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“ Brother, brother, on some far shore
Hast thou a city, is there a door
That knows thy footfall, Wandering One?” 

Murray’s Electra of Euripides.

FRATERNITY.

CHAPTER I.
THE SHADOW.

On the afternoon of the last day of April, igo—, a 
billowy sea of little broken clouds crowned the thin air 
above High Street, Kensington. This soft tumult of 
vapours, covering nearly all the firmament, was in on
slaught round a patch of blue sky, shaped somewhat like 
a star, which still gleamed—a single gentian flower amongst 
innumerable grass. Each of these small clouds seemed 
fitted with a pair of unseen wings, and, as insects flight 
on their too constant journeys, they were setting forth all 
ways round this starry blossom which burned so clear 
with the colour of its far fixity. On one side they were 
massed in fleecy congeries, so crowding each other that 
no edge or outline was preserved; on the other, higher, 
stronger, emergent from their fellow-clouds, they seemed 
leading the attack on that surviving gleam of the ineffable. 
Infinite was the variety of those million separate vapours, 
infinite the unchanging unity of that fixed blue star.

Down in the street beneath this eternal warring of the 
various soft-winged clouds on the unmisted ether, men, 
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women, children, and their familiars—horses, dogs, and 
cats—were pursuing their occupations with the sweet zest 
of the Spring. They streamed along, and the noise of 
their frequenting rose in an unbroken roar: “I, I—I, I!” 

The crowd was perhaps thickest outside the premises 
of Messrs. Rose and Thorn. Every kind of being, from 
the highest to the lowest, passed in front of the hundred 
doors of this establishment; and before the costume 
window a rather tall, slight, graceful woman stood thinking : 
“It really is gentian blue! But I don’t know whether I 
ought to buy it, with all this distress about!”

Her eyes, which were greenish-grey, and often ironical 
lest they should reveal her soul, seemed probing a blue 
gown displayed in that window, to the very heart of its 
desirability.

“And suppose Stephen doesn’t like me in it ! ” This doubt 
set her gloved fingers pleating the bosom of her frock. 
Into that little pleat she folded the essence of herself, the 
wish to have and the fear of having, the wish to be and 
the fear of being, and her veil, falling from the edge of 
her hat, three inches from her face, shrouded with its 
tissue her half-decided little features, her rather too high 
cheek-bones, her cheeks that were slightly hollowed, as 
though Time had kissed them just a bit too much.

The old man, with a long face, eyes rimmed like a 
parrot’s, and discoloured nose, who, so long as he did not 
sit down, was permitted to frequent the pavement just 
there and sell the Westminster Gazette, marked her, and 
took his empty pipe out of his mouth.

It was his business to know all the passers-by, and 
his pleasure too; his mind was thus distracted from the 
condition of his feet. He knew this particular lady with 
the delicate face, and found her puzzling; she sometimes 



THE SHADOW. I I

bought the paper which Fate condemned him, against his 
politics, to sell. The Tory journals were undoubtedly 
those which her class of person ought to purchase. He 
knew a lady when he saw one. In fact, before Life 
threw him into the streets, by giving him a disease in 
curing which his savings had disappeared, he had been 
a butler, and for the gentry had a respect as incurable 
as was his distrust of “all that class of people” who 
bought their things at “these ’ere large establishments,” 
and attended “these ’ere subscription dances at the Town 
’All over there.” He watched her with special interest, 
not, indeed, attempting to attract attention, though con
scious in every fibre that he had only sold five copies of 
his early issues. And he was sorry and surprised when 
she passed from his sight through one of the hundred 
doors.

The thought which spurred her into Messrs. Rose and 
Thorn’s was this: “I am thirty-eight; I have a daughter 
of seventeen! I cannot afford to lose my husband’s ad
miration. The time is on me when I really must make 
myself look nice!”

Before a long mirror, in whose bright pool there yearly 
bathed hundreds of women’s bodies, divested of skirts 
and bodices, whose unruffled surface reflected daily a 
dozen women’s souls divested of everything, her eyes be
came as bright as steel; but having ascertained the need 
of taking two inches off the chest of the gentian frock, 
one off its waist, three off its hips, and of adding one to 
its skirt, they clouded again with doubt, as though pre
pared to fly from the decision she had come to. Re
suming her bodice, she asked:

“When could you let me have it?” 
“At the end of the week, madam.”
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“Not till then?”
“We are very pressed, madam.”
“Oh, but you must let me have it by Thursday at the 

latest, please.”
The fitter sighed: “I will do my best.”
“I shall rely on you. Mrs. Stephen Dallison, 76, The 

Old Square.”
Going downstairs she thought: “That poor girl looked 

very tired; it’s a shame they give them such long hours!” 
and she passed into the street.

A voice said timidly behind her: “ Westminister, 
marm?”

“That’s the poor old creature,” thought Cecilia Dallison, 
“whose nose is so unpleasant. I don’t really think I------ ”
and she felt for a penny in her little bag. Standing be
side the “poor old creature” was a woman clothed in 
worn but neat black clothes, and an ancient toque that 
had once known, a better head. The wan remains of a 
little bit of fur lay round her throat. She had a thin 
face, not without refinement, mild, very clear brown eyes, 
and a twist of smooth black hair. Beside her was a 
skimpy little boy, and in her arms a baby. Mrs. Dallison 
held out twopence for the paper, but it was at the woman 
that she looked.

“Oh, Mrs. Hughs,” she said, “we’ve been expecting 
you to hem the curtains!”

The woman slightly pressed the baby.
“I am very sorry, ma’am. I knew I was expected, but 

I’ve had such trouble.”
Cecilia winced. “Oh, really?”
“Yes, m’m; it’s my husband.”
“Oh, dear!” Cecilia murmured. “But why didn’t 

you come to us?”
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“I didn’t feel up to it, ma’am; I didn’t really------ ”
A tear ran down her cheek, and was caught in a 

furrow near the mouth.
Mrs. Dallison said hurriedly: “Yes, yes; I’m very 

sorry.”
“This old gentleman, Mr. Creed, lives in the same 

house with us, and he is going to speak to my husband.”
The old man wagged his head on its lean stalk of neck.
“He ought to know better than be’ave ’imself so dis

respectable,” he said.
Cecilia looked at him, and murmured: “I hope he 

won’t turn on you!”
The old man shuffled his feet.
“I likes to live at peace with everybody. I shall have 

the police to ’im if he misdemeans hisself with me! . . . 
Westminister, sir?” And, screening his mouth from Mrs. 
Dallison, he added in a loud whisper: “Execution of the * 
Shoreditch murderer!”

Cecilia felt suddenly as though the world were listen
ing to her conversation with these two rather seedy persons.

“I don’t really know what I can do for you, Mrs. 
Hughs. I’ll speak to Mr. Dallison, and to Mr. Hilary too.”

“Yes, ma’am; thank you, ma’am.”
With a smile that seemed to deprecate its own appear

ance, Cecilia grasped her skirts and crossed the road. “I 
hope I wasn’t unsympathetic,” she thought, looking back 
at the three figures on the edge of the pavement—the 
old man with his papers, and his discoloured nose thrust 
upwards under iron-rimmed spectacles; the seamstress in 
her black dress; the skimpy little boy. Neither speaking 
nor moving, they were looking out before them at the 
traffic; and something in Cecilia revolted at this sight. It 
was lifeless, hopeless, unæsthetic.
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“What can one do,” she thought, “for women like 
Mrs. Hughs, who always look like that? And that poor 
old man ! I suppose I oughtn’t to have bought that dress, 
but Stephen is tired of this.”

She turned out of the main street into a road pre
served from commoner forms of traffic, and stopped at a 
long low house half hidden behind the trees of its front 
garden.

It was the residence of Hilary Dallison, her husband’s 
brother, and himself the husband of Bianca, her own 
sister.

The queer conceit came to Cecilia that it resembled 
Hilary. Its look was kindly and uncertain; its colour a 
palish tan; the eyebrows of its windows rather straight 
than arched, and those deep-set eyes, the windows, 
twinkled hospitably; it had, as it were, a sparse moustache 
and beard of creepers, and dark marks here and there, 
like the lines and shadows on the faces of those who think 
too much. Beside it, and apart, though connected by a 
passage, a studio stood, and about that studio—of white 
rough-cast, with a black oak door, and peacock-blue paint 
—was something a little hard and fugitive, well-suited to 
Bianca, who used it, indeed, to paint in. It seemed to 
stand, with its eyes on the house, shrinking defiantly from 
too close company, as though it could not entirely give 
itself to anything. Cecilia, who often worried over the 
relations between her sister and her brother-in-law, suddenly 
felt how fitting and symbolical this was.

But, mistrusting inspirations, which, experience told 
her, committed one too much, she walked quickly up the 
stone-flagged pathway to the door. Lying in the porch 
was a little moonlight-coloured lady bulldog, of toy breed, 
who gazed up with eyes like agates, delicately waving her 
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bell-rope tail, as it was her habit to do towards everyone, 
for she had been handed down clearer and paler with 
each generation, till she had at last lost all the peculiar 
virtues of dogs that bait the bull.

Speaking the word “Miranda!” Mrs. Stephen Dallison 
tried to pat this daughter of the house. The little bull
dog withdrew from her caress, being also unaccustomed 
to commit herself. . . .

Mondays were Bianca’s “days,” and Cecilia made her 
way towards the studio. It was a large high room, full 
of people.

Motionless, by himself, close to the door, stood an old 
man, very thin and rather bent, with silvery hair, and a 
thin silvery beard grasped in his transparent fingers. He 
was dressed in a suit of smoke-grey cottage tweed, which 
smelt of peat, and an Oxford shirt, whose collar, ceasing 
prematurely, exposed a lean brown neck; his trousers, too, 
ended very soon, and showed light socks. In his attitude 
there was something suggestive of the patience and de
termination of a mule. At Cecilia’s approach he raised 
his eyes. It was at once apparent why, in so full a room, 
he was standing alone. Those blue eyes looked as if he 
were about to utter a prophetic statement.

“They have been speaking to me of an execution,” 
he said.

Cecilia made a nervous movement.
“Yes, Father?”
“To take life,” went on the old man in a voice which, 

though charged with strong emotion, seemed to be speak
ing to itself, “was the chief mark of the insensate bar
barism still prevailing in those days. It sprang from that 
most irreligious fetish, the belief in the permanence of thę 
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individual ego after death. From the worship of that 
fetish had come all the sorrows of the human race.”

Cecilia, with an involuntary quiver of her little bag, 
said:

“Father, how can you?”
“They did not stop to love each other in this life; 

they were so sure they had all eternity to do it in. The 
doctrine was an invention to enable men to act like dogs 
with clear consciences. Love could never come to full 
fruition till it was destroyed.”

Cecilia looked hastily round; no one had heard. She 
moved a little sideways, and became merged in another 
group. Her father’s lips continued moving. He had 
resumed the patient attitude that so slightly suggested 
mules. A voice behind her said: “I do think your father 
is such an interesting man, Mrs. Dallison.”

Cecilia turned and saw a woman of middle height, 
with her hair done in the early Italian fashion, and very 
small, dark, lively eyes, which looked as though her love 
of living would keep her busy each minute of her day 
and all the minutes that she could occupy of everybody 
else’s days.

“Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace? Oh! how do you do? 
I’ve been meaning to come and see you for quite a long 
time, but I know you’re always so busy.”

With doubting eyes, half friendly and half defensive, 
as though chaffing to prevent herself from being chaffed, 
Cecilia looked at Mrs. Tallents ¿mallpeace, whom she had 
met several times at Bianca’s house. The widow of a 
somewhat famous connoisseur, she was now secretary of 
the League for Educating Orphans who have Lost both 
Parents, vice-president of the Forlorn Hope for Maids in 
Peril, and treasurer to Thursday Hops for Working Girls.
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She seemed to know every man and woman who was 
worth knowing, and some besides; to see all picture-shows; 
to hear every new musician; and attend the opening per
formance of every play. With regard to literature, she 
would say that authors bored her; but she was always 
doing them good turns, inviting them to meet their critics 
or editors, and sometimes—though this was not generally 
known—pulling them out of the holes they were prone 
to get into, by lending them a sum of money—after 
which, as she would plaintively remark, she rarely saw 
them more.

She had a peculiar spiritual significance to Mrs. Stephen 
Dallison, being just on the border-line between those of 
Bianca’s friends whom Cecilia did not wish and those 
whom she did wish to come to her own house, for Stephen, 
a barrister in an official position, had a keen sense of the 
ridiculous. Since Hilary wrote books and was a poet, 
and Bianca painted, their friends would naturally be either 
interesting or queer; and though for Stephen’s sake it was 
important to establish which was which, they were so very 
often both. Such people stimulated, taken in small doses, 
but neither on her husband’s account nor on her daughter’s 
did Cecilia desire that they should come to her in swarms. 
Her attitude of mind towards them was, in fact, similar— 
a sort of pleasurable dread—to that in which she pur
chased the Westminster Gazette to feel the pulse of social 
progress.

Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace’s dark little eyes twinkled.
“I hear that Mr. Stone—that is your father’s name, 

I think—is writing a book which will create quite a sen
sation when it comes out.”

Cecilia bit her lips. “I hope it never will come out,” 
she was on the point of saying.
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“What will it be called?” asked Mrs. Tallents Small
peace. “I gather that it’s a book of Universal Brother
hood. That’s so nice!”

Cecilia made a movement of annoyance. “Who told 
you?”

“Ah!” said Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, “I do think your 
sister gets such attractive people at her At Homes. They 
all take such interest in things.”

A little surprised at herself, Cecilia answered: “Too 
much for me!”

Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace smiled. “I mean in art and 
social questions. Surely one can’t be too interested in 
them?”

Cecilia said rather hastily:
“Oh no, of course not.” And both ladies looked 

around them. A buzz of conversation fell on Cecilia’s ears.
“Have you seen the ‘Aftermath’? It's really quite 

wonderful ! ”
“Poor old chap! he’s so rococo. . . .”
“There’s a new man. . . .”
“She’s very sympathetic. . . .”
“But the condition of the poor. . . .”
“Is that Mr. Balladyce? Oh, really. . . .”
“It gives you such a feeling of life. . . .”
“Bourgeois'. . . ”
The voice of Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace broke through: 

“But do please tell me who is that young girl with the 
young man looking at the picture over there. She’s quite 
charming ! ”

Cecilia’s cheeks went a very pretty pink.
“Oh, that’s my little daughter.”
“Really! Have you a daughter as big as that? Why, 

she must be seventeen!”
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“Nearly eighteen!”
“What is her name?”
“Thyme,” said Cecilia, with a little smile. She felt 

that Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace was about to say: “How 
charming!”

Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace saw her smile and paused. 
“Who is the young man with her?”

“My nephew, Martin Stone.”
“The son of your brother who was killed with his 

wife in that dreadful Alpine accident? He looks a very 
decided sort of young man. He’s got that new look. 
What is he?”

“He’s very nearly a doctor. I never know whether 
he’s quite finished or not.”

“I thought perhaps he might have something to do 
with Art.”

“Oh no, he despises Art.”
“And does your daughter despise it, too?”
“No; she’s studying it.”
“Oh, really! How interesting! I do think the rising 

generation amusing, don’t you? They’re so indepen
dent.”

Cecilia looked uneasily at the rising generation. They 
were standing side by side before the picture, curiously 
observant and detached, exchanging short remarks and 
glances. They seemed to watch all these circling, chatting, 
bending, smiling people with a sort of youthful, matter-of- 
fact, half-hostile curiosity. The young man had a pale 
face, clean-shaven, with a strong jaw, a long, straight nose, 
a rather bumpy forehead which did not recede, and clear 
grey eyes. His sarcastic lips were firm and quick, and 
he looked at people with disconcerting straightness. The 
young girl wore a blue-green frock. Her face was charm- 

2* 
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ing, with eager, hazel-grey eyes, a bright colour, and fluffy 
hair the colour of ripe nuts.

“That’s your sister’s picture, ‘The Shadow,’ they’re 
looking at, isn’t it?” asked Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace. “I 
remember seeing it on Christmas Day, and the little model 
who was sitting for it—an attractive type! Your brother- 
in-law told me how interested you all were in her. Quite 
a romantic story, wasn’t it, about her fainting from want 
of food when she first came to sit?”

Cecilia murmured something. Her hands were moving 
nervously; she looked ill at ease.

These signs passed unperceived by Mrs. Tallents Small
peace, whose eyes were busy.

“In the F.H.M.P., of course, I see a lot of young girls 
placed in delicate positions, just on the borders, don’t you 
know? You should really join the F.H.M.P., Mrs. Dalli- 
son. It’s a first-rate thing—most absorbing work.”

The doubting deepened in Cecilia’s eyes.
“Oh, it must be!” she said. “I’ve so little time.” 
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace w’ent on at once.
“Don’t you think that we live in the most interesting 

days? There are such a lot of movements going on. It’s 
quite exciting. We all feel that we can’t shut our eyes 
any longer to social questions. I mean the condition of 
the people alone is enough to give one nightmare!”

“Yes, yes,” said Cecilia; “it is dreadful, of course.”
“Politicians and officials are so hopeless, one can’t 

look for anything from them.”
Cecilia drew herself up. “Oh, do you think so?” 

she said.
“I was just talking to Mr. Balladyce. He says that 

Art and Literature must be put on a new basis alto
gether.”
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“Yes,” said Cecilia; “really? Is he that funny little 
man?”

“I think he’s so monstrously clever.”
Cecilia answered quickly: “I know—I know. Of 

course, something must be done.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace absently, “I 

think we all feel that. Oh, do tell me! I’ve been talking 
to such a delightful person—just the type you see when 
you go into the City—thousands of them, all in such good 
black coats. It’s so unusual to really meet one nowa
days; and they’re so refreshing, they have such nice simple 
views. There he is, standing just behind your sister.”

Cecilia by a nervous gesture indicated that she re
cognised the personality alluded to. “Oh yes,” she said; 
“Mr. Purcey. I don’t know why he comes to see us.”

“I think he’s so delicious!” said Mrs. Tallents Small
peace dreamily. Her little dark eyes, like bees, had 
flown to sip honey from the flower in question—a man 
of broad build and medium height, dressed with accuracy, 
who seemed just a little out of his proper bed. His 
mustachioed mouth wore a set smile; his cheerful face 
was rather red, with a forehead of no extravagant height 
or breadth, and a conspicuous jaw; his hair was thick 
and light in colour, and his eyes were small, grey, and 
shrewd. He was looking at a picture.

“He’s so delightfully unconscious,” murmured Mrs. 
Tallents Smallpeace. “He didn’t even seem to know that 
there was a problem of the lower classes.”

“Did he tell you that he had a picture?” asked 
Cecilia gloomily.

“Oh yes, by Harp ignies, with the accent on the ‘pig.’ 
It’s worth three times what he gave for it. It’s so nice to 
be made to feel that there is still all that mass of people 
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just simply measuring everything by what they gave 
for it.”

“And did he tell you my grandfather Carfax’s dictum 
in the Banstock case?” muttered Cecilia.

“Oh yes: ‘The man who does not know his own mind 
should be made an Irishman by Act of Parliament.’ He 
said it was so awfully good.”

“He would,” replied Cecilia.
“He seems to depress you, rather!”
“Oh no; I believe he’s quite a nice sort of person. 

One can’t be rude to him; he really did what he thought 
a very kind thing to my father. That’s how we came to 
know him. Only it’s rather trying when he will come to 
call regularly. He gets a little on one’s nerves.”

“Ah, that’s just what I feel is so jolly about him; no 
one would ever get on his nerves. I do think we’ve got 
too many nerves, don’t you? Here’s your brother-in-law. 
He’s such an uncommon-looking man; I want to have a 
talk with him about that little model. A country girl, 
wasn’t she?”

She had turned her head towards a tall man with a 
very slight stoop and a brown, thin, bearded face, who 
was approaching from the door. She did not see that 
Cecilia had flushed, and was looking at her almost angrily. 
The tall thin man put his hand on Cecilia’s arm, saying 
gently: “Hallo, Cis! Stephen here yet?”

Cecilia shook her head.
“You know Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, Hilary?”
The tall man bowed. His hazel-coloured eyes were 

shy, gentle, and deep-set; his eyebrows, hardly ever still, 
gave him a look of austere whimsicality. His dark brown 
hair was very lightly touched with grey, and a frequent 
kindly smile played on his lips. His unmannerismed 
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manner was quiet to the point of extinction. He had long, 
thin, brown hands, and nothing peculiar about his dress.

“I’ll leave you to talk to Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace,” 
Cecilia said.

A knot of people round Mr. Balladyce prevented her 
from moving far, however, and the voice of Mrs. Small
peace travelled to her ears.

“I was talking about that little model. It was so 
good of you to take such interest in the girl. I wondered 
whether we could do anything for her.”

Cecilia’s hearing was too excellent to miss the tone of 
Hilary’s reply:

“Oh, thank you; I don’t think so.”
“I fancied perhaps you might feel that our Society— 

hers is an unsatisfactory profession for young girls!”
Cecilia saw the back of Hilary’s neck turn red. She 

turned her head away.
“Of course, there are many very nice models indeed,” 

said the voice of Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace. “I don’t 
mean that they are necessarily at all—if they’re girls of 
strong character; and especially if they don’t sit for the— 
the altogether.”

Hilary’s dry, staccato answer came to Cecilia’s ears: 
“Thank you; it’s very kind of you.”

“Oh, of course, if it’s not necessary. Your wife’s 
picture was so clever, Mr. Dallison—such an interesting 
type.”

Without intention Cecilia found herself before that 
picture. It stood with its face a little turned towards the 
wall, as though somewhat in disgrace, portraying the full- 
length figure of a girl standing in deep shadow, with her 
arms half outstretched, as if asking for something. Her 
eyes were fixed on Cecilia, and through her parted lips 
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breath almost seemed to come. The only colour in the 
picture was the pale blue of those eyes, the pallid red of 
those parted lips, the still paler brown of the hair; the 
rest was shadow. In the foreground light was falling as 
though from a street-lamp.

Cecilia thought: “That girl’s eyes and mouth haunt 
me. Whatever made Bianca choose such a subject? It 
is clever, of course—for her.”

CHAPTER II.
A FAMILY DISCUSSION.

The marriage of Sylvanus Stone, Professor of the 
Natural Sciences, to Anne, daughter of Mr. Justice Car
fax, of the well-known county family—the Carfaxes of 
Spring Deans, Hants—was recorded in the sixties. The 
baptisms of Martin, Cecilia, and Bianca, son and daughters 
of Sylvanus and Anne Stone, were to be discovered regis
tered in Kensington in the three consecutive years follow
ing, as though some single-minded person had been con
nected with their births. After this the baptisms of no 
more offspring were to be found anywhere, as if that 
single mind had encountered opposition. But in the 
eighties there was noted in the register of the same 
church the burial of “Anne, née Carfax, wife of Sylvanus 
Stone.” In that “née Carfax” there was, to those who 
knew, something more than met the eye. It summed up 
the mother of Cecilia and Bianca, and, in more subtle 
fashion, Cecilia and Bianca, too. It summed up that 
fugitive, barricading look in their bright eyes, which, 
though spoken of in the family as “the Carfax eyes,” 
were in reality far from coming from old Mr. Justice
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Carfax. They had been his wife’s in turn, and had 
much annoyed a man of his decided character. He him
self had always known his mind, and had let others 
know it, too; reminding his wife that she was an im
practicable woman, who knew not her own mind; and 
devoting his lawful gains to securing the future of his 
progeny. It would have disturbed him if he had lived to 
see his granddaughters and their times. Like so many 
able men of his generation, far-seeing enough in practical 
affairs, he had never considered the possibility that the 
descendants of those who, like himself, had laid up trea
sure for their children’s children might acquire the quality 
of taking time, balancing pros and cons, looking ahead, 
and not putting one foot down before picking the other 
up. He had not foreseen, indeed, that to wobble might 
become an art, in order that, before anything was done, 
people might know the full necessity for doing something, 
and how impossible it would be to do—indeed, foolish to 
attempt to do—that which would fully meet the case. 
He, who had been a man of action all his life, had not 
perceived how it would grow to be matter of common in
stinct that to act was to commit oneself, and that, while 
what one had was not precisely what one wanted, what 
one had not (if one had it) would be as bad. He had 
never been self-conscious—it was not the custom of his 
generation—and, having but little imagination, had never 
suspected that he was laying up that quality for his 
descendants, together with a competence that secured 
them a comfortable leisure.

Of all the persons in his granddaughter’s studio that 
afternoon, that stray sheep Mr. Purcey would have been, 
perhaps, the only one whose judgments he would have 
considered sound. No one had laid up a competence 
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for Mr. Purcey, who had been in business from the age of 
twenty.

It is uncertain whether the mere fact that he was not 
in his own fold kept this visitor lingering in the studio 
when all other guests were gone; or whether it was simply 
the feeling that the longer he stayed in contact with really 
artistic people the more distinguished he was becoming. 
Probably the latter, for the possession of that Harpignies, 
a good specimen, which he had bought by accident, and 
subsequently by accident discovered to have a peculiar 
value, had become a factor in his life, marking him out 
from all his friends, who went in more for a neat type 
of Royal Academy landscape, together with reproductions 
of young ladies in eighteenth-century costumes seated on 
horseback, or in Scotch gardens. A junior partner in a 
banking-house of some importance, he lived at Wimble
don, whence he passed up and down daily in his car. 
To this he owed his acquaintance with the family of 
Dallison. For one day, after telling his chauffeur to await 
him at the gate of the Broad Walk, he had set out to 
stroll down Rotten Row, as he often did on the way home, 
designing to nod to anybody that he knew. It had 
turned out a somewhat barren expedition. No one of 
any consequence had met his eye; and it was with a cer
tain almost fretful longing for distraction that in Kensing
ton Gardens he came on an old man feeding birds out of 
a paper bag. The birds having flown away on seeing 
him, he approached the feeder to apologise.

“Pm afraid I frightened your birds, sir,” he began.
This old man, who was dressed in smoke-grey tweeds 

which exhaled a poignant scent of peat, looked at him 
without answering.
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“I’m afraid your birds saw me coming,” Mr. Purcey 
said again.

“In those days,” said the aged stranger, “birds were 
afraid of men.”

Mr. Purcey’s shrewd grey eyes perceived at once that 
he had a character to deal with.

“Ah, yes!” he said; “I see—you allude to the present 
time. That’s very nice. Ha, ha!”

The old man answered: “The emotion of fear is insepar
ably connected with a primitive state of fratricidal rivalry.” 

This sentence put Mr. Purcey on his guard.
“The old chap,” he thought, “is touched. He evi

dently oughtn’t to be out here by himself.” He debated, 
therefore, whether he should hasten away toward his car, 
or stand by in case his assistance should be needed. 
Being a kind-hearted man, who believed in his capacity 
for putting things to rights, and noticing a certain delicacy 
—a “sort of something rather distinguished,” as he 
phrased it afterwards—in the old fellow’s face and figure, 
he decided to see if he could be of any service. They 
walked along together, Mr. Purcey watching his new friend 
askance, and directing the march to where he had ordered 
his chauffeur to await him.

“You are very fond of birds, I suppose,” he said 
cautiously.

“The birds are our brothers.”
The answer was of a nature to determine Mr. Purcey 

in his diagnosis of the case.
“I’ve got my car here,” he said. “Let me give you 

a lift home.”
This new but aged acquaintance did not seem to 

hear; his lips moved as though he were following out 
some thought.
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“In those days,” Mr. Purcey heard him say, “the con
geries of men were known as rookeries. The expression 
was hardly just towards that handsome bird.”

Mr. Purcey touched him hastily on the arm.
“I’ve got my car here, sir,” he said. “Do let me put 

you down!”
Telling the story afterwards, he had spoken thus:
“The old chap knew where he lived right enough; 

but dash me if I believe he noticed that I was taking 
him there in my car—I had the A.i. Damyer out. That’s 
how I came to make the acquaintance of these Dallisons. 
He’s the writer, you know; and she paints—rather the 
new school—she admires Harpignies. Well, when I got 
there in the car I found Dallison in the garden. Of 
course I was careful not to put my foot into it. I told 
him: T found this old gentleman wandering about. I’ve 
just brought him back in my car.’ Who should the old 
chap turn out to be but her father! They were awfully 
obliged to me. Charmin’ people, but very what d’you 
call it—jin de siècle—like all these professors, these 
artistic pigs—seem to know rather a queer set, advanced 
people, and all that sort of cuckoo, always talkin’ about 
the poor, and societies, and new religions, and that kind 
of thing.”

Though he had since been to see them several times, 
the Dallisons had never robbed him of the virtuous feel
ing of that good action—they had never let him know 
that he had brought home, not, as he imagined, a lunatic, 
but merely a philosopher.

It had been somewhat of a quiet shock to him to find 
Mr. Stone close to the doorway when he entered Bianca’s 
studio that afternoon; for though he had seen him since 
the encounter in Kensington Gardens, and knew that he
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was writing a book, he still felt that he was not quite the 
sort of old man that one ought to meet about. He had 
at once begun to tell him of the hanging of the Shoreditch 
murderer, as recorded in the evening papers. Mr. Stone’s 
reception of that news had still further confirmed his 
original views. When all the guests were gone—with the 
exception of Mr. and Mrs. Stephen Dallison and Miss 
Dallison, “that awfully pretty girl,” and the young man 
“who was always hangin’ about her”—he had approached 
his hostess for some quiet talk. She stood listening to 
him, very well-bred, with just that habitual spice of 
mockery in her smile, which to Mr. Purcey’s eyes made 
her “a very strikin’-lookin’ woman, but rather------” There
he would stop, for it required a greater psychologist than 
he to describe a secret disharmony which a little marred 
her beauty. Due to some too violent cross of blood, to 
an environment too unsuited, to what not—it was branded 
on her. Those who knew Bianca Dallison * better than 
Mr. Purcey were but too well aware of this fugitive, proud 
spirit permeating one whose beauty would otherwise have 
passed unquestioned.

She was a little taller than Cecilia, her figure rather 
fuller and more graceful, her hair darker, her eyes, too, 
darker and more deeply set, her cheek-bones higher, her 
colouring richer. That spirit of the age, Disharmony, 
must have presided when a child so vivid and dark
coloured was christened Bianca.

Mr. Purcey, however, was not a man who allowed the 
finest shades of feeling to interfere with his enjoyments. 
She was a “strikin’-lookin’ woman,” and there was, thanks 
to Harpignies, a link between them.

“Your father and I, Mrs. Dallison, can’t quite under
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stand each other,” he began. “Our views of life don’t 
seem to hit it off exactly.”

“Really,” murmured Bianca; “I should have thought 
that you’d have got on so well.”

“He’s a little bit too—er—scriptural for me, perhaps,” 
said Mr. Purcey, with some delicacy.

“Did we never tell you,” Bianca answered softly, “that 
my father was a rather well-known man of science before 
his illness?”

“Ah!” replied Mr. Purcey, a little puzzled; “that, of 
course. D’you know, of all your pictures, Mrs. Dallison, 
I think that one you call “The Shadow” is the most 
rippin’. There’s a something about it that gets hold of 
you. That was the original, wasn’t it, at your Christmas 
party—attractive girl—it’s an awf’ly good likeness.”

Bianca’s face had changed, but Mr. Purcey was not 
a man to notice a little thing like that.

“If ever you want to part with it,” he said, “I hope 
you’ll give me a chance. I mean it’d be a pleasure to 
me to have it. I think it’ll be w’orth a lot of money 
some day.”

Bianca did not answer, and Mr. Purcey, feeling sud
denly a little awkward, said: “I’ve got my car waiting. 
I must be off—really.” Shaking hands with all of them, 
he went away.

When the door had closed behind his back, a universal 
sigh went up. It was followed by a silence, which Hilary 
broke.

“We’ll smoke, Stevie, if Cis doesn’t mind.”
Stephen Dallison placed a cigarette between his 

moustacheless lips, always rather screwed up, and ready 
to nip with a smile anything that might make him feel 
ridiculous.
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“Phew!” he said. “Our friend Purcey becomes a 
little tedious. He seems to take the whole of Philistia 
about with him.”

“He’s a very decent fellow,” murmured Hilary.
“A bit heavy, surely!” Stephen Dallison’s face, though 

also long and narrow, was not much like his brother’s. 
His eyes, though not unkind, were far more scrutinising, 
inquisitive, and practical; his hair darker, smoother.

Letting a puff of smoke escape, he added:
“Now, that’s the sort of man to give you a good sound 

opinion. You should have asked him, Cis.”
Cecilia answered with a frown:
“Don’t chaff, Stephen; Pm perfectly serious about 

Mrs. Hughs.”
“Well, I don’t see what I can do for the good wo

man, my dear. One can’t interfere in these domestic 
matters.”

“But it seems dreadful that we who employ her 
should be able to do nothing for her. Don’t you think 
so, B.?”

“I suppose we could do something for her if we 
wanted to badly enough.”

Bianca’s voice, which had the self-distrustful ring of 
modern music, suited her personality.

A glance passed between Stephen and his wife.
“That’s B. all over!” it seemed to say.
“Hound Street, where they live, is a horrid place.”
It was Thyme who spoke, and everybody looked round 

at her.
“How do you know that?” asked Cecilia.
“I went to see.”
“With whom?”
“Martin.”
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The lips of the young man whose name she mentioned 
curled sarcastically.

Hilary asked gently:
“Well, my dear, what did you see?”
“Most of the doors are open------ ”
Bianca murmured: “That doesn’t tell us much.”
“On the contrary,” said Martin suddenly, in a deep 

bass voice, “it tells you everything. Go on.”
“The Hughs live on the top floor at No. i. It’s the 

best house in the street. On the ground-floor are some 
people called Budgen; he’s a labourer, and she’s lame. 
They’ve got one son. The Hughs have let off the first- 
floor front-room to an old man named Creed------”

“Yes, I know,” Cecilia muttered.
“He makes about one and tenpence a day by selling 

papers. The back-room on that floor they let, of course, 
to your little model, Aunt B.”

“She is not my model now.”
There was a silence such as falls when no one knows 

how far the matter mentioned is safe to touch on. Thyme 
proceeded with her report.

“Her room’s much the best in the house; it’s airy, 
and it looks out over someone’s garden. I suppose she 
stays there because it’s so cheap. The Hughs’ rooms 
are------ ” She stopped, wrinkling her straight nose.

“So that’s the household,” said Hilary. “Two married 
couples, one young man, one young girl”—his eyes 
travelled from one to another of the two married couples, 
the young man, and the young girl, collected in this 
room—“and one old man,” he added softly.

“Not quite the sort of place for you to go poking 
about in, Thyme,” Stephen said ironically. “Do you 
think so, Martin?”
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“Why not?”
Stephen raised his brows, and glanced towards his 

wife. Her face was dubious, a little scared. There was 
a silence. Then Bianca spoke:

“Well?” That word, like nearly all her speeches, 
seemed rather to disconcert her hearers.

“So Hughs ill-treats her?” said Hilary.
“She says so,” replied Cecilia—“at least, that’s what 

I understood. Of course, I don’t know any details.”
“She had better get rid of him, I should think,” 

Bianca murmured.
Out of the silence that followed Thyme’s clear voice 

was heard saying:
“She can’t get a divorce; she could get a separation.”
Cecilia rose uneasily. These words concreted sud

denly a wealth of half-acknowledged doubts about her 
little daughter. This came of letting her hear people 
talk, and go about with Martin ! She might even have 
been listening to her grandfather—such a thought was 
most disturbing. And, afraid, on the one hand, of gain
saying the liberty of speech, and, on the other, of seeming 
to approve her daughter’s knowledge of the world, she 
looked at her husband.

But Stephen did not speak, feeling, no doubt, that 
to pursue the subject would be either to court an ethical, 
even an abstract, disquisition, and this one did not do 
in anybody’s presence, much less one’s wife and daughter’s; 
or to touch on sordid facts of doubtful character, which 
was equally distasteful in the circumstances. He, too, 
however, was uneasy that Thyme should know so much.

The dusk was gathering outside; the fire threw a 
flickering light, fitfully outlining their figures, making those 
faces, so familiar to each other, a little mysterious.

Fraternity. 3
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At last Stephen broke the silence. “Of course, I’m 
very sorry for her, but you’d better let it alone—you 
can’t tell with that sort of people; you never can make 
out what they want—it’s safer not to meddle. At all 
events, it’s a matter for a Society to look into first!”

Cecilia answered: “But she’s on my conscience, 
Stephen.”

“They’re all on my conscience,” muttered Hilary.
Bianca looked at him for the first time; then, turning 

to her nephew, said: “What do you say, Martin?”
The young man, whose face was stained by the fire

light the colour of pale cheese, made no answer.
But suddenly through the stillness came a voice:
“I have thought of something.”
Everyone turned round. Mr. Stone was seen emerging 

from behind “The Shadow;” his frail figure, in its grey 
tweeds, his silvery hair and beard, were outlined sharply 
against the wall.

“Why, Father,” Cecilia said, “we didn’t know that 
you were here!”

Mr. Stone looked round bewildered; it seemed as if 
he, too, had been ignorant of that fact.

“What is it that you’ve thought of?”
The firelight leaped suddenly onto Mr. Stone’s thin 

yellow hand.
“Each of us,” he said, “has a shadow in those places 

—in those streets.”
There was a vague rustling, as of people not taking 

a remark too seriously, and the sound of a closing door.
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CHAPTER III.
HILARY’S BROWN STUDY.

“What do you really think, Uncle Hilary?”
Turning at his writing-table to look at the face of his 

young niece, Hilary Dallison answered:
“My dear, we have had the same state of affairs 

since the beginning of the world. There is no chemical 
process, as far as my knowledge goes, that does not 
make waste products. What your grandfather calls our 
‘shadows’ are the waste products of the social process. 
That there is a submerged tenth is as certain as that 
there is an emerged fiftieth like ourselves; exactly who 
they are and how they come, whether they can ever be 
improved away, is, I think, as uncertain as anything 
can be.”

The figure of the girl seated in the big armchair did 
not stir. Her lips pouted contemptuously, a frown wrinkled 
her forehead.

“Martin says that a thing is only impossible when we 
think it so.”

“Faith and the mountain, I’m afraid.”
Thyme’s foot shot forth; it nearly came into contact 

with Miranda, the little bulldog.
“Oh, duckie!”
But the little moonlight bulldog backed away.
“I hate these slums, uncle; they’re so disgusting!”
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Hilary leaned his face on his thin hand; it was his 
characteristic attitude.

“They are hateful, disgusting, and heartrending. 
That does not make the problem any the less difficult, 
does it?”

“I believe we simply make the difficulties ourselves 
by seeing them.”

Hilary smiled. “Does Martin say that too?”
“Of course he does.”
“Speaking broadly,” murmured Hilary; “I see only 

one difficulty—human nature.”
Thyme rose. “I think it horrible to have a low 

opinion of human nature.”
“My dear,” said Hilary, “don’t you think perhaps 

that people who have what is called a low opinion of 
human nature are really more tolerant of it, more in 
love with it, in fact, than those who, looking to what 
human nature might be, are bound to hate what human 
nature is.”

The look which Thyme directed at her uncle’s 
amiable, attractive face, with its pointed beard, high fore
head, and peculiar little smile, seemed to alarm Hilary.

“I don’t want you to have an unnecessarily low 
opinion of me, my dear. I’m not one of those people 
who tell you that everything’s all right because the 
rich have their troubles as well as the poor. A certain 
modicum of decency and comfort is obviously necessary 
to man before we can begin to do anything but pity 
him; but that doesn’t make it any easier to know how 
you’re going to insure him that modicum of decency and 
comfort, does it?”

“We’ve got to do it,” said Thyme; “it won’t wait any 
longer.”



HILARY’S BROWN STUDY. 37

“My dear,” said Hilary, “think of Mr. Purcey! What 
proportion of the upper classes do you imagine is even 
conscious of that necessity? We, who have got what I 
call the social conscience, rise from the platform of Mr. 
Purcey; we’re just a gang of a few thousands to Mr. Pur
cey’s tens of thousands, and how many even of us are 

, prepared, or, for the matter of that, fitted, to act on our 
consciousness? In spite of your grandfather’s ideas, I’m 
afraid we’re all too much divided into classes; man acts, 
and always has acted, in classes.”

“Oh—classes!” answered Thyme—“that’s the old 
superstition, uncle.”

“Is it? I thought one’s class, perhaps, was only one
self exaggerated—not to be shaken off. For instance, what 
are you and I, with our particular prejudices, going to do?”

Thyme gave him the cruel look of youth, which 
seemed to say: “You are my very good uncle, and a 
dear; but you are more than twice my age. That, I 
think, is conclusive!”

“Has something been settled about Mrs. Hughs?” 
she asked abruptly.

“What does your father say this morning?”
Thyme picked up her portfolio of drawings, and 

moved towards the door.
“Father’s hopeless. He hasn’t an idea beyond re

ferring her to the S.P.B.”
She was gone; and Hilary, with a sigh, took his pen 

up, but he wrote nothing down. . . .
Hilary and Stephen Dallison were grandsons of that 

Canon Dallison, well-known as friend, and sometime ad
viser, of a certain Victorian novelist. The Canon, who- 
came of an old Oxfordshire family, which for three hun
dred years at least had served the Church or State, was 
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himself the author of two volumes of “Socratic Dia
logues.” He had bequeathed to his son—a permanent 
official in the Foreign Office—if not his literary talent, 
the tradition at all events of culture. This tradition had 
in turn been handed on to Hilary and Stephen.

Educated at a public school and Cambridge, blessed 
with competent, though not large, independent incomes, 
and brought up never to allude to money if it could 
possibly be helped, the two young men had been turned 
out of the mint with something of the same outward 
stamp on them. Both were kindly, both fond of open- 
air pursuits, and neither of them lazy. Both, too, were 
very civilised, with that bone-deep decency, that dislike 
of violence, nowhere so prevalent as in the upper classes 
of a country whose settled institutions are as old as its 
roads, or the walls that insulate its parks. But as time 
went on, the one great quality which heredity and educa
tion, environment and means, had bred in both of them 
—self-consciousness—acted in these two brothers very 
differently. To Stephen it was preservative, keeping 
him, as it were, in ice throughout hot-weather seasons, 
enabling him to know exactly when he was in danger of 
decomposition, so that he might nip the process in the 
bud; it was with him a healthy, perhaps slightly chemical, 
ingredient, binding his component parts, causing them to 
work together safely, homogeneously. In Hilary the effect 
seemed to have been otherwise; like some slow and 
subtle poison, this great quality, self-consciousness, had 
soaked his system through and through; permeated every 
cranny of his spirit, so that to think a definite thought, 
or do a definite deed, was obviously becoming difficult to 
him. It took in the main the form of a sort of gentle 
desiccating humour.
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“It’s a remarkable thing,” he had one day said to 
Stephen, “that by the process of assimilating little bits 
of chopped-up cattle one should be able to form the 
speculation of how remarkable a thing it is.”

Stephen had paused a second before answering—they 
were lunching off roast-beef in the Law Courts—he had 
then said:

“You’re surely not going to eschew the higher mam
mals, like our respected father-in-law?”

“On the contrary,” said Hilary, “to chew them; but 
it is remarkable, for all that; you missed my point.”

It was clear that a man who could see anything re
markable in such a thing was far gone, and Stephen had 
murmured :

“My dear old chap, you’re getting too introspective.”
Hilary, having given his brother the peculiar retiring 

smile, which seemed not only to say, “Don’t let me bore 
you,” but also, “Well, perhaps you had better wait out
side,” the conversation closed.

That smile of Hilary’s, which jibbed away from things, 
though disconcerting and apt to put an end to intercourse, 
was natural enough. A sensitive man, who had passed 
his life amongst cultivated people in the making of books, 
guarded from real wants by modest, not vulgar, affluence, 
had not reached the age of forty-two -without finding his 
delicacy sharpened to the point of fastidiousness. Even 
his dog could see the sort of man he was. She knew 
that he would take no liberties, either with her ears or 
with her tail. She knew that he would never hold her 
mouth ajar, and watch her teeth, as some men do; that 
when she was lying on her back he would gently rub her 
chest without giving her the feeling that she was doing 
wrong, as women will; and if she sat, as she was sitting 
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now, with her eyes fixed on his study fire, he would never, 
she knew, even from afar, prevent her thinking of the no
thing she loved to think on.

In his study, which smelt of a special mild tobacco 
warranted to suit the nerves of any literary man, there 
was a bust of Socrates, which always seemed to have a 
strange attraction for its owner. He had once described 
to a fellow-writer the impression produced on him by that 
plaster face, so capaciously ugly, as though comprehend
ing the whole of human life, sharing all man’s gluttony 
and lust, his violence and rapacity, but sharing also his 
strivings toward love and reason and serenity.

“He’s telling us,” said Hilary, “to drink deep, to dive 
down and live with mermaids, to lie out on the hills under 
the sun, to sweat with helots, to know all things and all 
men. No seat, he says, among the Wise, unless we’ve 
been through it all before we climb! That’s how he 
strikes me—not too cheering for people of our sort!”

Under the shadow of this bust Hilary rested his fore
head on his hand. In front of him were three open books 
and a pile of manuscript, and pushed to one side a little 
sheaf of pieces of green-white paper, press-cuttings of his 
latest book.

The exact position occupied by his work in the life 
of such a man is not too easy to define. He earned an 
income by it, but he was not dependent on that income. 
As poet, critic, writer of essays, he had made himself a 
certain name—not a great name, but enough to swear by. 
Whether his fastidiousness could have stood the conditions 
of literary existence without private means was now and 
then debated by his friends; it could probably have done 
so better than was supposed, for he sometimes startled 
those who set him down as a dilettante by a homy way 
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of retiring into his shell for the finish of a piece of 
work.

Try as he would that morning to keep his thoughts 
concentrated on his literary labour, they wandered to his 
conversation with his niece and to the discussion on Mrs. 
Hughs, the family seamstress, in his wife’s studio the day 
before. Stephen had lingered behind Cecilia and Thyme 
when they went away after dinner, to deliver a last 
counsel to his brother at the garden gate.

“Never meddle between man and wife—you know 
what the lower classes are!”

And across the dark garden he had looked back to
wards the house. One room on the ground-floor alone 
was lighted. Through its open window the head and 
shoulders of Mr. Stone could be seen close to a small 
green reading-lamp. Stephen shook his head, murmuring:

“But, I say, our old friend, eh? Tn those places—in 
those streets ! ’ It’s worse than simple crankiness—the 
poor old chap is getting almost------ ” And, touching his
forehead lightly with two fingers, he had hurried off with 
the ever-springy step of one whose regularity habitually 
controls his imagination.

Pausing a minute amongst the bushes, Hilary too had 
looked at the lighted window that broke the dark front 
of his house, and his little moonlight bulldog, peering 
round his legs, had gazed up also. Mr. Stone was still 
standing, pen in hand, presumably deep in thought. His 
silvered head and beard moved slightly to the efforts of 
his brain. He came over to the window, and, evidently 
not seeing his son-in-law, faced out into the night.

In that darkness were all the shapes and lights and 
shadows of a London night in spring: the trees in dark 
bloom; the wan yellow of the gas-lamps, pale emblems of 
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the self-consciousness of towns; the clustered shades of the 
tiny leaves, spilled, purple, on the surface of the road, 
like bunches of black grapes squeezed down into the earth 
by the feet of the passers-by. There, too, were shapes of 
men and women hurrying home, and the great blocked 
shapes of the houses where they lived. A halo hovered 
above the City—a high haze of yellow light, dimming the 
stars. The black, slow figure of a policeman moved noise
lessly along the railings opposite.

From then till eleven o’clock, when he would make 
himself some cocoa on a little spirit-lamp, the writer of 
the “Book of Universal Brotherhood” would alternate be
tween his bent posture above his manuscript and his blank 
consideration of the night. . . .

With a jerk, Hilary came back to his reflections be
neath the bust of Socrates.

“Each of us has a shadow in those places—in those 
streets ! ”

There certainly was a virus in that notion. One must 
either take it as a jest, like Stephen; or, what must one 
do? How far was it one’s business to identity oneself 
with other people, especially the helpless—how far to pre
serve oneself intact—integer nitce ? Hilary was no young 
person, like his niece or Martin, to whom everything 
seemed simple; nor was he an old person like their grand
father, for whom life had lost its complications.

And, very conscious of his natural disabilities for a 
decision on a like, or indeed on any, subject except, per
haps, a point of literary technique, he got up from his 
writing-table, and, taking his little bulldog, went out. His 
intention was to visit Mrs. Hughs in Hound Street, and 
see with his own eyes the state of things. But he had 
another reason, too, for wishing to go there. . . .
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CHAPTER IV.
THE LITTLE MODEL.

When in the preceding autumn Bianca began her 
picture called “The Shadow,” nobody was more surprised 
than Hilary that she asked him to find her a model for 
the figure. Not knowing the nature of the picture, nor 
having been for many years—perhaps never—admitted 
into the workings of his wife’s spirit, he said:

“Why don’t you ask Thyme to sit for you?”
Bianca answered: “She’s not the type at all—too 

matter-of-fact. Besides, I don’t want a lady; the figure’s 
to be half draped.”

Hilary smiled.
Bianca knew quite well that he was smiling at this 

distinction between ladies and other women, and under
stood that he was smiling, not so much at her, but at 
himself, for secretly agreeing with the distinction she had 
made.

And suddenly she smiled too.
There was the whole history of their married life in 

those two smiles. They meant so much: so many thou
sand hours of suppressed irritation, so many baffled long
ings and earnest efforts to bring their natures together. 
They were the supreme, quiet evidence of the divergence 
of two lives—that slow divergence which had been far 
from being wilful, and was the more hopeless in that it 
had been so gradual and so gentle. They had never really 
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had a quarrel, having enlightened views of marriage; but 
they had smiled. They had smiled so often through so 
many years that no two people in the world could very 
well be further from each other. Their smiles had 
banned the revelation even to themselves of the tragedy 
of their wedded state. It is certain that neither could 
help those smiles, which were not intended to wound, but 
came on their faces as naturally as moonlight falls on 
water, out of their inimically constituted souls.

Hilary spent two afternoons among his artist friends, 
trying, by means of the indications he had gathered, to 
find a model for “The Shadow.” He had found one at 
last. Her name, Barton, and address had been given 
him by a painter of still life, called French.

“She’s never sat to me,” he said; “my sister discovered 
her in the West Country somewhere. She’s got a story 
of some sort. I don’t know what. She came up about 
three months ago, I think.”

“She’s not sitting to your sister now?” Hilary asked.
“No,” said the painter of still life; “my sister’s mar

ried and gone out to India. I don’t know whether she’d 
sit for the half-draped, but I should think so. She’ll have 
to, sooner or later; she may as well begin, especially as 
your wife’s a woman. There’s a something about her 
that’s attractive—you might try her!” And with these 
words he resumed the painting of still life which he had 
broken off to talk to Hilary.

Hilary had written to this girl to come and see him. 
She had come just before dinner the same day.

He found her standing in the middle of his study, 
not daring, as it seemed, to go near the furniture, and as 
there was very little light, he could hardly see her face. 
She was resting a foot, very patient, very still, in an old 
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brown skirt, an ill-shaped blouse, and a blue-green tam- 
o’-shanter cap. Hilary turned up the light. He saw a 
round little face with broad cheek-bones, flower-blue eyes, 
short lamp-black lashes, and slightly parted lips. It was 
difficult to judge of her figure in those old clothes, but 
she was neither short nor tall; her neck was white and 
well set on, her hair pale brown and abundant. Hilary 
noted that her chin, though not receding, was too soft 
and small; but what he noted chiefly was her look of 
patient expectancy, as though beyond the present she 
were seeing something, not necessarily pleasant, which 
had to come. If he had not known from the painter of 
still life that she was from the country, he would have 
thought her a town-bred girl, she looked so pale. Her 
appearance, at all events, was not “too matter-of-fact.” 
Her speech, however, with its slight West-Country burr, 
was matter-of-fact enough, concerned entirely with how 
long she would have to sit, and the pay she was to get 
for it. In the middle of their conversation she sank down 
on the floor, and Hilary was driven to restore her with 
biscuits and liqueur, which in his haste he took for brandy. 
It seemed she had not eaten since her breakfast the day 
before, which had consisted of a cup of tea. In answer to 
his remonstrance, she made this matter-of-fact remark:

“If you haven’t money, you can’t buy things. . . .
There’s no one I can ask up here; I’m a stranger.” 

“Then you haven’t been getting work?”
“No,” the little model answered sullenly; “I don’t 

want to sit as most of them want me to till I’m obliged.” 
The blood rushed up in her face with startling vividness, 
then left it white again.

“Ah!” thought Hilary, “she has had experience al
ready.”
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Both he and his wife were accessible to cases of dis
tress, but the nature of their charity was different. Hilary 
was constitutionally unable to refuse his aid to anything 
that held out a hand for it. Bianca (whose sociology 
was sounder), while affirming that charity was wrong, 
since in a properly constituted State no one should need 
help, referred her cases, like Stephen, to the “Society for 
the Prevention of Begging,” which took much time and 
many pains to ascertain the worst.

But in this case what was of importance was that the 
poor girl should have a meal, and after that to find out 
if she were living in a decent house; and since she ap
peared not to be, to recommend her somewhere better. 
And as in charity it is always well to kill two birds with 
one expenditure of force, it was found that Mrs. Hughs, 
the seamstress, had a single room to let unfurnished, and 
would be more than glad of four shillings, or even three 
and six, a week for it. Furniture was also found for her: 
a bed that creaked, a wash-stand, table, and chest of 
drawers; a carpet, two chairs, and certain things to cook 
with; some of those old photographs and prints that hide 
in cupboards, and a peculiar little clock, which frequently 
forgot the time of day. All these and some elementary 
articles of dress were sent round in a little van, with three 
ferns whose time had nearly come, and a piece of the 
plant called “honesty.” Soon after this she came to “sit.” 
She was a very quiet and passive little model, and was 
not required to pose half-draped, Bianca having decided 
that, after all, “The Shadow” was better represented fully 
clothed; for, though she discussed the nude, and looked 
on it with freedom, when it came to painting unclothed 
people, she felt a sort of physical aversion.

Hilary, who was curious, as a man naturally would be, 



THE LITTLE MODEL. 47

about anyone who had fainted from hunger at his feet, 
came every now and then to see, and would sit watching 
this little half-starved girl with kindly and screwed-up 
eyes. About his personality there was all the evidence 
of that saying current among those who knew him: “Hilary 
would walk a mile sooner than tread on an ant.” The 
little model, from the moment when he poured liqueur 
between her teeth, seemed to feel he had a claim on her, 
for she reserved her small, matter-of-fact confessions for 
his ears. She made them in the garden, coming in or 
going out; or outside, and, now and then, inside his 
study, like a child who comes and shows you a sore 
finger. Thus, quite suddenly: “I’ve four shillings left 
over this week, Mr. Dallison,” or, “Old Mr. Creed’s gone 
to the hospital to-day, Mr. Dallison.”

Her face soon became less bloodless than on that 
first evening, but it was still pale, inclined to colour in 
wrong places on cold days, with little blue veins about 
the temples and shadows under the eyes. The lips were 
still always a trifle parted, and she still seemed to be 
looking out for what was coming, like a little Madonna, 
or Venus, in a Botticelli picture. This look of hers, 
coupled with the matter-of-factness of her speech, gave 
its flavour to her personality. . . .

On Christmas Day the picture was on view to Mr. 
Purcey, who had chanced to “give his car a run,” and to 
other connoisseurs. Bianca had invited her model to be 
present at this function, intending to get her work. But, 
slipping at once into a comer, the girl had stood as far 
as possible behind a canvas. People, seeing her stand
ing there and noting her likeness to the picture, looked 
at her with curiosity, and passed on, murmuring that she 
was an interesting type. They did not talk to her, either 
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because they were afraid she could not talk of the things 
they could talk of, or that they could not talk of the 
things she could talk of, or because they were anxious 
not to seem to patronise her. She talked to no one, 
therefore. This occasioned Hilary some distress. He kept 
coming up and smiling at her, or making tentative remarks 
or jests, to which she would reply, “Yes, Mr. Dallison,” 
or “No, Mr. Dallison,” as the case might be.

Seeing him return from one of these little visits, an 
Art Critic standing before the picture had smiled, and his 
round, clean-shaven, sensual face had assumed a greenish 
tint in eyes and cheeks, as of the fat in turtle-soup.

The only two other people who had noticed her parti
cularly were those old acquaintances Mr. Purcey and Mr. 
Stone. Mr. Purcey had thought, “Rather a good-lookin’ 
girl,” and his eyes strayed somewhat continually in her 
direction. There was something piquant and, as it were, 
unlawfully enticing to him in the fact that she was a real 
artist’s model.

Mr. Stone’s way of noticing her had been different. 
He had approached in his slightly inconvenient way, as 
though seeing but one thing in the whole world.

“You are living by yourself?” he had said. “I shall 
come and see you.”

Made by the Art Critic or by Mr. Purcey, that some
what strange remark would have had one meaning; made 
by Mr. Stone it obviously had another. Having finished 
what he had to say, the author of the book of “Universal 
Brotherhood” had bowed and turned to go. Perceiving 
that he saw before him the door and nothing else, every
body made way for him at once. The remarks that 
usually arose behind his back began to be heard— 
“Extraordinary old man!” “You know, he bathes in the
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Serpentine all the year round?” “And he cooks his food 
himself, and does his own room, they say; and all the 
rest of his time he writes a book!” “A perfect crank!”

CHAPTER V.
THE COMEDY BEGINS.

The Art Critic who had smiled was—like all men—a 
subject for pity rather than for blame. An Irishman of 
real ability, he had started life with high ideals and a 
belief that he could live with them. He had hoped to 
serve Art, to keep his service pure; but, having one day 
let his acid temperament out of hand to revel in an orgy 
of personal retaliation, he had since never known when 
she would slip her chain and come home smothered in 
mire. Moreover, he no longer chastised her when she 
came. His ideals had left him, one by one; he now 
lived alone, immune from dignity and shame, soothing 
himself with whisky. A man of rancour, meet for pity, 
and, in his cups, contented.

He had lunched freely before coming to Bianca’s 
Christmas function, but by four o’clock the gases which 
had made him feel the world a pleasant place had nearly 
all evaporated, and he was suffering from a wish to drink 
again. Or it may have been that this girl, with her soft 
look, gave him the feeling that she ought to have belonged 
to him; and as she did not, he felt, perhaps, a natural 
irritation that she belonged, or might belong, to somebody 
else. Or, again, it was possibly his natural male distaste 
for the works of women painters that induced an awkward 
frame of mind.

Two days later in a daily paper, over no signature, 
Fraternity. 4 
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appeared this little paragraph: “We learn that ‘The 
Shadow,’ painted by Bianca Stone, who is not generally 
known to be the wife of the writer, Mr. Hilary Dallison, 
will soon be exhibited at the Bencox Gallery. This very 
fin-de-siècle creation, with its unpleasant subject, represent
ing a woman (presumably of the streets) standing beneath 
a gas-lamp, is a somewhat anaemic piece of painting. If 
Mr. Dallison, who finds the type an interesting one, em
bodies her in one of his very charming poems, we trust 
the result will be less bloodless.”

The little piece of green-white paper containing this 
information was handed to Hilary by his wife at break
fast. The blood mounted slowly in his cheeks. Bianca’s 
eyes fastened themselves on that flush. Whether or no— 
as philosophers say—little things are all big with the past, 
of whose chain they are the latest links, they frequently 
produce what apparently are great results.

The marital relations of Hilary and his wife, which 
till then had been those of, at all events, formal con
jugality, changed from that moment After ten o’clock at 
night their lives became as separate as though they lived 
in different houses. And this change came about without 
expostulations, reproach, or explanation, just by the turn
ing of a key; and even this was the merest symbol, em
ployed once only, to save the ungracefulness of words. 
Such a hint was quite enough for a man like Hilary, 
whose delicacy, sense of the ridiculous, and peculiar 
faculty of starting back and retiring into himself, put the 
need of anything further out of the question. Both must 
have felt, too, that there was nothing that could be ex
plained. An anonymous double entendre was not precisely 
evidence on which to found a rupture of the marital 
tie. The trouble was so much deeper than that—the 
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throbbing of a woman’s wounded self-esteem, of the feel
ing that she was no longer loved, which had long cried 
out for revenge.

One morning in the middle of the week after this in
cident the innocent author oi" it presented herself in 
Hilary’s study, and, standing in her peculiar patient at
titude, made her little statements. As usual, they were 
very little ones; as usual, she seemed helpless, and sug
gested a child with a sore finger. She had no other 
work; she owed the week’s rent; she did not know what 
would happen to her; Mrs. Dallison did not want her 
any more; she could not tell what she had done! The 
picture was finished, she knew, but Mrs. Dallison had said 
she was going to paint her again in another picture. . . .

Hilary did not reply.
“. . . That old gentleman, Mr.—Mr. Stone, had been 

to see her. He wanted her to come and copy out his 
book for two hours a day, from four to six, at a shilling 
an hour. Ought she to come, please? He said his book 
would take him years.”

Before answering her Hilary stood for a full minute 
staring at the fire. The little model stole a look at him. 
He suddenly turned and faced her. His glance was 
evidently disconcerting to the girl. It was, indeed, a 
critical and dubious look, such as he might have bent on 
a folio of doubtful origin.

“Don’t you think,” he said at last, “that it would be 
much better for you to go back into the country?”

The little model shook her head vehemently.
“Oh no!”
“Well, but why not? This is a most unsatisfactory 

sort of life.”
The girl stole another look at hun, then said sullenly: 

4*
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“I can’t go back there.”
“What is it? Aren’t your people nice to you?”
She grew red.
“No; and I don’t want to go;” then, evidently seeing 

from Hilary’s face that his delicacy forbade his question
ing her further, she brightened up, and murmured: “The 
old gentleman said it would make me independent.”

“Well,” replied Hilary, with a shrug, “you’d better 
take his offer.”

She kept turning her face back as she went down the 
path, as though to show her gratitude. And presently, 
looking up from his manuscript, he saw her face still at 
the railings, peering through a lilac bush. Suddenly she 
skipped, like a child let out of school. Hilary got up, 
perturbed. The sight of that skipping was like the rays 
of a lantern turned on the dark street of another human 
being’s life. It revealed, as in a flash, the loneliness of 
this child, without money and without friends, in the 
midst of this great town.

The months of January, February, March passed, and 
the little model came daily to copy the “Book of Universal 
Brotherhood.”

Mr. Stone’s room, for which he insisted on paying 
rent, was never entered by a servant. It was on the 
ground-floor, and anyone passing the door between the 
hours of four and six could hear him dictating slowly, 
pausing now and then to spell a word. In these two 
hours it appeared to be his custom to read out, for fair 
copying, the labours of the other seven.

At five o’clock there was invariably a sound of plates 
and cups, and out of it the little model’s voice would 
rise, matter-of-fact, soft, monotoned, making little state
ments; and in turn Mr. Stone’s, also making statements 
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that clearly lacked cohesion with those of his young friend. 
On one occasion, the door being open, Hilary heard dis
tinctly the following conversation:

The Little Model: “Mr. Creed says he was a butler. 
He’s got an ugly nose.” (A pause.)

Mr. Stone: “In those days men were absorbed in 
thinking of their individualities. Their occupations seemed 
to them important------ ”

The Little Model: “Mr. Creed says his savings were 
all swallowed up by illness.”

Mr. Stone: “—it was not so.”
The Little Model: “Mr. Creed says he was always 

brought up to go to church.”
Mr. Stone (suddenly): “There has been no church 

worth going to since A.D. 700.”
The Little Model: “But he doesn’t go.”
And with a flying glance through the just open door 

Hilary saw her holding bread-and-butter with inky fingers, 
her lips a little parted, expecting the next bite, and her 
eyes fixed curiously on Mr. Stone, whose transparent hand 
held a tea-cup, and whose eyes were immovably fixed on 
distance.

It was one day in April that Mr. Stone, heralded by 
the scent of Harris tweed and baked potatoes which 
habitually encircled him, appeared at five o’clock in 
Hilary’s study doorway.

“She has not come,” he said.
Hilary laid down his pen. It was the first real Spring day.
“Will you come for a walk with me, sir, instead?” 

he asked.
“Yes,” said Mr. Stone.
They walked out into Kensington Gardens, Hilary 

with his head rather bent towards the ground, apd Mr.
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Stone, with eyes fixed on his far thoughts, slightly poking 
forward his silver beard.

In their favourite firmaments the stars of crocuses 
and daffodils were shining. Almost every tree had its 
pigeon cooing, every bush its blackbird in full song. And 
on the paths were babies in perambulators. These were 
their happy hunting-grounds, and here they came each 
day to watch from a safe distance the little dirty girls 
sitting on the grass nursing little dirty boys, to listen to 
the ceaseless chatter of these common urchins, and learn 
to deal with the great problem of the lowest classes. 
They sat there in their perambulators, thinking and suck
ing india-rubber tubes. Dogs went before them, and nurse
maids followed after.

The spirit of colour was flying in the distant trees, 
swathing them with brownish-purple haze; the sky was 
saffroned by dying sunlight. It was such a day as brings 
a longing to the heart, like that which the moon brings to 
the hearts of children.

Mr. Stone and Hilary sat down in the Broad Walk.
“Elm-trees!” said Mr. Stone. “It is not known when 

they assumed their present shape. They have one universal 
soul. It is the same with man.” He ceased, and Hilary 
looked round uneasily. They were alone on the bench.

Mr. Stone’s voice rose again. “Their form and ba
lance is their single soul; they have preserved it from 
century to century. This is all they live for. In those 
days”—his voice sank; he had plainly forgotten that he 
was not alone—“when men had no universal conceptions, 
they would have done well to look at the trees. Instead 
of fostering a number of little souls on the pabulum of 
varying theories of future life, they should have been 
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concerned to improve their present shapes, and thus to 
dignify man’s single soul.”

“Elms were always considered dangerous trees, I be
lieve,” said Hilary.

Mr. Stone turned, and, seeing his son-in-law beside 
him, asked:

“You spoke to me, I think?”
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Stone said wistfully:
“Shall we walk?”
They rose from the bench and walked on. . . .
The explanation of the little model’s absence was thus 

stated by herself to Hilary: “I had an appointment.”
“More work?”
“A friend of Mr. French.”
“Yes—who?”
“Mr. Lennard. He’s a sculptor; he’s got a studio in 

Chelsea. He wants me to pose to him.”
“Ah!”
She stole a glance at Hilary, and hung her head.
Hilary turned to the window. “You know what 

posing to a sculptor means, of course?”
The little model’s voice sounded behind him, matter- 

of-fact as ever: “He said I was just the figure he was 
looking for.”

Hilary continued to stare through the window. “I 
thought you didn’t mean to begin standing for the nude.”

“I don’t wrant to stay poor always.”
Hilary turned round at the strange tone of these un

expected words.
The girl was in a streak of sunlight; her pale cheeks 

flushed; her pale, half-opened lips red; her eyes, in their 
setting of short black lashes, wide and mutinous; her 
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young round bosom heaving as if she had been run
ning.

“I don’t want to go on copying books all my life.”
“Oh, very well.”
“Mr. Dallison! I didn’t mean that—I didn’t really! I 

want to do what you tell me to do—I do!”
Hilary stood contemplating her with the dubious, 

critical look, as though asking: “What is there behind 
you? Are you really a genuine edition, or what?” which 
had so disconcerted her before. At last he said: “You 
must do just as you like. I never advise anybody.”

“But you don’t want me to—I know you don’t. Of 
course, if you don’t want me to, then it’ll be a pleasure 
not to!”

Hilary smiled.
“Don’t you like copying for Mr. Stone?”
The little model made a face. “I like Mr. Stone— 

he’s such a funny old gentleman.”
“That is the general opinion,” answered Hilary. “But 

Mr. Stone, you know, thinks that we are funny.”
The little model smiled faintly, too; the streak of sun

light had slanted past her, and, standing there behind its 
glamour and million floating specks of gold-dust, she looked 
for the moment like the young Shade of Spring, watching 
with expectancy for what the year would bring her.

With the words “I am ready,” spoken from the door
way, Mr. Stone interrupted further colloquy. . . .

But though the girl’s position in the household had, 
to all seeming, become established, now and then some 
little incident—straws blowing down the wind—showed 
feelings at work beneath the family’s apparent friendliness, 
beneath that tentative and almost apologetic manner to
wards the poor or helpless, which marks out those who 
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own what Hilary had called the “social conscience.” 
Only three days, indeed, before he sat in his brown 
study, meditating beneath the bust of Socrates, Cecilia, 
coming to lunch, had let fall this remark:

“Of course, I know nobody can read his handwriting; 
but I can’t think why father doesn’t dictate to a typist, 
instead of to that little girl. She could go twice the 
pace!”

Bianca’s answer, deferred for a few seconds, was:
“Hilary perhaps knows.”
“Do you dislike her coming here?” asked Hilary.
“Not particularly. Why?”
“I thought from your tone you did.”
“I don’t dislike her coming here for that purpose.”
“Does she come for any other?”
Cecilia, dropping her quick glance to her fork, said 

just a little hastily: “Father is extraordinary, of course.”
But the next three days Hilary was out in the after

noon when the little model came.
This, then, was the other reason, on the morning of 

the first of May, that made him not averse to go and visit 
Mrs. Hughs in Hound Street, Kensington.

CHAPTER VI.
FIRST PILGRIMAGE TO HOUND STREET.

Hilary and his little bulldog entered Hound Street 
from its eastern end. It was a grey street of three
storied houses, all in one style of architecture. Nearly 
all their doors were open, and on the doorsteps babes 
and children were enjoying Easter holidays. They sat in 
apathy, varied by sudden little slaps and bursts of■ noise.
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Nearly all were dirty; some had whole boots, some half 
boots, and two or three had none. In the gutters more 
children were at play; their shrill tongues and febrile 
movements gave Hilary the feeling that their “caste” ex
acted of them a profession of this faith: “To-day we live; 
to-morrow—if there be one—will be like to-day.”

He had unconsciously chosen the very centre of the 
street to walk in, and Miranda, who had never in her life 
demeaned herself to this extent, ran at his heels, turning 
up her eyes, as though to say: “One thing I make a 
point of—no dog must speak to me!”

Fortunately, there were no dogs; but there were many 
cats, and these cats were thin.

Through the upper windows of the houses Hilary had 
glimpses of women in poor habiliments doing various 
kinds of work, but stopping now and then to gaze into 
the street. He walked to the end, where a wall stopped 
him, and, still in the centre of the road, he walked the 
whole length back. The children stared at his tall figure 
with indifference; they evidently felt that he was not of 
those who, like themselves, had no to-morrow.

No. i, Hound Street, abutting on the garden of a 
house of better class, was distinctly the show building of 
the street. The door, however, was not closed, and 
pulling the remnant of a bell, Hilary walked in.

The first thing that he noticed was a smell; it was not 
precisely bad, but it might have been better. It was a 
smell of walls and washing, varied rather vaguely by red 
herrings. The second thing he noticed was his moon
light bulldog, who stood on the doorstep eyeing a tiny 
sandy cat. This very little cat, whose back was arched 
with fury, he was obliged to chase away before his bull
dog would come in. The third thing he noticed was a 
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lame woman of short stature, standing in the doorway of 
a room. Her face, with big cheek-bones, and wide-open, 
light grey, dark-lashed eyes, was broad and patient; she 
rested her lame leg by holding to the handle of the 
door.

“I dunno if you’ll find anyone upstairs. I’d go and 
ask4 but my leg’s lame.”

“So I see,” said Hilary; “I’m sorry.”
The woman sighed: “Been like that these five years;” 

and turned back into her room.
“Is there nothing to be done for it?”
“Well, I did think so once,” replied the woman, “but 

they say the bone’s diseased; I neglected it at the start.”
“Oh dear!”
“We hadn’t the time to give to it,” the woman said 

defensively, retiring into a room so full of china cups, 
photographs, coloured prints, waxwork fruits, and other 
ornaments, that there seemed no room for the enormous 
bed.

Wishing her good morning, Hilary began to mount 
the stairs. On the first floor he paused. Here, in the 
back room, the little model lived.

He looked around him. The paper on the passage 
walls was of a dingy orange colour, the blind of the 
window torn, and still pursuing him, pervading every
thing, was the scent of walls and washing and red 
herrings. There came on him a sickness, a sort of 
spiritual revolt. To live here, to pass up these stairs, 
between these dingy, bilious walls, on this dirty carpet, 
with this—ugh! every day; twice, four times, six times, 
who knew how many times a day! And that sense, the 
first to be attracted or revolted, the first to become 
fastidious with the culture of the body, the last to be 
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expelled from the temple of the pure spirit; that sense 
to whose refinement all breeding and all education is 
devoted; that sense which, ever an inch at least in front 
of man, is able to retard the development of nations, and 
paralyse all social schemes—this Sense of Smell awak
ened within him the centuries of his gentility, the ghosts 
of all those Dallisons who, for three hundred years and 
more, had served Church or State. It revived the souls 
of scents he was accustomed to, and with them, subtly 
mingled, the whole live fabric of æstheticism, woven in 
fresh air and laid in lavender. It roused the simple, non- 
extravagant demand of perfect cleanliness. And though 
he knew that chemists would have certified the composi
tion of his blood to be the same as that of the dwellers 
in this house, and that this smell, composed of walls and 
washing and red herrings, was really rather healthy, he 
stood frowning fixedly at the girl’s door, and the memory 
of his young niece’s delicately wrinkled nose as she de
scribed the house rose before him. He went on upstairs, 
followed by his moonlight bulldog.

Hilary’s tall thin figure appearing in the open door
way of the top-floor front, his kind and worried face, and 
the pale agate eyes of the little bulldog peeping through 
his legs, were witnessed by nothing but a baby, who was 
sitting in a wooden box in the centre of the room. This 
baby, who was very like a piece of putty to which Nature 
had by some accident fitted two movable black eyes, was 
clothed in a woman’s knitted undervest, spreading beyond 
his feet and hands, so that nothing but his head was 
visible. This vest divided him from the wooden shavings 
on which he sat, and, since he had not yet attained the 
art of rising to his feet, the box divided him from con
tacts of all other kinds. As completely isolated from his 
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kingdom as the Czar of all the Russias, he was doing 
nothing. In this realm there was a dingy bed, two chairs, 
and a wash-stand, with one lame leg, supported by an 
aged footstool. Clothes and garments were hanging on 
nails, pans lay about the hearth, a sewing-machine stood 
on a bare deal table. Over the bed was hung an oleo
graph, from a Christmas supplement, of the birth of Jesus, 
and above it a bayonet, under which was printed in an 
illiterate hand on a rough scroll of paper: “Gave three of 
em what for at Elandslaagte. S. Hughs.” Some photo
graphs adorned the walls, and two drooping fems stood 
on the window-ledge. The room withal had a sort of 
desperate tidiness; in a large cupboard, slightly open, 
could be seen stowed all that must not see the light of 
day. The window of the baby’s kingdom was tightly 
closed; the scent was the scent of walls and washing and 
red herrings, and—of other things.

Hilary looked at the baby, and the baby looked at 
him. The eyes of that tiny scrap of grey humanity 
seemed saying:

“You are not my mother, I believe?”
He stooped down and touched its cheek. The baby 

blinked its black eyes once.
“No,” it seemed to say again, “you are not my 

mother.”
A lump rose in Hilary’s throat; he turned and went 

downstairs. Pausing outside the little model’s door, he 
knocked, and, receiving no answer, turned the handle. 
The little square room was empty; it was neat and clean 
enough, with a pink-flowered paper of comparatively 
modern date. Through its open window could be seen 
a pear-tree in full bloom. Hilary shut the door again 
with care, ashamed of having opened it.
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On the half-landing, staring up at him with black 
eyes like the baby’s, was a man of medium height and 
active build, whose short face, with broad cheek-bones, 
cropped dark hair, straight nose, and little black mous
tache, was burnt a dark dun colour. He was dressed in 
the uniform of those who sweep the streets—a loose blue 
blouse, and trousers tucked into boots reaching half-way 
up his calves; he held a peaked cap in his hand.

After some seconds of mutual admiration, Hilary said:
“Mr. Hughs, I believe?”
“Yes.”
“I’ve been up to see your wife.”
“Have you?”
■“You know me, I suppose?”
“Yes, I know you.”
“Unfortunately, there’s only your baby at home.”
Hughs motioned with his cap towards the little 

model’s room. “I thought perhaps you’d been to see 
her,1’ he said. His black eyes smouldered; there was 
more than class resentment in the expression of his face.

Flushing slightly and giving him a keen look, Hilary 
passed down the stairs without replying. But Miranda 
had not followed. She stood, with one paw delicately 
held up above the topmost step.

“I don’t know this man,” she seemed to say, “and I 
don’t like his looks.”

Hughs grinned. “I never hurt a dumb animal,” he 
said; “come on, tykie!”

Stimulated by a word she had never thought to hear, 
Miranda descended rapidly.

“He meant that for impudence,” thought Hilary as he 
walked away.

frWestminister, sir? Oh dear!’’
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A skinny trembling hand was offering him a greenish 
newspaper.

“Terrible cold wind for the time o’ year!”
A very aged man in black-rimmed spectacles, with a 

distended nose and long upper lip and chin, was tentatively 
fumbling out change for sixpence.

“I seem to know your face,” said Hilary.
“Oh dear, yes. You deals with this ’ere shop—the 

tobacco department. I’ve often seen you when you’ve 
а-been a-goin’ in. Sometimes you has the Pell Mell off 
0’ this man here.” He jerked his head a trifle to the left, 
where a younger man was standing armed with a sheaf 
of whiter papers. In that gesture were years of envy, 
heart-burning, and sense of wrong. “That’s my paper,” 
it seemed to say, “by all the rights of man; and that 
low-class fellow sellin’ it, takin’ away my profits!”

“I sells this ’ere Westminister. I reads it on Sundays 
—it’s a gentleman’s paper, ’igh-class paper—notwith- 
standin’ of its politics. But, Lor’, sir, with this ’ere man 
a-sellin’ the Pell Mell”—lowering his voice, he invited 
Hilary to confidence—“so many o’ the gentry takes that; 
an’ there ain’t too many o’ the gentry about ’ere—I mean, 
not 0’ the real gentry—that I can afford to ’ave ’em took 
away from me.”

Hilary, who had stopped to listen out of delicacy, had 
a flash of recollection. “You live in Hound Street?”

The old man answered eagerly: “Oh dear! Yes, sir 
—No. i, name of Creed. You’re the gentleman where 
the young person goes for to copy of a book!”

“It’s not my book she copies.”
“Oh no; it’s an old gentleman; I know ’im. He come 

an’ see me once. He come in one Sunday morning. 
‘Here’s a pound o’ tobacca for you!’ ’e says. ‘You was 
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a butler,’ ’е says. ‘Butlers!’ ’e says, ‘there’ll be no butlers 
in fifty years.’ An’ out ’e goes. Not quite”—he put a 
shaky hand up to his head—“not quite—oh dear!”

“Some people called Hughs live in your house, I 
think?”

“I rents my room off o’ them. A lady was a-speakin’ 
to me yesterday about ’em; that’s not your lady, I suppose, 
sir?”

His eyes seemed to apostrophise Hilary’s hat, which 
was of soft felt: “Yes, yes—I’ve seen your sort a-stayin’ 
about in the best houses. They has you down because 
of your 1 earnin’; and quite the manners of a gentleman 
you’ve got.”

“My wife’s sister, I expect.”
“Oh dear! She often has a paper off o’ me. A real 

lady—not one o’ these”—again he invited Hilary to con
fidence—“you know what I mean, sir—that buys their 
things a’ ready-made at these ’ere large establishments. 
Oh, I know her well.”

“The old gentleman that visited you is her father.”
“Is he? Oh dear!” The old butler was silent, 

evidently puzzled.
Hilary’s eyebrows began to execute those intricate 

manoeuvres which always indicated that he wras about to 
tax his delicacy.

“How—how does Hughs treat the little girl who lives 
in the next room to you?”

The old butler replied in a rather gloomy tone:
“She takes my advice, and don’t ’ave nothin’ to say 

to ’im. Dreadful foreign-lookin’ man ’e is. Wherever ’e 
was brought up I can’t think!”

“A soldier, wasn’t he?”
“So he says. He’s one o’ these that works for the
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Vestry; an’ then ’e’ll go an’ get upon the drink, an’ when 
that sets ’im off, it seems as if there wasn’t no respect for 
nothing in ’im; he goes on against the gentry, and the 
Church, and every sort of institution. I never met no 
soldiers like him. Dreadful foreign — Welsh, they tell 
me.”

“What do you think of the street you’re living in?”
“I keeps myself to myself; low class 0’ street it is; 

dreadful low class 0’ person there—no self-respect about 
’em.”

“Ah!” said Hilary.
“These little ’ouses, they get into the hands 0’ little 

men, and they don’t care so long as they makes their rent 
out 0’ them. They can’t help themselves—low class 0’ 
man like that; ’e’s got to do the best ’e can for ’imself. 
They say there’s thousands 0’ these ’ouses all over London. 
There’s some that’s for pullin’ of ’em down, but that’s 
talkin’ rubbish; where are you goin’ to get the money for 
to do it? These ’ere little men, they can’t afford not even 
to put a paper on the walls, and the big ground land
lords—you can’t expect them to know what’s happenin’ 
behind their backs. There’s some ignorant fellers like 
this Hughs talks a lot 0’ wild nonsense about the duty 0’ 
ground landlords; but you can’t expect the real gentry to 
look into these sort 0’ things. They’ve got their estates 
down in the country. I’ve lived with them, and of course 
I know.”

The little bulldog, incommoded by the passers-by, 
now took the opportunity of beating with her tail against 
the old butler’s legs.

“Oh dear! what’s this? He don’t bite, do ’e? Good 
Sambo!”

Miranda sought her master’s eye at once. “You see 
Fraternity. 5 
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what happens to her if a lady loiters in the streets,” she 
seemed to say.

“It must be hard standing about here all day, after 
the life you’ve led,” said Hilary.

“I mustn’t complain; it’s been the salvation o’ me.”
“Do you get shelter?”
Again the old butler seemed to take him into con

fidence.
“Sometimes of a wet night they lets me stand up in 

the archway there; they know I’m respectable. ’Twouldn’t 
never do for that man”—he nodded at his rival—“or 
any of them boys to get standin’ there, obstructin’ of the 
traffic.”

“I wanted to ask you, Mr. Creed, is there anything to 
be done for Mrs. Hughs?”

The frail old body quivered with the vindictive force 
of his answer.

“Accordin’ to what she says, if I’m a-to believe ’er, I’d 
have him up before the magistrate, sure as my name’s 
Creed, an’ get a separation, an’ I wouldn’t never live with 
’im again: that’s what she ought to do. An’ if he come 
to go for her after that, I’d have ’im in prison, if ’e killed 
me first! I’ve no patience with a low class o’ man like 
that! He insulted of me this morning.”

“Prison’s a dreadful remedy,” murmured Hilary.
The old butler answered stoutly: “There ain’t but one 

way o’ treatin’ them low fellers—ketch hold o’ them until 
they holler!”

Hilary was about to reply when he found himself 
alone. At the edge of the pavement some yards away, 
Creed, his face upraised to heaven, was embracing with 
all his force the second edition of the Westminster Gazette, 
which had been thrown him from a cart.
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“Well,” thought Hilary, walking on, “you know your 
own mind, anyway!”

And trotting by his side, with her jaw set very firm, 
his little bulldog looked up above her eyes, and seemed 
to say: “It was time we left that man of action!”

CHAPTER VII.
CECILIA’S SCATTERED THOUGHTS.

In her morning-room Mrs. Stephen Dallison sat at an 
old oak bureau collecting her scattered thoughts. They 
lay about on pieces of stamped notepaper, beginning 
“Dear Cecilia,” or “Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace requests,” 
or on bits of pasteboard headed by the names of theatres, 
galleries, or concert-halls; or, again, on paper of not quite 
so good a quality, commencing, “Dear Friend,” and end
ing with a single well-known name like “Wessex,” so that 
no suspicion should attach to the appeal contained be
tween the two. She had before her also sheets of her 
own writing-paper, headed “76, The Old Square, Ken
sington,” and two little books. One of these was bound 
in marbleised paper, and on it written: “Please keep this 
book in safety;” across the other, cased in the skin of 
some small animal deceased, was inscribed the solitary 
word “Engagements.”

Cecilia had on a Persian-green silk blouse with sleeves 
that would have hidden her slim hands, but for silver 
buttons made in the likeness of little roses at her wrists; 
on her brow was a faint frown, as though she were 
wondering what her thoughts were all about. She sat 
there every morning catching those thoughts, and placing 
them in one or other of her little books. Only by thus 

5*
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working hard could she keep herself, her husband, and 
daughter, in due touch with all the different movements 
going on. And that the touch might be as due as possible, 
she had a little headache nearly every day. For the 
dread of letting slip one movement, or of being too much 
taken with another, was very real to her; there were so 
many people who were interesting, so many sympathies of 
hers and Stephen’s which she desired to cultivate, that it 
was a matter of the utmost import not to cultivate any 
single one too much. Then, too, the duty of remaining 
feminine with all this going forward taxed her constitution. 
She sometimes thought enviously of the splendid isolation 
now enjoyed by Bianca, of which some subtle instinct, 
rather than definite knowledge, had informed her; but not 
often, for she was a loyal little person, to whom Stephen 
and his comforts were of the first moment. And though 
she worried somewhat because her thoughts would come 
by every post, she did not worry very much—hardly more 
than the Persian kitten on her lap, who also sat for hours 
trying to catch her tail, with a line between her eyes, and 
two small hollows in her cheeks.

When she had at last decided what concerts she 
would be obliged to miss, paid her subscription to the 
League for the Suppression of Tinned Milk, and ac
cepted an invitation to watch a man fall from a balloon, 
she paused. Then, dipping her pen in ink, she wrote as 
follows :

“Mrs. Stephen Dallison would be glad to have the 
blue dress ordered by her yesterday sent home at once 
without alteration.—Messrs. Rose and Thorn, High Street, 
Kensington.”

Ringing the bell, she thought: “It will be a job for 
Mrs. Hughs, poor thing. I believe she’ll do it quite as 
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well as Rose and Thorn.—Would you please ask Mrs. 
Hughs to come to me?—Oh, is that you, Mrs. Hughs? 
Come in.”

The seamstress, who had advanced into the middle 
of the room, stood with her worn hands against her sides, 
and no sign of life but the liquid patience in her large 
brown eyes. She was an enigmatic figure. Her presence 
always roused a sort of irritation in Cecilia, as if she had 
been suddenly confronted with what might possibly have 
been herself if certain little accidents had omitted to 
occur. She was so conscious that she ought to sym
pathise, so anxious to show that there was no barrier be
tween them, so eager to be all she ought to be, that her 
voice almost purred.

“Are you getting on with the curtains, Mrs. Hughs?” 
“Yes, m’m, thank you, m’m.”
“I shall have another job for you to-morrow—altering 

a dress. Can you come?”
“Yes, m’m, thank you, m’m.”
“Is the baby well?”
“Yes, m’m, thank you, m’m.”
There was a silence.
“It’s no good talking of her domestic matters,” thought 

Cecilia; “not that I don’t care!” But the silence getting 
on her nerves, she said quickly: “Is your husband be
having himself better?”

There was no answer; Cecilia saw a tear trickle slowly 
down the woman’s cheek.

“Oh dear, oh dear,” she thought; “poor thing! I’m 
in for it!”

Mrs. Hughs’ whispering voice began: “He’s behaving 
himself dreadful, m’m. I was going to speak to you. It’s 
ever since that young girl”—her face hardened—“come 
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to live down in my room there; he seem to—he seem to 
—just do nothing but neglect me.”

Cecilia’s heart gave the little pleasurable flutter which 
the heart must feel at the love dramas of other people, 
however painful.

“You mean the little model?” she said.
The seamstress answered in an agitated voice: “I don’t 

want to speak against her, but she’s put a spell on him, 
that’s what she has; he don’t seem able to do nothing 
but talk of her, and hang about her room. It was that 
troubling me when I saw you the other day. And ever 
since yesterday midday, when Mr. Hilary came—he’s 
been talking that wild—and he pushed me—and— 
and------” Her lips ceased to form articulate words,
but, since it was not etiquette to cry before her superiors, 
she used them to swallow down her tears, and something 
in her lean throat moved up and down.

At the mention of Hilary’s name the pleasurable sen
sation in Cecilia had undergone a change. She felt 
curiosity, fear, offence.

“I don’t quite understand you,” she said.
The seamstress plaited at her frock. “Of course, I 

can’t help the way he talks, m’m. I’m sure I don’t like 
to repeat the wicked things he says about Mr. Hilary. 
It seems as if he were out of his mind when he gets 
talkin’ about that young girl.”

The tone of those last three words was almost fierce.
Cecilia was on the point of saying: “That tvill do, 

please; I want to hear no more.” But her curiosity and 
queer subtle fear forced her instead to repeat: “I don’t 
understand. Do you mean he insinuates that Mr. Hilary 
has anything to do with—with this girl, or what?” And 
she thought: “I’ll stop that, at any rate.”
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The seamstress’s face was distorted by her efforts to 
control her voice.

“I tell him he’s wicked to say such things, m’m, and 
Mr. Hilary such a kind gentleman. And what business 
is it of his, I say, that’s got a wife and children of his 
own? I’ve seen him in the street, I’ve watched him hang
ing about Mrs. Hilary’s house when I’ve been working 
there—waiting for that girl, and following her—home----- ”
Again her lips refused to do service, except in the swallow
ing of her tears.

Cecilia thought: “I must tell Stephen at once. That 
man is dangerous.” A spasm gripped her heart, usually 
so warm and snug; vague feelings she had already enter
tained presented themselves now with startling force; she 
seemed to see the face of sordid life staring at the family 
of Dallison. Mrs. Hughs’ voice, which did not dare to 
break, resumed:

“I’ve said to him: ‘Whatever are you thinking of? 
And after Mrs. Hilary’s been so kind to me!’ But he’s 
like a madman when he’s in liquor, and he says he’ll go 
to Mrs. Hilary------ ”

“Go to my sister? What about? The ruffian!”
At hearing her husband called a ruffian by another 

woman the shadow of resentment passed across Mrs. 
Hughs’ face, leaving it quivering and red. The conversa
tion had already made a strange difference in the manner 
of these two women to each other. It was as though 
each now knew exactly how much sympathy and con
fidence could be expected of the other, as though life had 
suddenly sucked up the mist, and shown them standing 
one on either side of a deep trench. In Mrs. Hughs’ 
eyes theré was the look of those who have long discovered 
that they must not answer back for fear of losing what 
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little ground they have to stand on; and Cecilia’s eyes 
were cold and watchful. “I sympathise,” they seemed to 
say, “I sympathise; but you must please understand that 
you cannot expect sympathy if your affairs compromise 
the members of my family.” Her chief thought now was 
to be relieved of the company of this woman, who had 
been betrayed into showing what lay beneath her dumb, 
stubborn patience. It was not callousness, but the natural 
result of being fluttered. Her heart was like a bird 
agitated in its gilt-wire cage by the contemplation of a 
distant cat. She did not, however, lose her sense of what 
was practical, but said calmly: “Your husband was wounded 
in South Africa, you told me? It looks as if he wasn’t 
quite . . . I think you should have a doctor!”

The seamstress’s answer, slow and matter-of-fact, was 
worse than her emotion.

“No, m’m, he isn’t mad.”
Crossing to the hearth—whose Persian-blue tiling had 

taken her so long to find — Cecilia stood beneath a 
reproduction of Botticelli’s “Primavera,” and looked doubt
fully at Mrs. Hughs. The Persian kitten, sleepy and dis
turbed on the bosom of her blouse, gazed up into her 
face. “Consider me,” it seemed to say; “I am worth 
consideration; I am of a piece with you, and everything 
round you. We are both elegant and rather slender; we 
both love warmth and kittens; we both dislike interference 
with our fur. You took a long time to buy me, so as to 
get me perfect. You see that woman over there! I sat 
on her lap this morning while she was sewing your cur
tains. She has no right in here; she’s not what she 
seems; she can bite and scratch, I know; her lap is 
skinny; she drops water from her eyes. She made me 
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wet all down my back. Be careful what you’re doing, or 
she’ll make you wet down yours!”

All that was like the little Persian kitten within Cecilia 
—cosiness and love of pretty things, attachment to her 
own abode with its high-art lining, love for her mate and 
her own kitten, Thyme, dread of disturbance—all made 
her long to push this woman from the room; this woman 
with the skimpy figure, and eyes that, for all their 
patience, had in them something virago-like; this woman 
who carried about with her an atmosphere of sordid grief, 
of squalid menaces, and scandal. She longed all the 
more because it could well be seen from the seamstress’s 
helpless attitude that she too would have liked an easy 
life. To dwell on things like this was to feel more than 
thirty-eight!

Cecilia had no pocket, Providence having removed it 
now for some time past, but from her little bag she drew 
forth the two essentials of gentility. Taking her nose, 
which she feared was shining, gently within one, she 
fumbled in the other. And again she looked doubtfully 
at Mrs. Hughs. Her heart said: “Give the poor woman 
half a sovereign; it might comfort her!” But her brain 
said: “I owe her four-and-six; after what she’s just been 
saying about her husband and that girl and Hilary, it 
mayn’t be safe to give her more.” She held out two half- 
crowns, and had an inspiration: “I shall mention to my 
sister what you’ve said; you can tell your husband that!”

No sooner had she said this, however, than she saw, 
from a little smile devoid of merriment and quickly ex
tinguished, that Mrs. Hughs did not believe she would do 
anything of the kind; from which she concluded that the 
seamstress was convinced of Hilary’s interest in the little 
model. She said hastily:
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“You can go now, Mrs. Hughs.”
Mrs. Hughs went, making no noise or sign of any sort.
Cecilia returned to her scattered thoughts. They lay 

there still, with a gleam of sun from the low window 
smearing their importance; she felt somehow that it did 
not now matter very much whether she and Stephen, in 
the interests of science, saw that man fall from his balloon, 
or, in the interests of art, heard Herrn von Kraaffe sing his 
Polish songs; she experienced, too, almost a revulsion in 
favour of tinned milk. After meditatively tearing up her 
note to Messrs. Rose and Thorn, she lowered the bureau 
lid and left the room.

Mounting the stairs, whose old oak banisters on either 
side were a real joy, she felt she was stupid to let vague, 
sordid rumours, which, after all, affected her but indirectly, 
disturb her morning’s work. And entering Stephen’s 
dressing-room, she stood looking at his boots.

Inside each one of them was a wooden soul; none had 
any creases, none had any holes. The moment they wore 
out, their wooden souls were taken from them and their 
bodies given to the poor, whilst—in accordance with that 
theory, to hear a course of lectures on which a scattered 
thought was even now inviting her—the wooden souls 
migrated instantly to other leathern bodies.

Looking at that polished row of boots, Cecilia felt 
lonely and unsatisfied. Stephen worked in the Law 
Courts, Thyme worked at Art; both were doing something 
definite. She alone, it seemed, had to wait at home, and 
order dinner, answer letters, shop, pay calls, and do a 
dozen things that failed to stop her thoughts from dwelling 
on that woman’s tale. She was not often conscious of the 
nature of her life, so like the lives of many hundred 
women in this London, which she said she could not



Cecilia’s scattered thoughts. 75

stand, but which she stood very well. As a rule, with 
practical good sense, she kept her doubting eyes fixed 
friendlily on every little phase in turn, enjoying well enough 
fitting the Chinese puzzle of her scattered thoughts, setting 
out on each small adventure with a certain cautious zest, 
and taking Stephen with her as far as he allowed. This 
last year or so, now that Thyme was a grown girl, she 
had felt at once a loss of purpose and a gain of liberty. 
She hardly knew whether to be glad or sorry. It freed 
her for the tasting of more things, more people, and more 
Stephen; but it left a little void in her heart, a little sore
ness round it. What would Thyme think if she heard 
this story about her uncle? The thought started a whole 
train of doubts that had of late beset her. Was her little 
daughter going to turn out like herself? If not, why not? 
Stephen joked about his daughter’s skirts, her hockey, 
her friendship with young men. He joked about the way 
Thyme refused to let him joke about her art or about her 
interest in “the people.” His joking was a source of irrita
tion to Cecilia. For, by woman’s instinct rather than by 
any reasoning process, she was conscious of a discon
certing change. Amongst the people she knew, young men 
were not now attracted by girls as they had been in her 
young days. There was a kind of cool and friendly 
matter-of-factness in the way they treated them, a sort of 
almost scientific playfulness. And Cecilia felt uneasy as 
to how far this was to go. She seemed left behind. If 
young people were really becoming serious, if youths no 
longer cared about the colour of Thyme’s eyes, or dress, 
or hair, what would there be left to care for—that is, up 
to the point of definite relationship? Not that she wanted 
her daughter to be married. It would be time enough to 
think of that when she was twenty-five. But her own ex-
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periences had been so different. She had spent so many 
youthful hours in wondering about men, had seen so many 
men cast furtive looks at her; and now there did not 
seem in men or girls anything left worth the other’s while 
to wonder or look furtive about. She was not of a philo
sophic turn of mind, and had attached no deep meaning 
to Stephen’s jest—“If young people will reveal their 
ankles, they’ll soon have no ankles to reveal.”

To Cecilia the extinction of the race seemed threatened; 
in reality her species of the race alone was vanishing, 
which to her, of course, was very much the same disaster. 
With her eyes on Stephen’s boots she thought: “How shall 
I prevent what I’ve heard from coming to Bianca’s ears? 
I know how she would take it! How shall I prevent 
Thyme’s hearing? I’m sure I don’t know what the effect 
would be on her! I must speak to Stephen. He’s so 
fond of Hilary.”

And, turning away from Stephen’s boots, she mused: 
“Of course it’s nonsense. Hilary’s much too—too nice, 
too fastidious, to be more than just interested; but he’s so 
kind he might easily put himself in a false position. And 
—it’s ugly nonsense! B. can be so disagreeable; even 
now she’s not—on terms with him!” And suddenly the 
thought of Mr. Purcey leaped into her mind—Mr. Purcey, 
who, as Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace had declared, was not 
even conscious that there was a problem of the poor. To 
think of him seemed somehow at that moment comforting, 
like rolling oneself in a blanket against a draught. Passing 
into her room, she opened her wardrobe door.

“Bother the woman!” she thought. “I do want that 
gentian dress got ready, but now I simply cant give it to 
her to do.”
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CHAPTER VIII.
THE SINGLE MIND OF MR. STONE.

Since in the flutter of her spirit caused by the words 
of Mrs. Hughs, Cecilia felt she must do something, she 
decided to change her dress.

The furniture of the pretty room she shared with 
Stephen had not been hastily assembled. Conscious, even 
fifteen years ago, when they moved into this house, of the 
grave Philistinism of the upper classes, she and Stephen 
had ever kept their duty to aestheticism green; and, in the 
matter of their bed, had lain for two years on two little white 
affairs, comfortable, but purely temporary, that they might 
give themselves a chance. The chance had come at last 
—a bed in real keeping with the period they had settled 
on, and going for twelve pounds. They had not let it go, 
and now slept in it—not quite so comfortable, perhaps, 
but comfortable enough, and conscious of duty done.

For fifteen years Cecilia had been furnishing her 
house; the process approached completion. The only 
things remaining on her mind—apart, that is, from Thyme’s 
development and the condition of the people—were: item, 
a copper lantern that would allow some light to pass its 
framework; item, an old oak wash-stand not going back 
to Cromwell’s time. And now this third anxiety had come!

She .was rather touching, as she stood before the ward
robe glass divested of her bodice, with dimples of exer
tion in her thin white arms as she hooked her skirt be
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hind, and her greenish eyes troubled, so anxious to do 
their best for everyone, and save risk of any sort. Having 
put on a bramble-coloured frock, which laced across her 
breast with silver lattice-work, and a hat (without feathers, 
so as to encourage birds) fastened to her head with pins 
(bought to aid a novel school of metal-work), she went to 
see what sort of day it was.

The window looked out at the back over some dreary 
streets, where the wind was flinging light drift of smoke 
athwart the sunlight. They had chosen this room, not 
indeed for its view over the condition of the people, but 
because of the sky effects at sunset, which were extremely 
fine. For the first time, perhaps, Cecilia was conscious 
that a sample of the class she was so interested in was 
exposed to view beneath her nose. “The Hughs live 
somewhere there,” she thought. “After all, I think B. 
ought to know about that man. She might speak to father, 
and get him to give up having the girl to copy for him 
—the whole thing’s so worrying.”

In pursuance of this thought, she lunched hastily, and 
went out, making her way to Hilary’s. With every step 
she became more uncertain. The fear of meddling too 
much, of not meddling enough, of seeming meddlesome; 
timidity at touching anything so awkward; distrust, even 
ignorance, of her sister’s character, which was like, yet so 
very unlike, her own; a real itch to get the matter settled, 
so that nothing whatever should come of it—all this she 
felt. She first hurried, then dawdled, finished the ad
venture at a run, then told the servant not to announce 
her. The vision of Bianca’s eyes, as she listened to this 
tale, was suddenly too much for Cecilia. She decided to 
pay a visit to her father first.

Mr. Stone was writing, attired in his working dress— 
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a thick brown woollen gown, revealing his thin neck above 
the line of a blue shirt, and tightly gathered round the 
waist with tasselled cord; the lower portions of grey trousers 
were visible above woollen-slippered feet. His hair straggled 
over his thin long ears. The window, wide open, ad
mitted an east wind; there was no fire. Cecilia shivered.

“ Come in quickly,” said Mr. Stone. Turning to a big 
high desk of stained deal which occupied the middle of 
one wall, he began methodically to place the inkstand, a 
heavy paper-knife, a book, and stones of several sizes, on 
his fluttering sheets of manuscript.

Cecilia looked about her; she had not been inside her 
father’s room for several months. There was nothing in 
it but that desk, a camp-bed in the far corner (with 
blankets, but no sheets), a folding wash-stand, and a 
narrow bookcase, the books in which Cecilia unconsciously 
told off on the fingers of her memory. They never varied. 
On the top shelf the Bible and the works of Plautus and 
Diderot; on the second from the top the plays of Shake
speare in a blue edition; on the third from the bottom 
Don Quixote, in four volumes, covered with brown paper; 
a green Milton; the “Comedies of Aristophanes;” a leather 
book, partially burned, comparing the philosophy of 
Epicurus with the philosophy of Spinoza; and in a yellow 
binding Mark Twain’s “Huckleberry Finn.” On the second 
from the bottom was lighter literature: “The Iliad;” a 
“Life of Francis of Assisi;” Speke’s “Discovery of the 
Sources of the Nile;” the “Pickwick Papers;” “Mr. Mid
shipman Easy;” The Verses of Theocritus, in a very old 
translation; Renan’s “Life of Christ;” and the “Auto
biography, of Benvenuto Cellini.” The bottom shelf of all 
was full of books on natural science.

The walls were whitewashed, and, as Cecilia knew, 
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came off on anybody who leaned against them. The 
floor was stained, and had no carpet. There was a little 
gas cooking-stove, with cooking things ranged on it; a 
small bare table; and one large cupboard. No draperies, 
no pictures, no ornaments of any kind; but by the window 
an ancient golden leather chair. Cecilia could never bear 
to sit in that oasis; its colour in this wilderness was too 
precious to her spirit.

“It’s an east wind, father; aren’t you terribly cold 
without a fire?”

Mr. Stone came from his writing-desk, and stood so 
that light might fall on a sheet of paper in his hand. 
Cecilia noted the scent that went about with him of peat 
and baked potatoes. He spoke:

“Listen to this: Tn the condition of society, dignified 
in those days with the name of civilisation, the only source 
of hope was the persistence of the quality of courage. 
Amongst a thousand nerve-destroying habits, amongst the 
dram-shops, patent medicines, the undigested chaos of in
ventions and discoveries, while hundreds were prating in 
their pulpits of things believed in by a negligible fraction 
of the population, and thousands writing down to-day 
what nobody would want to read in two days’ time; while 
men shut animals in cages, and made bears jig to please 
their children, and all were striving one against the other; 
while, in a word, like gnats above a stagnant pool on a 
summer’s evening, man danced up and down without the 
faintest notion why—in this condition of affairs the quality 
of courage was alive. It was the only fire within that 
gloomy valley.’ ” He stopped, though evidently anxious 
to go on, because he had read the last word on that 
sheet of paper. He moved towards the writing-desk. 
Cecilia said hastily:
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“Do you mind if I shut the window, father?”
Mr. Stone made a movement of his head, and Cecilia 

saw that he held a second sheet of paper in his hand. 
She rose, and, going towards him, said:

“I want to talk to you, Dad!” Taking up the cord 
of his dressing-gown, she pulled it by its tassel.

“Don’t!” said Mr. Stone; “it secures my trousers.”
Cecilia dropped the cord. “Father is really terrible!” 

she thought.
Mr. Stone, lifting the second sheet of paper, began 

again :
“ ‘The reason, however, was not far to seek------ ’ ”
Cecilia said desperately:
“It’s about that girl who comes to copy for you.”
Mr. Stone lowered the sheet of paper, and stood, 

slightly curved from head to foot; his ears moved as 
though he w’ere about to lay them back; his blue eyes, 
with little white spots of light alongside the tiny black 
pupils, stared at his daughter.

Cecilia thought: “He’s listening now.”
She made haste. “Must you have her here? Can’t 

you do without her?”
“Without whom?” said Mr. Stone.
“Without the girl who comes to copy for you.”
“Why?”
“For this very good reason------ ”
Mr. Stone dropped his eyes, and Cecilia saw that he 

had moved the sheet of paper up as far as his waist.
“Does she copy better than any other girl could?” 

she asked hastily.
“No,” said Mr. Stone.
“Then, Father, I do wish, to please me, you’d get 

someone else. I know what I’m talking about, and I——” 
Fraternity. v>
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Cecilia stopped; her father’s lips and eyes were moving; 
he was obviously reading to himself. “I’ve no patience 
with him,” she thought; “he thinks of nothing but his 
wretched book.”

Aware of his daughter’s silence, Mr. Stone let the sheet 
of paper sink, and waited patiently again.

“What do you want, my dear?” he said.
“Oh, Father, do listen just a minute!”
“Yes, yes.”
“It’s about that girl who comes to copy for you. Is 

there any reason why she should come instead of any 
other girl?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Stone.
“What reason?”
“Because she has no friends.”
So awkward a reply was not expected by Cecilia; 

she looked at the floor, forced to search within her soul. 
Silence lasted several seconds; then Mr. Stone’s voice rose 
above a whisper:

“‘The reason was not far to seek. Man, differen
tiated from the other apes by his desire to know, was 
from the first obliged to steel himself against the penalties 
of knowledge. Like animals subjected to the rigors of 
an Arctic climate, and putting forth more fur with each 
reduction in the temperature, man’s hide of courage 
thickened automatically to resist the spear-thrusts dealt 
him by his own insatiate curiosity. In those days of which 
we speak, when undigested knowledge, in a great invading 
horde, had swarmed all his defences, man, suffering from 
a foul dyspepsia, with a nervous system in the latest stages 
of exhaustion, and a reeling brain, survived by reason of 
his power to go on making courage. Little heroic as (in 
the then general state of petty competition) his deeds
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appeared to be, there never had yet been a time when 
man in bulk was more courageous, for there never had 
yet been a time when he had more need to be. Signs 
were not wanting that this desperate state of things had 
caught the eyes of the community. A little sect------ ’ ”
Mr. Stone stopped; his eyes had again tumbled over the 
bottom edge; he moved hurriedly towards the desk. Just 
as his hand removed a stone and took up a third sheet, 
Cecilia cried out:

“Father!”
Mr. Stone stopped, and turned towards her. His 

daughter saw that he had gone quite pink; her annoyance 
vanished.

“Father! About that girl------ ”
Mr. Stone seemed to reflect. “Yes, yes,” he said.
“I don’t think Bianca likes her coming here.”
Mr. Stone passed his hand across his brow.
“Forgive me for reading to you, my dear,” he said; 

“it’s a great relief to me at times.”
Cecilia went close to him, and refrained with diffi

culty from taking up the tasselled cord.
“Of course, dear,” she said; “I quite understand 

that.”
Mr. Stone looked full in her face, and before a gaze 

which seemed to go through her and see things the other 
side, Cecilia dropped her eyes.

“It’s strange,” he said, “how you came to be my 
daughter ! ”

To Cecilia, too, this had often seemed a problem.
“There is a great deal in atavism,” said Mr. Stone, 

“that we know nothing of at present.”
Cecilia cried with heat, “I do wish you would attend 

a minute, Father; it’s really an important matter,” and 
6* 
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she turned towards the window, tears being very near 
her eyes.

The voice of Mr. Stone said humbly: “I will try, my 
dear.”

But Cecilia thought: “I must give him a good lesson. 
He really is too self-absorbed;” and she did not move, 
conveying by the posture of her shoulders how gravely 
she was vexed.

She could see nursemaids wheeling babies towards 
the Gardens, and noted their faces gazing, not at the 
babies, but, uppishly, at other nursemaids, or, w'ith a sort 
of cautious longing, at men who passed. How selfish they 
looked ! She felt a little glow of satisfaction that she was 
making this thin and bent old man behind her conscious 
of his egoism.

“He will know better another time,” she thought. 
Suddenly she heard a whistling, squeaking sound—it 
was Mr. Stone whispering the third page of his manu
script:

—animated by some admirable sentiments, but 
whose doctrines—riddled by the fact that life is but the 
change of form to form—were too constricted for the 
evils they designed to remedy; this little sect, who had as 
yet to learn the meaning of universal love, were making 
the most strenuous efforts, in advance of the community 
at large, to understand themselves. The necessary move
ment which they voiced—reaction against the high-tide of 
the fratricidal system then prevailing—was young, and 
had the freshness and honesty of youth. . . .’ ”

Without a word Cecilia turned round and hurried to 
the door. She saw her father drop the sheet of paper; 
she saw his face, all pink and silver, stooping after it; 
and remorse visited her anger.
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In the corridor outside she was arrested by a noise. 
The uncertain light of London halls fell there; on close 
inspection the sufferer was seen to be Miranda, who, un
able to decide whether she wanted to be in the garden 
or the house, was seated beneath the hat-rack snuffling to 
herself. On seeing Cecilia she came out.

“What do you want, you little beast?”
Peering at her over the tops of her eyes, Miranda 

vaguely lifted a white foot. “Why ask me that?” she 
seemed to say. “How am I to know? Are we not all 
like this?”

Her conduct, coming at that moment, overtried Cecilia’s 
nerves. She threw open Hilary’s study-door, saying 
sharply: “Go in and find your master!”

Miranda did not move, but Hilary came out instead. 
He had been correcting proofs to catch the post, and 
wore the look of a man abstracted, faintly contemptuous 
of other forms of life.

Cecilia, once more saved from the necessity of ap
proaching her sister, the mistress of the house, so fugitive, 
haunting, and unseen, yet so much the centre of this 
situation, said:

“Can I speak to you a minute, Hilary?”
They went into his study, and Miranda came creeping 

in behind.
To Cecilia her brother-in-law always seemed an amiable 

and more or less pathetic figure. In his literary pre
occupations he allowed people to impose on him. He 
looked unsubstantial beside the bust of Socrates, which 
moved Cecilia strangely—it was so very massive and so 
very ugly !. She decided not to beat about the bush.

“I’ve been hearing some odd things from Mrs. Hughs 
about that little model, Hilary.”
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Hilary’s smile faded from his eyes, but remained 
clinging to his lips,

“Indeed!”
Cecilia went on nervously: “Mrs. Hughs says it’s be

cause of her that Hughs behaves so badly. I don’t want 
to say anything against the girl, but she seems—she 
seems to have------ ”

“Yes?” said Hilary.
“To have cast a spell on Hughs, as the woman 

puts it.”
“On Hughs!” repeated Hilary.
Cecilia found her eyes resting on the bust of Socrates, 

and hastily proceeded:
“She says he follows her about, and comes down here 

to lie in wait for her. It’s a most strange business alto
gether. You went to see them, didn’t you?”

Hilary nodded.
“I’ve been speaking to Father,” Cecilia murmured; 

“but he’s hopeless—I couldn’t get him to pay the least 
attention.”

Hilary seemed thinking deeply.
“I wanted him,” she went on, “to get some other girl 

instead to come and copy for him.”
“Why?”
Under the seeming impossibility of ever getting any 

farther, without saying what she had come to say, Cecilia 
blurted out:

“Mrs. Hughs says that Hughs has threatened you."
Hilary’s face became ironical.
“Really!” he said. “That’s good of him! What 

for?”
The frightful indelicacy of her situation at this moment, 

the feeling of unfairness that she should be placed in it, 
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almost overwhelmed Cecilia. “Goodness knows I don’t 
want to meddle. I never meddle in anything—it’s hor
rible!”

Hilary took her hand.
“My dear Cis,” he said, “of course! But we’d better 

have this out!”
Grateful for the pressure of his hand, she gave it a 

convulsive squeeze.
“It’s so sordid, Hilary!”
“Sordid! H’m! Let’s get it over, then.”
Cecilia had grown crimson. “Do you want me to 

tell you everything?”
“Certainly.”
“Well, Hughs evidently thinks you’re interested in the 

girl. You can’t keep anything from servants and people 
who work about your house; they always think the worst 
of everything—and, of course, they know that you and 
B. don’t—aren’t----- "

Hilary nodded.
“Mrs. Hughs actually said the man meant to go 

to B.!”
Again the vision of her sister seemed to float into the 

room, and she went on desperately: “And, Hilary, I can 
see Mrs. Hughs really thinks you are interested. Of 
course, she wants to, for if you were, it would mean that 
a man like her husband could have no chance.”

Astonished at this flash of cynical inspiration, and 
ashamed of such plain speaking, she checked herself. 
Hilary had turned away.

Cecilia touched his arm. “Hilary, dear,” she said, 
“isn’t there any chance of you and В------?”

Hilary’s lips twitched. “I should say not.”
Cecilia looked sadly at the floor. Not since Stephen 
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was bad with pleurisy had she felt so worried. The sight 
of Hilary’s face brought back her doubts with all their 
force. It might, of course, be only anger at the man’s 
impudence, but it might be—she hardly liked to frame 
her thought—a more personal feeling.

“Don’t you think,” she said, “that, anyway, she had 
better not come here again?”

Hilary paced the room.
“It’s her only safe and certain piece of work; it 

keeps her independent. It’s much more satisfactory than 
this sitting. I can’t have any hand in taking it away 
from her.”

Cecilia had never seen him moved like this. Was it 
possible that he was not incorrigibly gentle, but had in 
him some of that animality which she, in a sense, admired? 
This uncertainty terribly increased the difficulties of the 
situation.

“But, Hilary,” she said at last, “are you satisfied 
about the girl—I mean, are you satisfied that she really 
is worth helping?”

“I don’t understand.”
“I mean,” murmured Cecilia, “that we don’t know 

anything about her past.” And, seeing from the move
ment of his eyebrows that she was touching on what had 
evidently been a doubt with him, she went on with great 
courage: “Where are her friends and relations? I mean, 
she may have had a—adventures.”

Hilary withdrew into himself.
“You can hardly expect me,” he said, “to go into 

that with her.”
His reply made Cecilia feel ridiculous.
“Well,” she said in a hard little voice, “if this is what 

comes of helping the poor, I don’t see the use of it.”
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The outburst evoked no reply from Hilary; she felt 
more tremulous than ever. The whole thing was so con
fused, so unnatural. What with the dark, malignant 
Hughs and that haunting vision of Bianca, the matter 
seemed almost Italian. That a man of Hughs’ class might 
be affected by the passion of love had somehow never 
come into her head. She thought of the back streets 
she had looked out on from her bedroom window. Could 
anything like passion spring up in those dismal alleys? 
The people who lived there, poor down-trodden things, 
had enough to do to keep themselves alive. She knew 
all about them; they were in the air; their condition was 
deplorable! Could a person whose condition was deplor
able find time or strength for any sort of lurid exhibition 
such as this? It was incredible.

She became aware that Hilary was speaking.
“I daresay the man is dangerous!”
Hearing her fears confirmed, and in accordance with 

the secret vein of hardness which kept her living, amid 
all her sympathies and hesitations, Cecilia felt suddenly 
that she had gone as far as it was in her to go.

“I shall have no more to do with them,” she said; 
“I’ve tried my best for Mrs. Hughs. I know quite as 
good a needlewoman, who’ll be only too glad to come 
instead. Any other girl will do as well to copy father’s 
book. If you take my advice, Hilary, you’ll give up try
ing to help them too.”

Hilary’s smile puzzled and annoyed her. If she had 
known, this was the smile that stood between him and 
her sister.

“You may be right,” he said, and shrugged his 
shoulders.
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“Very well,” said Cecilia, “I’ve done all I can. I 
must go now. Good-bye.”

During her progress to the door she gave one look 
behind. Hilary was standing by the bust of Socrates. 
Her heart smote her to leave him thus embarrassed. But 
again the vision of Bianca—fugitive in her own house, 
and with something tragic in her mocking immobility— 
came to her, and she hastened away.

A voice said: “How are you, Mrs. Dallison? Your 
sister at home?”

Cecilia saw before her Mr. Purcey, rising and falling 
a little with the oscillation of his A. i. Damyer as he 
prepared to alight.

A sense as of having just left a house visited by sick
ness or misfortune made Cecilia murmur:

“Pm afraid she’s not.”
“Bad luck!” said Mr. Purcey. His face fell as far 

as so red and square a face could fall. “I was hoping 
perhaps I might be allowed to take them for a run. 
She’s wanting exercise.” Mr. Purcey laid his hand on 
the flank of his palpitating car. “Know these A.i. Damyers, 
Mrs. Dallison? Best value you can get, simply rippin’ 
little cars. Wish you’d try her.”

The А.i. Damyer, diffusing an aroma of the finest 
petrol, leaped and trembled, as though conscious of her 
master’s praise. Cecilia looked at her.

“Yes,” she said, “she’s very sweet.”
“Now do!” said Mr. Purcey. “Let me give you a 

run—just to please me, I mean. I’m sure you’ll like her.”
A little compunction, a little curiosity, a sudden revolt 

against all the discomfiture and sordid doubts she had 
been suffering from, made Cecilia glance softly at Mr. 
Purcey’s figure; almost before she knew it, she was seated 
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in the A.I. Damyer. It trembled, emitted two small 
sounds, one large scent, and glided forward. Mr. Purcey 
said:

“That’s rippin’ of you!”
A postman, dog, and baker’s cart, all hurrying at top 

speed, seemed to stand still; Cecilia felt the wind beating 
her cheeks. She gave a little laugh.

“You must just take me home, please.”
Mr. Purcey touched the chauffeur’s elbow.
“Round the park,” he said. “Let her have it.”
The A.I. Damyer uttered a tiny shriek. Cecilia, 

leaning back in her padded corner, glanced askance at 
Mr. Purcey leaning back in his; an unholy, astonished 
little smile played on her lips.

“What am I doing?” it seemed to say. “The way 
he got me here—really! And now I am here Pm just 
going to enjoy it!”

There were no Hughs’, no little model—all that sordid 
life had vanished; there was nothing but the wind beating 
her cheeks and the A.i. Damyer leaping under her.

Mr. Purcey said: “It just makes all the difference to 
me; keeps my nerves in order.”

“Oh,” Cecilia murmured, “have you got nerves?”
Mr. Purcey smiled. When he smiled his cheeks formed 

two hard red blocks, his trim moustache stood out, and 
many little wrinkles ran from his light eyes.

“Chock full of them,” he said; “least thing upsets 
me. Can’t bear to see a hungry-lookin’ child, or any
thing.”

A strange feeling of admiration for this man had come 
upon Cecilia. Why could not she, and Thyme, and 
Hilary, and Stephen, and all the people they knew and 
mixed with, be like him, so sound and healthy, ■ so un-
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ravaged by disturbing sympathies, so innocent of “social 
conscience,” so content?

As though jealous of these thoughts about her master, 
the А.i. Damyer stopped of her own accord.

“Hallo,” said Mr. Purcey, “hallo, I say! Don’t you 
get out; she’ll be all right directly.”

“Oh,” said Cecilia, “thanks; but I must go in here, 
anyhow; I think I’ll say good-bye. Thank you so much. 
I have enjoyed it.”

From the threshold of a shop she looked back. Mr. 
Purcey, on foot, was leaning forward from the waist, star
ing at his A.I. Damyer with profound concentration.

CHAPTER IX.
HILARY GIVES CHASE.

The ethics of a man like Hilary were not those of the 
million pure-bred Purceys of this life, founded on a sense 
of property in this world and the next; nor were they 
precisely the morals and religion of the aristocracy, who, 
though æstheticised in parts, quietly used, in bulk, their 
fortified position to graft on Mr. Purcey’s ethics the prin
ciple of “You be damned!” In the eyes of the majority 
he was probably an immoral and irreligious man; but in 
fact his morals and religion were those of his special sec
tion of society—the cultivated classes, “the professors, 
the artistic pigs, advanced people, and all that sort of 
cuckoo,” as Mr. Purcey called them—a section of society 
supplemented by persons, played beyond the realms of 
want, who speculated in ideas.

Had he been required to make a profession of his 
creed he would probably have framed it in some such way
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as this: “I disbelieve in all Church dogmas, and do not 
go to church; I have no definite ideas about a future state, 
and do not want to have; but in a private way I try to 
identify myself as much as possible with what I see about 
me, feeling that if I could ever really be at one with the 
world I live in I should be happy. I think it foolish not 
to trust my senses and my reason; as for what my senses 
and my reason will not tell me, I assume that all is as it 
had to be, for if one could get to know the why of every
thing, one would be the Universe. I do not believe that 
chastity is a virtue in itself, but only so far as it ministers 
to the health and happiness of the community. I do not 
believe that marriage confers the rights of ownership, and 
I loathe all public wrangling on such matters; but I am 
temperamentally averse to the harming of my neighbours, 
if in reason it can be avoided. As to manners, I think 
that to repeat a bit of scandal, and circulate backbiting 
stories, are worse offences than the actions that gave rise 
to them. If I mentally condemn a person, I feel guilty 
of moral lapse. I hate self-assertion; I am ashamed of 
self-advertisement. I dislike loudness of any kind. Pro
bably I have too much tendency to negation of all sorts. 
Small-talk bores me to extinction, but I will discuss a 
point of ethics or psychology half the night. To make 
capital out of a person’s weakness is repugnant to me. I 
want to be a decent man, but—I really can’t take my
self too seriously.”

Though he had preserved his politeness towards Ce
cilia, he was in truth angry, and grew angrier every minute. 
He was angry with her, himself, and the man Hughs; 
and suffered from this anger as only they can who are not 
accustomed to the rough-and-tumble of things.

Such a retiring man as Hilary was seldom given the 
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opportunity for an obvious display of chivalry. The tenor 
of his life removed him from those situations. Such 
chivalry as he displayed was of a negative order. And 
confronted suddenly with the conduct of Hughs, who, it 
seemed, knocked his wife about, and dogged the footsteps 
of a helpless girl, he took it seriously to heart.

When the little model came walking up the garden 
on her usual visit, he fancied her face looked scared. 
Quieting the growling of Miranda, who from the first had 
stubbornly refused to know this girl, he sat down with a 
book to wait for her to go away. After sitting an hour 
or more, turning over pages, and knowing little of their 
sense, he saw a man peer over his garden gate. He was 
there for half a minute, then lounged across the road, 
and stood hidden by some railings.

“So?” thought Hilary. “Shall I go out and warn the 
fellow to clear off, or shall I wait to see what happens 
when she goes away?”

He determined on the latter course. Presently she 
came out, walking with her peculiar gait, youthful and 
pretty, but too matter-of-fact, and yet, as it were, too 
purposeless to be a lady’s. She looked back at Hilary’s 
windowr, and turned uphill.

Hilary took his hat and stick and waited. In half a 
minute Hughs came out from under cover of the railings 
and followed. Then Hilary, too, set forth.

There is left in every man something of the primeval 
love of stalking. The delicate Hilary, in cooler blood, 
would have revolted at the notion of dogging people’s 
footsteps. He now experienced the holy pleasures of the 
chase. Certain that Hughs was really following the girl, 
he had but to keep him in sight and remain unseen. 
This was not hard for a man given to mountain-climbing,
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almost the only sport left to one who thought it immoral 
to hurt anybody but himself.

Taking advantage of shop-windows, omnibuses, passers
by, and other bits of cover, he prosecuted the chase up 
the steepy heights of Campden Hill. But soon a nearly 
fatal check occurred; for, chancing to take his eyes off 
Hughs, he saw the little model returning on her tracks. 
Ready enough in physical emergencies, Hilary sprang 
into a passing omnibus. He saw her stopping before the 
window of a picture-shop. From the expression of her 
face and figure, she evidently had no idea that she was 
being followed, but stood with a sort of slack-lipped won
der, lost in admiration of a well-known print. Hilary had 
often wondered who could possibly admire that picture— 
he now knew. It was obvious that the girl’s æsthetic sense 
was deeply touched.

While this was passing through his mind, he caught 
sight of Hughs lurking outside a public-house. The dark 
man’s face was sullen and dejected, and looked as if he 
suffered. Hilary felt a sort of pity for him.

The omnibus leaped forward, and he sat down smartly 
almost on a lady’s lap. This was the lap of Mrs. Tallents 
Smallpeace, who greeted him with a warm, quiet smile, 
and made a little room.

“Your sister-in-law has just been to see me, Mr. Dalli- 
son. She’s such a dear—so interested in everything. I 
tried to get her to come on to my meeting with me.”

Raising his hat, Hilary frowned. For once his deli
cacy was at fault. He said:

“Ah, yes! Excuse me!” and got out.
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace looked after him, and then 

glanced round the omnibus. His conduct was very like 
the conduct of a man who had got in to keep an assigna- 
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tion with a lady, and found that lady sitting next his 
aunt. She was unable to see a soul who seemed to foster 
this view, and sat thinking that he was “rather attractive.” 
Suddenly her dark busy eyes lighted on the figure of the 
little model strolling along again.

“Oh!” she thought. “Ah! Yes, really! How very 
interesting ! ”

Hilary, to avoid meeting the girl point-blank, had 
turned up a by-street, and, finding a convenient corner, 
waited. He was puzzled. If this man were persecuting 
her with his attentions, why had he not gone across when 
she was standing at the picture-shop?

She passed across the opening of the by-street, still 
walking in the slack way of one who takes the pleasures 
of the streets. She passed from view; Hilary strained his 
eyes to see if Hughs were following. He waited several 
minutes. The man did not appear. The chase was over! 
And suddenly it flashed across him that Hughs had merely 
dogged her to see that she had no assignation with any
body. They had both been playing the same game! He 
flushed up in that shady little street, in which he was the 
only person to be seen. Cecilia was right! It was a 
sordid business. A man more in touch with facts than 
Hilary would have had some mental pigeon-hole into 
which to put an incident like this; but, being by profes
sion concerned mainly with ideas and thoughts, he did not 
quite know where he was. The habit of his mind pre
cluded him from thinking very definitely on any subject 
except his literary work—precluded him especially in a 
matter of this sort, so inextricably entwined with that de
licate, dim question, the impact of class on class.

Pondering deeply, he ascended the leafy lane that 



HILARY GIVES CHASE. 97

leads between high railings from Notting Hill to Ken
sington.

It was so far from traffic that every tree on either 
side was loud with the Spring songs of birds; the scent 
of running sap came forth shyly as the sun sank low. 
Strange peace, strange feeling of old Mother Earth up 
there above the town; wild tunes, and the quiet sight of 
clouds. Man in this lane might rest his troubled thoughts, 
and for awhile trust the goodness of the Scheme that 
gave him birth, the beauty of each day, that laughs or 
broods itself into night. Some budding lilacs exhaled a 
scent of lemons; a sandy cat on the coping of a garden 
wall was basking in the setting sun.

In the centre of the lane a row of elm-trees displayed 
their gnarled, knotted roots. Human beings were seated 
there, whose matted hair clung round their tired faces. 
Their gaunt limbs were clothed in rags; each had a stick, 
and some sort of dirty bundle tied to it. They were asleep. 
On a bench beyond, two toothless old women sat, moving 
their eyes from side to side, and a crimson-faced woman 
was snoring. Under the next tree a Cockney youth and 
his girl were sitting side by side—pale young things, with 
loose mouths, and hollow cheeks, and restless eyes. Their 
arms were enlaced; they were silent. A little farther on 
two young men in working clothes were looking straight 
before them, with desperately tired faces. They, too, 
were silent.

On the last bench of all Hilary came on the little 
model, seated slackly by herself.

Fraternity. 7
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CHAPTER X.
THE TROUSSEAU.

This, the first time these two had met each other at 
large, was clearly not a comfortable, event for either of 
them. The girl blushed, and hastily got off her seat. 
Hilary, who raised his hat and frowned, sat down on it.

“Don’t get up,” he said; “I want to talk to you.”
The little model obediently resumed her seat. A 

silence followed. She had on the old brown skirt and 
knitted jersey, the old blue-green tam-o’-shanter cap, and 
there were marks of weariness beneath her eyes.

At last Hilary remarked: “How are you getting on?” 
The little model looked at her feet.
“Pretty well, thank you, Mr. Dallison.”
“I came to see you yesterday.”
She slid a look at him which might have meant no

thing or meant much, so perfect its shy stolidity.
“I was out,” she said, “sitting to Miss Boyle.”
“So you have some work?”
“It’s finished now.”
“Then you’re only getting the two shillings a day from 

Mr. Stone?”
She nodded.
“H’m!”
The unexpected fervour of this grunt seemed to 

animate the little model.
“Three and sixpence for my rent, and breakfast costs
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threepence nearly—only bread-and-butter—that’s five and 
two; and washing’s always at least tenpence—that’s six; 
and little things last week was a shilling—even when I 
don’t take buses—seven; that leaves five shillings for my 
dinners. Mr. Stone always gives me tea. It’s my clothes 
worries me.” She tucked her feet farther beneath the 
seat, and Hilary refrained from looking down. “My hat 
is awful, and I do want some------ ” She looked Hilary
in the face for the first time. “I do wish I was rich.”

“I don’t wonder.”
The little model gritted her teeth, and, twisting at her 

dirty gloves, said: “Mr. Dallison, d’you know the first 
thing I’d buy if I was rich?”

“No.”
“I’d buy everything new on me from top to toe, and 

I wouldn’t ever wear any of these old things again.”
Hilary got up: “Come with me now, and buy every

thing new from top to toe.”
“Oh!”
Hilary had already perceived that he had made an 

awkward, even dangerous, proposal; short, however, of 
giving her money, the idea of which offended his sense of 
delicacy, there was no way out of it. He said brusquely: 
“Come along!”

The little model rose obediently. Hilary noticed that 
her boots were split, and this—as though he had seen 
someone strike a child—so moved his indignation that he 
felt no more qualms, but rather a sort of pleasant glow, 
such as will come to the most studious man when he 
levels a blow at the conventions.

He looked down at his companion—her eyes were 
lowered; he could not tell at all what she was thinking of.

“This is what I was going to speak to you about,”
7* 
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he said: “I don’t like that house you’re in; I think you 
ought to be somewhere else. What do you say?”

“Yes, Mr. Dallison.”
“You’d better make a change, I think; you could find 

another room, couldn’t you?”
The little model answered as before: “Yes, Mr. Dal

lison.”
“I’m afraid that Hughs is—a dangerous sort of fellow.”
“He’s a funny man.”
“Does he annoy you?”
Her expression baffled Hilary; there seemed a sort of 

slow enjoyment in it She looked up knowingly.
“I don’t mind him—he won’t hurt me. Mr. Dallison, 

do you think blue or green?”
Hilary answered shortly: “Bluey-green.”
She clasped her hands, changed her feet with a hop, 

and went on walking as before.
“Listen to me,” said Hilary; “has Mrs. Hughs been 

talking to you about her husband?”
The little model smiled again.
“She goes on,” she said.
Hilary bit his lips.
“Mr. Dallison, please—about my hat?”
“What about your hat?”
“Would you like me to get a large one or a small 

one?”
“For God’s sake,” answered Hilary, “a small one—no 

feathers.”
“Oh!”
“Can you attend to me a minute? Have either Hughs 

or Mrs. Hughs spoken to you about—coming to my house, 
about—me?”

The little model’s face remained impassive, but by 
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the movement of her fingers Hilary saw that she was at
tending now.

“I don’t care what they say.”
Hilary looked away; an angry flush slowly mounted 

in his face.
With surprising suddenness the little model said:
“Of course, if I was a lady, I might mind!”
“Don’t talk like that!” said Hilary; “every woman is 

a lady.”
The stolidity of the girl’s face, more mocking far than 

any smile, warned him of the cheapness of this verbiage.
“If I was a lady,” she repeated simply, “I shouldn’t 

be livin’ there, should I?”
“No,” said Hilary; “and you had better not go on 

living there, anyway.”
The little model making no answer, Hilary did not 

quite know what to say. It was becoming apparent to 
him that she viewed the situation with a very different 
outlook from himself, and that he did not understand 
that outlook.

He felt thoroughly at sea, conscious that this girl’s 
life contained a thousand things he did not know, a thou
sand points of view he did not share.

Their two figures attracted some attention in the 
crowded street, for Hilary—tall and slight, with his thin, 
bearded face and soft felt-hat—was what is known as 
“a distinguished-looking man;” and the little model, though 
not “distinguished-looking” in her old brown skirt and 
tam-o’-shanter cap, had the sort of face which made men 
and even women turn to look at her. To men she was 
a little bit of strangely interesting, not too usual, flesh 
and blood; to women, she was that which made men 
turn to look at her. Yet now and again there would rise 
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in some passer-by a feeling more impersonal, as though 
the God of Pity had shaken wings overhead, and dropped 
a tiny feather.

So walking, and exciting vague interest, they reached 
the first of the hundred doors of Messrs. Rose and Thorn.

Hilary had determined on this end door, for, as the 
adventure grew warmer, he was more alive to its dangers. 
To take this child into the very shop frequented by his 
wife and friends seemed a little mad; but that same 
reason which caused them to frequent it—the fact that 
there was no other shop of the sort half so handy—was 
the reason which caused Hilary to go there now. He 
had acted on impulse; he knew that if he let his im
pulse cool he would not act at all. The bold course was 
the wise one; this was why he chose the end door round 
the corner. Standing aside for her to go in first, he 
noticed the girl’s brightened eyes and cheeks; she had 
never looked so pretty. He glanced hastily round; the 
department was barren for their purposes, filled entirely 
with pyjamas. He felt a touch on his arm. The little 
model, rather pink, was looking up at him.

“Mr. Dallison, am I to get more than one set of— 
underthings?”

“Three—three,” muttered Hilary; and suddenly he 
saw that they were on the threshold of that sanctuary. 
“Buy them,” he said, “and bring me the bill.”

He waited close beside a man with a pink face, a 
moustache, and an almost perfect figure, who was stand
ing very still, dressed from head to foot in blue-and-white 
stripes. He seemed the apotheosis of what a man should 
be, his face composed in a deathless simper: “Long, long 
have been the struggles of man, but civilisation has pro
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duced me at last. Further than this it cannot go. No
thing shall make me continue my line. In me the end is 
reached. See my back: ‘The Amateur. This perfect 
style, 8s. 11 d. Great reduction.’ ”

He would not talk to Hilary, and the latter was com
pelled to watch the shopmen. It was but half an hour 
to closing time; the youths were moving languidly, bicker
ing a little, in the absence of their customers—like flies 
on a pane, that cannot get out into the sun. Two of 
them came and asked him what they might serve him 
with; they were so refined and pleasant that Hilary was 
on the point of buying what he did not want. The re
appearance of the little model saved him.

“It’s thirty shillings; five and eleven was the cheapest, 
and stockings, and I bought some sta------ ”

Hilary produced the money hastily.
“This is a very dear shop,” she said.
When she had paid the bill, and Hilary had taken 

from her a large brown-paper parcel, they journeyed on 
together. He had armoured his face now in a slightly 
startled quizzicality, as though, himself detached, he were 
watching the adventure from a distance.

On the central velvet seat of the boot and shoe de
partment, a lady, with an egret in her hat, was stretching 
out a slim silk-stockinged foot, waiting for a boot. She 
looked with negligent amusement at this common little 
girl and her singular companion. This look of hers 
seemed to affect the women serving, for none came near 
the little model. Hilary saw them eyeing her boots, and, 
suddenly forgetting his rôle of looker-on, he became very 
angry. Taking out his watch, he went up to the eldest 
woman.

“If somebody,” he said, “does not attend this young 
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lady within a minute, I shall make a personal complaint 
to Mr. Thorn.”

The hand of the watch, however, had not completed 
its round before a woman was at the little model’s side. 
Hilary saw her taking off her boot, and by a sudden im
pulse he placed himself between her and the lady. In 
doing this, he so far forgot his delicacy as to fix his eyes 
on the little model’s foot. The sense of physical discom
fort which first attacked him became a sort of aching in 
his heart. That brown, dingy stocking was darned till 
no stocking, only darning, and one toe and two little 
white bits of foot were seen, where the threads refused to 
hold together any longer.

The little model wagged the toe uneasily—she had 
hoped, no doubt, that it would not protrude—then con
cealed it with her skirt. Hilary moved hastily away; 
when he looked again, it was not at her, but at the lady.

Her face had changed; it was no longer amused and 
negligent, but stamped with an expression of offence. 
“Intolerable,” it seemed to say, “to bring a girl like that 
into a shop like this! I shall never come here again!” 
The expression was but the outward sign of that inner 
physical discomfort Hilary himself had felt when he first 
saw the little model’s stocking. This naturally did not 
serve to lessen his anger, especially as he saw her animus 
mechanically reproduced on the faces of the serving 
women.

He went back to the little model, and sat down by 
her side.

“Does it fit? You’d better walk in it and see.”
The little model walked.
“It squeezes me,” she said.
“Try another, then,” said Hilary.
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The lady rose, stood for a second with her eyebrows 
raised and her nostrils slightly distended, then went away, 
and left a peculiarly pleasant scent of violets behind.

The second pair of boots not “squeezing” her, the 
little model was soon ready to go down. She had all her 
trousseau now, except the dress—selected and, indeed, 
paid for, but which, as she told Hilary, she was coming 
back to try on to-morrow, when—when------ She had
obviously meant to say when she was all new underneath. 
She was laden writh one large and two small parcels, and 
in her eyes there was a holy look.

Outside the shop she gazed up in his face.
“Well, you are happy now?” asked Hilary.
Between the short black lashes wrere seen two very 

bright, wet shining eyes; her parted lips began to quiver.
“Good night, then,” he said abruptly, and walked 

away.
But looking round, he saw her still standing there, 

half buried in parcels, gazing after him. Raising his hat, 
he turned into the High Street towards home. . . .

The old man, known to that low class of fellow with 
whom he was now condemned to associate as “ West
minister,” was taking a whiff" or two out of his old clay
pipe, and trying to forget his feet. He saw Hilary com
ing, and carefully extended a copy of the last edition.
* “Good evenin’, Sir! Quite seasonable to-day for the 
time of year! Ho yes! Westminister !”

His eyes followed Hilary’s retreat. He thought:
“Oh dear! He’s а-given me an ’arf-a-crown. He 

does look well—I like to see ’im look as well as that— 
quite youńg! Oh dear!”

The sun—that smoky, flaring ball, which in its time 
had seen so many last editions of the Westminster Gazette 
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—was dropping down to pass the night in Shepherd’s 
Bush. It made the old butler’s eyelids blink when he 
turned to see if the coin really was a half-crown, or too 
good to be true.

And all the spires and house-roofs, and the spaces 
up above and underneath them, glittered and swam, and 
little men and horses looked as if they had been powdered 
with golden dust.

CHAPTER XI.
PEAR BLOSSOM.

Weighed down by her three parcels, the little model 
pursued her way to Hound Street. At the door of No. i 
the son of the lame woman, a tall weedy youth with a 
white face, was resting his legs alternately, and smoking 
a cigarette. Closing one eye, he addressed her thus:

“’Allo, miss! Kerry your parcels for you?”
The little model gave him a look. “Mind your own 

business!” it said; but there was that in the flicker of her 
eyelashes which more than nullified this snub.

Entering her room, she deposited the parcels on her 
bed, and untied the strings with quick, pink fingers. 
When she had freed the garments from wrappings and 
spread them out, she knelt down, and began to touch 
them, putting her nose down once or twice to sniff the 
linen and feel its texture. There were little frills attached 
here and there, and to these she paid particular attention, 
ruffling their edges with the palms of her hands, while 
the holy look came back to her face. Rising at length, 
she locked the door, drew down the blind, undressed 
from head to foot, and put on the new garments. Letting 
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her hair down, she turned herself luxuriously round and 
round before the too-small looking-glass. There was utter 
satisfaction in each gesture of that whole operation, as if 
her spirit, long starved, were having a good meal. In this 
rapt contemplation of herself, all childish vanity and ex
pectancy, and all that wonderful quality found in simple 
unspiritual natures of delighting in the present moment, 
were perfectly displayed. So, motionless, with her hair 
loose on her neck, she was like one of those half-hours of 
Spring that have lost their restlessness and are content 
just to be.

Presently, however, as though suddenly remembering 
that her happiness was not utterly complete, she went to 
a drawer, took out a packet of pear-drops, and put one 
in her mouth.

The sun, near to setting, had found its way through 
a hole in the blind, and touched her neck. She turned 
as though she had received a kiss, and, raising a corner 
of the blind, peered out. The pear-tree, which, to the 
annoyance of its proprietor, was placed so close to the 
back court of this low-class house as almost to seem to 
belong to it, was bathed in slanting sunlight. No tree in 
all the world could have looked more fair than it did just 
then in its garb of gilded bloom. With her hand up to 
her bare neck, and her cheeks indrawn from sucking the 
sweet, the little model fixed her eyes on the tree. Her 
expression did not change; she showed no signs of 
admiration. Her gaze passed on to the back windows of 
the house that really owned the pear-tree, spying out 
whether anyone could see her—hoping, perhaps, someone 
would see her while she was feeling so nice and new. 
Then, dropping the blind, she went back to the glass and 
began to pin her hair up. When this was done she 
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stood for a long minute looking at her old brown skirt 
and blouse, hesitating to defile her new-found purity. At 
last she put them on and drew up the blind. The sun
light had passed off the pear-tree; its bloom was now 
white, and almost as still as snow. The little model put 
another sweet into her mouth, and producing from her 
pocket an ancient leather purse, counted out her money. 
Evidently discovering that it was no more than she ex
pected, she sighed, and rummaged out of a top drawer 
an old illustrated magazine.

She sat down on the bed, and, turning the leaves 
rapidly till she reached a certain page, rested the paper 
in her lap. Her eyes were fixed on a photograph in the 
left-hand corner—one of those effigies of writers that 
appear occasionally in the public press. Under it were 
printed the words: “Mr. Hilary Dallison.” And suddenly 
she heaved a sigh.

The room grew darker; the wind, getting up as the 
sun went down, blew a few dropped petals of the pear
tree against the window-pane.

CHAPTER XII.
SHIPS IN SAIL.

In due accord with the old butler’s comment on his 
looks, Hilary had felt so young that, instead of going 
home, he mounted an omnibus, and went down to his 
club—the “Pen and Ink,” so called because the man who 
founded it could not think at the moment of any other 
words. This literary person had left the club soon after 
its initiation, having conceived for it a sudden dislike. It 
had indeed a certain reputation for bad cooking, and all 
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its members complained bitterly at times that you never 
could go in without meeting someone you knew. It stood 
in Dover Street. Unlike other clubs, it was mainly used 
to talk in, and had special arrangements for the safety of 
umbrellas and such books as had not yet vanished from 
the library; not, of course, owing to any peculative 
tendency among its members, but because, after inter
changing their ideas, those members would depart, in a 
long row, each grasping some material object in his hand. 
Its maroon-coloured curtains, too, were never drawn, be
cause, in the heat of their discussions, the members were 
always drawing them. On the whole, those members did 
not like each other much; wondering a little, one by one, 
why the others wrote; and when the printed reasons were 
detailed to them, reading them with irritation. If really 
compelled to hazard an opinion about each other’s merits, 
they used to say that, no doubt “So-and-so” was “very 
good,” but they had never read him! For it had early 
been established as the principle underlying membership 
not to read the writings of another man, unless you could 
be certain he was dead, lest you might have to tell him 
to his face that you disliked his work. For they were 
very jealous of the purity of their literary consciences. 
Exception was made, however, in the case of those who 
lived by written criticism, the opinions of such persons 
being read by all, with a varying "smile, and a certain 
cerebral excitement. Now and then, however, some member, 
violating every sense of decency, would take a violent 
liking for another member’s books. This he would express 
in words, to the discomfort of his fellows, who, with a 
sudden chilly feeling in the stomach, would wonder why 
it was not their books that he was praising.

Almost every year, and generally in March, certain 
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aspirations would pass into the club; members would ask 
each other why there was no Academy of British Letters; 
why there was no concerted movement to limit the pro
duction of other authors’ books; why there was no prize 
given for the best work of the year. For a little time it 
almost seemed as if their individualism were in danger; 
but, the windows having been opened wider than usual 
some morning, the aspirations would pass out, and all 
would feel secretly as a man feels when he has swallowed 
the mosquito that has been worrying him all night— 
relieved, but just a little bit embarrassed. Socially 
sympathetic in their dealings with each other—they were 
mostly quite nice fellows—each kept a little fame-machine, 
on which he might be seen sitting every morning about 
the time the papers and his correspondence came, wonder
ing if his fame were going up.

Hilary stayed in the club till half-past nine; then, 
avoiding a discussion which was just setting in, he took 
his own umbrella, and bent his steps towards home.

It was the moment of suspense in Piccadilly; the tide 
had flowed up to the theatres, and had not yet begun to 
ebb. The tranquil trees, still feathery, draped their 
branches along the farther bank of that broad river, 
resting from their watch over the tragi-comedies played 
on its surface by men, their small companions. The gentle 
sighs which distilled from their plume-like boughs seemed 
utterances of the softest wisdom. Not far beyond their 
trunks it was all dark velvet, into which separate shapes, 
adventuring, were lost, as wild birds vanishing in space, 
or the souls of men received into their Mother’s heart.

Hilary walked, hearing no sighs of wisdom, noting no 
smooth darkness, wrapped in thought. The mere fact of 
having given pleasure was enough to produce a warm 
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sensation in a man so naturally kind. But, as with all 
self-conscious, self-distrustful, natures, that sensation had 
not lasted. He was left with a feeling of emptiness and 
disillusionment, as of having given himself a good mark 
without reason.

While walking, he was a target for the eyes of many 
women, who passed him rapidly, like ships in sail. The 
peculiar fastidious shyness of his face attracted those 
accustomed to another kind of face. And though he did 
not precisely look at them, they in turn inspired in him 
the compassionate, morbid curiosity which persons who 
live desperate lives necessarily inspire in the leisured, 
speculative mind. One of them deliberately approached 
him from a side-street. Though taller and fuller, with 
heightened colour, frizzy hair, and a hat with feathers, 
she was the image of the little model—the same shape 
of face, broad cheek-bones, mouth a little open; the same 
flower-coloured eyes and short black lashes, all coarsened 
and accentuated as Art coarsens and accentuates the lines 
of life. Looking boldly into Hilary’s startled face, she 
laughed. Hilary winced and walked on quickly.

He reached home at half-past ten. The lamp was 
burning in Mr. Stone’s room, and his window was, as 
usual, open; that which was not usual, however, was a light 
in Hilary’s own bedroom. He went gently up. Through 
the door—ajar—he saw, to his surprise, the figure of his 
wife. She was reclining in a chair, her elbows on its 
arms, the tips of her fingers pressed together. Her face, 
with its dark hair, vivid colouring, and sharp lines, was 
touched with shadows; her head turned as though towards 
somebody beside her; her neck gleamed white. So— 
motionless, dimly seen—she was like a woman sitting 
alongside her own life, scrutinising, criticising, watching it 
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live, taking no part in it. Hilary wondered whether to 
go in or slip away from his strange visitor.

“Ah! it’s you,” she said.
Hilary approached her. For all her mocking of her 

own charms, this wife of his was strangely graceful. After 
nineteen years in which to learn every line of her face 
and body, every secret of her nature, she still eluded 
him; that elusiveness, which had begun by being such a 
charm, had got on his nerves, and extinguished the 
flame it had once lighted. He had so often tried to see, 
and never seen, the essence of her soul. Why was she 
made like this? Why was she for ever mocking herself, 
himself, and every other thing? Why was she so hard 
to her own life, so bitter a foe to her own happiness? 
Leonardo da Vinci might have painted her, less sensual 
and cruel than his women, more restless and disharmonie, 
but physically, spiritually enticing, and, by her refusals 
to surrender either to her spirit or her senses, baffling her 
own enticements.

“I don’t know why I came,” she said.
Hilary found no better answer than: “I am sorry I 

was out to dinner.”
“Has the wind gone round? My room is cold.”
“Yes, north-east. Stay here.”
Her hand touched his; that warm and restless clasp 

was agitating.
“It’s good of you to ask me; but we’d better not 

begin what we can’t keep up.”
“Stay here,” said Hilary again, kneeling down beside 

her chair.
And suddenly he began to kiss her face and neck. 

He felt her answering kisses; for a moment they were 
clasped together in a fierce embrace. Then, as though 
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by mutual consent, their arms relaxed; their eyes grew 
furtive, like the eyes of children who have egged each 
other on to steal; and on their lips appeared the faintest 
of faint smiles. It was as though those lips were saying: 
“Yes, but we are not quite animals!”

Hilary got up and sat down on his bed. Bianca 
stayed in the chair, looking straight before her, utterly 
inert, her head thrown back, her white throat gleaming, 
on her lips and in her eyes that flickering smile. Not a 
word more, nor a look, passed between them.

Then rising, without noise, she passed behind him 
and went out.

Hilary had a feeling in his mouth as though he had 
been chewing ashes. And a phrase—as phrases some
times fill the spirit of a man without rhyme or reason— 
kept forming on his lips: “The house of harmony!”

Presently he went to her door, and stood there listen
ing. He could hear no sound whatever. If she had 
been crying—if she had been laughing—it would have 
been better than this silence. He put his hands up to 
his ears and ran downstairs.

CHAPTER ХІЦ.
SOUND IN THE NIGHT.

Passing his study door, he halted at Mr. Stone’s; 
the thought of the old man, so steady and absorbed in 
the face of all external things, refreshed him.

Still in his brown woollen gown, Mr. Stone was sitting 
with his eyes fixed on something in the corner, whence 
a little perfumed steam was rising.

Fraternity. 8
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“Shut the door,” he said; “I am making cocoa; will 
you have a cup?”

“Am I disturbing you?” asked Hilary.
Mr. Stone looked at him steadily before answering:
“If I work after cocoa, I find it clogs the liver.” 
“Then, if you’ll let me, sir, I’ll stay a little.”
“It is boiling,” said Mr. Stone. He took the sauce

pan off the flame, and, distending his frail cheeks, blew. 
Then, while the steam mingled with his frosty beard, he 
brought two cups from a cupboard, filled one of them, 
and looked at Hilary.

“I should like you,” he said “to hear three or four 
pages I have just completed; you may perhaps be able to 
suggest a word or two.”

He placed the saucepan back on the stove, and 
grasped the cup he had filled.

“I will drink my cocoa, and read them to you.” 
Going to the desk, he stood, blowing at the cup.
Hilary turned up the collar of his coat against the 

night wind which was visiting the room, and glanced at 
the empty cup, for he was rather hungry. He heard a 
curious sound: Mr. Stone was blowing his own tongue. 
In his haste to read, he had drunk too soon and deeply 
of the cocoa.

“I have burnt my mouth,” he said.
Hilary moved hastily towards him: “Badly? Try cold 

milk, sir.”
Mr. Stone lifted the cup.
“There is none,” he said, and drank again.
“What would I not give,” thought Hilary, “to have 

his singleness of heart!”
There was the sharp sound of a cup set down. Then, 

out of a rustling of papers, a sort of droning rose:
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“ ‘ The Proletariat—with a cynicism natural to those 
who really are in want, and even amongst their leaders 
only veiled when these attained a certain position in the 
public eye—desired indeed the wealth and leisure of 
their richer neighbours, but in their long night of struggle 
with existence they had only found the energy to for
mulate their pressing needs from day to day. They were 
a heaving, surging sea of creatures, slowly, without con
sciousness or real guidance, rising in long tidal move
ments to set the limits of the shore a little farther back, 
and cast afresh the form of social life; and on its pea
green bosom------ ’” Mr. Stone paused. “She has copied
it wrong,” he said; “the word is ‘sea-green.’ ‘And on 
its sea-green bosom sailed a fleet of silver cockle-shells, 
wafted by the breath of those not in themselves driven 
by the wind of need. The voyage of these silver cockle
shells, all heading across each other’s bows, was, in fact, 
the advanced movement of that time. In the stern of 
each of these little craft, blowing at the sails, was seated 
a by-product of the accepted system. These by-products 
we should now examine.’ ”

Mr. Stone paused, and looked into his cup. There 
were some grounds in it. He drank them, and went on:

“ ‘The fratricidal principle of the survival of the fittest, 
which in those days was England’s moral teaching, had 
made the country one huge butcher’s shop. Amongst 
the carcasses of countless victims there had fattened and 
grown purple many butchers, physically strengthened by 
the smell of blood and sawdust. These had begotten 
many children. Following out the laws of Nature pro
viding against surfeit, a proportion of these children were 
born with a feeling of distaste for blood and sawdust; 
many of them, compelled for the purpose of making 

8*
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money to follow in their father’s practices, did so un
willingly; some, thanks to their fathers’ butchery, were in 
a position to abstain from practising; but whether in 
practice or at leisure, distaste for the scent of blood and 
sawdust was the common feature that distinguished them. 
Qualities hitherto but little known, and generally despised 
—not, as we shall see, without some reason—were de
veloped in them. Self-consciousness, aestheticism, a dis
like for waste, a hatred of injustice; these—or someone 
of these, when coupled with that desire natural to men 
throughout all ages to accomplish something—constituted 
the motive forces which enabled them to work their 
bellows. In practical affairs those who were under the 
necessity of labouring were driven, under the then 
machinery of social life, to the humaner and less exacting 
kinds of butchery, such as the Arts, Education, the 
practice of Religions and Medicine, and the paid re
presentation of their fellow-creatures. Those not so driven 
occupied themselves in observing and complaining of the 
existing state of things. Each year saw more of their 
silver cockle-shells putting out from port, and the cheeks 
of those who blew the sails more violently distended. 
Looking back on that pretty voyage, we see the reason 
why those ships were doomed never to move, but, seated 
on the sea-green bosom of that sea, to heave up and 
down, heading across each other’s bows in the selfsame 
place for ever. That reason, in few words, was this: 
“The man who blew should have been in the sea, not on 
the ship.” ’ ”

The droning ceased. Hilary saw that Mr. Stone was 
staring fixedly at his sheet of paper, as though the merits 
of this last sentence were surprising him. The droning 
instantly began again: “Tn social effort, as in the physical 
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processes of Nature, there had ever been a single fer
tilising agent—the mysterious and wonderful attraction 
known as Love. To this—that merging of one being in 
another—had been due all the progressive variance of 
form, known by man under the name of Life. It was 
this merger, this mysterious, unconscious Love, which was 
lacking to the windy efforts of those who tried to sail 
that fleet. They were full of reason, conscience, horror, 
full of impatience, contempt, revolt; but they did not 
Іоте the masses of their fellow-men. They could not 
fling themselves into the sea. Their hearts were glowing; 
but the wind that made them glow was not the salt and 
universal zephyr: it was the desert wind of scorn. As 
with the flowering of the aloe-tree—so long awaited, so 
strange and swift when once it comes—man had yet to 
wait for his delirious impulse to Universal Brotherhood, 
and the forgetfulness of Self.’ ”

Mr. Stone had finished, and stood gazing at his visitor 
with eyes that clearly saw beyond him. Hilary could not 
meet those eyes; he kept his own fixed on the empty 
cocoa-cup. It was not, in fact, usual for those who heard 
Mr. Stone read his manuscript to look him in the face. 
He stood thus absorbed so long that Hilary rose at last, 
and glanced into the saucepan. There was no cocoa in it. 
Mr. Stone had only made enough for one. He had meant 
it for his visitor, but self-forgetfulness had supervened.

“You know what happens to the aloe, sir, when it 
has flowered?” asked Hilary, with malice.

Mr. Stone moved, but did not answer.
“It dies,” said Hilary.
“No,” said Mr. Stone; “it is at peace.”
“When is self at peace, sir? The individual ÍS' surely 
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as immortal as the universal. That is the eternal comedy 
of life.”

“What is?” said Mr. Stone.
“The fight between the two.”
Mr. Stone stood a moment looking wistfully at his 

son-in-law. He laid down the sheet of manuscript. “It 
is time for me to do my exercises.” So saying, he un
did the tasselled cord tied round the middle of his gown.

Hilary hastened to the door. From that point of 
vantage he looked back.

Divested of his gown and turned towards the window, 
Mr. Stone was already rising on his toes, his arms were 
extended, his palms pressed hard together in the attitude 
of prayer, his trousers slowly slipping down.

“One, two, three, four, five!” There was a sudden 
sound of breath escaping. . . .

In the corridor upstairs, flooded with moonlight from 
a window at the end, Hilary stood listening again. The 
only sound that came to him was the light snoring of 
Miranda, who slept in the bathroom, not caring to lie too 
near to anyone. He went to his room, and for a long 
time sat buried in thought; then, opening the side window, 
he leaned out On the trees of the next garden, and the 
sloping roofs of stables and out-houses, the moonlight had 
come down like a flight of milk-white pigeons; with out
spread wings, vibrating faintly as though yet in motion, 
they covered everything. Nothing stirred. A clock was 
striking two. Past that flight of milk-white pigeons were 
black walls as yet unvisited. Then, in the stillness, Hilary 
seemed to hear, deep and very faint, the sound as of 
some monster breathing, or the far beating of muffled 
drums. From every side of the pale sleeping town it 
seemed to come, under the moon’s cold glamour. It rose, 
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and fell, and rose, with a weird, creepy rhythm, like a 
groaning of the hopeless and hungry. A hansom cab 
rattled down the High Street; Hilary strained his ears 
after the failing clatter of hoofs and bell. They died; 
there was silence. Creeping nearer, drumming, throbbing, 
he heard again the beating of that vast heart. It grew 
and grew. His own heart began thumping. Then, emerg
ing from that sinister dumb groan, he distinguished a 
crunching sound, and knew that it was no muttering echo 
of men’s struggles, but only the waggons coming into 
Covent Garden Market.

CHAPTER XIV.
A WALK ABROAD.

Thyme Dallison, in the midst of her busy life, found 
leisure to record her recollections and ideas in the pages 
of old school note-books. She had no definite purpose in 
so doing, nor did she desire the solace of luxuriating in 
her private feelings—this she would have scorned as out 
of date and silly. It was done from the fulness of youth
ful energy, and from the desire to express oneself that 
was “in the air.” It was everywhere, that desire: among 
her fellow-students, among her young man friends, in her 
mother’s drawing-room, and her. aunt’s studio. Like 
sentiment and marriage to the Victorian miss, so was this 
duty to express herself to Thyme; and, going hand-in- 
hand with it, the duty to have a good and jolly youth. 
She never read again the thoughts which she recorded, 
she took- no care to lock them up, knowing that her 
liberty, development, and pleasure were sacred things 
which no one would dream of touching—she kept them 
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stuffed down in a drawer among her handkerchiefs and 
ties and blouses, together with the indelible fragment of 
a pencil.

This journal, naïve and slipshod, recorded without 
order the current impression of things on her mind.

In the early morning of the 4th of May she sat, night- 
gowned, on the foot of her white bed, with chestnut hair 
all fluffy about her neck, eyes bright and cheeks still rosy 
with sleep, scribbling away and rubbing one bare foot 
against the other in the ecstasy of self-expression. Now 
and then, in the middle of a sentence, she would stop 
and look out of the window, or stretch herself deliciously, 
as though life were too full of joy for her to finish any
thing.

“I went into grandfather’s room yesterday, and stayed 
while he was dictating to the little model. I do think 
grandfather’s so splendid. Martin says an enthusiast is 
worse than useless; people, he says, can’t afford to dabble 
in ideas or dreams. He calls grandfather’s idea palaeo
lithic. I hate him to be laughed at. Martin’s so cock
sure. I don’t think he’d find many men of eighty who’d 
bathe in the Serpentine all the year round, and do his 
own room, cook his own food, and live on about ninety 
pounds a year out of his pension of three hundred, and 
give all the rest away. Martin says that’s unsound, and 
the ‘Book of Universal Brotherhood’ rot. I don’t care if 
it is; it’s fine to go on writing it as he does all day. 
Martin admits that. That’s the worst of him: he’s so 
cool, you can’t score him off; he seems to be always 
criticising you; it makes me wild. . . . That little model 
is a hopeless duffer. I could have taken it all down in 
half the time. She kept stopping and looking up with 
that mouth of hers half open, as if she had all day be
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fore her. Grandfather’s so absorbed he doesn’t notice; 
he likes to read the thing over and over, to hear how the 
words sound. That girl would be no good at any sort of 
work, except ‘sitting,’ I suppose. Aunt B. used to say 
she sat well. There’s something queer about her face; it 
reminds me a little of that Botticelli Madonna in the 
National Gallery, the full-face one; not so much in the 
shape as in the expression—almost stupid, and yet as if 
things were going to happen to her. Her hands and 
arms are pretty, and her feet are smaller than mine. 
She’s two years older than me. I asked her why she 
went in for being a model, which is beastly work. She 
said she was glad to get anything! I asked her why 
she didn’t go into a shop or into service. She didn’t 
answer at once, and then said she hadn’t had any re
commendations—didn’t know where to try; then, all of a 
sudden, she grew quite sulky, and said she didn’t want 
to. . .

Thyme paused to pencil in a sketch of the little 
model’s profile. . . .

“She had on a really pretty frock, quite simple and 
well-made—it must have cost three or four pounds. She 
can’t be so very badly off, or somebody gave it her. . . .”

And again Thyme paused.
“ She looked ever so much prettier in it than she used 

to in her old brown skirt, I thought. . . . Uncle Hilary 
came to dinner last night. We talked of social questions; 
we always discuss things when he comes. I can’t help 
liking Uncle Hilary; he has such kind eyes, and he’s so 
gentle that you never lose your temper with him. Martin 
calls him weak and unsatisfactory because he’s not in 
touch with life. I should say it was more as if he 
couldn’t bear to force anyone to do anything ; he • seems 
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to see both sides of every question, and he’s not good at 
making up his mind, of course. He’s rather like Hamlet 
might have been, only nobody seems to know now what 
Hamlet was really like. I told him what I thought about 
the lower classes. One can talk to him. I hate father’s 
way of making feeble little jokes, as if nothing were 
serious. I said I didn’t think it was any use to dabble; 
we ought to go to the root of everything. I said that 
money and class distinctions are two bogeys we have got 
to lay. Martin says, when it comes to real dealing with 
social questions and the poor, all the people we know are 
amateurs. He says that we have got to shake ourselves 
free of all the old sentimental notions, and just work at 
putting everything to the test of Health. Father calls 
Martin a ‘Sanitist;’ and Uncle Hilary says that if you 
wash people by law they’ll all be as dirty again to
morrow. . . .”

Thyme paused again. A blackbird in the garden of 
the Square wras uttering a long, low, chuckling trill. She 
ran to the window and peeped out. The bird was on a 
plane-tree, and, with throat uplifted, was letting through 
his yellow beak that delicious piece of self-expression. All 
things he seemed to praise—the sky, the sun, the trees, 
the dewy grass, himself!

“You darling!” thought Thyme. With a shudder of 
delight she dropped her note-book back into the drawer, 
flung off her night-gown, and flew into her bath.

That same morning she slipped quietly out at ten 
o’clock. Her Saturdays were free of classes, but she had 
to run the gauntlet of her mother’s liking for her com
pany and her father’s wish for her to go with him to 
Richmond and play golf. For on Saturdays Stephen 
almost always left the precincts of the Courts before three 
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o’clock. Then, if he could induce his wife or daughter to 
accompany him, he liked to get a round or two in pre
paration for Sunday, when he always started off at half
past ten and played all day. If Cecilia and Thyme 
failed him, he would go to his club, and keep himself in 
touch with every kind of social movement by reading the 
reviews.

Thyme walked along with her head up and a wrinkle 
in her brow, as though she were absorbed in serious re
flection; if admiring glances were flung at her, she did not 
seem aware of them. Passing not far from Hilary’s, she 
entered the Broad Walk, and crossed it to the farther 
end.

On a railing, stretching out his long legs and ob
serving the passers-by, sat her cousin, Martin Stone. He 
got down as she came up.

“Late again,” he said. “Come on!”
“Where are we going first?” Thyme asked.
“The Notting Hill district’s all we can do to-day if 

we’re to go again to Mrs. Hughs’. I must be down at 
the hospital this afternoon.”

Thyme frowned. “I do envy you living by yourself, 
Martin. It’s silly having to live at home.”

Martin did not answer, but one nostril of his long nose 
was seen to curve, and Thyme acquiesced in this without 
remark. They walked for some ‘minutes between tall 
houses, looking about them calmly. Then Martin said: 
“All Purceys round here.”

Thyme nodded. Again there was silence; but in these 
pauses there was no embarrassment, no consciousness ap
parently that it was silence, and their eyes—those young, 
impatient, interested eyes—were for ever busy observing.

“Boundary line. We shall be in a patch directly.”
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“Black?” asked Thyme.
“Dark blue—black farther on.”
They were passing down a long, grey, curving road, 

whose narrow houses, hopelessly unpainted, showed marks 
of grinding poverty. The Spring wind was ruffling straw 
and little bits of paper in the gutters; under the bright 
sunlight a bleak and bitter struggle seemed raging. Thyme 
said:

“This street gives me a hollow feeling.”
Martin nodded. “Worse than the real article. There’s 

half a mile of this. Here it’s all grim fighting. Farther 
on they’ve given it up.”

And still they went on up the curving street, with its 
few pinched shops and its unending narrow grimness.

At the corner of a by-street Martin said: “We’ll go 
down here.”

Thyme stood still, wrinkling her nose. Martin eyed her.
“Don’t funk!”
“Pm not funking, Martin, only I can’t stand the 

smells.”
“You’ll have to get used to them.”
“Yes, I know; but—but I forgot my eucalyptus.”
The young man took out a handkerchief which had 

not yet been unfolded.
“Here, take mine.”
“They do make me feel so—it’s a shame to take 

yours,” and she took the handkerchief.
“That’s all right,” said Martin. “Come on!”
The houses of this narrow street, inside and out, 

seemed full of women. Many of them had babies in 
their arms; they were working or looking out of windows 
or gossiping on doorsteps. And all stopped to stare as 
the young couple passed. Thyme stole a look at her 
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companion. His long stride had not varied; there was 
the usual pale, observant, sarcastic expression on his face. 
Clenching the handkerchief in readiness, and trying to 
imitate his callous air, she looked at a group of five 
women on the nearest doorstep. Three were seated and 
two were standing. One of these, a young woman with 
a round, open face, was clearly very soon to have a child; 
the other, with a short, dark face and iron-grey, straggling 
hair, was smoking a clay-pipe. Of the three seated, one, 
quite young, had a face as grey-white as a dirty sheet, 
and a blackened eye; the second, with her ragged dress 
disarranged, was nursing a baby; the third, in the centre, 
on the top step, with red arms akimbo, her face scored 
with drink, was shouting friendly obscenities to a neigh
bour in the window opposite. In Thyme’s heart rose the 
passionate feeling, “How disgusting! how disgusting!” 
and since she did not dare to give expression to it, she 
bit her lips and turned her head from them, resenting, 
with all a young girl’s horror, that her sex had given her 
away. The women stared at her, and in those faces, ac
cording to their different temperaments, could be seen 
first the same vague, hard interest that had been Thyme’s 
when she first looked at them, then the same secret 
hostility and criticism, as though they too felt that by this 
young girl’s untouched modesty, by her flushed cheeks 
and unsoiled clothes, their sex had given them away. 
With contemptuous movements of their lips and bodies, 
on that doorstep they proclaimed their emphatic belief in 
the virtue and reality of their own existences and in the 
vice and unreality of her intruding presence.

“Give the doll to Bill; ’e’d make ’er work for once, 
the------ ” In a burst of laughter the epithet was lost.

Martin’s lips curled.
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“Purple just here,” he said.
Thyme’s cheeks were crimson.
At the end of the little street he stopped before a 

shop.
“Come on,” he said, “you’ll see the sort of place 

where they buy their grub.”
In the doorway were standing a thin brown spaniel, 

a small fair woman with a high, bald forehead, from which 
the hair was gleaned into curl-papers, and a little girl with 
some affection of the skin.

Nodding coolly, Martin motioned them aside. The 
shop was ten feet square; its counters, running parallel 
to two of the walls, were covered with plates of cake, 
sausages, old ham-bones, peppermint sweets, and house
hold soap; there was also bread, margarine, suet in bowls, 
sugar, bloaters—many bloaters—Captain’s biscuits, and 
other things besides. Two or three dead rabbits hung 
against the wall. All was uncovered, so that what flies 
there were sat feeding socialistically. Behind the counter 
a girl of seventeen was serving a thin-faced woman with 
portions of a cheese which she was holding down with 
her strong, dirty hand, while she sawed it with a knife. 
On the counter, next the cheese, sat a quiet-looking cat.

They all glanced round at the two young people, who 
stood and waited.

“Finish what you’re at,” said Martin, “then give me 
three pennyworth of bull’s-eyes.”

The girl, with a violent effort, finished severing the 
cheese. The thin-faced woman took it, and, coughing 
above it, went away. The girl, who could not take her 
eyes off Thyme, now served them with three pennyworth 
of bull’s-eyes, which she took out with her fingers, for 
they had stuck. Putting them in a screw of newspaper,
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she handed them to Martin. The young man, who had 
been observing negligently, touched Thyme’s elbow. She, 
who had stood with eyes cast down, now turned. They 
went out, Martin handing the bull’s-eyes to the little girl 
with an affection of the skin.

The street now ended in a wide road formed of little 
low houses.

“Black,” said Martin, “here; all down this road— 
casual labour, criminals, loafers, drunkards, consumps. 
Look at the faces!”

Thyme raised her eyes obediently. In this main 
thoroughfare it was not as in the by-street, and only dull 
or sullen glances, or none at all, were bent on her. Some 
of the houses had ragged plants on the window-sills; in 
one window a canary was singing. Then, at a bend, 
they came into a blacker reach of human river. Here 
were outbuildings, houses with broken windows, houses 
with windows boarded up, fried-fish shops, low public
houses, houses without doors. There were more men here 
than women, and those men were wheeling barrows full 
of rags and bottles, or not even full of rags and bottles; 
or they were standing by the public-houses gossiping or 
quarrelling in groups of three or four; or very slowly 
walking in the gutters, or on the pavements, as though 
trying to remember if they were alive. Then suddenly 
some young man with gaunt violence in his face would 
pass, pushing his barrow desperately, striding fiercely by. 
And every now and then, from a fried-fish or hardware 
shop, would come out a man in a dirty apron to take the 
sun and contemplate the scene, not finding in it, seemingly, 
anything that in any way depressed his spirit. Amongst 
the constant, crawling, shifting stream of passengers, were 
seen women carrying food wrapped up in newspaper, or 
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with bundles beneath their shawls. The faces of these 
women were generally either very red and coarse or of a 
sort of bluish-white; they wore the expression of such as 
know themselves to be existing in the way that Providence 
has arranged they should exist. No surprise, revolt, dis
may, or shame was ever to be seen on those faces; in 
place of these emotions a drab and brutish acquiescence 
or mechanical coarse jocularity. To pass like this about 
their business was their occupation each morning of the 
year; it was needful to accept it. Not having any hope 
of ever being different, not being able to imagine any 
other life, they were not so wasteful of their strength as 
to attempt either to hope or to imagine. Here and there, 
too, very slowly passed old men and women, crawling 
along, like winter bees who, in some strange and evil 
moment, had forgotten to die in the sunlight of their 
toil, and, too old to be of use, had been chivied forth 
from their hive to perish slowly in the cold twilight of 
their days.

Down the centre of the street Thyme saw a brewer’s 
dray creeping its way due south under the sun. Three 
horses drew it, with braided tails and beribboned manes, 
the brass glittering on their harness. High up, like a 
god, sat the drayman, his little slits of eyes above huge 
red cheeks fixed immovably on his horses’ crests. Behind 
him, with slow, unceasing crunch, the dray rolled, piled 
up with hogsheads, whereon the drayman’s mate lay sleep
ing. Like the slumbrous image of some mighty unrelent
ing Power, it passed, proud that its monstrous bulk con
tained all the joy and blessing those shadows on the 
pavement had ever known.

The two young people emerged onto the highroad 
running east and west.
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“Cross here,” said Martin, “and cut down into 
Kensington. Nothing more of interest now till we get 
to Hound Street. Purceys and Purceys all round about 
this part.”

Thyme shook herself.
“Oh, Martin, let’s go down a road where there’s some 

air. I feel so dirty.” She put her hand up to her chest.
“There’s one here,” said Martin.
They turned to the left into a road that had many 

trees. Now that she could breathe and look about her, 
Thyme once more held her head erect and began to 
swing her arms.

“Martin, something must be done!”
The young doctor did not reply; his face still wore 

its pale, sarcastic, observant look. He gave her arm a 
squeeze with a half-contemptuous smile.

CHAPTER XV.
SECOND PILGRIMAGE TO HOUND STREET.

Arriving in Hound Street, Martin Stone and his com
panion went straight up to Mrs. Hughs’ front-room. They 
found her doing the week’s washing, and hanging out 
before a scanty fire part of the little that the week had 
been suffered to soil. Her arms were bare, her face 
and eyes red; the steam of soapsuds had congealed on 
them.

Attached to the bolster by a towel, under his father’s 
bayonet and the oleograph depicting the Nativity, sat the 
baby. In the air there was the scent of him, of walls, 
and washing, and red herrings. The two young people 
took their seat on the window-sill.

Fraternity. 9
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“May we open the window, Mrs. Hughs?” said Thyme.
“Or will it hurt the baby?”

“No, miss.”
“What’s the matter with your wrists?” asked Martin.
The seamstress, muffling her arms with the garment 

she was dipping in soapy water, did not answer.
“Don’t do that. Let me have a look.”
Mrs. Hughs held out her arms; the wrists were swollen 

and discoloured.
“The brute!” cried Thyme.
The young doctor muttered: “Done last night. Got 

any arnica?”
“No, sir.”
“Of course not.” He laid a sixpence on the sill. “Get 

some and rub it in. Mind you don’t break the skin.”
Thyme suddenly burst out: “Why don’t you leave 

him, Mrs. Hughs? Why do you live with a brute like 
that?”

Martin frowned.
“Any particular row,” he said, “or only just the 

ordinary?”
Mrs. Hughs turned her face to the scanty fire. Her 

shoulders heaved spasmodically.
Thus passed three minutes, then she again began 

rubbing the soapy garment.
“If you don’t mind, I’ll smoke,” said Martin. “What’s 

your baby’s name? Bill? Here, Bill!” He placed his 
little finger in the baby’s hand. “Feeding him yourself?”

“Yes, sir.”
“What’s his number?”
“I’ve lost three, sir; there’s only his brother Stanley 

now.”
One a year?
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“No, sir. I missed two years in the war, of course.” 
“Hughs wounded out there?”
“Yes, sir—in the head.”
“Ah! And fever?”
“Yes, sir.”
Martin tapped his pipe against his forehead. “Least 

drop of liquor goes to it, I suppose?”
Mrs. Hughs paused in the dipping of a cloth; her 

tear-stained face expressed resentment, as though she had 
detected an attempt to find excuses for her husband.

“He didn’t ought to treat me as he does,” she said.
All three now stood round the bed, over which the 

baby presided with solemn gaze.
Thyme said: “I wouldn’t care what he did, Mrs. 

Hughs; I wouldn’t stay another day if I were you. It’s 
your duty as a woman.”

To hear her duty as a woman Mrs. Hughs turned; 
slow vindictiveness gathered on her thin face.

“Yes, miss?” she said. “I don’t know what to do.”
“Take the children and go. What’s the good of 

waiting? We’ll give you money if you haven’t got 
enough.”

But Mrs. Hughs did not answer.
“Well?” said Martin, blowing out a cloud of smoke.
Thyme burst out again: “Just go, the very minute 

your little boy comes back from school. Hughs ’ll never 
find you. It’ll serve him right. No woman ought to 
put up with what you have; it’s simply weakness, Mrs. 
Hughs.”

As though that word had forced its way into her 
very heart and set the blood free suddenly, Mrs. Hughs’ 
face turned the colour of tomatoes. She poured forth 
words :

9
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“And leave him to that young girl—and leave him 
to his wickedness! After I’ve been his wife eight years 
and borne him five! after I’ve done what I have for him! 
I never want no better husband than what he used to be, 
till she came with her pale face and her prinky manners, 
and—and her mouth that you can tell she’s bad by. Let 
her keep to her profession—sitting naked’s what she’s fit 
for—coming here to decent folk------ ” And holding out
her wrists to Thyme, who had shrunk back, she cried: 
“He’s never struck me before. I got these all because 
of her new clothes!”

Hearing his mother speak with such strange passion, 
the baby howled. Mrs. Hughs stopped, and took him up. 
Pressing him close to her thin bosom, she looked above 
his little dingy head at the two young people.

“I got my wrists like this last night, wrestling with 
him. He swore he’d go and leave me, but I held him, 
I did. And don’t you ever think that I’ll let him go to 
that young girl—not if he kills me first!”

With those words the passion in her face died down. 
She was again a meek, mute woman.

During this outbreak, Thyme, shrinking, stood by the 
doorway with lowered eyes. She now looked up at Martin, 
clearly asking him to come away. The latter had kept 
his gaze fixed on Mrs. Hughs, smoking silently. He took 
his pipe out of his mouth, and pointed with it at the baby.

“This gentleman,” he said, “can’t stand too much of 
that.”

In silence all three bent their eyes on the baby. His 
little fists, and nose, and forehead, even his little naked, 
crinkled feet, were thrust with all his feeble strength 
against his mother’s bosom, as though he were striving to 
creep into some hole away from life. There was a sort 
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of dumb despair in that tiny pushing of his way back to 
the place whence he had come. His head, covered with 
dingy down, quivered with his effort to escape. He had 
been alive so little; that little had sufficed. Martin put 
his pipe back into his mouth.

“This won’t do, you know,” he said. “He can’t stand 
it. And look here! If you stop feeding him, I wouldn’t 
give that for him to-morrow!” He held up the circle of 
his thumb and finger. “You’re the best judge of what 
sort of chance you’ve got of going on in your present 
state of mind!” Then, motioning to Thyme, he went 
down the stairs.

CHAPTER XVI.
BENEATH THE ELMS.

Spring was in the hearts of men, and their tall com
panions, trees. Their troubles, the stillings of each other’s 
growth, and all such things, seemed of little moment. 
Spring had them by the throat. It turned old men round, 
and made them stare at women younger than themselves. 
It made young men and women walking side by side 
touch each other, and every bird on the branches tune 
his pipe. Flying sunlight speckled the fluttered leaves, 
and flushed the cheeks of crippled boys who limped into 
the Gardens, till their pale Cockney faces shone with a 
strange glow.

In the Broad Walk, beneath those dangerous trees, 
the elms, .people sat and took the sun—cheek by jowl, 
generals and nursemaids, parsons and the unemployed. 
Above, in that Spring wind, the elm-tree boughs were 
swaying, rustling, creaking ever so gently, carrying ón the 
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innumerable talk of trees—their sapient, wordless con
versation over the affairs of men. It was pleasant, too, 
to see and hear the myriad movement of the million 
little separate leaves, each shaped differently, flighting 
never twice alike, yet all obedient to the single spirit of 
their tree.

Thyme and Martin were sitting on a seat beneath the 
largest of all the elms. Their manner lacked the un
concern and dignity of the moment, when, two hours be
fore, they had started forth on their discovery from the 
other end of the Broad Walk. Martin spoke:

“It’s given you the hump! First sight of blood, and 
you’re like all the rest of them!”

“I’m not, Martin. How perfectly beastly of you!”
“Oh yes, you are. There’s plenty of aestheticism about 

you and your people—plenty of good intentions—but not 
an ounce of real business!”

“Don’t abuse my people; they’re just as kind as you!”
“Oh, they’re kind enough, and they can see what’s 

wrong. It’s not that which stops them. But your dad’s 
a regular official. He’s got so much sense of what he 
ought not to do that he never does anything; just as 
Hilary’s got so much consciousness of what he ought to 
do that he never does anything. You went to that 
woman’s this morning with your ideas of helping her all 
cut and dried, and now that you find the facts aren’t 
what you thought, you’re stumped!”

“One can’t believe anything they say. That’s what 
I hate. I thought Hughs simply knocked her about. I 
didn’t know it was her jealousy------”

“Of course you didn’t. Do you imagine those people 
give anything away to our sort unless they’re forced? 
They know better.”
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“Well, I hate the whole thing—it’s all so sordid!”
“Oh Lord!”
“Well, it is! I don’t feel that I want to help a woman 

who can say and feel such horrid things, or the girl, or 
any of them.”

“Who cares what they say or feel? that’s not the point. 
It’s simply a case of commonsense. Your people put that 
girl there, and they must get her to clear out again sharp. 
It’s just a question of what’s healthy.”

“Well, I know it’s not healthy for me to have any
thing to do with, and I won’t! I don’t believe you can 
help people unless they want to be helped.”

Martin whistled.
“You’re rather a brute, I think,” said Thyme.
“A brute, not rather a brute. That’s all the differ

ence.”
“For the worse!”
“I don’t think so. Thyme!”
There was no answer.
“Look at me.”
Very slowly Thyme turned her eyes.
“Well?”
“Are you one of us, or are you not?”
“Of course I am.”
“You’re not!”
“I am.”
“Well, don’t let’s fight about it. Give me your 

hand.”
He dropped his hand on hers. Her face had flushed 

rose colour. Suddenly she freed herself. “Here’s Uncle 
Hilary!”

It was indeed Hilary, with Miranda trotting in advance. 
His hands were crossed behind him, his face bent towards 
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the ground. The two young people on the bench sat 
looking at him.

“Buried in self-contemplation,” murmured Martin; 
“that’s the way he always walks. I shall tell him about 
this ! ”

The colour of Thyme’s face deepened from rose to 
crimson.

“No!”
“Why not?”
“Well—those new------ ” She could not bring out

that word “clothes.” It would have given her thoughts 
away.

Hilary seemed making for their seat, but Miranda, 
aware of Martin, stopped. “A man of action!” she 
appeared to say. “The one who pulls my ears.” And 
turning, as though unconscious, she endeavoured to lead 
Hilary away. Her master, however, had already seen his 
niece. He came and sat down on the bench beside her.

“We wanted you!” said Martin, eyeing him slowly, as 
a young dog will eye another of a different age and 
breed. “Thyme and I have been to see the Hughs in 
Hound Street. Things are blowing up for a mess. You, 
or whoever put the girl there, ought to get her away again 
as quick as possible.”

Hilary seemed at once to withdraw into himself.
“Well,” he said, “let us hear all about it.”
“The woman’s jealous of her: that’s all the trouble!” 
“Oh!” said Hilary; “that’s all the trouble?”
Thyme murmured: “I don’t see a bit why Uncle 

Hilary should bother. If they will be so horrid—I didn’t 
think the poor were like that. I didn’t think they had it 
in them. I’m sure the girl isn’t worth it, or the woman 
either ! ”
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“I didn’t say they were,” growled Martin. “It’s a 
question of what’s healthy.”

Hilary looked from one of his young companions to 
the other.

“I see,” he said. “I thought perhaps the matter was 
more delicate.”

Martin’s lip curled.
“Ah, your precious delicacy! What’s the good of 

that? What did it ever do? It’s the curse that you’re 
all suffering from. Why don’t you act? You could think 
about it afterwards.”

A flush came into Hilary’s sallow cheeks.
“Do you never think before you act, Martin?”
Martin got up and stood looking down on Hilary.
“Look here!” he said; “I don’t go in for your 

subtleties. I use my eyes and nose. I can see that the 
woman will never be able to go on feeding the baby in 
the neurotic state she’s in. It’s a matter of health for 
both of them.”

“Is everything a matter of health with you?”
“It is. Take any subject that you like. Take the 

poor themselves—what’s wanted? Health. Nothing on 
earth but health! The discoveries and inventions of the 
last century have knocked the floor out of the old order; 
we’ve got to put a new one in, and we’re going to put it 
in, too—the floor of health. The crowd doesn’t yet see 
what it wants, but they’re looking for it, and when we 
show it them they’ll catch on fast enough.”

“But who are ‘you?’ ” murmured Hilary.
“Who ąre we? I’ll tell you one thing. While all the 

reformers are pecking at each other we shall quietly come 
along and swallow up the lot. We’ve simply grasped this 
elementary fact, that theories are no basis for reform.
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We go on the evidence of our eyes and noses; what we 
see and smell is wrong we correct by practical and 
scientific means.”

“Will you apply that to human nature?”
“It’s human nature to want health.”
“I wonder! It doesn’t look much like it at present.”
“Take the case of this woman.”
“Yes,” said Hilary, “take her case. You can’t make 

this too clear to me, Martin.”
“She’s no use—poor sort altogether. The man’s no 

use. A man who’s been wounded in the head, and isn’t 
a teetotaller, is done for. The girl’s no use—regular 
pleasure-loving type!”

Thyme flushed crimson, and, seeing that flood of 
colour in his niece’s face, Hilary bit his lips.

“The only things worth considering are the children. 
There’s this baby—well, as I said, the important thing is 
that the mother should be able to look after it properly. 
Get hold of that, and let the other facts go hang.”

“Forgive me, but my difficulty is to isolate this 
question of the baby’s health from all the other circum
stances of the case.”

Martin grinned.
“And you’ll make that an excuse, I’m certain, for 

doing nothing.”
Thyme slipped her hand into Hilary’s.
“You are а brute, Martin,” she murmured.
The young man turned on her a look that said: “It’s 

no use calling me a brute; I’m proud of being ohe. Be
sides, you know you don’t dislike it.”

“It’s better to be a brute than an amateur,” he said.
Thyme, pressing close to Hilary, as though he needed 

her protection, cried out:
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“Martin, you really are a Goth!”
Hilary was still smiling, but his face quivered.
“Not at all,” he said. “Martin’s powers of diagnosis 

do him credit.” And, raising his hat, he walked away.
The two young people, both on their feet now, looked 

after him. Martin’s face was a queer study of con
temptuous compunction; Thyme’s was startled, softened, 
almost tearful.

“It won’t do him any harm,” muttered the young man. 
“It’ll shake him up.”

Thyme flashed a vicious look at him.
“I hate you sometimes,” she said. “You’re so coarse

grained—your skin’s just like leather.”
Martin’s hand descended on her wrist.
“And yours,” he said, “is tissue-paper. You’re all 

the same, you amateurs.”
“I’d rather be an amateur than a—than a bounder!”
Martin made a queer movement of his jaw, then smiled. 

That smile seemed to madden Thyme. She wrenched 
her wrist away and darted after Hilary.

Martin impassively looked after her. Taking out his 
pipe, he filled it with tobacco, slowly pressing the golden 
threads down into the bowl with his little finger.

CHAPTER XVII.
TWO BROTHERS.

It has been said that Stephen Dallison, when unable 
to get his golf on Saturdays, went to his club and read 
reviews. The two forms of exercise, in fact, were very 
similar: in playing golf you went round and round; in 
reading reviews you did the same, for in course of time 
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you were assured of coming to articles that nullified articles 
already read. In both forms of sport the balance was 
preserved which keeps a man both sound and young.

And to be both sound and young was to Stephen an 
everyday necessity. He was essentially a Cambridge man, 
springy and undemonstrative, with just that air of taking 
a continual pinch of peculiarly perfect snuff. Underneath 
this manner he was a good worker, a good husband, a 
good father, and nothing could be urged against him ex
cept his regularity and the fact that he was never in the 
wrong. Where he worked, and indeed in other places, 
many men were like him. In one respect he resembled 
them, perhaps, too much—he disliked leaving the ground 
unless he knew precisely where he was coming down again.

He and Cecilia had “got on” from the first. They 
had both desired to have one child—no more; they had 
both desired to keep up with the times—no more; they 
now both considered Hilary’s position awkw’ard—no more; 
and when Cecilia, in the special Jacobean bed, and tak
ing care to let him have his sleep out first, had told him 
of this matter of the Hughs, they had both turned it over 
very carefully, lying on their backs, and speaking in grave 
tones. Stephen was of opinion that poor old Hilary must 
look out what he was doing. Beyond this he did not go, 
keeping even from his wife the more unpleasant of what 
seemed to him the possibilities.

Then, in the words she had used to Hilary, Cecilia 
spoke:

“It’s so sordid, Stephen.”
He looked at her, and almost with one accord they 

both said:
“But it’s all nonsense!”
These speeches, so simultaneous, stimulated them to 
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a robuster view. What was this affair, if real, but the 
sort of episode that they read of in their papers? What 
was it, if true, but a duplicate of some bit of fiction or 
drama which they daily saw described by that word 
“sordid?” Cecilia, indeed, had used this word instinctively. 
It had come into her mind at once. The whole affair 
disturbed her ideals of virtue and good taste—that par
ticular mental atmosphere mysteriously, inevitably woven 
round the soul by the conditions of special breeding and 
special life. If, then, this affair were real it was sordid, 
and if it were sordid it was repellent to suppose that her 
family could be mixed up in it; but her people were 
mixed up in it, therefore it must be—nonsense!

So the matter rested until Thyme came back from 
her visit to her grandfather, and told them of the little 
model’s new and pretty clothes. When she detailed this 
news they were all sitting at dinner, over the ordering of 
which Cecilia’s loyalty had been taxed till her little head
ache came, so that there might be nothing too conven
tional to ovemourish Stephen or so essentially æsthetic 
as not to nourish him at all. The man-servant being in 
the room, they neither of them raised their eyes. But 
when he was gone to fetch the bird, each found the other 
looking furtively across the table. By some queer mis
fortune the word “sordid” had leaped into their minds 
again. Who had given her those clothes? But feeling 
that it was sordid to pursue this thought, they looked 
away, and, eating hastily, began pursuing it. Being man 
and woman, they naturally took a different line of chase, 
Cecilia hunting in one grove and Stephen in another.

Thus ran Stephen’s pack of meditations:
“If old Hilary has been giving her money and clothes 

and that sort of thing, he’s either a greater duffer than I 
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took him for, or there’s something in it. B.’s got herself 
to thank, but that won’t help to keep Hughs quiet. He 
wants money, I expect. Oh, damn!”

Cecilia’s pack ran other ways:
“I know the girl can’t have bought those things out 

of her proper earnings. I believe she’s a really bad lot. 
I don’t like to think it, but it must be so. Hilary can’t 
have been so stupid after what I said to him. If she 
really is bad, it simplifies things very much; but Hilary is 
just the sort of man who will never believe it. Oh dear ! ”

It was, to be quite fair, immensely difficult for Stephen 
and his wife—or any of their class and circle—in spite 
of genuinely good intentions, to really feel the existence 
of their “shadows,” except in so far as they saw them on 
the pavements. They knew that these people lived, be
cause they saw them, but they did not /eel it—with such 
extraordinary care had the web of social life been spun. 
They were, and were bound to be, as utterly divorced 
from understanding of, or faith in, all that shadowy life, 
as those “shadows” in their by-streets were from know
ledge or belief that gentlefolk really existed except in so 
far as they had money from them.

Stephen and Cecilia, and their thousands, knew these 
“shadows” as “the people,” knew them as slums, as dis
tricts, as sweated industries, or different sorts of workers, 
knew them in the capacity of persons performing odd 
jobs for them; but as human beings possessing the same 
faculties and passions with themselves, they did not, could 
not, know them. The reason, the long reason, extending 
back through generations, was so plain, so very simple, 
that it was never mentioned—in their heart of hearts, 
where there was no room for cant, they knew it to be just 
a little matter of the senses. They knew that, whatever 
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they might say, whatever money they might give, or time 
devote, their hearts could never open, unless—unless they 
closed their ears, and eyes, and noses. This little fact, 
more potent than all the teaching of philosophers, than 
every Act of Parliament, and all the sermons ever preached, 
reigned paramount, supreme. It divided class from class, 
man from his shadow—as the Great Underlying Law had 
set dark apart from light.

On this little fact, too gross to mention, they and their 
kind had in secret built and built, till it was not too much 
to say that laws, worship, trade, and every art were based 
on it, if not in theory, then in fact. For it must not be 
thought that those eyes were dull or that nose plain—no, 
no, those eyes could put two and two together; that nose, 
of myriad fancy, could imagine countless things unsmelled 
which must lie behind a state of life not quite its own. 
It could create, as from the scent of an old slipper dogs 
create their masters.

So Stephen and Cecilia sat, and their butler brought 
in the bird. It was a nice one, nourished down in Surrey, 
and as he cut it into portions the butler’s soul turned sick 
within him—not because he wanted some himself, or was 
a vegetarian, or for any sort of principle, but because he 
was by natural gifts an engineer, and deadly tired of cut
ting up and handing birds to other people and watching 
while they ate them. Without a glimmer of expression on 
his face he put the portions down before the persons who, 
having paid him to do so, could not tell his thoughts.

That same night, after working at a Report on the 
present Laws of Bankruptcy, which he was then drawing 
up, Stephen entered the joint apartment with excessive 
caution, having first made all his dispositions, and, steal
ing to the bed, slipped into it. He lay there, offering 
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himself congratulations that he had not awakened Cecilia, 
and Cecilia, who was wide awake, knew by his unwonted 
carefulness that he had come to some conclusion which 
he did not wish to impart to her. Devoured, therefore, 
by disquiet, she lay sleepless till the clock struck two.

The conclusion to which Stephen had come was this: 
Having twice gone through the facts—Hilary’s corporeal 
separation from Bianca (communicated to him by Cecilia), 
cause unknowable; Hilary’s interest in the little model, 
cause unknown; her known poverty; her employment by 
Mr. Stone; her tenancy of Mrs. Hughs’ room; the latter’s 
outburst to Cecilia; Hughs’ threat; and, finally, the girl’s 
pretty clothes—he had summed it up as just a common 
“plant,” to which his brother’s possibly innocent, but in 
any case imprudent, conduct had laid him open. It was 
a man’s affair. He resolutely tried to look on the whole 
thing as unworthy of attention, to feel that nothing would 
occur. He failed dismally, for three reasons. First, his 
inherent love of regularity, of having everything in proper 
order; secondly, his ingrained mistrust of and aversion 
from Bianca; thirdly, his unavowed conviction, for all his 
wish to be sympathetic to them, that the lower classes 
always wanted something out of you. It was a question 
of how much they would want, and whether it were wise 
to give them anything. He decided that it would not be 
wise at all. What then? Impossible to say. It worried 
him. He had a natural horror of any sort of scandal, 
and he was. very fond of Hilary. If only he knew the at
titude Bianca would take up ! He could not even guess it.

Thus, on that Saturday afternoon, the 4th of May, he 
felt for once such a positive aversion from the reading 
of reviews, as men will feel from their usual occupations 
when their nerves have been disturbed. He stayed late
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at Chambers, and came straight home outside an 
omnibus.

The tide of life was flowing in the town. The streets 
were awash with wave on wave of humanity, sucked into 
a thousand crossing currents. Here men and women 
were streaming out from the meeting of a religious con
gress, there streaming in at the gates of some social func
tion; like bright water confined within long shelves of rock 
and dyed with myriad scales of shifting colour, they 
thronged Rotten Row, and along the closed shop-fronts 
were woven into an inextricable network of little human 
runlets. And everywhere amongst this sea of men and 
women could be seen their shadows, meandering like 
streaks of grey slime stirred up from the lower depths by 
some huge, never-ceasing finger. The innumerable roar 
of that human sea climbed out above the roofs and trees, 
and somewhere in illimitable space blended, and slowly 
reached the meeting-point of sound and silence—that 
Heart where Life, leaving its little forms and barriers, 
clasps Death, and from that clasp springs forth new-formed, 
within new barriers.

Above this crowd of his fellow-creatures Stephen drove, 
and the same Spring wind that had made the elm-trees 
talk, whispered to him, and tried to tell him of the million 
flowers it had fertilised, the million leaves uncurled, the 
million ripples it had awakened on the sea, of the million 
flying shadows flung by it across the Downs, and how into 
men’s hearts its scent had driven a million longings and 
sweet pains.

It was but moderately successful, for Stephen, like all 
men of culture and neat habits, took Nature only at those 
moments when he had gone out to take her, and of her 
wild heart he had a secret fear.

Fraternity. IО
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On his own doorstep he encountered Hilary coming 
out.

“I ran across Thyme and Martin in the Gardens,” the 
latter said. “Thyme brought me back to lunch, and here 
I’ve been ever since.”

“Did she bring our young Sanitist in too?” asked 
Stephen dubiously.

“No,” said Hilary.
“Good! That young man gets on my nerves.”
Taking his elder brother by the arm, he added: “Will 

you come in again, old boy, or shall we go for a stroll?”
“A stroll,” said Hilary.
Though different enough, perhaps because they were 

so different, these two brothers had the real affection for 
each other which depends on something deeper and more 
elementary than a similarity of sentiments, and is per
manent because unconnected with the reasoning powers. 
It depended on the countless times they had kissed and 
wrestled as tiny boys, slept in small beds alongside, refused 
to “tell” about each other, and even now and then taken 
up the burden of each other’s peccadilloes. They might 
get irritated or tired of being in each other’s company, 
but it would have been impossible for either to have been 
disloyal to the other in any circumstances, because of that 
traditional loyalty which went back to their cribs.

Preceded by Miranda, they walked along the flower 
walk towards the Park, talking of indifferent things, though 
in his heart each knew well enough what was in the 
other’s.

Stephen broke through the hedge.
“Cis has been telling me,” he said, “that this man 

Hughs is making trouble of some sort.”
Hilary nodded.
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Stephen glanced a little anxiously at his brother’s 
face; it struck him as looking different, neither so gentle 
nor so impersonal as usual.

“He’s a ruffian, isn’t he?”
“I can’t tell you,” Hilary answered. “Probably not.”
“He must be, old chap,” murmured Stephen. Then, 

with a friendly pressure of his brother’s arm, he added: 
“Look here, old boy, can I be of any use?”

“In what?” asked Hilary.
Stephen took a hasty mental view of his position; he 

had been in danger of letting Hilary see that he suspected 
him. Frowning slightly, and with some colour in his 
clean-shaven face, he said:

“Of course, there’s nothing in it.”
“In what?” said Hilary again.
“In what this ruffian says.”
“No,” said Hilary, “there’s nothing in it, though what 

there may be if people give me credit for what there isn’t, 
is another thing.”

Stephen digested this remark, which hurt him. He 
saw that his suspicions had been fathomed, and this in
jured his opinion of his own diplomacy.

“You mustn’t lose your head, old man,” he said at 
last.

They were crossing the bridge over the Serpentine. 
On the bright waters, below, young clerks were sculling 
their inamoratas up and down; the ripples set free by 
their oars gleamed beneath the sun, and ducks swam lazily 
along the banks. Hilary leaned over.

“Look here, Stephen, I take an interest in this child 
—she’s a helpless sort of little creature, and she seems to 
have put herself under my protection. I can’t help that. 
But that’s all. Do you understand?”

io*



148 FRATERNITY.

This speech produced a queer turmoil in Stephen, as 
though his brother had accused him of a petty view of 
things. Feeling that he must justify himself somehow, he 
began:

“Oh, of course I understand, old boy! But don’t 
think, anyway, that I should care a damn—I mean as far 
as I’m concerned—even if you had gone as far as ever 
you liked, considering what you have to put up with. 
What I’m thinking of is the general situation.”

By this clear statement of his point of view Stephen 
felt he had put things back on a broad basis, and re
covered his position as a man of liberal thought. He 
too leaned over, looking at the ducks. There was a silence. 
Then Hilary said:

“If Bianca won’t get that child into some fresh place, 
I shall.”

Stephen looked at his brother in surprise, amounting 
almost to dismay; he had spoken with such unwonted re
solution.

“My dear old chap,” he said, “I wouldn’t go to B. 
Women are so funny.”

Hilary smiled. Stephen took this for a sign of restored 
impersonality.

“I’ll tell you exactly how the thing appeals to me. 
It’ll be much better for you to chuck it altogether. Let 
Cis see to it.”

Hilary’s eyes became bright with angry humour.
“Many thanks,” he said, “but this is entirely our 

affair.”
Stephen answered hastily:
“ That’s exactly what makes it difficult for you to look 

at it all round. That fellow Hughs could make himself 
quite nasty. I wouldn’t give him any sort of chance. I



TWO BROTHERS. 49

mean to say—giving the girl clothes and that kind of 
thing------ ”

“I see,” said Hilary.
“You know, old man,” Stephen went on hastily, “I 

don’t think you’ll get Bianca to look at things in your 
light If you were on—on terms, of course it would be 
different. I mean the girl, you know, is rather attractive 
in her way.”

Hilary roused himself from contemplation of the ducks, 
and they moved on towards the Powder Magazine. 
Stephen carefully abstained from looking at his brother; 
the respect he had for Hilary—result, perhaps, of the latter’s 
seniority, perhaps of the feeling that Hilary knew more 
of him than he of Hilary—was beginning to assert itself 
in a way he did not like. With every word, too, of this 
talk, the ground, instead of growing firmer, felt less and 
less secure. Hilary spoke:

“You mistrust my powers of action?”
“No, no,” said Stephen. “I don’t want you to act 

at all.”
Hilary laughed. Hearing that rather bitter laugh, 

Stephen felt a little ache about his heart.
“Come, old boy,” he said, “we can trust each other, 

anyway.”
Hilary gave his brother’s arm a squeeze.
Moved by that pressure, Stephen spoke:
“I hate you to be worried over such a rotten business.”
The whizz of a motor-car rapidly approaching them 

became a sort of roar, and out of it a voice shouted: 
“How are you?” A hand was seen to rise in salute. It 
was Mr. Purcey driving his A. i. Damyer back to Wimble
don. Before him in the sunlight a little shadow fled; be
hind him the reek of petrol seemed to darken the road.
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“There’s a symbol for you,” muttered Hilary.
“How do you mean?” said Stephen dryly. The word 

“symbol” was distasteful to him.
“The machine in the middle moving on its business; 

shadows like you and me skipping in front; oil and used- 
up stuff dropping behind. Society—body, beak, and bones.”

Stephen took time to answer. “That’s rather far
fetched,” he said. “You mean these Hughs and people 
are the droppings?”

“Quite so,” was Hilary’s sardonic answer. “There’s 
the body of that fellow and his car between our sort and 
them—and no getting over it, Stevie.”

“Well, who wants to? If you’re thinking of our old 
friend’s Fraternity, I’m not taking any.” And Stephen 
suddenly added: “Look here, I believe this affair is all 
‘ a plant.’ ”

“You see that Powder Magazine?” said Hilary. “Well, 
this business that you call a ‘plant’ is more like that. I 
don’t w7ant to alarm you, but I think you, as well as our 
young friend Martin, are inclined to underrate the emo
tional capacity of human nature.”

Disquietude broke up the customary mask on Stephen’s 
face. “I don’t understand,” he stammered.

“Well, we’re none of us machines, not even amateurs 
like me—not even under-dogs like Hughs. I fancy you 
may find a certain warmth, not to say violence, about this 
business. I tell you frankly that I don’t live in married 
celibacy quite with impunity. I can’t answer for any
thing, in fact. You had better stand clear, Stephen— 
that’s all.”

Stephen marked his thin hands quivering, and this 
alarmed him as nothing else had done.

They walked on beside the water. Stephen spoke 
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quietly, looking at the ground. “How can I stand clear, 
old man, if you are going to get into a mess? That’s 
impossible.”

He saw at once that this shot, which indeed was from 
his heart, had gone right home to Hilary’s. He sought 
within him how to deepen the impression.

“You mean a lot to us,” he said. “Cis and Thyme 
would feel it awfully if you and B.------ ” He stopped.

Hilary was looking at him; that faintly smiling glance, 
searching him through and through, suddenly made Stephen 
feel inferior. He had been detected trying to extract 
capital from the effect of his little piece of brotherly love. 
He was irritated at his brother’s insight.

“I have no right to give advice, I suppose,” he said; 
“but in my opinion you should drop it—drop it dead. 
The girl is not worth your looking after. Turn her over 
to that Society—Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace’s thing—what
ever it’s called.”

At a sound as of mirth Stephen, who was not accus
tomed to hear his brother laugh, looked round.

“Martin,” said Hilary, “also wants the case to be 
treated on strictly hygienic grounds.”

Nettled by this, Stephen answered:
“Don’t confound me with our young Sanitist, please; 

I simply think there are probably a hundred things you 
don’t know about the girl which ought to be cleared up.”

“And then?”
“Then,” said Stephen, “they could—er—deal with 

her accordingly.” •
Hilary shrank so palpably at this remark that he 

added rather hastily:
“You call that cold-blooded, I suppose; but I think, 

you know, old chap, that you’re too sensitive."
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Hilary stopped rather abruptly.
“If you don’t mind, Stevie,” he said, “we’ll part here. 

I want to think it over.” So saying, he turned back, and 
sat down on a seat that faced the sun.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE PERFECT DOG.

Hilary sat long in the sun, watching the pale bright 
waters and many well-bred ducks circling about the 
shrubs, searching with their round, bright eyes for worms. 
Between the bench where he was sitting and the spiked 
iron railings people passed continually—men, women, 
children of all kinds. Every now and then a duck would 
stop and cast her knowing glance at these creatures, as 
though comparing the condition of their forms and plumage 
with her own. “If I had had the breeding of you,” she 
seemed to say, “I could have made a better fist of it 
than that. A worse-looking lot of ducks, take you all 
round, I never wish to see!” And with a quick but heavy 
movement of her shoulders, she would turn away and join 
her fellows.

Hilary, however, got small distraction from the ducks. 
The situation gradually developing was something of a 
dilemma to a man better acquainted with ideas than 
facts, with the trimming of words than with the shaping 
of events. He turned a queer, perplexed, almost quizzical 
eye on it. Stephen had irritated him profoundly. He 
had such a way of pettifying things! Yet, in truth, the 
affair would seem ridiculous enough to an ordinary ob
server. What would a man of sound commonsense, like 
Mr. Purcey, think of it? Why not, as Stephen had sug
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gested, drop it? Here, however, Hilary approached the 
marshy ground of feeling.

To give up befriending a helpless girl the moment he 
found himself personally menaced was exceedingly dis
tasteful. But would she be friendless? Were there not, 
in Stephen’s words, a hundred things he did not know 
about her? Had she not other resources? Had she not 
a story? But here, too, he was hampered by his delicacy: 
one did not pry into the private lives of others!

The matter, too, was hopelessly complicated by the 
domestic troubles of the Hughs family. No conscientious 
man—and whatever Hilary lacked, no one ever accused 
him of a lack of conscience—could put aside that aspect 
of the case.

Wandering among these reflections were his thoughts 
about Bianca. She was his wife. However he might feel 
towards her now, whatever their relations, he must not 
put her in a false position. Far from wishing to hurt 
her, he desired to preserve her, and everyone, from trouble 
and annoyance. He had told Stephen that his interest 
in the girl was purely protective. But since the night 
when, leaning out into the moonlight, he heard the waggons 
coming in to Covent Garden Market, a strange feeling had 
possessed him—the sensation of a man who lies, with a 
touch of fever on him, listening to the thrum of distant 
music—sensuous, not unpleasurable.

Those who saw him sitting there so quietly, with his 
face resting on his hand, imagined, no doubt, that he was 
wrestling with some deep, abstract proposition, some great 
thought to be given to mankind; for there was that about 
Hilary which forced everyone to connect him instantly 
with the humaner arts.

The sun began to leave the long pale waters.
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A nursemaid and two children came and sat down 
beside him. Then it was that, underneath his seat, 
Miranda found what she had been looking for all her life. 
It had no smell, made no movement, was pale-grey in 
colour, like herself. It had no hair that she could find; 
its tail was like her own; it took no liberties, was silent, 
had no passions, committed her to nothing. Standing a 
few inches from its head, closer than she had ever been 
of her free will to any dog, she smelt its smell-lessness 
with a long, delicious snuffling, wrinkling up the skin on 
her forehead, and through her upturned eyes her little 
moonlight soul looked forth. “How unlike you are,” she 
seemed to say, “to all the other dogs I know! I would 
love to live with you. Shall I ever find a dog like you 
again? ‘The latest—sterilised cloth—see white label under
neath: 4s. 3d.!’” Suddenly she slithered out her slender 
grey-pink tongue and licked its nose. The creature moved 
a little way and stopped. Miranda saw that it had 
wheels. She lay down close to it, for she knew it was 
the perfect dog.

Hilary watched the little moonlight lady lying vigilant, 
affectionate, beside this perfect dog, who could not hurt 
her. She panted slightly, and her tongue showed be
tween her lips.

Presently behind his seat he saw another idyll. A 
thin white spaniel had come running up. She lay down 
in the grass quite close, and three other dogs who followed, 
sat and looked at her. A poor, dirty little thing she was, 
who seemed as if she had not seen a home for days. 
Her tongue lolled out, she panted piteously, and had no 
collar. Every now and then she turned her eyes, but 
though they were so tired and desperate, there was a 
gleam in them. “For all its thirst and hunger and ex
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haustion, this is life!” they seemed to say. The three 
dogs, panting too, and watching till it should be her 
pleasure to begin to run again, seemed with their moist, 
loving eyes to echo: “This is life!”

Because of this idyll, people near were moving on.
And suddenly the thin white spaniel rose, and, like a 

little harried ghost, slipped on amongst the trees, and the 
three dogs followed her.

CHAPTER XIX.
BIANCA.

In her studio that afternoon Bianca stood before her 
picture of the little model—the figure with parted pale- 
red lips and haunting, pale-blue eyes, gazing out of 
shadow into lamplight.

She was frowning, as though resentful of a piece of 
work which had the power to kill her other pictures. 
What force had moved her to paint like that? What 
had she felt while the girl was standing before her, still 
as some pale flower placed in a cup of water? Not 
love—there was no love in the presentment of that twi
light figure; not hate—there was no hate in the painting 
of her dim appeal. Yet in the picture of this shadow 
girl, between the gloom and glimmer, was visible a spirit, 
driving the artist on to create that which had the power 
to haunt the mind.

Bianca turned away and went up to a portrait of her 
husband, painted ten years before. She looked from one 
picture to the other, with eyes as hard and stabbing as 
the points of daggers.

In the more poignant relationships of human life 
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there is a point beyond which men and women do not 
quite truthfully analyse their feelings—they /eel too much. 
It was Bianca’s fortune, too, to be endowed to excess 
with that quality which, of all others, most obscures the 
real significance of human issues. Her pride had kept 
her back from Hilary, till she had felt herself a failure. 
Her pride had so revolted at that failure that she had 
led the way to utter estrangement. Her pride had 
forced her to the attitude of one who says: “Live your 
own life; I should be ashamed to let you see that I care 
what happens between us.” Her pride had concealed 
from her the fact that beneath her veil of mocking 
liberality there was an essential woman tenacious of her 
dues, avid of affection and esteem. Her pride prevented 
the world from guessing that there was anything amiss. 
Her pride even prevented Hilary from really knowing 
what had spoiled his married life—this ungovernable itch 
to be appreciated, governed by ungovernable pride. 
Hundreds of times he had been baffled by the hedge 
round that disharmonie nature. With each failure some
thing had shrivelled in him, till the very roots of his 
affection had dried up. She had worn out a man who, 
to judge from his actions and appearance, was naturally 
long-suffering to a fault. Beneath all manner of kind
ness and consideration for each other—for their good 
taste, at all events, had never given way—this tragedy 
of a woman, who wanted to be loved, slowly killing the 
power of loving her in the man, had gone on year after 
year. It had ceased to be tragedy, as far as Hilary was 
concerned; the nerve of his love for her was quite dead, 
slowly frozen out of him. It was still active tragedy with 
Bianca, the nerve of whose jealous desire for his appre
ciation was not dead. Her instinct, too, ironically in
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formed her that, had he been a man with some brutality, 
a man who had set himself to ride and master her, in
stead of one too delicate, he might have trampled down 
the edge. This gave her a secret grudge against him, a 
feeling that it was not she who was to blame.

Pride was Bianca’s fate, her flavour, and her charm. 
Like a shadowy hill-side behind glamorous bars of waning 
sunlight, she was enveloped in smiling pride—mysterious, 
one thinks, even to herself. This pride of hers took part 
even in her many generous impulses, kind actions which 
she did rather secretly and scoffed at herself for doing. 
She scoffed at herself continually, even for putting on 
dresses of colours which Hilary was fond of. She would 
not admit her longing to attract him.

Standing between those two pictures, pressing her 
mahl-stick against her bosom, she suggested somewhat 
the image of an Italian saint forcing the dagger of martyr
dom into her heart.

That other person, who had once brought the thought 
of Italy into Cecilia’s mind—the man Hughs—had been 
for the last eight hours or so walking the streets, placing 
in a cart the refuses of Life; nor had he at all suggested 
the aspect of one tortured by the passions of love and 
hate. For the first twro hours he had led the horse with
out expression of any sort on his dark face, his neat 
soldier’s figure garbed in the costume which had made 
“Westminister” describe him as a “dreadful foreign- 
lookin’ man.” Now and then he had spoken to the 
horse; save for those speeches, of no great importance, 
he had been silent. For the next two hours, following 
the cart, he had used a shovel, and still his square, short 
face, with little black moustache and still blacker eyes, 
had given no sign of conflict in his breast. So he had 
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passed the day. Apart from the fact, indeed, that men 
of any kind are not too given to expose private passions 
to public gaze, the circumstances of a life devoted from 
the age of twenty onwards to the service of his country, 
first as a soldier, now in the more defensive part of 
Vestry scavenger, had given him a kind of gravity. Life 
had cloaked him with passivity—the normal look of men 
whose bread and cheese depends on their not caring 
much for anything. Had Hughs allowed his inclina
tions play, or sought to express himself, he could hardly 
have been a private soldier; still less, on his retirement 
from that office with an honourable wound, would he 
have been selected out of many others as a Vestry 
scavenger. For such an occupation as the lifting from 
the streets of the refuses of Life—a calling greatly sought 
after, and, indeed, one of the few open to a man 
who had served his country—charm of manner, in
dividuality, or the engaging quality of self-expression, 
were perhaps out of place.

He had never been trained in the voicing of his 
thoughts, and, ever since he had been wounded, felt at 
times a kind of desperate looseness in his head. It was 
not, therefore, remarkable that he should be liable to mis
construction, more especially by those who had nothing 
in common with him, except that somewhat negligible 
factor, common humanity. The Dallisons had miscon
strued him as much as, but no more than, he had mis
construed them when, as “Westminister” had informed 
Hilary, he “went on against the gentry.” He was, in 
fact, a ragged screen, a broken vessel, that let light 
through its holes. A glass or two of beer, the fumes of 
which his wounded head no longer dominated, and he 
at once became “dreadful foreign.” Unfortunately, it
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was his custom, on finishing his work, to call at the 
“Green Glory.” On this particular afternoon the glass 
had become three, and in sallying forth he had felt a 
confused sense of duty urging him to visit the house 
where this girl for whom he had conceived his strange 
infatuation “carried on her games.” The “no-tale-bear
ing” tradition of a soldier fought hard with this sense of 
duty; his feelings were mixed as he rang the bell and 
asked for Mrs. Dallison. Habit, however, masked his 
face, and he stood before her at “attention,” his black 
eyes lowered, clutching his peaked cap.

Bianca noted curiously the scar on the left side of his 
cropped black head.

Whatever Hughs had to say was not said easily.
“I’ve come,” he began at last in a dogged voice, “to 

let you know. I never wanted to come into this house. 
I never wanted to see no one.”

Bianca could see his lips and eyelids quivering in a 
way strangely out of keeping with his general stolidity.

“My wife has told you tales of me, I suppose. She’s 
told you I knock her about, I daresay. I don’t care 
what she tells you or any 0’ the people that she works 
for. But this I’ll say: I never touched her but she 
touched me first. Look here! that’s marks of hers!” 
and, drawing up his sleeve, he showed a scratch on his 
sinewy tattooed forearm. “I’ve not come here about her; 
that’s no business of anyone’s.”

Bianca turned towards her pictures. “Well?” she 
said, “but what have you come about, please? You see 
I’m busy.”

Hughs’ face changed. Its stolidity vanished, the eyes 
became as quick, passionate, and leaping as a dark 
torrent. He was more violently alive than she had ever 
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seen a man. Had it been a woman she would have felt 
—as Cecilia had felt with Mrs. Hughs—the indecency, 
the impudence of this exhibition; but from that male 
violence the feminine in her derived a certain satisfac
tion. So in Spring, when all seems lowering and grey, 
the hedges and trees suddenly flare out against the purple 
clouds, their twigs all in flame. The next moment that 
white glare is gone, the clouds are no longer purple, fiery 
light no longer quivers and leaps along the hedgerows. 
The passion in Hughs’ face was gone as soon. Bianca 
felt a sense of disappointment, as though she could have 
wished her life held a little more of that. He stole a 
glance at her out of his dark eyes, which, when nar
rowed, had a velvety look, like the body of a wild bee, 
then jerked his thumb at the picture of the little model.

“It’s about her I come to speak.”
Bianca faced him frigidly.
“I have not the slightest wish to hear.”
Hughs looked round, as though to find something 

that would help him to proceed; his eyes lighted on 
Hilary’s portrait.

“Ah! I’d put the two together if I was you,” he said. 
Bianca walked past him to the door.
“Either you or I must leave the room.”
The man’s face was neither sullen now nor passionate, 

but simply miserable.
“Look here, lady,” he said, “don’t take it hard o’ me 

coming here. I’m not out to do you a harm. I’ve got 
a wife of my own, and Gawd knows I’ve enough to put 
up with from her about this girl. “I’ll be going in the 
water one of these days. It’s him giving her them clothes 
that set me coming here.”

Bianca opened the door. “Please go,” she said.
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“I’ll go quiet enough,” he muttered, and hanging his 
head, walked out.

Having seen him through the side door out into the 
street, Bianca went back to where she had been standing 
before he came. She found some difficulty in swallow
ing; for once there was no armour on her face. She stood 
there a long time without moving, then put the pictures 
back into their places and went down the little passage 
to the house. Listening outside her father’s door, she 
turned the handle quietly and went in.

Mr. Stone, holding some sheets of paper out before 
him, was dictating to the little model, w’ho was writing 
laboriously with her face close above her arm. She 
stopped at Bianca’s entrance. Mr. Stone did not stop, 
but, holding up his other hand, said:

“I will take you through the last three pages again. 
Follow!”

Bianca sat down at the window.
Her father’s voice, so thin and slow, with each syllable 

disjointed from the other, rose like monotony itself.
“‘There were tra-cea-able indeed, in those days, cer

tain rudi-men-tary at-tempts to f-u-s-e the classes . . ? ”
It went on unwavering, neither rising high nor falling 

low, as though the reader knew he had yet far to go, 
like a runner that brings great news across mountains, 
plains, and rivers.

To Bianca that thin voice might have been the cus
tomary sighing of the wind, her attention was so fast 
fixed on the girl, who sat following the words down the 
pages with her pen’s point.

Mr. Stone paused.
“Have you got the word ‘insane’?” he asked.
The little model raised her face. “Yes, Mr. Stone.”

Fraternity. 11
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“Strike it out.”
With his eyes fixed on the trees he stood breathing 

audibly. The little model moved her fingers, freeing them 
from cramp. Bianca’s curious, smiling scrutiny never 
left her, as though trying to fix an indelible image on her 
mind. There was something terrifying in that stare, cruel 
to herself, cruel to the girl.

“The precise word,” said Mr. Stone, “eludes me. 
Leave a blank. Follow! . . . ‘Neither that sweet fraternal 
interest of man in man, nor a curiosity in phenomena 
merely as phenomena . . .’ ” His voice pursued its tenuous 
path through spaces, frozen by the calm eternal presence 
of his beloved idea, which, like a golden moon, far and 
cold, presided glamorously above the thin track of words. 
And still the girl’s pen-point traced his utterance across 
the pages. Mr. Stone paused again, and looking at his 
daughter as though surprised to see her sitting there, 
asked :

“Do you wish to speak to me, my dear?”
Bianca shook her head.
“Follow!” said Mr. Stone.
But the little model’s glance had stolen round to meet 

the scrutiny fixed on her.
A look passed across her face which seemed to say: 

“What have I done to you, that you should stare at me 
like this?”

Furtive and fascinated, her eyes remained fixed on 
Bianca, while her hand moved mechanically ticking the 
paragraphs. That silent duel of eyes went on—the woman’s 
fixed, cruel, smiling; the girl’s uncertain, resentful. Neither 
of them heard a word that Mr. Stone was reading. They 
treated it as, from the beginning, Life has treated Philo
sophy—and to the end will treat it.
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Mr. Stone paused again, seeming to weigh his last 
sentences.

“That, I think,” he murmured to himself, “is true.” 
And suddenly he addressed his daughter. “Do you agree 
with me, my dear?”

He was evidently waiting with anxiety for her answer, 
and the little silver hairs that straggled on his lean throat 
beneath his beard were clearly visible.

“Yes, father, I agree.”
“Ah!” said Mr. Stone, “I am glad that you confirm 

me. I was anxious. Follow!”
Bianca rose. Burning spots of colour had settled in 

her cheeks. She went towards the door, and the little 
model pursued her figure with a long look, cringing, 
mutinous, and wistful.

CHAPTER XX.
THE HUSBAND AND THE WIFE.

It was past six o’clock when Hilary at length reached 
home, preceded a little by Miranda, who almost felt 
within her the desire to eat. The lilac bushes, not yet 
in flower, were giving forth spicy fragrance. The sun 
still netted their top boughs, as with golden silk, and a 
blackbird, seated on a low branch of the acacia-tree, was 
summoning the evening. Mr. Stone, accompanied by the 
little model, dressed in her new clothes, was coming down 
the path. They were evidently going for a walk, for 
Mr. Stone wore his hat, old and soft and black, with a 
strong green tinge, and carried a paper parcel, which 
leaked crumbs of bread at every step.

The girl grew very red. She held her head down, 
ii* 
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as though afraid of Hilary’s inspection of her new clothes. 
At the gate she suddenly looked up. His face said: 
“Yes, you look very nice!” And into her eyes a look 
leaped such as one may see in dogs’ eyes lifted in adora
tion to their masters’ faces. Manifestly disconcerted, Hilary 
turned to Mr. Stone. The old man was standing very 
still; a thought had evidently struck him.

“I have not, I think,” he said, “given enough con
sideration to the question whether force is absolutely, or 
only relatively, evil. If I saw a man ill-treat a cat, should 
I be justified in striking him?”

Accustomed to such divagations, Hilary answered: 
“I don’t know whether you would be justified, but I 
believe that you would strike him.”

“I am not sure,” said Mr. Stone. “We are going to 
feed the birds.”

The little model took the paper bag. “It’s all dropping 
out,” she said. From across the road she turned her 
head. “Won’t you come, too?” she seemed to say.

But Hilary passed rather hastily into the garden and 
shut the gate behind him. He sat in his study, with 
Miranda near him, for fully an hour, without doing any
thing whatever, sunk in a strange half-pleasurable torpor. 
At this hour he should have been working at his book; 
and the fact that his idleness did not trouble him might 
well have given him uneasiness. Many thoughts passed 
through his mind, imaginings of things he had thought 
left behind for ever—sensations and longings which to 
the normal eye of middle age are but dried forms hung 
in the museum of memory. They started up at the whip 
of the still-living youth, the lost wildness at the heart of 
every man. Like the reviving flame of half-spent fires, 
longing for discovery leaped and flickered in Hilary—to 
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find out once again what things were like before he went 
down the hill of age.

No trivial ghost was beckoning him; it was the ghost, 
with unseen face and rosy finger, that comes to men 
whose youth has gone.

Miranda, hearing him so silent, rose. At this hour 
it was her master’s habit to scratch paper. She, who 
seldom scratched anything, because it was not delicate, 
felt dimly that this was what he should be doing. She 
held up a slim foot and touched his knee. Receiving no 
discouragement, she delicately sprang into his lap, and, 
forgetting for once her modesty, placed her arms on his 
chest, and licked his face all over.

It was while receiving this embrace that Hilary saw 
Mr. Stone and the little model returning across the garden. 
The old man was walking very rapidly, holding out the 
fragment of a broken stick. He was extremely pink.

Hilary went to meet them.
“What’s the matter, sir?” he said.
“I cut him over the legs,” said Mr. Stone. “I do 

not regret it;” and he walked on to his room.
Hilary turned to the little model.
“It was a little dog. The man kicked it, and Mr. 

Stone hit him. He broke his stick. There were several 
meh; they threatened us.” She looked up at Hilary. 
“I—I was frightened. Oh! Mr. Dallison, isn’t he—funny?”

“All heroes are funny,” murmured Hilary.
“He wanted to hit them again, after his stick was 

broken. Then a policeman came, and they all ran away.”
“That was quite as it should be,” said Hilary. “And 

what did you do?”
Perceiving that she had not as yet made much effect, 

the little model cast down her eyes.
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“I shouldn’t have been frightened if you had been 
there ! ”

“Heavens!” muttered Hilary. “Mr. Stone is far more 
valiant than I.”

“I don’t think he is,” she replied stubbornly, and 
again looked up at him.

“Well, good night!” said Hilary hastily. “You must 
run off. . . .”

That same evening, driving with his wife back from 
a long, dull dinner, Hilary began:

“I’ve something to say to you.”
An ironic “Yes?” came from the other corner of the cab.
“There is some trouble with the little model.”
“ Really ! ”
“This man Hughs has become infatuated with her. 

He has even said, I believe, that he was coming to see 
you.”

“What about?”
“Me.”
“And what is he going to say about you?”
“I don’t know; some vulgar gossip—nothing true.”
There was a silence, and in the darkness Hilary 

moistened his dry lips.
Bianca spoke: “May I ask how you knew of this?”
“Cecilia told me.”
A curious noise, like a little strangled laugh, fell on 

Hilary’s ears.
“I am very sorry,” he muttered.
Presently Bianca said:
“It was good of you to tell me, considering that we 

go our own ways. What made you?”
“I thought it right.”
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“And—of course, the man might have come to me!” 
“That you need not have said.”
“One does not always say what one ought.”
“I have made the child a present of some clothes 

which she badly needed. As far as I know, that’s all 
I’ve done!”

“Of course!”
This wonderful “of course” acted on Hilary like a 

tonic. He said dryly:
“What do you wish me to do?”
“I?” No gust of the east wind, making the young 

leaves curl and shiver, the gas-jets flare and die down in 
their lamps, could so have nipped the flower of amity. 
Through Hilary’s mind flashed Stephen’s almost im
ploring words: “Oh, I wouldn’t go to her! Women are 
so funny!”

He looked round. A blue gauze scarf was wrapped 
over his wife’s dark head. There, in her comer, as far 
away from him as she could get, she was smiling. For 
a moment Hilary had the sensation of being stifled by 
fold on fold of that blue gauze scarf, as if he were doomed 
to drive for ever, suffocated, by the side of this woman 
who had killed his love for her.

“You will do what you like, of course,” she said sud
denly.

A desire to laugh seized Hilary. “What do you wish 
me to do?” “You will do what you like, of course!” 
Could civilised restraint and tolerance go further?

“B.,” he said, with an effort, “the wife is jealous. We 
put the girl into that house—we ought to get her out.”

Bianca’s reply came slowly.
“From the first,” she said, “the girl has been your 

property; do what you like with her. I shall not meddle!”
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“I am not in the habit of regarding people as my 
property.”

“No need to tell me that—I have known you twenty 
years.”

Doors sometimes slam in the minds of the mildest 
and most restrained of men.

“Oh, very well! I have told you; you can see Hughs 
when he comes—or not, as you like.”

“I have seen him.”
Hilary smiled.
“Well, was his story very terrible?”
“He told me no story.”
“How was that?”
Bianca suddenly sat forward, and threw back the 

blue scarf, as though she, too, were stifling. In her 
flushed face her eyes were bright as stars; her lips 
quivered.

“Is it likely,” she said, “that I should listen? That’s 
enough, please, of these people.”

Hilary bowed. The cab, bearing them fast home, 
turned into the last short cut. This narrow street was 
full of men and women circling round barrows and lighted 
booths. The sound of coarse talk and laughter floated 
out into air thick with the reek of paraffin and the scent 
of frying fish. In every couple of those men and wromen 
Hilary seemed to see the Hughs, that other married couple, 
going home to wedded happiness above the little model’s 
head. The cab turned out of the gay alley.

“Enough, please, of these people!”
That same night, past one o’clock, he was roused 

from sleep by hearing bolts drawn back. He got up, 
hastened to the window-, and looked out. At first he 
could distinguish nothing. The moonless night, like a 
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dark bird, had nested in the garden; the sighing of the 
lilac bushes was the only sound. Then, dimly, just below 
him, on the steps of the front-door, he saw a figure 
standing.

“Who is that?” he called.
The figure did not move.
“Who are you?” said Hilary again.
The figure raised its face, and by the gleam of his 

white beard Hilary knew that it was Mr. Stone.
“What is it, sir?” he said. “Can I do anything?”
“No,” answered Mr. Stone. “I am listening to the 

wind. It has visited everyone to-night.” And lifting his 
hand, he pointed out into the darkness.

CHAPTER XXI.
A DAY OF REST.

Cecilia’s house in the Old Square was steeped from 
roof to basement in the peculiar atmosphere brought by 
Sunday to houses whose inmates have no need of religion 
or of rest.

Neither she nor Stephen had been to church since 
Thyme was christened; they did not expect to go again 
till she was married, and they felt that even to go on 
these occasions was against their principles; but for the 
sake of other people’s feelings they had made the sacri
fice, and they meant to make it once more, when the 
time came. Each Sunday, therefore, everything tried to 
happen exactly as it happened on every other day, with 
indifferent success. This was because, for all Cecilia’s 
resolutions, a joint of beef and Yorkshire pudding would 
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appear on the luncheon-table, notwithstanding the fact 
that Mr. Stone—who came when he remembered that it 
was Sunday—did not devour the higher mammals. Every 
week, when it appeared, Cecilia, who for some reason 
carved on Sundays, regarded it with a frown. Next week 
she would really discontinue it; but when next week came, 
there it was, with its complexion that reminded her so 
uncomfortably of cabmen. And she would partake of it 
with unexpected heartiness. Something very old and 
deep, some horrible whole-hearted appetite, derived, no 
doubt, from Mr. Justice Carfax, rose at that hour precisely 
every week to master her. Having given Thyme the 
second helping which she invariably took, Cecilia, who 
detested carving, would look over the fearful joint at a 
piece of glass procured by her in Venice, and at the 
daffodils standing upright in it, apparently without sup
port. Had it not been for this piece of beef, which had 
made itself smelt all the morning, and would make itself 
felt all the afternoon, it need never have come into her 
mind at all that it was Sunday—and she would cut her
self another slice.

To have told Cecilia that there was still a strain of 
the Puritan in her would have been to occasion her some 
uneasiness, and provoked a strenuous denial; yet her way 
of observing Sunday furnished indubitable evidence of this 
peculiar fact. She did more that day than any other. 
For, in the morning she invariably “cleared off” her cor
respondence; at lunch she carved the beef; after lunch 
she cleared off the novel or book on social questions she 
was reading; went to a concert, clearing off a call on the 
way back; and on first Sundays—a great bore—stayed 
at home to clear off the friends who came to visit her. 
In the evening she went to some play or other, produced 



A DAY OF REST. 171

by Societies for the benefit of persons compelled, like her, 
to keep a Sunday with which they felt no sympathy.

On this particular “first Sunday,” having made the 
circuit of her drawing-room, which extended the whole 
breadth of her house, and through long, low windows cut 
into leaded panes, looked out both back and front, she 
took up Mr. Balladyce’s latest book. She sat, with her 
paper-knife pressed against the tiny hollow in her flushed 
cheek, and pretty little bits of lace and real old jewellery 
nestling close to her. And while she turned the pages of 
Mr. Balladyce’s book, Thyme sat opposite in a bright 
blue frock, and turned the pages of Darwin’s work on 
earth-worms.

Regarding her “little daughter,” who was so much 
more solid than herself, Cecilia’s face wore a very sweet, 
faintly surprised expression.

“My kitten is a bonny thing,” it seemed to say. “It 
is queer that I should have a thing so large.”

Outside in the Square Gardens a shower, the sunlight, 
and blossoms, were entangled. It was the time of year 
when all the world had kittens; young things were every
where—soft, sweet, uncouth. Cecilia felt this in her heart. 
It brought depth into her bright, quick eyes. What a 
secret satisfaction it was that she had once so far com
mitted herself as to have borne a child! What a queer 
vague feeling she sometimes experienced in the Spring— 
almost amounting to a desire to bear another! So one 
may mark the warm eye of a staid mare, following with 
her gaze the first strayings of her foal. “I must get used 
to it,” she seems to say. “I certainly do miss the little 
creature, though I used to threaten her with my hoofs, to 
show I couldn’t be bullied by anything of that age. And 
there she goes! Ah, well!”
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Remembering suddenly, however, that she was sitting 
there to clear off Mr. Balladyce, because it was so neces
sary to keep up with what he wrote, Cecilia dropped her 
gaze to the page before her; and instantly, by uncom
fortable chance, not the choice pastures of Mr. Balladyce 
appeared, where women might browse at leisure, but a 
vision of the little model. She had not thought of her 
for quite an hour; she had tired herself out with thinking 
—not, indeed, of her, but of all that hinged on her, ever 
since Stephen had spoken of his talk with Hilary. Things 
Hilary had said seemed to Cecilia’s delicate and rather 
timid soul so ominous, so unlike himself. Was there really 
going to be complete disruption between him and Bianca 
—worse, an ugly scandal? She, who knew her sister 
better, perhaps, than anyone, remembered from school
room days Bianca’s moody violence when anything had 
occurred to wound her—remembered, too, the long fits of 
brooding that followed. This affair, which she had tried 
to persuade herself was exaggerated, loomed up larger 
than ever. It was not an isolated squib; it was a lighted 
match held to a train of gunpowder. This girl of the 
people, coming from who knew where, destined for who 
knew what—this young, not very beautiful, not even clever 
child, with nothing but a sort of queer haunting naïveté 
to give her charm—might even be a finger used by Fate! 
Cecilia sat very still before that sudden vision of the girl. 
There was no staid mare to guard that foal with the dark 
devotion of her eye. There was no wise whinnying to 
answer back those tiny whinnies; no long look round to 
watch the little creature nodding to sleep on its thin 
trembling legs in the hot sunlight; no ears to prick up 
and hoofs to stamp at the approach of other living things. 
These thoughts passed through Cecilia’s mind and were 
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gone, being too far and pale to stay. Turning the page 
which she had not been reading, she heaved a sigh. 
Thyme sighed also.

“These worms are fearfully interesting,” she said. “Is 
anybody coming in this afternoon?”

“Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace was going to bring a young 
man in, a Signor Pozzi—Egregio Pozzi, or some such 
name. She says he is the coming pianist.” Cecilia’s 
face was spiced with faint amusement. Some strain of 
her breeding (the Carfax strain, no doubt) still heard such 
names and greeted such proclivities with an inclination to 
derision.

Thyme snatched up her book. “Well,” she said, “I 
shall be in the attic. If anyone interesting comes you 
might send up to me.”

She stood, luxuriously stretching, and turning slowly 
round in a streak of sunlight so as to bathe her body 
in it. Then, with a long soft yawn, she flung up her 
chin till the sun streamed on her face. Her eyelashes 
rested on cheeks already faintly browned; her lips were 
parted; little shivers of delight ran down her; her chest
nut hair glowed, burnished by the kisses of the sun.

“Ah!” Cecilia thought, “if that other girl were like 
this, now, I could understand well enough!”

“Oh, Lord!” said Thyme, “there they are!” She 
flew towards the door.

“My dear,” murmured Cecilia, “if you must go, do 
please tell Father.”

A minute later Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace came in, 
followed by a young man with an interesting, pale face 
and a crop of dusky hair.

Let us consider for a minute the not infrequent case 
of a youth cursed with an Italian mother and a father 
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of the name of Potts, who had baptised him William. 
Had he emanated from the lower classes, he might with 
impunity have ground an organ under the name of Bill; 
but springing from the bourgeoisie, and playing Chopin 
at the age of four, his friends had been confronted with 
a problem of no mean difficulty. Heaven, on the threshold 
of his career, had intervened to solve it. Hovering, as it 
were, with one leg raised before the gladiatorial arena of 
musical London, where all were waiting to turn their 
thumbs down on the figure of the native Potts, he had 
received a letter from his mother’s birthplace. It was in
scribed: “Egregio Signor Pozzi.” He was saved. By the 
simple inversion of the first two words, the substitution of 
z’s for t’s, without so fortunately making any difference in 
the sound, and the retention of that i, all London knew 
him now to be the rising pianist.

He was a quiet, well-mannered youth, invaluable just 
then to Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, a woman never happy 
unless slightly leading a genius in strings.

Cecilia, while engaging them to right and left in her 
half-sympathetic, faintly mocking way—as if doubting 
whether they really wanted to see her or she them— 
heard a word of fear.

“Mr. Purcey.”
“Oh, Heaven!” she thought.
Mr. Purcey, whose A. i. Damy er could be heard out

side, advanced in his direct and simple way.
“I thought Pd give my car a run,” he said. “How’s 

your sister?” And seeing Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, he 
added: “How do you do? We met the other day.”

“We did,” said Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, whose little 
eyes were sparkling. “We talked about the poor, do you 
remember?”
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Mr. Purcey, a sensitive man if you could get through 
his skin, gave her a shrewd look. “I don’t quite cotton 
to this woman,” he seemed saying; “there’s a laugh about 
her I don’t like.”

“Ah! yes—you were tellin’ me about them.”
“Oh, Mr. Purcey, but you had heard of them, you 

remember ! ”
Mr. Purcey made a movement of his face which 

caused it to seem all jaw. It was a sort of unconscious 
declaration of a somewhat formidable character. So one 
may see bulldogs, those amiable animals, suddenly dis
close their tenacity.

“It’s rather a blue subject,” he said bluntly.
Something in Cecilia fluttered at those words. It was 

like the saying of a healthy man looking at a box of pills 
which he did not mean to open. Why could not she and 
Stephen keep that lid on, too? And at this moment, to 
her deep astonishment, Stephen entered. She had sent 
for him, it is true, but had never expected he would come.

His entrance, indeed, requires explanation.
Feeling, as he said, a little “off colour,” Stephen had 

not gone to Richmond to play golf. He had spent the 
day instead in the company of his pipe and those ancient 
coins, of which he had the best collection of any man he 
had ever met. His thoughts had wandered from them, 
more than he thought proper, to Hilary and that girl. He 
had felt from the beginning that he was so much more 
the man to deal with an affair like this than poor old 
Hilary. When, therefore, Thyme put her head into his 
study and said, “Father, Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace!” he 
had first thought, “That busybody!” and then, “I wonder 
—perhaps I’d better go and see if I can get anything out 
of her.”
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In considering Stephen’s attitude towards a woman 
so firmly embedded in the various social movements of 
the day, it must be remembered that he represented that 
large class of men who, unhappily too cultivated to put 
aside, like Mr. Purcey, all blue subjects, or deny the need 
for movements to make them less blue, still could not 
move, for fear of being out of order. He was also tem
peramentally distrustful of anything too feminine; and 
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace was undoubtedly extremely 
feminine. Her merit, in his eyes, consisted of her attach
ment to Societies. So long as mankind worked through 
Societies, Stephen, who knew the power of rules and 
minute books, did not despair of too little progress being 
made. He sat down beside her, and turned the con
versation on her chief work—“the Maids in Peril.”

Searching his face with those eyes so like little black 
bees sipping honey from all the flowers that grew, Mrs. 
Tallents Smallpeace said:

“Why don’t you get your wife to take an interest in 
our work?”

To Stephen this question was naturally both unex
pected and annoying, one’s wife being the last person he 
wished to interest in other people’s movements. He kept 
his head.

“Ah, well!” he said, “we haven’t all got a talent for 
that sort of thing.”

The voice of Mr. Purcey travelled suddenly across the 
room.

“Do tell me! How do you go to work to worm things 
out of them?”

Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, prone to laughter, bub
bled.

Oh, that is such a delicious expression, Mr. Purcey!
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I almost think we ought to use it in our Report Thank 
you ! ”

Mr. Purcey bowed. “Not at all!” he said.
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace turned again to Stephen.
“We have our trained enquirers. That is the ad

vantage of Societies such as ours; so that we don’t per
sonally have the unpleasantness. Some cases do baffle 
everybody. It’s such very delicate work.”

“You sometimes find you let in a rotter?” said Mr. 
Purcey—“or, I should say, a rotter lets you in! Ha, ha!”

Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace’s eyes flew deliciously down 
his figure.

“Not often,” she said; and turning rather markedly 
once more to Stephen: “Have you any special case that 
you are interested in, Mr. Dallison?”

Stephen consulted Cecilia with one of those masculine 
half-glances so discreet that Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace 
intercepted it without looking up. She found it rather 
harder to catch Cecilia’s reply, but she caught it before 
Stephen did. It was, “You’d better wait, perhaps,” con
veyed by a tiny raising of the left eyebrow and a slight 
movement to the right of the lower lip. Putting two and 
two together, she felt within her bones that they were 
thinking of the little model. And she remembered the 
interesting moment in the omnibus when that attractive- 
looking man had got out so hastily.

There was no danger whatever from Mrs. Tallents 
Smallpeace feeling anything. The circle in which she 
moved did not now talk scandal, or, indeed, allude to 
matters of that sort without deep sympathy; and in the 
second place she was really far too good a fellow, with 
far too dear a love of life, to interfere with anybody else’s 
love of it. At the same time it was interesting.

Fraternity. 12
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“That little model, now,” she said, “what about her?”
“Is that the girl I saw?” broke in Mr. Purcey, with 

his accustomed shrewdness.
Stephen gave him the look with which he was ac

customed to curdle the blood of persons who gave evi
dence before Commissions.

“This fellow is impossible,” he thought.
The little black bees flying below Mrs. Tallents Small

peace’s dark hair, done in the Early Italian fashion, 
tranquilly sucked honey from Stephen’s face.

“She seemed to me,” she answered, “such a very 
likely type.”

“Ah!” murmured Stephen, “there would be, I sup
pose, a danger------ ” And he looked angrily at Cecilia.

Without ceasing to converse with Mr. Purcey and 
Signor Egregio Pozzi, she moved her left eye upwards. 
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace understood this to mean: “Be 
frank, and guarded!” Stephen, however, interpreted it 
otherwise. To him it signified: “What the deuce do you 
look at me for?” And he felt justly hurt. He therefore 
said abruptly:

“What would you do in a case like that?”
Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace, sliding her face sideways, 

with a really charming little smile, asked softly:
“In a case like what?”
And her little eyes fled to Thyme, who had slipped 

into the room, and was whispering to her mother.
Cecilia rose.
“You know my daughter,” she said. “Will you ex

cuse me just a minute? I’m so very sorry.” She glided 
towards the door, and threw a flying look back. It was 
one of those social moments precious to those who are 
escaping them.
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Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace was smiling, Stephen frown
ing at his boots; Mr. Purcey stared admiringly at Thyme, 
and Thyme, sitting very upright, was calmly regarding 
the unfortunate Egregio Pozzi, who apparently could not 
bring himself to speak.

When Cecilia found herself outside, she stood still a 
moment to compose her nerves. Thyme had told her 
that Hilary was in the dining-room, and wanted specially 
to see her.

As in most women of her class and bringing-up, 
Cecilia’s qualities of reticence and subtlety, the delicate 
treading of her spirit, were seen to advantage in a situa
tion such as this. Unlike Stephen, who had shown at 
once that he had something on his mind, she received 
Hilary with that exact shade of friendly, intimate, yet 
cool affection long established by her as the proper 
manner towards her husband’s brother. It was not 
quite sisterly, but it was very nearly so. It seemed to 
say: “We understand each other as far as it is right and 
fitting that we should; we even sympathise with the dif
ficulties we have each of us experienced in marrying the 
other’s sister or brother, as the case may be. We know 
the worst. And we like to see each other, too, be
cause there are bars between us, which make it almost 
piquant.”

Giving him her soft little hand, she began at once to 
talk of things farthest from her heart. She saw that she 
was deceiving Hilary, and this feather in the cap of her 
subtlety gave her pleasure. But her nerves fluttered at 
once when he said: “I want to speak to you, Cis. You 
know that Stephen and I had a talk yesterday, I suppose?”

Cecilia nodded.
“I have spoken to B.l”

12
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“Oh!” Cecilia murmured. She longed to ask what 
Bianca had said, but did not dare, for Hilary had his 
armour on, the retired, ironical look he always wore when 
any subject was broached for which he was too sensitive.

She waited.
“The whole thing is distasteful to me,” he said; “but 

I must do something for this child. I can’t leave her 
completely in the lurch.”

Cecilia had an inspiration.
“Hilary,” she said softly, “Mrs. Tallents Smallpeace 

is in the drawing-room. She was just speaking of the 
girl to Stephen. Won’t you come in, and arrange with 
her quietly?”

Hilary looked at his sister-in-law for a moment without 
speaking, then said:

“I draw the line there. No, thank you. I’ll see this 
through myself.”

Cecilia fluttered out:
“Oh, but, Hilary, what do you mean?”
“I am going to put an end to it.”
It needed all Cecilia’s subtlety to hide her consterna

tion. End to what? Did he mean that he and B. were 
going to separate?

“I won’t have all this vulgar gossip about the poor 
girl. I shall go and find another room for her.”

Cecilia sighed with relief.
“Would you—would you like me to come too, Hilary?”
“It’s very good of you,” said Hilary dryly. “My 

actions appear to rouse suspicion.”
Cecilia blushed.
“Oh, that’s absurd! Still, no one could think anything 

if I come with you. Hilary, have you thought that if she 
continues coming to father------”■<- l
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“I shall tell her that she mustn’t!”
Cecilia’s heart gave two thumps, the first with pleasure, 

the second with sympathy.
“It will be horrid for you,” she said. “You hate 

doing anything of that sort.”
Hilary nodded.
“But I’m afraid it’s the only way,” went on Cecilia, 

rather hastily. “ And, of course, it will be no good saying 
anything to Father; one must simply let him suppose that 
she has got tired of it.”

Again Hilary nodded.
“He will think it very funny,” murmured Cecilia 

pensively. “Oh, and have you thought that taking her 
away from where she is will only make those people talk 
the more?”

Hilary shrugged his shoulders.
“It may make that man furious,” Cecilia added.
“It will.”
“Oh, but then, of course, if you don’t see her after

wards, they will have no—no excuse at all.”
“I shall not see her afterwards,” said Hilary, “if I can 

avoid it.”
Cecilia looked at him.
“It’s very sweet of you, Hilary.”
“What is sweet?” asked Hilary stonily.
“Why, to take all this trouble. Is it really necessary 

for you to do anything?” But looking in his face, she 
went on hastily: “Yes, yes, it’s best Let’s go at once. 
Oh, those people in the drawing-room! Do wait ten 
minutes.”

A little later, running up to put her hat on, she 
wondered why it was that Hilary always made her \Vant 
to comfort him. Stephen never affected her like this.
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Having little or no notion where to go, they walked 
in the direction of Bayswater. To place the Park between 
Hound Street and the little model was the first essential. 
On arriving at the other side of the Broad Walk, they 
made instinctively away from every sight of green. In a 
long, grey street of dismally respectable appearance they 
found what they were looking for, a bed-sitting room 
furnished, advertised on a card in the window. The door 
was opened by the landlady, a tall woman of narrow 
build, with a West-Country accent, and a rather hungry 
sweetness running through her hardness. They stood 
talking with her in a passage, whose oilcloth of variegated 
pattern emitted a faint odour. The staircase could be 
seen climbing steeply up past walls covered with a shin
ing paper cut by narrow red lines into small yellow 
squares. An almanack, of so floral a design that nobody 
would surely want to steal it, hung on the wall; below it 
was an umbrella-stand without umbrellas. The dim little 
passage led past two grimly closed doors painted rusty 
red to two half-open doors with dull glass in their panels. 
Outside, in the street from which they had mounted by 
stone steps, a shower of sleet had begun to fall. Hilary 
shut the door, but the cold spirit of that shower had 
already slipped into the bleak, narrow house.

“This is the apartment, m’m,” said the landlady, 
opening the first of the rusty-coloured doors. The room, 
which had a paper of blue roses on a yellow ground, was 
separated from another room by double doors.

“I let the rooms together sometimes, but just now that 
room’s taken—a young gentleman in the City; that’s why 
I’m able to let this cheap.”

Cecilia looked at Hilary. “I hardly think------ ”
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The landlady quickly turned the handles of the doors, 
showing that they would not open.

“I keep the key,” she said. “There’s a bolt on both 
sides.”

Reassured, Cecilia walked round the room as far as 
this was possible, for it was practically all furniture. 
There was the same little wrinkle across her nose as 
across Thyme’s nose when she spoke of Hound Street. 
Suddenly she caught sight of Hilary. He was standing 
with his back against the door. On his face was a strange 
and bitter look, such as a man might have on seeing the 
face of Ugliness herself, feeling that she was not only 
without him, but within—a universal spirit; the look of a 
man who had thought that he was chivalrous, and found 
that he was not; of a leader about to give an order that 
he would not himself have executed.

Seeing that look, Cecilia said with some haste:
“It’s all very nice and clean; it will do very well, I 

think. Seven shillings a week, I believe you said. We 
will take it for a fortnight, at all events.”

The first glimmer of a smile appeared on the land
lady’s grim face, with its hungry eyes, sweetened by 
patience.

“When would she be coming in?” she asked.
“When do you think, Hilary?”
“I don’t know,” muttered Hilary. “The sooner the 

better—if it must be. To-morrow, or the day after.”
And with one look at the bed, covered with a piece 

of cheap red-and-yellow tasselled tapestry, he went out 
into the street. The shower was over, but the house faced 
north, and no sun was shining on it.
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CHAPTER XXII.
HILARY PUTS AN END TO IT.

Like flies caught among the impalpable and smoky 
threads of cobwebs, so men struggle in the webs of their 
own natures, giving here a start, there a pitiful small 
jerking, long sustained, and failing into stillness. Enmeshed 
they were born, enmeshed they die, fighting according to 
their strength to the end; to fight in the hope of freedom, 
their joy; to die, not knowing they are beaten, their 
reward. Nothing, too, is more to be remarked than the 
manner in which Life devises for each man the particular 
dilemmas most suited to his nature; that which to the man 
of gross, decided, or fanatic turn of mind appears a simple 
sum, to the man of delicate and speculative temper seems 
to have no answer.

So it was with Hilary in that special web wherein his 
spirit struggled, sunrise unto sunset, and by moonlight 
afterward. Inclination, and the circumstances of a life 
which had never forced him to grips with either men or 
women, had detached him from the necessity for giving 
or taking orders. He had almost lost the faculty. Life 
had been a picture with blurred outlines melting into a 
softly shaded whole. Not for years had anything seemed 
to him quite a case for “Yes” or “No.” It had been his 
creed, his delight, his business, too, to try and put himself 
in everybody’s place, so that now there were but few 
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places where he did not, speculatively speaking, feel at 
home.

Putting himself into the little model’s place gave him 
but small delight. Making due allowance for the senti
ment men naturally import into their appreciation of the 
lives of women, his conception of her place was doubt
less not so very wrong.

Here was a child, barely twenty years of age, country 
bred, neither a lady nor quite a working-girl, without a 
home or relatives, according to her own account—at all 
events, without those who were disposed to help her— 
without apparently any sort of friend; helpless by nature, 
and whose profession required a more than common 
wariness—this girl he was proposing to set quite adrift 
again by cutting through the single slender rope which 
tethered her. It was like digging up a little rose-tree 
planted with one’s own hands in some poor shelter, just 
when it had taken root, and setting it where the full 
winds would beat against it. To do so brusque and, as 
it seemed to Hilary, so inhumane a thing was foreign to 
his nature. There was also the little matter of that touch 
of fever—the distant music he had been hearing since 
the waggons came in to Covent Garden.

With a feeling that was almost misery, therefore, he 
waited for her on Monday afternoon, walking to and fro 
in his study, where all the walls were white, and all the 
woodwork coloured like the leaf of a cigar; where the 
books were that colour too, in Hilary’s special deerskin 
binding; where there were no flowers nor any sunlight 
coming through the windows, but plenty of sheets of 
paper—a room that youth seemed to have left for ever, 
the room of middle age! •

He called her in with the intention of at once saying 
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what he had to say, and getting it over in the fewest 
words. But he had not reckoned fully either with his 
own nature or with woman’s instinct. Nor had he allowed 
—being, for all his learning, perhaps because of it, singu
larly unable to gauge the effects of simple actions—for 
the proprietary relations he had established in the girl’s 
mind by giving her those clothes.

As a dog whose master has it in his mind to go away 
from him, stands gazing up with tragic enquiry in his 
eyes, scenting to his soul that coming cruelty—as a dog 
thus soon to be bereaved, so stood the little model.

By the pose of every limb, and a fixed gaze bright as 
if tears were behind it, and by a sort of trembling, she 
seemed to say: “I know why you have sent for me.”

When Hilary saw her stand like that he felt as a man 
might when told to flog his fellow-creature. To gain 
time he asked her what she did with herself all day. 
The little model evidently tried to tell herself that her 
foreboding had been needless.

Now that the mornings were nice—she said with some 
animation—she got up much earlier, and did her needle
work first thing; she then “did out” the room. There 
were mouse-holes in her room, and she had bought a trap. 
She had caught a mouse last night. She hadn’t liked to 
kill it; she had put it in a tin box, and let it go when 
she went out. Quick to see that Hilary was interested 
in this, as well he might be, she told him that she could 
not bear to see cats hungry or lost dogs, especially lost 
dogs, and she described to him one that she had seen. 
She had not liked to tell a policeman; they stared so 
hard. Those words were of strange omen, and Hilary 
turned his head away. The little model, perceiving that 
she had made an effect of some sort, tried to deepen it.
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She had heard they did all sorts of things to people— 
but, seeing at once from Hilary’s face that she was not 
improving her effect, she broke off suddenly, and hastily 
began to tell him of her breakfast, of how comfortable 
she was now she had got her clothes; how she liked her 
room; how old Mr. Creed was very funny, never taking 
any notice of her when he met her in the morning. Then 
followed a minute account of where she had been trying 
to get work; of an engagement promised; Mr. Lennard, 
too, still wanted her to pose to him. At this she flashed 
a look at Hilary, then cast down her eyes. She could 
get plenty of work if she began that way. But she hadn’t, 
because he had told her not, and, of course, she didn’t 
want to; she liked coming to Mr. Stone so much. And 
she got on very well, and she liked London, and she 
liked the shops. She mentioned neither Hughs nor Mrs. 
Hughs. In all this rigmarole, told with such obvious pur
pose, stolidity was strangely mingled with almost cunning 
quickness to see the effect made; but the dog-like devo
tion was never quite out of her eyes when they were fixed 
on Hilary.

This look got through the weakest places in what 
little armour Nature had bestowed on him. It touched 
one of the least conceited and most amiable of men pro
foundly. He felt it an honour that anything so young as 
this should regard him in that way. He had always tried 
to keep out of his mind that which might have given him 
the key to her special feeling for himself—those words of 
the painter of still life: “She’s got a story of some sort.” 
But it flashed across him suddenly like an inspiration: 
If her story were the simplest of all stories—the direct, 
rather brutal, love-affair of a village boy and girl—would 
not she, naturally given to surrender, be forced this time 
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to the very antithesis of that young animal amour which 
had brought on her such sharp consequences?

But, wherever her devotion came from, it seemed to 
Hilary the grossest violation of the feelings of a gentle
man to treat it ungratefully. Yet it was as if for the 
purpose of saying, “You are a nuisance to me, or worse!” 
that he had asked her to his study. Her presence had 
hitherto chiefly roused in him the half-amused, half-tender 
feelings of one who strokes a foal or calf, watching its 
soft uncouthness; now, about to say good-bye to her, 
there was the question of whether that was the only feeling.

Miranda, stealing out between her master and his 
visitor, growled.

The little model, who was stroking a china ash-tray 
with her ungloved, inky fingers, muttered, with a smile, 
half pathetic, half cynical: “She doesn’t like me! She 
knows I don’t belong here. She hates me to come. She’s 
jealous!”

Hilary said abruptly:
“Tell me! Have you made any friends since you’ve 

been in London?”
The girl flashed a look at him that said:
“Could I make you jealous?”
Then, as though guilty of a far too daring thought, 

drooped her head, and answered:
“No.”
“Not one?”
The little model repeated almost passionately: “No. 

I don’t want any friends; I only want to be let alone.”
Hilary began speaking rapidly.
“But these Hughs have not left you alone. I told you, 

I thought you ought to move; I’ve taken another room 
for you quite away from them. Leave your furniture with 
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a week’s rent, and take your trunk quietly away to-morrow 
in a cab without saying a word to anyone. This is the 
new address, and here’s the money for your expenses. 
They’re dangerous for you, those people.”

The little model muttered desperately: “But I don’t 
care what they do!”

Hilary wrent on: “Listen! You mustn’t come here 
again, or the man will trace you. We will take care you 
have what’s necessary till you can get other work.”

The little model looked up at him without a word. 
Now that the thin link which bound her to some sort of 
household gods had snapped, all the patience and sub
mission bred in her by village life, by the hard facts of 
her story, and by these last months in London, served 
her well enough. She made no fuss. Hilary saw a tear 
roll down her cheek.

He turned his head away, and said: “Don’t cry, my 
child ! ”

Quite obediently the little model swallowed the tear. 
A thought seemed to strike her:

“But I could see you, Mr. Dallison, couldn’t I, some
times?”

Seeing from his face that this was not in the pro
gramme, she stood silent again, looking up at him.

It was a little difficult for Hilary to say: “I can’t see 
you because my wife is jealous!” It was cruel to tell 
her: “I don’t want to see you!”—besides, it was not true.

“You’ll soon be making friends,” he said at last, “and 
you can always write to me;” and with a queer smile he 
added: “You’re only just beginning life; you mustn’t take 
these things to heart; you’ll find plenty of people better 
able to advise and help you than ever I shall be!” .

The little model answered this by seizing his hand 
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with both of hers. She dropped it again at once, as if 
guilty of presumption, and stood with her head bent. 
Hilary, looking down on the little hat which, by his 
special wish, contained no feathers, felt a lump rise in 
his throat.

“It’s funny,” he said; “I don’t know your Christian 
name.”

“Ivy,” muttered the little model.
“Ivy! Well, I’ll write to you. But you must promise 

me to do exactly as I said.”
The girl looked up; her face was almost ugly—like a 

child’s in whom a storm of feeling is repressed.
“Promise!” repeated Hilary.
With a bitter droop of her lower lip, she nodded, and 

suddenly put her hand to her heart. That action, of 
which she was clearly unconscious, so naively, so almost 
automatically was it done, nearly put an end to Hilary’s 
determination.

“Now you must go,” he said.
The little model choked, grew very red, and then 

quite white.
“Aren’t I even to say good-bye to Mr. Stone?”
Hilary shook his head.
“He’ll miss me,” she said desperately. “He will. I 

know he will!”
“So shall I,” said Hilary. “We can’t help that.”
The little model drew herself up to her full height; 

her breast heaved beneath the clothes which had made 
her Hilary’s. She was very like “The Shadow” at that 
moment, as though whatever Hilary might do there she 
would be—a little ghost, the spirit of the helpless sub
merged world, for ever haunting with its dumb appeal 
the minds of men.
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“Give me your hand,” said Hilary.
The little model put out her not too white, small 

hand. It was soft, clinging, and as hot as fire.
“Good-bye, my dear, and bless you!”
The little model gave him a look with who-knows- 

what of reproach in it, and, faithful to her training, went 
submissively away.

Hilary did not look after her, but, standing by the 
lofty mantelpiece above the ashes of the fire, rested his 
forehead on his arm. Not even a fly’s buzzing broke the 
stillness. There was sound for all that—not of distant 
music, but of blood beating in his ears and temples.

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE “BOOK OF UNIVERSAL BROTHERHOOD.”

It is fitting that a few words should be said about the 
writer of the “Book of Universal Brotherhood.”

Sylvanus Stone, having graduated very highly at the 
London University, had been appointed at an early age 
lecturer to more than one Public Institution. He had 
soon received the professorial robes due to a man of his 
profound learning in the natural sciences, and from that 
time till he was seventy his life had flowed on in one 
continual round of lectures, addresses, disquisitions, and 
arguments on the subjects in which he was a specialist. 
At the age of seventy, long after his wife’s death and the 
marriages of his three children, he had for some time 
been living by himself, when a very serious illness—the 
result of liberties taken with an iron constitution by a 
single mind—prostrated him.

During the long convalescence following this illness 
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the power of contemplation, which the Professor had up 
to then given to natural science, began to fix itself on 
life at large. But the mind which had made of natural 
science an idea, a passion, wras not content with vague 
reflections on life. Slowly, subtly, with irresistible centri
fugal force—with a force which perhaps it would not have 
acquired but for that illness—the idea, the passion of 
Universal Brotherhood had sucked into itself all his errant 
wonderings on the riddle of existence. The single mind 
of this old man, divorced by illness from his previous 
existence, pensioned and permanently shelved, began to 
worship a new star, that with every week and month and 
year grew brighter, till all other stars had lost their 
glimmer and died out.

At the age of seventy-four he had begun his book. 
Under the spell of his subject and of advancing age, his 
extreme inattention to passing matters became rapidly 
accentuated. His figure had become almost too publicly 
conspicuous before Bianca, finding him one day seated 
on the roof of his lonely little top-story flat, the better to 
contemplate his darling Universe, had inveigled him home 
with her, and installed him in a room in her own house. 
After the first day or two he had not noticed any change 
to speak of.

His habits in his new home were soon formed, and 
once formed, they varied not at>all; for he admitted 
into his life nothing that took him from the writing of 
his book.

On the afternoon following Hilary’s dismissal of the 
little model, being disappointed of his amanuensis, Mr. 
Stone had waited for an hour, reading his pages over and 
over to himself. He had then done his exercises. At 
the usual time for tea he had sat down, and, with his 
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cup and brown bread-and-butter alternately at his lips, 
had looked long and fixedly at the place where the girl 
was wont to sit. Having finished, he left the room and 
went about the house. He found no one but Miranda, 
who, seated in the passage leading to the studio, w'as 
trying to keep one eye on the absence of her master and 
the other on the absence of her mistress. She joined 
Mr. Stone, maintaining at a respect-compelling interval 
behind him when he went before, and before him when 
he went behind. When they had finished hunting, Mr. 
Stone went down to the garden gate. Here Bianca found 
him presently, motionless, without a hat, in the full sun, 
craning his white head in the direction from which he 
knew the little model habitually came.

The mistress of the house was herself returning from 
her annual visit to the Royal Academy, where she still 
went, as dogs, from some perverted sense, will go and 
sniff round other dogs to whom they have long taken a 
dislike. A loose-hanging veil depended from her mush
room-shaped and coloured hat. Her eyes were brightened 
by her visit.

Mr. Stone soon seemed to take in who she was, and 
stood regarding her a minute without speaking. His at
titude towards his daughters was rather like that of an 
old drake towards two swans whom he has inadvertently 
begotten—there was inquiry in it, disapproval, admiration, 
and faint surprise.

“Why has she not come?” he said.
Bianca winced behind her veil. “Have you asked 

Hilary?”
“I cannot find him,” answered Mr. Stone. Something 

about his patient stooping figure and white head, on 
Fraternity. 13 



194 FRATERNITY.

which the sunlight was falling, made Bianca slip her hand 
through his arm.

“Come in, Dad. I’ll do your copying.”
Mr. Stone looked at her intently, and shook his head.
“It would be against my principles; I cannot take an 

unpaid service. But if you would come, my dear, I should 
like to read to you. It is stimulating.”

At that request Bianca’s eyes grew dim. Pressing 
Mr. Stone’s shaggy arm against her breast, she moved 
with him towards the house.

“I think I may have written something that will 
interest you,” Mr. Stone said, as they went along.

“I am sure you have,” Bianca murmured.
“It is universal,” said Mr. Stone; “it concerns birth. 

Sit at the table. I will begin, as usual, where I left off 
yesterday.”

Bianca took the little model’s seat, resting her chin 
on her hand, as motionless as any of the statues she had 
just been viewing.

It almost seemed as if Mr. Stone were feeling nervous. 
He twice arranged his papers; cleared his throat; then, 
lifting a sheet suddenly, took three steps, turned his back 
on her, and began to read.

“‘In that slow, incessant change of form to form, 
called Life, men, made spasmodic by perpetual action, 
had seized on a certain moment, no more intrinsically 
notable than any other moment, and had called it Birth. 
This habit of honouring one single instant of the universal 
process to the disadvantage of all the other instants had 
done more, perhaps, than anything to obfuscate the 
crystal clearness of the fundamental flux. As well might 
such as watch the process of the green, unfolding earth, 
emerging from the brumous arms of winter, isolate a single 
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day and call it Spring. In the tides of rhythm by which 
the change of form to form was governed’”—Mr. Stone’s 
voice, which had till then been but a thin, husky murmur, 
gradually grew louder and louder, as though he were 
addressing a great concourse—“‘the golden universal 
haze in which men should have flown like bright wing- 
beats round the sun gave place to the parasitic halo which 
every man derived from the glorifying of his own nativity. 
To this primary mistake could be traced his intensely 
personal philosophy. Slowly but surely there had dried 
up in his heart the wish to be his brother.’”

He stopped reading suddenly.
“I see him coming in,” he said.
The next minute the door opened, and Hilary entered.
“She has not come,” said Mr. Stone; and Bianca 

murmured :
“We miss her!”
“Her eyes,” said Mr. Stone, “have a peculiar look; 

they help me to see into the future. I have noticed the 
same look in the eyes of female dogs.”

With a little laugh, Bianca murmured again:
“That is good!”
“There is one virtue in dogs,” said Hilary, “which 

human beings lack—they are incapable of mockery.”
But Bianca’s lips, parted, indrawn, seemed saying: 

“You ask too much! I no longer attract you. Am I to 
sympathise in the attraction this common little girl has 
for you?”

Mr. Stone’s gaze was fixed intently on the wall.
“The dog,” he said, “has lost much of its primordial 

character.”
And, moving to his desk, he took up his quill pen.
Hilary and Bianca made no sound, nor did they look

13* 
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at one another; and in this silence, so much more full of 
meaning than any talk, the scratching of the quill went 
on. Mr. Stone put it down at last, and, seeing two 
persons in the room, said:

“Looking back at those days when the doctrine of 
evolution had reached its pinnacle, one sees how the 
human mind, by its habit of continual crystallisations, had 
destroyed all the meaning of the process. Witness, for 
example, that sterile phenomenon, the pagoda of‘caste’!” 
Like this Chinese building, so was Society then formed. 
Men were living there in layers, as divided from each 
other, class from class------ ” He took up the quill, and
again began to write.

“You understand, I suppose,” said Hilary in a low 
voice, “that she has been told not to come?”

Bianca moved her shoulders.
With a most unwonted look of anger, he added:
“Is it within the scope of your generosity to credit 

me with the desire to meet your wishes?”
Bianca’s answer was a laugh so strangely hard, so 

cruelly bitter, that Hilary involuntarily turned, as though 
to retrieve the sound before it reached the old man’s ears.

Mr. Stone had laid down his pen. “I shall write no 
more to-day,” he said; “I have lost my feeling—I am 
not myself.” He spoke in a voice unlike his own.

Very tired and worn his old figure looked; as some 
lean horse, whose sun has set, stands with drooped head, 
the hollows in his neck showing under his straggling 
mane. And suddenly, evidently quite oblivious that he 
had any audience, he spoke:

“O Great Universe, I am an old man of a faint spirit, 
with no singleness of purpose. Help me to write on— 
help me to write a book such as the world has never seen ! ”
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A dead silence followed that strange prayer; then 
Bianca, with tears rolling down her face, got up and 
rushed out of the room.

Mr. Stone came to himself. His mute, white face 
had suddenly grown scared and pink. He looked at 
Hilary.

“I fear that I forgot myself. Have I said anything 
peculiar?”

Not feeling certain of his voice, Hilary shook his 
head, and he, too, moved towards the door.

CHAPTER XXIV.
SHADOWLAND.

“Each of us has a shadow in those places—in those 
streets.”

That saying of Mr. Stone’s, which—like so many of 
his sayings—had travelled forth to beat the air, might 
have seemed, even “in those days,” not altogether without 
meaning to anyone who looked into the room of Mr. 
Joshua Creed in Hound Street.

This aged butler lay in bed waiting for the inevitable 
striking of a small alarum-clock placed in the very centre 
of his mantelpiece. Flanking that round and ruthless 
arbiter, which drove him day by day to stand up on feet 
whose time had come to rest, were the effigies of his past 
triumphs. On the one hand, in a papier-mâché frame, 
slightly tinged with smuts, stood a portrait of the “Honor
able Bateson,” in the uniform of his peculiar Yeomanry. 
Creed’s former master’s face wore that dare-devil look 
with which he had been wont to say: “D—n it, Creed! 
lend me a pound. I’ve got no money!” On the other 
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hand, in a green frame that had once been plush, and 
covered by a glass with a crack in the left-hand corner, 
was a portrait of the Dowager Countess of Glengow7er, as 
this former mistress of his appeared, conceived by the local 
photographer, laying the foundation-stone of the local 
almshouse. During the wreck of Creed’s career, which, 
following on a lengthy illness, had preceded his salvation 
by the Westminster Gazette, these two household gods 
had lain at the bottom of an old tin trunk, in the posses
sion of the keeper of a lodging-house, waiting to be bailed 
out. The “Honourable Bateson” was now dead, nor had 
he paid as yet the pounds he had borrowed. Lady 
Glengower, too, was in heaven, remembering that she had 
forgotten all her servants in her will. He who had served 
them was still alive, and his first thought, when he had 
secured his post on the “ Westminister,” was to save enough 
to rescue them from a dishonourable confinement. It had 
taken him six months. He had found them keeping com
pany with three pairs of woollen drawers; an old but re
spectable black tail-coat; a plaid cravat; a Bible; four 
socks, two of which had toes and two of which had heels; 
some darning-cotton and a needle; a pair of elastic-sided 
boots; a comb and a sprig of white heather, wrapped up 
with a little piece of shaving-soap and two pipe-cleaners 
in a bit of the Globe newspaper; also two collars, whose 
lofty points, separated by gaps of quite two inches, had 
been wont to reach their master’s gills; the small alarum
clock aforesaid; and a tie-pin formed in the likeness of 
Queen Victoria at the date of her first Jubilee. How many 
times had he not gone in thought over those stores of 
treasure while he was parted from them! How many 
times since they had come back to him had he not pon
dered with a slow but deathless anger on the absence of a 
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certain shirt, which he could have sworn had been amongst 
them!

But now he lay in bed waiting to hear the clock go 
off, with his old bristly chin beneath the bedclothes, and 
his old discoloured nose above. He was thinking the 
thoughts which usually came into his mind about this 
hour—that Mrs. Hughs ought not to scrape the butter off 
his bread for breakfast in the way she did; that she 
ought to take that sixpence off his rent; that the man 
who brought his late editions in the cart ought to be earlier, 
letting “that man” get his Pell Mells off before him, when 
he himself would be having the one chance of his day; 
that, sooner than pay the ninepence which the bootmaker 
had proposed to charge for resoling him, he would wait 
until the summer came—“low-class o’ feller” as he was, 
he’d be glad enough to sole him then for sixpence!

And the high-souled critic, finding these reflections 
sordid, would have thought otherwise, perhaps, had it been 
standing on those feet (now twitching all by themselves 
beneath the bedclothes) up to eleven o’clock the night be
fore, because there were still twelve numbers of the late 
edition that nobody would buy. No one knew more 
surely than Joshua Creed himself that, if he suffered him
self to entertain any large and lofty views of life, he 
would infallibly find himself in that building to keep out 
of which he was in the habit of addressing to God his only 
prayer to speak of. Fortunately, from a boy up, together 
with a lengthy, oblong, square-jawed face, he had been 
given by Nature a single-minded view of life. In fact, 
the mysterious, stout tenacity of a soul born in the neigh
bourhood of Newmarket could not have been done justice 
to had he constitutionally seen—any more than Mr. Stone 
himself—two things at a time. The one thing he had 
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seen, for the five years that he had now stood outside 
Messrs. Rose and Thorn’s, was the workhouse; and, as he 
was not going there so long as he was living, he attended 
carefully to all little matters of expense in this somewhat 
sordid way.

While attending thus, he heard a scream. Having 
by temperament considerable caution, but little fear, he 
waited till he heard another, and then got out of bed. 
Taking the poker in his hand, and putting on his spec
tacles, he hurried to the door. Many a time and oft in 
old days had he risen in this fashion to defend the plate 
of the ‘Honourable Bateson’ and the Dowager Countess of 
Glengower from the periodical attacks of his imagination. 
He stood with his ancient nightgown flapping round his 
still more ancient legs, slightly shivering; then, pulling the 
door open, he looked forth. On the stairs just above 
him Mrs. Hughs, clasping her baby with one arm, was 
holding the other out at full length between herself and 
Hughs. He heard the latter say: “You’ve drove me to it; 
I’ll do a swing for you ! ” Mrs. Hughs’ thin body brushed 
past into his room; blood was dripping from her wrist. 
Creed saw that Hughs had his bayonet in his hand. With 
all his might he called out: “Ye ought to be ashamed of 
yourself!” raising the poker to a position of defence. At 
this moment—more really dangerous than any he had 
ever known—it was remarkable that he instinctively op
posed to it his most ordinary turns of speech. It was as 
though the extravagance of this un-English violence had 
roused in him the full measure of a native moderation. 
The sight of the naked steel deeply disgusted him; he 
uttered a long sentence. What did Hughs call this— 
disgracin’ of the house at this time in the mornin’? 
Where was he brought up? Call ’imself a soldier, at
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tackin’ of old men and women in this way? Jie ought 
to be ashamed !

While these words were issuing between the yellow 
stumps of teeth in that withered mouth, Hughs stood 
silent, the back of his arm covering his eyes. Voices and 
a heavy tread were heard. Distinguishing in that tread 
the advancing footsteps of the Law, Creed said: “You 
attack me if you dare!”

Hughs dropped his arm. His short, dark face had a 
desperate look, as of a caged rat; his eyes were every
where at once.

“All right, daddy,” he said; “I won’t hurt you. She’s 
drove my head all wrong again. Catch hold o’ this; I 
can’t trust myself.” He held out the bayonet.

“Westminister” took it gingerly in his shaking hand.
“To use a thing like that!” he said. “An’ call your

self an Englishman! I’ll ketch me death standin’ here, 
I will.”

Hughs made no answer, leaning against the wall. The 
old butler regarded him severely. He did not take a 
wide or philosophic view of him, as a tortured human 
being, driven by the whips of passion in his dark blood; 
a creature whose moral nature was the warped, stunted 
tree his life had made it; a poor devil half destroyed by 
drink and by his wound. The old butler took a more 
single-minded and old-fashioned line. “Ketch ’old of 
’im!” he thought. “With these low fellers there’s nothin’ 
else to be done. Ketch ’old of ’im until he squeals.”

Nodding his ancient head, he said:
“Here’s an orficer. I sha’n’t speak for yer; you de

serves all you’ll get, and more.”
Later, dressed in an old Newmarket coat, given him 

by some client, and walking towards the police-station 
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alongside, Mrs. Hughs, he was particularly silent, present
ing a front of some austerity, as became a man mixed 
up in a low class of incident like this. And the seam
stress, very thin and scared, with her wounded wrist slung 
in a muffler of her husband’s, and carrying the baby on 
her other arm, because the morning’s incident had upset 
the little thing, slipped along beside him, glancing now 
and then into his face.

Only once did he speak, and to himself:
“I don’t know what they’ll say to me down at the 

orfice, when I go again—missin’ my day like this! Oh 
dear, what a misfortune! What put it into him to go on 
like that?”

At this, which was far from being intended as en
couragement, the waters of speech broke up and flowed 
from Mrs. Hughs. She had only told Hughs how that 
young girl had gone, and left a week’s rent, with a bit 
of writing to say she wasn’t coming back; it wasn’t her 
fault that she was gone—that ought never to have come 
there at all, a creature that knew no better than to come 
between husband and wife. She couldn’t tell no more 
than he could where that young girl had gone!

The tears, stealing forth, chased each other down the 
seamstress’s thin cheeks. Her face had now but little 
likeness to the face with which she had stood confronting 
Hughs when she informed him of the little model’s flight. 
None of the triumph which had leaped out of her bruised 
heart, none of the strident malice with which her voice, 
whether she would or no, strove to avenge her wounded 
sense of property; none of that unconscious abnegation, 
so very near to heroism, with which she had rushed and 
caught up her baby from beneath the bayonet, when, 
goaded by her malice and triumph, Hughs had rushed to 
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seize that weapon. None of all that, but, instead, a piti
able terror of the ordeal before her—a pitiful, mute, 
quivering distress, that this man, against whom, two hours 
before, she had felt such a store of bitter rancour, whose 
almost murderous assault she had so narrowly escaped, 
should now be in this plight.

The sight of her emotion penetrated through his 
spectacles to something lying deep in the old butler.

“Don’t you take on,” he said; “I’ll stand by yer. He 
sha’n’t treat yer with impuniness.”

To his uncomplicated nature the affair was still one 
of tit for tat. Mrs. Hughs became mute again. Her torn 
heart yearned to cancel the penalty that would fall on all 
of them, to deliver Hughs from the common enemy—the 
Law; but a queer feeling of pride and bewilderment, and 
a knowledge, that, to demand an eye for an eye was ex
pected of all self-respecting persons, kept her silent.

Thus, then, they reached the great consoler, the grey 
resolver of all human tangles, haven of men and angels, 
the police-court. It was situated in a back street. Like 
trails of ooze, when the tide, neither ebb nor flow, is 
leaving and making for some estuary, trails of human 
beings were moving to and from it. The faces of these 
shuffling “shadows” wore a look as though masked with 
some hard but threadbare stuff—the look of those whom 
Life has squeezed into a last resort Within the porches 
lay a stagnant marsh of suppliants, through whose centre 
trickled to and fro that stream of ooze. An old police
man, too, like some grey lighthouse, marked the entrance 
to the port of refuge. Close to that lighthouse the old 
butler edged his way. The love of regularity, and of an 
established order of affairs, born in him and fostered by 
a life passed in the service of the “Honourable Bateson” 
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and the other gentry, made him cling instinctively to the 
only person in this crowd whom he could tell for certain 
to be on the side of law and order. Something in his 
oblong face and lank, scanty hair parted precisely in the 
middle, something in that high collar supporting his lean 
gills, not subservient exactly, but as it were suggesting 
that he was in league against all this low-class of fellow, 
made the policeman say to him:

“What’s your business, daddy?”
“Oh!” the old butler answered. “This poor woman. 

I’m a witness to her battery.”
The policeman cast his not unkindly look over the 

figure of the seamstress. “You stand here,” he said; 
“I’ll pass you in directly."

And soon by his offices the two were passed into the 
port of refuge.

They sat down side by side on the edge of a long, 
hard, wooden bench; Creed fixing his eyes, whose colour 
had run into a brownish rim round their centres, on the 
magistrate, as in old days sun-worshippers would sit 
blinking devoutly at the sun; and Mrs. Hughs fixing her 
eyes on her lap, while tears of agony trickled down her 
face. On her unwounded arm the baby slept. In front 
of them, and unregarded, filed one by one those shadows 
who had drunk the day before too deeply of the waters 
of forgetfulness. To-day, instead, they were to drink the 
water of remembrance, poured out for them with no un
certain hand. And somewhere very far away, it may have 
been that Justice sat with her ironic smile watching men 
judge their shadows. She had watched them so long 
about that business. With her elementary idea that hares 
and tortoises should not be made to start from the same 
mark, she had a little given up expecting to be asked to 
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come and lend a hand; they had gone so far beyond her. 
Perhaps she knew, too, that men no longer punished, but 
now only reformed, their erring brothers, and this made 
her heart as light as the hearts of those who had been in 
the prisons where they were no longer punished.

The old butler, however, was not thinking of her; he 
had thoughts of a simpler order in his mind. He was 
reflecting that he had once valeted the nephew of the 
late Lord Justice Hawthorn, and in the midst of this low- 
class business the reminiscence brought him refreshment. 
Over and over to himself he conned these words: “I 
interpylated in between them, and I says, ‘Ye ought to 
be ashamed of yourself; call yourself an Englishman, I 
says, attackin’ of old men and women with cold steel, I 
says!”’ And suddenly he saw that Hughs was in the 
dock.

The dark man stood with his hands pressed to his 
sides, as though at attention on parade. A pale profile, 
broken by a line of black moustache, was all “West
minister” could see of that impassive face, whose eyes, 
fixed on the magistrate, alone betrayed the fires within. 
The violent trembling of the seamstress roused in Joshua 
Creed a certain irritation, and seeing the baby open his 
black eyes, he nudged her, whispering: “Ye’ve woke the 
baby!”

Responding to words, which alone perhaps could have 
moved her at such a moment, Mrs. Hughs rocked this 
dumb spectator of the drama. Again the old butler 
nudged her.

“They want yer in the box,” he said.
Mrs. Hughs rose, and took her place.
He who wished to read the hearts of this husband 

and wife who stood at right angles, to have their wounds
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healed by Law, would have needed to have watched the 
hundred thousand hours of their wedded life, known and 
heard the million thoughts and words which had passed 
in the dim spaces of their world, to have been cognisant 
of the million reasons why they neither of them felt that 
they could have done other than they had done. Reading 
their hearts by the light of knowledge such as this, he 
would not have been surprised that, brought into this 
place of remedy, they seemed to enter into a sudden 
league. A look passed between them. It was not friendly, 
it had no appeal; but it sufficed. There seemed to be 
expressed in it the knowledge bred by immemorial ex
perience and immemorial time: This Law before which we 
stand was not made by us ! As dogs, when they hear the 
crack of a far whip, will shrink, and in their whole bear
ing show wary quietude, so Hughs and Mrs. Hughs, con
fronted by the questionings of Law, made only such 
answers as could be dragged from them. In a voice 
hardly above a whisper Mrs. Hughs told her tale. They 
had fallen out. What about? She did not know. Had 
he attacked her? He had had it in his hand. What 
then? She had slipped, and hurt her wrist against the 
point. At this statement Hughs turned his eyes on her, 
and seemed to say: “You drove me to it; I’ve got to 
suffer, for all your trying to get me out of what I’ve done. 
I gave you one, and I don’t want your help. But I’m 
glad you stick to me against this------ Law!” Then,
lowering his eyes, he stood motionless during her breath
less little outburst. He was her husband; she had borne 
him five; he had been wounded in the war. She had 
never wanted him brought here.

No mention of the little model. . . .
The old butler dwelt on this reticence of Mrs. Hughs’ 
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when, two hours afterwards, in pursuance of his instinctive 
reliance on the gentry, he called on Hilary.

The latter, surrounded by books and papers—for, 
since his dismissal of the girl, he had worked with great 
activity—was partaking of lunch, served to him in his 
study on a tray.

“There’s an old gentleman to see you, sir; he says 
you know him; his name is Creed.”

“Show him in,” said Hilary.
Appearing suddenly from behind the servant in the 

doorway, the old butler came in at a stealthy amble; he 
looked round, and, seeing a chair, placed his hat beneath 
it, then advanced, with nose and spectacles upturned, to 
Hilary. Catching sight of the tray, he stopped, checked 
in an evident desire to communicate his soul.

“Oh dear,” he said, “I’m intrudin’ on your luncheon. 
I can wait; I’ll go and sit in the passage.”

Hilary, however, shook his hand, faded now to skin 
and bone, and motioned him to a chair.

He sat down on the edge of it, and again said:
“I’m intrudin’ on yer.”
“Not at all. Is there anything I can do?”
Creed took off his spectacles, wiped them to help 

himself to see more clearly what he had to say, and put 
them on again.

“It’s а-concerning of these domestic matters,” he said. 
“I come up to tell yer, knowing as you’re interested in 
this family.”

“Well,” said Hilary. “What has happened?”
“It’s along of the young girl’s having left them, as 

you may know.”
“Ah!”
“It’s brought things to a cris ax,” explained Creed.
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“Indeed, how’s that?”
The old butler related the facts of the assault. “I 

took ’is bayonet away from him,” he ended; “he didn’t 
frighten me.”

“Is he out of his mind?” asked Hilary.
“I’ve no conscience of it,” replied Creed. “His wife, 

she’s gone the wrong way to work with him, in my 
opinion, but that’s particular to women. She’s a-goaded 
of him respecting a certain party. I don’t say but what 
that young girl’s no better than what she ought to be; 
look at her profession, and her a country girl, too! She 
must be what she oughtn’t to. But he ain’t the sort o’ 
man you can treat like that. You can’t get thorns from 
figs; you can’t expect it from the lower orders. They 
only give him a month, considerin’ of him bein’ wounded 
in the war. It’d been more if they’d а-known he was 
a-hankerin’ after that young girl—a married man like him; 
don’t ye think so, sir?”

Hilary’s face had assumed its retired expression. “I 
cannot go into that with you,” it seemed to say.

Quick to see the change, Creed rose. “But I’m in
trudin’ on your dinner,” he said—“your luncheon, I should 
say. The woman goes on irritatin’ of him, but he must 
expect of that, she bein’ his wife. But what a misfortune! 
He’ll be back again in no time, and what’ll happen then? 
It won’t improve him, shut up in one of them low prisons!” 
Then, raising his old face to Hilary: “Oh dear! It’s like 
a-walkin’ on a black night, when ye can’t see your ’and 
before yer.”

Hilary was unable to find a suitable answer to this 
simile.

The impression made on him by the old butler’s 
recital was queerly twofold; his more fastidious side felt 
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distinct relief that he had severed connection with an 
episode capable of developments so sordid and conspicuous. 
But all the side of him—and Hilary was a complicated 
product—which felt compassion for the helpless, his sup
pressed chivalry, in fact, had also received its fillip. The 
old butler’s references to the girl showed clearly how the 
hands of all men and women were against her. She was 
that pariah, a young girl without property or friends, 
spiritually soft, physically alluring.

To recompense “Westminister” for the loss of his 
day’s work, to make a dubious statement that nights were 
never so black as they appeared to be, was all that he 
could venture to do. Creed hesitated in the doorway.

“Oh dear,” he said, “there’s а-one thing that the 
woman was a-saying that I’ve forgot to tell you. It’s a- 
concernin’ of what this ’ere man was boastin’ in his rage. 
‘Let them,’ he says, ‘as is responsive for the movin’ of her 
look out,’ he says; T ain’t done with them!’ That’s con
spiracy, I should think!”

Smiling away this diagnosis of Hughs’ words, Hilary 
shook the old man’s withered hand, and closed the door. 
Sitting down again at his writing-table, he buried himself 
almost angrily in his work. But the queer, half-pleasur
able, fevered feeling, which had been his, since the night 
he walked down Piccadilly, and met the image of the little 
model, was unfavourable to the austere process of his 
thoughts.

CHAPTER XXV.
MR. STONE IN WAITING.

That same afternoon, while Mr. Stone was writing, he 
heard a voice saying:

Fraternity. 14
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“Dad, stop writing just a minute, and talk to me.”
Recognition came into his eyes. It was his younger 

daughter.
“My dear,” he said, “are you unwell?”
Keeping his hand, fragile and veined and chill, under 

her own warm grasp, Bianca answered: “Lonely.”
Mr. Stone looked straight before him.
“Loneliness,” he said, “is man’s chief fault;” and 

seeing his pen lying on the desk, he tried to lift his hand. 
Bianca held it down. At that hot clasp something seemed 
to stir in Mr. Stone. His cheeks grew pink.

“Kiss me, Dad.”
Mr. Stone hesitated. Then his lips resolutely touched 

her eye. “It is wet,” he said. He seemed for a moment 
struggling to grasp the meaning of moisture in connection 
with the human eye. Soon his face again became serene. 
“The heart,” he said, “is a dark well; its depth unknown. 
I have lived eighty years. I am still drawing water.”

“Draw a little for me, Dad.”
This time Mr. Stone looked at his daughter anxiously, 

and suddenly spoke, as if afraid that if he waited he 
might forget.

“You are unhappy!”
Bianca put her face down to his tweed sleeve. “How 

nice your coat smells!” she murmured.
“You are unhappy,” repeated Mr. Stone.
Bianca dropped his hand, and moved away.
Mr. Stone followed her. “Why?” he said. Then, 

grasping his brow, he added: “If it would do you any 
good, my dear, to hear a page or two, I could read to 
you.”

Bianca shook her head.
“No; talk to me!”
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Mr. Stone answered simply: “I have forgotten.” 
“You talk to that little girl,” murmured Bianca. 
Mr. Stone seemed to lose himself in reverie.
“If that is true,” he said, following out his thoughts, 

“it must be due to the sex instinct not yet quite extinct. 
It is stated that the blackcock will dance before his females 
to a great age, though I have never seen it.”

“If you dance before her,” said Bianca, with her face 
averted, “can’t you even talk to me?”

“I do not dance, my dear,” said Mr. Stone; “I will 
do my best to talk to you.”

There was a silence, and he began to pace the room. 
Bianca, by the empty fireplace, watched a shower of rain 
driving past the open window.

“This is the time of year,” said Mr. Stone suddenly, 
“when lambs leap off the ground with all four legs at a 
time.” He paused as though for an answer; then, out of 
the silence, his voice rose again—it sounded different: 
“There is nothing in Nature more symptomatic of that 
principle which should underlie all life. Live in the 
future; regret nothing; leap! A lamb that has left earth 
with all four legs at once is the symbol of true life. That 
she must come down again is but an inevitable accident. 
‘In those days men were living on their pasts. They 
leaped with one, or, at the most, two legs at a time; they 
never left the ground, or in leaving, they wished to know 
the reason why. It was this paralysis’ ”—Mr. Stone did 
not pause, but, finding himself close beside his desk, took 
up his pen—‘“it was this paralysis of the leaping nerve 
which undermined their progress. Instead of millions of 
leaping lambs, ignorant of why they leaped, they were a 
flock of sheep lifting up one leg and asking whether it 
was or was not worth their while to lift another.’ ”

14*
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The words were followed by a silence, broken only by 
the scratching of the quill with which Mr. Stone wras 
writing.

Having finished, he again began to pace the room, 
and coming suddenly on his daughter, stopped short. 
Touching her shoulder timidly, he said: “I was talking to 
you, I think, my dear; where wrere we?”

Bianca rubbed her cheek against his hand.
“In the air, I think.”
“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Stone, “I remember. You must 

not let me wander from the point again.”
“No, dear.”
“Lambs,” said Mr. Stone, “remind me at times of that 

young girl who comes to copy for me. I make her skip 
to promote her circulation before tea. I myself do this 
exercise.” Leaning against the wall, with his feet twelve 
inches from it, he rose slowly on his toes. “Do you know 
that exercise? It is excellent for the calves of the legs, 
and for the lumbar regions.” So saying, Mr. Stone left 
the wall, and began again to pace the room; the white
wash had also left the wall, and clung in a large square 
patch on his shaggy coat

“I have seen sheep in Spring,” he said, “actually 
imitate their lambs in rising from the ground with all 
four legs at once.” He stood still. A thought had 
evidently struck him.

“If Life is not all Spring, it is of no value whatsoever; 
better to die, and to begin again. Life is a tree putting 
on a new green gown; it is a young moon rising—no, 
that is not so, we do not see the young moon rising—it 
is a young moon setting, never younger than when we are 
about to die------ ”

Bianca cried out sharply: “Don’t, Father! Don’t talk 
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like that; it’s so untrue! Life is all autumn, it seems to 
me!”

Mr. Stone’s eyes grew veryr blue.
“That is a foul heresy,” he stammered; “I cannot 

listen to it Life is the cuckoo’s song; it is a hill-side 
bursting into leaf; it is the wind; I feel it in me every 
day!”

He was trembling like a leaf in the wind he spoke of, 
and Bianca moved hastily towards him, holding out her 
arms. Suddenly his lips began to move; she heard him 
mutter: “I have lost force; I will boil some milk. I must 
be ready when she comes.” And at those words her heart 
felt like a lump of ice.

Always that girl! And without again attracting his 
attention she went away. As she passed out through 
the garden she saw him at the window holding a cup of 
milk, from which the steam was rising.

CHAPTER XXVI.
THIRD PILGRIMAGE TO HOUND STREET.

Like water, human character will find its level; and 
Nature, with her way of fitting men to their environment, 
had made young Martin Stone what Stephen called a 
“Sanitist” There had been nothing else for her to do 
with him.

This young man had come into the social scheme at 
a moment when the conception of existence as a present 
life corrected by a life to come, was tottering; and the 
conception of the world as an upper-class preserve some
what seriously disturbed.

Losing his father and mother at an early age, and 
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brought up till he was fourteen by Mr. Stone, he had 
formed the habit of thinking for himself. This had 
rendered him unpopular, and added force to the essential 
single-heartedness transmitted to him through his grand
father. A particular aversion to the sights and scents of 
suffering, which had caused him as a child to object to 
killing flies, and to watching rabbits caught in traps, had 
been regulated by his training as a doctor. His fleshly 
horror of pain and ugliness was now disciplined, his 
spiritual dislike of them forced into a philosophy. The 
peculiar chaos surrounding all young men who live in 
large towns and think at all, had made him gradually 
reject all abstract speculation; but a certain fire of aspira
tion coming, we may suppose, through Mr. Stone, had 
nevertheless impelled him to embrace something with all 
his might. He had therefore embraced health. And living, 
as he did, in the Euston Road, to be in touch with things, 
he had every need of the health which he embraced.

Late in the afternoon of the day when Hughs had 
committed his assault, having three hours of respite from 
his hospital, Martin dipped his face and head into cold 
water, rubbed them with a corrugated towel, put on a 
hard bowler hat, took a thick stick in his hand, and went 
by Underground to Kensington.

With his usual cool, high-handed air he entered his 
aunt’s house, and asked for Thyme. Faithful to his 
definite, if somewhat crude theory, that Stephen and 
Cecilia and all their sort were amateurs, he never en
quired for them, though not unfrequently he would, while 
waiting, stroll into Cecilia’s drawing-room, and let his 
sarcastic glance sweep over the pretty things she had col
lected, or, lounging in some luxurious chair, cross his long 
legs, and fix his eyes on the ceiling.
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Thyme soon came down. She wore a blouse of some 
blue stuff bought by Cecilia for the relief of people in 
the Balkan States, a skirt of purplish tweed woven by 
Irish gentlewomen in distress, and held in her hand an 
open envelope addressed in Cecilia’s writing to Mrs. 
Tallents Smallpeace.

“Hallo!” she said.
Martin answered by a look that took her in from head 

to foot.
“Get on a hat! I haven’t got much time. That 

blue thing’s new.”
“It’s pure flax. Mother bought it.”
“It’s rather decent. Hurry up!”
Thyme raised her chin; that lazy movement showed 

her round, creamy neck in all its beauty.
“I feel rather slack,” she said; “besides, I must get 

back to dinner, Martin.”
“Dinner!”
Thyme turned quickly to the door. “Oh, well, I’ll 

come,” and ran upstairs.
When they had purchased a postal order for ten 

shillings, placed it in the envelope addressed to Mrs. 
Tallents Smallpeace, and passed the hundred doors of 
Messrs. Rose and Thorn, Martin said: “I’m going to see 
what that precious amateur has done about the baby. If he 
hasn’t moved the girl, I expect to find things in a pretty mess.”

Thyme’s face changed at once.
“Just remember,” she said, “that I don’t want to go 

there. I don’t see the good, when there’s such a tre
mendous lot waiting to be done.”

“Every other case, except the one in hand!”
“It’s not my case. You’re so disgustingly unfair, 

Martin. I don’t like those people.”
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“Oh, yon amateur!”
Thyme flushed crimson. “Look here!” she said, 

speaking with dignity, “I don’t care what you call me, 
but I won’t have you call Uncle Hilary an amateur.”

“What is he, then?”
“I like him.”
“That’s conclusive.”
“Yes, it is.”
Martin did not reply, looking sideways at Thyme 

with his queer, protective smile. They were passing 
through a street superior to Hound Street in its pre
tensions to be called a slum.

“Look here!” he said suddenly; “a man like Hilary’s 
interest in all this sort of thing is simply sentimental. 
It’s on his nerves. He takes philanthropy just as he’d 
take sulphonal for sleeplessness.”

Thyme looked shrewdly up at him.
“Well,” she said, “it’s just as much on your nerves. 

You see it from the point of view of health; he sees it 
from the point of view of sentiment, that’s all.”

“Oh! you think so?”
“You just treat all these people as if they were in 

hospital.”
The young man’s nostrils quivered. “Well, and how 

should they be treated?”
“How would you like to be looked at as a ‘case?’” 

muttered Thyme.
Martin moved his hand in a slow half-circle.
“These houses and these people,” he said, “are in 

the way—in the way of you and me, and every
one.”

Thyme’s eyes followed that slow, sweeping movement 
of her cousin’s hand. It seemed to fascinate her.
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“Yes, of course; I know,” she murmured. “Something 
must be done!”

And she reared her head up, looking from side to 
side, as if to show him that she, too, could sweep away 
things. Very straight, and solid, fair, and fresh, she 
looked just then.

Thus, in the hypnotic silence of high thoughts, the 
two young “Sanitists” arrived in Hound Street.

In the doorway of No. i the son of the lame woman, 
Mrs. Budgen—the thin, white youth as tall as Martin, but 
not so broad—stood, smoking a dubious-looking cigarette. 
He turned his lack-lustre, jeering gaze on the visitors.

“Who d’you want?” he said. “If it’s the girl, she’s 
gone away, and left no address.”

“I want Mrs. Hughs,” said Martin.
The young man coughed. “Right-о! You’ll find 

her; but for him, apply Wormwood Scrubs.”
“Prison! What for?”
“Stickin’ her through the wrist with his bayonet;” 

and the young man let a long, luxurious fume of smoke 
trickle through his nose.

“How horrible!” said Thyme.
Martin regarded the young man, unmoved. “That 

stuff you’re smoking’s rank,” he said. “Have some of 
mine; I’ll show you how to make them. It’ll save you 
one and three per pound of baccy, and won’t rot your 
lungs.”

Taking out his pouch, he rolled a cigarette. The 
white young man bent his dull wink on Thyme, who, 
wrinkling her nose, was pretending to be far away.

Mounting the narrow stairs that smelt of walls and 
washing and red herrings, Thyme spoke: “Now, you see, 
it wasn’t so simple as you thought. I don’t want to go 



2 I 8 FRATERNITY.

up; I don’t want to see her. I shall wait for you here.” 
She took her stand in the open doorway of the little model’s 
empty room. Martin ascended to the second floor.

There, in the front-room, Mrs. Hughs was seen stand
ing with the baby in her arms beside the bed. She 
had a frightened and uncertain air. After examining 
her wrist, and pronouncing it a scratch, Martin looked 
long at the baby. The little creature’s toes were stiff
ened against its mother’s waist, its eyes closed, its tiny 
fingers crisped against her breast. While Mrs. Hughs 
poured forth her tale, Martin stood with his eyes still 
fixed on the baby. It could not be gathered from his 
face what he was thinking, but now and then he moved 
his jaw, as though he were suffering from toothache. In 
truth, by the look of Mrs. Hughs and her baby, his recipe 
did not seem to have achieved conspicuous success. He 
turned away at last from the trembling, nerveless figure 
of the seamstress, and went to the window. Two pale 
hyacinth plants stood on the inner edge; their perfume 
penetrated through the other savours of the room—and 
very strange they looked, those twin, starved children of 
the light and air.

“These are new,” he said.
“Yes, sir,” murmured Mrs. Hughs. “I brought them 

upstairs. I didn’t like to see the poor things left to die.”
From the bitter accent of these words Martin under

stood that they had been the little model’s.
“Put them outside,” he said; “they’ll never live in 

here. They want watering, too. Where are your saucers?”
Mrs. Hughs laid the baby down, and, going to the 

cupboard where all the household gods were kept, brought 
out two old, dirty saucers. Martin raised the plants, and 
as he held them, from one close, yellow petal there rose
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up a tiny caterpillar. It reared a green, transparent 
body, feeling its way to a new resting-place. The little 
writhing shape seemed, like the wonder and the mystery 
of life, to mock the young doctor, who watched it with 
eyebrows raised, having no hand at liberty to remove it 
from the plant.

“She came from the country. There’s plenty of men 
there for her!”

Martin put the plants down, and turned round to the 
seamstress.

“Look here!” he said, “it’s no good crying over spilt 
milk. What you’ve got to do is to set to and get some 
work.”

“Yes, sir.”
“Don’t say it in that sort of way,” said Martin; “you 

must rise to the occasion.”
“Yes, sir.”
“You want a tonic. Take this half-crown, and get in 

a dozen pints of stout, and drink one every day.”
And again Mrs. Hughs said, “Yes, sir.”
“And about that baby.”
Motionless, where it had been placed against the foot

rail of the bed, the baby sat with its black eyes closed. 
The small grey face was curled down on the bundle of 
its garments.

“It’s a silent gentleman,” Martin muttered.
“It never was a one to cry,” said Mrs. Hughs.
“That’s lucky, anyway. When did you feed it 

last?”
Mrs. Hughs did not reply at first. “About half-past 

six last evening, sir.”
“What?”
“It slept all night; but to-day, of course, I’ve been
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all torn to pieces; my milk’s gone. I’ve tried it with the 
bottle, but it wouldn’t take it.”

Martin bent down to the baby’s face, and put his 
finger on its chin; betiding lower yet, he raised the eye
lid of the tiny eye.

“It’s dead,” he said.
At the word “dead” Mrs. Hughs, stooping behind 

him, snatched the baby to her throat. With its drooping 
head close to her face, she clutched and rocked it with
out sound. Full five minutes this desperate mute struggle 
with eternal silence lasted—the feeling, and warming, 
and breathing on the little limbs. Then, sitting down, 
bent almost double over her baby, she moaned. That single 
sound was followed by utter silence. The tread of foot
steps on the creaking stairs broke it. Martin, rising from 
his crouching posture by the bed, went towards the door.

His grandfather was standing there, with Thyme be
hind him.

“She has left her room,” said Mr. Stone. “Where 
has she gone?”

Martin, understanding that he meant the little model, 
put his finger to his lips, and, pointing to Mrs. Hughs, 
whispered :

“This woman’s baby has just died.”
Mr. Stone’s face underwent the queer discoloration 

that marked the sudden summoning of his far thoughts. 
He stepped past Martin, and went up to Mrs. Hughs.

He stood there a long time gazing at the baby, and 
at the dark head bending over it with such despair. At 
last he spoke:

“Poor woman! He is at peace.”
Mrs. Hughs looked up, and, seeing that old face, with 

its hollows and thin silver hair, she spoke;
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“He’s dead, sir.”
Mr. Stone put out his veined and fragile hand, and 

touched the baby’s toes. “He is flying; he is every
where; he is close to the sun—Little brother!” And turn
ing on his heel, he went out.

Thyme followed him as he walked on tiptoe down
stairs that seemed to creak the louder for his caution. 
Tears were rolling down her cheeks.

Martin sat on, with the mother and her baby, in the 
close, still room, where, like strange visiting spirits, came 
stealing whiffs of the perfume of hyacinths.

CHAPTER XXVII.
STEPHEN’S PRIVATE LIFE.

Mr. Stone and Thyme, in coming out, again passed 
the tall, white young man. He had thrown away the 
hand-made cigarette, finding that it had not enough 
saltpetre -to make it draw, and was smoking one more 
suited to the action of his lungs. He directed towards 
them the same lack-lustre, jeering stare.

Unconscious, seemingly, of where he went, Mr. Stone 
walked with his eyes fixed on space. His head jerked 
now and then, as a dried flower will shiver in a draught.

Scared at these movements, Thyme took his arm. 
The touch of that soft young arm squeezing his own 
brought speech back to Mr. Stone.

“In those places . . .” he said, “in those streets! . . . 
I shall not see the flowering of the aloe—I shall not see 
the living peace! ‘As with dogs, each couched over his 
proper bone, so men were living then!”’ He sank back 
into silence.
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Thyme, watching him askance, pressed still closer to 
his side, as though to try and warm him back to every 
day.

“Oh!” went her fluttered thoughts. “I do wish grand
father would say something one could understand. I wish 
he would lose that dreadful stare.”

Mr. Stone spoke in answer to his granddaughter’s 
thoughts.

“I have seen a vision of fraternity. A barren hillside 
in the sun, and on it a man of stone talking to the wind. 
I have heard an owl hooting in the daytime; a cuckoo 
singing in the night.”

“Grandfather, grandfather!”
To that appeal Mr. Stone responded: “Yes, what is it?”
But Thyme, thus challenged, knew not what to say, 

having spoken out of terror.
“If the poor baby had lived,” she stammered out, 

“it would have grown up. . . . It’s all for the best, 
isn’t it?”

“Everything is for the best,” said Mr. Stone. “Tn 
those days men, possessed by thoughts of individual life, 
made moan at death, careless of the great truth that the 
world was one unending song.’ ”

Thyme thought: “I have never seen him as bad as 
this!” She drew him on more quickly. With deep relief 
she saw her father, latchkey in hand, turning into the 
Old Square.

Stephen, who was still walking with his springy step, 
though he had come on foot the whole way from the 
Temple, hailed them with his hat. It was tall and black, 
and very shiny, neither quite oval nor positively round, 
and had a little curly brim. In this and his black coat, 
cut so as to show the front of him and cover the behind,
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he looked his best. The costume suited his long, rather 
narrow face, corrugated by two short parallel lines slant
ing downwards from his eyes and nostrils on either cheek; 
suited his neat, thin figure and the close-lipped corners 
of his mouth. His permanent appointment in the world 
of Law had ousted from his life (together with all un
certainty of income) the need for putting on a wig and 
taking his moustache off; but he still preferred to go clean- 
shaved.

“Where have you two sprung from?” he enquired, 
admitting them into the hall.

Mr. Stone gave him no answer, but passed into the 
drawing-room, and sat down on the verge of the first 
chair he came across, leaning forward with his hands 
between his knees.

Stephen, after one dry glance at him, turned to his 
daughter.

“My child,” he said softly, “what have you brought 
the old boy here for? If there happens to be anything 
of the high mammalian order for dinner, your mother 
will have a fit.”

Thyme answered: “Don’t chaff, father!”
Stephen, who was very fond of her, saw that for 

some reason she was not herself. He examined her with 
unwonted gravity. Thyme turned away from him. He 
heard, to his alarm, a little gulping sound.

“My dear!” he said.
Conscious of her sentimental weakness, Thyme made 

a violent effort.
“I’ve seen a baby dead,” she cried in a quick, hard 

voice; and, without another word, she ran upstairs.
In Stephen there was a horror of emotion that 

amounted almost to disease. It would have been difficult 



224 FRATERNITY.

to say when he had last shown emotion; perhaps not 
since Thyme was born, and even then not to anyone 
except himself, having first locked the door, and then 
walked up and down, with his teeth almost meeting in 
the mouthpiece of his favourite pipe. He was un
accustomed, too, to witness this weakness on the part of 
other people. His looks and speech unconsciously dis
couraged it, so that if Cecilia had been at all that way 
inclined, she must long ago have been healed. Fortunately, 
she never had been, having too much distrust of her own 
feelings to give way to them completely. And Thyme, 
that healthy product of them both, at once younger for 
her age, and older, than they had ever been, with her 
incapacity for nonsense, her love for open air and facts— 
that fresh, rising plant, so elastic and so sane—she had 
never given them a single moment of uneasiness.

Stephen, close to his hat-rack, felt soreness in his 
heart. Such blows as Fortune had dealt, and meant to 
deal him, he had borne, and he could bear, so long as 
there was nothing in his own manner, or in that of others, 
to show him they -mere blows.

Hurriedly depositing his hat, he ran to Cecilia. He 
still preserved the habit of knocking on her door before 
he entered, though she had never, so far, answered, 
“Don’t come in!” because she knew his knock. The 
custom gave, in fact, the measure of his idealism. What 
he feared, or what he thought he feared, after nineteen 
years of unchecked entrance, could never have been 
ascertained; but there it was, that flower of something 
formal and precise, of something reticent, within his soul.

This time, for once, he did not knock, and found 
Cecilia hooking up her tea-gown and looking very sweet. 
She glanced at him with mild surprise.



STEPHEN’S PRIVATE LIFE. 225

“What’s this, Cis,” he said, “about a baby dead? 
Thyme’s quite upset about it; and your dad’s in the 
drawing-room ! ”

With the quick instinct that was woven into all her 
gentle treading, Cecilia’s thoughts flew—she could not 
have told why—first to the little model, then to Mrs. 
Hughs.

“Dead?” she said. “Oh, poor woman!”
“What woman?” Stephen asked.
“It must be Mrs. Hughs.”
The thought passed darkly through Stephen’s mind: 

“Those people again! What now?” He did not express 
it, being neither brutal nor lacking in good taste.

A short silence followed, then Cecilia said suddenly: 
“Did you say that father was in the drawing-room? 
There’s fillet of beef, Stephen!”

Stephen turned away. “Go and see Thyme!” he 
said.

Outside Thyme’s door Cecilia paused, and, hearing no 
sound, tapped gently. Her knock not being answered, 
she slipped in. On the bed of that white room, with her 
face pressed into the pillow, her little daughter lay. 
Cecilia stood aghast. Thyme’s whole body was quiver
ing with suppressed sobs.

“My darling!” said Cecilia, “what is it?”
Thyme’s answer was inarticulate.
Cecilia sat down on the bed and waited, drawing her 

fingers through the girl’s hair, which had fallen loose; and 
while she sat there she experienced all that sore, strange 
feeling—as of being skinned—which comes to one who 
watches the emotion of someone near and dear without 
knowing the exact cause.

“This is dreadful,” she thought. “What am I to do?”
Fraternity. 15
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To see one’s child cry was bad enough, but to see her 
cry when that child’s whole creed of honour and conduct 
for years past had precluded this relief as unfeminine, 
was worse than disconcerting.

Thyme raised herself on her elbow, turning her face 
carefully away.

“I don’t know what’s the matter with me,” she said, 
choking. “It’s—it’s purely physical.”

“Yes, darling,” murmured Cecilia; “I know.”
“Oh, Mother!” said Thyme suddenly, “it looked so 

tiny.”
“Yes, yes, my sweet.”
Thyme faced round; there was a sort of passion in 

her darkened eyes, rimmed pink with grief, and in all her 
flushed, wet face.

“Why should it have been choked out like that? It’s 
—it’s so brutal!”

Cecilia slid an arm round her.
“I’m so distressed you saw it, dear,” she said.
“And grandfather was so------ ” A long sobbing

quiver choked her utterance.
“Yes, yes,” said Cecilia; “I’m sure he was.”
Clasping her hands together in her lap, Thyme mut

tered: “He called him ‘Little brother.’”
A tear trickled down Cecilia’s cheek, and dropped on 

her daughter’s wrist. Feeling that it was not her own 
tear, Thyme started up.

“It’s weak and ridiculous,” she said. “I won’t! Oh, 
go away, Mother, please. I’m only making you feel bad, 
too. You’d better go and see to grandfather.”

Cecilia saw that she would cry no more, and since it 
was the sight of tears which had so disturbed her, she 
gave the girl a little hesitating stroke, and went away.
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Outside she thought: “How dreadfully unlucky and 
pathetic; and there’s father in the drawing-room!” Then 
she hurried down to Mr. Stone.

He was sitting where he had first placed himself, 
motionless. It struck her suddenly how frail and white 
he looked. In the shadowy light of her drawing-room, he 
was almost like a spirit sitting there in his grey tweed— 
silvery from head to foot. Her conscience smote her. It 
is written of the very old that they shall pass, by virtue 
of their long travel, out of the country of the understand
ing of the young, till the natural affections are blurred by 
creeping mists such as steal across the moors when the 
sun is going down. Cecilia’s heart ached with a little 
ache for all the times she had thought: “If father were 
only not quite so------ ;” for all the times she had shunned
asking him to come to them, because he was so------ ; for
all the silences she and Stephen had maintained after he 
had spoken; for all the little smiles she had smiled. She 
longed to go and kiss his brow, and make him feel that 
she was aching. But she did not dare; he seemed so far 
away; it would be ridiculous.

Coming down the room, and putting her slim foot on 
the fender with a noise, so that if possible he might both 
see and hear her, she turned her anxious face towards 
him, and said: “Father!”

Mr. Stone looked up, and seeing somebody who 
seemed to be his elder daughter, answered: “Yes, my 
dear?”

“Are you sure you’re feeling quite the thing? Thyme 
said she thought seeing that poor baby had upset you.”

Mr. Stone felt his body with his hand.
“I am not conscious of any pain,” he said.
“Then you’ll stay to dinner, dear, won’t you?”

!5*
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Mr. Stone’s brow contracted as though he were trying 
to recall his past

“I have had no tea,” he said. Then, with a sudden, 
anxious look at his daughter: “The little girl has not 
come to me. I miss her. Where is she?”

The ache within Cecilia became more poignant.
“It is now two days,” said Mr. Stone, “and she has 

left her room in that house—in that street.”
Cecilia, at her wits’ end, answered: “Do you really 

miss her, Father?”
“Yes,” said Mr. Stone. “She is like------ ” His eyes

wandered round the room as though seeking something 
that would help him to express himself. They fixed 
themselves on the far wall. Cecilia, following their gaze, 
saw a little solitary patch of sunlight dancing and trem
bling there. It had escaped the screen of trees and 
houses, and, creeping through some chink, had quivered 
in. “She is like that,” said Mr. Stone, pointing with his 
finger. “It is gone!” His finger dropped; he uttered a 

, deep sigh.
“How dreadful this is!” Cecilia thought. “I never 

expected him to feel it, and yet I can do nothing!” 
Hastily she asked: “Would it do if you had Thyme to 
copy for you? I’m sure she’d love to come.”

“She is my granddaughter,” Mr. Stone said simply. 
“It would not be the same.”

Cecilia could think of nothing now to say but: “Would 
you like to wash your hands, dear?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Stone.
“Then will you go up to Stephen’s dressing-room for 

hot water, or will you wash them in the lavatory?”
“In the lavatory,” said Mr. Stone. “I shall be freer 

there.”
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When he had gone Cecilia thought* “Oh dear, how 
shall I get through the evening? Poor darling, he is so 
single-minded ! ”

At the sounding of the dinner-gong they all assembled 
—Thyme from her bedroom with cheeks and eyes still 
pink, Stephen with veiled enquiry in his glance, Mr. 
Stone from freedom in the lavatory—and sat down, 
screened, but so very little, from each other by sprays of 
white lilac. Looking round her table, Cecilia felt rather 
like one watching a dew-belled cobweb, most delicate of 
all things in the world, menaced by the tongue of a 
browsing cow.

Both soup and fish had been achieved, however, be
fore a word was spoken. It was Stephen who, after 
taking a mouthful of dry sherry, broke the silence.

“How are you getting on with your book, sir?” he said.
Cecilia heard that question with something like dis

may. It was so bald; for, however inconvenient Mr. 
Stone’s absorption in his manuscript might be, her deli
cacy told her how precious beyond life itself that book 
was to him. To her relief, however, her father was eating 
spinach.

“You must be getting near the end, I should think,” 
proceeded Stephen.

Cecilia spoke hastily: “Isn’t this white lilac lovely, 
Dad?”

Mr. Stone looked up.
“It is not white; it is really pink. The test is simple.” 

He paused with his eyes fixed on the lilac.
“Ah!” thought Cecilia, “now, if I can only keep him 

on natural science—he used to be so interesting.”
“All flowers are one!” said Mr. Stone. His voice had 

changed.
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“Oh!” thought Cecilia, “he is gone!”
“They have but a single soul. In those days men 

divided, and subdivided them, oblivious of the one pale 
spirit that underlay those seemingly separate forms.”

Cecilia’s glance passed swiftly from the man-servant 
to Stephen.

She saw one of her husband’s eyes rise visibly. 
Stephen did so hate one thing to be confounded with 
another.

“Oh, come, sir,” she heard him say; “you don’t surely 
tell us that dandelions and roses have the same pale 
spirit ! ”

Mr. Stone looked at him wistfully.
“Did I say that?” he said. “I had no wish to be 

dogmatic.”
“Not at all, sir, not at all,” murmured Stephen.
Thyme, leaning over to her mother, whispered: “Oh, 

Mother, don’t let grandfather be queer; I can’t bear it to
night!”

Cecilia, at her wits’ end, said hurriedly:
“Dad, will you tell us what sort of character you think 

that little girl who comes to you has?”
Mr. Stone paused in the act of drinking water; his 

attention had evidently been riveted; he did not, how
ever, speak. And Cecilia, seeing that the butler, out of 
the perversity which she found so conspicuous in her 
servants, was about to hand him beef, made a desperate 
movement with her lips. “No, Charles, not there, not 
there ! ”

The butler, tightening his lips, passed on. Mr. Stone 
spoke:

“I had not considered that. She is rather of a Celtic 
than an Anglo-Saxon type; the cheek-bones are prominent;
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the jaw is not massive; the head is broad—if I can remem
ber I will measure it; the eyes are of a peculiar blue, 
resembling chicory flowers; the mouth------” Mr. Stone
paused.

Cecilia thought: “What a lucky find! Now perhaps 
he will go on all right!”

“I do not know,” Mr. Stone resumed, speaking in a 
far-off voice, “whether she would be virtuous.”

Cecilia heard Stephen drinking sherry; Thyme, too, 
was drinking something; she herself drank nothing, but, 
pink and quiet, for she was a well-bred woman, said:

“You have no new potatoes, dear. Charles, give Mr. 
Stone some new potatoes.”

By the almost vindictive expression on Stephen’s face 
she saw, however, that her failure had decided him to 
resume command of the situation. “Talking of brother
hood, sir,” he said dryly, “would you go so far as to say 
that a new potato is the brother of a bean?”

Mr. Stone, on whose plate these two vegetables reposed, 
looked almost painfully confused.

“I do not perceive,” he stammered, “any difference 
between them.”

“It’s true,” said Stephen; “the same pale spirit can 
be extracted from them both.”

Mr. Stone looked up at him.
“You laugh at me,” he said. “I cannot help it; but 

you must not laugh at life—that is blasphemy.”
Before the piercing wistfulness of that sudden gaze 

Stephen was abashed. Cecilia sawT him bite his lower lip.
“We’re talking too much,” he said; “we really must 

let your father eat!” And the rest of the dinner was 
achieved in silence.

When Mr. Stone, refusing to be accompanied, had 
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taken his departure, and Thyme had gone to bed, Stephen 
withdrew to his study. This room, which had a different 
air from any other portion of the house, was sacred to his 
private life. Here, in specially designed compartments, 
he kept his golf clubs, pipes, and papers. Nothing was 
touched by anyone except himself, and twice a week by 
one peculiar housemaid. Here was no bust of Socrates, 
no books in deerskin bindings, but a bookcase filled with 
treatises on law, Blue Books, reviews, and the novels of 
Sir Walter Scott; two black oak cabinets stood side by 
side against the wall filled with small drawers. When 
these cabinets were opened and the drawers drawn for
ward there emerged a scent of metal polish. If the green
baize covers of the drawers were lifted, there were seen 
coins, carefully arranged with labels—as one may see 
plants growing in rows, each with its little name tied on. 
To these tidy rows of shining metal discs Stephen turned 
in moments when his spirit was fatigued. To add to 
them, touch them, read their names, gave him the sweet, 
secret feeling which comes to a man who rubs one hand 
against the other. Like a dram-drinker, Stephen drank— 
in little doses—of the feeling these coins gave him. They 
were his creative work, his history of the world. To them 
he gave that side of him which refused to find its full 
expression in summarising law, playing golf, or reading 
the reviews; that side of a man which aches, he knows 
not wherefore, to construct something ere he die. From 
Rameses to George IV. the coins lay within those drawers 
—links of the long unbroken chain of authority.

Putting on an old black velvet jacket laid out for 
him across a chair, and lighting the pipe that he could 
never bring himself to smoke in his formal dinner clothes, 
he went to the right-hand cabinet, and opened it. He 
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stood with a smile, taking up coins one by one. In this 
particular drawer they were of the best Byzantine dynasty, 
very rare. He did not see that Cecilia had stolen in, 
and was silently regarding him. Her eyes seemed doubt
ing at that moment whether or no she loved him who 
stood there touching that other mistress of his thoughts— 
that other mistress with whom he spent so many evening 
hours. The little green-baize cover fell. Cecilia said 
suddenly :

“Stephen, I feel as if I must tell father where that 
girl is!”

Stephen turned.
“My dear child,” he answered in his special voice, 

which, like champagne, seemed to have been dried by 
artifice, “you don’t want to reopen the whole thing?”

“But I can see he really is upset about it; he’s look
ing so awfully white and thin.”

“He ought to give up that bathing in the Serpentine. 
At his age it’s monstrous. And surely any other girl 
will do just as well?”

“He seems to set store by reading to her spe
cially.”

Stephen shrugged his shoulders. It had happened 
to him on one occasion to be present when Mr. Stone was 
declaiming some pages of his manuscript. He had never 
forgotten the discomfort of the experience. “That crazy 
stuff,” as he had called it to Cecilia afterwards, had re
mained on his mind, heavy and damp, like a cold linseed 
poultice. His wife’s father was a crank, and perhaps 
even a little more than a crank, a wee bit “touched”— 
that she couldn’t help, poor girl; but any allusion to his 
cranky produce gave Stephen pain. Nor had he forgotten 
his experience at dinner,
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“He seems to have grown fond of her,” murmured 
Cecilia.

“But it’s absurd at his time of life!”
“Perhaps that makes him feel it more; people do 

miss things when they are old!”
Stephen slid the drawer back into its socket. There 

was dry decision in that gesture.
“Look here! Let’s exercise a little commonsense; 

it’s been sacrificed to sentiment all through this wretched 
business. One wants to be kind, of course; but one’s got 
to draw the line.”

“Ah!” said Cecilia; “where?”
“The thing,” went on Stephen, “has been a mistake 

from first to last. It’s all very well up to a certain point, 
but after that it becomes destructive of all comfort. It 
doesn’t do to let these people come into personal contact with 
you. There are the proper channels for that sort of thing.”

Cecilia’s eyes were lowered, as though she did not 
dare to let him see her thoughts.

“It seems so horrid,” she said; “and father is not 
like other people.”

“He is not,” said Stephen dryly; “we had a pretty 
good instance of that this evening. But Hilary and your 
sister are. There’s something most distasteful to me, too, 
about Thyme’s going about slumming. You see what 
she’s been let in for this afternoon. The notion of that 
baby being killed through the man’s treatment of his 
wife, and that, no doubt, arising from the girl’s leaving 
them, is most repulsive!”

To these words Cecilia answered with a sound almost 
like a gasp. “I hadn’t thought of that. Then we’re 
responsible; it was we who advised Hilary to make her 
change her lodging.”
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Stephen stared; he regretted sincerely that his legal 
habit of mind had made him put the case so clearly.

“I can’t imagine,” he said, almost violently, “what 
possesses everybody! We—responsible! Good gracious! 
Because we gave Hilary some sound advice! What next?”

Cecilia turned to the empty hearth.
“Thyme has been telling me about that poor little 

thing. It seems so dreadful, and I can’t get rid of the 
feeling that we’re—we’re all mixed up with it!”

“Mixed up with what?”
“I don’t know; it’s just a feeling like—like being 

haunted.”
Stephen took her quietly by the arm.
“My dear old girl,” he said, “I’d no idea that you 

were run down like this. To-morrow’s Thursday, and I 
can get away at three. We’ll motor down to Richmond, 
and have a round or two!”

Cecilia quivered; for a moment it seemed that she 
was about to burst out crying. Stephen stroked her 
shoulder steadily. Cecilia must have felt his dread; she 
struggled loyally with her emotion.

“That will be very jolly,” she said at last.
Stephen drew a deep breath.
“And don’t you worry, dear,” he said, “about your 

dad; he’ll have forgotten the whole thing in a day or 
two; he’s far too wrapped up in his book. Now trot 
along to bed; I’ll be up directly.”

Before going out Cecilia looked back at him. How 
wonderful was that look, which Stephen did not—perhaps 
intentionally—see. Mocking, almost hating, and yet thank
ing him for having refused to let her be emotional and 
yield herself up for once to what she felt, showing him too 
how clearly she saw through his own masculine refusal 
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to be made to feel, and how she half-admired it—all this 
was in that look, and more. Then she went out.

Stephen glanced quickly at the door, and, pursing up 
his lips, frowned. He threw the window open, and inhaled 
the night air.

“If I don’t look out,” he thought, “I shall be having 
her mixed up with this. I was an ass ever to have spoken 
to old Hilary. I ought to have ignored the matter alto
gether. It’s a lesson not to meddle with people in those 
places. I hope to God she’ll be herself to-morrow!”

Outside, under the soft black foliage of the Square, 
beneath the slim sickle of the moon, two cats were hunt
ing after happiness; their savage cries of passion rang in 
the blossom-scented air like a cry of dark humanity in 
the jungle of dim streets. Stephen, with a shiver of dis
gust, for his nerves were on edge, shut the window with 
a slam.

CHAPTER XXVIII.
HILARY HEARS THE CUCKOO SING.

It was not left to Cecilia alone to remark how very 
white Mr. Stone looked in these days.

The wild force which every year visits the wTorld, 
driving with its soft violence snowy clouds and their dark 
shadows, breaking through all crusts and sheaths, cover
ing the earth in a fierce embrace; the wild force which 
turns form to form, and with its million leapings, swift 
as the flight of swallows and the arrow-darts of the rain, 
hurries everything on to sweet mingling—this great, wild 
force of universal life, so-called the Spring, had come to 
Mr. Stone, like new wine to some old bottle. And Hilary, 
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to whom it had come, too, watching him every morning 
setting forth with a rough towel across his arm, wondered 
whether the old man would not this time leave his spirit 
swimming in the chill waters of the Serpentine—so near 
that spirit seemed to breaking through its fragile shell.

Four days had gone by since the interview at which 
he had sent away the little model, and life in his house
hold—that quiet backwater choked with lilies—seemed 
to have resumed the tranquillity enjoyed before this in
trusion of rude life. The paper whiteness of Mr. Stone 
was the only patent evidence that anything disturbing 
had occurred—that and certain feelings about which the 
strictest silence was preserved.

On the morning of the fifth day, seeing the old man 
stumble on the level flagstones of the garden, Hilary 
finished dressing hastily, and followed. He overtook him 
walking forward feebly beneath the candelabra of flower
ing chestnut-trees, with a hail-shower striking white on 
his high shoulders; and, placing himself alongside, without 
greeting—for forms were all one to Mr. Stone—he said:

“Surely you don’t mean to bathe during a hail-storm, 
sir! Make an exception this once. You’re not looking 
quite yourself.”

Mr. Stone shook his head; then, evidently following 
out a thought which Hilary had interrupted, he remarked:

“The sentiment that men call honour is of doubtful 
value. I have not as yet succeeded in relating it to 
universal brotherhood.”

“How is that, sir?”
“In so far,” said Mr. Stone, “as it consists in fidelity 

to principle, one might assume it worthy of conjunction. 
The difficulty arises when we consider the nature of the 
principle. . . . There is a family of young thrushes in the 
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garden. If one of them finds a worm, I notice that his 
devotion to that principle of self-preservation which 
prevails in all low forms of life forbids his sharing it with 
any of the other little thrushes.”

Mr. Stone had fixed his eyes on distance.
“So it is, I fear,” he said, “with ‘honour.’ In those 

days men looked on women as thrushes look on worms——”
He paused, evidently searching for a word; and Hilary, 

with a faint smile, said:
“And how did women look on men, sir?”
Mr. Stone observed him with surprise. “I did not 

perceive that it was you,” he said. “I have to avoid 
brain action before bathing.”

They had crossed the road dividing the Gardens from 
the Park, and, seeing that Mr. Stone had already seen the 
water where he was about to bathe, and would now see 
nothing else, Hilary stopped beside a little lonely birch
tree. This wild, small, graceful visitor, who had long 
bathed in winter, was already draping her bare limbs 
in a scarf of green. Hilary leaned against her cool, 
pearly body. Below were the chilly waters, now grey, 
now starch-blue, and the pale forms of fifteen or twenty 
bathers. While he stood shivering in the frozen wind, 
the sun, bursting through the hail-cloud, burned his 
cheeks and hands. And suddenly he heard, clear, but 
far off, the sound which, of all others, stirs the hearts of 
men: “Cuckoo, cuckoo!”

Four times over came the unexpected call. Whence 
had that ill-advised, indelicate grey bird flown into this 
great haunt of men and shadows? Why had it come 
with its arrowy flight and mocking cry to pierce the heart 
and set it aching? There were trees enough outside the 
town, cloud-swept hollows, tangled brakes of furze just 
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coming into bloom, where it could preside over the pro
cess of Spring. What solemn freak was this which made 
it come and sing to one who had no longer any business 
with the Spring?

With a real spasm in his heart Hilary turned away 
from that distant bird, and went down to the water’s edge. 
Mr. Stone was swimming, slower than man had ever swum 
before. His silver head and lean arms alone were visible, 
parting the water feebly; suddenly he disappeared. He 
was but a dozen yards from the shore; and Hilary, 
alarmed at not seeing him reappear, ran in. The water 
was not deep. Mr. Stone, seated at the bottom, was do
ing all he could to rise. Hilary took him by his bathing- 
dress, raised him to the surface, and supported him to
wards the land. By the time they reached the shore he 
could just stand on his legs. With the assistance of a 
policeman, Hilary enveloped him in garments and got him 
to a cab. He had regained some of his vitality, but did 
not seem aware of what had happened.

“I was not in as long as usual,” he mused, as they 
passed out into the highroad.

“Oh, I think so, sir.”
Mr. Stone looked troubled.
“It is odd,” he said. “I do not recollect leaving the 

water.”
He did not speak again till he was being assisted 

from the cab.
“I wish to recompense the man. I have half a crown 

indoors.”
“I will get it, sir,” said Hilary.
Mr. Stone, who shivered violently now that he was on 

his feet, turned his face up to the cabman.
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“Nothing is nobler than the horse,” he said; “take 
care of him.”

The cabman removed his hat. “I will, sir,” he an
swered.

Walking by himself, but closely watched by Hilary, 
Mr. Stone reached his room. He groped about him as 
though not distinguishing objects too well through the 
crystal clearness of the fundamental flux.

“If I might advise you,” said Hilary, “I would get back 
into bed for a few minutes. You seem a little chilly.”

Mr. Stone, who was indeed shaking so that he could 
hardly stand, allowed Hilary to assist him into bed and 
tuck the blankets round him.

“I must be at work by ten o’clock,” he said.
Hilary, who was also shivering, hastened to Bianca’s 

room. She wTas just coming down, and exclaimed at see
ing him all wet. When he had told her of the episode 
she touched his shoulder.

“What about you?”
“A hot bath and drink will set me right. You’d better 

go to him.”
He turned towards the bathroom, where Miranda stood, 

lifting a white foot. Compressing her lips, Bianca ran 
downstairs. Startled by his tale, she would have taken 
his wet body in her arms, if the ghosts of innumerable 
moments had not stood between. So this moment passed 
too, and itself became a ghost.

Mr. Stone, greatly to his disgust, had not succeeded 
in resuming work at ten o’clock. Failing simply because 
he could not stand on his legs, he had announced his in
tention of waiting until half-past three, when he should 
get up, in preparation for the coming of the little girl. 
Having refused to see a doctor, or have his temperature 
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taken, it was impossible to tell precisely what degree of 
fever he was in. In his cheeks, just visible over the 
blankets, there was more colour than there should have 
been; and his eyes, fixed on the ceiling, shone with sus
picious brilliancy. To the dismay of Bianca—who sat as 
far out of sight as possible, lest he should see her, and 
fancy that she was doing him a service—he pursued his 
thoughts aloud:

“Words—words—they have taken away brotherhood!” 
Bianca shuddered, listening to that uncanny sound. “ Tn 
those days of words they called it death—pale death— 
mors pallida. They saw that word like a gigantic granite 
block suspended over them, and slowly coming down. 
Some, turning up their faces at the sight, trembled pain
fully, awaiting their obliteration. Others, unable, while 
they still lived, to face the thought of nothingness, inflated 
by some spiritual wind, and thinking always of their in
dividual forms, called out unceasingly that those selves of 
theirs would and must survive this word—that in some 
fashion, which no man could understand, each self-con
scious entity reaccumulated after distribution. Drunk with 
this thought, these, too, passed away. Some waited for it 
with grim, dry eyes, remarking that the process was mole
cular, and thus they also met their so-called death.’ ”

His voice ceased, and in place of it rose the sound of 
his tongue moistening his palate. Bianca, from behind, 
placed a glass of barley-water to his lips. He drank it 
with a slow, clucking noise; then, seeing that a hand held 
the glass, said: “Is that you? Are you ready for me? 
Follow. ‘In those days no one leaped up to meet pale 
riding Death; no one saw in her face that she was brother
hood incarnate; no one with a heart as light as gossamer 
kissed her feet, and, smiling, passed into the Universe.’”

Fraternity. 16
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His voice died away, and when next he spoke it was in 
a quick, husky whisper: “I must—I must—I must------”
There was silence; then he added: “Give me my 
trousers.”

Bianca placed them by his bed. The sight seemed 
to reassure him. He was once more silent.

For more than an hour after this he was so absolutely 
still that Bianca rose continually to look at him. Each 
time, his eyes, wide open, were fixed on a little dark 
mark across the ceiling; his face had a look of the most 
singular determination, as though his spirit were slowly, 
relentlessly, regaining mastery over his fevered body. He 
spoke suddenly:

“Who is there?”
“Bianca.”
“Help me out of bed!”
The flush had left his face, the brilliance had faded 

from his eyes; he looked just like a ghost. With a sort 
of terror Bianca helped him out of bed. This weird dis
play of mute white will-power was unearthly.

When he was dressed in his woollen gown and seated 
before the fire, she gave him a cup of strong beef-tea, 
with brandy. He swallowed it with great avidity.

“I should like some more of that,” he said, and fell 
asleep.

While he was asleep Cecilia came, and the two sisters 
watched his slumber, and, watching it, felt nearer to each 
other than they had for many years. Before she went 
away Cecilia whispered:

“B., if he seems to want that little girl while he’s like 
this, don’t you think she ought to come?”

Bianca answered: “I don’t know where she is.”
“I do.”
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“Ah!” said Bianca; “of course!” And she turned her 
head away.

Disconcerted by that sarcastic little speech, Cecilia 
was silent; then, summoning all her courage, she said:

“Here’s the address, B. I’ve written it down for 
you;” and, with puckers of anxiety in her face, she left 
the room.

Bianca sat on in the old golden chair, watching the 
deep hollows beneath the sleeper’s temples, the puffs of 
breath stirring the silver round his mouth. Her ears 
burned crimson. Carried out of herself by the sight of 
that old form, dearer to her than she had thought, fight
ing its great battle for the sake of its idea, her spirit grew 
all tremulous and soft within her. With eagerness she 
embraced the thought of self-effacement. It did not seem 
to matter whether she were first with Hilary. Her spirit 
should so manifest its capacity for sacrifice that she would 
be first with him through sheer nobility. At this moment 
she could almost have taken that common little girl into 
her arms and kissed her. So would all disquiet end! Some 
harmonious messenger had fluttered to her for a second— 
the gold-winged bird of peace. In this sensuous exalta
tion her nerves vibrated, like the strings of a violin.

When Mr. Stone woke it was past three o’clock, and 
Bianca at once handed him another cup of strong beef-tea.

He swallowed it, and said: “What is this?” 
“Beef-tea.”
Mr. Stone looked at the empty cup.
“I must not drink it. The cow and the sheep are on 

the same plane as man.”
“But how do you feel, dear?”
“I feel,” said Mr. Stone, “able to dictate what I have 

already written—not more. Has she come?”
16*
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“Not yet; but I will go and find her if you like.”
Mr. Stone looked at his daughter wistfully.
“That will be taking up your time,” he said.
Bianca answered: “My time is of no consequence.” 
Mr. Stone stretched his hands out to the fire.
“I will not consent,” he said, evidently to himself, “to 

be a drag on anyone. If that has come, then I must 
go!”

Bianca, placing herself beside him on her knees, 
pressed her hot cheek against his temple.

“But it has not come, Dad.”
“I hope not,” said Mr. Stone. “I wish to end my 

book first.”
The sudden grim coherence of his last two sayings 

terrified Bianca more than all his feverish utterances.
“I rely on your sitting quite still,” she said, “while I 

go and find her.” And with a feeling in her heart as 
though two hands had seized and were pulling it asunder, 
she went out.

Some half-hour later Hilary slipped quietly in, and 
stood watching at the door. Mr. Stone, seated on the 
very verge of his armchair, with his hands on its arms, 
was slowly rising to his feet, and slowly falling back again, 
not once, but many times, practising a standing posture. 
As Hilary came into his line of sight, he said:

“I have succeeded twice.”
“I am very glad,” said Hilary. “Won’t you rest 

now, sir?”
“It is my knees,” said Mr. Stone. “She has gone to 

find her.”
Hilary heard those words with bewilderment, and, 

sitting down on the other chair, waited.
“ I have fancied,” said Mr. Stone, looking at him wist
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fully, “that when we pass away from life we may become 
the wind. Is that your opinion?”

“It is a new thought to me,” said Hilary.
“It is not tenable,” said Mr. Stone. “But it is restful. 

The wind is everywhere and nowhere, and nothing can 
be hidden from it. When I have missed that little girl, 
I have tried, in a sense, to become the wind; but I have 
found it difficult.”

His eyes left Hilary’s face, whose mournful smile he 
had not noticed, and fixed themselves on the bright fire. 
“ Tn those days,’ ” he said, “‘men’s relation to the eternal 
airs was the relation of a billion little separate draughts 
blowing against the south-west wind. They did not wish 
to merge themselves in that soft, moon-uttered sigh, but 
blew in its face through crevices, and cracks, and keyholes, 
and were borne away on the pellucid journey, whistling 
out their protests.’ ”

He again tried to stand, evidently wishing to get to 
his desk to record this thought, but, failing, looked pain
fully at Hilary. He seemed about to ask for something, 
but checked himself.

“If I practise hard,” he murmured, “I shall master it.”
Hilary rose and brought him paper and a pencil. In 

bending, he saw that Mr. Stone’s eyes were dim with 
moisture. This sight affected him so that he was glad 
to turn away and fetch a book to form a writing-pad.

When Mr. Stone had finished, he sat back in his 
chair with closed eyes. A supreme silence reigned in the 
bare room above those two men of different generations 
and of such strange dissimilarity of character. Hilary 
broke that silence.

“I heard the cuckoo sing to-day,” he said, almost in 
a whisper, lest Mr. Stone should be asleep.
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“The cuckoo,” replied Mr. Stone, “has no sense of 
brotherhood.”

“I forgive him—for his song,” murmured Hilary.
“His song,” said Mr. Stone, “is alluring; it excites the 

sexual instinct.”
Then to himself he added :
“She has not come, as yet!”
Even as he spoke there was heard by Hilary a faint 

tapping on the door. He rose and opened it. The little 
model stood outside.

CHAPTER XXIX.
RETURN OF THE LITTLE MODEL.

That same afternoon in High Street, Kensington, 
“Westminister,” with his coat-collar raised against the 
inclement wind, his old hat spotted with rain, was draw
ing at a clay-pipe and fixing his iron-rimmed gaze on 
those who passed him by. It had been a day when 
singularly few as yet had bought from him his faintly 
green-tinged journal, and the low class of fellow who 
sold the other evening prints had peculiarly exasperated 
him. His single mind, always torn to some extent be
tween an ingrained loyalty to his employers and those 
politics of his which differed from his paper’s, had vented 
itself twice since coming on his stand; once in these 
words to the seller of “Pell Mells”: “I stupulated with 
you not to come beyond the lamp-post. Don’t you never 
speak to me again—a-crowdin’ of me off my stand”; and 
once to the younger vendors of the less expensive journals, 
thus: “Oh, you boys! I’ll make you regret of it—a- 
snappin’ up my customers under my very nose! Wait 
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until ye’re old!” To which the boys had answered: “All 
right, daddy; don’t you have a fit. You’ll be a deader 
soon enough without that, y’know!”

It was now his time for tea, but “Pell Mell” having 
gone to partake of this refreshment, he waited on, hoping 
against hope to get a customer or two of that low fellow’s. 
And while in blank insulation he stood there a timid 
voice said at his elbow:

“Mr. Creed!”
The aged butler turned, and saw the little model.
“Oh,” he said dryly, “it’s you, is it?” His mind, 

with its incessant love of rank, knowing that she earned 
her living as a handmaid to that disorderly establishment, 
the House of Art, had from the first classed her as lower 
than a lady’s-maid. Recent events had made him think 
of her unkindly. Her new clothes, which he had not 
been privileged to see before, while giving him a sense of 
Sunday, deepened his moral doubts.

“And where are you living now?” he said in tones 
incorporating these feelings.

“I’m not to tell you.”
“Oh, very well. Keep yourself to yourself.”
The little model’s lower lip drooped more than ever. 

There were dark marks beneath her eyes; her face was 
altogether rather pinched and pitiful.

“Won’t you tell me any news?” she said in her 
matter-of-fact voice.

The old butler gave a strange grunt.
“Ho!” he said. “The baby’s dead, and buried to- 

morrer.”
“Dead!” repeated the little model.
“Pm a-goin’ to the funeral — Brompton Cemetery. 

Half-past nine I leave the door. And that’s a-beginnin’ 
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at the end. The man’s in prison, and the woman’s gone 
a shadder of herself.”

The little model rubbed her hands against her skirt.
“What did he go to prison for?”
“For assaultin’ of her; I was witness to his battery.” 
“Why did he assault her?”
Creed looked at her, and, wagging his head, answered: 
“That’s best known to them as caused of it.”
The little model’s face went the colour of carnations.
“I can’t help what he does,” she said. “What should 

I want him for—a man like that? It wouldn’t be him 
I’d want!” The genuine contempt in that sharp burst 
of anger impressed the aged butler.

“I’m not a-sayin’ anything,” he said; “it’s all a-one 
to me. I never mixes up with no other people’s business. 
But it’s very ill-convenient. I don’t get my proper break
fast. That poor woman—she’s half off her head. When 
the baby’s buried I’ll have to go and look out for another 
room before he gets a-comin’ out.”

“I hope they’ll keep him there,” muttered the little 
model suddenly.

“They give him a month,” said Creed.
“Only a month!”
The old butler looked at her. “There’s more stuff in 

you,” he seemed to say, “than ever I had thought.”
“Because of his servin’ of his country,” he remarked 

aloud.
“I’m sorry about the poor little baby,” said the little 

model in her stolid voice.
“Westminister” shook his head. “I never suspected 

him of goin’ to live,” he said.
The girl, biting the finger-tip of her white cotton 

glove, was staring out at the traffic. Like a pale ray of 
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light entering the now dim cavern of the old man’s mind, 
the thought came to Creed that he did not quite under
stand her. He had in his time had occasion to class 
many young persons, and the feeling that he did not 
quite know her class of person was like the sensation a 
bat might have, surprised by daylight.

Suddenly, without saying good-bye to him, she walked 
away.

“Well,” he thought, looking after her, “your manners 
ain’t improved by where you’re living, nor your apperiance 
neither, for all your new clothes.” And for some time 
he stood thinking of the stare in her eyes and that abrupt 
departure.

Through the crystal clearness of the fundamental flux 
the mind could see at that same moment Bianca leaving 
her front gate.

Her sensuous exaltation, her tremulous longing after 
harmony, had passed away; in her heart, strangely mingled, 
were these two thoughts: “If only she were a lady!” and, 
“I am glad she is not a lady!”

Of all the dark and tortuous places of this life the 
human heart is the most dark and tortuous; and of all 
human hearts none are less clear, more intricate, than 
the hearts of all that class of people among whom Bianca 
had her being. Pride was a simple quality when joined 
with a simple view of life, based on the plain philosophy 
of property; pride was no simple quality when the hundred 
paralysing doubts and aspirations of a social conscience 
also hedged it round. In thus going forth with the full 
intention of restoring the little model to her position in 
the household, her pride fought against her pride, and 
her woman’s sense of ownership in the man whom she 
had married wrestled with the acquired sentiments of 
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freedom, liberality, equality, good taste. With her spirit 
thus confused, and her mind so at variance with itself, 
she was really acting on the simple instinct of compas
sion.

She had run upstairs from Mr. Stone’s room, and now 
walked fast, lest that instinct, the most physical, perhaps, 
of all—awakened by sights and sounds, and requiring 
constant nourishment—should lose its force.

Rapidly, then, she made her way to the grey street 
in Bayswater where Cecilia had told her that the girl 
now lived.

The tall, gaunt landlady admitted her.
“Have you a Miss Barton lodging here?” Bianca 

asked.
“Yes," said the landlady, “but I think she’s out.”
She looked into the little model’s room.
“Yes,” she said, “she’s out; but if you’d like to leave 

a note you could write in here. If you’re looking for a 
model, she wants work, I believe.”

That modern faculty of pressing on an aching nerve 
was assuredly not lacking to Bianca. To enter the girl’s 
room was jabbing at the nerve indeed.

She looked round her. The mental vacuity of that 
little room! There was not one single thing—with the 
exception of a torn copy of Tit-Bits—which suggested 
that a mind of any sort lived there. For all that, perhaps 
because of that, it was neat enough.

“Yes,” said the landlady, “she keeps her room tidy. 
Of course, she’s a country girl—comes from down my 
way.” She said this with a dry twist of her grim, but 
not unkindly, features. “If it weren’t for that,” she went 
on, “I don’t think I should care to let to one of her pro
fession.”



RETURN OF THE LITTLE MODEL. 2 5 1

Her hungry eyes, gazing at Bianca, had in them the 
aspirations of all Nonconformity.

Bianca pencilled on her card:
“If you can come to my father to-day or to-morrow, 

please do.”
“Will you give her this, please? It will be quite 

enough.”
“I’ll give it her,” the landlady said; “she’ll be glad of 

it, I daresay. I see her sitting here. Girls like that, if 
they’ve got nothing to do—see, she’s been moping on her 
bed. . . .”

The impress of a form was, indeed, clearly visible on 
the red and yellow tasselled tapestry of the bed.

Bianca cast a look at it.
“Thank you,” she said; “good day.”
With the jabbed nerve aching badly she came slowly 

homewards.
Before the garden gate the little model herself was 

gazing at the house, as if she had been there some time. 
Approaching from across the road, Bianca had an ad
mirable view of that young figure, now very trim and neat, 
yet with something in its lines—more graceful, perhaps, 
but less refined—which proclaimed her not a lady; a 
something fundamentally undisciplined or disciplined by 
the material facts of life alone, rather than by a secret 
creed of voluntary rules. It showed here and there in ways 
women alone could understand; above all, in the way her 
eyes looked out on that house which she was clearly 
longing to enter. Not “Shall I go in?” was in that look, 
but “Dare I go in?”

Suddenly she saw Bianca. The meeting of these two 
was very like the ordinary meeting of a mistress and her 
maid. Bianca’s face had no expression, except the faint, 
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distant curiosity which seems to say: “You are a sealed 
book to me; I have always found you so. What you 
really think and do I shall never know.”

The little model’s face wore a half-caught-out, half- 
stolid look.

“Please go in,” Bianca said; “my father will be glad 
to see you.”

She held the garden gate open for the girl to pass 
through. Her feeling at that moment was one of slight 
amusement at the futility of her journey. Not even this 
small piece of generosity was permitted her, it seemed.

“How are you getting on?”
The little model made an impulsive movement at such 

an unexpected question. Checking it at once, she 
answered :

“Very well, thank you; that is, not very------ ”
“You will find my father tired to-day; he has caught 

a chill. Don’t let him read too much, please.”
The little model seemed to try and nerve herself to 

make some statement, but, failing, passed into the house.
Bianca did not follow, but stole back into the garden, 

where the sun wras still falling on a bed of wallflowers at 
the far end. She bent down over these flowers till her 
veil touched them. " Two wild bees were busy there, 
buzzing with smoky wings, clutching with their black, tiny 
legs at the orange petals, plunging their black, tiny tongues 
far down into the honeyed centres. The flowers quivered 
beneath the weight of their small dark bodies. Bianca’s 
face quivered too, bending close to them, nor making the 
slightest difference to their hunt.

Hilary, who, as it has been seen, lived in thoughts 
about events rather than in events themselves, and to 
Yvhom crude acts and words had little meaning save in 
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relation to what philosophy could make of them, greeted 
the girl’s appearance in the corridor outside Mr. Stone’s 
apartment with a startled face. But the little model, who 
mentally lived very much from hand to mouth, and had 
only the philosophy of wants, acted differently. She knew 
that for the last five days, like a spaniel dog shut away 
from where it feels it ought to be, she had wanted to be 
where she was now standing; she knew that, in her new 
room with its rust-red doors, she had bitten her lips and 
fingers till blood came, and, as newly caged birds will 
flutter, had beaten her wings against those walls with blue 
roses on a yellow ground. She remembered how she had 
lain, brooding, on that piece of red and yellow tapestry, 
twisting its tassels, staring through half-closed eyes at 
nothing.

There was something different in her look at Hilary’.
It had lost some of its childish devotion; it was bolder, 

as if she had lived and felt, and brushed a good deal 
more down off her wings during those few days.

“Mrs. Dallison told me to come,” she said. “I thought 
I might Mr. Creed told me about him being in prison.”

Hilary made way for her, and, following her into Mr. 
Stone’s presence, shut the door.

“The truant has returned,” he said.
Hearing herself called so unjustly by that name, the 

little model flushed deeply, and tried to speak. She 
stopped at the smile on Hilary’s face, and gazed from him 
to Mr. Stone and back again, the victim of mingled feelings.

Mr. Stone was seen to have risen to his feet, and to 
be very slowly moving towards his desk. He leaned both 
arms on his papers for support, and, seeming to gather 
strength, began sorting out his manuscript.

Through the open window the distant music of a 
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barrel-organ came drifting in. Faint, and much too slow, 
was the sound of the waltz it played, but there was in
vitation, allurement, in that tune. The little model turned 
towards it, and Hilary looked hard at her. The girl and 
that sound together—there, quite plain, was the music he 
had heard for many days, like a man lying with the touch 
of fever on him.

“Are you ready?” said Mr. Stone.
The little model dipped her pen in ink. Her eyes 

crept towards the door, where Hilary was still standing 
with the same expression on his face. He avoided her 
eyes, and went up to Mr. Stone.

“Must you read to-day, sir?”
Mr. Stone looked at him with anger.
“Why not?” he said.
“You are hardly strong enough.”
Mr. Stone raised his manuscript.
“We are three days behind;” and very slowly he began 

dictating: “ ‘Bar-ba-rous ha-bits in those days, such as the 
custom known as War------ ’ ” His voice died away; it
was apparent that his elbows, leaning on the desk, alone 
prevented his collapse.

Hilary moved the chair, and, taking him beneath the 
arms, lowered him gently into it.

Noticing that he was seated, Mr. Stone raised his 
manuscript and read on: “‘—were pursued regardless of 
fraternity. It was as though a herd of horn-èd-cattle 
driven through green pastures to that Gate, where they 
must meet with certain dissolution, had set about to pre
maturely gore and disembowel each other, out of a pas
sionate devotion to those individual shapes which they 
were so soon to lose. So men—tribe against tribe, and 
country against country—glared across the valleys with
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their ensanguined eyes; they could not see the moonlit 
wings, or feel the embalming airs of brotherhood.’ ”

Slower and slower came his sentences, and as the last 
word died away he was heard to be asleep, breathing 
through a tiny hole left beneath the eave of his moustache. 
Hilary, who had waited for that moment, gently put the 
manuscript on the desk, and beckoned to the girl. He 
did not ask her to his study, but spoke to her in the hall.

“While Mr. Stone is like this he misses you. You 
will come, then, at present, please, so long as Hughs is 
in prison. How do you like your room?”

The little model answered simply: “Not very much.” 
“Why not?”
“It’s lonely there. I sha’n’t mind, now I’m coming 

here again.”
“Only for the present,” was all Hilary could find to 

say.
The little model’s eyes were lowered.
“Mrs. Hughs’ baby’s to be buried to-morrow,” she 

said suddenly.
“ Where? ”
“In Brompton Cemetery. Mr. Creed’s going.”
“What time is the funeral?”
The girl looked up stealthily.
“Mr. Creed’s going to start at half-past nine.”
“I should like to go myself,” said Hilary.
A gleam of pleasure passing across her face was in

stantly obscured behind the cloud of her stolidity. Then, 
as she saw Hilary move nearer to the door, her lip began 
to droop.

“Well, good-bye,” he said.
The little model flushed and quivered. “You don’t 

even look at me,” she seemed to say; “you haven’t spoken 
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kindly to me once.” And suddenly she said in a hard 
voice:

“Now I sha’n’t go to Mr. Lennard’s any more.”
“Oh, then you have been to him!”
Triumph at attracting his attention, fear of what she 

had admitted, supplication, and a half-defiant shame—all 
this was in her face.

“Yes,” she said.
Hilary did not speak.
“I didn’t care any more when you told me I wasn’t 

to come here.”
Still Hilary did not speak.
“I haven’t done anything wrong,” she said, with tears 

in her voice.
“No, no,” said Hilary; “of course not!”
The little model choked.
“It’s my profession.”
“Yes, yes,” said Hilary; “it’s all right.”
“I don’t care what he thinks; I won’t go again so long 

as I can come here.”
Hilary touched her shoulder.
“Well, well,” he said, and opened the front-door.
The little model, tremulous, like a flowær kissed by 

the sun after rain, went out with a light in her eyes.
The master of the house returned to Mr. Stone. Long 

he sat looking at the old man’s slumber. “A thinker 
meditating upon action!” So might Hilary’s figure, with 
its thin face resting on its hand, a furrow between the 
brows, and that painful smile, have been entitled in any 
catalogue of statues.
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CHAPTER XXX.
FUNERAL OF A BABY.

Following out the instinct planted so deeply in 
human nature for treating with the utmost care and at 
great expense when dead those, who, when alive, have 
been served with careless parsimony, there started from 
the door of No. i in Hound Street a funeral procession 
of three four-wheeled cabs.

The first bore the little coffin, on which lay a great 
white wreath (gift of Cecilia and Thyme). The second 
bore Mrs. Hughs, her son Stanley, and Joshua Creed. 
The third bore Martin Stone.

In the first cab Silence was presiding with the scent 
of lilies over him who in his short life had made so little 
noise, the small grey shadow that had crept so quietly 
into being, and, taking his chance when he was not 
noticed, had crept so quietly out again. Never had he 
felt so restful, so much at home, as in that little common 
coffin, washed as he was to an unnatural whiteness, and 
wrapped in his mother’s only spare sheet. Away from 
all the strife of men he was journeying to a greater peace. 
His little aloe-plant had flowered; and, between the open 
windows of the only carriage he had ever been inside, 
the wind—which, who knows? he had perhaps become 
—stirred the fronds of fern and the flowers of his funeral 
wreath. Thus he was going from that world where all 
men were his brothers.

Fraternity. 17
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From the second cab the same wind was rigidly ex
cluded, and there was silence, broken by the aged butler’s 
breathing. Dressed in his Newmarket coat, he was re
calling with a certain sense of luxury past journeys in 
four-wheeled cabs—occasions when, seated beside a box 
corded and secured with sealing-wax, he had taken his 
master’s plate for safety to the bank; occasions when, 
under a roof piled up with guns and boxes, he had sat 
holding the “Honourable Bateson’s” dog; occasions when, 
with some young person by his side, he had driven at 
the tail of a baptismal, nuptial, or funeral cortege. These 
memories of past grandeur came back to him with curious 
poignancy, and for some reason the words kept rising in 
his mind: “For richer or poorer, for better for worser, in 
health and in sick places, till death do us part.” But in 
the midst of the exaltation of these recollections the old 
heart beneath his old red flannel chest-protector—that 
companion of his exile—twittering faintly at short inter
vals, made him look at the woman by his side. He 
longed to convey to her some little of the satisfaction he 
felt in the fact that this was by no means the low class 
of funeral it might have been. He doubted whether, with 
her woman’s mind, she was getting all the comfort she 
could out of three four-wheeled cabs and a wreath of 
lilies. The seamstress’s thin face, with its pinched, pas
sive look, was indeed thinner, quieter, than ever. What 
she was thinking of he could not tell. There were so 
many things she might be thinking of. She, too, no 
doubt, had seen her grandeur, if but in the solitary drive 
away from the church where, eight years ago, she and 
Hughs had listened to the words now haunting Creed. 
Was she thinking of that; of her lost youth and come
liness, and her man’s dead love; of the long descent to 
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shadowland; of the other children she had buried; of 
Hughs in prison; of the girl that had “put a spell on 
him;” or only of the last precious tugs the tiny lips at 
rest in the first four-wheeled cab had given at her breast? 
Or was she, with a nicer feeling for proportion, reflecting 
that, had not people been so kind, she might have had 
to walk behind a funeral provided by the parish?

The old butler could not tell, but he—whose one 
desire now, coupled with the wish to die outside a work
house, was to save enough to bury his own body without 
the interference of other people—was inclined to think 
she must be dwelling on the brighter side of things; and, 
designing to encourage her, he said: “Wonderful improve
ment in these ’ere four-wheel cabs! Oh dear, yes! I re
member of them when they were the shadders of what 
they are at the present time of speakin’.”

The seamstress answered in her quiet voice: “Very 
comfortable this is. Sit still, Stanley!” Her little son, 
whose feet did not reach the floor, was drumming his heels 
against the seat. He stopped and looked at her, and the 
old butler addressed him.

“You’ll a-remember of this occasion,” he said, “when 
you gets older.”

The little boy turned his black eyes from his mother 
to him who had spoken last.

“It’s a beautiful wreath,” continued Creed. “I could 
smell of it all the way up the stairs. There’s been no 
expense spared; there’s white laylock in it—that’s a class 
of flower that’s very extravagant.”

A train of thought having been roused too strong for 
his discretion, he added: “I saw that young girl yester
day. She came interrogatin’ of me in the street.”

On Mrs. Hughs’ face, where till now expression had
17* 
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been buried, came such a look as one may see on the 
face of an owl—hard, watchful, cruel ; harder, more cruel, 
for the softness of the big dark eyes.

“She’d show a better feeling,” she said, “to keep a 
quiet tongue. Sit still, Stanley!”

Once more the little boy stopped drumming his heels, 
and shifted his stare from the old butler back to her 
who spoke. The cab, which had seemed to hesitate and 
start, as though jibbing at something in the road, resumed 
its ambling pace. Creed looked through the well-closed 
window. There before him, so long that it seemed to 
have no end, like a building in a nightmare, stretched 
that place where he did not mean to end his days. He 
faced towards the horse again. The colour had deepened 
in his nose. He spoke:

“If they’d а-give me my last edition earlier, ’stead 
of sending of it down after that low-class feller’s taken 
all my customers, that’d make a difference to me o’ two 
shillin’s at the utmost in the week, and all clear savin’s.” 
To these words, dark with hidden meaning, he received 
no answer save the drumming of the small boy’s heels; 
and, reverting to the subject he had been distracted from, 
he murmured: “She was a-wearin’ of new clothes.”

He was startled by the fierce tone of a voice he hardly 
knew. “I don’t want to hear about her; she’s not for 
decent folk to talk of."

The old butler looked round askance. The seamstress 
was trembling violently. Her fierceness at such a moment 
shocked him. “Dust to dust,” he thought.

“Don’t you be considerate of it,” he said at last, 
summoning all his knowledge of the world; “she’ll come 
to her own place." And at the sight of a slow tear 
trickling over her burning cheek, he added hurriedly: 
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“Think of your baby—I’ll see yer through. Sit still, little 
boy—sit still! Ye’re disturbin’ of your mother.”

Once more the little boy stayed the drumming of his 
heels to look at him who spoke; and the closed cab 
rolled on with its slow, jingling sound.

In the third four-wheeled cab, where the windows 
again were wide open, Martin Stone, with his hands 
thrust deep into the pockets of his coat, and his long 
legs crossed, sat staring at the roof, with a sort of twisted 
scorn on his pale face.

Just inside the gate, through which had passed in 
their time so many dead and living shadows, Hilary stood 
waiting. He could probably not have explained why he 
had come to see this tiny shade committed to the earth 
—in memory, perhaps, of those two minutes when the 
baby’s eyes had held parley with his own, or in the wish 
to pay a mute respect to her on whom life had weighed 
so hard of late. For whatever reason he had come, he 
was keeping quietly to one side. And unobserved, he, too, 
had his watcher—the little model, sheltering behind a tall 
grave.

Two men in rusty black bore the little coffin; then 
came the white-robed chaplain; then Mrs. Hughs and her 
little son; close behind, his head thrust forward with 
trembling movements from side to side, old Creed; and, 
last of all, young Martin Stone. Hilary joined the young 
doctor. So the five mourners walked.

Before a small dark hole in a comer of the cemetery 
they stopped. On this forest of unflowered graves the 
sun was falling; the east wind, with its faint reek, touched 
the old butler’s plastered hair, and brought moisture to 
the corners of his eyes, fixed with absorption on the 
chaplain. Words and thoughts hunted in his mind.
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“He’s gettin’ Christian burial. Who gives this woman 
away? I do. Ashes to ashes. I never suspected him of 
livin’.” The conning of the burial service, shortened to 
fit the passing of that tiny shade, gave him pleasurable 
sensation; films came down on his eyes; he listened like 
some old parrot on its perch, his head a little to one side.

“Them as dies young,” he thought, “goes straight to 
heaven. We trusts in God—all mortial men; his god
fathers and his godmothers in his baptism. Well, so it 
is! I’m not afeared o’ death!”

Seeing the little coffin tremble above the hole, he 
craned his head still further forward. It sank; a smothered 
sobbing rose. The old butler touched the arm in front 
of him with shaking fingers.

“Don’t ’e,” he whispered; “he’s а-gone to glory.”
But, hearing the dry rattle of the earth, he took out 

his own handkerchief and put it to his nose.
“Yes, he’s а-gone,” he thought; “another little baby. 

Old men an’ maidens, young men an’ little children; it’s 
a-goin’ on all the time. Where ’e is now there’ll be no 
marryin’, no, nor givin’ out in marriage; till death do 
us part.”

The wind, sweeping across the filled-in hole, carried 
the rustle of his husky breathing, the dry, smothered 
sobbing of the seamstress, out across the shadows’ graves, 
to those places, to those streets. . . .

From the baby’s funeral Hilary and Martin walked 
away together, and far behind them, across the road, 
the little model followed. For some time neither spoke; 
then Hilary, stretching out his hand towards a squalid 
alley, said:

“They haunt us and drag us down. A long, dark 
passage. Is there a light at the far end, Martin?”
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“Yes,” said Martin gruffly.
“I don’t see it.”
Martin looked at him.
“Hamlet!”
Hilary did not reply.
The young man watched him sideways. “It’s a disease 

to smile like that!”
Hilary ceased to smile. “Cure me, then,” he said, 

with sudden anger, “you man of health!”
The young “Sanitist’s” sallow cheeks flushed. “Atrophy 

of the nerve of action,” he muttered; “there’s no cure 
for that!”

“Ah!” said Hilary: “All kinds of us want social pro
gress in our different ways. You, your grandfather, my 
brother, myself; there are four types for you. Will you 
tell me any one of us is the right man for the job? For 
instance, action’s not natural to me.”

“Any act,” answered Martin, “is better than no 
act.”

“And myopia is natural to you, Martin. Your pre
scription in this case has not been too successful, has it?”

“I can’t help it if people will be d—d fools.”
“There you hit it. But answer me this question: 

Isn’t a social conscience, broadly speaking, the result of 
comfort and security?”

Martin shrugged his shoulders.
“And doesn’t comfort also destroy the power of 

action?”
Again Martin shrugged.
“Then, if those who have the social conscience and 

can see what is wrong have lost their power of action, 
how can you say there is any light at the end of this 
dark passage?”
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Martin took his pipe out, filled it, and pressed the 
filling with his thumb.

“There is light,” he said at last, “in spite of all in
vertebrates. Good-bye! I’ve wasted enough time,” and 
he abruptly strode away.

“And in spite of myopia?” muttered Hilary.
A few minutes later, coming out from Messrs. Rose 

and Thorn’s, where he had gone to buy tobacco, he came 
suddenly on the little model, evidently waiting.

“I was at the funeral,” she said; and her face added 
plainly: “I’ve followed you.” Uninvited, she walked on 
at his side.

“This is not the same girl,” he thought, “that I sent 
away five days ago. She has lost something, gained some
thing. I don’t know her.”

There seemed such a stubborn purpose in her face 
and manner. It was like the look in a dog’s eyes that 
says: “Master, you thought to shut me up away from 
you; I know now what that is like. Do what you will, 
I mean in future to be near you.”

This look, by its simplicity, frightened one to whom 
the primitive was strange. Desiring to free himself of 
his companion, yet not knowing how, Hilary sat down in 
Kensington Gardens on the first bench they came to. 
The little model sat down beside him. The quiet siege 
laid to him by this girl was quite uncanny. It was as 
though someone were binding him with toy threads, 
swelling slowly into rope before his eyes. In this fear of 
Hilary’s there was at first much irritation. His fastidious
ness and sense of the ridiculous were roused. What did 
this little creature with whom he had no thoughts and no 
ideas in common, whose spirit and his could never hope 
to meet, think that she could get from him? Was she 
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trying to weave a spell over him too, with her mute, 
stubborn adoration? Was she trying to change his pro
tective weakness for her to another sort of weakness? He 
turned and looked; she dropped her eyes at once, and 
sat still as a stone figure.

As in her spirit, so in her body, she was different; her 
limbs looked freer, rounder; her breath seemed stirring 
her more deeply; like a flower of early June she was 
opening before his very eyes. This, though it gave him 
pleasure, also added to his fear. The strange silence, in 
its utter naturalness—for what could he talk about with 
her?—brought home to him more vividly than anything 
before, the barriers of class. All he thought of was how 
not to be ridiculous! She was inviting him in some 
strange, unconscious, subtle way to treat her as a woman, 
as though in spirit she had linked her round young arms 
about his neck, and through her half-closed lips were 
whispering the eternal call of sex to sex. And he, a 
middle-aged and cultivated man, conscious of everything, 
could not even speak for fear of breaking through his 
shell of delicacy. He hardly breathed, disturbed to his 
very depths by the young figure sitting by his side, and 
by the dread of showing that disturbance.

Beside the cultivated plant the self-sown poppy rears 
itself; round the stem of a smooth tree the honeysuckle 
twines; to a trim wall the ivy clings.

In her new-found form and purpose this girl had 
gained a strange, still power; she no longer felt it mattered 
whether he spoke or looked at her; her instinct, piercing 
through his shell, was certain of the throbbing of his 
pulses, the sweet poison in his blood.

The perception of this still power, more than all else, 
brought fear to Hilary. He need not speak; she would 
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not care! He need not even look at her; she had but 
to sit there silent, motionless, with the breath of youth 
coming through her parted lips, and the light of youth 
stealing through her half-closed eyes.

And abruptly he got up and walked away.

CHAPTER XXXI.
SWAN SONG.

The new wine, if it does not break the old bottle, 
after fierce effervescence seethes and bubbles quietly.

It was so in Mr. Stone’s old bottle, hour by hour and 
day by day, throughout the month. A pinker, robuster 
look came back to his cheeks; his blue eyes, fixed on 
distance, had in them more light; his knees regained 
their powers; he bathed, and, all unknown to him, for 
he only saw the waters he cleaved with his ineffably 
slow stroke, Hilary and Martin, on alternate weeks, and 
keeping at a# proper distance, for fear he should set them 
doing him a service, attended at that function in case 
Mr. Stone should again remain too long seated at the 
bottom of the Serpentine. Each morning after his cocoa 
and porridge he could be heard sweeping out his room 
with extraordinary vigour, and as ten o’clock came near 
anyone who listened would remark a sound of air escaping, 
as he moved up and down on his toes in preparation for 
the labours of the day. No letters, of course, nor any 
newspapers disturbed the supreme and perfect self-con
tainment of this life devoted to Fraternity—no letters, 
partly because he lacked a known address, partly because 
for years he had not answered them; and with regard to 
newspapers, once a month he went to a Public Library, 
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and could be seen with the last four numbers of two 
weekly reviews before him, making himself acquainted 
with the habits of those days, and moving his lips as 
though in prayer. At ten each morning anyone in the 
corridor outside his room was startled by the whirr of an 
alarum-clock; perfect silence followed; then rose a sound 
of shuffling, whistling, rustling, broken by sharply muttered 
words; soon from this turbid lake of sound the articulate, 
thin fluting of an old man’s voice streamed forth. This, 
alternating with the squeak of a quill pen, went on till 
the alarum-clock once more went off. Then he who stood 
outside could smell that Mr. Stone would shortly eat; if, 
stimulated by that scent, he entered, he might see the 
author of the “Book of Universal Brotherhood” with a 
baked potato in one hand and a cup of hot milk in the 
other; on the table, too, the ruined forms of eggs, tomatoes, 
oranges, bananas, figs, prunes, cheese, and honeycomb, 
which had passed into other forms already, together with 
a loaf of wholemeal bread. Mr. Stone would presently 
emerge in his cottage-woven tweeds, and old hat of green
black felt; or, if wet, in a long coat of yellow gaberdine, 
and sou’-wester cap of the same material; but always with 
a little osier fruit-bag in his hand. Thus equipped, he 
walked down to Rose and Thorn’s, entered, and to the 
first man he saw handed the osier fruit-bag, some coins, 
and a little book containing seven leaves, headed “Food: 
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday,” and so forth. He then 
stood looking through the pickles in some jar or other at 
things beyond, with one hand held out, fingers upwards, 
awaiting the return of his little osier fruit-bag. Feeling 
presently that it had been restored to him, he would turn 
and walk out of the shop. Behind his back, on the face 
of the department, the same protecting smile always rose.
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Long habit had perfected it. All now felt that, though 
so very different from themselves, this aged customer was 
dependent on them. By not one single farthing or one 
pale slip of cheese would they have defrauded him for 
all the treasures of the moon, and any new salesman who 
laughed at that old client was promptly told to “shut 
his head.”

Mr. Stone’s frail form, bent somewhat to one side by 
the increased gravamen of the osier bag, was now seen 
moving homewards. He arrived perhaps ten minutes 
before the three o’clock alarum, and soon passing through 
preliminary chaos, the articulate, thin fluting of his voice 
streamed forth again, broken by the squeaking and 
spluttering of his quill.

But towards four o’clock signs of cerebral excitement 
became visible; his lips would cease to utter sounds, his 
pen to squeak. His face, with a flushed forehead, would 
appear at the open window. As soon as the little model 
came in sight—her eyes fixed, not on his window, but on 
Hilary’s—he turned his back, evidently waiting for her to 
enter by the door. His first words were uttered in a 
tranquil voice: “I have several pages. I have placed your 
chair. Are you ready? Follow!”

Except for that strange tranquillity of voice and the 
disappearance of the flush on his brow, there was no 
sign of the rejuvenescence that she brought, of such re
freshment as steals on the traveller who sits down beneath 
a lime-tree toward the end of a long day’s journey; no 
sign of the mysterious comfort distilled into his veins 
by the sight of her moody young face, her young, soft 
limbs. So from some stimulant men very near their end 
will draw energy, watching, as it were, a shape beckoning 
them forward, till suddenly it disappears in darkness.
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In the quarter of an hour sacred to their tea and 
conversation he never noticed that she was always listen
ing for sounds beyond; it was enough that in her pre
sence he felt singleness of purpose strong within him.

When she had gone, moving languidly, moodily away, 
her eyes darting about for signs of Hilary, Mr. Stone 
would sit down rather suddenly and fall asleep, to dream, 
perhaps, of Youth—Youth with its scent of sap, its close 
beckonings; Youth with its hopes and fears; Youth that 
hovers round us so long after it is dead! His spirit 
would smile behind its covering—that thin china of his 
face; and, as dogs hunting in their sleep work their feet, 
so he worked the fingers resting on his woollen knees.

The seven o’clock alarum woke him to the prepara
tion of the evening meal. This eaten, he began once 
more to pace up and down, to pour words out into the 
silence, and to drive his squeaking quill.

So was being written a book such as the world had 
never seen!

But the girl who came so moodily to bring him re
freshment, and went so moodily away, never in these days 
caught a glimpse of that which she was seeking.

Since the morning when he had left her abruptly, 
Hilary had made a point of being out in the afternoons 
and not returning till past six o’clock. By this device 
he put off facing her and himself, for he could no longer 
refuse to see that he had himself to face. In the few 
minutes of utter silence when the girl sat beside him, 
magnetic, quivering with awakening force, he had found 
that the male in him was far from dead. It was no 
longer vague, sensuous feeling; it was warm, definite desire. 
The more she was in his thoughts, the less spiritual his 
feeling for this girl of the people had become.
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In those days he seemed much changed to such as 
knew him well. Instead of the delicate, detached, slightly 
humorous suavity which he had accustomed people to 
expect from him, the dry kindliness which seemed at 
once to check confidence and yet to say, “If you choose 
to tell me anything, I should never think of passing judg
ment on you, whatever you have done”—instead of that 
rather abstracted, faintly quizzical air, his manner had 
become absorbed and gloomy. He seemed to jib away 
from his friends. His manner at the “Pen and Ink” 
was wholly unsatisfying to men who liked to talk. He 
was known to be writing a new book; they suspected 
him of having “got into a hat”—this Victorian expression, 
found by Mr. Balladyce in some chronicle of post- 
Thackerayan manners, and revived by him in his in
comparable way, as who should say, “What delicious ex
pressions those good bourgeois had!” now flourished in 
second childhood.

In truth, Hilary’s difficulty with his new book was 
merely the one of not being able to work at it at all. 
Even the housemaid who “did” his study noticed that 
day after day she was confronted by Chapter XXIV., 
in spite of her master’s staying in, as usual, every mor
ning.

The change in his manner and face, which had grown 
strained and harassed, had been noticed by Bianca, 
though she would have died sooner than admit she had 
noticed anything about him. It was one of those periods 
in the lives of households like an hour of a late summer’s 
day—brooding, electric, as yet quiescent, but charged 
with the currents of coming storms.

Twice only in those weeks while Hughs was in prison 
did Hilary see the girl. Once he met her when he was 
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driving home; she blushed crimson and her eyes lighted 
up. And one morning, too, he passed her on the bench 
where they had sat together. She was staring straight 
before her, the corners of her mouth drooping discon
tentedly. She did not see him.

To a man like Hilary—for whom running after women 
had been about the last occupation in the world, who had, 
in fact, always fought shy of them and imagined that they 
would always fight shy of him—there was an unusual 
enticement and dismay in the feeling that a young girl 
really was pursuing him. It was at once too good, too 
embarrassing to be true. His sudden feeling for her was 
the painful sensation of one who sees a ripe nectarine 
hanging within reach. He dreamed continually of stretch
ing out his hand, and so he did not dare, or thought he 
did not dare, to pass that way. All this did not favour 
the tenor of a studious, introspective life; it also brought 
a sense of unreality that made him avoid his best friends.

This, partly, was why Stephen came to see him one 
Sunday, his other reason for the visit being the calcula
tion that Hughs would be released on the following 
Wednesday.

“This girl,” he thought, “is going to the house still, 
and Hilary will let things drift till he can’t stop them, 
and there’ll be a real mess.”

The fact of the man’s having been in prison gave a 
sinister turn to an affair regarded hitherto as merely sordid 
by Stephen’s orderly and careful mind.

Crossing the garden, he heard Mr. Stone’s voice issu
ing through the open window.

“Can’t the old crank stop even on Sundays?” he 
thought.

He found Hilary in his study, reading a book on the 
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civilisation of the Maccabees, in preparation for a review. 
He gave Stephen but a dubious welcome.

Stephen broke ground gently.
“We haven’t seen you for an age. I hear our old 

friend at it. Is he working double tides to finish his 
magnum opus? I thought he observed the day of rest.”

“He does as a rule,” said Hilary.
“Well, he’s got the girl there now dictating.”
Hilary winced. Stephen continued with greater circum

spection :
“You couldn’t get the old boy to finish by Wednesday, 

I suppose? He must be quite near the end by now.”
The notion of Mr. Stone’s finishing his book by 

Wednesday procured a pale smile from Hilary.
“Could you get your Law Courts,” he said, “to settle 

up the affairs of mankind for good and all by Wednes
day?”

“By Jove! Is it as bad as that? I thought, at any 
rate, he must be meaning to finish some day.”

“When men are brothers,” said Hilary, “he will finish.”
Stephen whistled.
“Look here, dear boy!" he said, “that ruffian comes 

out on Wednesday. The whole thing will begin over again.”
Hilary rose and paced the room. “I refuse,” he said, 

“to consider Hughs a ruffian. What do we know about 
him, or any of them?”

“Precisely! What do we know of this girl?”
“I am not going to discuss that,” Hilary said shortly.
For a moment the faces of the two brothers wore a 

hard, hostile look, as though the deep difference between 
their characters had at last got the better of their loyalty. 
They both seemed to recognise this, for they turned their 
heads away.
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“I just wanted to remind you,” Stephen said, “though 
you know your own business best, of course.” And at 
Hilary’s nod he thought: “That’s just exactly what he 
doesn’t!”

He soon left, conscious of an unwonted awkwardness 
in his brother’s presence. Hilary watched him out through 
the wicket gate, then sat down on the solitary garden 
bench.

Stephen’s visit had merely awakened perverse desires 
in him.

Strong sunlight was falling on that little London 
garden, disclosing its native shadowiness; streaks, and 
smudges such as Life smears over the faces of those who 
live too consciously. Hilary, beneath the acacia-tree not 
yet in bloom, marked an early butterfly flitting over the 
geraniums blossoming round an old sundial. Blackbirds 
were holding evensong; the late perfume of the lilac came 
stealing forth into air faintly smeethed with chimney 
smoke. There was brightness, but no glory, in that little 
garden; scent, but no strong air blown across golden lakes 
of buttercups, from seas of springing clover, or the wind- 
silver of young wheat; music, but no full choir of sound, 
no hum. Like the face and figure of its master, so was 
this little garden, whose sundial the sun seldom reached 
—refined, self-conscious, introspective, obviously a creature 
of the town. At that moment, however, Hilary was not 
looking quite himself; his face was flushed, his eyes angry, 
almost as if he had been a man of action.

The voice of Mr. Stone was still audible, fitfully 
quavering out into the air, and the old man himself could 
now and then be seen holding up his manuscript, his 
profile clear-cut against the darkness of the room. A 
sentence travelled out across the garden:

Fraternity. 18
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“ ‘Amidst the tur-bu-lent dis-cov-eries of those days, 
which, like cross-currented and multi-billowed seas, lapped 
and hollowed every rock------

A motor-car dashing past drowned the rest, and when 
the voice rose again it was evidently dictating another 
paragraph.

“‘In those places, in those streets, the shadows 
swarmed, whispering and droning like a hive of dying 
bees, who, their honey eaten, wander through the winter 
day seeking flowers that are frozen and dead.’ ”

A great bee that had been busy with the lilac began 
to circle, booming, round his hair. Suddenly Hilary saw 
him raise both his arms.

“‘In huge congeries, crowded, devoid of light and air, 
they were assembled, these bloodless imprints from forms 
of higher caste. They lay, like the reflection of leaves 
which, fluttering free in the sweet winds, let fall to the 
earth wan resemblances. Imponderous, dark ghosts, 
wandering ones chained to the ground, they had no hope 
of any Lovely City, nor knew whence they had come. 
Men cast them on the pavements and marched on. They 
did not in Universal Brotherhood clasp their shadows to 
sleep within their hearts—for the sun was not then at 
noon, when no man has a shadow.’”

As those words of swan song died away he swayed 
and trembled, and suddenly disappeared below the sight- 
line, as if he had sat down. The little model took his 
place in the open window. She started at seeing Hilary; 
then, motionless, stood gazing at him. Out of the gloom 
of the opening her eyes were all pupil, two spots of the 
surrounding darkness imprisoned in a face as pale as any 
flower. As rigid as the girl herself, Hilary looked up at her.

A voice behind him said: “How are you? I thought
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I’d give my car a run.” Mr. Purcey was coming from 
the gate, his eyes fixed on the window where the girl 
stood. “How is your wife?” he added.

The bathos of this visit roused an acid fury in Hilary. 
He surveyed Mr. Purcey’s figure from his cloth-topped 
boots to his tall hat, and said: “Shall we go in and 
find her?”

As they went along Mr. Purcey said: “That’s the 
young—the—er—model I met in your wife’s studio, isn’t 
it? Pretty girl!”

Hilary compressed his lips.
“Now, what sort of living do those girls make?” 

pursued Mr. Purcey. “I suppose they’ve most of them 
other resources. Eh, what?”

“They make the living God will let them, I suppose, 
as other people do.”

Mr. Purcey gave him a sharp look. It was almost as 
if Dallison had meant to snub him.

“Oh, exactly! I should think this girl would have no 
difficulty.’»’ And suddenly he saw a curious change come 
over “that writing fellow,” as he always afterwards 
described Hilary. Instead of a mild, pleasant-looking 
chap enough, he had become a regular cold devil.

“My wife appears to be out,” Hilary said. “I also 
have an engagement.”

In his surprise and anger Mr. Purcey said with great 
simplicity, “Sorry Pm de trop!” and soon his car could 
be heard bearing him away with some unnecessary noise.

18*
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CHAPTER XXXII.
BEHIND BIANCA’S VEIL.

But Bianca was not out. She had been a witness of 
Hilary’s long look at the little model. Coming from her 
studio through the glass passage to the house, she could 
not, of course, see what he was gazing at, but she knew 
as well as if the girl had stood before her in the dark 
opening of the window. Hating herself for having seen, 
she went to her room and lay on her bed with her hands 
pressed to her eyes. She was used to loneliness—that 
necessary lot of natures such as hers; but the bitter 
isolation of this hour was such as to drive even her lonely 
nature to despair.

She rose at last, and repaired the ravages made in 
her face and dress, lest anyone should see that she was 
suffering. Then, first making sure that Hilary had left 
the garden, she stole out.

She wandered towards Hyde Park. It was Whit
suntide, a time of fear to the cultivated Londoner. The 
town seemed all arid jollity and paper bags whirled on a 
dusty wind. People swarmed everywhere in clothes which 
did not suit them; desultory, dead-tired creatures who, in 
these few green hours of leisure out of the sandy eternity 
of their toil, were not suffered to rest, but were whipped 
on by starved instincts to hunt pleasures which they 
longed for too dreadfully to overtake.

Bianca passed an old tramp asleep beneath a tree.
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His clothes had clung to him so long and lovingly that 
they were falling off, but his face was calm as though 
masked with the finest wax. Forgotten were his sores 
and sorrows; he was in the blessed fields of sleep.

Bianca hastened away from the sight of such utter 
peace. She wandered into a grove of trees that had 
almost eluded the notice of the crowd. They were limes, 
guarding still within them their honey bloom. Their 
branches of light, broad leaves, near heart-shaped, were 
spread out like wide skirts. The tallest of these trees, 
a beautiful, gay creature, stood tremulous, like a mistress 
waiting for her tardy lover. What joy she seemed to 
promise, what delicate enticement, with every veined 
quivering leaf! And suddenly the sun caught hold of her, 
raised her up to him, kissed her all over; she gave forth 
a sigh of happiness, as though her very spirit had travelled 
through her lips up to her lover’s heart.

A woman in a lilac frock came stealing through the 
trees towards Bianca, and sitting down not far off, kept 
looking quickly round under her sunshade.

Presently Bianca saw what she was looking for. A 
young man in black coat and shining hat came swiftly up 
and touched her shoulder. Half hidden by the foliage 
they sat, leaning forward, prodding gently at the ground 
with stick and parasol; the stealthy murmur of their talk, 
so soft and intimate that no word was audible, stole 
across the grass; and secretly he touched her hand and 
arm. They were not of the holiday crowd, and had 
evidently chosen out this vulgar afternoon for a stolen 
meeting.

Bianca rose and hurried on amongst the trees. She 
left the Park. In the streets many couples, not so careful 
to conceal their intimacy, were parading arm-in-arm. The 
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sight of them did not sting her like the sight of those 
lovers in the Park; they were not of her own order. But 
presently she saw a little boy and girl asleep on the door
step of a mansion, with their cheeks pressed close together 
and their arms round each other, and again she hurried 
on. In the course of that long wandering she passed the 
building which “Westminister” was so anxious to avoid. 
In its gateway an old couple were just about to separate, 
one to the men’s, the other to the women’s quarters. 
Their toothless mouths were close together. “Well, good 
night, mother!” “Good night, father, good night—take 
care 0’ yourself!”

Once more Bianca hurried on.
It was past nine when she turned into the Old Square, 

and rang the bell of her sister’s house with the sheer 
physical desire to rest—somewhere that was not her home.

At one end of the long, low drawing-room Stephen, 
in evening-dress, was reading aloud from a review. Cecilia 
was looking dubiously at his sock, where she seemed to 
see a tiny speck of white that might be Stephen. In the 
window at the far end Thyme and Martin were exchang
ing speeches at short intervals; they made no more at 
Bianca’s entrance; and their faces said: “We have no use 
for that handshaking nonsense!”

Receiving Cecilia’s little, warm, doubting kiss and 
Stephen’s polite, dry handshake, Bianca motioned to him 
not to stop reading. He resumed. Cecilia, too, resumed 
her scrutiny of Stephen’s sock.

“Oh dear!” she thought. “I know B.’s come here 
because she’s unhappy. Poor thing! Poor Hilary! It’s 
that wretched business again, I suppose.”

Skilled in every tone of Stephen’s voice, she knew that 
Bianca’s entry had provoked the same train of thought in 
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him; to her he seemed reading out these words: “I dis
approve—I disapprove. She’s Cis’s sister. But if it 
wasn’t for old Hilary I wouldn’t have the subject in the 
house ! ”

Bianca, whose subtlety recorded every shade of feel
ing, could see that she was not welcome. Leaning back 
with veil raised, she seemed listening to Stephen’s read
ing, but in fact she was quivering at the sight of those 
two couples.

Couples, couples—for all but her! What crime had 
she committed? Why was the china of her cup flawed so 
that no one could drink from it? Why had she been 
made so that nobody could love her? This, the most 
bitter of all thoughts, the most tragic of all questionings, 
haunted her.

The article which Stephen read—explaining exactly 
how to deal with people so that from one sort of human 
being they might become another, and going on to prove 
that if, after this conversion, they showed signs of a rever
sion, it would then be necessary to know the reason why 
—fell dryly on ears listening to that eternal question: 
Why is it with me as it is? It is not fair!—listening to 
the constant murmuring of her pride: I am not wanted 
here or anywhere. Better to efface myself!

From their end of the room Thyme and Martin scarcely 
looked at her. To them she was Aunt B., an amateur, 
the mockery of whose eyes sometimes penetrated their 
youthful armour; they were besides too interested in their 
conversation to perceive that she was suffering. The 
skirmish of that conversation had lasted now for many 
days—ever since the death of the Hughs’ baby.

“Well,” Martin was saying, “what are you going to 
do? It’s no good to base it on the baby; you must know 
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your own mind all round. You can’t go rushing into real 
work on mere sentiment.”

“You went to the funeral, Martin. It’s bosh to say 
you didn’t feel it too!”

Martin deigned no answer to this insinuation.
“We’ve gone past the need for sentiment,” he said: 

“it’s exploded; so is Justice, administered by an upper 
class with a patch over one eye and a squint in the 
other. When you see a dying donkey in a field, you 
don’t want to refer the case to a society, as your dad 
would; you don’t want an essay of Hilary’s, full of sym
pathy with everybody, on ‘Walking in a field: with reflec
tions on the end of donkeys’—you want to put a bullet 
in the donkey.”

“You’re always down on Uncle Hilary,” said Thyme.
“I don’t mind Hilary himself; I object to his 

type.”
“Well, he objects to yours,” said Thyme.
“I’m not so sure of that,” said Martin slowly; “he 

hasn’t got character enough.”
Thyme raised her chin, and, looking at him through 

half-closed eyes, said: “Well, I do think, of all the con
ceited persons I ever met you’re the worst.”

Martin’s nostril curled.
“Are you prepared,” he said, “to put a bullet in the 

donkey, or are you not?”
“I only see one donkey, and not a dying one!”
Martin stretched out his hand and gripped her arm 

below the elbow. Retaining it luxuriously, he said: 
“Don’t wander!”

Thyme tried to free her arm. “Let go!”
Martin was looking straight into her eyes. A flush 

had risen in his cheeks.
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Thyme, too, went the colour of the old-rose curtain 
behind which she sat.

“Let go!”
“I won’t! I’ll make you know your mind. What do 

you mean to do? Are you coming in a fit of sentiment, 
or do you mean business?”

Suddenly, half-hypnotised, the young girl ceased to 
struggle. Her face had the strangest expression of sub
mission and defiance—a sort of pain, a sort of delight. 
So they sat full half a minute staring at each other’s 
eyes. Hearing a rustling sound, they looked, and saw 
Bianca moving to the door. Cecilia, too, had risen.

“What is it, B.?”
Bianca, opening the door, went out. Cecilia followed 

swiftly, too late to catch even a glimpse of her sister’s 
face behind the veil. . . .

In Mr. Stone’s room the green lamp burned dimly, 
and he who worked by it was sitting on the edge of his 
camp-bed, attired in his old brown woollen gown and 
slippers.

And suddenly it seemed to him that he was not 
alone.

“I have finished for to-night,” he said. “I am wait
ing for the moon to rise. She is nearly full; I shall see 
her face from here.”

A form sat down by him on the bed, and a voice 
said softly:

“Like a woman’s.”
Mr. Stone saw his younger daughter. “You have 

your hat on. Are you going out, my dear?”
“I saw your light as I came in.”
“The moon,” said Mr. Stone, “is an arid desert. Love 

is unknown there.”
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“How can you bear to look at her, then?” Bianca 
whispered.

Mr. Stone raised his finger. “She has risen.”
The wan moon had slipped out into the darkness. 

Her light stole across the garden and through the open 
window to the bed where they were sitting.

“Where there is no love, Dad,” Bianca said, “there 
can be no life, can there?”

Mr. Stone’s eyes seemed to drink the moonlight.
“That,” he said, “is the great truth. The bed is 

shaking!”
With her arms pressed tight across her breast, Bianca 

was struggling with violent, noiseless sobbing. That 
desperate struggle seemed to be tearing her to death be
fore his eyes, and Mr. Stone sat silent, trembling. He 
knew not what to do. From his frosted heart years of 
Universal Brotherhood had taken all knowledge of how 
to help his daughter. He could only sit touching her 
tremulously with thin fingers.

The form beside him, whose warmth he felt against 
his arm, grew stiller, as though, in spite of its own lone
liness, his helplessness had made it feel that he, too, was 
lonely. It pressed a little closer to him. The moonlight, 
gaining pale mastery over the flickering lamp, filled the 
whole room.

Mr. Stone said: “I want her mother!”
The form beside him ceased to struggle.
Finding out an old, forgotten way, Mr. Stone’s arm 

slid round that quivering body.
“I do not know what to say to her,” he muttered, 

and slowly he began to rock himself.
“Motion,” he said, “is soothing.”
The moon passed on. The form beside him sat so 
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still that Mr. Stone ceased moving. His daughter was no 
longer sobbing. Suddenly her lips seared his forehead.

Trembling from that desperate caress, he raised his 
fingers to the spot and looked round.

She was gone.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
HILARY DEALS WITH THE SITUATION.

To understand the conduct of Hilary and Bianca at 
what “Westminister” would have called this “crisax,” not 
only their feelings as sentient human beings, but their 
matrimonial philosophy, must be taken into account By 
education and environment they belonged to a section of 
society which had “in those days” abandoned the more 
old-fashioned views of marriage. Such as composed this 
section, finding themselves in opposition, not only to the 
orthodox proprietary creed, but even to their own legal 
rights, had been driven to an attitude of almost blatant 
freedom. Like all folk in opposition, they were bound, as 
a simple matter of principle, to disagree with those in 
power, to view with a contemptuous resentment that 
majority which said, “I believe the thing is mine, and 
mine it shall remain”—a majority which by force of 
numbers made this creed the law. Unable legally to be 
other than the proprietors of wife or husband, as the case 
might be, they were obliged, even in the most happy 
unions, to be very careful not to become disgusted with 
their own position. Their legal status was, as it were, a 
goad, spurring them on to show their horror of it. They 
were like children sent to school with trousers that barely 
reached their knees, aware that they could neither reduce 
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their stature to the proportions of their breeches nor make 
their breeches grow. They were furnishing an instance 
of that immemorial “change of form to form” to which 
Mr. Stone had given the name of Life. In a past age 
thinkers and dreamers and “artistic pigs,” rejecting the 
forms they found, had given unconscious shape to this 
marriage law, which, after they had become the wind, 
had formed itself out of their exiled pictures and thoughts 
and dreams. And now this particular law in turn was 
the dried rind, devoid of pips or speculation; and the 
thinkers and dreamers and “artistic pigs” were again 
rejecting it, and again themselves in exile.

This exiled faith, this honour amongst thieves, animated 
a little conversation between Hilary and Bianca on the 
Tuesday following the night when Mr. Stone sat on his 
bed to watch the rising moon.

Quietly Bianca said: “I think I shall be going away 
for a time.”

“Wouldn’t you rather that I went instead?”
“You are wanted; I am not.”
That ice-cold, ice-clear remark contained the pith of 

the whole matter; and Hilary said:
“You are not going at once?”
“At the end of the week, I think.”
Noting his eyes fixed on her, she added:
“Yes; we’re neither of us looking quite our best.”
“I am sorry.”
“I know you are.”
This had been all. It had been sufficient to bring 

Hilary once more face to face with the situation.
Its constituent elements remained the same; relative 

values had much changed. The temptations of St. An
thony were becoming more poignant every hour. He 



HILARY DEALS WITH THE SITUATION. 285

had no “principles” to pit against them: he had merely 
the inveterate distaste for hurting anybody, and a feeling 
that if he yielded to his inclination he would be faced 
ultimately with a worse situation than ever. It was not 
possible for him to look at the position as Mr. Purcey 
might have done, if his wife had withdrawn from him 
and a girl had put herself in his way. Neither hesitation 
because of the defenceless position of the girl, nor hesita
tion because of his own future with her, would have 
troubled Mr. Purcey. He—good man—in his straight
forward way, would have only thought about the present 
—not, indeed, intending to have a future with a young 
person of that class. Consideration for a wife who had 
withdrawn from the society of Mr. Purcey would also 
naturally have been absent from the equation. That 
Hilary worried over all these questions was the mark of 
his “fin de sièclism.” And in the meantime the facts 
demanded a decision.

He had not spoken to this girl since the day of the 
baby’s funeral, but in that long look from the garden he 
had in effect said: “You are drawing me to the only sort 
of union possible to us!” And she in effect had an
swered: “Do what you like with me!”

There were other facts, too, to be reckoned with. 
Hughs would be released to-morrow; the little model 
would not stop her visits unless forced to; Mr. Stone 
could not well do without her; Bianca had in effect de
clared that she was being driven out of her own house. 
It was this situation which Hilary, seated beneath the 
bust of Socrates, turned over and over in his mind. Long 
and painful reflection brought him back continually to 
the thought that he himself, and not Bianca, had better 
go away. He was extremely bitter and contemptuous 
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towards himself that he had not done so long ago. He 
made use of the names Martin had given him. “Hamlet,” 
“Amateur,” “Invertebrate.” They gave him, unfortunately, 
little comfort.

In the afternoon he received a visit. Mr. Stone came 
in with his osier fruit-bag in his hand. He remained 
standing, and spoke at once.

“Is my daughter happy?”
At this unexpected question Hilary walked over to 

the fireplace.
“No,” he said at last; “I am afraid she is not.” 
“Why?”
Hilary was silent; then, facing the old man, he said: 
“I think she will be glad, for certain reasons, if I go 

away for a time.”
“When are you going?” asked Mr. Stone.
“As soon as I can.”
Mr. Stone’s eyes, wistfully bright, seemed trying to see 

through heavy fog.
“She came to me, I think,” he said; “I seem to recol

lect her crying. You are good to her?”
“I have tried to be,” said Hilary.
Mr. Stone’s face was discoloured by a flush. “You 

have no children,” he said painfully; “do you live to
gether?”

Hilary shook his head.
“You are estranged?” said Mr. Stone.
Hilary bowed. There was a long silence. Mr. Stone’s 

eyes had travelled to the window.
“Without love there cannot be life,” he said at last; 

and fixing his wistful gaze on Hilary, asked: “Does she 
love another?”

Again Hilary shook his head.
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When Mr. Stone next spoke it was clearly to himself.
“I do not know why I am glad. Do you love an

other?”
At this question Hilary’s eyebrows settled in a frown. 

“What do you mean by love?” he said.
Mr. Stone did not reply; it was evident that he was 

reflecting deeply. His lips began to move: “By love I 
mean the forgetfulness of self. Unions are frequent in 
which only the sexual instincts, or the remembrance of 
self, are roused------”

“That is true,” muttered Hilary.
Mr. Stone looked up; painful traces of confusion 

showed in his face. “We were discussing something.”
“I was telling you,” said Hilary, “that it would be 

better for your daughter if I go away for a time.”
“Yes,” said Mr. Stone; “you are estranged.”
Hilary went back to his stand before the empty fire

place.
“There is one thing, sir,” he said, “on my conscience 

to say before I go, and I must leave it to you to decide. 
The little girl who comes to you no longer lives where 
she used to live.”

“In that street . . .” said Mr. Stone.
Hilary went on quickly. “She was obliged to leave 

because the husband of the woman with whom she used 
to lodge became infatuated with her. He has been in 
prison, and comes out to-morrow. If she continues to 
come here he will, of course, be able to find her. I’m 
afraid he will pursue her again. Have I made it clear 
to you?”

“No,” said Mr. Stone.
“The man,” resumed Hilary patiently, “is a poor, 

violent creature, who has been wounded in the head; he 
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is not quite responsible. He may do the girl an in
jury.”

“What injury?”
“He has stabbed his wife already.”
“I will speak to him,” said Mr. Stone.
Hilary smiled. “I am afraid that words will hardly 

meet the case. She ought to disappear.”
There was silence.
“My book!” said Mr. Stone.
It smote Hilary to see how white his face had be

come. “It’s better,” he thought, “to bring his will-power 
into play; she will never come here, anyway, after I’m 
gone.”

But, unable to bear the tragedy in the old man’s eyes, 
he touched him on the arm.

“Perhaps she will take the risk, sir, if you ask her.”
Mr. Stone did not answer, and, not knowing what 

more to say, Hilary went back to the window. Miranda 
was slumbering lightly out there in the speckled shade, 
where it was not too warm and not too cold, her cheek 
resting on her paw and white teeth showing.

Mr. Stone’s voice rose again. “You are right; I can
not ask her to run a risk like that!”

“She is just coming up the garden,” Hilary said 
huskily. “Shall I tell her to come in?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Stone.
Hilary beckoned.
The girl came in, carrying a tiny bunch of lilies of 

the valley; her face fell at sight of Mr. Stone; she stood 
still, raising the lilies to her breast. Nothing could have 
been more striking than the change from her look of 
fluttered expectancy to a sort of hard dismay. A spot 
of red came into both her cheeks. She gazed from Mr.



HILARY DEALS WITH THE SITUATION. 289

Stone to Hilary and back again. Both were staring at 
her. No one spoke. The little model’s bosom began 
heaving as though she had been running; she said faintly, 
“Look; I brought you this, Mr. Stone!” and held out to 
him the bunch of lilies. But Mr. Stone made no sign. 
“Don’t you like them?”

Mr. Stone’s eyes remained fastened on her face.
To Hilary this suspense was, evidently, most dis

tressing. “Come, will you tell her, sir,” he said, “or 
shall I?”

Mr. Stone spoke.
“I shall try and write my book without you. You 

must not run this risk. I cannot allow it.”
The little model turned her eyes from side to side. 

“But I like to copy out your book,” she said.
“The man will injure you,” said Mr. Stone.
The little model looked at Hilary.
“I don’t care if he does; I’m not afraid of him. I 

can look after myself; I’m used to it.”
“I am going away,” said Hilary quietly.
After a desperate look, that seemed to ask, “Am I 

going, too?” the little model stood as though frozen.
Wishing to end the painful scene, Hilary went up to 

Mr. Stone.
“Do you want to dictate to her this afternoon, sir?” 
“No,” said Mr. Stone.
“Nor to-morrow?”
“No.”
“Will you come a little walk with me?”
Mr. Stone bowed.
Hilary turned to the little model. “It is good-bye, 

then,” he said.
She did not take his hand. Her eyes, turned side- 
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ways, glinted; her teeth were fastened on her lower lip. 
She dropped the lilies, suddenly looked up at him, gulped, 
and slunk away. In passing she had smeared the lilies 
with her foot.

Hilary picked up the fragments of the flowers, and 
dropped them into the grate. The fragrance of the 
bruised blossoms remained clinging to the air.

“Shall we get ready for our walk?” he said.
Mr. Stone moved feebly to the door, and very soon 

they were walking silently towards the Gardens.

CHAPTER XXXIV. 
thyme’s adventure.

This same afternoon Thyme, wheeling a bicycle and 
carrying a light valise, was slipping into a back street out 
of the Old Square. Putting her burden down at the 
pavement’s edge, she blew a whistle. A hansom-cab 
appeared, and a man in ragged clothes, who seemed to 
spring out of the pavement, took hold of her valise. His 
lean, unshaven face was full of wolfish misery.

“Get off with you!” the cabman said.
“Let him do it!” murmured Thyme.
The cab-runner hoisted up the trunk, then waited 

motionless beside the cab.
Thyme handed him two coppers. He looked at them 

in silence, and went away.
“Poor man,” she thought; “that’s one of the things 

we’ve got to do away with!”
The cab now proceeded in the direction of the Park, 

Thyme following on her bicycle, and trying to stare about 
her calmly.



thyme’s adventure. 2QI

“This,” she thought, “is the end of the old life. I 
won’t be romantic, and imagine I’m doing anything special; 
I must take it all as a matter of course.” She thought 
of Mr. Purcey’s face—“that person!”—if he could have 
seen her at this moment turning her back on comfort. 
“The moment I get there,” she mused, “I shall let mother 
know; she can come out to-morrow, and see for herself. 
I can’t have hysterics about my disappearance, and all 
that. They must get used to the idea that I mean to be 
in touch with things. I can’t be stopped by what any
body thinks!”

An approaching motor-car brought a startled frown 
across her brow. Was it “that person?” But though it 
was not Mr. Purcey and his A.i. Damy er, it was some
body so like him as made no difference. Thyme uttered 
a little laugh.

In the Park a cool light danced and glittered on the 
trees and water, and the same cool, dancing glitter 
seemed lighting the girl’s eyes.

The cabman, unseen, took an admiring look at her. 
“Nice little bit, this!” it said.

“Grandfather bathes here,” thought Thyme. “Poor 
darling! I pity everyone that’s old.”

The cab passed on under the shade of trees out into 
the road.

“I wonder if we have only one self in us,” thought 
Thyme. “I sometimes feel that I have two—Uncle Hilary 
would understand what I mean. The pavements are 
beginning to smell horrid already, and it’s only June to
morrow. Will mother feel my going very much? How 
glorious if one didn’t feel!”

The cab turned into a narrow street of little shops.
“It must be dreadful to have to serve in a sihall shop.

19*
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What millions of people there are in the world! Can 
anything be of any use? Martin says what matters is to 
do one’s job; but what is one’s job?”

The cab emerged into a broad, quiet square.
“But I’m not going to think of anything,” thought 

Thyme; “that’s fatal. Suppose father stops my allowance; 
I should have to earn my living as a typist, or something 
of that sort; but he won’t, when he sees I mean it. Be
sides, mother wouldn’t let him.”

The cab entered the Euston Road, and again the 
cabman’s broad face was turned towards Thyme with an 
enquiring stare.

“What a hateful road!” Thyme thought. “What 
dull, ugly, common-looking faces all the people seem to 
have in London! as if they didn’t care for anything but 
just to get through their day somehow. I’ve only seen 
two really pretty faces!”

The cab stopped before a small tobacconist’s on the 
south side of the road.

“Have I got to live here?” thought Thyme.
Through the open door a narrow passage led to a 

narrow staircase covered with oilcloth. She raised her 
bicycle and wheeled it in. A Jewish-looking youth 
emerging from the shop accosted her.

“Your gentleman friend says you are to stay in your 
rooms, please, until he comes.”

His warm red-brown eyes dwelt on her lovingly. 
“Shall I take your luggage up, miss?”

“Thank you; I can manage.”
“It’s the first floor,” said the young man.
The little rooms which Thyme entered were stuffy, 

clean, and neat. Putting her trunk down in her bed
room, which looked out on a bare yard, she went into 
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the sitting-room and threw the window up. Down below 
the cabman and tobacconist were engaged in conversa
tion. Thyme caught the expression on their faces—a 
sort of leering curiosity.

“How disgusting and horrible men are!” she thought, 
moodily staring at the traffic. All seemed so grim, so 
inextricable, and vast, out there in the grey heat and 
hurry, as though some monstrous devil were sporting 
with a monstrous ant-heap. The reek of petrol and of 
dung rose to her nostrils. It was so terribly big and 
hopeless; it was so ugly! “I shall never do anything,” 
thought Thyme—“never—never! Why doesn’t Martin 
come?”

She went into her bedroom and opened her valise. 
With the scent of lavender that came from it, there 
sprang up a vision of her white bedroom at home, and 
the trees of the green garden and the blackbirds on the 
grass.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs brought her back 
into the sitting-room. Martin was standing in the door
way.

Thyme ran towards him, but stopped abruptly. “I’ve 
come, you see. What made you choose this place?”

“I’m next door but two; and there’s a girl here—one 
of us. She’ll show you the ropes.”

“Is she a lady?”
Martin raised his shoulders. “She is what is called 

a lady,” he said; “but she’s the right sort, all the same. 
Nothing will stop her.”

At this proclamation of supreme virtue, the look on 
Thyme’s face was very queer. “You don’t trust me,” it 
seemed to say, “and you trust that girl. You put me 
here for her to watch over me! . .
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“I want to send this telegram,” she said aloud.
Martin read the telegram. “You oughtn’t to have 

funked telling your mother what you meant to do.”
Thyme crimsoned. “I’m not cold-blooded, like you.”
“This is a big matter,” said Martin. “I told you that 

you had no business to come at all if you couldn’t look 
it squarely in the face.”

“If you want me to stay you had better be more 
decent to me, Martin.”

“It must be your own affair,” said Martin.
Thyme stood at the window, biting her lips to keep 

the tears back from her eyes. A very pleasant voice behind 
her said: “I do think it’s so splendid of you to come!”

A girl in grey was standing there—thin, delicate, 
rather plain, with a nose ever so little to one side, lips 
faintly smiling, and large, shining, greenish eyes.

“I am Mary Daunt. I live above you. Have you 
had some tea?”

In the gentle question of this girl with the faintly 
smiling lips and shining eyes Thyme fancied that she 
detected mockery.

“Yes, thanks. I want to be shown what my work’s 
to be, at once, please.”

The grey girl looked at Martin.
“Oh! Won’t to-morrow do for all that sort of thing? 

I’m sure you must be tired. Mr. Stone, do make her rest ! ”
Martin’s glance seemed to say: “Please leave your 

femininities ! ”
“If you mean business, your work will be the same 

as hers,” he said; “you’re not qualified. All you can do 
will be visiting, noting the state of the houses and the 
condition of the children.”

The girl in grey said gently: “You see, we only deal 
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with sanitation and the children. It seems hard on the 
grown people and the old to leave them out; but there’s 
sure to be so much less money than we want, so that it 
must all go towards the future.”

There was a silence. The girl with the shining eyes 
added softly: “1950!”

“1950!” repeated Martin. It seemed to be some 
formula of faith.

“I must send this telegram!” muttered Thyme.
Martin took it from her and went out.
Left alone in the little room, the two girls did not at 

first speak. The girl in grey was watching Thyme half 
timidly, as if she could not tell what to make of this 
young creature who looked so charming, and kept shoot
ing such distrustful glances.

“I think it’s so awfully sweet of you to come,” she 
said at last. “I know what a good time you have at 
home; your cousin’s often told me. Don’t you think he’s 
splendid?”

To that question Thyme made no answer.
“Isn’t this work horrid,” she said—“prying into 

people’s houses?”
The grey girl smiled. “It is rather awful sometimes. 

I’ve been at it six months now. You get used to it. I’ve 
had all the worst things said to me by now, I should 
think.”

Thyme shuddered.
“You see,” said the grey girl’s faintly smiling lips, 

“you soon get the feeling of having to go through with 
it. We all realise it’s got to be done, of course. Your 
cousin’s one of the best of us: nothing seems to put him 
out. He has such a nice sort of scornful kindness. I’d 
rather work with him than anyone.”
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She looked past her new associate into that world 
outside, where the sky seemed all wires and yellow heat
dust. She did not notice Thyme appraising her from 
head to foot, with a stare hostile and jealous, but pathetic, 
too, as though confessing that this girl was her superior.

“I’m sure I can’t do that work!” she said suddenly.
The grey girl smiled. “ Oh, I thought that at first.” 

Then, with an admiring look: “But I do think it’s rather 
a shame for you, you’re so pretty. Perhaps they’d put 
you on to tabulation work, though that’s awfully dull. 
We’ll ask your cousin.”

“No; I’ll do the whole or nothing.”
“Well,” said the grey girl, “I’ve got one house left to

day. Would you like to come and see the sort of thing?”
She took a small note-book from a side-pocket in her 

skirt.
“I can’t get on without a pocket. You must have 

something that you can’t leave behind. I left four little 
bags and two dozen handkerchiefs in five weeks before 
I came back to pockets. It’s rather a horrid house, I’m 
afraid ! ”

“I shall be all right,” said Thyme shortly.
In the shop doorway the young tobacconist was tak

ing the evening air. He greeted them with his polite but 
constitutionally leering smile.

“Good evening, mith,” he said; “nithe evening!”
“He’s rather an awful little man,” the grey girl said 

when they had achieved the crossing of the street; “but 
he’s got quite a nice sense of humour.”

“Ah!” said Thyme.
They had turned into a by-street, and stopped before 

a house which had obviously seen better days. Its win
dows were cracked, its doors unpainted, and down in the 
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basement could be seen a pile of rags, an evil-looking 
man seated by it, and a blazing fire. Thyme felt a little 
gulping sensation. There was a putrid scent as of burn
ing refuse. She looked at her companion. The grey girl 
was consulting her note-book, with a faint smile on her 
lips. And in Thyme’s heart rose a feeling that was al
most hatred for this girl, who was so business-like in the 
presence of such sights and scents.

The door was opened by a young red-faced woman, 
who looked as if she had been asleep.

The grey girl screwed up her shining eyes. “Oh, do 
you mind if we come in a minute?” she said. “It would 
be so good of you. We’re making a report.”

“There’s nothing to report here,” the young woman an
swered. But the grey girl had slipped as gently past as 
though she had been the very spirit of adventure.

“Of course, I see that, but just as a matter of form, 
you know.”

“I’ve parted with most of my things,” the young wo
man said defensively, “since my husband died. It’s a 
hard life.”

“Yes, yes, but not worse than mine—always poking 
my nose into other people’s houses.”

The young woman was silent, evidently surprised.
“The landlord ought to keep you in better repair,” 

said the grey girl. “He owns next door, too, doesn’t 
he?” -

The young woman nodded. “He’s a bad landlord. 
All down the street ’ere it’s the same. Can’t get nothing 
done.”

The grey girl had gone over to a dirty bassinette 
where a half-naked child sprawled. An ugly little girl 
with fat red cheeks was sitting on a stool beside it, close 
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to an open locker wherein could be seen a number of 
old meat bones.

“Your chickabiddies?” said the grey girl. “Aren’t 
they sweet?”

The young woman’s face became illumined by a smile.
“They’re healthy,” she said.
“That’s more than can be said for all the children in 

the house, I expect,” murmured the grey girl.
The young woman replied emphatically, as though 

voicing an old grievance: “The three on the first floor’s 
not so bad, but I don’t let ’em ’ave anything to do with 
that lot at the top.”

Thyme saw her new friend’s hand hover over the child’s 
head like some pale dove. In answer to that gesture, the 
mother nodded. “Just that; you’ve got to clean ’em 
every time they go near them children at the top.”

The grey girl looked at Thyme. “That’s where we’ve 
got to go, evidently,” she seemed to say.

“A dirty lot!” muttered the young woman.
“It’s very hard on you.”
“It is. I’m workin’ at the laundry all day when I 

can get it. I can’t look after the children—they get 
everywhere.”

“Very hard,” murmured the grey girl. “I’ll make a 
note of that.”

Together with the little book, in which she was writ
ing furiously, she had pulled out her handkerchief, and 
the sight of this handkerchief reposing on the floor gave 
Thyme a queer satisfaction, such as comes when one re
marks in superior people the absence of a virtue existing 
in oneself.

“Well, we mustn’t keep you, Mrs.—Mrs.------ ?”
“Cleary.”
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“Cleary. How old’s this little one? Four? And the 
other? Two? They are ducks. Good-bye!”

In the corridor outside the grey girl whispered: “I do 
like the way we all pride ourselves on being better than 
someone else. I think it’s so hopeful and jolly. Shall 
we go up and see the abyss at the top?”

CHAPTER XXXV.
A YOUNG GIRL’S MIND.

A young girl’s mind is like a wood in Spring—now a 
rising mist of bluebells and flakes of dappled sunlight; 
now a world of still, wan, tender saplings, weeping they 
know not why. Through the curling twigs of boughs just 
green, its wings fly towards the stars; but the next mo
ment they have drooped to mope beneath the damp 
bushes. It is ever yearning for and trembling at the 
future; in its secret places all the countless shapes of 
things that are to be are taking stealthy counsel of how 
to grow up without letting their gown of mystery fall. 
They rustle, whisper, shriek suddenly, and as suddenly 
fall into a delicious silence. From the first hazel-bush to 
the last may-tree it is an unending meeting-place of young 
solemn things eager to find out what they are, eager to 
rush forth to greet the kisses of the wind and sun, and 
for ever trembling back and hiding their faces. The spirit 
of that wood seems to lie with her ear close to the ground, 
a pale petal of a hand curved like a shell behind it, 
listening for the whisper of her own life. There she lies, 
white and supple, with dewy, wistful eyes, sighing: “What 
is my meaning? Ah, I am everything! Is there in all 
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the world a thing so wonderful as I? . . . Oh, I am no
thing—my wings are heavy; I faint, I die!”

When Thyme, attended by the grey girl, emerged 
from the abyss at the top, her cheeks were flushed and 
her hands clenched. She said nothing. The grey girl, 
too, was silent, with a look such as a spirit divested of 
its body by long bathing in the river of reality might bend 
on one who has just come to dip her head. Thyme’s 
quick eyes saw that look, and her colour deepened. She 
saw, too, the glance of the Jewish youth when Martin 
joined them in the doorway.

“Two girls now,” he seemed to say. “He goes it, 
this young man!”

Supper was laid in her new friend’s room—pressed 
beef, potato salad, stewed prunes, and ginger-ale. Martin 
and the grey girl talked. Thyme ate in silence, but though 
her eyes seemed fastened on her plate, she saw every 
glance that passed between them, heard every word they 
said. Those glances were not remarkable, nor were those 
words particularly important, but they were spoken in 
tones that seemed important to Thyme. “He never talks 
to me like that,” she thought.

When supper was over they went out into the streets 
to walk, but at the door the grey girl gave Thyme’s arm 
a squeeze, her cheek a swift kiss, and turned back up 
the stairs.

“Aren’t you coming?” shouted Martin.
Her voice was heard answering from above: “No, not 

to-night.”
With the back of her hand Thyme rubbed off the kiss. 

The two cousins walked out amongst the traffic.
The evening was very warm and close; no breeze 

fanned the reeking town. Speaking little, they wandered 
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among endless darkening streets, whence to return to the 
light and traffic of the Euston Road seemed like coming 
back to Heaven. At last, close again to her new home, 
Thyme said: “Why should one bother? It’s all a horrible 
great machine, trying to blot us out; people are like in
sects when you put your thumb on them and smear them 
on a book. I hate—I loathe it!”

“They might as well be healthy insects while they 
last,” answered Martin.

Thyme faced round at him. “I sha’n’t sleep to-night, 
Martin; get out my bicycle for me.”

Martin scrutinised her by the light of the street-lamp. 
“All right,” he said; “I’ll come too.”

There are, say moralists, roads that lead to Hell, but 
it was on a road that leads to Hampstead that the two 
young cyclists set forth towards eleven o’clock. The dif
ference between the character of the two destinations was 
soon apparent, for whereas man taken in bulk had per
haps made Hell, Hampstead had obviously been made by 
the upper classes. There were trees and gardens, and 
instead of dark canals of sky banked by the roofs of 
houses and hazed with the yellow scum of London lights, 
the heavens spread out in a wide trembling pool. From 
that rampart of the town, the Spaniard’s Road, two plains 
lay exposed to left and right; the scent of may-tree blos
som had stolen up the hill; the rising moon clung to a 
fir-tree bough. Over the country the far stars presided, 
and sleep’s dark wings were spread above the fields— 
silent, scarce breathing, lay the body of the land. But 
to the south, where the town, that restless head, was ly
ing, the stars seemed to have fallen and were sown in the 
thousand furrows of its great grey marsh, and from the 
dark miasma of those streets there travelled up a rustle, 
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a whisper, the far allurement of some deathless dancer, 
dragging men to watch the swirl of her black, spangled 
drapery, the gleam of her writhing limbs. Like the song 
of the sea in a shell was the murmur of that witch of 
motion, clasping to her the souls of men, drawing them 
down into a soul whom none had ever seen at rest.

Above the two young cousins, scudding along that 
ridge between the country and the town, three thin white 
clouds trailed slowly towards the west—like tired sea
birds drifting exhausted far out from land on a sea blue 
to blackness with unfathomable depth.

For an hour those two rode silently into the country. 
“Have we come far enough?” Martin said at last.
Thyme shook her head. A long, steep hill beyond a 

little sleeping village had brought them to a standstill. 
Across the shadowy fields a pale sheet of water gleamed 
out in moonlight. Thyme turned down towards it.

“I’m hot,” she said; “I want to bathe my face. Stay 
here. Don’t come with me.”

She left her bicycle, and, passing through a gate, 
vanished among the trees.

Martin stayed leaning against the gate. The village 
clock struck one. The distant call of a hunting owl, 
“Qu-wheek, qu-wheek!” sounded through the grave still
ness of this last night of May. The moon at her curve’s 
summit floated at peace on the blue surface of the sky, 
a great closed water-lily. And Martin saw through the 
trees scimitar-shaped reeds clustering black along the 
pool’s shore. All about him the may-flowers were alight. 
It was such a night as makes dreams real and turns 
reality to dreams.

“All moonlit nonsense!” thought the young man, for 
the night had disturbed his heart.
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But Thyme did not come back. He called to her, 
and in the death-like silence following his shouts he could 
hear his own heart beat. He passed in through the gate. 
She was nowhere to be seen. Why was she playing him 
this trick?

He turned up from the water among the trees, where 
the incense of the may-flowers hung heavy in the air.

“Never look for a thing!” he thought, and stopped to 
listen. It was so breathless that the leaves of a low 
bough against his cheek did not stir while he stood there. 
Presently he heard faint sounds, and stole towards them. 
Under a beech-tree he almost stumbled over Thyme, 
lying with her face pressed to the ground. The young 
doctor’s heart gave a sickening leap; he quickly knelt 
down beside her. The girl’s body, pressed close to the 
dry beech-mat, was being shaken by long sobs. From 
head to foot it quivered; her hat had been torn off, and 
the fragrance of her hair mingled with the fragrance of 
the night. In Martin’s heart something seemed to turn 
over and over, as when a boy he had watched a rabbit 
caught in a snare. He touched her. She sat up, and, 
dashing her hand across her eyes, cried: “Go away! Oh, 
go away!”

He put his arm round her and waited. Five minutes 
passed. The air was trembling with a sort of pale vibra
tion, for the moonlight had found a hole in the dark 
foliage and flooded on to the ground beside them, whiten
ing the black beech-husks. Some tiny bird, disturbed 
by these unwonted visitors, began chirruping and flutter
ing, but was soon still again. To Martin, so strangely 
close to this young creature in the night, there came a 
sense of utter disturbance.

“Poor little thing!” he thought; “be careful of her, 
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comfort her!” Hardness seemed so broken out of her, 
and the night so wonderful! And there came into the 
young man’s heart a throb of the knowledge—very rare 
with him, for he was not, like Hilary, a philosophising 
person—that she was as real as himself—suffering, hoping, 
feeling, not his hopes and feelings, but her own. His 
fingers kept pressing her shoulder through her thin blouse. 
And the touch of those fingers was worth more than any 
words, as this night, all moonlit dreams, was worth more 
than a thousand nights of sane reality.

Thyme twisted herself away from him at last.
“I can’t,” she sobbed. “I’m not what you thought 

me—I’m not made for it!”
A scornful little smile curled Martin’s lip. So that 

was it! But the smile soon died away. One did not hit 
what was already down!

Thyme’s voice wailed through the silence. “I thought 
I could—but I want beautiful things. I can’t bear it all 
so grey and horrible. I’m not like that girl. I’m—an— 
amateur ! ”

“If I kissed her------ ” Martin thought.
She sank down again, burying her face in the dark 

beech-mat. The moonlight had passed on. Her voice 
came faint and stifled, as out of the tomb of faith. “I’m 
no good. I never shall be. I’m as bad as mother!”

But to Martin there was only the scent of her 
hair.

“No,” murmured Thyme’s voice, “I’m only fit for 
miserable Art. . . . I’m only fit for—nothing!”

They were so close together on the dark beech-mat 
that their bodies touched, and a longing to clasp her in 
his arms came over him.

“I’m a selfish beast!” moaned the smothered voice.
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“I don’t really care for all these people—I only care be
cause they’re ugly for me to see!”

Martin reached his hand out to her hair. If she had 
shrunk away he would have seized her, but as though 
by instinct she let it rest there. And at her sudden 
stillness, strange and touching, Martin’s quick passion 
left him. He slipped his arm round her and raised her 
up, as if she had been a child, and for a long time sat 
listening with a queer twisted smile to the moanings of 
her lost illusions.

The dawn found them still sitting there against the 
bole of the beech-tree. Her lips were parted; the tears 
had dried on her sleeping face, pillowed against his 
shoulder, while he still watched her sideways with the 
ghost of that twisted smile.

And beyond the grey water, like some tired wanton, 
the moon in an orange hood was stealing down to her 
rest between the trees.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
STEPHEN SIGNS CHEQUES.

When Cecilia received the mystic document contain
ing these words: “Am quite all right. Address, 598, 
Euston Road, three doors off Martin. Letter follows ex
plaining.—Thyme,” she had not even realised her little 
daughter’s departure. She went up to Thyme’s room at 
once, and opening all the drawers and cupboards, stared 
into them one by one. The many things she saw there 
allayed the first pangs of her disquiet.

“She has only taken one little trunk,” she thought, 
“and left all her evening frocks.”

Fraternity, 20
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This act of independence alarmed rather than sur
prised her, such had been her sense of the unrest in the 
domestic atmosphere during the last month. Since the 
evening when she had found Thyme in floods of tears 
because of the Hughs’ baby, her maternal eyes had not 
failed to notice something new in the child’s demeanour 
—a moodiness, an air almost of conspiracy, together with 
an emphatic increase of youthful sarcasm. Fearful of 
probing deep, she had sought no confidence, nor had she 
divulged her doubts to Stephen.

Amongst the blouses a sheet of blue ruled paper, 
which had evidently escaped from a note-book, caught her 
eye. Sentences were srawled on it in pencil. Cecilia 
read: “That poor little dead thing was so grey and 
pinched, and I seemed to realise all of a sudden how 
awful it is for them. I must—I must—I will do some
thing ! ”

Cecilia dropped the sheet of paper; her hand was 
trembling. There was no mystery in that departure now, 
and Stephen’s words came into her mind: “It’s all very 
well up to a certain point, and nobody sympathises 
with them more than I do; but after that it becomes 
destructive of all comfort, and that does no good to any
one.”

The sound sense of those words had made her feel 
queer when they were spoken; they were even more sen
sible than she had thought. Did her little daughter, so 
young and pretty, seriously mean to plunge into the 
rescue work of dismal slums, to cut herself adrift from 
sweet sounds and scents and colours, from music and art, 
from dancing, flowers, and all that made life beautiful? 
The secret forces of fastidiousness, an inborn dread of 
the fanatical, and all her real ignorance of what such a 
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life was like, rose in Cecilia with a force that made her 
feel quite sick. Better that she herself should do this 
thing than that her own child should be deprived of air 
and light and all the just environment of her youth and 
beauty. “She must come back—she must listen to me!” 
she thought. “We will begin together; we will start a 
nice little crèche of our own, or perhaps Mrs. Tallents 
Smallpeace could find us some regular work on one of 
her committees.”

Then suddenly she conceived a thought which made 
her blood run positively cold. What if it were a matter 
of heredity? What if Thyme had inherited her grand
father’s single-mindedness? Martin was giving proof of 
it. Things, she knew, often skipped a generation and 
then set in again. Surely, surely, it could not have done 
that! With longing, yet with dread, she waited for the 
sound of Stephen’s latchkey. It came at its appointed 
time.

Even in her agitation Cecilia did not forget to spare 
him, all she could. She began by giving him a kiss, 
and then said casually: “Thyme has got a whim into 
her head.”

“What whim?”
“It’s rather what you might expect,” faltered Cecilia, 

“from her going about so much with Martin.”
Stephen’s face assumed at once an air of dry derision; 

there was no love lost between him and his young nephew
in-law.

“The Sanitist?” he said; “ah! Well?”
“She has gone off to do work to some place in the 

Euston Road. I’ve had a telegram. Oh, and I found 
this, Stephen.”

She held out to him half-heartedly the two bits of 
20* 
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paper, one pinkish-brown, the other blue. Stephen saw 
that she was trembling. He took them from her, read 
them, and looked at her again. He had a real affection 
for his wife, and the tradition of consideration for other 
people’s feelings was bred in him, so that at this moment, 
so vitally disturbing, the first thing he did was to put his 
hand on her shoulder and give it a reassuring squeeze. 
But there was also in Stephen a certain primitive virility, 
pickled, it is true, at Cambridge, and in the Law Courts 
dried, but still preserving something of its possessive and 
assertive quality, and the second thing he did was to say, 
“No, I’m damned!”

In that little sentence lay the whole psychology of 
his attitude towards this situation and all the difference 
between two classes of the population. Mr. Purcey would 
undoubtedly have said: “ Well, I’m damned!” Stephen, 
by saying “No, I’m damned!” betrayed that before he 
could be damned he had been obliged to wrestle and 
contend with something, and Cecilia, who was always 
wrestling too, knew this something to be that queer new 
thing, a Social Conscience, the dim bogey stalking pale 
about the houses of those who, through the accidents of 
leisure or of culture, had once left the door open to the 
suspicion: Is it possible that there is a class of people 
besides my own, or am I dreaming? Happy the millions, 
poor or rich, not yet condemned to watch the wistful 
visiting or hear the husky mutter of that ghost, happy in 
their homes, blessed by a less disquieting god. Such 
were Cecilia’s inner feelings.

Even now she did not quite plumb the depths of 
Stephen’s; she felt his struggle with the ghost, she felt 
and admired his victory. What she did not, could not, 
perhaps, realise, was the precise nature of the outrage in
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flicted on him by Thyme’s action. With her—being a 
woman—the matter was more practical; she did not grasp, 
had never grasped, the architectural nature of Stephen’s 
mind—how really hurt he was by what did not seem to 
him in due and proper order.

He spoke: “Why on earth, if she felt like that, couldn’t 
she have gone to work in the ordinary way? She could 
have put herself in connection with some proper charitable 
society—I should never have objected to that. It’s all 
that young Sanitary idiot!”

“I believe,” Cecilia faltered, “that Martin’s is a society. 
It’s a kind of medical Socialism, or something of that sort. 
He has tremendous faith in it.”

Stephen’s lip curled.
“He may have as much faith as he likes,” he said, 

with the restraint that was one of his best qualities, “so 
long as he doesn’t infect my daughter with it.”

Cecilia said suddenly: “Oh! what are we to do, 
Stephen? Shall I go over there to-night?”

As one may see a shadow pass down on a cornfield, 
so came the cloud on Stephen’s face. It was as though 
he had not realised till then the full extent of what this 
meant. For a minute he was silent.

“Better wait for her letter,” he said at last. “He’s 
her cousin, after all, and Mrs. Grundy’s dead—in the 
Euston Road, at all events.”

So, trying to spare each other all they could of anxiety, 
and careful to abstain from any hint of trouble before the 
servants, they dined and went to bed.

At that hour between the night and morning, when 
man’s vitality is lowest, and the tremors of his, spirit, like 
birds of ill omen, fly round and round him, beating their 
long plumes against his cheeks, Stephen woke,
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It was very still. A bar of pearly-grey dawn showed 
between the filmy curtains, which stirred with a regular, 
faint movement, like the puffing of a sleeper’s lips. The 
tide of the wind, woven in Mr. Stone’s fancy of the souls 
of men, was at low ebb. Feebly it fanned the houses and 
hovels where the myriad forms of men lay sleeping, un
conscious of its breath; so faint life’s pulse, that men and 
shadows seemed for that brief moment mingled in the 
town’s sleep. Over the million varied roofs, over the 
hundred million little different shapes of men and things, 
the wind’s quiet, visiting wand had stilled all into the 
wonder state of nothingness, when life is passing into death, 
death into new life, and self is at its feeblest.

And Stephen’s self, feeling the magnetic currents of 
that ebb-tide drawing it down into murmurous slumber, 
out beyond the sand-bars of individuality and class, threw 
up its little hands and began to cry for help. The purple 
sea of self-forgetfulness, under the dim, impersonal sky, 
seemed to him so cold and terrible. It had no limit that 
he could see, no rules but such as hung too far away, 
written in the hieroglyphics of paling stars. He could 
feel no order in the lift and lap of the wan waters round 
his limbs. Where would those waters carry him? To 
what depth of still green silence? Was his own little 
daughter to go down into this sea that knew no creed but 
that of self-forgetfulness, that respected neither class nor 
person—this sea where a few wandering streaks seemed 
all the evidence of the precious differences between man
kind? God forbid it!

And, turning on his elbow, he looked at her who had 
given him this daughter. In the mystery of his wife’s 
sleeping face—the face of her most near and dear to him 
—he tried hard not to see a likeness to Mr. Stone. He 
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fell back somewhat comforted with the thought: “That old 
chap has his one idea—his Universal Brotherhood. He’s 
absolutely absorbed in it. I don’t see it in Cis’s face a 
bit. Quite the contrary.”

But suddenly a flash of clear, hard cynicism amount
ing to inspiration utterly disturbed him: The old chap, 
indeed, was so wrapped up in himself and his precious 
book as to be quite unconscious that anyone else was 
alive. Could one be everybody’s brother if one were 
blind to their existence? But this freak of Thyme’s was 
an actual try to be everybody’s sister. For that, he sup
posed, one must forget oneself. Why, it was really even 
a worse case than that of Mr. Stone! And to Stephen 
there was something awful in this thought.

The first small bird of morning, close to the open 
window, uttered a feeble chirrup. Into Stephen’s mind 
there leaped without reason recollection of the morning 
after his first term at school, when, awakened by the 
birds, he had started up and fished out from under his 
pillow his catapult and the box of shot he had brought 
home and taken to sleep with him. He seemed to see 
again those leaden shot with their bluish sheen, and to 
feel them, round, and soft, and heavy, rolling about his 
palm. He seemed to hear Hilary’s surprised voice saying: 
“Hallo, Stevie! you awake?”

No one had ever had a better brother than old Hilary. 
His only fault was that he had always been too kind. 
It was his kindness that had done for him, and made his 
married life a failure. He had never asserted himself 
enough with that woman, his wife. Stephen turned over 
on his other side. “All this confounded business,” he 
thought, “comes from over-sympathising. That’s what’s 
the matter with Thyme, too.” Long he lay thus, while 



312 FRATERNITY.

the light grew stronger, listening to Cecilia’s gentle 
breathing, disturbed to his very marrow by these thoughts.

The first post brought no letter from Thyme, and the 
announcement soon after, that Mr. Hilary had come to 
breakfast, was received by both Stephen and Cecilia with 
a welcome such as the anxious give to anything which 
shows promise of distracting them.

Stephen made haste down. Hilary, with a very grave 
and harassed face, was in the dining-room. It was he, 
however, who, after one look at Stephen, said:

“What’s the matter, Stevie?”
Stephen took up the Standard. In spite of his self

control, his hand shook a little.
“It’s a ridiculous business,” he said. “That precious 

young Sanitist has so worked his confounded theories into 
Thyme that she has gone off to the Euston Road to put 
them into practice, of all things!”

At the half-concerned amusement on Hilary’s face his 
quick and rather narrow eyes glinted.

“It’s not exactly for you to laugh, Hilary,” he said. 
“It’s all of a piece with your cursed sentimentality about 
those Hughs, and that girl. I knew it would end in a 
mess.”

Hilary answered this unjust and unexpected outburst 
by a look, and Stephen, with the strange feeling of in
feriority which would come to him in Hilary’s presence 
against his better judgment, lowered his own glance.

“My dear boy,” said Hilary, “if any bit of my character 
has crept into Thyme, I’m truly sorry.”

Stephen took his brother’s hand and gave it a good 
grip; and, Cecilia coming in, they all sat down.

Cecilia at once noted what Stephen in his preoccupa
tion had not—that Hilary had come to tell them some' 
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thing. But she did not like to ask him what it was, 
though she knew that in the presence of their trouble 
Hilary was too delicate to obtrude his own. She did not 
like, either, to talk of her trouble in the presence of his. 
They all talked, therefore, of indifferent things—what music 
they had heard, what plays they had seen—eating but 
little, and drinking tea. In the middle of a remark about 
the opera, Stephen, looking up, saw Martin himself stand
ing in the doorway. The young Sanitist looked pale, 
dusty, and dishevelled. He advanced towards Cecilia, 
and said with his usual cool determination:

“I’ve brought her back, Aunt Cis.”
At that moment, fraught with such relief, such pure 

joy, such desire to say a thousand things, Cecilia could 
only murmur: “Oh, Martin!”

Stephen, who had jumped up, asked: “Where is she?” 
“Gone to her room.
“Then perhaps,” said Stephen, regaining at once his 

dry composure, “you will give us some explanation of 
this folly.”

“She’s no use to us at present.”
“Indeed!”
“None.”
“Then,” said Stephen, “kindly understand that we 

have no use for you in future, or any of your sort.”
Martin looked round the table, resting his eyes on 

each in turn.
“You’re right,” he said. “Good-bye!”
Hilary and Cecilia had risen, too. There was silence. 

Stephen crossed to the door.
“You seem to me,” he said suddenly, in his driest 

voice, “with your new manners and ideas, quite a per
nicious youth,”
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Cecilia stretched her hands out towards Martin, and 
there was a faint tinkling, as of chains.

“You must know, dear,” she said, “how anxious we’ve 
all been. Of course, your uncle doesn’t mean that.”

The same scornful tenderness with which he was wont 
to look at Thyme passed into Martin’s face.

“All right, Aunt Cis,” he said; “if Stephen doesn’t 
mean it, he ought to. To mean things is what matters.” 
He stooped and kissed her forehead. “ Give that to Thyme 
for me,” he said. “I sha’n’t see her for a bit.”

“You’ll never see her, sir,” said Stephen dryly, “if I 
can help it! The liquor of your Sanitism is too bright 
and effervescent.”

Martin’s smile broadened. “For old bottles,” he said, 
and with another slow look round went out.

Stephen’s mouth assumed its driest twist. “Bump
tious young devil!” he said. “If that is the new young 
man, defend us!”

Over the cool dining-room, with its faint scent of pinks, 
of melon, and of ham, came silence. Suddenly Cecilia 
glided from the room. Her light footsteps were heard 
hurrying, now that she was not visible, up to Thyme.

Hilary, too, had moved towards the door. In spite 
of his preoccupation, Stephen could not help noticing how 
very worn his brother looked.

“You look quite seedy, old boy,” he said. “Will you 
have some brandy?”

Hilary shook his head.
“Now that you’ve got Thyme back,” he said, “I’d 

better let you know my news. I’m going abroad to-morrow. 
I don’t know whether I shall come back again to live 
with B.”

Stephen gave a low whistle; then, pressing Hilary’s
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arm, he said: “Anything you decide, old man, I’ll always 
back you in, but------ ”

“I’m going alone.”
In his relief Stephen violated the laws of reticence.
“Thank Heaven for that! I was afraid you were 

beginning to lose your head about that girl.”
“I’m not quite fool enough,” said Hilary, “to imagine 

that such a liaison would be anything but misery in the 
long-run. If I took the child I should have to stick to 
her; but I’m not proud of leaving her in the lurch, Stevie.”

The tone of his voice was so bitter that Stephen 
seized his hand.

“My dear old man, you’re too kind. Why, she’s no 
hold on you—not the smallest in the world!”

“Except the hold of this devotion I’ve roused in her, 
God knows how, and her destitution.”

“You let these people haunt you,” said Stephen. “It’s 
quite a mistake—it really is.”

“I had forgotten to mention that I am not an ice
berg,” muttered Hilary.

Stephen looked into his face without speaking, then 
with the utmost earnestness he said:

“However much you may be attracted, it’s simply un
thinkable for a man like you to go outside his class.”

“Class! Yes!” muttered Hilary: “Good-bye!” And 
with a long grip of his brother’s hand he went away.

Stephen turned to the window. For all the care and 
contrivance bestowed on the view, far away to the left 
the back courts of an alley could be seen; and as though 
some gadfly had planted in him its small poisonous sting, 
he moved back from the sight at once.

“Confusion!” he thought. “Are we never to get rid 
of these infernal people?”
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His eyes lighted on the melon. A single slice lay by 
itself on a blue-green dish. Leaning over a plate, with 
a desperation quite unlike himself, he took an enormous 
bite. Again and again he bit the slice, then almost threw 
it from him, and dipped his fingers in a bowl.

“Thank God!” he thought, “that’s over! What an 
escape!”

Whether he meant Hilary’s escape or Thyme’s was 
doubtful, but there came on him a longing to rush up to 
his little daughter’s room, and hug her. He suppressed 
it, and sat down at the bureau; he was suddenly ex
periencing a sensation such as he had sometimes felt on 
a perfect day, or after physical danger, of too much 
benefit, of something that he would like to return thanks 
for, yet knew not how. His hand stole to the inner 
pocket of his black coat. It stole out again; there was a 
cheque-book in it. Before his mind’s eye, starting up 
one after the other, he saw the names of the societies he 
supported, or meant sometime, if he could afford it, to 
support. He reached his hand out for a pen. The still, 
small noise of the nib travelling across the cheques mingled 
with the buzzing of a single fly.

These sounds Cecilia heard, when, from the open 
door, she saw the thin back of her husband’s neck, with 
its softly graduated hair, bent forward above the bureau. 
She stole over to him, and pressed herself against his 
arm.

Stephen, staying the progress of his pen, looked up 
at her. Their eyes met, and, bending down, Cecilia put 
her cheek to his.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE FLOWERING OF THE ALOE.

This same day, returning through Kensington Gardens, 
from his preparations for departure, Hilary came suddenly 
on Bianca standing by the shores of the Round Pond.

To the eyes of the frequenters of these Elysian fields, 
where so many men and shadows daily steal recreation, 
to the eyes of all drinking in those green gardens their 
honeyed draught of peace, this husband and wife ap
peared merely a distinguished-looking couple, animated 
by a leisured harmony. For the time was not yet when 
men were one, and could tell by instinct what was passing 
in each other’s hearts.

In truth, there were not too many people in London 
who, in their situation, would have behaved with such 
seemliness—not too many so civilised as they!

Estranged, and soon to part, they retained the manner 
of accord up to the last. Not for them the matrimonial 
brawl, the solemn accusation and recrimination, the 
pathetic protestations of proprietary rights. For them no 
sacred view that at all costs they must make each other 
miserable—not even the belief that they had the right to 
do so. No, there was no relief for their sore hearts. 
They walked side by side, treating each other’s feelings 
with respect, as if there had been no terrible heart-burn
ings throughout the eighteen years in which they had first 
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loved, then, through mysterious disharmony, drifted apart; 
as if there were now between them no question of this girl.

Presently Hilary said:
“I’ve been into town and made my preparations; Pm 

starting to-morrow for the mountains. There will be no 
necessity for you to leave your father.”

“Are you taking her?”
It was beautifully uttered, without a trace of bias or 

curiosity, with an unforced accent, neither indifferent nor 
too interested—no one could have told whether it was 
meant for generosity or malice. Hilary took it for the 
former.

“Thank you,” he said; “that comedy is finished.”
Close to the edge of the Round Pond a swan-like 

cutter was putting out to sea; in the wake of this fair 
creature a tiny scooped-out bit of wood, with three 
feathers for masts, bobbed and trembled; and the two 
small ragged boys who owned that little galley were 
stretching bits of branch out towards her over the bright 
waters.

Bianca looked, without seeing, at this proof of man’s 
pride in his own property. A thin gold chain hung round 
her neck; suddenly she thrust it into the bosom of her 
dress. It had broken into two, between her fingers.

They reached home without another word.
At the door of Hilary’s study sat Miranda. The little 

person answered his caress by a shiver of her sleek skin, 
then curled herself down again on the spot she had 
already warmed.

“Aren’t you coming in with me?” he said.
Miranda did not move.
The reason for her refusal was apparent when Hilary 

had entered. Close to the long bookcase, behind the
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bust of Socrates, stood the little model. Very still, as 
if fearing to betray itself by sound or movement, was her 
figure in its blue-green frock, and a brimless toque of 
brown straw, with two purplish roses squashed together 
into a band of darker velvet. Beside those roses a tiny 
peacock’s feather had been slipped in—unholy little visitor, 
slanting backward, trying, as it were, to draw all eyes, 
yet to escape notice. And, wedged between the grim 
white bust and the dark bookcase, the girl herself was 
like some unlawful spirit which had slid in there, and 
stood trembling and vibrating, ready to be shuttered out.

Before this apparition Hilary recoiled towards the 
door, hesitated, and returned.

“You should not have come here,” he muttered, “after 
what we said to you yesterday.”

The little model answered quickly: “But I’ve seen 
Hughs, Mr. Dallison. He’s found out where I live. Oh, 
he does look dreadful; he frightens me. I can’t ever stay 
there now.”

She had come a little out of her hiding-place, and 
stood fidgeting her hands and looking down.

“She’s not speaking the truth,” thought Hilary.
The little model gave him a furtive glance. “I did 

see him,” she said. “I must go right away now; it 
wouldn’t be safe, would it?” Again she gave him that 
swift look.

Hilary thought suddenly: “She is using my own 
weapon against me. If she has seen the man, he didn’t 
frighten her. It serves me right!” With a dry laugh, he 
turned his back.

There was a rustling round. The little model had 
moved out of her retreat, and stood between him and the 
door. At this stealthy action, Hilary felt once more thę 
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tremor which had come over him when he sat beside her 
in the Broad Walk after the baby’s funeral. Outside in 
the garden a pigeon was pouring forth a continuous love
song; Hilary heard nothing of it, conscious only of the 
figure of the girl behind him—that young figure which 
had twined itself about his senses.

“Well, what is it you want?” he said at last.
The little model answered by another question. “Are 

you really going away, Mr. Dallison?”
“I am.”
She raised her hands to the level of her breast, as 

though she meant to clasp them together; without doing 
so, however, she dropped them to her sides. They were 
cased in very worn suède gloves, and in this dire moment 
of embarrassment Hilary’s eyes fastened themselves on 
those slim hands moving against her skirt.

The little model tried at once to slip them away be
hind her. Suddenly she said in her matter-of-fact voice: 
“I only wanted to ask—Can’t I come too?”

At this question, whose simplicity might have made 
an angel smile, Hilary experienced a sensation as if his 
bones had been turned to water. It was strange— 
delicious—as though he had been suddenly offered all 
that he wanted of her, without all those things that he 
did not want. He stood regarding her silently. Her 
cheeks and neck were red; there was a red tinge, too, in 
her eyelids, deepening the “chicory-fio wer” colour of her 
eyes. She began to speak, repeating a lesson evidently 
learned by heart.

“I wouldn’t be in your way. I wouldn’t cost much. 
I could do everything you wanted. I could learn type
writing. I needn’t live too near, or that, if you didn’t 
want me, because of people talking; I’m used to being 
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alone. Oh, Mr. Dallison, I could do everything for you. 
I wouldn’t mind anything, and I’m not like some girls; I 
do know what I’m talking about.”

“Do you?”
The little model put her hands up, and, covering her 

face, said:
“If you’d try and see!”
Hilary’s sensuous feeling almost vanished; a lump rose 

in his throat instead.
“My child,” he said, “you are too generous!”
The little model seemed to know instinctively that by 

touching his spirit she had lost ground. Uncovering her 
face, she spoke breathlessly, growing very pale:

“Oh no, I’m not. I want to be let come; I don’t 
want to stay here. I know I’ll get into mischief if you 
don’t take me—oh, I know I will!”

“If I were to let you come with me,” said Hilary, 
“what then? What sort of companion should I be to you, 
or you to me? You know very well. Only one sort. It’s no 
use pretending, child, that we’ve any interests in common.”

The little model came closer.
“I know what I am,” she said, “and I don’t want to 

be anything else. I can do what you tell me to, and I 
sha’n’t ever complain. I’m not worth any more!”

“You’re worth more,” muttered Hilary, “than I can 
ever give you, and I’m worth more than you can ever 
give me.”

The little model tried to answer, but her words would 
not pass her throat; she threw her head back trying to 
free them, and stood, swaying. Seeing her like this be
fore him, white as a sheet, with her eyes closed and her 
lips parted, as though about to faint, Hilary seized her 
by the shoulders. At the touch of those soft shoulders,

Fraternity. 2 I 
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his face became suffused with blood, his lips trembled. 
Suddenly her eyes opened ever so little between their lids, 
and looked at him. And the perception that she was 
not really going to faint, that it was a little desperate 
wile of this child Dalilah, made him wrench away his 
hands. The moment she felt that grasp relax she sank 
down and clasped his knees, pressing them to her bosom 
so that he could not stir. Closer and closer she pressed 
them to her, till it seemed as though she must be bruis
ing her flesh. Her breath came in sobs; her eyes were 
closed; her lips quivered upwards. In the clutch of her 
clinging body there seemed suddenly the whole of woman’s 
power of self-abandonment. It was just that, which, at this 
moment, so horribly painful to him, prevented Hilary from 
seizing her in his arms—just that queer seeming self- 
effacement, as though she were lost to knowledge of what 
she did. It seemed too brutal, too like taking advantage 
of a child.

From calm is born the wind, the ripple from the still 
pool, self out of nothingness—so all passes imperceptibly, 
no man knows how. The little model’s moment of self- 
oblivion passed, and into her wet eyes her plain, twisting 
spirit suddenly writhed up again, for all the world as if 
she had said: “I won’t let you go; I’ll keep you—I’ll 
keep you.”

Hilary broke away from her, and she fell forward on 
her face.

“Get up, child,” he said—“get up; for God’s sake, 
don’t lie there!”

She rose obediently, choking down her sobs, mopping 
her face with a small, dirty handkerchief. Suddenly, 
taking a step towards him, she clenched both her hands 
and struck them downwards.
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“I’ll go to the bad,” she said—“I will—if you don’t 
take me!” And, her breast heaving, her hair all loose, 
she stared straight into his face with her red-rimmed eyes. 
Hilary turned suddenly, took a book up from the writing
table, and opened it. His face was again suffused with 
blood; his hands and lips trembled; his eyes had a queer 
fixed stare.

“Not now, not now,” he muttered; “go away now. 
I’ll come to you to-morrow.”

The little model gave him the look a dog gives you 
when it asks if you are deceiving him. She made a 
sign on her breast, as a Catholic might make the sign 
of his religion, drawing her fingers together, and clutch
ing at herself with them, then passed her little dirty 
handkerchief once more over her eyes, and, turning round, 
went out.

Hilary remained standing where he was, reading the 
open book without apprehending what it was.

There was a wistful sound, as of breath escaping 
hurriedly. Mr. Stone was standing in the open doorway.

“She has been here,” he said. “I saw her go away.” 
Hilary dropped the book; his nerves were utterly un

strung. Then, pointing to a chair, he said: “Won’t you 
sit down, sir?”

Mr. Stone came close up to his son-in-law.
“Is she in trouble?”
“Yes,” murmured Hilary.
“She is too young to be in trouble. Did you tell her 

that?”
Hilary shook his head.
“Has the man hurt her?”
Again Hilary shook his head.
“What is her trouble, then?” said Mr. Stone.

21 *
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The closeness of this catechism, the intent stare of 
the old man’s eyes, were more than Hilary could bear. 
He turned away.

“You ask me something that I cannot answer.”
“Why?”
“It is a private matter.”
With the blood still beating in his temples, his lips 

still quivering, and the feeling of the girl’s clasp round 
his knees, he almost hated this old man who stood there 
putting such blind questions.

Then suddenly in Mr. Stone’s eyes he saw a startling 
change, as in the face of a man who regains conscious
ness after days of vacancy. His whole countenance had 
become alive with a sort of jealous understanding. The 
warmth which the little model brought to his old spirit 
had licked up the fog of his Idea, and made him see 
what was going on before his eyes.

At that look Hilary braced himself against the 
wall.

A flush spread slowly over Mr. Stone’s face. He spoke 
with rare hesitation. In this sudden coming back to the 
world of men and things he seemed astray.

“I am not going,” he stammered, “to ask you any 
more. I could not pry into a private matter. That 
would not be---- ” His voice failed; he looked down.

Hilary bowed, touched to the quick by the return to 
life of this old man, so long lost to facts, and by the 
delicacy in that old face.

“I will not intrude further on your trouble,” said Mr. 
Stone, “whatever it may be. I am sorry that you are 
unhappy, too.”

Very slowly, and without again looking up at his son- 
in-law, he went out.
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Hilary remained standing where he had been left 
against the wall.

CHAPTER ХХХѴШ.
THE HOME-COMING OF HUGHS.

Hilary had evidently been right in thinking the little 
model was not speaking the truth when she said she had 
seen Hughs, for it was not until early on the following 
morning that three persons traversed the long winding 
road leading from Wormwood Scrubs to Kensington. 
They preserved silence, not because there was nothing in 
their hearts to be expressed, but because there was too 
much; and they walked in the giraffe-like formation 
peculiar to the lower classes — Hughs in front; Mrs. 
Hughs to the left, a foot or two behind; and a yard be
hind her, to the left again, her son Stanley. They made 
no sign of noticing anyone in the road besides themselves, 
and no one in the road gave sign of noticing that they 
were there; but in their three minds, so differently 
fashioned, a verb was dumbly, and with varying emotion, 
being conjugated:

“I’ve been in prison.” 
“You’ve been in prison.” 
“He’s been in prison.”

Beneath the seeming acquiescence of a man subject 
to domination from his birth up, those four words covered 
in Hughs such a whirlpool of surging sensation, such 
ferocity of bitterness, and madness, and defiance, that no 
outpouring could have appreciably relieved its course. 
The same four words summed up in Mrs. Hughs so 
strange a mingling of fear, commiseration, loyalty, shame, 
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and trembling curiosity at the new factor which had come 
into the life of all this little family walking giraffe-like 
back to Kensington that to have gone beyond them 
would have been like plunging into a wintry river. To 
their son the four words were as a legend of romance, 
conjuring up no definite image, lighting merely the glow 
of wonder.

“Don’t lag, Stanley. Keep up with your father.”
The little boy took three steps at an increased pace, 

then fell behind again. His black eyes seemed to answer: 
“You say that because you don’t know what else to say.” 
And without alteration in their giraffe-like formation, but 
again in silence, the three proceeded.

In the heart of the seamstress doubt and fear were 
being slowly knit into dread of the first sound to pass 
her husband’s lips. What would he ask? How should 
she answer? Would he talk wild, or would he talk 
sensible? Would he have forgotten that young girl, or 
had he nursed and nourished his wicked fancy in the 
house of grief and silence? Would he ask where the 
baby was? Would he speak a kind word to her? But 
alongside her dread there was fluttering within her the 
undying resolution not to “let him go from her, if it 
were ever so, to that young girl.”

“Don’t lag, Stanley!”
At the reiteration of those words Hughs spoke.
“Let the boy alone! You’ll be nagging at the baby 

next!”
Hoarse and grating, like sounds issuing from a damp 

vault, was this first speech.
The seamstress’s eyes brimmed over.
“I won’t get the chance,” she stammered out. “He’s 

gone !”
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Hughs’ teeth gleamed like those of a dog at bay.
“Who’s taken him? You let me know the name.”
Tears rolled down the seamstress’s cheeks; she could 

not answer. Her little son’s thin voice rose instead:
“Baby’s dead. We buried him in the ground. I saw 

it. Mr. Creed came in the cab with me.”
White flecks appeared suddenly at the comers of 

Hughs’ lips. He wiped the back of his hand across his 
mouth, and once more, giraffe-like, the little family 
marched on. . . .

“Westminister,” in his threadbare summer jacket— 
for the day was warm—had been standing for some little 
time in Mrs. Budgen’s doorway on the ground floor at 
Hound Street. Knowing that Hughs was to be released 
that morning early, he had, with the circumspection and 
foresight of his character, reasoned thus: “I sha’n’t lie 
easy in my bed, I sha’n’t hev no peace until I know that 
low feller’s not a-goin’ to misdemean himself with me. 
It’s no good to go a-puttin’ of it off. I don’t want him 
cornin’ to my room attackin’ of old men. I’ll be previous 
with him in the passage. The lame woman ’ll let me. I 
sha’n’t trouble her. She’ll be palliable between me and 
him, in case he goes for to attack me. I ain’t afraid 
of him.”

But, as the minutes of waiting went by, his old tongue, 
like that of a dog expecting chastisement, appeared ever 
more frequently to moisten his twisted, discoloured lips. 
“This comes of mixin’ up with soldiers,” he thought, 
“and a low-class o’ man like that. I ought to ha’ changed 
my lodgin’s. He’ll be askin’ me where that young girl is, 
I shouldn’t wonder, an’ him lost his character and his 
job, and everything, and all because o’ women!”

He watched the broad-faced woman, Mrs. Budgen, in 
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whose grey eyes the fighting light so fortunately never 
died, painfully doing out her rooms, and propping herself 
against the chest of drawers whereon clustered china cups 
and dogs as thick as toadstools on a bank.

“I’ve told my Charlie,” she said, “to keep clear of 
Hughs a bit. They comes out as prickly as hedgehogs. 
Pick a quarrel as soon as look at you, they will.”

“Oh dear,” thought Creed, “she’s full o’ cold com
fort.” But, careful of his dignity, he answered: “Pm a- 
waitin’ here to engage the situation. You don’t think he’ll 
attack of me with definition at this time in the mornin’?”

The lame woman shrugged her shoulders. “He’ll have 
had a drop of something,” she said, “before he comes 
home. They gets a cold feelin’ in the stomach in them 
places, poor creatures!”

The old butler’s heart quavered up into his mouth. 
He lifted his shaking hand, and put it to his lips, as 
though to readjust himself.

“Oh yes,” he said; “I ought to ha’ given notice, and 
took my things away; but there, poor woman, it seemed 
a-hittin’ of her when she was down. And I don’t want 
to make no move. I ain’t got no one else that’s in
terested in me. This woman’s very good about mendin’ 
of my clothes. Oh dear, yes; she don’t grudge a little 
thing like that!”

The lame woman hobbled from her post of rest, and 
began to make the bed with the frown that always ac
companied a task which strained the contracted muscles 
of her leg. “If you don’t help your neighbour, your 
neighbour don’t help you,” she said sententiously.

Creed fixed his iron-rimmed gaze on her in silence. 
He was considering perhaps how he stood with regard to 
Hughs in the light of that remark.
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“I attended of his baby’s funeral,” he said. “Oh 
dear, he’s here a’ready!”

The family of Hughs, indeed, stood in the doorway. 
The spiritual process by which “Westminister” had gone 
through life was displayed completely in the next few 
seconds. “It’s so important for me to keep alive and 
well,” his eyes seemed saying. “I know the class of man 
you are, but now you’re here it’s not a bit 0’ use my 
bein’ frightened. I’m bound to get up-sides with you. 
Ho! yes; keep yourself to yourself, and don’t you let me 
hev any 0’ your nonsense, ’cause I won’t stand it. Oh 
dear, no!”

Beads of perspiration stood thick on his patchily 
coloured forehead; with lips stiffening, and intently staring 
eyes, he waited for what the released prisoner would say.

Hughs, whose face had blanched in the prison to a 
sallow grey-white hue, and whose black eyes seemed to 
have sunk back into his head, slowly looked the old 
man up and down. At last he took his cap off, showing 
his cropped hair.

“You got me that, daddy,” he said, “but I don’t bear 
you malice. Come up and have a cup 0’ tea with us.”

And, turning on his heel, he began to mount the stairs, 
followed by his wife and child. Breathing hard, the old 
butler mounted too.

In the room on the second floor, where the baby no 
longer lived, a haddock on the table was endeavouring to 
be fresh; round it were slices of bread on plates, a piece 
of butter in a pie-dish, a tea-pot, brown sugar in a basin, 
and, side by side, a little jug of cold blue milk and a 
half-empty bottle of red vinegar. Close to one plate a 
bunch of stocks and gillyflowers reposed on the dirty table
cloth, as though dropped and forgotten by the God of 
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Love. Their faint perfume stole through the other odours. 
The old butler fixed his eyes on it.

“The poor woman bought that,” he thought, “hopin’ 
for to remind him of old days. She had them flowers on 
her weddin’-day, I shouldn’t wonder!” This poetical con
ception surprising him, he turned towards the little boy, 
and said: “This’ll be a memorial to you, as you gets older.” 
And without another word all sat down.

They ate in silence, and the old butler thought: 
“That ’addick ain’t what it was; but a beautiful cup o’ 
tea. He don’t eat nothing; he’s more ameniable to reason 
than I expected. There’s no one won’t be too pleased to 
see him now!”

His eyes, travelling to the spot from which the bayonet 
had been removed, rested on the print of the Nativity. 
“‘Suffer little children to come unto Me,’” he thought, 
“ ‘ and forbid them not.’ He’ll be glad to hear there was 
two carriages followed him home.”

And, taking his time, he cleared his throat in pre
paration for speech. But before the singular muteness of 
this family sounds would not come. Finishing his tea, he 
tremblingly arose. Things that he might have said jostled 
in his mind. “Very pleased to ’a seen you. Hope you’re 
in good health at the present time of speaking. Don’t 
let me intrude on you. We’ve all а-got to die some time 
or other!” They remained unuttered. Making a vague 
movement of his skinny hand, he walked feebly but quickly 
to the door. When he stood but half-way within the 
room, he made his final effort.

“I’m not a-goin’ to say nothing,” he said;—“that’d 
be superlative! I wish you a good-morning.”

Outside he waited a second, then grasped the banister.
“For all he sets so quiet, they’ve done him no good 
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in that place,” he thought. “Them eyes of his!” And 
slowly he descended, full of a sort of very deep surprise. 
“I misjudged of him,” he was thinking; “he never was 
nothing but a ’armless human being. We all has our 
predijuices—I misjudged of him. They’ve broke his ’eart 
between ’em—that they have.”

The silence in the room continued after his departure. 
But when the little boy had gone to school, Hughs rose 
and lay down on the bed. He rested there, unmoving, 
with his face towards the wall, his arms clasped round 
his head to comfort it. The seamstress, stealing about 
her avocations, paused now and then to look at him. If 
he had raged at her, if he had raged at everything, it 
would not have been so terrifying as this utter silence, 
which passed her comprehension—this silence as of a 
man flung by the sea against a rock, and pinned there 
with the life crushed out of him. All her inarticulate 
longing, now that her baby was gone, to be close to 
something in her grey life, to pass the unfranchisable 
barrier dividing her from the world, seemed to well up, 
to flow against this wall of silence and recoil.

Twice or three times she addressed him timidly by 
name, or made some trivial remark. He did not answ’er, 
as though in very truth he had been the shadow of a man 
lying there. And the injustice of this silence seemed to 
her so terrible. Was she not his wife? Had she not 
borne him five, and toiled to keep him from that girl? 
Was it her fault if she had made his life a hell with her 
jealousy, as he had cried out that morning before he 
went for her, and was “put away?” He was her “man.” 
It had been her right—nay, more, her duty!

And still he lay there silent. From the narrow street 
where no traffic passed, the cries of a coster and distant 
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whistlings mounted through the unwholesome air. Some 
sparrows in the eave were chirruping incessantly. The 
little sandy house-cat had stolen in, and, crouched against 
the door-post, was fastening her eyes on the plate which 
held the remnants of the fish. The seamstress bowed her 
forehead to the flowers on the table; unable any longer to 
bear the mystery of this silence, she wept. But the dark 
figure on the bed only pressed his arms closer round his 
head, as though there were within him a living death 
passing the speech of men.

The little sandy cat, creeping across the floor, fixed 
its claws in the backbone of the fish, and drew it beneath 
the bed.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE DUEL.

Bianca did not see her husband after their return 
together from the Round Pond. She dined out that 
evening, and in the morning avoided any interview. When 
Hilary’s luggage was brought down and the cab sum
moned, she slipped up to take shelter in her room. 
Presently the sound of his footsteps coming along the 
passage stopped outside her door. He tapped. She did 
not answer.

Good-bye would be a mockery ! Let him go with the 
words unsaid! And as though the thought had found its 
way through the closed door, she heard his footsteps 
recede again. She saw him presently go out to the cab 
with his head bent down, saw him stoop and pat Miranda. 
Hot tears sprang into her eyes. She heard the cab
wheels roll away.
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The heart is like the face of an Eastern woman— 
warm and glowing, behind swathe on swathe of fabric. 
At each fresh touch from the fingers of Life, some new 
corner, some hidden curve or angle, comes into view, to 
be seen last of all—perhaps never to be seen—by the 
one who owns them.

When the cab had driven away there came into 
Bianca’s heart a sense of the irreparable, and, mys
teriously entwined with that arid ache, a sort of bitter 
pity. What would happen to this wretched girl now that 
he was gone? Would she go completely to the bad—till 
she became one of those poor creatures like the figure in 
“The Shadow,” who stood beneath lamp-posts in the 
streets? Out of this speculation, which was bitter as the 
taste of aloes, there came to her a craving for some 
palliative, some sweetness, some expression of that in
stinct of fellow-feeling deep in each human breast, how
ever disharmonie. But even with that craving was mingled 
the itch to justify herself, and prove that she could rise 
above jealousy.

She made her way to the little model’s lodging.
A child admitted her into the bleak passage that 

served for hall. The strange medley of emotions passing 
through Bianca’s breast while she stood outside the girl’s 
door did not show in her face, which wore its customary 
restrained, half-mocking look.

The little model’s voice faintly said: “Come in.”
The room was in disorder, as though soon to be de

serted. A closed and corded trunk stood in the centre 
of the floor; the bed, stripped of clothing, lay disclosed 
in all the barrenness of discoloured ticking. The china 
utensils of the wash-stand were turned head downwards. 
Beside that wash-stand the little model, with her hat on— 
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the hat with the purplish-pink roses and the little pea
cock’s feather—stood in the struck, shrinking attitude of 
one who, coming forward in the expectation of a kiss, has 
received a blow.

“You are leaving here, then?” Bianca said quietly.
“Yes,” the girl murmured.
“Don’t you like this part? Is it too far from your 

work?”
Again the little model whispered: “Yes.”
Bianca’s eye travelled slowly over the blue beflowered 

walls and rust-red doors; through the dusty closeness of 
this dismantled room a rank scent of musk and violets 
rose, as though a cheap essence had been scattered as 
libation. A small empty scent-bottle stood on the shabby 
looking-glass.

“Have you found new lodgings?”
The little model edged closer to the window. A stealthy 

watchfulness was creeping into her shrinking, dazed face.
She shook her head.
“I don’t know where I’m going.”
Obeying a sudden impulse to see more clearly, Bianca 

lifted her veil. “I came to tell you,” she said, “that I 
shall always be ready to help you.”

The girl did not answer, but suddenly through her 
black lashes she stole a look upward at her visitor. “ Can 
you,” it seemed to say, “you—help me? Oh no; I think 
not!” And as though she had been stung by that glance, 
Bianca said with deadly slowness:

“It is my business, of course, entirely, now that Mr. 
Dallison has gone abroad.”

The little model received this saying with a quivering 
jerk. It might have been an arrow transfixing her white 
throat. For a moment she seemed almost about to fall, 
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but, gripping the window-sill, held herself erect. Her 
eyes, like an animal’s in pain, darted here, there, every
where, then rested on her visitor’s breast, quite motionless. 
This stare, which seemed to see nothing, but to be doing, 
as it were, some mortal calculation, was uncanny. Colour 
came gradually back into her lips and eyes and cheeks; 
she seemed to have succeeded in her calculation, to be 
reviving from that stab.

And suddenly Bianca understood. This was the mean
ing of the packed trunk, the dismantled room. He was 
going to take her, after all!

In the turmoil of this discovery two words alone 
escaped her:

“I see!”
They were enough. The girl’s face at once lost all 

trace of its look of mortal calculation, brightened, became 
guilty, and from guilty sullen.

The antagonism of all the long past months was now 
declared between these two—Bianca’s pride could no 
longer conceal, the girl’s submissiveness no longer obscure 
it. They stood like duellists, one on each side of the 
trunk—that common, brown-japanned, tin trunk, corded 
with rope. Bianca looked at it.

“You,” she said, “and he? Ha, ha; ha, ha! Ha, 
ha, ha!”

Against that cruel laughter—more poignant than a 
hundred homilies on caste, a thousand scornful words— 
the little model literally could not stand; she sat down in 
the low chair where she had evidently been sitting to 
watch the street. But as a taste of blood will infuriate a 
hound, so her own laughter seemed to bereave Bianca of 
all restraint.

“What do you imagine he’s taking you for, girl? Only 
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out of pity! It’s not exactly the emotion to live on in 
exile. In exile—but that you do not understand!”

The little model staggered to her feet again. Her face 
had grown painfully red.

“He wants me!” she said.
“Wants you? As he wants his dinner. And when he’s 

eaten it—what then? No, of course he’ll never abandon 
you; his conscience is too tender. But you’ll be round 
his neck—like this!” Bianca raised her arms, looped, 
and dragged them slowly down, as a mermaid’s arms 
drag at a drowning sailor.

The little model stammered: “I’ll do what he tells 
me! I’ll do what he tells me!”

Bianca stood silent, looking at the girl, whose heaving 
breast and little peacock’s feather, whose small round 
hands twisting in front of her, and scent about her clothes, 
all seemed an offence.

“And do you suppose that he’ll tell you what he wants? 
Do you imagine he’ll have the necessary brutality to get 
rid of you? He’ll think himself bound to keep you till 
you leave him, as I suppose you will some day!”

The girl dropped her hands. “I’ll never leave him— 
never!” she cried out passionately.

“Then Heaven help him!” said Bianca.
The little model’s eyes seemed to lose all pupil, like 

two chicory flowers that have no dark centres. Through 
them, all that she was feeling struggled to find an outlet; 
but, too deep for words, those things would not pass her 
lips, utterly unused to express emotion. She could only 
stammer:

“I’m not—I’m not—I will------ ” and press her hands
again to her breast.

Bianca’s lip curled.
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“I see; you imagine yourself capable of sacrifice. Well, 
you have your chance. Take it!” She pointed to the 
corded trunk. “Now’s your time; you have only to dis
appear!”

The little model shrank back against the window-sill. 
“He wants me!” she muttered. “I know he wants me.”

Bianca bit her lips till the blood came.
“Your idea of sacrifice,” she said, “is perfect! If you 

went now, in a month’s time he’d never think of you 
again.”

The girl gulped. There was something so pitiful in 
the movements of her hands that Bianca turned away. 
She stood for several seconds staring at the door, then, 
turning round again, said:

“Well?”
But the girl’s whole face had changed. All tear-stained, 

indeed, she had already masked it with a sort of im
movable stolidity.

Bianca went swiftly up to the trunk.
“You shall!” she said. “Take that thing and go!” 
The little model did not move.
“So you won’t?”
The girl trembled violently all over. She moistened 

her lips, tried to speak, failed, again moistened them, and 
this time murmured: “I’ll only—I’ll only—if he tells me!”

“So you still imagine he will tell you!”
The little model merely repeated: “I won’t—I won’t 

do anything without he tells me!”
Bianca laughed. “Why, it’s like a dog!” she said.
But the girl had turned abruptly to the window. Her 

lips were parted. She was shrinking, fluttering, trembling 
at what she saw. She was indeed like a spaniel dog 
who sees her master coming. Bianca had no need of

Fraternity. 2 2 
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being told that Hilary was outside. She went into the 
passage and opened the front-door.

He was coming up the steps, his face worn like that 
of a man in fever, and at the sight of his wife he stood 
quite still, looking into her face.

Without the quiver of an eyelid, without the faintest 
trace of emotion, or the slightest sign that she knew him 
to be there, Bianca passed and slowly walked away.

CHAPTER XL.
FINISH OF THE COMEDY.

Those who may have seen Hilary driving towards the 
little model’s lodgings saw one who, by a fixed red spot 
in either cheek, and the over-compression of his quiver
ing lips, betrayed the presence of that animality which 
underlies even the most cultivated men.

After eighteen hours of the purgatory of indecision, 
he had not so much decided to pay that promised visit 
on which hung the future of two lives, as allowed himself 
to be borne towards the girl.

There was no one in the passage to see him after he 
had passed Bianca in the doorway, but it was with a 
face darkened by the peculiar stabbing look of wounded 
egoism that he entered the little model’s room.

The sight of it coming so closely on the struggle she 
had just been through was too much for the girl’s self
control.

Instead of going up to him, she sat down on the 
corded trunk and began to sob. It was the sobbing of 
a child whose school-treat has been cancelled, of a girl 
whose ball-dress has not come home in time. It only 
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irritated Hilary, whose nerves had already borne all they 
could bear. He stood literally trembling, as though each 
one of these common little sobs were a blow falling on 
the drumskin of his spirit; and through every fibre he 
took in the features of the dusty, scent-besprinkled room 
—the brown tin trunk, the dismantled bed, the rust-red 
doors.

And he realised that she had burned her boats to make 
it impossible for a man of sensibility to disappoint her!

The little model raised her face and looked at him. 
What she saw must have been less reassuring even than 
the first sight had been, for it stopped her sobbing. She 
rose and turned to the window, evidently trying with 
handkerchief and powder-puff to repair the ravages caused 
by her tears; and when she had finished she still stood 
there with her back to him. Her deep breathing made 
her young form quiver from her waist up to the little 
peacock’s feather in her hat; and with each supple move
ment it seemed offering itself to Hilary.

In the street a barrel-organ had begun to play the 
very waltz it had played the afternoon when Mr. Stone 
had been so ill. Those two were neither of them con
scious of that tune, too absorbed in their emotions; and 
yet, quietly, it was bringing something to the girl’s figure 
—like the dowering of scent that the sun brings to a flower. 
It was bringing the compression back to Hilary’s lips, 
the flush to his ears and cheeks, as a draught of wind 
will blow to redness a fire that has been choked. With
out knowing it, without sound, inch by inch he moved 
nearer to her; and as though, for all there was no sign 
of his advance, she knew of it, she stayed utterly un
moving except for the deep breathing that so stirred the 
warm youth in her. In that stealthy progress was the 

22* 
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history of life and the mystery of sex. Inch by inch he 
neared her; and she swayed, mesmerising his arms to 
fold round her thus poised, as if she must fall backward; 
mesmerising him to forget that there was anything there, 
anything in all the world, but just her young form waiting 
for him—nothing but that!

The barrel-organ stopped; the spell had broken! She 
turned round to him. As a wind obscures with grey 
wrinkles the still green waters of enchantment wherein 
some mortal has been gazing, so Hilary’s reason suddenly 
swept across the situation, and showed it once more as 
it was. Quick to mark every shade that passed across his 
face, the girl made as though she would again burst into 
tears; then, since tears had been so useless, she pressed 
her hand over her eyes.

Hilary looked at that round, not too cleanly hand. 
He could see her watching him between her fingers. It 
was uncanny, almost horrible, like the sight of a cat 
watching a bird; and he stood appalled at the terrible 
reality of his position, at the sight of his own future with 
this girl, with her traditions, customs, life, the thousand 
and one things that he did not know about her, that he 
would have to live with if he once took her. A minute 
passed, which seemed eternity, for into it was condensed 
every force of her long pursuit, her instinctive clutching 
at something that she felt to be security, her reaching 
upwards, her twining round him.

Conscious of all this, held back by that vision of his 
future, yet whipped towards her by his senses, Hilary 
swayed like a drunken man. And suddenly she sprang 
at him, wreathed her arms round his neck, and fastened 
her mouth to his. The touch of her lips was moist and 
hot. The scent of stale violet powder came from her, 



FINISH OF THE COMEDY. З4І

warmed by her humanity. It penetrated to Hilary’s heart. 
He started back in sheer physical revolt.

Thus repulsed, the girl stood rigid, her breast heav
ing, her eyes unnaturally dilated, her mouth still loosened 
by the kiss. Snatching from his pocket a roll of notes, 
Hilary flung them on the bed.

“I can’t take you!” he almost groaned. “It’s mad
ness! it’s impossible!” And he went out into the passage. 
He ran down the steps and got into his cab. An im
mense time seemed to pass before it began to move. It 
started at last, and Hilary sat back in it, his hands 
clenched, as still as a dead man.

His mortified face was recognised by the landlady, 
returning from her morning’s visit to the shops. The 
gentleman looked, she thought, as if he had received bad 
news! She not unnaturally connected his appearance 
with her lodger. Tapping on the girl’s door, and receiv
ing no answer, she went in.

The little model was lying on the dismantled bed, 
pressing her face into the blue and white ticking of the 
bolster. Her shoulders shook, and a sound of smothered 
sobbing came from her. The landlady stood staring 
silently.

Coming of Cornish chapel-going stock, she had never 
liked this girl, her instinct telling her that she was one 
for whom life had already been too much. Those for 
whom life had so early been too much, she knew, were 
always “ones for pleasure!” Her experience of village 
life had enabled her to construct the little model’s story 
—that very simple, very frequent little story. Sometimes, 
indeed, trouble of that sort was soon over and forgotten; 
but sometimes, if the young man didn’t do the tight thing 
by her, and the girl’s folk took it hardly, well, then------ !



342 FRATERNITY.

So had run the reasoning of this good woman. Being 
of the same class, she had looked at her lodger from the 
first without obliquity of vision.

But seeing her now apparently so overwhelmed, and 
having something soft and warm down beneath her granitic 
face and hungry eyes, she touched her on the back.

“Come, now!” she said; “you mustn’t take on! What 
is it!”

The little model shook off the hand as a passionate 
child shakes itself free of consolation. “Let me alone!” 
she muttered.

The landlady drew back. “Has anyone done you a 
harm?” she said.

The little model shook her head.
Baffled by this dumb grief, the landlady was silent; 

then, with the stolidity of those whose lives are one long 
wrestling with fortune, she muttered:

“I don’t like to see anyone cry like that!”
And finding that the girl remained obstinately with

drawn from sight or sympathy, she moved towards the 
door.

“Well,” she said, with ironical compassion, “if you 
want me, I’ll be in the kitchen.”

The little model remained lying on her bed. Every 
now and then she gulped, like a child flung down on the 
grass apart from its comrades, trying to swallow down its 
rage, trying to bury in the earth its little black moment 
of despair. Slowly those gulps grew fewer, feebler, and at 
last died away. She sat up, sweeping Hilary’s bundle of 
notes, on which she had been lying, to the floor.

At sight of that bundle she broke out afresh, flinging 
herself down sideways with her cheek on the wet bolster; 
and, for some time after her sobs had ceased again, still 
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lay there. At last she rose and dragged herself over to 
the looking-glass, scrutinising her streaked, discoloured 
face, the stains in the cheeks, the swollen eyelids, the 
marks beneath her eyes; and listlessly she tidied herself. 
Then, sitting down on the brown tin trunk, she picked 
the bundle of notes off the floor. They gave forth a dry 
peculiar crackle. Fifteen ten-pound notes—all Hilary’s 
travelling money. Her eyes opened wider and wider as 
she counted; and tears, quite suddenly, rolled down onto 
those thin slips of paper.

Then slowly she undid her dress, and forced them 
down till they rested, with nothing but her vest between 
them and the quivering warm flesh which hid her heart.

CHAPTER XLI.
THE HOUSE OF HARMONY.

At half-past ten that evening Stephen walked up the 
stone-flagged pathway of his brother’s house.

“Can I see Mrs. Hilary?”
“Mr. Hilary went abroad this morning, sir, and Mrs.

Hilary has not yet come in.”
“Will you give her this letter? No, I’ll wait. I sup

pose I can wait for her in the garden?”
“Oh yes, sir!”
“Very well.”
“I’ll leave the door open, sir, in case you want to 

come in.”
Stephen walked across to the rustic bench and sat 

down. He stared gloomily through the dusk at his 
patent-leather boots, and every now and then he flicked 
his evening trousers with the letter. Across the dark 
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garden, where the boughs hung soft, unmoved by wind, 
the light from Mr. Stone’s open window flowed out in a 
pale river; moths, born of the sudden heat, were fluttering 
up this river to its source.

Stephen looked irritably at the figure of Mr. Stone, 
which could be seen, bowed, and utterly still, beside his 
desk; so, by lifting the spy-hole thatch, one may see a 
convict in his cell stand gazing at his work, without 
movement, numb with solitude.

“He’s getting awfully broken up,” thought Stephen. 
“Poor old chap! His ideas are killing him. They’re 
not human nature, never will be.” Again he flicked his 
trousers with the letter, as though that document em
phasised the fact. “I can’t help being sorry for the 
sublime old idiot!”

He rose, the better to see his father-in-law’s uncon
scious figure. It looked as lifeless and as cold as though 
Mr. Stone had followed some thought below the ground, 
and left his body standing there to await his return. Its 
appearance oppressed Stephen.

“You might set the house on fire,” he thought; “he’d 
never notice.”

Mr. Stone’s figure moved; the sound of a long sigh 
came out to Stephen in the windless garden. He turned 
his eyes away, with the sudden feeling that it was not 
the thing to watch the old chap like this; then, getting 
up, he went indoors. In his brother’s study he stood 
turning over the knick-knacks on the writing-table.

“I warned Hilary that he was burning his fingers,” 
he thought.

At the sound of the latch-key he went back to the hall.
However much he had secretly disapproved of her 

from the beginning, because she had always seemed to 
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him such an uncomfortable and tantalising person, 
Stephen was impressed that night by the haunting un
happiness of Bianca’s face; as if it had been suddenly 
disclosed to him that she could not help herself. This 
was disconcerting, being, in a sense, a disorderly way of 
seeing things.

“You look tired, B.,” he said. “I’m sorry, but I 
thought it better to bring this round to-night.”

Bianca glanced at the letter.
“It is to you,” she said. “I don’t wish to read it, 

thank you.”
Stephen compressed his lips.
“But I wish you to hear it, please,” he said. “I’ll 

read it out, if you’ll allow me.

“•Charing Cross Station.
“‘Dear Stevie,

“T told you yesterday morning that I was going 
abroad alone. Afterwards I changed my mind—I meant 
to take her. I went to her lodgings for the purpose. I 
have lived too long amongst sentiments for such a piece 
of reality as that. Class has saved me; it has triumphed 
over my most primitive instincts.

“‘I am going alone—back to my sentiments. No 
slight has been placed on Bianca—but my married life 
having become a mockery, I shall not return to it. The 
following address will find me, and I shall ask you 
presently to send on my household gods.

“‘Please let Bianca know the substance of this letter.
“ ‘Ever your affectionate brother,

“‘Hilary Dallisön.’”
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With a frown Stephen folded up the letter, and re
stored it to his breast-pocket.

“It’s more bitter than I thought,” he reflected; “and 
yet he’s done the only possible thing!”

Bianca was leaning her elbow on the mantelpiece with 
her face turned to the wall. Her silence irritated Stephen, 
whose loyalty to his brother longed to find a vent.

“I’m very much relieved, of course,” he said at last. 
“It would have been fatal.”

She did not move, and Stephen became increasingly 
aware that this was a most awkward matter to touch on.

“Of course,” he began again. “But, B., I do think 
you—rather—I mean------” And again he stopped be
fore her utter silence, her utter immobility. Then, unable 
to go away without having in some sort expressed his 
loyalty to Hilary, he tried once more: “Hilary is the 
kindest man I know. It’s not his fault if he’s out of 
touch with life—if he’s not fit to deal with things. He’s 
negative!”

And having thus in a single word, somewhat to his 
own astonishment, described his brother, he held out his 
hand.

The hand which Bianca placed in it was feverishly 
hot. Stephen felt suddenly compunctious.

“I’m awfully sorry,” he stammered, “about the whole 
thing. I’m awfully sorry for you------ ”

Bianca drew back her hand.
With a little shrug Stephen turned away.
“What are you to do with women like that?” was his 

thought, and saying dryly, “Good night, B.,” he wrent.
For some time Bianca sat in Hilary’s chair. Then, 

by the faint glimmer coming through the half-open door, 
she began to wander round the room, touching the walls, 
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the books, the prints, all the familiar things among which 
he had lived so many years.

In that dim continual journey she was like a dis
harmonie spirit traversing the air above where its body 
lies.

The door creaked behind her. A voice said sharply:
“What are you doing in this house?”
Mr. Stone was standing beside the bust of Socrates. 

Bianca went up to him.
“Father!”
Mr. Stone stared. “It is you! I thought it was a 

thief! Where is Hilary?”
“Gone away.”
“Alone?”
Bianca bowed her head. “It is very late, Dad,” she 

whispered.
Mr. Stone’s hand moved as though he would have 

stroked her.
“The human heart,” he murmured, “is the tomb of 

many feelings.”
Bianca put her arm round him.
“You must go to bed, Dad,” she said, trying to get 

him to the door, for in her heart something seemed giving 
way.

Mr. Stone stumbled; the door swung to; the room 
was plunged in darkness. A hand, cold as ice, brushed 
her cheek. With all her force she stifled a scream.

“I am here,” Mr. Stone said.
His hand, wandering downwards, touched her shoulder, 

and she seized it with her own burning hand. Thus 
linked, they groped their way out into the passage towards 
his room.

“Good night, dear,” Bianca murmured.
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By the light of his now open door Mr. Stone seemed 
to try and see her face, but she would not show it him. 
Closing the door gently, she stole upstairs.

Sitting down in her bedroom by the open window, it 
seemed to her that the room was full of people—her 
nerves were so unstrung. It was as if walls had not the 
power this night to exclude human presences. Moving, 
or motionless, now distinct, then covered suddenly by the 
thick veil of some material object, they circled round her 
quiet figure, lying back in the chair with shut eyes. These 
disharmonie shadows flitting in the room made a stir like 
the rubbing of dry straw or the hum of bees among clover 
stalks. When she sat up they vanished, and the sounds 
became the distant din of homing traffic; but the moment 
she closed her eyes, her visitors again began to steal 
round her with that dry, mysterious hum.

She fell asleep presently, and woke with a start. 
There, in a glimmer of pale light, stood the little model, 
as in the fatal picture Bianca had painted of her. Her 
face was powder white, with shadows beneath the eyes. 
Breath seemed coming through her parted lips, just touched 
with colour. In her hat lay the tiny peacock’s feather 
beside the two purplish-pink roses. A scent came from 
her, too—but faint, as ever was the scent of chicory 
flower. How long had she been standing there? Bianca 
started to her feet, and as she rose the vision vanished.

She went towards the spot. There was nothing in 
that corner but moonlight; the scent she had perceived 
was merely that of the trees drifting in.

But so vivid had that vision been that she stood at 
the window, panting for air, passing her hand again and 
again across her eyes.
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Outside, over the dark gardens, the moon hung full 
and almost golden. Its honey-pale light filtered down on 
every little shape of tree, and leaf, and sleeping flower. 
That soft, vibrating radiance seemed to have woven all 
into one mysterious whole, stilling disharmony, so that 
each little separate shape had no meaning to itself.

Bianca looked long at the rain of moonlight falling on 
the earth’s carpet, like a covering shower of blossom which 
bees have sucked and spilled. Then, below her, out 
through candescent space, she saw a shadow dart forth 
along the grass, and to her fright a voice rose, tremulous 
and clear, seeming to seek enfranchisement beyond the 
barrier of the dark trees: “My brain is clouded. Great 
Universe! I cannot write! I can no longer discover to 
my brothers that they are one. I am not worthy to stay 
here. Let me pass into You, and die!”

Bianca saw her father’s fragile arms stretch out into 
the night through the sleeves of his white garment, as 
though expecting to be received at once into the Uni
versal Brotherhood of the thin air.

There ensued a moment, when, by magic, every little 
dissonance in all the town seemed blended into a harmony 
of silence, as it might be the very death of self upon the 
earth.

Then, breaking that trance, Mr. Stone’s voice rose 
again, trembling out into the night, as though blown 
through a reed.

“Brothers!” he said.
Behind the screen of lilac bushes at the gate Bianca 

saw the dark helmet of a policeman. He stood there 
staring steadily in the direction of that voice. Raising his 
lantern, he flashed it into every corner of the garden, 
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searching for those who had been addressed. Satisfied, 
apparently, that no one was there, he moved it to right 
and left, lowered it to the level of his breast, and walked 
slowly on.

THE END.
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Adams, Rev. W’., | 1848.
Sacred Allegories 1 v.

Aguilar, Grace, 7 1847.
Home Influence 2 v. — The Mother’s 
Recompense 2 v.

Aidé, [Charles] Hamilton, 7 
1906.

Rita IV. — Carr of Carrlyon 2 v. — The 
Marstons 2 v. — In thatState ofLife 1 v. — 
Morals and Mysteries 1 v. — Penruddocke 
2 v. — “A nine Days’ Wonder” 1 v. — 
Poet and Peer 2 V. — Introduced to Society

Ainsworth, W. Harrison, 7 1882. 
Windsor Castle 1 v. — Saint James’s 1 v. 
— Jack Sheppard (with Portrait) 1 v — 
The Lancashire Witches 2V. — The Star- 
Chamber 2 v. —The Flitch of Bacon 1 v. — 
The Spendthrift 1 v. — Mervyn Clitheroe 
2 v. — Ovingdean Grange 1 v. — The Con
stable of the Tower IV. — The Lord 
Mayor of London 2 v. — Cardinal Pole 
2 v.—John Law 2 V.—The Spanish 
Match 2 v. —The Constable de Bourbon 
2 v. — Old Court 2 v. — Myddleton Pom
fret 2 v. — The South-Sea Bubble 2 v. — 
Hilary St. Ives 2 v. — Talbot Harland 
i v. —Tower Hill i v. — Boscobel 2 v.— 
The Good Old Times 2 v. — Merry Eng
land 2 v.—The Goldsmith’s Wife 2 v.— 
Preston Fight 2 V.—Chetwynd Calverley 
2 v. — The Leaguer of Lathom 2 v. — 
The Fall of Somerset 2 v. — Beatrice 
Tyldesley 2 v. — Beau Nash 2 v. — Stanley 
Brereton 2V.

Albanesi, Madame.
Drusilla's Point of View I v.

Alcott, Louisa M. (Am.), 7 1888. 
Little Women 2 v. — Little Men 1 v. — 
An Old-Fashioned Girl 1 v.—Jo’s Boys

Aldrich, Thomas Bailey (Am.). 
Marjorie Daw and other Tales 1 v. — 
The Stillwater Tragedy 1 v.

Alexander, Mrs. (Hector), 7 1902. 
A Second Life 3 v. — By Woman’s Wit 
i v. — Mona’s Choice 2 v. — A Life In
terest 2 v. — A Crooked Path 2 v. — Blind 
Fate 2 v. — A Woman’s Heart 2 v. — For 
His Sake 2 v.— The Snare of the Fowler 
2 v. — Found Wanting 2 v. — A Ward in 
Chancery Iv. — A Choice of Evils 2 v. — 
A Fight with Fate 2 v. — A Winning 
Hazard 1 v. — A Golden Autumn 1 v. — 
Mrs. Crichton’s Creditor 1 v. — Barbara, 
Lady’s Maid and Peeress 1 v. —The Cost 
of Her Pride 2 v. — Brown, V. C. 1 v.— 
Through Fire to Fortune 1 v — A Missing 
Hero i v. — The Yellow Fiend 1 v. — 
Stronger than Love 2 v.—KittyCostello 1 v.

Alice, Grand-Duchess of Hesse, 
t 1878.

Letters to Her Majesty the Queen (with 
Portrait). With a Memoir by H. R. H. 
Princess Christian 2 v.

Alldridge, Lizzie.
By Love and Law 2 v. — The World she 
awoke in 2 v.

Allen, Grant, 7 1899.
The Woman who did 1 v.

“All for Greed," Author of 
(Baroness de Bury).

All for Greed IV. — Love the Avenger 
г v.
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Anstey, F. (Guthrie).
The Giant’s Robe 2 v. — A Fallen Idol 
i v. — The Pariah 3 v. — The Talking 
Horse and other Tales 1 v. — Voces 
Populi (First and Second Series) 1 v. — 
The Brass Bottle 1 v. — A Bayard from 
Bengal tv. — Salted Almonds 1 v.

Argles, Mrs. : -vide Mrs. Hunger
ford.

“Aristocrats, the,” Author of: 
•vide Gertrude Atherton.

Arnold, Sir Edwin, j 1904.
The Light of Asia (with Portrait) z v.

Arnold, Matthew, f 1888.
Essays in Criticism 2 v. — Essays in Criti
cism (Second Series) i V.

Atherton, Gertrude Franklin 
(Am.).

American Wives and English Husbands 
IV. — The Californians 1 v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
North 2 v. — The Doomswoman 1 v. — The 
Aristocrats i v.—The Splendid Idle Forties 
IV. — The Conqueror 2 v. — A Daughter 
of the Vine IV. — His Fortunate Grace, 
etc. IV. — The Valiant Runaways 1 v. — 
The Bell in the Fog, and Other Stories 1 v. 
— The Travelling Thirds (in Spain) iv.— 
Rezanov iv. — Ancestors 2 v. — The 
Gorgeous Isle i V.

Austen, Jane, ƒ 1817.
Sense and Sensibility 1 v. — Mansfield 
Park iv. — Pride and Prejudice 1 v. — 
Northanger Abbey, and Persuasion 1 v. — 
Emma 1 v.

“Autobiography of Lutfullah,” 
Author of : nide E. B. Eastwick.

Avebury, Lord: Tide Sir John 
Lubbock.

Bagot, Richard.
A Roman Mystery 2 v. — Casting of Nets 
2 v. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. — 
Donna Diana 2 v.— Love’s Proxy iv.— 
The Passport 2 v. — Temptation 2 v. — 
The Lakes of Northern Italy 1 v. — An
thony Cuthbert 2 v.

Baring-Gould, S.
Mehalah iv. — John Herring 2 v. — 
Court Royal 2 v.

Barker, Lady: t. Lady Broome.
Barrett, Frank.

The Smuggler’s Secret 1 v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v.

Barrie, J. M.
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy iv. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. — 
The Little White Bird 1 v.

“Bayle’s Romance, Miss,” Au
thor of: nide W. Fraser Rae.

Baynes, Rev. Robert H.
Lyra Anglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs

Beaconsfield, Lord: -vide Dis
raeli.

Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt).
Thomicroft’s Model 2 v.

Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronte—
Mrs. Nicholls), f 1855.

Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Villette 
2 v. — The Professor i v.

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 
j 1848, and Anne, J 1849, 
Brontë).

Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v.
Bellamy, Edward (Am.), j-1898.

Looking Backward 1 v.
Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.).

St. Simon’s Niece 2 v.
Bennett, Arnold.

The Grand Babylon Hotel 1 v. — The 
Gates of Wrath 1 v. — A Great Man 1 v. 
— Sacred and Profane Love 1 v. — WThofh 
God hath joined 1 v. — The Ghost 1 v. — 
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns 1 v. — 
Buried Alive i v. — The Old Wives’ Tale 
2 v. — The Glimpse i v.

Bennett, A. & Phillpotts, Eden:
•vide Eden Phillpotts.

Benson, E. F.
Dodo iv. — The Rubicon 1 v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop iv. — The Book of Months 1 v. 
— The Relentless City iv. — Mammon 
& Co. 2 v. — The Chailoners 1 v. — An 
Act in a Backwater 1 v. — The Image in 
the Sand 2 v. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 
— Paul 2 v. — The House of Defence 2 v. 
— Sheaves 2 v. — The Climber 2 v. — The 
Blotting Book iv. — A Reaping 1 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, -j- 1901.
The Revolt of Man 1 ,v. — Dorothy 
Forster 2 v.— Children of Gibeon 2v.— 
The World went very well then 2 v. —• 
Katharine Regina 1 v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 
— The Inner House i v. — The Bell of 
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St. Paul’s 2 v. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 v. — Armerei of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. i v.— 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2 v. — A Fountain 
Sealed IV. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
The Fourth Generation 1 v. — The Lady 
of Lynn 2 v.

Besant, Sir Walter, j 1901, & 
James Rice, j 1882.

The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia’s Arbour

Betham - Edwards, M.
The Sylvestres IV, — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v. —Forestalled 1 v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No
velettes IV. — Disarmed 1 v. — Doctor 
Jacob IV. — Bearla 1 v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted i v. —The Parting of the Ways 
IV. — For One and the World 1 v. — 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
IV.— France of To-day iv.—Two Aunts 
and a Nephew 1 v. — A Dream of Mil
lions i v. —The Curb of Honour 1 v. — 
France of To-day ^Second Series^ 1 v. —A 
Romance of Dijon 1 v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte iv. — A Storm-Rent Sky 1 v. — 
Reminiscences 1 v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest iv. — Anglo-French Reminis
cences, 1875—1899 i v.— A Suffolk Court
ship iv. — Mock Beggars’ Hall 1 v. — 
East of Paris 1 v.—A Humble Lover 1 v.— 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. 1 v.— Martha 
Rose, Teacher 1 v.

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.).
In the Midst of Life 1 v.

Birchenough, Mabel C.
Potsherds iv.

Bisland, E. : v. Rhoda Brough
ton.

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Görlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman.

Black, William, f 1898.
A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny i v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories iv. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart, and other 
Stories iv. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 

Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2 v. — Sunrise 2 v. — The BeautifulWretch 
iv. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P., in 
the Highlands ; The FourMacnicols ; The 
Pupil of Aurelius iv. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) 2 v. —Judith Shakespeare 
2 v. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. i v. —White Heather 2 v. — Sabina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 v. —In Far Lochaber 
2 v. —The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales 1 v. —Wolfenberg 2 v. — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 v.— Briseis 2 v.—Wild Eelin г v.

“Black-Box Murder, the,” 
Author of.

The Black-Box Murder 1 v.
Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 

f 1900.
Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upmore 
2 V. — Perlycross 2 v.

“ Blackwood.”
Tales from “Blackwood” (First Series) 
iv.—Tales from “Blackwood” (Second 
Series) i V.

Blagden, Isa, 1873.
The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding 1 v.

Blessington, Countess of (Mar
guerite Gardiner), j 1849.

Meredith iv. — Strathern 2 v. — Me
moirs of a Femme de Chambre 1 v. — 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v.

Bloomfield, Baroness.
Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 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. —John 
Marchmont’s Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun
bar 2 v. — The Doctor’s Wife 2 v. — 
Only a Clod 2 V. — Sir Jasper’s Tenant 
2 v. — The Lady’s Mile 2v. — Rupert God
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win 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 Davoren 3 V. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 v. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men’s Shoes 
2 v.—Joshua Haggard’s Daughter 2 v. — 
WeaversandWeft 1 v.— In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales 1 v. — An Open Verdict 
3 v. — Vixen 3 v. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 
— The Story of Barbara 2 v. —Just as I 
am 2 v. — Asphodel 3 v. — Mount Royal 
2 v. — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed i v.— Phantom Fortune 3 V.— 
Under the Red Flag 1 v. — Ishmael 3 v. 
— Wyllard’s Weird 3 V. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County 1 v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v.— The Fatal Three 
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. —All along the River 
2 v.— Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ
mas Hirelings, etc. tv. — Sons of Fire 
2v.—London Pride 2v. — Rough Justice 
2 v. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin i v. —The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 v. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains 1 v. — During Her Majesty’s 
Pleasure i v.

Brassey, Lady, f 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, | 1875.

Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. 1 v.
Bronte, Charlotte: vide Currer 

Bell.
Bronte, Emily & Anne: vide 

Ellis & Acton Bell.
Brooks, Shirley, ý 1874.

The Silver Cord 3 v. — Sooner or Later 
3 v.

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.

Broughton, Rhoda.
Cometh up as a Flower 1 v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
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. — Alas! 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
i v. — A Beginner Iv. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? 1 v. — Dear Faustina 1 v.— 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law IV. — Lavinia 1 v. — Mamma 1 v.

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland (Am.).

A Widower Indeed 1 v.

Brown, John, j 1882.
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers 1 v.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 
f 1861.

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por
trait) IV. — Aurora Leigh 1 v.

Browning, Robert, j- 1889.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V.

Bullen, Frank T.
The Cruise of the “Cachalot" 2 v. •

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t l873-

Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene 
Aram IV. — Paul Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni 
Iv.—The Last Days of Pompeii iv.— 
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers 
iv. — Alice iv. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine iv. — Devereux 1 v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland 1 v. — Rienzi 
iv. — Night and Morning 1 v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v.— King Arthur 
2 v. —The New Timon, and St. Stephen’s 
i v.—The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V. — 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile
tus iv. — Miscellaneous Přose Works 4 V.— 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — 
The Parisians 4 V. — Pausanias, the Spar-
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 
Balling), j 1872.

Historical Characters 2 v. — The Life of
Viscount Palmerston 3 v.

Bunyan, John, | 1688.
The Pilgrim’s Progress 1 v.

“Buried Alone,” Author of 
(Charles Wood).

Buried Alone i v.
Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg

son (Am.).
Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy 1 v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha’s Burglar 1 v. — The Pretty 
Sister of José IV. — A Lady of Quality 
2 v. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. — The 
Shuttle 2 v.

Burney, Miss (Madame D’Ar- 
blay), "j" 1840.

Evelina i v.
Burns, Robert, f 1796.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.
Burton, Richard F., -j- 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., "j" 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, j 1824.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota).
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.

Cameron, Verney Lovett.
Across Africa 2 v.

Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vide 
Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, f 1909. 
Not Like other Girls 2 v. — “ But Men 
must Work” IV. — Sir Godfrey’s Grand
daughters 2 v.—The Old, Old Story 2 v. 
— Herb of Grace 2 v. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 v. — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
the Moorings 2 v.

Carlyle, Thomas, f 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 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 I ” 
IV. — My Merry Rockhurst 1 v. — Flower 
0’ the Orange IV. — Wroth 2 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — “La Bella,” and 
Others i v.

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
j- 1896: vide Author of “Chro
nicles of the Schönberg-Cotta 
Family.”

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
j 1880.

Oliver of the Mill i v.
Chesterton, G. K.

The Man who was Thursday 1 v.
Cholmondeley, Mary.

Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 
— Moth and Rust 1 v. — Prisoners 2 v. — 
The Lowest Rung 1 v.

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse.

“Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta Family,” Author of (Mrs. 
E. Rundle Charles), f 1896.

Chronicles of the Schönberg-Cotta Fa
mily 2 V. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram 1 v.— 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v. — 
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The Victory of the Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables i v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer
ing and to Conquer 1 v. — Lapsed, but not

Churchill, Winston (Am.).
Mr. Crewe’s Career 2 v.

Clark, Alfred.
The Finding of Lot’s Wife 1 v.

Clemens, Samuel L. : -u. Twain.
Clifford, Mrs. W. K.

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman 1 v. 
—Aunt Anne 2 V.—The Last Touches, and 
other Stories Iv. — Mrs. Keith’s Crime 
Iv. — A Wild Proxy Iv. — A Flash of 
Summer 1 v. — A Woman Alone 1 v. — 
Woodside Farm 1 v. — The Modern Way 
Iv. — The Getting Well of Dorothy 1 v. 
— Mere Stories i v.

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, f 1873: 
vide Author of“ Paul Ferroll.”

Gobbe, Frances Power, | 1904.
Re-Echoes i v.

Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E.
The King with two Faces 2 v.

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 
t i834-

Poems i v.
Collins, Charles Allston, f 1873.

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.
Collins, Mortimer, j- 1876.

Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, j 1889.
After Dark IV. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. 1 v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil 1 v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs. ? i v. —The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep 1 v. —The Law and the 
I.ady 2 v. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My 
Lady’s Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
IV. — The Haunted Hotel 1 v. — The 
Fallen I.eaves 2 v.—Jezebel’s Daughter 
2 v.—The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — “I say No,” 2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 v. —The Guilty River, and The

Ghost’s Touch i v. —The Legacy of Cain 
г v.—Blind Love 2 v.

“Cometh up as a Flower,” Au
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough
ton.

Conrad, Joseph.
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Talcs 
of Unrest i v. — The Secret Agent 1 v. — 
A Set of Six i v.

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 
t 1885.

Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together 
2 v. — Dark Days 1 v. —A Family Affair 
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v.

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
t l85i-

The Spy (with Portrait) 1 v. — The Two 
Admirals 1 v. — The Jack O’Lantern 1 v.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders.

Corelli, Mane.
Vendetta I 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 IV. — The Murder of Delicia 1 v. — 
Ziska tv. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The 
Master-Christian 2v.—“Temporal Power’ ’ 
2 v. — God’s Good Man 2 v. — Fr<e 
Opinions IV. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Holy Orders 2 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, j 1866.
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M.
Mulock), j 1887.

John. Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life 2 v. — A Woman’s Thoughts about 
Women i v. — Agatha’s Husband 1 v.— 
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories 
IV. — Mistress and Maid 1 v. — The 
Ogilvies tv. — Lord Erlistoun 1 v. — 
Christian’s Mistake I v. — Bread upon 
the Waters Iv. — A Noble Life 1 v. — 
Olive 2 V. — Two Marriages 1 v, — Studies
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from Life tv. — Poems i v. — The 
Woman’s Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
IV. — My Mother and I I v. — The Little 
Lame Prince i v. — Sermons out of Church 
IV.—The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
IV. —A Legacyzv.— YoungMrs. Jardine 
2 v. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches i v. — Plain Speaking i v. — 
Miss Tommy i v. — King Arthur i v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Lost and Won i v. — Faith Unwin’s 
Ordeal IV. — Leslie Tyrrell i v. —Wini
fred’s Wooing, etc. IV. — Mildred IV. — 
Esther Hill’s Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre
velyan IV. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly tv. — Sylvia’s Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick і v. — 
Dorcas 2 v. — Two Women 2 v.

Craik, Georgiana M., & 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 Fullerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 
t !9O9-

Mr. Isaacs i v. — Doctor Claudius iv.— 
To Leeward i v. — A Roman Singer 
iv. — An American Politician i 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’ Ilario 
2 v. — A Cigarette-Maker’s Romance 
iv. — Khaled iv. — The Witch of Prague 
2 V. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King i v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche i 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 i 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... 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
— Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna 2 v.— 
The Diva’s Ruby 2 v. — The White Sister 
iv. — Stradella i v.

Crockett, S. R.
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls i v. — 
The Dark o’ the Moon 2 y.

Croker, B. M.
Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley iv. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere I v. 
— A Nine Days’ Wonder i v. — The 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. —The Com
pany’s Servant 2 v. — The Cat’s-Paw I v. 
— Katherine the Arrogant i v.

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
Eliot’s Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (Am.), f 1866. 
The Lamplighter I v. — Mabel Vaughan 
iv.—El Fureidis iv.—HauntedHeartsiv.

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 Incorn- 
pleat Etonian 2 v.

“Dark,” Author of.
Dark i v.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 
Gallegher, etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and 
Others iv. — Ranson’s Folly 1 v.

De Foe, Daniel, -j- 1731.
Robinson Crusoe i v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, vide 
Pasture.

“ Democracy,” Author of (Am.).
Democracy 1 v.

“ Demos,”Author of: vide George 
Gissing.

“Diary and Notes,” Author 
of: vide Author of “Horace 
Templeton.”

Dickens, Charles, f 1870.
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
American Notes 1 v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches 1 v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
Carol; The Chimes; The Cricket on the 

I Hearth i v. — Master Humphrey's Clock
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(Old CuriosityShop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 
3 v. — Pictures from Italy i v. — Dombey 
and Son з v. — David Copperfield 3 V.— 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child’s History of 
England (2 v. 8°M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
Iv. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 
— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
TV. — 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; Mugby Junction iv. 
— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
iv. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 
4 v. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster.

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 
Collins.

No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford i v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea
consfield, j- 1881.

Coningsby iv. — Sybil iv. — Contarmi 
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy 1 v. — 
Tancred 2 v. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v.— 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story of a Modern Woman 1 v. — One 
Doubtful Hour i v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 
Personal History of Lord Bacon 1 v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 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.

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four iv. — 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 1 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 1 v. —The Mys
tery of Cloomber 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-Dun
ton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles 1 v.

Eastwick, Edward B., | 1883«
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.
Archie Lovell 2 v. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v. 
— A Vagabond Heroine I v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v.A Blue-Stock
ing iv. —Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
iv. — Vivian the Beauty 1 v. — A Ball
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and 
Bertie. Griffiths iv. — Pearl-Powder 1 v. 
The Adventuress 1 v.

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892.
Barbara’s History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 v. — Hand and Glove 1 v. — Half a Mil
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val
leys iv. — Monsieur Maurice 1 v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
iv. — A Poetry-Book of Elder Poets
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Iv. —A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets I v. — 
J.ord Brackenbury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham.

Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 
Bethesda 2 v.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), j 1880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner I 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 1 v. — The Bene
factress 2 v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Rügen IV. — Fraulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther i v.

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 
ÿliary 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 IV.—The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal 1 v. — 
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, 11882. 
, Representative Men 1 v.

“ Englishwoman’s Love-Let
ters, an,” Author of.

An Englishwoman’s Love-Letters 1 v.
Erroll, Henry.

An Ugly Duckling i v.
Esler, E. Rentoul.

The Way they loved at Grimpât 1 v.
“Essays and Reviews,” the 

Authors of.
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors

“Estelle Russell,” Author of.
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D’.
Three Sisters IV. — A Laughing Philo
sopher IV. — The Professor’s Wooing 1 v. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
IV. — Orchardscroft 1 v. — Appassionata 
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen’s Serf i v.

“Euthanasia,” Author of.
Euthanasia 1 v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, J 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.

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con
way.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), j 1903.
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.

“ Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors 
of.

The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1 v.
Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide 

E. T. Fowler.
Felkin, Mrs.: vide E. T. Fowler.
Fendali, Percy: vide F. С. 

Philips.
Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson 0’ Dumford 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Fielding, Henry, j 1754.
Tom Jones 2 v.

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin.

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 i v. — Andromeda 2 v.
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Forbes, Archibald, j- 1900.
My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling 1 v. — Memories 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. — Roy and Viola 
2 v. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. —June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas 1 v. —Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales r v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
2 v. — The Light of other Days 1 v. — 
Too Late Repented 1 v.

Forster, John, t 1876.
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. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v.

“Found Dead,” Author of: vide 
James Payn.

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.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 
(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 
Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.
Fox, Caroline, f 1871.

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.

“Frank Fairlegh,” Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), -j- 1864.

Frank Fairlegh 2 v.
Francis, M. E.

The Duenna of a Genius 1 v.
Frederic, Harold (Am.), j 1898.

Illumination 2 v. — March Hares 1 v.
Freeman, Edward A., -j- 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution 

Tv. — Select Historical Essays 1 v. — 
Sketches from French Travel 1 v.

Froude, James Anthony, j 1894. 
Oceana 1 v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays 1 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. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary’s Daughter 1 v.— 
The Lilies ofthe Valley, andThe House of 
Penarvan 1 v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
IV. — Rose Leblanc 1 v. — Seven Stories 
I v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v. 
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia 1 v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Man of Property 2 v. — The Country 
House tv. — Fraternity 1 v.

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 
Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., f 1865.
Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South IV. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales IV. — The Life of Charlotte Brontë 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia’s 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night’s Work 
IV. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cun- 
ford IV. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales

“ Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author 
of: vide Author of “Miss 
Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 
gard de Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha 1 v. — Ortho
dox i v. — The Wrong Man 1 v. — A Spot
less Reputation i v.— A Forgotten Sin 1 v. 
— One Year i v.—The Supreme Crime 1 v. 
— The Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made 
of Money IV. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. 
— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im
probable Idyl IV. — The Compromise 2 v. 
— Itinerant Daughters 1 v. — Restitution 
IV. — Pomp and Circumstance 1 v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de Laszowska). 
A Secret Mission i v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.
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Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home i v.

Gissing, George, f 1903.
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. 
— New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E., 
f 1898.

Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re
ligion IV. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Türkistan, with other Tracts 
i v. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts 1 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 1 v. — Eliza
beth Visits America 1 v.

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O’Conor Eccles.

Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious i v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1 v.

Gordon, Maj or-Gen. C. G., 
j- 1885.

His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v.

Gore, Mrs., ƒ 1861.
Castles in the Air 1 v. — The Dean’s 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons 
2 v. — 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 Sun-Maid 2 v. 
— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois- 
Etoiles), f 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) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
i v. —That Artful Vicar 2 V. — Six Months 
in the Ranks 1 v. — People I have met 1 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, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.), j- 1907.

Mr. Barnes of New York 1 v.
Guthrie, F. Anstey : -vide Anstey.
“Guy Livingstone,” Author of 

(George Alfred Laurence), 
+ 1876.

Guy Livingstone Iv. — Sword and 
Gown i v. — Barren Honour 1 v. — 
Border and Bastille 1 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 1 v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn’s Twins 1 v.

Haggard, H. Rider.
King Solomon’s Mines 1 v. — She 2v.— 
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch’s Head 2 v. — Maiwa’s Revenge 
IV. — Mr. Meeson’s Will IV. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan’s Wife IV. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma’s Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. —Joan Haste 2 v.— 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
IV. — Doctor Theme 1 v. — Swallow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 
— Ayesha. The Returti dt ‘She’ 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1 v. 
— Fair Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of 
Blossholme i v.

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
Lang.

і The World’s Desire 2 v.
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Hake, A. E. : vide Gen. Gordon.
Hall, Mrs. S. C., f 1881.

Can Wrong be Right? i v. — Marian 2 v.
Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

t i894-
Marmorne 1 v. — French and English 2 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 Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 
— A Group of Noble Dames 1 v. — Tess 
of the D’Urbèrvilles 2v. — Life’s Little 
Ironies IV. — Jude the Obscure 2 v.

Harland, Henry, j 1905.
The Cardinal’s Snuff-Box tv. — The 
Lady Paramount 1 v.—My Friend Prospero 
Tv. — The Royal End 1 v.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night 1 v. — In 
Varying Moods 1 v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man 1 v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 
— The Scholar’s Daughter 1 v. — Inter
play 2 V.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard 1 v.

Harrison, Mrs. Mary St. Leger: 
vide Lucas Malet

Harte, Bret (Am.), j- 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. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar 1 v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales 1 v. — The 
Story of a Mine IV. — Drift from Two 
Shores IV. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches 1 v.—The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales 1 v. — 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and other Tales 
IV. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v. — On 
the Frontier IV. — By Shore and Sedge 
IV. — Maruja 1 v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle’s, and Devil’s Ford 1 v. — The 
Crusade of the “Excelsior” 1 v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough-and-Ready, and 

other Tales tv. — Captain Jim’s Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty 1 v. 
— Cressy i v. —The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales 1 v. — A Waif of 
the Plains IV. — AWard of the Golden 
Gate IV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara 1 v.—Colonel Starbottle’s Client, 
and some other People 1 v. — Susy 1 v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. 1 v. — A Protégée of 
Jack Hamlin’s, etc. 1 v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel’s, etc. IV. — Clarence 
IV. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion of Enriquez 1 v. — TheA ncestors 
of Peter A therly, etc. IV.— Three Partners 
IV. — Tales of Trail and Town 1 v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin’sMediation,andotherStories 
IV. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. — 
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old 
Trail IV. — Trent’s Trust 1 v.

Havelock, Sir Henry: vide Rev. 
W. Brock.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
j- 1864.

The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v.

Hearn, Lafcadio, -j- 1906.
Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan 1 v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan 1 v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex
ander.

“ Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, j- 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron

Hernans, Mrs. Felicia, j 1835.
Select Poetical Works 1 v.

Hewlett, Maurice.
The Forest Lovers 1 v. — Little Novels 
of Italy IV. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v.—New Can
terbury Tales IV. — The Queen’s Quair; 
or, The "Six Years’ Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures IV. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 
— The Stooping Lady 1 v. — The Spanish 
Jade IV. — Halfway House 2 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. — The Black Spaniel, 
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and Other Stories tv. — The Call of the 
Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in Prison 2 v. — 
Barbary Sheep i v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, j-1886.
Sketches from my Life i v.

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 
Craigie) (Am.), | 1906.

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wicken ham 1 v. — The Serious Wooing 
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court

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. — Great Low
lands IV. — A Garden of Spinsters 1 v.

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 

t i894*
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table IV. —• Over the Teacups 1 v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Mr. Witt’s Widow IV. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half a Hero 1 v. — The In
discretion of the Duchess 1 v.—The God 
in the Car i v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Aptonio IV. — Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heart of Princess Osra 1 v. — 
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau IV. — The King’s Mirror 
2 v.— Quisanté 1 v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 
— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 
— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. — The Great Miss Driver 2 v.

Hopkins, Tighe.
An Idler in Old France 1 v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask 1 v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris IV. — The Silent Gate 1 v.

“ Horace Templeton,” Author of.
Diary and Notes 1 v.

Hornung, Ernest William.
A Bride from the Bush 1 v. — Under 
Two Skies i v. — Tiny Luttrell 1 v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba 1 v. — My Lord 
Duke tv. — Young Blood 1 v. — Some 
Persons Unknown IV. — The Amateur 
Cracksman I v. —The Rogue's March 1 v. 
— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v. 
— The Black Mask 1 v. — The Shadow of 

the Rope IV. — No Hero IV. — Denis 
Dent IV. — Irralie’s Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest 1 v. — Stingaree 1 v. — 
A Thief in the Night 1 v. — Dead Men 
Tell No Tales i v.—Mr. Justice Raffles 1 v.

“Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 v. — Novels and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. II V.

Houstoun, Mrs. : -vide “ Recom
mended to Mercy.”

“How to be Happy though 
Married,” Author of.

How to be Happy though Married 1 v.
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

j- 1898.
One Summer 1 v. — Aunt Serena iv. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. iv.— 
The Open Door 2 v.

Howard, BlancheWillis.JiSgS, 
& William Sharp, -j- 1905.

A Fellowe and His Wife 1 v.
Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook 1 v. — A Modem 
Instance 2 v. — The Undiscovered Country 
i v. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) 1 v. 
— Italian Journeys 1 v. — A Chance Ac
quaintance iv. — Their Weddingjourney 
iv. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman’s 
Reason 2 V. — Dr. Breen’s Practice 1 v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers 1 v. — Miss Bellard’s In
spiration i V.

Hughes, Thomas, j 1898.
Tom Brown's School-Days 1 v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 
t i897-

Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. 
— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Talcs 
iv. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales i v. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 v. — Doris 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 
Modern Circe 2 v. — Marvel 2 v. — The 
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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 Bom Coquette 
2 v. —The Duchess 1 v.—Lady Verner’s 
Flight IV. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and “When in Doubt” 1 v. — Nora 
Creina 2 V. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories i v. —The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery 1 v. — An Unsatis
factory Lover IV. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War 
IV. — The Professor’s Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl tv. — Lovíce IV. — The Coming of 
Chloe i v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau
mont.

Hunt, Violet
The Human Interest 1 v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
The Halo IV. — Kingsmead 1 v.

Ingelow, Jean, j 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 1 v.

Ingram, John H.: vide E. A. 
Poe.

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. *

Irving, Washington (Am.), 
t i859-

The Sketch Book (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
The Life of Mahomet 1 v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet 1 v.—Oliver Gold
smith IV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 
(Am.), f 1885.

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 i v. — Light Freights 1 v.—AtSun- 
wich Port tv. — The Lady of the Barge 1 v. 
— Odd Craft IV. — Dialstone Lane I v. 
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v. 
— Salthaven 1 v. — Sailors’ Knots 1 v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock i v.

James, G. P. R., f i860.
Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir 1 v. — 
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d’Albret 
i v. —Arrah Neil 1 v. — Agincourt 1 v. — 
The Smuggler IV. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg 
IV. — The Gipsy IV. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein IV. — Darnley 1 v. — Russell 
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v.

James, Henry (Am.).
The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
tv. — Daisy Miller; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings 1 v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 v. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. IV. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. IV. — Confidence IV. — Washing
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts 1 v. — French 
Poets and Novelists 1 v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas
sionate Pilgrim IV. — Portraits of Places 
IV. — A Little Tour in France 1 v.

James, Winifred.
Bachelor Betty 1 v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — Tho 
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, | 1885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 vp— 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace IV. — Jupiter’s Daughters 1 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, К. Jerome.
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays IV. — Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketches 
in Lavender. Blue and Green 1 v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel 1 v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v. 
— Tommy and Co. 1 v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
IV. — ThePassingoftheThirdFloorBack 
IV. — The Angel and the Author—and 
Others Iv. — They and I, 1 v.

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857.
History of St. Giles and St. James 
2 v, — Men of Character 2 v.
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“John Halifax, Gentleman,” 
Author of: -vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood.

Johnson, Samuel, | 1784.
Lives of the English Poets 2 v.

Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2 v.

“Joshua Davidson,” Author of: 
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, j- 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray i v. — 
Adèle 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. — 
Sybil’s Second Love 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 also Series for the Young, 
p. 29.

Keary, Annie, f 1879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v.

Keeling, D’Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre.

Kempis, Thomas a.
The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
frqgi the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. i v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 
Saint Leger tv. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1 v. — 
Was he Successful? iv.—To-Day in New 
York i v.

Kinglake, Alexander William, 
t i89I-

Eothen iv. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, -j- 1875. 
Yeast iv. — Westward ho! 2v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke iv. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v.

Kingsley, Henry, -j- 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. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. — 
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 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas iv. — “Captains Courageous” 
iv. — The Day’s Work 1 v. — A Fleet 
in Being iv. — Stalky & Co. 1 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 
Discoveries iv. — Puck of Pook’s Hill 1 v. 
— Actions and Reactions 1 v.

Laffan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor,

Lamb, Charles, | 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v.

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 Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v.

Łaszowska, Mme de: vide E. 
Gerard.

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide “ Guy Living
stone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily.
Hurrish i v.

“Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:” 
vide Victoria R. I.

Lee, Holme, j 1900 : vide Harriet 
Parr.

Lee, Vernon.
Popejacynth, etc. 1 v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo 1 v.

Le Fanu, J. S., j- 1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, j 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.

“Letters of Her Mother to
Elizabeth, the,” Author of: 
vide W. R. H. Trowbridge.
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Lever, Charles, j 1872.

The O’Donoghue 1 v. — 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” 3 V. — 
J ack 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 
3 v. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day’s Ride 
2 V. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v. — A 
Rent in a Cloud 1 v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cotťs IV. — St. Patrick’s Eve; Paul 
Gosslett’s Confessions IV. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The 
Chevalier d’Auriac 1 v. — The Traitor’s 
Way IV. — The Lord Protector 1 v. — 
Orrain i v.

Lewes, G. H., t 1878.
Ranthorpe IV. — The Physiology of 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting i v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
IV. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories i v. —Todhunters’ at Loan
in’ Head, and other Stories 1 v. — “ My 
Love! ” 2 v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays 1 v. — Ione 2 v.

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 
+ 1882.

Mine is Thine 2 v.
Loftus, Lord Augustus.

Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: Dide D. 
Gerard.

Longfellow, Henry Wads
worth (Am.), -j- 1882.

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 v. — 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V.—The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song 1 v. — The 
Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret
Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) i v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son IV. — Old Gorgon Graham 1 v. — 
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1 v.

“Lost Battle, a,” Author of.
A Lost Battle 2 v.

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave
bury).

The Pleasures of Life 1 v. — The Beau
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v. — 
The Use of Life tv. — Scenery of Switzer
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses 1900-1903 IV. — On Peace 
and Happiness 1 v.

“Lutfullah”: Dide Eastwick.
Lyall, Edna, f 1903.

We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 v. —Wayfaring 
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers i v.

Lytton, Lord: Dide E. Bulwer.
Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 

Meredith), -j" 1891.
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1 v. — Ą# 
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v. 
— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My I.ady 
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.

McAulay, Allan: Dide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, -j- 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).

M c Carthy, 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 
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History of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1 & 
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).

Mac Donald, George, j 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 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 
Dossie 2 v. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales 1 v. — The Prin
cess and Curdie 1 v.

Mackarness, Mrs., j- 1881.
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v.

Mackay, Eric, j 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems i v.

McKnight, Charles (Am.).
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian, -j- 1907.
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v. — His 
Majesty Baby I v.

Macleod, Fiona, J- 1905.
Wind and Wave 1 v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales i v.
«"Macleod, Norman, j 1872.

The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.
Macpherson, James, j 1796: 

vide Ossian.
Macquoid, Mrs.

Patty 2 v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon tv. — 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 1 v. 
— Madame Fontenoy 1 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.

Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 

G.C.M.G.
Shifting Scenes i 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.

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter’s Tale 1 v. — The Cedar 

Star i v.
Mansfield, Robert Blachford.

The Log of the Water Lily 1 v.
Mark Twain: vide Twain.
“Marmorne,” Author of: vide 

P. G. Hamerton.
Marryat, Capt., j 1848.

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Percival Keene 1 v. — Peter Simple 1 v. — 
Japhet in Search of a Father 1 v. — 
Monsieur Violet IV. — The Settlers in 
Canada 1 v. — The Mission 1 v. — The 
Privateer’s-Man 1 v. — The Children of 
the New-Forest IV. — Valerie 1 v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy 1 v.—The King’s 
Own 1 v.

Marryat, Florence, j 1899.
Love’s Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Véronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods IV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat 1 v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 v. — A Star and a Heart ; An Utter Im
possibility IV. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Lucky Disap
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — “My 
own Child” 2 v. — Her Father’s Name 
2 v. — A Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson IV. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid’s Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 v. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
IV. — Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 
— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
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Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin tv. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 
— The Spirit World IV. — The Beautiful 
Soul IV. — 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 (Caldwell), 
t i874-

Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
2 v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, j 1899. 
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal 1 v. — 
Benvenuta IV. — Lady Alice 1 v. — 
Dayspring IV. — Life’s Aftermath 1 v. — 
In the East Country 1 v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal 1 v. — In 
Four Reigns IV. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse IV. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. — 
Alma IV. — Under Salisbury Spire 1 v. 
— The End Crowns All 1 v. — Winchester 
Meads tv. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winifrede’s Journal 1 v. — Bristol Bells 
IV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell IV. — A Lily among Thorns 1 v. 
— Penshurst Castle 1 v. — Kensington 
Palace IV. — The White King’s Daughter 
IV.— The Master of the Musicians 1 v. 
— An Escape from the Tower 1 v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace 1 v. — Castle 
Meadow IV. — In the Choir of West
minster Abbey IV. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts IV. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul’s IV. — The Parson’s Daughter

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony Iv. — The Courtship of Mor
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers 1 v. — Running Water 1 v. 
— The Broken Road 1 v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry
Reeves).

“Cherry Ripe!” 2 v. — “Land o’ the 
Leal ” IV. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1 v. — 
Sam’s Sweetheart 2 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” 1 v. —What 

the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders IV. — “ Honey” IV. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt IV.— The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The 
Ferryman 1 v. — Tally Ho ! 2 v. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. — Gay Lawless 1 v. — 
Love the Thief i v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe i v.

Mauri er, George du, І 1896.
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, M rs.: v. M iss Braddon.
Maxwell, W. B.

The Ragged Messenger 2 v.—The Guarded 
Flame 2 v.

“Mehalah,” Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould.

Melville, George J. Whyte, 
t 1878.

Kate Coventry IV. — Holmby House 
2 v. — Digby Grand 1 v. — Good for No
thing 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 2 v. — 
M. or N. i v. — Contraband 1 v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto IV. — Sister Louise 1 v. — 
Rosine IV. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. —Riding Recollections tv.

Memorial Volumes: vide Fř>e 
Centuries (vol. 5 00) ; The N ew 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000).

Meredith, George, | 1909.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Leonard.
Thè Man who was good 1 v. — This 
Stage of Fools IV. — Cynthia 1 v. — One 
Man’s View IV. — The Actor-Manager 
IV. — The Worldlings IV. — When Love 
flies out 0’ the Window 1 v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth tv. — The Quaint 
Companions 1 v.—Whispers about Women 
IV. — The House of Lynch 1 v. — The 
Man who Understood Women, and Other 
Stories i V.
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Merriman, Henry Seton, j-1903. 
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 1 v. — Roden’s Corner 
i v. —The Isle of Unrest i v. —The Velvet 
Glove i v. —The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso’s Fortune, and 
Other Stories tv. — The Last Hope 2 v.

M erriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre.

The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v.
Milne, James.

The Epistles of Atkins 1 v.
Milton, John, -j- 1674.

Poetical Works 1 v.
“Molly, Miss,” Author of.

Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v.
“Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide 

Mrs. Hungerford.
Montgomery, Florence.

Misunderstood 1 v. — Thrown To
gether 2 v. — Thwarted 1 v. — Wild Mike 
IV. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
IV. — Transformed 1 v. — The Fisher
man’s Daughter, etc. 1 v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un
shared Secret, and Other Tales 1 v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.
“X Forbid the Banns” 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride 1 v. — The Millionaires 1 v. 
— Nell Gwyn—Comedian 1 v.—A Damsel 
or Two IV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
"Woman tv. — The White Causeway 1 v. 
— The Artful Miss Dill tv. — The Mar
riage Lease Iv. — An Amateur Adven
turess IV. — Priscilla and Charybdis 1 v. 
— The Food of Love 1 v.

Moore, George.
Celibates IV. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v.— The Untilled Field 1 v. 
— Confessions of a Young Man 1 v. — The 
Lake IV. — Memoirs of my Dead Life 1 v.

Moore, Thomas, -j- 1852.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v.

Morgan, Lady, -j- 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morley, Henry, -j- 1894.
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa

tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) i v.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1 v. — A Child 
of the Jago IV. — To London Town 1 v. 
— Cunning Murrell IV. — The Hole in the 
Wall i v. — The Green Eye of Goona 1 v. 
— Divers Vanities 1 v. — Green Ginger 1 v.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1 v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.
Murray, David Christie.

Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: v.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 1869) i v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v.

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), -j- 1890.

Callista i v.
Nicholls, Mrs.: videCurrer Bell.
“Nina Balatka,” Author of: 

vide Anthony Trollope.
“No Church,” Author of (F. 

Robinson).
No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif 2 v.

Noel, Lady Augusta.
From Generation to Generation 1 v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, Frank (Am.), j 1902.
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v.

Norris, W. E.
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor’s 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton IV. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann’s tv. — A Victim of Good Luck 
IV. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Mar
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown 
i v. — TheWidower i v.—Gileslngilby iv. 
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. — His 
Own Father i v.—The Credit of the County 
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IV. — Lord Leonard the Luckless i v. — 
Nature’s Comedian i v. — Nigel’sVocation 
IV. — Barham of Beltana i v. — Harry and 
Ursula IV. — The Square Peg i v. — 
Pauline IV. — The Perjurer i v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., I 1877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v.

“Not Easily Jealous,’’Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy).

Not Easily Jealous 2 v.
“Novels and Tales”: vide 

“ Household Words.”
O’Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 

Godfrey).
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore 1 v. 
— The Matrimonial Lottery 1 v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest
Susan i v.

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888.
Altiera Peto 2v. — Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., j- 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 Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2 v. — 
A Rose in June IV. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge iv.— 
Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthura v. — 
Carità 2 v. — Young Musgrave 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. — Harry Joscelyn 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 ontheGreen 1 v.—TheDuke’s 
Daughter iv. — The Fugitives 1 v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v.—Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, bisWife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen 1 v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 
2 v. — 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”: 
vide George W. E. Russell.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet i v. — Wild Justice 1 v. — The 
Motormaniacs 1 v.

Ossian.
The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson 1 v.

Ouida, -j- 1908.
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 
iv. — Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and other 
Novelettes iv. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes 1 v. — Pascarèl 2 v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa(with Portrait) 
3 V.—In a Winter City 1 v. —Ariadnes v.— 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories 1 v. — A Village Com
mune 2 v. — In Maremma 3 v. — Bimbi 
iv. — Wanda 3 V. — Frescoes and other 
Stories iv. — Princess Napraxine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3V. — A Rainyjune(6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (6oPf.). — A House Party 1 v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v.— Syrlin 3 v. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories iv. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
iv. — Two Offenders iv. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. i v. — Toxin, and other Papers 
iv. — Le Selve, and Tonia 1 v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays iv. — La Strega, and other 
Stories i V. —The Waters of Edera 1 v. 
— Street Dust, and Other Stories 1 ѵ.-т«- 
Critical Studies 1 v. — Helianthus 2 v.

“Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide 
“Roy Tellet”

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt 1 v. — 
The Seats of the Mighty 2 v.—The Weavers

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
f 1900.

Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer, 
for Poorer 2 V. — The Beautiful Miss Bar
rington 2 V. — Her Title of Honour iv. — 
Echoes of a Famous Year 1 v. — Kathe
rine’s Trial iv. — The Vicissitudes of 
Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner’sWooing 
i v.— Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys 
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire 1 v.

Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox iv. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
iv. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v.



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List.

Paston, George.
A Study in Prejudices i v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v.

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square I v. 
— The Grey Knight I v. — Catherine’s 
Child i v.

Paul, Mrs. : vide Author of “ Still 
Waters.”

“ Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive), J 1873.

Paul Ferroll IV. — Year after Year 1 v. 
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 v.

Payn, James, f 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 1 v. — At Her 
Mercys v. — TheBest of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter’s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 v. — High Spirits IV. — High Spirits 
(Second. Series) IV. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
IV. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with 
Çsrtrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re
collections IV. — The Talk of the Town 
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir ofthe Ages 2 v.— Holiday Tasks 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Series) 
IV. — Glow-Worm Tales (SecondSeries) 
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will 
2 v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones IV. — A Modern Dick Whitting
ton 2 V. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1 v. — 
In Market Overt 1 v. — The Disappear
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
IV. — Another’s Burden etc. 1 v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran i v.

Peard, Frances Mary.
One Year 2 v.—The Rose-Garden 1 v.— 
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1 v. — A 
Winter Story IV. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories IV. — Cartouche 1 v. — 
Mother Molly IV. — Schloss and Town 

2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh
bours IV. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma- 
dame’s Granddaughter 1 v. — Donna 
Teresa IV. — Number One and Number 
Two IV. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v. — 
The Flying Months 1 v.

Pemberton, Max.
The Impregnable Cityiv. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt IV. — The Phantom Army 
IV. — The Garden of Swords 1 v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patria 1 v. 
— The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King i v. — The House under the Sea 1 v. 
— The Gold W olf Iv.— Doctor Xavier 1 v. 
— Red Morn IV. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v. 
— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette 1 v. — The Lady Evelyn 1 v. 
— The Diamond Ship 1 v. —The Lodestar 
IV. — Wheels of' Anarchy 1 v. — Love 
the Harvester 1 v. — The Adventures of 
Captainjack 1 v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, J 1811.
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 5 v.

Perrin, Alice.
Idolatry I v.

Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1 v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter 1 v. — Lucy Smith 1 v. — 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v. — Jack and 
Three Jills IV. — Little Mrs. Murray 1 v.— 
Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship tv.—Social 
Vicissitudes IV. — Extenuating Circum
stances, and A French Marriage 1 v. — 
More Social Vicissitudes iv. — Constance 
2 v. — That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc. 
iv. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. 1 v. — 
Black and White 1 v. — “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. 1 v. — School
girls of To-day, etc. iv. — If Only, etc. 1 v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend 1 v. — A Bar
rister’s Courtship i v.

Philips, F. C. & Percy Fendali. 
A Daughter’s Sacrifice iv. — Margaret 
Byng iv. — Disciples of Plato 1 v.

Philips, F. C. & C. J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne iv. — The Scudamores 
iv. — A Maiden Fair to See 1 v. — Sybil 
Ross’s Marriage 1 v.
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Phillpotts, Eden.
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
i v. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth r v.— The Striking Hours 
IV. — The Farm of the Dagger i v. — 
The Golden Fetich i v. — The Whirlwind 
2 v. — The Human Boy Again i v.

Phillpotts, E. & Arnold Bennett
The Sinews of War i v. —The Statue i v.

Piddington, Miss: vide Author of 
“The Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), j-1849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales, 
edited byJohn H. Ingram 1 v.

Pope, Alexander, ý 1744.
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) x V.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2 v.—Ersilia 2 v.—Among 
the Hills IV. — Madame de Presnel 1 v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Zéro IV. — Affinities IV. — The Head 
Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878.
Stepping Heavenward 1 v.

Prince Consort, the, ý 1861.
His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) i V.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections 1 v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1 v. — Time and the 
Woman i v.

Pym, Hor. N.: v. Caroline Fox.
Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 

R. I.
Quiller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”).

Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three 
Ships IV. — Dead Man’s Rock 1 v. — Ia 
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars 
IV. — The Adventures of Harry Revel 1 v. 
— Fort Amity IV. — Shakespeare’s Christ
mas, and Other Stories 1 v. — The Mayor 
of Troy Iv. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories i v.

Rae, W. Fraser, -j- 1905.
Westward by Rail 1 v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. —The Business о (Travel iv.

Raimond, С. E. (Miss Robins) 
(Am.).

The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v.

“Rajah’s Heir, the,” Author of.
The Rajah’s Heir 2 v.

Reade, Charles, f 1884.
“It is never too late to mend” 2 v. — 
“Love me little, love me long” 1 v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof
fington iv. — Christie Johnstone 1 v. — 
A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
iv. — A Woman-Hater tv. — Readiana 
iv. — Singleheart and Doubleface 1 v.

“Recommended to Mercy,” 
Author of (Mrs. Houstoun).

“ Recommended to Mercy ” 2 v. — Zoe’s 
“ Brand ” 2 v.

Reeves, Mrs.: v.Helen Mathers.
Rhys, Grace.

Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila i v.

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant.
Richards, Alfred Bate, j 1876.

So very Human 3 v.
Richardson, S., j- 1761.

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.— Far above Rubies 2 v.—The Earl’s 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley’s Estate 2 v.

Ridge, W. Pett.
Name of Garland 1 v.

“ Rita.”
Souls iv. — The Jesters iv. — The Mas
queraders 2 V. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing 
Finger iv. — A Man of no Importance 1 v. 
— The Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 
i v. — The House called Hurrish 1 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
vide Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
“Mademoiselle Mori.”

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 
t l853-

Sermons 4 V.
Robins, Miss: vide Raimond.
Robinson, F.: vide Author of 

“No Church.”
Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.).

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) i V.
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Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow IV. — A London 
Romance 2 v.

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville.
Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, -j- 1882.

Poems IV. — Ballads and Sonnets 1 v.
“ Roy Tellet.”

The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught of 
Lethe IV. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruffini, J., ý 1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio 1 v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni IV. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 1 v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories 1 v.

Ruskin, John, * 1819, 7 1900.
Sesame and Lilies 1 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.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The “ Lady 
Maud” 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner’s 
Log-Book i v.

Sala, George Augustus, -j- 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 2 v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs.
Cooper).

Joan Merry weather, and other Tales 
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales 
IV. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian 1 v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 
t I9O3-

My Official Wife tv. — 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. —The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
IV. — In the Old Chateau 1 v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. —Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.—The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki 1 v.

Schreiner, Olive.
Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona-

Scott, Sir Walter, ƒ 1832.
Waverley (with Portrait) 1 v. — The 
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil
worth tv. — Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old 
Mortality IV. — Guy Mannering 1 v. — 
Rob Roy IV. — The Pirate 1 v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel IV. — The Black Dwarf ; 
A Legend of Montrose 1 v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoori v. — The Heart of Mid
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery 1 v. — The 
Abbot Iv. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock iv. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of 
Geierstein i V.

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M.A., Ť1895. 
Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng
land iv. — Goethe i v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, j- 1906.
Amy Herbert 2 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, -j- 1616. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 v. — Doubtful Plays 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at Jt 0,30. each number.

Sharp, William, ƒ 1905 : v. Miss 
Howard, Fiona Macleod and 
Swinburne.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, -j- 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), -j-1888.
Shut up in Paris i V.

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 
f 1816.

The Dramatic Works 1 v.
Shorthouse, J. Henry.

John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise 1 v.

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B. 
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v.

Smedley, F. E. : vide Author of 
“Frank Fairlegh.”

Smollett, Tobias, -j" 1771.
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry 
Clinker iv, — Peregrine Pickle 2 v.

“ Society in London,” Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident i v.
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Somerville, E. CE., & Martin 
Ross.

Naboth’s Vineyard i v. — All on the 
Irish Shore i v.

“ Spanish Brothers, the,” Author 
of

The Spanish Brothers 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t.1875.
The History of England 7 v. — Reign 
of Queen Anne 2 v.

Stanton, Theodore (Am.).
A Manual of American Literature 1 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God 1 v.

Steevens, G. W’., f 1900.
From Capetown to Ladysmith 1 v.

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768.
Tristram Shandy 1 v. — A Sentimental 
J ourney (with Portrait) 1 v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f1894. 
Treasure Island 1 v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage 1 v. — 
Kidnapped IV. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
The Master of Ballantrae 1 v. — The Merry 
Men, etc. IV. — Across the Plains, etc. 1 v. 
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1 v. — 
Catriona 1 v. —Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies 1 v.

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. 
Paid).

Still Waters IV. — Dorothy 1 v. — De 
Cressy IV. — Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden 
Sisters i v. — Martha Brown tv.—Vanessa

Stirling, M. C. : vide G. M. Craik 
Stockton, Frank R. (Am.).

The House of Martha 1 v.
“Story of a Penitent Soul, the,” 

Author of.
The Story of a Penitent Soul 1 v.

“ Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author 
of: vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 
(Am.), f 1896.

Uncle Tom’s Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 v. — The Minister’s Wooing 1 v. — Old
town Folks 2 v.

“Sunbeam Stories,” Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackarness.

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 
t 1745-

Gulliver’s Travels 1 v.
Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 

f 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 1 v.

Symonds, John Addington, 
t i893-

Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian 
Sketches i v.

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H.S. Merri
man.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 V.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, f 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 v. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 v. — At Odds 2 v.

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876.
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.

Templeton: vide Author of 
“Horace Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), f1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary 
tv. — Harold IV. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon 1 v. — Locksley Hall, s.^ty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems 1 v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v.

Testament, the N ew : vide N ew.
Thackeray, William Make

peace, f 1863.
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis 3 V. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 V.— 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century IV. — The Newcomes 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 
IV. — The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Village 
on the Cliff IV. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard’s Keys, and other Stories 1 v. — 
Five Old Friends 1 v. — Miss Angel 1 v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales x v. —
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FulhamLawn, andotherTales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays I v.— 
Da Capo, and other Tales r v. — Madame 
de Sé vigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson’s Divagations i v. — A Book 
of Sibyls iv. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs i v.

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).

Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson, James, f 1748.
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v.

“Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth i V.

“Tim,” Author of.
Tim i v.

Trafford, F. G.: y. Mrs. Riddell.
Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir

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) 2 v.

Trois-Etoiles, -vide Grenville:
Murray.

Trollope, Anthony, f 1882.
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams 
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchester 

wers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The
West Indies iv. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 
— North America 37. — Orley Farm 3 v. 
— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 
3 v. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka 1 v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 V.—The Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn 3 v. — He knew he was right 3 V. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite 1 v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Granpere iv. — Australia and New Zea
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v. — The Way we 
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 
2 v. — Is HePopenjoy? 3 V. — An Eye for 
an Eye i v. —JohnCaldigate3 v. — Cousin 
Henry iv. — The Duke’s Children 3 V. — 
Dr.Wortle’s School iv. — Ayala’s Angel 
3 v. —The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion Fay 
2 v. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug
dale, and other Stories 1 v, — La Mère

Bauche, and other Stories 1 v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories 1 v. — 
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man’s

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 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 of the Multitude 1 v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg 1 v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate 1 v.

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.).

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v. ■—A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — “Roughing it” i v. — 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 1 v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Claimant 1 v. — The £ 1000 000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1 v. — Pudd’nhead 
Wilson iv. — Personal Recollections of 
J oan of Arc 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 Other Stories 1 v.— 
Christian Science 1 v.

“Two Cosmos, the,” Author of. 
The Two Cosmos 1 v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay 1 v. — 
Her Son iv. — The Hill iv. — The Waters 
of Jordan i v. —An Impending Sword 1 v. 
— The Paladin 1 v.

“Venus and Cupid,” Author of. 
Venus and Cupid 1 v.

“Véra,” Author of.
Véra iv. — The Hôtel du Petit St. 
Jean iv. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v.—Ninette 1 v.

Victoria R. I.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v.

“Virginia,” Author of, 
і Virginia i v,
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Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England 1 v.

Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2V. — Pauline 2V. — Cousins 
2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget i v.

Wallace, D. Mackenzie.
Russia 3 v.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852.
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v.

Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 
3v. — MissBretherton IV. — Marcella 3 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 Mallory 2 v. 
— Daphne; or, “Marriage à la Mode” 1 v.

Warner, Susan vide-. Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, f 1877.

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a-Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
IV. — The Lily and the Bee 1 v.

“Waterdale Neighbours, the,” 
Author of: v. Justin McCarthy.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. iv. — The War 
of the Worlds i v.— The Invisible Man 1 v. 
— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau 1 v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes iv. — Tales of Space and Time 1 v. 
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1 v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham 1 v.—TheWheels 
of Chance iv. — Anticipations 1 v. — The 
First Men in the Moon 1 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 1 v.— 
The Future in America 1 v. — New Worlds 
for Old iv. — The War in the Air 1 v. — 
Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and Last Things

Westbury, Hugh.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 
Warner) (Am.), j 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 1 v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 V. — The Man in Black 1 v. — 
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 v. —From the Memoirs of a Minis
ter of France iv. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 
— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 
— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings’ Byways iv. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender 1 v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v.

“Whim, a, and its Conse
quences,” Author of.

A Whim, and its Consequences 1 v.
Whitby, Beatrice.

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Sun time of her Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-The WestEnd 2v. 
—The New Christians 1 v.— Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Countess and The King’s Diary 1 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 1 v. — Mr. John Strood 
i v. — The Eight Guests 2 v.— Mr. Strudgg 
I v. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v.
The House of Intrigue 1 v.

White, Walter.
Holidays in Tyrol 1 v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per
son of Quality iv. —No. 5 John Street i v. 
—The Life of Paris 1 v.— The Yellow Van 1 v. 
— Ring in the New iv. — All Moonshine 
iv. — Little People i v.

Whitman, Sidney.
Imperial Germany 1 v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburgs 1 v. — Teuton Studies 
iv. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney "Whitman 1 v. 
— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman 1 v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v.

“Who Breaks—Pays,” Author 
of: -vide Mrs. Jenkin.

Whyte Melville, George J.; 
vide Melville.
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Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 
Timothy’s Quest i v. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope’s English Ex
periences IV. — Penelope’s Irish Experi
ences IV. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
IV. — The Affair at the Inn i v. (By K. D. 
Wiggin, M. &J. Eindlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o’ the River i v. — 
New Chronicles of Rebecca i v.

Wilde, Oscar, J 1900.
The Picture of Dorian Gray 1 v. — De Pro
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol 
IV. — A House of Pomegranates 1 v. — 
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other 
Prose Pieces i v.—Lady Windermere’s Fan 
i v. — An Ideal Husband I v.— Salome i v. 
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales i v. 
— A Woman of No Importance 1 v.

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke IV. — Madelon 1 v. —Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M. (Am.).
The Lightning Conductor 1 v.

Wills, C. J., -vide F. C. Philips.
Winter, Mrs. J. S.

Regimental Legends i v.
Wood, Charles: -vide Author of 

“Buried Alone.”
Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v.
й Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny

Ludlow), f 1887.
East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v. — 

Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner’s Pride з v.—The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat з v. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn’s Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin’s 
Eve 2 v. — Elster’s Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade
laide’s Oath 2v. — Orville College r v.— 
A Life’s Secret i v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. —George Canterbury’s Will 
2 v. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 v. —The Fogg)- Night atOfford; Martyn 
Ware’s Temptation; The Night-Walk 
over the Mill Stream i v. — Within the 
Maze 2 V. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 
— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. —Adam Grainger i v.— 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2v.— Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and 
OtherTales i v.—ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales i v, — Anne, and Other Tales i v. — 

The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other 
Tales IV. — Helen Whitney’s Wedding, 
and Other Tales i v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales i v.

Woodroffe, Daniel.
Tangled Trinities i v. — The Beauty-Shop

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy i v. — The Vaga
bonds ir. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader i v.

Wordsworth, William, J 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2 v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, f 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, J 1894.
Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 
— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 v. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 v. — Dr. Wainwright’s Patient 
2 v. —Nobody’s Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. —The yellow 
Flag 2 v. —The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks IV. — A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats: -vide Levett-Yeats.
Yonge, Charlotte M., ƒ 1901.

The Heir of Redclyfte 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. —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 IV. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 v. — 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. — The Three Brides 2 v. — Woman
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life IV. — Unknown to History 2 v. 
— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer’s Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father 
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni
less Princesses IV. — That Stick 1 v. — 
Grisly Grisell IV. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modern Broods 1 v.

“Young Mistley,” Author of: 
■vide Henry Seton Merriman.

Zangwill, I.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

“Z. Z."
The World and a Man г v,
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Barker, Lady (Lady Broome).
Stories About :— i v.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
j- 1880.

Ministering Children 1 v.
Craik, Mrs.(MissMulock),|i887. 

Our Year IV. — Three Tales for Boys 
IV. — Three Tales for Girls 1 v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales 1 v.

Edgeworth, Maria, ý 1849.
Moral Tales 1 v. — Popular Tales 2 v.

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 
t i877-

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy- 
Tales i V.

Lamb, Charles & Mary, j 1834 
and 1847.

Tales from Shakspeare 1 v.
Marryat, Captain, j 1848.

Masterman Ready 1 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma,-j- 1899.
Rex and Regina 1 v.

Montgomery, Florence.
The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Bad i v.

“ Ruth and her Friends,” Author 
of.

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls iv.
Wood, Mrs. Henry, -j- 1887.

William Allair 1 v.
Yonge, Charlotte M., -j- 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Army 1 v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester’s Word 1 v. — The 
Stokesley Secret iv. — Countess Kate 1 v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office iv. — Henrietta’s Wish 
iv — Kings of England 1 v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1 v. 
—P’sandQ’si v.—AuntCharlotte’sStories 
of English History iv. — Bye-Words iv.— 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. 1 v.

Collection of German Authors.
51 Volumes. Translations from the German, published with universa, 

copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country,
— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. —

Auerbach, Berthold, j- 1882.
On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 v. — 
Brigitta iv. — Spinoza 2 v.

Ebers, Georg, j- 1898.
An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2v. — Homo Sum 2v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 v.—Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte, j 1843.
Undine, Sintram, etc. 1 v.

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, j- 1876.
Poems (Second Edition) 1 v.

Görlach, Wilhelm.
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) 1 v.

Goethe, W. v., j- 1832.
Faust iv. — Wilhelm Meister’s Ap
prenticeship 2 V.

Gutzkow, Karl, -j- 1878.
Through Night to Light 1 v.

Hackländer, F. W., | 1877.
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] i v.

Hauff, Wilhelm, -j- 1827.
Three Tales 1 v.

Heyse, Paul.
L’Arrabiata, etc. 1 v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. iv. — Barbarossa, etc. 1 v.

Hillern, Wilhelmine von.
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 
iv. — The Hour will come 2 v.
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Kohn, Salomon.
Gabriel i v.

Lessing, G. E., | 1781.
Nathan the Wise and Emilia Gaietti iv.

Lewaid, Fanny, j- 1889.
Stella 2 v.

Marlitt, E., j 1887.
The Princess of the Moor [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, Maria, + 
[oachim v. Kamern, and 
Poor Young Lady 1 v.

1857.
Diary of a

Reuter, Fritz, j- 1874.
In the Year ’13 IV. — An old Story of 
my Farming Days [Ut mine Stromtid] jv.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean 
Paul), j- 1825.

Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.
Scheffel, Victor von, j- 1886.

Ekkehard 2 v.
Taylor, George.

Klytia 2 v.
Zschokke, Heinrich, f 1848.

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen
büttel, etc. i V.

Students’ Series for School, College, and Home.
Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkungen und Special-Wörterbüchern. 
Br. = Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert.

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t l873-

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff. Br. Jí 0,50. Kart. Ak 0,60.

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 
(Am.).

T-ittle Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth. Br. Jí 1,50. Kart. Ak 1,60. — An
merkungen und Wörterbuch. Br. .41 0,40.

Sara Crewe. Von Bertha Connett. Br.
Ak 0,50. Kart. Ak 0,60. — Anmerkungen 
und Wörterbuch. Br. Ak 0,40.

Carlyle, Thomas, j 1881.
The Reign of Terror (French Revo
lution). Von Dr. Ludwig Herrig. Br. 
Ak 1,00. Kart. Ak 1,10.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 
t 1887.

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost. Br. .4k 0,80. Kart, Ak 0,90.— 
Wörterbuch. Br. Ak 0,40.

Dickens, Charles, j- 1870.
Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A.

Hoppe. Br. Ak 1,20. Kart. Ak 1,30.
Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A.

Hoppe. Br. ^1,40. Kart. Jí 1,50.—Wörter
buch (First and Second Series). Br. Aki ,00.

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
G. Tanger. Br. .4k 1,00. Kart, Ak 1,10.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans— 
Mrs. Cross), j- 1880.

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. H. 
Conrad. Br. Ak 1,70. Kart. Ak 1,80.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia,-j- 1885. 
Jackanapes. Von E. Roos. Br. Ji 0,50. 
Kart. Ak 0,60. —Wörterbuch. Br. Ak 0,20.

The Brownies; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Müller. Br. Ak 0,60. 
Kart. Ak 0,70.—Wörterbuch Br. Ak 0,30.

Timothy’s Shoes ; An Idyll of the 
Wood; Benjy in Beastland. Von A. Roos. 
Br. Ak 0,70. Kart. Ak 0,80. — Wörter
buch. Br. Ak 0,30.

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 
t I79°-

His Autobiography. Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjahre 
(1706—1730). Br. Ak 1,00. Kart, ji 1,10.

II. Teil. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. Ak 1,20. Kart. Ak 1,30.

Freeman, Edward A. j- 1892. 
Three Historical Essays. Von Dr. C. 
Balzer. Br. Ak 0,70. Kart. Ak 0,80.

Harte, Bret (Am.), | 1902. 
Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G. 
Tanger. Br. Ak 1,40. Kart. Ak 1,50.
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

f 1864.
Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. Von 
E. Roos. Br. dt 0,70. Kart. dt 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen undWörterbuch. Br. dt 0,40.

Hughes, Thomas, ý 1898.
Tom Brown’s School Days. Von Dr. Z. 
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. 3,00. Kart. 
./< 3,20. Part I. apart. Br. dt 1,70. 
Kart. dt i,8o. Part. II. apart. Br. .¿81,30. 
Kart, di 1,40.

Longfellow, Henry Wads
worth (Am.), j 1882.

Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H. 
Varnhagen. 2 Bände. Br. dt 2,00. 
Kart, di 2,20. I. Band apart. Br. di 1,00. 
Kart, di 1,10. 2. Band apart. Br. di 1,00. 
Kart, di 1,10.

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, -j- 1859.

England before the Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W. 
Ihne. Br. di 0,70. Kart, dt 0,80.

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
Dr. W.Ihne. Br. dis,00. Kart, dt 1,10.

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. Immanuel Schmidt. Br. dit,00. 
Kart, di 1,10.

Lord Clive. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum. Br. di 1,40. Kart, dt 1,50.

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. 
Br. .ft 0,60. Kart, dt 0,70.

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum. Br. di 1,50. 
Kart, dt 1,60.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32—35 of “A 
History of our own Times.”) Von Dr.yl. 
Hamann. Br. dt 0,60. Kart, dt 0,70. 
— Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20.

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
dt 1,60. Kart. dt 1,70. — Wörterbuch. 
Br. dt 0,40.

Scott, Sir Walter, J 1832.
The Talisman. Von Dr. R. Dressel. 
Br. dt 1,60. Kart, dt 1,70.

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. Löschhorn. Br. dt 1,50. 
Kart, dt 1,60.—Wörterbuch. Br. .¿80,50.

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H. Löschhorn. Br. di 1,70. 
Kart, dt 1,80.

Shakespeare, William, j- 1616. 
Twelfth Night; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. dt 1,40. Kart, dt 1,50.

Julius Cæsar. Von Dr. Immanuel 
Schmidt. Br. dt 1,00. Kart, di 1,10.

Macbeth.Von "Dt.ImmanuelSchmidt. 
Br. dt 1,00. Kart, dt 1,10.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 
t i875-

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713—1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacher. Br. di 1,20. 
Kart, dt 1,30.

The Seven Years’ War. Von Dr. M. 
Krummacher. Br. dt 1,20. Kart, dt 1,30.

Tennyson, Alfred Lord, j 1892. 
Enoch Arden and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A. Hamann. Br. dt 0,70. Kart. 
dt 0,80. — Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20. -

Thackeray, W. M. | 1863.
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle. 
Br. dt 1,20. Kart, dt 1,30.

Yonge, Charlotte M., J 1901.
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear
less. Von E. Roos. Br. dt 0,90. Kart. 
dt 1,00. — Wörterbuch. Br. dt 0,20.

Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Each Volume, 

Für Deutsche.
Englische Conversationssprache von

A. Schlessing. 4. Stereotypaufl. 
Französische Conversationssprache 

von L. Rollin. 2. Stereotypaufl. 
Russische Conversationssprache 

von Dr. Z. Koiransky.

bound Jfc 2,25.
For English students.

German Language of Conversation 
by A. Schlessing.

À I’tcsage des étudiants français.
Conversation Allemande par MM.

L. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber.



Tauchnitz Dictionaries.
For sale and, for use in all countries.

Crown 8vo.
English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-second Edition, 

entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed Л 4.$o. Bound 
in cloth Л 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Л 5,50.

English-French and French-English. (James & MoLÉ.) Seventeenth, 
entirely new and modern Edition. Sewed Л 5,00. Bound Ji 6,00. 

English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Thirteenth 
Edition. Sewed Ji 5,00. Bound in half-morocco Л 6,25.

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 
in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modern 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed Jk 29,00. 
Bound in cloth Jk 32,00. Bound in half-morocco Л 33,50.

Vol. I. Français-Allemand-Anglais, sienie Edition. Avec un grand 
Supplément de 1901. Broché Л 10,00. Relié en toile Jk 11,00. Relié en 
demi-maroquin Jk 11,50. Supplément séparément Jfc 2,00.

Vol. II. En g lish - Ge rman - Fr ench. 5th Edition. With a large Supple
ment published in 1902. Sewed Л 10,00. Bound in cloth Л 11,00. Bound 
in half-morocco Л 11,50. Supplement separately Л 2,00.

Vol. III. D eutsch - En glisch - Französisch. 5. Auflage. Mit einem 
Nachtrage von 1902. Brosch. Л 9,00. Geb. in Leinen Л 10,00. Geb. in 
Halbfrz. Л 10,50. Nachtrag einzeln Л 1,00.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition).
Bound Ji 2,25. Sewed Л 1,50.

These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date. 
English-German and German-English. Thirty-first Edition. 
English-French and French-English. Thirty-second Edition. 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-third Edition. 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirtieth Edition. 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fifteenth Edition. 
Französisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Französisch. Zwölfte Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Achte Auflage. 
Espagnol-Français et Français-Espagnol. Cinquième Édition.

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 
5. Auflage. Br. Л 3,00. Geb. Л 4,00. Geb. in HalbmarokkoЛ 5,50.

Imperial 4°.
Italienîsch-П—— GUTiNi & Bulle.) 

Brosch. Л 18,00.

kušen.) 2 Bände, 
narokko Л 20,50.

Biblioteka Główna UMK

300000748871

from the German.

.) 25., völlig neu 
’.ibung angepasste 
"ranz Л 7,50.

г* мак.ƒ rj. Auflage. Br. Л 3,00.



Latest Volumes. — August 1909.
Pomp and Circumstance.
By Dorothea Gerard (Ma
dame Longard de Long- 
garde). i vol. - 4111.

Madame de Longard, who usually 
gives us tales of Galician or Austrian life, 
here once more proves her versatility and 
knowledge of English society life in a 
novel which shows up the hollowness of 
political intrigue in a marked degree.

Lady Windermere’s Fan.
By Oscar Wilde, i v. - 4 i 12.

An Ideal Husband. By 
Oscar Wilde. 1 voL-4113.
“Lady Windermere’s Fan” and “An 

Ideal Husband” are respectively the fifth 
and Sixth volumes of the series of Oscar 
Wilde’s works now being published in 
the Tauchnitz Edition. The plays are as 
popular in Germany and other continental 
countries as in England.

Catherine’s Child. By Mrs.
Henry de la Pasture, i vol.-
4114.

In this, her latest work, Mrs. Henry 
de la Pasture has succeeded in blending 
the pathos which characterises all her 
works with an element of the unexplained 
and dramatic which renders the story 
doubly interesting.

Dead Men Tell No Tales.
By E. W. Hornung, i vol.-
4II5-

A thrilling and sensational romance of 
arson and murder on the high seas and 
adventure on shore. The tale, with all 
its engrossing incidents, has a happy and 
satisfactory ending.

Kingsmead. By Baroness 
von Hutten, i vol. -4116.

This is a novel of English society and 
country life, in which the inheritor of a 
barren title comes out in his best colours, 
and, though hard hit himself, plays the 
part of deus ex machina to others.

Idolatry. By Alice Perrin, 
i vol-4117.
An Anglo-Indian romance of unusual 

feeling by a new authoress in the Tauch
nitz Edition. Her pictures of missionary 
life in India are trenchant, and the story 
will appeal to every student of the human

Little People. By Richard
Whiteing. I vol. -4118.

The “ Little People ”—the fairies who 
work by night and hide by day—is the 
name given by the author to that large 
class of human beings whose names “ never 
get into the newspapers.” The essays 
abound in alternate humour and pathos.

Wroth. By Agnes & Egerton 
Castle. 2 vols. -4119/20.

This old-time English romance is in 
every respect worth J’ of the literary fame 
the collaborating authc^Mhave long en
joyed. Lord Wroth is \stently sur
prising, and the lady the vt ’•personifica
tion of feminine heroism. \

Barbary Sheep. By „ vrt
HlCHENS. I vol. -412 Ш !

This is a new and thoroughly ýl 
romance of the desert and of Arabiai e, 
by the celebrated author of “ The Gare еь 
of Allah.”

Tono-Bungay. By H. G.
Wells. 2 vols. - 4122/23.

The great imaginator of the socialistic 
future, and of numerous fantastic tales of 
the “what might be” or of the “what 
might have been” has here produced a 
novel of the actual to-day. The book is 
one of the great sensations of the season, 
and the hero tells his life’s story in a most 
realistic manner.

Elizabeth Visits America.
By Elinor Glyn, i V.-4124.

The “ Visits of Elizabeth ” have been 
so extraordinarily successful that her 
American experiences will be of quite 
peculiar interest. The authoress of “Three 
Weeks,” the book of its season most in de
mand, will find innumerable readers for 
these new letters from Elizabeth.
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Daphne; or, “Д 

Mode.” By M
Ward, i vol.-4125.

This new novel by the famous authoress 
of “ Robert Elsmere ” is a clever exposi
tion of the American divorce-laws, and 
their relation to the “mixed marriages’’ 
of modern times.
An Impending Sword By
Horace Annesley Vachell.
i vol.-4126.
This story of life and death in Califor

nia shows the great versatility of the 
celebrated author of “The Hill” and 
“Brothers.” The book is filled to the 
brim with exciting and unusual situations. 
The Countn House. By 
John Gals'” ,-v thy. i V.-41 7.

The auth e Man of Propt *
has airea c. himself as a keen in
quisitor .rs human. “The Coun
try Но. .s a dramatically written 
roma*- modern English aristocratic 
life y way worthy of his pen. So
ci» not often been depicted better,

more cinematographic manner.

A most pathetic and finely devised 
story of self-sacrifice in modern life. Some 
of the scenes are laid in Venice. The book 
is one of the very best that Mr. Norris has 
written.

First and Last Things. By
H. G. Wells, i vol.-4129.

This collection of dissertations on 
erious subjects may be said to embody 

Mr. Wells’ own Rule of Life and philo
sophy of existing things. There is food 
for thought on every page.

Disciples of Plato. By F. C.
Philips and Percy Fendale, 
i vol. -4130.
In this drama of modern life Mr. 

Philips and his well-known collaborator 
have cleverly pilloried the consequences 
of platonic love between man and woman. 
The reader will find him or herself 
pleasantly titillated throughout, and will 
lay the volume down with a gasp of satis
faction at its denotement.

Soeben erschien :

Die Englische Literatur
im Zeitalter der Königin Viktoria.

Von
Dr. Leon Kellner,

Professor an der Universität Czernowitz.
Preis: Broschiert 10 Mark. Geb. 11 Mark.

Das vorliegende Werk behandelt die ganze neuere englische Literatur 
von der Blütezeit unter Dickens, Bulwer, Macaulay, Carlyle an bis zur 
Jetztzeit in erschöpfender Weise. Es ist das Resultat jahrelanger Spezial
studien eines der ersten Fachgelehrten und bietet auch dem genauen 
Kenner englischer Literatur eine Fülle interessanter Anregungen.

The Tauchnitz Edition is to be had of all Booksellers and 
Railway Libraries on the Continent, price Jb 1,60. or 2 francs 
per volume. A complete Catalogue of the Tauchnitz Edition is 
attached to this work.


