing a
series of losers, and, having made a plunge to recover the



FERNANDE 39

money on to-day’s big race, he had just learnt that the
horse was scratched.

Eric said that, although he knew his friend played
cards, he was not till now aware that he backed horses,
adding that surely it was a pity. ““A pity! Of course
it's a pity.” And Faulkner became very angry, using
bad language. Eric bore the storm with the utmost good
humour, and when it blew over he tackled Faulkner on
the subject of the newspaper.

Surely it would be better to concentrate one’s energy on
the conduct of affairs here—to improve things—to lift the
paper out ofits rut and thereby perhaps make much money.

Faulkner, good-tempered again, laughed at him for his
innocence. Then, sitting on the edge of the editorial table,
and kicking its legs with his boots, he spoke of the May-
fair Gazette in terms of withering contempt. He told
Bowen that the paper was a preposterous insult to the in-
telligence of the public, only the public having no intel-
ligence did not know they were insulted. He said it was
an anachronism. It was like a drunken man staggering
along an empty road. “Ifyou try to give him any assist-
ance he will fall down, get run over, or tumble into a
ditch and drown himself.” You could do nothing for the
cursed paper except let it stagger.

The energy of Bowen relaxed. Something that Faulkner
had not said, and yet had seemed to imply, during the
course of their conversation, made him think that in the
other’s mind the only aid that could be given to the paper
had been given by Mr. Cornish, their potentate. And he
surmised that Faulkner’s only ambition was that Cornish
might be persuaded to repeat his largesse. Bowen be-
lieved that Cornish would soon be asked to do so, if he
had not been asked already. This saddened Bowen, and
almost took the fire out of him.
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But soon Faulkner said something that raised Bowen’s
spirits enormously. In fact it made him feel just at first
as if joy bells were ringing and heralds blowing trumpets
and men in bright uniforms proclaiming a national holiday.

“My missus is back,” said Cyril, ““and she particularly
wants you to dine with us on Sunday.”

“It’'s awfully good of you both.”

“No, it is she, not I,” said Cyril, grinning. “You
mayn't know it, but she has put you on a pedestal. It's
a way she has—oputting people on pedestals;” and he
seemed very much amused. I won’t say how long she
keeps them in their proud but uncomfortable position.
Anyhow she wants to light the lamps and hang wreaths
round the base of your column on Sunday at eight p.m.,
sharp.”

There were other guests at this party; an elderly art
critic, a young playwright, two middle-aged women; and
Eric sat entranced listening to their brilliant conversation.
He had no talk with his hostess. But before he left he
made her and her husband promise to dine with him at a
restaurant. In due course they fulfilled their promise, and
after this happy evening he escorted her to the first night
of a new play when Cyril was unable to go with her, and
after that she took him one day to a private view of some
pictures.

He settled down then into a most pleasant intimacy
with the two of them. In regard to Mrs. Faulkner, as he
told himself frequently, all romantic notions, all nonsense,
had now been swept out of his mind. The only confiden-
tial link between them—and of this they often spoke—was
the welfare of her husband. In regard to Cyril he felt the
strongest possible regard, because Cyril showed him so
plainly, although in his own idiosyncratic style, that he toa
highly valued their companionship. He was the friend of
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the house, to be admitted by the maid-servant without
question whenever he presented himself. Sometimes he felt
almost as if he was a part of the furniture; for Cyril and
Fernande on occasions behaved as if he was not there at
all, exchanging endearments and caresses, and having
little secret jokes together. This made him hideously un-
comfortable at the time, but did not interfere with his
general satisfaction. He admired while tingling with em-
barrassment.

In the warm spring weather they went on Sunday for
picnics, going out of London by train and then walking to
the firs and heather of the Surrey hills. They might easily
have borrowed or hired a motor-car, but Mrs. Faulkner
said she wanted to go “like the other cads.” It would be
more fun. They had two neat luncheon baskets, and
when they left the train Fernande wanted to carry the
baskets, but Cyril said she must not, and of course Eric
carried them. A tradesman’s cart presently gave the whole
party a lift.

And all day long Eric was bathed in his companions’
felicity as man and wife, feeling altruistic happiness, ad-
miring them, thinking it idyllic—these two glorious clever
people who were able to enjoy so simple a treat. He
watched her arranging the luncheon deftly, her hat tossed
away, her face shining in the sunlight. She was busy,
occupied, happy, with untrammelled gestures and the
graceful attitudes of youth. Indeed she looked a mere girl.
It was another transfiguration.

She served her men, waited on them, stretching her
shapely arm to give them more food.

“Mrs. Faulkner, do please let me.”

“Cyril,” she said suddenly, “he may call me Fernande,
mayn’t he?”

“Of course he may,” said Cyril, being facetious. I
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have no doubt he does behind my back already; so he
may just as well do it in front of me too.”

This delighted her. She laughed gaily, clenching her
fist to threaten Cyril and saying it was horrible of him to
make such dark insinuations.

The ground was dry, the air was deliciously warm,
one could hear the song of the insects in the heather.
After their luncheon Cyril and Eric sat and smoked while
she packed up. Then they stretched themselves at full
length and she read to them in a little volume of new
poems. She read droningly, so as to make them sleep.

Eric woke, rolled over on the grass. She was gone. He
looked round, and saw her at a little distance, her figure
slim and black against the light. She stood motionless,
looking at the view.

He went to her.

“Isn’t it all beautiful?” she murmured, with her face
tender, extraordinarily refined and spiritual in its expres-
sion; and she told him how much she always felt the
beauty of nature.

Then an obscure instinct compelled him to say mala-
droitly that they were too kind in taking him out with
them like this, but he felt that he was in the way.

“No, far from it,” she said.

“Two are company------ ?

“No, we simply shouldn’t come without you;” and she
was very earnest, telling him that for Cyril the essence of
the treat was having a congenial male companion. ‘“Be-
sides, / want you too.”

“It’s very good of you, Mrs. Faulkner.”

“I shan’t answer to that name.”

“Fernande!”

She pointed at the wide view. “We might be thou-
sands of miles away. Yet over there is London, and tq-
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morrow, and the week’s work, and life’s ugly intricacies
and complications. . . . Well, I've loved it. And I hope
what you said doesn’t mean that you have been bored.”

“Indeed not, Fernande. I have loved it.”

They had one or two more of these expeditions; and
going back in the crowded train Eric was happy sitting
opposite to her, looking at her, with Cyril next to her—
and happier still when chance worked so that he was be-
side her and Cyril opposite. He knew this as a fact, but
resolutely maintained to himself that it was a fact of no
consequence.

In spite of all his good fortune, he was not really con-
tented. He grew restless and again felt lonely. Burning
the midnight electricity in his Bloomsbury bedroom and
struggling to write marketable essays and short stories, he
found that his pen stuck so fast that he was compelled to
abandon it and go out into the lamp-lit streets. He walked
till the lamps faded, and went on walking till it was broad
daylight.

What was he craving for? Not love, but encourage-
ment, sympathy, and the highest form of spiritual inter-
course—with somebody or other. He wished to have a
personal value in Mrs. Faulkner's eyes, and not to be
cherished only as the useful companion of dear old Cyril.
She had spoken prettily enough when she said she herself
desired his society, but that was merely politeness. He
wanted just a little more than that.

At last she offered it to him.

It was one evening at the Chelsea flat, when they had
asked him to look in and he had found, to his disgust, a
considerable assembly of other lookers-in, amongst whom
he felt utterly unnoticed and neglected. He left early, no
one attempting to detain him; but Mrs. Faulkner followed



44 FERNANDE

him into the hall, and after closing the door behind her
she reproached him for his demeanour.

““Eric, how can you be so stuffy and horrid to me?
... You must see that with ever so many people there to
look after, I couldn’t be talking to you all the time.”

“All the time!” he said, swelling with uncomfortable
emotion. ““That’s rather good.”

“Well, there’s no sense in putting me into disgrace. I
am not to blame.”

“You are not to blame, Fernande. It is I who am at
fault.” Then he laughed ruefully. “I suppose the truth is
you have spoilt me—and—and I get fretful—easily wounded
—like a spoilt child. . . . Good night.”

“No, stay.” She gave him a searching scrutiny, and
her face had the hard look that he had learnt to dread.
Then it was soft again, melting to a smile. “Eric, shall we
be real friends? I am ready, if you are.”

The proposal was so unexpected, so transcendently
satisfying, that he could not speak.

“You know what I mean," she went on, and her dark
eyes glowed with kindness—‘“to be alone together some-
times, and open our hearts to each other—to help each
other, if we can. I would like to.”

He thanked her rapturously.

Next day he received a note from her. “Dear friend,”
she wrote, “please meet me to-morrow at Lane's Gallery of
Tuscan Art in New Bond Street at four o’clock. (You see
1 am quick to take advantage.) Your friend, Fernande.”

This letter gave him the most intense pleasure that he
had ever experienced. He read it again and again. ““Youi
friend, Fernande!” He carried it in his pocket-book, and
the knowledge that it was there, his property, seemed to
give him more strength, more life,
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It was necessary to ask for leave to absent himself be-
fore closing time, and the permission was grumpily ac-
corded.

“But might one without indiscretion inquire why?*
said Cyril. ““You are evidently in a state of excitement.
You have been hopping about for the last two hours like
a parrot in a cage—a parrot that has eaten a bit of indi-
gestible groundsel. What's up?”

Eric told him that he was off to see some pictures and
have tea with Mrs. Faulkner.

“Oh, that’s the game, is it?” And Cyril shrugged his
shoulders, then laughed sardonically. “Very interesting in-
deed! You are highly favoured. Let me congratulate you
on your promotion.”

Eric had flushed, and he said something that till this
moment had not occurred to him as a thing advisable or
proper to say.

“Do you mind my going about with Fernande some-
times?”

“Of course I don't,” said Cyril. “Why the devil
should 1?” Then he laughed again. “Only I warn you,
if you go on with it, you won't be able to call your soul
your own in a fortnight from now. ... All right,” he
said, still grinning. Then just as Bowen was going out
of the room, he stopped him. “By the way, that’s the
second warning I have given you. I shan't give you
another.”

A quarter of an hour later he opened his door and
called for Eric Bowen.

““Shut the door,” he said curtly, when Eric came into
the room.

This was not one of Cyril’s good days. He had com-
plained of an infernal headache in the morning, his eyes
were slightly blood-shot, his tobacco-stained fingers trembled,
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and Eric noticed other signs suggesting that he had passed
the previous night injudiciously. He stood now by the
window, and when he spoke it was in his loftiest manner,
yet strangely conveying, notwithstanding the almost pompous
tone, a mingled idea of biliousness, insincerity, and latent
irritation.

“I didn’'t twig what you were getting at just now. I
thought you were merely blithering. But now I see. And
I say Thank you for nothing;” and he pointed at Bowen
with his forefinger. “Let us understand each other, if you
please; and don’t run away with any mistake, my young
friend. Don’t think that you've got to deal in me with a
husband out of the last idiotic novel you've been reading.
I'm not the complaisant gentleman who shuts his eyes
or dodges round the nearest corner whenever it's con-
venient.”

Then Eric showed becoming spirit.

“Cyril,” he said loudly and wrathfully, “T'll not allow
you or any other man to speak to me like this.” And yet
beneath his feeling of indignation lay regret. He was sorry
for Cyril while angry with him. “Good heavens,” he went
on, “it’'s a worse insult to your wife than it is to me. If
my intentions had been dishonourable------ ”?

“Oh, curse your intentions,” said Cyril violently.

“Cyril, if you aren’t careful------ ?

Then, next moment, Eric’s righteous indignation was
gone and only his sorrow remained. For Cyril went from
the window to the table, and sat there holding his head
between his hands and groaning.

“There,” he groaned. ““That’s enough of it. . . . Oh,,
my head. It’s opening and shutting. It's on fire. Get
me some soda-water.”

There was a syphon and a glass on the window ledge,
and Eric brought them to him. He drank, spluttered,.



FERNANDE 47

groaned, and presently recovered from the temporary
collapse. As he looked up at Bowen, the expression of
his face was at once piteous and whimsical. Soon he was
able to laugh. “What a damned row about nothing. Eric,
old boy, I apologise. Wipe out anything I said that you
didn’t like. It’s all right. Everything’s all right;” and he
drank some more soda-water.

At this moment he had an air of forlornness that
touched the heart of Eric painfully. It was truly lamentable
to think of so gifted a creature abandoning himself to
downhill courses. Eric patted him on the shoulder. He had
declared that no apology was needed; he implored Cyril
to say no more.

But Cyril said a little more, in a manner that was
entirely amicable towards the young man, and yet had
beneath it the same hint of secret irritation or discomfort
in regard to other matters.

“My dear boy, of course I trust you absolutely. I
know you are a man of honour without your telling me so.
Equally of course, I trust Fernande. I should be a brute
if I didn’t, after all we have gone through together.”
Then the lines showed themselves about his mouth and
he grinned. “But suppose you ever changed your mind—
suppose, for the sake of argument, that you began to
entertain different intentions, and thought it would be
rather fun to make me—you know what—supply the
word in French—you're so fond of quoting French
phrases------ 7

“Cyril, if you're going to begin again------

“No, I'm not beginning again—I'm finishing. So
don't excite yourself—let me finish. 1 was saying”—and
his face had a quite enigmatical expression— “If you
ever became the victim of passion—if you lost control of
yourself, and began to make love to Fernande—well,
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you wouldn't get very far with her. You would get about
as far as a snowball in hell. . . . There, I've broken my

word! T've given you a third warning. This time it's the
very last.”

v

“CYRIL’'S great handicap,” she said, hurrying on with
her confidences, ““is that he isn’t straight. He will try to
do tricky things—ingenious combinations, clever turns—and
he doesn’t see always, he can't see, that they’re mean and
shabby. That’s why people don’t believe in him. I told
you people play him false, but he lets them down first.
He has let me down again and again. . . . But we're not
to bother about that. This is to be a holiday from Cyril.
The business before the House is our Mr. Bowen—my
Mr. Bowen. Much, much is to be done for him. He is to
be pushed along, because he is cleveras well as good.”
Her face was a large frank smile, and she was nodding
her head as she rattled on. “He’s to be a great big
thumping success, and then when he’sat the top of the
tree, he will be able to help his poor little friends like me.
But first we must get things in order.”

After seeing the pictures they had come to Claridge’s
Hotel for tea, and they sat in a corner of that pleasant
hall till the lamps were lighted, and people dining early
began to pass into the restaurant. Always he would
remember that first opening of the new era. In her haste
to reveal herself, to be done with ceremony and reticence,
she talked with extraordinary rapidity—jumping from
subject to subject—smiling, nodding her head, and some-
times touching his arm, or taking his hand and squeezing
it, as if to prevent him from stopping her talk. She
wasted not a moment of time in any transitional stages.
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As she kept saying, they were to be pals—the most
tremendous pals imaginable. In his happiness he felt as
he had once felt at a juvenile party, when a little girl in
white muslin and a pink sash, whose acquaintance he had
been ardently desiring, came across the room to him, and,
without an introduction, requested him to be her partner
for the rest of the evening.

“What are you staring at, Eric? Is it my hat? What's
wrong with it?”

“Your hat is beautiful, Fernande, and so are you. I
never saw you look so------ 7

She stopped him. ““Now, Eric, none of that. I'm not
the cut flowers and sugar plum sort of woman. No—
that’s horrid of me. TI've loved your presents. Especially
that first one—the lilies of the valley. But you must never
give me any more. What I do want above all is for you
to tell me the truth always. Youre very truthful by
nature, but of course you’ll be forced, as everybody else
is, to lie sometimes.”

“I hope not.”

“Don’t be silly. In a civilised community everybody
has to lie—if only to avoid unkindness. Eric, will you
make me the one person to whom you'll always tell the
truth?”

“Yes.”

“Is that a bargain?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. Now you and I have got to be very
sensible,” and she touched his hand. ““Our friendship
means a lot to me.”

“So it does to me.”

“Yes, but in a different way. It's precious to me in
ways you couldn’t understand. From my point of view
it’s worth struggling for. But it might easily go down a

Fernande 4
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wrong turning. . . . Already you like me a little, don’t
you? Remember the bargain.”

“I like you a great deal.”

“How much?”

“I like you. I'm always thinking about you.”

“In spare moments,” she said severely. ‘Not while
you're at work?”

66N0.77
“That’s right. When youre working, never think of
anything but the work. . . . Go on.” And she looked at

him intently. ‘“Analyse your feelings a little.”

“I can’'t. I don’t know what they are. I believe I'm
still a little afraid of you.”

“What nonsense! Why?” she asked, laughing.

“Youre so experienced—you have such knowledge,”
and he stopped speaking. He scarcely knew what he had
intended to say, but knew that it must not be said. It
had seemed to him for a moment that he was for the
first time clearly measuring a small, a very small fraction,
of her enormous seductive power, and the thought or
recognition had frightened him. At the same moment he
had felt his own innocence as something clumsy, absurd,
oppressive. She was lifting the veils of her mystery, but
always a deeper mystery would lie beneath the last raised
veil; he was like some foolish prying peasant who has
found his way blunderingly into a temple and stands and
gapes before the high priestess. “I mean that I am so
ignorant,” he wound up lamely, “of the world—and the
ways of charming women.”

“You don’t know much yet, do you, Eric? But you
shall be taught. Oh, yes, you'll be taught;” and she sighed.
“Not by me. By other teachers, one after another. They’ll
all be ready to teach you.”
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There began for him, now, a marvellously successful
year. Indeed, with Fernande to push him, his ascent
towards comparative prosperity was so swift as almost to
make him giddy. She allowed him no breathing spaces.
She never stopped pushing.

She said that his work at the Mayfair Gazette was
absurdly too little; and, Cyril consenting, she soon found
him more to do. By her influence and introduction he
was taken on the staff of Beautiful Houses and he worked
at the office of this already famous periodical four days
a week, devoting the other three days, which included
Sunday, to his duties for Cyril and the old paper.

The proprietors, who owned a large group of other
organs, aspired to knock out all rivals and make Beautiful
Houses the foremost ladies' newspaper. And, firm in
this resolution, they gave out to directors, managers,
and everybody else, the noble watchword of “Money no
object.”

Its offices, ruled over chiefly by women, occupied a
fine old house in Burlington Gardens, and seemed, with
their big drawing-rooms, the broad panelled staircase, the
constant stream of well-dressed visitors, more like a ladies’
club than a place of business. Altogether one might say
that nothing could have afforded a more startling contrast
to the poor old moribund Mayfair Gazette. But here, in
these new and grand surroundings, Eric Bowen again
“made good,” as Fernande joyfully described it. Known
at first only as “Mr. Faulkner’s friend”—since that was
Fernande’s invariable method of introduction for him—he
soon acquired repute on his own account. The higher
authorities spoke of him as ““that young Bowen,” and under
this title he was lent in time of pressure to other papers
of the group. Wherever he went he worked usefully and
made a good impression.

4%
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Thus at the end of six months he had acquired a clear
insight into newspaper management on a big scale; he
had become acquainted with a large number of people;
he was earning what seemed to him fantastically rich
emoluments.

During the seventh month of his triumphant progress
he saw his name twice mentioned in the public press.
“Amongst those present,” said one of the daily papers,
“was Lord Colwyn, Lady Joyce Rennett, and Mr. Eric
Bowen,” while a Sunday paper included him in a note
about the audience at the first night of a new play as
“popular and clever Mr. Eric Bowen.”

He owed this compliment, as he owed everything else,
to the hidden hand of his patroness, Mrs. Faulkner. He
knew now that it was she who had written all those para-
graphs that cited her husband’s name. More and more
she disclosed her ceaseless personal activities. She had
some vague interests in a milliner’s business as well as in
a company for selling cigarettes; she wrote women’s gossip
in provincial papers; beyond keeping house for Cyril she
performed unexplained and mysterious tasks for him. She
advocated work, and certainly she did not shirk from work-
ing herself.

Eric Bowen could not thank her for prematurely show-
ing him his name in print as though it had been that of
a celebrated personage, and indeed begged her not to do
it again; but he expressed on all occasions his ardent
gratitude for the innumerable other benefits that she had
showered upon him, asking her what he had done to de-
serve so much, how could he ever repay her, and so forth.
And always she made the same sort of answers. ““Don’t
speak of being grateful. You are giving me just what I
wanted—interest, fun. You don’t know what a delight it
is to help anybody who has the sense to let himself be
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helped. Besides,” she would add gaily, ““you shall repay
me all right, over and over again, when you are great and
famous. 1 consider you a thoroughly sound investment,
Eric.”

Her husband also told him not to worry. Perhaps
surprised at first, Cyril now watched or noted Bowen’s
successes with what seemed to be whole-hearted amuse-
ment. He chaffed him and never at any time betrayed
the slightest sign of enviousness. ““This is to wipe my eye,”
he said once in his wife’s presence. It is an object
lesson, my dear Eric. You are the good boy of the story-
books, and I am the bad one.”

“If it's a lesson, why don’t you take it?” said Fer-
nande, in an unusually biting tone. “‘It’s never too late
to mend.”

“Isn’t it, old girl?” said Cyril, grinning good-
humouredly. “Well, when you have quite done with him,
give me another chance. . . . By the way, where are you
living now, Eric? Has she moved you again? What’s your
present address—Park Lane?”

Very early in her campaign she had insisted upon
visiting his room at the Bloomsbury lodging-house.

“Oh, my poor unhappy child, what a perfect pigsty!
I could shed buckets of tears to think of you alone here
night after night;” and instead of weeping she laughed.
She was seated on his narrow little bed, and she bounced
herself up and down, after the manner of a child, or as
if trying to break the springs. “What a beast of a bed.
It isn’t a bed—it’s as hard as a prison plank.”

While she was chattering and laughing there came a
knock at the door, and without waiting for any answer to
the knock somebody entered the room. It was the land-
lady, a middle-aged sour kind of woman, of whom Eric
had always been shy.
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“I heard the voices,” she said sourly, “and I wondered
whatever it could be. It’s very unusual taking lady-visitors
up into the bedrooms. It’s quite against our rules.”

“Is it indeed?” said Fernande, with a malicious twinkle
in her eyes. “Well, Mr. Bowen won't trouble you with
any more visitors—whether male or female. He is leaving
you at the end of the week. Mr. Bowen is my nephew;
and, as his aunt, let me tell you that I am dissatisfied
with his accommodation here. This room is disgracefully
dirty, and there is a very nasty smell on the staircase
and the landings. The morals of the house may be all
right, but I should think that the drains are certainly out
of order.”

The landlady began an angry protest, but Fernande
became so haughty and stern that she overawed her. Cyril
himself, and at his worst, could not have dismissed her
from the room in a more devastating manner.

“There, you'll have to come away now, because you
have forfeited your reputation,” and the visitor laughed
mischievously. “That old woman will go on brooding and
putting two and two together, and in the end she’ll decide
that I'm not really your aunt at all.”

Eric was promptly installed in a couple of very com-
fortable and yet inexpensive rooms over a china shop in
Sloane Street that had been found for him by his untiring
guide and guardian. ““This,” she said, “is much more
suitable for you, and much more convenient for me. Now
I can get at you when I want you.” She allowed him to
buy two or three pretty things from the china shop to add
to the charm of the conventionally furnished rooms, but
she was resolute against anything approaching extravagance.
She said he must save every penny. The telephone at his
bedside was a present from her.

She superintended his orders to the tailor, told him
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where and how to get his hair cut, and even assisted him
in choosing his ties and socks.

“Yes, that will suit my brother,” she said to the hosier.
“My brother has been abroad. So he does not know
what is being worn in London.”

Outside in the street again, she slipped her hand for
a moment through his arm and gave it a friendly jog.

“Eric, I think you are the greatest dear to put up
with me. You said you wanted a friend, but you'll confess
I'm a very interfering one.”

“You are a very inspiring one.”

“That’s the way to answer. I hope I am, Eric. It’s
what I always want to be.”

Never once did he rebel, or weary of her kindness or
grew cold in his gratitude.

Continually she was urging him to further work. It
would be worth while,” she said, ““if only to keep you out
of mischief; but that isn’'t the real reason. Now is your
chance. It is now or never, because with real big success
you'll have no time for anything.”

She made him take lessons in dancing to improve his
step and lessons in French to eradicate the bad accent at
which Cyril mocked. She made him learn all about the
Stock Exchange. She made him work hard at manuals
of composition, rhetoric, grammar. Beyond this she re-
vised his taste in literature, compelling him to bid a long
good-bye to the classics and learn the new authors. She
gave him lists of books and names, and would not rest
until he was able to speak of them glibly.

All these things filled most of his life, and the rest of
it was filled with Fernande. They went about together.
Whenever they had an evening free they spent it in each
other’s company. He was proud of her, and happy to be
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with her—so grand and beautifully dressed, with people
bowing to her, at one of the big fashionable restaurants;
or in her hat and jacket, sitting at a favourite corner table
in one of the cheap Soho places, ““dining like cads,” as
she used to say.

She talked to him on the telephone every morning,
and again nearly every night, so that when for perhaps a
week at a time they did not meet, she nevertheless seemed
to be with him.

They were friends, the closest possible friends, but not
lovers. Indeed it was a friendship in some respects more
strangely intimate than that which usually subsists between
people who avowedly love each other. She supplied him
with the attention and solicitude that a man gets from
three or four women rather than one—his mother, his
sisters, his wife, and the old family servants, each busy to
make him happy. And perhaps above all else she was
like a man friend, the good pal, the desired comrade,
who never fails one, of whose society one cannot grow
tired.

She would come into his rooms unexpectedly, merely
to employ a few odd minutes. She pulled off her hat,
threw it away from her carelessly, sat upon the arm of his
chair, or on a stool at his feet. One of her favourite
attitudes was when she crouched down by the side of the
fire. Sometimes, again, when he himself returned, she was
there waiting for him. Once he found her in his bedroom, so
busily occupied that she would scarcely take any notice of
him. She had pulled out all his garments from the ward-
robe and was inspecting them, brushing them, refolding
them. He watched her, smiled at her, and noticed, as he
had often noticed before, her concentrated expression. It
was extraordinary, the completeness with which she could
concentrate her mind on the immediate task, however small.
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For instance, when she was putting on her hat, or arrang-
ing her veil before going out, you might speak to her and
she did not answer, she did not hear. She did not seem
to know you were there. Intently occupied with the look-
ing-glass, twiddling the veil, getting it exactly right, she at
last finished, and it was as though she had lifted a large
extinguishing cap that she had put over you to get you
out of her way. But in these fits of concentration, when
she lost all sense of her immediate surroundings, it some-
times touched his heart to see what seemed wistfulness or
sadness in her face. Once she brought one of his shirts
and some socks into the sitting-room and ostentatiously
mended them. She was not clever with her needle, and,
absorbed in surmounting difficulties, she allowed an hour
or more to pass before she would speak to him. “Fer-
nande” he called, saying her name louder and louder.
She never raised her head, never stirred, but went on
laboriously stitching, and he sat watching her, admiring
her, yearning over her. The parting of her hair was
white and straight, with the hair drawn back to the ears
in the severe style that she never changed. Her pose,
her every gesture, was graceful. He felt an immense
tenderness.

He knew her, then, better than many a man knows
the wife with whom he has lived for a decade. He knew
the aspect of her face when it was close to his, the look
of her long eyelashes and of her soft eyes when they were
so near as almost to touch him; he knew the feel of her
hands, every sound of her voice, her little tricks and turns
of expressions; her way of rattling on with amazing rapid-
ity when she had some narration to make that she thought
would amuse him, her laugh of mischievous mirth, her
laugh of proud contempt.

They were not lovers, and yet they often talked of love.
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But in this too he was following, not leading. She asked
him questions and made him answer them.

“Have you started any guilty intrigues?” This was a
joking question of hers, and she used to ask it with mock
severity. ““No? That’s right. I should hope not.”

Also she said once, looking at him meditatively, I
wonder if the best thing I could do for you wouldn't be
to find you some nice rich woman and let you marry her.
How would you like that, Eric?”

“Unfortunately the woman I would like is not free.
She is married already, and as her husband is a great
friend of mine I can’t wish her to become a widow.”

She laughed delightedly, but said he was very foolish.

“Poor out-at-elbows, excitable old Fernande is not at
all the sort of person I had in my eye. No, certainly not,
Eric. 1 was thinking of a large-hipped, calm-tempered
lady in eye-glasses—but worth ever so much more than
her weight in gold.”

Frequently she generalised or philosophised, speaking
frankly and daringly but never coarsely.

“Affection beats love every day and all the time. Any
love between a man and a woman that is worth having
and going to last resolves itself into affection. . . . That’s
why you and I have been so wise in getting to it at once,
without all the storms and upheavals of the other thing.”
And she told him many times that she wished him to
grasp and remember one most important fact. “Women
—except a very few—care much less than men for the
elemental part of love-making. Ordinary men never under-
stand this. Nowadays they are non-plussed, absolutely be-
wildered by running up against what seems to them a total
absence of sex feeling, and they say—the silly things—that
modern women are ceasing to be really women. They
make a hullabaloo, saying it is an ominous sign of the
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times—this absence of sex excitement. But, Eric, my sweet
one, it was never there—not ever—not as men supposed.
Women are just the same as they have always been.
Women want to hold the man they love—and if he forces
them they’ll do anything on earth to hold him. They’ll
steal, kill, betray. But it’s the spiritual part of him they
want—it’s him himself. If they ever seem to seek the
manifestations of the flesh, it's only to gain a proof—or
to make themselves believe—that they are mistresses of his
soul. . .. And the horrible thing is that men, after you
have given them everything on the physical side, grow
tired—soon or late. All that we laugh at in old books
and plays is true.” And once, while repeating this little
homily, she passed with abruptness from the general aspect
of things to the particular circumstances of their own case.
“That’s another reason why it would be fatal for you and
me ever to go off the safe road. You'd be sweet—you'd
swear it made no difference afterwards—but you'd never
respect me—or even think of me—in the same way.
Gradually I should lose all value in your eyes. Even the
new feelings would become weak—everything would dis-
appear at last. Believe me this is true. The fire burns
low, then blazes up again. It does that a lot of times, Eric,
and then it goes out.”

This was an unusually serious turn to her discourse. For
the most part she talked lightly, and often very amusingly.
Tn her own individual manner she was as good a talker as
Cyril. And she made Eric talk too. She would not allow
him to applaud her jokes or other good things while con-
tributing nothing himself.

“Come back at me, Eric. Don’t merely sit and beam.
Conversation should be like high-class lawn tennis. You
must take everything that comes over the net—and if any-
one sends you a stinger, return it harder than it came.”
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“Ah, but I am not quick, like you and Cyril. I am
slow.”

“No, you're naturally quite quick enough, but you have
had so little practice. That’s why I tell you to practise
with me, when it doesn’t matter. Then you'll soon im-
prove, and be ready for more important encounters.”

At the end of that first year he seemed many years
older than he had been at the beginning. He felt stronger
and bigger, physically and mentally. He never flushed or
stammered now; his manner, as she often told him, was
exactly correct; he possessed, as he was informed by the
same authority, that most valuable of all qualities, modest
assurance.

“And you're so smart. 1 assure you, youre getting
dangerously attractive. Oh, do you in the least guess, my
Eric, how much it means to me, all this—your success,
your development? I simply burst with pride—and rap-
ture—and self-glorification. . . . We might so easily have
missed it. We might have failed altogether, if we hadn’t
been able to lift ourselves above the ways of common
vulgar people. You do see now how wise we are, don't
you? Nothing of it could have been done if we had
allowed the ordinary stupid accident to happen—if you
hadn’t been so dear, and if I hadn't had common sense.
But we chose the better part. And we have our reward.
We are given something solid, and with nobility in it, some-
thing pure and holy. Something good.”

If this was so, it was too good to last.

VI

HE continued to be happy in his work itself, but
gradually, as time passed, all his other happiness diminished
until it seemed that little was left. He no longer woke of
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a morning to an enchanted world in which glorious things
would happen in response to his unspoken wish; the charm
had gone from a once adored London; life, when you ex-
amined it, was full of mean compromises and sordid mys-
teries.

All the things that distressed Fernande were now his
own personal distresses. He was so completely bound to
her that what injured her could not leave him unscathed.
She told him much, but kept enormously more to herself.

The idyllic character of her married life was a hollow
sham, or at best a mere surface aspect. She and Cyril
quarrelled frequently and violently. Cyril had what she
called “bad turns,” he indulged in heavy drinking fits, he
spent all the money that both made. He recklessly con-
tracted debts. Sometimes she could not even find cash to
pay the tradesmen’s books.

Yet, although Eric made a great effort to overcome
her resistance, she would not allow him to aid her. She
would not accept money—at least not from him. She be-
came cold and hard, as if seriously offended when he
pleaded with her.

Nor would she allow him to intervene with Cyril on
her behalf. Once she said that Cyril had been ‘brutal”
to her; and Eric, indignant, chafing, at his wits’ ends, said
he would call Cyril to order. But at this she seemed to
be quite frightened.

““Oh, no. I implore you never to come between Cyril
and me.”

“I can’t stand tamely by and see you ill-treated.”

“But you must, dear. And he doesn't ill-treat me
really. I have exaggerated. Our quarrels aren’t anything.
He and I understand each other. Promise that you won't
speak to him, Eric.”

These things worried him frightfully.
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Yet far worse were his always increasing doubts about
her herself. She was chastity personified in regard to
him, but what was her rule of conduct in regard to others?

He understood now, irrevocably, irrefutably, that his
old vague thoughts of her as a deeply practised siren, a
sort of Cleopatra or a high priestess of love, fantastic as
they might be, were nevertheless based on a correct in-
tuition of certain facts. She exercised at will the strongest
fascination over men. With an art that was too subtle
for analysis, or even for detection ordinarily, she made
men aware of her presence, roused their curiosity or
hope, and drew them to her. She could do it anywhere,
if she wished; in a crowd, in a public place, and while
she went on talking to you and kept you talking, she
would notice infallibly the effect that she had produced
or was producing.

Once when she and Eric were dining at a restaurant,
a stranger scribbled a little note and sent it across the
room to her. She took it from the waiter without a word,
perfectly calm, faintly smiling, and was about to read it
when Eric snatched it from her hand.

“That’s not worth reading,” he said hotly. “It’s a mis-
take. TI'll attend to it.”

He took the note back to the writer, called him ‘“an
insolent hound,” and invited him, if he found the epithet
unpalatable, to come outside and have his head punched.
When he returned to Fernande his face was flaming, but
in other respects he made a display of the stiffest and
most correct self-composure.

“You are splendid, Eric. So brave. Cyril would have
treated it as a joke.”

“I'm afraid that some of Cyril’s jokes have ceased to
be jokes to me.”

“Have they?” said Fernande; and she touched his
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hand under the table, and then looked bored. ‘‘Anyhow,
thank you for being so prompt to defend me.”

But he could not defend her. He ached to defend her,
and might not. In that lay the torment of his anomalous
position. He had no status, no rights or claims, whereby
he could come boldly forward as her defender. He was
ruled out of the lists as a champion, and yet could not
always refrain from attempted championship.

He must speak, whether wisely or foolishly, when dis-
paraging things were said in his presence. In the gossip
of those half literary and half artistic circles that she
frequented, her name was connected with the names of
half a dozen men. He knew this and loathed the sound
of those names.

Cyril did not look after her. On the contrary, he let
her do just whatever she pleased. She often went away,
and during her absences—these never adequately ex-
plained absences—Eric’s doubt changed to suspicion and
became almost intolerable.

He suffered, he could not sleep, he did not eat properly,
he grew thinner.

“Eric,” she said with solicitude, “why are you like
this? What's the matter?”

““Can’t you guess?”

“No,” she said, “I can’'t guess;” and she talked
very fast.

She did not choose to guess, he thought; she would
have no explanations. Yet sometimes she voluntarily ex-
plained, offering him unexpected confessions and looking
at him solemnly while she spoke—as for instance when she
confessed that she was a gambler, as bad a gambler as Cyril.

“Yes, dear. I know it's wrong, and I mean to cure
myself. Cyril is cards and horses. I am Stock Exchange.”
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Was that true? One could never know if what she
said was true or false. She lied abominably or splendidly,
just as you cared to consider the matter. She herself said
that she lied from benevolent motives. It was cruel to tell
people the truth if the truth was likely to cause pain. One
must be kind and spare their feelings.

Thus at an evening party she would clutch at Eric’s
arm and say despairingly, “There’s that old fool Horace
Tanner coming to ask me to one of his atrocious luncheons.
I can see it in his simper, I can feel it in my bones. I
would rather be dead than go.”

Then Mr. Tanner, after paying a few compliments
emitted his polite invitation.

““Oh, how delightful,” said Fernande, her face shining,
her eyes flashing pleasure and gratitude. “A million thanks.
I shall simply love to.” Then her radiant face clouded,
and she uttered a little cry of anguish. “But what day
did you say? Thursday! Oh, I do think I am the most
unfortunate person on this earth. Thursday’s impossible;”
and, saving Mr. Tanner pain, she told him how on Thurs-
day she had to take some orphan children to Madame
Tussaud’s, or to go into the country to find lodgings for a
friend who had just undergone a dangerous operation.

This sort of thing had amused Eric; he used to chaff
her and tease her about it, imitating her intenseness and
volubility, and her wealth of unneeded detail; but now its
fun had gone cold, because he knew too well that on occa-
sion she dealt with him as she did with her Tanners.

At last she told him a falsehood that wounded him
sharply. They were going to the theatre together, but
early in the morning he received a message saying she was
ill and obliged to rest, and all that day and evening he
was anxious and unhappy about her. Next day, however,
she announced that she had recovered and felt well enough
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for the postponed treat. At the theatre she met and
talked with friends, and from these people Eric learned
that yesterday she had left her sick bed to attend the
opening ceremonies of a new club and had danced there
half the night.

“Why did you deceive me?” he said afterwards.

“Because I thought you'd fuss. Eric, I simply had to
go to that place. I didn’t enjoy it—not a tiny bit.”

Alone with her in their taxi-cab he reproached her
again, and she spoke piteously.

“Oh, don’t be unkind to me. Not you, Eric. Every
man I've ever known has been unkind to me—except you.
Oh, for God’s sake, don’'t be like the rest;” and she burst
into passionate tears.

He was overwhelmed.

“Why can’t you trust me?” she sobbed out. “Why
must you suspect me? Why won't you let me manage
things as I please?”

Her shoulders were shaking violently; her head was
down; she was laid low, as a child is, by the storm of her
grief. He held her hand in both his hands, and mur-
mured reassuring words. ‘‘Fernande—dear Fernande. I
didn’t mean it. I have no right. Don't—don’t cry.” His
heart melted in regret and compassion.

He determined to speak to her very seriously; and
three days later, once more on his way to Chelsea, he was
rehearsing the most important things that he had to say.
But he never said them.

It had been arranged that he was to take her out to
dinner and then to a little dance or “rag” at the studio
of some young artists. When he “arrived at the flat the
maid-servant said Mrs. Faulkner was not ready. Mrs.
Faulkner had a visitor with her in the drawing-room, and

Fernande
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she wished Mr. Bowen to wait in the dining-room. Mr.
Bowen accordingly waited there, till he was joined, not by
Mrs. Faulkner, but by Mr. Faulkner.

“Here’s a damned nuisance,” said Cyril, looking un-
speakably bored. ““Fernande’s husband has turned up again.”

“Fernande’s husband?”

“Yes, we could never get rid of him—and we have
him on our back like this from time to time, for a kind of
family debate.”

“Do you mean------ ” Eric saved himself from a ridi-
culous question by putting it into the form of a reflection.
“Then you and she are not really married.”

“No.” Cyril shrugged his shoulders. ““Confound it,
no. I only wish we were. Then we shouldn't be subject
to this kind of annoyance. However, I mustn’t be unfair.
I dare say it was as much our fault as his—in the be-
ginning. Yes, I'm afraid F. and I were to blame—by
letting things slide and not looking far enough ahead, as
we ought to have done.”

Eric was bewildered, dazed, almost deprived of any
capacity for coherent thought. But Cyril, although pitiably
bored, was calm and unruffled. Then Fernande came in,
not dressed for the dance, looking preoccupied and rather
worried, but not in the least perturbed.

“Have you told Eric?” she asked.

“Yes,” said Cyril, ““I have told Eric;” and he nodded
towards the other room and the unseen visitor. “Is he
becoming more reasonable?”

“Yes, I think he is—a bit,” said Fernande. “But I
must go back to him. ... Keep Eric. Don’t let Eric
go0;” and she hurried away again, with the busy manner of
a doctor or a nurse returning to a patient.

She reappeared after a considerable time and made an
announcement.
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“He won't take a penny less than twenty pounds. He
says nothing less would be any use. He sticks to the
story that he is really down and out.”

“Oh, very well,” said Cyril, with another shrug of the
shoulders. “Where’s my cheque-book?”

“He won't take a cheque.”

But on this Cyril began to fret and fume, saying that
beggars must not be choosers, that he objected to impu-
dence, and so forth. Fernande however quieted him, and
they both of them hunted and rummaged, now here, now
there, in pocket-books and hand-bags, in the side-board
drawers, in their bedroom furniture, collecting the money.
They collected sixteen pounds eleven shillings, and Eric
provided the odd three pounds and nine shillings, it being
clearly understood that this was to be a loan and not a
gift. They went away together then, leaving the dining-
room door largely ajar.

To Eric the whole of that evening was like a dream.
The revelation was entirely unexpected, and yet it seemed
to him as if he ought always to have expected something
of the kind, and that, although greatly startled, he was not
really surprised.

He heard them now come out into the hall with their
unwelcome visitor, who spoke to them both. It was the
voice of a gentleman. After saying something about the
weather and the likelihood of more rain, he bade them
farewell.

“Good-bye, Fernande. . . . Good night to you, Faulkner.”

“Good night,” said Cyril, shutting the hall door upon him.

As they came to the dining-room Cyril had his arm
round her waist and in the doorway he kissed her, mur-
muring affectionately.

“Poor old girl—poor old girl. Dashed hard luck on
you. But, from the look of him, we're near the end ofit.”

5*
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“Now, Eric dear,” she said brightly, ““a thousand
apologies, and bless you for staying.”

She said that after this little upset she did not feel
equal to the arranged festivities, but they both begged
Eric to remain for a sort of scratch meal; and the three
of them had the gayest, happiest little dinner. The servant
had been sent out for food; Fernande helped to lay the
table; Cyril opened a difficult bottle of champagne—it
was like one of their picnics on the Surrey hills. When
the servant had left the room and they were ““all tiled in,”
as Cyril said, they both told Eric a lot about the husband.
They were magnanimous in tone, as when one says ‘‘Fair
is fair,” or ““Give the devil his due.” Each spoke in turn.

“Eric,” she said, “it’s dreadful to see a person you
were once fond of fallen so low.”

“Yes,” said Cyril, “he has let himself run to seed,
and it is pretty obvious that he can’'t last much longer.”

““Nobody’s enemy but his own,” said Fernande.

“You can guess what has been his downfall,” said
Cyril; and he made a gesture and pantomime of raising a
glass, to indicate that the man’s vice was drink. He did this
very solemnly, as if drinking was indeed a terrible practice,
and one of which he himself was altogether guiltless.

They went on with their talk, praising now freely.
That person had been a real good sort in the beginning,
a fine rider, a hard man to hounds, an all-round sportsman.

Eric felt it to be very dreamlike. When he left they
stood in the hall, forcing him to linger, and Cyril again
had his arm round Fernande’s waist, cherishing her, making
much of her. The little scare or annoyance had drawn
them closer together, reawakened their affections, taught
them to value each other more highly—or so it seemed.

When Eric next saw her, a day or two afterwards, she
spoke at once of the domestic secret.
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“I am so glad you know,” she said in a quietly brisk
and businesslike tone. ““Because, knowing, it's easier for
you to grasp my point of view.”

“Fernande,” he said, “may I ask you one question?
If, as appears possible, your husband dies some day or
other, what will you do?”

““What shall I do? How do you mean?”

“I mean, will you and Cyril marry then?”

“Of course we shall.” As she said this her forehead
puckered in a frown. “Yes, no doubt I shall. But why
do you ask?” Then she gave him the searching look that
he knew so well. “Eric, it hasn't made any difference to
you, has it?”

““No, none whatever.”

He wished this to be true, and he tried to believe that
it was.

But now something occurred to set the whole current
of his thoughts in a new channel. It concerned the
famous ‘‘potentate.”

vl

ON several occasions during the last year Eric had
seen Mr. Cornish in the offices of the Gazette. At the
sound of his approach there was always a tremor upstairs;
Cyril pulling himself together, Miss Williams and Miss
Shaw rushing to their typewriters, Mr. Cooke nervously
adjusting his necktie at the small looking-glass above his
table. One had ample warning, because the potentate
made a considerable noise down below and on the stairs,
saying good morning or good afternoon to Mr. Rice and
anyone else that he encountered; for he seemed to be the
sort of person of whom it is said that he has a kind word
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for everybody. He came bustling into the editorial rooms
at last with a general greeting—“How’s all the world to-
day? Good morning, good morning------ ” and slapped
down some papers on the nearest ledge or table.

He was a man of about sixty, so solidly built as to
appear less than his real height; his face was broad and
strong, not uncomely, with lively blue eyes beneath bushy
grey eyebrows; the hair on his head was quite white, but
thick and strong, and short-cut. His costume was always the
same—a blue suit with a double-breasted jacket, a deep
turn-down blue collar, a black-and-white spotted tie—and
thus invariably attired, he looked rather like a pilot or sea
captain out of uniform. His reddish sun-burnt complexion
enhanced the seafaring air. For the rest, he seemed to
Eric an odd mixture of extreme shrewdness and extreme
simplicity. In his presence one could not believe any ugly
discrediting tales; his frank outlook, hearty voice, good-
humoured laugh, all disarmed suspicion; and instinct and
observation together had long since persuaded Eric that,
in spite of his millions, the man was a kindly creature, a
well-meaning good sort. Eric had no speech with him;
for Cyril always took over charge, and in oblivion of his
previous truculent talk and lofty contempt, showed himself
polite to the verge of sycophancy. In fact it was painful
to note the insincerity of Cyril during these brief interviews.

The purpose of the morning or afternoon call was
always similar. After asking them how they were getting
along, and adding words to the effect that he knew nothing
about newspapers, and therefore did not wish to interfere,
Cornish announced that he had come there for “his
ladies.” His daughters or their friends wanted “some
stuff put in.” And he handed over his documents—some-
thing about a concert for a charity; or a quite ridiculous
puff concerning a singing lady, who had once been the
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daughters’ governess; perhaps also a brief note saying
“Please praise or draw attention to Mr. So-and-so, the
Wigmore Street photographer.” He slapped it all down on
the table again, smiling genially, and said, ““‘Shove that in
the next number.” And Cyril of course said that in it
should go. After all, it was no worse than the obligatory
nonsense that they had to insert about the motor-car people.

Now one day in June Cyril told Eric that Mr. Cornish
required a special article. It was to be a four thousand
words puff about a new kind of concrete, and Eric was to
write the thing.

“Yes. Concrete! Some fresh form of the dashed
material that he wants to make people use, as far as I
can make out, instead of everything else.” And Cyril
laughed contemptuously. It can be used for building
an Eiffel tower or for making a waste-paper basket. He
has been jawing my head off about it. He wants us to
set out its attractions in the most taking style. 1 wish
you'd get on with it.”

Provided with pictures, pamphlets, books of statistics,
and so forth, Eric set to work laboriously and conscien-
tiously, spinning the required four thousand words. Cyril
looked at the article when it was finished, cut out a line
here and a "line there, then told Eric to take it round him-
self to the potentate on the following morning.

The house in Carlton House Terrace which had now
been occupied for some years by Mr. Cornish was really
two houses knocked into one, so that rooms opened out
on both sides of the big hall and you had an immediate
sensation of unusual size and space. Eric was impressed
by the quiet grandeur of the house, its stone columns and
high doors, its broad winged staircase of shallow marble
steps and wrought metal balustrades. An elderly man in



72 FERNANDE

a silk hat, who looked like a Cabinet Minister, was coming
down the stairs; two younger men with leather cases, look-
ing like clerks, were going out together; servants in a sober
livery moved here and there. The place struck him as re-
sembling at once a private palace and a Government office.

Mr. Cornish was engaged at the moment. A servant
led Eric towards an empty room to the left of the hall;
but before they reached it a door at the back was opened,
and the servant stopped short and said that Mr. Cornish
was now free.

From the room at the back a woman had emerged.
Dressed in black, meagrely if not shabbily, she seemed
humble and insignificant amidst such grandly dignified
surroundings. Her face looked pallid, haggard, in the
tempered light of the hall; her manner was dejected; she
moved swiftly. It was Fernande.

At sight of Eric she stood still, and then with a slight
gesture and faint smile, but no spoken word, passed rapidly
out into the sunshine of the June morning.

“Mr. Bowen,” said the servant, announcing him.

The door closed and he was alone with Cornish—but
not the genial good-humoured Cornish to whom he had
become accustomed. This one was much redder; he seemed
angry and flustered; he spoke to his visitor very abruptly,
if not rudely. Instead of taking the proof of the article, he
walked about the room and talked in a loud angry voice.

“I don't like it. I won’t have it. I shall not stand it.”

Then he turned sharply from a window and addressed
Bowen more directly.

“Who are you? I mean, what are you? How long
have you been at that place? Where did Faulkner get hold
of you? Never mind. It's of no consequence.” He said
all this with great strength and noise. But now he suddenly
became quiet, and looking at Bowen with an odd rueful
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sort of expression, rubbed his chin hard with his hand.
“Listen to me. I have just been thoroughly upset by
Faulkner’s wife coming here asking me—favours. Why the
devil couldn’t he come and ask me man to man? I don’t
like it.” And once more he became loud and voluble,
saying in effect that he believed Faulkner to be a rotten
worthless fellow. “The woman’s a good sort—spoilt by him.
I don't like her ways either. I think------ 7

Eric interrupted him firmly.

“Mr. Cornish, I am a great friend of theirs.”

“Of both of them?” said Cornish, again turning his
head sharply. ““Or one of them?”

“Of both.”

“Oh, well, you are right to stick up for your friends.
I'll say no more. Perhaps I have said too much already.
... There. Sit down.”

Eric obeyed him, and an incredibly unexpected con-
versation ensued.

“I have no right to judge people or to be hard upon
them,” said Mr. Cornish. “Heaven forbid. I have had all
the luck myself, and I should be an ill-conditioned cur-
mudgeon if I didn't know—aye, if I didn’t know right well
—that I can afford to be generous. You may take it from
me, Mr.------ What's your name again? . . . Bowen! Just
so. Well now, Bowen, my dear fellow, as I was about to
say—In this world, as it’s now constituted, there’s one word
that’s sufficient excuse for whatever people do—and that’s
poverty. When people are poor the little that they have
is taken from them—their pride, their self-respect, their
original ideas about right and wrong, everything. They
can’t help themselves. Little by little they let the whole
bag of tricks go from them. I am not poor, I am rich,
and I try to remember it. I try to remember how easy it
is to resist temptation when you aren’t really tempted.
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There. . . . Not another word about that—about your
friends.”

He was smiling now; his complexion had faded down
to its ordinary redness; and as he sat there talking he was
good nature and geniality personified. He began to give
off his philosophy of life. It was a harangue strangely
different from one of Cyril’s cynical discourses. His views
were simple, innocent; he said things of such astounding
triteness that one would have thought them unsayable; but
Eric listened with an ever increasing certainty of his essen-
tial kindness. After the manner of all self-made men he
spoke soon of his early struggles and first success; and
Eric felt now irrevocably convinced that he was good
through and through. You could not doubt it. He was a
man who had lived all his life amongst hard facts, a man
who disdained traffic with shams and pretences. Eric’s
feeling of being now in touch with the realm of solid re-
alities was very strong, and through his mind there swept
a revulsion against the triviality and unsubstantialness of
his own occupations. Beyond this he felt drawn towards
Cornish; all his personal sympathies went out to him. Here
would be a chieftain indeed. To serve such a man would
mean doing something worth doing, real honest work. And
then an absurd thought presented itself, one of those wish-
thoughts that belong to childhood and that children yield
to because they are not yet strong enough or logical
enough to reject them on account of their wild improb-
ability. ““Oh, how I wish that before I leave this room he
would offer me employment under him in any capacity.”

“Yes,” Mr. Cornish was saying, “thirty-five years ago,
in just such summer weather as this—unusually warm, it
was—I came here to London to make my fortune unaided.
And to this day I'm wondering how I did it. What were
my qualifications? Devilish small, it always seems to me,
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I wasn’t particularly clever. I don’'t mean to say that my
head wasn’t screwed on the right way; and I could work.
Jupiter, Ycould work. But there it is. Luck. Sheer luck
all the time. The luck ran for me and it went against
others. I ask you, How many young men come here as |
did then? And how many go under—or go back again
with their tails between their legs? . . . Now let’s have a
look at this article. . . . Thank you.”

He took it, but still did not read it. Instead of doing
so he questioned Eric about himself in a very kindly way,
and presently seeming to take great interest made Eric
tell him his whole story. “Jupiter, that’s odd,” he said
gaily. He seemed enormously struck by the fact that
Bowen was in exactly the position that he had just been
describing. Bowen also had come to London full of ambition
to make a career. Bowen was the very age ofhimselfthirty-five
years ago. Not quite twenty-six! “Upon my word, that puts
the coping stone on the coincidence. Ha-ha,” and he laughed
and gave Bowen a tap with his hand. “You are neither
more nor less than my prototype. My very prototype!”

Then he began to read the proof, and he paused to
ask if Eric had written the whole of it. Eric said yes, ex-
cept for certain small alterations made by Faulkner.

“That’s like him,” said Cornish, “to save himselftrouble.
Idle dog. But no matter.” He read a little more, then
raised his eyes and spoke abruptly. “What the dickens
made you want to be an author?” And soon he spoke
again, laying down the proof. ““This isn’'t good, you know.
It's very bad.”

Crestfallen, mortified, with his blushes and his stammer
returning to him after a year’s absence, Eric expressed his
regret at having failed.

“Naturally, I know nothing about literature,” said
Cornish, very serious and very trite, “but I reverence it
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all the same. In my opinion literature is one of the most
important signs of cultivation in the individual and in the
State too. A country that cares nothing for books is a
country making no intellectual progress.” And he narrated
how he had tried to improve himself, but the handicap of
an imperfect education had necessarily stood in his way.
Fortunately, however, as he assured Bowen, he was aware
of his limitations; he had read as much as he possibly
could, and always of the best authors. “And I think you
may take it from me that this stuff of yours doesn’t show
much promise. My dear boy, it isn't good------ ” And he
said it again, with heightened emphasis. “It’s not good,
it's bad.” Then he said quite cheerily that, after all,
authorship wasn’t everything. Important as it might be,
there were many more important things. And after that
he tore the proof in half and threw the pieces into an
immense waste-paper basket. “Tell Faulkner it doesn’t
matter and he needn’'t worry. [I'll get the thing done
somehow and T'll shove it in somewhere else. . . . Good
morning to you, Bowen.”

Eric Bowen went to the door and opened it, feeling
such a dead weight of disappointment as he had never
had to carry; feeling shame too, distress, disillusionment,
together with a horrible conviction that the criticism of his
literary effort was entirely justified. Then from the very
threshold he was called back.

“Stop. Wait a minute. Look here, Bowen. How would
you like to chuck your authorship for good and all, and
join forces with me?”

“I don't think there’s anything in the world that I
should like quite so much.”

““Oh, is that so? Well, we'll think about it,” and Cornish
rubbed his chin and stared at Eric. I believe I could
make you useful in half a dozen different ways.”
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Then he said something that altogether shattered Eric’s
external composure.

“I'm never one to beat about the bush. I feel as if I
could like you and trust you. I seem to have taken a
fancy to you, Bowen;” and he held up his hand to stop
Eric from speaking. ‘I should want references. I should
have to make sure that you are what you say you are.
Tell me, could you cut yourself free from your entangle-
ments?” As he said this there was a shrewd, an almost
roguish twinkle in his eye. ‘I mean your business en-
tanglements.”

“I think Faulkner would let me go.”

““Of course Faulkner would,” said Cornish, with a sudden
tone of stern authority. “Faulkner will do what I tell him
to do. But your frocks and frills—the other job—what-its-
name?”

Eric said that Beautiful Houses would undoubtedly
release him.

“All right. Good morning.”

But once more Cornish stopped him. “Mind you, I
can’t afford to let the Mayfair Gazette come to grief. Did
you ever hear that I am supporting it from sentimental
reasons?”

Eric said yes he had heard so, and did not add that
he had heard also how nobody believed it.

Now he learned that it was true. Cornish explained
with much enjoyment that he kept the Mayfair Gazette
going in order to give pleasure to his old mother. Old
Mrs. Cornish, it appeared, was a country woman, hating
London and declining to take any part in her son’s
splendours, but she liked to read the fashionable news in
the newspaper. In her youth the Gazette had seemed the
right paper to read, and she had read it ever since; it
gave her a weekly treat; she would have felt at a loss if
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deprived of her long continued amusement. So her affec-
tionate son had seen to it that there should be no break in
continuity. The few thousands a year that this solicitude
cost him were not worth considering.

Speaking of his mother Cornish became soft and gentle,
and once the eyelids blinked over his blue eyes.

“We can’'t do too much for our mothers, Bowen. . . .
The greatest love in a man’s life. That's Nature’s law and
there’s no dodging away from it. You haven't got one—
poor lad.” And he clapped him on the shoulder. “I think
you and I will get on. You're just the sort of fellow I've
been looking for. . .. Yes, I shall call you my prototype....
Good morning.”

During many days Eric lived in a whirl of the most
pleasurable excitement and anticipation. He was winding
up his affairs at Beautiful Houses; he was putting things
in order at the Gazette; soon he would be receiving a
princely salary and working under the great and all
powerful chieftain. For Cornish speedily declared himself
satisfied with the result of those inquiries and enrolled the
young man as aide-de-camp or junior staff officer at head-
quarters.

With evening hours as well as daylight hours entirely
occupied, Eric had no spare time in which to see Fernande;
but they talked to each other often by means of the bed-
side telephone.

She was enraptured on hearing of his high hopes. Her
voice rang loud and clear; he could hear her snapping her
fingers. “Eric, how divine! Tell me. He saw at once
how clever you are.”

Then Eric narrated his discomfiture.

“He said I couldn’t write—that my stuff didn’t even
show promise—and I should do no real good as an author.”
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There was a silence.

“Fernande, are you there? . . . Mr. Cornish said I had
no talent for writing.”

“It’s true, Eric.” And the voice was small and timid.
“I'm glad he told you that. I have wanted to for some
time, but didn’'t dare. Cyril thought just the same from
the first.”

“Then why did you let me go on?”

“It didn't matter—not in journalism. And I felt sure
you’d pull yourself into something big—just as you're going
to do now. Go on and prosper. Bless you.”

Her joy knew no bounds when, late one night, he
finally told her of his engagement. The telephone seemed
to laugh of itself, while she chattered delightedly. His
heart was touched as he recognised how unselfish she was
in her gratification. ‘“Now you'll be frightfully busy, and
I shan’t expect to see you for ages. Don't trouble about
me. Dismiss me from your mind. . . . Oh, Eric, I am so
happy, so immensely proud and happy. Your fortune’s
made. You're safe.” And once more she blessed him.

There was coldness in his farewell at Beautiful Houses,
and his exit from the Gazette was uncomfortable.

They did not like Cornish in Burlington Gardens, and
they seemed to think that Eric was deserting them for a
hostile camp. Miss Barrett, the editor, said this explicitly.

“Good-bye, Mr. Bowen,” she said, offering him a limp
hand. “And congratulations—oh, yes, certainly. But of
course you know that you are going over to the enemy.”

Eric said he did not know this.

“Oh, surely,” said grey-haired Miss Barrett, raising her
eyebrows. ““You must have heard of the feud. Our people
declined to bow down and worship at the shrine of Mr.
Cornish. At any rate, he’s the avowed foe of all our
group.”
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At the dusty old offices in Covent Garden Eric felt
with a pang that they would now grow dustier and dustier.
There would be no one to stimulate the charwoman, or to
make any struggle against the all-pervading grime. Mr.
Rice, who was looking at him so sorrowfully, would lose
heart, and let everything drift, feebly consoling himself at
all hours with tea and kippers and Mrs. Andrews. The
paper would stagger like a drunken man. Then he felt the
warmth of reassurance—it would go on staggering, on and
on. Mr. Cornish would never let it fall into the ditch—at
least not during the lifetime of that old lady in the country
who looked to her weekly treat.

“Ta-ta,” said Cyril. “T shall miss you here—not that
you care whether I do or not.”

““Of course I care,” said Eric.

“That’s very condescending on your part then,” and
Cyril gave an unmirthful laugh, and retired into his own
den. He wore an air of gloom, and seemed quite fabulously
untidy as to hair and garments. Plainly he had tried to
be cordial, but had failed.

Then Miss Shaw, the younger typist, drew Eric aside.
“I beg your pardon, sir’—they all called him <Sir”
nowadays—“Would you mind saying good-bye to Miss
Williams in the other room? I think she expects it.”

Big, broad-shouldered Miss Williams was standing by
her typewriting machine, and holding an unopened packet of
letter paper against her bosom. Her plump cheeks seemed
made of coloured stone, but her large eyes had a contrasted
softness, a swimminess, a brimming-over appearance.

“Good-bye, sir,” she said unsteadily. “B’lieve me, we
all wish you weren't leaving us. But we feel you've stayed
longer than could be hoped.”

“Good-bye,” said Eric. “And thank you for all your
kindness. Aren't you going to shake hands with me?”
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“Yes, if you wish it, sir,” and Miss Williams put down
the notepaper, in order to release her right hand. “Goo-
goo-bye,” and she made some funny sounds in her throat.
“No one like you—not that we can like—isn’t likely to
come in your place.”

Miss Shaw, the younger typist, was pulling at his coat-
sleeve. ““You'd better go now,” whispered Miss Shaw, “‘or
she’ll break down.”

Then as Miss Shaw led him out, she said in a matter-
of-fact tone, “There’s no sense in letting people make fools
of themselves, and I'm sure you didn't desire it any more
than T did.”

Cornish was a widower with one son and three daughters
of whom two were married. These two ladies and their
husbands and children apparently spent a not inconsider-
able part of their lives with the head of the family, who
indeed seemed to keep an almost patriarchal establishment
in Carlton House Terrace. Friends as well as relatives
found shelter there. People came into it for meals as if to
an hotel; other people borrowed its rooms for charitable
meetings and concerts; still more people aided the owner
in giving what were technically described as private parties.
But for a long while Eric Bowen had only transient glimpses
of this social side of its life. He had come there to assist in
its business, not its pleasures.

As he learned at once, Cornish was supposed to have
retired from active labours, but notwithstanding this legend
he seemed as fully occupied as he had ever been. He still
held a controlling interest in many of his old enterprises.
He had contracts for all sorts of engineering w'orks; he was
building a dam in Egypt, a railway in India, some docks
at Rangoon; he owned a line of ships trading in the China
Seas; he was in alliance with a Continental firm of banker-

Fernande 6
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financiers—not to mention the making of concrete, a sub-
stance that cropped up sooner or later in all his adven-
tures. Eric immersed himself in the study of these affairs,
determining to master their intricacies as soon as might be
humanly possible.

The room where he worked was at the back of the
house, and the massive table at which he sat was close in
front of one of the tall windows, through which he had a
pleasant view of power and grandeur as symbolised for
him by the Admiralty buildings, the Horse Guards Parade,
Downing Street, the India Office, the two great towers of
Westminster. Every building had its innumerable tradi-
tions of England and empire. Other workers came in and
out of the room, all of them substantial, mentally active
people, with no time to spare for dawdling or chatter. And
Eric thought ““Yes, they are dealing with realities, not futilities.”

As he sat there week after week he had a sensation
that every day he was growing bigger and stronger. All
his ideas seemed to have enlarged; his knowledge of the
world solidified; his whole grip on life tightened; and he
thought “It is because at last I can expend my energy on
things that matter. I too am face to face with realities.”

And the biggest reality of all was Cornish. When
Cornish came bustling into the room he was as real as a
phenomenon of nature itself. He was like the sea, with
his sun-burnt face and pilot’s clothes, or at least like a
top-sail breeze blowing everything before it. His energy
renewed the energy of others. His confidence made every
one confident.

“How goes it?" he used to say, just as he did at the
Gazette office. ““Hullo, Bowen! Getting along all right?
Don’t swot too much. That’s what we called it at school,
swotting;” and he laughed. “Remember, youre young.
No hurry. Plenty of time ahead of you.”



FERNANDE 83

Sometimes the chieftain whisked him away from his
task.

“Bowen, I want you. I'm running down to the Med-
way to go over the new works. Put on your hat My car’s
at the door.”

Eric loved these sudden unexpected flights from London.
Twice they literally flew away, going by air to Paris, and
another time to Berlin, on each occasion starting at less
than an hour’s notice. That the potentate showed a
marked preference for the newcomer’s society was obvious
to all the old members of his staff, but none of them
seemed to mind.

In gratitude for so much favour Eric undoubtedly
swotted with desperate conscientiousness.

July and August passed, and he refused to take any
holiday. September was nearly over, and still he sat en-
throned at his table. The house had become nearly empty
and almost silent. Cornish was in Scotland, his family
were scattered, and Eric felt tired but very proud. He
was practically in charge, the watch-dog, the humble yet
trusted guardian of immensely important interests.

Now for the first time, with leisure hours at his dis-
posal, he began to crave for the old well-tried companion-
ship. He longed for Fernande as the one person who
would be interested in every item of his recent experiences.
It would be delightful to tell her everything and hear all
her comments and reflections while she listened; and
meditating in this manner, he felt with great compunction
how completely he had neglected her, how extraordinarily
little he had thought about her during the last months.
As he knew, she and Cyril had returned to London. He
had made up his mind to seek her company soon again
when she herself wrote to him. She sent her letter late one

afternoon by special messenger.
6*
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“I want you,” she said, “to give me dinner and then
take me to the party at the International Conversation Club.
Tell me where to meet you. Please, please, please do this
for your poor old Fernande.”

Vi

THE place seemed very full, but it was the Carlton
Hotel of September, not of May or June; with its autumn
crowd of people from provincial towns combining business
and pleasure, continental tourists spending a night or two
here before the last stage of their homeward journey, a few
foreigners, and of course many Americans. Among the
palms and little tables of the hall one caught all accents
and all intonations. Mothers were marshalling their large
family groups on the steps that led to the dining-room,;
hosts raised their voices to welcome belated guests, or
leaned over the gilt balustrade of a side gallery to make
excited beckonings to them; exuberant comrades called too
loudly for cocktails to distant waiters; while here and there
quiet, discreet young men, Londoners like Eric, stood or
sat alone, suffering the enervation of delay as they glanced
alternately at the doors of the lobby and the clock by the
wall, until each in turn felt the same swift relaxing of
nervous tension, sprang into activity, and moved forward to
meet the brightly coloured exiguous frock that wras ap-
proaching him.

Eric’s eyes were on the clock when at last his turn
came, and as he directed them again to the doorway his
heart leapt within him. His friend had drawn near; she
was close beside him.

“How sweet of you! Am I very late?”

“Not a bit.”

There was nobody like her; not anybody could ever
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be like this friend of his. He had seen her insignificant,
almost shabby, three months ago; and now she was
splendid, as in his earliest memories of her, gorgeously
attired, the dark hair rigidly correct about her white
smooth brow, her head borne high, her whole face shining
at him, and her sweet adorable smile melting him in a
warmth of responsive affection. Yet at the first touch of
her hand, at the first sound of her voice, he knew that she
was in an emotional state different from any that he had
hitherto recognised. Directly she ceased to smile she had
the wistful expression that always affected him; but he knew
now that she was more than vaguely sad, she was in some
real trouble of mind.

He led her to the table he had engaged at the far end
of the big room, and they began their dinner. She asked
him no questions about his new life. All the narration that
he had expected to pour out for her interested comments
must stand over to some other occasion. They were to talk
of her, not of him, to-night.

“What is it, Fernande?” he said, after a little while.
“Tell me, won’t you?”

“Oh, my dear, it’s the same old story;” and she
shrugged her bare shoulders and tried to laugh. “Life is
too abominably complicated—and we should all be so much
happier if it was simple and easy.”

“Yes, but that isn’t what’s troubling you. You are used
to all that. What is it that has upset you?”

“It’s Cyril,” she said forcibly. ““Oh, he has been so
hateful to me.” Then her voice became piteous. “He
began at Trouville—making rows and fusses. He followed
me there. I told him not to come. I didn’'t want him there.
He was in my way. And he has gone on at me ever since.
To-day we quarrelled—badly—worse than we have ever
done. Eric, comfort me if you can.”
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She put her hand out towards him, and Eric held it for
a moment or so, pressing it hard, as one does when one
hopes to give another person courage or strength to bear
affliction. He saw her lips trembling, and he thought she
was going to cry. But she did not do so.

“This time,” she said, again with force, “I don’t feel
like making it up. No, I doubt ifI shall ever speak to him
again.”

“Do you mean you'll leave him?”

“Oh, I don’t know. After all I'm free. Why should I
let him bully me and torment me?” And she had an out-
burst that was almost violent in its intensity.

This seemed to give her relief.

Presently she consented to eat her food and drink her
wine. Then she smiled, nodded her head, and except for
an inward excitement, perceptible although controlled, was
more like her old self. For a time it was as if the distress
had gone out of her into her companion. Eric’s emotion
was difficult to stifle; he felt torn to pieces by sympathy,
indignation, and sheer yearning fondness. Nevertheless a
sense of paramount duty overcame instinctive reluctances
and /compelled him, not to defend Cyril, but at least to
plead extenuating circumstances on his behalf.

“Dear Eric, you're so good to me—always so good.”

She listened now meekly, even agreeing with some of
the. things he said.

“Fernande, I am sure it’s right to make allowances for
Cyril's queer temper, and his cynical way of talking.”

". “Cynical! He can keep his cynicism for other people.”

“He doesn’t mean to be unkind. When he wounds you,
you should try to remember------ 7

“Remember what?”

-“Well, that, no matter, what he says, he really and
truly loves you.”
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“Yes,” she said, “I believe he does—in his selfish
beastly way;” and she was bitter again. “At any rate he
knows that he couldn’t get on without me. . . . Oh, I can
tell you, I have frightened him to-day. He is ready to
crawl on all fours to be forgiven.”

“Then I think youw’ll have to forgive him.”

“We'll see. I shan’t be in any hurry.”

Eric had chosen the Carlton Hotel as the place for
dinner because of its nearness to the picture gallery at
which the International Conversation Club were holding
their reunion.

It was late before she spoke of going on to it, and
he suggested that she might wisely renounce this enter-
tainment altogether. But she said she felt obliged to go
there.

“Why? Youlll be bored stiff. It will be a horrible
mob. Fernande, I wish you wouldn’t. You are tired and
overwrought. You had ever so much better let me take
you home and sit with you quietly at the flat."

“No,” she said, with unexpected firmness, “we must
carry out the programme. And in any case I can’t have
you coming to the flat to-night.”

“Nonsense. Of course I shall see you home.”

“Then we part on the doorstep.”

“But why?”

“For good and sufficient reasons. . . . There. Get
up.” She herself had risen, and as she stood looking
down at him she began to laugh. She went on laughing.
“Come along.”

As they passed down the steps and through the now
deserted “‘palm lounge” she talked volubly and gaily.
Then in the outer hall her air seemed to become of a
sudden reckless, defiant. She looked round at him, put-
ting her hand on his arm and detaining him just when
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he thought they were to separate in order to let her get
her cloak.

“I want to show you something, Eric;” and again she
laughed. ““See for yourself.” She had taken him a few
paces and they stood side by side in front of a large mirror.
“See those two people! They seem made for each other,
don’t they? A dashed good-looking couple Z call them.
No, the man’s perfect; but I wouldn't trust the woman,
Eric, if I were you. There’s a touch of the devil in her.
Beware.” Then moving away she glanced back at him,
with a look that he had never seen in her face till now.

“Fernande,” he murmured.

But she had gone. She had swept into the ladies’
room without looking round a second time.

She kept him waiting, and when she reappeared she
was white-faced, grave, dignified, more splendid still in her
purple cloak, looking like a queen.

He told her so.

“A queen of misfortunes,” she said quietly. ““A queen
of hard knocks. . .. We'll walk, of course. Yes, I want to.
It's only round the corner.”

As soon as they had pushed through the swing doors
and were in the open air she slid her hand beneath his
arm and kept it there. The night was warm and fine.
In the side street beyond the Haymarket two streams of
coming and going vehicles stopped them; they stood
among other people in evening dress, and made their way
slowly towards the awning at the gallery doors. He felt
her hand quivering on his arm; she seemed now to vibrate
with excitement, as if she had been a child going to a
grand treat, and she laughed or whispered continuously.

“Are you ashamed of me? 1 won't disgrace you. I'm
not mad. But I think I'm wild with happiness at being
with you, dear—after such a fearful long time. To have
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you for an hour or two! ... Oh. ... Yes, I am tired—
only a little. . . . Suppose I dropped down in a fainting
fitt What would you do? Would you carry me to the
nearest chemist’s shop and stretch me out on the floor?
Could you carry me, Eric? Are you strong enough?
I would like to be carried right away from everybody—
by you.”

It was what he wanted to do. He wanted to snatch
her up and bear her right away, to solitude and silence,
to some hidden spot of this earth, island, forest, or hill,
where he would guard her and protect her from molesta-
tion, where they could for ever enjoy an uninterrupted,
undisputed companionship. The fantastic thought that her
words had aroused made him breathe fast and set his
heart drumming.

Three minutes later he had lost her in the crowd of
the picture galleries, and thence onwards for interminable
hours he saw her only at intervals and exchanged but a
very few words with her.

The party had been arranged in honour of some dis-
tinguished American lawyers, and, as he had predicted, it
was a dull and wearisome business.

The rooms were ill-ventilated, oppressively hot; one
noticed a few stars and ribbons of solemn politicians
clustered about the guests of honour; disconsolate chargés
d’affaires from the Embassies were bowing politely; and
many dozens of perspiring nonentities struggled hither and
thither aimlessly. From time to time music could be heard
through the roar of mingled voices. A more densely packed
mob that was like an unceasing football scrimmage along
the length of one wall indicated the position of the buffets
whereon were being served the light, the extremely light
refreshments.

Eric met some and Fernande many acquaintances. In
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glimpses he saw her talking excitedly, smiling, nodding,
moving restlessly about the rooms with her admirers.

Little by little the party grew thin. The stars and
ribbons had gone home; one after another the guests of
honour offered thanks and departed; and all at once Eric saw
Cyril. He was quite near, in a group of men by the devastated
buffet. He waved his hand and grinned but did not move.

Then, as if purposely, Fernande came towards them
and passed close by, and Eric saw that Cyril thought she
was going to speak to him. He pulled himself together,
took a step forward with a smile, his aspect and manner
suggesting at once diffidence, contrition, and bold denial
of wrong-doing. Evidently he had come here with a strong
wish to patch up the quarrel. But Fernande neither spoke
to him nor looked at him. Except for the hardness of her
face, he could not have known that she was aware of his
presence. She went on to the end ofthe room and absorbed
herself with other people. Next minute Cyril was gone.
Eric saw him strolling off towards the staircase. He did
not come back again.

At last Fernande herself consented to go. Again and
again Eric had asked her to come away, and now, with
only about thirty people left in the rooms, she owned that
there was no sense in staying any longer.

They were silent, both of them, as their cab rattled
westward through the empty streets. Then she again said
she was tired, and she kept on saying it. “Yes, you're
right, Eric. I'm tired—tired of everything—except you. . . .
But you oughtn’t to have come back with me. I told you
so. I should have been quite safe alone. Safer perhaps.
Never mind. . . . Comfort me a little.”

“Fernande.” He murmured her name, repeating it.

“Fernande.” He could not trust himself to utter any
other word.



FERNANDE QI

Then she said suddenly, ‘“Feel my hand.” And he
did so. “Is it hot?”

“Why, it’s burning—as though you were in a fever.”

After a minute, she was shivering. Her whole body
shook.

“Feel my hand again. . . . Well?”

“Fernande, it’s like ice;” and he began to rub it.

She drew it away and laughed. ‘“You needn’t trouble.
Itll be warm again of its own accord directly. I'm like
this sometimes. Everything seems to go out of me. I feel
done—just done; and the circulation begins to play tricks.
It's the nature of the animal. . . . No. Other women are
like it too—and then the danger is that one takes to drugs,
or does other foolish things. That's how accidents happen.”

When the taxi-cab stopped and they had both got out
she asked him if he intended to say good night or to
come upstairs for a few minutes. He said he would go up
with her.

“Very well,” she said calmly. “Then pay the cab and
let it go.”

She led him up the first flight of the stone stairs and
after that they walked side by side, with pauses, as if to
take breath, during which they stood still, looking at each
other. At every landing she switched on the light above
them and switched it off below them; and in the light he
saw how dreadfully white she was and how strangely
beautiful. In the semi-darkness she was ghostly, unreal,
incredible. Except when she stopped she did not look at
him, so that he saw only her profile, lovely as chiselled
marble, sweet as a white flower. She spoke when she stop-
ped on the second landing, and her smile while she stood
motionless was enigmatical, secret, and a little sad.

“There, Eric, that's enough. Yes, that's far enough.
Don’t come any farther.”
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“No,” he said breathlessly, as if to himself rather than
to her, “I must go on now;” and he took her hand and
they mounted the next flight with their bodies touching.

She took her hand away to use the latch-key. It was
dark in the hall. She went through the darkness into the
sitting-room, he following her and closing the door behind
them at the same moment that she turned on the lights.
Immediately she came to him and stood close in front of him.

“Take off my cloak.”

He unfastened the clasp at her throat, opened the
beautiful costly garment and was about to carry it to a
chair, but she pulled at it with her hands. ‘No, drop it.
Let it go;” and it fell to the ground by their feet.

She seemed to sway, her head drooping so that he
saw the back of her neck and her shoulders, and as if to
support herself she put an arm round his neck. Next
moment she raised herself and slowly put her face against
his. Then the other arm came round him and he saw
her face. She was leaning right back now, and she closed
her eyes and remained motionless. Silently he bent his
head and kissed her; and at the touch of her lips she
gave him the grip of love that he had never felt in his
whole life till now, holding him to her with all her strength,
setting him on fire from head to feet, filling him with an
excitement that was as delicious as repose, a joy that was
like relief after long continued pain. Yet, even in the
moment of his supreme delight, he was conscious of a
thought that had something like dread in it, an awe such
as innocence and ignorance feel invincibly at the unfolding
of knowledge and mysteriousness, a faint shrinking from
this final revelation of her power over him.

She had withdrawn her lips, and she murmured as if
in sleep. “Darling boy. Darling boy.”

Then she led him to the sofa, and they sat there, folded
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in each other’s arms. ““Don’t be afraid of me, Eric.” She
had read his thoughts. ““Yes, I know now what you meant
when you used to say you were a little afraid of me. You
needn’'t be. I'm not wicked. I'm nice really—nice to you
anyhow. . . . This is all I want.”

She nestled herself against him, and she seemed nowr
childlike, weak, small, as indeed most women are in their
moments of complete abandonment, when the outward
trappings of manner and convention have been stripped
away and they show themselves reduced to the lesser
dimensions of elemental personality. Her voice was small
like herself, a mere whisper.

“All T want, darling. Just to pretend that we are
everything to each other.”

“We are,” he said, kissing her.

“No, nothing. But I want to be comforted. I want to
pretend just for a minute or two that I belong to you—
instead of—instead of to anybody else. Oh,” and she
sighed. ““This is all I want. Nunc dimittis. Now let thy
servant depart in peace.”

They remained in this gentle embrace.

Then there were sounds at the outer door, and Eric
started up.

“That’s Cyril, isn’t it?”

“Yes, and about time,” she said, smiling.

Cyril came in, with a sprightly voice and a hang-dog air.

“Hullo! You two making a night of it? What?”

But again Fernande would not speak to him. She
picked up the cloak and went out of the room, her head
high, her face as hard as stone.

Cyril turned his back and stood by a small table on
which were decanters and glasses.

“Have a drink,” he said over his shoulder, and the
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glass tinkled as though his hand was tremulous and
clumsy. “I was glad to find you here, Eric. You see the
state of affairs—and I dare say you have put in a good
word for me. She’s damnably riled of course. But she'll
get over it. Don’t go. Stop with me a bit.”

The two men sat talking for more than an hour, but
nothing further was said concerning Fernande.

IX

FERNANDE, as Eric told himself, was his to do what he
pleased with; she had put her existence in his hands; she
loved him, not with cool kind sisterly regard, but with
ardent overpowering love, the love that ceases to measure
costs and consequences. Well, he would not fail her. He
felt self-glory and remorse. He had the mingled sensations
of a triumph and a disaster. The greatest thing in the
world had been given to him, and it was going to take
away from him everything else of value—his hopes of
material advancement, his career, his whole future; for he
saw quite clearly that he must at once lose his employment
with Cornish.

Eric felt immense regret, but no mean shrinking from
the inevitable. Nothing could have any weight with him
except Fernande. Henceforth his life-task was Fernande.

Early in the morning she had spoken to him on the
telephone, telling him to go to her at noon, and now he
was on his way to her.

The momentousness of the day’s coming decisions gave
a solemn air to the streets and houses; it seemed as if no
ordinary business was being conducted; the traffic moved
heavily and slowly; Sloane Square had the aspect of a
place in which people are waiting for some grave pageant
or ceremonial procession. Passing through it himself, he
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was thinking of Cyril. Cyril had trusted him. Cyril trusted
him even now.

And grotesquely, yet very painfully, there echoed in
these distressing thoughts the coarse words uttered by Cyril
at the opening of the intrigue. As they sounded again to
his mental ear he seemed to see Cyril visibly before him,
pointing at him with a yellow, tobacco-stained finger,
warning him so grossly. “If you ever made love to her
you wouldn’'t get far. You'd get about as far as a snow-
ball in hell.”

Alas, that prophecy had gone down badly.

Poor Cyril. Eric had a wry smile.

Stirred now by the strength of the desire she had
awakened in him and looking back at the past, he seemed
to see that all these eighteen months had been but a
slow unceasing preparation for the catastrophe. He and
Fernande had been like two semi-detached houses standing
side by side, built both of them of combustible materials,
with wood work turning to tinder in the sunshine until a
spark falls, a wind blows, and at the same moment they
both burst into flame and are devoured together. He asked
himself if either had really guessed the danger. Yes, he
had—but not Fernande. That is, not till last night, when
it was too late and nothing could avert the conflagration.

He did not for a moment realise how entirely he had
been controlled by Fernande from the beginning to the
end; nor did he remotely guess that she was still to go on
controlling him.

“Well, Eric?”
She was writing letters at Cyril's desk, and she did

not rise to welcome him until the maid-servant had re-
closed the door.

He was going to kiss her, but she stopped him.
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“No, dear. I ask you not to. You and I must talk
business—quietly and sensibly.”

She was shabbily dressed again, her hair loose, her
face unpowdered; but he understood that it no longer
mattered how she looked. Her changes and transfigurations
might affect other people, but not him. He would see in
her now always the woman he desired, the woman without
whom he could scarcely continue to breathe and exist.

“Eric, how shaken you seem. Didn’t you sleep well
last night?”

“I didn’t sleep at all.”

“No more did I,” and she smiled. ‘“We can’t be sur-
prised at that. Insomnia is the recognised punishment of
grown-up people who behave like naughty foolish children.
And we were very naughty and foolish. At least 7 was.
But you understand of course that it can’t go on.”

“I understand that I can’t go on deceiving Cyril.”

“You have not deceived him, and you are not going
to deceive him. Don’t worry about Cyril—except in so far
as he concerns us. Now listen;” and she talked to him in
a tone that was certainly very businesslike, telling him that
they must disregard the mutual manifestations of yesterday,
indeed forget them altogether, and get back immediately
to their old safe and comfortable intercourse. ““You see,
dear, we have no choice in the matter. I put it to you,
what else can we do?”

“You can come away with me.”

“Suppose I said yes, then one of two things would
happen. Either we should get tired of each other in a
fortnight or we shouldn’'t want to part again after the
fortnight.”

“l didn’t mean us to part. I wasn’t thinking of a
fortnight. 1 was thinking of for ever.”

“That’s out of the question,” she said firmly. “A nice
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incubus I should be to you, my poor Eric. Besides, in no
circumstances could I consent to leave Cyril.”

“But last night you talked as if you had almost made
up your mind to do it.”

“Oh, no. You are quite mistaken;” and she spoke
rapidly. ““Of course I never said anything of the sort.
And T have told you—anyhow you aren’t to remember the
rubbish 1 said. I don’t think I knew what I did say.”

She was sitting on the sofa and she had made him
sit on a chair opposite to her. Now he got up and went
to the window, and stood there looking down through a
long side street at a narrow glimpse of the river, with
barges towed in midstream, and on its farther shore
the white stone embankment and yellowing foliage of
Battersea Park. And he thought that he had never seen
this view, for often as he had been in the room he had
not once visited it by daylight. It was one of those in-
sanely trivial thoughts that obtrude themselves in the midst
of the sharpest pain and the strongest emotion. He felt
wounded to death, angry, miserable.

“Mistaken, was I?” he said bitterly, not turning, with
his eyes still on the river. ‘“Mistaken all along? Very
stupid of me. 1 suppose it amounts to this. On reflection
you don’'t care for me. You've never been really fond
of me.”

“That’'s not true,” and in her voice there was a little
break and the deepening note that stirred him to his
depths. “Haven’t I shown you? Haven't I proved it? I
am very fond of you—infinitely, disastrously more than
you would believe if I told you. That’s the real trouble.”

“Fernande, I do believe—I want to believe,” and he
came to her from the window. “Say you are acting now.
Say this is the pretence—mnot the other. Fernande, dar-
ling, you were mine then.”

Fernande 7
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“No, Eric, I wasn’'t yours. I can’t be yours—not in
the way you mean.”

“You were. I felt it; I knew it. And you shan't—
I won't let you change your mind and take yourself from
me.”

He had caught hold of her, and he tried again to
kiss her.

“No,” she said. “Eric, I have asked you not to,” and
she resisted him forcibly. “Oh, very well;” and with a
shrug of the shoulders she ceased all opposition. “Kiss
me then.” Holding her in his arms he kissed her. She
was neither limp nor rigid, firmly passive, her face cool and
without a tremor beneath his searching lips. ““You can go
on kissing me as long as it amuses you. But there’s not
much to it, is there? . . . What, tired already? You can't
find the lady who hugged you last night, can you? Now
don’t be angry. She has gone. She has given up her
tenancy of the flat. You'll never find her here again.”

He had released her, and he walked about the room,
staring at its familiar objects and hating them all as the
inanimate witnesses of his shame and distress.

“Fernande, you are cruel to me.”

“Am I? Why? It’s for your sake every bit as much as
for mine. And remember, I told you from the beginning
that I valued our friendship above everything. Please, please
don’t let us spoil it.”

“You know as well as I do that what has happened
makes it impossible.”

“I don't, I don’t,” she said eagerly. “Eric, we can save
it still. It’s worth struggling for.”

“I shan't struggle. You haven't played fair. You have
simply cheated me.”

“Eric!”

But he could not check himself now. His pride was
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lacerated, jealousy possessed him, and he said unpardon-
able things to her. He was unable to refrain, yet knowing
that if he hurt her he was hurting himself more frightfully,
knowing too that with every word he was increasing her
power over him, inflaming his wounds, rubbing poison into
them.

“You speak of Cyril. But you are not faithful to him.
Give me a truthful answer for once.”

“Yes, I am—in essentials.”

“What does that mean? You must be faithful or not.
You must be one thing or the other.”

“lI am as faithful as Cyril wants me to be.”

His jealousy stung him, and he went on more out-
rageously.

“Eric, stop.”

But he could not stop. He burst into a bitter tirade
against her. The words came, senseless words, and it was
as if he merely repeated them without further thought,
and yet he suffered more at every word. Even while he
gave way to it, his violence seemed to him his crowning
humiliation.

She watched him, trembling, moving her hands, uttering
little cries. Then with a louder and more piteous cry she
sprang up, and answered him with passionate strength.

“Who is unfair now? Eric, you're worse than unfair.
You're ungenerous—you’'re mean. . . . Oh, how dare you?
How dare you?” And she too became violent. ““Think
what you like. Suppose it’s true—all you've said. I'm not
responsible to you—or any other man. Damn you all—
since you've gone over to their side. You're all the same
—the lot of you. It's I who have been a fool, thinking
that you were a little different from the rest. . . . And
listen to this. I think it’s contemptible of you to have for-

gotten our solemn bargain. For, say what you please, it
7*
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was a bargain. You are the cheat, not I. We were to
help each other, and I have helped you—God knows I've
tried to. Then when Z want help, oh, no.” Her voice
broke, and it seemed that tears were coming. But she went
on again, dry-eyed, and fiercely reproachful. ‘“Nothing for
me—all for you. You're ready to take the last little bit
of good out of me to give you pleasure.”

“Fernande, I am sorry.”

“You may be sorry or glad for all I care. I am done
—1I am finished. . . . But I'll make you understand. Just
listen—and take it in if you can. I have nothing to justify,
nothing to excuse. What I have felt for you, I------ 7

And suddenly, unexpectedly, her anger deserted her.
She sat down, hid her face on the sofa cushions, and wept.

““Oh, Eric, I think you have broken my heart—all that
was left of it unbroken—my poor, tired, knocked-about
heart. . . . No, leave me alone. Don’t touch me. I tell you,
don’t touch me.”

He was standing over her, looking down at her dark
head, her poor quivering back. And what she said now
pierced him, made him bleed. If her heart was broken, so
was his.

“Oh, Eric------ If you only knew what you are to me.
No, what you have been to me—for you're nothing to me,
after this. Cheated you! How could you have said that?
When I have given you more than any man has ever had
from me—all the best of me—all that was worth having.
But that’s not enough. You wanted the dregs. You wanted
to drag me down again—right down. . . . Oh, God. . . .
And T thought because you were clean and good, that you
would never go back on me—that you'd help me to lift
myself and keep above—keep above. . . .”

“Fernande, I am sorry.”

“All right. Don’t trouble. You—you can just clear
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out. . . . And don’t return here—ever. I don’t want to see
you again—not ever.”

“Do you mean that?”

“Yes, I mean it.” She got up, dried her eyes, and stood
away from him. “There, good-bye—and good luck.” She
was hard and firm. “What are you waiting for?”

“Very well,” he said. “Good-bye,” and he held out
his hand.

“No,” she said. I shan’t shake hands with you;” and
as he went out of the room she was looking at him very
much as she had looked at Cyril last night.

But then before he had reached the hall door she came
running after him and called him back.

“Eric, stay. I can't let you go like this.”

He returned to the room with her, believing that she
had relented entirely and that she was about to offer all
that she had refused. Yet believing this he felt no elation.
He was tired, worn out.

However, she had no such purpose. She said that in
his present temper she could not trust him not to do some-
thing foolish, and that certainly work was out of the ques-
tion for him this afternoon. ““Take me somewhere to lunch,
Eric. . . . Come, be a man of the world. Don’t sulk. . . .
Think, we aren’t babies—either of us. In a hundred years
from now we'll both be dead—or very, very old people;”
and she actually laughed. “Then how absurd all this fuss
will seem—if we remember it. Eric dear, I challenge you.
I am hungry. I want food. Show yourself to be what you
are really—a gallant gentleman. I'll just change into some-
thing decent. T'll be awfully quick. Then you shall give
me lunch at the Hyde Park Hotel, and afterwards you can
take me into the park and we’ll sit under the trees or have
tea at that place in Kensington Gardens.”

And she made him do it.
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She was charming; she soothed him, she cooled him.
She talked of his work, of his future; and he having adopted
an attitude of not any more caring, not any more suffering,
most resolutely maintained it. Banishing all signs of emo-
tion, he ceased for the time to feel any.

When they separated at last she smiled and pressed his
hand and whispered to him.

“Eric, send me home easy in my mind. Say it’s all right
between us.”

He did not reply.

“Isn’t it all right? The same as before?”

“It’s all right, Fernande, but it can never be the same.”

“Yes, for my sake, Eric—for both our sakes.”

She walked away from him quickly, and he stood watch-
ing her till she disappeared. He was like a wounded man
who has concealed his state in order to go on active duty.
Now that the duty had been accomplished his wounds
tortured him again.

X

TEN days are a long time in the life of a young man.

They can form a period sufficient to soften pain, to take
the edge off the sharpest disappointment, to make the most
bitter grief seem already at a distance; and this is espe-
cially true if, as was the case with Eric Bowen, the young
man is actively engaged and being given no leisure during
which to brood on himself and his sorrow.

Mr. Cornish had come home, the house was full of move-
ment, with everyone busy; at the end of a hard week, but
a week full of very interesting work, Eric felt that, self-
respect and proper manly pride aiding, he was in a much
more healthy condition. His nervous excitement had gone;
he was ashamed of having fallen a victim to it. But the
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resolution made in the midst of his storm of emotional dis-
tress had not wavered. That wonderful friendship with
Fernande, since she had not allowed it to change in char-
acter, must cease altogether.

After the ten days he wrote to her telling her that they
must part. Naturally he spoke of his gratitude for all the
benefits that she had showered upon him in the past; nor
could he refrain from plainly indicating, with words per-
haps too impassioned, the new sort of love that she had
unfortunately awakened. He was aware that his pen en-
deavoured to run away with him. He checked it, but did
not pull it up short.

“You said, too truly, that the help was all on one side
and that I had never helped you; and it is dreadful to me,
darling Fernande, to close the account between us with this
tremendous debt unpaid, this overwhelming total of gratitude
owing to you and never, never to be paid. How can Ipay
—since you will not take me myself in payment? To remind
you that, ifyou had wished for them, every drop of my blood
and every thought of my mind were entirely yours, would
only be going back to the forbidden ground of our argument
the other day,; andyou saidyourself there must be no going
back to it. But please believe and always remember this. If"
the time comes when I can ever serve you, I will be your

Sfaithful servant. I would come from the ends of the earth to
help you. There is nothing in the universe that I would not
do foryou. And this I swear will be as true twenty years
hence as it is now.”

Then came the note or echo of passion, as he asked
for her consent to their parting and begged that she would,
as a last generous kindness, aid him to make it irrevocable.

“Z have so greatly lost my strength that I could not seeyou
now and not want you. I could not live within reach
of you and yet be forced to live without you. I must
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hear you speak to me and feel you touch me only in
memory. But I will act on all your past counsels; so
your care and thought will not be wasted. You shall still
be my guiding star; but I must follow its reflected light and
never dare to raise my eyes and meet its direct rays. They
would blind me, they would make me mad. I should want
to pull the star down—again thinking that it was not really
millions of miles away, but quite close, within the reach of
my hands. That is why I bidyou Good-bye and sav that
we must remain apart. Your ever grateful Eric.”

She wrote in reply by return of post.

“Thank you, dear Eric, for your very beautiful and
poetical letter. I think it is the sweetest letter that a man
ever wrote a woman.

“Now let me say at once that on reflection I think
you are right. Yes, you are absolutely right, and it shall be
as you have decided. Oh, but I am sad. Fernande.”

This brief response surprised him and relieved him.
She consented. And he thought with a strange mixture
of pain and satisfaction that Fernande was gone from him,
but-his career, all his hopes of worthy achievement, of
doing some decent work in the world decently, now re-
mained to him.

He thought of her tenderly and sadly, almost as one
thinks of the dead, feeling the widely diffused but not
altogether unbearable pain that comes to us with our
recollection of those we once loved and have long lost.
It was as if he said to himself, “Whatever she denied or
held back from me, whatever my doubts of her, I never
really doubted that in the depths of her heart she was
fond of me and true to me. And now darkness and loneli-
ness have come again between her and me. She was, and
she has ceased to be. With these living eyes of mine I
shall never see her again—my sweet magical Fernande.”
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Three days later he was having tea with her at
Claridge’s.

She insisted on an oral leave-taking. She had no wish
to upset their settled plans—far from it—but they must
meet and have this final talk; for otherwise, as she said,
there would be a soreness, even a sense of personal humilia-
tion, in all her memory of their adieux.

They sat in a corner as remote as possible from other
tea-drinkers, and there were long silences when neither
spoke. Dressed in black and very simply, she had an
aspect so spiritualised as to make her seem weak and
fragile. Altogether, and on both sides, the thing was a
tender fluttering sort of experience, like the meal of two
convalescents in a hospital, the first time that they are
allowed to sit up after an operation.

“I shall never come here again,” she said, with a kind
of gently resigned sadness. ‘It was here that we made
our vows. Do you remember? 1 begin to hate these
places. They get on my nerves. They are places of hope
and renunciation, of promises and farewells.”

Then after another silence she spoke in a low hurried
voice.

“Eric, dear, is it really necessary to tear ourselves into
little bits? You say you're weak, but you aren’t really.
You're very strong. I never guessed that you possessed so
much strength;” and she asked him if they might meet
from time to time, not very often, but occasionally, in the
old happy way. I should like to, Eric;” and she looked
at him, smiling piteously. ““Halfa loaf—even a few crumbs
from the loaf—would be better than no bread at all.”

He told her very gently that this was impossible. As
he had said, he could not trust himself.

“But you can trust me, Eric. I won't make you un-
happy again.”
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Then she said that a friend of Cyril’'s, a rich Jewish
lady, had lent them a cottage on the river near Pang-
bourne, and that at least Eric must agree to spend one
week-end there with them, if only for the sake of appear-
ances. Cyril already was asking suspicious questions.
Things would be horribly difficult for her if Cyril dis-
covered that there was a complete break ofthe ancient bond.

“So you have made it up with Cyril?”

“Oh, yes,” she said wearily. ‘“He has had a lesson.
Besides------ But, no, I won't afflict you with my petty
annoyances. Now,” and she smiled again, not quite so
sadly, ““what about next Saturday to Monday?”

He told her that he could not go to stay with them
at the borrowed cottage.

“Very well. Then I won't urge you—at any rate not
now. Eric dear, Pm not going to be selfish. I promise
you I won’t be selfish.”

“You are never selfish, Fernande.”

“I have tried not to be, with you. .. . No, I have been
too fond of you for that. Yet many people would say I
have done you a great wrong. . . . [ can’t help it, dear.

But above all I want you to know that I understand your
state of mind.”

She had preserved that air of spirituality till now; but
now she began to make suggestions of a very material
character, and the brisk businesslike manner that he was
almost forgetting began to assert itself.

“You know, Eric, I shall be frightfully anxious about
you—first, because you won’t have me to take care ofyou;
and secondly, because it is after a crisis of this kind that
men run into dangers and get into bad messes. Of course
the best thing for you at the present time would be to
find some other woman who could be to you all that I
can’t be.”
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“No, II0.”

“Yes, dear—some one nice and safe, to make you
happy again—to make you forget me altogether.”

“I shall never do that, Fernande.”

“Dear Eric.”

Her charm was upon him; and yet, although he pro-
tested against her suggestion, he knew that in it there was
essential wisdom. He felt now that in spite of hard work
and perhaps big success the world would be for him very
dull and blank. He would be miserably lonely. She had
taught him the habit of feminine companionship, and per-
haps he could not do without it. If not hers, then some-
body else’s.

He went to the riverside cottage. She made him go
to it for the last week-end that she and Cyril would them-
selves spend there.

He had heard her voice, not as he proposed in memory,
but on the telephone. It was late at night, and her words
sounded close to him in the silent room, as though mys-
teriously she had come to his bedside and was stooping
over him to get her lips near to his ear.

“Yes, you must come, dear, for your own sake, not for
mine. You are to meet a nice little new friend. . . . Eric,
are you listening? 1 have found a playmate for you.
Young, pretty, and no scruples. What do you say to
that?”

“That you are very kind, but it’s no good.”

“Nonsense. You don’t mean that, really;” once more
she seemed to have read his half acknowledged thoughts.
“An ideal playmate for my lonely boy. Do you hear?”
And she laughed faintly. ““She is quite emancipated. So
this time you may be as enterprising as you like.”

“Fernande, why do you say all this?”
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“Hush! Tl tell you about the train to-morrow. You're
to come early in the afternoon. Yes, you shall have every
opportunity.”

Then the voice grew sad and serious.

“Now, am I unselfish or not? Would any other woman
prove her love—for I do love you, Eric—would she prove
it in this particular way, as I am doing?”

““But I don’t want such a proof. I don’t like it.” He
went on talking until another voice spoke, a masculine voice,
asking him what number he required, and he understood
that Fernande had disconnected the wire.

Her party at the cottage consisted of Cyril, Eric, old
Mr. Letronne the art critic,c who was an undeviatingly
faithful admirer or follower of her, and, lastly, Miss Daphne
Anderson.

They had now reached mid-October; but on this Satur-
day and Sunday the weather was amazingly kind, giving
them warm tranquil airs, soft skies, and a sunshine that
was bright without strength, joyous without fierceness. The
river lay shining and trembling in the gentle glow, with
fiery woodlands, brown ridges, green meadows, on either
hand. Pursuing her solicitous plans, Fernande sent her
two young guests out in a dinghy to enjoy the afternoon
and to become better acquainted.

“Don’t drown yourselves,” she said, with a rather
spurious gaiety, ‘““and come back before five. Mr. Letronne
wants a game of bridge after tea.”

“Isn’t she sweet?” said Miss Daphne Anderson, as the
liny boat glided away with Eric sculling. “I have always
thought all the world of her. She’s more than fascinating,
she’s magnetic. I love being with her.”

“But you don’t see a great deal of her, do you?”

“No—not nearly as much as I should like. Of course
that’s so wonderful with her, one. seems to know her quite
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well at once—and then she rather keeps you at arm’s
length. Do you know what I mean? Cyril is easier of
approach,” and Daphne laughed. “Cyril is too awful, isn’t
he? 1 don’t stick at a trifle. But Cyril is the limit, isn’t
he? . . . What was I saying? Oh, Fernande, yes. I adore
her. But if you understand, I have wooed her but never
won her. She’s like that. Perhaps I oughtn't to have ex-
pected anything else in my case. What could a magnifi-
cent, splendid, clever woman of her sort want with a poor
little ass like me? Yet I always feel Pd sooner go to her
if I was in a hole than to anyone I know. Pd sooner con-
fess my sins to her than anyone—I mean if I had kicked
over the traces higher than usual—if I had steeped myself
in crime. She would be terribly shocked, but she’d help
—she’d help for all she was worth.”

“I am sure she would.”

“Well, I was never more surprised in my life, but I
jumped for joy, when I got her letter inviting me here.
Shall T tell you what she said?” And Miss Daphne
laughed again. ““She said that I was going to meet a very
attractive young man.”

“T suppose he will be coming down by a later train,”
said Eric, smiling. “Evidently he hasn’t arrived yet.”

“Oh, he’s here all right—the person she meant. Ofcourse
I can’t say if the description is justified. PII tell you on
Monday morning. . . . But Fernande forgot something. I
have met the person before. Naturally he himself has for-
gotten it. I never make a lasting impression.”

“But I beg your pardon, I remember perfectly. We
met at dinner at the Faulkners.”

Daphne was that girl who had been at the flat on the
night when he first saw Fernande. It seemed that he had
scarcely noticed her then, and yet in fact he now remem-
bered her appearance quite well. But she had changed;
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in maturing a little she had improved. She was still ab-
surdly young. Her fair hair, her unpainted, sun-burnt face
with freckles on each smooth cheek, her friendly blue eyes,
her quick, almost birdlike movements of her head, all
enhanced the aspect of extreme and innocent youth. Eric,
looking at her, so fresh and apparently untried by life, felt
twinges of regret that she was not really innocent, but
rather the reverse. He observed that she had acquired a
curiously energetic way of talking, varying this, however,
with her original childish style of prattle. And instead of
giggling she now laughed, rather prettily. On the whole,
Daphne was not without charm.

He drew her on to talk of herself.

As it seemed, she plainly disclosed her emancipated
condition. She said she had given her father and mother
fits by determining to lead an independent life. They could
not stop her, poor dears, because she had a little money
of her own, ““mighty little,” four hundred a year, just
enough to go to the devil with, as daddy said. She was
an artist, mad keen but without a scrap of talent, painting
pictures that also gave fits. She lived with another girl
and shared a studio. They belonged to a group of girls
of similar tastes, with crowds of boy friends—darlings,
rotters, and sheer dead-beats.

Eric had ceased to scull, they were drifting idly with
the stream.

“Now,” she said, ““my turn, please. It’s time I did a
little work.”

Of all boats a dinghy is the most intimate. The rower
and the rowed are so very near together that they can see
each transient facial expression, the colour of eyes, the
shape of'teeth; and when they exchange positions they are
forced to do a certain amount of holding or clinging lest
the friendly little boat should upset with them. In these
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circumstances all sense of strangeness soon wears off, ac-
quaintance ripens quickly.

Eric was sculling again as they came back towards
the house and gardens of the rich Jewish lady. Dusk
was falling, all the light had gone from the wooded ridge,
and an immense golden sky disdained to war against the
deepening shadows. Fernande, waiting for them on the land-
ing-stage, heard their voices and their laughter as the boat
drew near, creeping through the twilight. She clenched
her hands and bit her lip, but was very gay, laughing
herself now that they were silent, as she aided Daphne to
alight and reproached them both for being atrociously
late.

“Does it matter?” said Daphne.

“No, not a bit,” said Fernande, and they all three
walked together to the house.

This riverside cottage was in fact a villa of the largest
size; richly furnished, full of a commonplace luxuriousness,
with all the usual refinements both of comfort and decora-
tion that are provided by tradesmen for wealthy clients
not apt at picking and choosing. Mrs. Adolph Lynch, the
widowed owner, was on the Continent; but her servants
were here, her food, her wines, liqueurs, and cigarettes.
She had lent to Cyril no mere empty shell, but a going
concern. Distant, invisible, yet lavishly hospitable, she was
the real hostess, not Fernande, and many little jokes were
made concerning her. The art critic spoke of her as
Cyril’s latest conquest. Fernande spoke of her contemp-
tuously in this relation, saying that grey hair had no terror
for Cyril and she believed he made all his lady loves show
him their bank book before declaring his passion. ““Ten-
nyson must have been thinking of people like you, Cyril,
when he said, ‘Dinna philander for money, but go where
money is.””
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Cyril bore these gentle chaffings with great equanimity.
He said after a while gravely that Mrs. Adolph Lynch was
a real friend, one in a thousand, a woman of the highest
intelligence.

They were having tea in Mrs. Lynch’s oak parlour, a
room that the decorators had thought would stimulate the
imagination. It might be Early English or Early German
or of any other period.

Daphne looked pretty without her hat; her fair hair
shone in the firelight, for logs were blazing on the period
hearth to give cheerfulness rather than warmth. She was
demure, charming, as she stood by Fernande’s side at the
tea-table and then carried tea-cups and cake-dishes. “No,
please let me,” she said prettily. I love pretending to be
domestic.” She told Cyril to sit quiet. ““You know, old
age has its privileges;” and she smiled at them all.

Eric, as he watched her, thought, and again with regret,
what a pity it was that her morals were not as good as
her manners. It was like the regret that one feels when
one looks at a seemingly original work of art and is told
that it is in truth a copy, a sham, not at all what it
appears to be. Fernande watched him watching her.
Indeed, she observed him narrowly throughout these two
days.

At dinner Daphne talked wildly and foolishly. Both
the elder men applauded her, and lured her to fresh
audacities; Mr. Letronne blinking his heavy eyelids, quiver-
ing like a large suet pudding, chuckling hoarsely; while
Cyril sniggered, and murmured, “Angelic. Priceless. You
surpass yourself, my cherub.” Fernande let her talk, made
no slightest attempt to stop her, but instead watched
Eric’s face, as if trying to see what effect was being made
upon him.

After dinner on the Sunday Eric and Daphne went
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for a stroll in the garden, and prolonged their absence in-
ordinately. Or so it seemed to Fernande. She went out
on the gravel by the lighted windows, listening for their
voices. Then she came back to the room and stood near
the wood fire, shivering.

“Cyril, it'’s cold. Did that fool of a girl take a cloak
with her? If not, she’ll catch her death of cold.”

“Oh, I expect Eric won't let her do that,” said Cyril,
sniggering. ““He’ll do his best to keep her warm.”

Then Fernande was jngry. “Oh, for God’s sake don’t
try to be funny;” and she stamped her foot on Mrs. Lynch’s
parquetry hearth.

“What’s the matter? Why so nervy all at once?”

“Your beastly disgusting attempts at humour are enough
to make anyone nervy;" and Fernande endeavoured to
laugh, because her fat admirer, Mr. Letronne, was looking
at her wonderingly.

“Honestly those two ought to come in. . .. Cyril, go
and fetch them.”

“No, my beloved. Go yourself, if you like. My motto
is Live and let live.”

Then at last Fernande did go.

“Look at the clock,” she cried suddenly. It’s five
minutes to eleven. They must be mad;” and she hurried
out of the room.

This time she saw them at once. They were coming
along a broad path that led past the lawns to a summer-
house. They came silently, side by side, but with nearly
all the space of the path between them, and Fernande
asked herself if they had unlinked their hands and arms
just before they came into sight

“Ah, there you are,” she said loudly. T was getting
absolutely frightened about you. I'm glad you took a
wrap, Daphne.”

Fernande 8
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Daphne went to bed almost immediately, and Eric sat
with the others. He was very silent, obviously not listening
to their talk, full of his own thoughts. Fernande asked
herself a hundred questions.

She noticed at breakfast next day that he and Daphne
scarcely spoke to each other. During the short train
journey everybody was reading newspapers. At Paddington
they all parted. She saw Eric carrying a bag for Daphne
and putting it in a taxi-cab. He shut the cab door, took
off his hat, and came back to Fernande.

“Good-bye, Eric,” she said, looking at him anxiously.
“Take care of yourself.”

She did not see him again for more than six months.

XI

HE was back among the realities.

“Now, young man,” said Mr. Cornish jovially, ““it’s high
time to see what you're really made of. You and I must
put our heads together.”

Cornish was giving all his attention to the marvellous
new concrete that he had named “Virilité¢”; it was doing
very well, but he intended to make it do much better; he
wanted to have a big boom for Virilité, then to wash his
hands of it and think of something else.

“So you can pack your traps, Bowen, and be off to
the works. Get a room at Rochester and stay a fortnight.
I can't give you longer.”

And he further explained that, swotting all day and
all night too if necessary, Bowen was to master Virilité,
its manufacture, its uses, its ultimate possibilities.

“When you return I expect you to know as much
about it as I do myself,” said Cornish; “so that if I
wanted, I could make you my representative in the whole
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business. Ha, ha,” and he laughed. “That makes you
stare. What's to-day? The sixteenth. Very well. Return
on the first of November.”

Eric had his fourteen days of concrete, and returned
with stores of knowledge and a satisfactory testimonial
from the manager of the works.

Then there were some public demonstrations of the
manifold virtues of the material itself. On the slope of a
hill above the Medway high thin walls of Virilité had been
erected, fantastic roofless houses, fairylike girderless bridges,
of Virilité, and these were attacked with hydraulic batter-
ing rams, dynamite cartridges, and other destructive agents;
—and of course all to no purpose. The wonderful Virilité
resisted every enemy. There were other erections at a
convenient distance, vast beflagged tents containing a ple-
thoric luncheon for the innumerable visitors, who included
among them potentates of the first magnitude, minor
notabilities such as generals in command of districts, ad-
mirals of the fleet, members of both Houses of Parliament,
as well as a very strong muster of newspaper reporters.
The hillside seemed black with people when Cornish
arrived in his car.

“Bustle about among the pressmen,” he said to
Bowen. “Be busy, my lad. Sing the song to them.
Stick like wax to them—and see they have enough to
drink.”

It was a successful day, and a little later he announced
that he felt pleased with Bowen'’s intelligent activity.

“Yes, you're doing well,” he said, smiling. ““So now I
am going to throw a biscuit to a good dog.”

He explained then that he had made up his mind to
spend a hundred thousand pounds on advertising Virilité.

“A hundred thousand pounds,” Eric echoed, feeling

staggered- by the magnitude of the sum, and thinking of.
8
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poor Mr. Rice, the advertisement manager of the Gazette.
What would Mr. Rice have thought had he heard such a
figure mentioned in regard to advertising?

“No doubt it seems a lot of money to you,” said
Cornish; “‘and it is a lot of money—a lot to go out unless
you are sure of more coming in. But nowadays there’s no
use in fiddling away at advertising. You must do it or
leave it alone. It’s the small advertisers, not the big ones,
that lose their money.”

Then he said he wanted Eric at once to set about
making a plan for this publicity campaign. The plan or
scheme should be worked out in conjunction with two
well-known firms of advertisement contractors and agents,
but it was to be Eric’s scheme. He said that with all his
journalistic experience Eric ought to know the ways of
advertising inside out; he should be able to secure the
cleverest artists, the best writers, and so on; and he must
“get right down to it and swot again.” The scheme when
approved must be carried out within a month, for Cornish
desired “to hit hard and fast.” Finally he said that Eric
was to make a bargain to share their commission with the
advertisement agents. ““Half and half. Theyll jump at
the chance. And that'll put a little money in your pocket
without taking any out of mine. The newspaper people
will allow them anything up to ten per cent, on their
orders. That would be ten thousand. Divide ten thousand
by two. Five thousand. Not to be sneezed at, eh?” And
Mr. Cornish rubbed his hands together and laughed con-
tentedly. ““That’'s what I call throwing a biscuit. And
there’s plenty more biscuits in the box.”

His scheme was approved, and Eric conducted the
business to an end, with a slight modification as to its
money terms. By consenting to take less than a half share,
he made those two firms agree to work on a seven instead
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of a ten per cent, basis, and to put back the balance of
their commission into the scheme. Thus Mr. Cornish was
given a hundred and three thousand pounds worth of
advertising, instead of the one hundred thousand’s worth
for which he paid. Eric, in his turn explaining, diffidently-
reported all this.

“Then what do you get out of it, Bowen?”

“Over two thousand pounds.”

“I see. You might have done better for yourself, but
then you wouldn’t have done so well for me. Yes, that'’s
as it should be. Good. Very good.”

Soon then he announced that he intended to launch
Virilit¢ as a company, and that he saw no reason why
he should not make Eric a director. Eric could use some
of his recently acquired cash for the purchase of qualifying
shares.

“Do you know anything about the Stock Exchange?”

Eric said yes, and he gratefully blessed Fernande for
having made him study city matters.

“You don’t know anything about the law?”

Again Eric said yes. He had worked in a solicitor’s
office, intending to be a lawyer.

“Why, upon my soul,” said Cornish, ‘“you are a
treasure. You'll do me credit before I've done with you.
My prototype;” and he told Eric to get into touch imme-
diately with the solicitors and the stockbrokers of the new
company. ““They have started at the prospectus. Get
down to it with them. You shall have the advertising.
That'll be something more for you to pick up.”

Biscuit followed biscuit. Cornish told him to buy tea
shares, to sell tea shares and buy oil shares, to sell out of
oil and go back into tea. The elder man took an amused
and delighted interest in the younger man’s money-making;
he frequently asked what was his balance at his bankers,
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how much had he made up to now, what was he worth
all told; and he laughed gaily at the modest but rapidly
increasing amounts. He was so rich himself that these
diminutive operations gave him the pleasure that one feels
in watching a child play with its toys.

During this winter it seemed to be generally thought
that Eric was destined to become Mr. Cornish’s first lieute-
nant and right-hand man. Wherever he went, flattering
speeches were made to him. “If ever we can be of use
to yQu personally, Mr. Bowen, I hope you won’t scruple to
let us know.” The firm, the agency, the organisation, or
whatever it was, would at any time be very much at Mr.
Bowen’s disposal.

Even the once redoubtable Miss Barrett, editor of
Beautiful Houses, told him that he could command her.
He was amused by Miss Barrett. She had humbly craved
for a visit from him, and as he made his august entry to
the editorial floor the young ladies of the staff looked at
him as if he himself was the great man and not merely
the shadow of another’s greatness. It seemed to him many
years since that day when he departed from Burlington
Gardens in coldness and silence.

Miss Barrett, with the sweetest smiles, said she had
trespassed on his good nature and dragged him here be-
cause she desired on behalf of her employers to make a
communication which she thought was too delicate to put
into writing; and she thanked him profusely for giving the
Cornish advertisements to their group of newspapers.

“We appreciate it very highly; for we know well that
you must have exerted all your influence to remove sore-
ness from Mr. Cornish’s mind and bring the old feud to
an end.”

Eric remembered then what she had said of hostility
and:a quarrel.,,. He had not thought of it again. He told
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her now that on Mr. Cornish’s part there had never been
any quarrel.

““Oh, surely?” And Miss Barrett raised her eyebrows.
“But you are very diplomatic. In any event,” and she
smiled again, “we thank you, Mr. Bowen, for the service
you have done us, and of course at any future time you
may command us.”

Eric reported this conversation, and, as he had anti-
cipated, Cornish said he knew nothing of any quarrel.

“If T have rubbed them the wrong way it has been
inadvertently;” and he gave Eric a little lecture on the
fine traditions of our British press. “A great institution,
my lad—as I'm always patriotically proud to acknowledge.
Who is the boss of this concern?”

“Lord Danesferry.”

“Of course. A fine fellow. That's a man who has
rendered great service to his country. Now look here.
You had better call on his lordship, und put this thing
absolutely straight for me. Say I sent you.”

And this was done by Eric in due course.

He enjoyed his work. It was varied, quickly changing,
absorbingly interesting. One day he might be sent to
Portsmouth dockyard to meet Admiralty officials, the next
to a great northern town to sing the song of Virilité to its
municipal rulers, the day after to the Continent. As soon
as a thing was finished, one passed on to something else.
More than the money-making he liked his work itself, and
more than the work he liked his employer. Personal grati-
tude had little part in his increasing regard, and hopes of
favours to come had none at all. He liked him instinc-
tively, unavoidably, because of his kindness, his essential
goodness.

Quite naturally, then, and without shyness or pretension,
he began to look after him as far as was possible. He
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saved him from unnecessary fatigue, did for him many,
things that till now he had always done for himself
generally made the pressure of life easier and lighter
for him.

In January they went together to Egypt to inspect the
great dam, which was now approaching completion. Those
were three splendid weeks of sunlight, colour, impressive
sights, and interesting experiences. Never was Cornish so
visibly a potentate as when travelling. Hotels, boats, trains
seemed to belong to him; chairmen of companies, directors,
general managers met him at carriage doors and on ship
gangways; his journey out and home was planned and
scheduled with as much thought and care as if half an
army had been moving. But at Cairo he fell ill with a
sharp touch of influenza. Feverish and aching, he re-
solutely declared that he would not have a single arrange-
ment altered, that nothing should stop him from going
straight home. Then Eric asserted himself. He cancelled
all arrangements, summoned doctors, put Cornish to bed,
and faithfully nursed him. The doctors said he had saved
Cornish’s life, or that his life might have been thrown away
if he had had no one there to control him.

“I hate fussing, and I didn’t fee/ ill,” said Cornish.
“But I suppose you were right, Eric.”

After this he always called him Eric instead of Bowen.

In confidential moments he would talk about his
family very freely, philosophising after his simple wont,
and mingling with the generalities some of those sharp
direct applications and luminous flashes of common sense
which proved without a shadow of doubt that his head
was truly screwed on the right way. This was his highest
compliment for anybody. Experience seemed to have taught
him that the number of men and women whose heads are
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screwed on the wrong way is immensely large. He was
too shrewd not to see that his own relations, just as much
as his friends and business allies, were bound to him
chiefly by what they could get from him. He accepted
this as a law of life, and the knowledge, if it occasionally
gave him discomfort, did not seriously trouble him. His
two married daughters, although of course handsomely
provided for, were always on the look-out for more. They
made much of “the dear old dad,” but they expected
much in return.

When indicating thus plainly a certain inevitable hollow-
ness in the heart of his domesticity, he never failed to cite
two great exceptions to that rule of life about which he
had philosophised. These were his mother and his youngest
daughter. Old Mrs. Cornish looked for nothing and would
take nothing. Ruth Cornish was fond of him for his own
sake.

“T call her my Cordelia,” said her father, with feeling.
“You know the allusion? . . . Yes, that’s a good girl, Ruth
is. Courageous. Heaps of courage, no nonsense. You
may take it from me, my little Ruth has her head screwed
on the right way.”

He dreaded the time when she would marry and leave
him. She was twenty-three already. There had been
several proposals for her hand, but she had “turned them
down properly. No shilly-shally. Much obliged, but no-
thing doing.” Nevertheless the right man would come
along sooner or later, and then it would be ““Good-bye,
daddy.” Mr. Cornish sighed heavily.

He rarely spoke of his son, and on these occasions
with evident reluctance. John—as a rule called John
Junior, and familiarly J. J—was a disappointment, not a
comfort to him. He admitted this failure and made the
best of it, not ceasing to care for John, but letting John
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go his own way, which was very far afield—to the Riviera,
Palm Beach, Florida, California, and other soft luxurious
places all over the world where the idle rich wear fine
clothes, play easy games, and pursue pleasure consistently
but languidly. In fact, as Eric learned from other sources,
J. J. was simply null. At twenty-eight he was like a boy
of sixteen mentally, playing truant, shirking all tasks. He
said himself that his father’s arduous labours had mys-
teriously tired him. He was born without energy because
his father had been too energetic. He scarcely ever came
to London.

The oldest daughter, named Agnes after her mother,
had married that comfortable well-to-do plebeian, Thomas
Evans, in the earlier stages of her father’s fortune, and
she remained with a distinctly middle-class stamp upon
her. She was broadening fast to an uninteresting maturity.
The second daughter, Mrs. Headingley, Jane or Janey,
blooming at a later and more prosperous period, had mar-
ried the son of a peer and become quite a lady of the
grand world. She had fewer children than Agnes and was
altogether much more fashionable and attractive. She ap-
peared to be naturally amiable. Eric, who had exchanged but
few words with either of them, liked her better than Agnes.

The young unmarried Ruth was musical; and, big as
the house was, the gentle strains of the violin on which
she practised assiduously sometimes floated high and low
as invisible doors opened and shut in the great first floor
lobbies. She seemed to be a proud, reserved sort of girl,
not ill-looking but stiff in manner, probably oppressed with
the weighty grandeurs of her position. No doubt she felt
like a princess. Eric thought of her as the princess in a
fairy tale making short work of all the suitors who came
to win her and the half of her father’s kingdom. No
wonder she was proud. But she loved the old king.
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The first time she ever spoke to Eric Bowen she showed
this natural affection. It was after the trip to Egypt.

“Thank you, Mr. Bowen, for being so good to father.”

As she said this Eric noticed her eyes, like the eyes of
a short-sighted person, although she was not short-sighted,
a kind of shy peering look in them; and he seemed to
understand then that she was not proud, but merely re-
served—rather nice really.

She said no more.

The family in fact still remained outside his sphere of
duty. From time to time he had luncheon with them, but
he was not called in any way to enter their social life.
This pleased him, because it left him full freedom to seek
society elsewhere. Soon now, however, Mr. Cornish began
to ask him more frequently to join the mid-day party.
He tried to excuse himself, but Mr. Cornish said, “No; I
want you. I like to see plenty of faces round me.”

Observing him at the head of the vast luncheon table,
one could not doubt that this was true. He sat with his
back to the light in order the better to enjoy the sight
of all the faces. Behind him to his left there was a round
table occupied by the children, governesses, and so forth;
and when Mrs. Evans or Mrs. Headingley, speaking from
the long table, told the children they were making too
much noise, he turned and begged them to make more
noise. He loved the chorus of treble voices swelling louder.
Behind his right elbow there was another round table kept
in readiness for a possible inrush of guests. It was open
house. People were asked by telephone, met and brought
in from the street, or they presented themselves of their
own accord. The servants after long practice were extra-
ordinarily adroit in laying more places, finding room, ad-
justing things rapidly.

And Cornish, like Napoleon during the Consulate,
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gave himself without restraint to the innocent domestic
revel. It was the best hour of the day for him. He re-
laxed, expanded, overflowed in kindly patriarchal hospi-
tality. Important people were put near him, habitues at a
distance, and stragglers and unexpected late arrivals any-
where. Miss Rivers-Paine, the private secretary, often sat
near Mr. Round, a queer, bald, silent old fellow in a tightly
buttoned black coat, who could be met at any hour wander-
ing about the house. He was a legendary friend of the
host, possibly even a poor relation of the late Mrs. Cornish.
Lady Emily Gale always sat within speaking distance, in
order to prompt Mr. Cornish if celebrated persons, such
as famous actors, authors, or musicians, happened to be
present, and to lead the conversation with her consummate
tact. Tactful Lady Emily was retained as a sort of lady-
in-waiting to Ruth. She helped the house in all its more
formal entertainments, and was supposed to be able to
produce an unlimited number of ““celebrities” for Cornish’s
amusement.

Cornish was jovially attentive alike to the illustrious
and to the humble. He listened to them courteously, then
told them his anecdotes, cracked his favourite little jokes,
and sometimes harangued them on some big public ques-
tion rather too much in his board-room manner, with
heads to the argument. “Firstly, secondly . . . Point Number
One. . . . Point Number Two. Do you follow me?” He
mispronounced a few words, misused a few—as when he
laughingly told them of his prototype now following in his
footsteps and taking after him in all respects—but no one
who knew his history could think the worse of him for
these trifling slips. He had been his own tutor, and all
things considered had taught well. Nevertheless the be-
wilderment of a very famous literary critic passed into
consternation when he spoke of his Cordelia and said that
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this was in allusion to the play of King Lear, by Shake-
speare. Entirely unconscious of his guest’s flabbergasted
air, he went on to expatiate with gusto on the merits of
Shakespeare as a writer, saying such things as “I put him
first, easily first. There’s more in Shakespeare’s writings
than you'll find anywhere, excepting the Bible—yes, except
the Bible. I say nothing of the Greeks, because I don't
know 'em.”

After the repast he liked his ladies to sit at the table
smoking their cigarettes instead of hurrying away, but he
let them pull their chairs back and break into groups,
changing places, and so on. Also he permitted earlier de-
partures if made for business reasons.

“Are you going, Eric? What's your job this afternoon?”

Eric said he intended to visit those Kentish paper mills
that had recently been purchased.

“All right,” said Cornish, and his eyes followed him
to the door with a look of affection that perhaps several
people in the room noticed.

“How nice he is. I consider your Mr. Bowen absolutely
charming,” said Lady Emily, making herself agreeable to
her paymaster.

“Yes,” said Cornish, rather grimly, “I am quite satis-
fied with him, thank you.”

An hour later Eric was motoring fast along a hard
chalk road well outside the suburbs of London. It was an
open car and he drove himself?- The weather was fine;
the sun shone with promises of an approaching spring;
the powerful and expensive car ran smoothly.

If he was now counting the blessings conferred upon
him by fate, there were indeed many for which to offer
thanks. He was still young, full of health, with unimpaired
strength; he had passed through a dangerous phase so
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completely as to look back at it as only a silly phase; the
trust shown to him by Cornish made him trust himself.
Prosperity was his for the grasping. As well as the con-
crete affair he had two directorships in small companies;
he was receiving directors’ fees, dividends from shares, and
a noble salary; and beyond all this he was worth four or
five thousand pounds. He possessed a working capital.
Lastly he had, sitting by his side in the car, a fair-haired
talkative travelling companion. But whether this was really
a blessing or no he did not as yet feel quite sure.

The people at the mills had seen the fair-haired girl
in the car on one or two previous occasions. They thought
she must be Mr. Bowen’s sister, of course not knowing that
Eric was an only child.

XII

ONE afternoon in April Miss Daphne Anderson, re-
sponding to the last of many pressing invitations, went to
tea with Mrs. Faulkner at Chelsea.

Mrs. Faulkner’s sitting-room looked far shabbier than
in the past, but everything had been done to prepare it
for the reception of the visitor. The tea-things, with nice
little cakes, thin bread and butter, sandwiches, stood in
readiness. There were daffodils in vases and primroses in
a large bowl. Mrs. Faulkner herself was anxiously waiting.
She welcomed Miss Anderson effusively, extending both
hands together, and at once reproached the girl for her
long neglect, saying she was a naughty unkind child.

“I know. I am sorry,” said Daphne. “But I have
been a bit rattled.”

The winter had obliterated Daphne’s sun-burn and
removed most of her freckles; and somehow her manner
had altered. She was comparatively subdued, diffident,
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without the old perkiness. Fernande, pouring out the tea
and pushing forward the dainty little cakes, was aware of
this slight change. It made her feel more worried and
anxious than before. She shrank from learning that which
she had got the girl here to tell her.

Presently she brought out a cigarette, slowly fitted it
into one of her long holders, and lighted it. When she
spoke next her face was very hard.

“Of course I am dying to hear all about you and Eric
Bowen.”

Daphne moved in her chair uncomfortably and turned
away her head.

“Tell me, my dear. All of it, from the beginning.”

But Daphne hesitated. She seemed reluctant to tell
anything at all.

“Why this shyness? Out with it, Daphne. I want to
hear first what happened at the cottage. He made love
to you?”

“Well, yes—if you could call it making love,” and
Daphne stopped.

“Go on. Don't pretend to be covered with bashful
confusion.” Fernande was puffing fast at the cigarette and
watching closely. She felt like a person who has been
long suffering from the dull anguish of an injured limb,
and now wilfully uses it roughly although certain that far
worse pain must result from thus disobeying the doctor’s
orders. Nevertheless she showed no emotion. Her voice
was unshaken, quiet and firm. - “Didn’t you call it
love?”

Then Daphne, pink of cheek, embarrassed, piteous,
said: ‘“Fernande, will you be as secret as the grave if |
tell you? I want to. But it’s so difficult;” and again she
hesitated. ““‘Oh, I can trust you, can’t I, Fernande?”

“Of course you can.”
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“Yes, T know I can. . . . Well, he upset me most fright-
fully at Pangbourne.”

“Really? How did he do that?”

“It wasn’t what he did. He didn't do much. It was
his tone—what he implied. He seemed to think I was the
sort of girl who would be ready to go and live with a man
if she liked him.”

“Well, aren’t you that sort of girl?” asked Fernande
calmly.

“Fernande !”

Daphne was in great distress.

Fernande said she was sorry, but really she did not
know. ““Young girls are all a mystery to me. D’you mean
you're quite a good girl in the old-fashioned sense—the
technical sense?”

“Of course 1T am,” said Daphne, crimson-cheeked.
“Fernande, don’t be horrible.”

‘“No, I won’t. But, frankly, I am astonished. And
those other girls you consort with, are you going to say
that they are—I can only think of the old-fashioned words
—virtuous? Straight?”

“Every one of them. ... Straight—but not strait-
laced.” And Daphne went on very piteously to ask who
had been slandering them all. “I had a feeling that he—
Eric Bowen, you know—had heard odious things about
me. As if some one had told him I was a horrid kind of
little beast. Do you think anybody had?”

“I should think it extremely likely.”

“How wicked.”

Fernande threw her cigarette away and drew long
delicious breaths of the untainted air. The constriction of
her heart was gone, it had space and ease; the throbbing
and burning of her brain had ceased; she felt a relief that
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was greater than happiness. She smiled tolerantly and
lectured the girl with gentle firmness.

“If you don’t want people to think it of you, why do
you behave as you do? Why do you pose as a tart? Why
do you tell vulgar improper stories—men’s stories? Why
do you wink? Why do you cheapen yourself in every pos-
sible way, going about with Tom, Dick, and Harry any-
where they choose to take you, and at all hours of the day
and night?”

Daphne, more and more distressed, said in effect that
the reason had been, as Fernande herself once said, just
bravado, the desire of attracting attention, silliness; also
perhaps, if she must confess such weakness, a mere copy-
ing of smart people—or of the symbolically smart people
that are shown to the public in modern stage plays and
up-to-date novels.

“So that’s the end of you and Mr. Bowen,” Fernande
said briskly and contentedly.

But Daphne said no, it was not the end. It was only
the beginning—an account of which Fernande had asked
for. The end promised to be “rather exciting.”

““Really?” said Fernande. “Then go on again. I need
not say I am deeply interested.”

Anxiety had returned, sharper and more insupportable
after the respite. The life wenUput of her face, the firm-
ness out of her voice.

Daphne on the other hand had brightened; she settled
herself comfortably in her chair, and talked without falter-
ing. She described how to her surprise Eric Bowen had
come to see her at the studio, and, with no reference to
that little misunderstanding or to her plainly expressed
resentment, had made himself very agreeable. She for her
part had been “‘as frigid as be blowed,” giving him no
encouragement to suppose that he was welcome or that she

Fernotule 9
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desired another visit from him. Nevertheless he came again.
Gradually he made himself at home there. Her house
mate, Enid Yorke, liked him; everybody liked him. He
took her and Enid to the play, went with them to dances,
was “jolly decent” to them. During this winter she and
he had become quite ““pally.” Sometimes he had taken
her with him motoring when he had to go out of London
on business; he dropped in to see her at odd times; often
he spent the evening quietly with her, just talking.

“[ see,” said Fernande. “Z understand.”

And now, as Daphne related cheerfully, she believed
that the end was near. She believed, she felt almost sure,
that he intended to ask her to marry him.

“To marry him!” Fernande, amazed, incredulous, sat
staring at her, and then with the same emphasis repeated
the unexpected word. “Marry him! What makes you
think that?”

He had arranged that on Sunday he would take her
out in his car for the whole day. They were going to
Brighton. Just before this arrangement was made he had
talked in a new and significant style.

“How? Do you mean, saying he was in love with you,
and couldn’t do without you?”

No. Daphne did not mean that He had talked of
his only living relative, a Miss Rawlings; of his youth with
her at Widmarsh; of his present circumstances, his future
prospects, and ever so much more, “quite private stuff;”
saying it all as if he wished Daphne now to learn every-
thing about him. Then he suddenly broke off and spoke
of Sunday at Brighton, Daphne there and then coming to
the conclusion that it was merely a postponement, and
that he had decided to wait for the long and happy day
they were about to spend together and during the course
of it—in old-fashioned terms—“to pop the question.”
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“And it won’t be my fault if he doesn’t,” said Daphne,
sprightly and gay, giggling in her earliest manner.

““Sunday,” said Fernande. “That’s the day after to-
morrow |”

“Yes, it’s rather fun, isn’t it?” Then in a moment
Daphne became piteous again. ““No, it isn't fun. It’s
deadly earnest, I think, for me. Oh, Fernande darling, I
can't humbug—not to you. I like him, you know. I like
him most frightfully.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.” And Daphne was more piteous still. “He is
all right, isn't he? Not a bit what | thought him at first
—utterly different.”

“That’s for you to judge.”

“l mean high-minded, naturally. Oh, let's be old-
fashioned again. He’s really a nice man, isn’t he?”

Fernande was silent, as if meditating. After a pause
she answered with quiet strength.

“Yes, he is perfect—in my opinion. About the best
and the most noble nature I have ever come across.”

““Oh, thank you so much.”

“You needn’t thank me,” said Fernande coldly.

After the visitor had gone she sat by the hearth for a
long time, thinking.

It has been said that we all begin by feeling indepen-
dent and end by knowing that we are not.

Some such thought was in the mind of Eric Bowen,
about seven o’clock on that Saturday evening, as he walked
along the Chelsea Embankment on his way to call, by ap-
pointment, upon Fernande. He had resolved and thought
that he would never again see the glass-panelled door, the
dark little hall, those tattered sofa cushions, or anything

9
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else in that flat. But nevertheless he was going there now.
He possessed no choice.

She had written to remind him of a promise and had
claimed its fulfilment. He had said—in his “beautiful and
poetical letter”—that if she were in trouble he would go
to her aid from the ends of the earth. What else could
he do but go—from the infinitely lesser distance of Carlton
House Terrace?

“How well you are looking, Eric. Inches bigger round
the chest, aren’t you? Won't you sit down?”

They had shaken hands, and she went at once to the
hearth, where a fire was burning, and stood there with
her back towards him. She seemed nervous rather than
distressed, and he thought that she was trying to compose
herself and think how she was to start her communication.
He had little doubt that Cyril would prove to be the cause
of the disaster, whatever it was.

“Fernande,” he said, ““don’t be afraid to tell me. I
expect it's pretty bad. But I am quite prepared. You
know you can rely on me.”

She did not answer. She was looking down at the
flaming coals, and with the point of her shoe she pushed
back one of them that protruded over the bars of the grate.

“Fernande, what is it? You say you are in trouble.”

“Yes, I am in the very greatest trouble. But the trouble
is about you, Eric, not about myself.”

“T don’t follow.”

“You are thinking of doing something supremely
foolish—and you mustn’t do it.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know very well what I mean. Your looks betray
you. Guilty. Guilty.” She had become maternal now.
Coming nearer to him, with a smile that broadened, she
spoke in the playful archly tender manner which mothers
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assume towards a child they mean to chide but not to
punish. ““You see, the naughty secret is found out. Deny
it if you dare. You have half made up your mind to
marry that girl Daphne.”

He flushed. He was angry, confused.

“If I have—how do you know? How did you guess?”

“I didn’'t guess. She told me.”

““She? Daphne?”

“Yes. She came yesterday for a chat about you—to
get a little useful information as to your character and real
prospects in life. She wanted to get out of me all that I
knew—before she quite decided whether she’d take you or
leave you.”

“Fernande, do you really mean that she—that she of
her own accord discussed it all with you?”

“At length.”

He was shaken to the foundations. He felt ashamed
as well as angry. The fact that Daphne should come and
blurt out the tale of their budding affection, their incipient
tenderness, seemed, since it showed her to be without a
shred of delicacy or reticence, monstrous, incredible. Yet
it was true.

“I know what you are thinking,” said Fernande, looking
down at him and speaking very gently. “You feel it was
a little undignified of her to anticipate things so boldly
and consider them so coolly. “But there you are over-
critical. Naturally it wasn’'t what you would have wished.
But you really mustn’t blame her. She couldn't keep it to
herself. It’s her poor little hour of imagined triumph. She
has been playing for it all along, and now that she thinks
she is going to win her game she has to tell everybody.”

Eric winced, and flushed again.

“Do you mean you think she would tell anybody else
than you?”
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“Certainly.”

“Oh, no. I can’t think that. If I thought, well------ ”

“Why not?” Fernande interrupted him and spoke less
gently, with a touch of scorn in her voice. She said that
he must not judge people by standards that are high above
their heads. Daphne was doing no harm, from the ordinary
point of view of such girls, in immediately chattering of
her hopes or anticipations. It was merely undignified.

“Undignified,” he said. “Yes.”

That word struck with penetrating force at his pride.
His intercourse with Daphne, or at least its first occasion, the
prime cause of any intercourse at all, had been a struggle
to recover dignity, to restore his prestige in his own eyes.

“Eric dear, it’s no good. It won't do. You really must
drop it.”

“I don't know that I could if I wanted to. I think I
have gone too far.”

“You haven’t gone too far. You haven't said a word
to commit yourself.”

“Words aren't everything. If, as you say, she expects
it, I can’t honourably------

““She doesn’'t expect it” Fernande interrupted him
again. ““That is, she only hopes for it. She thinks it’s too
good to be true.”

“First you say one thing, then you say another. You
don't mind what you say. Fernande, you're simply trying
to choke me off.”

“Yes, I am. I make no pretence. I am trying to choke
you off—and I mean to choke you.”

“Remember, it was you who brought us together.”

“Yes, and now I'm going to push you apart;” and her
face was full of scorn. I never suggested marriage.”

“No,” he said warmly, ““you suggested something that
was quite out of the question.”
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“Yes, I admit I was wrong as to that. But it makes
no difference to the other thing.”

He did not reply to this.

“That’s right,” she said. ““Think it over.”

Then she lit a cigarette and moved about the room,
talking to him with increasing strength. In pauses, or
while he spoke to her, she threw back her head and with
a large sweep of her arm brought the cigarette to her lips,
drew at it, and blew the smoke upward contemptuously.

“It would be a crime, Eric. Not fair to yourself—not
even fair to her—mnot fair to anybody. She’d pull you
right down—she would ruin you; and when she had done
that, you would hate her. You would hate each other.
Because it's the successful man that she sees in you—the
man who is going to become enormously rich and give her
all that wealth can get for her. If you failed—and you
would fail—with her—then of course she would turn
against you. Oh, no, I should never forgive myself if I let
you do it. Good heavens, no. Eric, think. Where’s your
ambition? Where's your knowledge of the world? Where’s
your common or garden intelligence?”

She smiled now, and finishing her cigarette came back
to him. ““You know,” she said insinuatingly, wheedlingly,
just as indulgent mothers speak to their wilful children,
“you don't really care for her. You're not in the least in
love with her.”

“I should be if I married her. The love would come.
And, Fernande, I am fond of her.”

““Oh, no.” Fernande shook her head in gentle re-
proof. ““You may think you are for the moment, but you
aren’t really. It's just your goodness, your chivalry—your
dear sweet Ericness;” and she laughed softly. ‘Besides
—Now you mustn’t think me unkind. She doesn’t really
care for you.”



136 FERNANDE

“That’s not true. It's just that that's on my mind.
She does like me. I'm certain she likes me.”

“Likes you! Of course she likes you. You silly boy,
everybody likes you. They can’t help liking you. But you
want a great deal more than that from the woman you’ll
one day marry. Poor little Daphne’s only a silly empty-
headed girl, and it’s not her fault if she’s incapable of any
deep feelings at all. Anyhow, she’s incapable of giving
you the love—the true abiding love—that you have got to
find if you're ever to be really happy. A thousand years
with Daphne would leave your heart as hungry, as starving,
as it is now. Dismiss all hope in Daphne. Daphne likes
you, yes; but she hasn’'t even begun to be fond of you. I
am absolutely sure of what I am saying;” and standing
quite close to him she held her head up and squared her
shoulders, as if bracing herself for an effort, as if knowing
what his next words would be and knowing what they
would require from her.

“Why do you say so? How can you possibly be sure?”

““She told me so herself.”

“I don't believe it.”

““She told me so, with her own lips, here in this room,
yesterday.”

“I don't believe it.”

“You're not very polite—but I'll forgive you. Why
should I deceive you? What possible reason can I have
for all this interference except to help you—to save you?
I swear that I'm trying to do what's best for you yourself.
Daphne’s not going to have you. I am taking you away
from her. But I am not trying to get you back to myself
—that is, not back to me in any way except as my true
and honest friend;” and, with the effort made, her body
relaxed, and her face softened. She was speaking now in
those deep sweet tones that used to set him thrilling in the
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past. “Z should be just as fatal to you as Daphne. I
know that only too well. That's why—that’s why—No,
we'll look ahead and not behind us. But my feelings
towards you haven’'t changed—I feel all that I ever did.
I made you suffer—and 1 hated doing it. Now I am
making you suffer again—a little, Eric. Not nearly so
much? Try to understand me, Eric, this time at least.
I'm very complex—I'm difficult, horribly difficult, I dare
say, for such a dear as you are to understand completely;”
and she knelt beside him and held his hands. “Now
listen, and look at me. Look right into me. I swear I
haven't one selfish thought—not one that I don’t justify—
where you are concerned. Listen, dear;” and she patted
his hands, played with them, giving him the passionless
but fond caresses of the mother who defends a necessary
course of discipline and implores her child not to blame
her for inflicting it. “If you wanted to marry anybody
suitable, anybody who could help you on, you wouldn't
hear one word against it from me. I should rejoice. I
should submit. If Daphne was a girl with a lot of money
—or a girl of some big position with lots of powerful
relations, then I'd let you risk it with her, silly and
trumpery as she is. But she’s nothing at all. How can 1
let you commit suicide? For that’s what it would be.”
And she pleaded now for delay. She implored him to
postpone making any sort of self-committal, to take time
for thought, not to see Daphne again for several weeks, or
months. Then she got up from her knees and stood with
her hand resting on his shoulder. “I dare say you feel it
as rather a knock—mnot a very hard knock—but still a
knock. But you'll soon get over it.” And she patted his
shoulder. ““Poor old boy—poor old boy.”

She said these last words in exactly the tone that she
employed sometimes when consoling or encouraging Cyril.
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She went on saying them, as if absent-mindedly, and there
was something automatic in the way she continued to pat
his shoulder.

“I'll leave you now for a few minutes,” she said
presently, and she went out of the room.

When she came back she had her quiet businesslike
air. She spoke with a brisk confidence, both her tone and
manner suggesting that after their long argument all
important matters were now settled between them and only
a few minor points needed attention. She took it for
granted that there would be no trip to Brighton to-morrow,
and she advised that he should at once let Daphne know
the arrangement was cancelled. He agreed that he did
not feel up to the Brighton jaunt or to meeting Daphne at
all for a little while, but he thought he would telephone
instead of writing a letter. Fernande, however, could not
approve of any telephone conversation in this case. Eventu-
ally then he sat at Cyril's untidy desk and wrote a note.

“I must get a District messenger to take it,” he said
forlornly.

“I have sent for one,” said Fernande. I think he is
waiting outside now,” and she rang the bell for her servant.

After the note had been despatched they sat talking,
and insensibly she drew him away from the subject of the
recent harassing debate and made him think of other things.

All at once the maidservant brought in a table, put it
in front of the fire, and unfolded a white cloth upon it.

“We shall be more comfortable in here,” said Fernande,
smiling at him. ‘“Now no excuses or fictitious engage-
ment------ ” For he protested that he could not stay. ““You
must feed somewhere, and why not with me?” Then as
in the old days he saw her helping the maid to lay the
table, busy, concentrated, taking no notice of him. “There,”
she said, as though reawakening to his presence. “If you
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want to wash your hands, go into Cyril’s room. You know
your way.”

“Where is Cyril?”

“Ask me an easier one,” she said, laughing. “Anyhow
he won’t come here to disturb us.” She was gay, happy,
about to enjoy herself thoroughly. “Doubtless Cyril is
somewhere with his Hebraic houri—that awful Mrs. Adolph
Lynch. She really is awful, Eric. You have never seen
her, have you? . .. Youre lucky, but I'm surprised that
you have escaped. Cyril pushes her down everybody’s
throat—or tries to.”

It was one of Fernande’s scratch meals. In spite of
the disadvantages of a Saturday night, the experienced
maid had foraged successfully. Red wine, cold chicken,
thin slices of ham, delicious little twists and rolls of bread
——could one ask for more? “Mister is served,” said
Fernande gaily, and she bowed to him. “Deign to be
seated. . . . I'm sure you must be hungry. Mental strain
always gives one a ferocious appetite.”

She waited on him, jumping up to fetch accessories
that she and the maid had put on other tables, on top
of the cottage piano, anywhere, stooping over him to fill
his glass, wrapping him round with her kindness, her
charm, her invincible attractiveness. And Eric, as he sub-
mitted, was back on the Surrey hills among the firs and
the heather in the far-off time when just to be with her
was sufficient joy, and the hope of continuing to be with
her all his hope.

Throughout the evening she was taking him into the
past and holding him there. When the table had gone
again and she sat on a foot-stool at the corner of the
hearth, in the well-remembered attitude, stretching her
hands to the warmth, those long yet small hands, made
pink and half transparent by the firelight, with her delicate
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profile outlined for him in light, with her head and neck
dark to him, then they were back in the Sloane Street
rooms, in the time when he might find her there, un-
announced, unexpected, but immeasurably welcome, at
any hour that he chanced to come into them.

He was like a person irresistibly slipping back into a
delightful but unpermissible habit of which he has with
pain and tears laboriously cured himself. And he thought,
in effect, that she was a habit. He said to himself sadly,
““She has spoilt me for anybody else. As soon as one
compares other people with her, one feels their deficiencies,
their lack of character and individual features, their com-
plete adhesion to everything ordinary and trite. Poor
Daphne! It is in truth better for her as well as for me
that we should go no further.” He felt at this moment
that he had never cared for Daphne. When thinking of
marrying her he had fallen in love with the notion of mar-
riage itself, not with her. He had merely wanted to fill
the immense hole in his life made by the loss of Fernande.
But that could not be done.

These hours spent in the circle of her spell had stirred
him deeply. The old feelings were quite dead, but moving
in their grave. His thoughts were like ghosts of desire—
cold impotent shadows of the once live flame dancing for
a moment on the walls of memory.

“Now no changes of mind,” she said when he left her.
“You have promised me, Eric. ... One moment.” She was
scrutinising him just as she used to do, as if inquiring of
him and asking herself questions at the same time. ““You'll
have all to-morrow to get through, without any work or
distractions. It may be difficult for you. ... I suppose you
wouldn’t care to take me out for the day?”

“No,” he said, troubled, I don’t think I'll do that,
Fernande.”
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“Then what will you do?”

“I think I shall work. Yes, I shall work all day.”

“That’s right” She smiled, reassured, contented. If
you're working you'll be all right, and I shan’t worry about
you. Good night, dear Eric.”

About a week later Daphne wrote to Fernande and
very earnestly begged her to forget all that had been said
over the tea-cups and the cakes. /¢ seems that I was
altogether on the wrong trach,” wrote Daphne, “and. 7 feel
a bigger ass than ever. I was wrong about a certain per-
son’s intentions. He had none. I don’t know that I greatly
mind. Anyhow, I shall never let him know that I mind.”

XIIT

FERNANDE had done her work well.

Beyond the disturbance of Eric’s mental attitude and
the shattering of an immediate plan, she had firmly planted
in his mind a distrust that only Daphne herself could ever
dispel; and she had nullified this contingency by making
him do something which must arouse on the part of Daphne
more than distrust, resentment, the smarting of wounded
pride. Daphne’s distressful little note had not been needed
to render it clear that the girl would now infallibly conceal
her affection and endeavour to show by every means that
she had not been really hurt.

And this was exactly what happened when the two next
met. Daphne was pert, casual, very much on the defensive,
indeed with but one object in each slangy word, each tone
of rather impudent indifference—to prove to him that trips
to Brighton, hours of happy confidential chatter, and Mr.
Eric Bowen himself, were alike matters of the very slightest
importance in her scheme of life.

Yet he went to see her several times more. He felt
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that he could not allow the episode to end, so to speak,
without any ending. He longed to clear up everything
frankly and openly, to have an explanation which would
put him right with himself and right with Daphne too. He
wanted to say to her, ““Daphne, you know that for a time
I thought you and I would suit each other. Then suddenly
I ceased to think so. And now it is very obvious that you
don’t think so either. Still, do let us go on being ordinary
friends.” But Daphne made any explanations impossible.

After its unlucky start in the moonlit garden at Pang-
bourne the episode had long been a cause of worry and
annoyance to him. He had thought that he could only put
himself right by winning the girl’s friendship, and com-
pelling her, when she saw that she was safe from further
affronts, to readjust her opinion of him. He sought Daphne
eagerly, and when in her company he acted a kind of
gently courteous aloofness, yet acting also high esteem and
respectful regard. He gave her little treats, being absurdly
careful to sit as far off as possible in taxi-cabs or orchestra
stalls, to avoid touching her or brushing up against her in
crowded places.

It was weary work. But Daphne, treated as a bird or
small animal that has been accidentalh frightened and is
now being wooed to a renewal of confidence, responded
very soon to the treatment. She welcomed his attentions,
smiled upon him without constraint.

The acting ceased. He liked Daphne’s large studio
and the young people he met there, he liked the dances,
the raggings, the fun; he began to like Daphne herself.
He saw sterling qualities in Daphne. All this slanginess,
this, if the truth must be faced, bad form, was on the sur-
face; beneath lay much that was very good, very generous.
Daphne in different surroundings would of course be dif-
ferent. Success and prosperity, as he thought, are of little
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use if you have no one with whom to share them. What
he wanted, what every sensible man should want, was a
wife. Why not Daphne? He was still in doubt when
spinning along that smooth chalk road on the way to the
paper mills; he was in doubt all through the month of
April; but early in May he began to feel sure that Daphne
cared for him, and he made up his mind.

Now he had changed it—completely. Daphne had
never really cared for him. He thought that he had been
saved from what would truly have been a hideous mistake.
But he still felt uneasy, raw. He worried and fretted, want-
ing to get the thing straightened out properly, wanting to
avoid a haunting question as to whether he had not be-
haved badly at the later stages of the episode as well as
at the earlier ones. Also he had one or two nasty qualms.
For there were times when Daphne seemed suddenly to
unbend a little. She looked at him queerly. So that he
thought, feeling the qualm, “Is she fond of me, after all?
Was Fernande lying?”

That was why he continued to pay visits to Daphne.

Strangely, almost inexplicably, during this time he was
seeing Fernande also. Fernande had taken it for granted
that he was now acquiescent to occasional meetings. He
did not go to the flat But once or twice they had tea to-
gether at a restaurant, and another time she walked with
him in Hyde Park before he went to dress for dinner.

Then it seemed all at once as if fate had decided to
bring him and Daphne together again.

He received one of those letters that are able to knock
a man off his balance even when he seems to be most
secure, that make him leave his work, his play, his whole
plan of life, that fill his mind with their message to the
exclusion of all else. He noticed the uncultivated hand-
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writing, then the Widmarsh postmark on the envelope, and
as he opened it he had a premonition of trouble.

The letter was from a humble friend of his old cousin.

“Z think it right you should know,” this good soul
wrote, “‘that Miss Rawlings is lying ill in our public hospital
in the Clarendon Road. It does not seem right she should
be in such a place, in her position and so much respected in
the town all these years. But it was her own wish and said
you were not to know. But I feel yoei ought to know and
come to see her, though she says not on any account. It
would be a comfort to her and I am sure she has a lot on
her mind.”

Eric was conscience-stricken, fear-stricken. He thought
““She is going to die, and all my life I shall never forgive
myself.” There rushed into his mind all the memory of
her goodness to him, her care of him, her unfailing love,
together with an overwhelming remorse for his neglect of
her. She was alone, dying, in a public hospital—the friend,
the guardian of his youth. This was her reward.

He wrote a hurried note to Carlton House Terrace,
saying he could not go there to-day, probably not to-mor-
row, and that he might be away for a few days.

On arrival at the Widmarsh hospital he was greatly
reassured by what the doctor and nurses told him. They
said that Miss Rawlings’ illness was not in the least danger-
ous. It was a case of a person who has completely run
down, and only needs proper care and nourishment to be
restored to ordinary health. They were astounded and a
little amused when he told them that he had arranged for
the visit of an eminent London physician during the course
of the afternoon. They made no objection to his inter-
ference in the matter, but, considering it quite unnecessary,
suggested that he should put off Sir William by telephone.
But Eric wanted Sir William, perhaps chiefly because of
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his eminence and costliness. He had done so little for the
poor lady; now he could not do enough.

She was pathetically glad to see him. She vowed that
she was nearly well already; that it was too good of him
to come; that she was ashamed to have given him all this
trouble. As he sat at her bedside talking with her, and
hearing these things, his remorse instead of lightening
deepened.

The great Sir William confirmed the favourable opinion
given by the hospital doctor. After consultation with this
gentleman he informed Eric, very solemnly, that there was
little if anything the matter with Miss Rawlings. The heart
was healthy; he could detect no failure in other organs.
For her age, sixty years, our friend was a hale and hearty
person. There was not the slightest occasion to take a
gloomy view. On the contrary, Eric would be justified in
taking a very hopeful one. Sir William trusted that Miss
Rawlings would long be spared to him. At the present, of
course, she needed care. And he suggested that, on the
whole, she would probably now be better in her own home,
surrounded with the ordinary comforts of home and in the
propitious atmosphere of home. He advised Eric to move
her either next day or the day following.

Then, soon, Eric discovered why his cousin had come
to the hospital, why she had allowed herself to run down,
and what was the nature of that burden on her mind which
had been spoken of in the warning letter. When he went
to the pleasant little house that was her home, and had
been his own, he found in the front garden the boards of
agents offering the house to let on lease, and in the win-
dows auctioneers’ bills announcing that all the furniture
contained in the house was to be sold by auction at a near
date. The doors of the house were locked. It was empty.
Miss Rawlings’ maid and factotum was no longer there.

Fernande 1°
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Eric was busy then for the rest of that day and all of
the next. Very gently he extracted from Miss Rawlings a
full confession of her troubles—troubles that now, as once
before, she had kept from him so carefully. In maintain-
ing him she had depleted her small capital much more
than he had known. When he left her, she was almost at
the end of her resources, and even with the money he had
sent, her means were quite insufficient. In her difficulty
she had committed the indiscretion that some elderly
spinster ladies seem incapable of avoiding. Hoping for im-
possible things, ignoring that wise maxim about high in-
terest and poor security, she had risked nearly all that
remained of her capital in a rash investment and had lost
it. Hence the lack of proper nourishment, the running
down, the hospital. Eric’s heart ached again.

By the afternoon of the next day, however, those dismal
standard trees, the agents’ boards, had been removed from
the garden, the menacing bills of the auctioneer had dis-
appeared from newly washed windows. The old servant
was inside the house scrubbing and cleaning and making
things ready for the return of her mistress. Miss Rawlings
would be home again on the morrow.

Eric went back to London. The matron at the hospital
had advised him very strongly that when he came back
next day for the removal of his relative, he should bring
with him some sensible woman friend. The matron thought
that the assistance of a kindly sympathetic woman would
be invaluable, not so much for the briefjourney between
the hospital and the house, but for settling the patient com-
fortably, and superintending the servant’s efforts during the
first few hours or so.

Eric now was to find among his friends this assistant
lady. He had only one female friend—Fernande—and he
went straight to Chelsea to tell her of his need. She was
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not at home. She had gone away for a few days. It was
a cruel disappointment; and yet he knew that, although
Fernande would have consented joyfully to his request, she
was not really the right person for such a purpose. She
would have thought of him rather than of his cousin. All
the time she would have been wanting to save him trouble
—to push the thing through and be done with it, so that
he might go on with his ordinary life. But, except for Fer-
nande, there was no one to whom he could appeal—literally
no one.

Then he thought of Daphne.

Daphne, if she could, would come to his aid; yet it
seemed impossible to ask her. But there was no one
else.

Daphne lived near the Regent’s Park, a long way from
Chelsea. It was getting dark as his cab turned into the
quiet road, and he thought ““She will have finished work-
ing, she will have gone out, I shall miss her.” Then just as
the cab stopped he saw the door of the house open, and
Daphne came down the steps in her hat and scarf. Chance
had been kind to him.

“Hullo, Eric,” she said, without cordiality. “Does this
mean that you were about to honour me with a ceremonious
call?”

“Daphne—yes—I wanted to see you.”

“That’s unfortunate,” said Daphne coldly, ‘“because I
am afraid------ 7

“Could you spare me a few minutes? May I walk a
little way with you? The fact is, I had screwed up my
courage to ask you a great favour.”

“How very exciting,” said Daphne, more coldly still.

“Daphne, I am rather in distress about something—and
1 thought perhaps you might be willing to help me.”

Daphne’s manner changed instantly.

fo
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r  “O, Eric, tell me about it. Help! Of course I will. Come
inside.”

“But I mustn’t hinder you. You were going somewhere.”

“That doesn’t matter twopence. Come on.”

She led him back to the house, took him into the studio,
and sat with him there listening to his tale. She was an-
other Daphne, a Daphne that he had never seen before,
so quiet and serious, so intent, so full of ready and active
sympathy. “‘Poor old dear,” she said, in reference to Miss
Rawlings, and she kept on saying it. ““Yes, yes, poor old
dear. I understand. ... Yes, if you didn’'t want the people
down there to know about her circumstances, you are quite
right not to bring in any of her local friends—especially
as you say she’s so reserved, poor old dear. Much better
to get somebody fresh. I'm so glad you came to me. I see
how upset you must have been yourself. But it’s splendid
to know that everything is going to be all right. Now just
tell me about the trains.”

“Daphne, will you really?”

“Of course I will.”

“It's most awfully good of you. You know, it'll take
most of the day. A day wasted—your painting!”

“The day won’t be wasted—and hang my painting.”

Next day she went with him to Widmarsh, and her
kindness, her usefulness surpassed belief. She was sweet
to the invalid, at once gaining her confidence and soon al-
together winning her heart. She stayed at the house many
hours; she helped the servant; quietly and unobtrusively
she took charge of everything, she did everything.

“That’s a nice girl,” said Miss Rawlings, comfortably
installed in her room upstairs, with Daphne busy down
below in the kitchen preparing the invalid’s tea. ““That’s a
really nice girl, Eric. Oh, how different from the fast modern
girls that one reads about in the papers.”
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Daphne, fair-haired, quiet, demure but competent, and
indeed looking as if she had never uttered a slangy word
or moved faster than she was moving now, came into the
room soon with the tea-tray most beautifully arranged,
and waited on Miss Rawlings until the light repast was
finished.

They returned to London late that evening, and Eric
again sat with her for a little while in the studio. Daphne
was even more sympathetic than before, happy, glowing
with satisfaction after the good day’s work. Eric, when he
had exhausted all his thanks for her great kindness, was
moved to speak to her very freely of his own affairs, con-
fiding to her the thoughts and feelings that had been
aroused in him during the last three days. He said that
the illness of his cousin seemed to have come upon him as
a sudden turning-point in life. He felt it as a sort of new
awakening.

“It is as though scales had fallen from my eyes,
Daphne. 1 feel that till now I have been so horribly
selfish and egotistical. Really I have thought only of my-
self. I have made myself the centre of the universe.”

“Don’t all successful men do that?” said Daphne. I
think they have to.”

“No, they don’t,” he said eagerly. “Mr. Cornish
doesn’'t. In working for himself he was always working
for others—first his old mother, then his wife and children.
But I have been always for myself. And I see now that
no work that is all for oneself can ever be really good. . . .
I thought only of myself with you, Daphne.”

But at this Daphne made a grimace. She frowned,
and it was as if a dark cloud descended on her, blotting
out all the brightness and glow.

“Oh, please leave me out of it,” she said coldly.
“Really I don’t know why you should drag me in;” and
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she gave a harsh little laugh, and jumped up from the
artist’s couch on which they were sitting.

For a moment they had seemed to have drawn very
near together. Now they were wide apart again.

XIV

ONCE again his thoughts had been given a new direc-
tion. Those feelings that he had spoken of did not fade.
The sense of having been awakened to a better under-
standing of self and its relation to the external world re-
mained with him, not weakening but growing stronger; and
from the strength of it he himself seemed to gather strength.
His views of a sudden had widened enormously; his sym-
pathies had become keener as well as quicker in their re-
sponse to anything that stirred them. One must work for
others, he thought, and the work must be useful to the
world at large. That was the strength of men like Cornish.
Not their amassed wealth, but the solid useful things they
had done in amassing it, gave them their weight and con-
sequence.

But he had something further to do for Miss Rawlings,
in order at once to provide for her future and redeem his
own shortcomings in the past. He transacted this piece
of business promptly. Gathering together the total amount
of what Mr. Cornish had called his working capital, which
proved to be considerably more than he had reckoned, he
employed the whole of it in purchasing an annuity for
Miss Rawlings. Now she would be safe whatever happened
to him.

He was surprised by the quiet happiness, the peace of
mind, that the completion of this arrangement gave to him.
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He hugged the thought of it. Naturally it was something
about which he did not want to talk to anybody. He held
it as one of those rare and precious secrets that do good
to oneself and cannot harm, benefit, or interest the rest of
the world. He did not foresee that he might be obliged
to let his employer share the secret, and he was therefore
not prepared when Mr. Cornish abruptly attacked it. He
tried still to defend it.

“Now, Eric,” said Cornish jovially, and rubbing his
hands together in pleasant anticipation of giving pleasure,
“I think I can put my finger on a rapidly improving in-
vestment. How much money have you got available?”

Eric said with embarrassment that he had no money
available.

“What d'you mean? Where’s your working capital?
You told me only a fortnight ago that you had about six
thousand pounds.”

Eric replied that he had now parted with this. There
was nothing left.

“Parted with it? Nothing left!” Cornish looked crest-
fallen and annoyed. “D’you mean you've invested it on
your own? Without waiting for my advice?”

Eric said that he had in a manner invested it. It was
his no longer.

““Oh,” said Cornish, becoming stiff and curt, “and you
don't want to give me any particulars?”

Eric said that it was, in fact, rather a private matter.

“Oh, very good,” said Cornish. “That will do. I won't
say another word.”

It has often been remarked that when people promise
not to say another word they almost invariably say a good
many more words. Not necessarily at once, but before
very long. So to speak, they pause and take breath, and
then begin again with renewed energy. This is as true of
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quarrelling and lovemaking as it is of parliamentary debate
or business discussion. Mr. Cornish began again next day.

“Bowen, if you'll be good enough to bear with me, I
have to speak to you seriously.” His manner was very firm,
very quiet, rather stern. In the customary blue suit and
blue collar, with his face becoming a little redder than
usual as he went on, he looked now rather like a sea
captain calling to order a young second mate, or even a
cabin boy. It was in Eric's work-room, and they were
alone. I think I must demand an explanation of what
you told me yesterday. Putting two and two together, I
think I am not very far from explaining it myself. I think
you've been playing the fool.” And he held up his hand
to prevent Eric from interrupting him. “Hear me out,
please. 1 should have been glad if you had confided in
me yesterday—if you had considered it a right and proper
thing to take me into your confidence. I don’t know why
you didn’t. I think you might have. . . . Now I'm more
than old enough to be your father, and I know the world.
I know when a young man situated like you, here in Lon-
don, has six thousand pounds one day, and ten days or
a fortnight later hasn't a bob that he can put his hand on,
there are only three things to account for the state of
affairs—and they are: Number one, gambling of some kind
or another; Number two, women; Number three, blackmail.
That won't do for my prototype, and, to be frank, it won't
do for me either.” And again refusing to be interrupted
he said, if not explicitly, with a sufficiently complete im-
plication, that he could not employ anybody in so con-
fidential a position as Eric’'s when he himself was losing
confidence.

Then, of course, Eric said exactly what he had done
with his money.

Mr. Cornish brought out a seafaring coloured hand-
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kerchief, blew his nose loudly, went to one of the windows
and looked out on that pleasant view of St. James’s Park.

“I'm touched by this,” he said gruffly, still looking at
the view. ““You're a good lad, Eric!” Then he came from
the window. ‘‘Shake hands. 1 beg your pardon. What
you've done, now I know what it was, doesn’t surprise me.
I am satisfied. On the whole I think you have acted
rightly. Now not another word.”

And this time there was not another.

It was soon after this that Eric found himself com-
pletely drawn into the family life of the house. Against his
own wishes he submitted to being thus absorbed or enrolled,
and those new resolutions of his made it easier to submit
If Cornish wanted his company, he must have it. If he
could be useful in this way, or any other way, he must be
glad to be used. The beginning of it occurred one evening
before dinner. Cornish was finishing some letters with
Miss Rivers-Paine, the private secretary. Eric had been
helping them with memoranda.

“Miss Paine,” Cornish asked, ““have I any engagement
to-night?”

Miss Paine said that he was going to a City dinner
—Saltmongers Company—but he was not going to speak
at 1t.

“Not down for a speech—good! Where’s Miss Ruth?”

““Shall 1 see if I can find her?” said Miss Paine, rising
from her chair, and moving towards the door, without
waiting for further commands.

“Ruth, my dear,” said Cornish, when his daughter
presented herself, ““what are you doing to-night?”

Miss Ruth said she was going to an evening party with
Lady Emily.

“Is it important? Is it likely to be amusing?” said
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Cornish. “Look here, Ruth------ Would you care to chuck
it, and come with me to the Old Vic and see The Merchant
of Venice?”

Miss Ruth said she would like this very much.

“Capital!” said Cornish, rubbing his hands together.
“And we'll take Eric with us. Eric, you must come, too. An
evening with Shakespeare will do you all the good in the
world. Come on—just as we are. Get your hat, Ruth.
I'll give you a bit of dinner at an out-of-the-way place that
I used to patronise thirty years ago.”

Then on another evening, Mrs. Headingley, the attrac-
tive and fashionable Jane, came into Eric’s room and said,
with a well practised charm of manner: “Mr. Bowen, do
you think you could take pity on two deserted females,
and come to their rescue? Our cavalier has failed us in
a shocking and disgraceful way.”

Eric, turning himself into a rescue-party, escorted Mrs.
Headingley and Miss Cornish to the opera, and thence to
a well-known dancing club, where Mrs. Headingley became
so much involved with large numbers of her fashionable
friends that she refused to leave when her sister was
already tired of the entertainment. ““Send the car back
for me, Ruth,” she said gaily. ‘I shan't come home till
daylight.”

As Eric walked with Ruth a little way down Bond
Street in search of their car, he observed for the first time
her peculiar calmness. It seemed like a personal attribute.
She was the same in all places. Sitting amidst the noise
and smoke of that strange Fleet Street restaurant, listen-
ing to the crashing orchestra at the opera, coming down
the staircase at home in the early morning, or walking
along the pavement here in the middle of the night, she
had her little air of sedate purpose, quiet acceptance of
facts, with a reserve that was not pride, a simplicity that
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was not caused by lack of intelligence. Eric thought ““She
has great natural dignity.”

Then, with little delay, Cornish invited him to live
altogether at Carlton House Terrace. A room had recently
been vacated on the top floor, where all sorts of people
not belonging to the family seemed to find shelter tempo-
rarily or permanently. Cornish said that Eric would be
entirely his own master there, to go out and come in as
he liked, to join the family at meals or not, as it suited
him. Cornish thought that this would be very convenient
for Eric as well as for himself.

Miss Ruth, as Eric had been informed, nourished an
affection for her father, and had a lot of courage.

She also played the violin. And because of this
accomplishment the courage and the filial regard were put
to a severe test one night in Eric’s presence. With the un-
expectedness of a shell fired in peace time, her father
begged her to give him a tune. It was in the middle of
a very small but very smart musical party that the Cornishes
were giving with the assistance of Lady Emily Gale. Lady
Emily had assembled some of what she called the best
people, and had certainly provided what might be termed
some of the very best music. It was as good as it was ex-
pensive. A Russian quartette, singing without accompani-
ment, had wailed and sobbed in a most thrilling manner;
a famous soprano had been throwing pearls of melody to
a great height; an equally famous contralto had rolled out
vibrations of deep sound that were like curtains of velvet,
the architecture of dreams, or the feastings of gods in
sacred groves; a venerable Polish gentleman with a ’cello
had also obliged. Then Mr. Cornish, contented, beaming,
glad to see everybody happy, called upon his beloved
Cordelia to do a turn. Ruth, appalled, made negative
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movements with her head, went to him hurriedly and im-
plored him to desist, saying, as she always said, that she
really couldn’t play the violin at all, not before anybody,
much less before such an audience as this.

““Oh, nonsense, don’'t be shy, my dear,” said Cornish.
“Come on. I want you to. Fetch your instrument.”

Then Ruth played to them—and Eric watched her
and admired her for her courage. She looked up with that
apparently short-sighted glance that seemed to see nobody,
then settled her firm round chin on the pad, raised her
arm with the bow, and to the accompanying notes of the
piano struck into the opening passage of a nocturne by
Chopin.

Ruth was of the middle height, built solidly rather
than slenderly. She had brown hair. Her white bare
arms were round and firm. Her dignity did not desert
her; even under this trial she appeared to be self-possessed,
calm; on the whole a good-looking, if not very attractive
girl. When she stopped playing there was rapturous applause
for the daughter of the house. Ruth smiled gravely in
acknowledgment of this courtesy, put her violin in its
case, and presently, carrying it out of the room, stopped
to speak to Eric.

“Was it very awful?” she asked in a low, breathless
voice. ““Were they laughing at me? Did you hear what
they were saying?” She was trembling from head to feet,
she was like a person who has been running for her life,
and Eric saw the faint colour coming and going in her
white cheeks like a light that is flickering and being blown
out inside a lamp with a paper shade. She was utterly
exhausted.

“Let me carry that for you,” said Eric.

“No,” she murmured, “I am taking it upstairs.”

She did not come down again for more than twenty
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minutes, and then she was very pale, but sedate and calm
as ever.

Eric thought of what her father had said. ‘““That’s a
good girl.” At any rate she had proved that she did not
consult her own feelings when it was a question of giving
pleasure to Mr. Cornish.

Eric had retained his rooms in Sloane Street, but was
now living in Carlton House Terrace, for the season—*If
indeed one can call it the season nowadays, my dear Mr.
Bowen,” said Lady Emily Gale. “Oh, that war! How
much it still has to answer for.”

Lady Emily called him her dear Mr. Bowen, and
treated him with a politeness that increased as her dis-
taste grew more intense. She was very hostile to this
intruder that had been unceremoniously thrust into what she
considered to be altogether her own department of affairs.

Hitherto when Miss Cornish or her sister had required
a male escort, it was she who had provided it. This was
a valuable piece of patronage now removed from her
hands. She disapproved most highly of Eric being taken
about, or taking the ladies about, instead of her nominees.
Moreover, the now ubiquitous young man interfered with
very special plans. He got in her way—perhaps uncon-
sciously, but very irritatingly. That was what annoyed her
most of all. He got in her way. Eric, although quite
unaware of many waves of discomfort in the atmosphere
surrounding him, was not so innocent as to fail in detect-
ing Lady Emily’s main purpose. Lady Emily had a can-
didate for that great prize which seemed to be offered in
the as yet unfettered person of the daughter of the house
—her dear, her very dear Ruth. He was Lord Alderstown,
a man of about thirty-five, with a good record and a dis-
tinguished aspect, solemn of speech, retiring of manner.
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From all that one heard, he was an exemplaty nobleman,
with only one fault—he was very poor. That, however,
was a fault which Mr. Cornish would remedy. Ruth Cornish
was gracious to him, but kept him at a respectful distance,
which he himself showed no vulgar desire to break through.
He was waiting for a signal to step forward, and he dis-
regarded any pushes from behind that were given to him
by his kind solicitous aunt, Lady Emily.

Good season or bad, Lady Emily was very busy organis-
ing gaieties for her patrons. She arranged dances and
dinners as well as musical parties. But the small concerts
were much grander than anything else—the biggest musical
stars to perform, a magnificent supper at round tables in
the ground-floor rooms, guests saying things which gladdened
Lady Emily’s heart; as, for instance, that this was one of
the few houses where things were done on a pre-war scale.
Very smart people came—duchesses, an ambassador or
two, cabinet ministers, great officials. One night there was
a royal princess.

Eric was downstairs in the hall when the princess
departed. She came down the stairs with Cornish and
Ruth—a kind, friendly creature, thanking her host and
hostess fervently for the happiness of her evening.

When Cornish returned from the porch he told Eric
to take Ruth and get her some supper; and presently he
came to them, sitting alone together at one of the remoter
tables, and talked to Ruth with overflowing contentment.

“Ruth, my dear, I call it a tiptop affair to-night, and
no mistake. Her Royal Highness seemed really satisfied.
She thanked me again and again outside. She stopped
the car to thank me.” And he strolled away, rubbing his
hands, and nodding his head.

When he had gone, Ruth spoke with a seriousness that
was unusual, even for her.
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“Father’s only pleased for us, of course. No doubt
people say we are very snobbish. But father isn’t a snob.”

““Oh, I know that,” said Eric eagerly.

“Yes,” she said, in the same tone, “I think you under-
stand him better than almost anybody. That is why you
get on so well together.”

Eric said something, and she did not seem to listen.

“T think,” she said, “people are always rather unkind
to self-made men. They are so ready to make that
accusation of snobbishness. They don’t understand. They
don’t put themselves in the place of a man like father and
try to see his point of view. Society is the last thing left
for such men to conquer. They've conquered everything
else, and they want to get the better of that too. Well,
isn’'t that natural? But with father it isn't for himself. It’s
just us. He has given us big houses, expensive frocks,
everything grand, and he wants to give us grand people to
consort with. It doesn’t give me any pleasure, of course. I
hate it. But I couldn’t let father know that, could I?”

They sat there talking, and Eric had an impression
that in bringing herself to speak so freely to him of her
father she had melted her habitual reserve. And it was as
if she felt glad that it had melted. She talked of other
things now with a similar freedom. Yes, the reserve
seemed to have gone, but not the gravity of tone. He
noticed the evenness of her voice, the measured emphasis
in each sentence, as of a person who never has spoken
and does not ever intend to speak without first quietly
thinking what she is going to say. She made unem-
barrassed pauses too, pauses of calm reflection. Then,
after one of these pauses, she said something that startled
him, almost made him jump, although it was said exactly
as everything else had been said, its few firm words care-
fully measured.
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““Oh, damn this woman,” said Miss Cornish.

And she answered Eric’s look of surprise with a smile
and a repetition of her words in a firm whisper. “Damn
this woman.”

Lady Emily Gale had caught sight of them from the
doorway of the room and was bustling towards their
table.

“My dear Ruth, I have been looking for you every-
where. 1 thought you must have had a headache and gone
to bed;” and Lady Emily reported how Lord Alderstown
had also been looking for her until at last he went away in
despair with all his thanks and compliments unspoken.
“He charged me with every sort of message,” said Lady
Emily. T believe he wants to inveigle you into playing a
game of golf with him at Ranelagh some morning next
week. You ought to, dear—if you can spare the time.
The air is so fresh, it is all so pleasant down there—
especially in the morning.”

Eric had risen to his feet, Miss Cornish rose too, and
they did not sit down again when Lady Emily left them.

“Good night, my dear Ruth,” said Lady Emily. *I
must hurry homeward, or I shall be a mere limp rag to-
morrow—and I have so much to do. Good night, Mr.
Bowen.”

She could not bring herself to call him her dear Mr.
Bowen to-night. He had got in the way too stupidly.

From this time Eric found that his intercourse with
Miss Cornish was on a much easier footing. The social
duties that he had to fulfil with her became less irksome.
She possessed a sense of humour, and was extraordinarily
observant; now that she was willing to talk unreservedly
they were never at a loss as to what to talk about.

Notwithstanding all these festivals and elegant futilities
of social life, the work of the house went on without in-
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terruption. Business still retained its rank very far in
advance of pleasure, and Mr. Cornish made short work of
Eric’s invitations or engagements when he wanted his service
on more important matters. Thus at the height of Lady
Emily’s brilliant season he sent Eric on a confidential mission
to Stockholm, Danzig, and Warsaw.

When Eric returned three weeks later Miss Cornish
welcomed him with a very friendly smile, and said: “It is
nice to see you again, Mr. Bowen.” Her greeting gave him
a glow of pleasure; it made him feel as if he was really
coming home, and not merely returning to his place of
employment. He saw now very plainly that, no matter how
quiet and unobtrusive she seemed, Ruth was the presiding
spirit of the house. She took care of people; she wanted
them to be happy; more delicately but no less firmly than
her father she tried to make them happy.

Moreover, as Eric began to understand, she governed
as well as presiding. It was she who in fact decided when
her two elder sisters were to come and when to go, how
long their children were to remain in London and how
soon they would require sea air or country amusements.
Everybody in the house was really subject to her quiet
rule. She allowed her father unlimited licence because her
love for him was so great she could not admit he ever did
anything that was not wise and correct. But the rest of
them all had to do what on reflection she considered best
for them. If any one of them rebelled she would give him
a second, perhaps even a third, chance of obedience; but
if he obstinately refused to take his chance, she would
suppress him altogether. Not for nothing had she called
Lady Emily Gale a damned woman. It was obvious to
Eric that during his absence something had happened to
her ladyship of a nature to take all the fussiness and
assumption out of her. She was subdued, comparatively

Fernande 11
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diffident. He surmised that, in the language of the servants’
hall, Ruth had given her a talking to and put her in her
place.

He admired Ruth’s strength of character. He admired
it more and more.

XV

A GREAT many weeks, so many that he could not count
them, had gone by since he last saw Fernande. On the
last occasion she had been different again, wistful and gently
feminine, instead of careless and manlike; and she had said,
too, in a way that touched his heart, “You would never
drop me now, would you, Eric?”

Indeed he had no intention of dropping her. That
saying, ““Out of sight is out of mind,” should never again
be allowed to become applicable to his method of dealing
with old friends. He had had one lesson, and he did not
want another.

He took the first available opportunity of going to
Chelsea.

As he drove along the Embankment in the warm after-
noon sunshine, he was thinking of her very deeply.

What would she be to-day? Merry or sad? Grand or
humble? What would she look like?

Then he thought of Ruth Cornish. Miss Cornish never
surprised one; she was always the same. The moment
one thought of her one could mentally see her, as she was
yesterday and the day before, as she would be to-morrow
and the day after. Except for the merest trifles, certain
individual details not immediately noticed, she was exactly
the same person that she had been at his first sight of her.
He now considered her very good-looking; but he would
have thought so then if he had studied her more closely.
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He knew that her brown hair was not so dark as he
had supposed it to be, that it had reddish strands and
almost golden strands in it; he knew also that the pretty
flicker of colour in her face, far from being rare, was fre-
quent, and that it seemed to be caused as much by pass-
ing thoughts as by any little physical effort; but these
items of his knowledge all added together made no real
difference in her.

Perhaps it was the steadfastness of her character that
gave this unchanging fixity of outward appearance.

When he arrived at Chelsea, it was as if fate was
playing him a cruel and absurd trick. He had a surprise,
as seemed inevitable in all dealings with Fernande, but
she herself did not give it to him. Fernande was not
there. Fernande had gone. A card at the entrance of
the building announced that there was an unfurnished flat
to let on the fourth floor and requested applicants to go to
the porter at Number Six for particulars.

There was a similar card on the door upstairs. He stood
there, in that peculiar and almost frightening silence of
the empty living-place which one has known always with
life in it, a silence broken after a time by tiny whispering
sounds, as if the uncarpeted boards, the fireless hearths,
the blank unused space, had found a voice and were tell-
ing him of their abandonment and desolation. The glass
panels of the locked door had already become darkened
with dust; sticking out from the letter-box, there were two
or three morning newspapers of a month ago; some trades-
men’s circulars lay at his feet where they had been tossed
down by a careless messenger. He had the same feeling
of personal humiliation as when he saw those boards of
the auctioneers outside his cousin’s deserted house. Here
again were the evidences of a disaster that he ought some-

how to have foreseen, somehow to have averted. Fernande
T
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loved this flat; it was more than a shelter; it was a part
of herself.

The porter at Number Six did not know where Mr. and
Mrs. Faulkner had gone. He did not think they had left
their address with anybody. But the new tenancy, he said,
was nothing to do with them; the flat was now “in hand,”
and one could negotiate direct with the landlord. The
porter had the key. He offered to go back with Eric and
show him over.

Fernande had disappeared. Since he could not find
her without aid he determined to find Cyril; and for an
hour or two he went from place to place looking for him.
Cyril must tell him exactly what had happened. But Cyril
was not at his club, not at any of his old haunts.

Then, when despairing, Eric had a thought that should
have come to him before his vain search instead of after
it. The way to find Cyril was to find Cyril's wealthy
patroness, Mrs. Adolph Lynch. He rang up the lady’s
house in Lancaster Gate.

A comfortable mellow voice answered him. Mrs. Adolph
Lynch herself had come to the telephone. She said that
she was expecting Mr. Faulkner at dinner to-morrow, but
he was not there to-night, and she asked to know who
was speaking to her. On hearing that it was Mr. Bowen
she became extremely cordial, her voice swelling to its
ripest tones. Mr. Bowen, she declared, had long been
known to her by reputation as one of Cyril’s “bosom
pals’; she desired his acquaintance; and now, with this
good beginning on the telephone, they really must “meet
in the flesh,” as she expressed it. “Tell Cyril to bring you
some night soon. He knows he may bring anyone he pleases.”

Thus encouraged, Eric asked some guarded questions
about Cyril’s affairs, and was much relieved to learn that
nothing very unusual seemed to have occurred. Evidently
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Cyril had not interrupted his gallant attendance on the
hospitable lady. Moreover, she had seen Mrs. Faulkner
too, and quite lately. Say about ten days ago. Yes, she
had had a little theatre party—herself and Cyril, Mrs.
Faulkner and that delightful old man, Mr. Letronne, the
famous art critic. Finally she said that Mrs. Faulkner was
staying at one of the Knightsbridge hotels, but she was
not sure which. Cyril, as she knew positively, had put up at
the Métropole Hotel, and would remain there until his
wife had finished house-hunting.

Eric thanked her, bade her good night, and hung up the
receiver, little guessing that his brief conversation with Mrs.
Lynch would ever prove of the slightest importance to him;
much less that it would be the first of a long series of events
that, as they approached their end, might cost him very dear.

“Mrs. Faulkner, yes, sir,” said the hall porter at the
second of the Knightsbridge hotels that Eric visited.
“Mrs. Faulkner has just come in.”

The page-boy glanced into a rather dismal reading-
room adjacent to the entrance hall, and then led him to
her. She was seated at the big central table, where two
other guests of the hotel, a large bald-headed man
and a thin elderly woman, were studying as if with avid
interest the dreadful sort of newspapers that one sees only
in such places. Her attitude seemed to show listlessness
and fatigue. She was in morning dress, and a hand-bag
that he had given her as a present a long time ago lay
beside her gloves on the table.

Her pleasure at seeing him was very evident.

“Eric! But this is wonderful. How did you know I
was staying here?”

He told her of the anxious hunt that had followed his
surprise in Chelsea.
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They spoke in low voices; but the bald man coughed
reprovingly and the thin lady rustled the leaves of her
journal as if in discomfort.

“Is there any other room,” Eric whispered, ‘““where we
could be alone?”

“No, I am afraid there isn’t. This place is very small.
I only came here because it's cheap.”

Presently the big man put down his paper with a sigh.
Then after taking out his watch and carefully winding it,
he said something to the old lady. Then they both left
the room, and Eric and Fernande were able to talk with-
out restraint.

“Why didn’t you let me know you were giving up the flat?”

“Would it have been of any interest to you, Eric?”
and she raised her eyes and looked at him.

He reproached her for saying this, and told her gently
that it was unkind of her to leave him in ignorance about
anything that concerned her.

“Well then, I didn’t want to bother you,” and she had
a very sad little smile. T intended to write and tell you
when I was settled somewhere else.”

Again he reproached her.

“Eric, it’s nice of you to seem to mind, but of course
you can’t mind really. Not now.”

“Fernande, why do you speak like this? I mind dread-
fully. And what do you mean by ‘Not now’?”

She was still looking at him.

“I mean,” she said, “‘now that your time is altogether
mortgaged.”

“Yes, I'm always busy, but------

“But you are infinitely more busy now than you were
a little while ago, aren’t you?”

“No. It’s always pretty much the same. I was away
for three weeks.”
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“Ah! And now you are back, you are making up for
lost time,” she said, as if there was a significance in her
words that he would understand. I don’t blame you. In
the circumstances Fernande naturally becomes very much
of a back number. . .. Eric, I have said I don’t blame
you.”

“But I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“My dear, there are little birds in London just as there
are in the country—little chattering birds on the cornices
of houses, on the chimney pots, and on the window sills
—and the little birds tell me things when other people
won’t.”

He did not in the least understand all these words of
hers. For a moment or two they were looking into each
other’s face, she with an intent questioning gaze, and he
merely seeming puzzled and wondering. Then she lowered
her eyes and began to play with the hand-bag, stroking it
and flattening it, as they went on talking.

“I haven’t an idea what the little birds said, Fernande;
but if they said anything to make you think I shouldn’t
be upset and anxious because of any trouble of yours, then
they are little liars as well as little birds.”

“Dear Eric,” she said softly.

“Won’'t you say what’s in your thoughts, Fernande?”

“Yes, I will. It’s only this;” and with her open hand
she pressed upon the bag. “I was led to suppose that you
might have quite a big bit of news to tell me about your-
self and your future plans. That is, if you cared to tell it”

He was still completely puzzled. He assured her that
nothing remarkable had happened to him or was likely to
happen, so far as he knew.

“All right Thank you, Eric. . .. Dare I ask you to
make one promise?” and she looked up at him and then
again her eyes dropped. ““Suppose something does happen
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—I mean something that will alter your life—will you tell
me then?”

“Of course I would.”

“Tell me at once—and not leave me to find out for
myself?”

“Of course not.”

“Is that a promise?”

“Yes, that’s a promise.”

“Thank you. Bless you.” She drew her chair close to
his, so that their elbows touched. ‘““Now about me. It’s
quite all right. You're a perfect angel to worry, but you're
not to. I have pulled through worse scrapes than this.”

“But what is the scrape? Cyril?”

“No, both of us.”

“Do you mean you have left him?”

“Temporarily—at any rate. But no doubt we shall
come together again. We always do. I may as well con-
fess I have been behaving badly as well as Cyril. My
dear, your Fernande has been very naughty. Gambling!
Yes, I know. I ought to be well smacked.” Her face was
bright again. She talked faster, she rattled on gaily. I
thought I was so dashed clever too—that I was going to
make enough to set me up as a respectable citizen for the
rest of my days. Phutt. Bang. Down I went.” And she
laughed. “I was cleaned out, Eric. Yes, I would have
you to know it was a real smash. Nothing for it but to
sell up everything and fly from the ancestral home. Natur-
ally misfortunes never come singly. I have lost my little
job with the bonnet people. The sparkling products of my
pen have also ceased to attract. Fernande’s means of
earning an honest livelihood have been curtailed—in many
ways.”

She chattered merrily; but when he spoke of helping
her with money she grew serious in a moment.
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“No, dear,” she said in her quiet firm tone. ““Not
yet—anyhow. I may let you do it, some day—but not yet.”

It was late now. The modest little hotel betrayed its
natural desire to close for the night by such signs as a
half-darkened hall, occasional appearances of the porter in
the reading-room doorway, and a visit of the page-boy for
the purpose of tidying the newspapers on the far end of
the table. Fernande told her visitor that he had better
go. Then after looking round to see that at the moment
they were free from observation by porter or page, she
swiftly raised his hand to her lips and kissed it.

“Thank you for taking so much trouble,” she said, with
a sort of humble gratitude that disturbed him painfully.
“It hasn’'t been wasted. It has made me happy again—
for I thought you had forgotten me.”

Eric walked home to Carlton House Terrace, and all
the way he was thinking of her. He was so sorry, so
bitterly sorry for her. He longed to aid her in her diffi-
culties, to protect her from the debasement that, as Cornish
had said so tritely but so wisely, is summed up in that one
word poverty; and yet, deep in his heart, he admired her
for still refusing to take help from him. He seemed to
understand, more clearly that he had ever done till now,
all that was finest in her. She too was brave; very staunch;
full of the arts and wiles of a woman, but as resolute and
independent really as any man.

Then the memory of that kiss on the knuckles of his
hand and the humbleness of her tone suddenly tore at his
heart-strings.

Cyril, on the other hand, did not suffer from scruples
in regard to being helped, and no later than the following
morning Eric was called upon to prove himself the friend
in need who is the friend indeed.
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Cyril had very imprudently jeopardised his position on
the Mayfair Gazette by incurring Mr. Cornish’s wrath. Mr.
Cornish was making a noise about it. Not for a long while
had Mr. Cornish used this loud voice and made these
violent gestures as he paced the floor of his library. Miss
Paine, fetching Mr. Bowen, said that the chieftain had
frightened her by the strength of the outburst.

“Oh, it’s you, is it!” said Cornish. “Now look here.
What d’you say to this? And he showed Eric a letter
from the printers of the Gazette, in which they said that
they had been disappointed by not receiving the promised
five hundred pounds on account. ‘I gave Faulkner the
money. I gave him the money three weeks ago. Now—
what about it?”

Eric pleaded that Cyril was careless and unbusiness-
like. It was a mistake which no doubt Cyril could explain
and put right.

“Don’t talk rot,” said Cornish forcibly. ‘It can be ex-
plained in only one way. The man is a rascal. No doubt
he has been cheating me all along in a small way, but this
is more than I can stand.” Then, as Eric continued his
pleading, Cornish spoke in a different manner. “Eric, why
do you show this compunction for the fellow? You're
honest yourself—why do you become the champion of dis-
honesty? Why haven't you dropped these people? You're
not a fool, and you must see as well as I do that this sort
of entanglement is worse than foolish, it's dangerous.
Frankly—I don’t like it.”

Eric said that he was not in any way entangled, but
that he certainly could not drop Cyril. Cyril was an old
friend. “Let me go and see him,” he said, “and find out
all about it.”

Cornish at last consented. “For your sake, Eric, TI'll
give him one more chance. Tell him,” and this was said
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very sternly, “‘that I want the printers’ receipt for that five
hundred. Tell him that the receipt is to be on my table
here by seven o’clock to-night. You can tell him, too, that
if anything of the sort occurs again he may take his hat
and umbrella and walk out of the office, and that if he
leaves anything of his behind him, it will be thrown into
the street. There. See him at once, and be done with it.”

It was too early in the day for one to expect that Mr.
Faulkner would be at the Gazette office. In fact it was
too early to suppose that Mr. Faulkner would be yet out
of bed. Eric went to the Metropole Hotel, sent up a mes-
sage to Cyril’s room, and waited for him till he came down.

For Eric it was a painful interview. Throughout it he
was haunted by recollections of Cyril when he had seemed
so grand and admirable, the talented editor, the charming
man of'the world, a personage worthy of hero-worship. He
remembered also, very vividly, Cyril’s kindness to him—
how he himself had stood shyly before Cyril in the editorial
chair, asking for employment. Cyril had given him the
job, not because he believed him to be valuable, but from
good-nature, kindness, or pity. These thoughts made him
feel like a boy at school who has been sent unwillingly to
an elder boy to communicate an ultimatum from the head-
master. While disclosing the reason of his visit he did all
in his power to save Cyril from humiliation.

But it seemed that he might have spared himself these
pains. Whatever were the real feelings of Cyril, he showed
no sense of being humiliated. His manner was indeed very
lofty and dignified. He spoke of Mr. Cornish no less dis-
paragingly than Cornish had spoken of him. “My dear
boy, your concrete merchant is exciting himself without
the slightest cause. It is quite true that the money has
not been paid, but it will be paid, of course. 1 suppose
he doesn’t imagine I mean to swindle him?” Then, when
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Eric was compelled to say that he feared Mr. Cornish was
supposing something of the kind, Cyril had a superb gesture
of contempt and disgust. “What can you expect from a
pig but a grunt, Eric? That's the worst of having deal-
ings with these inflated bounders. I always said so—didn’t
I? And I expect you have a roughish time with the old
brute yourself. But youre more adaptable than I am.
However’—and he made another gesture, as if dismissing
the subject—"my compliments to Mr. Cornish, and say
that the people shall be paid.”

“But when will you pay them, Cyril?”

“As soon as it is convenient to me to do so.”

Then Eric had to give the ultimatum.

It was impossible for Cyril to comply with its terms.
At the moment he was short of the required sum by about
two hundred pounds, and he did not quite see where he
could lay his hand on this two hundred during the pro-
gress of the day. Of course one way out of the difficulty
would be for Eric to lend him the money. Eric agreed to
do this. He had brought his cheque-book with him.

“Would you care to make it three hundred while you're
about it, Eric?”

Eric expressed regret that he could not fall in with
this suggestion, because he was short of funds. Two hundred
pounds would exhaust his capacity. Cyril laughed sardonic-
ally, and gave him a friendly slap on the back, as he sat
down to write the cheque.

“Well done, Eric. You're catching the millionaire tone
already.—So many claims to meet—continually increasing
expenses—unceasing demands for public charities.” But
he thanked Eric for the cheque in grateful terms presently,
and Eric saw that his fingers were trembling as he put it
away in his pocket-book.

“You won't let there be any accident, will you?” said
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Eric earnestly, yet shyly. “The receipt by seven o’clock.
It’s really serious, you know.”

“Damn it, of course I know it's serious,” said Cyril,
with a sudden lapse from dignity. “There shan't be any
accident. And many thanks to you. You shall have your
loan back by next Monday at the latest, without fail.” And
as he said this he was as lofty as ever.

The receipt from the printers duly arrived; and Eric
heard nothing more about the matter from Mr. Cornish.
He heard nothing more about it from Cyril either. He
heard nothing from anybody until a fortnight later, when
Mr. Cornish was again making a noise.

It appeared that a person had come to the house, and
that Mr. Cornish refused to see the person.

“He is shouting for you,” said Miss Paine. ““Do go to
him and pacify him.”

“I won’t see her,” said Mr. Cornish noisily. “It’s not
a bit of good. Get rid of her, Eric, as quick as you can.
She’s no business here at all.”

“But who is it?” asked Eric.

“Mrs. Faulkner—that man’s wife.” And to Eric’s con-
sternation he explained that he had dismissed Cyril from
the Gazette. ““I haven’t had time to tell you;” and he held
up his hand as a warning against interruptions. I sacked
him yesterday afternoon. I fired him out neck and crop.
He’s a rascal and a cheat. Now, of course, the wife has
come to beg me to take him back. I won't do it. D'you
understand? Not you nor anybody else will alter my de-
cision. It's final. Now tell her so. Get her out of the
place.”

She was sitting in the hall. They had left her there
as though she had been a messenger from a dressmaker,
a servant come to apply for a situation, or a decently
dressed mendicant. The man in charge of the door no
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doubt was keeping an eye on her lest she should attempt
to intrude further into the privacy of the house. Eric felt
chivalrously indignant that she had suffered such treatment.
With an air of exaggerated deference, assumed for the in-
struction of the watchful man, he led her into his own
room and talked with her there.

It was not Cyril who had sent her. She had come of
her own accord to implore consideration from Mr. Cornish.
Cyril, she said, was bitterly wounded. He had been dis-
missed with less courtesy than would have been shown to
one of Mr. Cornish’s footmen. Cyril was quite ‘‘broken
up” by it. Could not Eric do something to mollify Mr.
Cornish ?

Eric was obliged to tell her that, so far as Mr. Cornish
was concerned, it was all over with Cyril. From his know-
ledge of Cornish he was sure that this was the end.

She made a forlorn gesture.

“Very well, Eric. We must grin and bear it. But it’s
the worst knock we have had—because it means that Cyril
will now be quite adrift. So long as he had the Gazette
he did try. Now I'm afraid he’ll give up trying.”

They went out into the hall together. The front doors
were wide open. Miss Cornish’s car stood waiting in the
bright sunlight, behind it the foliage of trees and the high
walls of one of the club-houses in Pall Mali. A footman
carried a dust cloth through the porch and gave it to the
chauffeur. Another footman was brushing Mr. Cornish’s
white top hat. Lady Emily Gale and two grandly dressed
women could be seen half-way up the stairs, where they
had paused to talk to somebody on the landing above them.
Everything seemed to speak of ease, wealth, splendour;
and again Eric had the poignant sensation of Fernande’s
humbleness and unimportance in the midst of it all. She
was being ejected as an undesirable intruder. Forlorn, un-
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happy, she was spurned by master, servants, and the whole
house. Eric could not allow her to go away from its doors
in this manner.

“Wait a moment, Fernande. T'll walk with you;” and
he fetched his hat.

They went away together then, along Pall Mali and up
St. James’s Street. At the top of the street they were over-
taken and passed by Miss Cornish in her open car. Her
father was beside her. He stiffly raised his hat, bowed to
Fernande, and stared at Eric. Miss Cornish turned her
head, saw them, and looked away again; but while her
glance was on them Fernande took Eric’s arm and held it
tightly. She held it until the car disappeared.

Fernande was leading him to the shelter she had now
found for herself, and she assured him that, although he
might not think much of it, she was well pleased to have
a place of her own again.

“Besides, give me time and I'll make it really nice.”

It was in a slanting street much used by taxi-cabs as
a short cut between Bond Street and Oxford Street, and
it consisted of three rooms at the top of a little old house,
of which the ground floor was occupied by a bootmaker’s
shop. A chiropodist lived on the first floor. It seemed
most sordid and miserable, the dark and narrow staircase,
the chiropodist’s door, the uncarpeted steps of the upper
flight; and Fernande’s rooms with their low ceilings, dingy
little window panes, and common tawdry furniture, were
almost appalling at first.

But she herself, as she had said, appeared to be quite
content.

““Such a lucky find, you know. Just what I was look-
ing for. Two bedrooms and a sitting-room.”

“Does Cyril come here?”

“Well, he came last night for the first time. I had to
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let him come because he was so dreadfully down. But I
can’t have him living here regularly. Really, Eric, the
poor old chap is broken-hearted. . . . But now see for
yourself.”

She had taken off her hat, and she did the honours of
her new home, talking the while lightly and gaily.

She showed him, touchingly, small embellishments that
she had already made—such as some photographs in
silver frames, some prettily bound books, two vases of
artificial flowers, a piece of brightly coloured fabric to hide
the faded rep of a terrible mid-Victorian sofa. She would
get chintz or cretonne covers for the chairs and hide them
too later on. And there should be lovely curtains one of
these days.

“Eric—or little by little;” and she laughed. It shall
be Fernande or little by little. Rome wasn’t built in a
day, my lad. You may defeat Rob Roy, but you can't
subdue him. Step this way, please. . . . Now I ask you
—Isn’t that a duck of a kitchen?”

The kitchen was scarcely bigger than a large cupboard,
with a gas stove that filled it, a few pots and pans on one
shelf and some crockery on another. Here Fernande did
her own cooking. She had no servant. An old woman
came for a couple of hours every day to do the household
work.

“I'm no end of a cook, Eric. I can cook omelettes
and mutton cutlets that I defy the Ritz to improve on.
. .. Come one night and let me cook dinner for you.”

“Does your old woman get you your breakfast and
your early tea?”

“No, you angel, I am gone before she shows her funny
old nose. Femande’s early tea and breakfast are all one
entertainment, and she prepares it with her own fair hands.

. Eric, you dear boy, I don't mind a bit. I like it. ...
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Imagine me as enjoying a very comfortable breakfast in
the most negligent of négligés, then laving my body, tiring
my hair, robing myself modestly and becomingly, and then
going forth.”

“What to do, Fernande?”

“To walk the streets, Eric. Now don’t look alarmed.”
And she laughed in the old happy mischievous way. I
walk the streets, as many a better man has done before
me, in search of honest employment. I enter emporiums
of women’s garments, and ask if they happen to want a
battered, rather-the-worse-for-wear lady who once was young
and beautiful to assist Madame in selling her jumpers,
shirts, or dainty lingerie. ‘I have the best of references,
madam—and none of them forged Madam answers
acidly or truculently, and if my footsteps tarry she asks me
if I do not see the door. Unable to deny that I see her
beastly door, I pass out through it, Eric—and try again
somewhere else.”

Once more he begged her to accept a gift or a loan
of money, and once more she refused him with unshaken
firmness.

Soon she found work, of a hard and undignified kind,
in the millinery department of a common draper’s shop.
She accepted long hours, meagre pay, and daily fatigue
with smiling fortitude. Her power over him now lay in
the compassion, the pity that she always aroused. Dis-
regarding invitations or engagements, he used often to go
to those wretched rooms of hers and sit with her of an
evening. He could not banish her from his thoughts even
during his busiest hours.

For Cyril too he felt an increasing compassion, and he
strenuously endeavoured, but without avail, to secure for
him some sort of post in the city. He lent him more
money, suggesting and hoping that some of it should

Fernande 12
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reach Fernande. Beyond this, he readily complied with
one or two bothering requests—as, for instance, consenting
to meet men with whom Cyril hatched preposterous
schemes, dining at a restaurant with Mrs. Adolph Lynch,
and going once to her house in Lancaster Gate.

Sometimes he seemed to have become a confidential
intermediary between Cyril and Fernande. They asked
him questions about each other, gave him messages to
deliver. He was so sorry for them that he would have
recoiled from no task that could substantially benefit either
of them.

In September he spent three weeks with Mr. and Miss
Cornish in Scotland. It was a large house surrounded by
wonderful scenery, with wide moors and a glorious river,
and, best of all, no large house parties. A few people
came, but were soon gone again. There was no Lady
Emily. But among the passers-through was her admir-
able and well-mannered nephew—ILord Alderstown. He
came, as it seemed, only for convenience, to put in two
nights on his way from somewhere to somewhere else, and
he expressed his gratitude in suitable terms for a tem-
porary accommodation. Eric enjoyed it all immensely.
He used to go fishing with Cornish nearly every day, and
on many days Ruth was with them. The three of them
took long expeditions by motor-car, and walked prodigious
distances in the fine stimulating air. In the evening they
played Dummy Bridge for halfpenny points. It was homely,
simple, very pleasant.

Cornish treated his guest exactly as if he had been
a member of the family, and sometimes when they were
alone talked to him even more confidentially than is nowa-
days usual between relatives. He seemed to give his
entire thoughts, without hesitation, and yet, nevertheless,
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there was occasionally something enigmatical that Eric
could not quite follow. Thus, one night after dinner, he
talked about his daughter in a way that Eric did not alto-
gether understand. Eric had supposed that his greatest
fear was to lose Ruth when she married. Now he spoke
almost as if he was reconciled to the notion of her marry-
ing. And yet again, before he had finished talking, the
idea seemed to make him irritable and unhappy.

“Eric,” he said, beginning, ‘“what’s your private
opinion of that fellow Alderstown?”

Eric replied that he had formed no very strong opinion,
but that Lord Alderstown struck him as an estimable per-
sonage.

“Oh, I've nothing to say against him myself,” Cornish
went on; “but what Z think doesn't much matter. It isn't
me that he and his gang are after. Of course they're
wanting to get Ruth for him.”

“Does Miss Cornish give him any reason to hope?”

Then Cornish spoke with unusual fretfulness, saying, in
effect, that girls were unfathomable creatures, even one’s
own girls. “Alderstown’s best chance seems to me that
there are no serious competitors in the field just now.”
Saying this he rubbed his chin and stared at Eric. “It
may be a wralk-over for him—in the end—you know.”
Then after a longish silence he spoke of other matters, but
returned to the same theme before they left the dining-
room. “I'm not as easy as I used to be about her, Eric.
I'd like to see her future clear. Yes, on the whole, I want
to see her married. But I want it to be a man that I like.

Come on—or she’ll be swondering what we're collo-
guing about.”

On the afternoon of the last day of his visit, Eric had
a pleasant walk with Miss Ruth.

She asked him, very kindly, if it need really be
12
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his last day. ““You know that father would love you to
stay on.”

But Eric said that for many reasons he was compelled
to go.

Then, in the kindest manner, she talked of the arrange-
ments for his journey. She said that, anyhow, it must be
an early start, but that she would be down to give him
his breakfast, and further than this, she proposed, instead
of sending him to the station on the branch line, to drive
him in her own car to the junction, many miles away. This
would make it easier for him, and would be convenient to
her, as she wished to make some small purchases in the
town.

They walked outward along the banks of the stream,
and homeward over the moor. Within sight of the house
they sat for a while among some rocks that overhung
one of the little rills which fed the river. The sunlight
was upon them; the silent spreading lands glowed with
soft colour; and Ruth in her simple garments seemed to
suit the scene, to harmonise with its quiet charm, its solid
yet peaceful strength. She looked smaller, prettier, here,
than she did in London, and Eric thought, as he had
thought once before, how, when you come to know people
and like them, you always see beauty in them, even if it
is not there. She told him she was soon going to stay
with her grandmother. She said she liked going there—
she was fond of her grannie. And she gave a very amusing
description of the old lady’s character and ways. She said
that Mrs. Cornish still treated her son as though he were
not yet quite grown up, and that she criticised Jane and
Agnes very severely. “They have been spoilt, in Granny’s
view.” And then Ruth spoke very wisely about children,
and the management of children, saying that, in fact, her
sisters were foolish in this respect.
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Eric, smiling and amused, told her that she must prac-
tise what she preached when she had children of her own.

Ruth looked at him in surprise. I hope I shall,” she
said. ““Of course it's easy to be wise before the event,”
and she looked at him again. ‘““But why did you say that?”

Eric replied cheerfully to the effect that he expected
she would soon be a married woman herself.

“I don’t know that I shall ever marry,” said Ruth.

“Oh, of course you will.”

Ruth looked at him now as though he had hit her.
That pretty changing colour disappeared from her face
altogether. She seemed to shrink away from him.

“Why have you spoken to me like this?” she said, in
a low voice.

Eric felt consternation. Somehow, inexplicably, he had
put his foot in it—he had offended her or wounded her.

She repeated her question. “Why did you say it?”

“I don’t know. Isn't it quite natural? Your father------
and he checked himself. “Well, all your friends want to
see you happily married, and I am venturing to class my-
self among them. Have I ventured too much?”

““Oh, no,” said Ruth, “that’s all right.” She got up
from the boulder on which she had been sitting, and led
the way down the path by the tumbling water of the
rivulet.

All through the evening Eric had an uncomfortable
feeling that she resented his too friendly words. When she
said “good night” she made no allusions to to-morrow’s
plans; and next morning she did not appear at breakfast.
But, as she had promised, she drove him to the far-off
railway junction. She talked very little, and, as if in ex-
cuse for the scantiness of conversation or divining his
feeling of constraint, said that she had a headache.

Bidding her good-bye, he expressed a hope that she
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would enjoy the visit to old Mrs. Cornish and asked when
it was to be.

“I am not going there,” she said. ‘I have changed my
mind. [ am going abroad.”

“Oh, really? With Mr. Cornish?”

“Yes,” she said. “He doesn’t know it yet,” and she
smiled for the first time that morning; “but I mean to
make him take me to the Italian lakes—and perhaps to
Venice. I'm tired of Scotland—and England too. Good-
bye, Mr. Bowen.”

XVI

THIS autumn Fernande had an accident, spraining an
ankle and wrenching the muscles of a knee, and afterwards
was ill with a queer kind of intermittent fever. During her
illness Eric did all that was possible for her, and then,
acting through Cyril, arranged for her to go to the sea-
side.

He thought of her after she had gone. The Cornishes
were in Italy, his work was at a standstill; nothing of the
least importance detained him in London.

One morning he had a portmanteau packed, and before
luncheon it was going upward in a luggage lift to the room
that he had just engaged at the reception bureau of the
big hotel on the Leas at Folkestone. Mrs. Faulkner, he
heard, was out in a bath chair. He went along the cliff
to look for her.

Her delight at seeing him was so great that he felt
quite extraordinarily glad he had come. As he walked
beside her chair she told him it was from a mere laziness
on her part that she still used this invalid’s conveyance.
Her foot was now all right. She herself felt ever so much
better.
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“Eric, it's angelic of you to have come. Say youll be
able to stay till an evening train.”

“I can stay for a week, if you care to have me for so
long.”

She did not answer, and when he looked at her ques-
tioningly he saw to his consternation that she was crying.
The tears filled her dark eyelashes and ran down her pale
cheeks; she bent her head, fumbled for a handkerchief,
and then sobbed loudly. It was painful, overwhelming.
The chairman had stopped, people were staring at them;
Eric, stooping over her, tried to hide her from all these
inquisitive eyes.

She recovered herself and apologised humbly for her
weakness. After being ill in bed, she said, one had no
strength to withstand emotion.

“So—so when you said that you were going to be
with me, everything inside me seemed to break with the
thought of your goodness. I—I just snapped, Eric. . ..
There, that’s the end of it. I won’t disgrace you again.”

Then she said that she must not be selfish. It was too
sweet of him to think of giving her his time, but she would
not abuse this generosity. He had other people claiming
him. If he could stay till to-morrow, that would be enough.

He remained with her, devoting himselfto her day after
day, and she told him they were the happiest days she
had ever spent. He too was happy, thinking that at last
he had been able to be of some slight use to her. They
strolled about, she leaning on his arm, not really needing
support, but because it gave her pleasure, as she told him;
they sat on seats in the paths below the cliffs; they talked
to no one except each other. The crowds, the noisy hotel,
the movements, voices, aspect of the people all round them,
had no effect on them. They seemed to be alone.

She was gay now, full of vivacity, amusing him with
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her talk; and yet in every hour she seemed to grow softer
and more gentle. She said the most touching things, as
again and again she thanked him.

“You are too good to me, Eric—oh, so much too
good. . . . There never was anyone like you.”

And once she said, “Eric, I wonder if you'll ever
understand why people get fond of you—or if you did
know, whether you would lose some of your strength with
us. But you're unconscious of it—you always were—and
nothing spoils you, nothing changes you. . .. Are you
listening?”

“Yes,” he said, “but I don’t know what you're driving
at. Why these sudden and unmerited compliments?”

“Silly boy. . .. I never pay you compliments. I know
you don’t want compliments, any more than I want them
myself. I was only meditating, going to the root of things.
Yes,” and she laughed, ““Fernande, if you had encouraged
her, was about to be profound, illuminating, and epi-
grammatic. It amounts to this, Eric,” and she spoke
rather sadly. ““As I have often informed you, a frightful
lot of nonsense is talked and written about men and
women—about what attracts and what repels—about the
subjugation of one sex by the other—and all the rest of
it. But the fact is that the most terribly effective weapon
a man can use against a woman is kindness. I don’t
believe any woman can resist it, if the weapon is used
consistently, over a length of time. It is by kindness that
men get the most unlikely women—and make slaves of
them. At least, that's my experience of the world. But I
oughtn't to lay down the law about women. They are a
sealed book to me, really.”

“Poor Fernande,” he said gently, answering the expres-
sion of her face rather than her words. ‘““Have people been
unkind to you—I mean in the past, before I knew you?”
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She shrugged her shoulders.

“Yes, and no, Eric. No more than I deserved—I
dare say.”

“Do you realise,” he said, again very gently, “how
little I know about you? You have never told me any-
thing.”

““There’s nothing worth knowing,” and she frowned, as
she always did when asked questions about herself. Then
after a little while the frown disappeared and he saw that
her lips were trembling. “Do you want to know, Eric?”
she said humbly and deprecatingly.

““I want nothing that you don’t want.”

“Thank you, dear.”

They had a favourite seat on a path low down under
the shelter of the cliff, and they sat there in the morning
after this conversation.

All round them the pine trees, ragged and brown of
stem, broke the warm sunshine, and made a patch-work
of light and shade among the tufts of rank verdure, gorse
bushes, and brambles that clung to the dark crumbling
earth of the cliff side. A little way below them they could
see the smooth roadway and a bank with bushes and small
crouching trees on it. Beyond that lay the flat tranquil
sea, and from it there came a gentle murmur as its scarcely
perceptible wave washed the unseen beach. Other pleasant
sounds in the air were children’s laughing voices and the
faintly heard music of a band on the cliff top.

“You know, Eric,” she said, smiling happily, “just here
where we're sitting is awfully like the south of France.
One of the small places. Fréjus, Antibes, St. Raphael.
What pretty names they are! Or is it only association?
Once I was two months at St. Raphael, with Dick.”

“Who is Dick?”

“My husband.”
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“Oh. Yes—of course.”

“Yachting. An accident to his yacht. We had to
come ashore and put up at the Britannique Hotel. I can
see it—palm trees, things like giant pine-apples, and tiny
little lawns, pelouses a I’Anglaise, with the tall sparse grass,
sown that autumn, making me think of a thin green beard
on a brown face! After luncheon, you know—all of us
outside on the dusty gravel taking our coffee—and Dick
angry because I refused a liqueur. His voice was so loud
that people looked round at us. I was getting accustomed
to that, you know, and the eternal job of quieting him. It
made me miserable. But I couldn’'t give way about the
cognac. I couldn’t. I dared not encourage him—even in
that small thing, and to gain a little peace.”

She sat for a little while silent, frowning; and then
suddenly, without prelude, she began to tell him the whole
story of her life.

“I didn’t love my mother, Eric. Does that shock you?
You never had a mother, to remember, and perhaps you
don'’t really know how much it means to say such a thing,
and what a frightful irreparable loss it implies—especially
to a girl. She wasn’'t kind to me. She was very un-
kind, Eric.”

He had got up, and he stood, with his back against a
pine tree immediately opposite to the seat, watching her
face. She went on speaking as if she had set herself a
Lask and was determined to go through with it, engrossing
herself in it, forgetting everything else. Now and then she
stretched out her hands, but not to him, to the void, to
the past. Often she addressed him directly, and except
for that, it was soon as if she had lost consciousness of his
presence. She wanted no answers from him, but went
straight on with her tale, a little like a person talking in
sleep or in a trance. When people came along the path
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and walked between them, as happened several times, she
stopped till they had passed, and then went on again.

“My father left my mother before I could remember.
An old servant of ours—Emma—a dear—told me about
it, and said I wasn’t to blame him for running away from
her. I didn’t blame him. It seemed perfectly natural. It
was what | often wanted to do myself. I didn’t hate her,
Eric—I just suffered under her. When I was away from
her I lost sight of how cruel she had been. At school I
wrote her just the same letters that the other girls wrote
their mothers—‘My dearest Mum,” and all the rest of it.
In the holidays, if she relented after being beastly to me,
I hugged her and kissed her and watered her with my
tears. Any rare act of kindness seemed to wipe out every-
thing.

“Children are very magnanimous. They forgive and
forgive. They do more than forgive, they forget. You'll
read that in reports of societies like the Waifs and Strays.
If you remove a child from the most horrible and long-
continued ill-usage, it recovers. Its wounds heal them-
selves, its poor little crushed heart expands, fear and
horror go out of it, and scarcely a trace is left. A very
little makes a child happy.

“Also please note, Eric, that in almost every life there
is some happiness. There was a lot of it in mine, really.
I am showing you the darker side, unrelieved by all the
sunbeams. [ was happy at school. To me school was home
and home was school.

“Eric, when you're thinking of your childhood, have
you ever tried to worry out when it was exactly that you
learned or came to know some particular thing? Not things
taught—seven times seven, the moon rising in the east,
and the earth going round the sun. Of course, as the
books tell us, knowledge is streaming into us all the time,
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from babyhood onwards, recognitions, new understandings,
and so on. But I don’'t mean that either. I mean some-
thing isolated, and of importance to one’s self, that one
finds out. Looking back, one recalls a period when one
didn’t know it, and then afterwards one knew.

“I can't remember when I first found out that there
was something frightfully wrong about mother—that she
was wicked, with men; that her life was simply a pursuit
of men—first one, then another. Anyhow, I know it was
very early, when I was absurdly young to have under-
stood such a thing as that. It wasn’t old Emma giving
me hints. I worried it out by myself; and as soon as I
knew, I understood that Emma knew quite well and had
always known. I loathed the knowledge. It was like a
disgusting secret about somebody—as if I had accidentally
caught sight of her naked body and seen that she had a
disease—sores or something appalling—or that she was
misshapen. I carried the secret unaided; but, of course, it
set my thoughts prematurely working on the worst sort of
lines;” and she laughed softly. “Eric, I record these
trifles because they all have their importance for the proper
understanding of the intricate problem now known to you
and the rest of the world as Fernande.

“If I could have talked about it, it wouldn’t have been
so bad for me. Emma was out of the question. But I
wanted to tell my sister, Angela.” As she said this her
face grew sad. ‘I didn’t, because Angela was an invalid
—something wrong with her spine. Angela was the thing
I loved best on earth. She was the oeiiy thing I loved.
She was a lot older than I was. She died while I was at
school—in the middle of a winter term. When I came
back the couch on which she used to lie near the fire in
the drawing-room had been pushed back against the wall,
and it had a lot of gramophone discs on it and mother’s
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books from the circulating library. Sacrilege! I went up-
stairs to my room and howled. It seemed to me that
Angela had died only a week ago instead of two months,
and that people were desecrating her grave.

“Well, I had wanted to tell about mother to Angela.
But I hadn’t done it. Just as I knew instinctively that
Emma knew, I knew that Angela didn't know. I felt
glad I hadn’t made her know. It was my one tiny bit of
comfort.

“I had another sister, Evelyn, much older still; but she
was only a half-sister. She had married a man called
Tyrrell and gone to live in Australia. And I had two
brothers—one half, one whole—Bryan and Sigismund. I
can't remember that I ever saw either of them. In the
quarrel and the arrangements of the separation they had
taken father’s side—or anyhow gone away with father. I
have never seen them. I believe they were both killed in
the war. But I'm not sure of that even.

“In London I have often thought that some day a man
would come up close to me, staring at me, searching my
lineaments, as Walter Scott says—a man in a fur coat,
with his hat cocked, and a big cigar—or a beggar selling
matches—any man—and then he would say, ‘Yes, I re-
cognise the family likeness. Are you not Fernande Vincent?
I thought so. I am Sigismund, your brother. 1 couldn’t
say he wasn’t. But that won't happen. It is only one of
the silly fancies with which 1T amuse myself as I go on my
modest unobtrusive way. Men do stare at me now and
then, in spite of downcast eyes and quickly averted head;
but they are not brothers. It's the last thing they’d say
they were;” and she laughed again.

“Eric, dear, isn’t it wonderful how families scatter like
dead leaves to the four winds of heaven? Father died
before mother. All these people I am speaking of are
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ghosts;” and she made that gesture of outstretched hands
and looked straight before her as if seeing nothing.

Her face brightened and she went on gaily.

“My first love affair was like Adam and Eve’s. It took
place in a garden. See Genesis. Orthodox, wasn't 1?
Not to say conventional. Yes, in the garden at school—
the kitchen garden—with all the fruits of the earth round
us! Herbert was the son of the head gardener. He was
a dear. I caught him alone in the walled part, in the
sunlight by the southern wall, with the ripe peaches show-
ing alluringly through the long narrow leaves.” And she
talked now in the rapid style that she used for narratives
which were intended to amuse, gaily, mischievously. I
asked him to pick a peach and give it to me. There—the
legend renewing itself—as true to-day as at the beginning
of the world. The woman tempted him. But it was 7
that did eat of the forbidden fruit. Herbert refused at
first. It was so terribly against all laws.

“I must tell you, for your further information, it was
a good school, Eric. 1 believe, by the terms of her allow-
ance from father, mother was obliged to have me properly
educated. They didn’t have the usual mania for games.
They ran religion harder than hockey. We had a private
chapel instead of a gymnasium. Very high—all ritual!
Requests for the intercession of the Saints were winked at,
but it was not allowed on any pretence to pray to the
Virgin Mary. We did, of course, because we oughtn’t to.
.. . But what was I going to say? Oh, yes. The garden
figured in the prospectus as one of the amenities. You
know the sort of thing. ‘Classical tuition by diplomaed
masters. Riding taught on scientific principles. Fresh
garden produce throughout the year from our own garden!’
But, as you may guess, the greengrocers got the contents
of our garden, not us. It was sold—throughout the year.
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“Where was 1? Herbert refused—at first. 1 slunk
away abashed—I had no business to be in the garden—
but ere I had gone through the little door leading to the
extensive grounds—grounds of large extent also men-
tioned in the prospectus—where my comrades were re-
creating themselves, he came trotting after me. ‘“There/ he
said, and proffered three enormous peaches on a cabbage
leaf. He asked me my name, and I let him kiss me.

“From that day I had a brief spell of triumph. I
became a provider of peaches for other girls. Knowing
nothing of Herbert, they looked upon me with awe and
admiration. They thought me daring beyond human limits.
They believed, of course, that I marauded in the garden
by myself. ‘Don’t mention it/ I used to say. ‘Just state
how many peaches you want to-day, and I'll do my best.’

“Herbert used to say, ‘Here’s a round dozen, Fur-
nornde.” I tried to teach him to say my name properly,
but he couldn’t. Our commerce took place in a big lean-
to shed out of sight of the upper windows—a sort of
tool-house. ‘Now, Furnornde, he said, ‘I mean to have a
kiss apiece for them.” And I said, ‘Help yourself, Herbert.
My kisses aren’t nearly as rare or valuable as your peaches.
I think I get the best of the bargain.’” ‘Oh, Furnornde,
said Herbert. My light badinage enchanted him. I didn’t
mind his kissing me a little bit. He smelt of all the
things in the tool-house blended together—fine sifted earth
and sand for the potting plants, dried bulbs lying on
shelves, the new-mown grass sticking to blades of the big
mowing machine, and bales of that stuff—what do they
call it?—bast? It was a nice clean smell—Herbert’s.

“Well, of course this couldn’t go on. I don’t mean
the kisses—the peach théfts. The rifled trees told their
story, there were kernels in all the dormitory slop pails,
an idiotic girl was sick, and confessed. As your beloved
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French would say, La vérité éclata de toutes parts a lafois.
There was an inquest on the largest scale, and Herbert
tried to shield me and I tried to shield Herbert. We each
accepted full guilt. Somehow or other a lenient view was
taken. I wasn’t punished.

“But I had made a scandal.

“I soon made another. Again it was traditional, con-
ventional—an affair with a master. Mr. Bradfield! He
was a thin grey-haired man who used to give me an hour’s
Latin twice a week in the little private room—who had
done so for ages. There were two other girls. But one
week they went away for an examination—and, Eric, he
made love to me. Think a little. Imagine me. I was just
over fourteen. A long, skinny, pasty-faced thing with a
large nose and an immense black pig-tail. Compared with
the pretty girls of the school, I considered myself as ab-
solutely repulsive. What did he see in me? By what dis-
tortion of normal instincts and intelligence could he behave
as if I was a grown-up person? Things like this only
happen in schools. It is as though people in schools lose
all sense of proportion, just as they say that doctors of
asylums for the insane go cracked themselves. He told
me that he worshipped me and always had. And at first
I giggled and thanked him and said it was awfully nice
of him to say so. Then something about him so strange,
so different, scared me; and when he took hold of me I
went half mad with fear. 1 struggled and squeaked like
a rabbit. I went on squeaking till a mistress came into
the room. He had let go of me, and perhaps he might
have saved himself. 1 wouldn't have sneaked—I don't
think so—and perhaps the mistress mightn’t have guessed.
But he said it all over again, to her, if you please—that
he must have me, that he would never stop trying to get
me, that no one must come between us. Raving!
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“That was the end of Mr. Bradfield, and very nearly
the end of me. They thought of expelling me—as dangerous.

“l was a marked girl. You know, as I said, it wasn’t
like a school of to-day—Ilike a boys' school, with prefects
and all that. But they talked of courage and self-reliance,
playing the game, and things not being cricket. But in
spite of all the talk there was a lot of mean espionage—
and girls, especially the bigger girls, were really encouraged
to tell tales and act as detectives. 1 felt that many eyes
were on me, many hands against me. One of the mis-
tresses gave me a friendly warning to be very circumspect.
Circumspect! Well, they watched, but they could find no
sin in Fernande. The woman was still pure.

“So they lifted the ban. The Criminal Investigation
Department no longer kept me under observation. I was
to stay. But the head-mistress had me in her room and
gave me a few words—from heart to heart. She told me
that there were certain girls about whom men were apt to
get “silly” and she feared that I was one of them. It was
their misfortune, not their fault. It was simply an affliction.
And she as good as said that in her youth she herself had
been thus afflicted and had suffered the utmost annoyance
and mortification because of it.

“What funny people women are! As I often tell you,
I don’t understand women. I never have. I know too
much—alas, far too much—about men. But women still
baffle me—except one woman—myself. And I am not
sure she doesn't too.

“Mother took me away from school when I was six-
teen—the earliest time that she was allowed to, I suppose.
I wanted to stay on. I shed salt tears at leaving.

“Nearly all girls come from school with a rather
priggish determination to devote themselves to and improve
their families—to act guide and martyr at the same time

Fernande IJ
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—to drop a few useful hints, and turn the other cheek if
the hints get one into trouble. I wanted to devote myself
to mother and to reform her. After several contraband
one-sided discussions with the Virgin Mary, it seemed to
me a plain duty. And a pleasure, too. For, Eric, I felt
my heart bursting for an outlet. I longed to be able to
treat mother—well, as a mother. I had affection, restored
confidence, even filial respect, waiting to pour into her lap
—and, oh, above all, affection. The passionate absorbing
affection without which I felt I couldn’t live—that I have
wanted—needed—all my life, Eric—oh, all my life!”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“It was no go. A wash-out.

“I joined mother at Weymouth. She had just taken a
house there, outside the town, and she asked all her men
to it—such men. If any nice people took us up they soon
dropped us. All our friends were second class—not really
ladies and gentlemen. And before long the females de-
serted us altogether, and only our males were left. Directly
mother was introduced to one she went for him—Pray
come and see us. What are you doing this evening? Why
not come to supper?

“To this day, if I become effusive, if I hear my voice
with a really cordial ring in it, I shiver and turn cold, and
think ‘That was too like mother.

“Supper was her favourite meal, and she always said:
‘Don’t dress. Don’'t dream of changing. . . . Why
shouldn’t they dress decently?” And Fernande’s face was
terrible in its scorn. “The swine! At the common trough!
Of course they were the dreadful sort of men who are
always shy of evening clothes—who ask ‘Is it full fig? Are
we supposed to put on our go-to-meeting togs?’ and such
abysmal questions as that. We sat round the table, and
they ate too much, they drank too much, and mother be-
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came more and more the soul of gaiety. How I loathed
it—their faces getting red from the food. Their jokes, their
laughter. Towards the end mother told them beastly stories
—and I just suffered. I could not laugh, I dared not cry.

“That’s why I can’t ever stand highly spiced conver-
sation. I can’t help looking down my nose and showing I
don't like it, even if I'm trying to be civil. I know it must
seem queer in me—all things considered.

“They all called mother Lilian. That too I hated. It
was so insultingly familiar. You must remember, everybody
didn’t use Christian names as they do now. Eheu fugaces.
It's a longish time ago. Well, about mother’s dirty tales!
One evening I had to go back into the dining-room where
the men still were, and I heard what one of them said,
chuckling, you know. ‘Isn’t old Lilian a scream when she
gets primed up and talks bawdy?’

“I had never heard the word, but of course I knew
what it meant. I looked it out in the dictionary to make
sure. Then I went along the Parade towards the harbour,
saying to myself, ‘My mother is bawdy. Mother is bawdy.
To stop myself repeating it, I prayed—walking along, you
know, all by the cabs and cruelty-vans—and the niggers.
I prayed to the Virgin Mary, pointing out to her that this
was peculiarly a case demanding her attention. ‘O mother
of God, cleanse her heart, take away this foulness from
her tongue, and cure her of her sinful acts. Sweet kind
Mary, Mother of God, have pity on me and hear my prayer.’

“Eric, can you bear it? Am I shocking you too much?”

He had not spoken all this time, and he did not speak
now.

“I still wore my pig-tail. It was a little longer, a little
thicker round the root. Some of mother’s friends admired
it, and said it was fetching. Two of them—an awfully
horsy captain of garrison artillery and an older man—used

13*
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to pull my tail, as if I had been a cat, and stroke and
caress me in public. If they ever got me alone they tried
to take further liberties. They didn’t smell like Herbert,
they smelled of stale tobacco, strong drink, and pomatum.
It was a stuffy indoors smell. T dodged them as best I
could, not daring to make a fuss.

“Eric, dear, picture me again. Imagine me—a poor
little devil of sixteen—afraid of them, but more afraid of
mother; not daring to make a fuss.

“I repulsed them with would-be facetiousness, holding
up my finger to them reprovingly, and saying ‘Now, be
good. Behave yourself, or I shall think you are nothing
better than a bold bad man. Stand aside, sir, and let me
pass. You know. Any rot—any tags of talk that I'd picked
up from them themselves. And as soon as I could I
slipped out of reach.

“Then I made my next shattering discovery. Mother
was growing jealous of me. She didn’t like them taking
notice of me. She didn't relish their compliments about
my pig-tail. One day she said it was the weight of my
hair that gave me headaches. I had no headaches. But
she summoned the hairdresser up from the town, and
made him cut my hair right off, quite short. Emma said,
‘I don’t know why ever you want to do it, and she kept
on saying this; but f knew why—and mother knew that I
knew. She wanted to disfigure me. 1 was afraid that
Emma and the others might guess. The hairdresser set do
work. No words could ever say the shame I felt. It was
like a public whipping. I would rather have been whipped,
for that would have been a human normal punishment—
this was inhuman. 1 felt like an animal being held down,
shorn and then let loose again. When it was over I laughed
and shook my head, and said I didn’t mind—and mother
and I looked at each other. We understood.
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“The shearing did no good. The first thing her in-
fernal captain said was that I looked more fetching than
ever. Mother said I had better let my hair grow again.
This jealousy of mother’s seemed to me the last blow—
more disgusting than anything up till then. Of course I
see now that she couldn’t help it. She had no control over
her thoughts. Her hobby had become a craze; it was
verging towards insanity. She was getting too old. She
couldn’t bear to think of all that was slipping away from
her, and all that was coming to me.

“I had two years of it—absolute hell. Yet again I
seemed to be dogged by tradition or unoriginality. It was
such an old situation. French novelists love it and use it
to the present day—the adolescent daughter living with a
mother who is a cocotte. Mother of course wasn't a pro-
fessional tart. She had all the clumsiness and stupidity of
an amateur—crude in her methods, without art or finesse.
She was a man-hunter, not a man-seducer. She was fierce
in pursuit, overwhelming when she succeeded in striking
down her prey. Yes, she was the man-hunter, and I na-
turally became the man-dodger. I learned every trick of
evasion. I can tell you, I was soon devilish deceitful. I
had to be. It was self-protection.

“A little after I was eighteen we went to some hunt
races. Mother loved all public festivals, all noisy gather-
ings, and she had the faculty of turning even an ordinary
expedition into something like a factory beanfeast. She
used to say, ‘Oh, do let's make up a party for it We
made our party We went in a hired brake almost as big
as one of the cruelty-vans, with four horses, and a man by
the driver blowing a horn. When we got there I hated the
feeling of being utterly out of it. A group of pariahs! Re-
ally we were as different from the nice well-bred country
people who all knew one another as if we had had
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black faces and banjos, like the nigger minstrels on the
beach.

“A man called Sanford rode the winner in two of the
races, and, strange as it seems, one of our gang knew him,
and brought him over to us. He was a gentleman. It was
Dick. I can see him now in his long red coat with a
white band and a number round his arm, and his white
breeches all splashed with mud.

“““Good old Sanford. Well done, old boy! Have a drink.
You've earned it.’

“You can imagine how we clustered round him, and
made much of him.

““The greatest pleasure,” said mother, with warmth and
gush. Metaphorically she smothered him with embraces;
she clung to him, begging him never to leave us. She said
that now the hunting season was over he would have no-
thing to do—mnowhere to go to. He had better come to
supper with us to-morrow night, next night, every night.

“To my surprise and joy he did come to see us. Dick,
they said, was rich. He hunted in the winter, he yachted
in the summer. I prayed again, praying that Dick might
give me my escape. In fear and trembling lest mother should
see what was going on, I changed my ways, I ceased to
dodge—I pursued.

“Dick eloped with me—or I eloped with him—don’t
ask me which. With a very brief delay we were legally
made one. Dick insisted on this. I was not a bit anxious
to get married. In fact, I thought I was safer with him
unmarried—that if I remained in social disgrace mother
would be more likely to leave me alone. I dreaded that if
I was married she might have some power of getting me
back. That was rubbish, of course.

“Dick was awfully good to me. I can never forget that.
Dick had but one fault—the bottle. It didn’t show in the
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winter. When he kept himself fit by his riding he was able
to stand up against it, but every summer he went to pieces.
And of course it got worse and worse—there was no stop-
ping him. I was with him for more than three years, and
all the time he was getting through his money as fast as
he could. Towards the end I had a dreadful time with
him. He made rows in hotels—we never had a home.
When he was drunk, if I locked my door at night he
battered on it, waking the whole corridor with his tipsy
clamour. He wanted his rights. His rights!—and hang
my wrongs.”

She laughed, and then, for a sentence or two, gave an
imitation of a temperance speech by a platform orator.
“Oh, my friends, never underestimate the awful far-reach-
ing effects of alcohol. Never mock at prohibition. Never
sneer at that great country across the sea that has purified
its public morals and brought peace and plenty to the
homeside by banishing the taint and reproach of wetness
and becoming irrevocably dry.

“There is only one thing in the world more horrible
than a drunken man, and that is a drunken woman. I
have made you ashamed of me in many ways, my poor Eric,
but never that way, have 1?

“Just as mother cured me of any liking for lewd talk-
ing, Dick for ever expelled the inclination for the warmth
and comfort of drink.

“I stood it as long as I could, and then did a bolt.
By myself, Eric—with no accomplice. I went to his soli-
citors in London, and told them that he must do something
for me. They said it was highly irregular of me to leave
him, and I said it was highly irregular of him to force
me to do so. I had several nagging matches with those
solicitors, and in the end it was arranged that he should
give me an allowance of a hundred a year. They paid it
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for a little while, and then stopped. But even while I was
getting it, two pounds a week wasn’t enough. I couldn't live
on it. Eric, I didn’t live on it. . .. You know what I mean
by that?” And she was silent for a little while.

“God, how I was knocked about! I don’t mean with
blows and physical violence, but by every base contact—
every degrading submission—every mean surrender of
natural pride. How they took it out of me! How they
made me pay for their largesse and their gifts. Wasn't it
Herbert Spencer who said that woman first learned to be
tactful when she lived in a cave with her beast of a man,
and through the smoke of the fire watched his face while
he was eating his evening meal? If he liked it, it would
be all right. If it disagreed with him, it would be bad for
her. 1 acquired that tactfulness for which I am justly
famous in the same school. Except for deceit, artfulness,
quickness of wit, I was so helpless, so utterly at their mercy.
Think how young I was still!

“Apologia pro mea vita! Of course I am trying to
make out the best case I can. I am glozing things over;
I am leaving things out, but nothing essential, Eric, nothing
that would make any difference if I put it in.

““Cyril Faulkner came along, and I took him as my
second escape. Cyril knew Dick. They belonged to the
same part of the country; and Dick had asked him to hunt
me out—to see if I was behaving myself nicely, if I had
continued to lead a blameless life. . . . You know, Cyril’s
family is quite a good one. But he was different from the
rest of them. They were all sons of the local soil, and he
had wider views. Cyril says his father was like the stage
baronet of forty years ago.

“By the way, have you ever read Cyril’s entry in Who's
Who? 1In Who's Who those who run may read—that is,
if they are running with their spectacles on their noses,
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for the print is small—that Faulkner, Cyril Wentworth,
took honours at Cambridge, went to the Bar, wrote plays,
acted and unacted, and volumes of poetry; also that
he did his duty in the European war of 1914-18, being
twice mentioned in despatches. . . . When he came back
from France he found that his practice had gone and he
went into journalism. Cyril could have done anything;”
and she said again, as she had often said before, ““Cyril
had great gifts. Yes, the fairies gave Cyril everything at his
christening, except a mental backbone. The war had worn
him out—as it did in so many cases. He had no energy
left. He let things slide, he began to let everything go.

“But I want you to understand that the Cyril of those
days was very different from the Cyril of to-day. So far as
I was concerned he was more than an escape, he was sal-
vation. Cyril gave me my first real chance. He gave me
a sort of secondary education. He encouraged me intel-
lectually in every possible way. He opened up the world
of literature to me as it had never been opened till then.
He taught me to write a little, to understand something of
art. Cyril did wonders for me.

“Of course we ought to have cleared the ground of
Dick. It could easily have been done. Cyril told him at
once that we were living together, and Dick was furious at
first. I'm sure he would have divorced me if we'd taken
any trouble, but we didn't.

“T would like you to understand all my feelings about
it, and to make you think of Cyril kindly—whatever he
does now. He was all right then. Compared with Dick,
he scarcely drank at all. As to being married to him or
not, it was nothing to me. Cyril was my man. [ always
think of him in that way. He had saved me from the dire
discomforts of polyandry—that’s the word, isn't it?—and
made me a respectable monogamist. That was enough for
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me—at that time. I felt ever so much more married to
Cyril than to Dick. O apologia pro mea vita!

“Since then Cyril has made me eat some more of the
large peck of dirt that was originally allotted to me as my
portion. He has been beastly to me often. After helping
me to raise myself a little way he has tried to help to get
me down again. But I mustn’t blame him for that. I sup-
pose I ought to blame myself for not having had the
strength of character to keep him on the up-grade. I tried
for a long time—I never stopped trying.”

She clasped her hands on her lap and looked straight
in front of her. When she turned and spoke again, her voice
was very gentle.

“Eric, dear. That's all that there is to Fernande. You
wanted to know. So I have told you. I have never told
anyone else.”

XVII

ONE morning in October Eric was summoned to the
library for what Cornish termed “‘a quiet confab.”

As he went along the corridor he heard the sound of
Miss Ruth’s violin in the music-room, and he thought
“This is the first time she has practised since she came
back from Italy. It must mean that she is in better spirits.”
For a minute he paused outside the door listening.

He found Cornish sitting idle at his writing-table as if
lost in thought.

“You wanted to speak to me?”

“Yes,” said Cornish, rousing himself from his medita-
tion. ““Sit down. There’s two things I want to speak of,
Eric,” and his tone was unusually mild and affectionate.
“But first of all I want to thank you for cheering us up
last night. You were splendid company, and you did Ruth
and me all the good in the world.”
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Last night Eric, who was now again living in Sloane
Street, had come to dine with the father and daughter alone.
There were no social festivities of any kind this autumn.
Miss Cornish could not even support the customary gather-
ing of sisters and children; she had been far from well in
Italy and had tired herself in Paris; Mr. Cornish, as Eric
knew, was uneasy about her. Indeed many members of
the household were wondering what was the matter with
their young lady, and no one had been more concerned
and sympathetic than Eric.

He said now that he had enjoyed his evening immensely
and had been delighted to see that Miss Cornish was much
more like herself.

“Yes,” said Cornish, looking at him shrewdly and yet
rather wistfully, “‘that’s true—or half true. She was more
like what she was last summer. But she wasn't quite my
little girl of a year ago. However, I'll come to that pre-
sently. Let us take things in their order.” His tone,
although still affectionate, had become brisk and strong.
He had the manner that he employed in board-rooms and
at public meetings, making logical points, and seeming in-
nocently pleased with the neat arrangement of his discourse.
“I have to talk to you on two subjects, and for two reasons.
Reason Number One: I like you, Eric. I like you very
much. Every word I'm going to say will prove that—so
please bear with me, for I mean to be quite open and go
straight ahead over delicate ground. Very well. Subject
Number One: A certain lady that you and I both know—
a married lady that you habitually speak of as a great
friend! You guess the party I allude to?”

Eric guessed the party to whom allusion was made.
The description of her as a married woman was correct,
although Cornish used it erroneously in reference to some-
body who did not happen to be her husband. But it was
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not for Eric to clear up the misconception. Embarrassed
by this turn that the talk had taken, he nevertheless spoke
firmly.

“You mean Mrs. Faulkner. What about her?”

“Well, just this. If you don’t want to mess yourself
up for good and all, isn't it high time to pull up short—
and precious short too?”

Eric spoke indignantly.

“Now don’t be touchy. Hear me out. Let me put it
to you quite straight. She’s your friend. Well and good.
Nevertheless can it be wise, can it be necessary to parade
the fact as you're doing?”

“I am not ashamed of the fact.”

“Ah, that may be. But you don’t answer the point.
Is it wise to allow other people to draw wrong conclusions?”

“I can't prevent them. And it’s nothing to me what
people choose to think.”

“Well, look here, Eric,” and Cornish spoke very affec-
tionately indeed. “I know you're above board—ryou're a
kind-hearted fellow. But I ask you, how can anybody help
thinking there’s something wrong when they see a good-
looking young fellow of your sort hanging after an attractive
woman of her sort—and, mark me, a woman who notori-
ously has an unscrupulous blackguard of a husband?”

“It's not the case that I hang after her—as you call
it. Besides, I am not seen with her.”

“My dear boy,” and Cornish laughed good-humouredly,
“more people see Tom Fool than Tom Fool sees.”

“Thank you for the compliment. But does it apply?”

““Carry your mind back. She came here one day last
summer, didn’t she? And I asked you to get rid of her,
didn't I? Now what happens? Off you go with her, arm
in arm, like lovers—past all the clubs and along Piccadilly.
Was that wise? Was that necessary? Every one who
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noticed it must surely draw conclusions. My daughter
noticed it. Ruth was surprised. She couldn’t understand
—she drew conclusions, She asked questions. I told her
there was nothing in it. You had given me to understand
so—and I believed you. Ruth believed.”

Eric remained silent. The mention of Ruth troubled him.

“Again—in Scotland, you leave us when we want to
keep you with us. No, you must go. What happens? You
go and stay with her at an hotel at Folkestone. Of course
you were seen there. Of course the thing was noticed.
People spread the tale of it. Now was that wise of you?
Was it quite fair to us?”

“Really, Mr. Cornish, I don’t see that it concerns you.”

““Oh, by Jupiter, doesn’t it? That’s a rotten thing to say.”

“Then I'm sorry I said it. T'll answer you frankly.
Mrs. Faulkner was staying at Folkestone after an illness. I
went down to see her and spent a week at the same hotel.
What possible harm could there be in that?”

“Youre a queer fellow, Eric;” and Cornish smiled.
“You're sharp enough. Yes, your head’s screwed on all
right. You can look all round and well ahead, and yet
you don’t always see things a few inches in front of your
nose.” Then he resumed a serious tone. “Let us be quite
clear. The lady is a friend. Have I your loyal assurance
that she isn’'t something else too?”

“Yes.”

“And never has been anything else?”

“No.”

“And you have no intention of ever making her any-
thing but that?”

“No.”

“On your honour, Eric?”

“On my honour.”

“I am satisfied, fully satisfied,” said Cornish.
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Eric had hesitated before he replied to these questions,
and then it had seemed to him that Cornish was justified
in asking them, that it was a duty to answer them freely.
Why not? There was nothing to conceal.

Now he spoke with warm praise of Fernande, telling
Cornish of the regard in which he held her and of his
intense regret that so charming and brilliant a woman was
not more happily situated in life; and he wound up by
saying that she had been to him the best friend a man
ever had.

“Best fiddlestick. How you din that word!” said
Cornish fretfully. “However, no matter. That’s the end
of the subject. At least I'll only add this much. It won't
do—the business you've carried on for so long in that
quarter. You may be sorry for her and feel very chival-
rous and grand about it, but it isn't right, it really won'’t
do. /'m sorry for her. I pity her. But she’s made her
bed and she must lie on it. She must stew in her own
gravy. We—you and I—can’t safely meddle with her. So
I say to you that, whatever happens between us two,
wherever this chat leads to, you have got to cut it. Even
if you were to remain a free lance, if you weren’t going to
take up other obligations, you'd Have to be quit of it.”

Cornish had left his seat at the writing-table, and he
walked about the room. He came back smiling.

“Very well. Now for subject Number Two—more deli-
cate than the other! My daughter—Ruth! And reason
Number Two. I suppose I needn’t pretend it'll be any
news to you to hear that Ruth also likes you, Eric—she is
fonder of you, considerably fonder of you than I am;”
and he laughed, and stood rubbing his hands together.
“But perhaps you haven't quite expected to hear the next
bit. Eric, I don’'t object. You have my permission to go
full speed ahead. I want you to; for I believe you are the
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only man who is likely to make her happy. ... Well?
What have you got to say to that?”

Eric had nothing to say for a space of time that seemed
long. He was overwhelmed by wonder and by sensations
that he himself could scarcely interpret. Ruth fond of him
—her father willing that she should marry him! He felt
as if swept out of ordinary life into the fantastic world of
fairy tales. The fairies had given him some magic talisman,
and by aid of it he had triumphed over the hundred other
suitors and had won the heart of the proud princess. The
old king was telling him so.

“I—I never once thought of such a thing as possible,”
he stammered.

““Oh, bunkum,” said Cornish forcibly. “How could
you help thinking of it? But you have hung back, very
properly, no doubt, in telling your thoughts. Notwith-
standing your modesty they have been guessed all right.
Never thought of it! Rubbish. Anyhow you had better
think of it now, and think hard.”

“Of course I admire Miss Cornish very greatly.”

“Admire her! Yes, you have shown that plainly enough.”
Cornish’s face grew very red and he stared at Eric. “But
you do more than that, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do. I value her opinion enormously. If I may
say so, I like her enormously.”

“You gave her good reason to suppose so.” Cornish
spoke almost pleadingly. “Eric, I haven’'t made a mistake,
have I? All this summer there was real meaning in your
behaviour towards her, wasn’'t there?”

“Honestly, Mr. Cornish, I never for a moment thought
that you—that Miss Ruth could possibly do me this honour.”

“Why, man, she made your word law. What you liked
and what you didn’t like decided everything. She laid the
lot of us at your feet. In Scotland too. And last night!



208 FERNANDE

Didn’t you mean what you said to her last night—how she
had been missed, how the house was different in her ab-
sence, and you wanted her to get well and not desert us
by going away again? Didn’t you mean it?”

“Yes,” said Eric eagerly, “I did mean it. I meant
every word of it.”

“And because of what you said she immediately re-
covers her spirits and her health. She gets back her in-
terest in life. She tells me this morning that she has
changed her mind and would like to remain here in Lon-
don instead of going to the South of France for the winter.
Just a few words—and you have done for her what /
couldn’t do, and what the doctors couldn’t do, and what
nobody could do except yourself. Now you may be modest,
but youre not an ass. You must see what this indicates
plainly enough.”

“Mr. Cornish, I really am overwhelmed. I don’t know
how to express myself.”

“Don’t you?” And Cornish’s voice became very firm.
“Then T'll go on with it. You said I was doing you an
honour. Well, I think I am—doing you the greatest honour
one man can do another. But don't pick up the wrong-
end of the stick. This business is not to be one-sided—on
my daughter’s side only. If you can’t respond, if you can’t
give her faithful love in return for what I know she is ready
to give you, then the whole thing must end here, and now.”

But Eric could respond, he was already responding. In
every moment since the dazzling fact of Ruth’s affection
had been burst upon him his heart had grown warmer,
softer, more full of gratitude und joy. It seemed to him
that he had been in love with her ever since the time when
they first began to talk to each other without shyness or
reserve; it seemed that he had known that he loved her,
but thinking her inaccessible, he had never dared to re-
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cognise his condition. This was not true really; it was an
illusion. He had been willing to love and no more; but
the knowledge that love would be reciprocal changed his
whole state of mind, gave strength to many normal long-
ings, and relaxed the fetters of a hundred thwarted hopes.
As he thought of her, it was as though she had come into
the room and he was looking at her. He saw her pretty
hair, her questioning eyes, her hands held out towards
him; and when he spoke, it was almost as if he had been
speaking to her herself and not to her father.

“I swear I would do my best to make her happy. It
should be the business of my life.”

“Ah,” said Cornish, with loud satisfaction, “‘now you're
talking like a man—at last.”

And after this he said wonderful things while Eric
listened as if in a happy trance, hearing the kind strong
voice and yet thinking his own thoughts all the while.

Cornish told him he need have no hesitation on the
score of pride; he should render himself independent of a
rich wife by his own honest work; he would be Cornish’s
partner in course of time, and finally his successor. Also
he would be bringing great happiness to Cornish at once.

“The strongest of us have our weak spots, Eric, and
my weak spot is Ruth. We are all dreamers too, big and
small, and my dream has been for Ruth to marry a man
who wouldn't altogether take her away from me—some
decent fellow that I like and would put up with my ways
—so0 that we could live together most of the time. Finding
you—alone in the world—no father and mother—I thought
of it very soon. And when I saw my girl singling you out,
thinks I [This is the fellow to make my dream come true.’”

Then he said that Eric had better absent himself from
the house for a week or ten days, and during this period
not only reflect quietly on the future but also tidy up and

'4

Fernande
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arrange his present existence. As an excuse for his ab-
sence Cornish had in fact some little business for him in
Paris. He could run over there at once, finish Cornish’s
task, and then clear off everything in London.

“But I really have nothing to do,” said Eric.

““Oh, yes, you have,” said Cornish, with a touch of
sternness. ““You have got to break off definitely and for
ever with Mrs. Faulkner.” And he held up his hand
warningly, to stop Eric from making any protest. “That’s
the whole point. That’s the essence of our bargain. Before
you propose to my daughter, you'll be good enough to
write to me and report that it is done. My girl’s husband
—or the man she’s engaged to marry—must have no lady
friend. There isn't a self-respecting woman who would
allow it. Least of all, Ruth.” And again he held up his
hand. T know what you are going to say. You can't be-
have meanly to a person who has been kind to you and
put you under obligations. I don't ask you to. If she
really needs assistance she shall have it—generous assistance
—but it must come through me, and not through you. Tell
her, if you like, that she may look to me—in reason. And
tell her—with no bunkum, no rot—that the little game
between her and you is over. . . . One more word. You
had better get off at once—I mean, from here.”

“Then I am not to see Miss Cornish before I go?”

“No, I think not. . .. But hold on.” Cornish meditated.
“Yes, say a word of good-bye to her. Just tell her I am
sending you to Paris, and you won't be back for a week
at least. But non-committal. Not a word with meaning in
it. I trust you.”

She was still playing her violin, as if trying to make
up for her neglect of it in this long morning’s practice.
She laid the instrument down gently and carefully, and
turned to him with her sedate air and peering glance.
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But Eric, face to face with her, felt a dreadful em-
barrassment. There rushed into his mind a memory of all
the idiotic things that he had said to her—as when he
expressed a wish to see her happily married. If she cared
for him, such stupidity was unforgivable. But could it be
true that she really cared for him? She seemed so calm,
as she waited till he should say something.

In a hurried, blundering way he announced that he
was on the point of departure for Paris.

Then he saw her calmness deserting her. The colour
flickered in her face, and she looked at him intently.

“You tell other people to remain, and you go away
yourself,” she said hesitatingly.

“Yes, that appears inconsistent, doesn’t it? But well
—1I can't help myself.”

“When may we expect to see you back?” And he
saw that her cheeks were white and her eyes full of trouble.
It was the look of a wounded person, too proud to confess
pain, but involuntarily appealing for aid.

“In a week from now—not more. I shall come back
as soon as I can, Ruth.”

Her colour flickered again, blazed, faded; her eyes
glowed at him, her lips smiled at him; while he stood con-
fused, ashamed, after his tremendous slip of the tongue.
Accidentally he had used her name in speech as he had
used it in thought. He had called her Ruth.

“You can't come back too soon,” and she held out her
hand to him. ““Not a day too soon—Eric.”

He took her hand, so firm and yet so soft, so brave,
as it lay in his, and then murmuring his good-bye left
her, conscious that she watched him as he went down the
long room.

He was excited, happy, but not without distress of

mind. Had he betrayed the trust that Cornish placed in
14
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him? That exchange of Christian names without explana-
tion or apology was like an avowal on his part and an
acceptance on hers.

He went away from the house in a dream.

The great prize was to be his. The aloof princess had
come down the steps of her throne, taken his hand, and
said, “Here is the knight that I choose, and I will have
none other.” Life was truly a fairy tale. Naturally he felt
pride, elation, joy in the splendour of his triumph; but
this was all superficial, a boyish, a childish emotion that
might be pardoned since it did not reach as far as his
better, deeper thoughts. It was the girl, not the princess,
that he wanted to marry. It was nothing to him that Ruth
was rich, and that, whether he desired it or not, her hus-
band must for ever be wrapped about with luxury. He
had not a single mercenary thought in regard to the
material advancement promised him as Cornish’s son-in-
law; but he looked forward delightedly to the close re-
lationship with Cornish himself. His affection for Cornish
had become very great. In the beginning it was instinctive;
then it had been strengthened by respect and gratitude;
now it was filial in its completeness.

He remained at his rooms all day, and most of it
seemed dreamlike and unreal. He could not concentrate
attention on outward tasks. Hour after hour he thought
of Ruth, going over the past, making pictures of the
future. What a wife to have won! Like Cornish, she was
good all through, with his solid qualities and so much
added. Steadfast! That was her word—the word that
always suggested itself if one thought of her character, her
mind, her aspect. Steadfast, unchanging. She was brave,
and strong, but sweet too. . . .

And the thought came again and again, “What have
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I done to deserve all this, and how can I prove worthy
of it?”

Then as the day wore on he thought of Fernande.
At first he did not measure the task that lay before him
in telling the news to Fernande. He did not fear it. But
gradually the coming interview with her seemed to grow
difficult; more than difficult, an ordeal that he had good
reason to dread. Gradually, foreboding anticipations of it
began to take all the glory from his day.

In a sense she was prepared. She had known that he
would marry sooner or later, and recently she had seemed
to feel that he would not long remain a bachelor. That
of course was what she had meant when she spoke of a
great change in his life and made him promise he would
tell her without delay. And from time to time she had
sounded an echo of her words. No doubt now she would
rejoice in his amazing good fortune. He could rely on her
to consider his welfare rather than her own inclinations;
and everything would be smooth and easy if he might have
told her that his marriage would make little difference,
that their friendship could continue, or that if interrupted
it should be resumed. But he might not say so. He had
to tell her that he was obliged to bring the friendship to
an inexorable ending.

The condition imposed upon him seemed now hard
and unfeeling, even mercilessly severe, as it affected her.
For himself he knew that in truth Cornish was perfectly
right to demand it. One cannot have even the semblance
of a divided allegiance. And Fernande as a background
figure was impossible. One could not treat her as negli-
gible for most of one’s time and important or worthy of
consideration at intervals, in leisure moments. She was
too engrossing, too absorbing. She filled one’s mind.

Then a newly-framed conjecture of a possibility startled
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him. Thinking once more of those enigmatic phrases of
hers, he asked himself if in some mysterious manner she
had divined that Ruth was fond of him. Had she seen
when he had been blind, and understood while he was
without a glimmer of comprehension? If indeed she had
thus guessed, it proved how closely she watched and reflected
upon the circumstances of his daily life. It meant that she
was always thinking of him. It meant a constant unwaver-
ing regard.

His heart ached, his spirit quailed. The interview with
Fernande was going to be terribly difficult.

He had said he would call for her, and at eight o’clock
he was climbing the narrow staircase with leaden footsteps.
Lamplight shone out to meet him on the top flight. The
door stood open, and as soon as he reached it her voice
sounded gaily from within.

“Is that Mr. Eric Bowen? . . . Come in, sir.”

He went into the ugly little sitting-room and she talked
to him through the open doorway of her bedroom.

“I won't keep you a moment. I'm ready. Only giving
final touches;” and she laughed. “‘Painting the lily, you
know—whitening my big nose and adding more rubies to
my red, red lips. . . . There. . . . You said I wasn't to
dress. Am I all right?”

She had come from the bedroom and she took both
his hands, then stepped back for him to inspect her. She
was in black, with a purple scarf—her favourite colour—
round her neck. He had never seen her looking more
attractive.

“Bless you,” she said, “for the happy inspiration of
giving me a treat to-night. . . . I think it must have been
telepathy. I was so down in the dumps, and then your
note came, and the dead dog sprang up and wagged its
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tail. Fernande danced and capered. Where are we to
feed?”

“Well, anywhere you like that’s quiet.”

“Then well go to a little new place I have discovered.
It's close by. We'll walk.”

She linked her arm in his with the old familiar move-
ment as they went into the street, and kept it there for a
little while, pressing his arm against her and reminding
him merely by the sensation of this bodily contact of
countless past hours. He thought of what Cornish had
said—“Arm in arm, like lovers.” But this was the last
time. It would never happen again.

“I love this place,” she said happily, when they were
seated at their table at the back of the new restaurant’s
one room. “It's so small—so cosy—so French. Wasn't it
clever of me to find it?”

She ordered the dinner herself in friendly consultation
with the head-waiter, who already knew her well and
treated her with immense deference as the grand and
beautiful lady that was to make his fortune by bringing all
fashionable London in her train. Eric seemed to him a
promising sample of future patrons. A subordinate waiter
put things on the bare table-cloth—a basket of bread, white
plates, heavy knives and forks, all in the very Frenchest
style. Then came two tall candlesticks brought by a girl
in a white apron, and he lit the candles.

“No, the ordinary Médoc.” She was ordering the wine
now, and she laughed. “The cheap wines are always the
best. Gustave knows that.”

“Just as madame wishes,” said the head-waiter, with a
deferential smile. ““Yes, it is a good wine.”

She chattered then till the soup arrived in its unpolished
metal tureen. A few men at other tables glanced at her
admiringly and envied Eric. She knew this, without appear-
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ing to know it, and seemed to gain a heightened glow from
the knowledge.

““Oh, my dear, I am so hungry.”

Her face was bright in the candle-light. She had
opened the purple scarf, and her smooth throat gleamed
whitely. Every movement that she made was graceful,
pleasant to watch. Who could help admiring her, feeling
her charm, shrinking from the infliction of pain upon
her? Eric thought, “I must tell her. It is cowardly to
put it off.”

“Yes,” she said, “I believe I have got another job—
eminently respectable—quite what you would approve of.
I am to go on trial as manageress and door-keeper of a tea
shop at Earl's Court. It's kept by two sisters—spinsters
of repute—Iladies to the tips of their poor old fingers. . . .
Oh, how good this soup is. So hot too. Look another
way, and I'll blow at it.”

She was happy—happy because she was with him. For
no other reason. And he had to tell her that she would
never enjoy this innocent happiness again, that this was
their farewell meal, that after they had eaten and drunk
they were to say good-bye for ever.

“They cook well here, don’t they, Eric?” The fish had
been brought, and she ate with appetite and yet sparingly,
prettily, pausing to go on with her gay chatter. And he
thought, “I am a coward not to have told her at once.
Why do I feel as if I was plotting a vile act of treachery
towards her?”

Suddenly she ceased talking and touched him with her
hand.

“Eric, what's up? You don’t eat—you don’t speak.
I'm sure there’s something on your mind. What is it?”

Then he began his task.

“Well, it's this. Do you remember you made me
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promise that if I had any big piece of news—a change in
my way of life------ ”

He stopped short, because the alteration in her aspect
was so pitiful, so startling. She had moved one of the
candlesticks in order to look at him more closely and she
was leaning forward across the little table. Then, as she
heard that lame prelude of his, all the light seemed to go
out of her face, leaving it hard, cold, lifeless.

“Go on. The news is?” And she spoke in a jerky
whisper. ““Oh, I can guess it.”

“Can you? Fernande, my dear, it is this------ ”  And
as he made this postponing echo of his previous words he
shrank from and hated the inevitableness of complete dis-
closure. “I am thinking of getting married.”

“To Miss Cornish?”

“Yes. . . . But how do you------ 7

“Oh, who else could it be? Naturally I'm not sur-
prised. I have expected it for a long time. But thank you
for keeping your promise and letting me know. When is
the happy event to—to take place?”

“That I can’t say. I don’t know. It is a plan. But
nothing is yet settled. Fernande!”

She had sat right back in her chair and half closed her
eyes. She was so deadly pale that he thought she was
going to faint.

“It’s all right, Eric,” she whispered, and he saw a shiver
moving her head and shoulders. “Give me a moment,
and I'll be sensible. It—it’s only just the little shock—not
of surpriss—but you know.” Then presently she leaned
forward again, and he saw the struggle that she made to
smile at him. “Of course that girl has tried to get you
from the very beginning. Well, she has got you now. You
—vyou dear innocent—you didn’t see it coming.” While
she talked now she was not looking at him. She was mak-
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ilig movements with her right hand upon the table-cloth,
as if pressing a crease out of it. ‘“No, you didn't see it
coming—or you wouldn’t have left me in the dark, would
you?” And she began to laugh softly, to herself. ““How
did the great heiress open your eyes in the end? Did she
throw her handkerchief at you, or flop into your arms, or
show you an engagement ring that she had bought round
the corner and ask you to fit it on? I'm sure it was she
who proposed, not you.”

“Fernande.”

“Yes, I know. What a pig I am!” And in a moment
her manner changed, her face softened, her voice grew
kind. “Eric dear, forgive me. I don’t mean to be hateful.
Miss Cornish, without doubt, is a charming young woman.
Heaven knows, you have said so often enough. All the
feminine virtues—and the best of good taste too, as she
is proving.” And now Fernande really smiled at him. She
gave him the frank sweet smile that was unlike any other
that he had ever known, and stretched out her hand to
find his with the old frank gesture of affection. ““You don't
think T mind? Of course it is splendid news—magnificent
—just what I used to pray for. Didn’t I always say I
mwanted you to marry—to have a rich wife? How could I
possibly say one word against Miss Cornish? This isn’t
another Daphne. It’s wonderfully, stupendously all right.
There. From the bottom of my heart I congratulate you,
Eric. I'm glad, glad, glad.”

“Fernande,” he said, swelling with emotion, “you are
fine—you are always fine.”

“Dear boy.” She squeezed his hand and released it.

The waiter came with another dish, dabbed a cutlet
on each of their plates, poured sauce on it, added vege-
tables. She made no pretence of eating any more, but
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pushed her plate away, and continued talking. Neither
could he eat.

“Tell me,” she said, very quietly, “‘about your—your
sweetheart. Do you love her, Eric? Oh, don’t be shy. I
want to know.”

He answered this and other questions with reluctance,
and felt vaguely conscious that now for the first time he
was not visualising Ruth as he spoke of her. In the emo-
tions of the last hour Ruth had receded. Ruth had be-
come unsubstantial, almost unreal. No picture rose before
him, no definite vivid memories of her aspect presented
themselves. It was as though he talked of a stranger, or
of somebody that he knew very slightly. Fernande was
filling his thoughts to the exclusion of everything else. His
gratitude for her acceptance of the great fact, the sense of
her unselfishness and generosity, filled him with the most
tender admiration. She had made him happy again. He
had told her and she did not mind; for his sake she re-
joiced.

Then he realised, with a dreadful qualm, that he had
not told her. She had accepted what he never doubted
she would accept. But the blow that might shake her
and rend her had not been delivered. He felt as if he
dared not speak and yet dared not delay in speaking.

Next moment she made delay impossible.

She was saying that after his marriage she would not
be exacting, because naturally he would be much less
free than now; they would see each other when and how
they could; also she did not wish to be asked to the house,
not even to big parties, although of course she would love
to see him in his grandeur. “But I think it wouldn’t be
wise, dear—nor safe either. You mustn’t hate me for put-
ting it so plainly. But on the whole I think it will be
better if I don’t know your wife at all.”
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He told her then, at last, that after his marriage he
would be compelled to renounce all meetings with her.

“But why? I don’t understand.”

Her face had died again in the candle-light; her lips
were contracted, and she was breathing fast.

“Why? Is it your future wife who has said that?”

“No.”

“Then why have you said it?” And she spoke hur-
riedly and eagerly. ‘““Have you talked of me to her?”

“Oh, no.”

“But she knows about me?”

“Yes, she knows about you.”

“And she’s jealous, I suppose. But she needn’t be.
Persuade her. Don't let her force you to do anything so
—so horribly unkind.”

“She is not forcing me.”

“You mean you will do it of your own free will? You
mean you yourself wish to cut me out ofyour life altogether?”

“No, I don’t wish it. But I am afraid it’s inevitable.
You see, I shall have other claims.”

“And have Z no claims?”

He could not answer. He felt too mean, too wretched.
The sight of her miserable unhappy face, the sharp anguish
of her voice, overcame him.

“Very well, Eric. I don’t rebel against your decision.
How can I? You are the judge—and there is no court of
appeal. I—I am at your mercy.”

She was wrapping her scarf round her neck. ‘Pay
them,” she said abruptly, and she got up from the table.
“Be quick. Pm going. TI'll wait for you outside.”

They walked away side by side. There was no danger
of her taking his arm now. She walked with her head
down. All the grace and strength of her body seemed
to have gone from her, so that as she hurried along she




FERNANDE 221

looked like anybody—a shop-girl going to catch a train,
a woman sent on a humble errand.

“Fernande,” he murmured feebly, “I am dreadfully
sorry. T'll try to explain------ ?

““Oh, there’s nothing to explain,” she said, in a meek
submissive voice that affected him with an almost intoler-
able regret. “It’s quite natural. I understand. Besides,
you have explained. I have told you I submit. Don’t be
afraid that I may cause you any trouble.”

“Fernande.”

They walked on without speaking, until suddenly she
stopped and uttered an exclamation that was like a cry.

“Eric! You say you are going to Paris to-morrow for
a week. Do you mean you don’t intend to see me when
you come back—that this is the very last time, that it is
good-bye now, to-night?”

“Well, when I come back from Paris, I had planned
that my new life should begin—if it is ever to begin.”

She stood still, raising her head to look at him in the
light of a shop window that flooded them both. Then her
head sank again and she moved on, but slowly, making
queer gestures with her hands. And she talked to him in
that piteous little meek voice.

“All right. Quite all right, Eric. You know best.
Good-bye, dear; good-bye.” And the voice was shaken,
broken. “But is it any use prolonging it? I dare say
you'll be glad to have it over. There’s not much sense
in coming with me for more talk. Say Good-bye now.”

“No, I want to sit with you. I want more talk.”

When they reached her rooms she was gentle and
calm. After taking off her hat and scarf she busied her-
self with his comfort. She drew the cheap curtains that
she had bought, lit the gas fire in the sitting-room and in
the kitchen, got ready her cups and saucers.
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“Pli make you some coffee, dear. Yes, you shan’t be
cheated of your coffee. Youll smoke, won't you?” And
she held a lighted match for him.

There was neither life nor spring in her movements
as she went from room to room; her voice had become
heavy and toneless; her shoulders seemed to have con-
tracted; she looked small, weak, forlorn. She was like a
servant waiting on him—Iike a dismissed servant loyally
serving the master until he can find another person to take
her place.

When she had brought him his coffee she knelt by
the gas stove and warmed her hands. While she re-
mained in this position she talked to him, with a firm-
ness very pathetic because of the perceptible effort that it
cost her.

“Now, for final words of advice. Fernande in her wis-
dom must hold forth to the chosen child of fortune. . . .
Eric dear, I see you going straight on, never looking be-
hind you, never faltering. You mustn’t, you know. No-
thing can be too big for you henceforth. ... Oh, I am
glad. Dear boy, I can't tell you that too often. I am glad
—and soon I shall be happy. I shall watch you from a
distance. They can’t object to that;” and her voice broke
again. ““Of course they’ll make you a partner. My Eric
will rise from height to height. You'll go into Parliament
—vyou'll be made a peer—you’ll, you'll------ ” And she
stopped speaking and made those queer gestures with her
hands.

“I shall owe everything to you, Fernande—whatever it
may be. TI'll never forget that.”

She rose from her knees and went into the bedroom,
saying over her shoulder that she would be back in a
moment. b

Presently, as she did not return, he called to her;
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and, as she did not answer, he went into the other room
himself.

She was stretched face-downwards on the bed, quietly
weeping. When he stooped over her and touched her she
shivered from head to feet. I am cold,” and she began
to sob, so that he could scarcely hear her words. Please
light the fire.”

There was a gas stove in here too, and he lit it. Then
he sat beside her on the bed and chafed her hands.

“Thank you, dear. . . . But you had better go. Leave
me alone—to have my cry out—and I shall be all right. . . .
O Eric—my dear one—my own one.” She sat up and
folded him in her arms, clinging to him, hiding her face
against his breast, and sobbing. “Eric, it's more than I
can bear.”

He sat there holding her to him, feeling once more
her slenderness, her smallness, her weakness, and while he
touched her soft dark hair, her quivering arm, her cold
hand, and tried to comfort her with caresses and whispered
words, as one does to an inconsolable child, compassion
made his brain ache and burn. He thought of her as she
had been when she was really a little child. He thought
of the story of her whole life—the mother that was worse
than no mother, the pain, the shame; of the drunken hus-
band bringing her disgrace by his senseless clamour, of
Cyril with his unspeakable baseness, of all the women who
had scorned her, of all the brutes of men who had used
her for their pleasure, degraded her, ill-treated her. Al-
ways she had been knocked about, as she said herself;
always she had been suffering at the hands of others; and
he remembered her cry long ago when first he had spoken
harshly to her. “Oh, not you, Eric. Not you too.” He
held her closer to him—his companion, his sister, his child;
and he thought I can’t bear it either. It shan't be. I
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must appeal to Ruth, explaining everything. I must tell
Cornish that I can’t accept his condition; I can’t give up
my friend. There’s no reason why I should. Ruth will
agree. It's absolutely innocent.”

“Fernande, stop crying. Listen. [ have something
to say.”

But then before he could say it, the full storm of her
grief burst upon him.

“Oh, if it means casting me off altogether, don’t marry
her. Give her up. Don’'t do it.” She was loud, violent,
clutching at him. “Think of me—of all I have done for
you. Give her up. Think of what Z have given up—and
all for you. I have made you my anchor and my hope.
Eric, think. I am poor, dreadfully hard up. I am working
like a common drudge—and all because of you. You
know that.”

“No. How do you mean?”

“Being good,” she sobbed; “for your sake—and be-
cause I felt it hurt you when I wasn't.”

“Fernande, is this true?”

“Of course it’s true. Mr. Letronne—all of them—one
after another—every one who helped me and would do
things for me—they saw that only you counted. I let them
go. And I wouldn't take help from others. I kept myself
straight—all for your sake. Even Cyril. Cyril has been
thrown over too—for months and months. Then what
should I do if I lost you altogether? I should go right
down. I should commit suicide. But you say claims!
Isn't what I have done a claim upon you?”

She broke from his arms and flung herself down on
the bed again.

“Oh, Eric, shoot me. Kill me. Put me out of my
misery.”

He dared not touch her. He drew back aghast; and she
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lay writhing, wailing, making him think of a girl who lies
face downwards in the roadway after one has knocked her
down with a motor-car or galloped over her on a horse.
He was beside himself. The Cornishes, father and daughter,
his future and his past, everything for a few minutes went
from him. This terrible elemental woe swept all thought
away. He spoke to her without thought, instinctively, not
knowing what he said.

She did not listen to him, she did not hear him, she
only writhed and sobbed, filling the room with the sounds
of her anguish.

Then she was up again, clinging to him, but limp and
nerveless as she pressed her cold wet face against him.
And in another minute the tempest was over.

“Forgive me, Eric. ... You—you must marry her.
Oh, of course.”

“Fernande, I can't, if you feel like this.”

“Yes, yes, yes. Oh, it’'s wicked, wicked, what I was
trying to do. I was trying to ruin you;” and she spoke
with a sort of despairing calmness. ““I—I would sooner
die than injure you. I was justified with Daphne—although
I told you lies about her. Daphne loved you—as much as
she could. But she would have been fatal to you—so I
knew it was right to come between you. I was jealous too
—I couldn’t help that. Only I swear I didn't act from
jealousy. I thought of you, not myself. . . . There. Now I
have had my cry. And you needn’'t worry about me.”

“But I must.”

“No, dear. I am going to be brave. It's done now.
I feel as if all inside me had been torn away;” and once
more she sobbed.

Then she begged him to go into the other room. She
said she wished to bathe her eyes and make herself tidy.

“I don’t want you to remember me as ugly and horrid

Fernande 5
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for the last time. It’s not late, is it? You can stay a little
longer.”

He obeyed, going into the other room and waiting for
her to come to him. Time passed and she made no
sound.

He had closed the door, but she opened it at last and
spoke to him, and he noticed that her voice was firm.

“I have been thinking, Eric—Oh, thinking ever so
hard. I have made up my mind. Now I won't keep you
long.” And she shut the door.

When she opened the door again she did it so softly
that he was unaware of her presence. She whispered his
name, and he looked up from the sofa where he sat brood-
ing. Then she came to him slowly, with her bare arms
outstretched, and stood before him smiling. She had put
on one of her Oriental wrappers, a flashing glittering thing
of scarlet and gold. She dazzled his tired eyes.

“Your hand-maiden has painted her face and loosened
her hair. Is she comely, as she used to be, in the great
lord’s sight?” And she sat beside him and twined an arm
about his neck. “Do you understand, my prince? Fer-
nande wants to be yours for once, on your own terms.
Listen, darling.” She had taken possession of him, she
was kissing his face, making him close his eyes beneath
her kisses. I am letting you go to somebody else. I am
losing you, but you must give me something. Something I
will have. Take me with you to Paris. Give me one week
—to remember for the rest of my life. And that shall be
all. T swear I'll leave you alone afterwards.”

“Fernande, how can I? Don’t you see I'm bound------ ”

“Not yet. . .. Stay with me to-night—and we’ll talk
about it in the morning. One night, Eric, out of all your
life;” and she stifled his words with her lips. She held him
fast until he had no strength to speak, and then went on
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whispering to him. “Oh, you know what I am. You needn’t
have any compunction. I want you. I shan't let you go.
Oh, don’t be cruel—don't struggle, my angel. It's Fer-
nande. You can't hurt her, you can't break her heart. You
can’t refuse to love her, when she asks you like this.”

XVIII

ABOUT a week after this Mr. Cornish received a letter
from Paris.

“The assurance I gave you was quite justified,” wrote
Eric Bowen in the course of his letter. “But Z could not
give you that assurance now. Circumstances have altered;
and I regret to say that I am compelled to resign my position
in your employment and to withdraw from all matters in
which I have had the honour to be connected with you,”
and he went on to say that when he returned to London
he would ask permission to visit the house once more, but
only for the purpose of arranging such papers as had been
in his charge, so that all might be found in order by his
successor. To do this, he said, would not take more than
a couple of hours.

“ZI am sorry,” wrote Mr. Cornish, in his strong business-
like handwriting. ““I¢ is very unfortunate. But I agree
with you that our association must now cease. You had
better telephone to Miss Paine and make an appointment for
coming here. Nothing could be gained by my seeing you,
and therefore I shall not do so.”

That was all.

In due course then Eric stood again in that lofty room
where he had worked for so long and with so much hap-
piness, and where he was now to perform his last task
and make all things ready for the more fortunate person

15*
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who was henceforth to occupy it. His papers were not in
an untidy state, but he worked conscientiously, arranging
them still more tidily, adding useful notes, and giving Miss
Rivers-Paine some valuable instructions.

Miss Paine helped him until he had nearly finished
and had sat down at the big table by the window to write
his final notes. Then she left him.

Miss Paine had betrayed nervousness as well as wonder.
She was alarmed by an upheaval of so devastating a
character, perhaps asking herself if anyone could feel
really safe here, when it was possible for the favourite to
fall with such a crash; but being polite as well as sym-
pathetic, she refrained from any questions that were not
general in scope.

“All this is very sudden, isn’t it, Mr. Bowen?”

“Yes, quite,” said Eric, in an absent-minded tone.

“And unexpected, too?”

“Yes.”

“Now,” said Miss Paine, “if I can't be of any further
use PII say good-bye;” and as she shook hands with him
she betrayed that particular and unusual interest which
this young man, whether for good or evil, infallibly aroused
in all members of her sex with whom he consorted for
any length of time. “Mr. Bowen, you mayn’t know it, but
you're looking wretchedly ill. Now you are free for a bit,
| believe you ought to give yourself a real good, restful
holiday.”

Eric thanked her, smiled at her, and said he had just
had a holiday of more than a fortnight.

His smile did not gladden Miss Paine, it made her sad.
Leaving him she thought, as many other people were pre-
sently to be thinking, “What has happened to get him
into such awful disgrace with Mr. Cornish? And how
will our young lady like his being bundled out at this
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short notice? She won't like it at all—unless I am mis-
taken.”

It was the afternoon, and soon the autumn twilight
began to fall. The great house seemed unnaturally silent;
not a voice sounded, not a movement; he did not even
hear doors being opened and closed. He had a feeling
that everything had been silenced on his account. People
had gone away in order to leave the house empty for him;
and nothing could be done, ordinary decent life could not
be resumed, until he had relieved the house of his objec-
tionable presence. Well, he would be gone now, never to
trouble it again.

His work finished, he stood by the table for a minute
or two looking out at the view—that view which, when
he first saw it, had impressed him with its suggestions of
grandeur and power.

As he turned from the window Cornish came into the
room. Cornish had said that he would not see him, but
now he was here.

“Well, what have you got to say for yourself?”

He had put his hands in his pockets, as if to avoid
the possibility that Eric might offer to shake hands with
him, and he went to the hearth and stood there with his
back to the fire. He looked gloomy and depressed, un-
happy too, but he spoke sharply, repeating his question in
fewer words.

“Anything to tell me?”

“Very little—except that I forgot to mention [ have,
of course, resigned my directorships.”

“Was that necessary? . . . Yes, | suppose it was. . . .
And how do you think you're going to get on without
them?”

“Oh, | shall do all right.”

“Will you? I wonder. And your shares?"
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“I am selling them.”

“How much will that give you?”

“About five thousand pounds.”

“I should stick to that, if I were you. Yes, I
should stick to that money like grim death. Remember
what I said about capital. Keep it till you find an open-
ing.”

“Yes, I mean to.”

“And how do you suppose you're going to live mean-
time?”

“Oh, I can always earn a living.”

“Can you?” Then, after a pause, Cornish took his
hands out of his pockets and waved them above his head.
“Yes, there goes your luck and my dream.” And for the
first time Eric heard him use oaths. Often as he had been
noisy and even violent in language he had never till now
sworn. “‘Oh, why have you been such a fool? That’s
what it amounts to. I'm disappointed. I'm sick with dis-
appointment. I believed in you. I believed in your luck.
Luck’s a marvellous thing. And now you've messed it
away.” He did not in fact say “messed”; he used a much
stronger and more vulgar word. “And, by Jupiter, the
luck won’t forgive you. My prototype indeed! ... Oh,
women are the devil.”

He brandished his arms, paced to and fro, then returned
to his station on the hearth-rug.

“Look here, Bowen”—and his manner changed. It
became quiet, careless, almost offensive. ““Since it's come
to this, that I'm glad to be rid of you, perhaps you'll expect
something from me, by way of solatium.”

“Certainly not,” said Eric warmly.

“A few thousands—in cash—to make up for your loss
of salary and other prospects? 1 mean as a present, a
gratuity.”
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Eric, wounded, and flushing hotly, said that he would
not take a penny. Then, seeing the expression of Cornish’s
face, he added: “But I suppose you are saying this to put
me to a test. Surely it wasn't needed.”

Cornish was rubbing his chin. “Yes,” he said, ‘“that
was exactly what I was doing. Testing you. I shouldn’t
have thought of it three weeks ago. But they say when
a fellow breaks faith and does what you have done, his
character goes to pieces pretty quick. . .. Well, there’s
no more to be said;” and he began to curse again. ““Oh,
hell! Why did I ever take a fancy to you? Why did I
take pity on you and try to rescue you from all that scum?
They say if you pull a drowning man out of the water he'll
do you an injury sooner or later. Well, you have done
me a damned awful injury, Eric Bowen, and whether by
accident or intention, doesn't make much difference. Any-
how, you must sink or swim by yourself now. Our job in
this house is to forget you.”

XIX

TWwO-THIRDS of a year had gone by.

In the pleasant weather of a late Easter the town of
Boulogne was full of pleasure-seekers: visitors for the day,
clerks, shop-girls, mechanics, and those who stayed longer,
honest middle-class families taking the cheapest available
continental holiday. Everything was done to make them
happy. The casino had temporarily opened its doors; flags,
religious processions, and some sort of minor festival among
the fisher-folk made the quays and harbour a place of
gaiety and excitement in which ordinary business, with its
truck loads of fish, its shoutings, and its acrid odours, was
conducted under difficulty; the popular confectioners in



232 FERNANDE

the Rue Faidherbe had engaged extra girls to cope with
its afternoon rush of foreign patrons.

This afternoon at tea-time the whole shop was blocked
with the crowd of British tourists. They clamoured in
their native tongue for seats and food. A few smart French
people were submerged by them. They pushed, they
strove. But in the midst of them stood a couple quite
different from the rest—a good-looking but rather care-
worn young man and a tall slim woman, who was dressed
as well and wearing her garments as charmingly as any of
the French people. These two were noticeable for their
good manners as much as for their attractive appearance.
They did not hurry or push. They waited with well-bred
patience.

Presently, however, the young man found places at a
table for himself and his lady. Speaking in French he
ordered tea, to be followed with ices, and the lady smiled
at his laboriously perfect accent. Without having observed
the smile of amusement he sat down beside her.

It was Eric Bowen, with all that was left to him in the
abominable fiasco he had made of his life—Fernande.

This was their first treat or excursion since the fatal
fortnight in Paris. Now, with his circumstances improving,
he was just able to afford the cost of it.

He had passed through a dark time, with disappoint-
ment as his daily portion and humiliating recollections as
the fabric of his dreams at night. He had believed that
he would be able to choose congenial employment, and he
could not find any employment at all. Rochester and its
various cement factories would not have him; the City did
not want him either; the very people who had begged him
to come to them unhesitatingly refused him. They loved
him while he was with Cornish; they were afraid of him
as a person who had left Cornish. Even Miss Barrett of
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Beautiful Houses raised her eyebrows and declined the
risk of offence to Mr. Cornish in engaging his late lieute-
nant He worked then with hands and arms, once again
becoming a unit in the market of casual labour, and
maintaining the comfort of the person who was dependent
on him by the sale of his personal belongings. This
struggle continued, with a horrible depression of spirits to
be fought against as well as the hardness of the world,
until at last he fell in with work at an advertisement agents’
firm. Nothing perhaps could be better evidence of his
endurance and tenacity than the fact that he retained his
little capital untouched and ready for use. He was still
looking for an opening that never came.

“Voila, monsieur.”

The bustling, over-driven waitress brought tire tea,
and he talked French again, and again Fernande smiled.
He saw the smile this time, and it warmed his heart.
It was a signal that her fretful mood had passed. He
smiled too, and asked her in effect if their squabble was
over.

“Yes,” she said, “I am all right, if you are all right,
Eric.”

““Of course I am.”

She looked at him piteously. ““Not wishing me dead,
as you did this morning?”

He winced, and looked away from her.

Then she touched his hand, and whispered “I am
sorry. Darling, forgive me. Say it’s all right.”

“Yes,” he whispered. “But why will you say these
things?”

They were the things that tortured him, that threw
him back into those depths of shame and regret from which
he had emerged so slowly. They were the things that
made him want to commit suicide, because they seemed to
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show that all he had suffered, all he had borne without
flinching, was a vain sacrifice.

She had given up everything for him; but he had
given up everything for her. He had thought: “It is a
debt that I am paying, and I will pay it to the full. IfI
fail, my failure will be complete indeed.” Moreover, he
had vowed to make her happy.

It was not easy. It was almost impossible. One day
she spoke of her happiness, and the next she told him she
was miserable. From the very first, with the altered rela-
tions of these two people, there had been destructive ele-
ments, disintegrating pressures, and a strain so continuous
in accommodating their circumstances to the surrounding
facts as to preclude the likelihood of any real peace. To
begin with, they were both a prey to remorse. His remorse
was for the harm that he had done to other people; hers
was for the harm she had done to him. Eric was strong
enough to try to hide his trouble of mind, if not quite
able to succeed. Fernande had never attempted to keep
silence.

After the disaster she had implored him to leave her,
and go back to Cornish, concealing the lapse or asking
forgiveness. She would not believe it was too late to
retrieve the position. She refused to allow any weight to
Eric’s notions of honour. Then, when he had written his
letter to Cornish, she uttered her forlorn despairing cry:
“I have ruined you! My love has ruined you!” Her bitter
self-reproaches broke out again and again. They became
the chorus to their almost tragic drama. His endless task
was to reassure her, to appease her. ““Say that you still
think it worth while. Oh, Eric, if you are sorry, for God’s
sake drop me and be done with it. I can’t go on unless
I'm sure of you.”

The next phase was her doubt. Once so frank and
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free, never being offended, liking a little chaff, she deve-
loped a terrible sensitiveness. She watched his face and
misinterpreted its expression; she who used to divine his
thoughts now read them wrong. Sometimes if for a mo-
ment he looked grave she protested, if he was merry she
upbraided him for hardness of heart. “Why don’t you say
it, Eric, in words? You have turned against me. I am an
incubus. You are thinking that but for me you would be
free and independent, rich and happy.” And in her dis-
tress, her anguish, she spoke cruelly sometimes. Within a
few minutes she passed through a storm of angry words
and tears, despairing cries, insults, to abject prayers for
pardon, hysterically fervent reconciliations, smiles, and
again tears.

Yet, as he knew, beneath it all there was a devotion
that never changed. He did not lose patience. He
understood. In his treatment of her he was brave, not
cowardly.

But during these disturbing scenes, especially of late,
he was haunted with the recollection of some horrible
words of Cyril's. They were an odious prophecy uttered
by Cyril with an accompaniment of chuckling laughter.
“Do you quarrel with her?” Cyril had said. “Does she
nag at you? Not yet, eh? But she will do, old boy.
She’ll do it more and more. She'll take you up and down
with her, up and down, and before you are finished she’ll
wear you out. She'll just wear you out.”

Everything had been against them. Showing an
unexpected timidity, she shrank from publishing the
full truth of their situation. Perhaps it would have been
scarcely possible for them to live together openly. She was
known to too many people as Mrs. Faulkner to allow of
her calling herself Mrs. Bowen. Even the ladies of that
shabby artistic society to which she still clung would have
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objected to a change as unauthorised as it was sudden.
Thus they were lovers, but not companions. They met by
stealth. The morning light in hired rooms had seen their
kisses and farewells; they had paid for the joy of being
together with humiliating devices and unworthy pretences;
bills for a night’s lodging, had he kept them, would have
filled the sort of album that more fortunate lovers tenderly
garnish with mementoes of the time when their love was
young.

Certainly she suffered less than he did under the re-
straints that she had imposed. Accustomed to tricks and
shams, inured to submission, gently callous to a particular
form of contempt, she did not feel the repugnances that
made him wretched. Nothing in life had taught her that
love is its highest glory, and that it cannot safely be dealt
with as an ailment to be discreetly hidden until it has run
its course.

Now the brief holiday at Boulogne was to make up
for so much. She had looked forward to it, they had
counted the days to its beginning, they had prayed for
fine weather; and yet this morning, their first morning,
with the sun shining from an unclouded sky, she had
quarrelled with him. Once more he had inadvertently
wounded her. Or rather she had wounded herself, by
giving a distorted sense to unconsidered words, by im-
puting to him an unkindness of which he was incapable.

But he had been forgiven. In her childish phrase, the
phrase that she used at every reconciliation or every
renewal of her confidence, it was all right.

They talked then gaily, he perhaps making conversa-
tion, but she with a dozen different subjects coming un-
searched for to her quick-moving lips. It was as it used
to be in the old time. She enjoyed this little feast in the
crowded shop, the sound of all the voices, the queer shouts



FERNANDE 237

and noises that came from the street, with its passing
trams, its enormous lumbering carts, its faces that looked
in through the window, laughed, and vanished. Within
and without, the spirit of holiday was in the air. Not to
be joyous would be criminal at such a time, in such a
place. For a little while it was absolutely all right.

“Eric dear, I believe I am going to make pots of
money at the casino to-night. Oh, you may trust me. [
won’t go a franc beyond what you have given me. I mean
I won't ask for any more. And, listen, if I am lucky, I
shan’t run my banks. I shall try to win three times, and
then let it pass. . . . I shall wear my new red hat. I tell
you, I intend to look extremely nice. . . . The women who
win at chemin-de-fer are always very smart or absolute old
frumps. . . . Oh, there’s the man with the papers. Do
buy one.”

He wlent to the door, waited his turn there, and came
back with a copy of The Daily Mail and The Times. The
man was besieged by eager purchasers. These people who
had read yesterday’s morning paper in London, who as
yet had not been on continental soil for twenty-four hours,
were already thirsting for news of their island home.

“Choose,” he said, smiling at her.

“Well, I know you like The Times.”

“You mean you want the Daily Mail. Take it.”

She looked first at the pictures on the back page,
making ejaculations, protesting at the excesses of the
camera, saying that the libel law ought to be amended in
order to bring snap-shot photographers within its grip.
Then, after lighting a cigarette, she glanced at the other
pages, talking to him, reading the head-lines aloud, and
one or two extracts.

“Eric, this is rather funny. A letter from a woman
who has had her Persian cat stolen,” and she read.
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But now he was not listening.

She stopped reading and watched him.

“Eric, what’s the matter? What have I done to offend
you?”

He roused himself.

“Shall we go now?” he said. ““Have you finished?”

“No,” she said sharply, still looking at him. ““Tell me
first what has upset you. Was it something in the paper?
Yes, 1 know it was. You have seen something in the paper.
Give it me. Show it me;” and she snatched at The Times
and pulled it open again.

“There is nothing there that can interest you.” And
he asked her again to come away; but she would not.
With a sort of feverish haste she was searching the pages.
He left her, to go to the counter and pay for their cakes,
and when he returned to the table, her eyes were cold,
her whole manner was hostile. She had found what she
looked for. It was a paragraph among the Court news.
She read it to him in a low voice, but bitingly, mock-
ingly.

“‘The marriage of Lord Alderstown and Miss Ruth
Cornish will take place quietly on the fifteenth of May. Owing
to a bereavement in the bridegroom’s family there will be
no reception after the ceremony.’”

“Fernande, come, please,” said Eric, with a hardness
of which he was unconscious.

“Oh, don't vent your displeasure on me,” she said mock-
ingly. ““Poor Eric! It was the shock of it, I suppose;” and
she laughed. “You were prepared for the gloomy fact,
but the actual date knocked you over.”

“Fernande, I ask you not to say any more.”

“What! Can't you bear it even to be mentioned? But
I'm sympathising with you—I'm condoling with you. My
heart is bleeding for you.”
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Then she tossed the paper to the floor contemptuously,
sprang to her feet, and followed him through the still
crowded shop.

They walked along the main street, and then up the
gentle slope past the market-place, the old church, and
through the crowd that waited near there to take by storm
the yellow trams as soon as the female conductor in her
black uniform gave a permissive signal for the assault. As
arranged, they were going up to the old town. Eric loved
the old town. He offered his arm and she accepted this
aid as they climbed the steps by the gate-house.

She dropped his arm when they emerged upon the
pathway on top of the walls. As they sauntered round them
he talked to her, making conversation again, and she an-
swered him absent-mindedly or not at all.

“How quiet it is up here,” he said, after a silence.

On their left hand they had glimpses of old stone build-
ings and could look down into narrow streets, silent and
empty, with here and there a white balcony, a green shutter,
a thick-leaved vine. On their right lay the roofs of the
lower town, the river with its curved railway bridges, the
masts of ships and bright coloured funnels, the outer port,
the sea.

They sat on a seat beneath budding plane trees.

Faintly from the harbour one could hear the whistle of
the Folkestone boat. At this distance it made only a gentle
vibration in the soft air. Presently the sound came again,
and he told her that it was the voice of the excursion
steamer and not the mail boat. It was calling all the
hundreds of day-trippers from different parts of the
town.

“Will the ordinary mail-boats run to-morrow?” she
asked coldly.

““Oh, yes, of course.”
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“Then T wish you would find out for me the time of
the first boat in the morning, because T think I shall go
back in it.”

“Fernande.”

He looked at her despairingly; he pleaded with her to
be reasonable, not to give way to foolish temper, not to
spoil their holiday, the poor little holiday that was to have
made them so happy; but she told him that it was he who
had spoilt everything.

“Oh, my dear boy, it's pretty obvious, isn’'t it?” She
had become very white and she breathed fast, with emo-
tion rising, strengthening, every moment, although plainly
she struggled hard to repress it and to maintain the scorn-
ful, cynical tone that she had adopted. ““You needn’t apo-
logise. We can none of us be blamed for our feelings. So
there we are,” and she gave a shaky little laugh. T am
nothing to you really. You can’t truly want me, when the
sight of somebody else’s name in print is enough to make
you forget my very existence. No, you won’t miss me. You
—you’ll be glad to be rid of me. Then you can finish
your infernal holiday by yourself much more comfortably.”
She was getting violent, being carried away by the storm
she had herself blown into force. Her face was ugly.
“When I'm gone, you can sit and brood over your lost lady-
love—yes, and take out her sweet photograph and weep
over it. I suppose you have got her photograph. You carry
it about with you, no doubt, hidden in your pocket-book
next your heart.”

“Fernande, I warn you------

But he could not stop her. She went on, with a hard
cold furiousness.

“Oh, yes, I'll be off to-morrow morning—and I'll take
on the first man I meet in London. Or I'll pick up some
one at the casino to-night. I tell you I won’t stand it any
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longer, if you aren’'t loyal to me, 1 won't be loyal to
you.”

“But I am loyal. You know it. For God’s sake shut
up. Keep quiet.”

She would not be quiet. She laughed at him, she went
on talking.

“And don’t forget there’s always old Cyril. Cyril would
take me back at any time—and only too glad. Cyril doesn’t
mind damaged goods. He isn’t stuffed up with some pat-
tern of female virtue, and always comparing me with her
to my disadvantage, as you do—yes, you do, Eric—and I
think it’s beastly and cruel of you. Cyril's a liar and a
cheat—but he has some pity.”

“Fernande------ 7

“But I'll set you free. TI'll do something that’ll give you
no choice, Eric—and, as I tell you, you'll be glad. You'll
say to yourself ‘She had her chance, but she wasn't worthy
of it. I tried to reclaim and reform her, but she relapsed
into improper behaviour; so I had to cut her adrift.””

“Fernande, be careful.”

He had stood up, and he put his hands on her shoulders
and looked down at her as if about to shake her. He
had no such intention. He did not know what he was
doing.

“As to that girl------ ” and her anger blazed. I hate
her. I hate her. Yes, as to your Ruth Cornish—well, I
hope Lord Fitznoodle, Lord Poopstick, or whatever his
name is, will put her across his knees and spank her. I
hope he’ll hit her with his fists, and trample on her with
his feet, and treat her like the dirt that she is.”

“Fernande, if you say one word more, I'll never speak
to you again.”

He left her sitting on the seat and she watched him as

he walked away, her anger fading with every step that he
Fernande 16
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took. She was afraid. After going about a hundred yards
he stopped and stood by the parapet of the wall, with his
elbows on it and his head lowered. She followed him and
presently stood beside him.

“Eric,” she murmured caressingly; and as he did not
answer or turn towards her she took hold of his arm and
gently pulled at it.

Suddenly he turned, seized both her hands, and held
them tightly. His face was as white as hers had been just
now; he seemed to be trembling; and his voice was high-
pitched and unnatural.

““Cyril said you would wear me out. Are you trying
to do it? What devil possesses you? Can’'t you see that
you'll drive me mad if you don’t stop? Why will you tor-
ture me and yourself too with this insane jealousy of the
past?”

“How can I help being jealous? And is it past?” The
ever-ready tears filled her eyes; she was piteous, appealing.
“Eric, be fair. Torture! You don’t know how it tortures
me. I wouldn’t mind if you were only pining for that girl’s
money and all she would have brought you. I hate myself
still for making you lose it. But it isn’'t that. It’s her you
pine for.”

“That’s not true.”

“It is true. Let go of my hands. You're hurting me.
Perhaps you don’t admit it to yourself. But of course I
see it—of course you can’t hide it from me,—loving you
as I do. You let out your secret in a dozen different ways.
Oh, be fair. Don't pretend. You must know very well that
you are always thinking of her.”

This was no ordinary quarrel. It had shaken the nerves
of both, and although he made one overture towards peace
the usual reconciliation did not come. Nevertheless their
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evening was outwardly successful, hour after hour of noise,
light, and factitious gaiety, an evening spent with common
people in a common way. They had danced at the casino.
Fernande had worn her new red hat, and had won a little
money. Very late at night, after she had gone upstairs to
bed, Eric went out again by himself.

Was it true, what she had said, that he was always
thinking of Ruth?

At any rate he was thinking of her now as he walked
away from the hotel along the deserted quay; and sadness
wide as the sea, gloom darker than the night, fell upon his
spirit. He thought of Ruth and that other world in which
he had forfeited his place as completely as if he had gone
out of it by dying instead of by being merely disgraced
and banished. To remember anybody he had known among
those others, or anything that had happened while he was
with them, necessarily meant thinking of Ruth. She re-
presented all that he had respected in it—honesty, strength,
kindness, candour.

Except Fernande, no one ever spoke to him either of
her or her father. He heard of them only as to-day through
the public Press. Thus some months ago he had learnt
of her return from France, and a little later of her engage-
ment to Lord Alderstown. Now, in a month’s time, he
would read of her wedding. It would be in the newspapers
on the sixteenth of May. ““Yesterday, at the church of AU
Saints,” and so on.

She might have been his own vafe, and she was to be
the wife of that blameless nobleman, that incarnation of
correct demeanour and polite mediocrity, that solemn
vacuous donkey. She did not care for him. It was im-
possible. At best, habit, time, the dulling influence of
pursuits in common, would enable her to feel and to sustain
a lukewarm regard for him. But she was marrying him

16*
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only because her confidence had been betrayed by the
man she had honoured with her real love. She was doing it
as even the strongest and best girls will do desperate things
when they have been rendered miserable or have lost
their ideals.

“But for me,” he thought, ““she would not have con-
sented, no matter how great the pressure that was brought
to bear upon her. I have spoilt her life, just as I have
spoilt my own. She trusted me and I played her false.”
And he thought of their last interview, of the moment when
she stood with her hand in his and called him by his
name. Yes, she had offered herself to him then, nobly and
simply, believing that he was honest and good, and that
he loved her. It was a betrothal. If it had been done
before an altar it could not have been more binding on him.

And with shame as bitter as when he first felt it, he
thought of what had happened directly afterwards. In
imagination he heard Cornish telling her of his unworthi-
ness. . .. “Our task, Ruth, is to forget him” ... A
curtain fell, a door closed, and he was shut out.

Then he thought of Fernande; still loyal to her in his
compassion, firm in his purpose, but without hope.

He understood, too well, that their lapse had been as
fatal to her as to him. She had held him with the strength
of the spirit, and her power was gone when she began to
hold him with the weakness of the flesh. Their friendship
had been noble and good, and she had lifted herself, puri-
fied herself, in resolutely keeping it pure; but their love,
the physical union, had been humiliating and degrading.
It had lowered her. It should have come when they first
met, or never. They had thrown away self-respect as well
as self-control when after that immense delay he fell with
her, commonly, ignominiously, as a half drunk man falls in
the muddy street, by accident.
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All that she had once said to him of passionate sensual
love, as between her and him, had miserably fulfilled
itself. ““Even the new feelings would become weak------
Everything would disappear at last. . . . The fire burns
low, then blazes up again. It does that a lot of times, Eric,
and then it goes out.”

He struggled against this and later memories. Together
they had fallen; but they must rise together. If only they
could escape from the sordidness of their present exist-
ence!

The thought of sordidness inevitably reminded him of
Cyril. He had injured Cyril. Not the least part of his
remorse had been in regard to Cyril; for, whatever Cyril’s
villainies, he had never treated Eric badly. He had been
fond of him; he was one more person who had trusted him
and been betrayed. If Cyril had abused him, he would
have listened meekly; if Cyril had struck him, he would
have accepted blows without defending himself; if Cyril had
publicly denounced him, he would not have protested. But
Cyril had crowned his humiliations in showing a con-
scienceless magnanimity. Cyril had taken a horrible re-
venge by forgiving him.

Not at once, but very soon. He never answered Eric’s
letter of confession. He refused to give him an interview.
When by a mere chance they met in the street, Cyril cut
him, made an impressive gesture on Eric’s addressing him,
and walked away, swaggering.

Then he abruptly stopped, turned, and called to Eric.

“Hold hard. I want to speak to you. . . . Damn it,
why not? Come in here, and we'll have a drink and talk
about it.”

He led Eric into a common public-house, past a noisy
tap-room to a narrow room called the saloon bar, where
he was greeted by the attendant young woman as a well-
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known patron of the establishment. Indeed he had left it
only a few minutes ago. They sat there, wrapped round
with tobacco smoke and alcoholic odours; and Cyril drank,
at Eric’s expense, and talked. He was cynically philosophic
at first, and then in spite of himself showed strong feeling.
His slightly bloodshot eyes, his unshaven chin, the appal-
ling dirtiness of his tie and collar, together with the abject
background of the bar counter and the blowsy girl behind
it, formed a picture that Eric would never forget. Nor
would he ever fail to recall, against his will, the horrible
things to which eventually he was forced to listen.

“It's not your fault,” said Cyril, with a shrug of his
lean shoulders. “I know that, well enough. So here’s luck;”
and he raised his glass. “Bit by bit she took possession
of you, till you couldn’t call your soul your own.”

Vainly Eric protested.

““She’s the one to blame, not you. I own I never ex-
pected that you would take her from me. I thought it
was safe. And it would have been—with anybody else.
But she cares for you more than she has cared for any-
body—except me, in the beginning. Don’t run away with
any mistake. She was devilish fond of me, Eric. Of
course I don’'t know what yarns she has pitched you.”
And he laughed harshly; and then almost at once his
emotion became perceptible. I was everything to her at
first. I understood her. Nobody else ever has. Not you,
my lad. Youre a hundred miles away from really fathom-
ing her. She acts to you. She suited me temperamentally,
and 7 suited her—that is, till you came along and gradually
changed everything. Oh, I know. The game’s plain to me.
If you had meant business—if you had really gone for her
—you would never have got her. I told you so before
you started;” and he had a kind of outburst of fierce
accusation.
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Eric could not silence him, could not avoid hearing.

“Her way with men is to take everything and give
nothing. She’s an allumeuse—you know what that is.
She’s a teaser, a nerve exciter. She’s that and nothing
else by nature—and she brought it to a fine art. When
she was only fourteen—a minx with her hair in a plait—
she upset grown men, drove them wild. She has told me
so herself. Oh, she didn’'t mince matters with me;” and
he gave another unmirthful laugh.

The odious little scene closed characteristically by his
borrowing money—not much, only the loose change that
Eric happened to have at the moment.

He borrowed more later on. He remained in their
lives as a person who had been grievously wronged and
refused to nourish resentment, a shabby sinister figure
showing itself and disappearing again, an embodiment of
that degradation which for Eric made the whole of his
world so ugly. But lately he had been merciful, relieving
them of his presence. Fernande said he had gone to
Monte Carlo ““with his gang” to try a system, and that
perhaps they would never see him again, for he had made
plans to visit South America and would not return to Eng-
land on his way there.

The gardens of the casino were all dark, with lamps
alight only at the gates, where a weary custodian paced
to and fro. Everybody had gone home except a few
people in the baccarat-room. Long since, the last of the
trams had jolted away past the Custom House. The road-
ways, the quays, the port itself, seemed lifeless.

Eric walked slowly back to the hotel, one of those small
French houses beside the harbour. An elderly grey-haired
chambermaid admitted him to the entrance passage, and
as she lit a candle told him grumblingly that her vigil was



248 FERNANDE

not ended by his arrival, for the numbers sixteen and
twenty were still out. The humble establishment did not
like late hours, no night-porter was kept, and the frugal
landlord turned off the electric light at twelve o’clock.

Upstairs the candle-light showed Eric a typical French
bedroom of the poorer kind—bare floor-boards and frayed
mats, hideous wall paper with stains and torn patches,
a high bed of common varnished wood. The appearance
of the room was not improved by its untidy condition.
The inevitable feather quilt had been thrown down upon
the floor; parts of Fernande’s costume hung on the end
of the bed; her red hat ornamented a curtain peg; a
stocking trailed across the toilet table beside her stays,
her hand-bag, and a glass vase with the spray of lilies
of the valley that he had bought for her as a peace-offering
just before dinner. Those minute white blossoms alone
spoke of beauty, romance, the days that used to be.

He had entered the room very softly, and he held his
open hand as a shade to the candle flame, keeping its
light from the bed. But she was awake.

“At last," she murmured plaintively. “Eric, it's the
middle of the night."

“Then why aren’t you asleep?"

“How can I sleep till you have forgiven me and told
me it's all right? I have been so miserable. I thought
you must have gone to drown yourself because of my
hatefulness.”

She swept the hair away from her white face and held
out her arms towards him.

“Fernande is sorry. Isn’t that enough?"

When he came to her, she clasped his neck and dragged
his face down to hers.

“Eric, you aren’t really unhappy about that girl? No,
I know you aren’t. But I love you so dreadfully that I
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would like to murder everybody you have ever looked at.
Say you'll make allowances. Oh, Eric, swear you are not
tired of me. Swear you'll never throw me over. I couldn’t
live—simply couldn’t live without you. . .. There. Is it
all right?”

He had to say yes, it was quite all right again.

XX

IT seemed now that a little of the luck which had been
his in such large quantities was coming back to him. The
business of his employers—an advertisement firm of minor
repute in Fleet Street—had greatly expanded, and with
the increase of work his own emoluments were rapidly
rising. He was able to do more for Fernande. He took
her away from lodgings that were even worse than those
rooms above the chiropodist and found her comfortable
accommodation in the north of London, near the large
cheap hotel where he himself permanently occupied a room
on the sixth floor. Except for a preoccupation which he
struggled to obliterate in the fatigue of harder and harder
work, he was in better spirits than at any time since his
disaster.

With his working capital safe behind him, he was still
a solid person. That opening for which he looked must
present itself sooner or later. Then he would grasp at it
boldly, and begin another upward course. It was too late
to conquer the world, as he had originally intended, but
at least he might establish himselfin a position of moderate
success.

Femande’s fortunes were on the mend too. She had
been engaged by one of the small magazines for women,
and once again she bustled about to picture galleries, dress
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shows, and charity bazaars, gathering material for her
bright and chatty articles. The work kept her occupied
and contented, and Eric encouraged her with ceaseless
praise. There had not been another quarrel, not even any
misunderstandings.

Whenever possible, after her busy day, she used to
come and meet him at the closing hour of his office. If
the weather was fine, she waited for him in the Temple
gardens. Making their way northward through the streets,
they walked home together like hundreds of other couples
—husbands and wives, sweethearts, or mere business allies.
After a meal in the hotel grill-room, or at one of'the cheap
restaurants of the neighbourhood, they strolled about again,
or went into a cinema theatre. They were of the un-
numbered people—not noticed by anybody—never meeting
an acquaintance. He escorted her back to her lodgings,
and they parted, to meet again next day.

Then, quite unexpectedly, his advertisement firm asked
if he would care to bring some money into their business
and become a partner. They said they had thought of
making this offer for some time, because his power of
organisation as well as his industry had impressed them
most favourably. Above all, they could trust him to play
the game, and not let them down with any of the nasty
selfish tricks that were, alas, far too common in Fleet Street.
This last compliment really did him good. A very small
bone is welcome to a disgraced and famished dog. His
spirits rose again. He asked for time to consider the pro-
posal, but he knew that he would not accept it. He must
find something better and more substantial before risking
capital.

But he debated the matter at length with Fernande.
That evening they went to no entertainment—they talked
and talked and talked. Fernande was full of excitement,
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cheering him with her sympathy and interest, and giving
him that final support which all men, whether they know
it or not, desire from the woman who is advising them—
that is, a confirmation of their own previously settled
opinion. Fernande agreed that the opportunity was not
good enough.

“But Eric, doesn’t it show—well, doesn’t it show------
Her eyes were bright. She was eager, enthusiastic, as she
used to be—rejoicing in the appreciation of her Eric.

He told his firm that he would prefer to remain with
them merely as a salaried assistant, and they said they
would be glad to keep him on any terms.

The swift weeks had brought him near now to that
date which was the basis or central point of those thoughts
of his which were in no way connected with business affairs.
He could not help thinking of it. Perhaps the date in
passing would carry his preoccupation with it, and set all
his mind free. He hoped so.

They were less than a week from it when something
occurred to disturb him grievously.

Without a word of warning Fernande went away from
London. They had arranged to meet as usual, the weather
was fine, but she failed to keep the appointment. He went
to her lodgings, and heard there that she had left early in
the morning, taking a suit-case and telling the landlady
that she might not be back for a few days. She had given
no message for Eric. He felt worried and anxious, with
memories, doubts, suspicions assailing him.

Then by the last post of the day he received a pencil
note from her, a scrawl written at Waterloo Station. It
did not render him more comfortable. It told him little
more than he had heard from her landlady. She merely
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said that she had been called away and would return as
soon as possible.

He tried in vain to banish his suspicions. Two days,
three days passed by without further tidings of her. What
could he think, what reasonable explanation could he find
for her absence? It was too like one of those mysterious
disappearances in the past, when suddenly she was lost to
him and for many days and weeks even he suffered,
smarting with shame, torn by jealousy; when he saw Cyril
careless and unperturbed, and hated him for not guarding
her; when he dreaded to know the ugly truth, and yet
could not help guessing it. As suddenly as she had gone
she used to reappear, explaining nothing, apologising for
nothing, forcing him at her will to submit to pain, to
accept humiliation. With her smiles and gentle caresses
and subtle charms she won him back to his bondage.
With a gesture, a laugh, a half significant word, she
reminded him that he had no right to question her. They
were two good friends; but that was all. If his face
remained sombre and she divined his thoughts, as she was
able to do in that bygone time, she chattered of trivial
things, she talked faster and faster. If, as once had hap-
pened, he dared to utter a plain interrogation, she silenced
him, she cowed him, by bursting into tears.

With such experiences behind him, with his unhappy
knowledge of her life, how could he prevent himself from
again suspecting her?

But she made him ashamed of his suspicion. He felt
a wretch as he read the letter that came to him on the
morning of the fourth day. She wrote now from an inn
at Salisbury.

“Eric darling, I hat'e com-' here to be with poor Dich
Sandford. He is in a Home here, desperately ill, and he
wanted to see me; so of course I had to come. He is more
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than ill, he is dying.  Oh, why does one always shirk
that word? It is as if by saying it one were acting treacher-
ously, as if one were giving up the fight on behalf of another,
as if acceptance of the adverse verdict could make any dif-
ference. It can make no difference to Dick. I do not rob
him of a chance of living by saying he will die.

Your F. will come back to you as soon as she decently
may. Meantime, can you send me a few pounds to go on
with?”

Her phantom husband! For so long he had been
merely the once heard sound of a voice. Eric had not
even known his name until that day at Folkestone when
for the first time she mentioned it. Since then she had
not spoken of him again; but she had continued to aid
him. Now and then, when she had asked for money, Eric
knew that it was required for this purpose; and sometimes
he had thought of the man, still a shadowy unreal per-
sonage in relation to the present day, but strangely solid
and alive as he had been many years ago. The picture
created by Fernande’s description presented itself now—
the good-natured, hard-riding, hard-drinking young man
who was nobody’s enemy but his own, who, with all his
failings, had been very kind to her in the beginning. She
had said that she must always remember his kindness,
and she had done so. It was good of her to be faithful
to this early memory.

And now at last the real man together with the im-
agined man was ceasing to be. Eric thought very deeply
of all that this implied. She would no longer be a married
woman. Her husband’s death would remove all bars and
impediments to her making a legitimate avowable union
with anybody else.

His musings on the possibility of marriage brought
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into active life those suppressed thoughts of another wed-
ding. The date had come close upon him.

On this day, the fifteenth of May, the date of Ruth’s
wedding, it happened that there was very little work to
do. He read the newspapers, looking for what he had
lately expected to see; but there was no further announce-
ment, no paragraph describing the presents or reporting
that somebody’s house had been lent them for the honey-
moon. Doubtless the bereavement that had been previously
spoken of precluded public notice as well as large festivities.
They would be married “very quietly”—that was the word
—yet, as one might suppose, at the usual time and in
the usual way.

He contrived to keep busy all the morning, but by
noon a complete lull set in at the office. He went out,
visited printers, engravers, an artist, filling his time some-
how.

As he came along the Strand after a long round, the
clock at the Law Courts told him that it was half-past
two. It was the hour. Ruth was at the church—or just
arrived there. In imagination he could see it all. No
crowd. Just a knot of idle people standing to gape at
the church door as the motor-cars drive up and discharge
the few close relatives or the intimate friends of the two
families.

The bridegroom is of course already inside the church
waiting for her. He stands in the chancel—correct, digni-
fied, dressed with sober propriety, in a manner that does
honour to the occasion, and yet gives no hint of un-
feelingness in one who, as the newspapers state, has lately
suffered a bereavement. And near him is the best man—
outwardly as correct as himself, and no doubt inwardly too,
or the blameless Lord Alderstown would not have invited
his support. Another peer probably! ““Now stand back,”
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says the policeman outside. There is a policeman, although,
as announced, it is such a very quiet wedding.

““Yes, here she comes! This must be the bride.” One
of those big well-remembered cars draws up by the red
carpet, and Cornish helps his daughter to alight. It is
but a glimpse, and she has entered the building. A figure
in white, with a veil and a wreath, her face not visible,
but sunlight touching her pretty hair.

Eric turned abruptly into one of the dark entries of
the Temple, and walking slowly through the courts, with
his hands clasped behind his back, went down to the river.
Near the gates he found an empty seat, and sat there for
half an hour.

He had said to himself, ““At three o’clock it will be
over. I will think of her till then, and afterwards 1 will
never think of her again.”

He could see her face now, and it was calm and still,
with" no tremor of the lips, no trouble in the eyes. She
seemed to be looking at him peeringly, questioningly, and
while the vision lasted his heart throbbed and ached.

“I wish her happiness,” he whispered. I wish her
happiness—happiness—and again happiness.”

He was cleansing his heart of its last selfish regrets.
It had been a vain and wicked thought that she was
marrying Lord Alderstown without really caring for him.
She was too strong and good to marry a man that she did
not love, or that she did not feel sure of soon loving. And
why not? He forced himself to think of Alderstown’s
manifold virtues. Alderstown was high-minded, unpreten-
tious, and no doubt kind. He would give her much—a
thousand times more than any humble person could give
her—wide interests, useful connections, the charm of stately
old-world houses. He was in all respects worthy. They
would have children, and she would grow fonder and
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fonder of him as their father. All will be well with her,”
Eric thought, ““and I shall not really have injured her. If
she ever thinks of me it may be as of one who did her a
great service by saving her from the consequences of an
unwise and undeserved preference.” And he whispered
again. ““Good-bye, Ruth. Be very happy.”

It was past three. He got up from the seat and strolled
away. On a bench not far off a shabby and forlorn-look-
ing man and woman were eating some food. They sat
close together, with their bread and cheese and apples
spread on a paper that lay on the woman’s lap.

As Eric passed, the man looked up and, speaking as
loudly as he could with his mouth full, called to him by
name. ““Mr. Bowen! Well—what a surprise!” They were
Mr. Rice, the sometime advertisement manager of the May-

fair Gazette, and Mrs. Andrews, its late charwoman,

characteristically having a snack together. Mrs. Andrews
hastily wrapped up what remained of the food, while Eric
sat down on their bench and talked to them. They both
seemed delighted to see him, and Rice said it was a pleasure
to find that he was not too proud to notice them.

It occurred to Eric that this was the very first time that
he had seen the nondescript Mrs. Andrews in broad day-
light. She appeared to have more individuality than one
would have guessed when one knew her only as a silent
form that moved to and fro in the greyness and obscurity
of that dusty ground floor at the Gazette offices. It also
struck him that he had never before heard her voice. She
said very little now, but each time that she joined in the
conversation her simple comment was very much to the
point.

Rice, with his drooping moustache and watery blue
eyes, was much the same as he had always been, except
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for the external shabbiness which spoke of adversity. He
told Eric immediately that in the last year he had been
“fairly put through it.”

“There’s worse things than going hungry to bed,” said
Mrs. Andrews, tucking away the small parcel of nourish-
ment.

Rice, it seemed, had been soon dismissed by the new
editor of the Gazette, and perhaps not unnaturally his
faithful assistant had followed him. Their reputation had
been darkened by Cyril’'s disgrace, and Cyril, as Mr. Rice
said, had not lifted a finger to save them. “You know, of
course, how the potentate came to bowl him out and ex-
pose him at the end?”

Eric in fact had not known, and he did not wish to
know now.

Rice, continuing, said he had thought of writing to Eric
for a testimonial, but had not ventured to take the liberty.
He had felt that he must stand on his own legs.

“In my view, sir, they’ve done wonders with the Gazette
since they got rid of Faulkner. Mr. Cornish has put his
energy behind it, as well as the finance, and now of course
the money he furnishes is spent as he intended. The talk
has been this spring that the paper is paying its expenses.
But I don’t hardly believe that. It may do before Mr.
Cornish has finished with it.”

“Mr. Cornish is a clever gentleman,” said Mrs. Andrews.

“As to that Faulkner—well, 1 never concealed my
opinion of him, did I? He was the same to one and all.
Miss Williams she had some tales to tell about him. Of
course he swindled Mr. C. up hill and down dale, till he
was found out”

“Mr. Faulkner is a bad man,” said Mrs. Andrews.

Then Rice recounted at considerable length his own

Fernandit X"
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misadventures and hardships. Try how he would, he could
not get into regular employment. Things were so difficult
that he had sometimes opined that he was unfitted for the
rough and tumble of commercial life. He was too honest,
too straightforward, too modest to blow his own trumpet as
many did. He could not push himself.

“He hasn't the temp’rament,” said Mrs. Andrews.

Now, as is not unusual with people in his circumstances,
he was looking out for a capitalist. As he said this his face
brightened, his manner became more lively. ““Up or down,
I keep my eyes open, and believe me, Mr. Bowen, I've
tumbled on a real good thing. There’s a fortune going
begging for anyone who can lay his hands on four or five
thousand pounds. True as I sit here, sir, it's a certainty
—safer than the Bank of England.” And he looked at
Eric with a sudden gleam of excitement in his eyes. I
s’pose I can’t tempt you to take it up. You've prob’ly got
all your funds engaged already, and no five thousands lying
idle.”

Then, with a growing exaltation of language, Mr. Rice
described the “good thing,” while Eric, feeling at first no-
thing but weariness, began to ask himself if, queer as it all
sounded, this might not be the opening for which he had
looked so long.

A certain trade journal called The Metal Worker was
to be sold ““dirt cheap” and whoever bought it and had
the sense to manage it properly could not fail to do well.
These trade papers, as Rice declared and as Eric knew,
went on for ever; their advertisements kept them alive and
profitable; they were small gold mines in which the ore-
bearing vein never cropped out. In the case of The Metal
Worker the proprietor was an elderly widow of large means
who wished to sell the concern now at once and be done
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with it, to save herself trouble. It was a bona fide affair.
The books were open to inspection. One might put in
one’s own accountant to examine everything. Moreover, the
premises of the journal were freehold, a whole house, and
itself worth half the ten thousand pounds that was asked
for the entire property.

“But you said just now five thousand.”

“You could get it for five thou,” Rice cried. “The half
would be let remain on mortgage. Oh, Mr. Bowen, if you
can entertain the project, I do beg and pray you to go into
it, even if you leave poor me outside. Honour bright, it’s
the chance of a lifetime.”

“He isn’t always right,” said Mrs. Andrews. “But I
think he is now.”

“Look here,” said Rice, with great eagerness. ‘‘Can
you spare fifteen minutes? Come straight there and see for
yourself.”

They went then, the three of them, to a little street
leading out of Fetter Lane, and Eric was solemnly introduced
to the freehold home of The Metal Worker.

It was not impressive—a narrow dingy little house,
standing between a tavern and stationer’s shop, with its
ground floor window decorated by a row of copies of the
journal, open at different pages— ““The Metal Worker,
Recognised organ of the allied trades.” Humble as it
seemed, however, an expert eye could see attractions in it.
Rice praised it as if they were looking at a palace.

They entered the premises, and Rice made himself
quite at home there, boldly announcing to the manager
that he had brought the capitalist of whom he had so often
spoken.

“Mr. Archer—Mr. Bowen. . . . Mr. Archer, any objec-
tion to showing him over?”

17
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““Oh, none whatever.”

They stayed there an hour, and in this time Eric became
quite convinced that he was face to face with a real op-
portunity. The thing was a paying concern. He had but
one doubt. It seemed too good to be true.

When they came out into the street Mrs. Andrews bade
them good-bye, and they at once paid a visit to The Metal
Worker's solicitors. Here again Eric met with every evidence
of solid straightforward dealing. He spent the rest of the
working day in ““trade” circles making inquiries as to the
paper’s standing, its circulation, its general prospects. Next
morning he saw the proprietress, and after leaving her he
determined boldly to take the offered chance. All then was
promptly settled.

With the decision made, his spirits rose and every day
he felt them still rising. He said to himself “It is the turn
of the tide.” Thinking of the business on which he was
about to embark, he had comforting sensations of strength
and confidence. A small trade journal no doubt afforded
a trumpery occupation when compared with the manage-
ment of paper mills, the making of cement, or the build-
ing of ship docks and river dams; but if fate had ordained
that it was to be his, he would throw himself into it heart
and soul.

His ambition revived a little, wide schemes suggested
themselves. He would succeed. He would buy more of
these old trade journals, or start some new ones himself.
He would be a newspaper proprietor on a modest scale to
begin with, and perhaps on a big scale to end with.

But before the time came to complete the purchase many
things happened. Indeed the stream of events swept fast
and carried him far from the chosen port.
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XXI

FERNANDE was coming back. She had sent him a tele-
gram to say she would arrive by an evening train, and he
went to Waterloo to meet her.

As he walked up and down the long empty platform
he was fighting against a cruel or at least an unkind
thought. Waiting for her, expecting her, he had prepared
a little speech of welcome; and then the thought had come.
If he felt truly glad to have her with him again, he would
not thus consider what words he should use or how best
he might show his gladness.

He had come to the station too early, the train was
two or three minutes late, and during these final minutes
he suffered under a cold revelation of inexorable facts.
He recognised with fatal clearness that her absence had
brought him not only a respite from emotion, but a relief
of mind. While she was away and he stood alone, his
restlessness had left him, material affairs had gone better,
he had been able both to think and to act in a firmer
manner; above all he had found strength to shake off
the selfish regrets and futile repinings that month after
month had possessed him. Now the thraldom of fixed
ideas seemed to hold him once more; his spirits were
sinking fast; weariness and fatigue approached; he began
to feel that old dark depression during which it had seemed
to him that effort was impossible and no achievement of
any real value.

Certainly he was fond of her. She was dear to him,
immeasurably dear, because of her devotion. But his love
was dead. He hated himself for knowing it, although the
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knowledge would never make any difference to her. Always
he would hide it from her, always he would do his duty to
her—as he was about to do his duty now.

The porters were lining up; the enormous engine, the
great lamp-lit coaches, glided by; people crowded about
the opened doors, and he could not see her. Then she
was at his elbow, her hand was in his.

“You angel to come and meet me. But I thought
you would. Eric, it seems a year since I left you—*‘a year
whose days are long.’”

Although there was a dining-car in the train she had
not dined. Carrying her suit-case, he took her to the
station restaurant, ordered food for her, and reproached
her for not taking more care of herself.

“I wasn’'t hungry,” she said. “Besides, I didn't want
to be extravagant. Heaven knows, I have cost you enough
already. Eric, how can I ever thank you for all the money
you have sent me—and for such a purpose!”

She looked white and thin and sad in her black dress.
She ate very little, but they sat talking for a long while.
When she first spoke of her dead husband she could
scarcely restrain herself from crying. Then, as she went on,
her face had the spiritualised aspect that often came to it
when she forgot her immediate surroundings, and her voice
was sweet and gentle.

“Eric, it shook me dreadfully. He asked me to for-
give him. He thanked me—oh, he thanked me so piti-
fully for staying with him. I can’t tell you what I felt to-
day at the funeral. Of course I was the only person there
—not another soul who had known him in all his life . . .
Once more bless you and thank you, Eric;” and she made
a gesture with her hands, as if reverently dismissing a
phantom to the realm of phantoms. ‘Now tell me about
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the wonderful enterprise—Eric’s great adventure. Pm quite
sure, I know, dear, that it is going to turn up trumps. It
must be all right if you believe in it. You have been so
splendidly wise and cautious;” and she smiled at him
fondly.

He admired her for all that she had said; with every
word his thoughts had softened to her tenderness; and
he talked now cheerfully, as with his trusted comrade, his
never failing ally, telling her of The Metal Worker and of
his expanded schemes and ambitions. She encouraged
him and applauded him. She had not a doubt of his
ultimate success.

She was sweet too with regard to Mr. Rice and Mrs.
Andrews, rejoicing as he did that he would be able to give
a lift in the world to these humble friends. She laughed
gaily as she asked questions about the relationship between
these two.

“Mr. Rice of course is the mouse that has gnawed the
cords for my lion. He really has, Eric. So we must
allow him to bring his lady-mouse, and make much of
her also.”

The bill had been settled and their waiter wanted
them to go. He was fidgeting round the table. Fernande
observing these signs proposed that Eric should take her
to her lodgings and remain with her there for an hour or
so. The landlady would not mind.

“Itll be quite all right,” she whispered. ““You know,
Mrs. Jones is really an old dear. She never asks any
questions.”

Eric was thinking of a thousand other meetings like
this one to-night in the noisy railway station. Waiting
for her, meeting her, eating food with her in public
places; finding excuses, throwing dust in people’s eyes,
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disavowing their aims; furtiveness, stealthiness, a few
hours of comfort gained by humiliation, a few moments
of passionate bliss paid for in shame—these things had
made up the tale of their intercourse from the beginning
till now. Any change in the conditions that governed
them both must assuredly be a change for the better. It
could not conceivably be for the worse.

And this same evening, at the lodgings, he asked her
to marry him.

“Eric, say it again. I wanted you so much to say that.
I hoped you would. Now let me hear it once more.”

He repeated his words.

“Thank you, dear.” Her face was shining, her eyes
glowed mistily, and she drew her chair close to his and
stooping kissed his hand. ‘“But the answer is No, Eric—
oh, such a whopping tremendous No. . . . I wanted you to
prove your goodness, but you dear, dear boy, did you
think for a moment that I would take advantage—that I
would let you sacrifice yourself?”

“l am not sacrificing myself,” he said firmly. It is
obviously what we must do. It goes without saying that
we'll be married now that we can be.”

“Never in this world, my dearest.”

“Why not? I don’t understand.”

““Oh, yes, you do—perfectly well. Would you have
asked me to be your wife if you hadn’'t felt—if you hadn’t
felt------ ” Then the tears came and she could not go on.
She slid from the chair and kneeling by him laid her face
on his knees and wept. “What sort of a wife am I—for
anybody, much less you? Why, darling, if I hated you in-
stead of loving you, loving you with every little bit of me,
what more horrid thing could I do than marry you? But,
oh, Eric, you dear staunch friend, why is it that life is so
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damnably cruel in giving us the mockery of chances when
all our chances are gone? Why couldn't I have met you
earlier—before it was too late? Just think of it. Suppose
I had been decently brought up, and you and I had met
when I was young and good and with unshaken confidence
in myself and in all the world. What a wife I would have
been to you then! Before God I swear that I wouldn't
have dragged you down then. I would have lifted you,
lifted, lifted you, my darling. No man could have had a
better, truer woman than the woman I was meant to be. .. .
But it’s too late now;” and her tears fell faster and faster.
“This battered old Fernande of your’s won't pass muster
as a wife any more. You can do what you like with her,
except marry her. Sooner than let you do that, she would
throw herself over Hungerford Bridge and make the proper
conventional end to her story.”

He told her then that she was tired and overwrought.
After she had slept and rested she would see things dif-
ferently. They had said enough now. They would talk
about it again to-morrow.

“Eric,” she said, “you frighten me when you speak
like that—as if you meant to force me to agree.”

“I shall not force you,” he said. “But of course you
will agree.”

Next day, and the day after that, she refused again.
But he was firm as a rock, or as the concrete he had once
helped to manufacture. It seemed to him that, perhaps
more clearly than he had known anything throughout his
life, he knew now in what manner he ought to act, and
how mean and poor-spirited he would be ifhe shrank from
acting.

She said, tremulously, “You are tempting me. I am
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not as strong as you. Don't break me down and make me
do what I am sure is wrong.”

Although she still opposed him, saying it was not to
be thought of, she showed involuntarily that only her un-
selfishness prevented her from confessing she ardently
desired it, and that she was persistently thinking of it.
Once more he admired the noble side of her character;
once more he felt melting compassion, yearning tenderness.
If he had needed a stimulus to render his determination
stronger, it would have been provided by the difficulty he
met with before she yielded.

He told her that she should have what she had never
had, a true home; something more than a mere shelter, a
place that had an atmosphere of permanence and security.
He sketched the life that they were to lead together, say-
ing that they need not live in London itself, but could find
a delightful little house on the further outskirts among
fields, green lanes, beech woods, and come to their work
every morning and go back at night.

Her eyes were bright as he talked of it all, and while
he spoke so hopefully he felt real hope.

He thought that when she was his wife he might regain
something of the old companionship. Gradually the spiritual
bond could be renewed. They would be again nearly, if
not quite, that which they had once been to each other.

She consented.

“You are too good,” she said, “and I am too weak.
Now this is all T ask. Don’t let us be in a hurry. Take
time.”

“No, I don’t want any delay.”

Before the day was over they had been to the super-
intendent registrar of their district and had applied for a
certificate authorising marriage. For a shilling they had
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pledged themselves; for another shilling three weeks hence
they would be granted a certificate to enable Eric Bowen
and Fernande, widow of Richard Evans Sandford, to be
united as man and wife.

As they came away from the registrar’s office she was
silent and thoughtful, creasing her white forehead with
frowns. Then when she spoke she had one of her mis-
chievous smiles.

“Eric, I didn't give my right age. There’s a loop-hole
for you. I believe that any false description invalidates it.
I meant to tell the truth, but at the last I couldn’t.”

After this she was serious; and next day he became
aware of a subtle but unmistakable change in her. A sort
of quiet dignity had settled upon her. In the beginning
of things he had thought her very dignified, but his im-
pression now was made by something altogether different.
There had been defiance, scorn, perhaps a little self-
assertion too, in that manner and bearing which he
had so greatly admired. Now there was no pride of
any kind. She was soft, gentle, and yet inwardly exalted.
Observing her, he felt his hope grow higher.

Already it seemed impossible that she was the same
woman who such a little while ago had fretfully wrangled
with him.

She spoke to him, touchingly, of her own feelings.

“Eric dear, if I were a Roman Catholic I would like
to go into a retreat, to prepare myself. But as I can’t do
that, will you understand if I ask you not to be with me
much? IfI am to have you always, this little time doesn’t
count. You see, there are so many things that I would
like to forget. I would like to make myself feel as if I
was an engaged girl. Do you understand?”

He understood.
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“Thank you, Eric. So go on with your work. You
are very busy. Leave Fernande to herself.”

In fact he was busy, settling all final arrangements for
taking over the newspaper. The purchase was about to
be completed. He had sold his securities and the pur-
chase-money lay ready at the bank. He was only waiting
now to write the cheque and sign the deeds.

XXII

A MAN was talking to him on the telephone, a solicitor
of Bedford Row. Eric had thought at first that he must
be somebody connected with The Metal Worker, but this
Mr. Joshua Farraday said no, he wanted to see Mr. Bowen
about another matter, a matter of the most urgent impor-
tance. He wanted to see him at once.

Eric went to Bedford Row. It was late in the after-
noon.

“Much obliged by your promptness,” said Mr. Farra-
day. “Very much obliged. I got on your track by accident
—didn’t know you were in advertising;” and as if in-
troducing himself, he added that in the past he had done
a little business with Mr. Cornish and had heard of Eric
without having the pleasure of meeting him. “Sit down,
won't you?” and he spoke to a clerk. ‘““Denham, remain
with us and have all those papers ready as I ask for them
—the copies, you know, not the originals.”

In spite of the improbable surname, Mr. Farraday was
unquestionably a Jew. Middle-aged, stout, glib of tongue,
he addressed Eric with the greatest politeness, and yet
lurking beneath the outward courtesy there seemed to be
something familiar, even insolent. At any rate there was
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something unpleasing in his manner, and the interview had
not progressed far before Eric was aware of a strangeness,
an unusualness, in Mr. Farraday’s whole method of con-
ducting it.

“May I ask what the business is?”

“Yes,” said Farraday. “I always believe in going
straight to the fountain-head. That is why I am troubling
you. For I feel sure you will be willing and anxious to
help us if it is in your power. . . . Sit down, Mr. Johnson.”

A big common-looking man had come into the room,
and he seated himself at a little distance from the solicitor.

“I was saying,” continued Mr. Farraday, ‘“‘that we rely
on Mr. Bowen’s willing aid, and I am sure he won't mind
answering a few questions to begin with. But he has just
asked me a question himself. He wishes to know what is
the business. . . . Well now, Mr. Bowen, it is this.”

And he said that one of his clients had been induced
to invest money in a foolish way. He feared indeed that the
investment was of a worse than foolish character. The
sum of money was considerable—say four thousand seven
hundred pounds to be exact—and now it would be
fortunate for everybody if the money could be recovered
and the investment cancelled.

“Is your client this gentleman?” asked Eric, looking
at the big man.

“No, our client is a lady. That of course makes the
matter more delicate;” and Mr. Farraday said that not un-
naturally the lady wished her name to be kept out of it.
She hoped that from start to finish her name would not
be mentioned. “‘Perhaps you can guess it.”

““No,” said Eric.

““She wants her money, Mr. Bowen. She does not
hesitate to suggest that it was obtained by fraudulent
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means; but shrinking from publicity, as she does, her
attitude is that she will make no further inquiries, nothing
more will be done by her—if she gets the money back.”

“And how do you suggest I can help her to get it?”

““No means suggests itself to you, Mr. Bowen?”

“No. I simply don’t know what and who you are
talking about.”

“Is that so0?”

Then Mr. Farraday went on with his questions, and
Eric observed that he and the big common man exchanged
one or two quick glances.

“You are, I think, busy in various lines on Mr. Cornish’s
account?”

“No, I have had nothing to do with Mr. Cornish for a
long time.”

““Oh, I am aware that you have severed your close
connection with Mr. Cornish—that you no longer live with
him. But you still represent him in various interests?”

“No. None whatever.”

“Really? You have, I think, many irons in the fire.
You mentioned a newspaper, for instance—when we were
speaking on the 'phone—of which I had not heard at all.
Is there not one affair of yours with which Mr. Cornish
has been put forward as taking a prominent part? . . .
Stay.”

Eric was indignant and angry. He had had more than
enough of this interrogation. He rose from his chair.

“Please,” said Mr. Farraday; ““do please allow yourself
time for consideration before answering my last question
—or refusing to answer it.”

“No time is needed. I have already answered you;”
and Eric picked up his hat. Although angry, he spoke
with adequate self-control. ““I cannot concern myself any
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further with your unknown client and her shady trans-
actions.” As he said this he was further nettled by see-
ing Mr. Farraday and the big silent man look at each other
again. ““Your summoning me here is merely an imperti-
nence, and you are probably often impertinent without
knowing it. But after what you have said of fraud, your
assumption that I should be in any way cognisant of the
matter is obviously an intentional insult;” and he moved
towards the door.

“No, don’t go. Don't hurry off like that.” Mr. Far-
raday was suave, ingratiating, and yet strangely firm of
tone after his rebuke. “I quite see your point. But if I
say at once that this is more or less an appeal in the ends
of justice------ Otherwise we should not have presumed,
perhaps . . . Yes, we should have though—for another
reason. Now let me say this. Mr. Cornish is at least inter-
ested in the inquiries we are making. Whether he knows
it or not, he must be interested unless things are cleared
up satisfactorily.”

““Has Mr. Cornish instructed you to consult me?”

‘“No. We have had no communication with him so
far.” And again Mr. Farraday glanced at the big man.
“I beg you not to be impatient.” Then after a moment’s
pause he said, “Mr. Bowen, I shall put my cards on the
table. Will you oblige by frankly telling us what you know
of the Bolivian Mining Concessions Syndicate?”

“Nothing. Bolivian Mining Syndicate! 1 never heard
of it.”

“No? Concessions granted by the Government of
Bolivia for silver mining, gold mining, every sort of mining.
English syndicate with an address in the Euston Road.
Does that address suggest nothing to you?”

““No.”



2%]2 FERNANDE

“Am I to understand you to say you have never
authorised the use of your name in connection with it?”

“No. Certainly not.”

“Denham, give me that letter of February eleventh.”

The clerk produced a typewritten folio sheet, and Mr.
Farraday handed it to Eric. It purported to be the copy
of a letter written from an office in the Euston Road,
under the heading of the Mining Syndicate. But the
names of the person to whom it was addressed and of the
person who had signed it were omitted. With amazement,
Eric saw his own name mentioned two or three.times in the
letter. “Mr. Bowen asks me to say that he did notjoin our
Syndicate until he had himself made the fullest investiga-

tions. . . . Both Mr. Bowen and his friends have shown
their confidence by the largeness of the stake they have
taken. . . . Mr. Bowen has no hesitation in reassuring you

as to the stability of the present re'gime and government in
Bolivia. . .

“This is a mistake,” said Eric. ‘It must be another
Bowen.”

“I'm afraid it is worse than a mistake,” said Mr. Far-
raday, “‘and it is undoubtedly meaning you yourself.”

Eric had experienced the shock which people always
have when they are informed that they have been seen in
some place they have never visited, or that they have failed
to reply to some important communication they have never
received, or that they have made some speech they know
they could not in any circumstances have uttered. They
feel that more than error is being committed; an insidious
and dangerous attack is being made upon them.

“Read this one too.” And another typewritten copy
was handed to him.

This second letter purported to have been dictated by
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Mr. Eric Bowen before leaving England for the Continent,
and in it he was made to speak of the report of a mining
engineer at Rio de Janeiro. Again no name except his
own was shown.

“Can I see the original letters?” he asked.

“No, I think not. I think it is wiser and safer not to
at this stage.”

“I don't agree with you. I think I have a right to see
them. And they certainly cannot be withheld for long.”

“You disown all knowledge of the letters?”

“Absolutely.”

“Your position, Mr. Bowen, is that some one has been
impersonating you or falsely representing you.”

“Without doubt.”

“Then what do you propose to do about it?”

“First of all I shall consult my solicitors.”

“Who are your solicitors?” asked Mr. Farraday sharply.

Eric named the firm that was acting for him in the
purchase of The Metal Worker.

“Bevan and Preece.” Mr. Farraday echoed the names.
“Good people. An excellent firm.”

“You will hear from them in due course,” said Eric.

“Very soon, I hope,” said Mr. Farraday. ““We on our
side shall be compelled to put the matter in the hands of
the police.” And there was a distinct exchange of signs
between him and the big man. “Yes, we shall have no
choice but to do that, unless we obtain satisfaction.” He
said this firmly, almost aggressively, and then began to talk
in the usual guarded professional style, saying that if a
fraud had been committed, far be it from him to suggest
any compromise, or indeed any procedure that might seem
like an avoidance of the consequences of an illegal act.

“But, as I have said, we want our money. Four thousand
Fernande iS
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seven hundred pounds. After all, it is not a large sum. I
am making no extended promises. I cannot answer for
others, but this I can say plainly—my client will do no
more if she recovers her money immediately—say within
the next twenty-four hours. If not, the police—and she
faces the inevitable publicity.”

“There’s no reason why you should wait twenty-four
hours on my account,” said Eric.

“Nevertheless we shall wait,” said Mr. Farraday, “till
to-morrow evening. In that time something fresh may turn
up. I do not abandon hope that you may after all be able
to aid us. You may find that you have influence—that
you can pull certain strings. I cannot say any more. Good
night, Mr. Bowen.”

It was too late to get advice this evening from Messrs.
Bevan and Preece. Instinctively, however, Eric crossed
Holborn and went to their offices in Lincoln’s Inn. By
some chance perhaps the offices might be open. But they
were not. Closed doors met him.

He was disturbed; his composure had been badly
shaken. He thought that the large common man was
almost certainly a private detective, an ex-member of the
police force now working for the sort of people who call
themselves inquiry agents. Neither he nor the impudent
Jew had believed in his innocence. On the contrary, they
were convinced that he was deeply involved in the bogus
mining syndicate, if not its head and front. They thought
him a common swindler, and their hope had been to make
him disgorge some of the money that he had fraudulently
obtained.

But together with anger against this Farraday he felt a
kind of superstitious dread. Like all young healthy people,
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he hated mystery. And the thing seemed so completely
mysterious.

Going into an hotel in Fleet Street he wrote a letter
to Bevan and Preece, telling them all that had happened,
and asking them to take steps at once to clear his char-
acter by exposing the audacious people who had used his
name. He begged them to adopt a very strong attitude
towards Mr. Farraday. He further said that he was utterly
at a loss as to any explanation of the facts, and unable to
make the remotest guess as to the originators of the fraud.
Finally he pointed out that in Farraday’s hints or half-
disclosures there was an inference that Mr. Cornish’s name
had been used as freely as his own.

He felt a little easier after going back to Lincoln’s
Inn and putting his letter in Bevan and Preece’s letter-box.
He could do nothing more now. But as he walked home-
ward to his hotel he felt the torment of restless suspicions
that seek for solid ground to sustain them and find mere
emptiness and darkness whithersoever they fly. He thought
of the innumerable business people that he had met while
in Cornish’s employment. They were all, as he remem-
bered them, substantial, respectable, even eminent, in
the business world—contractors, engineers, stockbrokers,
bankers. No mining speculators. No shady company
promoters. But these men of repute would have hangers-
on to their houses, doubtful correspondents, relatives of the
black-sheep variety—dismissed clerks too, or occasional
dependants—whose dishonesty was hidden from them.
One of these undetected rascals might have known him,
made note of his circumstances, and quietly planned
mischief to be set going if a chance occurred. It was as
if, being without a valid reason for suspecting anybody, he

had no choice but to suspect everybody.
18*
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At the hotel he heard that Fernande had been there
two or three times asking for him. On her last visit, about
an hour ago, she had left a note. He read it with wonder,
and again felt the discomfort of an enveloping mystery.

“Meet me by the tram station at the bottom of Highgate
Hill. 7 shall wait for you there. Come as soon as you can.
But don’t speak to me or notice me until I speak to you. F.”

He went off to meet her. It was now nearly nine
o’clock, with the street lamps gleaming palely in the
summer twilight, and the colour and distinctness beginning
to go from the house fronts, the people on the pavements,
and the passing vehicles in the roadway. He hurried
down the long hill and mingled with the crowd about the
omnibuses and the trams at the bottom of it. In the
strong light here, faces as they turned seemed on fire for
an instant, then grew dark and vanished. Presently he
saw Fernande standing on the opposite side of the broad
road. She looked about her, hesitated, and then came
swiftly across to him.

She said a word or two and led him away with her
into a side street. She seemed agitated, scared, unlike
herself.

“Fernande,” he said, ‘“what’s the matter? You are
frightened.”

“Yes, I'm frightened,” she said, walking fast, with her
head lowered, and not looking at him. I am frightened.
I want you to come to my rooms.”

“But this is not the way there.”

“l know; but I'm afraid that perhaps we are being
followed. If so—if you are seen—you mustn’t come there.
Now let me go on a little way. And watch if anybody is
following.”

She made him do this at the corners of several streets,
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and twice they turned and walked back, retracing their
steps. Then, when he assured her that nobody was ob-
serving them, she turned again and took him straight to
her lodgings.

“As fast as we can now, Eric dear. Tl tell you. I
have hatefully bad news for you. Cyril is there.”

“Cyril! I thought he was in South America.”

“No, he’s here. He came to me this afternoon.—in his
trouble. Eric, he has done something dreadful. The police
are after him. He is hiding from the police. . . . Noxy
look round. Let me go on. TI'll leave the door open.
Wait to see if it’s safe. Then slip in quickly.”

Cyril!  Eric’s heart had turned cold at the sound of
that name. The sinister figure lurking in the background,
the personification of sordidness and degradation, forgotten
of late, but always there, inevitable, not to be escaped from
in the lives of Fernande and himself, had come forward
again into the light, confronting them, blocking their path.
The mystery was going fast, but Eric’s dread grew solid
and of oppressive weight. As he went up the dark stairs
to Fernande’s room he knew what he was going to hear.

Cyril! He had racked his brain thinking of a hundred
people who might be guilty of the fraud and had never for
a moment thought of Cyril.

Cyril was by the fireless hearth; haggard, shabby, dread-
ful to see, seeming to have in his eyes that look of the
hunted animal which one always attributes to every human
being when in peril and flying from the consequences of
his misdeeds; and yet nevertheless he miserably attempted
to maintain some feeble mask of decency, not to show his
evident terror, still to swagger rather than to cringe.

“Eric, old boy, this is a damned awkward business.”

“And a damned dirty one, Cyril.”
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Eric felt at the same time wrath, pity, and disgust. But
he had spoken with fierce anger, and once more he spoke
in the same tone.

“Anyhow, don’t lie about it. Let’s have the whole truth,
however beastly.”

Preposterously, yet somehow impressively, Cyril rallied
himself and made one of his old superb gestures.

“Eric, be chivalrous. Don’t disappoint me. Don't hit
a man when he is down.”

They told him then, the two of them—Cyril in a halt-
ing cynical way, and Fernande at his elbow prompting him,
making excuses for him, helping him out with it.

“Remember,” she said, “the real blame is with those
awful men he associated himself with. It is they who have
bolted and let him down.”

The victim, the reticent lady who wished to be refunded
without publicity, was Mrs. Adolph Lynch.

Cyril had fully believed in the genuineness of the Boli-
vian enterprise, and even now he wrould not admit that
there was no foundation for such a belief. His two asso-
ciates had appeared to him honest as daylight. But, alas!
they had made a tool, a cat’s-paw of him. They had per-
suaded him to let them use Mrs. Lynch’s money at Monte
Carlo with their precious system. Every penny of it was
lost; and they had absconded, leaving Cyril “to face the
music.” And the bother was, as Cyril confessed, he had
put himself in the wrong when persuading Mrs. Lynch to
part with her money by a resort to what would from the legal
point of view too probably be classed as false pretences.

“You mean,” said Eric, “by telling her that I was in
it, by forging letters, and so on.”

Cyril made another gesture, but a feeble one.

“We mustn’t be too hard on him,” said Fernande gently.
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“Remember, he has been led into trouble by others;” and
leaving Cyril, she came and stood by Eric. “But it is
still possible to save him. Eric dear, you can save him, if
you will.”

“How? Let Cyril speak for himself, please.”

Cyril, speaking for himself huskily and brokenly, said
that the obvious course to pursue was for Eric kindly to
assume a certain amount of responsibility—to say, in fact,
that he had authorised the use of his name.

Eric told them that this suggestion came too late. He
had already denied all knowledge of the affair. And he
briefly narrated his interview with Farraday.

“Then it’s all up.” Cyril, saying this, sank upon a
chair. He sat huddled, with hanging hands, a pitiable
presentment of terror and despair. “My God! It’s all
over, Fernande,” he groaned. “Eric has given me the last
stroke. He has done me in.”

But Fernande, going back to him, patting his shoulder,
pulling up one of his limp hands, said that it was not too
late, it was not all over. She looked tragic, wild, as she
turned from one to the other with eager entreaties for both.

“Cyril, don’t lose heart. Don’t funk. ... Eric, you
must help him. Think, Eric. We can’'t abandon him. . . .
Cyril, we mean to pull you through it. . . . Eric darling,”

and she clung to him, almost shook him, “you must save
him somehow. Go to that cursed woman. Go to Mrs.
Lynch, and get her to stop the proceedings. Make promises
—appeal to her feelings. She was fond of him. She was
absolutely devoted to him. She can’t—she can’t be so
wicked and vindictive as------ 7

“It's no use,” groaned Cyril. “I'm done for.” And
Fernande became as one distraught.

“Shut up. Leave it to us. Eric, don’t listen to him.
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Go now to Mrs. Lynch. Tell her she shall be paid bit by
bit. Then we must get Cyril away—out of the country—
beyond her reach. There’s not a minute to lose.” She
was pushing Eric towards the door. “Think. Ifyou don't
save him it’s penal servitude. They’ll give him seven years.
He says so. He couldn't do it. He hasn’t the strength.
He would never come out again. He'd die in prison. Oh,
save him.”

Eric went to the house at Lancaster Gate. It was now
past ten o’clock.

Mrs. Lynch was at home; Mrs. Lynch had not yet
gone to bed; but she declined to see him. With difficulty
he obtained permission to enter the hall and write a note
to her. In reply to his urgent request for an interview she
in her turn wrote him a note, presenting compliments,
repeating her refusal, and referring him to Mr. Farraday
of Bedford Row, who had duly reported that he was in
touch with Mr. Bowen.

He went then to a public telephone office and rang up
Mrs. Lynch. As had happened once before, the first of
the few occasions on which he had heard that thick Jewish
voice, Mrs. Lynch herself answered the call. As soon as
he told her who wras speaking she cut him off. He waited
a few minutes and rang her up again. This time the voice
was loud but shaky; his persistence had upset her; but the
utmost he could effect by his pleading was a permission to
ring up a third time in twenty minutes. She said that,
late as it was, she would endeavour to get into communica-
tion with Mr. Farraday. If Mr. Farraday allowed her, she
would see Mr. Bowen, although nothing could be gained
by her doing so.

Mr. Farraday approved of the interview. When Eric
next rang up he was told to return to the house.
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Mrs. Lynch saw him, but, as she had predicted, nothing
was gained. The interview was painful, odious, and dis-
gusting. It made him feel sick as wellas hopeless. He
sat with her in her ornate morning-room, a room as vul-
garly splendid as those at the riverside cottage, and she
bemoaned herself for everhaving fallen into the clutches
of such a blackguard as Faulkner. She recited the sums
of money she had spent upon him. No one in this world,
she vowed, had ever shown such lavish generosity or been
so abominably treated. She wrung her hands, she shed
tears; but she was obdurate in her determination to recover
that money or let justice take its course.

“I exonerate you,” she said, “but it makes him only
the worse. Oh, the lies—the lies—he told me. Oh, he
was false to me—false all through. He has been a wretch
to me.”

Fat, grey-haired, in some slight disarray of costume as
she swung herself about on a yellow satin couch, she spoke
now of other wrongs than the loss of her money. But as
to the money, when she returned to that branch of the
nauseating subject, she was still implacable, flabbily im-
placable, nevertheless implacable.

“Mr. Farraday has told you what he—that wretch—
has to do. He will pay me to-morrow or he shall go to
gaol.”

It would have been futile to continue the argument.

Eric made his way back to Fernande’s lodgings. It
was past midnight, another day had begun, but there could
be no hurry now. He walked slowly, thinking more of the
past and of the future than of the present time.

Fernande had given him her latch-key, but before
taking it out of his pocket he walked past the house to the
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end of the street, stood at a corner, and then returned.
The few people in this and other neighbouring streets were
walking briskly. No one was hanging about or watching.
He let himself into the house and went up to her room.

Notwithstanding her fear of being shadowed by the
police, she had been out to buy some brandy for Cyril, in
order to steady his nerves; and Cyril, drinking it freely,
had tainted the air with an odour of alcohol. They had
heard the footstep on the stairs, and as Eric came into the
room they were on their feet, side by side, near the fire-
place. It was as though their distress had drawn them
together mentally as well as physically. They resembled
each other. Both of them now looked like fugitives and
outlaws. They were two conspirators who in crimes against
society and dread of its impending punishments had be-
come kindred spirits.

Eric saw their white faces and staring eyes; and as it
seemed to him they and the room made a picture of such
unsurpassable degradation that neither he nor they could
sink to a lower depth than had now been reached.

But Cyril, with a fresh collapse of terror, some more
moanings and shiverings, was still able to take them just a
little lower.

This came with the answer to the question as to whether
Mrs. Lynch had relented; and throughout his display of
craven anguish Fernande stood over him, patting and
caressing him, imploring him to be courageous, to pull
himself together.

“Eric won't desert you. He'll think of something else.
We'll stick to you, Cyril.”

“Leave him alone and come here,” said Eric firmly.
“I want to speak to him.”

She obeyed, going to Eric.
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“Yes, speak to him. Say you'll try to help him. You
mean to help him.”

““How can he help me,” groaned Cyril, ““unless he finds
the money? And he won’t do that. I'm done for.”

“But I will find the money,” said Eric, in the same
tone. ‘I have found it already—my own money;” and he
told Cyril that before noon Mrs. Lynch should be paid
every farthing of her claim.

Cyril ceased to moan, but went on trembling. He
stammered with broken husky phrases, and one heard such
words as salvation, gratitude, and so on.

Then Fernande had a revolt of feeling. She cried out
to Cyril that they could not accept what was offered.

“Cyril, you mustn’'t let him. . . . No, Eric, you can't
—you shan’t do it. It's noble—it’s splendid of you—but
you shan’t ruin yourself. I tell you, I won’t allow it;” and
she would have gone back to Cyril if Eric had let her go.
“It’s the money with which he is going to establish himself
—it’s the sacrifice of his whole life that he is offering.
Cyril, you mustn't take it.”

“Be quiet,” said Eric, with his arm round her waist,
holding her to him. “Look here,” and he spoke to Cyril
again. “‘Don’t be afraid. I have made up my mind to do
it, and I shan’t change my mind. . . . It’s true, what she
says—that I counted on using this money in a very different
way. It's all that I have, and I was putting my hopes on
its use. . . . You helped me once. Now I'm helping you.
I wronged you. Now you have wronged me. You shall
have the‘money, Cyril. But henceforth I shall think that
you and I are quits.”
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XXII

BEFORE the end of the day Cyril was safe. Fate, as
represented in the unattractive body of Mrs. Adolph Lynch,
had ceased to pursue him. Feeling such professional
distaste as may be readily imagined, the respectable firm
of Bevan and Preece carried through the dubious trans-
action; Mr. Farraday, smiling and self-complacent, congra-
tulated himself on having done a master stroke for his
client; and Eric Bowen, with a credit balance at his bankers
of a few odd pounds instead of five thousand, for the
second time had thrown away the prospect of a successful
future.

Cyril was safe and yet not safe. For there remained
the danger of fresh accusations. Implicated in all that
had been done by his absconding accomplices, he might
be pounced upon and invited to answer for any one of
their iniquities. Bevan and Preece urged that Mr. Faulkner
should be at once removed to a considerable distance from
his native land.

“If you hear he has been arrested,” said Mr. Bevan,
“you may know it will need a stronger protector than you
to get him off. In fact, the odds will then be a hundred
to one that your sacrifice has been just wasted.”

Thus Eric’s nightmare was not even yet over. It con-
tinued day after day for four days, during each of which
he waited and hoped for a message from Fernande to say
that Cyril had gone.

He had not seen her again, for in helping to hide Cyril
she had decided that it would be best to hide herself.
She had left her lodgings, and would not return to them
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until the peril had passed. She had taken charge of Cyril;
it was she who would make all arrangements for his de-
parture, look after him, and guard him until they had said
good-bye to each other for ever.

Every day she communicated with Eric; but her brief
notes did not bring him either a sense of finality or of
comfort. Indeed these letters of hers still further chilled
him, made him heavier of spirit, took from him any pos-
sibility of feeling contentment in his immense misfortune.
She did not give him a word of tenderness or gratitude,
much less a cheering promise of such fidelity and love as
would requite him. She had made her one strong protest
against acceptance of his generosity, and that was all. She
seemed to treat it now as something so natural that it was
not worth speaking about any more. Her tone wounded
him terribly, for he as much as Cyril needed kindness and
support.

Without comfort then, without hope, dully and heavily,
he resumed his work at the office of the advertisement
people, the work that he had never cared for, the work
that he had wanted to escape from, that he was doomed
to cling to now for as long as his employers would allow.

And in these days of anxious waiting and enforced
renunciation there was the further ourden of regret in
regard to Mr. Rice and Mrs. Andrews.

He had written at once to the unhappy Rice, to tell
him that the negotiation for the purchase of The Metal
Worker was broken off, the deposit forfeited, the whole
scheme destroyed; but he was, of course, obliged to see
Rice and endeavour by soft expressions to mitigate the
severity of the blow he had inflicted.

Poor, disappointed Rice said at first that he could not,
would not believe it. Surely it was a postponement, not a
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total failure. On his own responsibility he had begged
the newspaper people to give Mr. Bowen time, and they
had promised to keep the matter open for at least a week
or so. Surely Mr. Bowen could raise the money to com-
plete the purchase if a little time were at his disposal.
Then when Eric said that time would not aid him, Rice
uttered a most tragical lament.

Eric drank the bitter cup to its dregs in his last talk
with Rice and the forlorn but silent Mrs. Andrews.

They had pinned their faith on him and he had failed
them.

On the fifth morning he received no letter from Fernande.
But amongst his other letters there was one from his bank.
Thinking that it could not be of any importance he opened
it last, after reading all the rest.

It was a formal announcement that his account had
been credited with the sum of four thousand seven hundred
pounds received yesterday.

Mysteriously, amazingly, incredibly, the money had
come back to him. The exact amount that he had taken
out four days ago had been reinstated. He was again a
capitalist; he could buy the newspaper; his future belonged
to him.

But how? Hope and wonder filled his mind until in-
credulity grew stronger than any other thought. Yet why
should he doubt? The bank said so. The thing must be
true, however strange.

Mrs. Lynch? Could it be that she had relented after
all, or that somehow learning it was he and not Cyril who
had settled her claim she had magnanimously decided to
let Cyril off rather than punish his innocent friend? Had
Cyril himself, recovering courage or stimulated by Fernande
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to make a desperate effort, gone boldly to Mrs. Lynch,
confessed everything, and obtained her forgiveness? She
might have better qualities than one guessed. Cyril knew
the key to her heart.

Then suddenly Eric’s hopes fell. A possible explana-
tion had suggested itself. The best of banks make mis-
takes; rarely, and therefore irritatingly, even maddeningly,
because they have taught one to rely with such confidence
on their unfailing accuracy. This was not a credit, but a
debit! In some idiotic way the entry of that sum he had
paid out was being repeated, and by a clerk’s error it had
been put on the other side of the ledger?

He was pacing to and fro on the pavement outside the
bank premises before they opened their doors, and as
soon as the iron shutters lifted he hurried in. The man-
ager had not arrived, but the assistant manager could tell
him all that there was to tell.

There had been no mistake. The amount was correct.
It had come to them from another bank in a banker’s
draft. They did not know on whose behalf the money
had been paid. They had no means of ascertaining.

He went then to Messrs. Bevan and Preece.

They were entirely ignorant of the matter. They con-
gratulated him, but could give him no clue. At his re-
quest they reluctantly consented to speak by telephone to
Mr. Farraday, discreetly sounding him as to anything in
the nature -of a communication that might have passed
between his client and theirs in the last few days. Quite
evidently Farraday knew nothing about it. After this, and
more reluctantly, they consented to ring up Mrs. Lynch.
There was delay and difficulty here. But at last they
reached Mrs. Lynch’s ear. Mrs. Lynch told them that she
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had made no move in the direction of Mr. Bowen; giving
them to understand that, although she had no personal
quarrel with Mr. Bowen, she never wished to hear or think
of him again.

Who had done it? Once during the course of the day
he persuaded himself that the agent of deliverance was
Rice—Rice, the mouse, as Fernande had said, gnawing
the cords again. Rice had found a capitalist. Rice,
determined that the newspaper purchase should not be
abandoned, had prevailed upon somebody to provide what
Eric had undertaken to supply. He soon, however, saw
that this notion was absurd. If a capitalist was putting up
the money, he could hardly be expected to pay it into an-
other person’s banking account. Besides, it would not be
that particular sum. Only somebody who knew of the
Lynch transaction could know the precise amount that Eric
required.

Late that evening the justice of this thought was con-
firmed. It had been done by somebody with full knowledge
of the facts. Fernande said so.

“Our danger is over.” He was reading a letter from
her. “Everything is arranged. Everything is all right. A
good friend has come forward and has extricated us. As I
dare say you have heard, your noble chivalrous aid is not to
be allowed to ruin you. Things have worked out all right

Sforyou, too. Cyril has repaidyour loan.”

He read these cold statements, and stopped. She told
him too little. Who was the friend?

“ Cyril sails to-morrow morning from Southampton for
Buenos Ayres by the Royal Mail Line. Out there he will
not have to slink or hide, or grow a beard or change his
name. There is work for him to do. Our friend is giving
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him another chance, a last chance. If'he can run straight,
all will be well with him. I think, Zpray that he will try,
He has had. many lessons, and this has been a sharp lesson
to end the series.”

Then came the first words of tenderness; and as Eric
read on, he thought no more of this mysterious friend of
hers, nor of the money, nor of himself. He thought only
of Fernande. Nothing else counted now. And she was
not writing to him, she was speaking to him. He could
hear the deep note of her voice, its thrilling sweetness, its
tragic wildness, its infinitely pathetic appeal, that used to
draw his heart from his body, that made him yield and
long and melt in pity, in affection, in bitter, bitter, regret.
It was as in that time when she talked to him at night,
her voice far away, reaching him by a mechanical device;
when, holding a common instrument in his hand, he used
to feel that her lips were close to his face, that she was
stooping over his bed, and that if he stretched his arms in
the darkness he could hold her pliant body.

“Now, my dearest one, I wonder will this letter hurt
you or will it give you an enormous peace of mind. No, I
am sure you will be sorry. But I am sure of this too, it
cannot cause you a thousandth part of the pain in reading
it that it has cost me to write it.

“I am going with Cyril. After all, he is my man, and
he has never needed me so much as now. JZshould, perhaps,
be rather a cad to deny him the help that he thinks he will
get from me, and perhaps I should never be quite happy
myself if afterwards I thought that being alone had spoilt
his chance. So it seems my duty to go.

“But that isn’'t my real reason. It is for your sake
really, my beloved, notfor his. You have been so good, so
true. And if without injuring you I could have been your

Fernande 19
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wife, I should have felt that you had pulled me for ever out
of the nether regions and taken me. with you to heaven. But
1 knew all along that I ought not to marry you. Somebody
had to be sacrificed; and it must be me, notyou.

“Z am with Cyril now; living with him, you under-
stand, in one room. I have done this to make things
irrevocable. I knewyou wouldn't want to take me back after
that. You couldn’t, couldyou?”

“ Will you believe I love you and at last have proved
my love? Oh, my life, my love, my Eric, please think for
a little while that Fernande was ready to tear the heart out
of her bosom, to cut her whole body into little bits sooner
than harm you,; and then don’t think about her any more,
just forget her*

She had put no address on the letter-paper, but the
envelope had the post-mark of Southampton. They were
there already.

Eric ran into the hall of the hotel, calling for an ABC
guide, asking for a taxi-cab, begging people to be quick.
His one thought was to get to her, to rescue her from
Cyril, to bring her away into a place of safety until the
ship had sailed. Cyril should not take her—Cyril, with
his blood-shot eyes and shaky hands. As Eric thought of
him, .he could see him, grey and unkempt, gulping at a
glass of brandy, and then, for a moment brave, shrugging
his shoulders and stretching his lean back.

The last train for Southampton had gone. If Eric
had caught it, he would not have arrived there till mid-
night. If he got a motor-car, he would not arrive till the
night was nearly over. All the inns and hotels would be
closed. There would be no likelihood of finding them
before they went on the ship to-morrow morning.
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He went back into one of the public rooms, sat down,
read her letter again and again.

His throat was dry, his eyes smarted; a discourage-
ment as numbing as death slowly took possession of him.
He had folded the letter now, but he was thinking of
what she said he would understand—about Cyril and their
room.

Once more she had done her work well. More surely
than when she separated him from Daphne, she had now
cut the bonds between herself and him. She had jcnown
how. He unfolded her letter and still another time read
the words. . . . ““To make things irrevocable. I knew you
wouldn't want to take me back after that. 4 You couldn't,
could you?”

XXIV

HE was on the boat, seeking them, looking for them
everywhere, and seeing them nowhere. The second boat-
train had just discharged its load of passengers and in-
creased the invasion of friends and relatives in attendance.
There was excitement, a feverish haste as well as sadness,
in the small moving groups. The office of the purser was
so closely besieged with inquirers for letters and telegrams
that one could not approach it. Round the table of the
chief steward there was another dense crowd, composed
of those who already were anxious about the places that
had been allotted to them in the dining-saloon for the
voyage. A lesser throng had discovered and were studying
the large alphabetical list of first-class passengers.

The name of Faulkner was not shown on the first-
class list.

19
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Eric hurried away to hunt for them among the second-
class passengers, but in the less ample space here the
crowd was even greater. It was difficult to move. Eric
went through the dining-room, the smoking-room, an
open deck lounge; then, after struggling along a corridor,
emerged on deck again, and came face to face with Mr.
Cornish.

““Hullo, Bowen,” said Cornish. “Where the devil are
those people? I told Faulkner to be on the look-out.”

He spoke loudly and irritably, but did not appear to
be in the least surprised at meeting Eric. Nor did he
notice Eric’s surprise. Very red, in his eternal blue pilot
jacket, with his hat on the back of his head and showing
his white hair ruffled at the temples, he looked like a
superannuated sea-captain who had been fetched out in
an emergency and was now about to go into his cabin, put
on uniform, and take command of the ship. And exactly
as if he had been in command, he called to a passing
ship’s officer and ordered rather than requested him to
produce Mr. and Mrs. Faulkner.

Cornish! The friend who had come to the rescue was
Cornish. In Cornish they had found the stronger protector
that Mr. Bevan had suggested might be needed.

Eric followed him, and presently they were standing
at the opened door of a cabin.

“There you are,” said the ship’s officer.

Eric saw Fernande lift her head from a bag that she
wras unpacking, and saw Cyril, turning briskly, droop a
little with a hang-dog air.

Cyril came out of the cabin; and Cornish going into
it, Eric saw him bow to Fernande and then shake hands
with her. She too came out of the cabin and they re-
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turned to the deck, where she strolled up and down with
Cornish, threading her way gracefully through the living
obstructions that Cornish merely elbowed or pushed. Eric
watched her—her black dress, her white face, her long
thin nose, the tallness of her, the slightness of her,—and
heard without troubling to answer the things that Cyril
said while he watched.

“Yes,” mumbled Cyril, “old Cornish is putting me on
my legs. Well, I suppose he owed me something after the
way he treated me about the Gazettee What! Anyhow,
he has done the handsome for once. . . . Many thanks to
you, old chap, all the same. You stood by me grandly. . . .
Eric, we aren’t likely to meet again, I should think. Say
you don’t blame me—about /er. Recollect, I didn’t blame
you when you went off with her. I knew it was she who
had been the active partner. Well, I give you my word
it's the same now. I didn’'t influence her. She settled
everything herself. . . . Ah!”

Cornish called to him, and he hurried meekly to the
potentate’s call.

Fernande had come to Eric, and they stood by the
rail, close to one of the stanchions that supported the
deck above them, looking at each other, but not speaking.
She pulled off her glove and took his hand before she
spoke.

“Good-bye, dear.”

“Fernande.”

“You'got my letter?,”

“Yes. Oh, why have you done it?”

“You know, dear. I told you.” Her voice failed a
little, and she spoke jerkily. ““Youll thank me soon.
Youll thank me till the end of your days. Good-bye,
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darling. You're the best—you're the best------ ” and she
began to cry. “There. Go now. Go straight to London
and be happy.”

She had taken his hand in both her hands, and she
held it to her lips, kissing the knuckles, wetting them
with tears. Then she stood with her back turned, and
never looked round.

A compartment in the train was reserved for Mr.
Cornish, and he invited Eric to travel with him. He
talked while establishing himself in the corner he had
chosen. He had a large supply of books and magazines,
most of which he pitched upon the seat next to Eric’s
corner, as if offering their use.

“There’s an article on Shakespeare’s sonnets in this
one,” he said, adjusting his spectacles. “No doubt it's
worth reading. But I class the sonnets as the only rub-
bishy thing Shakespeare ever did. Give me the plays all
the time.” And after that he did not say another word
until the end of the journey.

Eric could not read. He watched the hurrying fields,
the chalky slopes that seemed to rise and fall, the edges
and banks of the railway all bright and glittering; and
each telegraph pole as it flitted past the window seemed
to give him a little blow on the heart to make it ache a
little more. He felt like a man going back to life after
standing in the presence of death—Ilike a man who returns
from a funeral, and rushing onward to noise, confusion,
forgetfulness, still grieves and mourns.

He thought of Fernande, and of the word that in his
mind he had made her symbol; fancying, as he did, that
all people have a word, or can be given one, which sum-
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marises their best qualities and is sufficient in itself to
sound the keynote of their character, their most unchang-
ing attribute, the essence of their spiritual self. Her word
was ““fine.” Fineness was what made her beautiful; her
sense of humour, her impulses, her scorn, were all in
their nature fine; her very soul was fine. Test her, put
her on trial, and always then she did something fine.
As now.

She was fine—tempered with fire. He thought of her
amazing power of stimulation; of how she could drag the
latent force out of people, stirring them to effort, stinging
them to ambitious hope, compelling them to #ry, as she
always called it—even such a dull weak creature as himself
—even Cyril. In a higher and far different sense than
that in which Cyril had used the phrases, she put one on
a pedestal and took possession of one. She made one’s
spirit her own. The deepest recesses of his mind held
vivid memories of her—of gestures, glances, words, of her
laughter and tears.

Fate had been cruel. She was born to be the help-
mate of some great and noble man, and it seemed to him
now that there was no man so big that she would not
have helped him. She was a woman who had been wasted
—who had been utterly thrown away.

Then some thoughts of self mingled with the other
thoughts. He had lost her, or she had withdrawn herself,
and had told him to be happy; but he could never really
be happy again. He felt tired, old, worn out. Yet, so
strange is the human heart, that even in he mement of
thinking this, it was as if his whole organisation rebelled
and denied. He was still young, strong. All his life up to
now had been merely a prelude—a long adolescence—in
which he was learning very slowly, and maturing very late.
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He must take a man’s part in the world. He must work.
Work was the only thing left to him. He thought of his
schemes, and his dream of solid success. He could have
it now if he wanted it—now that he stood alone. Then again,
quite suddenly,he felt dullness, blankness. Life without some
sort of'love in it is nothing, and it is no good waiting until
you are rich, and then taking a wife. It is over then. The
best has gone. A man wants a woman at his side all the
way. And for a few moments, before he could drive away
the memory, he was thinking of Ruth. What was it
Fernande had said about destiny mocking one, and its
cruelty in making things come just too late? This, his
freedom, was too late.

Cornish was watching him, noticing the lines on his face
and its sad expression. But Eric remained quite unaware
of the fact. He was not conscious even of Cornish’s pre-
sence in the carriage.

The train ran slowly. The train was stopping. They
had reached Waterloo.

“I say.” Cornish, gathering together his books, spoke
again, and this time very kindly. “Don’t you worry about
those people. They’ll be all right. Tl look after them.
I have told her so.”

On the platform Cornish shook hands with him, almost
in the old cordial way, and said, ““You can come and see
me some morning. Yes, I would like to have a talk with
you as soon as possible. Come to-morrow.”

Eric said to himself, “He intends to make it up—
to let me work for him again—because nothing matters

i)

now.

He stood next day in the library at Carlton House
Terrace, and again could see that view of the park, the



FERNANDE 2Q7

buildings, the distant towers. The room itself, with its
carved oak, its warm colours and its comfort and beauty,
was so intensely familiar even in the smallest details that
it seemed as if he had left it only an hour ago, and had
now been summoned to resume a conversation that some-
thing had accidentally interrupted.

He had felt the atmosphere of the house as he crossed
its threshold, a kindness and solidity, a quiet unceasing
purpose that he had known nowhere else, calmness and
dignity of the mind given to one even by the aspect of
the surroundings amidst which one dwelt. It was the
same, but not the same. It might soothe and appease,
but it could not charm. The true life of it was there no
longer. The presiding spirit had gone, taking with her all
brightness and colour, leaving even this bright sunshine
cold and without cheering power.

Cornish had left his desk to walk about, and then had
stationed himself on the hearth-rug with his back to the
marble chimney-piece exactly as he used to do. Now
he was looking hard at Eric, and frowning, but speaking
very gently.

“You have let yourself get much too thin, you know'.
I'm not a doctor, but I should say you have neglected
yourself badly—not eating properly, not getting enough
rest.”

““Oh, I eat enough, but I haven't slept well of late.”

“Doing too much. Just so. You know', I consider
that technical rag—what's its name?—~Metal Working—
I consider that a sound proposition. It'll amuse you. You
must go on with it.”

“Yes, I mean to.”

“But of course that’s only child’s play. With your ex-
perience you could do it on your head—in leisure mo-
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merits. Eh? . .. Now there’s no reason that I can see
why you shouldn't come back here and take up every-
thing where you dropped it. How does that strike you?”

“You are very good,” said Eric.

He felt gratitude, calm pleasure, but no joy. He
thought, “I am as fond of him as ever. I will serve him
faithfully. But the work will be as empty as this house.
It is too late to patch up the rents in my life. The chance
he is going to give me is no chance really.”

“Good, am I?” said Cornish, staring at him. “The
point is, are you pleased?”

“Yes.”

“Then why don’t you say so?” And Cornish went on
jovially. ““What’s the objection? You have come to the
end of your entanglements? You haven't got anything
else up your sleeve, have you?”

“Oh, no.”

“Well, then, everything’s washed out,” said Cornish.
“Do you get my meaning? It’s a clean slate. No, it’s
better than that. All can be as if the slate was never
dirty.” Then, with a change of manner, he spoke curtly:
“You haven't asked for any news of Ruth.”

“No,” said Eric, shaken by the abruptness of this
transition, and quite unprepared for the sharp pain that
was caused merely by the sound of her name; “but
I should like to have news. I hope that she is very
well.”

““She was, last time I saw her,” and Cornish smiled.
“That was at breakfast this morning.”

“Oh, I didn’t know that she was staying here.”

“Of course she’s staying here. She has never left
here.”

“Oh, I'm glad.”
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“Why are you glad?”

“Because 1 knew you would like such an arrangement
—your daughter and your son-in-law living here.”

“My son-in-law! I haven't got a son-in-law. That is, I
have two sons-in-laws, but not three. I say, what are you
getting at, Eric? D’you mean to say you don’t know that
the marriage was broken off?"

Eric had a feeling of some physical accident inside
him, the pulsation of his heart gone wrong, a blood vessel
broken, or an artery blocked.

“Then Ruth isn’t married?” he said, in a low voice.

“Of course she isn't.” And Cornish told him that she
had never really cared for the young man, but had “been
jumped into it” by Lady Emily and her sisters. “Yes.
Well, for one reason and another. But she saw her mis-
take and had the courage to say so in time. Mind you,
he was a good fellow. He behaved very well His
behaviour made it very difficult for her. But Ruth is full
of courage. . .. So now you know. Any other questions
to ask?”

Eric had none that he dared ask. Cornish stood star-
ing at him, and then began to rub his chin. Eric watched
him and he seemed to be lost in thought. He went on
rubbing his chin. Then suddenly he moved to his desk,
sat down at it, and picked up a pen.

“I told her I hoped to get you back. You might say
good morning to her.” He began to write, and writing
spoke slowly. ““She—said—she—wras—glad—you were
returning to us.”

A servant told Eric that she was in the music-room,
but he heard no sound of the violin and found the big
room empty.
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“Then I expect she is in the morning-room,” said the
servant.

“All right. You needn’t trouble;” and Eric went to
the morning-room by himself.

She was there, alone in the room, and her first words
were a repetition of her father’s.

“I am glad you are coming back to us.”

“I am very glad to come.”

The great house was again full of life; this room was
blazing with bright colour; the sunlight flowed through it
like a stream of happiness. It flooded her pretty hair, her
whole head. The kind face with its natural crown, the
calm brows that had never worn a wedding wreath, were all
shining. Her eyes were kind, as they used to be.

“Yes,” he said, echoing himself, “so very glad.”

He wanted to take her in his arms, and she seemed
with her steady unflinching eyes to be telling him to do it,
but he did not dare. Not now. But one day------ That
would be the hope of his new life, to make, her forget the
past, to draw nearer, nearer to her, until he could tell her
that he loved her. He did love her. It seemed to him that
except in troubled dreams he had never been in love with
anybody but her, that he had never profoundly admired
anybody else, certainly never altogether respected anybody
else. He had felt fantastic longings, deep passionate joys
that gave pain and fatigue and disillusionment, but never
this normal ache of the heart and desire of the mind, this
plain, clean, sweet wish for life-long union, this old-fashioned,
straightforward, simple love. One day he would say it to
her, all that he was feeling; he would tell her in the most
eloquent language that he could call to his aid. And again
he had a conviction that she knew what he wanted to say,
that he need not wait, and that, if he only dared, he could
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tell her without any words at all. Nevertheless he hesitated,
he waited.

But Ruth was courageous, she had courage enough for
both of them.

“Eric,” she said, after they had talked for a little,
“you told father a year ago that you liked me. Was that
true, or did you just say it because he had given away my
secret?”

“I said it because it was true.”

“Then I don’t mind anything else—I mean, all that
has happened since.”

“Ruth!”

“Not if you still like me. And I believe you do. She
said so herself. You know, she told me everything.”

“Ruth, who do you mean? Fernande?”

“I mean Mrs. Faulkner,” said Ruth gravely.

“When did you see her?”

“When she came here and asked me to get father to
help. She made me understand. I never should have
understood otherwise. . . . Eric?”

He did not speak. He looked over her head, through
the walls of the room, through this solid world of realities,
and saw vaguely at a great distance a phantom ship, a
phantom figure—Fernande. He could not speak; for a
moment or two he could not stir.

Fernande. Fernande had taken her from him; it was
Fernande who gave her to him again. He thought of
Fernande’s last words before she kissed his hand and
turned away. ““You'll thank me soon. Go straight to
London and be happy.” Even then, he did not know all
that she had done for him.

“Ruth,” he murmured, “‘how fine of her. Oh, how fine
she is.”
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“Yes, I think she is,” Ruth said very gravely. It’s an
odd thing to say, but I think she is a good woman—accord-
ing to her lights. . . . But now attend to me, please;" and
she smiled. I am waiting for your answer. How many
times do you expect father and me to go on proposing to
you? Is it yes or no?"

THE END
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Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink,
and other Tales 1 v__ Wolfenberg2v. —
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland
Cousins 2 v.— Briseis 2 v.—Wild Eelin 2 v.

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, t 190,

Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 \
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upmon
2 v.— Perlycross 2 v.

““Blackwood."
Tales from ““Blackwood” (First Series)
IV. —Tales from “ Blackwood ” (Second
Series) i V.

Blagden, Isa, t 1873.

The Woman I loved, and the Woman
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding 1 v.

Blessington, Countess of (Marguerite
Gardiner), t 1849.
Meredith IV. — Strathern 2 v. — Me-
moirs of a Femme de Chambre | v. —
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v.

Boldrewood, Rolf.
Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell).
Lady Audley’s Secret 2 v. — Aurora
Floyd 2 v. — Eleanor’s Victory 2 v. —J ohn
Marchmont’s Legacy 2 v.— Henry Dun-
bar 2 v.— The Doctor’s Wife 2 v. —
Sirjasper’sTenant 2 v. —The Lady’s Mile
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2 v. — Rupert Godwin 2 v. — Dead-Sea
Fruit 2 v.—Run to Earth 2 v. — Fenton’s
Quest 2 v. — The Levels of Arden 2 v. —
Strangers and Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Pa-
voren 3 v. — Taken at the Flood 3 v. —
Lost for Love 2 v.— A Strange World 2 v.
—i Hostages to Fortune 2 v. — Joshua
Haggard’s Daughter 2 v. — Weavers and
Weft tv. — In Great Waters, and other
Tales IV. — An Open Verdict 3 v. — Vixen
3 v.— The Cloven Foot 3V. — The Story
of Barbara 2 v. — Asphodel 3 V. — Mount
Royal 2 v. —TheGoldenCalf2v. — Flower
andWeedi V. — Phantom Fortune 3 v.—
Ishmael 3 v. —Wyllard’sWeird 3V. — One
Thing Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County
IV. — Like and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal
Three 2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. —
Gerard 2 v. — All along the River 2 v. —
Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christmas
Hirelings, etc. IV. — Sons of Fire 2 v. —
London Pride 2 v.— Rough Justice 2 v. —
In High Places 2 v. — His Darling Sin 1 v.
— The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 2 v. —
The Rose of Life 2 v. — During Her Ma-
jesty’s Pleasure i v.

Brassey, Lady, t 1887.
A Voyage in the ““Sunbeam" 2 v. —
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v.—In
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring
Forties 2 v.

“ Bread-Winners, the,” Author of (Am.).
The Bread -Winners 1 v.

Bret Harte: vide Harte.

Brock, Rev. William, t 1875.
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. 1 v.

Bronte, Charlotte: vide Correr Bell.

Bronté, Emily & Anne: vide Ellis L

Acton Bell.
Brooke, Shirley, t 1874.
The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later
3y
Broome, Lady (Lady Barker).

Station Life in New Zealand 1 v. —
Station Amusements in New Zealand
IV. — A Year’s Housekeeping in South
Africa IV. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis-
tant Shore—Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial
Memories i v. (Fi'iZe p. 29.)

Broughton, Rhoda.

Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not
wisely, but too well 2 v. Red as a Rose

Complete List. 5

is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve
IV.— Nancy 2 v. —Joan 2 v. — Second
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor
Cupid 2 v. — Alasi 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh
IV. — Scylla or Charybdis? 1 v. — The
Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in Law
IV. — Mamma 1 v. —The Devil and the
Deep Sea tv. — Between Two Stools 1 v.
— Concerning a Vow 1 v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth Bisland
(Am.).

A Widower Indeed 1 v.

Brown, John, t 1882.
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, t 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por-
trait) IV. — Aurora Leigh 1v.

Browning, Robert, t 1889.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4V.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Cruise of the ““Cachalot" 2 v.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, t 1873.
Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene
Aram 1IV. — Paul Clifford 1v. — Zanoni
IV.—The Last Days of Pompeii | v.—
The Disowned IV. — Ernest Maltravers
i v.—Alice i v.—Eva, and The Pilgrims
of the Rhine IV. — Devereux 1 v. —
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v.— Rienzi
2 v. — Night and Morning | v. — Athens
2 v. — The Poems and Ballads of Schiller
IV.— Lucretia 2 v. — The NewTimon.and
St.Stephen’s i v. —TheCaxtonsz v. — My
Novel 4 v. —What will he do with it? 4 v.
— Dramatic Works 2 v. — Caxtoniana 2 v.
— The Lost Tales of Miletus 1 v. — Mis-
cellaneous Prose Works 4 v. — Odes and
Epodesof Horace 2 v. — KenelmChiliingly
4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — The Pa-
risians 4 v. — Pausanias, the Spartan 1 v.

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord Dalling),
t 1872.
Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of
Viscount Palmerston 3 v.
Bunyan, John, t 1688.
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 v.
““Buried Alone,” Author of (Charles
Wood).
Buried Alone i v.

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodgson (Am.).

Through one Administration 2 v. — L.itile
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe,
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and Fditha’s Burglar i v. — The Pretty
Sister of ) osé IV. —The Secret Garden i v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D’Arblay),

t 1840
Evelina i v.

Burns, Robert, t 1796.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Burroughs, Edgar Rice (Am.).
Tarzan of the Apes 1 v. — The Return
ofTarzan | v.—Jungle Tales of Tarzan iv.
— The Beasts of Tarzan 1 v. — Tarzan
and the Golden Lion 1 v. — The Son of
Tarzan i V.

Burton, Richard F., t 1890.
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v.

Bury, Baroness de : vide “All for Greed."

Butler, A.J.
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re-
miniscences. Translated from the great
German edition, under the supervision of
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 V.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., t 1881.
Jennie of ‘“The Prince’s,” 2 v. — Won
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. —
Nell—on and off the Stage 2 v. — From
the Wings 2 v.

Byron, Lord, t 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5v.

Caffyn, Mrs. Mannington (lota).
A Yellow Aster iv. — Children of Cir-
cumstance 2 v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal
City 3 V. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The
White Prophet 2 v. — The Woman thou
gavest me 3 V.— The Master of Man 2 v.

Caine, William, t 1925-
The Strangeness of Noel Carton 1 v. —
Mendoza and a Little Lady 1 v. — The
Author of ““Trixie” iv. — Lady Sheba’s
Last Stunt i v.

Cameron, Verney Lovett.
Across Africa 2 v.

Cannan, Gilbert.
Annette and Bennett I v.

Campbell Praed : vide Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, t 1909.
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — ““But Men
must Work” iv. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand-

Complete List.

daughters 2 v.— The Old, Old Story 2 v
— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway o
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v.— A
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, t 1881.

The French Revolution 3 v. — Fre-
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom-
well’s Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The
Life of Schiller iv.— Essays on Goethe 1 v.
— On Heroes, Hero-worship, and the
Heroic in History iv. — Historical and
Political Essays 1 v. — Essays on German
Literature i v.

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.).
Problems of To-Day 1 v.

Carr, Alaric.
Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable
Bellairs iv. — Rose of the World 1 v. —
French Nan 1 v. — ““If Youth but knew ! ”
iv.— My Merry Rockhurst | v. — Flower
0’ the Orange iv. — Wroth 2 v. — Dia-
mond Cut Paste iv. — The Lost Iphigenia
iv. — Love Gilds the Scene 1 v. — The
Grip of Life 2 v. — Chance the Piper1 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — ““La Bella,” and
Others i v.

Cather, Willa (Am.).
The Professor’s House 1 v.

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, t 1896:
vide ““Chronicles of the Schonberg-
Cotta Family."

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, t 1880.

Oliver of the Mill i V. (Ei<7e p. 29.)

Chesterfield, Earl of.
Letters to his Son i v.

Chesterton, G. K.
The Man who was Thursday 1 v. — What’s
Wrong with the World | v. — The Inno-
cence of Father Brown 1 v — The Flying
Inn iv. — Tales of the Long Bow 1 V.

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v.
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v. —
The Lowest Rung iv. — Notwithstanding

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, Grand-
Duchess of Hesse.
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 Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Family,” Author of (Mrs. E. Rundle
Charles), t 1896.
Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Fa-
mily 2 v. — On Both Sides of the Sea 2 v.
— Winifred Bertram 1 v. — Diary of Mrs.
Kitty Trevylyan | v. — The Victory of the
Vanquished 1 v. — The Cottage by the
Cathedral and other Parables | v. —
Against the Stream 2 v. — The Bertram
Family 2 v. — Conquering and to Conquer
IV. — Lapsed, but not Lost 1 v.

Churchill, Winston (Am.).
Mr. Crewe’s Career 2 v.

Clemens, Samuel L.: vide Twain.

Clifford, Mrs. W. K.
Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v.
— TheLastTouches, and other Stories | v.
— Mrs. Keith’s Crime 1 v. — A Flash of
Summer IV. — A Woman Alone | v. —
Woodside Farm | v. — The Modern Way
IV. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v.
— Mere Stories IV. — Eve’s Lover, and
Other Stories IV. — Sir George’s Ob-
jection i V.

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, t 1873:

Author of ““Paul Ferroll."

Gobbe, Frances Power, t 1904.
Re-Echoes i v.

Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces 2 v.

vide

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, t 1834.
Poems i v.

Collins, Charles Allston, t 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, t 1876.
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, t 1889.

After Dark | v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. —
The Woman inWhite 2 v. — No Name 3 v.
— Armadale 3 V. —The Moonstone2 v. —
Poor Miss Finch 2 v.—The New Magdalen
2 v. — The Frozen Deep | v. — The Two
Destinies IV. — My Lady’s Money, and
Percy and the Prophet | v. —The Haunted
Hotel IV. — Jezebel’s Daughter 2 v. —
Heart and Science 2 v. — ““I say No,” 2 v.
— The Guilty River, and The Ghost’s
Touch IV. — Blind Love 2 v.

Complete List. 7

“ Cometh up as a Flower ": vide Rhoda

Broughton.

Conrad, Joseph, f 1924,
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales
of Unrest i V.—The Secret Agent 1 v. —
A SetofSix i v. — Under Western Eyes 1 v.
— Twixt Land and Sea Tales 1 v.—Chance
2 V. — Almayer’s Folly 1 v.— The Rover
IV. — Tales of Hearsay 1 v. — Suspense

Conway, Hugh (F.J. Fargus), t 1885.
Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together
2 v. — A Family Affair 2 v. — Living or
Dead 2 v.

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), f 1851.
The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two
Admirals 1 v.—The Jack O’Lantern 1v.
— The Last of the Mohicans 2 v.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine Saunders.

Corelli, Marie.
Vendettal 2 v. — Thelma 2 v. — A
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v.—“Ardath ”
3 v. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris
2 v.— The Hired Baby, with other Stories
and Social Sketches 1 v. — Barabbas; A
Dream of the World’s Tragedy 2 v. —
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. —The Mighty
Atom tv. — The Murder of Delicia | v. —
Ziska IV. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The
Master-Christian 2V.—“TemporalPower”
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Free
Opinions i v.— Treasure of Heaven (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 v. — The
Life Everlasting 2 v. — Love—and the
Philosopher i v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.

Those Delightful Americans 1 v. — Set in
Authority IV. — Cousin Cinderella 1 v.

““County, the," Author of.
The County i v.

Craik, George Lillie, t 1866.

A Manual of English Literature and of
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. Mulock),

t 1887.
John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — A Life
for a Life 2 v. — Romantic Tales | v. —
Domestic Stories 1 v. — The Ogilvies 1 v.
—Lord Erlistouniv.—Christian’s Mistake
tv. — A Noble Life tv. — Olive 2v. —
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Studies iroin Life tv. — Poems i v.— The
Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind
‘Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave
Lady 2v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France
IV.—MyMother and I 1 v.—The Little
Lame Prince | v. — Sermons out ofChurch
IV.—The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers
tv. —A lL.egacy 2 v.— Young Mrs. Jardine
2 v.— His Little Mother, and otherTales
and Sketches | v. — Plain Speaking 1 v. —
Miss Tommy | v. — King Arthur 1 v.
(Vide p. 29.)

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).

Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin’s
Ordeal i v.— Leslie Tyrrell 1 v. —Wini
fred’s Wooing, etc. tv. — Mildred | v. —
Hero Trevelyan 1 v. — Without Kith or
Kin 2V. — Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia’s
Choice; Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick
IV. — Dorcas 2 v. — “Vide p. 29.)

Craik, Georgiana M., L. M. C. Stirling.

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 V.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide Lady Ful-
lerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 11909-

Mr. Isaacs 1 v. — Doctor Claudius iv. —
To Leeward iv. — A Roman Singer
iv. — An American Politician 1 v. —
Zoroaster i v. —A Tale of a Lonely Parish
2 V.— Saracinesca 2 V. — Marzio’s Crucifix
i v.—PaulPatoff 2 v.—With thelmmortals
iv. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant' Dario
2 V.— A Cigarette - Maker’s Romance
iv. — Khaled iv.—The Witch of Prague
2v.—The Three Fates 2 v.— Don Orsino
2 v. — The Children of the King1lv. —
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche 1 v.
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral-
stons 2 v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam
Johnstone’s Son iv. — Taquisara 2 v. —
A Rose of Yesterday 1 v. — Corleone
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2 V. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart
of Rome 2 v.— Whosoever Shall Offend...
2v.—Soprano 2v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v.
— Arethusa 2 v.— The Primadonna 2 v.—
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister
iv. — Stradella 1 v. — The Undesirable
Governess iv. — Uncanny Tales 1 v.

Crockett, S. R., *i860, 11914.
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v.—
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls 1 v. —
The Dark o’ the Moon 2 v.

Complete List.

Croker, B. M.

I’eKgy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy
Valley iv. — The Old Cantonment, with
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere | v.
— A Nine Days’ Wonder 1 v. — The
Youngest M iss Mowbray 1 v. — The Cat’s-
Paw i v. — Katherine the Arrogant1v. —
lame iv. — Babes in the Wood 1 v. — A
Rolling Stone iv. — The Serpent’s Tooth
iv. — In Old Madras 1 v. — Lismoyle I v.

- The Chaperon 1 v. — The Pagoda

Cross, J. W.: vide George Eliot's Life.
Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide k. Thomas.
Cummins, Miss (Am.), t 1866

The Lamplighter | v. — El Fureidis | v. —
Haunted Hearts 1 v.

Cushing, Paul.

The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.

“ Daily News."

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi-
bald Forbes and others 3 v.
Danby, Frank.
The Heart of a Child 2 v. — An Incom-
pleat Etonian 2 v. — Let the Roof fallin 2 v.
Dane, Clemence.
A Bill of Divorcement ; Legend 1 v.
“ Dark," Author of.
Dark iv.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Gallegher, etc. 1 v.— Van Bibber and
Others iv. — Ranson’s Folly [ v.

De Foe, Daniel, t 1731.

Robinson Crusoe 2 v.

Delafield, E. M.

Mrs. Harter iv. — The Chip and the
Block i v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

Dell, Floyd (Am.).
This Mad Ideal 1 v.

““Democracy,” Author of (Am.).
Democracy 1 v.

De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.

“Demos," Author of: v. George Gissing.

De Quincey, Thomas.
Confessions of an English Opium-Eater 1 v.
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“Diary and Notes'":
“ Horace Templeton."

vide Author of

Dickens, Charles, t 1870.

The Pickwick Club 2 v. — American
Notes IV. Oliver Twist 2 v.
Nicholas Nickleby 2 V. — Sketches | v. —
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v — A Christmas
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the
Hearth i v.— Master Humphrey's Clock
101dCuriosityShop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)
3 v.— Pictures from Italy 1 v. — IJombey
and Son 3 v. — David Copperfield 3 v. —
Bleak House 4 v. — A Child’s History ot
England (2 v. 8° M. 2,70.) — Hard Times
IV. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v.
— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man
1 v. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller 1 v.
— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas
Stories, etc. IV. — Our Mutual Friend
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody’s
Luggage; Mrs. Lirriper’s Lodgings ; Mrs.
Lirriper’s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari-
gold’s Prescriptions; MugbyJunction 1 v.
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with
Ilustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers,
IV.— The Letters ofCharles Dickens, ed.
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughtes
4V.— Vide also Household Words, Novelr
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, L. Wilkie Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-
lingford i v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Beaconsfield,
t 1881
Coningsby IV. — Sybil IV. — Contarmi
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy rv. —
Tancred 2 V. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple | v. —
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.

The Story ofa Modern Woman | v. — One
Doubtful Hour i v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, t 1879.

Personal History of Lord Bacon [v. —
The Holy Land 2v. —New America2 v.—
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty’s
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v.— History
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Complete List.

Dowie, Menie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.

The Sign of Four I'V. — Micah Clarke
2 v.—The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales IV. — The White Company
2 v. — A Study in Scarlet 1 v.— The
Great Shadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. —
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp
i v. —The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1 v. —
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac 1 v. —
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1 v. — A
Duet IV. — The Green Flag | v. — The
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South
Africa IV. — The Hound of the Basker-
villes IV. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v. —
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir
Nigel 2 v. — Through the Magic Door 1 v.
— Round the Fire Stories | v.—The Mys-
tery of Cloomber IV. — The Last Galley
1IV.— The Lost World 1 v. — The Poison
Belt i v.

Drummond, Professor Henry, t 1897.

The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life 1 v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1 v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide Mrs.

Cotes.
Dunton : vide Th. Watts-Dunton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles I v.

Eastwick, Edward B., t 1883.
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria: vide p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.
Steven Lawrence, Yeoman 2 v. Ought
we to visither? 2 v.— A Vagabond Heroine
i v.— Leah: AWoman of Fashion 2 v. —
A Blue-Stocking i v. —Jet: Her Face or
Her Fortune? i v. —Vivian the Beauty 1 v.
— A Ballroom Repentance 2 v. — A Girton
Girl 2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths IV. — Pearl-Powder 1 v.

Edwards, Amelia B., t 1892.

Barbara’s History 2 v. — Miss Carew
2v.— Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Md-
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lion of Money 2 v. — Debenbam’s Vow
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. —
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val-
leys IV. — Monsieur Maurice i v. — A
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest
IV. —A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v.
— Lord Brackenbury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide Betham.

Eggleston, Edward (Am.), t 1902.
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 v.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—MTrs. Cross),
t 1880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam
Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss 2 v. —
Silas Marner | v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The
Lifted Veil, and Brother Jacob 1 v.—
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v.—
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book
IV. — George Eliot’s Life, edited by her
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v.

““Elizabeth and her German Garden,”
Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v.—
The Solitary Summer | v. — The Bene-
factress 2 V. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort-
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth
in Riigen IV. — Friulein Schmidt and Mr.
Anstruther IV, — Vera 1 v. — The En-
chanted April IV. — Love i v.

EU'ot, Mrs. Frances, t 1898.

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v.—
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle
‘Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old
Rome tv.—The Diary ofan Idle Woman in
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal 1v. —
The Story of Sophia 1 v. — Diary of an
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. —
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman
Gossip i v.

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), t 1882.
Representative Men 1 v. — Essays | v. —
Nature and Thought 1 v. — English Traits
tv. — Conduct of Life i v.

““English Fairy Tales." 1 v.

Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling i v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.
The Way they loved at Grimpat 1 v.

Tauchnitz Edition.

Complete List.

““Estelle Russell," Author of.
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D'.
Three Sisters tv.— A Laughing Philo-
sopher IV. —The Professor’s Wooing | v.
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
IV. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The
Queen’s Serfiv.

““Euthanasia," Author of.
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, t 1885.
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life;
Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat
Iron for a Farthing 1 v. — The Brownies,
and other Tales 1 v.

“ Expiated,” Author of.
Expiated 2 v.

Fergus, F. J.: vide Hugh Conway.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), t 1903-
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.

““Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors of.
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1v.

Felkin, Alfred Laurence, vide E. T.
Fowler.

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler.
Fendali, Percy: vide F. C. Philips.

Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson 0° Dumford 2 v. — The
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, t i?54-
Tom Jones 2 v.

Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.): vide

Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubiiyit of Omar Khayyam 1 v.

Five Centuries
of the English Language and Literature
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. —
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. —
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson.—John
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol .500, published
i860) i V.

Fleming, George (Am.).
Kismet IV. — Andromeda 2 v.

Forbes, Archibald, t i9°°-

My Experiences of the War between
France and Germany 2 v. — Memories
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and Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide
also ,, Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E.
Eight Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — My Lord and
My Lady 2 v. — I have Lived and Loved
2v. —June 2 V.—Although he was a Lord,
andotherTalesi v. — Corisande.and other
Tales IV.—OnceA gain 2 v.—Ofthe World,
Worldly IV. — Dearest 2 v. — The Light
of other Days 1 v. — Too Late Repented

Forster, John, 11876.

The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus-
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.

Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. —
Made or Marred, and ““One of Three”
IV. — Peril 2 V. — Borderland 2 v.

““Found Dead," Author of: vide James

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. Alfred
Laurence Felkin).
A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring-
dons 2 v. — Fuel of Fire 1 v. — Place and
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 V. — Miss
Fallowfield’s Fortune 1 v.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. A. L.
Felkin), & Alfred Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.

Fox, Caroline, t 1871.

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour-
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.
Pym 2 v.

“Frank Fairlegh,"
Smedley), t 1804.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v.

Author of (F. E.

Francis, IVl E.
The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), t 1898.
Illumination 2 v.

Freeman, Edward A., t 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution
IV. — Sketches from French Travel t v. |

Complete List.

Froude, James Anthony, t 1894.

Oceana 1 v. — The Spanish Story of the
Armada, and other Essays | v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, t 1885.

Ellen Middleton IV. — Grantley Manor
2 v.— Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood
2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ Niece 2 v. — The
Notary’s Daughter 1 v. — The Liliés ofthe
Valley, and The House of Penarvan [ v. —
The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v. — A
Will and a Way, and The Handkerchief
at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 2 v. (by Mrs.
Augustus Craven, translated by Lady Ful-
lerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.

The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country
House i V.— Fraternity 1 v. —Villa Rubein
IV. — A Man of Devon, etc. 1 v. — A
Motley i v. — The Patrician 1 v. —Justice,
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Silver Box,
and Other Plays 1 v. — The Inn of Tran-
quillity i v.—The Island Pharisees | v.—
The Dark Flower 1 v. — A Bit 0’ Love,
and Other Plays 1 v. — A Family Man,
and Other Plays 1 v. — Captures 1 v. —
The White Monkey 1 v.

Gardiner: vide Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., t 1865.

Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — Lizzie
Leigh, and other Tales 1 v. — The Life of
Charlotte Bronte 2 v. — Lois the Witch,
etc. IV. — Sylvia’s Lovers 2 v. — Wives
and Daughters 3 V. — Cranford 1 v.

““Geraldine Hawthorne," Author of:
vide Author of “ Miss Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Longard de
Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho-
dox i v. —TheWrong Man | v. — A Spot-
less Reputation IV. — One Year 1 v. —The
Supreme Crime | v. — The Blood-Tax [ v.
— The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made of
Money IV. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. —
The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Improb-
able Idyl IV. — The Compromise 2 v. —
Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — Restitution 1 v.
— PompandCircumstancei v. —TheGrass
Widow tv. — A Glorious Lie 1 v. — The
City of Enticement | v.—Exotic Martha iv.
— The Unworthy Pact 1 v. — The Waters
of Lethe iv. — The Austrian Officer at
Work and at Play 1 v.
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Gerard, E. (Emily de Laszowska).

A Secret Mission tv.— A Foreigner 2 v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.

Gibbon, Perceval.
The Adventures of Miss Gregory I v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home 1 v.

Gissing, George, t 1903.
Demos 2 v. — New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, W. L., t 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligion tv. — Bulgarian Horrors. and
Russia in Tiirkistan, with other Tracts
i v.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts | v.

Glyn, Elinor.

The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine 1 v.— The Vicissi-
tudes of Evangeline IV. — Beyond the
Rocks IV. — Three Weeks | v. — Eliza-
beth Visits America 1 v. — His Hour 1v.
— The Reason Why | v.— Halcyone 1 v.—
The Contrast i v.— Guinevere’s Lover 1 v.
— Man and Maid 1 v.— Six Days 1 v —
The Great Moment 1 v.

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte O’Conor
Eccles.

Goldring, Douglas.
Nobody Knows i v.

Goldsmith, Oliver, t 1774-
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious i v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Major-Gen. C. G., t 1885.
His Journals at Kartoum (with eighteen
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs., t 1861.
Castles in the Air 1v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2 v.— Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons
sv. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 V.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the
Impossible 2 v.— Emotional Moments 1 v.
Grant, Miss.
Victor Lesear 2 v. — The Suu-Maid 2 v.

Complete List.

— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. —
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois-Etoiles),
t 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. —
French Pictures in English Chalk (First
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day
IV. — French Pictures in English Chalk
(Second Series) 1 v. — Strange Tales
i v.—That ArtfulVicar 2V. — Six Months
in the Ranks 1 v.— People I have met 1 v.

Grey, Zane (Am.).
Tappan’s Burro, and Other Stories 1 v. —
The Call of the Canyon 1 v. —The Thun-
dering Herd i v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur (with Por-
trait) i V.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Gunter, A. C. (Am.), t 1907-
Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey.

““Guy Livingstone," Author of (George
Alfred Laurence), t 1876.

Guy Livingstone I v. — Sword and
Gown IV. — Barren Honour | v. —
Border and Bastille ] v. — Maurice Dering
IV. — Sans Merci 2 V. — Breaking a
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha-
garene 2 V.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil-
dren IV.— The Bowsham Puzzle x v. —
Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins | v.

Haggard, Sir H. Rider, t i925-
King Solomon’s Mines | v. — She tv.—
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2v. — The
Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge
IV. — Mr. Meeson’s Will tv. — Colonel
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. —
Allan’s Wife I'V.— Beatrice 2 v.— Dawn
2 v.— Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. —The
People of the Mist 2 v. —Joan Haste2 v.—
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard
IV. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow
2 v.— Black Heart and White Heart,
and Elissa 1 v.— Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter
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Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. —
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v.
— Ayesha. The Return of | She’ 2 v. —
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v.
— Far Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of
Blossholme Iv. — Morning Star 1v. —
Queen Sheba’s Ring 1 v. — Red Eve | v.
— Marie tv. — Child of Storm 1v. — The
Wanderer’s Necklace | v. — Wisdom’s
Daughter 1V. — Heu-Heu, or The Mon-
ster IV. — Queen of the Dawn [ v.

Haggard, Sir H. Rider, L Andrew Lang.
The World’s Desire 2 v.

Hall, Mrs. S. C., t 1881.
Can Wrong be Right? 1 v.— Marian 2 v.

Hamerten, P. G., t 1894.
Marmorne 1 v. — French and English 2 v.

Hardy, Rev. E. J,
How to be Happy though Married 1 v. —
Still Happy though Married 1 v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of ““Not
Easily Jealous.”

Hardy, Thomas.

The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. —The Re-
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet-
Major 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on
a lower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
— A Group of Noble Danies | v. — Tess
of the D’Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s Litile
Ironies Iv. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. — A
Changed Man | v. — The Romantic Ad-
ventures of a Milkmaid 1 v.

Harland, Henry (Am.), t 1905.
The Lady Paramount 1 v.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1v. —In
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford,
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The
Fowler 2 v. —The Scholar’s Daughter | v.
— Interplay 2 v. — Out of the Wreck I Rise
i v. — Patuffa IV. — Youth Calling 1 v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Mrs.: mvide Lucas Malet.

Harte, Bret (Am.), t 1902.
Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo-
nauts:— The Luck of Roaring Camp;
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. —
Spanish and American Legends; Con-
densed Novels; Civic and Character
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the
Foothills IV. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. —

Complete List. 3
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1v. — Thankful
Blossom, and other Tales | v. — Drift from
I'wo Shoresiv —J eff Briggs’s Love Story,
and other Tales 1 v. — Flip, and other
Stories tv. — On the Frontier 1 v. — By
Shore and Sedge 1 v. — Maruja 1 v. —
Snow-bound at Eagle’s, and Devil’s Ford
IV,— The Crusade of the ““Excelsior” 1 v.
— The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, and
otherTales i v. — A Waif of the Plains 1 v.
— A First Family of Tasajara | v. — Sally
Dows, etc. IV. — A Protégée of Jack
Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell-Ringer
of Angel’s, etc. IV. — Clarence 1 v. —
The Ancestors ofPeter Atherly, etc. | v.—
Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. — Mr. Jack
Hamlin’s Mediation, and other Stories|1 v.
— From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. — Under
the Redwoods 1 v. — Trent’s Trust 1 v.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), t 1864.
The Scarlet Letter | v. — Transforma-
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages
from his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay, John (Am.), t 1905: vide ““The

Bread-Winners," Author of.

Hay, Marie.
Mas’aniello | v. — The Evil Vineyard 1 v.

Hearn, Lafcadio, t 1906.
Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan 1 v. — Glimpses
of Unfamiliar Japan (First Series) 1 v.
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (Second
Series) 1V. — Gleanings in Buddha-Fields
IV. — Out of the East 1 v. — The Romance
of the Milky Way, etc. 1 v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alexander.

““Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author of
vide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, t 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v.— Ivan de Biron 2 v.

Hernans, Mrs. Felicia, t 1835.
Select Poetical Works 1 v.
Henry, 0 (Am.).
Cabbages and Kings 1 v.

Hergesheimer, Joseph (Am.).
Java Head | v.— Cytherea 1 v. — Moun-
tain Blood IV. — The Three Black Pennys
IV. — Linda Condon 1 v. — The Bright
Shawl tv. — Balisand 1 v.

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels
of Italy IV. — New Canterbury Tales 1 v.
— The Queen’s Quair; or, The Six Years’
Tragedy 2 v. — Fond Adventures 1 v. —
The Fool Errant2 v. — The Stooping Lady
IV. — The Spanish Jade 1 v. — Halfway
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House 2 v. — Open Country IV. — Rest
Harrow IV. — Brazenhead the Great 1 v.—
The Song of Renny I'V,— Lore of Proser-
pine IV. — Bendish i v.

Hichens, Robert.
Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v.'— Felix 2 v.
— The "Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The
Garden of Allah 2 v. — TheBlack Spaniel,
and Other Stories 1 v. — The Call of the
Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. —
Barbary Sheep 1v. — Bella Donna 2 v. —
The Spell of Egypt i v.— The Dweller on
the Threshold 1 v. — The Fruitful Vine 2 v.
— The Londoners 1 v.— An Imaginative
Man IV. — The Way of Ambition 2 v.—
The Holy Land 1v. —The Last Time, and
Other Stories 1V. — After the Verdict 2 v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, t 1886.
Sketches from my Life 1 v.

Hobbes, John Oliver
(Am.), t 1906.
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord
Wickenham 1v. — The Serious Wooing
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2V.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
IV. — The Gods Arrive 1 v. — The Val-
ley of the Great Shadow 1 v.— Gieat Low-
lands IV. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.

(Mrs. Craigie)

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), t 1894.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table IV. — The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table i V.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).

Mr. Witt’s Widow IV. — Half a Hero
IV. — Comedies of Courtship 1 v. — The
Heartof Princess Osra 1 v. — Simon Dale
2 v. — Rupert of Hentzau | v. — The
King’s Mirror 2 v. — Quisanté | v. — The
Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double Harness
2 v.—A Servantofthe Public 2 v. — Sophy
of Kravonia 2 v. —TalesofTwo Peoplezv.
— The Great Miss Driver 2 v. — Little
Tiger i v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France | v. — The Man
in the Iron Mask | v. — The Dungeons
of Old Paris i v.— The Silent Gate [ v. —
The Women Napoleon Loved 1 v. —The
Romance of Fraud 1 v.

Tauchnitz Edition.

Complete List.

““Horace Templeton," Author of.
Diary and Notes 1 v.

Hornung, Ernest William.

A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under
Two Skies IV. — Some Persons Unknown
i v. — The Amateur Cracksman | v. —
The Rogue's March 1 v. — Peccavi | v.
— The Black Mask 1| v.—The Shadow of
the Rope tv. — No Hero 1 v. — Denis
Dent Iv. — A Thiefin the Night 1 v. —
Dead MenTellNoTales | v. — Mr.Justice
Raffles IV. — The Camera Fiend 1 v. —
Fathers of Men 2 v. — The Thousandth
Woman Iv. — The Crime Doctor 1 v.

““Household Words."
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56.
36 v.—NOVELS and TALES reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens.
1856-59. 11 V.

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide ““Recommended to

Mercy."

““How to be Happy though Married":
vide Rev. E. J. Hardy.

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), t 1898.

Aunt Serena I'V,— Guenn 2 v. — Tony,
the Maid, etc. 1 v.

Howard, Blanche Willis, 11898, L. Wil-
liam Sharp (Am.), 11905.
A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.

Howells, William Dean (Am.).

A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The
Lady of the Aroostook | v. — A Modern
Instance 2 v.— The Undiscovered Country
i v.— Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v.
— Italian Journeys | v. — A Chance Ac-
quaintance 1IV.— Their Wedding Journey
IV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman’s
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1 v. —
Miss Bellard’s Inspiration 1 v.

Hughes, Thomas, t 1898.
Tom Brown’s School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), f 1897.
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v.
— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Loys, Lord
Berresford, and other Tales 1 v. — Ross-
moyne 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. IV. — A Passive Crime, and other
Stories IV. — Green Pleasure and Grey
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2 v. —
Her Week’s Amusement, and Ugly
Barrington IV. — Lady Branksmere 2 v.

| — Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. — A
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Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The
Hon. Mrs. Vereker IV. — Under-Cur-
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. 1 v.— A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1 v. —
A Life’s Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette
2v. —The Duchess i V.— Lady Verner’s
Flight i v. — Nora Creina 2 v. — A Mad
Prank, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Hoyden 2 v. — Peter’s Wife 2 v. — A Tug
of War IV. — The Professor’s Experiment
2 v. — A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A
Lonely Girl IV. — Lovice 1 v. — The
Coming of Chloe 1 v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest 1 v. — White Rose
ot Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta-
mont i v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
Kingsmeadi v.—The Lordship of Love 2 v.
— The Green Patch 1 v. — Julia 1 v. —
Candy, and Other Stories | v.

Ingelow, Jean, t 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. —
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow 1v.

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe.
lota: vide Mrs. Caffyn.

Irving, Washington (Am.), f 1859.
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. —
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold-
smith i v. —Chronicles ofWolfert’s Roost
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) (Am.), 11885.
Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.
Many Cargoes 1 v. — The Skipper’s
Wooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant
tv. — Sea Urchins 1 v. — A Master of
Craft IV.— Light Freights | v. —AtSun-
wich Port IV.— The Lady ofthe Barge 1 v.
— Odd Craft 1V. — Dialstone Lane v.
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v.
— Salthaven 1 v. — Sailors’ Knots 1 v. —
Ship’s Company 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock i v.

James, G. P. R., t i860.
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. —
Forest Days i v.—The False Heir 1 v.—

Complete List. 1S
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d’Albret
i v.— Arrah Neil 1 v.— Agincourt | v. —
The Smuggler IV. — The Step-Mother
2 v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg
IV. — The Gipsy IV. — Darnley | v. —
Russell 2 v. — Sir Theodore Broughton 2V.

James, Henry (Am.).

The Europeans 1 v. — Daisy Miller; An
International Episode; Four Meetings 1 v.
— Roderick Hudson 2 v. —The Madonna
of the Future, etc. IV. — Confidence | v.
— Washington Square, etc. 2 v. — The
Portrait of a Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts
IV. — The Siege of London ; The Point
of View; A Passionate Pilgrim | v. —
Portraits of Places 1 v. — A Little Tour in
France IV. — The Finer Grain 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, t 1885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” | v. — SKkir-
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 v.—
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Jupiter’s
Daughters i v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes; Lord Bantam 2 V.

“Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,” Author of:
vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
IV.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six
Essays IV. —Novel Notes | v. — Sketches
in Lavender, Blue and Green | v. —
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel 1v. —
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v.
— Tommy and Co. 1 v.— Idle Ideas in 1905
IV. — The Passing ofthe Third Floor Back
IV. — The Angel and the Author—and
Others i v.—They and I, 1 v.— All Roads-
Lead to Calvary 1 v.— AnthonyJohn 1 v.

Jerrold, Douglas, 11857.
History of St. Giles and St. James
2 v. — Men of Character 2 v.

“John Halifax, Gentleman," Author of:
vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, t 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 V.
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Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2 v.
“Joshua Davidson,” Author of: vide
Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.
Kavanagh, Miss Julia, t 1877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. —
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. —
Adéle 3 V.— A Summer and Winter in
the Two Sicilies 2 v.— Seven Years, and
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of
Letters i v.— English Women of Letters
IV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. —
Dora 2 v. — Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. —
John Dorrien 3 v. — Two Lilies 2 v. —
Forget-me-nots 2 v. (Vide p. 29.)
Kaye-Smith, Sheila
The End of the House of Alard 1 y.
Keary, Annie, t 1879.
Oldbury 2 V. — Castle Daly 2v.

Keary, C. F.
The Mount i v.

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Esterne.

Kempls, Thomas A.

The Imitation of Christ. Translated

from the Latin by W. Benham, B.D. 1 V.
Kennedy, Margaret.

The Constant Nymph 1 v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 1892.
Saint Leger IV. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1v. —
‘Was he Successful? 1 v.

Kinglake, A. W., t 1891.
Eothen IV. — The Invasion of the
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, t 1875.
Westward ho! 2 v. — Two Years ago 2 v.
— Hypatia 2 v. — Hereward the Wake
2v.— AtLast 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, t 1876.
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. -
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and
the Burtons 2 V. — Leighton Court 1 v. —
Valentin IV. — Reginald Hetherege 2 v.
— The Grange Garden 2 v.

Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v.
Kipling, Rudyard.
Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The
Second Jungle Book | v. — The Seven
Seas . — ““Captains Courageous”
Iv. — The Day’s Work tv. — A Fleet
in Being IV.—Stalky & Co. | v.— From
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful
Night IV. — Kim i v. —Just So Stories 1 v.
— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and

Tauchnitz Edition.

Complete List.

Discoveries IV. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v.
— Actions and Reactions 1 v. — Rewards
and Fairies 1 v.

Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor 1 v.

Lamb, Charles, t 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v. (Vide
p-29)

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider Haggard.

Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Ida May 1 v.

““Last of the Cavaliers, the,” Author of
(Miss Piddington)
The Last of the Cavaliere 2v. — The
Gain ofa Loss 2 v.

taszowska, Mme de: vide E. Gerard.

Laurence, George Alfred: vide “Guy

Livingstone."

Lawless, the Hon. Emily, t 1913.
Hurrish i v.

Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr.

Lee, Vernon.

Popejacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v. — The Spirit of
Rome, and Laurus Nobilis 1 v. — Vanitas
IV. — Louis Norbert IV. — The Senti-
mental Traveller IV. — The Tower of the
Mirrors IV. — The Golden Keys 1 v.

Le Fanu, J. 8., 11873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, t 1870.
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last
2 V.— Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall,
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 2 v.

Lever, Charles, t 1872.

The O’Donoghue IV. — The Knight of
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. —
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal-
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of ““Ours” 3V. —
Jack Hinton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 V. — The
Martins of Cro" Martin 3 v. —The For-
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel
3V. — Davenport Dunn 3 v. — Confessions
of Con Cregan r V.— One of Them 2 v. —
M aurice Tiernay 2 v. — Barrington 2 v. —
A Day's Ride 2 v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v.
—Tony Butler 2V.— Sir Brook Fossbrooke
2 V. — The Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly
2V.— A Rent in a Cloud I v. — That Boy
of Norcott’s tv. — St. Patrick’s Eve ; Paul
Gosslett’s Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-
gobbin 2 r.



Tanchnitz Edition.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli 1| v. — The
Chevalier d’Auriac | v. —The Traitor’s
Way IV. — The Lord Protector 1 v. —
Orrain i v.

Lewes, G. H., t 1878.

Ranthorpe IV. — The Physiology ol
Common Life 2 V. — On Actors and the
Art of Acting i v.

Lewis, Sinclair
Babbitt tv. — Our-Mr. Wrenn 1 v.
Arrowsmith [ v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, t 1808.

The true History of Joshua Davidson
IV. — Patricia Kernball 2 v. — the
At t of Learn Dundas 2 v. — The
World well Lost 2 V. — Under which
Lord? 2 v. —Todhunters’at Loanin’Head,
and other Stories | v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., t 1882.
Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.

ipl tic Remini
(with Portrait) 2 v.

London, Jack (Am.).
Burning Daylight 1 v. — The Call of the
Wild i v.— When God Laughs [ v. — The
Sea-Wolf 2 v. — South Sea Tales | v. —
Martin Eden 2v. — A Son of the Sun 1v.
—The Son of the Wolf 1 v.— The Valley
of the Moon 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: vide D. Gerard.

1837 - 1862

Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth (Am.),
t 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. —
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri
3v. —The New-England Tragedies 1 v.
_ The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de-
L.uce, and Three Books of Song | v. — The
Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret.
Sister Dora (with Portrait) 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Son IV. — OId Gorgon Graham 1 v. —
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1 v.

“ Lost Battle, a."

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.
The Uttermost Farthing | v.— Studies in
Wives i v.— WhenNoManPursueth | v.
— Jane Oglander 1 v. — The Chink in the
Armour IV. — Mary Pechell 1 v. — Studies
in Love and in Terror 1 v.—The Lodger | v.
— The End of her Honeymoon 1 v. — Why
They Married 1 v. — The Terriford Mys-
tery IV. — Some Men and Women 1| v.
— Bread of Deceit 1 v.

av.

Complete List. 1”2

Lubbock, Sir John

* 1834, t 1913. '

The Pleasures of J.ife 1 v.— The Beau-
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v.—
The Use of Life IV. — Scenery of Switzer-
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and
Addresses 1900-1903 i V.

““Lutfullah ” : vide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, t 1903.
We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant
2 v. — Wayfaring Men 2 v. — Hope, the
Hermit 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The
Hinderers i v.

Lytton, Lord : vide E. Bulwer.

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen Meredith),
t 1891.
Poems 2 V. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — An
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v.— Some
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v.
— Brothers All i v.—The Price of Lis Doris
2V.—Harmen Pols : Peasant 1 v.—Eve 2 v.

McAulay, Allan (Am.): Kate
Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, t 1859.
History of England (with Portrait) 10 v.
— Critical and Historical Essays 5 V. —
Lays of Ancient Rome 1 v. — Speeches
2 v. — Biographical Essays 1 v. — Wil-
liam Pitt, Atterbury IV. — (See also
Trevelyan).

Macaulay. Rose.
Told by an Idiot | v. — Orphan Island 1 v.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. —
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan-
thrope 2 V. — A History of our Own Times
5 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A
History of the Four Georges. Vols. | &
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols.
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3,
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental).

MacDonald, George, t 1905-
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — David
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter
2 V. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of
Lossie 2 T. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary

(Lord Avebury),

vide
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Marston 2 V. — The Gifts of the Child
Christ, and other Tales i v. — The Prin-
cess and Curdie i v.
Mackarness, Mrs., 11881.
Sunbeam Stories r v. — A4 Peerless
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2v.
Mackay, Eric, t 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other
Poems i v.
Mac kenzie, Compton.
The Old Men of the Sea 1 v.
McKnight, Charles (Am.), f 1881.
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, lan, t i9°7-
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1T. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v.
Macleod, Fiona, t i9°5-
Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old
Tales i v.
Macleod, Norman, t 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son [ v.

Macpherson, James, 11796: vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2 v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. — Pic-
tures across the Channel 2 v. — My Story
2 v._ Diane 2 v. — Beside the River 2 v.—
A Faithful Lover 2 v.

““Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of (Miss

Roberts).

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise 1v.
— Madame Fontenoy | v. — On the
Edge of the Storm 1 v. — The Atelier du
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord : vide Stanhope.

Maine, E. S.
Scarscbff Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St. Leger
Harrison).

Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score 1 v. —
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter’s Tale 1 v.
Star tv.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.

Mark Twain: vide Twain.

Marlowe, Christopher.
Doctor Faustus; Edward the Second ; The
Jew of Malta [ v.

— The Cedar

Complete List.

““Marmorne,” Author of:
Hamerton.
"Marriage,” the Authors of (Am.).
Marriage. Short Stories of Married Life
by American Writers 1 v.

Marryat, Capt, t 1848.
Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v.
Percival Keene IV. — Peter Simple 1v.
Japhet in Search of a Father | v. —
Monsieur Violet IV, — The Settlers in
Canada I v. — The Mission |v. — The
Privateer’s-Man | v. — The Children of
the New-Forest IV. — Valerie 1 v. —
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v.—The King’s

vide P. G.

Own i V. | Vide p. 29.)
Marryat, Florence, t 1899.
Love’s Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and

Ever 2 V. — The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. —
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her
I-ord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the
Gods IV. — Life and Letters of Captain
Marryat IV. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. —
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air
2 v.—The Poison ofAsps, and otherStories
tv. — “ My own Child ” 2 v. — A Harvest
of Wild Oats 2 v. — A Little Stepson | v.
—Written in Fire 2 v.—Her World against
a Lie 2 V. — The Root of all Evil 2 v. —
The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — With Cupid’s
Eyes 2 V. — My Sister the Actress2 v. —
Phyllida 2 v. — Facing the Footlights (with
Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Madness,
and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost of
Charlotte Cray, and other Stories | v. —
Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under the Lilies
and Roses 2 v.—The Heart ofJaneWarner
2 v. — The Heir Presumptive 2 v. — The
Master Passion 2 v. — Spiders of Society
2 v. — Driven to Bay 2 v. — A Daughter
of the Tropics 2 v. — Mount Eden. A
Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v — A
Scarlet Sin IV. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v.
— The Spirit World IV. — The Beautiful
Soul i v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. —
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah
Stubbs IV. — The Dream that Stayed
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The
Blood of the Vampire 1 v. — A Soul on
Fire IV. — Iris the Avenger 1 v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, t 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham
2 v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2v. —
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — The Rose
of Ashurst 2 V.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, €1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal 1 v. —
Benvenuta IV. — Lady Alice | v. —
Dayspring ik. — Life’s Aftermath 1v. —
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In the East Country I v. — No. XIII; or,
The Story of the Lost Vestal i v. — In
Four Reigns t v. — On the Banks of the
Ouse tv. — Alma tv. — Under Salisbury
Spire i v. — The End Crowns All i v. —
Winchester Meads i v. — Eventide Light
tv. — Winifrede’s Journal r v. — Bristol
Bells tv. — A Lily among Thorns i v. —
Penshurst Castlei v. — Kensington Palace
IV. — The Master of the Musicians i v.
— An Escape from the Tower i v. — A
Haunt of Ancient Peace i v. — Castle
Meadow i v. — In the Choir of West-
minster Abbey tv. — The Young Queen
of Hearts tv. — Under the Dome of St.
Paul’s IV. — (Vide p. 29.)

Mason, A. E. W.

The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of
the Balcony IV. — The Courtship of Mor-
rice Buckler 2 V. — The Watchers | v. —
Running Water 1 v. — The Broken Road
IV. — At the Villa Rose 1 v.—TheTurnstile
2 v. — The Witness for the Defence | v.
— The House of the Arrow | v. — The
Winding Stair i v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs Henry Reeves)
““Cherry Ripe!” ““Land o’ the
Leal” IV.— My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v.
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1v. —
Sam’s Sweethearts v. — Eyre’s Acquittal
2 v.— Found Out IV. — Murder or Man-
slaughter? IV. — The Fashion of this
‘World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and “Who,
being dead, yet Speaketh ” | v. —What
the Glass Told, and A Study ofa Woman
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. —
Cinders IV. — “ Honey ” i v. — The New
Lady Teazle, and Other Stories and Essays
iv.—The Ferryman | v. —Tally Ho ! 2 v.
— Pigskin and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Law-

Mrugham W. Somerset.
The Trembling of a Leaf 1 v. — The
Painted Veil i v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power
Europe i v.

Maurier, George du, 11896.
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, Mrs.: vide Miss Braddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—TheGuarded
Flame 2 v. — Mrs. Thompson 1 v. — The
Rest Cure tv. — In Cotton Wool 2 v. —
General Mallock’s Shadow | v. — The
Day’s Journey 1v. — Children of the
Night i v.

“Mehalah” :

vide Baring-Gould.

Complete Liit. 19
Melville, George J. Whyte, 11878.
Kate Coventry IV. — Digby Grand 1 v.
— Good for Nothing 2 v. — The Queen’s
Maries 2 v. — The Gladiators 2 v. — The
Brookes of Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v.
— The Interpreter 2 V.— The White Rose
2v. — M. or N. i V. — Contraband 1 v.
— Sarchedon 2 v. — Uncle John 2 v. —
Katerfelto I'V. — Sister l.ouise | v. —
Rosine tv. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black
but Comely 2v. —Riding Recollections tv.

Memorial Volumes: vide Five Centuries
(vol. 500); The New Testament
(vol. 1000) ; Henry Morley (vol. 2000);
Theodore Stanton (vol. 4000).

Meredith, George, t 1909.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. —
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormeont and his
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v.
— The Egoist 2 v. — Rhoda Fleming 2 v.

Meredith, Owen : vide Robert Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Hope.
Mary-Giri i v.

Merrick, Leonard.

The Man who was good 1 v. — This
Stage of Fools IV. — Cynthia | v. — One
Man’s View i v. — The Actor-Manager
IV. — The Worldlings IV. — When Love
flies out 0' the Window 1 v. — Conrad in
Quest of His Youth Iv. — The Quaint
Companions | v.—Whispers about Women
i v. — The House of Lynch 1v. — The
Man who Undeistood Women, etc. 1v. —
All the World Wondered, etc. 1v. — The
Position of Peggy Harper 1 v.

Merriman, Henry Seton, 11903.
Young Mistley IV. — Prisoners and
Captives 2 V. — From One,Generation to
Another i v. —With Edged Tools 2 v. —
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In
Kedar’s Tents | v. — Roden’s Corner
i v.— The Isle of Unrest i V.— The Velvet
Giove i v. —TheVultures | v.— Barlasch
of the Guard | v. —Tomaso’s Fortune, and
Other Stories IV. — The Last Hope 2 v.

Mill, John Stuart.

On Liberty and The Subjection of Women
Milne, James.

The Epistles of Atkins I v.

Milton, John, t 1674.
Poetical Works 1 V.
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“ Miss Molly,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne I v.

““Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide Mrs.
Hungerford.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood IV. Thrown to-
gether 2v. — 'Hiwarted IV. — Wild Mike
i v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil
IV. — Transformed i v. — Colonel Norton
2 v. — Prejudged IV. — Behind the Scenes
in the Schoolroom I v. (l'ide p. 29.)

Moore, Frank Frankfort.

““I Forbid the Banns’' 2 v. — A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter
tv.—The Jessamy Bride | v. —Nell Gwyn
—C dianiv.— A D 1 orTwoi v.—
Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Shipmates in Sun-
shine 2 V. — The Original Woman 1 v. —
The White Causeway | v. —The Artful Miss
Dill iv. — The Marriage Lease 1 v. — An
Amateur Adventuress | v. — Priscilla and
Charybdis | v. — The Food of Love | v. —
The Laird of Craig Athol | v.—The Ulster-
man I V.

Moore, George.

Celibates iv. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — Sister
Teresa 2 V.—The Untilled Field 1 v.—Con-
fessions of aYoung Man i v.—The Lake I v.
—Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.—Ave 1 v.
— Spring Days i v.— Salve 1 v.—Vale 1 v.
— The Brook Kerith 2 v. — Muslin zv.—
The Coining of Gabrielle 1 v.

Moore, Thomas, t 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5V.

Morgan, Lady, 11859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, 11894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa-
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition
(v. 2000, published 1881) r V.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child
of the Jago iv. — To London Town 1 v.
— Cunning Murrell i v.— The Hole in the
Wall I v. — The Green Eye ofGoona | v.
— Divers Vanities 1 v. — Green Ginger 1 v.

Tauchnitz Edition.

Complete List.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.

Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.

Murray, Grenville: vide Grenville.

My Little Lady," Author of: vide E.
Frances Poynter.

New Testament, the.
The Authorised English Version, with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1809) i v.
Newby, Mrs. C.J.
Common Sense 2 v.

Nicholls, Mrs.: vide Currer Bell.

““Nina Balatka," Author of:
thony Trollope.

““No Church,” Author of (F. Robinson).
No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2 v.

vide An-

Noei, Lady Augusta.
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, W. E.

A Bachelor's Blunder 2 v. — The Rogue
2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. Fenton 1 v.
— Misadventure 2 v. — Saint Ann’s | v.
— A Victim of Good Luck 1 v. — Clarissa
Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Marriage 2 v.
— The Fight for the Crown 1 v. — The
Widower iv. — Giles Ingilby 1 v. — The
Flowerofthe Mock 1 v. — His Own Father
iv. — The Credit of the County 1 v. —
Lord Leonard the Luckless | v. — Nature’s
Comedian 1 v. — Nigel’s Vocation 1 v. —
Barham of Beltanai v. — Harryand Ursula
iv. — The Square Peg 1 v. — Pauline I v.
— The Perjurer iv. — Not Guilty 1 v. —
Vittoria Victrix 1 v. — Paul's Paragon 1 v.
— The Triumphs of Sara | v. — Tony the
Exceptional i v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., t 1877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas

““Not Easily Jealous," Author of (Miss

Iza Hardy).
Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
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““Novels and Tales': wvide ““Household
Words."

““Nursery Rhymes." i v.

O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal God-
frey).,
The Matrimonial Lottery i v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan i v.

Oliphant, Laurence, 11888.
Altiera Peto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., t 1897.

The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs.
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 V.
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor's
Family IV. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori-
banks 2 V. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of
Count de Montalembert2v. — May2v. —
Innocent 2 v — For Love and Life 2 v. —
The Story of Valentine and his Brother
2 V. — Whiteladies 2 v. —The Curate in
Charge 1V. — Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs.
Arthur 2 v. — Carita 2 v. — Young Mus-
grave 2 v. — The Primrose Path 2 v. —
Within the Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest
Heiress in England 2 v. — He that will not
when he may 2 v. — Harryjoscelyn 2 v. —
In Trust 2 v. — It was a Lover and his
Lass 3 v. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. —
Hester 3 v. — The Wizard’s Son 3 V. — A
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. —
Neighbours on the Green | v. — The
Duke’s Daughter 1 v. — The Fugitives [ v.
— Kirsteenzv.— LifeofLaurenceOliphant
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The
Little Pilgrim in theUnseeniv.—TheHeir
Presumptive and the Heir Apparent2v. —
The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert’s Fortune
2 v. — The Ways of Life 1 v. — Old Mr.
Tredgold 2 v.

““One who has kept a Diary>:
George W. E. Russell.

Orczy, Baroness.
Petticoat Government 1 v. — The Scarlet
Pimpernel IV. — I will Repay 1 v. — The
Elusive Pimpernel | v.—Fire in Stubble2 v.
— A TrueWoman | v.— Meadowsweet | v.
— Eldorado 2 v. — Unto Caesar 2 v. —
Nicolette i v.— The Honourable Jim 1 v.
— Pimpernel and Rosemary | v. — Un-
ravelled Knots i v.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet i v. —The Motormaniacs 1 v.
— Harm’s Way 1 v. — The Kingdoms of
the World i v.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian.
James Macpherson 1 V.

vide

Translated by

Complete List. 21
Ouida, 11908.
Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2 v.—
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders;
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose
tv. — Cecil Castlemaines Gage, and other
Novelettes IV. — Madame la Marquise,
and other Novelettes | v. — Pascart-1 2 v.
— Two little Wooden Shoes 1 v. — Signa
(with Portrait) 3 V.— In a Winter City | v.
— Ariadné 2 v. — Friendship 2 v. — Moths
3 v. — A Village Commune 2 v. — In
Maremma 3 v. — Bimbi | v. — Wanda
3 v. — Frescoes and other Stories 1 v. —
Princess Napraxine 3 v. — Othmar 3 V. —
A Rainy June (60 14.). Don Gesualdo
(00PL). — A House Party | v. — Guilderoy
2 v. — Syrlin 3 v. — Ruffino, and oilier
Stories IV. — Santa Barbara, etc. 1 v. —
Two Offenders I'V. — The Silver Christ,
etc. IV. — Toxin, and other Papers | v. —
Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — An Altruist,
and Four Essays 1 v. — La Strega, and
other Stories | v. — The Waters of Edera
i v. —Ceritical Studies | v.— Helianthus 2 v.

““Outcasts, the," Author of: vide ““Roy
Tellet."
Pain, Barry.
The Exiles of Faloo 1 v. — Stories in Grey
i v. — Stories without Tears 1 v. — The
New Gulliver, and Other Stories 1 v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strong2 V. — Donovan
Pasha, & Some People of Egypt | v. — I lie
Seats of the Mighty 2 v.— The Weavers 2 v.
— The Judgment House 2 v.

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), t 1900.
Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer,
lor Poorer 2 V. — The Beautiful Miss Bar-
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour IV.—
I'choes of a Famous Year | v. — Kathe-
rine’s Trial I'V. — The Vicissitudes of
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner’sWooing
IV. — Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire [ v.

Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox IV. — The Prescotts of
I'amphillon 2 V. —The Gosau Smithy, etc.
IV. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 V.

Pasten, George.
A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair
Deceiver i v.

Pasture,Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square 1 v.
-The Grey Knight i v.—Catherine’s Child
tv. — Master Christopher 2 v. — Erica [ v.

Paul, Mrs.: vide “Still Waters.”
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 Paul Ferrali,” Author of (Mrs.Caroline
Clive), t 1873.

Paul Fenoli tv. — Year after Year 1v.
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, t 1898.

Found Dead 1 v. — Gwendoline’s Har-
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil’s Tryst
i v. — A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. —
Murphy’s Master 1 v. — In the Heart of
a Hill, and other Stories | v. — At Her
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. —
Walter’s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. —
Fallen Fortunes 2 v.— What He cost Her
2 v — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than
we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof
2 v. — High Spirits tv. — High Spirits
(Second Series) i v. — A Confidential
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views
IV. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me-
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re-
collections t v. — The Talk of the Town
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. —
The Heir ofthe Ages? v.— Holiday Tasks
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series)
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — Ihe
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt
Million 2 v. — The Word and the \\ill
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whitting-
ton 2 v. — A Stumble on the Threshold
2v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper | v. —
In M arket Overt i v. — Another’s Burden
etc. i v.—The Backwater of Life, or Essays
of a Literary Veteran I v.

Peard, Frances Mary.

One Year2v.—The Rose-Garden [ v. —
Thorpe Regis i v. — A Winter Story | v.
— A Madrigal, and other Stories 1 v. —
Cartouche IV. — Mother Molly r v. —
Schloss and Town 2 v. — Contradictions
2 v. — Near Neighbours 1 v. — Alicia
Tennant IV. — Madame’sGranddaughter
IV. — Donna Teresa 1 v. — Number One
and Number Two | v. — The Ring from
Jaipur tv. — The Flying Months [ v.

Pemberton, Max.
A Woman ofKronstadt 1 v. — The Garden
of Swords i v.— The Footsteps of a Throne
IV .,— The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — | crown
thee King i v.—The House under the Sea
1IV. — Red Morn tv. — Beatrice of Venice
2 v. — Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My
Sword for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady

Complete List.

Evelyn IV. — The Lodestar | v. — Wheels
of Anarchy 1 v. — Love the Harvester 1 v.
— White Walls IV. —

Percy, Bishop Thomas, t 1811.
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry jv.

Perrin, Alice.
The Charm 1 v. — The Anglo-Indians [ v.
— The Happy Hunting Ground 1 v. —
Government House 1 v

Philips, F. C.

As in a Looking Glass | v. — The Dean
and his Daughter 1 v.— Lucy Smith [ v. —
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. —Jack and
Three Jills I'V. — Young Mr. Ainslie’s
Courtship I'V. — Social Vicissitudes | v.
Extenuating Circumstances, and A French
Marriage IV. — More Social Vicissitudes
IV. — Constance 2 v. — That Wicked
Mad’moiselle, etc. 1 v. — A Doctor in
Difficulties, etc. TV. ““One Never
Knows” 2 v. — Of Course IV. — Miss
Ormerod's Protégé 1 v. — My little Hus-
band IV. — Mrs. Bouverie IV. — A
Question of Colour, and otherStories iv.—
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling 1 v. — A Full
Confession, and other Stories 1 v. — The
Luckiest of Three 1 v. — Poor Little Bella
iv. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories iv. — Marriage, etc. | v. - School-
girls of To-day, etc. iv. — IfOnly, etc. 1v.
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar-
rister’s Courtship i v.

Philips, F. C., & Percy Fendali.
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1v. — Margaret
Byng iv. — Disciples of Plato 1 v. — A
Honeymoon—and After | v.

Philips, F. C., 4. C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne iv. — The Scudamores
iv. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil
Ross’s Marriage 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & A. R. T.
Life i v. —Judas, the Woman 1 v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy
iv. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The
Good Red Earth | v.— The Striking Hours
iv. — The Farm of the Dagger | v. —
The Golden Fetich 1 v. — The Whirlwind
2v.—The Human Boy Again | v.— From
the Angle of Seventeen | v.— The Bronze
Venus i V.— The Grey Room 1 v. — The
Red Redmaynes | v. — A Human Boy s
Diary iv. — Cheat-the-Boys 1 v. —
A Voice from the Dark 1 v.
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Phillpotts, E., & Arnold Bennett.
The Sinews of War | v. — The Statue 1 v.
Piddington, Miss: vide Author of ““The
Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), 11849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales,
edited byJohn H. Ingram | v. — Fantastic
Tales iv.

Pope, Alexander, 11744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Litile L.ady 2 v.—Ersilia 2 v.—Among
the Hills i V.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Affinities IV. — The Head Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), 11878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, 11861.
Speechesand Addresses (with Portr.) 1v.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections | v. — The
Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the
Woman i v.

Pym, H. N.: vide Caroline Fox.

Quiller-Couch, Sir A. T. (*‘Q”).
I Saw Three Ships 1 v. — Dead Man’s
Rock IV. — Ia and other Tales 1 v. —
The Ship of Stars 1 v. —»Fort Amity | v.
— Shakespeare’s Christmas, and Other
Stories IV. — The Mayor of Troy | v. —
Merry-Garden, and Other Stories 1 v. —
Brother Copas 1 v.

Quincey: vide De Quincey.

Rae, W. Fraser, 11905-
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle’s
Romance 2 v. — The Business o/Travel 1v.

Raimond, C. E. (Miss Robins) (Am.).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The
Convert 2 v.— The Florentine Frame 1 v.
— “ Where are you going to ...?” 1 v.—
Way Stations i V.

“Rajah’s Heir, the.”

Reade, Charles, t 1884.

““It is never too late to mend” 2 v. —
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard
Cash 3 v. — Put Yourselfin his Place2v. —
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof-
fington iv. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. —
A Simpleton 2 v. —The Wandering Heir
iv. — A Woman-Hater 2v. — Readiana
iv. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.

2v.

Complete List. 23
““Recommended to Mercy," Author of
(Mrs. Houstoun).
“ Recommended to Mercy ” 2 v. — Zoe’s
“Brand ” 2v.

Reeves, Mrs. : vide Helen Mathers.
Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of
Sheila IV. — About many Things 1 v.

Rice, James: vide Walter Besant

Richards, Alfred Bate, 11876.
So very Human 3 v.

Richardson, S., 11761.
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth
2 v. — The Earl’s Promise 2 v. — Mor-
tomley’s Estate 2 v.

Ridge, W. Pett.
Name of Garland 1 v. — Thanks to Sander-
son I'V. — Miss Mannenng | v. — The
Lunch Basket 1 v. — Just like Aunt Bertha

“Rita."
Souls IV. — The Jesters IV. — The Mas-
queraders 2 v.— Queer Lady Judas 2 v. —
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing
Finger 1V. — A Man ofno Importance 1 v.
— The House called Hurrish iv.— Calvary
2 v. — That is to say— 1 v.
Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
Miss Thackeray.
Roberts, Miss: vide Author of ““Made-
moiselle Mori."

Robertson, Rev. F. W., 11853.
Sermons 4 v.

vide

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond.
Robinson, F.: vide “ No Church."

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow iv. — A London
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, + 1882.
Poems iv. — Ballads and Sonnets 1 v.

““Roy Tellet."
The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught of
Lethe iv. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruck, Berta.
Sir or Madam? | v. — The Dancing Star
iv.— Lucky in Love iv. — The Clouded
Pearl iv. — The Immortal Girl 1v. —
Kneel to the Prettiest i v.
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Ruffini, J., t 1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio i v. —

Vincenzo 2 v. — A Quiet Nook in the Jura
IV. — The Paragreens on a Visit to Paris

Ruskin, John, * 1819, t 1900.
Sesame and Lilies | v. — The Stones of
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Unto this
Last and Munera Pulveris I v.— The Seven
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra-
tions) IV. — Mornings in Florence 1 v.—
St. Mark’s Rest 1 v.
Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The ¢ Lady
Maud” 2v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.
Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who haskepta Diary 2 v.— A Londoner’s
Log-Book i v.
““Ruth and her Friends": vide p 29.
Sala, George Augustus, t 1895.
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship-
owner’s Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v.
Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. Cooper).
Joan Merryweather, and other Tales
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales
i v.—The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian 1 v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), t i9°3-
My Official Wife i v. —The Little Lady
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince
Schamyl’s Wooing 1 v. — The Masked
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. —
A Daughter of Judas 1 v. — In the Old

Chateau | v. — Miss Devereux of the
Mariquita 2 v. — Checked Through 2 v. —
JI Modern Corsair 2 v. — In the Swim

2 v.— The White Lady of Khaminavatka

2 v. — In the House of His Friends 2 v. —

The Mysteiy of a Shipyard 2 v. — A Monte
isto in Khaki 1 v.

Schreiner, Olive.
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashonaland
IV. — Woman and Labour 1 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, 11832.

Waverley 2 v. — The Antiquary 1 v.
— Ivanhoe 2 v. — Kenilworth | v. —
Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old Mortality
IV. — Guy Mannering | v. — Rob Roy
IV. — The Pirate i v. — The Fortunes
of Nigel i v. The Black Dwarf;
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride
of Lammermoori v. — The Heartof Mid-
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery 1 v. — The
Abbot 1V. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. —
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock 1v. —
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of
Geierstein i V.
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Complete List.

Seeley. Prof. J. R., t 1895.
Life ana Times of Stein 4 v. — The Ex-
pansion of England IV. — Goethe 1v.
Sewell, Elizabeth, 11906.
Amy Herbert2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. —
The Experience of Life 2 v.
Shakespeare, William, t 1616.
Plays anil Poems (with Portrait) (Second
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.
Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in
37 numbers, each number sold separately.

Sharp, William, t 1905: vide Miss Ho-
ward, Fiona Macleod and Swinburne.
Shaw, Bernard.
Man and Superman | v. — The Perfect
Wagnerite tv. — Cashel Byron’s Pro-
fession IV. — Plays Pleasant and Un-
pleasant (The Three Unpleasant Plays 1v.
— The Four Pleasant Plays 1 v.). — Get-
ting Married & The Shewing-up of Blanco
Posnet IV. — The Doctor’s Dilemma &
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets 1 v.— Three
Plays for Puritans 1 v.—John Bull’s Other
Island etc. IV. — Androcles and the Lion ;
Pygmalion IV. — Misalliance 1v. — Fan-
ny’s First Play, etc. IV. — Heartbreak
House, etc. IV. — Back to Methuselah 1v.
— SaintJoan 1 v.
Shelley, Percy Bysshe, t 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.
Sheppard, Nafhan (Am.), 11888.
Shut up in Paris 1 v.
Sheridan, R. B., t 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.
Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche Falaise 1 v.
Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers | v.— Anthea’s Guest

May Sinclair.

Anne Severn and the Fieldings 1 v.— Un-

canny Stories tv. — A Cure of Souls 1v.

— Arnold Waterlow: a Life 1 v. — The

Rector of Wyck i v.

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.

Fire and Sword in the Sudan 3 v.
Smedley, F. E.: vide “Frank Fairlegh.”
Smollett, Tobias, t 1771.

Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry

Clinker IV. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v.
Snaith, J. C.

Mrs. Fitz IV. — The Principal Girl 1 v.—

An Affair of State 1 v. — Araminta 1 v.

— Time and Tide 1 v. — Thus Far [ v.
““Society in London," Author of.

Society in London. By a Foreign

Resident i v.
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Somerville, E. €., & M. Ross.
Naboth’s Vineyard 1 v. — All on the
Irish Shore i v.— Dan Russel the Fox 1v.
““Spanish Brothers, the."

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), f 1875.
The History of England 7 v. — Reign
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Stanton, Theodore (Am.).

A Manual of American Literature 1 v.

2v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence, t 1768.
Tristram Shandy 2v. — A Sentimental
Journey (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, t 1894.
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. —
Kidnapped IV. — The Black Arrow | v. —
The Master of Ballantrae r v.— The Merry
Men, etc. i v. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v.
— Island Nights' Entertainments 1 v. —
Catriona iv.—Weir of Hermiston tv.—
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. —
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

<Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. Paul).
Still Waters iv. — Dorothy 1 v. — De
Cressy iv. — Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden
Sisters iv. — Martha Brown iv.—Vanessa

Stirling, M. C.: vide G. M. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.), f 1902.
The House of Martha | v.

“Story of a Penitent Soul, the."

“Story of Elizabeth, the," Author of:
vide Miss Thackeray.

Mrs. Harriet Beecher (Am.),

1v.

Stowe,

t 1896
Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. —
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Dred
2 v. — Oldtown Folks 2 v.

“ Sunbeam Stories," Author of:
Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), f 1745.
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles, £1909.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems
(edited, with an Introduction, by William
Sharp) iv. — Love’s Cross-Currents 1 v.
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1v.

Frank Swinnerton.

TheThree Lovers 1 v. - The Elder Sister 1 v.

vide

Complete List. 25

Symonds, John Addington, t 1893.
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian
Sketches i v.

Synge,John M.

Plays I v.

Tagore, Rabindrar.ath
The Home and the World 1 v. — The
Gardener 1 v. — Sadhana | v. — The
\\ reck iv. — Gitanjali; Fruit-Gathering

Tallentyre, S. Q.: vide H. S. Merriman.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 v.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, ¥1893.
Cyrilla2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits
2v.— At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f1876.
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: vide Author of <“Horace
Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f 1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary
iv. — Harold iv. — Becket; The Cup;
The Falcon iv. — Locksley Hall, sixty
Years after ; The Promiseof May ; Tiresias
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the New: vide New.

Thackeray, William Makepeace, t 1863.
Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 V. —
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2v. —
Ilie English Humourists ofthe Eighteenth
Century iv. — TheNewcomes 4 V. — The
Virginians 4 v.—The Four Georges;
Lovel the Widower 1 v. — The Adventures
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. —
Roundabout  Papers 2 v. — Catherine
i v. —The Irish Sketch Book 2v. — The
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie).

Old Kensington 2 v. — Bluebeard’s Keys,
and other Stories 1 v. — Five Old Friends
iv. — Miss Angel iv. — Fulham Lawn,
and other Tales | v. — From an Island. A
Story and some Essays iv. — Da Capo, and
other Tales iv. — Madame de Sévigné;
From a Stage Eox; Miss Williamson’s
Divagations 1 v. — A Book of Sibyls 1 v.
— Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — Chapters from
some Memoirs 1 v.

Thomas a Kempis: vide Kempis.

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2v. —
Walter Goring2 V. — Played Out 2 v. —
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself
iv. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.
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Thomson, James, t 1748.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) xv.
““Thoth,” Author of.

Thoth i v.

Thurston, E. Temple.
The Greatest Wish in the World i v. —
Mirage tv. — The City of Beautiful Non-
sense i v.—The Garden of Resurrection I v.
— Thirteen IV. — The Apple of Eden i v.
— The Antagonists i v. — The Evolution
of Katherine I v.— The Open Window i v.
— Sally Bishop 2 v.— Richard FurlongI v.
— The Eye of the Wift i v. — Achieve-
ment I'V. — The Miracle 1 v.— May Eve
i v.—The Green Bough I v.— Charmeuse

Trafford, F. G.: vide Mrs. Riddell.

Trevelyan, George Otto.
The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The
American Revolution (with a Map) 2v.

Trois-Etoiles : vide Grenville.

Trollope, Anthony, 11882.
Doctor Thorne 2 V. — The Bertrams
tv. — The W’arden 1 v. — Barchester
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. —
Framley Parsonage 2 v. — North America
3 v. — Orley Farm 3 v. — Rachel Ray2v.
— The Small House at Allington 3 v. —
Can you forgive her? 3 V. — The Belton
Estate 2 v. — Nina Balatka | v. — The
Last Chronicle of Barset3 v.—The Claver-
ings 2 v. — Phineas Finn 3 V. — Sir Harry-
Hotspur of Humblethwaite | v. — Ralph
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of
Granpere IV. — Australia and New Zea-
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry
Heatiicote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. —
South Africa 2v. — An Eye for an Eye 1 v.
— lohn Caldigate 3 v. — The Duke’s
Children 3 v. — Dr.Wortle’s School 1v. —
The Fixed Period | v. — Marion Fay2v. —
Kept in the Dark | v. — Frau Frohmann,
and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dugdale,
and other Stories 1 v. — La Mére Bauche,
and other Stories 1 v. — The Mistletoe
Bough, and other Stories | v. — An Auto-
biography tv. — An Old Man’s Love 1 v.

Trollope, T. Adolphus, t 1892.
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v.
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
Iv. — A Girl oi the Multitude 1 v. — That
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A

Complete List.

Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.—TheWhite Hope

Twain, Mark

(Am.), f 1910
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer [v. —
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v. —A Tramp Abroad
2 v. — ““Roughing it” 1V. — The In-
nocents at Home IV. — The Prince and
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. IV. — Life on the Mis-
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait)
IV. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections
from American Humour | v. — A Yankee
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The
American Claimant [ v. —The £ 1000000
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. —
Tom Sawyer Abroad | v. — Pudd’nhead
Wilson 1V. — Personal Recollections of
Joan ofArc 2 v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective,
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar-
relled Detective Story, etc. IV. — The
$30,000 Bequest, and Gther Stories | v. —
Christian Science 1 v. — Captain Storm-
field’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare
Dead? i v.

“Two Cosmos, the."

(Samuel L. Clemens)

1v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.

The Face of Clay | v. — Her Son | v. —
The Hill tv. — The Waters ofJordan 1 v.
— An Impending Sword 1 v.—The Paladin
i v. —John Verney 1V. — Blinds Down
IV. — Bunch Grass | v. —The Procession
of Life IV. — Loot IV. — Quinneys’ | v.
— Change Partners 1 v. — The Yard 1 v.
— Quinney’s Adventures 1 v. — Wai-
ling’s for Worth i v.

““Venus and Cupid." 1v.

““Véra," Author of.
Véra 1 v. — The Hétel du Petit St.
Jean IV. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within
Sound of the Sea 2v. — The Maritime
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette [ v.
Victoria R. L
Leaves fiom the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 | v. —
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 | v.

““Virginia." 1 v.
Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England 1 v.

Walford, L B.
Mr. Smith 2 V. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins
2 v.— Troublesome Daughters 2 v. —
Leddy Marget 1 v.



Tauchnitz Edition.

Wallace, Edgar,
The Book of All-Power i v.— The Valley
of Ghosts tv. — Chick i v. — Captains of
Souls tv. — The Missing Million i v. —
The Face in the Night i v.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), 11905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

Walpole Hugh.
Jeremy and Hamlet 1 v. —The Old Ladies
i v.— Portrait of a Man with Red Hair 1 v.

Warburton, Eliot, t 1852.
Darien 2 v.

Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve
3v. — MissBretherton 1 v. — Marcella } v.
Bessie Costrell IV. — Sir George Tressady
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. —
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2 v.
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. —
Fenwick's Career 2 v.— Diana Mallon’2 v.
— Daphne; or, “Marriage a la Mode” 1 v.
— Canadian Born | v. — The Case of
Richard Meynell 2 v. — The Mating of
Lydia 2 v. — The Coryston Family 1 v.

Warner, Susan: vide Wetherell.

Warren, Samuel, t 1877.
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then
IV. — The Lily and the Bee 1v.

‘Waterdale Neighbours, the,”

of: vide Justin McCarthy

Watson, H. B. Marriott.
The Excelsior i v.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore, t 1914.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. 1 v.— The War
ofthe Worlds i v.— The Invisible Man 1v.
— The Time Machine, and The Island of
Doctor Moreau | v.— When the Sleeper
‘Wakes i v.— Tales ofSpace and Time [ v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1 v. —
Love and Mr. Lewisham | v.—TheWheels
of Chance i v. — Anticipations | v.— The
First Men in the Moon | v.— The Sea Lady
i v.—Mankind in the Making 2 v.—Twelve
Stories and a Dream 1 v. — The Food of
the Gods IV. — A Modern Utopia 1 v. —
Kipps 2 v.—In the Days of the Comet i v.—
The Future in America 1 v.— New Worlds
for Old tv. — The War in the Air 1 v. —
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things
IV.— The New Machiavelli 2 v.— Mar-
riage 2 v. — The Passionate Friends 2 v.
— An Englishman looks at the World 1 v.
— The World Set Free 1 v. — A Short His-
tory of the World (with twelve Maps) 1v.
— Men Like Gods i v.— The Dream 1v.
— Bealby IV. — The Secret Places of

Author

the Heart IV. — The Country of the .

Complete List. 27
Blind, and Other Stories 1 v.

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2 v.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan Warner)

(Am.), t 1885.

The wide, wide World 1 v. — Queechy
2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. —
Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet 2 v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf | v. —The Story
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of
France 2 v. — The Man in Black | v. —
Under the Red Robe | v. — From the
Memoirs of a Minister of France 1 v. _
I he Red Cockade 2 v. — Shrewsbury 2 v.
— Sophia 2 v. — In Kings’' Byways | v.—
The Long Night 2 v. — The Abbess of
Vlaye 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in
Lavender 1 v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Mother’s
R’ compense i v.

““Whim, a." i v.

‘Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v._
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v.

‘White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin 1v.-The West End 2v.
—The New Christiansi v.— Park Lane 2 v.
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v.—
A Millionaire’s Daughter 1 v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim IV, — The System 2 v.—
The Patient Man r v. — Mr. John Strood
IV, — The Eight Guests 2 v.— Mr. Strudge
iv. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v. —
The House of Intrigue 1 v. — Love and the
Wise Men i v. — An Averted Marriage 1 v.
— The Lost Halo 1 v.

White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1v.

‘Whiteing, Richard.
Tile Island; or, An Adventure of a Per-
son of Quality IV. — The Life of Paris 1 v.
The Yellow Van | v. — Ring in the New
IV. — All Moonshine IV. — Little People

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany | v.— The Realm ofthe
Habsburgs IV. — Teuton Studies 1 v. _
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania
IV,— Conversations with Prince Bismarck
IV. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v.
— German Memories 1 v.

““Who Breaks—Pays," Author of: vide

Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.: vide Melville.

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Timothy’s Quest i v.— A Cathedral Court-
ship, and Penelope’s English Experiences
IV. — Penelope’s Irish Experiences 1 v. —
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Rebecca ofSunnybrook Farm i v. — Rose
o' ihe River IV. — New Chronicles of Re-
becca tv. — The Old Peabody Pew, and
Susanna and Sue I v. — Mother Carey i v.

Wiggin, K. D., M. & J. Findlater, & Allan
McAulay.
The Affair at the Inn I v. — Robinetta i v.

Wilde, Oscar, f 1900.
The Picture of Dorian Gray | v.— De Pro-
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol
IV. — A House of Pomegranates | v. —
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other
Prose Pieces i v.—Lady Windermere’s Fan
1IV.— An Ideal Husband | v.— Salome 1 v.
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales 1v.
— A Woman of No Importance 1 v.—The
Importance of Being Earnest 1 v. — Poems

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke tv.— Madelon | v. —Jerome
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
The Lightning Conductor | v.—Lady Betty
across the Water 1 v.—The Motor Maid 1 v.
— Lord Loveland discovers America 1 v.
— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests
of Hercules 2 v.—The Heather Moon iv.
— Set in Silver 2 v. —The Love Pirate 2 v.
— It Happened in Egypt 2 v. —The Wed-
ding Day IV.— The Lion’s Mouse 1 v.—
The Lady from the Air [ v.

Wills, C.J.: vide F. C. Phili ps,

Wodehouse, P. G.
Ukridge i v. — Bill the Conqueror i v. —
Carry on, Jeeves! 1 v. — Sam the Sudden

Wood, C.: vide ““Buried Alone."

Wood, H. F.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny Ludlow),
t 1887.

East Lynne 3v. — The Channings 2 v. —
Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. —
Verner’s Pride 3 V.—The Shadow of Ash-
lydyatj V. —Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Oswald
Cray 2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St.
Martin’s Eve 2 v. — Lady Adelaide’s Oath
2v.— A Life’s Secret IV. — Roland Yorke
2 v. — George Canterbury’s Will 2 v. —
Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 2 v. —
The Foggy Nigh tat Ofiford; Martyn Ware’s
Temptation; The Night-Walk over the
Mill Stream i v. —Johnny Ludlow2 v. —
Told in the Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger
IV. — Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v.
— Court Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following
by Johnny Ludlow) : Lost in the Post, and
Other Tales i v.—Alale of Sin, and Other

Complete List.

fale$ i v. — Anne, and Other Tales | v. —
The Mystery of Jessy Page, etc. 1 v. —
Helen Whitney’s Wedding, etc. 1 v.— | lie
Story of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1 v. (pide
p- 29.)

Woodrofe, Daniel.
langledTi inities | v.—The Beauty-Shop tv.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga-
bonds IV. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The
Invader i v.

Wordsworth, William, t 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, t 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, t 1894.
Land at Last2 v. — The Forlorn Hope 2 v.
— Black Sheep 2 v. — The Rock Ahead
2 v. — Wreckedin Port 2 v. — Dr. Wain-
wright’s Patient 2 v. — Nobody’s Fortune
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow
Flag 2 v. — The Impending Sword 2 v. —
1'wo, by Tricks tv. — A Silent Witness
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yeats, W. B.
A Selection from the Poetry of, 1 v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901.

The Heir of Redclyffe 2 v. — Heartsease
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. —
The Young Step-Mother tv.— The Trial
2 v. — The CleverWoman of the Family
2 v.—The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v.
— The Danvers Papers; The Prince and
the Page I'V. — The Chaplet of Pearls
2v.— The two Guardians 1 v. —TheCaged
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v.
— Lady Hester 1 v. — My Young Alcides
2 v. — Womankind 2 v. — Love and Life
IV. — Unknown to History 2 v. — Stray
Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v.—The Armourer's
Prentices 2 V. — Nuttie’s Father 2 v. —
Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — A Re-
puted Changeling 2 v. — Two Penniless
Princesses | v. — That Stick | v. — Grisly
Grisell IV. — The Long Vacation 2 v. —
Modern Broods 1 v. (Vide p. 29.)

““Young Mistley," Author of: vide Henry
Seton Merriman.
Zangwill, 1.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

A
The World and a Man 2 v.



Series for the Young.

30 Volumes.

Barker, Lady (Lady Broome) :
About:— i v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 11880: Min-
istering Children i v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), t 1887: Our
Year 1V. — Three Tales for Boys 1 v.
— Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M.: Cousin Trix, and her
Welcome Tales 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, t 1849: Moral Tales
tv. — Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia: The Pearl
Fountain, and other Fairy-Tales 1 v.
Lamb, Charles L Mary, t 1834 and 1847:

Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.

Marryat, Captain, t 1848:
Ready i v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma,
Regina iv.

Stories

Masterman

t 1899: Rex and

Published with Continental Copyright as the Collection
of English and American Authors.

Vide page 2.

Montgomery, Florence: The Town-Crier;
to which is added: The Children with
the Indian-Rubber Ball [ v.

“ Ruth and her Friends,” Author of: Ruth
and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry, t 1887: William Allair

Yonge, Charlotte M., 1190t : Kenneth ; or,
the Rear-Guard of the Grand Army 1 v.
— The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester's
Word i v. — The Stokesley Secret v 1.
— Countess Kate IV. — A Book of Gol-
den Deeds 2 v.— Friarswood Post-Office
IV. — Henrietta’s Wish 1v. — Kings ot
England IV. — The Lances of Lyn-
wood ; the Pigeon Pie i v.— P’sand Q’s
i v. — Aunt Charlotte’s Stories of Eng-
lish History IV. — Bye-Words 1 v. —
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

Collection of German Authors.

51 Volumes,
copyright.

Auerbach, Berthold, t 1882: On the
Heights 3 v. — Brigitta | v. — Spinoza

Ebers, Georg, t 1898: An Egyptian Prin-
cess 2 v. — Uarda 2 v. — Homo Sum
2 v. — The Sisters 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. —
Per Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, t 1843: Undine, Sin-
tram, etc. i v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, 11876: Poems i v.

Gorlach, Wilhelm : Prince Bismarck (with
Portrait) iv.

Goethe, W. v., t 1832: Faust IV. — Wil-
helm Meister’s Apprenticeship 2 v.

Gutzkow, Karl, t 1878: Through Night to
Light i v.

Hacklinder, F. W., t 1877. Behind the
Counter [Handel und Wandel] i v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, t 1827 : Three Tales | v.

Heyse, Paul : L’Arrabiata, etc. 1 v.— The

Dead Lake, etc. 1 v.— Barbarossa, etc. |

Translations from the German, published with universal
These volumes may be imported into any country.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von: The Vulture
Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 1 v. — The
Hour will come 2 V.

Kohn, Salomon: Gabriel 1 v.

Lessing, G. E., t 1781 : Nathan the Wise,
and Emilia Galotti 1 v.

Lewaid, Fanny, t 1889: Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., t 1887: The Princess of the
Moor [das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, Maria, t 1857: Joachim v.
Kamern, and Diary of a Poor Young
Lady i v.

Reuter, Fritz, t 1874 In the Year ’13 1 v.
— An old Story of my Farming Days
[Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean Paul), 11825:
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.

Scheffel, Victor von, t 1886: Ekkehard

Taylor, George: Klytia 2 v.
Zschokke, Heinrich, t 1848 : The Princess
of Brunswick-Wolfenbiittel, etc. 1 v.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.

Ausgaben mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Spezial-Worterbiichern.
In steifem Umschlag.

Von Band 41 (The Secret Garden by F. H. Burnett) an erscheint die Students'
Series im handlichen Formate der Tauchnifz Edition.

41 Bande; Kataloge stehen zur Verfiigung.



s> BIBLIOTECA ROJO Y AZUL

Each volume in boards ivith colouredjacket Jb 1.60
Tomo i°: Gustaf af Geijerstam, Tragedia de un Matrimonio.
2°: Teodoro Fontane, Errores y Extravios.
3°: Teodoro Storm, El Fantasma del Dique.
40. Ernst von Wildenbruch, Lagrimas de Nifio, etc.
5°: Teodoro Storm, Inés; La Granja de Immensee, etc.
60. Rodolfo Herzog, Fuente de Juventud; Las Hijas del
Doctor Fruehling; Un Regalo de Nochebuena.
7°: E. T. A. Hoffmann, Aventuras de la Noche de San Sil-
vestre; El Magnetizador; EI Arenero.
8°: Frau7 Grillparzer, EI Monasterio de Sendomir, etc.
- 9% H. V. Kleist, Los Esponsales de San Domingo, etc.

- io°: Flavio Herrera, Cenizas.
Further new volumes of this Spanish collection will be published at regular intervals.

Englische Bibliothek

herausgegeben von Dr. Max Forster
Geh. Hofrat und o. 6. Professor an der Universitit Miinchen

i.Band. Englisch-deutsches Shakespeare-Worterbuch. Von Dr.
LEON KELLNER, ehemals Professor a. d. Universitit Czernowitz. VIII, 358 S.
gr. Lex.-8°. 1922. Gebunden Jb 8.—

2. Band. Protestantismus und Literatur. Neue Wege zur engl.
Literatur des 18. Jahrhunderts. Von Dr. HERBERT SCHOFFLER,
Professor a. d. Univ. Bem. Vvin, 240 S. gr. 8°. 1922. Geheftet Jb 4.—

3.Band. Shakespeare der Mensch. Von HELENE RICHTER. 191 S.
gr. 8°. 1923. Geheftet Jb 3.50

4. Band. Restoring Shakespeare. Von Dr. LEON KELLNER, ehe-
mals Professor an der Universitit Czernowitz. XVI, 216 S. gr. 8°. 1925-
Geheftet Jb 6.—. Gebunden in Leinen Jb 8 50

Beitrage zur englischen Philologie

herausgegeben von Dr. Max Forster
Geh. Hofrat und o. 6. Professor an der Universitit Miinchen
i. Heft. Studien zu Shelleys Lyrik von Dr. HERBERT HUSCHER.
1919. Geheftet Jb i.—
2. Heft. Thackeray als historischer Romanschriftsteller von
Dr.GUDRUN VOGEL. 1920. Geheftete 1.—*
3. Heft. Die Hamletfrage. Ein Beitrag zur Geschichte der Re-
naissance in England von Dr. JOSEF WIHAN, Privatdozent in Prag.
1921. Geheftet Jb 2.—
4. Heft. Gotik und Ruine in der englischen Dichtung des acht-
zehnten Jahrhunderts von Dr. REINHARD HAFERKORN. 1924.
Geheftete 3.—



Shakespeare’s Plays 3i

Each number sold, separately at the price of Jfc —.50

I. Measure for Measure.—2. The Comedy of Errors. —3. Much Ado about Nothing.
—4. Love’s Labour’s lost. — 5. Midsummer-night’s Dream. —6. Merchant of Venice.
— 7. As you like it. — 8. Taming of the Shrew. — 9. All’s well that ends well. —
10. Twelfth-night: or, What you will. — 11. The Winter’s Tale. — 12. King John. —
13. The Life and Death of King Richard II. — 14. First Part of King Henry IV. —
15. Second Part of King Henry IV. — 16. King Henry V. — 17. First Part of King
Henry VI. — 18. Second Part of King Henry VI. —19. Third Part of King Henry VI.
—20. King Richard HI.— 21. King Henry VIII.— 22. Troilus and Cressida.— 23. Titus
Andronicus. — 24. Coriolanus. — 25. Romeo and Juliet. — 26. Timon of Athens. —
27. Julius Czesar. — 28. Macbeth. — 29. Hamlet. — 30. King Lear. — 31. Othello. —
32. Antony and Cleopatra. — 33. Cymbeline.— 34. Pericles, Prince of Tyre.— 35. The
Tempest. — 36. The two Gentlemen of Verona. — 37. Merry Wives of Windsor.

Separate editions of “Sonnets" (J7-.60) and “Poems" (includ. Sonnets) 1 -)

Kellner, Dr. Leon, Die englische Literatur der neuesten Zeit.
Von Dickens bis Shaw. Zweite, wesentlich verdnderte Auflage der
,.Englischen Literatur im Zeitalter der Konigin Viktoria™, gr. 8°.
1921. Gebunden in Leinen vz 9.—

Die Zeit: ,,Das Wesentliche an diesem Buch ist sein gleichmiiBlig helles Licht,
die gleichmifBige Intensitiit seiner geistigen Wirme, sein miiheloses Griindlichsein,
und sein freier Vortrag. Es ist das Buch eines Schriftstellers, der — aulerdem noch —
Professor ist. Ein Buch, das uns bereichert, ohne uns zu plagen. Ein Buch, das uns
freundschaftlich anredet, ohne uns seine Bedeutung fiihlen zu lassen. . .. Es ist em
reiches Buch. ’ Felix Salten.

Schiicking, Levin L.,Die Charakterprobleme bei Shakespeare.

gr. 8°. 1917. Gebunden in Halbleinen vz 6.—

Der Verfasser behandelt die Erklirungen der Shakespeareschen Gestalten, z B.
Cisar, Macbeth, Lear, Hamlet, von ganz neuen Gesichtspunkten aus, und legt
den Nachdruck auf die besonderen literarhistorischen Voraussetzungen der Ent-
stehungszeit der Shakespeareschen Dramen.

Kaluza, Max, Chaucer-Handbuch fiir Studierende
Ausgewihlte Texte mit Einleitungen, einem Abri3 von Chaucers
Versbau und Sprache und einem Worterverzeichnis. 248 S. gr 8°.
1919. Gebunden ur 3.—

Fifty Drawings by Old Masters in Private Collections.
Edited by Professor FELIX BECKER. In Half-Parchment port-folio

Die deutsche Ausgabe ist vergriffen. 120.—
Handzeichnungen holldndischer Meister aus der Samm-
lung Dr. C. Hofstede de Groot im Haag. Neue Folge.
Vierzig ausgewihlte Zeichnungen Rembrandts, seines Kreises und
seiner Zeit. In Farbenlichtdruck in OriginalgroBe herausgegeben von
Prof. Dr. FELIX BECKER. In Halbpergament-Mappe . ur 120.—
Museum Teyler, Haarlem. Vierzig Handzeichnungen alter
Meister der holldndischen und flimischen Schule aus der Samm-
lung des Museums. Herausgegeben von HENDRIK BUISMAN, Kon-
servator der Kunstsammlungen des Museums. 550 Expl. Imp.-Folio

in Ganzleinen-Mappe . oz 120.—



3l Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sale and for use in all countries.

Crown 8vo.

English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Forty-eighth. Edition,
entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Bound in cloth .Pt 7.—
English-French and French-English. (JAMES & MoLE.) Twenty-third,
entirely new and modern Edition. Bound in half-cloth Jz 8.—
English-Ttalian and Italian-English. (JAMES & GRASSL) Sixteenth

Edition, entirely rewritten | id greatly enlarged by Albert de Beaux.
Bound in cloth J/ 6.—
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete

in three parts. 8th Edition. Each part with a new large Supplement includ-

ing all modern terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony.
Bound in half-cloth.

Vol. 1. Francali-Allemand-Anglais.

Vol. II. English-Germ an - French.

VolIlIl. Deutsch -Englisch - Franzosisch.
Each volume is sold separately. Each part jit io.—

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Bound in cloth.

These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date.
English-German and German-English. Thirty-ninth Edition.
Franzosisch-Deutsch u. Deutsch-Franzos. Zwanzigste Aufi.
ITtalienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. ZwdélfteAuflage.
English-French and French-English. Forty-first Edition. \jt 4.—
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-ninth Edition,
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirty-sixth Edition.
Latin-English and English-Latin. Twentieth Edition.
Espagnol-Frangais et Frangais-Espagnol. Neuvieme Edition?
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. Erschienen 1922. |
Deutsch-Russisch u. Russisch-Deutsch. (KOIRANSKY.) Achte\ #

Auffage. I caen

each

Imperial 4°.
Ttalienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (RIGUTINI & BULLE.;
2 Biande. Bd. I: 7. Auflage. Bd. II: 7. Auflage. In Leinen geb.
je Ji 12.50
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (TOLHAUSEN.) 2 Bénde
Bd. I: 8. Auflage. Bd. 11: 8. Auflage. In Leinen geb. je /7 12.50

Etymologisches Worterbuch der englischen Sprache von F. HOLT-
HAUSEN, Prof. d. engl. Philologie a. d. Univ. Kiel.

In Leinen geb.
3-50

PRINTED BY BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG



Latest Volumes — January 1926

Continued, from page 2 of cover

The Immortal Girl. By
BERTA RUCK, 1 vol.-4698.

Rejuvenation is the theme of this most
entertaining story by Berta Ruck in which
an old-tashioned miracle occurs in the life
of a faded middle-aged spinster, enabling
her to enjoy a second girlhood in the guise
of a fashionable maiden of to-day.

The Secret Places of the
Heart By H. G. WELLS,
I vol.-4699.

The author reveals his usual literary
facility and amazing clarity in probing
* the secret places of the heart.” A mod-
ern psychiatrist is presented as one of the
chief figures of the story, but a young
American heroine proves as adept as this
specialist in diagnosing a mystifying heart

aliment.
The Golden Keys. By
VERNON LEE. 1 vol.-4700.

Memories of a cultivated and imagina-
tive mind, full of personal charm, form
the contents ol this new volume dealing
with the “ Genius Loci” of Italian, Ger-
man and French places and landscapes.

Mrs. Harter. By E. M.
DELAFIELD, I vol.-4701.

The author’s power of character analy-
sis is amply displayed in this tragic love
story, told by the master of a country
house, and commented upon by other
witnesses, whose personalities are ren-
dered with satirical humour.

Unravelled Knots. By BARO-
NESS ORCZY. 1 vol.-4702.

As usual, the Baroness Orczy holds
her readers in thrall from beginning to
end of this series ofshort stories dealing
with mysterious crimes, the solution of
each being offered by a curious individual.

The Crystal Cup. By GER-
TRUDE F. ATHERTON, I vol.-

4703-

This novel gives a clever picture of

New York Society in the post-war days,
showing the effects of the spirit of the time
of the younger women of Society—their
contempt for the old conventions, and
their search for new standards and prin-
ciples.

This Mad Ideal. By FLoYD
DELL, 1 vol.-4704.

The first novel by this talented author,
published by the Tauchnitz Edition, shows
the development of a young writer from
early childhood to maturity, when she
succeeds in liberating herself from her
cramping surroundings in an American
provincial town. Character and * milieu ”
are depicted with equal skill and charm.

Suspense. By JOSEPH CONRAD.
1 voL-4705.

# <“Suspense'" is Conrad's last novel
and, tragically was left unfinished when
he died. This ““huge fragment” forms
a narrative of intense dramatic interest
and magnificent quality. It is not a sea
story, but centres round the character of
Napoleon Bonaparte.

Little Tiger. By ANTHONY
HoPE, 1 vol.-4706.

This eminent novelist stands unrivalled
as a master of kindly satire and keen ob-
server of human nature. ““Little liger,”
on a visit from Tasmania, brings passion
and tragedy into the hitherto peaceful
life of a country gentleman.

The Chip and the Block.
By E. M. DELAFIELD, 1 vol.-
4707.

Miss Delafield makes the psychology
of egotists her special study. A high-
strung author is contrasted with his eldest
son, and his relations to various other
members of the family are described in
a delightfully humorous vein.

Portrait of a Man with Red
Hair. By HUGH WALPOLE,
I VO0I.-4708.

A most curious and exciting tale, re-

Continued on page 4 of cover
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miniscent of E. A. Poe, with discursions
into the minds of sane and insane persons,
during their wondrous adventures in
beautifully rendered Cornish scenery.

Thus Far. By J. C. SNAITH.
I vol.-4709.

Embroidering on facts of recent scien-
tific research this versatile author antici-
pates the “ Superman ” whom he depicts
in his relations towards humanity ol to-
day. A most fascinating and enthralling
tale of crime.

Carry on, Jeeves! By P. G.
WODEHOUSE. I VOL-4710.

A brilliantly amusing achievement by
a much appreciated humourist in which a
resourceful “°gentleman’s personal gentle-
man ” plays the chief part, helping his
delightfully guileless master out of various
difficulties.

Bread of Deceit. By MRS.

BELLOC LOWNDES, 1 vol.-
4711.
Mrs. Belloc Lowndes has again

achieved a dramatically developed story
in which her power of characterisation
has lull scope. The invasion of Post-war
London Society by desperate elements,
bent on succeeding in hie at any price, is
the theme ol her new book.

Kneel to the Prettiest. By
BERTA RUCK, 1 voL-4712.

Berta Ruck writes about “ modern
youth” with individual charm and gay
humour. The life ol a large and happy
family of *“New Poor” affords as much
entertainment as do the vagaries of their
eccentric great-grandfather.

The Country of the Blind,
and Other Stories. By
H. G. WELLS, 1 vol.-4713.

Contents: The Country of the Blind

— The Door in the Wall — The Beauti-
ful Suit — The Empire of the Ants —
The Land Ironclads — The Grisly Folk
— Little Mother up the Morderberg —
My First Aeroplane — A Vision ofJudg-
ment — The Story of the Last Trump —
The Pearl of Love.

Sam the Sudden. By P. G.
WODEHOUSE. I vol.-4714.

Those who enjoy a hearty laugh are
likely to be already acquainted with the
author’s previous entertaining novels. He
has a special faculty for depicting impul-
sive young men, causing much astonish-
ment to others, during the pursuit of
their ideal.

The Elder Sister. By FRANK
SWINNERTON. I VOL-4715.

“ His pattern here is the love of two
sisters for the same mau. Anne is strong
and serene, but unconquerable ; she gives
everything, but never yields her judgment.
Vera is weak and passionate, one who
can torture and be tortured, at the mercy
of all her emotions. Mortimer, too, is
weak and passionate. He married Anne
because he was weak and lonely.”

The Times Literary Supplement.

The Professor's House. By

WILLA CATHER. | vol.-4716.

A new book by this celebrated Ameri-
can author gives the life-story of two
idealists,interwoven in an original manner,
and containing interesting descriptions of
American University life. Protessor St.
Peter, suffering under the women of his
lamily, gains the reader’s full sympathy.

A Casual Commentary. By
ROSE MACAULAY, T volL-4717.

A volume ol essays on many themes,
ranging from Railway Travelling to Ro-
mance, from Elections to Journalism,
taking Marriage and Platonic Affection
on the way. Ail thesesubjects are regarded
from an unconventional point of view and
are treated with the light satirical touch
which is characteristic of this brilliant
writer.



