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BOOK II 
(continued)

CHAPTER II
VERY SHORT, AND DEVOTED TO REHEARSALS

Inigo seomed to spend all his waking hours, the next 
few days, on the improvised stage at the Rawsley Assembly 
Rooms, pounding away on the ancient Broadwood Grand. 
Two of the notes, the first G in the treble and the lower D 
in the bass, were in the habit of sticking, and even by the 
end of the first day he had come to know those two notes 
so well that they had taken on a personal life of their own, 
so that he appeared to have spent hours quarrelling with 
two obstinate little yellow men: Tweedlegee and Twoodle- 
dee, he called them. His wrists and forearms began ach
ing by about twelve on Friday morning, and after that— 
though Sunday was a holiday—they went on aching until 
at last he forgot to notice them. It did not matter whether 
the Good Companions sang choruses, quartets, trios, duets, 
or individual numbers, he had to be at work. And if they 
stopped singing and took to dancing instead, then he had 
to work all the harder. For him there was no rest. Each 
member of the troupe prided himself or herself on having 
a large répertoire, known always as a “rep,” and insisted 
on going through it at some time or other with the new 
pianist, who soon began to dislike the very mention of 
“reps.”

“I never knew there were so many dirty tattered old 
sheets of music left in the world,” Inigo confided to Miss 
Trant. This was after he had struggled through Jimmy 
Nunn’s rep, which was the dirtiest, oldest, and most tattered 
of all. Many of Jimmy’s songs, which did little more than 
announce that their singer was a policeman (“ When you’re



going down the street, You will see me on my beat, For I’m 
a Policeman—фот—Yes, I’m a Policeman”) or a postman 
or a waiter or some other droll public character, were in 
manuscript, and were further complicated by instructions 
scrawled in in pencil—“Stop for patter,” and so forth. 
Fortunately it did not matter very much what he played 
for Jimmy, who had no ear and no singing voice, and only 
demanded that the accompaniment should stop in various 
odd places in order that he should be able to point out 
that his father was a very mean man, or describe, wit 
a wealth of unlikely detail, his wedding day. Indeed, the 
relation between Jimmy’s singing and the piano was so 
vague that he had sung a whole verse of a policeman song 
to the accompaniment intended for a postman before eit icr 
he or Inigo had noticed the mistake. “Have to use 
old uns, my boy,” said Jimmy, carefully removing from 
piano a sheet that was dropping to pieces. , he7 0 „ 
write real comic songs now, you can take it trom .
And Inigo was quite ready to agree that these mas erp 
had obviously been written a great many years * 
only hope was that he would be able to vamP 1p uiej
paniments by heart before most of the scor 
“’"íhťXX reps of the two Brandite were in rather ■ 

better condition than Jimmy's, being mostly compose^of 
well-printed ballads, but they were far larger, P 
Mrs. Joe's, a very stout portfolio with “Mis Stella 
Cavendish” printed on it in scarlet letters. I on „ 
there’s a bigger and classier rep on the С. P. stage о у, 
she told him proudly. But it was not necessary ° g 
through it all. Inigo was a quick reader and found : 
easy ballad stuff mere child’s play. After Mrs. Joe, wit 
flashing eye and heaving bosom, had tunefully cautione 
a son o’ hers against doing something or other, had sug
gested that the roses in her heart would never bloom again 
like the roses in her garden, had commanded the red sun 
to sink in-toe the We-est, had waited for one Angus Mac
Donald to return from some mysterious campaign, had
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said good-bye to leaves and trees and kisses onfhe brow 
and practically everything, and had finally announced that 
she must go down to the sea again; in short, after Mrs. 
Joe had tried over about half a dozen of her most popular 
numbers, she expressed herself as being not only satisfied 
but delighted, mopped her face with one hand and patted 
Inigo on the shoulder with the other, and told him he was 
a pianist with a touch, a talent, a soul, and in short was 
a downright find. “You’ve got just the style for me, Mr. 
Jollifant,” she cried warmly, and asked everybody present 
to agree with her. Inigo, who had been quietly enjoying 
himself by indulging in an ironical over-emphasis, looked 
round to see that Miss Susie Dean, who was standing near, 
was regarding him with a cool and speculative eye. At once 
the praise of the simple songstress made him feel uncom
fortable. He glanced apologetically towards Susie—he 
thought of her now as Susie—but that young lady im
mediately tilted her nose a little higher than usual and. 
looked away. Inigo then came to the conclusion that he 
was not such a clever young man as he had imagined him
self to be.

Joe gave Inigo more trouble than Mrs. Joe had done, 
though his rep was neither so big nor so classy. “Joe’s got 
the Voice but not the Training,” his wife explained. “And 
if he’s not going to get off the note again, he’ll have to 
have some of his numbers transposed. I told that to the 
creature that ran off with Mildenhall, but of course it 
was no use talking to her. She couldn’t play a straight ac
companiment, let alone transpose. As I told Joe this mor
ning, you’re a real musician, so you won’t mind putting 
some of his numbers down a semi-tone or a tone.” And 
Inigo did put some of them down a semi-tone or a tone, 
but nobody except Mrs. Joe, who was quite triumphant, 
even imagined it made any difference. Joe’s rough, power
ful voice still refused to keep on the note; towards the end 
of a song it wavered between several different notes; and 
usually at the very end it wandered into another key alto
gether. Moreover, it cannot be denied that Joe was a very 



wooden vocalist. He stiffened his massive body, clenched 
his fists, and roared until he was purple in the face. It 
was not so bad when his themes were nautical and it was 
his duty to point out the various perils of the de-ee-eep, 
but when he tried to turn himself into a melodious victim 
of the tender passion, when he declared that he heard you 
whisper his name among the roses or admitted that he had 
been standing ’neath your window in the moonlight or con
fessed that he thought of nothing night and day but two 
bright eyes and two white arms, and stood there bellow
ing, fifteen stone of taut muscle and stiff bone, with his 
big chin jutting out, his forehead gemmed with beads of 
perspiration, and his two fists apparently ready at any 
moment to deliver a knock-out, then it was very hard in
deed not to smile at honest Joe. Miss Trant, who chanced 
to enter the hall when one of his love lyrics was in full 
blast, had to retire to the back so that he would not catch 
sight of her face. “ What on earth makes Mr. Brundit sing 
love songs?” she asked Susie afterwards. “I don’t mind 
what he sings, of course, but anybody less love-sick I can’t 
imagine.” Susie laughed. “ I know. Poor Joe !—he sounds 
as if he’s shouting for steak and onions, doesn’t he? Mrs. 
Joe—our Stella—makes him sing them. They don’t go 
down badly, either. People must think it hurts him more 
than it hurts them, so they give him a hand. I adore Joe, 
though. He’s a lot nicer than the men who can sing love 
songs, I can tell you. I’ve known some of them. Ugh ! ”

When the two girls of the party came to rehearse their 
individual numbers with him, Inigo had an unpleasant sur
prise. He found that he enjoyed playing to Elsie more than 
he did to Susie. Elsie , came first and ran through about 
half a dozen songs, mostly of American origin, songs at 
once plaintive and impudent, in which somebody had either 
never had a “sweetie” or had just lost one. Elsie sang 
these in a little tinny nasal voice that seemed itself an 
importation from the United States, and after the last two 
she danced in quite an engaging and graceful fashion, mak
ing the most of her shapely self. To Inigo, looking over
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the piano at her as soon as he could dispense with the few 
repeated bars of music that accompanied the dance-steps, 
she seemed very attractive, in spite of the fact that he had 
always thought her too fair and fluffy, too saucer-eyed, too 
scented, at once too demure and too flaunting, too much 
the ageing kitten, and had never had five minutes’ amusing 
talk with her. Until then, indeed, he had seen her as a 
rather silly and empty woman—and, after all, she was a 
woman, several years his senior—and had set her down as 

affected and cosmeticated, and a bit hard and mean in- 
now> when she twirled away, smiled at him, cried 

Quicker, please,” smiled again as they increased the pace 
together, she seemed to have distinct charm, and he saw an 
audience warming to her act, thin and conventional though 
it might be. And when, at the end, pink and rather breath
less, she clapped her hands and came over to him, crying 

Oh, thanks ever so much! That was topping. You do 
play beautifully, don’t you?”, and he replied “That was 
fun, wasn’t it, Miss Longstaff?”, and she said that she 
couldn’t be Miss Longstaff any longer but must be Elsie 
and he must be Inigo—then he began to feel they were 
really friends.

This was a surprise but not unpleasant. It was Susie 
who surprised him unpleasantly. To begin with, she was so 
disappointing. Jimmy Nunn, the Brundits, and even Jerning- 
ham, had all told him how wonderful Susie was; easily the 
best little comedienne on the Concert Party stage, they 
said, and a coming star on any stage; not simply hard
working and clever with a touch or two of originality but— 
you know. And he knew. He had watched her closely ever 
since they first met, which was only last Thursday but 
already seemed months ago, and was only too willing to 
believe anything they said of her. He could see her on the 
stage—the nimble but sturdy figure of her, the piquant, 
dark face, flashing with fun, and the performance itself, 
a rush of high spirits, a mixture of charm and drollery with 
just a glint, the tiniest glint, of pathos. And then when she 
came to rehearse with him, it was not like that at all. She



sang a few songs in a husky little voice; they were poor 
things, flimsier than Elsie’s, even, and she went through 
them listlessly, half-heartedly. She did a little step-danc
ing, but that was half-hearted too. Now and again she 
stopped him: he was too slow, too fast, or he must halt in 
such a place. That was all. It was woefully disappointing.

“ I say,” he began, when she had done and was putting 
her music together.

“Well, what is it, Professor?”
“Those songs of yours—they’re not much good, are 

they?” He saw her opening her eyes to stare at him. “I 
mean—pretty feeble—eh?”

“Oh, do you think so?” There was rising and dangerous 
inflection in her voice.

“ Rather ! Thin stuff, tissue paper, absolutely ! You must 
get fed up singing ’em, don’t you? Quite apart from the 
words, think of the tunes. What are they? Lord, I could 
invent half-a-dozen better ones in a morning.”

“Could you really?” ,
“With ease,” the rash young man continued. “I don’t 

say mine wouldn’t be tripe, but there’s tripe and tripe, 
isn’t there?”

“I suppose so,” she said, softly now. “I never touch 
it myself. But go on, please, go on.”

“Well, I mean to say,” he went on, a little less sure 
of himself, “ if those things are the best that are going, we’ll 
pension ’em off and concoct some of our own. What d’you 
think ? ”

“ I’ll tell you what I think,” she said fiercely. “ I think 
you’ve got a damned cheek. Now then ! Sitting there coolly 
telling me my songs are all rot! And you haven’t been 
in the show five minutes. Never seen an audience in your 
life! D’you think I’m in your—your—infant class! Oh 
yerse,” she went on, holding up her head and speaking 
in a throaty voice that was a vindictive imitation of Inigo’s, 
“ther’s trape and trape, isn’t ther? Oh, ab-so-lutely ! ” 
Then, with a furious sweep, she turned and caught sight 
of Jimmy Nunn, who was in conference in the body of the
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hall. “Jimmy,” she called, “just a minute, Jimmy. You’ll 
perhaps be sorry to hear that I shan’t be able to appear 
in the show. No, impossible ! Mr. Jollifant, who’s so kindly 
condescended to play for us, says my songs aren’t worth 
playing.”

“ 1 didn’t,” Inigo protested.
“Yes, of course you did,” she retorted. “And what I’d 

like to know is—who do you think you are ? The last pianist 
we had was pretty foul, but at least she didn’t tell us what 
we had to sing.”

“Now then, you kids,” Jimmy called to them. “Re
member you’re going to have something tasty for your tea, 
and I’m not. Pity poor James! Ease up, Susie. And you 
apologise, Jollifant. I don’t care if you haven’t done any
thing, say you’re sorry. It’s the only way with ’em. Take 
it easy, the pair of you.”

“ I’m awfully sorry, Susie----- ”
“Miss Dean, thank you.”
“All right. Miss Dean, then,” replied Inigo with 

dignity. “I repeat: I’m awfully sorry if I’ve offended you. 
I didn’t mean to.”

“Yes, that’s the only way with ’em, isn’t it? Well, it 
isn’t with me.” Susie picked up her music. “ I’m sorry you 
don’t like these numbers because you’re going to hear them 
quite a lot. Anyhow, I’m going to sing them. And if you 
wrote the best soubrette songs in the world, here and now, 
I wouldn’t sing them, not if you paid me to sing them. 
And that’s that.” And off she marched, her head in the air.

Jimmy came up a few minutes afterwards, and Inigo 
told him what had happened. Jimmy whistled for a minute, 
then puckered up his face and looked drolly at his com
panion. “There’s one thing they didn’t teach you at Cam
bridge, my boy,” he said finally, “and it’s something you’ll 
have to learn at this job. That’s tact. Don’t say these 
things. Think ’em but don’t put ’em in the book of words. 
In this profession, the men are bad enough. But the 
women! Touchy! Dynamite, my boy. One word and up 
they go! Besides, Susie’s numbers are good enough. I 



don’t say they couldn’t be better. But you see what she 
does with ’em on the night. They all eat out of her hand.”

“But that’s the point,” said Inigo. “I should never have 
said anything—this is between ourselves—if I hadn’t been 
so disappointed. I expected something wonderful from her, 
and I thought she was awfully dull.” 1

On hearing this, Jimmy gave an excellent imitation of a 
distinguished astronomer who has just been told that the 
world is flat. He groaned; he looked heavenwards; hebeat 
his brow. “What d’you think this is?” he cried, waving a 
hand at the empty hall. “A command performance? D’you 
think them chairs with the bit of plush left on are the 
Royal Family? D’you think that pillar there’s Sir Oswald 
Stoll, with his pockets full of new contracts?”

“ Let me take a turn at this,” cried Inigo, good humour- 
edly enough,, though in truth he was still rather nettled. 
“ And do I think this piano is the box office of Drury Lane? 
The answer is—I don’t. And what then?”

Jimmy laughed. “Only this. Susie wasn’t bothering, 
that’s all. Wait till you see her in front of an audience. I 
tell you, she can make a hit with the duddest number you 
ever shut your ears to. Leave it to her, my boy. Susie’s all 
right.”

“ I see.” Inigo played a little phrase, softly, reflectively, 
then ended with a sudden crash. “You can expect some 
songs from, me now, Jimmy, that is, if we can get some 
words. The tunes come easily enough, but I can’t write the 
sort^of stuff they want as words for them.”

“ If my inside lets me alone for a day or two,” said 
Jimmy, “ I can do a bit that way myself. We’ll get together 
and fit ’em in. This is how it works. If you’ve got a good 
melody, then I’ll try to find words for it. If I’ve a likely 
lyric, you try to find a tune. And don’t forget to try your 
hand on that opening chorus I’ve got ready.”

“ Right you are. I’m going to show Miss Susie that I 
wasn’t exactly talking through my hat just now. She said 
she wouldn’t dream of singing anything I ever wrote. We’ll 
see about that. I’ll write something that’ll make her eat 

her words, or I’ll bust.” And, so fired by the scorn of Susie, 
who must be shown, he set to work in earnest, and the two 
of them spent all the next day, Sunday, with a wreck of a 
cottage piano, the pride of Jimmy’s lodgings, and some 
music manuscript paper that Jimmy had unearthed.

On Monday morning, Inigo rehearsed with Jerry Jem- 
ingham, who carefully divested himself of his coat and 
waistcoat and then, for the next hour, worked like the 
nigger of legend. His voice was no better than it is now, 
was indeed the same plaintive and rather nasal croon, 
hardly worth calling a voice at all, yet most artfully adapted 
for the work it had to do. Jazz, which had begun as an 
explosion of barbaric high spirits, a splash of crimson and 
black on a drab globe, had become civilised ; it was quieter, 
more subtle, and flirted with sentiment and cynicism; its 
first bold colours faded to autumnal tints; its butterfly 
gaieties were for ever fluttering down into melancholy; its 
insistent rhythms were like the soft plug-plugging of those 
great machines that now keep whole populations waiting 
upon them, devouring so much of people’s time and yet 
leaving their minds partly free to wander—and to wonder; 
and in its own crude, jigging, glancing fashion, as it sang 
with a grin and shrug of home and love to the crowds of 
the homeless and unloved, it contrived to express all the 
sense of baffled desire and the sad nostalgia of the age. 
History, which attends to folk songs as well as the migra
tions of peoples, had produced this Jazz, and Nature, work
ing obscurely in a long dark street in a Midland city, had 
produced a Jerry Jerningham, this Antinous in evening 
dress and dancing slippers, to match the event. Jerry’s 
voice was nothing, yet it would have been impossible to find 
a better for these songs. And his feet, those two astonish
ingly energetic and versatile commentators, said all the 
rest. As soon as he began pit-patting with those feet, Jerry 
suddenly became a real person, confessing things, making 
original remarks about life. His feet pondered, sank into 
despair, began to hope, took courage, laughed and carolled, 
became crazed with happiness, were touched with doubt,



wondered uneasily, shrugged and turned cynical, all with 
a seemingly careless grace.

Inigo had found it difficult to like this beautiful and 
vacant young man, but now he found it easy enough to 
respect him. Jerningham might have a mind as blank as a 
new slate, and the most atrociously affected accent in the 
country; he might be all narrow ambition and conceit; but 
he was an artist—not merely an artiste, but an artist. And 
how he worked ! It was his ambition to be the most grace
ful lounger, the best of all the idle fops of revue and 
musical comedy, and to achieve these butterfly perfections 
he trained like an athlete and toiled like a slave. Off 
the stage, Inigo had discovered that Jerningham could be 
easily ignored ; but now at rehearsal he saw another young 
man, who knew exactly what he wanted, not merely from 
himself but from everybody else, and had made up his 
mind not to be baulked; he was in his own atmosphere, 
and at once flashed into life, like a fish put back into water. 
Inigo played with unusual zest to the very end. Jerningham 
leaned against the piano, smiled across it and then care
fully wiped his forehead with a lilac silk handkerchief.

“By George!—but you can dance, though,” cried biigo 
enthusiastically. “Hope my playing was all right? This 
syncopated stuff’s rotten to read at sight.”

“ Jally faine,” said Jerningham. “Ai laike your playing. 
Jest what Ai warnted. You’ve got the Jaizz tech. You’ll 
make a lat of difference to our baind too.” He mopped 
himself delicately again. “Gled you laike my darncing. 
Ai’m pretty good at those steps, but Ai warnt some new 
ones very bardly.”

Inigo flourished a manuscript. “You listen to this,” he 
cried. “It’s a song Jimmy and I wrote yesterday. The 
time’s one I’ve had in my head for some time, and now 
Jimmy’s put some words to it.”

“ What’s the taitle?”
“Slippin round the Corner,” Inigo told him. I’ll play 

it to you while you’re resting.” And once again the mis
chievous little tune came dancing out of the keys. Long be-
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fore Inigo had finished, Jerningham was looking over his 
shoulder at the manuscript and humming and tapping his 
feet.

“ Oh, but it’s a wanderful little namber ! ” cried Jeming- 
ham, ivi th unexpected enthusiasm. “There’s nathing going 
to tech it, nathing, Jallifamt. And it’s mai namber, isn’t 
it? Must be mai namber, Ai insist.”

“ Yes, you can sing it,” Inigo replied, with grim satisfac
tion. He was thinking of Susie.

Jerningham was going through the words now. “Ai 
must tray this now, Ai ralely must. You know you look 
like being a gold-maine, Jallifamt. Now do pramise you’ll 
let me sing this for at least two or three months before 
you send it anywhere?”

“Oh, that’s all right. I wasn’t thinking of sending it 
anywhere.”

“But mai dear boy, of course you must. There’s pats 
of meney in things like this, pats. Shahly you knew thart ! ” 
And Jerningham opened wide his velvety brown eyes to 
stare at this strange fellow. “ But let’s tray it now. Here’s 
Jaymy and Mitcham. We’re just going to tray this namber 
of yours, Jaymy.”

Jerningham took the manuscript—Inigo knowing the 
music by heart—and went through one verse and chorus 
rather slowly. Then he tried the second verse and took the 
chorus at quicker pace, his feet making little movements 
to the lilt of it. “Now we’ll tray it all over again, please, 
Jallifamt, and we’ll put the snep into it. Raight you are.” 
And when he came to repeat the choras, he was accom
panied by Mr. Mitcham’s banjo and Jimmy on the drams. 
Bhe four of them sent everything slipping gloriously round 
the corner, and Inigo danced on the piano stool, improvised 
the most astounding variations and flourishes, and laughed 
in his excitement. "Repeat, repeat,” cried Jerningham, and 
immediately stopped singing and began dancing properly, 
while the other three, their heads wagging away, slipped 
and slipped and slipped round the comer.

“But where, where, where did you get that duck, that



perfect little fat duck of a number?” It was Susie who 
came rushing on the stage. They had not noticed she was 
about. They had not noticed anything. “ Never mind,” she 
cried. “Tell me afterwards. Let’s have it again, do let’s 
have it again. I want to try it with Jerry.”

So off they went again, repeating the chorus, with Susie, 
very excitedly humming and putting in all manner of 
strange words, dancing away with Jemingham. After a 
minute or two, the men stopped.

“Go on, go on, boys,” she cried. “You’re not going to 
stop, are you? Can’t I have it again?”

No, she couldn’t, they told her. They were all blown.
“Well, now you can tell me,” said Susie. “Whose is it 

and where did it come from? Tell me all about it.”
“It’s mai new namber, Susie,” Jemingham panted.
“And there’s the boy who wrote it,” said Mr. Mitcham, 

pointing to Inigo. “And as soon as he let me hear it, I 
said ‘That’s a winner, my boy.’ I can tell ’em. Went back 
to my hotel once in Chicago and there was a waiter there— 
little Jew boy—heard him picking out a tune on the piano, 
very quietly—nobody about, you see. I went straight up 
to him----- ”

But he had to finish his anecdote in the wings, where 
Jimmy and Jemingham were taking deep breaths. Susie 
had not stayed to listen to it. She had rushed over to Inigo 
at the piano.

“Do you mean to say you wrote that?” she demanded.
He smiled at her. “Well, Jimmy wrote the words, but 

I wrote the tune. It’s—er—one of those little things of 
mine I believe I mentioned to you the other day. A poor 
thing but mine own; absolutely.”

Susie stared at him, breathing hard. “And you’ve let 
Jerry Jemingham have it?”

“Yes, why not?”
“Well, you are a mean pig to give it to him like that, 

and not even let me hear it first. I didn’t think you could 
be so—so—unfriendly, so spiteful.”

“But you said----- ”

“I know what I said. But of course I didn’t mean it. 
You ought to have known I didn’t mean it. Besides, I 
thought if you did write anything, it would be dreadful— 
they usually are—and not something really good like that. 
And just because----- ” She paused.

“Because what?” He had stopped smiling now. He 
was busy trying to make head or tail of these remonstrances 
that came flashing out without any kind of logical sequence 
that he could discover, and at the same time he was telling 
himself how pretty she was. No, it wasn’t just prettiness. 
Nor could you call it beauty. But there it was, infinitely 
delightful and disturbing.

Now she suddenly dropped her indignation. “ It doesn’t 
matter, of course. It’s nothing. But I thought we were 
going to be friends, and it’s obvious we’re not. That’s all. 
I suppose you’re writing another now for Elsie Longstaff. 
No, I’m really cross now. I wasn’t before, and you ought 
to have seen I wasn’t. And I’m not cross now. Yes, I know. 
I thought I was but I wasn’t. I’m just—well, I’m dis
appointed. That’s all.” She lowered her eyes as her voice 
trailed away. There was a moment’s silence. Then she tried 
to look brisk and cheerful. (And Inigo, bewildered but 
not yet entirely unobservant, did not know which it was.) 
“It really is a good little number,” she said, with all the 
brittle brightness of a conscientious hostess. “And I must 
say, you’re very clever. You’ll make quite a lot of money 
if you keep on turning out things like that.” And she 
strolled away, her head in the air.

This was Inigo’s triumph, but he did not enjoy it. He 
sat there feeling rather ashamed of himself, though some
where at the back of his mind was a cool little fellow who 
whispered that he had no reason to be ashamed of him
self, that he had just been humbugged out of his triumph. 
Then she came back, ran across the stage, her face alight.

“ I don’t want you to think I’m bad-tempered, because 
I’m not, really I’m not,” she cried, putting her elbows on 
the piano and resting her chin in her hands. In this position 
she could look at him steadily, and she did look at him
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steadily. “Now, aren’t you sorry you gave that number 
to Jerry Jemingham instead of me? I know I haven’t 
shown you yet what I can do, and I know that Jerry’s very 
clever in his own way. I believe you were very disappointed 
in me the other day, weren’t you?” she inquired, rather 
plaintively.

“Well, I don’t know------” Inigo stammered, feeling it
impossible to look away and equally impossible to say 
what he had thought with his eyes still fixed on hers.

“Are you really a spiteful person? You don’t look like 
one. I thought at first you were rather nice.”

“I am,” he replied, trying to be the good-humoured, 
rather whimsical middle-aged gentleman, and not succeed
ing at all. “I’m usually considered specially nice. ‘Here 
comes that nice Mr. Jollifant,’ they say.” He put on the 
indulgent smile of forty-five, but felt it wobble.

“Are you? I wonder.” She stared at him with a kind 
of innocent speculation for a moment. “But you mustn’t 
try to patronise me just because you’re about three years 
older than I am, you know. We’re just the same age really.”

This was his chance. “Yes, yes,” he murmured. “And 
now you’re going to tell me that a girl is always years 
older than a man. I know. You’ve been reading magazine 
stories and light fiction from Boots’.”

“I wasn’t going to say anything of the kind,” she pro
tested, almost too swiftly. “I was going to say I’d seen a 
lot more of life than you have. Then I thought I wouldn’t. 
‘It might hurt his nice little conceit of himself,’ I said to 
myself. So I didn’t. If you want to be friends with a man, 
you mustn’t ever say anything to hurt his precious vanity, 
and as that’s always as big as a row of houses and tender 
all over, you have to be awfully careful.”

“Oh, do you want to.be friends, then?”
“Perhaps.” She stood up now, gave a twirl or two. “I 

haven’t made up my mind—quite.”
“ Do make up your mind. I’m all for it, absolutely,” he 

said, turning into an eager youth again. “What’s the good 
of being a Good Companion, if you’re not friends.”

“ Mr. Oakroyd’s my new friend,” she remarked, still 
twirling. “Ahr Jess. Did you know his name’s Jess? It’s 
Jesiah, really. Isn’t that too sweet? He comes to me and 
asks all about curtains and footlights and spót-lights and 
props, and he goes about looking so important when he’s 
anything to do. He’s already mended my basket for me. 
He says ‘It’ll do champion nar, Soos.’ He calls me ‘Soos,’ 
and tells me all about Shuddersford and the Gurt North 
Roo-ad. We’re very thick, I can tell you. I heard him 
saying to Miss Trant, ‘Her and ahr Lily’s as like as two 
peeas.’ What d’you think of that?” She hummed a bar or 
two of Sli/ppin round the Corner, and tried a few steps. 
Then she smiled at Inigo.

“ Do you know what you’re going to do now, Mr. Inigo 
Jollifant?” she cried softly. “You’re going to write another 
song, just as good as that, if not a wee bit better, and that 
number will be all for me. I can see it coming. And— 
listen—I’ll promise to put all I know into it, and then one 
day a big manager from the West End will hear me singing 
it, and he’ll send for you and he’ll send for me, and we’ll 
both make our fortunes. You’ll have Francis, Day, and 
Hunter sitting on your doorstep, and I’ll have fifteen agents 
fighting on the stairs. Now don’t say you can’t do it, be
cause I know you can, you’re so clever. Do you know, I 
said at once when I saw you, ‘That boy with the lock of 
hair and the ridiculous knapsack doesn’t look like a pro, 
but he looks a clever boy.’ That’s exactly what I said. And 
now, isn’t that what you’re going to do?”

And, strangely enough, Inigo admitted that it was. He 
even went so far as to add that already he had a tune in 
his head that might do, if Jimmy could dig up some words. 
“And are we friends again now?” he inquired.

“But of course we are,” she replied. “Though we don’t 
know each other very well, do we? But we’re going to work 
very hard together.” Then she looked him over rather 
severely. “But, you know, you mustn’t take these little 
tilings so seriously. Mind that.”

Before he could reply, she was giving a lightning imita- 



tion of a pompous gentleman fingering a large, pointed, 
and very important moustache. “Little things, you know, 
Mistah—ar—Jollifant,” she croaked. “Me-ah differences 
of o-pin-yon, what! The kaind of thing that may happen 
at any mo-oh-ment—what!” Then she instantly became 
herself again, blew him a kiss, and tripped away.

Inigo stared after her and drew a very deep breath. 
Having had such innocents as Felton and Daisy Callander 
of Washbury Manor to deal with, he had come to see him
self inevitably taking the lead, leaping from position to 
position and beckoning to the duller-witted who lumbered 
after him; but he could not help feeling that he had now 
more than met his match. Susie left him gasping. Being 
friends with her was going to be very exciting. It appeared 
that his imagination had probably not deceived him when, 
hearing her voice in the tea-room, it had seen a curtain 
go shooting up. That curtain was still going up, higher 
and higher.

CHAPTER HI
INIGO JUMPS OUT OF A TRAIN AND FINDS HIMSELF IN LOVE

I
“Now this,” said Mrs. Joe impressively, taking up the 

last little heap of cards, “is what’s sure to come true.”
“What was all the rest then?” Inigo asked.
“Look here, Inigo,” cried Susie, “whose fortune is 

this, mine or yours? You’re not a bit funny. Go on, my 
dear. Don’t take any notice of him.”

Mrs. Joe was examining the cards with sibylline gravity. 
“I see here great success for you, my dear. Money, ad
miration, power, everything—a really great success. And 
it’ll come quite unexpectedly in a Five.”

“Five what? Can’t you tell?”
“ No, it’s j'ust a Five. And it’ll all come through a dark 

man, a very dark man.”
“Perhaps it’s a nigger,” suggested Jimmy Nunn.
“ Oh, shut up, Jimmy ! ” cried Susie. “ You’re old enough 

to know better. How am I going to meet this man? That’s 
what I want to know.”

“ Talking of niggers,” said Mr. Morton Mitcham to no
body in particular, “ I was in New Orleans one time and 
there was an old nigger mammy there who could tell for
tunes. She did it with melon seeds. She told me I was 
going to break my arm within a week. ‘Don’t you go to de 
North or de West, sah,’ she said to me. But I did, though. 
And just a week after that, in Nashville----- ” He paused
and looked from one to another of them.

Joe took his pipe out of his mouth. “You broke your 
arm, like she said,” he prompted.

“No, I didn’t do just that,” said Mr. Mitcham solemnly, 
“and I won’t pretend I did. But just one week after that 
I was with a fellow—and I’ll tell you who he was; he was 
old Horace Carson who used to go round with the Woman 
in a Barrel illusion—and he broke his leg. Queer, wasn’t 
it? And another time, out East, there was an old 
Chink----- ”

“ Well, Susie, you can’t want a better fortune than that, 
my dear,” said Mrs. Joe. “ You’ll have a lot of worries and 
trouble in a Two, as I said, but after that everything’s going 
to be bright for you, and I’m sure I wish I could say the 
same for us all.”

“ Don’t you think you could if you tried hard enough ? ” 
asked Inigo, looking innocent.

“There he goes again!” cried Susie. “Pretending he 
thinks it’s all nonsense, and all the time he’s dying to have 
a good fortune himself and is furious because he can’t have 
one.”

“Don’t be a scoffer, Mr. Jollifant,” said Mrs. Joe ear
nestly. “I’ve known people to scoff at these things once 
too often, like that young fellow who came to the Rawston 
Repertory when we were there. What was his name, Joe?” 
she called across to him.

“What was whose name?” asked Joe.
“That young fellow who came to the Rawston and 



who’d once been in a lawyer’s office or somewhere and 
didn’t believe in bad luck and good luck and all that.”

“Oh, that chap,” said Joe. “I remember him well. 
Best solo whist player I ever struck, he was. Knew every 
card in your hand. I remember him all right.”

“ What was his name ? ” screamed his wife. “ Don’t keep 
telling me you remember him. All I want is his name.”

Joe thought for a moment. “I’ve forgotten his name,” 
he confessed.

“Just like you, Joe,” and she dismissed him with affec
tionate scorn. “That’s Joe all over,” she explained to the 
others at her end of the compartment. “He’d keep on for 
an hour telling me he remembered him, if I’d let him, and 
then he doesn’t even remember the man’s name. Well, as 
I was saying, this young fellow came to the company and 
told us all there was too much of this superstition on the 
stage and he didn’t believe in it, and to show us he didn’t 
believe in it, he went out of his way to do all the things 
that bring bad luck, and put things in the dressing-room, 
spoke the tag at rehearsals, and everything. He’d show us 
it was all rubbish, he said. Well, what came of it?” She 
asked this in a low thrilling voice and fixed her gaze upon
Inigo.“Well, did anything come of it?” asked Inigo, who felt 
that he was capable of following this young man’s example 
himself.“ I should think it did,” cried Mrs. Joe triumphantly. 
“He had his notice in less than a month.”

“Served him right, too,” said Susie very severely. “But 
how did it happen?”

“ Oh, we all complained to the management about him,” 
replied Mrs. Joe. “ Either he goes or we do, we said, and 
so he had to go.” She stared at Inigo, who had suddenly 
burst out laughing. “ Funny to you it may be, Mr. Jollifant, 
but it wasn’t funny to us and it went to our hearts to have 
to do it but we couldn’t have him deliberately ruining the 
luck for everybody. And he brought on his own bad luck, 
didn’t he?”

“ But don’t you see------” Inigo began, but then stopped
because it was obvious that she did not see. Moreover, 
Susie was telling him to be quiet and not to talk about 
things he did not understand.

“ Ai don’t believe mech in these things,“ Mr. Jerry Jem- 
ingham announced, fluttering his long eyelashes at the com
pany.

“You don’t believe in anything,” said Miss Longstaff, 
who appeared to have wakened up specially to make this 
remark. “All you believe in is yourself and White’s danc
ing shoes and that stuff that says handsome men are slightly 
sunburnt.” It was clear that Mr. Jerningham could not be 
numbered among Elsie’s gentlemen friends.

“ Dewn’t you be so personal,” said Mr. Jerningham, per
mitting his exquisite features to register indignation. 
“You’re always passing remawks. And Ai know whai. Oh 
yes, Ai know whai.” There was—as the ladies told one an
other afterwards—bouquet written all over him.

Susie began chanting a little composition of her own:

“Pretty Mister Jerningham 
Came from Birmingham, 
Where he’d been learning ’em, 
And some say turning ’em 
Up up up.”

“Now then, you girls,” said Jimmy, “leave the boy 
alone. You’re only jealous. If there’s no more fortune- 
telling going on at that end, we’ll have the cards back, 
please. What about another game of solo, Joe?”

“It’s getting quite warm in here,” Mr. Mitcham ob
served, and began taking off his overcoat.

“Exit the Silver King,” murmured Susie. This was the 
name they had given Mr. Mitcham’s overcoat, which was 
no ordinary garment. It had first made its appearance at 
Haxby (where Mr. Mitcham had bought it in a second-hand 
clothier’s for twenty-eight shillings), and immediately it 
had seemed as if another person had joined the party. Mr.



Mitcham was now described as “travelling an overcoat,” 
just as some players are said to “ travel ” a mother or other 
relative. It was a gigantic plaid ulster and its collar was 
decorated with a few inches of fur from some mysterious 
and long extinct species. It had the air of having been 
round the world far more times than Mr. Mitcham himself, 
and of having seen places that its owner would never be 
permitted to see. At any moment (as Inigo had remarked), 
you felt that this astounding overcoat might begin to sup
plement Mr. Mitcham’s travel reminiscences or set him right 
in a loud voice. And Jimmy Nunn swore that he had to take 
out an extra railway ticket for it and that every time it 
was taken into a third-class carriage its fur stood on end. 
Such was the Silver King, which Mr. Mitcham now folded 
and, after some difficulty, found a place for on the rack.

After Haxby The Good, Companions had had several 
three-night and two-night stands in the same neighbour
hood, and it was now the middle of November. This Sun
day journey to Middleford was the longest they had under
taken so far, for Middleford, as everybody ought to know, 
is one of those grim coal-and-iron towns of the North-East. 
Miss Trant had taken Mr. Oakroyd with her in the car, on 
which he now kept a knowing eye, but all the other eight 
of them, as we have seen, were travelling in this train and 
they filled the compartment. They had been there for the 
last three hours, exchanging stories, playing cards, telling 
fortunes, eating sandwiches and chocolate, reading, smok
ing, yawning, dozing, staring out of the windows at the 
vague grey places that went wobbling past. It was a raw 
day—and, as usual, seemed all the more raw because it 
was Sunday—and at first the railway carriage had been 
miserably cold, but now it was not merely snug but down
right stuffy. Jimmy Nunn, Joe, Mitcham, and Jemingham 
played a few more languid hands of solo whist ; Mrs. Joe 
knitted ; Elsie closed her eyes again ; Susie read a few more 
pages of The Pianola Mystery; and Inigo wrestled with 
several large Sunday newspapers.

“Hello!” said Jimmy, wiping the window and peering 

out. “This looks like Hicklefield. We’re running to time 
to-day.”

“Don’t we change here?” asked Inigo.
“We do,” Jimmy replied. “And we’ve just twenty 

minutes. Time to get a drink.”
“ Everybody changes here,” said Mrs. Joe, putting away 

her knitting. “I seem to have spent half my life in this 
station. Every time I’ve ever gone North, they’ve run me 
into Hicklefield to change trains.”

The others agreed that Hicklefield was inevitable, and 
told one another how often they had met people they knew 
in the refreshment-room. They were now running slowly 
into the gloomy cavern of the station itself. Then a curious 
thing happened. Jimmy Nunn, who had let down the win
dow and was looking out, gave a little cry and then sud
denly sat down in his corner.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” he gasped, staring before 
him. All the colour had drained out of his queer puckered 
face. He looked ill.

“Jimmy! Jimmy! What’s the matter?” they were all 
crying.

He was pressing his hand now on his heart. His lips 
were blue. “All right. It’s nothing,” he groaned. “Just a 
bit of—of—an attack, that’s all. Get me—that bag down 
—ol’ man—you’ll find a flask in it. That’s it. Ah—that’s 
better!” The colour returned to his face, beginning with 
his nose, so that for a moment or two he looked as if he 
had his comic make-up on and there seemed a horrible 
touch of drollery in his still chattering teeth.

“Jimmy, my dear!” said Susie, her hand on his shoul
der. “What’s happened? You did give me a fright. Don’t 
do it again, will you?”

There was no time for more. The train had stopped 
now. Inigo and Morton Mitcham said they would see the 
baggage into the next train, which was already waiting at a 
neighbouring platform. The others were going off at once 
to the refreshment-room, but Jimmy, who was still shaky, 
refused to accompany them, so Susie insisted upon taking 



him over to the Middleford train. But when Inigo had 
finished with the baggage, he found Jimmy sitting there 
alone.

“Where’s Susie?” he asked.
“I packed her off to get a cup o’ tea for herself,” 

Jimmy replied. “Is Mitcham trying for a quick one?”
“He is,” said Inigo, helping the porter with the smaller 

things, which they were spreading on the seats. “There’s 
still ten minutes, but I’m not going to bother. I don’t like 
these lightning drinks.”

After a few minutes, Joe and his wife came along, an
nouncing that they had seen and spoken with Tommy Ver- 
ney and Mabel Ross, late of Tlie Merry Mascots. “ They’re 
resting now,” panted Mrs. Joe, “then opening at Warring
ton in Cinderella—Baron Hardup and Dandini.” Then 
Elsie and Jerry Jerningham disengaged themselves from 
a group of people (the Money for Dust! Company on the 
Broadhead Tour) at the end of the platform, and came 
hurrying along, chanting the names of all the acquaintances 
they had seen. Then Mr. Morton Mitcham, magnificent in 
the Silver King, stalked up, to point out that he had had 
two while some fellows, there before he was, had not been 
able to secure a single drink. “ It’s an art as much as any
thing else,” he concluded triumphantly, and Jimmy and 
Joe acknowledged that he was undoubtedly a fast worker.

“Where’s Susie?” asked Inigo.
Mr. Mitcham thought he had seen her in the refresh

ment-room, talking to some people. “There’s three minutes 
yet,” he added. “She can make it—easy. Did I ever tell 
you how I once caught the Twentieth Century Limited?”

At this moment, however, a porter slammed the door. 
Jimmy and Mrs. Joe both tried to look out of the window at 
the same time. “By jingo!” cried Jimmy anxiously, “but 
she’ll have to hurry up. I can’t see her, and they’re getting 
their flags and whistles ready.”

“Just a minute!” said Inigo. “Do let me have a look.” 
“Can’t see her anywhere,” said Jimmy.
A whistle sounded.

“There she is!” cried Jimmy. “Eh, what’s your name, 
guard?—half a minute! Oh, the silly devils! Gosh, we’re 
off ! She’s missed it ! ”

“Then so have I,” roared Inigo. “Get back, Jimmy. 
I’m getting out.” The train was actually moving now, 
though very slowly. He opened the door, dropped out, and 
fell flat on his back on the platform.

Jimmy fumbled desperately in his pocket while the 
others were shouting. “Here!” he cried. “Tickets!” He 
threw out two tickets, which fell on the platform and were 
picked up by a porter, whose attention was then directed 
to Inigo by the frantic gesticulations of Jimmy. The next 
moment they were out of the station.

“ Well I’ll be----- ” Joe did not say what he would be,
but simply blew out his breath. The others, however, ap
peared to agree with him. “ For the minute,” said Mrs. Joe, 
“I didn’t know I’d a heart in my body.”

“Well, I’ve thought for some time he was sweet on 
Susie,” said Elsie, “but I didn’t know it was as bad as 
that.”

“ I’ve seen it all along,” said Mrs. Joe, with a huge sen
timental sigh. “That’s what I call love, that is.”

“Oh, he’s gone on her, is he?” said Joe, staring in
nocently at his wife. “Is that why he went and jumped 
out?”

“Of course it is, Joe. Don’t be silly,” said his wife 
sharply. “And you needn’t look so surprised about it. He 
hasn’t gone wrong in his head. If I was stranded like that, 
you’d jump out of a train, wouldn’t you?”

Joe rubbed his chin and looked bewildered. “I sup
pose so,” he said finally.

“You don’t seem very sure about it.”
“All right then, I would,” said Joe. “You try me and 

see.”
“And then go and break your neck, I suppose,” said 

his wife, still sharply. “And then we’d be in a fine mess, 
wouldn’t we? I’ve never heard a man talk in such a silly 
way as you do sometimes, Joe,” she concluded severely.



Joe looked at her in despair. Then he looked at Mr. 
Morton Mitcham, who in his turn was looking at Jimmy. 
All three gentlemen exchanged glances, and they were 
glances of a deep philosophical significance, such as may 
be exchanged among members of a sex not entirely devoid 
of reason, not wholly given over to whims and fancies and 
irrational outbursts.

II
“And did you really jump out just to keep me com

pany?” said Susie. “I think it’s sweet of you, Inigo.”
Inigo himself, though he did not say so, thought it was 

rather sweet of him too. He had just been admonished by 
the North-Eastern Railway, had still a good deal of that 
railway’s dust on his clothes, and had not quite recovered 
from his encounter with that railway’s platform. The porter 
had handed over the two tickets that Jimmy had thrown 
out, but Inigo had neither overcoat nor hat, and felt chilly, 
shaken up and somewhat ridiculous.

“ The very first thing we must do now,” said Susie rather 
sternly, just as if he had proposed a few games of chess, 
“is to find out when the next train goes to Middleford.”

“Yes, I’d thought of that myself,” said Inigo meekly.
Together, they examined the indicator, which informed 

them that the next train to Middleford would leave No. 2 
Platform at 7.45 p.m.

“Over four hours to wait here,” said Inigo.
“And when will it arrive at Middleford?” asked Susie. 

“That’s what it doesn’t say. About the crack of dawn, I 
suppose.”

“ The time-table over there will tell us that,” said Inigo, 
and led her towards it. After much pointing and running 
up and down of fingers, they discovered that the 7.45 
arrived in Middleford at 11 o’clock.

“That’ll be all right,” said Susie. “Jimmy or one of 
the others will be sure to meet us. They’ll look up the 
train too, and they’ll have got us some digs. This isn’t 

the first time this has happened to me, as Jimmy will 
tell you.”

Here she was stopped by a cough. It came from a 
middle-aged woman dressed in black who had been glanc
ing at the time-table next to theirs. She had a long angular 
face, and her lips were tightly compressed. Inigo had 
noticed her when they first came up, for she was looking 
at the time-table as if there might be something wildly 
indecent in it. And now she coughed, not apologetically 
but peremptorily; it was like a tap on the shoulder. They 
looked at her, and she looked steadily from one to the 
other of them.

“Maybe you’re theatricals?” she asked at last.
Yes, they were.
“Changing trains here?” she asked.
Changing and losing trains, they told her, and then ex

changed quick glances. “Busybody?” Inigo’s glance asked. 
“Probably looking for lodgers,” Susie’s replied.

“And when did you come in?” she inquired. After they 
had told her that too, and had even indicated the direction 
of the train, she looked at them more fixedly than ever, 
and finally said: “You don’t happen to have been travelling 
with a Mr. Nunn?”

“What, Jimmy Nunn!” cried Susie.
“James Nunn,” she replied firmly.
“I should think we were,” said Susie. “We’re all in 

the same show, The Good, Companions. And Jimmy’s an 
old friend of mine. D’you know him?”

The angular woman paid no attention to this question. 
“Pierrot troupe, is it?” she said. “And where are you 
going to now?”

Middleford, they told her.
“And where to next week?” she asked.
This was very puzzling. Susie looked at Inigo and 

hesitated. “ Well, if you want to know,” said Inigo, in that 
special no-concem-of-yours voice we always employ with 
that opening phrase, “we’re going to a place called Tew- 
borough.”



“Not far from here,” said the woman.
“ We’re playing at the Theatre Royal there,” said Susie, 

not without pride.
“Humph. Not much good’ll come o’ that,” she said 

grimly, looking still more angular. “What is it you call 
yourselves? Good, Companions? And you’re sure Mr. 
Nunn’s with you, are you?”

“Of course we are,” replied Susie, rather indignantly. 
“We shall see him to-night or to-morrow morning. D’you 
know him? Can we give him a message?”

“James Nunn’ll want no message from me. I saw him 
on that train, and if I’m not mistaken he saw me.” She 
looked hard at them both, then gave herself a little shake. 
“ I’m his wife,” she said quietly, and began walking away.

Inigo stared. Susie gasped, then ran forward. “I say, 
though,” she cried, stopping the woman, “how extra
ordinary ! I’ve known Jimmy for ages and never knew----- ”

“He’d a wife. No, I’ll be bound you didn’t.”
“ But listen ! I’m Susie Dean, and Jimmy used to know 

my father very well.”
“ And I knew him too,” said this astonishing Mrs. Nunn 

quite calmly. “I might have known you were Charlie 
Dean’s girl, for you’ve the look of him.”

“ But how wonderful ! ” cried Susie. She was almost 
dancing with excitement.

“Is it?”
“Of course it is.”
“Why?” said Mrs.Nunn, without the least flicker of 

interest. “I don’t call it wonderful. It takes more than 
that to surprise me. Good afternoon.”

“But surely you’re not going away just like that,” said 
Susie. “I mean, not saying anything at all. You simply 
can’t go like that.”

Mrs. Nunn gave her a long level stare. “What is it 
you want to know?” she demanded.

“Well, it isn’t exactly that I want to know anything,” 
Susie explained, “but you see—meeting you like this----- ”

“ Without any intention of being rude and while thank

ing you for answering any questions I might have asked,” 
said Mrs. Nunn, in a very angular voice, “ I must tell you 
that you’re a good deal too excitable. You get out of the 
habit of working yourself up about nothing or it’ll grow 
on you, Miss. And that’s all there is to it. Good after
noon.” And she marched off without another word.

“ Well, of all the dried-up, bony, beastly women ! ” cried 
Susie, rejoining Inigo, who had hung back. “Did you hear 
her?”

“Jimmy saw her,” Inigo announced. “He saw her on 
the platform when he was looking out of the window. Don’t 
you remember how queer he went?”

“And no wonder!” said Susie. “But isn’t it strange? 
I never knew he had a wife.” And for several minutes she 
exclaimed at this discovery and then sketched in various 
accounts of Jimmy’s past, in all of which no blame was 
attached to him.

“We’ve heard of the skeleton in the cupboard,” said 
Inigo meditatively.

“And she’s it,” Susie put in quickly. “And now we 
won’t talk any more about her. The point is, where are 
we going?” They were now out of the station and had 
wandered into what was presumably one of the main streets 
of the town.

“So this is Hicklefield,” said Inigo, looking about him 
with distaste and shivering a little. “Methinks the air 
doth not smell wooingly here, my Sue. In fact the place 
gives me the hump, absolutely.”

There was a light fog over the town. The shuttered 
shops and banks and warehouses were vague shapes and 
like the scenery of some dismal dream. Cars came sliding 
from nowhere, twisted this way and that, hooted like 
wounded monsters, then slipped away into nothingness. 
Ponderous trams loomed up, creaking and groaning, 
stopped to swallow a few morsels of humanity, and lum
bered off to unimaginable places. A policeman, an antique 
taxicab, a man with newspapers, a woman in an imitation 
sealskin coat, and a few other persons and things, were
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standing there, apparently waiting for Doomsday to break. 
Nothing broke the grey monotony but the pavement itself, 
which was startlingly black in its grime. There was no 
colour, no sparkle of life, anywhere.

“My God I” cried Inigo. “Let’s get out of this, Susie. 
Another minute of this and I give up hope.”

“We’ll jump on that tram,” she said, pointing, “and 
see what happens. Come on.” They raced down the street 
and boarded the tram just as it was moving off, to the 
delight of the conductor, who plainly had not expected 
anything at all to happen that afternoon. The top of the 
tram was covered, and they climbed up there and sat in 
a curved little place in front.

“Now this is much better,” said Susie, peeping out at 
a moving Hicklefield.

“Isn’t it?” he replied. “Like being on a galleon.”
But he was not looking at Hicklefield but at Susie her

self, who seemed more vivid and radiant than ever, and 
as he looked at her he found himself possessed by a most 
curious feeling, a kind of ache, made up of wild happiness 
and sickly excitement. He realised at once that this place, 
the front of this tram in Hicklefield, was the only place 
in the world for him, and when he thought of other places, 
where there was no Susie, from the Savoy Grill to the 
sunlit beaches of Hawaii, they appeared to be nothing but 
desolations. He realised in a flash that it would be better 
even to be miserable with her than to be anywhere else, 
for so long as she was there the world would still be 
enchanted, whereas if she were not there it would be a 
mere dark huddle of things. He knew now he was in love 
with her, and would go on being in love with her for ever 
and ever. This was it, there could be no mistake. He had 
jumped out of the train simply because he could not bear 
being without her; he had jumped and had fallen, head 
over heels over head over heels, in love.

“ Susie,” he said, “ I say, Susie.” And then he stopped. 
His voice sounded ridiculous, like the bleating of a sheep.

“Well, Inigo?” Her dark eyes were fixed upon his for 

a moment, then suddenly their expression changed. She 
was looking at the conductor, who was now standing at 
Inigo’s elbow. They asked him where they could go, if 
there was any chance of getting tea at the journey’s end, 
and he told them that about half a mile or so beyond the 
terminus there was a fine big hotel, standing on a main 
road and largely patronised by “motterists.” It was, they 
gathered, a most sumptuous establishment, and Inigo de
cided at once that they must go there and have tea. As 
it was nearly an hour’s ride to the terminus, they would 
neatly dispose of the time before the evening train.

After the conductor had gone, Inigo had no further 
opportunity of telling Susie what had happened. It was 
she who began talking now. He smoked his pipe, watched 
the delightful play of her features, and listened half 
dreamily to what she had to say. Now and again her voice 
was completely drowned by the groaning of the tram as 
it mounted a hill. It was all as odd and queerly moving 
as a dream : the mysterious stretches of Hicklefield darken
ing below them; the little place, so cosily their own, on 
the tram; Susie, with her eyes deepening into reverie, lost 
in remembrance; the tale of her past that progressed as 
they progressed, a dream within a dream: it was all so 
strange. He lias never forgotten it.

“You’re in for an awful time, Inigo,” she began, smiling 
vaguely at him. “I’m going to tell you the story of my 
life. No, I’m not really, but I can’t help thinking about 
everything in the past. It’s all going jumbling away in my 
head. Meeting that woman, I suppose. I keep thinking 
about my father. Did you hear her mention him? He 
was on the stage, and so was mother. They were both in 
musical comedy. He was a baritone lead in touring com
panies, and she used to do soubrette parts, French maids 
as a rule. She was half French and she’d an awfully good 
accent. They used to play in those funny old jiggety- 
joggety things, The Country Girl and The Geisha and The 
Circus Girl. They were both playing in F lor odor a when 
they got married, in Manchester. I can remember a
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dressing-case tiling Dad always had with him and it was 
a wedding present and had something on it, you know: 
“With the Best Wishes of the Florodora Company, Man
chester,” and all the rest of it. It’s silly but I just want 
to cry when I think of that. I don’t know why, exactly, but 
I can sort of see them there in Manchester and their 
Florodora and “Tell me, Pretty Maiden” and everything 
—little little figures, all very excited and happy, and when 
I think of them, these little figures are all in a bright light, 
but they’re ever so tiny and all round them is a huge 
blackness, and it’s back there in nineteen hundred and two 
and not one of them knows what’s going to happen. Do 
you see, Inigo? I’m sure you don’t, and I simply can’t 
begin to make you understand how I see it. But it’s just 
—sort of—life, the real thing, and either you’ve got to 
laugh at it or cry a bit, when you see it like that, really 
you have. Now say I’m silly.”

He shook his head, and the look he fastened upon her 
offered her everything he had. But she was not thinking 
about him. She was still groping among her memories. 
When she began again, it was in a very subdued voice, and 
he could only catch an occasional word here and there. 
It was something about her mother, who had died only 
a year or two after Susie was bom. He gathered that she 
had been looked after then by an aunt for several years. 
Then he heard more, for the tram was quiet and she was 
raising her voice a little.“That’s the queerest part and the one I remember 
best,” she was saying, “when father decided to take me 
round with him on tour. I was about five or six when that 
began, and it went on for several years. It’s all such a 
funny muddle, though bits of it are frightfully clear. Going 
round dozens of towns, but they all seemed alike. Only 
sometimes the landladies called me ‘poor little dearie’ and 
sometimes ‘puir wee lassie’ and sometimes ‘doy’ and some
times ‘hinny’—I remember that awfully well. And often 
when there was a matinée, Dad would take me with him, 
and when he was on, I’d be held up in the wings and sit 

in the dressing-rooms, sitting on comedians’ knees or in 
chorus girls’ laps, and I’d be given chocolates, and every
thing was always so queer and smelly—grease paint and 
powder and gas, you know—but I’d hear the band playing 
and people laughing and clapping, and I loved all that. 
It was horrible sometimes at night, though, when I had to 
go to bed before Dad went down to the theatre, and some
times the landladies were horrible, with huge red faces 
and smelling of whisky. And the rooms too. I can see 
one now—it seemed enormous, with giant pieces of fur
niture and awful dark cupboards with Things in them wait
ing to spring out on you—and the blinds weren’t down 
properly and the horrible greeny light of the lamp outside 
in the street shone in, and I’d shiver and shiver there every 
night, creeping down under the clothes and just waiting 
for something to come—bump! But then sometimes when 
father came back, I’d wake up and go downstairs and he 
would be having his supper and perhaps he’d give me 
some. He adored cow-heels, done in milk and with onions 
—and so do I. We had scores and scores of little jokes we 
used to repeat over and over again. Dad said that bringing 
out these jokes was the only way he had of furnishing the 
home. He didn’t drink much, not then anyhow, but I 
always knew when he’d had one too many because he 
always came and cried over me, and said I must promise 
never to go near the stage, and always ended by giving me 
what he called elocution and ear-tests and telling me I 
had only to work hard to get to the top one day because 
it was bom in me. But he was a darling, very handsome 
and with a jolly good voice, and all the landladies adored 
him and so did most of the women in the companies he was 
with; even I could see that. But then he decided it wasn’t 
good for me any more, and I had to live with another aunt 
near Clapham Common and go to school—oh, hateful!”

By the time he had learned how she fought against 
the dull horrors of life near Clapham Common, how she 
returned to her father when she was fifteen, went into 
concert-party work with him when she was sixteen, saw 



liim taken to hospital, to die there, when she was seventeen, 
how she had struggled on her own ever since, they were 
at the terminus. The town had long been left behind. 
There was nothing to be seen but a tiny shelter and the 
road that wandered into the gathering darkness. But half 
a mile down that road, the conductor told them once again, 
was the grand hotel on the main road going north, the 
hotel patronised by “motterists.” Off they went, at a brisk 
pace. “Hope you don’t mind stepping out, Susie,” said 
Inigo, “but the fact is, I’m finding it rather cold now with
out a coat.”

“ I’ll run all the way if you like,” said Susie. Then she 
put a hand on his sleeve. “Poor Inigo! I never thanked 
you properly, did I, for leaving the train just to keep me 
company?”

Inigo stopped and seized the hand that had just touched 
his sleeve. He was trembling a little. “Susie,” he began, 
“I must tell you now. I’ve made a tremendous discovery. 
I—I—adore you.”

“ But, Inigo,” she cried, “ how nice ! I thought you did, 
though. Do keep on, won’t you?” She made a little move
ment that suggested she was ready now to walk on again.

He had hold of both her hands now. “Yes, but it’s 
much more serious than that. It’s not just friendliness. It’s 
everything, every mortal blessed thing and for ever and 
ever.”

Her hands slipped away. “You sound as if you were 
about to propose,” she said lightly. “It’s not as bad as 
that, is it?”

“Of course it is,” he cried. “And I am proposing and 
anything else you like. I’m in love with you, absolutely, 
frantically. It’s marvellous. It’s terrible.” The next minute 
he would have taken her in his arms but she was not there 
to take. And then they were walking briskly down the 
road again.

“ I’m sorry,” she said at last, and said it quite gravely. 
“I don’t quite see what you’re sorry about.” 
“Well, you’re rather a darling, aren’t you?”

“I don’t suppose I am,” he replied rather gloomily. 
Then he brightened up, and said eagerly: “But if you 
think that now, it will probably be all right, won’t it? I 
mean, I’m ready to give you a little time, though it’s fright
fully hard—or will be frightfully hard—just sort of aching 
about you.”

“Don’t be absurd, Inigo.”
“I’m not. That’s how I feel. All the time you were 

talking in that tram, I was just dying to kiss you. I am 
now. I don’t know why I don’t, except that—well, this is 
the kind of love----- ”

“Well, what kind is it? Do go on, Inigo.”
“I won’t go on,” he said gruffly. “I’ll tell you some 

other time. You’re simply laughing at me.”
“My dear, I’m not,” she protested. “And to show you 

how serious I am, I’ll tell you a secret. I’ve rehearsed this 
conversation heaps of times.”

“What! With me?”
“No, not with you, stupid, with nobody in particular, 

just a rather vague but frightfully attractive young man who 
was in love with me. And he would say a lot of the things 
you’ve just said—though he usually went into detail far 
more—you know, said what it was about me that made him 
fall in love—and then I’d reply and say how sorry I 
was----- ”

“Just as you told me how sorry you were,” Inigo put 
in, a trifle grimly.

“And then I’d tell him we’d always be the dearest 
friends but that I’d made up my mind I’d never never 
marry. I would tell him that I’m wedded—as they say in 
the books of words—to my Art. And then very very gently 
I would tell him to go away and fall in love with some one 
who could love him back, but usually he said he would do 
nothing of the kind, all other girls having lost their charm 
for him for ever. I liked that part,” she confessed, “and 
usually left it at that.”

“There’s only one thing you’ve forgotten, Susie,” said 
Inigo reproachfully. “I’m a real person, not a vague, but 



attractive young man you’ve just imagined. Doesn’t that 
make any difference? It ought to, you know.”

“It does. Now I’m really glad, really excited.” 
“Well, there you are then,” he cried triumphantly.
“And I’m really really sorry. That’s the difference, but 

that’s the only difference. And now let’s talk about some
thing else. Shall we?”

“There’s nothing else in the world to talk about, ab
solutely,” said Inigo gloomily.

“There is. There’s the hotel to talk about, and I can 
see it. It looks like a big one, doesn’t it, really ‘motteristy’? 
Let’s have an enormous tea. It must be my tea because this 
is all my fault.”

So these two infants arrived at the hotel, which was 
evidently used as a halt by motorists going north and south 
on this main road. A number of cars were standing before 
the entrance. Big as it was, the place looked cosy and. 
inviting.

Inigo looked at his watch in the lighted doorway. “ We 
can just manage an hour here,” he said, trying to sound as 
if the conversation along the road had never taken place.

“ Then that’s just right,” said Susie, “ and I think you’re 
very clever to have planned it so nicely. But then you are 
clever, aren’t you, Inigo? And I like you.”

“I’m cold, hungry, and an ass,” that young gentleman 
replied, and made a desperate attempt to smooth his hair 
before a waiter caught sight of him.

Ill
Tea would be served, they were told, in the lounge. 

There was a large bright fire in the lounge, and there was 
also a large bright woman. She stood out from the other 
guests, the assorted “ motterists,” like a cockatoo among 
thrushes. Indeed, she was not unlike a cockatoo. A tiny 
curved beak of a nose jutted out of her purply-red face; 
she had big staring eyes and a little round mouth, daubed 
a fearsome vermilion; her clothes were gaudy and ex
pensive; every time she moved there was a glitter of 

jewellery; and she seemed to have enough flashing odds 
and ends of handbags and little boxes to stock a small 
shop. She sat alone, not far from their table, and was 
easily the most conspicuous person or object in the room. 
Susie and Inigo, however, had a further reason for re
marking her gorgeous presence, for from the moment they 
entered she stared at them. At first she gave them a 
puzzled stare, but that soon changed into a plain stare, 
which went on and on and did not appear to mean any
thing.

“Why does she do it?” Inigo whispered. “There isn’t 
anything wrong with us, is there?”

“ That’s what I’ve been wondering,” Susie replied softly. 
“I’ve been trying to go over myself and I seem all right. 
You looked a bit blue at first, but now you’re thawing out 
nicely.” She handed him his cup. “ She must be wondering 
if she knows us.”

“She doesn’t know me—thank God!” he muttered.
“ No, but she may have seen me somewhere,” Susie went 

on with a flash of pride. “ When you think of it, I’ve played 
to thousands and thousands of people all over the country, 
and I must see somebody who has seen me sometimes, 
mustn’t I?” And then she became very gay, very sparkling, 
and was so prettily attentive to Inigo that he began to think 
she must be in love with him a little, after all.

“Unless,” he told himself, as he gloomily devoured a 
piece of shortbread, “she is doing it out of kindness, just 
to make up for not caring about me.” By this time he 
could no longer bother his head about the woman who 
stared. He did not even know if she was still there, for 
he had gradually moved round his chair until at last he 
had his back to her. When he had finished his shortbread, 
however, he noticed that Susie was looking up, with a 
rather puzzled expression on her face.

“What’s the matter?” he inquired. “Is the starey bird 
going?”

“ Now I know I’m intruding,” said a voice just above his 
head.



Inigo jumped with surprise, and as he jumped he sent 
his fat armchair rolling back. It bumped heavily against 
something, and Inigo, turning round, discovered to his 
horror that the something was the flashing bosom of the 
staring woman. She gave the chair a push. He gave it a 
frantic tug. The result was that the chair shot forward 
and hurled Inigo against the tea-table. One of his hands 
knocked over the hot-water jug, and the other flattened 
itself against a plate.

“ I’m sure I must be intruding,” cried the staring woman.
“Not at all,” said Susie, trying to smile sweetly at her 

and at the same time keep one eye on the hot water, which 
was now creeping about the table. “Won’t you sit down?”

“Not at all! Rather! Absolutely!” roared Inigo, who 
did not know what he was saying. He waved a hand towards 
a chair—it was the hand that had just been flattened, 
against the plate and there was a piece of bread-and- 
butter sticking to it. “Sit here—there—won’t you?” he 
went on. He waved his hand again, and most of the bread- 
and-butter went on the chair.

“I ought to introduce myself, oughtn’t I?” the woman 
was saying.

“Do be careful of the hot water,” Susie cried to her.
“No, don’t sit there,” Inigo roared again. “It’s all 

bread-and-butter.”
Having said this, Inigo could say no more. He suddenly 

lost control of himself. The woman herself, with her star
ing eyes and little beak of a nose and her magnificent 
finery, her unexpected arrival, his jump and subsequent 
antics with chairs and bread-and-butter, the watery ruin 
of the tea-table—all these things made a combined assault 
upon him. The next moment, everything in the lounge, 
everything in the whole world, seemed wildly absurd. He 
flung himself down in his chair and gave a yell of laughter.

“ I’m Lady Partiit,” their visitor announced, sitting 
down.

This was quite enough for Inigo, who went off into 
another fit of laughter. It would have been the same if 

she had been Mrs. Jones, if she had merely remarked that 
the weather was cold. He was helpless now. Whatever hap
pened, whatever was said, would be screamingly funny.

Susie gave Lady Partiit their names, but she only just 
managed to get them out in time. Her eyes were very 
bright and she was biting her lips. The next minute she 
too had fallen helplessly into the giggles.

Lady Partiit smiled at them both a trifle vaguely. Her 
voice, however, was triumphant. “I thought I knew you,” 
she said. “You’re in a concert party called The Good, 
Companions, aren’t you? Of course you are. I saw you at 
Sandybay a few weeks ago.”

“ Yes, we were there,” Inigo spluttered. He looked hard 
at the teapot in the hope that he would somehow be able 
to control himself, but it was hopeless. He pulled out his 
handkerchief, tried to wipe his eyes, and exploded again 
into silly laughter.

“ I saw you three times,” said Lady Partiit. “ So good, 
I thought you were. Such a change!”

“I’m glad!” Susie faltered, trying not to look at Inigo. 
“ It’s nice to think----- ” But then she went off again. “ Oh,
do stop it, Inigo. You are a fool.” With an effort, she got 
her face straight, turned to Lady Partiit and said apologetic
ally: “You must think we’re awfully rude, but it’s just his 
silliness, and now—now—he’s started me off.” And she 
giggled again.

“Not in the least,” said Lady Partiit, still smiling. 
“And—er—where are you people going to now, if you 
don’t mind my asking?”

“ Middleford,” replied Susie, and brought out the name 
as if it were the greatest joke in the world.

“That’s it. Ha-ha,” roared Inigo. “Middleford. Ha- 
ha-ha-ha. Sorry, but I really have to laugh when I think 
of Middleford.” And he buried his head in his hands and 
yelled with laughter. This torrent swept away any tiny 
reserve remaining with Susie, who promptly joined him. 
Lady Partiit looked from one to the other of them; her 
eyes opened wider and wider; her little round mouth 



gradually widened; her rather heavy cheeks began quiver
ing; then finally she burst into laughter too, a queer 
soprano sobbing that made the other two want to go on 
and on for ever. And there were the three of them, shak
ing, watery-eyed, helpless.

“Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear!” cried Lady Partiit, 
dabbing at her eyes. “ I don’t know what it’s all about, but 
I haven’t laughed so much this long time. I like a good 
laugh too.” Her speech was far homelier now than it 
had been before, and any suggestion of the great lady had 
completely vanished. They saw before them a kindly, 
rather silly, rich woman in her early forties, who waved 
away their apologies for their astonishing behaviour.

“ I’m sure it’s done me good,” she told them. “ I wasn’t 
expecting to have such a good laugh in this place. My 
word! Now won’t you let me order you some more tea? 
Are you sure? Well, what about some cocktails if the bar 
is open? Or some chocolates? Have a cigarette?” She 
produced a gold case, and the three of them lit cigarettes 
and settled down to talk.

“Don’t forget our train, Inigo,” said Susie. “You know 
how long it took us to get here, over an hour and a 
half.”

“What’s this?” asked Lady Partiit, and when they told 
her, said eagerly: “Now you mustn’t think of going to the 
station that way. I’ve my car here, and Lawley will take 
you down there in no time, and all nice and comfortable, 
and you’ll be able to stay here all the longer. And that’ll 
be nicer for me too. I was going through to Yorkshire 
to-night, and just stopped here for tea, and then I thought 
I wouldn’t go any further to-night because Lawley says 
there’ll be fog farther up later on, and so I said I’d stay 
here and go to bed early after dinner with a nice book. 
Now what do you say to that? Let Lawley take you to the 
station.”

Susie accepted at once, and though Inigo would rather 
have returned as they came because he could then have 
had Susie to himself, he could not offer any objection.

“You mustn’t think it strange my coming up like this 
and talking to you,” Lady Partiit continued, “because for 
one thing you must count me among your admirers. I’ve 
never seen such a good show at the seaside before, and I’ve 
told all sorts of people about you. Such an original name 
too ! And then, another thing is, I’m almost in the business 
myself in a way of speaking. My late husband—he was 
Sir Joseph Partiit—you may have heard of him—was very 
interested in the theatre business himself just as a side line, 
you know, and he left me a controlling interest in two 
West End theatres and some productions.”

Susie’s eyes lit up at once and flashed a message to 
Inigo. “Here,” they said, “is the Fairy Queen.”

“What’s the matter?” asked Lady Partiit.
“Nothing at all,” said Susie, “except that you’re the 

person we dream about every night. Two West End 
theatres! Productions! Not musical comedy or revue, by 
any chance?”

“As a rule, yes. I’m glad too, because I like them best, 
though I like a good romantic play too.”

“ I can hardly believe you’re real,” cried Susie, smiling 
at her.

“But you mustn’t think I’ve really anything to do with 
this business,” Lady Partiit explained amiably. “I’m just 
a little nobody in the background. All I do is sign things 
now and again, though I like to keep popping up and seeing 
what they’re doing. Helps to keep me busy, you know, and 
a widow without children like me hasn’t much to do. But 
don’t run away with the idea that I’ve much say in it.”

“You’ve enough say in it to take my breath away, Lady 
Partiit,” said Susie sturdily. “Mr. Jollifant there—you can 
call him Inigo ; he likes it—may not care, because he’s only 
an amateur slightly disguised, but as for me----- ! And if
Jerry Jerningham were here, I wouldn’t be answerable for 
him. He’d probably want to kidnap you.”

The effect of these last two remarks was astonishing. 
Lady Partlit’s ruddy cheeks were now like two mounds of 



pickled beetroot ; her eyes were soft and bright ; her bosom 
heaved and flashed.

“You remember him, don’t you?” asked Susie, who 
had observed these significant symptoms. “ Our light 
comedian and dancer.”

“Oh yes, I do. I thought he was—wonderful,” Lady 
Partiit faltered.

“He is,” said Susie. “Isn’t he, Inigo?”
“Absolutely. Jerningham himself may be a terrible----- ”

But here he stopped because he received a kick on the shin 
from Susie.

“A terribly good dancer,” that young lady prompted.
“ Exactly ! ” cried Inigo. “ I must say he’s the best step 

dancer I’ve ever seen.”
“And so marvellously good-looking of course,” said 

Susie.
“Yes,” said Lady Partiit faintly.
Susie gave a little laugh that struck Inigo as being the 

most unreal he had ever heard. “It’s funny,” she said, 
“the way Jerry attracts all the women in the audience. 
They’d run after him if they could, but they can’t. He’s 
never to be found.”

“Is—is he married?” Lady Partiit brought out this 
question in a tiny stifled voice.

“ Who on earth----- ” Inigo began, but was immediately
kicked into silence again.

“ Oh no, he’s not married,” replied Susie brightly. “He’s 
not even thinking of it. He thinks about nothing but his 
work. He’s very hard-working and frightfully ambitious— 
like me.”

After this, the talk that followed seemed merely casual, 
but it had a trick of working round to Mr. Jerry Jeming- 
ham. Susie gave Lady Partiit a list of all their future dates 
she could remember. When at last the car came round for 
them, Lady Partiit slipped away and returned with a large 
box of chocolates for Susie and a box of cigarettes for 
Inigo, and was almost tearfully affectionate in her farewell, 

though her regret at their departure did not compel her, 
they noticed, to accompany them to the station.

“ Well,” said Inigo, when they had seated themselves in 
the big limousine, “I must say I don’t understand that 
old girl. I think she’s a bit mad.”

“Idiot! Don’t you see,” Susie hissed, “she’s the person 
who sent Jerry that bouquet at Sandybay. She adores him.”

“ Gosh ! ” was Inigo’s comment. But he listened patiently 
while Susie discussed various aspects of this strange affair. 
They sat there in comfort, while the limousine rolled 
through the murk of Hicklefield. When it came to a stop 
at the station, Susie sighed luxuriously. “People can say 
what they like,” she said wistfully, “but it must be mar
vellous to have a lot of money.”

And anybody who saw her getting out of that limousine 
must have thought she had a lot of money. Her sketch 
of a very rich and bored young creature, the spoilt darling 
of fortune, was only offered to an audience of two porters, 
a taxi driver, and a nondescript, but nevertheless it was 
superbly done. Her hatless and overcoatless companion, 
who came out shivering slightly, was left somewhere in the 
air; he was there, but not in the picture; and it was not 
until he opened the door of an empty third-class carriage 
for her that he returned to the picture and she was Susie 
Dean again.

IV
“Figure or no figure,” said Susie, “I must have some.” 

She was examining the box of chocolates that Lady Partiit 
had given her. They were very large aristocratic chocolates, 
and by the time they had eaten two or three, the last 
glimmer of Hicklefield had left their flying windows. Once 
again Susie pointed out that it would be marvellous to have 
a lot of money. She dwelt rather wistfully on the subject 
of riches.

England is pre-eminently the country in which it is 
difficult for two to agree: if one turns realist, the other 
turns idealist; a cynic instantly creates a sentimentalist.



Inigo stoutly denied that money, beyond a necessary com
petence, was important; he denounced the life of luxury, 
even going to the length of refusing a third chocolate; and 
he declared that Susie’s attitude pained him. In a very 
short time, however, the lover overcame the philosopher 
in him.

“If that’s what you think,” he said, rather gloomily, 
“I’ll make a lot of money. I don’t want it, but I’ll do it 
just for your sake. Didn’t you say I could probably make 
something out of songs?”

“ Heaps and heaps,” she told him. “ If the right people 
hear them, I’m sure your fortune’s made, Inigo. I really 
mean that. You’ve got a gift that could easily be a gold
mine.”

“ Well, there you are then. I’ll make a lot of money for 
you.”

“ But I don’t want your money, you absurd creature. I 
want to be rich myself, all by myself.”

“ I don’t believe you know what you want,” he declared, 
seeing that it was obvious she did not want him.

“ That only shows you don’t know anything about me,” 
she said. Then she thought a moment. “I want to be a 
star. I want to be Susie Dean—bang!—like that. Enter 
Susie Dean—bang ! ‘Here she is !’ I want them to say. Not 
just for myself, either, but for my mother’s sake and my 
father’s sake—to make up for all their dreary journeys 
and digs and hard work and rotten pay and no chances. 
I know it won’t make up for all that, yet I feel it will in 
a way if I go right to the top. Not that I don’t want it 
myself, of course,” she added.

“ Of course,” he said.
“ I believe you’re being sarcastic.”
“No, I’m not. Go on.”
“Well,” she said, looking at him but not seeing him, 

“ I don’t care about having my photographs in papers and 
little paragraphs about me and my name up in electric 
lights—not that it wouldn’t be rather nice, you know—but 
that’s not what I think about. I’d like to have a nice little 

flat—where managers rang me up and asked me to look at 
parts—and a dresser who adored me and perhaps a very 
cosy car, small but frightfully posh; and enough money to 
spare to give all sorts of people delightful surprises, holi
days and presents; and now and then I’d like to run away 
from it all ; go on a voyage perhaps under some other name, 
and not let anybody know who I was, and then somebody 
would come up and say, ‘You do remind me of Susie Dean,’ 
and then I might admit I was Susie Dean, and everybody 
on the boat would say, ‘That’s Susie Dean,’ and they’d 
probably get up an entertainment specially so that I could 
appear in it, and—oh—all kinds of things.” She ended 
breathlessly.

“ It sounds a lonely sort of life to me,” said Inigo cheer
lessly.

“Oh, but I’d have heaps and heaps of friends,” she 
cried. “ I couldn’t exist without ’em. You’d be one, wouldn’t 
you, Inigo?”

“ I suppose so.” He saw himself somewhere dodging in 
the background, holding her cloak, while all manner of 
important and handsome males held her attention.

“ You do sound miserable about it. I don’t believe you 
want me to be successful. I believe you’re one of those 
men who can only be friendly if they’re allowed to 
patronise.” She looked haughtily out of a window through 
which there was nothing to be seen. He tried to look out of 
the window on his side too, but found it impossible to avoid 
glancing at her. After a minute or two, however, he noticed 
she was peeping at him. He smiled, and instantly she 
jumped round and faced him.

“Aren’t we absurd?” she smiled. “We’re nearly as bad 
as Joe and Mrs. Joe. Last summer they bought a ticket for 
the Calcutta Sweep, and one day, just before the draw was 
announced, they began to talk about their chances. Then 
when they’d awarded themselves a favourite, they began to 
wonder what they would do with the money. Joe said he 
would buy an hotel at one of the big seaside places. Mrs. 
Joe said she would invest all the money and live on the 
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income from it. No hotel for her, she told him. He insisted 
on his hotel. They argued for hours and got crosser and 
crosser and crosser until it ended in a quarrel and they 
never spoke to one another for two days, the poor darlings. 
Now, come and sit on this side and then you won’t have to 
stare at me and make me think I’ve done something dread
ful to you.”

Inigo rose and stood for a moment looking down on 
her and listening to the rhythmical rattle of the train. “ It’s 
melancholy, you know,” he said slowly. “I ought to be 
happy here alone with you, Susie. I believe it’s been my 
idea of happiness for some time.”

“Why, Inigo?”
“ I’m not going to tell you again. What I was going to 

say is that it’s rather melancholy. But then there’s always 
been something melancholy to me about Sunday night, 
something a bit heart-breaking, absolutely.”

“ I know,” she replied softly. Then she looked fierce. 
“No, I don’t,” she said in a loud voice. “Sit down here, 
Master Jollifant, Master Inigo Absolutely, and if you don’t 
cheer up, I’ll shake you. Unless, of course,” she added, 
peeping at him, “you’re sad about me.”

So they sat side-by-side and talked idly as the train 
went clanking through mysterious regions of night towards 
the still distant Middleford. As time went on, Susie said 
less and less, began to yawn, and drooped away from him, 
into her corner. She had just nodded off to sleep when 
a ticket collector came in and wakened her. Then she 
yawned and drooped again, and this time her head sank in 
his direction until finally it rested against his shoulder, 
where it remained, to his delight. There was perhaps a 
certain bitter flavour of irony in this delight, for she had 
made it plain that he had little to hope from her and this 
was only the surrender of sleep. But it had something 
trusting in it, and his hopes revived under the slight press
ure of that head against his upper arm. The very cramp 
that soon invaded his limbs took on a romantic beauty.

Where it was the train stopped, shortly after ten, Inigo 

never knew. It seemed a fairly large station. Susie opened 
her eyes, sighed, then went to sleep again, leaving Inigo 
praying that nobody would disturb them. At the very last 
moment, however, when the whistle sounded, the door was 
flung open to admit some raw November night and a large 
man. Inigo looked at the man in despair. The man looked 
at Inigo with cheerful interest. He sat in the middle of the 
opposite seat, removed his hat, mopped his brow, re-lit the 
stump of a cigar, put a fat hairy hand on each knee, and blew 
little benevolent clouds of smoke at Inigo and the sleeping 
Susie. He was a well-developed specimen of a type of 
large man seen at all race meetings, boxing matches, foot
ball matches, in all sporting clubs and music-hall bars. 
His head was pear-shaped, beginning with an immense 
spread of jaw and ending at a narrow and retreating fore
head, decorated by two little loops of hair, parted in the 
middle. His eyes protruded; his nose shone; his little 
moustache was ferociously waxed. There was a suggestion 
that innumerable double whiskies were hard at work 
illuminating his vast interior. All these details Inigo noted 
with distaste.

The man removed the stump of cigar and winked 
slowly, ponderously, at Inigo. “Just caught it,” he said 
companionably. “In the bar of the White Horse at ten, 
and here I am. That’s moving, y’know, that is.”

Inigo merely nodded but that seemed quite enough 
to establish a firm friendship with this genial intruder.

“ Here,” he said, producing a flask as unexpectedly as a 
conjurer, “have a drink of this. Go on, there’s plenty for 
all. No? Well, will your wife have one? No, she’s not your 
wife, is she? She’s your sweetheart. Our wives and sweet
hearts,” he proclaimed, holding up the flask, “and may 
they never meet.” He drank this toast with enthusiasm.

“Mind you,” he said sternly, “that’s just my fun, that 
about wives and sweethearts never meeting. If I say that 
to the missis, she just laughs. She knows me well enough 
to know that that’s my fun. My wife is my sweetheart, and 
we’ve been married twelve years at that. Twelve years
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and always the best of pals—the best,” he added fiercely, 
as if Inigo had just contradicted him. “The very best,” 
he went on, “the very very best. Here’s to her.” And he 
took another pull at the flask.

“Anything she wants,” he observed, “she can have—in 
reason. There’s reason in ev’rything, isn’t there? All right 
then. She’s only gotta ask, that’s all. She knows it. Her 
mother knows it. ‘You’re lucky,’ she says to my wife. 
‘You’re lucky.’ She wasn’t lucky—that’s my missis’s mother 
I’m talking about now—and I say she wasn’t lucky. She 
got nothing. The old man wouldn’t part. But that’s not 
me. Get on the right side of me, and there’s nothing I’ve 
got you can’t have. My missis knows that. She’s on the 
right side of me. We’re the best of pals, the very best 
And the same with the wife’s mother—just the same—the 
very best. Here’s luck to the old lady.” This toast ap
parently emptied the flask, which was now laid down on 
the seat, while its owner, after breathing hard, looked at 
Inigo, looked at the unconscious Susie, and slowly and 
sentimentally wagged his head.

At any other time, Inigo might have enjoyed this gentle
man’s society, but now he found it difficult even to tolerate 
him. Somehow that railway carriage was not the place it 
had been an hour before.

“Pretty!” said the stranger, still wagging his head at 
them. “Very pretty! As good as a picksher to me.” He 
sighed hugely as he stared at Susie. The last draught from 
the flask appeared to have washed away any lingering re
serve, and now he was very tender and mellow indeed. 
“ I know what it is. I’ve done my courting, holding her up 
half the day and half the night, the same as you now. 
Happy times—you can’t beat ’em. Look at her now, just 
dreamin’ there, happy and trustin’. And a nice little girl 
you’ve got hold of too, young feller, I can see that. Look 
after her, and then you’ll be one of the lucky ones, like me.”

“It’s been a rotten cold day,” said Inigo desperately.
“What’s a cold day to a warm heart?” cried the other 

reproachfully. “Don’t tell me you’ve noticed it’s a cold 

day. I’ll bet your little sweetheart there doesn’t know it’s 
a cold day. Ah, I wish I was your age, young feller. Put 
your arm round her properly. Cuddle up to her. Don’t 
mind me. I’ve been young. I’m young yet. I know what 
makes the world go round. It isn’t money. It’s love. It’s 
two hearts beating as one, as the song says.” He leaned 
back, tried to fix a goggling stare on Inigo, and sang softly, 
beating time with one hand: “My swee-eet-heart when a 
boy-yer—in days of long ago-er.”

Inigo closed his eyes and pretended to go to sleep. It 
was all he could do. The wretched song went droning on 
for some time then gradually died away, to be succeeded 
finally by a snore. Inigo moved his cramped limbs cau
tiously, and let his thoughts go jog-jogging with the train 
through the night.

“Mid-ford! Mid-ford!”
Immediately the stranger opened his eyes, sprang up, 

grabbed flask, hat, bag, and vanished.
“Are we there?” cried Susie. “I must have been asleep. 

Who was that?”
“That,” said Inigo with deliberation, “was our fellow 

passenger, a large and rather tight gentleman with a mind 
like a cheap Christmas card. And most of the way he’s 
been calling you my little sweetheart.”

“Poor Inigo, how disgusting!” she said coolly. “Do 
look out and see if you can see Jimmy or anybody there.”

He crept out, very stiff and feeling rather cold. “ I can 
see Jimmy farther up the platform,” he announced at the 
door. Then he stood there looking up at her. Their day 
was all over now. “Well, that’s that,” he said, a trifle 
mournfully. “Come along, Susie.”

She looked at him curiously. “Help me down,” she 
said. “I’m rather stiff.” Then when she had got down and 
her hand still rested in his, she cried softly: “Cheer up. 
And thank you for looking after me, Inigo. There ! ” And 
it came and went so swiftly, that kiss, that he hardly knew 
if it had really existed.

“Susie!” he cried.



“There’s Jimmy.” And she hurried away, waving a 
hand.

We catch a last glimpse of him following her down 
the platform.

CHAPTER IV
THE BLACK WEEK

I
Cathedral cities, market towns, ports forgotten by the 

sea, spas long out of fashion, all these can decay beauti
fully, and often their charm increases as the life ebbs out of 
them. Industrial towns, like steam engines, are only even 
tolerable if they are in working order and puffing away. 
Tewborough was like an engine with a burst boiler lying 
on the side of a road; it was a money-making machine 
that had almost stopped working, for only a wheel here 
and there shakily revolved or a pulley gave a groan or 
two ; it was a factory that could now show you nothing but 
broken windows and litter and mouldering ledgers and a 
mumbling caretaker; it was nothing but an old cash-box 
containing only dust and cobwebs and a few forgotten pence. 
Trade in Tewborough had nearly disappeared altogether, 
and it was quite obvious that it would never come back 
again, would always prefer other and pleasanter places. 
It was a town of dwindling incomes, terrifying overdrafts, 
of shopkeepers who lived by stretching one another’s credit, 
of workingmen who were rapidly becoming nothing but 
waiting men, their chief occupation being to hang about the 
doors of buildings that were known—with a fine irony—as 
Labour Exchanges. Tewborough had always been one of 
the ugliest towns in the Midlands, and now it was easily 
the most depressed and depressing. Its wealth had long 
ceased to accumulate but its men still decayed. The days 
when Tewborough’s coal and lace-curtains and tin-tacks 
were in brisk demand everywhere, when many a local man 
who still liked his tea in a pint pot could “buy up” the 
county’s Lord Lieutenant and was known to have shaken

Gladstone himself by the hand, these days had gone and 
had left nothing behind them but a few public buildings 
in a bad Gothic style, two bewhiskered and blackened 
statues, some slag heaps, disused factories and sidings, a 
rotting canal, a large slum area, a generous supply of dirt, 
rickets, bow legs, and bad teeth—and the Theatre Royal.

When Mr. Oakroyd brought out his verdict on the place, 
he and Miss Trant had not spent a whole day there, but 
their roseate visions had long faded and vanished. It was 
impossible to like the town, though they had both tried 
hard and had perhaps succeeded in concealing a little of 
their dislike for it from one another. Miss Trant told her
self she had never imagined that any town could be so 
hideous and depressing: she wanted to run away at once 
and never even think of it again. Sitting in the dingy 
coffee-room of the hotel, with a plate of congealing mutton 
fat in front of her, she had felt she was ready to cry at any 
moment. She knew already that Tewborough could not be 
amused by their show or any other show. When the man 
at the hotel had heard she had taken the Theatre Royal, he 
had stared at her and then given a short and disconcerting 
laugh. “Having a pop at it, are you?” he had said. “Well, 
I suppose there’s nothing like trying. "You’re not the first, 
and I dare say you won’t be the last, even yet. I thought 
old Droke was looking pleased with himself, last time I 
saw him. Met him yet? He’s a queer old stick, if you like, 
as rum as they make ’em round here—and rummer. Well, 
well, well!” And Miss Trant did not like the sound of 
this at all.

Early on Monday morning she made the acquaintance 
of Mr. Droke, and though she did not spend much time in 
his company, it left her in no doubt that Mr. Droke cer
tainly was as rum as they made them. He was a very little 
old man, with an immense head and quite tiny legs and 
feet, so that he looked like a dirty and dingy gnome. His 
senile voice came whistling through his browny-white mous
tache and beard, and he had a horrible trick of coming 
quite close and punctuating his jerky statements with vig- 



orous upward nudges of his elbow. “It’s a good theatre,” 
he would say. “ Isn’t better round here, go where you like.” 
Nudge. “Been some famous actors there, they tell me. I 
don’t know ’cos I wasn’t here then, I wasn’t.” Nudge. “Had 
a shop in Liverpool then. Sold it and came back here. Got 
a shop here now.” Another nudge. Miss Trant in retreat 
and Mr. Broke in close pursuit, ready for the next nudge. 
“Belonged to my brother, this theatre did, and he left it 
to me. I don’t bother with it much, too busy, and don’t 
care about theatres. They used to be always wanting me 
to be doing this and doing that to it, but I couldn’t be 
bothered, d’you see, and having my shop too and trade 
being so bad. Nothing wrong with it, though, nothing at 
all.” Nudge. “A good theatre still. All fads, that’s all. 
Nothing wrong with it. You’re not faddy, are you?” More 
nudges. “ Well then, it’ll suit you all right. Very cheap at 
the price, very cheap. Too many faddy people now, aren’t 
there? Don’t know what they want.”

Miss Trant was not sure that she knew what she wanted 
but as soon as she saw the outside of the building, she knew 
at once that she certainly did not want the Tewborough 
Theatre Royal. Her heart sank. Its position was bad, for 
it was down a dark side-street; and its appearance was 
worse. Missing panes of glass, unpainted and rotting wood
work, dirt and litter, everywhere. The only things that were 
bright and new there were their own playbills, and they 
looked pathetic, so young and hopeful, so utterly out of 
place. The inside was worse than the outside. It was smaller 
than most old-fashioned theatres, but it was built on the 
usual plan, with stalls, pit, dress circle, and separate gallery. 
The seats in the gallery were narrow wooden benches, and 
those in the pit were similar benches with backs to them, 
and both pit and gallery stank abominably. The stalls and 
dress circle had the usual plush chairs, but they were all 
old and worn and stained. At one time the place may have 
made a pretty show of gilt, but now the dust and grime 
were so thick on the gilding that it returned no answering 
gleam to the lights. On the ceiling and the proscenium 

were some cracked nymphs and peeling cupids. Such carpets 
as there were on the corridors were threadbare. Old play
bills lined the greasy walls: Are You a Mason?; Tke Girl 
from Kays; the Tewborough and District Amateur Operatic 
Company in Dorotky; Tke Face at tke Window; Dr. Fau
stem in his Great Mesmeric, Tkought-Reading and Mystical 
Oriental Entertainment; and here and there were yellow
ing photographs of heroic actors in togas or bag wigs, be- 
whiskered old “heavies,” and simpering leading ladies of 
the ‘Nineties, all of them catching her eye as she passed 
and whispering: “We’re dead and gone.” She peered 
through a dirty glass door labelled Sal on Вт and saw a 
counter and a few bottles all thick with dust.

“ That’s shut up now,” said Mr. Finnegan. “ We ’ad the 
licence taken away. ’Ard on a management, very ’ard!” 
This Mr. Finnegan, to whom she had been handed over by 
Mr. Drake, was called the manager, but he was obviously 
a general factotum in receipt of a mere pittance. He was 
old, shabby, and gently steeped in liquor, and such a pitiful 
figure that at any other time Miss Trant would have felt 
sorry for him, but now, as he shuffled down these grimy 
corridors with her, she could only regard him with distaste. 
When they returned to the auditorium, its atmosphere 
seemed more unpleasant and oppressive than ever: it was 
like walking into a drawer full of old rubbish that had not 
been turned out for twenty years. Miss Trant shuddered.

“Oh, but it—it’s awful!” she cried. “All so dirty and 
depressing.”

“ Well,” Mr. Finnegan mumbled, “ I don’t say it wouldn’t 
do with a clean-up, but—bless yer—it’s a prince to some. < 
You’re new to it, aren’t yer? Thought so; tell it in a 
minute. Wants tidying a bit, I dare say, but wouldn’t be 
worth it just now. And theatres is all alike when you come 
in during the day and they’re all empty, all alike they are : 
put you off if you don’t know ’em. I’ve seen this place 
packed to the roof—everybody here—mayor and corpora
tion, everybody I When Wilson Barrett opened ’ere with his 
Sign o’ tke Cross, there was over a nundred pounds in the 



youse, over a nundred pounds, Monday night, and that was 
when a quid noas a quid, when you could buy something 
with it. Can’t do that now, course. There isn’t the money 
in the town.” He shook his head mournfully.

The faded crimson curtain began shaking too. It gave 
a creak, then finally parted and rose. Two figures in shirt 
sleeves walked on to the stage, and‘Miss Trant, approach
ing, discovered that one of them was Mr. Oakroyd. When 
she drew near, she saw that he was very gloomy and dis
gusted.

“Eh, Miss Trant,” he cried, “it is a mucky noil at t’back 
here. You nivver saw such a muddle. We’ll have some 
trade on getting this right, we shall an’ all. Come and 
have a look at it.”

Miss Trant went round, looked at the stage, peeped 
in a dressing-room or two, sent for Mr. Finnegan (who could 
not be found), telephoned to Mr. Droke (who did not 
reply), and went in search of two charwomen to assist Mr. 
Oakroyd and his shirt-sleeved colleague, who had a glassy 
stare and a perpetually open mouth.

“He’s not all there, isn’t Charlie,” whispered Mr. Oak
royd. “ That’s his name—Charlie. He’s a bit soft but he’ll 
ha’ to do. If he were right, he wouldn’t be working here. 
If this is a the-ater, give me them pavilions and kursaals 
ivvery time. This is nowt but a rag-bag. It’ll cap me, 
Miss Trant, if we do much here. Town’s got a bit of a 
miserable look about it.”

“It has,” replied Miss Trant emphatically. “And I 
never saw a miserabler.”

. “No more did I,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “We’ve nobbut 
been here a two-three hours, you might say, and it might 
improve a bit on acquaintance, but so far it’s a right 
poor do.”

Mr. Oakroyd, as we know, was not difficult to please. 
No man can live in Bruddersford for over forty years and 
be hypercritical; your Bruddersfordian is never one of 
those sensitive creatures who are entirely at the mercy of 
their surroundings. But already Tewborough had been too 

much even for Mr. Oakroyd. Before meeting the others at 
the station, he returned to his lodgings, thus making further 
acquaintance with the town and disliking it more. His terse 
comment to Inigo summed up his view of the whole situa
tion, the theatre, the town, the lodgings, everything. After 
making that comment, he walked away, partly because he 
had to see to the baggage but also because he had a good 
sense of the dramatic. After a few minutes he returned 
to Inigo’s side.

“You and me has to share rooms,” he announced.
“Oh, how’s that?” Inigo asked. “Is the town full?” 
“Nay, there’s nowt on here at all. But they won’t let. 

We’d a right job getting lodgings and they’ve all got to 
share. It’s alius alike. Less brass fowk’s makking, less they 
want to mak’. If you go to a place where they’re as throng 
as they can be, they’re alius ready to mak’ a bit more. 
You come to a place like this here, where all town’s on 
t’dole and they’re all pining, and you can’t get ’em to let 
you have a room or two and sell you a bite and a sup o’ 
summat. Fowk’s so badly off, they won’t be bothered.”

“Reluctant as I am, Master Oakroyd, to break in upon 
this deep philosophical strain,” said Inigo, “I must put a 
question. What are the digs like?”

“Well, you’ll see for yersen in a minute,” replied Mr. 
Oakroyd. “There’s plenty o’ room, I will say that. We’ve 
getten a big bedroom, with a gurt double bed in and one 
o’ these little uns, camp beds. It’s number nine, Billing 
Street, and it’s right handy for t’the-ater. But by gow !— 
I don’t know whether I’m not feeling up to t’mark or what 
—but there’s summat about this place that seems to tak’ 
t’heart right out o’ me. I hope you don’t mind being in wi’ 
me, lad,” he added shyly.

“Of course I don’t,” said Inigo, who didn’t.
“’Cos I’ll be right glad of a bit o’ company i’ yond 

place,” he concluded.
There was certainly something very cheerless about 

Billing Street. It was narrow and dark, and had far more 
than its share of listless ailing women and children with 



grey faces and reddened eyes. It had two or three little 
warehouses with broken windows; a greengrocer’s that 
seemed to have nothing but potatoes and paper bananas 
for sale; a chip-and-fish shop that smelt of tallow; a tiny 
grocer’s that apparently specialised in black lead and sar
dines; a furtive little newsagent’s, full of announcements 
about special wires and tips from the course; an under
taker’s, with a specimen brass plate and a blackening wreath 
in the window; a herbalist’s establishment, adorned with a 
large placard that said Your Stomach Wants Watching, a 
number of mysterious green packets, and a highly coloured 
drawing that had some reference to skin diseases ; a second
hand shop filled with bamboo tables, flat-irons, and rolls 
of oilcloth; and two of the dingiest and dreariest looking 
little public houses that Mr. Oakroyd, a man of experience, 
ever remembered encountering. Just behind the street was 
a building with a fantastic tower, a sinister conglomeration 
of pipes and ladders and tanks, and this, it appeared, was 
a sulphuric-acid works. Nobody seemed to know whether 
it was still making acid or not, but if its pipes and vats 
were idle, their smell was not, for it descended into the 
street in sudden and sickening gusts.

Number 9 was the largest house in the street, and it 
looked the gloomiest. You could only imagine it existing 
in a perpetual series of dark Novembers. No sooner had 
Inigo set foot in it than he thanked God that he was not 
there alone. No wonder Mr. Oakroyd had talked about “ a 
bit o’ company.” The bedroom was quite large enough for 
two of them and it seemed reasonably clean, but there 
was something strangely chill and depressing about it.

Inigo sniffed. “What is this queer smell? I’ve met it 
before. Wait a minute. I know. It’s just like the smell of 
old magazines. When I was a kid, I used to dig out ancient 
copies of the English Illustrated. Magazine from the lumber
room, and they had a smell just like this. Odd, very odd !” 
He looked about him. “Not very jovial, is it? I feel as if 
there were a body in the next room.”

“ There is,” replied Mr. Oakroyd grimly.

“What!” Inigo jumped.
“Well, it’s as good as one,” Mr. Oakroyd went on. 

“ T’landlady’s owd mother’s i’ there, ower eighty and bed
ridden. You’ll hear her coughing. I only hope she’ll last 
t’week out. They’ve all gotten summat wrong with ’em 
here. It’s war ner an infirmary. Mrs. Mord—that’s t’land- 
lady—her you’ve just seen—she’s not ower-strong----- ”

“A bit blue about the face, certainly,” said Inigo 
gloomily. “ I don’t know that I want to hear any more.”

“You might as well nar we’ve started. Her husband’s 
been off his work a long time—he wor a clurk in one o’ 
them warehouses—and I don’t know fairly what’s he’s got, 
but I’ve nivver seen a feller so swelled up, all purple he 
is and puffed up, it taks him five minutes to do owt for 
his-sen and he can hardly talk. Eh, he’s in a bad way. 
You’ll be seeing him soon.”

“I won’t.”
“ And you haven’t to excite him—that’s what t’landlady 

says—he hasn’t to be excited------”
“I don’t want to excite him. I don’t want to set eyes 

on him. I’m sorry for him, very sorry for him—he sounds 
like a human fungus—Hello!—what’s that?”

“That’s only t’owd lady coughing.”
Inigo breathed hard and looked thoughtfully at the 

things he was unpacking.
“Ay, they’re a rum lot here,” Mr. Oakroyd continued. 

“There’s a sort o’ young woman. I haven’t had a proper 
look at her, and Mrs. Mord says nowt about her, and I 
don’t know who she is.”

“For the love of Mike,” cried Inigo, “don’t tell me 
there’s something wrong with her too! It’ll finish me, ab
solutely.”

“Well, all I knaw is she doesn’t seem to do owt and 
there’s summat funny about her. When you’re going up 
and down t’steps or along t’passage, you suddenly see her 
face peeping out from nowhere and then she lets out a sort 
o’ laugh and next minute you hear her scampering away as



if somebody wor after her. I’ve seen her three times nar 
and I’m getting a bit used to it----- ”

Inigo had stopped unpacking. He was now sitting down 
and staring at his companion. “She sounds as mad as a 
hatter,” he said despairingly.

“Ay, I fancy she must be a bit soft. They seem to run 
to it here. There’s a feller at the-ater called Charlie and 
he’s not quite all there. No harm in him, y’r know; just 
hasn’t got twenty shilling to t’pound.”

Inigo stood up. “I’m going,” he announced.
“Nay, lad, stick it, stick it! It’s best we can get. And 

I only got in here ’cos I said they’d be two of us.”
“There must be an hotel. I shall go to an hotel. You 

can come too.”
“Nay, I’m going to no hotel. I’ve takken these lodg- 

ings and I’m staying here. They’ve gone to a lot o’ bother 
to get it right for us. It’s all nowt. Stick it, nar you’re 
here.”

“All right,” Inigo replied gloomily. “I shall spend 
most of my time at the theatre. That’s the only thing to 
do. No wonder you said it was bloody awful. The adjective 
was justified, absolutely.”

“ Eh, I wasn’t talking about this place,” said Mr. Oak- 
royd.

Inigo looked at him with horror. “ What were you talk
ing about then?”

“Well, t’general carry on. Town itself, to begin wi’, 
and t’the-ater.”

“Theatre?” Inigo’s voice almost rose to a scream. 
“Don’t tell me there’s anything wrong with that!”

But Mr. Oakroyd insisted upon telling him what was 
wrong with the theatre, and they were halfway through tea 
before he had done. “This Tewborough do’s a washaht,” 
he concluded, “ and you can mak’ up your mind about that. 
We shall do nowt here.”

“This is where we look sick,” Inigo groaned. “I told 
you about last night, didn’t I? And everybody’s half dead 
to-day. All the way we’ve been saying that only a good 

week here will pull us together. Tewborough or death has 
been our motto, absolutely. Lord help us!”

It certainly looked, Mr. Oakroyd admitted, as he took 
out his pipe and packet of Old Salt, as if they were in 
for it.

II
“Talk about a frost!” cried Mrs. Joe, immediately after 

the performance on Monday night.
“ You could skate on it for weeks,” said Susie gloomily. 

“And I’ll swear I’ve a temperature of 102.”
“And I’m sure you look it, my dear,” Mrs. Joe told her. 

Then she went on, passionately: “Was there an audience 
at all to-night? Was there anybody in the house? I thought 
I heard a sound once from somewhere, but was I mistaken? 
Does Tewborough know we’re here?” she asked wildly.

“It knows but it doesn’t care,” said Susie.
“I said to Joe last night: ‘Mark my words, Joe, this is 

going to be a bad week. I feel it in my bones,’ I said. 
To-morrow, I shall spend most of the day in bed—and 
what a bed, my dear !—I’m sure it’s one of those beds that 
rise in the middle, like a camel. And the room has no 
outlook and no cosiness. Not over-clean and the walls all 
covered with photographs of Oddfellows. But I shall spend 
most of to-morrow in it, nursing myself, and then I shall 
come down again to-morrow night, but if I’m no better the 
next day I shall not be here, I shall go sick. The last thing 
that can be said of me is that I disappoint my public, but 
what I have to ask myself now, my dear, is this: Have I 
got a public in Tewborough?—and—Is it worth it?” Mrs. 
Joe produced these questions with an air of triumph.

“No, it isn’t worth it,” said Elsie crossly, “and 1 wish 
you’d shut up. What’s the good of talking?”

“Jimmy looked really bad to-night, I thought,” Susie 
said reflectively.

“I expect we all looked bad.” Elsie sniffed hard. “I 
know I feel rotten enough, and feeling rotten isn’t a hobby 
of mine like it is of Jimmy’s. Me for some aspirin to



night. Come on, Susie, you are slow. Let’s get out of this 
thing they call a theatre. Theatre Royal—my God ! Theatre 
Dustbin—if you ask me. Oh, ca-ar-m on ! ”

On Tuesday night there were exactly fifty-three people 
in the audience. It was miserable when they kept silent, 
and it was worse when they applauded, for then you seemed 
to hear the empty spaces mocking the thin faint clap-clap- 
clap. Not that they applauded often. All the heart had 
gone out of The Good, Companions. They trailed through 
the performance, and the only time they showed any signs 
of liveliness was when their growing irritation got the upper 
hand. Elsie complained bitterly of Jerry Jemingham ; Susie 
openly accused Inigo of murdering her accompaniments; 
and even the good-humoured Joe began grumbling. Several 
of them declared it was high time Mr. Oakroyd had learned 
his business, and were instantly told by that indignant little 
man to go and mind their own, which was, he asserted, “ in 
poor fettle.” Jimmy Nunn was strangely listless, and it was 
queer and disconcerting to see him so quiet, so yellow and 
shaky. Miss Trant, who felt very apologetic about her dis
astrous venture, though it was she and not the others who 
would suffer most from the certain dead loss on the week, 
tried to smooth out these prickly relations and to cheer 
everybody up, but the heart had gone out of her too. The 
dismal town and the miserable waif of a theatre kept her 
spirits for ever sinking, for to leave one was only to en
counter the other.

Wednesday brought a fog, not one of the choking yellow 
London horrors, but still a good thick blanketing fog, 
which settled on the town early in the morning and stayed 
there all day. The Good Companions sat huddled in their 
several rooms, trying to make the most of tiny fires and 
horsehair armchairs or sofas, reading papers that seemed 
to describe another planet, under greeny-white tattered 
gas-mantles, dozing and shivering and occasionally getting 
up to peer out of the streaming windows at the grey woolly 
nothingness outside. Of all of them, perhaps Inigo was 
the most cheerful, simply because the aspiring author in 

him now rose to the occasion. That author, who worked 
more fitfully than ever in these days, had not yet finished 
The Last Knapsack, having set it aside on the plea that 
wintry weather brought about an unpropitious atmosphere, 
but nevertheless he now made his appearance again.

“Off with the motley and on with the inkstand—that’s 
what I say,” Inigo told Mr. Oakroyd, in their common sit
ting-room. “ I was in the middle of a song, but I can’t think 
about songs now. The mood, the mood—Master Oakroyd 
—is dead against any pierrotry. I was intended to be a 
man of letters and not a mountebank, and to-day I begin 
an essay—very bitter—that I shall call England’s Pleasant 
Land. It will deal with the town of Tewborough, with a 
few other such resorts thrown in, and will be devilish 
ironical, bitter, absolutely. It will relieve my feelings, and 
it’ll also make some of ’em sit up.”

“That’s the idear,” said Mr. Oakroyd, puffing com
fortably at his pipe and beaming across the hearth at his 
companion. “If you can’t do it wi’ Tewborough, you’ll 
nivver do it with owt. But who’s these that’s going to be 
made to sit up?”

“ Well—er—the—er—people responsible for such a 
state of things,” replied Inigo, vaguely but severely.

“ I nivver knaw who they are,” Mr. Oakroyd confessed. 
“Other fowk alius knaws, though. It’s alius either capital
ists or t’workingmen, or it’s this Parlyment or t’last, or 
it’s landowners and employers or it’s Bolshies. I can nivver 
mak’ nowt out on it mysen, can’t tell whose fault it is, 
but then I’m not one 0’ t’clever sort. It’s alius all a right 
muddle to me. But you’ll mak’ summat owt on it, I dare 
say. And while you’re at it, just slip in a nasty piece about 
yon’ Droke who owns t’the-ater. Put us i’ t’cart and right, 
he has. I call him a mucky mean old man, who owt to be 
going round wi’ a little rag-and-bone barrer, he owt. But 
get thysen going, lad. Get it aht 0’ thy system.”

Inigo nodded gravely, lit a pipe, then without hesitation 
and with a fine flourish wrote at top of his first sheet: 
England’s Pleasant Land: by 1. Jollijani. Nor did he stop 
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there. He actually began the essay itself. “It is eleven 
o’clock,” he wrote. Having stared at this for a minute or 
two, he crossed it out and put in its place: “I have just 
looked through the window, which is gemmed with moist
ure.” This did not please him, so out it came, and he be
gan a new sheet, at which he frowned for nearly ten min
utes. Then he wrote: “Outside, this morning, the spoil of 
many clanking years----- ” ; crossed out “ clanking ” ; crossed
everything out; then drew six faces and absent-mindedly 
decorated them with curly moustaches; then sighed, filled 
and lit his pipe again, and leaned back in his chair.

From the hall outside came the sound of a very slow 
dragging footstep. Mr. Oakroyd looked up from his news
paper. “That’ll be Mr. Mord,” he announced, “and he’s 
coming in here—if he can nobbut manage it.” Mr. Oak
royd said this with a certain relish, as if he rather liked 
breaking bad news.

Inigo groaned. We have already heard Mr. Oakroyd 
describe their landlady’s husband, and since then Inigo 
has had two encounters with the purple and swollen in
valid. “I’m sorry for him, my heart bleeds, absolutely,” 
Inigo muttered quickly, “but I can’t stand having him 
about. It’s like watching a ghastly slow-motion film. Have 
I time to get out?”

He had not time to get out. There was a vague knock 
at the door. Then the door opened slowly, very slowly, a 
maddening inch or two at a time, and finally admitted the 
stricken Mr. Mord, who looked purpier and puffier than 
ever. He stood just inside the room for at least a minute, 
and then, having partly recovered from the journey, he 
produced, with all the care of a man saying something for 
the first time in a foreign language, the words: “Good 
morning, gen-el-men.” Then he nodded, very slowly. Then 
he smiled, and his smile was so leisurely that there was 
time to remark the appearance and disappearance of every 
crease in his dark swollen face. Then he made a step for
ward, then another step forward, then another. He saw a 
chair, seemed to examine it very thoroughly, and finally 

moved towards it. “ I’ll take—a seat—if—it’s all—the same 
—to you—gen-el-men,” he said; and when he spoke it 
seemed as if every syllable was an achievement. Then he 
lowered himself into the chair, carefully placed a puffy 
hand on each knee, turned his head round slowly to look 
first at one and then at the other, and ended by attempting 
speech once more. “Seems—to me—a foggy—morning,” 
was his verdict. “Used—to get—lot 0’ fog—here—one 
time.”

“Rather, yes! Awful lot of fog! Nasty thing, fog! 
Never liked it myself.” Inigo found himself jerking out 
these idiotic phrases at what seemed an incredible speed. 
“ Must excuse me now, Mr. Mord. Awfully busy. Have to 
rush off.” And off he rushed, at least until he found him
self outside the room, when he stopped and wondered 
where to go and what to do. The bedroom was miserably 
cold and cheerless, and he would have to sit in his over
coat there and probably have to listen to the old woman 
coughing in the next bedroom. If he wandered about the 
house, at any moment he might meet that mysterious and 
terrifying female who peeped round comers, gave a sudden 
screech, and then went scampering away. On the other, 
hand, he could not possibly stay in the sitting-room and 
watch Mr. Mord’s horrible slow-motion performance. He 
went to the front door and looked outside. It was, chill 
and ghostly. He crept upstairs to his bedroom, snuggled 
under his overcoat on the bed, and read a stained old copy 
of Tom Bourke oj Ours.

It was chill and ghostly too in the theatre that night. 
They played and danced and sang like people in a miser
able dream. Nobody was completely laid up yet, but no
body was any better. There were more grumblings and 
complaints, and it looked as if there would soon be down
right feuds between the various bickering and snarling 
members of the troupe.

On Thursday the fog turned into black rain. This was 
the day on which most of the shops closed in Tewborough 
and the surrounding districts, and there were hopes of 



a better audience for that night. Mr. Oakroyd, who had 
been round to the theatre for half-an-hour, returned in the 
middle of the afternoon to smoke a pipe with Inigo by the 
fire, and told him there were a few scattered bookings.

“ Shop fowk here’s got a bit more to spend than t’other 
fowk, so happen we’ll ha’ summat like a nordience to
night,” he remarked. “But if it isn’t one thing, it’ll be 
t’other.”

“And what do you mean by that, my sage Brudders- 
fordian?” asked Inigo lazily.

“ Bother wi’ t’troupe,” replied Mr. Oakroyd with great 
promptness. “Bound to be a bit of bust-up soon, mark 
my word. All at it. And some on ’em’ll get rough edge 
o’ my tongue afore so long an’ all, way they’re going on. 
And there’s owd Jimmy there, looking fit to drop, right 
poorly. And another thing. When I were going on, I saw 
yon Morton Mitcham coming out of a pub and I could see 
he’d had a few. Well, just afore I leaves the-ater in he 
comes wi’ that chap, Finnegan—both on ’em a bit goggly 
—and they’ve getten a bottle o’ whisky wi’ ’em, a full un. 
They’ll be at it nar, pair on ’em. Just you keep yer eye on 
yon Mitcham to-night. If he isn’t three sheets i’ t’wind by 
to-night, call me a liar, lad.”

Inigo could not keep an eye on Mr. Mitcham before 
the performance began because Mr. Mitcham was nowhere 
to be seen. When the curtain went up, he was still missing. 
There were more people in the theatre that night than 
there had been on all the other three nights put together; 
the place was about half full, a good many people having 
come in from neighbouring small towns and villages, and 
it had a livelier air; with the result that the players them
selves felt more cheerful. The only exception was Jimmy 
Nunn, who was more listless and shaky than ever. At the 
end of the third item, a song by Joe, and while the audience 
was still clapping, Mr. Mitcham made his entrance. His 
make-up was very sketchy and he appeared to have a rather 
glassy stare. He was fairly steady but nevertheless con
trived to knock a chair over before he sat down himself.

For quite ten minutes, during which his assistance was not 
required, he sat, a huge huddled figure, staring at his banjo. 
At the end of that time, when Jimmy Nunn was about to 
announce the next item, Mr. Mitcham suddenly sat up and 
began playing. Jimmy, who had no idea what was wrong, 
stared at him, but there was no help for it. So Mr. Mitcham 
went on playing, very loudly and at top speed, and the 
rest of them had to pretend that it was part of the pro
gramme. Ten minutes, quarter of an hour, twenty minutes 
passed, and still Mr. Mitcham went twanging away, until 
at last the audience, half-admiring and half bored, burst 
into applause. Then he stopped, staggered forward, bowed, 
and suddenly roared out : “ La’ies Shenelmen !—one thing 
wanner say—one thing—thas all—jus’ one.” And then, tak
ing a deep breath, he bellowed: “Four times roun’ the 
worl’”; and bowed again. At this the audience applauded 
again, while the other performers, now stiff with horror, 
tried to look as if nothing out of the ordinary was hap
pening.

Smiling idiotically, Mr. Mitcham now held up a long 
shaky hand, and said: “Prosheeding ennertainmen’—per
mission, la’ies an’ shenelmen—few fea’s leshermain. Will 
any la’y—any shenelman—Any la’y—Any shenelman— 
any-any-anybody—” he stopped for a moment—“take-a- 
card?” And he held out his banjo.

Inigo, catching an agonised glance from Jimmy, im
mediately started playing as loud as he could, and Joe was 
able to hustle Mr. Mitcham off the stage in such a way that 
the incident appeared to be a well-rehearsed gag. Once 
in the wings, Joe took care that it should not be repeated, 
hurrying the protesting Mitcham down to the dressing
room, while the others went on with the performance.

Miss Trant always confessed that she went in terror of 
drunken men, but there was no sign of it that night. She 
was so angry that she insisted upon seeing Mr. Mitcham as 
soon as she could. Even when he rose or wobbled to his 
feet, towered above her, and brought out again that large 
idiotic smile, she found she was not at all frightened but 



only wanted to shake some sense and decency into the 
great silly old disgusting baby.

“Goo’ eening, Miss Tran’,” he said genially. “Goo’ 
housh to-ni’ and I gorrem goin’, didden I now?”

“ Please go home at once, Mr. Mitcham,” she cried. 
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself.”

He looked pained, and for a moment or two regarded 
her in silence with reproachful goggly eyes. “Mish Tran’, 
these not wordsh of a frien’,” and he wagged his head 
mournfully. “No, no, no. Who gorrem goin’? Didden I? 
Four time roun’ the worl’—four times, mindjew—Four— 
an’ still gerring ’em goin’—Morton Mitcham.”

She turned away in disgust and looked appealingly at 
Joe, who had not returned to the stage. “Come on, ol’ 
man,” said Joe. “Just you get yourself going.”

Mr. Mitcham seemed to regard this as a brilliant though 
bitter repartee. “ Clever, clever,” he said, shaking his head, 
“bur nor wordsh of a frien’. Bur if I’m nor wanned, I’ll— 
go.” And he suddenly went reeling away. Joe took charge 
of him, telling Miss Trant that he would be back at the 
theatre before the second half of the show began. For a 
moment now, Miss Trant felt inclined to go too, to turn 
her back on the wretched theatre and let herself cool 
down in her room at the hotel. She made up her mind 
that Mitcham should leave the troupe as soon as possible. 
She was still furious. To behave like that, just when things 
were so bad for her, was downright disloyalty, and the 
thought of it angered and then saddened her.

This was not the worst the evening had to offer, how
ever, for in the middle of the second half of the show, 
Jimmy Nunn suddenly collapsed. He had sung one of his 
two songs—or at least had struggled through it somehow 
—and had made his first bow and then retired to the 
wings to make some slight change in his costume; Inigo 
was already playing the opening bars of the second song; 
when Jimmy, instead of changing, stared vacantly for a 
minute, gave a curious little moan, and would have fallen 
full length if Mr. Oakroyd, who was standing by, had not 

caught him in time. Under his comic make-up (as a post
man) his face was deathly pale; his lips were blue; and 
there were horrible little convulsive movements in all his 
limbs. Mr. Oakroyd knew that poor Jimmy always carried 
a small flask of brandy about with him, and this was dis
covered in the dressing-room. Miss Trant, trembling, man
aged to force some of the brandy between the blue lips, 
while Mr. Oakroyd supported the head and shoulders. There 
was some confusion on the stage, but all the time Inigo 
was still playing the same idiotic -рот-фот фоффа-фот, 
фот-фот фоффа-фот for that second song which now might 
never be sung again. The audience was growing restive; 
there was some stamping of feet at the back.

Jimmy stirred; some colour returned to his cheeks; and 
he opened his eyes. He was able to sip a little more brandy.

“ We must get a doctor,” said Miss Trant.
Jimmy shook his head. “ No. No doctor,” he muttered. 

“All right in a minute. Carry on show.”
It was Mr. Jerry Jerningham, of all people, who took 

command of the situation now. He darted into the wings, 
exchanged a word with Miss Trant, then, pale but fairly 
composed, returned to the stage, stopped Inigo, and said: 
“Ladies and Gentlemen, Ai regret to announce thet Mr. 
Jaymy Nenn will nat—ar—be able to continue his pawt 
of the—er—programme—awing to—ar—sudden indisposi
tion.” Here he stopped for a moment, and there was a 
noise somewhere in the auditorium. It seemed as if some
body was trying to get out in a hurry. “The next item— 
ar—will be a bahlad by Miss Stella Cavendish.” At which 
the audience clapped, as audiences always do; Mrs. Joe 
walked over to the piano, looking very dignified but in 
such a flutter that she spilled half her music; Mr. Jerning
ham, that intrepid exquisite, gravely took a seat; and the 
performance continued.

They got Jimmy to his dressing-room and he was still 
muttering that he did not want to see a doctor when there 
came the sound of voices from the corridor outside. “ Well, 
I don’t knaw, missis,” Miss Trant heard Mr. Oakroyd say



ing. The next moment, a thin middle-aged woman in black 
had stalked into the dressing-room and, ignoring Miss 
Trant and Joe, was bending over Jimmy, who was staring 
at her with his mouth wide open.

“And how are you now, James?” she said, still ex
amining him closely.

Recovering now from his first shock of surprise, he 
gave the ghost of a grin. “Not so bad, Carrie. What—you 
doing here?”

“You look badly, James. I thought you did earlier on. 
It won’t do, James. You’re a sick man. You’re not fit to 
be sitting here, with that silly paint on your face. You 
want looking after.”

Miss Trant, who had been too astonished to speak at 
first and then had not known what to say, now made a 
slight movement.

“I dare say you’re wondering what I’m doing here,” 
said the determined woman, looking at Miss Trant wit!) 
an unfriendly eye. “Well, I’m Mrs. Nunn. And as soon 
as they gave out he wasn’t well, I came round to see him. 
And it’s lucky I happened to be here. I knew you were 
coming here because two of your troupe I saw the other 
Sunday at Hicklefield Station told me you were coming. 
You saw me out of the window that day, James,” she added 
grimly.

“ Yes, I did,” said Jimmy, and left it at that.
“Yes, yes, of course, I see,” said Miss Trant hastily. 

She felt very embarrassed. “We’ve been trying to per
suade Mr. Nunn to see a doctor. I know he hasn’t been 
well all the week.”

“And never likely to be,” cried Mrs. Nunn scornfully. 
“Nothing proper to eat, wet clothes, and dirty lodgings, I 
know! He ought to be in bed now. Tewborough Theatre 
Royal! Well, he’s going to hear what I’ve got to say now. 
He’s heard it before but this time perhaps he’ll believe me.”

This left Miss Trant no alternative but to go and leave 
this strangely united pair alone. Joe had already stolen out, 
so now Miss Trant followed his example. About quarter 

of an hour later, in the wings, she found herself confronted 
by Mrs. Nunn again, and it was quite obvious that that de
termined woman had decided what was to be done. The 
very look of her reminded Miss Trant of a coiled steel 
spring.

“James Nunn is coming with me,” she announced at 
once. “ He’s in a poor way and I’m going to look after him. 
You must manage as best you can without him----- ”

“ Well, but naturally, I don’t want him to go on playing 
here when he’s so ill,” Miss Trant protested. This extra
ordinary woman seemed to imagine they were ready to drag 
poor Jimmy on to the stage if necessary. “ But where—I’m 
sorry, but I don’t quite understand—where is he going?”

“ With me,” replied Mrs. Nunn promptly and firmly. 
“ I live about twelve miles away, between here and Hickle
field. I’ve got a shop. That’s why I came to-day, half-day 
closing. James Nunn’s gone his way and I’ve gone mine, 
but we’re husband and wife, nothing alters that, and I’m 
not going to stand by and do nothing when he’s in such 
a state. I told him where it would land him before he’d 
done but he wouldn’t have it. Now he’s beginning to learn.” 
She looked as if she were about to turn away, but brought 
out another remark as if it were a postscript. “Your 
troupe’s not got enough go in it, not half enough go; you 
want to keep them up to the mark better, Miss.” And, with 
that, she stalked away.

Miss Trant, gasping a little, stared after her, and won
dered what she ought to do. Finally, she stayed where she 
was for another ten minutes or so, then went down to 
Jimmy’s dressing-room again. Jimmy would want to see 
her before he went, and after all she had a right to know 
what was going to happen to him. But the dressing-room 
was empty. It was incredible that they could have gone 
like that, without another word, but there it was; they could 
not be found. Jimmy’s astonishing wife had spirited him 
away, just as if she were a witch. “I shall believe in a 
minute she was a witch,” she told herself miserably, as she 
drifted back down the dingy smelly corridor. Her head 



ached and she felt ready to cry at any moment. Oh, this 
wretched, wretched Tewborough! She stayed to see the 
end of the performance, which had dwindled into a mere 
dismal sketch of their usual show, and to tell the others 
what had happened. Too tired and dispirited to join in 
their wild surmising and speculating, she crawled to her 
hotel, lay awake and listened to the black rain still falling 
on Tewborough, and felt alone in an ugly and incom
prehensible world.

The next morning, as she sat scribbling letters over the 
coffee-room fire, a visitor was announced. It was Mr. Mor
ton Mitcham. He looked ancient and bilious; longer than 
ever but more ruinous; and he seemed to come creaking 
into the room, an unmelodious jangle of bones. He came 
forward, one hand clutching his sad sombrero and the other 
nervously fingering the immense buttons of his overcoat, 
the Silver King. Miss Trant remembered this name for 
his overcoat—she had forgotten all about it, and it returned 
unbidden—and then she told herself that she could not 
possibly send him away. And in any case, with Jimmy ab
sent, it would not be wise, she reflected.

“Miss Trant,” Mr. Mitcham began very solemnly, in 
his deep harsh drawl, “I am here to make what apology 
I can—for last night. I understand that I nearly let down 
the show—at a difficult time, too—and I believe I also 
offended you personally.” His eyes stared hollowly at her 
above his sunken and yellow cheeks. “I’m sorry. I’m very 
sorry indeed. I throw myself upon your mercy, believe me.”

“ All right, Mr. Mitcham,” she said hastily. “ I’m sure 
it won’t happen again----- ”

“ It will not happen again.”
“Very well, then”—and she felt like this gigantic 

creature’s schoolmistress; it was absurd—“we won’t say 
anything more about it.”

“ Miss Trant, this is generous of you. It’s—it’s wonder
ful.” Then, rather surprisingly, he stopped, lowered his 
massive eyebrows, and looked at her with something like 
disapproval. “But it won’t do,” he went on, with an air 

of mournful reproach. “Something must be said about it. 
I ought to be ashamed of myself and I am ashamed of my
self; but I doubt if I’m sufficiently ashamed of myself. 
Tell me here and now, Miss Trant, how disappointed and 
disgusted you are. For me, Morton Mitcham, the oldest 
and most experienced member of the party, the man who 
ought to see you through, the one trouper you ought to be 
able to depend on,—to behave like that! Gah!—it makes 
me sick to think of it. And Jimmy ill too! The show right 
up against it! And what am I doing? Rub it in, Miss 
Trant, rub it in. Ask me how I’d like you to tell people 
that Morton Mitcham let you down. You can’t say too 
much or put it too strong,” he went on, just as if she really 
had said all these things. “ I deserve it, every word of it.”

She could not help smiling. “If you insist, of course, 
I will say that I think you behaved very badly—or at 
least very stupidly, and that I was really angry about it 
last night. In fact, I had made up my mind----- ”

He held up a hand. “Pardon me for interrupting,” he 
said earnestly, “but there’s just one thing I’ve got to tell 
you. It couldn’t have happened anywhere but in this place. 
Tewborough, Miss Trant, has been my what’s-its-name—my 
Waterloo. Yes, it’s downed me. I don’t know whether I’m 
getting too old for the road or what—but here, in Tew
borough this week, I’ve touched rock bottom.”

“So have I,” said Miss Trant, not without bitterness.
“ I’m an old traveller, a bit of a vagabond, if you like,” 

he went on, with a certain mournful gusto, “but I’m an 
artist too. The temperament’s there, all the time, a lion 
waiting to pounce. I must have something—a bit of ad
venture, a bit of good cheer, a hand from the audience, a 
new show going well, anything will do, I don’t ask for a 
lot. But in Tewborough—so far as I’m concerned—there’s 
been nothing. The place, the people, the rooms, the theatre, 
the show frozen out every night—believe me, Miss Trant, 
I’m an old trouper, four times round the world, but I’ve 
nerves and all this has just got on ’em. I’ll put it to you 
frankly—I’d just got to light the place up somehow, and 



yesterday I overdid the illuminations. And that’s how 
it is.”

“I understand,” she assured him. And she did. She 
could almost find it in her heart to envy him his toping. 
“ It’s all been a mistake, I know,” she said wearily, “ and I 
think we’re all having a bad time and suffering from nerves. 
It’s not like the same concert party. But you must help 
me out now, especially since poor Jimmy’s been rushed off 
somewhere—I don’t know where—by his wife. We’re in 
an awful muddle now.”

“Miss Trant,” he said very impressively, “you have here 
a man who’s going to see you through, whatever happens. 
Whatever you’re doing, making up a new programme, any
thing, you can count on Morton Mitcham. I’ll give half the 
show, if you like; it won’t be the first time I’ve done it. 
Only say the word, whatever it is, and I’m there.”

“Thank you,” she cried, still amused but also rather 
touched.

“Thank you.” And then he added gravely: “I should 
like to shake hands on that, Miss Trant, if you don’t 
mind.”

So they shook hands, and then Mr. Mitcham imme
diately became his cheerful and reminiscent self again and 
insisted upon telling her all about various places he had 
visited that were not unlike Tewborough, though it was 
hard for anybody but Mr. Mitcham to see any resemblance. 
Then he departed, after assuring her again that she had in 
him, Morton Mitcham, the man who would see her through, 
the man who was prepared, if necessary, to keep the show 
going by himself.

And that very night he was compelled to keep his 
promise in part, for a dreadful thing happened. Jimmy 
was absent; but then they had expected that. But Jerry 
Jemingham was missing too. At first they imagined he 
was merely late, and after waiting a few minutes they began 
without him, a sadly depleted troupe playing to a sadly 
depleted audience. No message had been received from 
him at the theatre, and finally Miss Trant sent Mr. Oak- 

royd round to his rooms to see what had happened. Mean
while, the others carried on as best they could. The ab
sence of both Jimmy and Jerningham made a terrible hole 
in the programme. Susie and Mr. Mitcham, however, con
trived to fill up and supply some comic relief, gagging des
perately. When Mr. Oakroyd returned, he had a story to 
tell that only heightened the mystery. “Woman at his 
lodgings doesn’t knaw where he is,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “He 
said nowt to her. But a car come this morning, she says, 
and he went off in it. He didn’t tak’ onny luggage—she 
took notice o’ that, you can bet yer life, ’cos she’d want 
paying afore she’d let him tak’ owt away—and he didn’t 
let on where he was off to or say owt at all to her. But 
it wouldn’t cap me,” he concluded, “if he hadn’t ta’en his 
hook bart luggage, just gi’n us the go-by.”

“ I don’t know what that means,” said Miss Trant rather 
peevishly, “ so I can’t say whether I agree with you or not.”

Mr. Oakroyd shot a curious glance at her. This was not 
like Miss Trant. “ I mean,” he said shortly, “ he’s gone off, 
luggage or no luggage. I can’t say it plainer ner that.” It 
must be confessed that all their tempers were a trifle frayed 
by this time.

Miss Trant walked away without another word. It did 
not matter where Jerningham had gone, the fact remained 
that he was not where he ought to have been, that he had 
let them down. She was hurt, angry. When the interval 
came, she found that Elsie and Susie were no longer on 
speaking terms and that Mrs. Joe had a complaint to make 
about the conduct of Mr. Morton Mitcham, who seemed to 
imagine, Mrs. Joe observed, that the programme belonged 
to him. Miss Trant refused to listen to any of them. “ Don’t 
be babyish,” she snapped, to their astonishment, and turned 
her back on them. She had had as much as she could pos
sibly stand, she told herself ; the whole week a grim fiasco, 
money thrown away; Jimmy ill, missing; Jerningham 
missing; the rest of them getting drunk or wrangling, 
not making the slightest attempt to help her out; no 
loyalty, no comradeship; the whole thing in ruins. She 



felt she was sick of it all. Here she was, stuck in this 
awful place, trudging through black streets, her time spent 
in either a dingy hotel or a dirty broken-down theatre, and 
this misery was costing her more than the most expensive 
holiday she could devise for herself. She could not hang 
about and watch the performance trailing to an end; she 
wanted to go to bed, to read something distant, gay, and. 
adventurous, to forget Tewborough and its horrible Theatre 
Royal and The Good Companions—the very name made 
her wince; but first, there was something to be done.

That was why, when the show was over, Mr. Oakroyd 
said to them all: “Miss Trant’s gone home, but you’ve to 
look at notice-board by t’door.” On the notice-board was 
a sheet of paper that summoned them all, in the name of 
E. Trant, to attend a meeting on the stage the following 
day, Saturday, at noon: Urgent.

Ill
At noon on Saturday they were all there, not excluding 

Mr. Oakroyd, whose pipe was still in his mouth but quite 
cold and empty and whose little cap was as far back on his 
head as it could possibly go, two facts that proved beyond 
doubt that he was uneasy in mind. They were all uneasy, 
subdued; and when they spoke their voices were quieter * 
than usual. It was a morning as cold and grey as slate. 
Every few seconds one of them either coughed or yawned, 
and they all looked tired. Inigo, glancing every now and 
then at Susie, wondered if she too was ill, for all her 
sparkle was gone and she was pale and heavy-eyed. No
thing had been heard of either Jimmy or Jerry Jemingham, 
and they all had the air of being survivors after a ship
wreck.

“ I think you’ll agree,” Miss Trant began, with a curious 
return to her earlier half-nervous, half-detached manner 
and clipped speech, “that we’ve got to decide what’s to 
be done. To begin with—about to-night. Is it worth while 
giving a performance at all?”

“No, it isn’t,” said Elsie. “Last night was ghastly. 
They’ll be throwing things to-night.”

“ Preposterous ! ” This was from Mr. Morton Mitcham, 
who drew himself up to his full height and menaced Elsie 
with his eyebrows. “Why shouldn’t we give a show? There 
are six of us, aren’t there? I call it turning good money 
away not to give a show. Why, one of us—just one of us— 
is too good for Tewborough, let alone six of us. I’ve known 
the time when a whole drama and vaudeville show thrown 
in were done with less than six. I myself—allow me to 
say----- ”

“Oh yes, we know!” Elsie put in rudely. “Out there 
in Timbuctoo, way back in Eighty-three, you worked 
miracles. We know all about that.”

“ You know nothing,” said Mr. Mitcham with great scorn. 
“You haven’t had a chance to learn. You’ve been nowhere. 
You’ve seen nothing. Ignorance, that’s your trouble, young 
lady, sheer ignorance.”

“Oh, you go and----- ” Elsie exploded.
“Now that won’t do, my dear,” Mrs. Joe cried hastily. 

“Do not let us forget ourselves, please. We’re having our 
Trials and Troubles I know—or if I don’t, then who does, 
my word!—but don’t let’s descend to Name-calling and— 
and—Baydinarge and Rudenesses.” And Mrs. Joe sat up 
erect, looked very dignified indeed for about two seconds, 
but then unfortunately was compelled to sneeze.

“ Well, I say—give to-night a miss,” said Elsie sullenly.
“And I say you’re rotten mean,” Susie blazed out, “to 

think of it. Here’s Miss Trant dropped an awful lot on 
the week and you don’t even want to give her a chance to 
get something back. After all, it’s Saturday and there’s 
sure to be some sort of a house to-night. What’s the sense 
of turning the money away, as Mr. Mitcham says. We can 
give them a jolly sight better show even now than they 
can appreciate, if I know Tewborough.”

“Half a minute, though, Susie,” said Joe in his slow 
honest fashion. “It’s Miss Trant who’s asking us if it’s 



worth it, so I don’t see you can fairly blame Elsie for say
ing it isn’t. It seems to me it’s for Miss Trant herself to 
decide. I’m sure we’ll all do our best, but if she thinks 
this is going to give us a bad name, and it might, then 
she’d better call it off.”

“What do you think?” asked Miss Trant, turning to 
Inigo, to whom she felt closer, in this present mood, than 
she did to any of the others, for, like her, he was a new
comer to this world.

Inigo shrugged his shoulders. “It’s all the same to me. 
If it was a matter of leaving this graveyard of a town, I’d 
say, let’s go at once, for I believe it’s simply this place 
that’s done us in, absolutely. But if we’ve got to stay here, 
we might as well give the show to-night. It’s practice for 
us; it might brighten somebody’s evening here; and though 
I’ll bet all the money we take to-night won’t go very far, 
it’ll help you, Miss Trant, to bring down the loss a bit. On 
the other hand, if you say, Let’s pack up and go, on to the 
next place, over the hills and far away, I’m your man, ab
solutely.”

There was a murmur of assent, but Miss Trant sprang 
to her feet, walked a yard or two, then faced them all. 
“But now I come to the next thing,” she cried. “Are we 
going to other places? Is it worth while going on at all? 
That’s what I’m asking myself.”

She stopped and there was a little chorus of exclama
tions, through which the voice of Mrs. Joe could be heard 
repeating, in tragic tones: “I knew it. I knew it.”

“Please don’t misunderstand me,” Miss Trant went on. 
“It’s not money I’m thinking about, though I’ve lost a good 
deal, as you must realise, especially this week. And you 
mustn’t imagine for a moment I’m rich, because I’m not. 
It was only because some money came unexpectedly that 
I was able to do this at all. But it isn’t that, though 
naturally it’s rather dreadful continually losing money. It’s 
something else----- ” She hesitated.

“May I say something, Miss Trant?” said Elsie, rather 
sulkily. “If it’s this week that’s bowled you over, I hope 

you’ll remember that you brought us here, that it was your 
idea taking this stinking brute of a theatre.”

“You are the limit,” cried Susie, looking as if she was 
ready to silence her for ever. “Won’t you be quiet!”

“Why should I be?” demanded Elsie.
“Grrr!” There was exasperation, indignation, disgust, 

and we know not what beside in this fierce noise that Susie 
made. But now she turned to Miss Trant: “You’re not 
really going to chuck it, are you, Miss Trant? I know we’ve 
done badly so far, but really we haven’t had a chance yet.”

“Not a dog’s,” said Joe gloomily.
“I realise that just as well as you do,” Miss Trant told 

them. “ It’s not that at all. It’s—it’s—what has happened 
this week that makes me feel I’ve had enough of it. Oh, 
I know this place has been awful and I brought you here. 
I never ought to have rented this dreadful, abominable 
theatre—I know that—I made a mistake, and I’m paying 
dearly for it. But you might have stood by me----- ”

“Stood by you, Miss Trant!” cried Mrs. Joe, throwing 
up her hands and glancing round with a look of deep 
despair. “Never was any manager of mine so stood by as 
you’ve been by me this week. If it had been Drury Lane 
I couldn’t have done more, and wouldn’t have done so 
much. Night after night, I’ve come here rising from a Sick
bed. ‘No,’ I said to Joe, when he begged me to stay in and 
look after myself, ‘my Duty’s there. If it was anybody but 
Miss Trant, I wouldn’t do it,’ I told him. Weren’t those my 
very words, Joe?”

“That’s right,” said Joe, staring very hard at nothing 
in particular.

“I’ve no doubt whatever you did your best, Mrs. Brun- 
dit,” Miss Trant went on, a trifle wearily. “ But I can’t get 
away from the feeling that the party as a whole has let me 
down this week. This was my special venture—I admit 
it’s turned out to be a very silly one—and you ought to 
have backed me up. Instead of that, the party has gone to 
pieces----- ”

“ You can’t blame us because Jimmy had a heart attack 
The Good Companions. IL b



or whatever it was,” Elsie interrupted. “And as for some 
people----- ” She stopped and looked significantly at Mr.
Mitcham, who for his part tried not very successfully to 
pretend she wasn’t there.

“Yes, yes, that was our bad luck,” cried Miss Trant 
impatiently. “That couldn’t be helped, but other things 
could—quarrelling, not bothering about the show, not try
ing to make the best of it, leaving the rest of us in the 
lurch—oh, you must know what I mean! If you don’t, it 
doesn’t matter; I’m only trying to explain myself. I feel 
the whole thing’s gone to pieces.”

“ I’ll never, never forgive Jerry Jemingham as long as 
I live for going off like that,” Susie exclaimed.

“ That boy’s yellow,” said Mr. Mitcham, and he said it 
in such a way as to hint that he had known this all along 
and was rather surprised that the others had not noticed 
it too.

“ I suppose he has gone,” Susie said doubtfully.
“Yes, he must have gone,” Miss Trant replied, with a 

kind of weary contempt in her voice. “He’s left his things 
behind, but probably he preferred to go without them 
rather than stay here. You called again this morning, didn’t 
you?” she asked Mr. Oakroyd, who was dismally sucking 
his empty pipe in the background.

“Ay, I went and left t’message to say we was having 
a bit of a meeting here, if he came back. T’landlady said 
she’d heard nowt, and I fancy by t’look on her she’d just 
been takking stock o’ his booits and shirts and collars to 
see how much they’d fetch in case she heard no more on 
him.”

“We’ve seen the last of that bright boy,” said Elsie. 
“ He’d a lot to say about Mildenhall, when he went and did 
the dirty on us, but he’s no better himself, as he’ll hear 
from me if ever I set eyes on him again.”

“Well there you are,” Miss Trant told them. “The first 
real test—and—look what’s happened. Can you blame me 
if I feel we can’t go on. It’s not been easy for me to do 
what I have done—I don’t mean about money, but simply 

that I knew nothing about the Stage and didn’t understand 
this life—I had to take what seemed to me an awful sort 
of plunge. And what attracted me, I think, more than any
thing at first was the way you were all so loyal and kept 
so cheerful and friendly under the most horrible condi
tions. And now—well—I’m afraid I don’t see it like that 
any more.”

After her voice had trailed away into silence, nobody 
spoke, nobody stirred, for what seemed quite a long time. 
It was so quiet that they could hear, coming from the for
gotten world into that strange shrouded place, the sound 
of the factory buzzers in the town.

Then Susie stood up. “No, I suppose I can’t blame you, 
Miss Trant,” she said tonelessly. “But—oh, I’m sorry. You 
don’t know how sorry I am.” There were tears in her voice 
now, and she swung round and walked to the side of the 
stage, where Mr. Oakroyd was standing.

“Nay, lass,” he said, “tak’ it easy, tak’ it easy.” Then 
he rubbed his chin hard, tried to push his cap further back 
still, finally pushed it off his head altogether, picked it up 
and jammed it on again, then stepped forward and man
fully spoke up. “Nar then,” he began, “I don’t suppose 
onny on yer want to hear what I’ve got to say, but as no
body seems to be saying owt just nar, happen you’ll listen 
a minute. And I say. Stick it. Don’t give up, Miss Trant. 
Have another do at it. Nar don’t get into your head I’m 
saying this ’cos I don’t want to lose mi job—I don’t want 
to lose it, I’ll tell you straight, specially nar as I knaw 
t’ropes—but it isn’t that. I fair hate thought 0’ a thing com
ing to nowt afore it’s got started. Nivver let it be said that 
this here Tewborough took all t’heart out on us. Tew- 
borough be damned, I say. We can show it.”

“That’s the stuff, Master Oakroyd,” cried Inigo enthu
siastically. “ I’m with you there, absolutely.”

“It’s nobbut a matter 0’ turning a corner,” said Mr. 
Oakroyd earnestly addressing himself to Miss Trant. “It’s 
alius same wi’ iverything. Stick it, get round t’corner, and 
you’re there. Gi’ this up nar and it’s all flummoxed, might 



as well ni wer ha’ started. Nobbut go on a bit, and you 
nivver knaw, happen in a fortnit or fower week you’re coin
ing brass and they can’t mak’ enough on you. Nay,” he 
cried reproachfully, “we’re on t’road, aren’t we? Ther’s 
downs as well as ups. This here’s a down all right. What 
of it? We’ll get on t’road agen, chance it, and—mark my 
words—if we’re not up, right at top o’t’tree, a’most afore 
you can say Jack Robi’son, nay, I’ll eat this cap.” And Mr. 
Oakroyd, carried away by his own eloquence, plucked off 
his cap, held it out, jammed it on his head once more, and 
turned away.

“Darling!” cried Susie tearfully as he passed her.
He replied by giving her a wink, not a jolly impudent 

wink but a stammering embarrassed wink, which announced 
that he knew quite well that he had been making a fool of 
himself. It would take a man years to live down such an 
emotional outburst in Bruddersford.

There was hardly time for the others to say anything 
before the voice of Mr. Oakroyd, this time raised in ex
postulation, was heard again, coming from that part of 
the theatre to which he had retired. Everybody looked up 
and waited expectantly. Something was about to happen, 
their attitudes said, and they were glad of it.

A large, glittering, jangling woman charged into the 
centre of the group on the stage, and looked about her 
wildly.

“ Lady Partiit ! ” cried Susie and Inigo together, at once 
recognising their acquaintance of the hotel outside Hickle- 
field.

“Yes, yes. How d’you do? Of course!” Lady Partiit 
babbled, trying to see every one at once, so that she seemed 
to be spinning like a top. “I’m sorry to come like this. 
Must be intruding. But they told me—here. Is he here? 
Oh, where is he?” And she beat her little fat hands to
gether.

Miss Trant was staring, amazed. “ I don’t understand,” 
she began blankly. “Who—what—is it----- ?”

Susie darted forward. “Is it,” she gasped, “Jerry 
Jerningham ? ”

Lady Partiit was at once so excited, anxious, confused, 
that she looked exactly like an agitated parrot. “Yes, of 
course, Mr. Jerningham. It’s been all ail a mistake, I assure 
you, and of course I can explain everything to him when 
I see him. Are you sure, are you really sure, he’s not here ? 
Because,” she concluded wildly, “he’s gone.”

They assured her that Mr. Jerningham was not there, 
and would have asked her all manner of questions—for 
they were all bursting with curiosity—but she did not give 
them time. “Miss Trant, are you?” she went on, rushing 
across to jangle in front of that astonished woman. “So 
disturbing for you, of course, and so nice of you not to 
mind about my coming like this.” Then she rushed back 
to Susie, whom she apparently regarded as the one mem
ber of the party likely to be sympathetic. “A complete 
misunderstanding from beginning to end, I do assure you, 
Miss Bean, Miss Dean, and all meant in the friendliest way. 
But he simply went off, went off without a single word, and 
I was sure I should find him here. And of course you’re 
all thinking it’s so strange of me, coming and behaving 
like this, intruding too, but I had to come if there was any 
chance at all of explaining to him, you see. And of course 
it’s worse than ever, with no one here knowing anything 
about him.”

“He’s been missing for two days,” said Susie.
“Yes, I know that. That I can explain,” Lady Partiit 

began, when a sound made her look across and she gave 
a little scream. “There you are,” she gasped.

And there Mr. Jerningham was, looking anything but 
his usual exquisite self. He jumped and turned crimson at 
the sight of Lady Partiit, who now hurried across the stage 
towards him.

“Go away,” he screamed, backing a step or two.
“ But it’s all been a mistake----- ”
“ Ai don’t waarnt to hear anything,” he shrieked. Then, 

with mounting fury, he added: “Thet man took away mai 



trousers. He deliberately took them away. You told 
him to.”

“Only to brush them,” Lady Partiit wailed.
Nat to brush at all,” Mr. Jemingham cried, wagging a 

finger at her. “He just took them away. Then he laughed 
at me. Look, look, what Ai had to put on.” And everybody 
looked at once and discovered with joy that Mr. Jerning
ham was wearing a pair of very dirty khaki trousers of&a 
kind that might possibly be used by an undergardener faced 
with a morning’s rough work. When Mr. Jerningham saw 
all their eyes fixed upon his awful trousers, he was angrier 
than ever with poor Lady Partiit, and told her to go away 
at once and that he never never wanted to set eyes on her 
again. Distressed and still babbling, she was led away by 
Susie, who accompanied her to the stage door.

“ Very sweet of you, my dear, I’m sure,” said Lady 
Partiit, brokenly, tearfully. “I felt so unhappy about it, 
and you will say as little as you can, won’t you? I’ve an 
old friend lives near here, not twenty miles away, and I 
came specially to see—to see you all. That was on Thurs
day, and then I sent a note, just a friendly note, to Mr. 
Jerningham, and sent the car round for him, to bring him 
out. I thought—he’s so clever, isn’t he?—and I thought 
I might be able to help him, though I didn’t tell him that, 
my dear, didn’t tell him how I might be able to—you know 
—assist him in his career, because I thought—well, we 
ought to be friendly first, because you can help a jriend, 
can’t you? And then of course I never knew my friend 
would be called away like that, and never dreamt for a 
moment there would be that difficulty with the car on 
Friday afternoon, and I do assure you, my dear, that it 
was all a mistake and a misunderstanding about the—the 
trousers. He’s so bitter about them, isn’t he? I’m sure 
he’ll never forgive me, but perhaps some time soon, you’ll 
perhaps just—er—say something to him, will you? But 
of course don’t talk about it, will you? I know I can rely 
on you not to do that. And if there’s anything, anything, I 
can do for you, at any time, my dear—you’re so clever too, 

aren’t you? And it’s been so nice of me—I mean, of you 
—that is, so nice seeing you again, hasn’t it? Do I—Oh, 
here—yes, of course. Dear, dear, I must stop one minute 
before I go out—so upsetting rushing in like this, and then 
—everything such a mistake—hasn’t it? Good-bye.”

Susie stood looking after her a moment, drew a deep 
breath, then returned to the stage, humming a little tune 
that seemed to amuse her. Mr. Jemingham was still 
apologising and protesting to a bewildered Miss Trant, but 
he gave no sign of being willing to gratify everybody’s 
curiosity. Susie took him aside as soon as she could. “Do 
you know who that was?” she inquired, not without malice.

“ Mai dear Susie,” he protested, “ down’t talk about that 
harrible woman. She’s a fet middle-aged vemp, thet’s what 
she is.” '1

“You know she’s Lady Partiit and very rich, don’t 
you?” Susie went on.

“As a metter of feet, Ai do,” he replied loftily, “and 
Ai don’t care.”

“But what you don’t know, my dear Jerry,” she con
tinued softly, “is that she practically controls two West 
End theatres, mostly running musical comedies and revues.”

“ Mai God ! ” Mr. Jemingham turned pale and looked 
at her with horror. “ And to think----- ! ” The thought was
too much for him, but as he looked away it chanced that he 
caught sight of the trousers he was wearing. “Ai don’t 
care,” he said stoutly, “she shouldn’t have told the man to 
take mai trousers.” Nevertheless, he was thoughtful for 
some time, and it was many weeks before he completely 
lost a certain brooding air.

“Of course, this does make some difference,” Miss 
Trant was saying, when they returned to her side. She let 
the others chatter a little while she reconsidered their posi
tion. She did not understand yet exactly what had hap
pened to Jerningham, but it was quite clear that he had 
not deliberately absented himself. He had vehemently in
sisted on tlie fact that it was no fault of his he had missed 



last night’s show, and was genuinely indignant at the sug
gestion that he had failed them.

“ Nar then,” cried the voice of Mr. Oakroyd trium
phantly, “what about this?” Somebody was with him.

“VVell, boys and girls!”
“Jimmy!” cried Susie, rushing at him. The next mo

ment they were all round him, nearly shaking his hand off.
“There’s a doctor in Mirley—that’s where I’ve been— 

who’s a marvel, a wonder, a miracle,” Jimmy announced 
solemnly. He still looked rather pale and shaky, but he was 
obviously much better. “He’s only young and he’s got a 
bit of a squint and his teeth stick out—but, let me tell 
you, he could raise the dead, that chap. I went to see him, 
and he talked and tapped, and tapped and talked, until І 
got fed up. ‘All right, doc.,’ I says, ‘don’t mind me. Give 
me six months and get ready to sign in the space provided 
for that purpose on the form.’ He laughed. ‘Nonsense,’ 
he says, ‘I can make a new man of you. When did you see 
a doctor last?’ So I told him. Four years ago. ‘Thought 
so,’ he says. ‘And what have you been doing to yourself 
since?’ So I told him. Trying this and that. ‘Thought so,’ 
he says again. ‘Now you listen to me.’ And he gives me 
some medicine to take and tells me what to do with my
self. Then it was my turn, and by this time the wife wasn’t 
in the room. ‘Have I to stop here and do no work?’ I 
asked him. ‘Because if so, I shall be dead anyhow. If you 
tell me right out,’ I told him, ‘to get back to the boards, 
where I belong, you’ll complete the cure. And don’t just 
tell me,’ I says, ‘but tell my wife as well.’ So he told me 
to see him again and then he’d let me know. I tipped him 
the wink all right. He knew what was what. ‘Do him no 
harm to get back to work,’ he said this morning. ‘May do 
him good.’ Collapse of the opposition ! So here I am, Miss 
Trant, boys and girls, and so long as I take one dose be
fore meals and one after, I’m fit and ready to crack the 
old wheezes.”

“ We were only talking just now, Jimmy,” said Joe, 
“about whether we could give a show at all to-night.”

“Give a show to-night!” cried Jimmy. “I should think 
we do give a show to-night, if I’ve to give it all by myself. 
To-night, one hundred and twenty-five members of the 
Mirley and District Co-operative Society—prevented, owing 
to un-fore-seen cir-cum-stances, from having their monthly 
whist-drive and dance—are coming to Tewborough, and 
for what?—to see The Good, Companions at the Theatre 
Royal, where they will occupy the dress circle on special 
terms given ’em by Mr. Nunn. Now let’s get busy and see 
if we can’t pack the house.”

“Let joy and what’s-its-name be unconfined,” roared 
Inigo, doing a little step-dance. “Now what do you say, 
Miss Trant?” he asked, lowering his voice. “Do The Good, 
Companions go on?”

“They do,” she replied, smiling and flushing a little.
“We’ll learn ’em yet,” said Mr. Oakroyd, perspiring 

with enthusiasm. “We will an’ all. Tewborough ’ull noan 
do us down. Tewborough’s nowt. It’s getten a right slap 
in the eye this morning.”

They played well that night, and a circle packed with 
members of the Mirley and District Co-operative Society 
was not slow to appreciate their efforts. (Even the Trea
surer, a deacon at the Baptist Chapel who had misgivings 
about any form of entertainment that ventured further 
than a cantata, was heard to laugh several times.) “ I don’t 
say it’s been a riot,” Susie observed, when the show was 
over, “but I’ll swear it’s the nearest Tewborough’s got to 
a riot since the Number Two Touring Company of A Royal 
Divorce first came here in the year Dot. And we pulled 
together, didn’t we, children?”

The children admitted that they had and returned to 
their various lodgings, which were all either so dismal or 
sinister that already a place had been found for them in 
the archives, with the cue—“My dear, did you ever play a 
hole called Tewborough?’, well content, happy in the know
ledge that the party was itself again and that to-morrow 
it would seek fresh streets and lodgings new. Thus ended 
the Black Week.



CHAPTER V
ALL STOLEN FROM THE MAIL BAG

I
From Miss Elsie Longsta/ff to Miss Ejfi.e Longstaff 

c/o Mrs. Bottomley, 
23 Jagger Street, 

Luddenstall, 
Yorks.

19th December. 
Dear Effie:

I got the things alright and ought to have written be
fore this but we did some Three Nights and you know what 
it is don’t you, all packing and etc. Now we are here for 
what you can call a run !—till into the New Year at a sort 
of concert hall and picture place combined, not so big but 
comfy and clean, good stage and lighting etc.—all mar
vellous compared with what we have been playing lately I 
can tell you ! Comfy rooms here too and on my own at last. 
Thank goodness, I got sick to death of having Susie Dean 
poking about all the time, not that we are not friends we 
are but you know what it is, my dear! Show looks like 
going well here, Good old Yorks. I say, if you can get them 
going up here they will stick to you alright every time. I 
had one encore last night and could have had another but 
of course I was told programme would not stand it. Too 
much Susie Dean and J. Jerningham in the programme if 
you ask me these days, what with the piano player writing 
songs for them as well and all that! His name is Inigo 
Jollifant says its real too!—and he is quite a nice boy 
but the way he goes mooning round S. Dean and the way 
she keeps him dangling would make you sick if it didn’t 
make you laugh. Kids game, I call it, but then thats all 
they are!

Well we look like having a nice Xmas for once. Playing 
Xmas Eve and then just one show on Boxing Day. Can you 
get off to come up, I don’t suppose you can, and I am won

dering if I could manage it just for Xmas Day as its not 
so far. Are you still at the George or have you gone to the 
Vic as you said you might, and does Charlie come in and 
Jimmy and that tall fellow with the specs and all that lot, 
if they do just give them my love and tell them to be good 
boys till I come back ! And guess who I saw here the very 
second day. I went into Leeds in the morning looking 
round shops—I nearly bought a new coat in a little shop 
just off Briggate that was having a sale, large wrap in front 
and straight inlets carried down back and collar and cuffs 
and flounces lovely fur, just like real, and only £4.19.6 
reduced from seven gns, but I couldn’t run to it though if 
I wear my old black much longer they will be throwing 
things at me in the street. Well I got in the train to come 
back in the afternoon and guess who got into the very same 
carriage, you should have seen him jump, that boy we met 
at Scarborough year before last when I was with The 
Bluebells, you remember! It was the taller one with the 
light moustache who acted he was tight that time, Sunday 
night at the Crown, and he told me he would come to 
Luddenstall whenever I liked and gave me his office ad
dress and tel. no. so I shan’t exactly be lonely. He asked 
to be remembered to you and I had to tell you that his 
friend was married now. I am sorry for his wife, what do 
you say, my dear!

I am getting you some hankies, will let you have them 
to-morrow or day after. If you have not got anything for 
me yet make it a pair of silk stockings bit darker than usual 
shade I like to go with my red, if it will run to it. Give 
Uncle Arthur my love and tell him I am getting him a pipe 
once again, and let me know soon as you can if you can 
come but if you can, no bringing Ethel Golii ver this time, 
you know what it was last time she came along! I like a 
bit of fun, my dear, but Ethel would get me run out of this 
show and out of the town as well! Is it true she is living 
with—you know, the fellow we used to call Pink Percy— 
doesn’t surprise me! Chin-chin, Effie my dear, and all 
the best for Xmas! Elsie.



II
F rom M rs. / oe Brundit to кет sister, Mrs. Sorly, of Den

mark Hill
c/o Mrs. Andrews, 
5 Clough Street, 

Luddenstall, 
Yorks.

2 i st December. 
Dearest Clara:

You will be glad to hear the Luck is in for once—we 
are here right over the Holidays and the rooms are very 
nice, the landlady most obliging person—so that there will 
be no difficulty about George coming—isn’t that splendid ! 
If J im can see him on the train at King’s Cross or get some 
one to see him in, some one dependable of course, then 
either Jim or who ever it is seek out a carriage for Leeds 
with some nice person who is coming to Leeds—and ask 
them if they would mind keeping an eye on George on the 
way—specially not letting him go into the corridor by him
self or play with the window. Perhaps if you could spare 
the time, my dear, it would be best—and any nice person 
would be glad of the company of such a bright boy as 
George, don’t you think? Of course this is further on than 
Leeds but then we can meet the train there and that means 
no changing for him, and Joe has found out the exact train, 
which is 8.45 in the morning from King’s Cross, please 
don’t forget—8.45 in the morning, and the day after to
morrow, that is the 23rd. You could send us a wire saying 
he is safely off. Here is the P.O. for the fare, half of course. 
And 1 know you will see he has his proper things with him 
and is well wrapped up for the journey—it is much colder 
here of course than it is with you—and has a bun or two 
and perhaps a bit of chocolate and some of those comic 
picture papers to look at. You can imagine, my dear, what 
a relief it is to have some one like you that a Mother can 
trust!

So this is going to be a proper Christmas for us for 

once and I am sure I don’t know which is the most excited 
about it, Joe or me, for we have been buying toys and things 
for George’s stocking—not that he believes in S. Claus still 
of course, I know that, but surely he will like to hang his 
stocking up—and we have made arrangements for a real 
Christmas Dinner—and Miss Trant has got George an in
vitation to a big Children’s Party there is to be in the 
town on Boxing Day afternoon. Now that money is coming 
in regularly again, not missing a week here and a week 
there, with rooms and meals to pay for all the time, it 
makes such a difference, gives you Confidence again—so 
that—touch wood—tilings look altogether brighter and 
when we have our own dear child with us and have a happy 
Christmas altogether, I shall be a new woman! Would 
you believe it—a month ago I was in the Depths of Despair 
—we were all in them, even Joe, who may have his faults 
but hardly ever gives up hoping and taking a cheerful 
View, as you know—and then everything suddenly turned 
round. The Show is going magnificently—good houses 
every night and you could not want a better audience, a 
real taste for Good music into the bargain. I have been 
asked to give two items at a Sacred Concert here, in con
nection with the Wesleyans or Congregationals, I forget 
which—and Joe has been offered 15/— for two items any 
Sunday evening at the Labour Club here, Mrs. Andrews’ 
husband being a member and though a little rough and 
ready perhaps a gentleman at heart. So we have Every
thing to be thankful for as things have turned out.

It seems to be the same with everybody here—though 
Goodness knows it can’t last. Jimmy Nunn, our com., says 
he is better than he has been for the last two years and 
looks it—and our pianist keeps up well and is as I said 
he was from the first as nice a young fellow as you could 
wish to find—and Miss Trant is a perfect lady to us all, 
does everything she can for us—and everybody is not only 
on speaking terms, and you know how rare that is, but 
is really friendly and nice—so that we might almost be a 
Happy Family. I am sure I have never wanted George to 



know anything about the Stage or to see me at work, and 
I have told you so many a time—haven’t I—but I am sure 
if there ever was a Time or Place where it was all right 
for him to do so, this is it!

The enclosed bag is offered with love, Clara, and grat
itude for what you have done for George—and best wishes 
for a Happy Christmas, though it may not seem as if I 
meant it when I am taking George away from you just at 
this festive season, but you can imagine what it means to 
a Mother ! As soon as I saw it in the shop I said to Joe— 
That will just do for Clara, she’ll love it. And he said, 
No she won’t, what put that idea into your head. And we 
argued about it quite a time before I found he was look
ing at the wrong thing and thought I was pointing to a fret
work outfit—just like a Man! He sends his love and best 
wishes to you and Jim and says if you can put it into 
George’s head that he wants a clockwork train and a signal 
box etc.—so much the better.

Your loving sister,
Mag.

Ill
From Jimmy Nunn to Mrs. Nttnn

c/o Mrs. Shaw,
17 Clough Street, 

Luddenstall, 
Yorks.

23rd December. 
Dear Carrie,

Just a line to let you know where I am and to say I 
am feeling better than I have done for the last year or 
two, and to wish you the Compliments of the Season. And 
I mean it too—a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year 
—so don’t you go sniffing about it. We can be friends in 
our own way even if we can’t settle down together any 
more. I think kindly of you, Carrie, honestly I do, and I 
wish you to do the same for me. I know you don’t want to 
come round the country with me and don’t want to have 

anything to do with the Boards any more, and you know 
very well I can’t spend the rest of my life sitting in the 
back of that shop of yours, doing up a parcel now and 
again. If we are both happy in our own way there’s no
thing to grumble at, I say. If Alice had lived, it might have; 
been different. Never you mind what people say—tell them 
to mind their own business. Or say it’s by doctor’s orders 
I am still on the move.

I am glad to say you’re wrong about this Show. Seeing 
it thac night at Tewborough, when everybody and every
thing was all of a doodah, gave you a wrong idea of it, I 
can tell you. It’s got going properly now and they are eat
ing it here, and before long we shall be making money out 
of it and good money too. And what you say about the 
boss, Miss Trant, is all wrong too. She’s one of the very 
best. And who do you think I ran into the other day in 
Leeds—old Tuppy Tanner—he’s opening at the Royal 
panto there to-morrow as Baron Hard-up. Just the same 
only fatter than ever—and he was telling me his daughter 
Mona is playing principal girl at Birmingham this year— 
makes you think a bit, doesn’t it—time flies. It doesn’t 
seem more than a year or two since we all had that season 
together in Douglas—do you remember—when Tuppy fell 
into the sea and you nursed his little girl through the 
measles or something—and now she’s getting her twenty 
a week at Birmingham and engaged to be married, Tupp 
tells me. Wasn’t that the time poor Jack Dean kept getting 
so tight and got into trouble with that little Italian woman 
who was at the Palace and we had to keep hiding him? 
Little Susie here is always asking me about him—and, my 
word, I could tell her some tales if I wanted to—make her 
hair curl even though she has knocked about a bit herself 
—but of course I draw it mild. I don’t suppose you want 
to know about her because you never liked poor Jack and 
he never liked you, but Susie is coming on fast and the 
first time a big man who knows a winner when he sees one 
happens to look at her act—it’s good-bye to the Concert 
Party for little Susie. And I shan’t try to stop her—let her 



have a chance, I say. I wouldn’t know what to do with it, 
if I had a big chance now—I’m getting on and lazy—and 
the old round is good enough for me. If you ever wanted 
to see my name up in electric lights, you shouldn’t have 
kept me back that time when old Wurlstein came round at 
Glasgow with the contract in his pocket. You didn’t want 
to risk it but I did—but there—that’s all done with—I’m 
up here and you’re there with your shop, and we’re both 
comfortable.

What about this for a letter! I’ll be writing the Story 
of My Life next, after this. Now Carrie, no harm done 
between you and me, what do you say, and all the best 
for the New Year. If you see that young doctor, tell him 
I’m still taking that stuff and he’s a marvel.

Yrs,
Jimmy.

IV
From Jerry Jerningham to Lady Partiit 

c/o Mrs. Long, 
6 Bury Road, 
Luddenstall, 

Yorks.
24th December. Dear Lady Partlit:

Thank you very much for the cig. case which arrived 
at The Ionic yesterday. How did you know we were playing 
here—did you see it in The Stage—it was a bit risky send
ing such a lovely case like that. Yes I was very surprised 
to get it and hear from you after what went on between 
us at Tewborough that week, but I must say I have been 
thinking some time I was too hasty and that after all it 
was not your fault so I will say now I am sorry—and not 
just because you have given me such a beautiful present 
and said such nice things in yr letter about my work. I am 
also sorry you are going out of England for a month or 
two because I should like you to see the Show again now 
it is going better and I have more chance, having got four 

new nos.—three of them written by our pianist who I must 
say is clever and a coming man in the song-world if only 
he takes his work seriously like I do. I must say the Show 
is going better than ever I thought it would now—though 
as you know it has got at least four dad people in it, and 
you are right when you say that I am wasted in this C. P. 
work, though I cannot grumble about the way my act is 
going here—two or three encores every night and more 
wanted. But you have guessed right when you say it does 
not satisfy me and I am working hard all the time at new 
steps etc. so that when my chance does come the people 
who give it me will not regret it.

No I do not spend my time walking out pretty York
shire girls as you suggest—though if I wanted to I have no 
doubt I could do so alright—but even if they were a lot 
prettier then they are 1 should not let them take up my 
time just now. And if I was rude I am very sorry and thank 
you once again for the lovely present. I have just had new 
photo taken and thought you might like a signed copy.

Sincerely yours,
Jerry Jerningiiam.

P. S. A letter sent to my perm. ad.—175 Fiscal Street, 
Birmingham, will always be sent on to me.

V
Mr. Morton Mitcham to Gus Jeff son Esq., Eccentric Club

The Ionic, 
Luddenstall, 

Yorks.
26th December. 

Dear Sir:
Re. your article “Touring Out East” in last week’s 

Stage, you say your Co. was the first to play Penang, but 
I was there with the old Prince of Pimlico Co. a good three 
years before that, running down from Singapore. Refer 
“Thirty Years in the Straits Settlements” by J. G. Thomson 
Esq. for account of Show and a photo of party, self in-
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eluded. And, I’m still going strong—now playing at Ionic 
here, successful winter season with well-known Good Com
panions Co. (E. Trant & J. Nunn). Forgive correction and 
accept good wishes of another old pro who has done his 
share of Touring Out East—those were great days.

Believe me, Yrs. truly,
Morton Mitcham.

VI
From Susie Dean to Miss Kitty Mackay, “The Multi

Million Girl” Co., Етфіте, Cardiff
c/o Mrs. Wright, 
ii Jagger Street, 

Luddenstall,
Yorks.

27th December.
Darling Kitty:

Your letter only arrived this morning—after wandering 
round all over the place—but I see you are in Cardiff so 
this will get you at once. It was sweet of you to think of 
me like that—I shan’t forget, my dear!—and three months 
ago I would have jumped at it, jumped at anything nearly 
—to say nothing of South Africa! I’ve always longed to 
travel—to go everywhere—wearing white and helmets and 
anything—and some day I will—with a private carriage 
or whatever it is the stars do have. But now I have just 
got to turn it down—don’t ask me for exact reasons, my 
dear, you know how one feels about a thing!—it isn’t the 
money—there’s absolutely nothing wrong with your man’s 
offer, I assure you, and I know I am lucky to get it—and 
here it is only Five a week, though marvellously regular, 
I can tell you, like clockwork—which of course makes 
a difference. But I have simply got to go on with this Good 
Companions show just now—it’s been made out of the 
ruins of Mildenhall’s rotten old Dinky Doos—an angel of 
a woman, very erect, y’know, and tweedy, and straight out 
of the Old Moated Grange from Little Widdleton-on-the- 
Wortieberry—yes, the real thing—popped up from nowhere 

in a car—blushed a bit and looked very brave—paid every
thing and started us off again, all on her own, not knowing 
the first thing about it! If you could only see her—you 
would see at once it was the maddest and loveliest thing 
that ever happened, her doing this. And she lost money 
hand-over-fist for weeks and weeks—and not a murmur 
—and now she is beginning to get a little back again—and 
before she makes some, I don’t stir an inch from this show 
—not if they offer me Daly’s—though I must say they 
haven’t given any signs of doing so yet.

Has ta і wer played Luddenstall, lass?—it’s nobbut a 
little pla-a-ace i’ Yorkshire—and as usual looks like a Gas 
Works all spread out—but I will say this, they know a 
good show when they see it here—packed house every night, 
really, and giving the little girl a hand every night—you 
should just hear them! And they ask us to parties—I was 
the regular Belle of the Ball at a dance here on Boxing 
Night after the show—presented the prizes and was given 
a box of chocolates as big as a suitcase—nay, lass, shut 
oop ! Really though, as far as Luddenstall and district is 
concerned, we have the Leeds pantos knocked flat. And 
I have a feeling the luck’s going on—and that sooner or 
later Something will happen. So no S. Africa just now, 
you see.

The two Brundits are still with us—and I’m glad, though 
they’re not exactly Covent Garden, are they?—but darlings 
all the same. Good old Jimmy is still here—better too— 
and though I know all his jokes off by heart, about as well 
as he does—he seems to be as good a little comedian as 
there is in C. P. work—and better than some up aloft among 
the electric lights. Jerry Jerningham’s here too—and going 
strong, I must say, and better to work with than he used 
to be—and the girls here follow him round with their 
tongues hanging out, as usual—but away from the tabs 
he’s the same as ever, i gent’s outfit, i dose of brillantine, 
5 cigarettes, i good opinion of himself, 3 bleats—and then 
nothing—that’s our little friend Jerry. Then there’s our 
new pianist, who let himself be called Inigo Jollifant—he’s 

7*



an amateur really, was a schoolmaster, Cambridge Varsity 
and baggy flannel trousers and the same weird tie every 
day and “Give me my Pipe” and all that, wants to write 
books and is very Lofty and Highbrow when he remembers 
to be—but quite clean and really very very clever and he’s 
writing the most marvellous numbers for me, miles and 
miles beyond anything that comes from Shaftesbury A venue 
these days. One of these nights, somebody from the West 
End or thereabouts will hear these numbers and then, my 
dear, I assure his fortune is made—absolutely, as he al
ways says. He is really rather sweet and we have lots of 
fun together—No, my dear, I’m not, quite decidedly not— 
we are just good friends, that’s all, at least on my side. 
You don’t say a word about Eric—I do hope it’s all right.

If it was Canada instead of South Africa, there’s a little 
man here who would be just dying to come with you. He 
is our property man and stage carpenter—a little York- 
shireman, not little really but you think of him being little 
because he is such a darling—and he too popped up from 
nowhere and is now one of the family—you should have 
seen him and heard him this Christmas here, telling all 
these other Yorkshire people where he had been and what 
he had seen—eh, it wor right champion, lass! He wants 
to go to Canada because he has a daughter there—ahr Lily, 
he calls her—and because I’m supposed to be like her 
(Lord help me !), he simply adores me. Oh, I forgot there’s 
also an old boy called Morton Mitcham, banjoist and con
jurer, we picked up on the road—very weird, Laddie, very 
weird—not a bad turn, but easily the champion liar of the 
Profession! He certainly has knocked about in his time, 
but if he was a hundred and fifty years old and had never 
stopped touring, he would still be lying, the yarns he spins !

Yes, I know it all sounds very queer—and I’ll bet we 
are easily the oddest C.P. on the road—but honestly we’re 
the nicest too, and I only wish you were nearer and could 
come and have a look at us. Well, that’s all, my dear—but 
don’t forget 1 really am most affectionately grateful for the 
offer, and you do understand, don’t you, why 1 can’t accept.

But don’t go and imagine I’m glued to the piffling C.P. 
business! Not a bit of it! Very shortly, you’ll see, I shall 
be Blossoming Out—and then I shall expect a cable from 
S. Africa when the news gets through. Best of luck to you
all, Kitty darling. Ever Yours, 

Susie.
vii

From Inigo ]ollijant to Robert Fauntley, Washbury Manor
School c/o Mrs. Jugg, 

3 Clough Street,. 
Luddenstall, 

Yorks.
29th December.

Dear Fauntley:
Many thanks for sending on those odds and ends so 

promptly. 1 ought to have written before, I know. Now I 
have to send this to the school and risk its being forwarded 
on to you. If the envelope looks messy at the back, you 
will know that Ma Tarvin has steamed it open—using a hot 
prune for the purpose: and if you don’t get it at all, you 
will know she has destroyed your letter—ha ha! Your 
Washbury news was welcome but all very strange—like a 
message from Mars. Glad I am that the fair Daisy has de
parted—may she marry the outpost-of-Empire lad in the 
Sudan and may he be bronzed and lean and carry her 
photograph, in a silver frame, with him into Wildest Africa. 
The new man—vice Jollifant—certainly sounds a shrimp 
—a lesser Felton—and who would have thought that pos
sible? I sent Ma Tarvin a Christmas Card,!! It was the 
sweetest 1 could find, with little birdies in the snow, and 
it said:

A heart-felt wish through rain or shine
In memory dear of Auld Lang Syne 

or something like that. (Ask her about Christmas Cards 
when you get back.) Then, passing a dirty little shop here 



the other day, a most highly coloured and vulgar postcard 
caught my eye—the caption was “You can see a lot at 
Blackpool” and you can imagine the picture above—and 
this I despatched, naked and outrageous, to friend Felton 
in his beautiful refined home at Clifton. Felton is the only 
human being who still collects picture postcards—the 
British Museum and South Kensington kind, of course— 
but I have the feeling that mine has not been added to the 
collection. Dear, dear !

Can you imagine being a Pierrot in Luddenstall, Yorks ! 
Can you imagine Luddenstall ! It is a smallish town, black 
as your best hat, and it is joined on to other and bigger 
towns, equally black, by tram lines. I never saw so many 
trams. They turn them into mountain railways here; you 
see them going up vertically. All the streets here are at an 
angle of at least 45 degrees, everything built of stone, and 
they run down from a bleak hillside that is really the end 
of a huge dark moor. Last Sunday, I walked miles and 
miles on this moor—it has black stone walls like snakes 
twisting across it—until at last it began to frighten me. It’s 
ridiculous to say this place is in England—quite another 
country really. Both Miss Trant (she runs this troupe— 
God knows why!—and comes from the Cotswolds) and I, 
after much discussion, have agreed upon that. The people 
here work—the women never stop—and go to football 
matches, drink old beer (very good stuff), listen to Han
del’s Messiah about twice a week, and make you eat cheese 
with cake.

I am, as you see, chea Jugg. It’s a capital name for the 
gentleman because nearly every time I see him he has a 
jug in his hand, being among the most stalwart devotees of 
the aforesaid old beer, which has to be “fetched i’ jug.” 
He can give old Omar himself points in not believing in 
anything, for he has cut out the book of verse, most of the 
loaf, and the Houri stuff, and just sticks to the jug, though 
he has added a clay pipe and is one up on Omar there. He 
is very dry and cynical. Mrs. Jugg reminds me vaguely of 
Henry the Eighth (she must be roughly the same shape, I 

think); she works harder than anybody I have ever heard 
of ; and always looks so terribly exasperated that you would 
think her cooking would be atrocious, because everything 
she does is slammed in at the last minute, but it all turns 
out to be beautiful in the end—it’s like a conjuring trick. 
The only amusement she has is going “ to ť chapel 0’ Sun
day neet,” but after a lot of argument I persuaded her to 
accept a ticket to our show the other night. What was the 
result? “Eh!” she said. But it’s a long sound she makes, 
rather like a sheep. “Eh!” she said, “it wer right good 
but I missed most on it because I fell asleep. Seat were 
so comfortable and I wer so tired.” Which seemed to me 
rather pathetic. I’ve been a fortnight here now and so am 
very pally with both Juggs. They are the best people I’ve 
lodged with so far, and this is our best town, in spite of 
its being so queer. We’ve had some horrors, I assure you. 
You don’t know what Merrie England is like until you 
tour it with a pierrot troupe.

Do you remember telling me I ought to do something 
with those little tunes I used to improvise? Well, I am mak
ing them into songs now—and everybody seems to like 
them—and the people in the show, especially the chief 
girl here (her name is Susie Dean and besides being a 
most delightful girl, she really is a genius—you wait!), 
seem to think I ought to make some money out of them. 
I think I shall try soon. I’ve written two essays—quite good 
too—and sent them to several papers, but they’ve come 
back—“Editor regrets,” etc.—every time. It staggers me 
when I consider the bosh they do print, but I suppose it’s 
difficult for an outsider—a pierrot at that !—to get in ; and 
I feel like trying to make as much money as I can out of 
this silly song-writing stunt and then write at leisure. Mean
while I pound the keys every night and take it easy during 
the day. We’re an amusing crowd—we had a really jolly 
Christmas, best I ever had, I think—and though I don’t 
see myself going on with this for ever, so far it’s more 
fun than ramming French and History into the offspring 
of our Empire builders and then trying to eat the Tarvin 



rissoles and stewed prunes. Luddenstall is as ugly as an 
old road engine, but it has one advantage over Washbury 
Manor, my dear Fauntley—it’s Alive! And so am I—never 
more so. And I hope you are too, and will have a good 
New Year.

Yours sincerely,
Inigo Jollifant.

VIII
From Miss Trant to Mrs. Gerald, Atkinson (née Dorothy 

Chilling/ord), Kenya Colony
Luddenstall, 

Yorks.
31st December. 

My dear Dorothy:
Your last letter only arrived here two days ago. I am 

so glad you are finding things so much better and that 
Gerald has got the extra land he wanted. You sound so 
happy. Isn't it fantastic—you out there, and me here? No, 
I have not been back to Hitherton at all. If we had been 
nearer these holidays I should have gone, just to see your 
dear father and mother, the Purtons, and everybody, but 
it could not be done—so I sent letters and little presents 
instead. It’s been the most absurd Christmas I ever had— 
here in this dark and bleak little Yorkshire manufactur
ing town, where everybody talks like our delicious little 
Yorkshire property man, Oakroyd, whom I described to 
you before. Of course everybody seems dreadfully rude at 
first. You go into a shop and they say: “Well, what do 
you want, young woman?”—though the “young” is rather 
comforting. But I am used to it now, and really nobody 
could have been kinder and nicer than these people and 
we were lucky—for once!—coming here during the holi
days because they are Christmassy sort of people. As you 
insist on having what you call “theatrical intelligence,” I 
may say that I am actually at last making a Profit!—that 
is, on each week, though of course I have not yet made up 
what I have lost so far. But it’s so exciting to have really 

crowded and enthusiastic audiences, enjoying everything, 
and it’s made the most wonderful difference to the mem
bers of the party, who are working splendidly now.

It’s ridiculous, of course, but I am becoming the com
plete theatrical manager. The other day I actually had an 
offer for the whole troupe—and refused it! After the show 
one night last week, a card was handed in with a request 
for an interview, and in came a large fat shabby man, 
rather beery and pimply but very amiable (too amiable!), 
and he was Mr. Ernie Codd, from Leeds. He insisted on 
shaking my hand and breathing on me for about five 
minutes, and in a very wheezy voice kept saying “ Pretty 
little show ! Taking little show ! Congrats on the show, 
Miss Bant! I’m Ernie Codd! They all know Ernie! Now 
listen here, just listen!” When at last I succeeded in 
getting back my hand and assuring him I was listening, he 
said something about having the scenery and props and 
script of a revue (I think its name was “And You’re An
other!”—I know he said it was “a Winner and a sure-fire 
Screamer!”) and one of the neatest little troupes of danc
ing girls I had ever set eyes on outside the West End 
radius, and he would take over my Good Companions 
lock, stock, and barrel at Fifty Per, or sign them on 
separately with myself, Miss Bant, as assistant manager on 
a profit-sharing basis. I am trying, my dear, to give you 
an impression of the way he rattled all this off, with any 
amount of gesticulation and heavy breathing. It took me 
twenty minutes—and even then I had to bring in Mr. 
Nunn—to make him believe that I had no intention of ac
cepting his offer. I never saw a man so surprised—or at 
least appear to be so surprised—as he was when he finally 
understood that we did not want to be taken over by Mr. 
Codd and his friends. I was very amused (and would have 
been more amused if Mr. Codd had been rather cleaner 
and not so much given to shaking hands) but I was also 
rather thrilled. Mr. Nunn, who knows all about these things 
and is my chief adviser, was delighted, and said that though 
he would not trust Ernie Codd as far as he could see him, 



the offer was a feather in our caps. It must all sound very- 
silly to you, miles and miles away, but you must allow me 
my little triumphs. Things really are looking up.

Some local Commercial Travellers’ Association gave a 
children’s party here the other afternoon and somehow the 
secretary got hold of my name and insisted on Susie—the 
very charming and clever girl I told you about—and I 
giving the prizes. We loved it. And talking of children, I 
must tell you about Mr. and Mrs. Joe Brundit, my baritone 
and soprano. I hope you remember my description of them 
because the story rather hangs on that. But, as I told you 
before, they have a little boy called George, whom they 
both worship. He lives with an aunt at Denmark Hill, 
but they were able to have him with them this Christmas 
here. For days they thought and talked about nothing else. 
Every penny they had went on toys for his stocking and 
for treats for him. When the time came, they were nearly 
delirious with excitement. I remember hoping then that 
he was a nice little boy who would appreciate what they 
were doing for him. And of course—that sounds pes
simistic, but you know how wretchedly things so often turn 
out—he wasn’t a nice little boy, but a horrid sulky stupid 
little wretch. He didn’t like any of the toys they gave 
him, and told them so very plainly. He didn’t like 
Luddenstall, and kept saying he wanted to go back to Den
mark Hill. He broke some things at their lodgings and 
was very rude to the landlady, who promptly slapped him 
(a thing I have been tempted to do myself), with the result 
that Mrs. Joe quarrelled with her at once and finally had 
to find new lodgings for them all. They brought him to 
the theatre and he was such a nuisance that everybody said 
he must not be allowed to come again. He went to the 
children’s party, got into mischief at once, then was sulky 
and cross, and ended by being sick. Never was there such 
a disastrous visit! And all the time the poor things have 
been pretending they were not disappointed or anything, 
until we did not know whether to laugh or cry. On the 
whole, I felt more like weeping. Poor simple Joe!—and 

poor simple Mrs. Joe !—she is tremendously dignified and 
superior, as I told you, but really, if anything, she’s the 
simpler of the two. They have decided now that George 
isn’t strong—put it all down to ill health—though the little 
wretch is really as strong as an ox and only wants a good 
slapping from time to time to keep him in order.

My dear, if you are going to be so absurd, I shall begin 
to wish I had never told you about that episode—for that’s 
all it was. Of course I haven’t seen “Dr. Hugh McFarlane 
on my travels.” Why should I have? I don’t even know 
if he lives in this country, though I must confess I feel 
confident he does live somewhere, still exists. I don’t sup
pose he would even recognise me now. Yes, I know “there 
is such a thing as a Medical Register,” as you put it—I’m 
sure you’re becoming quite Colonial and brusque these 
days—but I have never had a peep at it, no, not the tiniest 
peep. If you could see me these days, you would under
stand why I am not worrying about any episode from an
cient history. In less than a week, we move on again. Did 
I tell you I had made Hilda co-operate with me?—she 
helped me with some dresses for a sort of Mid-Victorian 
song-scena we are giving now—and one that I planned my
self !

For the last few days, the hill-tops to the West have 
been white, and I had a glimpse the other morning of the 
moors there, all silent and almost covered with snow, quite 
lonely and terrifying, and now it is beginning to snow pro
perly down here and all the black roofs and hard lines 
are disappearing so that even Luddenstall looks rather 
like a place in an old fairy-tale! And very soon the bells 
will ring in the New Year. I hope it will be a happy one 
for you, my dear. I’m sure it will, though. And somehow 
I like the sound of it too. Love to you both.

Yours,
Elizabeth.



IX
And as the snow drifted high on the moorland above 

and came whirling down in soft flakes to the valley below, 
until at last every roof in Luddenstall was thick and 
whitened and all the streets were touched with Northern 
magic; as they raised their glasses and joined hands and 
sang in chorus, and bells that seemed as old and mysterious 
as the flying and feathered night itself rang out the Old, 
rang in the New—the last letter of all was being carried 
through a black and dripping railway cutting in the hills, 
to be slung with a thousand others on board a liner that 
would soon go hooting through the dark to Canada:

My dear Daughter:
I am writing these lines to say I am still in the pink 

and hoping you are the same. We are now in Good Old 
Yorks, and so had a good and merry Xmas. I had my Xmas 
dinner with Landlady and Family and had goose and 
pudding and etc. I wish you had been there Lily, to keep 
your old Father company. I went on tram to Bruddersford 
and called at 51. Your Mother was looking poorly but 
when 1 asked her said she was alright and as she was a bit 
short with me could get nothing out of her. Albert is still 
there but did not see him and was glad not to but I saw 
our Leonard who is doing well. Your Mother told me you 
had not written to her only to me so I think Lily you had 
better write to her as well sometime for she is your Mother 
when all is said and done and as I say is looking poorly. 
The Good Comps, are going well here and will do so, if 
I know any thing, at other places on the road. Wishing you 
and Jack a Happy New Year and all the best. Keep on 
writing to me at 51 and they will send on. And keep your 
heart up Lily we will have a good laugh the two of us yet 
together, With love and kisses,

from yr Father,
J. Oakroyd.

BOOK III

CHAPTER I 
A WIND IN THE TRIANGLE 

I
The March wind went shrieking over the Midland Plain. 

Under a sky as rapid, ragged and tumultuous as a revolu
tion, all the standing water, the gathered thaws and rains 
of February, filling the dykes and spreading over in
numerable fields, was ruffled and whitened, so that the day 
glittered coldly. There was ice even yet in this wind, but 
already there were other things too, shreds and tatters of 
sunlight, sudden spicy gusts, distant trumpetings of green 
armies on the march. Unless you were one of the patient 
men of the fields, following the great shining flanks of 
your horses across the ten-acre and already hearing the 
sap stirring, you did not know what to do in the face of 
such a wind. It was up to all manner of tricks. “Grrrr! 
Get indoors and stay there ! ” it would go screaming. “ Poke 
the fire ! Whe-ew ! ” And it might send a lash of hail after 
you. But then not quarter of an hour later, it might be 
crying “Come out, come out! The year’s begun,” pro
mising primroses, and spilling a little pale sunlight down 
the road. The moment you did go out, however, it would 
give a sharp twitch, darkening the sky again, and with a 
long IV/ie-ew Grrrr! would sting your cheeks and set your 
eyes watering. A most mischievous wind.

Away it went, across the central plain of England, 
until at last it pounced upon those three little industrial 
towns, Gatford, Mundley and Stort, that are known as the 
Triangle, and more recently, since the towns gave them
selves up to the mass production of cheap cars, the Tin 
Triangle. There are very few towns in this island so close 



together as Gatford, Mundley and Stort, and a stranger 
might easily imagine they were all one town. On the other 
hand, there are hardly any other towns that seem further 
away from anywhere else: Gatford jostles Mundley and 
Stort, and Mundley and Stort creep closer to one another; 
but the three of them appear to be almost as remote as a 
constellation from any other place of importance. Those 
short non-stop runs on the railway from Gatford to either 
Manchester or Birmingham always seem miraculous; and 
when that daily procession of brand-new cars, shiny 
saloons or chassis with drivers perched on boxes, slides 
away down the London Road, it strikes the visitor as a most 
hazardous enterprise, an adventure. The Trianglers them
selves, too, regard this daily departure of new Imperial 
Sixes and Lumbdens and Baby Sceptres as part of a great 
adventure. Nowadays cars pour out and money pours into 
the Triangle. It is said that J. J. Lumbden, the son of old 
Lumbden who kept the bicycle shop in Cobden Street, 
Gatford, is worth nearly half a million and steadfastly 
refuses the most gigantic offers from America. The Sceptre 
people are building yet another factory between Mundley 
and Stort. And nobody can say there is anything tinny 
about the Imperial Six, the pride of North Gatford and 
Stort, where every other man is a mechanic. There is 
hardly a schoolboy in the Triangle, even in South Gatford, 
where there are detached villas and tennis clubs and boule
vards, who does not groan with impatience, to think he is 
wasting his time with stuff about Magna Charta and Rivers 
of South America and Adverbs when he might be working 
in one of the car factories, swaggering out at half-past 
five, very black and knowing. Useless to talk to the Triangle 
about bad trade and what might be done with the un
employed; it never knew such days before; Gatford is 
nearly twice the size it was twenty years ago, and Mundley 
and Stort, invaded by mechanics from every part of the 
Midlands, are growing visibly, at the rate of so many new 
little red bricks per fine working day. These are ad
venturous times for the three towns. The March wind, itself 

supremely adventurous, pounced upon them with glee. Here, 
it seemed to shout, was something better to play with than 
naked fields and branches and thin tremulous sheets of 
water.

It swooped down and charged the steady swarm of cars, 
the trams that lumber from Gatford to Mundley, Stort to 
Mundley, Gatford to Stort, the buses that dodge and hoot 
at and overtake these trams. It whipped off a loose tile and 
even a chimney pot here and there. After seeking out any 
tattered posters on the hoardings and turning them into 
drums, it rounded up all the odd pieces of paper in the 
streets and compelled them to join in a witches’ Sabbath. 
This most mischievous wind then found an open window 
on the second floor of a building in Victoria Street, Gat
ford, sent some papers skimming from the table to the 
floor, and compelled a certain gentleman, who had been 
staring at some figures and now found himself shivering, 
to look up and speak crossly to his companion and em
ployee. This is Mr. Ridvers, but when he is in this tiny of
fice he calls himself the Triangle New Era Cinema Co., and 
it is from here he controls the destinies of The Tivoli 
Picture Palace, Gatford, The Coliseum Picture House, 
Mundley, and the Royal Cinema, Stort, the only three 
cinemas of any importance in the district.

“For God’s sake, Ethel,” he said, “shut that window. 
Look at those letters—all over the damn floor. Besides, 
it’s cold.”

From behind her typewriter, Ethel gave him a curious 
sideways look. She was a girl in her twenties, with a rather 
flat Mongolian face, hard staring eyes and a thick daubed 
mouth. “It was you who wanted it open,” she remarked. 
“Told you it was cold.”

“Well, I want it shut now,” he grunted, without look
ing up again from the papers in his hand.

“All right, all right,” and she closed the window. There 
was nothing respectful in her tones, and there was some
thing downright disrespectful in the way she moved. The 
exaggerated thrust and lift of her shoulders gave the im- 



pression that her body was making really impudent re
marks about her employer. There was a suggestion that it 
had the right to make such remarks and that he knew very 
well it had.

Mr. Ridvers examined the figures before him a minute 
or two longer, than stood up and threw the papers on the 
table. He found a half-smoked cigar in the ash-tray, relit 
it and pulled furiously at it, frowning all the time. Ethel 
watched him out of the corner of her eye with amusement. 
He had been in a bad mood all morning and now he was 
obviously very angry indeed. As a matter of fact, he was a 
middle-aged man who ate too much, drank far too much 
whisky, took too little exercise, and was plagued by an 
outraged liver. He had his grievances, but it was really the 
sudden cold lash of the wind that had now put a sharp 
edge on his temper.

“Well?” And there was a certain malice in Ethel’s 
query.

“Well nothing!” he exploded. “These returns are 
worse than I thought. It was Stort last week. I suppose 
it’ll be Mundley this week. I’d never have believed it. 
These flaming little pierrots are knocking hell out of the 
returns.”

“ I told you what it would be.”
“Oh, for God’s sake, don’t start that! Never knew a 

woman yet who didn’t think she’d gone and told me every
thing. People here must have gone balmy. Pierrots!”

“They’re crowded out every night,” said Ethel.
“Yes, I know they are. I’m not silly. Even so, they 

oughtn’t to have knocked us like this. Damn it all, there 
ought to be enough money in these three towns to keep us 
going as usual even if they are crowded out. I’ve given ’em 
good programmes.”

“I don’t know about that,” Ethel replied coolly. “You 
know very well you cut it a bit on the renting.”

“ What if I did ? Matter of fact I had to cut it to show 
Farrow and his Syndicate a good margin. And what dif- 
f’rence does it make, what I paid for the renting. They’ve 

never seen the bloody pictures before, have they? Well 
then! No, it’s this pierrot show that’s done it. Who ever 
would have thought it! Talk about luck!”

“I hear they’re putting the prices up too,” said Ethel, 
who seemed to delight in flicking him on the raw.

“ They would ! ” cried Mr. Ridvers bitterly. “ That means 
all the less money for us. Seems to me if these people 
spend two and four they’ve finished for the week. Luck! 
They won’t even let me smell it.” And Mr. Ridvers made 
a number of sounds to express his disgust and then savagely 
jammed his cigar against the ash-tray.

“I don’t know what you’re going on like this for,” 
said Ethel, who probably knew very well. “A few bad 
weeks won’t kill you.”

Mr. Ridvers made a large gesture of despair. “ Oh, have 
a bit of sense, Ethel. Won’t kill me ! I don’t know what you 
sit there for, I honestly don’t.”

“Oh, don’t you?” cried Ethel, staring at him hard. 
“Well, I’m not always sitting here, am I, Mister Ridvers? 
Trying to turn me into a dummy or what?”

“All right, Ethel, easy, easy,” he replied, giving her 
shoulder a perfunctory pat, under which it squirmed. “ But 
I’ve told you before. Farrow and his P.P.H. Syndicate,” 
he went on, with ferocious deliberation, “are making me 
an offer for my three halls. You know that? All right then. 
That- offer - is-to-be-based-on-two-months’- retums-of-these- 
three-halls. The price is according. Or, if they don’t like 
the look of them, they won’t deal. They’ll buy elsewhere. 
Or—what’s a damn sight worse—they’ll come here and 
build their own. And you know as well as I do what’s hap
pened to our returns. And I ask you, who’d have thought a 
piebald, blink-eyed, bread-and-dripping little pierrot show, 
filling in time till it can get a pitch on the sands again, 
would have knocked ’em all silly here like that!”

“I went out to Mundley last night to see them,” said 
Ethel. “Fellow took me. Packed out they were too. It’s 
a clever show—bit slow in parts, ’specially the women, but 
it’s clever. They’ve a boy there who dances—name’s Jer-
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ningham—who got me all right. Talk about dancing ! And 
looks ! He’s got the film fellows well beaten, that boy has. 
Tricky songs too.”

“You’re sillier than I thought you were,” Mr.Ridvers 
growled. “ With your dancing boys ! They’ve another week 
at Mundley Rink, haven’t they, after this? And then back 
to Gatford here again. I see they’ve got the Hippodrome 
plastered with bills already. And I went to Billy Roberts 
and told him I didn’t want ’em back if possible and he 
owed me a good turn or two and he said he’d stiffen the 
terms—they hadn’t taken it again then, you see—and make 
this woman who’s running the show rent it and shove all 
sorts of responsibility on to her. But that’s not frightened 
her, seemingly.”

“Why should it?” said Ethel. “I know it wouldn’t 
frighten me. She’s safe as houses here now—can’t lose.”

Mr. Ridvers thought for a few moments. “ Here,” he 
cried finally, “where is this woman or whoever it is that’s 
running these Companions or whatever they call them
selves? Over at Mundley, I suppose?”

“ No, she’s not. They’re all here, in Gatford, been stay
ing here all the time and just running out to Stort and 
Mundley at night for the show. Her name’s Trant, and she’s 
staying at The Crown.”

“You seem to know a devil of a lot about them,” said 
Mr.Ridvers, facing her across the table. “Quite one of 
the pierrot fanciers, aren’t you! Must be the dancing boy. 
Well, don’t start any tricks, that’s all.”

“I don’t start tricks,” she replied shrilly. “And if I 
did, I wouldn’t ask your permission, Mr. Charlie Ridvers. 
You get your money’s worth out of me, don’t you? Start 
tricks! You’re a nice one to talk.”

“Oh, dry up,” said Mr. Ridvers. “Can’t you see 
I’ve enough damn bother on my hands without you 
making trouble? I’m worried, that’s what I am, and 
I don’t mind admitting it.” He took down his hat and over
coat. “ I’m going across to The Crown to have a little bit of 

a talk to this pierrot woman—what’s her name?—Trant. 
That’s what I’m going to do.”

“And a fat lot of good it’ll do you,” cried Ethel. 
“What can you say to her? Silly, I call it.”

“Never mind what you call it. And never mind what 
I can say to her,” he replied, with the air of a man who 
had produced a crushing retort. He had no idea himself 
what he could say to this Miss Trant that would be of the 
slightest use, but he looked both knowing and truculent. 
“What’s it now? Half-past two? Back just after three, I 
dare say.” With his hand on the knob, he stopped, turned 
round and looked darkly at Ethel. “She’s going to hear 
something from me, good or no good.”

“Go on then, get it off your chest,” she replied. “Per
haps you’ll feel better after that.” She gave the typewriter 
carriage a push so that it shot across and rang its little 
bell, a contemptuous, dismissing little bell.

All the way down the stairs, Mr. Ridvers told himself 
that Ethel was getting altogether too uppish and was not 
much use in the office any longer and not very much use 
anywhere else the way she was these days, and that it was 
always the same if you allowed yourself to have a bit of 
fun with them because the little bitches took advantage in 
a minute and it was time he stopped having these little 
games. The wind was very lively as he walked up Victoria 
Street, and he damned it heartily. It whistled round his 
legs, tried to snatch his hat, flung scraps of waste paper at 
him, and made him feel liverish again. At The Crown he 
found he had to stop at the bar and add two more whiskies, 
very quick ones, to the supply he had taken in during his 
early lunch; but they did not make his grievances seem 
any less or restore his lost temper.

II
The Crown is the oldest and most comfortable hotel in 

The Triangle, and Miss Trant had stayed on there because 
she liked the place and had been able to claim the small 
sitting-room upstairs for her own use. She was in there 
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now, talking to Inigo Jollifant, who had just had lunch 
with her. These two were now very good friends indeed, 
and Inigo had been giving her all the news of the troupe, 
for she had only just returned from a visit—the first since 
Autumn—to Hitherton. On the little table were a number 
of papers, rough accounts and letters, that she had been 
looking over during the morning.

“ I don’t know what to do,” she was saying, raising her 
voice as the wind rattled the old window frames. “To tell 
you the truth, I haven’t been able to think properly since 
I came back. I feel—do you know?—restless.”

“ My own feeling, absolutely,” said Inigo. “ It’s the wind, 
I think—the wind on the heath, brother. Spring’s on the 
way, that must be it.”

“On the way!” she cried. “It’s here.”
“Not here,” he corrected her gravely. “Not in Gatford. 

There may be a spot of it somewhere on the edge of Mund- 
ley or Stort. But tell it not in Gatford.”

“Well, it may not be here, but it’s everywhere else. You 
should see the flowers at Hitherton—already.”

Inigo looked at her curiously. “Shall I tell you what I 
think? I think you’re tired of it—not of us----- ”

“Certainly not of you,” she interrupted. “None of 
you.”

“No, not of us, as people, but of the business itself.
I suspect you’ve had enough now.”

Miss Trant laughed, quickly, nervously. “And I was 
thinking just the same about you all through lunch—the 
very same thing—that you were tired of it but would not 
admit it.”

“ The two ama-chewers, eh ! Had enough ! ” He thought 
for a moment. “No, I can’t say I’ve definitely felt that, 
not quite that.” He hesitated.

“Suppose”—and she held him with a level glance— 
“Susie left us?” The instant look of horror on his ex
pressive face brought a smile to her own. “ There you are, 
you see,” she cried, in friendly triumph.

“As a matter of fact,” he remarked, serious now, “Susie 

herself is rather restless. And she doesn’t seem to be par
ticularly keen on this Bournemouth offer. None of the 
younger ones are, you know. Jerningham seems uneasy 
about it, and Elsie—who you would think would jump at 
it—doesn’t seem very interested. As I told you, it’s the old 
hands, Jimmy and the Joes and Mitcham, who are all for 
it and so worried because you won’t decide at once. They 
think it’s a marvellous offer, absolutely, and so it is from 
their point of view—resident season, guaranteed and all 
the rest of it. All their dreams come true.”

“ I know, poor dears. It’s just what they’ve been want
ing. There’s no reason why we shouldn’t accept it. After 
all, I needn’t be there, not all the time, need I?”

“Not at all. You can take the whole summer off, if 
you like.”

“But really I don’t like. That’s the trouble. Please 
don’t tell the others this, will you? But somehow the idea 
of going there, just settling down in Bournemouth for 
nearly six months, doesn’t appeal to me, and on the other 
hand, I don’t just want to march off, though of course if 
they thought they could get on now without me, I could 
leave altogether.”

“Oh, don’t do that,” cried Inigo, alarmed. “Besides, 
although we must be making money now—quite a lot, I 
imagine—you can’t have got back all you’ve spent yet.”

“No, I haven’t,” she admitted, with an involuntary 
glance at the papers on the table. “ We’re doing so wonder
fully well here that there really is a good profit, so good 
that I feel like a bloated profiteer and capitalist, but 
actually I’m still about two hundred pounds to the bad. 
And the people who have taken my house at Hitherton, 
now say that all kinds of things must be done to it—it’s 
very old, you know, and has been rather neglected—and 
apparently I must do them and I shudder to think what 
it will cost.”

“ Well, there you are then. You must carry on and rake 
in the dibs, shekels, or boodle. We can’t allow you to retire 
still losing on the show.”



“I don’t want to retire,” she told him emphatically. 
“I should hate to. It’s just that—well, like you—I feel 
restless and don’t know what to do.”

“I rather think that Jimmy and Mitcham and possibly 
Joe, the anxious lads, are downstairs in the bar, in the 
hope of getting the latest bulletin or ultimatum. I rather 
think so,” Inigo concluded lightly.

“ Oh dear ! ” Miss Trant stared at him. “ I know they’re 
dreadfully anxious about the Bournemouth business. Inigo, 
will you please slip down and tell them to wait a little 
longer because I may want to see them? I can’t see them 
this minute though because I must make up my mind first. 
I hope waiting down there doesn’t mean having a lot of 
drinks.”

“It does,” replied Inigo gravely. “Always. And more 
especially at a crisis, when the beverages come to hand al
most mechanically. However, I’ll slip down and tell them.” 
He went out but almost immediately afterwards popped 
his head in the door. “A gent to see you,” he announced. 
“Name of Ridvers and smell of whisky. Will you have a 
look at him?”

Miss Trant, surprised, said she would, and the next 
moment Inigo had gone and a heavy man, of a somewhat 
swollen and purplish cast of countenance, was standing in 
the doorway. His bowler hat was tilted towards the back 
of his head and he had a cigar in his mouth. He came in* 
without removing either hat or cigar.

“I am Miss Trant,” rising and regarding him with no 
great favour. “Do you want to see me?”

“ That’s it. My name’s Ridvers, and I don’t mind telling 
you I’m the Triangle New Era Cinema Company, Un
limited. Well-known here, very well-known, not a stranger 
to the district.” He paused, looked at her, then took out 
his cigar and looked at that, shooting a little cloud of 
smoke at his companion.

“ I’m afraid I don’t understand,” said Miss Trant, step
ping back from the smoke.

“ You’re Miss Trant who’s running these what’s it Com- 

panions, pierrot show, aren’t you?” said Mr. Ridvers 
heavily.

“Yes. What do you want?” And she looked pointedly 
first at the hat, then at the cigar, then at the whole man.

But Mr. Ridvers was not to be hurried. His manner 
said very plainly that he had his own methods of approach 
to a topic. He pursed up his thick lips, stuck the cigar be
tween them again, half-closed his eyes and wagged his 
head, and then growled through the cigar: “Doing damn 
well here, aren’t you?”

“I beg your pardon?” Miss Trant looked at him in 
amazement.

“Not-at-all, not-at-all.” He rested himself against the 
back of a high chair, took out his cigar, stared at her, and 
said again: “Doing damn well here, aren’t you?”

Miss Trant still stared.
“And do you know”—and here Mr.Ridvers used his 

cigar as a pointer and contrived to spill some ash over the 
chair—“at whose expense you’re doing so damn well? At 
mine. And I’m here to have a little talk about it.”

“ I don’t want to have a talk about it,” she cried.
“ P’raps not. But I do.” He made movements that sug

gested he was about to sit down.
This was too much for Miss Trant. “Will you please 

go away at once?” she suddenly blazed at him, much to his 
astonishment. “How dare you come in here behaving like 
this! I don’t want to talk to you about anything.” She 
turned her back on him and opened the window, instantly 
admitting a cold and disturbing rush of our old acquaint
ance, the March wind, which at once determined to try 
and choke Mr. Ridvers with his own cigar smoke.

He coughed, spluttered, and cursed. But he was really 
shocked, for he had his own code of manners and now 
they had been outraged.

“ I hope you don’t call yourself a lady,” he exclaimed, 
in genuine indignation. “What’s the idea? Going on like 
that ! ”

Miss Trant swept round, marched past him to the door 



and threw it open. “Now will you please go?” she said, 
white with annoyance. “ If you don’t go, I will, and I shall 
ask the proprietor to turn you out of my room.”

Mr. Ridvers advanced and looked closely at her for a 
moment. Then he gave his hat a tap to bring it forward, 
made a clicking noise, exclaimed “Well, my God!”, and 
went click-clicking down the corridor. When he reached 
the bar again, he was in a very bad temper. Tom Ellis 
himself, the landlord, was there, talking to two strangers, 
a long thin oldish fellow in a ridiculous overcoat and a 
short man with a peering monkey face.

“Let’s have another, Tom,” said Mr.Ridvers gruffly. 
“I need it.” Then, after swallowing half his whisky, he 
burst out with “That’s a bitch of a woman you’ve got up
stairs, Tom.”

“Who’s this you’re talking about, Charlie?”
“Trant or whatever her name is,” said Mr. Ridvers 

heartily. “Running a pierrot show here, till the sands are 
ready again, I Suppose. Hello, what’s the matter with 
you?” Tom was nodding and winking at him.

“These two gentlemen here,” said Tom, whose business 
it was to keep in with everybody, “are members of that 
troupe. Very good show, they tell me.”

“And let me tell you, sir,” said the taller stranger, who 
is no stranger to us, being no other than Mr. Morton Mit
cham, “that’s no way to talk about a lady in public.” And 
his eyebrows completed the rebuke.

“That is so,” said his companion, Mr. Jimmy Nunn, 
sternly, and shutting one eye as he looked at Mr. Ridvers. 
“Just keep your bitches to yourself.”

Mr. Ridvers gave a short laugh and cast a contemptuous 
eye over the rickety pair. “So this is what they’re all 
paying their money to see, is it, Tom? Tut-t-t-t. Broken- 
down old pros. Buskers. I wish I’d known what they looked 
like when I saw that woman upstairs. She’s not all there, 
Tom.” He tapped his forehead. “You want to keep an eye 
on her. Pierrots! Tut-t-t-t.”

“Who is this—er—gentleman?” And the irony Mr.

Mitcham, raising his eyebrows to a monstrous height, threw 
into that last word was stunning.

“Now then, gentlemen,” said Tom. “Let’s be friendly. 
This is Mr. Ridvers who runs the cinemas round here.”

“ Ah ! ” said Mr. Mitcham significantly, looking at Mr. 
Nunn.

“ Ah ! ” replied Mr. Nunn.
“What are you ah-ing about?” demanded Mr.Ridvers 

truculently.
“Do you remember that ninepence we threw away the 

other afternoon in that dirty little place, Nunn?” Mr. 
Mitcham inquired.

“And we wondered how people could pay money to go 
in,” replied Jimmy. “Is that the place? And you thought 
it was raining in all the pictures, they were so old.”

“ And you were asking me how the management had the 
face to have that cracked old piano and a girl to play it 
who’d never had any lessons. That’s the place, isn’t it, 
Nunn? Yes, I thought so.” He sighed deeply.

“You’re very funny, aren’t you?” said Mr. Ridvers, 
looking from one to the other very fiercely. “But don’t 
think I’m going to take it from уом because I’m not.” He 
did not say from whom he would take it but there was a 
suggestion that he had taken it from somebody quite re
cently. “Couple of buskers! Going round with the hat! 
Dirty pierrots! Let me tell you this, the pair of you, and 
you can tell that----- ”

“Easy, Charlie, easy,” said the landlord, who looked 
anything but easy himself.

“You want a good mouth-wash,” cried Jimmy angrily 
to Mr. Ridvers. “ It’s asking for a good clean-out, that big 
mouth of yours.”

“I’ve been in places where you’d have had a bullet 
through you—like that—zip !—for saying less than you’ve 
said about a lady.” And Mr. Mitcham, drawing the Silver 
King round him with a noble gesture of scorn, attempted 
to wither the furious cinema proprietor with one magnifi
cent glance.



“ Go and have a look at yourselves,” roared Mr. Rid- 
vers, at the same time attempting to have a closer look at 
them himself, a movement that made them back a little, 
for Mr. Ridvers, with his heavy shoulders and great thrust
ing jowl, was at that moment a very formidable figure. 
“ I’ll say what I like, and you won’t stop me and you know 
you won’t. Do you see? I’ll say what I like.”

“ That’s the way, Mister,” said a cheerful voice from be
hind them. “That’s the way to talk. Let a man say what 
he likes, that’s my motto—s’long as he doesn’t hurt any
body. Morning, boys. Any news? Hello, what’s up?”

“ I’ll tell you what’s up, Joe,” said Jimmy in tones that 
did not conceal his relief. And he plucked Joe by the elbow 
and in two whispered sentences told him what had hap
pened.

The massive Joe then stepped forward and examined 
Mr. Ridvers curiously, as if there stood before him some 
new kind of creature.

“Well,” said Mr.Ridvers, standing his ground but not 
looking as if he was certain of it, “what’s wrong with you?”

“I’ll tell you what’s wrong with me,” said Joe softly. 
“I’m a pierrot, same as these two. A dirty little pierrot. 
A broken-down pro. Just the same. Miss Trant, the lady 
upstairs, pays me my money. Just the same. Now I’ll tell 
you what’s the matter with you. You’ve two names. One’s 
Mud and the other’s Walker.” He jerked an enormous 
thumb towards the door. “Off! Outside! You’ve just time. 
Oh!”—and here Joe wagged his head wistfully and a cer
tain rapturous note crept into his voice—“ I could give you 
such a slugging. You’re just the right shape and size, you 
are.”

Mr. Ridvers had reached this conclusion even before 
Joe announced it. He departed. He ought to have stopped 
when he reached the door, turned round, scowled at them 
all and produced the sinister laugh, the old hollow “Ha! 
Ha ! Ha-ha-ha-ha-Aa/ ” ; and indeed it is a pity he cannot 
be brought in every other page or so now to give us a warn
ing “Ha ! Ha !” ; but the fact remains that he went without 

a backward glance and in complete silence. He was, how
ever, at boiling point, and a theatrical scowl, a little fist
shaking, and thirty seconds’ sinister mirth, would have done 
him good. In Victoria Street the wind welcomed him 
boisterously as an old playmate, but his only response was 
to demand that it should first be damned and afterwards 
blasted. And when Ethel asked him if any good had come 
of his little talk, his reply was of such a nature that her 
typewriter was heard no more that day in the office of the 
Triangle New Era Cinema Company.

Ill
Mrs. Joe put down her cup, then cocked her head in 

order, it seemed, to give her full attention to the wind. 
“Just listen to that, my dear,” she remarked complacently, 
rather as if she had shares in some company that manufac
tured March weather. “Wild, I call it. March came in 
like a lion and seems to be going on like one. That makes 
it all the nicer to be in here, doesn’t it?”

Susie, who was sitting in an enormous chair, specially 
introduced into that room for the benefit of Joe, curled 
her legs underneath her and snuggled down. “ Couldn’t be 
nicer,” she said lazily. “I love it when it’s rotten outside 
and I’m not there and haven’t to be there for an hour or 
two. It makes railway carriages cosier, even.” And she 
rubbed her cheek against the side of the chair.

“ When Joe went out to see if there was any news,” Mrs. 
Joe continued, “I was saying to myself I could just do 
with a nice little chat. I must get my work.” Having found 
a complicated and very untidy piece of knitting, bright 
pink in hue, she beamed across the hearth at her visitor, 
then settled herself in her chair, and looked cosy and con
fidential yet still majestic, like a queen off duty.

“Now this is really nice,” she exclaimed. “You know, 
if only George was here and in rather better health than 
he was at Christmas—you remember he was not at all well 
then, though Clara says he is all right now—do you know 
what I should call myself?”



Susie from the depths of her chair replied that she 
didn’t.

“Stop!” cried Mrs. Joe in a startling and dramatic 
fashion, at the same time, sitting bolt upright. “Stop! 
I’ve no right to ask for Everything. I don’t say—I wont 
say—if only George was here. I’ll say this. Do you know 
what I call myself now? I call myself—for once—a Happy 
Woman.” She looked triumphantly at Susie and then looked 
severely at her knitting and shook it a little, just as if it 
was about to interrupt with some impudent remark.

“You like it here, don’t you?” said Susie.
“To be quite honest with you, my dear, I do. It suits 

me,” replied Mrs. Joe with decision, “ down to the ground. 
I dare say I can do my share of grumbling. If Things 
aren’t going well, I face the fact and ask others to do the 
same. When they do go well, I say so. Just now it would 
be a sin to grumble, it really would.”

“But I’m not grumbling,” Susie protested.
“Quite so. Here we are, nice and cosy together, having 

our little chat in front of a fire, a good fire, a most liberal 
fire I call it----- ”

“They’re jolly good about fires round here, aren’t 
they?”

“I can say that for mine, Mrs. Pennyfeather,” cried Mrs. 
Joe with judicial enthusiasm. “ She’d never stoop so low as 
to send in about four pieces and a shovelful of dust and 
call that a shilling scuttle. Most liberal in the matter of 
coal. Well, here we are, listening to the wind blowing out
side and not caring about it at all, and knowing that to
night we’ll have a good audience, an appreciative audience, 
out at Stundley or Gort or wherever it is we’re playing 
this week. Yes, Mundley, of course. That’s the one, isn’t 
it—the one where the trams go all round the funny dirty 
statue in the middle—Mundley? I find these three towns 
terribly confusing, don’t you? Though of course as Dates 
they couldn’t be better. And then such unusually good 
rooms these are too, aren’t they? Look at this one. Have 
you noticed the oil paintings?”

As nearly every bit of wall space was covered with 
brownish canvases, framed lavishly in gilt but mysterious 
and curiously cotton-woolly in their subjects, Susie could 
reply with truth that she had noticed the oil paintings. 
“ I’ve been wondering for some time,” she said, peeping out 
of her chair to have another glance round at them, “what 
they’re about. They don’t seem to be about anything much, 
do they?”

“The work of Mrs. Pennyfeather’s uncle, I understand,” 
said Mrs. Joe, whose tones now took on a certain new dig
nity, befitting the tenant of such a room and art gallery. 
“An amateur—he was a seedsman or ironmonger, I forget 
which—but very gifted and quite up to professional stand
ard. Above it in some ways, I think.”

“ I must say, Mrs. Joe, they all look alike to me,” said 
Susie. “Yet they don’t seem to have any sort of subject— 
unless it’s the inside of a mattress—you know, one of 
those brown woolly ones—he’s been trying to paint.”

“Moors and Glens, I believe, were his favourite sub
jects,” said Mrs. Joe. “He seems to have been fond of 
Highland scenery, though Mrs. Pennyfeather tells me he 
was never up there. We once played Aberdeen and Inver
ness and saw just the same kind of scenery through the car
riage window, in the train, you know, not quite so brown 
perhaps and not so many deers and stags about, but very 
like. You must admit, my dear, they give the room a Tone. 
It’s a relief to me after so many calendars and photographs 
of Oddfellows and that class of thing. A woman who’s 
gone to so much expense and trouble with a Home so 
rarely lets. Now where would you find a nicer room to sit 
in than this? As a matter of fact”—she dropped her voice 
—“ I know they’re still paying off on that chair you’re sit
ting in and the oak table there and the bookcase behind 
you, she practically told me so, the other day. And you 
know how Joe is set on having a Home of Our Own—well, 
put him in that chair, let him take a look round this room, 
and you can’t drag him away from the subject. ‘Oh, for a 
Home of Our Own ! ’ You should hear him go on about it.



Though I must say, things being as they are and our work 
what it is, how we should get a Home of Our Own and what 
we should do with it when we had got it, I don’t know, and 
if he does, then he doesn’t tell me. Men never really think 
at all, as you’ll find out for yourself one of these days, my 
dear.”

“ I’ve done all the finding out about them I’m going to 
do,” Susie announced very promptly.

“ That I cannot believe,” Mrs. Joe retorted, “ or I should 
be sorry for you. But you must agree with me that if you’re 
lucky with rooms, the next best thing to having a Home 
is playing a resident season. Now we’ve been lucky with 
the rooms here, and this is practically a resident season, 
isn’t it?”

“Resident—with tram rides,” replied Susie. “Though 
I usually go out to Mundley by bus.”

“ With Tram Rides or Bus, certainly,” said Mrs. Joe 
quite solemnly. “But staying on in the same rooms makes 
it resident, I think, dear. Though of course compared with 
a whole summer season at Bournemouth, this is nothing. 
When I heard of that offer,” she continued, more animated 
now, “the moment I heard of it, Susie, I said to Joe ‘The 
Luck has completely changed. We’re Made.’ And he 
agreed, though he says Bournemouth’s not quite his style. 
Which is ridiculous of course but you know how Joe will 
pretend to be so rough and ready. ‘A big town,’ I told him. 
‘A town with Tone and Taste—and Money of course. 
Five months at least guaranteed. It’s a Miracle.’ If you’d 
gone round the coast and told me you were trying to find 
a place for a resident season, I should have told you with
out the slightest hesitation—‘Bournemouth, by all means,’ 
I should have said at once. And Bournemouth now it is. 
But nothing so far seems to have been done about it, no
thing. I hope there’s no haggling about terms. Now that 
we are getting on, we mustn’t be greedy. Surely the Bourne
mouth people wouldn’t haggle?”

“ The terms are quite good,” said Susie indifferently.
“Then they should be wired—at once.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” Susie continued, staring into the 
fire. “ I suppose we ought to think ourselves lucky.”

“Undoubtedly. Remember Rawsley, where Miss Trant 
found us,” said Mrs. Joe earnestly. “Bear that horrible 
place in mind, my dear.”

“I know. Only six months ago too. Oh, I’ve thought 
about all that.” Susie shook herself out of the chair, leaned 
her elbows on the mantelpiece, and tapped the fender with 
one foot. “Yes, it’s a marvellous offer—a plum—the sort 
that C. P. people are always telling you they’re getting and 
somehow weren’t able to accept—the liars! But—I feel a 
bit of a pig about this—but”—she wheeled round swiftly, 
facing her companion—“oh, Mrs. Joe, I don’t—I really, 
honestly don’t—want to spend the whole summer in C. P. 
work at Bournemouth----- ”

“Just what I said to Joe about you,” the other cried in 
mournful triumph. “‘Susie doesn’t want to,’ I told him. 
I saw it at once. He didn’t of course, but then he never 
notices anything, never. Now why don’t you? Tell me.”

Susie moved her shoulders impatiently and pouted down 
at the fire. “ Everybody’s beginning to tell me I’m restless, 
and it’s true, I am. The weather, I suppose—bit of nerves 
—swelled head, if you like. I’ve had too many good 
audiences this year, all of a sudden—not good for the little 
girl. Now she doesn’t know when she’s well off.” She 
laughed, rather bitterly.

Mrs. Joe was maternal. “ Now don’t be foolish, Susie. 
Nobody is saying anything about you.”

“I wouldn’t care if they were,” cried Susie wildly. “It 
isn’t that. I suppose I’m always thinking something ab
solutely marvellous is going to turn up, and then when you 
all come along and say ‘Hooray! Six months in Bourne
mouth! Susie will continue to sing Number Twenty-seven 
on the programme! Twice daily! Outside in the after
noon, but if wet in the shelter! Bring the children!’ then 
I see the same old stick-in-the-mud business going on and 
on, and I think—oh hell ! ”

“ Not hell ! ” cried Mrs. Joe reproachfully.



“Yes—Hell!” Susie repeated, ready now either to laugh 
or to cry. “ I just see myself stuck there. With those three 
numbers of Inigo’s, I could go anywhere, anywhere. They’re 
too good for concert party audiences.”

“ Not too good,” said Mrs. Joe, “ but in a different style 
perhaps.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean too good really, but not 
what they want. Anyhow----- ” She stopped suddenly. “ Oh,
I am a fool. I’d forgotten what I slipped in, to tell you, 
About Coral Crawford. Now this is what gets my goat, and 
you can’t blame me. I brought the paper and put it down 
somewhere. Here we are. Now,” she went on sternly, “you 
remember Coral Crawford, don’t you? She was with the 
Larks and, Owls Company with you, and left just after I 
joined, didn’t she?”

“I should think I do remember her. Coral Crawford. 
One of the most outrageous Borrowers I ever shared a 
dressing-room with.”

“Well then,” cried Susie, “what did you think of her, 
honestly ? ”

Mrs. Joe replied as if she were giving a reference : “ As 
a turn, hopeless. As a companion, a fellow performer, a 
lady, no better, being deceitful, untrustworthy, given to 
lying, to say nothing of borrowing everything that could 
possibly be borrowed and some things that a self-respect
ing girl would never dream of wanting from anybody else, 
and never returning anything without being asked times 
without number.” She leaned back and added: “What 
about her?”

“ You remember she said she was fed up with C. P. 
work and left us to try and get into the chorus?” said 
Susie breathlessly. “She got in. I’ve never heard of her 
since—until this morning. Now read this.” And she stuck 
the folded newspaper under her companion’s nose. “Star
ring—starring, mind you—in a new show at the Pall Mail ! 
Doesn’t it make you want to scream? Coral Crawford! 
Read it. Playing with Tommy Mawson and Leslie Wate 
and Virginia Washington! Great success! Should run for 

ever! Look what they say about the show! Coral Craw
ford ! Bang at the top ! I’m not jealous, honestly I’m not 
—it’s nice seeing people you know getting there—but that 
girl—a star at the Pall Mali already ! Help ! When I read 
that this morning in bed I could feel myself going hot and 
cold and pink and yellow all at once. I wanted to gnaw 
the sheets and blankets, I really did.”

“ Well, well ! ” Mrs. Joe still stared at the paper. “ Of 
course the girl may have improved a lot since we knew her. 
I’ve known it happen in the most surprising way,” she said 
dubiously.

“Och—tripe! Not possible. Improved! She’d nothing 
to improve. There wasn’t anything there. Anyhow, there 
she is—Coral Crawford—Crawly—at the Pall Mali, and 
here I am, taking the tram out to Mundley every night to 
sing Number Thirty-three on the programme! Isn’t it 
enough to make you sick? And then you talk to me about 
six months in Bournemouth, jogging on through the same 
old show! I know—I know—I oughtn’t to grumble—I’m 
not grumbling. Miss Trant’s an angel—you’re all angels 
—and I suppose I ought to shut up. But there you are. 
And now do you understand?”

“You think this isn’t good enough for you?” said Mrs. 
Joe softly, staring at the fire.

“I don’t mean exactly that.” Susie was penitent. “I 
don’t, really.”

“Yes, you do,” the other replied, quite gently. Her 
hands were still now, resting idly on her knitting, that 
knitting which might go on and on, from town to town, 
and be taken into dressing-rooms and railway carriages 
and all manner of strange lodgings, and grow more and 
more complicated and shapeless and useless until at last 
it would disappear and never be heard of again. “And 
you’re right,” she added, in quite a different tone of voice. 
“You are too good, Susie. I used to think I was.” This 
was slipped in wistfully.

“And so you are,” said Susie stoutly. “Miles and 
miles.”

The Good Companions. II. 9



“Do you think so, really?” cried Mrs. Joe, brightening 
at once. “Well of course when I’m in voice, there’s no 
doubt I am. It’s the delicacy of my voice that kept me 
out of big work. And after all, good training and long ex
perience, Taste and Interpretation—they must count for 
something, mustn’t they?”

“Course they must, you absurd thing!”
“What you want, what you’re pining for, Susie, is a 

big Chance. That’s why you’re restless. I know, my dear. 
Well, keep on quietly, doing your best, and it’ll come, that’s 
what I say. I don’t say how or where it’ll come because 
I don’t know, but come it will. I feel it. And you’re still 
very young, aren’t you?”

“ I suppose so,” said Susie gloomily, “ though at times 
I feel a thousand, I can tell you. And telling yourself how 
young you are doesn’t seem to make much difference if 
you’re not satisfied. Every time I hear about anybody in 
the profession suddenly doing so marvellously, like Crawly, 
I always try and find out their ages. So does Jerry, I dis
covered the other day. He’s pretty poisonous, of course, 
but he does understand about things like that. Jerry’ll 
get there soon, if it kills him.”

“Your Chance might arrive,” said Mrs. Joe, “at Bourne
mouth. That wouldn’t surprise me."

“ It would me. Unless you mean six nights at the local 
Picture Palace. Bournemouth ! Pooh ! ”

“Again, it might arrive here,” Mrs.Joe went on im
pressively, “in Gatford—or even Gort—I mean Stort, or 
Mundley. Yes, you can laugh, my dear, but I say it might. 
I’ve known it happen before and in far worse places, far, 
far worse—in Sheer Holes.”

“All right then, it might,” said Susie in tones that sug
gested the maximum of possible unbelief. “ Let’s talk about 
something a bit more cheerful or I shall weep. Would you 
like the latest about Elsie and her Pink Egg?”

“Her what?” Mrs. Joe was startled.
“Well, he looks exactly like one. You’ve seen him, 

haven’t you?—the great gentleman friend. She thinks about 

nothing else now. Sees him every day, nearly. D’you know 
what she’s gone and done?—bought a new winter coat— 
now! When he first popped up with his little car, she 
rushed off and bought a new jumper suit. You’ve seen it? 
Well, she tried going out with, him in that and of course 
she was frozen stiff every time, leaving her old coat at 
home. So the other day she rushed round the shops and 
bought a new coat. And now she’s so broke, broke to the 
world, she’ll never have a thing for summer. And all for 
Mr. Herbert—otherwise Bert—Duiver, otherwise Pink Egg.” 

“ I wondered,” mused Mrs. Joe. “ That’s why she’s not 
bothering about future dates.”

“Can’t think of anything but Egg or Pink Un.”
“It sounds to me like Touch-and-Go. She never had 

her heart in the Profession. Do you think she’ll manage 
it this time?”

“She hasn’t said much,” replied Susie, “but it looks 
to me as if she’s hoping to bring him to the boil.”

“He’s no Egg, my dear, if she can’t,” said Mrs. Joe, 
majestically coy.

“ But what a life if she does ! ” cried Susie. “ I ask you ! 
Mrs. Pink Egg ! Just imagine—all your hopes on that ! 
Horrors ! I’d rather keep on, going round to fifty Rawsleys, 
or having a resident season at Tewborough----- ”

Mrs. Joe shuddered. “ Don’t mention that Hole, please, 
my dear. Even to joke about it.”

“ Yes, at Tewborough with a sniffy cold that never stops 
than be like poor Elsie. When I think of her Pink Egging 
it for all she’s worth, I swear I won’t ever grumble or feel 
so restless again.”

“Very nice,” said Mrs. Joe, “but you will.” 
And of course she did.

IV
No one knew better than Miss Elsie Longstaff herself 

that, at that very moment, it was touch and go with the 
gentleman who has been somewhat unfairly introduced to 
us as Pink Egg. Mr. Herbert Duiver was a gentleman friend 
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of some two years’ standing, though for the greater part of 
that time he had occupied a lowly place in the hierarchy 
of Elsie’s gentlemen friends. Indeed, there had been periods 
when he had been as completely out of mind as he was out 
of sight. Shortly after The Good Companions had arrived 
at The Triangle, however, Mr. Duiver had turned up again, 
for he was managing an hotel owned by his father, a sub
stantial old place about fifteen miles out of Gatford and on 
the main London road. All the Duivers—large, pink and 
brassily cheerful persons—were landlords or bookmakers 
or something convivial or sporting. Herbert had been 
managing an hotel at the seaside when Elsie had first made 
his acquaintance, and now, having acquired in a mysterious 
Dulverish manner a considerable sum of money, he pro
posed not only to manage but also to own another seaside 
hotel. He was a bachelor about forty who liked to clothe 
his pink plumpness in sporting tweeds, wore a fair clipped 
moustache, and looked at the world out of prominent light
blue eyes that had about them a kind of hard amiability. 
His manner and phraseology suggested the confidential, 
but his voice was loud and carried far and he made full 
use of it, so that he always gave the odd impression that 
he was bellowing out his innermost secrets. Actually, how
ever, he had no difficulty in keeping to himself whatever 
was best known only to himself, and was in reality a far 
more astute man of business than he appeared to be, like 
all the Duivers, who for several generations now had been 
ordering drinks all round and slapping everybody on the 
back and talking at the top of their voices while they 
quietly contrived to feather their nests. And this Mr. Dui
ver had the traditional attitude towards women. Outside 
business, in which he demanded and took care to receive 
his money’s worth, he was very chivalrous and gallant to
wards “the Ladies,” and both masterful and saucy with 
“the Girls.” Elsie, who liked being one of the Ladies and 
one of the Girls too, understood and appreciated both these 
attitudes, but that did not prevent her from telling herself 
from the first that Mr. Duiver would want watching. Not 

that this stood in his way at all, for in her heart of hearts 
Elsie admired a man who wanted watching.

Mr. Duiver had run her out in his little car to the hotel 
for lunch, and now they had stopped on the way back, at 
a spot on the side of the road where a mound of hill and 
a little copse sheltered them from the tearing wind. There 
they lit their cigarettes and Elsie waited expectantly. She 
knew only too well that Mr. Duiver had news for her and 
that this afternoon might decide everything. Miles of soft 
Midland landscape, brown fields, the glitter of water, the 
swirl of smoke, the grey distance, were spread before them, 
but she had no eyes for it all, for the real world had nar
rowed to those few square inches, pinker than ever, that 
represented the outward map of Mr. Dulver’s mind and 
where there might soon be seen the signals of victory or 
defeat.

“ Well,” she cried, turning to look him full in the face 
and pouting a little, “aren’t you going to tell me? I’ve 
been thinking about how you were getting on down there 
all the week-end. Course, if you don’t want to tell, it doesn’t 
matter. I just wondered, that’s all.” Elsie was cleared for 
action. Every sentence now would be a well-aimed shot 
from a different turret.

“I was waiting,” replied Mr. Duiver. “Didn’t want to 
say anytliing in there. Between you and me, I’m thinking 
of taking it.”

“You are?” she exclaimed in glad surprise, very much 
the bright, friendly, interested woman. “I’m glad, Bert; 
I really am.” Were her eyes shining, or were they just 
staring, bulging out, silly?

Bert looked pleased and important. “It’s a good little 
house, twenty bedrooms—might easily put in a few more, 
make an annexe, easy. Good smoke-room and bar trade 
too, though it wants working up a bit. Summer’s money for 
dust, of course, but fair number staying in winter, specially 
week-ends. Golf, y’know, and fishing. Bang opposite the 
pier too----- ”

“Opposite the pier!” cried Elsie reproachfully. “Don’t 



I know it is ? Haven’t I played Eastbeach, year before last, 
and on that very pier? What’s the good of telling you any
thing, Bert? You never listen.” And she gave him a com
panionable tap.

“That’s right,” he said apologetically. “I’m that full 
of it, I’m forgetting you’ve been there, Elsie. Well, they 
want four thousand, lock, stock, and barrel, except the 
usual take-overs. As I say, it wants working up, mind you.”

“ You could do that all right,” she told him.
“ I could eat it,” he proclaimed. “ I tell you, I like the 

look of it, like the town too. Not far from London, either. 
Good road. Run up now and again and see what’s doing.” 
He clicked his tongue appreciatively and looked doggish.

“You would!” cried Elsie, who knew her cues. “You 
leave London alone. Time you behaved yourself, if you 
ask me.”

“Something in that,” he admitted, “though we’ve all 
got to have a bit 0’ fun, haven’t we?”

“That’s what I always tell them. We’re a long time 
dead, I say.”

He looked at her admiringly and the arm resting on 
the back of the seat behind her came a little closer. “You 
know what’s what and you’ve been to Eastbeach,” he said. 
“Honestly now, what d’you think of it, Elsie?”

“You don’t want to know what I think of it.”
“Don’t I? Well, what am I asking you for? Brought 

you out here to hear what you think about it. Come on, 
Elsie, let’s have it, straight from the horse’s mouth.”

“ Who you calling a horse ! ”
“Not you.” The arm was resting on her shoulders now. 

The little moustache came nearer. There was a kind of 
mistiness about Mr. Duiver as he gazed at this fair ripeness, 
which was exactly his taste in feminine charm.

Elsie averted the kiss that she knew would inevitably 
have descended upon her a moment later, but she did it 
easily and quietly by drawing away ever so little and sud
denly looking serious, business-like. “Well, I’ll tell you 

what I think about it, Bert, if you’ll only be sensible for a 
minute,” she began; and thereupon told him why she ap
proved of Eastbeach and the hotel there, showing him quite 
plainly, if he only had the sense to see it, that she was a 
girl with her wits about her who knew what the hotel busi
ness was, even if she did happen to be on the stage. And 
all the time her imagination, dizzy as it was, still explored 
the possibility. She saw herself in that hotel, Mrs. Duiver, 
telling the maids what to do ; queening it for half an hour 
now and again in the saloon bar, hair always waved and 
good clothes ; shopping in style—“ Good morning, Madam ” ; 
recognised by all the gentlemen in the town—“ Good after
noon, Mrs. Duiver ”—raising their hats ; having a word with 
the girls who came to the pier pavilion—not stand-offish 
or rubbing it in but still—pitying them; taking little trips 
to London with Bert in the car—a bigger one by this time ; 
going round the shops and doing a show—“ used to be in 
the Profession myself, once, my dear ” ; the whole rich 
future. And a word or two could make it hers. “ Of course 
you know better than I do, Bert—a girl isn’t much of a 
judge of these things, though I know a bit more than most 
—but that’s my honest opinion. You go in and buy the 
place.”

“Going to,” said Mr. Duiver complacently. “Decided 
that first thing this morning, matter of fact, but just wanted 
to hear what you thought about it. And I’ll tell you what 
it is, Elsie, old kid----- ”

“Old kid! What next!”
“You’ve got it where it’s wanted,” he continued, tap

ping his forehead. “Used to think you’d just got the looks 
and style and nothing else to it----- ”

“Thank you, sir, she said,” cried Elsie. “Very good of 
you to admit the looks, I must say, Mister Duiver.” But 
she smiled at him very sweetly.

The arm tightened round her and the now amorous 
Bert tried to kiss her. To his surprise, however, for he had 
kissed her before, she repulsed him, firmly if gently. 
“Hello! Hel-low!” He drew back and looked at her.



“We aren’t very matey to-day, are we? What have I done 
wrong?”

Knowing very well that the slightest chill would ruin 
all and yet realising that now or never was the time when 
he must not have his own way too easily, Elsie felt as if 
she was walking on a tight-rope. She smiled again ; a little 
one this time, a bit mysterious. “You never do anything 
wrong, do you?” she remarked lightly. “But there isn’t 
anything wrong. Honestly, there isn’t. I’m enjoying myself. 
Aren’t you?” And she looked at him archly.

“Not sure about that,” Mr.Duiver muttered, not so 
certain of himself and everything else as he had been 
a few minutes before. “Here, though”—and the arm 
tightened again—“ what about----- ”

“Going home?” she put in quickly. It was a terrible 
risk. If he said—and she could almost hear him saying it 
already, in a flash—“All right, let’s go home then,” then 
it was all over. Awful !

“ I’m going to say something to you,” said Bert, severely 
and importantly. Bless him!—it didn’t matter now how 
severe and important he liked to sound. “Have you ever 
thought,” he continued with great deliberation, “of aban
doning your stage career? Wait a minute. I mean, to get 
married.”

“Oh, I’ve been proposed to a good few times, I don’t 
mind telling you,” cried Elsie, who didn’t mind telling him.

“No doubt. Suppose you were asked now, though?” 
“Depends on who did the asking.”
“ I’m doing the asking.”
“You try me.”
“Go on then. What d’you say? Coming to Eastbeach 

as Mrs. Duiver of the Black Horse?”
“Oh, Bert----- ! Are you sure------ ?”
“Shouldn’t be asking if I wasn’t.”
Then Mr. Duiver found himself being kissed. Into that 

kiss went a whole captured ecstatic vision of the future 
and a glorious farewell to cheap lodgings, bad meals, old 

clothes, cramped dressing-rooms, bored audiences, and long 
Sundays in the train; and it took his breath away, almost 
frightened him. But not for long. Bert was delighted. He 
may have been a Duiver—with something hard, brassy, 
behind those curving pink cheeks and prominent light
blue eyes—but nevertheless he was a member of the senti
mental sex, and now he moaned over her like any lovesick 
lad. He must be in the Eastbeach hotel before the season 
began, and they must be married before he went to East
beach, even if it would be a rush. To all of this Elsie gave 
an instant and rapturous assent.

Then her mind went racing through all the pos
sibilities and complications. “But look here, Bert,” she 
said, looking very solemn, “if it’s going to be as soon as 
all that, it’ll be awkward.”

“Not it,” he replied masterfully, holding her tight. 
“You leave it to me. I’ll fix it. We’re used to these things 
in the hotel business.”

“That’s all right, but”—she was genuinely troubled 
now—“ well, I’ve nothing ready, and—oh, you might as well 
know—I’m completely broke, will be for weeks.”

“ Nothing in that. I knew you couldn’t have much, from 
what you said. I’ll fix that too—stand all the exes. You 
tell me what you want. Might as well do it properly while 
we’re at it, what d’you say?”

What could she say—what were mere words—when she 
saw him shining there like a god? But when the car was 
headed for Gatford again, she never stopped talking and 
he listened with a proud air of proprietorship. At Mohen’s, 
the large jewellers’ in Victoria Street, he pulled up, saying 
“ This is where you get the ring. Got to have a ring.” See
ing that their marriage was to take place almost at once, 
other men might have thought an engagement-ring un
necessary, but that was not the Duivers’ way; what there 
was to be done had to be done—in style. You never saw 
any Mrs. Duiver without her full complement of rings. And 
Elsie, who was undoubtedly a born Mrs. Duiver, admired 
her Bert all the more for this grand decision. “You’ll 



have to come in,” he told her, “to see what you fancy and 
try ’em on.”

“You go first, Bert,” she replied. “Have a look round.” 
She had no idea what he would care “to run to” in this 
matter of rings.

He disappeared into the shop, and she remained in 
the car for a moment, then got out, looking at the passers
by with the assured stare of an engaged woman.

“Eh, I’ve been looking for you,” said a familiar voice.
“ Mr. Oakroyd ! ” She smiled upon him. She even smiled 

upon his companion, a thick-set, bow-legged man, who 
wore an immense green cap.

“Ay,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “Miss Trant wants you to 
bring that there red dress wi’ thingumbobs on—you knaw 
which it is—round to t’the-ater to-night.”

“ All right,” replied Elsie indifferently. She had almost 
forgotten the existence of Miss Trant, the dress, and the 
theatre. “You won’t see me in that much longer, Mr. Oak
royd. I’m giving Miss Trant my notice to-night. I’m 
getting married—quite soon.”

“ Nay, you don’t say ! ” cried Mr. Oakroyd. “ Well, well ! 
I did hear you were doing a bit 0’ courting in t’district. I’ve 
seen him, haven’t I? It’s t’chap as comes round for you, 
him i’ t’light suits as keeps pub somewhere, isn’t it?”

The chap himself put in an appearance at that very 
moment. “Bert,” cried Elsie, “this is Mr. Oakroyd, our 
props man. I’ve just been telling him.”

“ Hope to see you at the wedding, Mr. Oakroyd, drink
ing our health,” cried Mr. Duiver affably.

“Good enough! I’ll be there,” Mr. Oakroyd replied. 
“This a friend 0’ mine,” he added, rather proudly, in
dicating the thick-set, bow-legged, green-capped one. “ Mr. 
Jock Campbell.”

“Hello! Know that name! Seen you before!” said 
Mr. Duiver, who was very much at home in a situation of 
this kind. “ Saw you last Saturday.”

“ That’s right,” replied Mr. Oakroyd, who appeared to 

think it was his duty to answer for his friend, apparently 
a very taciturn man. “’Gainst Lincoln City here.”

“ And played a good game too. If the forwards had only 
been as good as you backs,” Mr. Duiver observed, “ the 
Triangle would have walked away with it. But your for
ward line’s weak, in my opinion.”

Mr. Campbell, after swaying uneasily, now cleared his 
throat, preparatory to bursting into speech. “Och!” he 
muttered, “they’re raw.”

“He means they’re nobbut young lads, new to t’game,” 
his interpreter explained. “Don’t you, Jock?”

“That’s about it,” said Mr. Duiver heartily. “Well, 
pleased to have met you. Come in, Elsie. I bet you don’t 
know what we’re doing. Choosing the ring.” And he burst 
into a loud guffaw, which was answered by companionable 
if faintly sardonic grins from Messrs. Oakroyd and Camp
bell, who both did something rather vague to their caps 
and then moved away.

When Mr. Oakroyd had discovered that he was lodging 
in the very same street as, indeed, next door but one to, 
the famous Jock Campbell, now left back and captain of 
the recently formed Triangle United A. F. C., and formerly 
of Glasgow Celtic, Sheffield Wednesday—and Brudders- 
ford United, he was very excited. Had he not spent many 
and many a happy Saturday afternoon at the Bruddersford 
ground cheering Jock’s vast and miraculous clearance kicks ? 
But when he also discovered that the great man was not 
only close at hand but was quite ready to make the ac
quaintance of an old admirer, to smoke a pipe with him 
and take turns about at paying for half-pints, Mr. Oak- 
royd’s excitement and gratification knew no bounds. Jock 
was forty now, and so a veteran, an ancient of days, among 
professional footballers; on the field he looked old, if 
only because he had met so many footballs with his head 
that he was almost completely bald in front; he was heavy 
and he was slow; but he was an unusually powerful man 
and his long experience, his guile, enabled him to play a 
good game even yet, so that though his best days, when 



fifty thousand spectators roared their approval at him, 
were over long ago, he was still an acquisition to such a 
junior club as the Triangle United. He had not been at 
Gatford long and was not a man to make friends easily, 
and it was not really surprising that he should take plea
sure in Mr. Oakroyd’s company. They had a common theme 
in Bruddersford, where Jock had lived several years; they 
were both separated from their wives; and they both had 
a decided taste for football and tobacco and beer and a 
deep philosophical interest in the chances and changes of 
this life, though the older of the two, Mr. Oakroyd, was 
the more eager and romantic. Such idealism as Mr. Camp
bell had centred about public houses : his one ambition now 
was to do what so many of his successful fellow gladiators 
had done, to find a nice little public house, not too far 
from a football ground, and turn himself into the land
lord of it. A good benefit match might do it. For the rest, 
he was a man of vast but comfortable silences. Mr. Oak
royd, as we know, could hardly be called loquacious, but 
compared with his new friend he was a chatterbox.

“ Yon’s pleased wi’ hersen nar,” Mr. Oakroyd shouted, 
as they continued their walk down Victoria Street. He 
had to shout because the wind was making such a din. 
“She’s bin fair sick to get hersen off this long time—and 
nar she’s gone an’ roped him in. An’ it’ll just suit her 
lahdidahing it a bit i’ t’saloon bar wi’ all her best clothes 
on and her hair all frizzed up.”

“ Ay,” said Mr. Campbell.
“Not a bad sort o’ chap she’s gotten hold of,” Mr. Oak

royd continued. “Right landlord style, did you notice?”
“Ay,” said Mr. Campbell. And then, two minutes after

wards he muttered something that Mr. Oakroyd, who was 
now very clever at this kind of thing, interpreted to mean 
that, in Mr. Campbell’s opinion, Mr. Duiver was obviously 
in a big way of business and was not a man to serve pints 
himself.

They turned out of the main street into a quieter 
thoroughfare. Here Mr. Oakroyd chuckled. “Pink Egg!

That’s what Soosie—young lass o’ troupe—calls him,” he 
explained, “and if you nobbut tak a good look at him he’s 
a bit like one, more still wi’ his ’at off. Pink Egg! Eh, 
she’s droll.”

This shocked Mr. Campbell into speech. “ It’s no name 
that, man, to gie a landlord in a big way o’ business,” he 
said solemnly.

Mr. Oakroyd, well acquainted with his companion’s 
great desire and respecting such an ambition, one for 
heroes, made no reply, and they covered the next two 
hundred yards or so in silence.

“ Hoo’s the lass that’s awa’ ? ” Mr. Campbell suddenly 
inquired. He had heard all about Lily in Canada.

“Nay, I haven’t heard for a bit, not sin’ I were telling 
yer,” replied Mr. Oakroyd. “ Seemingly she’s doing cham
pion. Alius ‘says so. But I’d like to see for mysen,” he 
added, a trifle wistfully.

“Ay,” said Mr. Campbell. And then, growing reckless 
as a conversationalist, he said: “An’ the wife? Hoo’s she?”

“I can’t get to know owt. Neither she nor t’lad’ll say. 
I wrote nobbut t’other day an’ asked ’em right aht if she 
were poorly an’ if I could do owt. Eh, it’s damn silly going 
on like that! But it’s my wife all ower.”

“They gae their ain gate,” Mr. Campbell brought out 
from the depths of his own experience.

Nothing more was said until they reached Crimean 
Road, where they both lodged, and then Mr. Oakroyd, who 
had been looking vaguely troubled, returned to the sub
ject of Elsie and her marriage. “ That’s one going o’ t’owd 
lot,” he said, as if The Good, Companions had been to
gether for six years instead of six months. “Nar it’s 
started, mark my word. Elsie’s nobbut t’first. More to 
foller, or I’m a Dutchman! Happen you’ve noticed it 
yersen, Jock? Nowt changes at all for some time, and then 
—all of a sudden, afore you knaw where you are—they’re 
going right and left, and it’s all to bits.”

“ Maybe,” Mr. Campbell ventured.
“ I’m down 0’ this, I am an’ all,” Mr. Oakroyd went on.



“I mun hear what Bothers has to say. There’s been a 
summat i’ t’air these two-three week.”

“Ay, a sicht too much wind,” replied Mr. Campbell 
gravely. And we will allow him to have the last word— 
for once in his life.

CHAPTER II
A CHAPTER OF ENCOUNTERS

I
Elsie finished with the show on the last Saturday at 

Mundley, when she had been given a most successful Bene
fit Night, concluding with genuine tears and bouquets. 
Jimmy had already slipped down to Birmingham to inter
view and book her successor, Miss Mamie Potter. This 
first week of their return to the Gatford Hippodrome was 
going to be exciting. The new soubrette was due to arrive 
on Monday morning, to rehearse in the afternoon, to appear 
at night. Then on Wednesday there was Elsie’s wedding, 
which was to be celebrated out at the Duivers’ hotel on 
the London Road. They were all going and the bus had 
already been ordered. Then on Saturday there was to be 
another Grand Benefit Night—you could see the bills 
plastered all over the town—this time for Miss Susie Dean, 
our popular comedienne. Next Saturday was Susie’s twenty- 
first birthday. And she was giving a tea party first, and 
there was to be some sort of jollification, only vaguely 
outlined as yet, after the show. Moreover, the Hippodrome 
would be packed out every night, as they all knew, with 
enthusiastic Gatfordians. Here was excitement enough for 
hard-working professionals. What a week!

Yet all was not well with them. The older members 
of the troupe, Jimmy and Mitcham and the Brundits, were 
still quietly in despair about the Bournemouth offer, not yet 
accepted. Miss Trant seemed so dreamy and remote these 
days that she was considered unapproachable for the time 
being. It was very odd, but there it was. Business was 

never better, and, on the other hand, nothing bolder had 
been attempted for years in the C. P. world than Miss 
Trant’s present venture, the renting of the Hippodrome, on 
stiff terms, with some nasty clauses slipped in; and yet— 
so fantastic is the sex, as Jimmy and Mr. Mitcham pointed 
out to one another—she did not seem to be bothering her 
head about it at all. But then all the young people were 
rather queer. Jerry Jemingham was more aloof and mys
terious than usual, and was thought to be up to something, 
though nobody knew what. In spite of birthday and benefit 
—or because of them—Susie was still restless, rather snappy 
at times, and given to wriggling her pretty shoulders at 
people who asked the simplest and friendliest questions. 
She had snubbed poor Inigo so often lately that now he 
kept out of her way, stalked about with a new and pur
poseful air, and was understood to be hard at work revis
ing the eight numbers he had written for them, which he 
called his Tripe à la mode de Jazz—to the entire mystifica
tion of his friend, Mr. Oakroyd. Success had come at last, 
but all these young people seemed to be taking it the wrong 
way, which proved conclusively to Mr. Mitcham that young 
people were not what they were when he had been a young 
person.

Mr. Oakroyd was mystified by many things these days. 
He was as interested as any of the others in the events 
of the near future. In his own fashion he shared any ex
citement that was going. Nevertheless, he found himself 
brooding somewhat darkly on Canada and 51, Ogden Street 
and the destiny of The Good Companions. He had never 
been very fond of Elsie, but she was “one 0’ t’owd lot,” 
and the fact that she was going and another taking her 
place troubled him more than it did any of the others. 
Perhaps he alone, from out of the depths of his philosophy 
of Sudden Change, felt that this coming week would take 
them all much further than they ever imagined, that the 
exciting plans they had made for it were nothing compared 
with some other plans already being laid down for them 
by the old powers, the conspiracy of the wind and the 



stars. The thread we saw dangling before him—so long 
ago, it seems!—as he walked up Manchester Road, Brud- 
dersford, after the match, that thread, its colour changing, 
deepening, is now running faster and faster; and perhaps 
he has heard—in a dream, through some Old, Salt reverie 
—the rattle of its winding spool.

The first thing that happened, of course, was Miss 
Mamie Potter. Jimmy had said that she was young but ex
perienced, had no voice to speak of but danced really well, 
and would do. When pressed more closely, he always 
pointed out that people who were in a hurry could not 
pick and choose as long as they liked, and that for his 
part he did not pretend to be able to work miracles. There 
was thought to be something queer, fishy, about this. The 
arrival, the rehearsal, the appearance on the stege, of Miss 
Potter soon settled the question. Jimmy had no good solid 
reason for not engaging her, and so he had engaged her, 
but some instinct must have warned him that all was not 
well. On the stage she was adequate enough; as a matter 
of fact she was better than Elsie had ever been. But off 
the stage, Miss Mamie Potter was insufferable. Within less 
than twelve hours of her first arrival at Gatford station, 
she had put all their backs up; and it was clear that she 
was indeed a bom putter-up of backs.

Miss Potter had a sleek, almost electro-plated, blonde 
head; no eyebrows; very round blue eyes; a button of a 
nose, so small and heavily powdered that it resembled 
the chalked end of a billiard cue; and a mouth that was a 
perpetual crimson circle of faint astonishment. The upper 
half of her, her neck and shoulders and the thin arms end
ing so curiously in little dumpy hands, was poor; but her 
legs were really beautiful. It was as if she were being 
carried about by two fine sonnets. Those two exquisite, 
twinkling, silky calves of hers seemed to be always making 
charmingly witty and impudent comments on the world. 
If she had never done anything but walk a little way in 
front of depressed males, she would have been a notable 
public benefactor, distributing a sense of the joy of life.

Unfortunately, she talked ; and she talked in a kind of idle, 
staring voice, and the result was havoc. Her perpetual 
opening “ I say ” was very soon a storm signal.

“ I say,” she said to Mr. Oakroyd, after she had known 
him about quarter of an hour, “you seem to get a lot of 
your own way here, don’t you? You’re only the props, 
aren’t you?” Mr. Oakroyd regarded her with astonishment 
and rubbed his chin hard. “Ay, that’s all,” he replied 
finally. “Nobbut a sort o’ dog like. Just let me knaw if 
you hear me speaking out o’ my turn. You mun just set 
us right as you go on. We knaw nowt.” This speech might 
have puzzled and possibly quietened some people, but Miss 
Potter merely gave it a little condescending nod and then 
strolled away. “ I say,” she said to the horrified Morton 
Mitcham, “some of those card tricks of yours are pretty 
ancient, aren’t they?” Equally ancient, in her opinion, 
were Jimmy’s gags and Mrs. Joe’s ballads. “I say,” she 
remarked to Susie, “you seem to go down here very well, 
but they’re letting you dig an awfully big hole in the pro
gramme, aren’t they?” This was after the show on Monday 
night. It had been a rather queer performance. The house 
was crowded and as generally enthusiastic as ever, but 
from somewhere at the back of the pit (which was the 
cheapest part of the house, there being no gallery at the 
Hippodrome) there had come, at odd times, various loud 
jeers and hootings and cat-calls, obviously resented by 
most people in the audience, though now and then raising 
a laugh. This had never happened before, and they were 
all talking about it after the show. The furious Susie told 
Mrs. Joe that it must be Mamie Potter, but this did not 
satisfy Mrs. Joe or anybody else, not even Susie herself.

On Tuesday morning, the wind had dropped to a mild 
breeze and a little watery sunshine crept over the Mid
lands. Miss Trant, still unsettled by her visit to Hitherton, 
still haunted by the daffodils and the bursting crocuses of 
the Cottage garden, decided that she must have some light 
and air, and so took Susie and some sandwiches for a run 
m the car.

The Good Companions. II. IO



“It’s heavenly to see the country again,” cried Miss 
Trant, when they had left the car factories and the Triangle 
trams a long way behind. “ I wish you could stay with me 
at Hitherton, some time, Susie. Do you think you would 
like the country?”

“Oh, I adore the country,” cried Susie in her turn. 
She had imagined herself saying that, more than once, 
in interviews. She asked for nothing better, she always 
told the imaginary journalist, a young man, very nice, very 
respectful, than to retire to her little country place—just a 
cottage where she could do everything for herself (see 
photograph). But what she did not know, that morning, was 
that very soon, sooner than she expected, she really would 
be giving those interviews. “ I’ve never seen enough of it,” 
she went on, “because I’ve spent nearly every bit of my 
time in towns—usually awful holes. If the country only had 
theatres and shops and people, it would be perfect, 
wouldn’t it?”

Miss Trant laughed, then took the car into the side of 
the road, and stopped. “ We can eat our sandwiches here, 
don’t you think?”

Susie sniffed the air appreciatively. “It feels quite 
strong, doesn’t it?—the air, I mean. It’s so funny not to 
get it second-hand, used up a bit. I’ve been brought up 
on that kind, and this sort makes me feel a bit tight. Really, 
it does. I want to giggle.” She skipped out of the car and 
pirouetted a little on the shining grass. Then she looked 
down ruefully. “Jolly wet, though. That’s the nuisance 
about the country, though, isn’t it? It’s so wet and muddy. 
When it does dry up, it suddenly gets dusty then, and if 
you go a walk you’re absolutely choked and too thirsty to 
speak and your shoes are too tight all of a sudden.”

They ate sandwiches. “ I wonder what the very superior 
Miss Potter thinks about us all this morning,” Miss Trant 
remarked. “You don’t like her, do you?”

“Like her!” cried Susie. “She made me feel like 
murder last night. She did everybody. And as for thinking 
this morning, she won’t have started yet. I know. She’ll 

be just getting up now, wiping the cold cream off her face. 
Honestly, she’s poisonous. She’ll have us all quarrelling 
like mad within a week. They always do, that kind. You 
just watch. Jimmy ought to have known, even if he was in 
a hurry and she sounded all right. A woman would have 
spotted what she was right off.”

“Perhaps she’ll improve in a day or two,” said Miss 
Trant, rather indifferently. “I must admit she was rather 
terrible yesterday.”

“Did she say anything to you?” Susie inquired. “Ill 
bet she did.”

“Oh yes. I wasn’t left out, I assure you, Susie. She 
strolled up to me and said: ‘I say, I don’t quite see why 
you’re doing this, you know. This isn’t your line at all, 
is it?’”

“ She would ! The cheek ! How that girl’s come to live 
so long beats me.” Having relieved her feelings, Susie 
grew thoughtfid, stole a glance or two at her companion, 
then said, finally: “But it isn’t your line, is it?”

“I never said it was,” Miss Trant replied.
“No, of course not,” Susie went on. “Don’t think I’m 

going to be cheeky now. Or if you do, stop me. And I can 
promise you now that I’m not going to say a word about 
Bournemouth, not going to mention the place.”

“Thank you, my dear,” said Miss Trant demurely. “As 
a matter of fact, the others haven’t mentioned it lately----- ”

“No, they just look it now,” cried Susie. “I’ve noticed 
them. Their eyes go rolling ‘ Bournemouth ’ at you. Honest
ly, don’t they? I noticed Joe—poor darling!—yesterday 
staring at you, like a sick cow, and I really thought some
thing was the matter with him untd it dawned on me he 
was trying to stare you into telling him something about 
the Bournemouth offer. But what I was going to say was 
this—Aren’t you really getting a bit tired of us?”

“Gracious, no!”
“Honestly now?”
“Not a bit. I won’t include Miss Mamie Potter----- ”
“Gosh! I should think not.”

10



“ But I assure you I’m not in the least tired of the rest 
of you, of the party. I’m like you, Susie. I’m feeling rest
less, not knowing what I want to do but only knowing what 
I don’t want to do. The thought of our spending a whole 
summer on the South Coast somehow doesn’t attract me 
at all.”

“ I know. But what does attract you ? ”
“I haven’t the least idea,” Miss Trant replied, as lightly 

as possible, though it was quite obvious she was in earnest.
“That’s me all over—up to a point,” Susie remarked. 

“I do know what I want, though—and a fine fat chance 
I’ve got of getting it! Inigo annoys me. Doesn’t he you?”

“No. Why should he?” Miss Trant was amused.
“Don’t laugh; it’s serious. Well, he could do something, 

and he just doesn’t. He’s so feeble—just the amah—teurrr, 
you know, ab-so-lutely.” Here Susie gave a vindictive imita
tion of Inigo’s careless tones. “ When he follows me round, 
looking like a dying duck—and yet won’t do anything— 
and is so high-and-mighty about the bits of things he 
writes for papers—though no paper will ever have them 
—and won’t bother about his songs, though they might get 
him anywhere—oh, I could beat him, I really could I And 
then if I say something nasty to him, instead of answering 
back or putting his tongue out or giving me a good shak
ing----- ”

“Which I’m sure you’ve deserved,” Miss Trant put in.
“He just looks at me—like the Norphan Child—and 

walks away, and then stays away, sulking. He makes me 
furious. Not that it really matters, of course, what he does. 
But just now, when I’m dying for a chance myself, it’s 
enough to make me sick to see somebody who has a chance 
not doing anything. So that’s that. And now you can laugh, 
if you like. Let’s go, shall we?”

On the way back a curious thing happened. The side
road they were on joined the main road about ten miles 
out of Gatford, and it chanced that when they arrived at 
the turning the traffic on the main road, consisting for 
the most part of new cars from Gatford, was thicker than 

usual, so that they pulled up for a minute or two. Miss 
Trant was idly watching the procession of cars when sud
denly she stared intently and gave a little gasp. The next 
moment she was standing up trying to obtain a last glimpse 
of a car that had gone past them, there on the main road, 
and in the opposite direction from Gatford. The moment 
after she was sitting down again, still wide-eyed and a trifle 
pale.

“What’s the matter?” cried Susie.
“ I thought I saw some one I know—or used to know,” 

Miss Trant replied shakily.
Susie looked at her. Then she burst out in triumph: 

“It’s that man you once told me about, isn’t it? Doctor 
McIntyre or whatever his name is? The one on the boat.”

“Doctor McFarlane. Yes, I thought it was. But it was 
all so quick. Besides—oh, it’s absurd!”

“Why is it absurd? I don’t see it. Couldn’t he be here 
as well as anywhere else? Haven’t you ever tried to find 
out where he is?”

“No, I haven’t,” Miss Trant replied, not very firmly. 
“Why should I?”

“Why should you!” Susie was both sympathetic and 
derisive. “ If it was me, I should know all about him. 
Doctors ought to be easy to find. Wouldn’t it be mar
vellous if you didn’t feel well and sent for a doctor, and 
then ke came and said: ‘Wkat, you!’ You don’t know. He 
may have been in Gatford or Mundley or Stort or some
where round here all the time. Let’s get back at once 
and find out. If you don’t, I will.”

It was useless for Miss Trant to protest, and indeed she 
did not protest very much. Once back in Gatford, Susie 
made for the nearest telephone directory and was so ex
cited that she could hardly turn the pages. Susie was 
always wildly romantic on other people’s behalf, and is 
to this day. But no Dr. Hugh McFarlane was to be found 
in the telephone directory, which cast a wide net in the 
district. This was rather a blow for Susie, but she was not 
daunted. She pestered Miss Trant until that embarrassed 



lady was compelled to admit there was such a thing as a 
Medical Directory, where any doctor might be found. She 
was also compelled to admit that she had never examined 
one. “And how you couldn’t beats me,” cried Susie. “It’s 
no use you saying you don’t want to know, because you do.”

“But it’s all so ridiculous,” the other protested. “I 
haven’t seen him for years. He’s probably forgotten my ex
istence.”

“ And probably not,” Susie told her. “ The sort of man 
you’d like probably wouldn’t, though I must say I wouldn’t 
give most men six months. I believe,” she added shrewdly 
and boldly, “you’re frightened. I’m being really cheeky 
now, I know, but it’s because I’m so fond of you. And I 
hate to think of you just looking after us and then sitting 
alone reading about the three musketeers or Robin Hood 
or whatever it is you do read about, when there may be 
somewhere round the corner, a marvellous Scotch doctor 
who”—and here Susie became very dramatic—“when he 
comes back to his lonely house, late at night, after perform
ing all sorts of operations—and ‘Bless you, doc!’ the poor 
people say—I got that from a film—sits in his chair and 
smokes a pipe and thinks of you—and already his hair is 
turning grey at the temples----- ”

“Oh, do be quiet, Susie,” cried Miss Trant, crimson, 
half laughing, half angry. “I shall really be cross if you 
don’t.”

“All right then, I will,” said Susie, preparing to depart. 
They were at Miss Trant’s hotel now. “But I shall go 
round to the Free Library and see if they’ve got that book 
with all the doctors in. You can’t stop me doing that. Good
bye.”

And about three-quarters of an hour later, Miss Trant 
was called to the telephone. It was Susie. “ I daren’t come 
round, and I couldn’t wait,” said Susie. “I looked at that 
book. It’s stiff with McFarlanes. They must all be doctors. 
Honestly, dozens of ’em. I’m not sure whether I found the 
right one.”

“He was born in 1885 and went to Edinburgh,” Miss 

Trant told the receiver, and then heard a little laugh come 
floating back to her.

“Well, anyhow he isn’t here. Isn’t it a shame? I got 
it down to three—and they were all miles off—one in 
India and another in Aberdeen—and I think the other was 
in London. I asked the Library man if the book wasn’t out 
of date—and he got quite annoyed—but when he calmed 
down a bit, he admitted that lots of the doctors could 
have moved since it came out. And he’s seen our show— 
and he recognised me after a bit and was quite sweet. So 
I think it probably was him, don’t you?”

“ No, I don’t,” said Miss Trant. “ It couldn’t have been.
You shouldn’t have bothered. It’s all—nothing.”

And when she returned to her room, she reminded her
self that it was all nothing. It is not much fun being so 
intimately concerned with nothing. The thought of it can 
even rob you of your legitimate pleasure in a good historical 
novel. Louis the Eleventh of France and the Duke of 
Burgundy made a poor show of capturing Miss Trant’s 
interest for the rest of that afternoon. One sneered, the 
other stormed, but all in vain—poor shadows!

II
The time is a quarter to twelve on Thursday morning, 

the day after Elsie’s wedding. The place is the little up
stairs room (where there are plenty of cushions and you 
may smoke) of Ye Jollie Dulcke Café, in Victoria Street, 
Gatford. In the far corner is a table that must be dis
tinguished from all the others if only because it is the 
only one there on which any cups of Jollie Dutche 
coffee (Our Speciality) have made their appearance 
this morning. Behind it, sometimes lolling and some
times sitting bolt upright and looking very fierce, are 
two persons, a tallish loose-limbed youth, with a long wan
dering nose and a long wandering lock of hair, and dressed 
in baggy and indiscriminate clothes, and a pretty dark girl, 
a compact and shapely girl, artfully tricked out in black 
and scarlet. The waitress who served the two coffees—she 



wears a sort of federated Dutch costume, but has Gatford, 
Mundley, or Stort written all over her—recognised these 
two at once, and by this time has told all the other wait
resses downstairs that one of the girls from the Hippo
drome, the funny dark one, and the piano-player are above, 
having big coffees just like ordinary people. And we recog
nise them too : Miss Susie Dean and Mr. Inigo Jollifant.

“ I never heard such cheek,” Susie is exclaiming. 
“What’s it got to do with you?”

“ Oh, nothing, of course,” the gentleman replies loftily. 
“Apologies for interfering in your private affairs.”

He is having it out with her, and so far it has come out 
badly, not at all according to plan. Now he pulls away at 
his absurdly large cherry-wood pipe, and tries to do that 
loftily too. Unfortunately, it will not draw properly. If 
he had fifty pipes, they would not draw properly. It is one 
of those mornings, not at all the time to have it out with 
anybody, and especially Miss Dean.

“However friendly we were,” Susie continued, “you’d 
have no right to talk to me like that. If I chose to talk to 
a man and dance with him, it’s no business of yours. Be
sides, you know nothing about him.”

“ I don’t want to. I know enough about him to see that 
he’s poisonous. But—as you say—it’s no business of mine. 
I’m disappointed, that’s all. Some girls might like that type 
of chap, but for you—'you—even to look at him, well, it 
sticks in my gullet, that’s all ! Why, even Mamie Potter----- ”
he was going on rashly.

“Mamie Potter! You’re not going to tell me what ske 
thinks, are you? That would be the last straw. And you 
talk about people being poisonous ! But go on, go on. What 
did Mamie Potter say?”

“ It doesn’t matter what she said,” replied Inigo sulkily. 
The sooner Miss Potter was out of the conversation the 
better.

“Of course it does! Your friend, Miss Potter! You 
ought to have seen yourselves yesterday. And if we’re 
going to tell one another who we ought to know, it’s my 

turn now, and I say, keep away from that girl. She’s dead 
rotten from the knees up. Everybody’s fed up with her 
already—except you, of course. She’ll wreck this show 
yet, if we’re not jolly careful. I know the sort.”

“ She may be all that. 1 don’t know, and I don’t care,” 
said Inigo, quite willing to sacrifice fifty Mamie Potters. 
“ But what I d,o know and care about is that you behaved 
rottenly, absolutely, yesterday. You just flirted with that 
bounder, that pink teethy barman----- ”

“He’s not a barman. And even if he was, you needn’t 
sneer at him. If I liked him, I wouldn’t care if he was a 
bottle-washer. I’m not like you, I’m not a little Cambridge 
snob.”

“No one could ever call me a snob,” said Inigo heavily.
“Aw—aw—couldn’t they?” said Susie, in a wild bur

lesque of his offended tone. “Well, I’m calling you one, 
and I believe you are one. And if you’re not one, then 
you’re simply jealous.”

“All right then, I’m jealous.” Inigo sounded very sulky 
now.

“Then you shouldn’t be jealous,” said Susie severely. 
But then she gave him a mischievous little glance. “Any
how you oughtn’t to be horridly jealous. It’s quite possible, 
I’m sure, to be nicely jealous.”

“ No, it isn’t. I hate it. But it wasn’t so much jealously 
as sheer dislike of seeing you make yourself so cheap with 
a bounder----- ”

“ If you say another word, we shall quarrel properly,” 
cried Susie. “That’s the nastiest thing anybody’s said to me 
for years. Apologise for ‘cheap’ at once or I’ll never speak 
to you again. I mean it.” And she really looked as if she 
meant it.

“I take it back then,” Inigo muttered. “But you know 
what I mean.”

“No, I don’t, except that you’re stiff and green with 
jealousy. And why you should be, I don’t know. It isn’t as 
if we’ve been very good friends lately.”

“And whose fault’s that?” he demanded.



“ Yours. Of course, it’s yours, Inigo,” and she gave him 
a wide innocent stare.

“ You know very well it’s not. Look here, Susie, you’ve 
been unbearable lately, absolutely. You know what I think 
and feel about you----- ”

“No, I don’t,” she put in, immediately. “Tell me.” 
And she leaned back and gave him a delicious smile.

“Oh, I think you’re----- ” he groaned. For a young man
who intended to have it out, he was behaving very strangely.

“Go on, Inigo. Don’t stop. Tell me.” She made a show 
of settling herself very comfortably in her seat.

He pushed back his lock of hair, and then looked at 
her, steadily, gravely. “ I’m not going to tell you any more, 
Susie,” he said at last. “ It’s all just fun for you. You don’t 
really care a damn. Well, it isn’t fun for me, not just now, 
anyhow.”

There was silence for a few moments, then Susie said, 
in a small voice: “Why don’t you go on to the next part, 
Inigo?”

“What’s that?”
“You ought to say now ‘If you think I’m the kind of 

man you can play with, you’re wrong.”
Inigo looked confused, and, glancing at him, she 

laughed. Then she hummed a little tune.
“ I’m going,” he announced savagely.
“No, don’t go.” She laid her hand lightly on his. “I 

hate quarrelling. And if you go off in a rage, like that, 
you’ll make me feel sorry I came here instead of accepting 
that Duiver man’s invitation to go out in his car to-day and 
have a fine fat lunch somewhere. Yes, he asked me, and 
was most pressing. And I refused. I saw quite enough of 
him yesterday.”

“ I should think so,” cried Inigo, highly relieved.
“Not that being with you is much good, these days,” 

she went on.
“Why? What’s the matter with me?” Then he suddenly 

changed his tone. “I know there’s nothing very wonderful 
about me----- ”

“ I’m sure you don’t,” she told him.
“ I suppose you’re sick of seeing me about,” he said, 

humbly. “And the ironical thing is, I wouldn’t be about 
here at all, if it weren’t for you. That must be getting 
pretty obvious to other people too by now. Miss Trant 
poirtted it out to me the other day. Because you’re with 
the show, Susie, I couldn’t drag myself away from it. If 
you went, I’m dumed sure I couldn’t stick it out another 
week.”

“That isn’t saying much for the others,” she told him.
“Of course I like the others, at least most of ’em. It 

wouldn’t break my heart to see the last of Jerry J. or the 
Potter girl, but I’m very fond of all the old ones now. 
But after all, I’m not in love with ’em.”

“Which means you are with me.”
“ Absolutely.”
“Still?”
“Worse than ever. So there you are. And if anybody 

had told me a year ago I should be dithering like this, I 
should have wanted to give him one on the jaw. And yet 
I wouldn’t change it now, though a jolly rotten dither it’s 
been lately, I can tell you.”

“ Sorry, Inigo. Sorry—absolutely.”
“Tell me, are you fed up with me? Does the sight of 

me mooning round make you feel sick these days? Or 
what is it?”

“Well,” said Susie slowly and earnestly, “I’ve been in 
a queer sort of mood lately, I know. And you’ve been so 
heavy and serious lately, too, not half so amusing as you 
used to be. But it isn’t just that. You—oh, you irritate 
me!”

“Why? What do I do?”
“Oh, you’re so—so—I don’t know—feeble.”
“Feeble!” It came out in a shout. He stared at her, 

amazed.
“Yes, feeble.”
“Oh, am I, by jingo!” With that, the outraged young 

man sat up, suddenly flung an arm round her, twisted her 



round towards him, and kissed her soundly and well be
fore she could do or say a single thing. There are heavens 
that await only reckless men, and he spent a delirious 
minute in one of them. Then he found himself shot out 
of it, and back in Ke /ollie Dulcite Café with all his courage 
evaporated. He waited, breathless, for something momen
tous to happen now, and though this creature by his side had 
been for some time the very centre of his universe, he had 
not the least idea what would happen. He could almost 
feel himself cringing.

Susie was staring at him, her eyebrows raised, and 
breathing hard. “ Well----- ” and then she suddenly
laughed.

His bravado returned with a rush at the sound. “And 
that’s the kind of man I am,” he announced.

“Well, it’s not the kind of girl I am,” she told him, 
“especially at twelve in the morning in an imitation Dutch 
café. So don’t try it again, that’s all.”

“Didn’t you like it?”
“It made me feel quite sick,” she said calmly, turning 

an impudent face, still rosy and brilliant, towards him. 
“No, not again! Who do you think you are? Now listen.” 
She looked serious. “ When I said you were feeble, 1 didn’t 
mean that. I meant you were feeble about work.”

“ Work ! ” Inigo pronounced the word as if he had never 
heard it before.

“There you are, you see. You don’t even know what 
I’m talking about. You’re just a feeble amateur, that’s all 
you are, Inigo. This C. P. business—the Stage, in fact— 
is just a bit of a game to you. Well, it isn’t to me. I’m a 
Pro. I’m not doing this for fun, young feller. I haven’t 
run away from school for a few months.”

“ If you think I’m going back to that school or any 
school----- ” Inigo began.

“Never mind about that. It’s me we’re talking about 
now. I want to get on and if I don’t get on soon, I’ll burst. 
Why, that Duiver man yesterday----- ”

Inigo groaned.

“One of the first things he told me,” she continued, 
“was that he’d heard how clever I was and was coming to 
see me, because he knew young Jack Rozzy very well, and 
young Rozzy is working with his father now, old Rozzy, 
who’s the booking agent for the P. M. H. Syndicate----- ”

“Help!” cried Inigo.
“Don’t be silly. Well, I didn’t believe all he told me 

—the Duiver man, I mean—but still, it was something. 
You never know, something might come of it. And at any 
rate he did understand I wanted to move up a bit and not 
stick in this all my life.”

“But what do you want me to do? Have I to go to 
young Rozzy and tell him to tell old Rozzy----- ”

“Oh, shut up! You think this is all nothing, and that’s 
just what makes you so irritating. It’s serious. Of course 
I don’t want you to go to any Rozzies. I don’t want you 
to help me. I can look after myself. But if you’d only go 
and get something done for yourself—and you could easily, 
with those songs—I wouldn’t mind. I hate to see chances 
thrown away. It makes me sick. It’s the way you hang 
about and just don’t do anything that irritates me. It’s 
so—so amateurish and feeble.”

“So that’s it, is it?” said Inigo softly.
“ Yes, that’s it,” she replied defiantly. At this moment, 

another customer arrived, a solitary man, who came in, as 
solitary men always do, very quietly. A few moments after, 
three men entered together, making as much noise as a 
little army, as three men always do. Apparently all four 
were amateurish and feeble, for Susie regarded them with 
contempt.

Inigo had been fingering a card in his pocket. He still 
looked a little agitated, but there was the ghost of a smile 
hovering on his face now. “ As a matter of fact----- ” he be
gan; but then he must have thought this matter of fact 
should not be introduced into the conversation, for he 
suddenly stopped short.

“Well? Go on.” Susie looked at him, not unkindly but 
not with any obvious signs of admiration.



“Nothing,” he replied lamely.
Susie’s rather full lower lip made a tiny movement that 

said quite plainly: “You are exceedingly feeble, this very 
minute, and not my idea of a man at all.” She flicked away 
some cigarette ash from her clothes, and then rose. “I 
must go.” i

Inigo returned to his lodgings, wondering whether he 
had “ had it out ” or not. Certainly a great deal had come 
out, but very little of it had figured in his original pro
gramme. If it had not been for one thing, he would have 
felt miserable, crushed, about two feet high. That thing 
was the card in his pocket. It had been his original inten
tion to tell Susie about that card. The moment she had 
shown herself repentant—perhaps a little tearful—he had 
decided to wave away all her apologies, and then to raise 
her at once from the depths of contrition by showing her 
the card and telling her what he had planned to do with it. 
That moment, as we have seen, had never arrived, and so 
the card stayed in his pocket.

It had found its way there only that very morning, half 
an hour before he had left his rooms to meet Susie. A 
young man with a masterful nose, wavy black hair, and a 
startling pink shirt and collar, had bustled in on the very 
heels of the landlady, and had announced himself as Mr. 
Milbrau, Midland representative of Felder and Hunterman. 
“And you can’t say you don’t know them, eh?” this visitor 
chuckled.

“Who?” Inigo was still rather dazed.
“Felder and Hunterman.”
“ I don’t,” said Inigo, looking at his visitor in astonish

ment, as well he might, for that gentleman, with all the 
dexterous rapidity of a conjurer, had put down his hat, 
taken a chair and drawn it nearer to the fire, sat down, 
lit a cigarette, crossed his legs and rubbed his hands, all in 
one flash of activity.

“ Ha-ha, ’s a good one ! ” cried Mr. Milbrau. “ Hidden’ 
think you’d be up—’smarter of fact—but here y’are, up 

all ri’ and having a dig at the old firm.” He rubbed his 
hands harder than ever.

“But who are they?” demanded Inigo, in all earnest
ness. “ I seem to have heard the name before.”

“ Stop it now,” said Mr. Milbrau. “ You can’t grumble. 
I’ve bought it—consider I’ve bought it! Let’s ge’ down to 
business, and stop pulling my leg.”

“ I’m not pulling it, no intention of doing, absolutely,” 
said Inigo, who could not see why a strange young man in 
an angry pink shirt should rush in and talk about pulling 
legs. “All I say is that I seem to have heard the name of 
Whater and What’s it before.”

Mr. Milbrau stared and his mouth fell open, though the 
cigarette still remained hanging from one comer of it and 
calmly went on smoking itself, as if specially trained to do 
so. “ Seem to have heard the name ! ” he almost screamed. 
“Felder and Hunterman, biggest people in the music
publishing trade to-day—and, the oldest ! And you a pianist ! 
You mus’ have played thousands of our numbers. Oh, you 
can’t mean it! Here, have a cigarette.” And the very next 
second, there were two rows of cigarettes about six inches 
from Inigo’s nose.

Inigo politely refused, and filled and lit a pipe while 
Mr. Milbrau explained why he had called. “ I’m doing this 
Midland round, d’you see—songs and dance stuff,” he be
gan, “ and these two days I’m here, in the Triangle. Come 
here ev’ry two months. Went to your show las’ night. No
thing else to do—and then it’s business with me, d’you see, 
because we like to know how our numbers are going. And 
you surprised me, I’ll tell you that now. You did! You 
surprised me. You’ve got a classy little show there, an’ 
I know ’cos I’ve seen hundreds—hundreds-anundreds. That 
comeediyenn—oh, clever kid, clever! Whasser name? Dean 
—that’s it. And that boy doing your light comedy work and 
dancing—that boy’s good—he is—he’s good. A nice li’P 
show! Mindjew, some of the numbers”—here he raised 
both hands, then let them fall—“dead—you couldn’t kill 
’em—they’re dead. I’m travelling about twenty numbers 



now—both sentimen’als and comics—an’ they’d juss make 
the diff’rence to that show of yours, they would, juss the 
diff’rence. No, no, wai’ a minute, wai’ a minute. Don’t 
make a mistake. I’m not here to sell you anything.”

Inigo was relieved to hear it, though he did not say so. 
He waited for his visitor, who was now lighting another 
cigarette, to continue.

“Here we are,” said Mr. Milbrau, looking with half
closed eyes through a cloud of smoke at a scrap of paper. 
“Now you got one or two numbers in your show that were 
new to me—and they were—good.” He brought this last 
word with a shout. “Tricky numbers, real tricky! They 
got me going all ri’ and I’m in the business d’you see. I 
put ’em down on this bit o’ paper. Don’t say I got the 
titles ri’ but you’ll know. Now as a favour, juss as a favour, 
take a look at ’em.” He handed over the paper, and Inigo 
saw at a glance that all the five numbers, headed by SU-рфт 
round the Corner, were the very ones he had composed 
himself.

“ Now all those numbers you have there,” Mr. Milbrau 
went on, “are new to me. And I’m in the business. And 
they’re good, they’re tricky, they’re catchy. It’s the chuñes 
—words are nothing, written ’em myself before now—it’s 
the chuñes ! Now juss as a favour, jewmind telling me where 
you got ’em from? You’re the pianist and so you know ’em 
all, d’you see. That’s why I come to you. Got your address 
las’ night at the Hippodrome after the show. And I’m busy 
—I’m terribly busy, gotter get away this afternoon—but I 
had to know. Now jewmind telling me where you picked 
’em up?”

“ Not a bit,” replied Inigo heartily. “ I wrote them my
self—the music, you know.”

“You did?”
“I did. As a matter of fact I’ve just finished writing 

them out properly. There they are, on the table.”
Mr. Milbrau jumped up, saying “Mind if 1 look?”, and 

without waiting to know if Inigo minded or not, began to 

turn over the manuscript sheets and wag his head and hum 
now and again. When he had done, he put the sheets neatly 
together and gave the pile a smart slap. “ Who were you 
goin’ to give ’em to?” he inquired, very quietly but with 
a momentous air.

“ Not the least idea,” Inigo told him. “ I hadn’t thought 
about it.”

Mr. Milbrau shook his head. “ Hadn’t thought about it ! 
Doesn’t know Felder and Hunterman I And turns out this 
stuff! Don’t tell me you’re a reg’lar pro—you’re not—and 
I knew it right off. Suppose you wouldn’t like me to take 
these along?” he inquired.

Inigo told him he would not.
“ No. Thought you wouldn’t. All ri’—don’t blame you. 

Now I’ll tell you something. If I was you—if I’d written 
these—jewnow what I’d do? I’ll tell you. I’d put them in 
a bag, take my hat and coat and walk right out of that 
door, take the nex’ train up and be at Felder and Hunter
man's with ’em before they closed to-night. I would. An’ 
I wouldn’t play ’em another night, either. You don’t know 
who’s listening. I tell you, I’d be up in the Charing Cross 
Road with these numbers this afternoon and I’d stay there, 
never mind about the job here. In a month you’d laugh at 
it. I’m excited about these numbers. I don’t look it but 
I am. But I’m not trying to rush you into anything, am I? 
You listen to me, Mr. Jollifant. Don’t send these numbers 
anywhere. Take ’em. Go with ’em. Play ’em through your
self—once—thass all. An’ if you go to Felder and Hunter
man’s—an’ they’re the biggest people in the trade to-day 
—once’ll be enough. Take ’em to Felder and Hunterman’s 
an’ ass for Mr. Pitsner—P-i-t-s-n-e-r an’ say I told you. 
Here, I’ll tell you wha’ I’ll do. I’ll write to Mr. Pitsner my
self—an’ tell him. I’ll write to-night. Bedder le’ him know 
your coming. Send him a wire. Busy man, Mr. Pitsner. 
You’d never see him if you hadn’t an intro, but when you 
do see him, ’s’business. Here, I’ll write on this card too 
as well’s send a letter. You show ’em tha’, you’ll walk up 
withou’ a wor’.” Thus Mr. Milbrau, who ended by gabbling
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so furiously that there was hardly a consonant left in his 
speech.

And that is how Inigo came to be in possession of the 
card that saved him from feeling absolutely crushed after 
his talk with Susie. Back in his lodgings, he took it out of 
his pocket, put it on the table, and. then smoked a pipe 
over it. Feeble, was he?

Ill
The various encounters of that week may appear to be 

of little or no importance, but actually all of them, whether 
real or imaginary (for we do not know whether Miss Trant 
saw Dr. Hugh McFarlane or only thought she did), were 
important to the people who took part in them, and indeed 
to many other people too. And the last encounter of them 
all is no exception. It happened on the Thursday evening, 
in the tap-room of the Market Tavern, the public house 
that adjoins—as it should—the space just behind Victoria 
Street where Gatford still has a weekly open market. The 
day for that market is Thursday, so that the Market Tavern 
was fairly crowded when Mr. Oakroyd visited it, a little 
after six, on this particular Thursday evening. Mr. Oakroyd 
knew that it would be crowded, having been long enough 
in Gatford to know all about such things. It was his habit 
to enjoy a half-pint about this time every evening, before 
he began his night’s work at the theatre. Sometimes he 
liked a quiet, peaceful, meditative half-pint, and at other 
times he preferred a noisy, gregarious half-pint. It de
pended upon his mood. When a glass of beer is one of a 
man’s few pleasures and luxuries, he will not casually swill 
it down, not caring when or where he drinks it. He will 
exercise to the full his power of choice. That is why places 
like Bruddersford are full of public houses. To the out
sider, anybody who does not understand such matters, these 
public houses look all alike, but to Mr. Oakroyd and his 
friends they are as different from one another as the books 
in a bedside shelf are to an old reader, and a pint at one 
of them is entirely different from a pint at the next one.

On this Thursday evening then, Mr. Oakroyd, alone, in 
need of noise, cheerfulness, company, possibly the company 
of other men who knew the road, decided for the Market 
Tavern. The tap-room was all a babble and a haze, so 
crowded that it took him nearly ten minutes to push his 
way through, order his half-pint, and finally receive it over 
the dripping bar-counter from Joss, the big barman there. 
During this anxious interval, he had nodded to a few 
habitués, and that was all : he had not time to have a look 
round the place, which was incidentally the largest tap
room in all Gatford. There seemed to be a lot of strangers 
about, but then there usually was on Thursdays, chaps in 
from the outer districts and the country, and chaps who 
sold things in the market—genuine men of the road, though 
not on the grand scale. Once he had edged away from the 
bar-counter, taken a pull at his half-pint, and seen that his 
pipe of Old, Salt was going well, Mr. Oakroyd began to look 
about him.

“’Ow do,” several acquaintances called out.
“Na then,” replied Mr. Oakroyd affably, giving them 

a nod.
There were so many chaps standing in the middle of the 

room, a long narrow room, chaps arguing in groups, that 
Mr. Oakroyd, who had not strayed very far from the bar
counter, could not see the other end. But there was no 
reason why he should see it, and so he stayed where he was, 
not feeling at all lonely now because he knew quite well 
he could join any of these groups if he wanted to and talk 
away as hard as the next man. He was content to muse a 
little, and take in, without making any effort to listen, the 
scraps of talk that came flying from every direction. “So 
I says to ’im, I says, ‘Well, what of it? Oo made you boss 
0’ the job?’ And ’e says ‘Clever, arncher?’ And I says 
‘Clever, yer bloody self!’----- ” Then, from the other side:
“I betcher ’e did, I betcher. Time me an’ Jimmy went to 
Birmingham, ’e did. ’Ere, Jimmy, ’alf a minute!” Some
where behind was the usual political reasoner: “Govern
ment can’t do it, I tell yer. It doesn’t matter what -you
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say, chum, they can’t do it. They’d ’ave to pass a lor before 
they could do it. Don’ chew believe Government can do 
what they like, chum.” And so it went on, and Mr. Oak- 
royd, who had heard it—or something like it—many times 
before, listened with a touch of complacency. These chaps 
were all right, but most of them would do better to talk 
less until they had seen something. He, who had seen a 
lot in his time and might now see a great deal more be
fore he had finished, was saying nothing. Still, they could 
go on talking: it did them no harm.

A moment came, however, when most of the chaps who 
had been talking at the tops of their voices suddenly fell 
silent, and there followed one of those curious lulls com
mon to all companies. It was then that Mr. Oakroyd heard 
a voice coming from the far end of the room. “ ’E came to 
the back o’ the stall, see,” it said. “Big feller—proper fif
teen stoner—but all blown out, all beer and wind, an’ 
yeller blobs under ’is eyes like fried eggs—nuthin’ to him. 
An’ when ’e gets to the back o’ the stall, ’e takes a good 
look at me. ‘That’s right,’ I says, ‘’ave a ruddy good dekko, 
Mister Sexton Blake. An’ bring Pedro the blood’ound nex’ 
time.’ Oh, you should ’ave seen ’imi ‘That’ll do,’ ’e says 
—usual style, see----- ” And having heard so much, Mr.
Oakroyd immediately began threading his way through the 
crowd to that corner of the room. There could be no mis
take about it. That was the voice—never to be forgotten 
—of his old companion of the road, Joby Jackson.

Mr. Oakroyd found him in the furthest corner, the 
centre of a little admiring group. He wore the same red 
scarf and if the suit he had on was not the very same brown 
check he had worn before, it was twin-brother to it. His face 
was as red and his eyes as bright as ever, and if there was 
any change in him it was merely that he did not look quite 
so dashing as he had done last autumn. Winter, his lean 
period, had left some faint mark upon him. For a minute 
or two he was too busy concluding his story of the big puffy 
man, a story that demanded a wealth of illustrative gesture, 
to notice Mr. Oakroyd, who stood a yard or two away, hold

ing his half-pint and puffing away at his little pipe, too 
shy to interrupt but determined to be seen.

“Well,” said Joby, having dismissed the big puffy man, 
to everybody’s admiration, “what about some more pig’s 
ear. ’Ere, I’m paying for this lot. Same again, boys?”

He jumped up, and caught sight of Mr. Oakroyd. He 
stared; he frowned; then delighted recognition lit up his 
face. “’Elio, I know you! It’s George. George with, the 
little straw basket!”

“That’s right,” grinned Mr. Oakroyd.
Joby pushed his way round the table and clapped Mr. 

Oakroyd on the shoulder. “ You mended the old stall. ’Alf 
a minute, where was it? I know. Don’t tell me. We went 
to Ribsden, didn’t we? That time big Jim Summers started 
’is bit 0’ bother. But you didn’t live ’ere, did you? Up in 
Yorkshire, wasn’t it? Good old George! ’Ere, I’ve won
dered about you many a time, you an’ your little straw 
basket—four days at Sunny Southport that ruddy little 
basket was—an’ your bag 0’ tools. ’Strewth, George, fancy 
you turning up agen! ’Ere, we must ’ave a gill or two an’ 
then you can tell me the tale. Never mind them fellers, 
they can wait.”

“Ay, I will that,” said Mr. Oakroyd, one vast delighted 
grin. “ I were fair capped when I heard you. ‘Eh,’ I says to 
mysen, ‘that’s Joby.’ I’ll just sup this off, then we’ll ha’ 
some more. Well, ar yer getting on, Joby lad? Is trade i’ 
rubber dolls keeping up these days?”

“ ’Aven’t seen a rubber doll for months,” Joby replied. 
He began ordering two half-pints and kept on ordering 
them until he was served. “No,” he said, wiping some of 
the froth off his face, “ I’m out 0’ that now. Did well at 
Nottingham Goose Fair, then Tommy Muss—remember 
Tommy, ’im an’ the tart?—’e sloped agen—an’ then I 
started beer-shiftin’, see. Got up Newcastle way and gets 
playin’ pontoon back of a boozer up there an’ loses the 
’ole ruddy issue, stall and all—what a life!”

“ What about mottercar ? ” Mr. Oakroyd inquired sym
pathetically.



“ Oh, poor old Liz ! She was napoo before I got up to 
Newcastle, just after I cleared out o’ Nottingham, blind to 
the world. She gets goin’ down a ruddy ’ill, see, an’ I 
can’t stop ’er. Down the other side there’s one o’ these 
removin’ vans big as a row of ’ouses coming. I gives the 
old bus a turn at the bottom—an’ wallop !—we’re into the 
wall with our guts droppin’ out. The poor old bitch ’ad 
got all ’er front smashed in. ‘Finee!’ I says, an’ gets the 
stuff out, waits for the first feller with a lorry to give me 
a lift for arf a dollar, an’ leaves ’er there, proppin’ the 
wall up.”

“ Nowt else to be done, I can see that,” said Mr. Oak- 
royd, nodding sagely. “ Cost you more ner it ’ud be worth. 
Eh, but it’s a pity! I’ve thowt monny a time abart yon 
mottercar, all fixed up to live in. It were champion.”

“You wait a bit, George. I’ll ’ave another before you 
can turn round. Any’ow, I’m properly in the cart after los
ing the lot in this boozer. I scrounges round a bit, an’ then 
I meets a feller I know who’s with Baroni’s Continental 
Circus, goin’ round to old skatin’ rinks an’ covered-over 
swimmin’ baths with a lot o’ cockatoos an’ dancin’ dogs an’ 
mangy monkeys an’ a couple of old trottin’ ponies—see? 
You never saw such a piecan of a circus. I could make a 
better one out o’ the market ’ere. But this feller—a feller 
called Johnny Dooley, a bit of a mug—’e says ‘I can get 
you in. It’s better than nothin”—so ’e gets me a job. An’ 
what d’you think I was, when I wasn’t feedin’ the dogs an’ 
shampooin’ the cockatoos an’ taking the tickets an’ helpin’ 
to move the how-d’you-do’s? I’m Tonio the Famous Con
tinental Clown. You oughter see me, my God! An’ gettin’ 
two pound five a week—when you got it ! Everybody in that 
ruddy circus was dying of ’unger, honest they was. Even 
the ponies could ’ardly stand up. If you saved up and 
bought yourself a packet o’ fags, it was much as your life 
was worth. They’d ’ave murdered you for ’em. They tore 
’em out of your ’and. When I’d been with ’em a month, I’d 
forgotten what a piece o’. steak looked like. There was 
fellers that’ud eat anything—they’d ’ave eaten you. ‘’Ere,’

I says, ‘I’ve ’ad enough of this. Time to give the Baronios 
and Tonios the soldier’s farewell.’ Then I meets a feller I 
know who’s running one 0’ these mug auctions, see.”

All this, and a great deal more, describing Joby’s ad
ventures during the winter, was poured into Mr. Oakroyd’s 
ear as they stood close together, at no great distance from 
the bar. Two more pints, procured this time by Mr. Oak- 
royd, had been consumed by the time Joby had neared the 
end of his recital. He was now, once more, an independent 
trader with a little stall of his own, but only in a very 
modest way. “ I’ve gone back to an old line,” he concluded. 
“You’ll ’ave seen it. Joey in the Bottle. Little glass figgers 
—put ’em in a bottle full 0’ water—waggle the cork a bit 
an’ these Joeys dance about, see. Old—but clever, amuses 
the kids ! An’ very cheap to buy. Money for dust if you’ve 
got a good pitch. Don’t satisfy me, though. I’m ’elpin a 
feller too when I’m not selling Joey—a feller that auctions 
oilcloth, smart feller. I ’old the pieces up an’ give ’em a 
bang to show it’ll last till you get 'ome. Workin’ ’ard and 
savin’ up, that’s Joby just now, see. ’Ere, George, what you 
doin’? I’m tellin’ all the ruddy tale.”

Mr. Oakroyd stole a glance at the clock. By this time 
he was usually at the theatre—he liked to be there early— 
and he would certainly have to leave in a minute or two to 
be there on time at all. So he explained briefly what had 
happened to him since the autumn. Even then, however, he 
was interrupted. A big man with an immense grey mous
tache pushed his way through the crowd and laid a hand on 
Joby’s shoulder. “Time to be off,” he remarked, and dis
appeared.

“That’s the oilcloth feller,” Joby explained. “’Ave to 
push off, George. ’Ere, what did you say this ’ere show o’ 
yours is called? Did you say they’re ’ere this week?”

“That’s right. Good, Companions, they call ’em.”
Joby’s eyes widened and his mouth puckered up, to 

whistle soundlessly. Then he looked grave, confidential. 
“You ’ad any bother there, George, lately?” he asked 
quickly, with a rapid glance to left and right.



“Ar d’you mean?”
“Any kind o’ bother?”
“ Well, there’s been a bit o’ calling out o’ t’back,” said 

Mr. Oakroyd. “ And that’s summat new to us. Giving t’bird 
they call it, but funny part is, all t’rest o’ t’audience fair 
goes off their heads, they likes it so much. It’s nobbut a 
few o’ t’back.”

“You watch out, George,” said Joby, buttoning up his 
coat. “ You’re in for a lot o’ bother if you’re not careful. 
Never mind ’ow I know. But I do know, see. You watch it, 
George. No, I can’t stop. ’E’s waitin’. Come in ’ere agen 
and look out for me.” And, without another word, he was 
gone.

And Mr. Oakroyd did go in again and look out for him. 
He went in on Friday, and at dinner-time on Saturday, but 
Joby was not to be found. Curiously enough, there was no 
more “bother” either on Thursday or Friday nights, and 
all the Good, Companions, little knowing what was in store 
for them, congratulated themselves on being free at last 
of the few stamping and jeering hooligans in the audience. 
Mr. Oakroyd himself, however, was not so sure. It was all 
very mysterious. Even Mr. Jock Campbell, on being con
sulted, could make nothing of it, though it was his opinion, 
the result of long experience in arenas, that all crowds 
were partly composed of lunatics. And though this was all 
very well, the fact remained—and Mr. Oakroyd could not 
ignore it—that he had been told to look out and watch it 
by Joby Jackson, who was sane enough, a philosopher of 
the road.

CHAPTER III
INIGO IN WONDERLAND

I
Inigo noticed, without surprise, that the Gatford Hippo

drome was elongating itself, swelling, soaring, conjuring 
out vast darkening sweeps of galleries. This made it all 
the more difficult to find Susie. It was like playing hide- 

and-seek in the Albert Hall. After he had walked about 
quarter of a mile round the back of one enormous empty 
gallery, he suddenly discovered Mr. Milbrau of Messrs. 
Felder and Hunterman standing by his side. “’Scuse me,” 
Mr. Milbrau was saying, “but the Tarvins are here.” Some
how this frightened Inigo. He hurried away, ran down a 
colossal flight of steps, and entered a lower gallery. He 
must find Susie at once, and he knew that she was in one 
of these galleries. Halfway round he came upon Mr. 
Milbrau again. “Here he is,” Mr. Milbrau shouted; and 
immediately a number of lights were turned on. The next 
moment Mr. Tarvin appeared, looking much smaller and 
fatter than he had ever done before. “Ah, there you are, 
Jollifant,” he said. “ We’re looking—chum-ha !—for you.” 
And there, hurrying up behind him, was Mrs. Tarvin, a 
terrifying figure. Her head was so big. As big as a coal
scuttle and with eyes like flashing lamps! Horrible! He 
turned and ran, and then all the lights but one dim glow, 
high up on the roof, went out. He raced frantically through 
deep menacing shadows. Gallery after gallery, innumerable 
curved flights of steps, were passed in this wild descent, 
but at last he arrived at the floor of the theatre. And it 
was packed with people. They were even standing in all 
the gangways. Now the place was brilliantly lit, and it was 
obvious that the performance was about to begin. He no
ticed for the first time that he was already in his stage 
costume. He would have to push his way through all these 
people. He pushed and pushed and finally reached the 
stage, where Jimmy was waiting for him. There was some
thing faintly sinister about Jimmy. “Come on, Inigo,” he 
croaked. “You’re late. We’ve got a new stunt. Duets at 
the piano, that’s the idea. Got a new pianist.” And he 
hustled Inigo over to the piano. And there, waiting for him, 
was this horrible huge-headed Mrs. Tarvin, nodding and 
grinning. “I won’t,” Inigo shrieked. But Jimmy’s grip on 
his arm had tightened. “S all ri’, quite all ri’,” said Mr. 
Milbrau, who appeared to be holding him now on the other 
side. Inigo struggled but he could not free himself.



“Hoy, justa minute, ju-ust a mi-in-ute!” This voice 
did not belong to either Jimmy or Mr. Milbrau. It was a 
new voice. It had no part in the proceedings. It seemed 
to stop everything.

Inigo stared at the man opposite, stared at his big blue- 
veined nose, heavy cheeks, and gingerish moustache. These 
features, he remembered now, belonged to the man who had 
entered the carriage with him at Gatford station. Yes, he 
was in a railway carriage. That was all right—he ought to 
be in a railway carriage. But why? Then, as he shook him
self, yawned and rubbed his eyes, it all came back. It was 
Saturday morning and he was on his way to see Mr. Pitsner 
of Felder and Hunterman. He had wired Mr. Pitsner yester
day, Friday morning, and that gentleman, who must have 
received Mr. Milbrau’s letter had replied: Yes come along 
can hear songs eleven and twelve to-morrow. And then 
he had had to work it all out with a time-table. How to 
get to London and back between the end of Friday night’s 
show and the beginning of Susie’s birthday tea-party this 
very afternoon?—that had been the problem. It had meant 
catching a fiendishly early train from Gatford to Birming
ham and then getting the express. And this was that early 
train. The mere snatch of sleep, the shivering wash and 
shave in the darkness, the scalding gulp of tea, the dash 
to the station through the queer dim streets. And here he 
was. And nobody knew anything about it, he reflected, 
hugging himself. Not a word about Mr. Milbrau and Felder 
and Hunterman and this flying visit to London had es
caped him. Ah !—that was deep. He meant to spring it on 
them as a surprise when he returned, that is, of course, if 
anything happened worth springing. If nothing happened, 
then nobody would be any the wiser. He was not going to 
let her think him feebler than ever.

He sat up and rubbed his hands. He felt cold and stiff 
and unpleasantly empty. It was too early in the day to be 
riding in trains, absolutely. The windows still showed a 
flash of angry red sky, and a chilly vapour hung about the 
flying fields. His eyes were hot and heavy, and somehow 

he had to stare hard at things to see them properly. Even 
then they did not seem very real. His dream hung about 
the fringes of his consciousness like the mist on the fields 
outside. This world of the cold railway carriage and the 
dawn breaking over an unknown landscape appeared to 
have little more solid reality than that other world of the 
long dark galleries, the ever-appearing Milbrau, and the 
monstrously-headed Mrs. Tarvin. But this world, though it 
might have its minor discomforts, was infinitely the more 
pleasant. And warming, quickening, at the heart of it was 
his sense of the adventure. These two feelings never really 
left him all that day. In the last little room, the inmost 
place, of his mind was a tiny Inigo hugging himself and 
crooning over the adventure. And because the day started, 
like a dream, in the darkness and hurried him at once into 
the unfamiliar, it never quite lost its unreality; it might 
be large and highly-coloured and crowded with moving 
shapes, but it always remained brittle, ready to be smashed 
into smithereens by a mere cry of “No, you don’t!”

“’Aving a bit of a tussle, wasn’t you?” the man op
posite grunted amiably. “Bootin’ ’em a bit, eh? Gave my 
ankle a good old rap, I can tell yer.”

“ Sorry ! ” said Inigo, and admitted he had been dream
ing. The only other person in the compartment, one of 
those little old women who seem to be for ever travelling 
on unimaginable errands, whatever the hour or route, was 
dozing in her corner.

“Saw yer drop off just after we starts,” the man went 
on. “I’ve caught this bleeder three times this last fort
night—’ad to. My missus says we’d better go and live in 
Brum an’ ’ave done with it. Doesn’t like getting up an’ 
making me my bit 0’ breakfus’, an’ yer can’t blame ’er.” 
He brought out a small tin, selected a cigarette end, which 
he contrived to light after it had been tucked away under 
his large moustache. “ I’ve offered to make my own break
fus’ but that don’t do for ’er,” he continued, complacently 
blowing out smoke. “Muss ’ave a proper breakfus’, she 
says, me goin’ out like this, an’ so she sees I ’as one.”



Inigo tried to imagine a deliciously domestic Susie in
sisting upon his having a proper breakfast on a morning 
like this, but he did not succeed in creating a convincing 
image of her in the part. Would she ever even share a 
breakfast witjj him? He had never thought of her having 
breakfast, but now that meal, hitherto regarded as a very 
prosaic business, a mere gobbling of eggs and bacon, be
came touched with wonder and romance. He heard her 
voice—he could always hear her voice though he could 
never call up her face—asking him to pass the marmalade. 
He saw himself as a delightful attentive breakfast com
panion, without stopping to reflect that never in his life so 
far had he given any signs of being any such thing.

The London express offered him breakfast as soon as 
it left Birmingham, and he accepted its offer with alacrity. 
It was full of people who appeared to be old friends. Even 
the ticket-collectors and dining-car attendants seemed to 
know everybody. Men leaned across Inigo to ask one an
other where old Smith was. He had hardly begun his por
ridge before the man sitting next to him suddenly turned 
and shouted: “Hello! Wondered where you were. I say, 
is there any truth in that story about Bradbury and Tor
rence?” Inigo, startled, was about to stammer that he 
had not the least idea, when he discovered that his neigh
bour was not addressing him at all but a man busy chipping 
an egg at the other side of the aisle. And though the 
ticket-collector examined his ticket and the attendants 
brought him food, they did it impersonally, without any of 
those remarks about the weather and the number of people 
on the train that seemed to be offered to everybody else. 
At first he felt as if he had blundered into a party given 
by a complete stranger, perhaps the Lord Mayor of Bir
mingham. After a time, however, he merely felt that he 
was not really there at all. The train and its passengers 
did not believe in him.

A chance remark might break the spell. He tried the 
experiment at the end of breakfast, when the man next to 
him was lighting a pipe.

“ I say—er—what time do we get in ? ” said Inigo.
“Yes, rather,” the man replied, poking at bus pipe. 

And then he looked across the table at the man opposite, 
and, raising his voice, said : “ I told Mason the other day 
that the Chamber of Commerce people were making a big 
mistake.”

“Mistake!” roared the man across the table. “They’re 
making the biggest bloomer I ever heard of.”

Inigo’s neighbour nodded vigorously, gave another poke 
or two at his pipe, then turned sharply. “What d’you 
think?” he inquired.

Inigo was quite ready to damn the Chamber of Com
merce heartily, but once more it was the man at the other 
side of the aisle, the egg-chipper, the man who knew about 
Bradbury and Torrence, who was being addressed. And 
this fellow crossed over, put an arm at the back of Inigo’s 
seat, leaned forward, so far forward indeed that Inigo 
could easily have set fire to his beard and thought once 
of doing it, and then replied: “I’m not so sure about that, 
my boy. Remember what happened after the Stavěly Com
mission? Well, it might easily happen again—in nvy 
opinion.”

It was very odd. Inigo did not seem to be there. They 
did not appear to believe he was a real person. But as he 
knew very well that he was there and that he was a real 
person, this only meant that that dreamlike sensation per
sisted, robbing even a London express of its substantiality 
and turning roaring tons of business men into flitting 
shadows. Even when they finally chuff-chuffed into the 
terminus, the sensation still remained. There was nothing 
about that gloomy phantasmagoria to suggest that reality 
was breaking through. The place looked as if it had been 
designed by the same mad architect who had built the 
colossal Gatford Hippodrome of dreamland. Inigo hurried 
out of it.

II
It was too early to go to Felder and Hunterman’s, and 

Inigo was in no mood for exploring London. Besides, the 



streets were being slashed with cold rain. One minute a 
pale sun would creep out and set everything glittering, and 
the next minute the rain would come sweeping down, up 
would go overcoat collars and umbrellas, and the streets 
would be full of people running as if for their very lives. 
A lunatic city. Inigo went into a tea-shop not far from 
the station, and there ordered a cup of coffee that he did 
not want. This tea-shop had the air of still being in the 
hands of charwomen. There were no charwomen to be seen 
but the place seemed to smell damply and cheerlessly of 
their labours, and Inigo felt that at any moment a number 
of them would come trooping back to dry it off. The 
waitresses looked as if they had not yet recovered from a 
bitter reveille that had dragged them out of their little 
bedrooms, miles away in East Ham and Barking, and 
brought them sniffing in cold buses and trams and tubes 
to this tea-shop. Every customer, every order, was to them 
an affront. Their day had not really begun; they had 
hardly washed themselves yet; and as a protest against 
being disturbed so early they banged down sugar-basins 
and cruets on the little damp marble-topped tables. At 
close range they used the sniff, and at a distance the yawn. 
Such patrons as they had, however, seemed completely in
different, in no way affected by these marks of contempt. 
They sat lumpishly, unstirring, at their little tables, as 
stolid and incurious as the bags they had dumped down 
beside them. The one exception was Inigo, who found him
self compelled to order, receive, and sip his coffee with an 
apologetic air. There was, however, an Inigo inside, the 
skipper on the bridge, who was already indignant and pro
testing. There appeared to be a general conspiracy to 
pretend that he was feeble, of no account. And this tiny 
bristling Inigo inside asked everybody and everything in 
this huge lunatic warren of a London to wait, that’s all, 
just wait.

It is true that when he was actually on the way to Felder 
and Hunterman’s he suddenly felt ridiculous. The whole 
enterprise lost its sanity, seemed daft and hollow. What 

was he doing here with his parcel of silly songs? He ought 
to be going to Newman and Watley, the scholastic agents. 
They were solid and sensible. Their talk of French, His
tory, C. of E., some games, £150 Resident, was reasonable, 
and not at odds with these offices and shops and buses and 
policemen. But Felder and Hunterman? Jingling songs? 
Sli-p-pin round the Corner? Preposterous, absolutely! He 
was making a fool of himself. Everything he saw in the 
streets announced that there was probably no such person 
as Mr. Pitsner. The very name shattered conviction. By 
the time Inigo had reached Charing Cross Road, he was 
troubled by a little hollow place somewhere in the region 
of his stomach. He did not want to go any further.

There was still plenty of time, so he allowed himself 
to loiter. He began to look at shops. That saved him. 
Mr. Pitsner became real again. He had strolled into a little 
world in which the silliest jingle of a song was more im
portant than Newman and Watley and all their clients. 
He had now no excuse for believing that his visit was 
ridiculous. Charing Cross Road was bursting with songs. 
If the shops were not filled with sheets of music, then 
they were filled with gramophones and records and saxo
phones and drums and banjos. The place seemed to be a 
Jazz Exchange. Moreover, he saw rows of songs that he 
had already played himself and dismissed as poor stuff. He 
marched into one shop and glanced through about twenty 
of its newest songs, and most of them were so bad that he 
found himself gleefully whispering “Tripe, tripel” His 
self-confidence returned with a rush. These people thought 
day and night about these jingles, and even then they 
could only bring out this muck. He hesitated no longer, 
but marched upon Felder and Hunterman with all colours 
flying. He would show them.

“ I want Mr. Pitsner please,” he said sternly, handed 
over a card, and then without paying any more attention 
to the assistant, looked about him with a nonchalant, faintly 
contemptuous air. He refused to be impressed, though 
there could be no doubt that Mr. Milbrau had been right 



when he had said that his firm was the biggest in the trade. 
The place was fantastic. It was a vast bustling warehouse 
of sugary sentiment and cheap cynicism. Lost sweethearts 
—in waltz time and the key of E flat—were handled here 
by the hundredweight. Bewildering rows of smiling negroes 
implored you, in spite of the fact that they were clearing 
anything from two hundred pounds a week upward in 
London and occupying luxurious suites of rooms and rid
ing about in gigantic cars, to take them back to their shack 
in Southland. “Just Little Miss Latch-Key!” one wall 
screamed at you. “ S’Impossible ! ” another replied. “She’s 
a Blonde on Saturdays,” one row sneered, only to be an
swered, two hundred times over, by a companion row that 
cried: “She’s All I’ve Got.” And these were not merely 
songs. The least of them were Gigantic Successes. They 
were Hits, Whirlwinds, Riots, Ear-Haunters, Red Hots, 
Stormers. Messrs. Felder and Hunterman announced they 
were “Handing You Another.” Mr. Felder told you, in 
large crimson type, to “Get It Now and Watch It Grow!” 
Mr. Hunterman promised that it would be “ The Sensation 
This Season at Douglas and Blackpool ! ” And together 
they implored you to believe them when they said : “ It’s 
the Big Hit They’ll Ask to Have Plugged at Them 1 ” They 
told you frankly they were compelling every dance band 
in the country to play it, they were sweeping the North, 
they were sending the West End crazy. And they were 
proud of it.

Inigo shrugged his shoulders. He still refused to be 
impressed. Oh, Mr. Pitsner would see him, would he? Very 
well. He stalked after the assistant, down the corridor, 
into the lift. Mr. Pitsner’s room appeared to be at the top 
of the building and so he had ample time to imagine what 
Mr. Pitsner would look like. He saw a sort of super 
Milbrau, older, fatter, and more Hebraic, with even blacker 
hair and pinker shirt. He braced himself to meet this 
loud, hearty, designing fellow.

He did not meet him, however. He met a thin grey 
man, very quiet in manner and dress, a man who looked 

as if nothing had surprised him for twenty years. He gave 
Inigo the impression that he was tired and that he knew 
a great deal. Possibly he was tired of knowing a great deal. 
There was no mistake, though. This was Mr. Pitsner.

“ I’m glad to see you, Mr. Jollifant,” he said in a low 
and rather mournful voice. “ I’m not always here on Satur
day. In fact, I’m nearly always at home. But this time 
you’ve caught me. People don’t usually get into this room 
when they’ve just brought a few new numbers to us. If 
they did, I should never be able to get into it myself. But 
I had Milbrau’s letter about your things, you see. And 
Milbrau’s a very smart man.”

Inigo, who had accepted one of the fat Egyptian cigar
ettes that Mr. Pitsner had silently offered him, agreed that 
Mr. Milbrau was a very smart man.

“ Yes,” Mr. Pitsner continued sadly, “ he’s one of our 
smartest young men. In fact, I’m thinking of taking him 
off the road. He’s got something of a flair, something. 
I’ve backed his judgment once or twice and been rather 
fortunate. He seems to have been quite carried away by 
these tilings of yours. It’s surprising,” he added, in ex
actly the same mournful low tone, “but that doesn’t hap
pen once in five years, really new work coming from— 
well, if you don’t mind my saying so—from an outsider. 
People think it’s always happening, but it isn’t. You’re a 
pianist, aren’t you?”

Inigo briefly explained what he was and what he had 
done, and Mr. Pitsner listened politely but with a sort of 
quiet despair. When Inigo had done, Mr. Pitsner touched 
a bell and told the girl who answered to send Mr. Porry 
in. “I’d like Porry to hear them,” he said, watching the 
smoke curl from his cigarette. “He’s our memory man. 
He never forgets a tune.”

Inigo was bold enough to say that he hoped Mr. Porry 
would not remember these tunes too well. The moment he 
had spoken, he regretted having done so, but Mr. Pitsner, 
though it had been hinted to him that he might be a pos
sible thief, showed no signs of resentment. He merely
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shook his head. “We shan’t steal them, if that’s what you 
mean,” he said. “It wouldn’t pay us. Some people would, 
people in a small way. But it wouldn’t be worth our while. 
As a matter of fact, Porry’s here to prevent you stealing. 
No old stuff, you see, with a note or two altered. That 
won’t do. If we want anything like that, we can manufac
ture it here. Now would you like Porry to run through 
them on the piano or will you do it yourself?”

Inigo said he would do it himself, but he did not feel 
very cheerful about it. No worse audience than Mr. Pitsner 
could possibly be imagined. It was incredible that he could 
be connected in any way with the rows of silly songs and 
the photographs and the screaming placards below. It 
did not look as if earthquakes and revolutions could arouse 
in him the least interest, let alone a few jingles. Mr. Porry, 
a nondescript middle-aged man, arrived and accepted one 
of those cynical Egyptian cigarettes, and then Inigo dashed 
into one of his later numbers. Having got through one, 
he did not wait to hear any comment from the two sitting 
behind him, but went straight onto the next, keeping that 
Going Home number of Susie’s and Slippin round, the 
Corner until the last. By the time he had come to these 
two, he had lost any feeling of diffidence. He was simply 
enjoying himself at the piano again, and if Messrs. Pitsner 
and Porry did not like it, they could jolly well lump it. 
He slipped round the corner with all his old mischievous 
spirit. The music was in front of him, just as a matter of 
form; he never looked at it. He let the old tune rip, and 
as he played, odd little images of people and places, from 
Mrs. Tarvin and Washbury Manor to Rawsley and Sandy- 
bay and Susie and Elsie, Miss Trant and Oakroyd, came 
glimmering and joggling through his mind.

“A-ha, a-ha!” a great voice roared in his ear. “What 
have we here? Listen to this, Monte. Tumty-tum-tidce-dee. 
Don’t stop, ol’ man, don’t stop. Let her have it once 
more.”

Two other men were now in the room. The one who 
was imploring Inigo not to stop was a big fellow with a 

paunch, a swollen face, and a humorous eye. That was 
Mr. Tanker. The other, Monte, was no other than Mr. 
Monte Mortimer, whose name was known even to Inigo, 
who did not pretend to much knowledge of the theatre, as 
a producer of revues. Mr. Mortimer was rather like a 
smallish, plump, and shaven Assyrian. He would have 
looked perfectly at home superintending the preparations 
for some gorgeous and possibly depraved entertainment 
at the Court in Nineveh. This life of big hits and gigantic 
successes had not left him so weary as it had Mr. Pitsner, 
but on the other hand he had nothing of Mr. Tanker’s gusto 
and goodfellowship.

“ I’d like to hear those things through,” said Mr. Mor
timer, after there had been introductions and explanations.

Mr. Pitsner nodded. “ You ought to. I’d thought about 
you before you came in. I rather think they’re what you’re 
looking for,” he added, in his usual tones of quiet despair.

“Two sure winners there at least, if you ask me,” Mr. 
Porry put in, with the air of a man who knows the value of 
his opinion even though it has not been sought.

“ That last is one, Porry,” cried the genial Mr. Tanker. 
“ It’s tricky. It really is, by God it is. Tricky. You could 
plug that one till the roof went, Monte, and they wouldn’t 
mind. Not like most of the bitchy stuff we have to keep 
playing. Have you got the words there, ol’ man? Good. 
Well, when you come round to that one again, I’ll sing it. 
I will, I’ll sing it. And don’t let anybody tell me after this 
that we baton-waggers are jealous. We don’t know what 
jealousy is. Now then, ol’ man, let her have it again.”

Inigo did let her have it, and Mr. Tanker, who was 
Mortimer’s musical director and a composer of these things 
himself, stood by the piano, humming and tapping and 
beating time, putting in some amusing little saxophone, 
banjo, and trombone parts. When they came to Slippin' 
round the Corner, he produced a husky little tenor voice 
that battled manfully with the song. Inigo, who by this time 
had decided that he did not give a damn for any of them, 
darted and flashed among the keys, in which antics he was

12* 



finally assisted by Mr. Tanker, who put in fantastic little 
variations, in the high treble. And now another voice was 
there, humming away. It had brought with it all the per
fumes of Araby. Inigo was aware of a presence somewhere 
near him, but until he had banged the final chord there 
was no time to make out what it was.

“Whoa!” cried Mr.Tanker, mopping his brow. “Hello, 
Ethel! Isn’t that a beauty? They’re all damned good, but 
the last two are real hell-busters.”

“Don’t tell me you wrote that, Jimmy,” said the lady 
who had just arrived. She spoke in a strong metallic voice, 
and indeed she looked a strong metallic person. Inigo 
recognised her at once as Miss Ethel Georgia, the well- 
known revue and musical comedy artiste. He had seen her 
on the stage once or twice, and had seen dozens of photo
graphs of her. Behind the footlights she was a ravishing 
creature, but at close range everything about her, her face, 
her figure, her clothes, her voice, her whole personality, 
was overpowering, too stunning. Inigo felt as if he were 
being introduced to an amiable blonde tigress.

“ He’s just popped in from Little Woozlum or Puddle- 
ton-on-the-Slag,” Mr. Tanker explained, “ and brought in 
a bunch of winners. That’s one you’ve just heard.”

“What you have just heard, ladies and gentlemen,” 
Miss Georgia wheezed nasally, in a parody of those dance
band men who announce their tunes, “is Ethel Georgia’s 
new number, to be featured with sensational success in Mr. 
Monte Mortimer’s forthcoming revue Who Did.?”

“I’m not so sure about that, Ethel,” Mr. Mortimer 
called out.

“ I am, Monte,” she retorted, with a flash of personality 
that was like a magnesium flare. “I want it.”

“We’ll see about that,” he replied, easily. There was, 
however, a certain suggestion that he had tamed tigresses 
in his Assyrian days and could still do the trick, if neces
sary.

They all began talking at once, even the mournful 
Pitsner, who somehow contrived to hold his own with the 

others without raising his flat sad voice. Meanwhile, how
ever, Inigo found himself talking to another new arrival 
who must have come in with Miss Georgia. He was a rotund 
fellow, most unwisely dressed in a plus-fours suit of glaring 
Harris tweed. As he peered at Inigo through a pair of 
hom-rimmed glasses, Inigo felt that there was something 
familiar about this rather droll face.

“ I’d like to have a look through those other numbers,” 
he said, “before Ethel grabs the lot.” Miss Georgia was 
now in the middle of the room, arguing with Mortimer and 
Tanker. “ If she gets her lily-white hand on ’em, no earthly 
chance for yours truly. She’s a terror. I’ll bet you’re won
dering what the devil I’m doing here in these clothes. Well, 
I’ll tell you. I ought to be just laying one nicely on the 
green now, out at Esher, but she rings me up, not ten 
minutes before I was due to start. And did I get my golf? 
Be yourself ! Drags me round here, round everywhere. And 
I’ve got a matinee this afternoon. I’ve to be funny from 
ten to three until five to five. She’s all right, she’s not 
working till Monte puts on his new show. But look at me. 
Still working, rehearsing Monte’s show—or what there is 
of it—and then can’t get a round of golf in. Oh, she’s 
wicked! Here, even the wife’s frightened of her. ‘Tell 
her you won’t go,’ she says to me. ‘Tell her yourself,’ I 
says. And did she? What a hope! Now let’s have a look 
at these songs.”

By this time Inigo thought he had recognised him. 
“Aren’t you Mr. Alfred Nott?”

“ I am. I’m the only man in England who is not not Mr. 
Alfred Nott. Can you squeeze a laugh out of that? I thought 
not. Trouble about that gag is, if you’re sober it doesn’t 
amuse you and if you’re canned, you can’t work it out. 
Every time I used to meet old Billy Crutch when he was 
soaked, I used to tell him that one, and believe me or be
lieve me not, it bothered him so much he always ordered 
a black coffee and then went home in a cab, to think it 
out. Here, this looks a good number. Just fiddle it quietly, 
will you, old boy?”



But Inigo was not allowed to do any quiet tiddling. 
The others pounced upon him, though even when they had 
him in their midst they still went on talking to one another. 
It is true they were talking about him. He could not help 
wondering what would happen if he quietly walked out.

“The point is, Pitsner, you’ve got to let me have the 
first cut,” said Mr. Mortimer. “ And so long as the rights 
are tied up----- ”

“ So long as they are,” said Mr. Pitsner, out of the 
depths of his weary cynicism and Egyptian smoke.

“Well, you know that’s all right so far as we’re con
cerned. You can tie that string on the dog’s tail now,” Mr. 
Mortimer continued.

Miss Georgia yawned spectacularly at the lot of them. 
“Hurry up, for God’s sake, Monte, and buy that bunch, 
anyhow. You’ve got one number so far that’s worth a 
damn, and I brought that one in.”

“Right, Ethel, quite right,” said Mr. Tanker heartily. 
“I know ’cos I wrote some of the duds myself. But then 
I’m not jealous. I’m not a comedienne.”

“Aren’t you, Jimmy?” she cried. And then she let 
out a sudden hard peal of laughter. “You never know till 
you’ve tried. A bit of crêpe de Chine, Jimmy, and some 
powder might work miracles. Come round and I’ll see 
what I can do for you, sweetie.”

“Keep the big gags for the night, Miss Georgia,” said 
Mr. Tanker with tremendous mock severity. “ And now let’s 
get on with the business. I’m thirsty.”

Mr. Pitsner held up his hand and looked at Inigo. “ We 
like these things of yours, Mr.—er—Jollifant-----”

“You’ve got it in you, my boy,” the irrepressible Mr. 
Tanker put in, clapping Inigo on the shoulder. “Your for
tune’s made—nearly.”

“The point is this.” It was Mr. Mortimer’s turn now. 
“I can use all those numbers you’ve got there. And some 
more, if they’re as good. And some more after that. Per
forming rights, sheet music, gramophone records—well, you 
know what happens or you ought to do. There’s bags of 

money in it, as you know, bags and bags. And Mr. Pitsner 
here and I can start you going. All right. Well, I under
stand you came up to see Felder and Hunterman. You’re 
not tied up to anybody else, not even negotiating with ’em, 
is that right?”

“Correct, absolutely,” replied Inigo cheerfully. “No
body in London has heard these things, though I don’t 
mind telling you they’ve been a colossal hit in all sorts of 
places you’ve never heard of. With my troupe, you know.”

“ That’s what Milbrau wrote to me,” said Mr. Pitsner 
sadly. “Getting over tremendously in—where is it? Gat- 
ford. He said they were eating it.”

“ Good ! I’ll bet they were,” cried Mr. Mortimer, who 
seemed to be in an excellent temper now. “Well, my—Mr. 
—er—Jollifant—you’ve come to the right firm here, no 
doubt about that, and of course you’ll be willing to publish 
here. That right ? ”

“I should think so.”
“And as you happen to be a lucky man,” Mr. Mortimer 

continued smoothly, “you’ve struck—this morning of all 
mornings—the one man who’s looking for you. That’s me. 
I could easily come the old game, discourage you, say we’ve 
plenty of stuff just as good, and so on, but that’s not my 
style, and if it was, I shouldn’t be Monte Mortimer----- ”

“So three cheers for the red, white and blue,” cried 
Miss Georgia derisively. “Band, please!”

“If you’re solid with Felder and Hunterman, that’ll 
do Mr. Pitsner here. Now I come in. I use those numbers ” 
—he paused impressively—“and I use some more.”

“ Bravo ! ” cried Mr. Tanker.
“Now you’re talking like a man, Monte,” said Miss 

Georgia, patting him on the shoulder. “That’s the kind 
of talk I like to hear. Give the boy his chance. And give 
this little girl one too. That number about slipping is mine 
from now on, eh?”

“ So there you are,” said Mr. Mortimer, smiling at Inigo. 
“And now what do you say?”

This was where Inigo began. “ I’ve a good deal to say,” 



he announced, with a highly creditable appearance of com
plete calm.

“ I know.” Mr. Mortimer waved a hand. Messrs. Pitsner, 
Tanker and Porry smiled in concert. “Terms, of course. 
Don’t you worry. The terms will be all right. They’re going 
to surprise you.”

Inigo grinned. “That’s what we’re going to talk about. 
I’ve got some terms too. I hope they won’t surprise you. 
But they might.”

They all stared at him, and Miss Georgia pursed up 
her scarlet lips and produced a droll little whistle. Then 
Mr. Mortimer looked at Mr. Pitsner, and Mr. Tanker looked 
at Mr. Porry. If one of the armchairs had suddenly made 
a remark, had perhaps pointed out that it was getting 
rather tired of that room, they could hardly have been 
more astonished. Inigo walked over to where Mr. Alfred 
Nott was still examining the manuscript music.

“I fancy this one,” said Mr. Nott. “Here, оГ man, 
you’re not taking it away, are you?”

“For the time being,” replied Inigo firmly, “I am.” 
And he gathered the sheets together and then put them in 
the small attaché case he had brought with him. He did 
this with great deliberation, and reminded himself that no 
man who could justifiably be called feeble would have 
been able to achieve such calm and poise.

Somebody coughed. Then Miss Georgia, who was clearly 
enjoying the situation, suddenly let out a harsh scream of 
laughter. There was a murmur of voices. Inigo turned and 
rejoined the group.

“ I must say I don’t quite----- ” Mr. Pitsner began.
Mr. Mortimer interrupted him. “Leave this to me, 

Pitsner,” he said. “You’re all right in this. Now then, 
Mr. Jollifant----- ”

“What about a drink?” cried Mr. Tanker jovially. 
“That’s what you mean, isn’t it, Monte? For God’s sake, 
let’s have a drink before there’s any more talking.”

“ I’m agreeable,” said Mr. Mortimer. “ We’ll run round 
and have a look at Robert. He ought to be having an in

spiration about now. Come on, Mr. Jollifant. Bye-bye, 
Pitsner, that’ll be all right.”

As they filed out, Inigo was rewarded with a huge 
friendly grimace from the redoubtable Miss Georgia. “I 
don’t know what you’re pulling,” she whispered, “but some 
of you nice boys from college have got a Nerve. You’d 
get away with murder.” She squeezed his arm. “You freeze 
him a bit. It’ll do Monte good.”

But Inigo could only stammer vaguely in reply to this. 
Faced with Miss Georgia, he had no nerve. She terrified 
him.

ІП
Robert proved to be a grave, white-coated American 

who stood behind a cocktail bar in the glittering basement 
of one of the West End hotels. Inigo did not know which 
hotel it was. He knew very little about these establish
ments, and then everything had happened so quickly. Leav
ing Messrs. Pitsner and Porry behind, the four of them 
had rushed down and entered an enormous car; the car 
had shot them round several corners; and after that he 
found himself looking at Robert. The entry of Robert 
upon the scene did not make for clarity and a steady pro
gression of events. After two of his cocktails, the very 
largest and strongest that Inigo had ever tasted, Inigo 
found that the day tended to slip further and further into 
unreality. He himself was all right, solidly there in the 
centre and quite determined to do all that he had planned 
to do, but everything else, however bright and noisy it 
might be, was at some remove from himself and reality, 
all phantasmagoria. Throughout he realised that Mr. Monte 
Mortimer was a personage of great power and influence, 
who had only to clap his hands and your name would 
be in all the papers and on all the hoardings, but he did 
not feel any respect for him because, after all, Mr. Mor
timer too was a figure in the phantasmagoria.

That is why Inigo, after being asked what the idea was, 
did not hesitate to speak out boldly. “You like these 



things I’ve written, don’t you?” he said. “You want to 
use them, and you’d like me to write some more?”

“That’s it. And you’re lucky, as I told you before. 
Hello, Tommy! Yes, I want to talk to you, but you’ll have 
to wait. All right, make it Tuesday.” These last remarks, 
of course, were not addressed to Inigo but to some stranger 
who wanted to join them. The place was filling with people, 
and most of them seemed to be anxious to talk to Mr. Mor
timer. “Yes, you’re lucky.”

“No doubt you’re right, absolutely,” said Inigo, speak
ing with great firmness and looking sternly at two people, 
a very large man and a very small woman, who threatened 
to break in. “But I don’t care much about that. In fact 
I don’t give a damn.”

“ What ! ” Mr. Mortimer was horrified.
“ Not really—not a damn. If you don’t mind my putting 

it that way. I’m not trying to be offensive, you know, please 
understand that. Hello, is this for me?” For two more 
glasses, charged with the sorceries of the grave Robert, had 
suddenly appeared from nowhere.

“ It is,” replied Mr. Mortimer, a trifle grimly. Could 
this fantastic young man be drunk? The query, a hopeful 
one, was there in his quick glance at the glass.

“I want you,” Inigo continued, after smiling at Mr. 
Nott, who intimated from a distance that the latest drink 
had been provided by him, “I want you to see a friend of 
mine, one of the girls in our concert party.”

“ Ah ! ” And Mr. Mortimer put a great deal of meaning 
into this single syllable.

“I don’t want you to engage her, naturally,” said Inigo 
with dignity. “You haven’t seen her. But once you see her 
you’ll want to give her a part. She’s a genius.”

Mr. Mortimer smiled. Then he nodded to several people, 
presumably important people, people with names and 
careers in the profession, people who would only be too 
glad if he would give them even the smallest part. And 
then he smiled again.

“Genius,” said Inigo again. “The real thing.”

The other was paternal. “Don’t you bother your head 
about your concert party, my boy. You’ve done with that. 
In a month or two, you’ll laugh when you think of it. You 
will.”

“Because you’ve taken my songs, you mean?”
“That’s right. You’ll be too busy.”
“Can’t be done,” said Inigo, who felt vaguely that this 

was a good hard business-like phrase. “Can’t be done, 
absolutely. Those are my terms. You’ve got to have a look 
at this girl—‘see her working’ as they say in The Stage 
advertisements. Otherwise, no songs. I don’t want to be 
vulgar—though I feel it’s all in the part—but take it or 
leave it.”

“But my dear chap,” the great man protested, “it’s ab
surd. It’s all right standing by your friends—done it my
self—but who d’you think I am? Of course I know there’s 
always a certain amount of new talent knocking about in 
the provinces—I’ve gone down and spotted a few myself 
in my time—but really you can’t expect me, Monte Mor
timer, to go and have a look at a girl in a concert party 
I never heard of, you can’t expect it, you can’t really! 
No, damn it!”

“If you saw this girl—her name’s Susie Dean, by the 
way,” Inigo added, with a little thrill of pleasure, “you’d 
jump at her. Somebody will very soon, I can tell you that. 
And it might as well be you.”

Mr. Mortimer shook his head and smiled like one who 
pities innocent and impressionable youth, ignorant as yet 
of this hard world.

This would not do for Inigo. “ You never heard of these 
songs of mine before, did you? Well, this girl’s better than 
those songs. And as a matter of fact there’s a fellow too 
in the party, a light comedian and dancer, who’s first-class 
too. This is no ordinary concert party, I can tell you. 
Hang it, I ought to know. This girl’s worth fifty of that 
Georgia woman. Take my word for it. Why, if somebody 
had told you yesterday about these songs of mine, you 
wouldn’t have believed them.”



“That’s all right,” said Mr. Mortimer dubiously. “But 
now I’ve heard the songs.”

“And to-night you’ll see this girl,” Inigo told him.
“To-night! You’re crazy.”
“The place is Gatford.”
“I never heard of it,” Mr. Mortimer moaned. “What 

d’you call it? Gatford? My God! To-night at Gatford! 
Oh, come now, you’ve had your laugh—let’s talk sense, 
let’s get down to business.”

“ I have got down to it,” Inigo pointed out. “ I’m up to 
the neck in it, absolutely. No Gatford, no songs.”

“It’s blackmail, my dear chap, it really is. You can’t 
dictate to me like that. You’re cutting yoiir own throat.”

“As to that,” Inigo told him, at once heartily and 
firmly, “I don’t give a damn. Have another of Robert’s 
potions ? ”

“We must get a bit of food,” said Mr. Mortimer. “I 
ordered a table here. You must lunch with me.”

“Delighted! And, thank you. But I warn you,” Inigo 
added, “ I shan’t unbend. The more food and drink I have, 
the more iron goes into my will. Even now it’s got a 
metallic sound.”

“ Hang on a minute, my boy,” said Mr. Mortimer, dart
ing Assyrian glances to left and right. “Hello, Jeff! ’Lo, 
МШу! Yes, in a minute.” And off he went.

Inigo found himself talking to Mr. Alfred Nott, who 
popped up as quickly and quietly as a fish out of the sea. 
The place was very full now, and Robert and his assistants 
or acolytes were concocting and shaking and pouring out 
and handing over their liquid fire-and-ice as fast as they 
could. Everybody talked at once, at full speed, and at the 
top of his voice. Inigo was trying to tell Mr. Nott, who was 
a friendly little man, all about The Good, Companions, but 
other people’s conversations or, rather, monologues were 
for ever getting in the way. He was compelled to learn 
that about twenty shows were rotten, their theatres full of 
paper every night ; that various gentlemen of the profession 
had been touched for tenners ; that various ladies had said 

once and for all that they were not going to have their 
salaries slashed like that and that if Mr. Fenkel didn’t like 
it he could do the other thing; that Queenie was at her 
old game, grabbing all the fat; that it was as much as 
your life was worth at the Pall Mail to get a laugh when 
Tommy Mawson was on.

“Did you say you knew Jimmy Nunn?” roared Inigo.
“Know him well,” replied Mr. Nott, in his wheezing 

voice. “ Me and Jimmy . . . panto in Burnley in nineteen— 
let me see—it must have been----- ”

“What?”
“It died standing, believe me,” said a voice right in 

Inigo’s ear.
He jumped and looked round. “What? I beg your par

don,” he gasped.
“Granted,” said the owner of the voice, with grave 

politeness. “I said it died standing. The remark was not 
addressed to you.”

“I know it wasn’t, now,” said Inigo. “I’m sorry.”
“ But for your information, I may say it referred to the 

act of Kramer and Konley at the New York Palace,” 
the man continued bitterly. “The act died standing and 
now they’re through with Big Time. Isn’t that so, Oby?”

“I’ll say it is,” said a voice from the other side.
“Thanks very much,” said Inigo. He did not under

stand what they were talking about, but by this time it did 
not matter. This was not the ordinary sane world.

“Laugh,” cried Mr. Nott, who was apparently just 
finishing a story, “ I thought I should never stop for weeks. 
You oughter seen him, ol’ man.” And he laughed himself, 
and so Inigo laughed too, having no doubt at all that it 
had been very funny indeed.

Then Mr. Mortimer arrived again, with various people 
swarming and crying in his wake, and said it was time they 
had a bit of food, and led the way out of Robert’s domain 
into a much larger room, more glittering and noisier still, 
a medley of little tables and hurrying waiters and popping 
corks and Madame Butterply with full tremolo effects. Mr.



Nott went with them, and then Miss Georgia appeared 
again, bringing with her Mr. Tanker and two other people 
whose names Inigo never caught, a Semitic youth with 
waved hair and a small dark girl with the whitest face 
and reddest lips Inigo had ever seen. The moment they 
had sat down, waiters descended upon them with oysters 
and caviare and champagne and other things that Inigo 
ate and drank in a dim sort of way. Everybody talked at 
once, and Miss Georgia and Mr. Tanker, the Semitic youth 
and the small dark girl, all shouted to friends of theirs at 
other tables, and sometimes people stopped at the table 
because they “just had to tell you” and then Miss Georgia 
or the Semitic youth “just had to tell” them something 
back, so that it was like lunching in a painted and gilded 
pandemonium. Inigo, however, even when the champagne 
was still bubbling inside him, kept hold of the thread that 
had guided him from the real world into this sumptuous 
craziness, and though Mr. Mortimer affected the utmost in
credulity and dismay, Inigo held on and only repeated his 
“terms,” a word he liked to bring out as often as possible 
because he felt it was a word of power. Mr. Mortimer be
gan looking at him with increasing respect. He conde
scended to ask questions, to which Inigo bellowed back 
(you had to bellow) the most enthusiastic replies. It was 
obvious that the great man was weakening. Inigo referred 
pointedly to the afternoon train he was catching, back to 
Gatford. The songs would be returning on that train too. 
Though of course they might come up to London again, 
those songs, quite soon.

“ Get me a boy,” said Mr. Mortimer to a waiter. Though 
the lunch was still going on, he took Inigo to one side, 
away from the table. A great man does not announce a 
decision when he is barely eighteen inches from a mixed 
grill. “ I’ll do it,” he said impressively. “ It wrecks the rest 
of this day, but I can fix that. Tell me where I’ve got to 
go and don’t forget to see I’ve got a decent seat. Better 
wire now. I can run you down myself in my car. No, I 
can’t—shan’t get down till about eight. How far is this 

place? About a hundred miles or so, eh? Do it under three 
hours and get back sometime to-night. You don’t think so? 
You don’t know my car, my boy. I’ll eat it.” And when 
the pageboy arrived, he gave him instructions and messages 
innumerable, and among them was one from Inigo, a wire 
to the Gatford Hippodrome to reserve one stall. The great 
Monte Mortimer would see The Good Companions. Inigo 
did not say so in his wire ; he sang it softly but triumphantly 
in his heart. And all the lights in the place seemed to grow 
brighter; the waiters suddenly began bringing nectar and 
ambrosia; the tables were crowded with the drollest good 
fellows and the prettiest women in London, such laughter, 
such wit; and the orchestra stopped making an irritating 
noise and decided to play the most delicious little tunes, 
to fiddle you into a happy trance.

“I should like to ask you a question,” said Inigo care
fully, when he was taking leave of Mr. Mortimer. “ You’re 
a man of experience, you know the world. Do you honestly 
think I can be described as feeble?”

“As what?”
“Feeble is the word.”
“ I could call you many things,” said Mr. Mortimer, per

haps a trifle grimly. “You’re a young man who could be 
called many things. But not feeble. If you’re feeble, most 
of the young men who work for me have been dead a long 
time. I don’t know what you’re like at pulling out the 
teeth of sharks, but in the ordinary way, just doing the 
ordinary sort of things, such as making a very busy and 
quite well-known theatrical producer go across England to 
see a pierrot show he’s never heard of before, you’re—er 
—well, you’re not feeble. And—er ” he paused, art
fully. I (

“Well?”
“You can tell her that from me. And that’s where I 

get one in, don’t I? Thought so. See you to-night then, 
and my God, if this girl of yours is a frost, you’ll hear 
something from me. And, don’t forget, these numbers of 



yours have got to go with a bang. I’m banking on them, 
not the girl. Bye-bye.”

Inigo caught the 3.15. It sent him to sleep and then 
wakened him at Birmingham. The train from Birmingham 
to Gatford was crowded with young men who all seemed 
far more excited than Inigo was, though they had only been 
to a football match, whereas he had been—well, where 
had he been? Oh, he didn’t know, it was all so absurd. 
Perhaps on the borders of a dream—by train, and at a 
reduced fare, namely a single fare and a third for the 
double journey—to a Charing Cross Road that might easily 
have begun swelling and quivering like a bubble. Felder 
and Hunterman, Pitsner and Porry—the Anthropophagi 
and men whose heads do grow beneath their shoulders. 
Gatford station, however, contrived to hint that it knew 
what was going on in his own head. “ Stuff and nonsense ! ” 
it said, platforms, porters, kiosks, and all.

IV
Susie’s birthday tea-party, held in a large upstairs room 

in Miss Trant’s hotel, was just finishing when Inigo arrived. 
There were signs that Mr. Morton Mitcham was about to 
make a speech over the ruins of the feast. Inigo, a little 
dazed and breathless, stammered something. Susie looked 
suddenly frozen; not a glimmer of welcome on her face. 
Miss Mamie Potter was not there because she had not been 
invited. But Jerry Jemingham was not there, either, though 
Inigo knew that he had been invited. All the others were 
present and were now looking at him reproachfully. No 
one knew where he had been.

“Nay, Inigo,” said Mr. Oakroyd, who liked to speak his 
mind on all occasions, “this is no time to turn up, lad. I 
thowt you’d ha’ been t’first here, I did an’ all.”

“That’s right,” said Joe, with that complacent want of 
tact which made Mrs. Joe, even yet, despair of him. “ Where 
in the name of goodness have you been to, young feller? 
We want an apology from you.”

“Oh, shut up, Joe,” cried Susie. “We don’t want any
thing of the kind. It doesn’t matter. What were you say
ing, Jimmy?”

“ I’m awfully sorry, Susie,” said Inigo. “ You see----- ”
“It doesn’t matter,” she replied, coldly and wearily, 

and then she looked at Jimmy as if it were a pleasure to 
see a real human being.

Inigo sat down, and though he knew his triumph was 
at hand, he could not help wishing that Mr. Monte Mortimer 
was waiting outside. They all began talking again, and he 
felt out of it. “Where’s Jemingham?” he asked finally.

“ Couldn’t come, he said,” replied Mrs. Joe, in a whis
per that carried further than any ordinary tone. “He sent 
a note and a present—very nice, too—I mean the present 
—a box of handkerchiefs, all in good taste, and very ac
ceptable, upon my word, I was surprised. That young man 
is a Mystery to me, and I don’t believe in making them— 
mysteries, you know. If he’d come and brought nothing, 
that wouldn’t have surprised me. If he’d brought his 
present himself, that wouldn’t have surprised me, either. 
But not coming himself and yet sending such a nice present, 
now that is surprising. He’s a Mystery.”

But Inigo was not listening. He did not care whether 
Jerry Jemingham was a mystery or not. He was busy curs
ing himself because he had forgotten Susie’s present. He 
had meant to buy it in London. They had all given Susie 
something—he could see the little parcels on the table— 
only he had forgotten. Trae, there was Mr. Monte Mortimer, 
who was really a large gift, but that was not the same thing. 
Here was Susie, twenty-one, never to be twenty-one again, 
though new solar systems should arise and new planets 
dawn in the blue, and he had not been here to wish her 
many happy returns and hand over something gloriously 
sumptuous and see her look at it, eager, excited, happy. 
She did not look a bit excited and happy now. Had her 
birthday party been a frost? Damn Felder and Hunter
man and Monte Mortimer ! He ought not to have bothered 
about them. And what did Jemingham, the little bounder,
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mean by not turning up, merely sending some snivelling 
handkerchiefs?

“ Well, Miss Trant, boys and girls,” said Jimmy, rising, 
“time to go, if you ask me. Well wish Susie all the good 
luck she deserves—and good health, that’s a great thing in 
the profession, I give you my word—after the show to
night. We ought to go and have bit of a rest. It’s a big 
night to-night, house booked right up, and all for Susie 
here. Gatford’s going to get the show of its life to-night, 
I say, so we’d better take it easy for an hour or so before 
we start. That’s all right, isn’t it, Susie?”

Susie nodded, smiling at him but not too cheerfully. 
They all drifted away from the table. There was a move
ment towards the door. Susie began gathering up her little 
packages. This was Inigo’s opportunity.

“ Look here, Susie, I’m awfully sorry,” he began.
“It doesn’t matter,” she said, and turned away. The 

others were going now.
This would not do at all. He grabbed hold of her wrist. 

“ I’m awfully sorry I couldn’t get here in time,” he added 
quickly, “and I’ve gone and forgotten your present too. 
No, you must listen, you must.”

“I don’t want to hear anything about it. Let me go”
“ I won’t until you’ve heard what I have to say. You 

see, I had to go up to London to-day----- ”
“London!” There was a quick change of tone.
“ Yes, London. I didn’t tell anybody I was going. I had 

to see Felder and Hunterman, the music people----- ”
“Inigo, your songs! They’ve been hearing them. Have 

they taken them? Do tell me, quick!” She was excited 
enough now, and all her eagerness was for him and his 
songs; she was not thinking about herself at all. And 
this was a wonderful moment for him. He had sometimes 
thought she was selfish, and many a time, long after that 
day, he was to think so again, but the recollection of that 
moment in the hotel at Gatford always drove the thought 
out of his head.

“They want them all right,” he began slowly.

“Oh, go on, go on. You’re so slow. Tell me all about 
it quick. If you don’t, I shall think you’re feeble again.”

“Well, you see, that man Monte Mortimer heard them 
too and wants them for a new revue of his.”

“ Inigo ! ” She gave a little scream of delight. Then her 
face fell. “You’re pulling my leg. You never saw Monte 
Mortimer.”

“ I did, I tell you, Susie.” And he told her what had 
happened in Mr. Pitsner’s room. She listened, breath
less.

“You’re made, my dear,” she cried. “You’ll be rolling 
soon. Marvellous ! I am glad. And now the poor old Good 
Companions are busted. Yes, they are—bound to be.” 
Then, after a pause: “But I’ll tell you straight, I hate to 
think of Ethel Georgia singing those numbers. You ought 
to have told him about me,” she added wistfully.

“I did, woman, I did,” roared Inigo in triumph. “I 
told him about nothing else.”

“You didn’t, did you? Did he say anything? Laugh, I 
suppose?”

“Laugh be blowed! I’d have given him laugh. What 
he said doesn’t matter. The point is he’s coming to the 
show to-night.”

“What!” This time it was a scream. She shook him 
hard. “Inigo, don’t be so daft. He’s not coming here.”

“He’s coming here to see the show to-night,” he re
peated with great deliberation and emphasis. “ As a matter 
of fact he’s coming to see you.”

“Monte Mortimer!”
“The great chief himself—if he is a great chief.”
“But how?—why?—I mean, how did you do it? Oh, 

I don’t believe it.”
, “ I just told him to come down, and he’s coming down. 

I’ve reserved a seat for him. I may be feeble, but when I 
start----- ”

“ Oh, shut up about being feeble ! I never meant it any
how. Let me think a minute. No, I can’t think. Oh, I shall 
be all in bits. I’ve thought about something like this hap-
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pening so many times that now I can’t bear it. I feel funny 
already. I shall make a mess of it.”

Inigo was alarmed. “Perhaps I ought not to have told 
you.”

“ Of course you ought, silly. I’d never have forgiven 
you if you hadn’t. I shall be all right when the time comes. 
If I’m not, then I’m no good. Gosh, what a chance!” She 
went twirling away, then just as suddenly came back to 
him, looking thoughtful. “ Suppose he doesn’t like me. 
That’ll be a ghastly wash-out, won’t it?”

“He’ll like you all right,” said Inigo. “If he doesn’t, 
he’s a fathead, absolutely. And he won’t get any songs of 
mine. Under which king, Besonian, speak or die! That’s 
what I shall say to him.”

“ Darling ! But look here, Inigo, I’m not going to let you 
tie those songs of yours to me like that----- ”

“Listen to me. Never mind about that.” He caught 
hold of her hands. “ I’m sorry I couldn’t get back sooner 
for your party----- ”

“ Don’t rub it in. I couldn’t help it being furious, could 
I? You ought to have told me what you were going to do. 
Though it’s more exciting like this, I must say, Inigo.”

“ That’s the point. If nothing had happened, you’d have 
been disappointed and your birthday would have been 
mucked up, absolutely. As it is, I forgot your present----- ”

“You didn’t. The great Monte’s my present. Mar
vellous present!”

“And I never wished you anything. It isn’t too late, 
is it? Many happy returns of the day, Susie.”

“Thank you.” She said this quietly, demurely. But 
then, with a glorious rush: “Oh—I’m an idiot—but I’m 
so happy. Inigo, you are a darling.” And her arms were 
about his neck and she had kissed him, all in a flash.

For a minute or two he held her there. No, not for a 
minute or two. These were not minutes, to be briskly ticked 
away by the marble clock on the mantelpiece and then lost 
for ever; the world of Time was far below, wrecked, a 
darkening ruin, forgotten; he had burst through into that 

enchanted upper air where suns and moons rise, stand still, 
and fall at the least whisper of the spirit. Let us leave 
him there. We must remember that he was a romantic and 
extravagant youth and very much in love—a young ass. 
Nor must we forget that such asses do have such moments. 
Isis still appears to them as she once appeared to that 
Golden Ass of the fable, and they still feed upon her roses 
and are transfigured.

CHAPTER IV
A BENEFIT PERFORMANCE

I
The last time we were actually present when Tire Good. 

Companions began a performance was on a Saturday night, 
the first real Night they had, at Sandybay, months ago. 
That was a tremendous occasion—or so it seemed then— 
but it was nothing to this, a Saturday night at the Gatford 
Hippodrome. Susie’s birthday, Susie’s benefit, with Mr. 
Monte Mortimer due to arrive almost any time, and every 
seat in the house taken—even the box. Yes, the Gatford 
Hippodrome had a box—not four boxes, not two boxes, 
but one solitary box. Its curtains were rather dingy, and it 
was difficult to make out whether its four little chairs 
were gilded or not, but nevertheless it was a proper box, 
ready to receive any great personage visiting the town who 
expressed a wish to attend a performance at the Hippo
drome. And of course it could be booked, in the ordinary 
way. But as great personages rarely visited the Hippo
drome and other people preferred to sit in comfort, this 
box was not often occupied, though professional friends of 
the manager would occasionally accept a seat in it for an 
odd hour. But now, on this great night, it had been taken. 
Nobody knew who had taken it, or at least nobody admitted 
having any knowledge. Thus, Jerry Jemingham might pos
sibly have known something about it. He was not asked, 
partly because he was not there to be asked until there was 



barely time for him to change and make up for the open
ing chorus, and then again because no one imagined he 
would know anything about it. Mrs. Joe might have asked 
him, because she was more pleased, excited, and curious 
about that box than anybody else. In her opinion, the box 
gave Tone to the whole evening. She looked forward to 
catching the gleam of a white dress front, to hurling a good 
chest note at a possible diamond tiara. And then again, 
as she pointed out, with a box you never never knew ; any
body might be in the box, and anything—a solid contract 
for Bournemouth, for example—might come out of it. She 
was interested, excited, and made no secret of the fact. 
Perhaps the prophetic instinct was working in the depths 
of her mind—all conscientious contraltos, after all, sound 
prophetic—for it must be admitted that that box was im
portant.

Indeed, everything is important now. The sands are 
running out, so that every grain has some significance.

That is why we must be there in time to see the curtain 
rise. We have done it before, but we must do it again be
cause this is the last time the curtain will rise on Tke Good, 
Companions. There will never be another opening chorus 
for them all after this one. That is what none of them 
knows, not even Mrs. Joe, who has the deep notes of Cas
sandra herself. They are all eager to make this night a 
success, and the thought of the packed house recurs to 
them continually, warming them like wine. But most of 
them are still wondering about things. Miss Trant, having 
a word here, a word there, behind the scenes, still wonders 
what she is to do about it all, and now and then remem
bers the figure of a man in a car, a man so like the ghost 
that has long haunted the dim corridors of her mind. The 
older players are still wondering about the future, that 
Bournemouth offer. Inigo and Susie are troubled by 
thoughts of Mr. Monte Mortimer. Jerry Jemingham ob
viously has concerns of his own, which he keeps to him
self. Even Miss Mamie Potter keeps asking herself what 
these people propose to do and whether she had better stick 

to them through the summer and then take a chance in town 
in the autumn. And Mr. Oakroyd wonders what is going 
to happen to him, and what is happening in Canada, and 
what is happening in Bruddersford, for no news has trickled 
through from Ogden Street for some time. There they are 
then, all as eager and excited as you please but all busy 
wondering and pondering and planning a little. And not 
one of them guesses that this is the last time they will 
troop on together, that their semicircle is about to be 
broken for ever, that already the powder has been heaped 
and the train set and fired.

They have crowded in from Mundley and Stort as well 
as from Gatford itself, and many of them have seen the 
show before and know who Susie is and why she is having 
a benefit. Mechanics, fitters, electricians, clerks and 
cashiers from the motor works, with their wives and sweet
hearts ; typists and milliners and elementary-school 
teachers ; women who might be anybody’s wife or nobody’s ; 
men who might at any moment be awarded a medal or 
given five years’ penal servitude, who might be heading for 
the town council or the gutter; lads who gape and nudge 
one another and guffaw; girls who wriggle their shoulders, 
slap their companions, and giggle; quiet girls whose lives 
are as yet only a vague dream ; decent young men who slip 
in and out of the works and their lodgings, always near a 
crowd and yet as lonely as Crusos; jovial middle-aged fel
lows who earn good money and can eat anything, and their 
tired wives, who have been fighting, right up to six o’clock 
this very evening, the week’s long battle for cleanliness 
and respectability; wistful virgins who are eager to feast 
their eyes on the face of Jerry Jemingham, and amorous 
gentlemen who have a fancy for Miss Mamie Potter’s legs; 
people who ought to be in hospital, people who ought to 
be in prison, people who ought to be attending the Victoria 
Street Wesleyan Chapel concert, the Triangle Girl Guides 
Rally, the debate at the Mundley Y. M. C. A., the Gatford 
Cycling Club Whist Drive, people who ought to be helping 
their father in the shop, people who ought to be in the 



Blessed Isles, so long and hard have they laboured in this 
unblessed island; they are all here, staring, chattering, 
eating chocolates, reading football scores in the paper, 
turning over their programmes. And now, just when they 
are all tired of amusing themselves, out go the lights above 
and up come the footlights illuminating the lower folds of 
the curtain in the old enchanting way. Is the curtain going 
up now? No, they will play something first; they always 
do. There it goes : Rumty-dee-tidee-dee, Rumty-dee-tidee. 
Some of the audience know this tune. It is a song called 
Slippiri round the Corner, and that good-looking young 
fellow, who dances, sings it. Is-ern-tit lovely? And at this 
moment, as it comes softly twirling through the magically 
lighted curtain, the mischievous lilt of it working like 
leaven in the dark mass of the audience, it is lovely in
deed, a rhapsody of love and idleness, news from another 
and brighter world than this in which we portion out our 
wages. It dances Gatford clean away; the streets, the fac
tories and shops, the long rows of houses, the trams and 
lorries, the ugly little chapels and the furtive pubs, they 
tremble a little, they sway, they rock violently, and then 
off they go, jogging away into nothing, slipping for ever 
round some vast unimaginable comer. A little louder now, 
as if in triumph. Nothing remains but clean earth and a 
blue spangle of stars, and the lilt and the beat and the 
Rumty-dee-tidee pulsating in the velvet darkness. Louder 
still now, more triumphant. And up it comes, shaped and 
coloured anew by the sorcery of the flying crotchets and 
quavers, this other Gatford, shining and fair, a suburb of 
Old Cockayne, with fountains spouting the alternate black 
and gold of Guiness and Bass, gold-flake and honey-dew 
heaped in the streets, arcades of meat and pudding done 
to a turn, silk stockings and jumpers to be picked where 
you like, dances round every corner and a prize for every
body, goals to be scored at any hour of the day, girls like 
laughing and passionate queens, boys who would love you 
for ever and always in evening dress, and children, swarms 
of them, rosy and fat, with never a white drawn face or a 

twisted limb, scampering everywhere, running and tum
bling out of the happy houses, out of the depths of memory, 
out of the very grave. . . .

Ah, that was good, that was. Took you back, took you 
out of yourself, took you somewhere, you didn’t know 
where. It deserves a clap. And to-night it’s getting one. 
The piano by itself now. The curtain’s going up. There 
they are, singing away, pretty as a picture. Give them an
other good clap. The two girls look lovely, don’t they? 
You can’t call that other one a girl; she’s getting on, she is; 
but she’s a fine singer for all that, a real good turn. But 
the two girls look lovely. That’s the new one, the one in 
the blue. But the other’s the one, her in the red, Susie 
Dean. It’s her that’s having the benefit. Make a cat laugh, 
the way she takes people off, but she’s nice and pretty too. 
Look at her smiling. That red dress just suits her, dark 
eyes and dark hair. Well-made too, that girl. She’ll be 
married though, they always are. If she isn’t, she’ll be 
marrying that nice-looking boy, Jerry they call him. Oh, 
he’s a good turn. Just watch his feet. And there’s the 
comic, the little one at the end, twisting his face about, 
Jimmy Nunn. He’ll come on as a postman soon—and 
laugh, he’d make you die laughing ! That tall one—no, the 
very long thin man, him with the eyebrows—he plays the 
banjo and then he does conjuring. They say he’s played 
before the King and Queen or something like that. Quite 
a comic too, in his way, when he’s conjuring. That other 
one, with the big shoulders on him, is a singer. He usually 
starts them off. That’s right: “Courtney Brundit will sing 
Number Twenty-seven on the programme.” That’s him. 
And that young fellow at the piano can play all right, my 
words he can ! It’s a gift to be able to play like that. They 
say he’s just married that new one, but of course you can’t 
believe everything you hear.

The curtain is up, the show has begun. It is time we 
left the audience and went behind the scenes. We shall 
never find our way there again, after this night.



II
The trouble began when Joe was singing, at the very- 

opening of the programme. It was a cloud no larger than 
a man’s hand, but there it was. As usual, Joe was giving 
his audience, whom he apparently imagined to be a com
pany of would-be navigators, some advice concerning the 
Deep, the Moi-oi-oighty Dee-ee-eep. Just as he was implor
ing them, for the fourth or fifth time, to Beeware (many 
Brave Hearts being asleep in this Deep), a horribly raucous 
and penetrating voice told him to “pur a sock in it.” It 
came, this voice, from the back of the pit, which was the 
cheapest part of the house, there being no gallery. And 
it raised a loud and jeering laugh from that quarter, though 
the rest of the audience immediately made shushing noises. 
Joe himself seemed to pay no attention to this voice; he 
went on with his song; but Inigo at the piano noticed that 
his great fists were clenched and that certain veins in his 
forehead were swelling ominously. Joe, it was clear, was 
very annoyed, as he had every right to be. Besides, it was 
not the first time that voice had jeered at them. It had 
been heard one or two nights before.

When Joe had finished his first song, he was warmly 
applauded, the audience—bless them!—being as usual all 
the more enthusiastic because some of their number had 
been rude enough to interrupt. But from that same place 
at the back there came boos and groans and ironic cheers 
and they were so prolonged that they outlasted the ap
plause. Joe was furious. “Bloody swine!” he muttered 
to Inigo, across the piano. “They’re at it again.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he cried, “by special request 
—The Trumpeter.”

“Shurr up!” the voice jeered, before anybody else 
could make a sound.

Some people laughed. The remainder indignantly 
shushed again and then clapped.

“ If the gentleman at the back doesn’t shut up,” roared

Joe, his honest face inflamed even through the make-up, 
“he’ll be soon made to shut up.”

“Steady, Joe boy, steady!” whispered Jimmy, who was 
sitting just behind him. Most of the others had left the 
stage, as they usually did during an individual act.

The gentleman at the back and his friends signified 
their contempt for this threat, but other people in the 
audience, not having paid their money to listen to the town 
roughs, welcomed it. “Turn him out,” they cried. For a 
minute or two there was quite an uproar in the place. Joe 
grimly waited until there was quiet again, and then began 
his series of apparently idiotic questions to a trumpeter.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Joe, in the wings, was very agitated 
indeed. “I’m convinced now,” she declared, “that it’s all 
a put-up affair. Before, I wasn’t, though I had my sus
picions. I know what you’re going to say, Susie and you, 
Miss Trant, that some pros always think it’s a put-up affair 
if there’s ever a bit of booing or stamping. And so they 
do, and very silly too I call it. But there’s a Limit.”

“ It’s disgusting,” said Miss Trant, “ and we’ve certainly 
had more than our share of it this week.”

“Perhaps it’ll stop soon,” said Susie hopefully, still 
busy with thoughts of Mr. Monte Mortimer. “They may 
settle down when the show’s got going.”

“And they may not,” retorted Mrs. Joe, who perhaps 
did not like the suggestion that the show had not got going 
when her husband was actually on the stage. “It sounds 
bad to me, and put-up. And whatever will those people 
in the box think ! Booking it specially like that and coming 
in evening dress and then hearing such—such—Devilry!” 
For there were people in the box now, and Mrs. Joe had 
caught sight of a white shirt front and a bare arm on the 
ledge.

“Well, if there’s any more of it,” Miss Trant announced 
with decision, “I’m going to have them turned out. It’s 
vile and unpardonable, and I’m not going to have it.”

“If they spoil it for me to-night,” Susie said fiercely, 
“ I’ll—I’ll kill them, the beasts.”



“Don’t say that, my dear,” said Mrs. Joe. “And if 
there’s to be anything of that sort, Joe will do it. Just 
listen to that! The temper he’ll be in now, it won’t bear 
thinking of. It’ll take me all my time to keep him quiet. 
You’ve no idea what Joe’s like when he’s thoroughly 
roused,” she added, with a droll mingling of shame and 
pride. “Take a peep at him now, my dear. He’s fairly 
bursting.”

Miss Mamie Potter strolled up. She was on next. “I 
say,” she said, turning her round features from one to the 
other of them, “what’s up? They’re not giving out the 
bird, are they? If they’re starting that, I’m through. I 
shall just walk off. I will. I can’t stand it.”

“ If there is any trouble while you are on, Miss Potter,” 
Miss Trant told her, “don’t take any notice of it. I’ll have 
it stopped somehow or other, if I’ve to go and do it my
self.”

“That’s all right,” replied Mamie dubiously, “but I’m 
not used to it.”

“Neither are we,” Susie put in, like lightning. “And 
I’ll tell you something for your own good. Monte Mor
timer’s going to be in front to-night.”

“Monte Mortimer! The big revue man! That’s likely, 
isn’t it? I’ve heard those yarns before, Miss Dean,” Mamie 
scoffed.

“All right then, don’t believe me.” And then, in reply 
to the wondering glances of the other two, she went on: 
“It’s true. Inigo went up to town to-day, saw him, and 
persuaded him to come and see us to-night.”

“Well, I never did,” Mrs. Joe gasped. “Not that he’s 
any use to me—or Joe, of course. But it’s your Chance, 
Susie. What did I tell you, only the other day? You see, 
you never know.”

“I say, d’you mean it?” Miss Potter was apparently 
convinced now. “Where’s he sitting? Is he here now?”

“Fourth row of the stalls,” Susie replied shortly. “I 
know because Inigo showed me the seat before we started.

He’s not come yet, but he’s coming all right. Inigo got a 
wire after he had started.”

“And my God, I’ve got to go on now. That’s a nice 
trick, anyhow,” cried Miss Potter, looking angrily at Susie. 
“Why didn’t you tell me before?”

“Because I hadn’t a chance. Nobody’s trying to crab 
you. He’ll see plenty of you before the night’s out. Lord, 
listen to that! Joe’ll be furious.”

He was. They were applauding him loudly enough, but 
you could plainly hear the catcalls and booing from the 
back.

“Hear that?” he growled, as he joined them, and Miss 
Potter, looking very uneasy, got ready to take his place. 
“There’s somebody at the back there’ud get such a pug 
in the lug----- ”

“ It’s bad and I don’t doubt it’s deliberate, put-up,” his 
wife interrupted, putting a hand on his arm, “but don’t 
let’s have vulgarities. We can be ladies and gentlemen, I 
say, even if they can’t.”

“And I say they’d get such a pug in the lug if I could 
get at ’em. They’d better look out, that lot. I’ve a good 
mind to go and stand there when some of you are on, and 
keep ’em quiet one way or the other.”

“You’ve a good mind to do nothing of the sort,” cried 
Mrs. Joe indignantly. “ Starting bother like that, Joe ! You 
don’t know how it might all end up. And Susie here with 
such a Chance!”

“ Chance?”
“Of a Lifetime,” she told him, and then hastily ex

plained why this was a night of nights.
Miss Mamie Potter was not faring any better than Joe. 

Indeed, it was worse for her. She had not much of a 
voice, and very soon this was pointed out to her by the 
back of the pit. By the time she had struggled through to 
the end of one feeble little song, Jimmy signalled to her 
not to sing any more but to do her dance and then finish 
the act. It is not easy to interrupt a dance but the roughs 
at the back did what they could. Miss Potter really could 



dance, and her beautiful flashing legs provoked a fine 
outburst of applause, but still the row at the back could 
not be drowned. And the audience was growing restless.

Jimmy dashed off while Miss Potter was taking her call. 
“We’ll do that Shopping concerted number next,” he cried. 
“Must do something noisy. Can’t you tell them to stop 
that row, Miss Trant, please?”

“I’m going to, now,” she replied. And she went, there 
and then. The manager was not to be found anywhere in 
the building, and nobody appeared to know where he was. 
There were only two men attendants for the auditorium, 
and neither of these was young, strong, and determined. 
The man in the pit, a decrepit fellow, protested that he was 
doing his best to stop the constant interruptions. “But 
they’re a tough lot, Miss,” he whispered. “I give you my 
word. Don’t know what they’re doing here at all, I don’t.”

“Send out for a policeman,” she said.
“Ought to be a bobby about,” he replied doubtfully. 

“Usually looks in, but don’t seem to have come this way 
to-night. However, there’s one at the corner could look in, 
dare say. Keep ’em quiet, p’raps, if they saw him.”

Five minutes later, a policeman arrived and stood just 
behind the noisy fellows, after letting them know, by a 
familiar “Now then, there! Give order!” that the Law 
itself in all its blue and silver majesty was taking charge. 
It happened though that there was little need of him. The 
concerted item they were giving now was a noisy, rollicking 
affair that offered great scope to Susie and Jimmy for droll 
by-play. And they had hardly begun singing the first verse, 
which was a mere excuse for the drolleries that came after, 
when Susie remarked a stir in front. Some one had just 
arrived, was finding his place in the fourth row, the end 
seat on the left of the gangway. It must be—could only be 
—the great Monte Mortimer. Susie flashed a glance at 
Inigo, who lifted an eyebrow in reply. For a minute or 
two, she felt horrible, wobbly on her legs and hot and dry 
in the mouth; everything went out of her head, words, 
business, everything ; and she felt she could never be amus

ing on the stage again. Then a huge friendly laugh came 
over the footlights to her from the audience, tickled by 
some bit of business she had gone through quite mechani
cally. And then all her nervousness fell away from her, 
leaving her excited somewhere inside but feeling clear, 
masterful, full of wonderful tricks. She hurled herself 
into the little scene, became a laughing whirlwind of fun. 
She acted everybody, Jimmy included, clean off the stage. 
All the silly shopgirls she had ever seen, the girls who 
sniffed, the girls who were short, sagging, and wistful, the 
girls who were tall, haughty, and spoke through their noses, 
the girls who knew nothing and the girls who knew every
thing, were vividly present in her mind, and in a happy 
fury of inspiration she brought out the lot, created and 
destroyed them in a few seconds. The audience laughed; 
they roared; they leapt at her. Even those people in the 
box—and who were those people in the box?—seemed to 
be laughing, leaning forward; and once she thought she 
heard a voice she knew. As for Mr. Monte Mortimer, she 
could not see him and did not know what was happening 
to him; but if he did not like this, he could do the other 
thing.

“ Must keep it going now,” cried Jimmy, as they bustled 
off. “You next, Jerry. Keep ’em going, boy. Show ’em 
what you can do.”

And Jerry did. He slipped round the corner for them. 
While he sang it, there was nothing there but a good little 
tune, but once he began dancing it was soon packed with 
meanings that had escaped both words and music. His long 
graceful legs and twinkling witty feet held the crowd in 
thrall. When finally he appeared to hurl away the last 
shreds of restraint, capering crazily and yet still keeping 
it all as deft and neat as surgery, and Inigo tossing his 
lock of hair over the piano was joined by Jimmy with his 
drums, Mitcham with his banjo, and the others as chorus, 
the house rose at him. A last double kick—фот-фот—and 
he was standing there, glittering a little and gasping, smil
ing at them. They pounded and thundered their approval.



He bowed, flashed a smiling glance at the box, bowed 
again, then retired. Back he had to come, and for another 
delicious five minutes his feet told them how amusing life 
was. Another storm, and this time the girl attendant who 
looked after the stalls came forward and handed up some 
small parcels, one of which apparently demanded another 
smiling glance at the box, to say nothing of innumerable 
bows to the rest of the house. The others in the wings, 
clapping too, caught a glimpse of a gold cigarette case. 
The other tributes were boxes of cigarettes and chocolates, 
customary offerings on the altar of hopeless passion. But 
that cigarette case did not suggest Gatford. Even the most 
devoted typist or shopgirl could not have given him that 
lovely glittering thing. Jerry, however, who appeared to be 
becoming more mysterious every minute, rushed down to 
his dressing-room, and offered no explanations.

It had been arranged that Susie should go on next. She 
had begged Jimmy, whose original programme was now 
in ruins, for the next single act—“while the going was 
good,” she said—and as this was her night, he could not 
refuse.

They clapped when they heard her name announced, 
and clapped still harder, cheered even, when she actually 
appeared. She gave them, with a wealth of by-play, that 
song of Inigo’s about going home, and they loved every 
word and note and gesture of it all. Most of them had seen 
her before. She was the youngest, a favourite, and this was 
her night, so that there was every excuse for giving her a 
great reception. But if they had never set eyes on her be
fore, it would have been just the same. This was indeed 
her night. She was entertaining them all at a birthday 
party. They were all old friends together, it seemed, and 
only because she happened to be the prettiest and gayest 
girl there, she was in the limelight and they were staring 
and listening in the dark. That first tight “Now or never” 
feeling had left her long ago ; she knew the great Monte was 
there, but she no longer bothered her head about him; and 
she carried everything before her, swept everything dull and 

heavy clean out of the world, with her gigantic rush of 
high spirits. Inigo, vamping idly at the piano, was amazed, 
almost frightened. This was Susie, everything—the ador
able everything he knew so well—was there, but she was 
larger and brighter than life. The girl herself was lost in 
this public Susie, this tremendous Susie-for-everybody, who 
Was so obviously ready to take possession of any stage, any 
audience, to charge into the very centre of that daft won
derland of the morning and early afternoon, that world 
of vast electric signs and photographers and interviewers 
and press agents and enormous cars and expensive lunches 
for everybody in glittering noisy rooms. All of it seemed 
hers now by right. She had only to lift a finger and they 
would all be gathering round her and up would go the 
spangled lights, spelling her name in the crazed empyrean 
of Shaftesbury Avenue. In a flash he saw even the for
midable Ethel Georgia slinking away, a little faded, tired, 
when she appeared. It seemed to him that that wonder- 
landish world was closing round her already. He did not 
know whether he liked it or not. Something hurt, though 
there was sweetness in the wound. One moment he felt he 
wanted to stop playing, to seize her by the arm and rush 
her away into the dark, just to sit in a tram with her, take 
her back to dingy lodgings, drop into the old round of 
Sunday trains and dry sandwiches and little halls and com
panionable shabbiness. The next moment he wanted to 
go on and on, to play and play until she had laughed and 
pirouetted herself into being everything she thought she 
wanted to be, and all the good things were heaped before 
her, and he was—well, dodging about somewhere in the 
background, looking on at the spectacle of her gigantic, 
her immortal happiness. But then again—but what then? 
Oh, he didn’t know. He seemed to have been up and doing 
for several weeks without a break of comforting brute 
senselessness, good old sleep. He must be tired. But he 
didn’t feel tired, he felt drunk, a trifle mad. Tiddly-iddly- 
°ж--рот, tiddly-iddly-om. Quite mad, in fact—absolutely. 
Iі от-фот.
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Susie gave one encore, she gave two encores, and even 
then the riot was not subdued. There were some little 
parcels for her too, and some flowers, including a bouquet 
—a real Grand Opera sort of bouquet, something un
dreamed of in the pierrot world—that was handed down 
from the mysterious box. She tried to say something, but 
was far too excited and breathless. Jimmy hustled the 
others on for a concerted number and left her happy and 
gasping in the wings, where she received the congratula
tions of Mr. Oakroyd.

“I ought to go and sit down and be quiet in the 
dressing-room, Jess lad,” Susie told him, “but I just can’t. 
Look at this. Isn’t it sweet? Oh J—I’m nearly bursting. 
What a night!”

“ Champion I ” cried Mr. Oakroyd, rising to heights of 
enthusiasm hardly known in Bruddersford. “Eh, that were 
a right treat, Soos lass. An’ they tell me ther’s one o’ 
t’big men o’ the the-ater business in t’house.”

“There is,” cried Susie. “And I expect him to come 
round any minute and say, ‘Miss Dean, I’ve been looking 
for you for years. Open a week on Tuesday at two hundred 
and fifty pounds a week. If that’s not enough, let me know.’ 
Something like that. What d’you say?” But before he 
could say anything, she waltzed him round a few times.

“So that’s it, is it?” he said, when she had let him go. 
“And what about poor owd Good, Companions? We’ll 
nivver see you ner more, unless we go up on a day trip and 
pay to go in. Never you mind, Soos lass,” he went on, 
when it appeared she was about to break in, “you look 
after yersen and if yon feller does offer you ten pound 
a week to go up to London or owt like that, tak’ it on. 
So long as there’s nowt shameless about it, coming on 
naked and suchlike. You’ll ha’ to mind there, I’m think
ing, for they’re a bit of a foul lot i’ London, they tell me. 
But if it’s decent, tak’ it. Eh, I’d right miss you if you 
went, I would an’ all----- ”

“ Darling ! ” cried Susie, who had been ready to laugh 
and cry all at once for some time, and now felt more like

it than ever. She took hold of his arm and squeezed it 
hard. “ I think you’re marvellous, Jess lad, and I’d miss 
you too. Let’s run away to Canada together, shall we?” 

“Eh”—a very long-drawn-out one this time—“ther’s 
nowt I’d like better. We would have a do.” He stopped 
for a minute to contemplate rapturously the “do” they 
would have, before returning to the world of fact. “But 
listen here. Never you mind about t'Good, Companions. 
Tak’ what’s offered if yer can benefit yersen. ’Cos ther’s 
bound to be a bust-up i’ t’party afore so long. Summat’s 
going to happen, I can feel it coming. Ay, you can laugh, 
but I’ve a right knack that way. When t’United won t’Cup, 
I said they would right from t’start that year, and they all 
laughed at me at t’mill, but I wer right. An’ I’ll tell you 
another thing,” he added, taking breath.

“Go on, Mr. Old Moore,” she said, laughing at him.
“ I thowt ther wer going to be a right bit o’ bother here 

to-night. An’ I’m not so certain it’s all ower yet, either.”
“You mean that lot at the back?”
“That’s right. I’ve had a look at ’em and wer talking 

to t’owd chap that looks after t’pit, an’ yon lot’s game for 
owt. Ther’s summat wrong there, let me tell yer. I can’t 
mak’ it out at all, I can’t. Here, Jimmy’s wanting you to 
join in, afore t’interval.”

So Susie went on again and helped to bring about a 
rousing curtain. Jimmy had cut the first half, perhaps in 
the hope that the roughs at the back of the pit would 
clear out at the interval and not come back, though for 
the last half-hour or more they had not made a sound. 
When the house lights went up, after the curtain had fallen, 
Inigo, peeping through with the excited Susie, had just 
time to see Mr. Monte Mortimer leaving his seat. Was he 
coming round to see them? Or was he slipping out for 
a drink? As the minutes passed and he did not appear, 
Inigo came to the conclusion that Monte had wanted a 
drink, a cheerful conclusion compared with Susie’s, which 
was that he retired for good and all, in disgust. Just be
fore it was time to begin again, however, they saw him back
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in his seat, and Susie was able to have a peep at his dis
tinguished Assyrian features.

“He doesn’t look bad,” she remarked. “I’d like to 
scream at him ‘Well, what about it?’ Wonder what he’s 
thinking. Doesn’t look as if he’s thinking anything. Look, 
he’s yawning. Oh, don’t yawn. Fancy coming here and 
yawning ! ”

“Damn cheek, I call it,” said Inigo. “He’s probably 
eaten too much. He had enough lunch for five, and I’ll 
bet he’s been eating and drinking ever since.”

“Pig! No, I won’t say that. You never know, he might 
sort of—what d’you call it?—know what I’m saying. Please, 
Mr. Mortimer, I want a nice fat engagement. Thank you. 
Oh, this is awful! I feel sick. If he doesn’t do anything 
about it, everything’s spoilt, isn’t it? I mean it’ll be ghastly 
just going on in the old way. I wish it was time to begin 
again. I’m not going to look at him any more. There’s 
nobody in that box now. I wonder who they are. Mar
vellous bouquet they gave me, and no name on it at all. 
It’s a very handsome young millionaire—not too young, you 
know, not like you, Inigo—who’s fallen madly in love with 
me. Hello, here we are.”

“Well,” said Jimmy, beaming at them all, “I thought, 
we were in for it, one time----- ”

“Thought somebody else was,” growled Joe. “Just let 
me catch one of them fellows, that’s all----- ”

“Those fellows, Joe, not them fellows,” his wife told 
him. “And you’ll do nothing of the kind.”

“It’s all right now, though,” Jimmy continued. “Got 
’em all going in great style.”

“A riot,” Mr. Morton Mitcham observed gravely.
And a riot it proved to be, though not the kind of riot 

mentioned in the columns of The Stage. When the lights 
went down again, all the people in the pit were back in 
their places, but the policeman was not there. He had 
seen nothing to worry about, and so he had majestically 
departed during the interval, leaving behind him—alas!— 
a fine chance of promotion.

Ill
“ Shurr-up ! ”
“Order, -please!”
“Sh-sh-sh.”
“Gerr-outcher !”
“Give order, please!”
“Send ’em out!”
“Sh-sh-sh.”
“Give order, genelmen, if you please!”
“Ow! Ah-oo-er! Pur a sock in it!”
“. . . behalf of my fellow artistes, like to appeal to 

those members of the audience at the back there to keep 
quiet (Here, here!), like them to remember that other 
people have paid their money and want to hear the show 
properly . . . (Turn ’em out!) . . . fair play .. . British 
sportsmanship . . . thanking you one and all . . .”

The audience loudly applauded this speech of Jimmy’s, 
but the noise was even worse afterwards. Poor Mrs. Joe, 
imploring the Red Sun to sink in-toe the West (just as 
if she thought it was uncertain in its movements for once, 
and feared some cosmic catastrophe), could hardly be 
heard, for the people who were indignant at the constant 
interruptions were as noisy as the people who interrupted. 
In vain she paused between verses, a figure erect and con
temptuous, the Duchess of Dorking standing before a 
revolutionary tribunal. The silence she waited for never 
arrived. With a glance of despair not unmixed with plead
ing, addressed to the shirt front and bare arm in the box, 
she plunged into her second song. She was a Highland 
lassie now, a passionate tragic creature of the moors and 
the glens, waiting and watching for our old acquaintance, 
Angus MacDonald. Would he or would he not, she asked 
in her deepest chest notes, come from his camp o’er the 
sea? Did she hear the call of the pibroch? Apparently 
she did, though to everybody else it sounded like the last 
despairing bleat (“Order, gents, please!”) of the aged 
attendant in the pit. She also heard the marching of men, 



but everybody else heard something like this too, a stamp
ing of feet at the back. Yes, it was Angus Her Own com
ing home from the war. She asserted this triumphantly 
at the top of her voice, and even then she could hardly 
be heard. It seemed as if Angus was bringing the war 
home with him. Pale, trembling, she stalked off tragically 
at the end of her song, and did not return to face the 
uproar, though most of it was honest and admiring ap
plause.

Meanwhile, it was taking Miss Trant and Mr. Oakroyd 
all their time to restrain Joe in the wings from descending 
into the auditorium and “knocking a few blasted heads 
together.” When Mrs. Joe came off, however, he had to 
attend to her, for after smiling wildly and elaborately 
shrugging her shoulders and raising her hands, she sud
denly burst into tears. “ I’ve not been so-so—so insulted 
since that awful time at Grimsby,” she sobbed, “when they 
were all drunk—and threw the fish.” Joe, muttering that 
somebody was going to get something worse than fish, 
gave her all the support of his stalwart person, and finally 
she was persuaded to rest in her dressing-room, where 
Miss Trant administered eau-de-Cologne and soothing 
words. Four of them were now struggling fairly success
fully through a noisy quartette, full of comic “business.” 
The attendant in the pit had given up his task of restoring 
order in despair. One or two members of the audience, 
pugnacious men, had attempted to take over his duties, 
with the result that there were loud arguments at the back 
for some time, and once or twice the sound of a slight 
scuffle. The remainder of the audience was becoming very 
restive indeed. One of the loudest and most indignant 
members was no other than our friend, Mr. Monte Mor
timer, whose professional sense of decorum was outraged 
by these constant interruptions, as well they might be, for 
he had heard nothing like it for years. If a few first- 
nighters in the gallery ventured a timid hiss or boo at 
Mr. Mortimer’s productions, he filled the papers next day 
with wild talk of conspiracies and terrible threats. Now, 

his was one of the loudest of the hushing voices, and every 
now and then he half rose from his seat and looked round, 
as if he were inclined to take charge of the proceedings 
himself.

“Leave it to me, Jimmy,” Mr. Morton Mitcham whis
pered, with all the confidence of a man who has been four 
times round the world. “ I ve managed tougher crowds than 
this. Let’s put on my conjuring act, with you gagging in the 
house.”

There was something to be said for this. It meant that 
Jimmy would pretend to be a very rude member of the 
audience, who from the back of the pit would carry on an 
argument with Mr. Mitcham, who would finally ask him 
to step on the stage, along with some other and bonafide 
members of the audience, to “watch him closely.” Mr. 
Mitcham was an old hand, and was clever at getting laughs 
at the expense of his assistants from the audience. This 
might do the trick, creating order out of deliberate dis
order. Jimmy had some misgivings, but thought it was 
worth trying, and off he went to change his costume and 
then sneak round to the back, leaving Mr. Mitcham in pos
session of the stage. Mr. Mitcham began by playing the 
banjo, but soon gave that up. Joe brought on his conjur
ing apparatus for him, and the two of them started gag
ging.

“ I shall now require a few members of the audience,” 
Mr. Mitcham announced, in his harsh deep drawl, “ to assist 
me and to prove to you, ladies and gentlemen, there is ab
solutely no deception.”

This was the cue for Jimmy, at the back, to open the 
comic dialogue. But something went wrong, apparently, 
for all that could be heard from the stage was a real argu
ment. Then Jimmy’s voice was raised in genuine protest: 
“Here, half a minute, you chaps 1” he was crying. “Here, 
what you doing? Let go.”

“ A few members of the audience, please,” Mr. Mitcham 
was repeating.

This was where chaos broke in, and an ordered nar



rative, even if it were possible, would no longer fit the 
occasion. There was a movement towards the stage, vague 
in the darkness. “ House lights I ” Mr. Mitcham hissed, but 
they did not come on. There was a door at the right of the 
proscenium that led directly through, a short flight of stone 
steps bringing you into the wings. It seemed some people 
from the back were making for that door. There was also 
a central gangway running through both pit and stalls, 
there being no barrier, only a thick cord, between them, 
and down this gangway came several figures, now moving 
forward, now scuffling. And Jimmy’s voice was heard from 
this group, still raised in protest. So far, so good, but now 
comes chaos, bewildering alternations of light and dark
ness, hurtling fragments of event.

“Let go, can’t you!”
“’Ere, what’s the ruddy idea?”
“Turn ’em out.”
“Lights up, there, you fools!”
“Oh, will you!”
And shouts from some of the men and screams from 

some of the women. There seemed to be a struggle going 
on in the gangway, not far from the stage now. Jimmy 
was in it.

Then a large figure sprang up from nowhere, charged 
into the scuffling group, and sent one or two men flying. 
It was Joe. “ Oh, you get out of it,” he was heard to bellow. 
And then somebody did get out of it. There was a crack; 
there was a thud; somebody had taken a full punch from 
the furious Joe. More shouts, screams, and cracks. That 
unconscious somebody, it seemed, was being lifted out of 
the way. Then the lights came on, uncertainly, as if they 
did not like it.

“My God!” cried Inigo, starting up from the piano. 
“It’s Monte Mortimer.” And it was. Mr. Mortimer had 
interfered in the dark; he had got in the way; he had 
received Joe’s punch; and he was not beyond those voices, 
where there was peace. We shall never meet him again. 
Farewell, Monte!

Somebody was shouting for the curtain to be dropped; 
twenty people were roaring for the police; and about a 
hundred more were shouting at random. Out went the 
house lights again, suddenly this time. Next minute, the 
stage lights had vanished too. The whole place was in 
darkness, a black pandemonium.

“Hey!” Mr. Oakroyd had cried, as three or four of 
them came clattering up the steps and round the corner. 
A rough lot they looked, too. “What you doing here?”

“Coming on the stage,” one of them had replied. But 
another had just put his lip out and growled “Gairrr 
away ! ”

“Nar, tak’ your hook,” he had told them, angrily.
Then he got a shove in the back that sent him banging 

against one of them, a big one. This fellow gave him an
other shove that sent him spinning. Then all the lights 
went out. Somebody had got at the switchboard. He 
jumped forward, bumped into a fellow, got a crack on the 
head, but was able to give somebody something to be 
getting on with. The stage-hand was shouting somewhere. 
So were a lot of other people. He charged at the switch
board, but people and things got in the way. Then he! 
found himself grappling with somebody, got tripped up, 
went flying in the dark, with several people falling over 
him.

“Fire! Fire!” a voice shouted, not far away.
“Fire! Fire! Fire!” Innumerable voices took it up, 

voices rising to screams.
Desperately Mr. Oakroyd picked himself up. “ There’s 

no bloody fire,” he was yelling, in despair.
“No fire,” somebody was shouting on the stage. “Keep 

your seats please.”
The uproar now was terrific, horrible. There were huge 

crashes all over the place. “Get them lights on,” roared 
a voice. “ The lights, the lights ! ” And from further away : 
“Fire! Fy-yer! Fy-yerr!”

Another dash for the switchboard. Somebody else mak
ing for it too. Joe. “Come on, Joe lad,” cried Mr. Oak-



royd. Somebody there. Two of them. “Tak’ that, yer----- ,”
from Mr. Oakroyd, who landed one in first, this time. The 
other fellow gave a yell, his companion a grunt, and Mr. 
Oakroyd grabbed a switch or two. The lights that came 
on now showed Joe leaping after one of the men; the other 
had dropped. Mr. Oakroyd dashed on to the stage, to shout 
that there was no fire. The place was like a madhouse. 
Everybody was shouting and screaming, pushing and strug
gling. “Keep your seats!” they shouted from the stage, 
he and Jimmy and Morton Mitcham and Inigo, with the 
women of the party beside them now, pale, amazed. But 
he had not been there a minute before all the lights but 
two or three, high up and giving the merest glimmer, went 
out again. That switchboard. He collided in the wings 
with a woman who had just dashed up the steps from the 
front, a large woman, screaming something—sounded like 
“Jerry.” Must have been too, because the next moment, 
Jerry Jerningham appeared from nowhere, was immediately 
grabbed by this large woman, and whisked off, somewhere 
at the back. From somewhere too there came a series of 
crashes. Things were being overturned. Electric bulbs 
were going too. Chaps came jumping out of the big 
shadows, making off. They were still shouting “Fire!” 
somewhere. Mr. Oakroyd got some more lights on. There 
was a smell of burning too; it seemed to be coming over 
from the other side. He called to the others and hurried 
across. Plenty of smoke. It seemed to be coming from that 
pile of old curtain stuff there. He and Inigo got two ex
tinguishers on it. No flame, but the smoke was worse, 
blinding and choking. Something rickety there too, wob
bling a bit. Joe was shouting down from the top. He heard 
the swift rustle behind him. The curtain was coming down, 
moving by itself, it seemed, for he could not see anybody 
lowering it. A chap went tearing past. Wasn’t that Joe 
coming down, still shouting? These big side pieces—part 
of the theatre’s standard set, and very old—didn’t seem 
any too safe. Here, they’d better look out. Something gave 
a nasty shake.

“Look out!” he yelled to them at the back. “Get out 
0’ t’way, sharp!” Miss Trant, Jimmy, Susie, with her arms 
full of music, were still there. He shouted again, ran for
ward, waving his arms at them.

You would have thought the whole theatre had fallen 
in, it fell with such a crash, that piece of scenery. Susie 
and Mr. Oakroyd were untouched. Jimmy was sitting on 
the stage, groaning, his head in his hands. But Miss Trant 
was lying there, white and still. The police were coming 
now, were actually here. There was the clamour of a fire- 
engine coming from somewhere outside. Miss Trant never 
moved as they bent over her, crying her name.

IV
“Well, you’ve made a benefit of this all right,” said the 

Inspector grimly. His audience was composed of Inigo and 
Joe, still in their stage costumes, which were torn and 
filthy, Mr. Oakroyd, all bruised and blackened, and two 
members of the staff of the Gatford Hippodrome. The 
rest had gone, most of them between half an hour and an 
hour ago. It was nearly an hour since Miss Trant had been 
taken away to the hospital, with Jimmy, still groaning, in 
attendance.

. “What do they say at the hospital—about Miss Trant?” 
Inigo asked, shakily. He had never felt more tired in all 
his life. He could not stand on his feet any longer. He felt 
dizzy, sick.

“I’m getting that through for you,” replied the In
spector. “ I’ll have word in a minute or two. You chaps 
had better be getting along home now. You’re played out, 
I can see that. Meantime, I’ve got to be making out my 
report.” He looked about him with a sardonic eye. The 
fire had not done very much damage; indeed, it was almost 
out when the fire-brigade arrived. Nevertheless, the Gat
ford Hippodrome looked a wreck. The stampede had left 
its traces on the body of the theatre, and the stage was a 
blackened and watery ruin. “This part of it’s nothing,” the



Inspector went on, “ though I don’t say it isn’t bad enough. 
Nobody’ll be giving a turn here for some time. It’s life 
though, not property, that matters. There might have been 
dozens of lives lost—dozens, yes, scores—with people all 
trying to get out at once. Matter of fact, there isn’t any 
so far, and doesn’t look like being any. Lucky, I’ll tell 
you, very lucky. Seven people injured, that’s all the figure 
I’ve got—that’s in the audience, not counting your two.” 

“ It’ud ha’ been all nowt, Inspector,” said Mr. Oakroyd 
earnestly, “if they hadn’t ha’ gone an’ shouted ‘Fire’! 
like that. I knew what it’ud be. We tried to stop 
’em.”

“But there was a fire,” said the Inspector.
“Nay, ther wasn’t, not when they were shouting. It 

come after, did t’fire, and it were nowt when it did come. 
Me an’ him put most on it out oursens, easy.”

“That’s true,” said Inigo wearily.
“Well, who started it all?” said the Inspector.
“ I’ve told yer,” replied Mr. Oakroyd. “ Chaps ’at came 

from back o’ t’pit started it all. Turned Flights off to begin 
wi’, an’ it must ha’ been them as shouted ‘Fire!’”

“Sure of it,” said Joe, and explained what happened 
to him when all the trouble first began.

“Well have to look into this,” said the Inspector 
dubiously. “ Pity they got away, that’s all. Nothing to work 
on at all.”

“Nay, you’ve got one on ’em, t’chap Joe an’ me were 
sitting on so long,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “ Hey, sergeant, 
didn’t you tak’ yon chap wi’ t’red scarf? He were one 
on ’em.”

“That’s right, sir,” said the sergeant, coming up. “We 
got him all right. It’s Tulley.”

“Oh, it’s Tulley, is it? We know him all right. An old 
friend of ours, Tulley is. What’s he got to say?”

“Knows nothing about it, sir. Happened to be in the 
audience, he says, and was getting out this way.”

“ He’s lyin’,” Mr. Oakroyd declared.

“Well see about that,” replied the Inspector, who was 
still busy taking stock of the situation. He poked about for 
a few minutes and made some notes, while the tattered 
remnants of The Good- Companions looked on listlessly. 
They said nothing, for there seemed to be nothing to say 
now until they had had news from the hospital. At last, 
however, a policeman arrived with the message, which he 
delivered into the Inspector’s ear as if it were a state 
secret.

“Well, it’s not so bad,” said the Inspector, turning to 
them. “ In fact, it’s good. The lady’s suffering from shock 
and a fractured arm, that’s all. No need for anybody to 
worry----- ”

They gave huge sighs of relief.
“And your other friend—the little man, Nunn—only 

got a crack on the head. They’re keeping him there over
night, but he’ll probably be out to-morrow or the day after. 
He’s all right, though there won’t be any song-and-dance 
for him for a week or two, I should say.”

Inigo found himself giggling in a helpless sort of way. 
Everything had been rather crazy for some time now, of 
course, but still he didn’t want to giggle about it.

“You change your clothes and get to bed, my boy,” said 
the Inspector. “Have a bite of food and a drink of some
thing and then turn in, quick. You chaps too. Off you go. 
You can’t do any more here. And, I say, don’t leave the 
town until I’ve seen you again. I’ve got your addresses, 
haven’t I? All right then, pop off.”

They had changed and were just straggling off, like a 
little company of shipwrecked sailors, when they met Susie, 
who looked like a fantastic little ghost as she came through 
the stage door. She was still wearing her stage costume, 
though she had a big coat over it, and there were traces 
of make-up on her face, a pale ruin of rouge and tear 
stains.

“ Have you heard ? ” she cried, and when they said they 
had, she explained she had just come from the hospital. 
“It’s not so bad, is it?” she said, smiling wanly.



“ Better ner like,” Mr. Oakroyd agreed.
“ Mrs. Joe’s waiting for you at the digs, Joe,” she went 

on. “She told me to tell you. And you’d to hurry up be
cause she was going to see there was something hot for 
supper.”

“Ther should be a bit o’ summat for me an’ all,” re
marked Mr. Oakroyd contemplatively. “ I hadn’t thowt owt 
about it, but I’m right peckish nar. Happen ther’ll be a 
bit o’ meat-and-tater pie warmed up. Yon landlady o’ mine 
is great on meat-and-tater pie.”

“Let’s keep out of the main street,” said Susie, first 
slipping a hand inside Joe’s arm, then taking the expectant 
arm, Inigo’s, on the other side, and squeezing them both a 
little. “We don’t want anybody to see us, do we?” They 
trudged on in silence down the gloomy side-street. Doors 
were being slammed with a kind of savage finality. Some
where not far away, a hoarse reveller was shouting:

“’E’s a dee-ar old pal, 
Ja-holly old pal, 

But ’e opens ’is mouth tew wi-ide.”

It was Mr. Oakroyd, who had just been considering, for 
the first time in true perspective, the whole daft evening, 
who broke the silence. “Well, by gow!” he began. “Nar 
who’d ha’ thowt----- ”

But he was not allowed to say any more. “Don’t start,” 
said Susie hastily. “Just keep quiet, Jess lad. It’s been a 
mess, an awful mess. I’ve cried enough to-night, I don t 
want to cry any more. And I don’t want to talk about it 
now. There’ll be plenty of time to talk about it all next 
week.”

“Absolutely,” said Inigo wearily.
“I dare say,” said Joe. “Never mind, Susie. What’s 

going to happen next week anyhow?”
“God knows!”
“ I’m sorry, lass. I’ll say ner more. I’ll go on thinking 

about my bit o’ meat-and-tater pie. We’re not dead yet, 

though I seem to be stiff’ning a bit Summat’ll turn 
up.”

So they went trudging on, as quiet as the four shadows 
in their grotesque dance on the pavement, lengthening and 
dwindling between the street lamps.

CHAPTER V
LONG, AND FULL OF SALVAGE WORK

I
“Well, well!” cried the voice, though softly. “Well, 

well ! ”
“ Is it the same?” asked the nurse.
“The very same,” the voice replied. It had lost some 

of the deep rough burr it had had years ago, this voice, 
but there was no mistaking it. “ No,” it went on now, “ I’ll 
not do that. Let her have her sleep out.”

Miss Trant, however, had already had her sleep out. 
She was awake now, although her eyes were still closed and 
she had not stirred. The sound of that first quiet but 
startled “ Well ! ” had drawn her from some deep dream
less place into an upper region of flickering shadows, 
dreams and voices. Where was she? The hotel? The 
hospital? No. The Mirland Nursing Home. And it was 
Tuesday afternoon. She was back now in full conscious
ness, though all it offered her at the moment was a quiver
ing brownish space and these two voices. And one of them 
was his, hardly changed at all.

She opened her eyes, which discovered a world very 
bright, solid, looking as if it had just been made. He was 
standing by the door. She was not surprised to see him. 
She had not been surprised to hear his voice. It was as 
if she had spent years and years being surprised not to see 
him and hear his voice, and that that state of things had 
now quietly stopped.

“Hello!” she cried, feebly.
He came forward, smiling. He looked older, of course, 



but not strangely so. On the contrary, he looked more 
himself, as if this were the age he had been aiming at when 
she had known him, years ago. “ Miss Elizabeth Frant,” he 
said, with deliberation. Nobody else would have said it like 
that.

“Doctor Hugh McFarlane,” she replied, giving him 
her hand.

The nurse nodded brightly at the pair of them and 
departed.

“ I thought you were asleep,” he said, sitting down be
side her, “and I didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“You recognised me then?”
“ I did,” and left it at that. He was just the same. He 

was capable of leaving the most gigantic gaps in conversa
tion, never dreamt of filling them in with the nearest 
rubbish.

“How did you know I was here? Did you—read about 
us in the paper?” For the local paper had been very ex
cited about last Saturday’s doings at the Hippodrome.

“No, I never saw a word about it in the paper,” he 
replied. “That would be the paper here though, wouldn’t 
it? I only see The Times and Glasgow Heraid, and there 
wasn’t anything in them about it”

“I should hope not.”
“But I did hear something about it,” he continued, 

thrashing the thing out in the same old way. “Then I had 
to come here to see a patient of mine and saw your name, 
so I came to see if it was the Miss Elizabeth Trant I knew.”

She could not resist it. “ I thought you would have for
gotten all about me by this time,” she murmured.

He shook his head gravely. “Not at all. I hadn’t for
gotten you. I recognised you as soon as I came in. You 
haven’t changed much, even with your little accident too. 
Subnormal now, aren’t you? Yes, you would be.”

“ I thought I saw you—in a car—the other day,” she 
told him. “One day last week it was, about ten miles out 
of Gatford. I came to the conclusion that it couldn’t be 
you, but now I think it must have been.”

“Now exactly when was that? Last week, you say. 
What time of day would it be?” He brought out, quite 
solemnly, a little pocket-book.

“Afternoon, sometime,” she replied vaguely. “It was 
—let me see—you were on the main road going out of Gat
ford—it seems ages ago now. Oh, it doesn’t matter, 
does it?”

“It must have been last Tuesday, I think,” he said, 
frowning hard at his little book. “To-day week. I’d called 
here. Was I driving a red two-seater? I was? Then it was 
me you saw. Isn’t that curious? I wish I’d known you were 
here.”

Miss Trant hesitated for a moment, evaded his level 
glance, then said hastily: “As a matter of fact, we—I— 
tried to find out if you were here, just to make sure. But 
your name wasn’t in the telephone book. And doctors are 
always in the telephone book, aren’t they?”

“Not if they’ve just arrived,” he said, smiling at her. 
“There hasn’t been time to put me in the telephone direc
tory yet. I’ve just entered into partnership with Doctor 
Heard—he’s a man of some age and is giving up the prac
tice soon—out there at Waterfield on the main road. I 
shouldn’t have come here but I’ve been doing some work 
on the parathyroid glands, and that meant being near 
Masters in London or Hudson here in Gatford. So 1 came 
here to work with Hudson. You’ll have heard of him?”

“I’m afraid I haven’t,” she said, smiling back at him. 
“ It’s terrible, but you people do the most wonderful things 
and we never hear anything about you.”

He stroked his long bony face. “I suppose that is so, 
though I can’t complain myself because I haven’t done 
anything wonderful yet. But how did you come to be here? 
I never knew you had any inclinations towards the stage.”

She laughed. “I hadn’t and I haven’t It’s all rather 
ridiculous, though I must say it doesn’t seem very funny 
just now.” And she told him, briefly, what had happened 
since her father died. Sometimes he stared at her in blank 
amazement, and sometimes he gave a little low chuckle.
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It made her feel as if she were describing a visit to the 
moon.

“And now,” she concluded, “don’t ask me what I’m 
going to do, because I don’t know.”

“ 1 do. You’re going to stay here until that arm’s' 
mended and you’ve had a nice rest and your nerves are 
quiet again.” He still called them “nairrves.” He still 
brought out those huge vowels and smashing consonants, 
and when he turned his face towards the light there was 
still that glint of hair about his cheekbones. “And if 
there’s anything that must be done, let me do it for you.”

“Oh, I can’t worry you with my silly affairs. I’m sure 
you’ve plenty to do, too much, as it is.”

“ Not at all. I don’t say I haven’t plenty to do—we’re 
always busy, you know—but still an old bachelor like me 
has time for anything.”

“You haven’t married then?”
“No.” He stopped, and fingered his chin. “Up to now, 

I seem to have been too busy. It’s a thing that takes time, 
I suppose, getting married.”

“Well, you mustn’t call yourself an old, bachelor, not 
to me. You see, I happen to remember you’re only two 
years older than I am, and I don’t want to be told I’m 
old too.”

“Two years older! That’s it exactly. Now who’d have 
thought you would have remembered that 1 ” he cried, light
ing up and altogether more animated now. “ You’ve as good 
a memory as I have.”

“ 1 remember some things very well.”
“Och, so do I.” He was charging in quite recklessly 

now, without thinking where he might be going. “ I’ve 
never heard a mention of that old rock of Gibraltar with
out thinking of you—and the Colonel,” he added, hastily.

“Which of us reminds you of Gibraltar?” she inquired, 
laughing at him. “Not me, I hope. It must have been my 
father. I think you were always rather frightened of him.”

“ Of the Colonel ! Not the least bit. It was you I was 
frightened of, if you must know.”

“ Me ! ” This was too absurd. A memory of that large, 
masterful, dogmatic young Scot, setting her right about 
everything, suddenly invaded her mind. “ I’m sure that’s 
not true. I never knew anybody who bullied me quite so 
much.”

“Ay, I was raw then, a raw lad.”
Tea came in at that moment. “I’ve brought a cup for 

Doctor McFarlane,” the girl remarked, setting down her 
tray by the side of the bed.

“Thank you,” said Miss Trant. “You will stay, won’t 
you? You’ll have to pour it out for both of us, I’m afraid. 
I can’t manage it with this arm all tied up.”

If she imagined he would be very awkward and clumsy 
with the teapot, she was wrong. He did it all very deftly 
indeed, and she noticed now—and this was a new discovery 
■—that his long bony hands were very finely controlled, sen
sitive. And then—it came in a flash while she was finishing 
her first piece of bread-and-butter—she suddenly felt how 
incredible it was that he should be actually there, the whole 
enormous lump of him, so tremendously like himself, 
quietly sharing her tea. And yet one part of her, so small 
and remote that it could not be said to have a voice, refused 
to see anything incredible in all this, would not even be 
faintly surprised, but settled itself down, as if this were 
the natural order of things. They talked easily now, chiefly 
about the present, Gatford and The Good Com/panions, 
and so forth. The afternoon, itself a pale flower of the 
early spring, filled the room with washed and delicate 
light, called out anew the scent of the daffodil and narcissus, 
and was ecstatically busy with rumours of a fragrant and 
budding world outside.

“And will you be going on with this—er—stage busi
ness?” he asked her. When he saw her smile a little rue
fully and shake her head, his face cleared. “There’s no
thing wrong with it, of course,” he continued, “but it seems 
a daft sort of thing for somebody like yourself to be 
doing.”

“ 'Hie moment they can get on without me, I shall give 
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it up,” she confessed. “It’s been—well, fun, if you like. 
Anyhow, I wouldn’t have missed it for anything. But for 
some time now I’ve been thinking I ought to give it up. 
You see, to begin with, it’s impossible for me to take it 
seriously----- ”

“I should think not,” cried Dr. McFarlane heartily, 
with the air of a man to whom a troupe of pierrots are no 
more than so many buzzing flies.

“But that’s not fair to them, you see. It’s their world, 
their life. I don’t want to let them down now. It looked 
as if everything was going to be splendid. We were making 
money, and I was getting back all I’d lost. The clever 
young ones all thought they might get engagements in town, 
because some big revue man came down on Saturday to see 
them.”

“Was the row too much for him?”
“ Oh no, worse than that. It’s a miserable business for 

them, poor dears—but it’s rather funny, I can’t help laugh
ing. It seems he came and got mixed up somehow in a 
dreadful scrimmage in the audience, and Joe, who didn’t 
know who he was and probably didn’t care, having thor
oughly lost his temper, hit this man terribly hard, so hard 
that he had to be carried out.”

“Well, well! A knock-out, eh? I wouldn’t have thought 
an actor-laddie could have done that.”

“Yes, but then Joe was once a heavy-weight boxer— 
in the Navy.”

“ Ah ! ” said Dr. McFarlane, who apparently knew some
thing about heavy-weight boxers in the Navy. “He might 
well do that then.”

“And now they’re all heart-broken, though they pretend 
not to be when they come here to see me. The young ones 
feel they have lost their chance, and one of them, Jerning- 
ham, seems to have disappeared. Nobody has seen him 
since Saturday night. One of the older ones—Mr. Nunn, 
the comedian—has his head bandaged up and won’t be fit 
to act for a week or two. And the others don’t know what 
is going to happen to them. We had taken the Hippodrome 

for another week, but of course we couldn’t play in it 
even if it were fit to use.”

“It certainly isn’t that, from what I hear,” he said 
grimly.

“That’s the awful thing,” she told him. “I’m respon
sible for all that damage.”

He stared at her in horror and dismay. “You mean 
they’ll come on to you to pay for all that?”

“I believe so. The Hippodrome people are going to 
claim it all from me. It’s a wicked shame because it wasn’t 
our fault at all, and we’ve already suffered for it. And 
just as I thought I should get back most of the money I’d 
lost, this comes along. Oh, it’s a miserable business. And 
the others are absolutely heart-broken about it. They feel 
it’s their fault, though it isn’t at all, of course. It’s mine, 
if it’s anybody’s----- ”

“Don’t pay a penny piece,” he cried, rising from his 
chair. Because a man has been working hard on para
thyroid glands, and in addition has contrived to remem
ber a girl he once knew on a voyage years ago, that does 
not mean that he cannot be appalled at the thought of 
good money being paid out like that. It was a prospect 
to make hundreds of McFarlanes turn in their graves. It 
now made this McFarlane stride up and down the room. 
“You’ve heard nothing definite yet?” he asked, finally.

“No, not yet,” she replied, smiling rather wanly. She 
suddenly felt tired now.

He stopped, looked at her, then quietly sat down again. 
“You’re tired now, Elizabeth?” he said, not taking his 
eyes off her face.

It coloured faintly. “I believe I am.”
“Should I have said ‘Miss Trant’?”
“No, of course not,” returning his steady look with 

wide candid grey eyes.
“Too much talking. It’s my fault.”
“Then I shall have to report you to Doctor Mason, 

Hugh. But don’t go for a minute. Let me talk a little 



longer and then I shall feel better. What do you think I 
ought to do? I had thought of asking my brother-in-law— 
he’s a solicitor in town—to come up and try and straighten 
it all out for me, but he and Hilda, my sister, are in the 
South of France. And even if they weren’t, somehow I don’t 
want the family here, crowing over me. Then I thought 
of asking Mr. Truby, he’s my own solicitor at Cheltenham, 
to see what he could do, but he’s—well, I don’t feel he’d 
be much good. He probably thinks I’m mad.”

“ If it’s a matter of taking to the law, I don’t mean in 
court, but just being represented, then a local man is what 
you want, a man who knows what goes on in this town. 
I know a solicitor here—he’s a patient of mine—of the 
name of Gooch, a fat fellow but sharp as a needle. I’ll 
go and talk to him about it, and do what I can myself 
at the same time. And all you’ve got to do is to lie here 
quietly, not seeing your actor friends too often, just making 
your mind easy, reading a book or two----- ” He broke off,
and regarded her quizzically. “Do you still devote your
self to those romances and historical novels you used to 
like so well?”

“Yes. I don’t read quite so many as I used to do— 
there aren’t good enough ones to go on with—but I haven’t 
tired yet.”

“ Do you remember my telling you I thought them awful 
trash? I was a raw then, if ever a lad was. I’ve been 
ploughing my way through Walter Scott whiles, and there’s 
a great deal of human nature in those Waverley Novels of 
his. He’d have made a fine general practitioner, Sir Walter 
would.”

“There! You’re coming on, Hugh.”
He gave a short confused laugh. “No, I’m going on. 

I’ll be looking in to-morrow if I can at all. If not, the next 
day for certain. That is, if you would like to see me.”

“Of course I should like to see you. I didn’t think, 
though, you’d be able to get here again as early as that. Is 
—er—your patient here worse?”

“Ay,” he replied, with only the ghost of a twinkle to 

show that a joke was in progress, “poor fellow, he seems 
to have taken a turn for the worse since this afternoon. 
So he’ll need an early return visit.” He rose and took her 
hand. “It’s been a strange meeting this. I didn’t think 
you’d have remembered.”

“It was clever of you to recognise me at once, like 
that, when I was asleep too.”

Having brought off one joke, there was no holding him 
now. “ I won’t say I remembered your face, Miss Elizabeth 
Trant,” he said solemnly, “but from the way you were 
lying, the sterno-mastoid muscle was prominent, and I 
thought I remembered the look of that.”

“What! Where? You don’t----- Oh, I see. You are
absurd. Very well, Doctorrr H-ew McFarrrlane, it was your 
terrible accent—an’ only that—ah rrememberred. Good
bye, Hugh. And if you can do anything to prevent me from 
having to throw all my money away here in Gatford, I shall 
be awfully grateful.”

Looking very grave again, at the thought of money 
being thrown away, he stood before her and declared with 
emphasis that he would do something about it. He was 
wearing a good suit—and was a far smarter figure than the 
bony young man she had known before—but it wanted 
brushing in places and there were one or two deplorable 
little stains and burns here and there. And his tie, of 
course, was monstrous. But greying hair suited him; he 
was almost handsome now.

“Fancy Doctor McFarlane being such an old friend!” 
cried the nurse afterwards. She was removing things very 
deftly, but as she spoke she kept an eye on her patient’s 
face. Her duties compelled her to see life chiefly in terms 
of that rickety machine, the body, so it is not surprising 
that her hobby should have been human interest. Her next 
“Fancy!”, which was not long in coming, had quite a note 
of triumph in it. Evidently things were looking up in the 
Mirland Nursing Home.



II
“You’ve not had a reply?” cried Susie.
“I have,” Inigo replied, coming into the room. It was 

some time after eleven on the Wednesday morning. Susie 
had been dusting her sitting-room, which was also her 
landlady’s parlour, in a fashion that fluctuated between the 
dreary and the dreamy. Ever since Saturday night, she 
had felt lost.

“It’s not from Monte Mortimer himself,” Inigo went 
on, speaking rather carefully, as if he thought he was a 
solicitor or some one of that kind. “It’s from his secre
tary.”

“ That’s all the same. Hurry up, idiot, and tell me what 
he says. You’re so slow, Inigo.” Then she plomped down 
into a chair. “It’s a washout, isn’t it? I can see it is. Go 
on, though.”

“It’s a letter and from the secretary,” said Inigo, sitting 
down and taking out the sheet of paper. “This is what it 
says : Dear Sir, I have communicated your yesterday’s wire 
to Mr. Mortimer, who is away from the office at present, 
and he requests me, in reply, to tell you to go to the devil. 
He also requests me to add that any further communication 
from you or any other member of your troupe will be re
garded as coming from there and will not receive any reply 
whatever. Yours truly, J. Hamilton Levy, Secretary. And 
that,” Inigo added, with a poor attempt at nonchalance, 
“is that.”

“Let me have a look at it,” Susie commanded, and 
then read it through herself. Having done that, she 
crumpled it fiercely and hurled it into the fire. “And to 
think I’ve been sorry for that—that object—for the last 
three days ! Mean beast ! I hope Joe’s punch knocked 
him silly. I don’t care, I do.”

“Well, it did, my dear,” said Inigo, “hence this colossal 
snub, absolutely. Looks to me as if he’s still off duty.”

“ I wouldn’t have minded so much if lie hadn’t been so 

Smart Alecky about it. There’s no need for him to try to 
be funny. His next revue’ll need all the gags he can ever 
think of. Anyhow, he must be a rotten manager or he’d 
never let a thing like that stop him from getting in some 
good new talent. If I was running a show, I wouldn’t care 
if I got fifty biffs, I’d engage people who could do some
thing.”

“ I’m awfully sorry, Susie,” he began.
“Don’t be silly. It’s not your fault. It isn’t anybody’s 

fault really, and it certainly isn’t yours. It’s a washout, 
that’s all, and the best thing I can do is to remember it’s 
twice daily on the pier, or if fine at the pierhead and if wet 
in the shelter, that’s my programme—if I’m lucky, because 
it’s boiling down to that now, when you come to think of it. 
Hell ! Give me a cigarette. No, don’t, thanks. I don’t want 
one.”

“You ought to smoke a pipe,” he said, lighting his. 
“By the way, I saw Jimmy this morning----- ”

“Is he better?”
“ Practically. Head still hums a bit, and says he’s dizzy 

when he tries to walk about. He won’t be fit for work for 
a week or two. But what I wanted to say was, Mamie Pot
ter’s gone.”

“ Thank God ! She wasn’t much good anyhow, and she’s 
brought us nothing but rotten luck. Thinks we’re not good 
enough for her now, I suppose?”

“ Something like that. Anyhow, she’s gone. And nobody 
seems to know anything about Master Jemingham.”

“Oh, he’s pushed off too, I expect,” said Susie, who 
was clearly anxious to relieve her feelings. “He would! 
He’ll look after himself all right—Ai give you mai ward.”

“I dunno. He may turn up again, babbling about his 
trousers as he did last time. Where was that? Tewborough, 
wasn’t it? Gosh! the holes we’ve been in, Susie!”

“ It’s nothing to the hole we’re in now, laddie,” she said 
darkly. “ We’re in a mess, busted absolutely—as our sweet 
young pianist says. There’s poor Miss Trant in a nursing 
home, and though she’s sweet about it, she must be fed up 



to the teeth with the lot of us. They say she’ll have to pay 
for all the damage too. Well, she’s had enough of it, you 
can bet. No more Good, Companions for her. That means 
we shan’t have a cent to go on with. If she offered us any 
money, I wouldn’t take it. Not after all she’s done and 
had to pay out.”

“Well, I’ve got a spot, you know,” he remarked.
“Keep your spot, my child. I’m coming to your part 

in it soon. Then Potter’s gone. That doesn’t matter, but 
still it means we’ll have to get another soubrette. Jerry’s 
gone too, and that’s really awkward. You wouldn’t get an
other light comedian as good—not for C. P. work—if you 
advertised till all was blue. Then Jimmy’s not fit for work 
yet. We’d have to put in old Jess as a Yorkshire comedian. 
Wouldn’t he be marvellous! It’s all right laughing, but— 
oh, it’s murder. I saw myself up in town by this time, 
signing contracts like mad, looking for a flat. What a hope ! 
And a week ago I was sniffing at Bournemouth. Bourne
mouth! It wouldn’t look at us now. Two-night stands are 
all we’re fit for, with a return visit to Rawsley the event of 
the season. Susie Dean. A riot of Sandybay! Front chairs 
one-and-tenpence! Patronise the pierrots, girls and boys! 
Oh, hell—oh!—oh ”

“Susie!” He jumped out of his chair.
She shook her head fiercely, her thick dark bobbed hair 

swinging. Then she touched his hand for a moment and 
pushed him back. “No, sit down, idiot. We’re both idiots. 
I work myself up in the most ghastly way these days. It 
must be because I’m so excited inside all the time, have 
been for days.”

“I know,” said Inigo sympathetically. He was sitting 
down again now, but his hands were stretched out in front 
of him, as if it was impossible to restrain them from 
reaching out to her.

“You don’t know. You don’t know anything about it.” 
She was smiling mistily. “O lord! where’s my hand
kerchief? Wait a minute. Now then, I’ve not finished yet. 
There’s you.”

“Me! What about me? I’m all right.”
“You’re not. To begin with, you’re absurd, and always 

will be. No, don’t start saying you’re not, because that’s 
not what I’m going to talk about. You went up to Felder 
and Hunterman’s on Saturday, they heard your stuff, and 
what’s his name—you know----- ”

“ Pitsner?”
“That’s right. Well, Pitsner wanted your songs, didn’t 

he, just as that ape Monte Mortimer did?”
“He did. I won’t say he was keen, because I don’t be

lieve that man was ever keen about anything. He’s got a 
sort of ‘But she is in her grave, and oh the difference to 
me!’ look about him, Master Pitsner. Still, he wanted them 
all right.”

“ Well, there you are. Pitsner didn’t get a punch from 
Joe, you know.”

“True,” Inigo murmured. He knew what was coming 
and was hoping to dodge it. “Pitsner didn’t. But I’ve no 
doubt at all that something could be arranged, if you feel 
he ought to have one too. He could come down here for it, 
or perhaps one of us might go up there----- ”

“Don’t be funny,” she told him wearily. “You’re not 
bad until you start being funny. Then you make me feel 
sick. Let’s talk sense. You know he’ll take those songs 
like a shot. And you know—or you ought to know, by 
this time—you can make bags of money up there turning 
out these things. Well, that’s where you’re going.”

“You mean—I ought to clear out too?”
“ Of course ! The sooner the better ! ”
“But I don’t want to.”
“I dare say,” she cried. “Because I’m not going, eh? 

I know your little game. You want to stay with us, going 
the old round, thumping out the old stuff, and looking at 
me over the top of the piano with the love-light in your 
eyes. For her sake alone he—thingumtybobbed—renounced 
wealth and fame. Love was his guiding star. Came the 
dawn. Yeogh!” Here she gave a very unladylike imitation 



of acute sickness. “What do you think you are—a little 
hero from Hollywood? Out you go, laddie. Honestly, you 
don’t want to go trailing round another year—Rawsley, 
Dotworth, Sandybay, Winstead, Haxby, Middleford, and 
Tewborough—my God!”

“ Oh, I don’t know,” said Inigo, examining the bowl of 
his pipe with unnecessary interest. “Seeing England and 
all that. On t’road—as our friend, Master Oakroyd, says. 
It’s the sort of experience that might be very useful to a 
man of letters----- ”

“Man of letters!” Susie made a number of unconv- 
plimentary noises.

Inigo flushed and kicked out a foot at nothing in par
ticular. “Shut up, Susie. I will write something decent 
some day, you see if I don’t.”

Her dark eyes rested on his sulky boy’s face for a mo
ment, and lost their hard brilliance. “ Sorry ! I don’t know 
anything about it. I only know about silly songs, and you’re 
marvellously clever at them. Anyhow, the point is—no self
sacrifice stuff. You’ve got to clear out of this mess.”

“But you see, there’s no self-sacrifice stuff about it,” 
he explained quietly and slowly, while he examined, with 
what was apparently strong distaste, a large photogravure 
bearing the title On the Road, to Gretna Green. “ I want 
to be where you are, as I’ve told you before.”

To this Susie made no reply. She looked into the fire, 
and they were both silent for a minute or two. “ But after 
all,” she said, finally, “if you want to do something for 
me, you ought to clear out and get up to London. Look 
what you did last Saturday.”

“ That’s true,” he cried, brightening. “ That’s the place 
to work it from.” He paused, thinking it over. “I don’t 
know, though. I’d have a pop at it, of course, but last 
Saturday’s effort was gigantic cheek, absolutely, and I don’t 
know if I could drag out any more Monte Mortimers. 
Still, you could slip up, couldn’t you?”

She nodded, then frowned at the fire. “It’s a mess. 
Everything’s got into a mess. I expect you must think 

sometimes I’m an awful little hard nut, always on the 
make. No, listen,” as he began to protest. “ But something 
nags at me inside telling me to get on quick. It’s a sort of 
feeling I have about my father and mother. I’ve told you 
about it before, haven’t I? As if it was because they had 
such a rotten time. And I feel I can’t wait long. It’s all 
right people saying ‘Oh, you’re young. Plenty of time!’— 
that sounds all right—but there isn’t. If nothing happens, 
I’ll get stale soon. I know I will. I oughtn’t to, but there 
you are. I expect I haven’t the guts to keep on and keep 
it up.”

“That’s rot. I see what you mean, absolutely, but it’s 
rot about not having the guts. You’ve guts enough for 
ten.”

She laughed, came over to him, and twisted a finger in 
his lock of hair. “ Awful, isn’t it? We sound like a butcher’s 
shop. Let’s talk about something else.”

“ By the way,” he began. “ Ow ! That hurts. Look here, 
creature, if you want to know what to do with your Í hands------”

“I don’t, thank you,” letting him go.
“Pity,” he grumbled. “However, I was going to say, 

I’ve just remembered that Saturday night was your benefit.”
“You don’t mean to say you’d forgotten that?”
“No, not exactly. What I meant was, I’d forgotten you 

got the money. How much was it, and what have you done 
with it, and so on and so forth?”

“ I haven’t done anything with it, idiot. Matter of fact, 
I don’t know exactly how much it all comes to yet, but any
how I’m not taking it. Of course not, don’t be silly! How 
can I? Here’s Miss Trant going to be run in for hundreds 
and hundreds. I can’t possibly take anything.”

“No, I suppose not,” he replied, poking his face medi
tatively with the stem of his pipe. “Gosh! I’d forgotten 
about that.”

“You’re lucky! That’s all part of the hellish mess. 
I’m going to see Miss Trant this afternoon. I think I’ll 



ask Mrs. Joe to come too. At times like this, us girls must 
stick together, my child.”

They looked at one another, laughed, then carefully 
explained that they were really very miserable. And indeed 
they were about as depressed as it was possible for two 
such lively, youthful, optimistic souls to be. It was all the 
worse because there was nothing for them to do.

“Well,” said Inigo at length, after wandering vaguely 
about the room, “ I suppose I must be thinking about a 
spot of food. Гт having lunch out somewhere. Coming 
with me?”

“1 don’t feel like facing Ye ]ollie DutcKe,” she told 
him. “I think I’ll tea-and-egg it here. Hello, what’s that?” 

“That, my dear,” he replied, at the window, “is a car. 
And it’s stopping here.”

“Let me have a look. I knew it was. I felt it was. 
I’ve seen that car before somewhere. Something’s going to 
happen, Inigo. It is, I know it is.”

“What?”
“I don’t know. Come away from the window or you 

might spoil it. No, we must pretend now we don’t care, 
else it might stop happening at the last minute. I’ve always 
felt that, haven’t you? There you are, a knock.”

“Probably the doctor or somebody like that.”
“It can’t be. I’m sure it isn’t.”
And it wasn’t. The landlady’s head appeared and an

nounced that a shover had called with a message for Miss 
Dean and for Mr. Jollifant too if he was here, which he 
was as her own eyes could see for themselves, and she 
would send it in to give it to them.

Susie recognised the chauffeur at once, and we recog
nise him too, having met him once on the pier at Sandybay 
and then again, one Sunday afternoon, outside Hicklefield. 
Yes, it is Lawley, Lady Partlit’s chauffeur.

“And you’re to come round to the Victoria Midland 
Hotel for lunch, Miss,” he explained. “And you, sir, too. 
I was going round to your rooms, but this has saved me 

the trouble. And I had to tell you that it was specially 
important, and they would be expecting you as soon as 
you could get round.”

“They?” cried Susie. “Who are the others? Yes, we’ll 
come, won’t we, Inigo? But what’s it all about?”

“Well,” said Lawley, grinning, “it’s a bit of a surprise, 
Miss. You’ll soon see.”

Susie looked at him a moment with widening eyes, 
then flashed a glance that might have meant a thousand 
things at Inigo, and bolted, screaming as she went, “Back 
in a minute!”

“ Not so blowy as it has been,” remarked Lawley coolly 
to Inigo, “but still on the cold side, if you ask me.”

Ill
They both jumped and spoke, but Susie’s cry was a 

second quicker than Inigo’s.
“ Married I ”
“Yes, quite a surprise, isn’t it?” said the lady who had 

once been a Partiit. She glittered and jangled and flashed 
before their startled eyes; her little round mouth looked 
as if it would never be shut again ; her big staring eyes were 
now dancing with happiness ; and though she still resembled 
a cockatoo, neither cage nor jungle had ever seen a cock
atoo so excited, so triumphant. “And only this very mor
ning. What a rush, my dear! I haven’t breathed since 
Saturday, that horrible, horrible night. Yes, I’ve heard all 
about it, such a business! If I’d been a second later getting 
him away, 1 really think I should have died. At the time, 
of course, I could only think about him, but I’ve thought 
about you all since and felt so sorry. And poor Miss Trant 
too! But aren’t you going to—or is that too late?”

“Of course we are,” cried Susie. “It’s lovely, and I’m 
sure you’ll both be marvellously happy.”

“Absolutely,” muttered Inigo, who was still rather 
dazed.

“Now isn’t that nice! Of course it’s taken you com



pletely by surprise. I knew it would,” the bride rattled on. 
“And now, my dear, you must be ready for lunch. I think 
I’ll ring the bell. He should be here any minute now. 
Telephoning, you know. We haven’t had a single moment 
to spare since Monday morning, it’s been such a rush. 
There he is, I think.” She flew to the door. “Here we are, 
darling, and they were both so surprised—I knew they 
would be. Isn’t it amusing?”

Susie was the first again. “Marvellous, Jerry!” She 
was busy shaking his hand. “I’m so glad. I hadn’t any 
idea what was happening.”

For one wild moment, Inigo, who had not yet come to 
his senses, saw himself stepping forward to congratulate 
Jemingham on becoming Lord Partiit or something of that 
kind. It seemed incredible that Partiit should be merged 
into Jemingham. “Many happy returns,” he stammered. 
“I mean—you know—best wishes and all that.”

“Tharnks, Susie. Thamks, Inigo,” said Jemingham 
gravely and without the flicker of an eyelid. He was more 
dignified, more beautiful, than ever, but his accent was 
also more fantastic. That alone had been unsettled by 
these momentous events; strange at any time, it was now 
wildly alien; and every sentence he spoke heaped up the 
mangled syllables. “Glard you could cem on to lernch.”

“And we’ve got news for them, haven’t we, darling?” 
cried his wife, who looked even more excited and happy 
now that he was here, as if there had been just a slight 
possibility before that he might never come back from the 
telephone.

“I should think you have news,” said Susie, smiling 
and being tremendously woman-to-woman.

“ Oh, but that’s not all, my dear, I assure you. Lots of 
surprises for you to-day. Isn’t Mr. Memsworth coming, dar
ling? Lunch is ready.”

“Raight, he won’t be lorng,” replied Jerry. “He’s jerst 
petting through a call to tawn.”

Susie glanced sharply at Inigo. “What have we here?” 
this glance inquired, but did not stay for an answer. A 

waiter arrived with cocktails, and for the next few minutes 
they all sipped and chatted, with one eye on the door. The 
table was laid for five, so evidently Mr. Memsworth was to 
be of the party. It had quite a festive appearance, though 
the room itself, the only small private dining-room in the 
hotel, seemed to have given up hope of provincial social 
life about 1892. But what the Victoria Midland Hotel 
could do, it was obviously about to do for Mr. and Mrs. 
Jemingham.

At last, Mr. Memsworth made his entrance. It happened 
that there was a waiter on each side of the door when he 
appeared, but there ought to have been at least twenty, to 
say nothing of an orchestra. Mr. Memsworth, however, con
trived at once to create an atmosphere in which two waiters 
looked like twenty. The moment he stalked in, with his 
“Sorry to keep you waiting” in a rich baritone that went 
straight to the back of the dress-circle, Susie realised in a 
flash it was tke Memsworth, the great Memsworth, one 
greater than Monte Mortimer, and known in the profession 
as “The Emperor” or, more familiarly, perhaps ironically, 
as “The Emp.” This was partly a tribute to his managerial 
powers, for he was the greatest despot in the musical
comedy world, and partly a tribute to his actual presence, 
his terrific style. Unlike most manager-producers, Mr. 
Memsworth had been an actor himself, having for years 
played “leads” in musical comedy. Those were the days 
when the scene of every musical comedy was set in some 
vague Central European state, when every leading juvenile 
was a prince in hussar uniform and every principal come
dian a baron with a red nose, a squeaky voice, and a 
passion for ladies’ maids, when every stage was noisy with 
heel-clicking, hussar choruses, and stentorian announce
ments of “His Highness, Prince Michael of Slavonia.” 
Night after night, year after year, Mr. Memsworth had been 
some Highness or other, with the result that the manner 
had grown upon him; he could not divest himself of king- 
ship. And now that he was a manager-producer—and a 
very successful one, having a sound knowledge of the public
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taste, an eye for talent, and a very good head for business 
—he still made princely exits and entrances, patted people 
on the back as if he were bestowing an order upon them, 
and laughed in that hearty manner only possible to great 
public personages. The fashion in musical comedy had 
changed—and he had been one of the first to recognise the 
fact—but Slavonia, with its soldiers and soubrettes, its 
waltz-time and impossible scenery, lived on in him. And 
now, as he came forward to the luncheon table, it seemed 
strange that he was not followed by two files of baritone 
dragoons.

Susie nearly choked when she was introduced—or 
rather, presented—to him. She knew all about him. The 
Emp. himself—here in Gatford ! But then, of course, Lady 
Partiit—Mrs. Jerningham—had something to do with West 
End theatres. She remembered that talk in the hotel out
side Hicklefield. Those were Memsworth’s theatres too. 
It was obvious now. Jerry had married her so that he could 
star in Memsworth’s productions—something like that. 
“And you’re on in this, Susie,” she told herself, nearly 
bursting with excitement.

Inigo was quite cool, for the simple reason that he did 
not know who Memsworth was, except that he seemed the 
nearest thing one could ever get in this lower world to 
Prince Florizel of Bohemia.

They had not been sat down long when Mr. Memsworth 
looked gravely from one to the other of them, and, raising 
a fork, commanded silence. “ Miss Dean, Mr. Jollifant,” 
he began, in deep, solemn tones, “the other night I had 
the pleasure of seeing your show here.”

“When?” gasped Susie.
“On Saturday night,” he told her.
“And I was there too,” the bride put in. “Wasn’t I, 

darling? And a terrible night it was too, my dear.”
“It was you in the box,” cried Susie.
“Of course it was. It was all going to be such a nice 

surprise. Mr. Memsworth had to see me on business, and 
I said to him ‘You must come and see these clever people’ 

and he laughed—this was on the telephone—you did laugh, 
didn’t you, Mr. Memsworth?”

“ I believe I was rather amused,” the Emperor admitted. 
“But then who wouldn’t have been, dear lady? I mean, in 
my position. New talent in Gatford is not an impossibility 
—there are no impossibilities in our profession—but it’s— 
er—an improbability. I think you’ll agree with me there.”

“Absolutely,” said Inigo heartily. He was enjoying Mr. 
Memsworth and so thought that this was the least he 
could do.

“But though I laughed,” the great man continued, very 
impressively, “I came, I saw—and I was conquered.”

Inigo gave a sudden gurgle. “ I’m sorry. But I couldn’t 
help thinking about Monte Mortimer, who came and saw 
and was conquered too.”

“And I hope he’s still feeling it,” said Susie.
The others stared at them.
“Mai dar Jollifant,” said Jerningham, raising his ex

quisite eyebrows, “whort is all this about?”
“Ah, Monte,” the Emperor murmured. “So you know 

Monte, do you? A very able fellow, very able—in his own 
fine of business.”

“You see,” cried Susie, “he was there on Saturday too 
—to have a look at us.”

“What!”
Susie and Inigo began explaining together, and con

trived to tumble out the story between them.
Mr. Memsworth roared with laughter. It was as good 

as a baritone solo. “But do you mean to say he was laid, 
out?” he demanded. “He was? Right under my nose too. 
My dear people, I’d have given pounds, pounds, to have 
seen it. Monte! On the jaw, I think you said?” The room 
shook with his imperial mirth. “Waiter, the champagne. 
We must drink to this, we really must. Oh, why didn’t I 
know at the time. You made him come up and then he 
was knocked out. Monte ! What a story ! Next time I see 
Monte at the club, I shall go up to him, look him in the 
eyes, and then simply say one word—Gatford. Monte will
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be at my mercy. Why, if this story got about----- !” Mr.
Memsworth raised his eyes, his hands, towards Heaven, 
and then drank some champagne. “But, Miss Dean, Mr. 
Jollifant, this has its serious side,” he went on, solemn 
again now. “Are you tied up with him in any way?”

“He told us to go to the devil,” said Susie. And Inigo 
explained about the letter they had received that very 
morning.

“ What a rude man ! ” cried Mrs. Jerningham.
“ It’s the Oriental,” said Mr. Memsworth, “ the Oriental, 

dear lady. Monte is not a sportsman—never was, never 
will be. I know him well, in business and outside it. A 
very able fellow, as I said before—I don’t know anybody 
who can put on a revue of the medium class, semi-intimate, 
semi-spectacular—but not a gentleman.” He turned to 
Susie and Inigo. “ So that leaves you free. No more Monte ! 
Well, I don’t mind admitting that I think you’re lucky. I 
don’t say that Monte couldn’t have done something for 
you. He could have done a great deal. He’s made one or 
two good people. But I can do more—believe me, much 
more. I can put you—there.”

“And will, won’t you, Mr. Memsworth?” said Mrs. Jer
ningham, who was evidently not only happy herself but 
anxious that everybody else should be happy. A bird of 
Paradise, not a cockatoo.

“I will try, if these—if our friends here—will allow 
me,” he replied majestically. “ As I say, I saw the show on 
Saturday, and to my astonishment, I discovered that here 
—playing Gatford—in a troupe whose name is entirely 
unknown to me—are three young people of real, quite 
undoubted talent.” He paused, holding them with his eye. 
“ First, a young comedienne, who can sing, who can dance, 
who can act, who has—and this is the great thing—charm 
and personality. If she has ambition, as I’m told she 
has----- ”

“I’m bursting with it,” Susie told him breathlessly.
He bowed. “So I believe. That’s very important, more 

important every day. Must have ambition, must be ready 

to work hard, to put your profession first. Society and the 
journalists are ruining so many of our young ladies. They 
achieve a little success—and then, what happens? They 
go here, they go there; their names, their photographs, are 
in all the papers—very good publicity, of course—I don’t 
object to it; but they don’t work.”

“ That’s true, Mr. Memsworth,” said Susie eagerly. “ But 
I’m ready to work till I drop, honestly I am. I’m not doing 
it for fun. I was—was bom in the profession.

“That’s what we want,” he said. “As a matter of fact, 
I was myself. Now, second—I found a juvenile lead.” He 
bowed to Jerningham, who blushed for once in his cool 
unblushing life. “I know all about him now, so I needn’t 
say any more. But third—I found a young composer who 
can write songs that get across and stay there.” He turned 
to Inigo. “ Do you think you can write some more like those 
numbers I heard?”

“I should think so,” replied Inigo carelessly. He was 
beginning to feel wonderlandish again, what with Mr. 
Memsworth and the champagne. “Any amount.”

The great man looked at him in grave astonishment, in 
which there was perhaps a touch of awe. Here was a very 
extraordinary young man, who was not at all impressed 
by the fact that he was about to be taken up by a Mems
worth. “My word, my boy!” he ejaculated.

“He can too, Mr. Memsworth,” cried Susie. “Inigo’s 
marvellous. He can just knock them off like anything'.”

“Thart is so,” said Jerry, with lofty kindness. “You 
can barnk on Jollifant, Mr. Memsworth. You’ve nobody 
writing nambers for you to tech him.”

“And they eat them, even in the stupidest places,” 
Susie continued. “You could see that the other night, 
couldn’t you? But p’raps you couldn’t. I was forgetting 
that wretched rotten business, busting up the show.”

“Ah yes. Curious, that, very curious. I’ve not seen any
thing like it for years.” Mr. Memsworth looked thoughtful. 
“No, nothing as bad for twenty years. I don’t know what 
you people made of it, but to me it was obvious, quite ob- 



vious. Hooliganism, of course—but organised hooliganism. 
Somebody must have paid them to do that. The house in 
general was very enthusiastic. I saw that. Then why should 
these fellows kick up such a row, and go on doing it? Paid 
to do it. There for the purpose. I don’t know who em
ployed them, I don’t know why they were employed, all 
I say is they were employed, paid to do it. I’ve seen it 
happen before, though not lately. I’ve had a lot of ex
perience. You take my word for it. Organised rowdyism.”

“I’m beginning to think that, too,” said Susie, “and I 
know that Mrs. Joe does. I shall tell Miss Trant, don’t you 
think so, Inigo, Jerry?”

“ Meanwhile—to business,” said Mr. Memsworth, look
ing as if he were about to give his loyal subjects a Con
stitution. “ I take it, then, Mr. Jollifant, you’re free to 
work for me?”

Inigo thought so, but put in a word about Felder and 
Hunterman.

“That can be arranged,” and Mr. Memsworth waved a 
hand. “Leave that to me. What I want you to do is 
to see Julian Jaffery, who’s supposed to be doing the 
music for my new show or at least putting some new stuff 
into it. We should want those numbers I heard the other 
night and one or two others, and then you can set to work 
on another thing I’m planning. I’ve got most of the book. 
And I want you, Miss Dean, to rehearse a big part—in 
which you’ll be playing opposite Mr. Jerningham here, and 
you can work together—in this show that’s nearly ready. 
You can take Mr. Jollifant’s numbers that you’re doing now 
straight into it, though I may get one of my librettists to 
alter the words a bit.” He had in hand, it seemed, a 
splendid new musical comedy, that bore the provisional 
title, The Mascot Girl. It had begun as a French farce, 
but had been taken to Vienna, where it was transformed 
into an operetta, which was entirely rewritten in New York 
as a song-and-dance show; and now, the last vestiges of 
the original plot having been removed, new words and 
music were being introduced so that it could blossom out 

again as an English musical comedy. Mr. Memsworth told 
them all about it or at least contrived to suggest that he 
was telling them all about it, for there was not really much 
to tell. It was obvious that the thing would only begin to 
have a shape at the rehearsal. Nevertheless, it appeared 
that Susie and Jerry would have very important parts in 
it, and that Inigo’s tunes would soon be delighting or 
worrying the whole country. In short, their fortunes were 
made, their ships almost in harbour.

“ No,” cried Susie, her eyes dancing, “ I really couldn’t 
eat or drink anything else. If I did I should be sick, I’m 
so excited.”

“ Sweet ! ” murmured Mrs. Jerningham, and patted her 
hand.

“But it’s—it’s—oh, golly!—it’s marvellous. Isn’t it, 
Inigo? Don’t sit there, pretending you don’t care tuppence. 
Isn’t it marvellous? Aren’t you dizzy?”

“Absolutely,” said Inigo, who was in fact a trifle dizzy. 
“I don’t mind saying it’s jerst whort I’ve warnted,” 

Jerningham admitted. And he gave his wife such a sudden, 
unexpected and unasked for, altogether beautiful smile 
that no doubt she felt dizzy too. For smiles like that, she 
would have bought him whole theatres.

Mr. Memsworth, whom the champagne had made more 
benevolent and regal than ever, so that he sat there like 
another Haroun al Raschid, smiled upon them all, and then 
explained to Susie and Inigo that they had better clear 
things up in Gatford and then report to him in town if 
possible in two days’ time, and on Monday at the latest. 
Then he would have contracts ready and everything.

Susie stared at him in a happy dream. “ Oh, Mr. Mems
worth, don’t disappear or anything, will you? I feel as if 
I’m sitting in my digs making this up, just to pass the 
afternoon. In a minute I shall wake up.”

“It’s so very nice for you, isn’t it?” Mrs. Jerningham 
cooed.

“Nice! It’s—oh, I can’t begin. And you’ve done it, 
Lady—I mean, Mrs. Jerningham, and I’m so glad you’ve 



married Jerry and I hope you’ll both be happy for ever and 
ever.” And she flung out her hands, and jerry shook one, 
with a solemn “Thamks, Susie,” while his bride squeezed 
the other, saying: “You know, we’ve to go up to town to
night. All such a rush, isn’t it? But I do adore a rush, don’t 
you, my dear?”

“And this,” said Inigo, who had just accepted and lit 
a large cigar so that he felt almost vulgarly opulent al
ready, “is the end—the very end—of Tke Good Com
panions. ”

Susie’s face fell. “Yes, it is, isn’t it? I’d forgotten that. 
Yes, it’s all right laughing, but it’s rather sad, really. Why 
can’t we have one nice thing without having to give up 
another nice thing?”

“That, my dear lady, is Life.” Mr.Memsworth did 
this magnificently.

“I suppose it is, but it’s beastly all the same,” said 
Susie. “Oh, and what about the others, Jimmy and the 
Joes? What are they going to do now, poor darlings? 
Can’t you do anything for them, Mr. Memsworth? They’re 
awfully good, really. You didn’t get a chance to see them 
properly the other night.”

He shook his head. “I don’t doubt it. I wish I could 
do something for them. I’d like to oblige you, Miss Dean, 
and I like to see people in our profession sticking to their 
friends. But these others—sorry—not in my line. Too old, 
you know. Much too old even for the chorus. I might 
possibly find a very small part in something or other for 
the little comedian, but really I think he’d be far better 
off in his own concert-party work. And the others cer
tainly would. Sorry, but still, they’ll find work all right. 
Can’t they carry on this present show?”

“Nathing left in it,” said Jerry. “All the real tarlent 
gone.”

“No, that’s not fair, Jerry,” Susie told him. “But there 
wouldn’t be enough of them to do anything with it. I mean, 
it couldn’t be the same show, now that half of it has gone. 
Oh, it’s a shame. They’ll have to find work with another

C. P. and it won’t be easy getting into a good one ’cos the 
season’s nearly beginning.”

Mr. Memsworth looked thoughtful. “ The season—the 
season,” he mused. “Now that reminds me of something 
that was said to me the other day. What was it? Ah, I have 
it. Bellerby, that’s the man. Bellerby used to do a good 
deal of work for me at one time, and I ran across him the 
other day in town and he told me he was getting a resident 
concert party together for some resort or other, East
bourne, Hastings, one of those places, you know. In fact, 
he asked me if I could recommend him a few decent 
people.”

“Oh, but that would be marvellous! Just what they 
want! Do you think this man would take them?” Susie 
asked.

“ A word from me,” said Mr. Memsworth, and a wave 
of his hand told them the rest.

“But how are you—I mean—will you write to him or 
something ? ”

“Mr. Jollifant, just touch that bell, will you?” the great 
man commanded. This—his manner informed them—was 
his way of doing things, and they must now keep their eyes 
and ears open. The bell brought a waiter, and the waiter 
was told to bring Mr. Nurris, who it appeared was Mr. 
Memsworth’s secretary. Mr. Nurris was a pallid young man 
with darkish horn-rimmed spectacles. “Look here, Nurris,” 
cried his employer. “Canyou remember Bellerby’s address? 
You remember him? South coast somewhere. You can, eh? 
Then take a wire. Wait a minute, though. I must be out 
of this town by five. It’s no use him wiring back to me. 
Who’ll act for these four people?” he asked Susie and 
Inigo.

They gave him Jimmy’s name and address. Thereupon, 
Mr. Memsworth dictated a telegram of theatrical dimen
sions, recommending one comedian, one conjurer-ban joist, 
one baritone and feed, and contralto, all experienced C. P. 
artistes, and asking for terms, dates, and other details, to 
be wired to Jimmy Nunn. “And if that doesn’t bring a 



reply by to-night, you may take it from me that Bellerby 
is either drunk or missing or both. Get it off at once, 
Nurris.”

“And now,” said Susie to Inigo, after they had shaken 
hands all round and declared how splendid it all was and 
taken their leave, “ it looks as if we’re all going to be fixed 
up. Aren’t you excited? Honestly, I’m nearly ill. I want 
to rush up to everybody and tell them all about it. Just 
think of us sitting there this morning—me, anyhow—giving 
it all up as a bad job. And then this comes along. Wouldn’t 
it be ghastly if I got run over or something now?” She 
squeezed his arm hard, then let it go and laughed.

“You’ve forgotten two people,” he told her, after she 
had finished happily babbling. “One is Miss Trant.”

“I’m going to see her now, to tell her all the news. 
And I’m sure she won’t mind a bit. I believe she’ll be glad. 
And I shall tell her to keep all my benefit money, to help 
to pay the damages they say they’re going to claim at the 
measly Hippodrome. It’ll all help, won’t it?”

“A spot,” he replied. “Those damages are going to be 
a nasty piece of work. I don’t like the idea of poor Miss 
Trant being left here, with a bad arm and a bill a mile 
long, while we trot off to town to make our fortunes.”

“If you put it like that—and I must say, Inigo, you’ve 
a nasty way of putting things—it sounds nearly as bad as 
murder. But it’ll be all right. Everything’s going to be 
all right for everybody, I feel siire it is. I’ve felt so all 
along. The trouble about you, my laddie, is you’ve no 
confidence----- ”

“Well, by gosh! I like that,” he protested, “when it’s 
only a few hours since you were moping away----- ”

“Don’t talk such rot, Inigo. That’s the worst of you. 
You talk such a lot of rot. It must be because you’re— 
what is it?—an author—no, something worse than that— 
a man of let-ters. No, don’t start being cross now, or you’ll 
spoil everything. Who’s the other one I’ve forgotten?”

“ Our Mr. Oakroyd.”
“Jess, lad. So I had,” she cried. “What a shame! I 

haven’t seen him for days. Have you? Oh, something nice 
must happen to him, it really must. We can’t all just leave 
him, alone with his bag of tools and his little basket thing. 
Do you remember his little basket trunk? Wasn’t it sweet? 
He’s been a bit broody lately too, so p’raps he wants a 
change like the rest of us. Well, I’m sure it’ll be easy to 
find him a job. We could take him with us, or the others 
might be able to find him something if they get that 
resident job, or Miss Trant might want him to stay with 
her.”

“Why, what could she give him to do? What’s she 
going to do herself anyhow?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Don’t be so silly and impatient, 
young man. Well, this is where we part. I’m going to see 
Miss Trant. I don’t know what she’ll think about me. Do 
I look all right, because honestly I feel tight, though I only 
had one glass of that champagne? And you run along and 
write another song or two, just to keep your hand in. No, 
run away. Isn’t it marvellous? See you soon.”

“When?”
“ To-night—perhaps.”
He watched her dart across the road and then trip away 

down the other side, so eager, so happy, like a girl in a 
shining fairy tale. It almost hurt him to see her like that. 
Something old, unreasonable, stirred apprehensively inside 
him—a little Inigo that had once looked up from his bone 
and his bride to see the trampling mastodon blotting out 
the sky. Then he grinned at himself and walked away.

IV
Once more we discover Mrs. Joe in her sitting-room, 

surrounded by the brown cotton-woolly moors and glens 
that haunted the imagination of Mrs. Pennyfeather’s uncle. 
Mrs. Joe is still knitting that mysterious pink garment, 
which is now more complicated and untidier than ever. She 
had knitted steadily through these dark idle days, and it 
looks as if there is a danger of her knitting herself inside 



this pink monster and having to be rescued with a pair of 
shears. We have never pretended that she was young, but 
now, as she sits there, working away, she looks older than 
she did. In that mask of mingled dignity and simple fool
ishness, there has been a recent invasion of fine lines; her 
face begins to droop and sag. This past week she has 
suffered as an artiste, a wife, and a mother—for though 
George is safe on Denmark Hill, he has to be paid for, 
and his passion for playing football in side-streets with a 
little india-rubber ball is creating a terrible boot problem. 
No doubt she is thinking about these things, the bewilder
ing mechanics of life, as she stares into the microscopic fire, 
itself evidence enough of the Brundit new economic policy. 
For a few minutes, during which we shall do well to look 
upon her with kindness, for very soon, this very night in 
fact, she is going her way and we are going ours and the 
acquaintance is at an end, she sits and stares and weaves 
the monstrous mesh. Then she starts up. Somebody has 
burst into the room. It is Susie.

Susie takes a deep breath, plucks off her hat and flings 
it anywhere, takes another deep breath, and falls into a 
chair. <

“You did give me a Start, my dear,” Mrs. Joe tells her, 
reproachfully. “I wondered what on earth it could be.”

And now Susie begins: “Talk about news! My dear, 
I’m simply bursting with ’em. Jerry’s married Lady Partiit, 
the woman I told you about, who sent the bouquet, and I’ve 
seen them both, had lunch with them, and Mr. Memsworth, 
the Emperor, you know, the musical-comedy man, he was 
there too, and we’re all going to London and Jerry and I 
are going to have parts, really fat parts, in a new show he’s 
doing, and Inigo’s going to write the music, and Mr. Mems- 
worth’s wired to a man who’s getting up a resident C. P. 
somewhere----- ”

“Stop it, child, stop it,” Mrs. Joe shrieks. “You’re put
ting me in a Maze, with your Lady Partridges and Em
perors. I don’t know whether I’m sitting in this room or 
where I am. Now just calm yourself down and get your 

breath and begin at the beginning and let me take it 
all in.”

“Well, you see----- ”
“But, Susie my dear, you’re not teasing me, are you? 

I mean, you’re not just making it all up. I couldn’t bear 
that just now. Some other time, perhaps, it would be just 
a little fun and frolic between ourselves—nobody can say 
I don’t like a little joking in a friendly way—but just now, 
what with all things being at Sixes and Sevens, no, worse 
than that, if you count in the injuries and loss of salaries, 
to say nothing of future engagements, that is, whether 
there’ll be any at all and if so, where—I really couldn’t 
bear it. So don’t tell me anything you’re making up, will 
you?”

“ Making it up ! I couldn’t make it up. Nobody could. 
Just you listen and don’t say a word.” After which, Mrs. 
Joe does listen, entranced, to a very full account of the 
lunch.

“ Did you ever ! ” cried Mrs. Joe. “ I never did. There’s 
your Chance, come at last, you might say, when hope had 
fled. Doesn’t it show you? My words, it does.” She is 
almost aghast at this revelation of her prophetic powers. 
“There was I, on Saturday, saying to you when you told 
me that Mortimer man was there, ‘What did I tell you? 
Here’s your Chance, come to you, without asking, in Gat- 
ford.’ And then when nothing came of it—and the things 
I’ve said to Joe about what he did that night really won’t 
bear thinking of, not in cold blood—when nothing came 
of it, I could have slapped myself for Leading You On. 
‘You’ve only gone and made it worse, you silly creature,’ 
I said to myself. And yet something told me. Try as I 
might, it still told me. And now here you are, with a Bigger 
Chance. And it had to come, even if it took a marriage 
no more expected than the Man in the Moon to do it, you 
might say. It—it—a thing like this—makes you ask your
self, Where Are We?—What Are We?—if you see what 
I mean.” She loses herself in these profundities for a 
moment or two. Then she throws aside all her knitting and



needles and balls of wool. “ I’m glad. I’m very very glad, 
my dear. I know it means breaking up and starting afresh 
somewhere else for us, with the season so near too, but I’m 
still glad, just for your own sake, my dear.” And she leans 
forward and kisses her young friend’s flushed face.

“But, you stupid, I’ve news for you too,” Susie 
points out.

“Anything I’m sure will be welcome,” Mrs. Joe replies. 
Then she adds, a trifle wistfully: “There hasn’t been any
thing said about us, has there?”

“Of course there has. That’s what I’m trying to tell 
you.” And out it comes, to delight Mrs. Joe.

“Though,” she is careful to say, “as things go in the 
ordinary way—and unless Luckiness has set in all round 
—it’s only a Shot in the Dark so far. A manager says he 
wants artistes for a resident season at one of our best 
resorts. He says it once. Well and good! He may say it 
twice. Twice is quite possible. But after that, he’s not 
going to say it any more—and why ? Because he’s got the 
artistes. They flocked in, my dear, flocked. They don’t 
need to be told twice. You do see what I mean, don’t 
you ? He told Mr. Memsworth about this some days ago— 
perhaps a week ago, perhaps longer—and if he’s told other 
people, he’s already had the choice of a hundred. To ask 
for artistes for a good resident season,” she adds solemnly, 
“is like—well, you might as well ask for haystacks for a 
needle.”

“Oh, he may not have booked anybody,” Susie re
marks, rather carelessly. “Anyhow, we’ll soon see. He 
was told to wire a reply to Jimmy.”

“Joe’s over there now. Went to discuss the situation, 
and so I told him ‘Very well, but if it’s to be a discussion, 
stay in the rooms and have something in. Send Out for a 
bottle or two of beer and leave it at that, and don’t go 
discussing on licenced premises, because that’s how the 
money goes. That’s a thing to watch when you’re married, 
my dear. Always get him to Send Out for something and 
do his discussing at home.”

Susie laughs. “I’ll remember that, though it doesn’t 
matter because I don’t intend ever to get married.”

“Don’t tell me, because I know how you feel. I was 
just the same at your age. But then—all of a sudden, be
fore you can say Jack Robinson—it comes over you.”

“ I think I know somebody it’s coming over now,” Susie 
tells her confidentially. “And that’s Miss Trant.”

“Noi”
“Yes. I’ve just seen her. And I found him there, the 

great him. Didn’t I ever tell you about that Scotch doctor 
she’s been quietly in love with for ages?” To make sure 
of the matter, she tells her now. “ And there he was the 
day,” she concludes, employing what passes in theatrical 
circles for a good Scots accent, “looking into herrr eyes 
and callin’ herrr Eleezabeth. He’s verra tall an’ verra bony 
an’ verra seerious, but wi’ a nice kind face. An’ if he’s 
not proposin’ marritch the mom’s morn an’ if she’s no 
gladly acceptin’ him, ah’ll go an’ eat ma best bonnet. 
Hoots, woman, it’s a—oh, I can’t do any more, but any
how there they are, falling in love all over again like billy- 
oh, and blushing away every time they look at one an
other. And Miss Trant pretends to be very worried about 
what we’re all going to do, and about the show busting 
up, and about all this money she may have to pay out, but 
she doesn’t care a damn, really. I could see it in her eye. 
What she’s thinking about now is her Doctorr McFarlane, 
ye ken. And good luck to her, the darling, I say.”

“So do I, indeed I do.” Mrs. Joe reflects for a mo
ment. “ It’s a noble profession, though I must say I could 
never fancy one of them. Don’t you feel that too, my dear ? 
I mean, as soon as you said anything to keep them in 
their place a bit, they’d say, ‘Let me look at your tongue/ 
and then where would you be? Besides, think of being 
married to a man who knew everything that was going on 
inside you, all about your liver and everything! You’d 
never be able to look him in the face. I remember a 
doctor—well, he wasn’t quite a doctor but he was going to 
be one—a medical student, you know—and he was very 



attached to me, I couldn’t keep him away—this was before 
I met Joe, long before, when I first went on the stage— 
and he was very good-looking and most amusing company, 
but one Sunday night, when he’d had a little too much— 
we’d been out to Richmond, I remember, and it was a 
very hot day—and he told me what he’d been doing to 
a rabbit—it was a dead rabbit, but still—well, I never 
fancied him after that. I didn’t like the look in his eye. 
But Miss Trant, I dare say, is different. You feel—don’t 
you, my dear?—she wouldn’t care about a thing like that. 
It’s all Temperament.”

But now there are noises off. Enter three gentlemen, 
carrying bottled ale.

“Has Susie told you?” Joe roars at his wife. “Well, 
Jimmy’s just had a wire. We’ve just left him.” He rubs 
his hands and shows her a long slow delighted grin.

“What does he say then?” Mrs. Joe demands, im
patiently. “Don’t stand there, without a word. Of all the 
aggravating men, Joe----- !”

“ Wants to see us on Monday,” Mr. Morton Mitcham 
tells her. “Terms are good. Open middle of April, clean 
run through until end of September. Rehearse beginning 
of April, on full pay. And if it’s the same Bellerby I 
played with in Nought Six, he’s a gentleman.”

“ Bit of your doing, this, Susie,” Joe roars again. “ I’ve 
heard all about you. After this, up among the stars so 
high, eh? Shan’t be allowed to talk to you after this 
week.”

“Don’t be an idiot, Joe. But honestly, isn’t it mar
vellous?”

“ Splendiferous ! And what do you say to me for giving 
that other fellow a tap on the jaw? Don’t forget us, will 
you?”

“ As if I should ! ”
He gives her a gigantic hug. Mrs. Joe and Mr. Mitcham 

explain to one another, with the ease and rapidity of 
veterans, the advantages of a resident season on the South 

coast. Inigo discovers some tumblers on the sideboard 
and opens the beer. The gentlemen immediately fall to 
drinking healths and Mrs. Joe admits that at this moment 
she could do with “something sharp.” Susie, perched on 
the edge of the table, exchanges smiles with Inigo, because 
the others seem so happy. Somebody wants to know where 
Mr. Oakroyd is, and nobody is able to supply the informa
tion. Everybody, however, has so much to say and is so 
eager to say it that Mr. Oakroyd, who after all has not dis
appeared into the blue, is soon forgotten. Susie has ac
cepted a cigarette, Joe and Inigo have their pipes, Mr. 
Mitcham has brought out one of his famous cheroots, so 
that now the room is full of smoke. Thus we see them 
through a blue haze : Mr. Morton Mitcham, towering, fan
tastic, less like a broken-down senator than he was when 
we first met him at Dullingham Junction, but still the same 
conglomeration of creaking bone, bending brow, and re
treating hair, the same traveller from unimaginable places; 
Mrs. Joe, flushed, almost sparkling now, ten years younger 
than she was an hour ago, talking away and sipping her 
bottled beer but still ready at any moment to play the 
Duchess of Dorking; the great shoulders and honest beam
ing face of Joe himself, as he nods and grins and agrees 
with everybody ; Inigo of the wandering nose and wandering 
lock of hair, at once clean and untidy in the pleasant under
graduate fashion that remains with some men; and Susie, 
swinging her legs at the table’s edge, turning eagerly from 
one to another of her companions, talking, laughing, teas
ing, fooling, as if those dark eyes of hers would see ten 
thousand years of life undimmed. In another moment they 
will be nothing but names and news. We see them through 
this haze, which thickens, deepens, shredding away colour, 
blurring shape, like Time itself flowing mistily away; and 
then the curtain comes rustling down, and now we cannot 
see them at all and perhaps will never see them again.
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V
And what was Mr. Oakroyd doing all this time? What 

has kept him in the background? The answer is—a new 
part. For the first and last time in his life, Mr. Oakroyd 
played the detective, a rôle for which—not being a reader 
of sensational fiction—he had no particular liking or ap
titude. But the great catastrophe had left him darkly 
brooding, and after innumerable pipes of Old, Salt and 
some talk with his friend, Mr. Jock Campbell, a man com
pact of suspicion, he had begun to put two and two to
gether. Thus it came about that he played the detective, 
and we shall soon discover to what purpose if we wait for 
him in Miss Trant’s room at the nursing home, on the mor
ning of the day when Susie and Inigo were due to depart 
to London, and even Mrs. Joe and the others were think
ing seriously about packing.

Miss Trant was still in the nursing home, but if she 
had been in a hurry to leave it, she could have done so. 
She preferred, however, to stay on until her arm was com
pletely better, to the great content of her new medical 
adviser, Dr. Hugh McFarlane, who contrived to visit her 
every day. He had now gone into the matter of the Hippo
drome claims with Mr. Gooch, and this meant, of course, 
that he had to see her as often as possible, whatever might 
happen to a good general practice and the parathyroid 
glands. Having completely recovered from the shock, Miss 
Trant was now able to get up, but for the time being she 
was keeping to her room. When Hugh called, on this 
particular morning, he found her sitting in an armchair.

“I telephoned to Gooch,” he explained, “and he’s com
ing along to see you. Something very special, he says. 
I don’t know that I can stay for long, but he’ll tell you 
all about it, Elizabeth.”

“ It’s a shame, your doing so much,” she told him. “ I’m 
sure you can’t spare the time. You mustn’t bother any 
more about it, Hugh.”

And he replied that it was no trouble at all, and she 
said she was sure it must be, and he replied again, quite 
gruffly, that it was a pleasure, and by this time their eyes 
had joined in the dialogue and were making the most reck
less remarks to one another, so that though their tongues 
had framed only the most innocent friendly syllables, she 
was bright pink and he was brick red. Shy people can 
engage in this commerce for quite a long time before any
thing decisive happens, and it is not a stage of the passion 
that has any interest at all for outsiders (though Miss 
Trant’s nurse, who had followed every move, noted every 
blush, and taken the temperature of the affair each day, 
must be excepted), so that we can safely withdraw to 
await the arrival of Mr. Gooch.

Mr. Gooch was a solicitor with a very large practice 
and also a marked Midlands accent. These two things 
taken together indicate that he was an unusually astute man 
who knew a great deal about everybody in Gatford, Mund- 
ley and Stort. Miss Trant’s family solicitor, Mr. Truby 
of Cheltenham, would not have approved of Mr. Gooch at 
all, but then Mr. Truby would have been afraid to contest 
claims that Mr. Gooch regarded as mere whims, impudent 
triflings. Hugh’s Scotch instinct for a good fighting lawyer 
had not been at fault when it had taken him to Mr. Gooch. 
For the rest, it only remains to be said that Mr. Gooch 
was not at all sharp, wizened, ferret-faced, but a stout 
rubicund man with an enormous flat face that suggested 
nothing but a sleepy good-humour.

Having bluntly told Miss Trant that he was pleased to 
meet her and glad to see she was sitting up, Mr. Gooch 
came at once to business. “Now, Miss Trant,” he began, 
“I’ve looked into this matter. I thought at first it was a 
hopeless job. You can’t deny your liability, you see. I’ve 
had a look at your agreement with the Hippodrome, and 
your liability’s there all right. Of course you never thought 
of anything of this sort happening, did you?”

“Naturally not,” Miss Trant replied. “Who would? I
17 * 



mean, it’s not the kind of thing that does happen, you 
see.”

“ Quite so,” said Mr. Gooch, creasing his vast face. 
“ Only you’ve got to be prepared for anything in this world. 
That’s what agreements and contracts are for. Ninety- 
nine times out of a hundred they’re only time and money 
thrown away, but there’s always the hundredth. This is 
it. It’s a pity you put your name to that agreement, Miss 
Trant, if you don’t mind me saying so. These theatrical 
lettings are out of my line—and I don’t pretend to know 
a lot about ’em—but that one you signed doesn’t look 
right to me, smells fishy, that one. And that’s going to 
be worth looking into, I fancy—afterwards, just to make 
a bit of mischief. But it’s watertight, no mistake about that. 
You’re liable, and when they claim, you’ll have to pay 
up.” Having said this, he looked at her in a manner that 
suggested he was quite pleased about it.

Miss Trant was not pleased and came to the con
clusion that Mr. Gooch was a fool. “ It’s a shame,” she 
cried. “ I wouldn’t care if it was my fault in any way. But 
it wasn’t, as you know, and I’ve had to suffer anyhow. 
I and my party have lost money, you see, quite apart from 
anything I may have to pay. And then we’ve suffered in 
other ways too. And all because a few hooligans were de
termined to spoil our performance.”

Here Dr. McFarlane muttered something that hinted 
what he would do to such fellows if he caught them. It may 
have concerned their parathyroid glands.

“ Quite so,” said Mr. Gooch again, still smiling good- 
humouredly. “ But though we might whittle the claim down 
a bit when it comes—it hasn’t come yet, you know, but 
it’s on its way, you might say—we can’t contest it. I want 
to make you understand that, Miss Trant. That’s clear, isn't 
it? All right, then that’s settled.”

He still seemed very pleased with himself, and Miss 
Trant began to think that even poor Mr. Truby, though 
he may have been thinking for months she was wrong in 

her head, could have done better than this. And what made 
it much worse was that he was Hugh’s choice. Poor Hugh ! 
—he had looked so knowing about his Mr. Gooch.

“But there’s another point,” Mr. Gooch continued, with 
relish, “and this is where we really come in. You’re respon
sible to them, all right. But who’s responsible to you? 
Who, in fact, is the guilty party?” He paused and looked 
at her expectantly.

She gave a mental if not an actual shrug. “ That’s soon 
settled too,” she replied, not without irony, “but it doesn’t 
help much. A gang of roughs—from nowhere. If it hadn’t 
been for them, nothing would have happened. But what 
good will that do us—I mean, knowing that? Oh—it’s all 
stupid! I’m sorry, but it really is.”

“It might turn out stupid for somebody,” said Mr. 
Gooch, who was quite unperturbed, “but it’s not half so 
stupid as it looks. Quite tricky up to a point, in fact— 
quite tricky. I didn’t want to bother you just now with all 
this, but I thought you’d better know the line I’m taking. 
If you don’t mind waiting a minute, I’ll just see if he’s 
here. I left a message for him to come along.” With that, 
he lumbered out, leaving Miss Trant staring at her com
panion.

“ I don’t understand what he’s talking about,” she con
fessed, frowning. “Is he—really—a reliable man?”

Hugh laughed. “I’ve been watching you, Elizabeth. I 
saw you thought he wasn’t going to be any use to you.”

“No, that’s not fair, I didn’t. Only----- ”
“Just wait. He’s here.”
He was and there was somebody with him. It was 

Mr. Oakroyd, tightly clutching his cap and looking very 
embarrassed. He gave her a very uneasy grin.

“Well, Mr. Oakroyd,” and she smiled, “this is very 
nice. I didn’t expect to see you.”

Mr. Oakroyd cleared his throat. “ Ar yer getting on, 
Miss Trant?”



“Very well, thank you. What have you been doing 
lately ? ”

“Well—er—I’ve been busy—like.” And he nodded to
wards Mr. Gooch.

“ Oh ! ” cried Miss Trant. “ I didn’t understand. You’ve 
come here with Mr. Gooch, have you ? ”

“That’s right,” replied Mr. Oakroyd, more at ease now. 
“Any rate, he left word for me to come here. Said I’d 
better tell yer mysen.”

“ And you got hold of the other chap,” Mr. Gooch in
quired, putting his head on one side in a droll fashion, 
“made sure of him, did you?”

“He’s here,” said Mr. Oakroyd, jerking a thumb over 
his shoulder.

“ He’s here, is he?” Mr. Gooch was quite lively. “ Where? 
Outside?”

“ On t’mat,” replied Mr. Oakroyd, grinning. “ D’you 
want him in?”

“ If Miss Trant doesn’t mind,” said Mr. Gooch, glancing 
at her.

“Of course I don’t mind,” said Miss Trant, staring at 
them. “But what is it all about?” And she suddenly began 
to laugh.

“ It’s like this here, Miss Trant,” Mr. Oakroyd began, 
earnestly. “After that there do o’ Saturday, I begins to 
put two an’ two together. There’d been summat up all 
t’week, though it were nowt to Saturday. Saturday capped 
t’lot, as yer knaw very well. Nar there’s one or two had 
said to me they thowt it were a put-up job, them chaps 
makking all that to-do. I didn’t like look on it at all, I 
didn’t. So I puts my thinking cap on.”

“That’s the way,” said Mr. Gooch approvingly. “Think
ing cap.”

“Nar a friend o’ mine that doesn’t belong here but 
’ud been here a bit, this chap ’ud dropped a remark to me 
when I saw him last week—it were in ťMarket Tavern o’ 

Thursday—an’ when I towd him I was here wi’ T’Good 
Companions, then he says ‘You had any bother lately, ’cos 
you’re going to have some right sharp?’ Summat like that, 
he says. Well, I didn’t tak’ much notice on it at time, an’ 
he were off afore I could say owt. So I lets it drop, you 
might say. But t’other day, o’ Monday it wor, when I begins 
to puzzle it out a bit, I thowt ‘Ar did he knaw we’d have 
some bother?’ He’d said we would have and—by gow!— 
we’d had some bother an’ all. So I puts two an’ two to
gether. I thowt to mysen ‘He’s in t’know, he is. If this 
here’s a put-up job, he’s been where they’ve been putting 
it up, as you might say.’ That’s what I thowt.”

Mr. Gooch wagged his huge head at Miss Trant. “That’s 
the way,” he said once more. “Thinking cap again.”

Miss Trant was interested now. “Go on, Mr. Oakroyd.
This is exciting.”

“ So I sets off to look for him, this here friend o’ mine. 
Any rate, I maks a few inquiries. Meantime, I goes to see 
Jimmy Nunn, an’ he tells me what Soosie towd him about 
Doctor McFarlane here going to Mr. Goodge about this 
here job, so I goes to Mr. Goodge an’ all an’ tells him 
what I think about it an’ he says there might be summat 
in it an’ I’d better keep on looking for this friend o’ mine, 
d’you see. ‘I’ll do what I can,’ he says, ‘to help you to 
find him. What’s he like?’ he says. An’ I tells him, an’ 
off I goes again an’ comes on one chap ’at ’ud seen him 
an’ he puts me on to another chap. Eh, it were a business ! 
But at finish up, I finds him.”

“Was he here in Gatford?” Miss Trant asked.
“Here! He wor fowty mile away an’ just settin’ off to 

go another fowty or fifty. He’s alius on t’move,” he added, 
not without pride. “I were wi’ him one time—on t’road. 
If I hadn’t been, he wouldn’t ha’ come back. He wom’t 
set on it—’cos he didn’t want to be mixed up in t’job—but 
he come 0’ t’finish, being a pal o’ mine.”

“ Well, we’d better have him in now,” said Mr. Gooch, 
“unless Miss Trant doesn’t want to be bothered. You can 



leave it all to me, you know, Miss Trant, but I thought 
you might like to hear what he has to say.”

“I should think sol” cried Miss Trant. “Hurry up 
and bring him before he runs away.”

“Nay, he’ll noan do that,” said Mr. Oakroyd, almost 
reproachfully. “I’ll fetch him.” And off he went.

“And you really think there’s something in this?” said 
Dr. McFarlane, looking anxiously at Mr. Gooch.

“ I’m pretty sure there is,” that gentleman replied, smil
ing and half-closing his eyes. “Pre-tty sure there is.” Then 
he opened his eyes, wide. “But I can’t tell you exactly 
what—not yet.”

“Well, whether there is or not,” cried Miss Trant ex
citedly, “it’s lovely. And I hope there is, just for Mr. 
Oakroyd’s sake. I’ve told you about him, haven’t I, 
Hugh?”

“ This is him,” said Mr. Oakroyd, returning at that mo
ment, “Joby Jackson. Nar, Joby lad, yer can tell ’em 
yersen.”

Our old friend, Mr. Jackson looked from one to an
other of his audience and rubbed his chin dubiously. We 
see him for a moment robbed of that bright confidence 
which was part of his charm.

“Now then?” said Mr. Gooch.
“It’s like this,” said Joby hoarsely. “Yer not making 

a police-court job o’ this, are yer? If y’are, I want to keep 
out, see? Anything to oblige a pal—an’ anyhow they did 
the dirty on yer—but I don’t want to be put in a little box 
with a clever bloke on the other side saying ‘And where 
were you on the fourteenth of July last?’ No witnessing 
for me. Oh no ! I’ll tell yer what I know for George ’ere, 
but yer don’t put me in the box, see?”

“There isn’t going to be a box; don’t worry,” said Mr. 
Gooch. “It isn’t that sort of business at all.”

“Good enough then,” said Joby, hesitating no longer 
and speaking with more freedom. “ What yer want to know 
is ’ow did I come to know there might be a bit o’ bother, 

that’s it, isn’t it? Right.” He paused, gave a sharp glance 
round, thoroughly enjoying the situation. “Well, I’m ’ere 
in Gatford, see. One morning in a boozer—not the Market 
Tavern, lower class of ’ouse altogether—tell yer its moniker 
in a minute—the Black Bull, that’s it. Know it?”

Mr. Gooch pondered for a moment. “ Corner of Castle 
Street,” he said finally. “Little place. Nearly got its 
licence taken away last year.”

“That’s the place,” said Joby. “Well, I’m in there, see 
—one morning, havin’ one with some 0’ the lads. When 
I say some 0’ the lads, I don’t mean they was pals 0’ mine. 
But I knew some of ’em. Matter 0’ fact, some of ’em was 
on the road, same as meself. They wasn’t workin’ just 
then, ’cos Gorley’s place is near ’ere, see—an’ Gorley’s the 
feller that owns some 0’ them Cock’rels and Swishbacks— 
and they was ’ere, waitin’ for the engines to be over’aulded, 
see. The other fellers I didn’t know—local fellers, they 
was, all in a click, y’know, a gang, with about the price 
of a pint between the lot of ’em. Well there we are—when 
in comes a feller, a biggish bloke, all dressed up, smart 
feller. One or two 0’ the lads knows ’im, see, same as if 
they’d done a bit 0’ work for ’im one time, when they did, 
work. This feller then looks us over, nods ’ere an’ there, 
very friendly like, calls the landlord an’ orders drinks all 
round. Sensation in court ! Then when the landlord’s gone 
and we’re all well into the pig’s ear, he sort 0’ gathers us 
round like an’ says quietly ‘Any 0’ you fellers like to earn 
some easy money?’ ‘What’s the idear?’ we want to know. 
‘Only a bit of a joke on my part,’ ’e says, ‘just payin’ some
body off,’ ’e says, ‘an’ money for nothing for some 0’ you 
lads.’ He didn’t look a money for nothing bloke to me, I 
don’t mind tellin’ yer, an’ when ’e says, ‘Before we go any 
further, who’s game?’ I didn’t catch on, see. I thought ‘I 
don’t like the look of you, chum. Bit too careful about your 
joke. Too much lookin’ over the shoulder.’ So me an’ two 
or three more wasn’t in it, see, an’ we sits in the other 
corner, tryin’ to look as if we wasn’t still drinkin’ the beer



he paid for. ’E whispers for about ten minutes, then slings 
it. But I got a word or two, something about a show at 
the Hip. When ’e goes, the other fellers lets on then, see. 
‘Why don’t yer come in?’ they says to us. ‘Quid each for 
sittin’ at the back o’ the Hip. an’ giving ’em the bird, an’ 
p’raps another quid for Saturday if it pans out all right,’ 
they says----- ”

“And those were the men then,” Miss Trant gasped. 
“But why? I don’t understand. Who was this man?”

“Now we come to it,” said Mr. Gooch. “Who was 
he?”

“ I ’card ’is name,” Joby replied slowly, “ ’cos, as I say, 
some of ’em knew ’im----- ”

“Good! And what was it?”
“That’s it. I’ve forgotten it. Clean gone. An’ me with 

a memory, my God! that’s won me more pints o’ beer in 
bets than you could swallow from now to----- ”

“Come along,” said Mr. Gooch. “This won’t do, you 
know. You might as well give us the name now. It’s just 
that we want.”

“It’s no good yer coming along me,” cried Joby ag
gressively. “Yer can come along till yer blue an’ it won’t 
make no diff’rence. I’ve tried to remember that feller’s 
moniker all day. ’Ere, George, you can tell ’em. Wasn’t 
I tryin’ to remember it all along the road ’ere?”

“Ay, yer wor, Joby,” Mr. Oakroyd replied mournfully. 
It began to look as if he had had all his trouble for no
thing.

“Well, can’t you remember anything about him?” said 
Mr. Gooch, who looked neither sleepy nor good-humoured 
now.

“ Let’s see. ’Alf a minute. Biggish bloke. Clean-shaved. 
Reddish face. Baggy under the eyes, poached-egg style. 
Too much whisky.” But that did not seem to help much, 
for Gatford and district could boast of dozens of middle- 
aged gentlemen exactly like that. Then Joby remembered 

something else. “ ’Ere, ’alf a minute. Pitchers ! Something 
to do with pitchers.”

“Pitchers?” Mr. Gooch stared at him.
“That’s ri’. Yer know, films, cinemas!”
“ Ah I ” Mr. Gooch sounded triumphant. “ Was his name 

Ridvers ?”
“You’ve got it, chum,” shouted Joby, in great excite

ment. “You’ve got it in one. Ridvers, that’s it. Now ’ow 
the—I mean—’ow did I come to forget that? Ridvers. 
That’s it all right an’ no mistake. Do yer know ’im, 
Mister?”

“I know Mr. Ridvers,” Mr. Gooch replied, a trifle 
grimly, “ and Mr. Ridvers knows me. I don’t think I shall 
have a lot of trouble with Mr. Ridvers. I happen to know 
he’s trying to sell his three cinema halls to a big syndicate. 
In fact, I know a lot about Mr. Ridvers. And now I know 
a bit more, don’t I? Well, well! Hello!” He stared at 
Miss Trant, who was wrinkling her brow. “Do you know 
him too?”

“I’m just trying to think. There was a man, a horrid 
man, pushed his way into my room at the hotel one after
noon, two or three weeks ago, and he said he had some
thing to do with cinemas here. He was awfully rude and. 
disagreeable—a beast of a man—and so I wouldn’t listen 
to him, just told him to go. And I heard afterwards that 
some of the men in the party had some trouble with him 
after that, downstairs. I’m sure that must be the same 
man.”

“ So am I,” said Mr. Gooch.
“ I’ve a mind to call on this Ridvers,” Dr. McFarlane 

began, looking very fierce.
“Leave him to me, Doctor, leave him to me,” said Mr. 

Gooch. “I’ll attend to him. He’s had his little joke, and 
this is where he pays for it.” He turned to Joby. “And 
don’t you worry about courts of law. This won’t get that 
far, if I know Mr. Ridvers. But I tell you what you can do, 



my lad, and I’ll see you don’t lose by it. You can just give 
me as many names of those other fellows as you can re
member. That’ll help us to show Mr. Ridvers we know all 
about his little games.” He whipped out paper and pencil 
and took Joby aside.

“Well done, Mr. Oakroyd!” said Dr. McFarlane, shak
ing him by the hand. “That’s fine.”

“Isn’t it?” cried Miss Trant. “Whatever happens, I’m 
very very grateful to you. You’ve been wonderful, finding 
all this out for us.”

“ Nay, I’ve done nowt. It’s Joby who’ll ha’ done t’trick.”
“No, it’s you really, and I can’t tell you how grateful 

I am. And listen, I’ve been wanting to talk to you, now 
that we’ve all broken up. Aren’t you sorry?”

“Eh, I am, Miss Trant. I don’t like thowt on us all 
leavin’ one another, I don’t. Ther’s Soos an’ Inigo off this 
afternoon—I’m off to t’station wi’ ’em if I can get—an’ 
though I’m right glad they’re doing so well, I’ll be right 
sorry to see ’em go, I will that. Eh, we’ve had wer bit o’ 
fun together, three on us.”

“But tell me,” said Miss Trant, looking at him very 
earnestly, “what are you going to do? I’ve been wanting 
to talk to you about that.”

“Nay, I’ve been so throng wi’ this business, I don’t 
fairly knaw. Ther’s been a bit o’ talk about it. Soos wants 
me to go to London afore so long, ’cos she fancies she can 
get me summat to do there. An’ Joe says if I went wi’ 
them, p’raps ther’d be a job there----- ”

“And I don’t know exactly what I’m going to do,” she 
said, “but that’s what I was going to say to you too. But 
look here, will you talk to the others seriously to-day, and 
then come to see me—let me see—to-morrow morning 
sometime, and then we can talk about it properly. Will 
you do that?” ,

“Ay, I will,” said Mr. Oakroyd solemnly, and then awk
wardly took his leave of her. But he did not talk it over 

with the others and he did not call upon her the nepít 
morning.

“Yer mun come an’ have a bit 0’ dinner wi’ me, Joby 
lad,” he said, as they left the nursing home in triumph. 
“I towd t’landlady yer might—she’s a right good sort is 
this, an’ I’ve been there a time nar—an’ she’ll have it 
ready.”

“ I’m with yer, George,” said Joby in great content. He 
had been promised a reward for his services by Mr. Gooch, 
and, reward or no reward, had enjoyed his morning.

They had hardly set foot in the house, however, before 
the landlady rushed up and thrust something in Mr. Oak- 
royd’s face, just as if it had been there some time and she 
was anxious to get rid of it, fearing that it would explode 
at any moment. And indeed this is indeed exactly what 
she felt, for the thing she handed over was a telegram. At 
the sight of it Mr. Oakroyd’s triumphant morning crashed 
to smithereens. “By gow!” he muttered, staring.

It was Joby’s turn to read it now. Come at once mother 
bad. Leonard. He made a little clucking noise. “That’s 
ruddy ’ard lines, George,” he said, seriously, sympathetic
ally. “The old trouble-and-strife, eh? Bad, eh? Aw, that’s 
rotten, George. ’Ope for the best, though.”

“ I knew ther were summat. I did, I knew,” Mr. Oak
royd was muttering. Then he looked at Joby. “I mun be 
off soon as I can. When’s t’next train up there, lad?”

Joby knew, for he was an authority on trains. There 
was one in the middle of the afternoon, and this gave him 
time after dinner to scrawl his Bruddersford address and 
a few words of explanation on a bit of paper, to be con
veyed to Miss Trant by “ landlady’s little lad,” to put 
his things together and settle his bill, to hurry round and 
say good-bye to Susie and Inigo. There was no time to see 
the others, but perhaps they would not be gone when he 
returned, if he did return. Joby went with him to the 
station, though his own train did not go until five o’clock.



“All the best, George. An’ don’t forget—Joby Jackson, 
World’s Fair—finds me ev’ry time, see. Keep smilin’.”

“So long, Joby lad. See thee again some day. On 
t’road, eh?”

And then the train went roaring North.

CHAPTER VI
MR. OAKROYD GOES HOME

I
It was deep dusk when Mr. Oakroyd’s train arrived 

at Black Moor Junction. He could see the street lamps 
twinkling on the hills, and here and there trams crawling 
up and down like golden beetles. The train stopped several 
minutes at Black Moor, as it always does, and then, having 
lost all its enthusiasm, it slowly chuff-chuffed into the 
gloom until at last it came to a standstill in Bruddersford 
Station. Mr. Oakroyd stepped out, carrying the small suit
case that for some time now had replaced the famous 
little basket trunk, and made his way to the exit with all 
the easy despatch of a travelled man. He could dismiss 
railway stations with a glance now, having been so long 
and so far on the road, all the autumn and winter, from 
Sandybay as far up as Middleford. This was really the 
first time he had come back to Bruddersford since be began 
his travels, for though he had visited Ogden Street just 
after Christmas, he had only gone by tram from Ludden- 
stall, and that did not count. He had often seen himself 
coming back like this, arriving by train and so on, having 
a bit of a holiday like, smoking a leisurely pipe in Woolgate 
long after everybody else had clattered off to work, slipping 
round to the Working Men’s Club at night to tell some of 
the chaps where he had been and what he had seen. But 
now it was all different. This trip had a shaky and darkish 
look about it. As he crossed the end of Market Street to 

get into Woolgate, the great black tower of the Town Hall 
jerkily shook out the notes of Tom Bowling, a very melan
choly tune on the chimes. Mr. Oakroyd had never admired 
it, but now he suddenly decided he hated it. How folk 
put up with such a din was a mystery.

“Here, lad,” he cried, at the corner of Woolgate, “’ave 
you got ťEvening Express?11 Buying a paper made him 
feel a little more cheerful.

Walking up Woolgate, he had a shock. Buttershaw’s, 
the tripe and music shop, was closed, empty, to let. Some
thing must have happened there. When was it he had been 
talking to Mrs. Buttershaw, something about Lily and how 
she used to go there for pantomime songs? Yes, on a tram, 
it was, one Saturday. And Joe Buttershaw had been there 
five-and-twenty year to his knowledge; everybody knew 
Joe’s; and now it wasn’t there. It made everything look 
uncertain, strange, as if half the street had gone.

Not a sign of anybody in at 51. It was hardly time for 
Leonard to be home, if he was still working at Gregson’s, 
but it did not look as if anybody was there. He knocked, 
though he knew somehow before he put his hand to the door 
that it was useless, for the place had a real shut-up look 
about it.

“ Eh, it’s Mr. Oakroyd ! ” Mrs. Sugden was looking out 
of the house next door. “Just a minute, Mr. Oakroyd. I’ve 
got t’key.”

She opened the door and marched in with him. There 
was a bit of fire in the grate, and the table was laid for a 
late tea. Mrs. Sugden, happily bustling about the room, 
talked with gusto. “Did your Leonard send for yer? I told 
him he’d ’ave to send. And I’ve been doing a bit 0’ tidying 
up for him, an’ getting him his tea. A lad like that can’t 
look after hissen, can he? An’ I’ve been right sorry for 
him, I ’ave.”

Mr. Oakroyd, very uneasy now, asked where his wife 
was.

“Eh, didn’t your Leonard tell yer?” cried Mrs. Sugden, 



staring at him. “ She’s in t’lnfirmary. They took her away 
—eh, when was it—Friday or Saturday—ay, it were Friday 
’cos I were just paying me insurance, I’d got t’book in me 
’and, when they come for her. They ’ad t’operate right 
sharp—eh, she were that bad. She’s left it so long. She’s 
been badly for weeks and weeks. Got a pain ’ere.” Mrs, 
Sugden put a hand on her ample side. “I could see she 
were bad. ‘Eh,’ I says, ‘yer can’t let it go like that, yer 
mun see t’doctor? ‘No doctors for me, Mrs. Sugden,’ she 
says. ‘I can manage.’ Ay, that’s just what she said, ‘I can 
manage.’ An’ I could see wi’ me own eyes she were bad. 
At t’upshot, I calls to your Leonard—that were t’beginning 
o’ last week—an’ I says to ’im, ‘Eh, Leonard, you’ll ha’ 
to mak’ your mother see t’doctor. It’s no way o’ going on, 
this isn’t. She’s poorly? ‘I think she is,’ he says, ‘though 
she’s said nowt to me.’ ‘I knaw she is,’ I says. ‘I’ll get 
one,’ he says. But no doctor come that day nor t’day after. 
Next morning she couldn’t get up out o’ bed, she were that 
bad, an’ I come in for a bit an’ your Leonard fetched, 
t’doctor to her, an’ he said they’d ’ave t’operate soon as 
they could. It were owd Doctor Mackintosh—’im ’at sees 
’em at t’club—an’—he wor in a state about ’er. Nivver seen 
him in sich a stew. He were fairly boiling an’ sweeating.”

“What’s it she’s got?” asked Mr. Oakroyd. His voice 
was so hoarse that he had to clear his throat and repeat 
the question.

“ It’s summat like appendis,” replied Mrs. Sugden, “only 
it’s farther on like. Your Leonard said summat about perry 
—perrytotitis, but I couldn’t quite mak’ it out.”

“And what about this here operation, did it come off 
all right?”

“Oh, they operated, straight off. They ’ad to. Eh, I 
believe she’s ’ad another sin’ then, Mr. Oakroyd. I believe 
she ’as,” Mrs. Sugden added, with mournful gusto.

He stared at her in horror. “She—she mun be bad 
then,” he stammered finally.

“ Eh, she is, poor soul ! Your Leonard’s nobbut seen her 

once, an’ I ’aven’t set eyes on her sin’ she were ta’en away, 
but Mrs. Flather—her little lass is in—towed me she were 
in a bad way, one 0’ nurses ’ad said summat to her about 
it. But we mun hope for t’best, that’s all. An’ standin’ here 
talkin’. Sit yer down, Mr. Oakroyd, an’ I’ll mak’ yer a bit 
0’ tea. Your Leonard’ll be here in a minute—it’s his time 
—an’ I alius mak’ him a bit. I’ve been bakin’ to-day. I’ll 
fetch a curran’ cake an’ a piece 0’ fatty cake in, if you’ll 
just watch t’kettle a minute.”

Ten minutes later, she had come and gone again, and 
Mr. Oakroyd was sitting at the table with his son, Leonard, 
a very subdued Leonard indeed. The dandy huntsman 
who had marked and captured bright feminine prey in so 
many social-and-dance halls, cinemas and cheap cafés, had 
vanished, and in his place was a troubled, frightened lad 
with a trembling lower lip, a lad who had caught a glimpse 
of another and dreadful huntsman. He could add very 
little to the information already supplied by Mrs. Sugden.

Mr. Oakroyd found relief in a sudden spurt of anger. 
“Yer gurt fat-head,” he cried, “why didn’t you let me 
know afore ’at your mother was so poorly? Haven’t sense 
you were born wi’l”

“I couldn’t,” Leonard mumbled miserably,
“Ar d’you mean you couldn’t? Couse you could!”
“ I couldn’t. I told you, I didn’t know at first, and then 

when Mar was taken so bad, she said ‘Don’t tell yer 
father? It’s last thing she did say to me.”

Mr. Oakroyd’s anger fell away from him. He stared 
down at the table. “What did she want to say that for?” 
he asked quietly, at last.

“Nay, I don’t know,” his son muttered. “Except she 
didn’t want you to know.”

Mr. Oakroyd pushed away his cup, and made a little 
sad clicking noise. “ When I come at Christmas, I knew she 
were poorly then, an’ I towd her so. An’ I towd our Lily 
she wor in a letter I wrote. Eh, dear ! ” For a moment he 
surveyed in silence the whole melancholy confusion of this
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life. “Well, I’ll go to t’lnfirmary i’ t’morning. Happen 
they’ll let me see her. What did they say when you asked 
to-day?”

“Said she was just about the same. She’s bad, father; 
she is bad.” He got up from the table and turned awayt

Mr. Oakroyd automatically filled his pipe with Old. 
Salt, but did not light it. He remained where he was at 
the table, flattening his cheek against his fist, and sank 
into a troubled reverie. Leonard went upstairs, came down 
again, smoked a cigarette over the fire.

“Me Aunt Alice came last night,” Leonard remarked, 
breaking the long silence.

“Ay, she did, did she?” Mr. Oakroyd left the table 
now and lit his pipe. “An’ ar’s she gettin’ on then?” His 
wife’s sister, this Alice, was married to a railwayman, and 
lived at the other side of Bruddersford. Mr. Oakroyd had 
not seen her for years. As a matter of fact, he disliked both 
her and her husband.

“All right,” said Leonard indifferently. “Me cousin 
Mabel’s gettin’ married soon.”

“Well, well! Last time I saw Mabel she were nobbut 
a bit of a kid wi’ a mucky pinafore, as you might say. And 
nar she’s gettin’ wed. Who’s t’chap?”

“Johnson, they call him. He works in the railway of
fice—pen-pusher. You might think he owned it, to hear 
him talk. Lot o’ swank! And Mabel’s no kid now. She’s 
over a year older than me, nearly as old as our Lily.”

“You haven’t said owt to our Lily yet, have you?” 
asked Mr. Oakroyd anxiously.

Leonard shook his head. “ I haven’t written her a letter 
for two months. She doesn’t write to me. You’ll be writ
ing, won’t you?”

What was he going to write? The thought chilled him, 
but warmth returned with the thought of Lily herself. If 
only she were here with him! But no, she was better out 
of it. He stared about him, then suddenly remembered 

something. “Here,” he cried, “where’s Albert? I’d for
gotten him.”

“Gone. Went a fortnight since.”
“Well, that’s summat, anyhow. A bit o’ yon Albert’s 

talk nar ’ud just about put finishing touch on it. An’ what’s 
happened to him then?”

“ Gettin’ married this week.” And Leonard grinned sar
donically. “ Got caught all right, Mr. Tuggridge did. Told 
him he would, but he wouldn’t leave her alone. They 
didn’t give him any option, neither, when they knew. Her 
father come to see him. Poor old Albert!” Yes, his days 
as a wandering gallant were over. No more ogling and 
pursuing and picking up for him. He had picked up once 
too often. He had “got caught” and would soon be seen 
with a perambulator.

“ Poor owd nothing ! ” cried Mr. Oakroyd scornfully. 
“ I’m sorry for t’lass as weds him. Gurt clever head—gas
bag! An’ that’s no way for you to talk, neither, lad,” he 
added severely. “‘Got caught’! It maks me fair shamed 
to hear a lad o’ mine talking that way. If I’d said owt o’ 
that sort in front o’ my father, he’d ha’ ta’en a stick to my 
back, he would that. D’yer think t’lasses is nobbut for you 
to go follerin’ round an’ laking wi’? What d’yer think they 
are—bits 0’ toys?” He regarded his son sternly for a mo
ment. “Ar yer doin’ at yer work? Still wi’ Gregson’s?”

“Yes,” Leonard replied, rather sulkily. “Doing all 
right. Got the second chair now and a lot of reg’lar cus
tomers. I’m making nearly four pounds a week.”

“That’s the style. Well, happen you’ll be better off 
when you ‘get caught’ as you call it. Might knock a bit 
0’ sense into you if a decent lass gets howd on you. You 
ni wer knaw.”

“ Chap offered me a job in Manchester the other day,” 
Leonard mumbled, “and I’d like to have taken it. More 
money and a change. I’m getting sick of Bruddersford. If 
—if owt happens to me mother I shall go.” He swallowed 
hard.



Mr. Oakroyd relaxed the severity of his expression. “Ay, 
lad, you mun do whativver you think best. I’ve no call to 
be tellin’ you what to do. An’ whativver else you’ve done, 
you’ve noan been a bad lad to your mother.”

Having said this, he cleared his throat, and looked 
sternly at the evening paper, as if he knew very well he 
could not believe a word it said. Leonard, muttering some
thing about “a walk round,” disappeared. Mr. Oakroyd 
read the paper through carefully, unhopefully, smoked a 
pipe or two and stared solemnly at the fire, then went 
to bed.

П
The Bruddersford Infirmary could not be mistaken for 

one of the local factories because it has no tall chimney. 
Otherwise there is little difference. It is a rambling ugly 
building, all in blackened stone and surrounded first by an 
asphalt courtyard, where the smuts drizzle ceaselessly, and 
then by tall iron railings that would not seem out of place 
around a prison. Through these railings a nurse may be 
seen occasionally, and as she flits across those grim spaces 
of stone and soot she looks like a being from another world, 
incredibly immaculate. Here, out of the sunlight, far from 
green shades and blue distances, where no birds sing, but 
where the lorries and steam-waggons come thundering down 
and the trams go groaning up the hill, here behind this 
rusting iron and walls thickened with black grime, the 
Bruddersfordians have a bout or two, a tussle, or a fight 
to a finish, with Death.

The last time Mr. Oakroyd had visited the Infirmary 
was to see a friend of his from Higden’s, a good many 
years ago. He could hardly remember what it looked like 
inside. He was familiar enough with the outside, for the 
place was not quarter of a mile from Ogden Street and 
for years he had walked past it nearly every day. This 
morning, however, even the outside seemed strange. His 
wife was somewhere inside it, behind one of those dark 
windows.

“ Is it special,” asked the porter, “ ’cos this isn’t visiting 
time, yer knaw.”

“Well, I don’t know fairly,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “I wer 
sent for, like, an’ I’ve come a long way.”

“If yer’ll howd on a minute, I’ll see. What’s t’name 
again? All right. Yer can wait in there.” And the porter, 
after pointing to a door, turned away.

There were several people in the bare little waiting
room. One of them was an enormously fat woman, wrapped 
in a shawl. The tears were streaming down her face, and 
she made no attempt to dry her eyes, but repeated over and 
over again, without any variation of tone: “They ni wer 
owt to ha’ let him come in, nivver.”

On the other side was an oldish man, whose drooping 
face Mr.Oakroyd dimly recognised. “Power operations in 
eighteen months, that’s what she’s had,” he was saying. 
“Power operations.” There was mournful pride in his 
voice. He looked round, nodded vaguely to Mr. Oakroyd, 
and then began again: “Ay, fower operations.”

The others there, including two children, said nothing 
at all. They just waited, and Mr. Oakroyd had an obscure 
conviction that they had been waiting a long time. His 
heart sank. He wanted to go away.

The porter was standing at the door, beckoning to him. 
“Oakroyd, isn’t it? That’s Num-ber Twen-ty-sev-en, List
er Ward. Well, t’sister says she’s very sorry but yer can’t 
see ’er now but will you come again this afternoon.”

“ I see,” said Mr. Oakroyd, and immediately found him
self invaded by a feeling of relief. He tried to be dis
appointed, told himself he must see her as soon as he 
could, but nevertheless he could not help feeling relieved. 
He had been in there only a few minutes, had not really 
been inside, but even so it was comforting to be back again 
in the bustle of Woolgate. Something dogged him, how
ever, throughout his stroll through the main streets. He 
was like a chap out on bail.

He called again in the early afternoon, only to be told 



to return later. Then at last he was admitted. He climbed 
up four flights of stone steps and then found Lister Ward. 
A nurse met him at the entrance. “ Let me see,” she said, 
“you’re for Number Seventeen—little Doris Smith—aren’t 
you?”

When Mr. Oakroyd told her he was wanting Number 
Twenty-seven, she seemed disappointed, and this made 
him all the more uncomfortable, as if he had no right to 
be there.

“Yes, I remember now,” she said, looking all round 
him but not at him. “ Sister said you could see her, didn’t 
she? You’re the husband, aren’t you? She hasn’t been 
asking for you. There’s a son, isn’t there? I thought I’d 
seen him. This way then, and don’t make too much noise. 
This isn’t the proper visiting day, and you mustn’t disturb 
the others.”

He crept after her in a fashion that would not have 
disturbed a fly. He tiptoed so gently that his legs ached. 
They had to go almost the whole length of the ward, and 
though he tried to see as little of it as possible, he could 
not help noticing some things. All the women were in bed 
and they all seemed to have something blue on ; some were 
old, some very young; some asleep, some staring fiercely; 
and there were strange things, pulley arrangements, on 
some of the beds; and one or two were completely sur
rounded by screens. No moaning and groaning; not a 
sound ; it was all as quite as a waxwork show ; all tidy and 
polished and still; very queer, frightening.

The nurse suddenly stopped. She turned round, look
ing right at him this time. “ Your wife’s very ill, you know,” 
she whispered. “You must be very quiet with her. Don’t 
mind if she’s not very clear, wandering a little. Just a 
minute.” She walked forward to a bed, and he heard her 
say: “Now Twenty-seven, your husband’s come to see you.” 
What else she said he did not know, but he saw her leaning 
over the bed, doing something, and then she stepped back 
and nodded to him. He tiptoed forward, feeling horribly 

clumsy, uncertain. One hand, held behind him, was tight
ening, tightening, until its nails were digging into the horny 
palm. Then he stood by the bedside, looking down into 
the face of Number Twenty-seven.

“ Eh, lass,” he said huskily. He tried to smile, but could 
only make a grimace. “ Nay—nay.” And there seemed no
thing more he could say.

Her face was all bone and sharp wrinkles and seemed 
as brittle as egg-shell. Her mouth was a short line, dark, 
bitter. But her eyes, though they wandered with an awful 
slowness, still gleamed in their hollows, and there looked 
out from those eyes the soul, stubborn, unflinching, ironic, 
of Mrs. Oakroyd. He himself could feel this, though he had 
no words for it. But an inner voice was saying “ Eh, she’ll 
nivver give in,” and he stared at her in mingled pity and 
awe.

Her eyes roamed over him. She stirred a little and 
there came a sickly sweet smell. A hand travelled slowly 
over the folded sheet, and as he sat down he grasped it. 
His face was working desperately but to no purpose.

“Jess? What—what—you doing here?”
“Our Leonard sent.”
At the mention of Leonard those eyes changed, soft

ened. They would not do that for anything else now, it 
seemed.

“I didn’t tell him to.” Her voice was clear but slow, 
a voice speaking out of a dream.

“He thowt he’d better send word. He’s been a good 
lad. I told him he’s been a good lad to his mother.”

“Time you thowt so,” she said, with a flash of the old 
sharp spirit. “Ay, ay, a good lad . . . our Leonard. Is he 
coming soon?”

“ Soon as he can or whenivver you want him,” he told 
her.

She nodded, very slowly, so that it hurt him to watch 
her doing it. Then she looked away, at nothing it seemed, 
as if he was no longer there. He waited through a shrink



ing and numbing silence. At last, however, she looked at 
him again, and it was as if she had returned from far 
away and was faintly surprised to find him still there. He 
tried to think of something to say, but there seemed to be 
nothing he could say and somehow his voice too had rusted 
away.

“ I’m bad, Jess,” she said finally.
His voice came back. “Eh, lass, why didn’t you tell 

me afore?”
She did not seem to hear this. “I wish they’d let me 

alone,” she muttered. “They can do nowt.”
“ Nay, they will,” he said, and tried to convince himself 

that they could do something, though in his heart he knew 
they could not.

“Can’t—can’t I do owt?” he asked desperately.
To this she made no reply beyond looking at him 

searchingly, with a faint gleam of irony in her eyes. When 
it faded and she stirred again, it seemed as if he had been 
dismissed. Her hand crept out of his and moved uneasily 
over the sheet. When she spoke again, she began wander
ing. There was something about their Lily, about Higden’s, 
about a peggy-tub she had borrowed ; all a dreamy jumble. 
The nurse came up quietly and touched him on the shoul
der. He stood up, looked on while she gave his wife 
something to drink.

“ You’d better go now,” she told him. But she withdrew 
for a moment.

His wife looked at him, steadily now. “Going, Jess, 
now, aren’t yer? Yer managed all right for yersen when 
yer went away, didn’t yer?”

“ I ni wer owt to ha’ gone.”
“ Nay, lad, I don’t know. You’ve done nowt to be sorry 

for. Couldn’t be helped. Are yer going on all right?”
He nodded.
“Better so, then,” she went on. “And our Leonard’s 

doing right well. Eh, he is—right well!” She closed her 
eyes for a moment, then looked at him again, with the 

wizened ghost of a smile. “Yer mun go and see our Lily 
some time if yer can get. That’s what you’ve alius wanted, 
isn’t it? Nay, Jess, I know. Tell our Leonard to come to
night.”

This time, when he found himself outside in Woolgate 
again, he also found that he had not really left the In
firmary behind. It was the streets and shops, the trams and 
lorries, the whole noisy bustling business, that seemed 
grotesque, unreal, now. Half of him still went tiptoeing 
in that long room of beds and blue-covered shoulders, of 
pulley things and screens. The quiet of it remained with 
him and conjured away all the solid reality from the traffic 
of the streets. What was all the commotion about? Mr. 
Oakroyd did not say all these things to himself; he could 
not have found words for most of them; but nevertheless 
he felt them. You could have read them in his wondering 
glances as you passed him in the street.

When he went the next day, she was obviously weaker. 
Her eyes had a drugged look; she mumbled in her talk; 
and nearly everything she said was disconnected, wander
ing, the old wreckage of dreams and scattered memories. 
He sat there for an hour, staring sadly, squeezing his 
fingers, and then crept away, hurt, and frightened.

In the evening, he went again, with Leonard, and they 
were told they could go up to the ward. They were not 
admitted, however; the sister said it had been a mistake: 
Number Twenty-seven could not be seen just then. Per
haps it might be as well if they stayed some time in the 
waiting-room below. And they caught a glimpse through 
the door of screens round the bed. They waited an hour, 
two hours, turning over evening papers that seemed to say 
nothing, starting up every time the door was opened. It 
was late. They inquired again, and were told it was useless 
waiting any longer. There was no change; they must hope 
for the best ; everything that could be done was being done. 
But next morning, before the earliest buzzers had sounded, 
Number Twenty-seven was dead.



After he had visited the cold little chapel, where the 
body would remain until the undertaker wanted it, they 
put into his hand a parcel wrapped in brown paper, and 
mechanically he accepted it and took it home, and mechani
cally he opened it there. Some clothes ; a brush and comb ; 
a little envelope, out of which rolled a wedding ring. There 
was something else in the envelope. False teeth.

“ Eh, well I don’t know ! ” cried Mrs. Sugden, who was 
for ever in the house now. “What they want to bother yer 
with them things for? Poor soul! They’ve ner more sense 
than—nay, I don’t know!”

But Mr. Oakroyd only nodded and then stumped away.

ІП
He did what had to be done without protest. He helped 

Leonard to put something in the paper. He saw the under
taker and the insurance man. He sent a cable to Lily, and 
this alone of all his duties brought about a thaw inside his 
numbed self. When the man explained how it could be 
sent and when it would probably get there, he felt a sudden 
warmth and wanted to cry. For the rest, he did what he 
had to do, but was so quiet that his wife’s relations, who 
came pouring in with her sister, Alice Bairstow, at their 
head, did not know what to make of him. Noisy and red
eyed but secretly rejoicing in their own immortality, they 
discussed him in corners. It was Mrs. Sugden’s opinion that 
he was “taking it ’ard,” but though her position as sym
pathetic neighbour and tea-brewer to the bereaved was 
recognised, it was held that her opinion on this matter was 
uncalled-for and therefore of no consequence. Mrs. Bair
stow was heard to say that what really troubled her brother- 
in-law was remorse, as well it might. He had gone off God 
knows where and left her to it, and this is what had come 
of it. But she did not go so far as to say this to him. All 
she did was to deal with him in a spirit of large but 
strained tolerance, and make a great fuss of Leonard. Once 

or twice Mr. Oakroyd glowered at her and was obviously 
on the point of saying something sharp, but most of the 
time he simply humped about, looking grey and wooden, 
and nodded agreement to everything she said. What she 
did say chiefly concerned the funeral, which was to be in 
the best traditions of Ogden Street. She sent out a host 
of invitations, and pledged the forthcoming insurance 
money royally.

It was on the morning of the funeral that Mr. Oakroyd 
received a letter. For a moment, he thought it must be 
from Lily, and his heart leaped up, but as soon as he saw 
it was not, he lost interest at once and stuffed it into his 
pocket without reading it. There would be plenty of time 
for that afterwards, when all the black fuss and bustle 
was over. This being a funeral in the grand tradition, it 
was a very lengthy affair. The assembly of the carriages 
and the mourners took some time. Then there was the 
long slow drive out to Dum Wood Cemetery, where serious 
Bruddersfordians go walking on fine Sunday afternoons, 
many a year before they are taken there to await the last 
trump. Then followed a service in the cemetery chapel, 
where the Rev. J. Hamilton Morris, B.A., of Woolgate Con
gregational Chapel, tried to dwell upon the virtues of the 
deceased and found it very difficult because he knew very 
little about her. He did what he could, however, looked 
manfully at the tear-stained or grim faces, and finally 
asked the grave where its victory was. And when all was 
done, there was the long drive back, not to 51, Ogden 
Street, but to Caddy’s in Shuttle Street, where a funeral tea 
had been ordered. Caddy’s, being old-fashioned, still made 
a speciality of these repasts, and on their business cards 
might be seen, sandwiched between Catering and Wedding 
Cakes the announcement : Funeral Teas. Mourners, mostly 
relations, still come considerable distances, and not only 
must they be refreshed but they must also be provided with 
an opportunity to exchange news, for many scattered fam
ilies only meet at a funeral. It is not perhaps true to say 



that these teas are the most jovial functions known to 
elderly Bruddersfordians, but it must be admitted that they 
are generally a success, going with a swing that many 
social events in Bruddersford never know. Everybody has 
that pleasant feeling of having carried through a painful 
duty; after a sight of the open grave, it is good to return 
to life, to eat and drink and swop news with uncles and 
cousins; and, moreover, what with long rides, services, and 
standing about in cemeteries, to say nothing of the havoc 
wrought by the emotions, a mourner develops a real ap
petite, and funeral teas are good solid meat teas. That 
is the reason why the comedian who plays the Dame in 
the Bruddersford pantomime never fails—has not failed 
these last thirty years—to bring down the house with the 
remark : “ I buried 4m with ’am.” On this occasion, Mrs. 
Bairstow had ordered Caddy’s to provide a sound specimen 
of their knife-and-fork tea, and they had disappointed 
neither her nor any of her hopeful guests.

Among those who did full justice to both the ham and 
the tongue was Mr. Oakroyd’s old friend and our old ac
quaintance, that independent craftsman and keeper of hens, 
Mr. Sam Oglethorpe. Here was one person Mr. Oakroyd 
could talk to, and though actually he did not do much 
talking, he kept close to Sam from the moment they all 
tramped up Caddy’s stairs.

“ Well, Jess,” said Mr. Oglethorpe, “ I’ll ha’ to be off. 
I’ve getten t’hens to see to, tha knaws. Faris can’t wait if 
fowk can.”

“Ay,” said Mr. Oakroyd disconsolately. Then he bright
ened up. “Here, Sam, I’m coming wi’ yer.”

“Won’t they want yer?” said Mr. Oglethorpe. They 
had wandered away from the tables now.

“If they do, they num want on. Ther’s nowt I can do 
here nar.”

“Right, owd lad,” said Mr. Oglethorpe cheerfully. 
“We’ll get t’tram.”

They said little or nothing, either on the tram or on 

the walk to Wabley from the terminus, but they smoked 
companionably all the way, and Mr. Oakroyd did at least 
lose the feeling that he was wandering in an ugly dream. 
Sam might not be one of the brightest or have much to say 
for himself, but he was a comfortable sort of chap to be 
with at a time like this.

“ I’ll tell yer what,” Mr. Oglethorpe suggested, when he 
had finished attending to his fowls, “we’ll ha’ a sup o’ 
beer. Tha doesn’t want to go on to T’Anglers? I thowt not. 
Well, I’ll fetch a sup and we’ll car quiet a bit i’ t’hen-hoil. 
Nay, don’t you come; I’ll fetch it mysen.”

This was that same combined hen-house and workshop 
where he had sat and talked to Sam and his nephew Ted, 
of the lorry, on a Sunday night that now seemed years and 
years away. It was while he was waiting in there that he 
remembered the letter in his pocket. It was from Miss 
Trant:

Dear Mr. Oakroyd :
I was so sorry to learn that your wife was ill and that 

you had to go home. I do hope that by this time you have 
better news of her. I have some news for you. Mr. Gooch 
has seen this man Ridvers, and he has frightened him into 
agreeing to pay the claim for damages. I don’t know 
whether this is a very legal thing to do—it doesn’t seem like 
it—but it is only right he should pay for his stupidity. It 
will cost him a good deal too, which means that I have 
been saved a good deal—thanks to you. Please remember 
this when you hear from Mr. Gooch, as you will very 
shortly. The other news is that Dr. MacFarlane and I are 
to be married very soon. We shall live just outside Gatford 
for a time. I’m afraid this means that a plan I had for 
offering you some work at Hitherton won’t be possible now, 
though it was only vague. But will you please come and 
talk over your plans—unless you have already fixed some
thing up for yourself? I have just had a very excited letter 



from Susie in London. She has begun rehearsing already 
and likes her part.

Yours sincerely,
Elizabeth Trant.

He read this letter through twice, very carefully. He was 
glad that Miss Trant would not have to pay. He was also 
glad that she was marrying the big doctor chap. He told 
himself he was glad, yet he was conscious of feeling only a 
vague disappointment. The letter—a fine letter too—ought 
to have cheered him up, but it did not cheer him up. He 
was still numb, frozen, with just the tiniest bit of an ache 
somewhere.

There was a cosy gossiping look about Sam when he 
returned with his jugful. Mr. Oakroyd wanted to feel like 
that too, but somehow he couldn’t manage it.

“Well, Jess,” said Mr. Oglethorpe, in his usual slow, 
meditative, Jobbing Work style, “an’ ar yer’ve been find
ing things down South?”

“ Nay,” said Mr. Oakroyd, “ we’ve had bit o’ bother just 
lately, bit of a mix-up, you might say.” A week ago, he 
would have plunged at once into an account of the whole 
affair, but now he couldn’t, not without an effort. It all 
seemed such a long way off, like a tale in a book.

“Ay, I dare say,” said Mr. Oglethorpe, nodding and 
frowning judicially. Obviously it would not surprise what 
happened down South. “ Been i’ the-ater line, haven’t yer, 
Jess? I did hear. An’ what is ther to do i’ that line o’ busi
ness? Be a change from Higden’s, eh? Diff’rent altogether, 
I’ll be bamd?”

Mr. Oakroyd admitted that it was, and described briefly 
what he had been doing for the past six months. If he 
had been describing fairyland, his hearer could not have 
been more astonished and delighted, but though he felt a 
faint warmth at this reception of his news, a reception 
long anticipated, often imagined, he could not really be 

kindled. And it was just the same when they came to talk 
of his travels.

“An’ Bristol an’ Bedfordsheer, Jess,” cried Mr. Ogle
thorpe, “did yer і wer get theer?”

“Bristol an’ Bedfordshire?” he repeated, puzzled.
“Nay, lad, don’t yer remember? I mind it as well as 

if it wor nobbut yesterda’. Yer come here, it wor t’last time 
yer ivver wor here, an’ yer wanted to be off somewheer— 
down South—an’ I says ‘Well, wheer d’yer want to go’, an’ 
yer says, ‘Bristol an’ Bedfordsheer’, an’ I laughs. An’ then 
—by gow !—afore I can turn rahnd—yer’ve gone. Eh, I’ve 
had monny a good laugh ower it. I’ve been dahn to Brud- 
dersford, we’ll say, an’ one o’ ťchaps o’ t’club has assed 
‘Wheer’s Jess Oakroyd, Sam?’ an’ I’ve towd them. ‘Bristol 
an’ Bedfordsheer,’ I says. ‘Ar d’yer mean?’ they says. 
‘Well, he come here,’ I says, ‘an’ he says to me he’d like to 
go to Bristol an’ Bedfordsheer, an’ t’next minute he wor 
off,’ I says. Don’t tell me yer nivver went, Jess.”

“I remember,” said Mr. Oakroyd slowly. “Well, I 
nivver got to Bristol, Sam, though I’ve nivver given it a 
thowt. 1 may ha’ seen Bedfordshire, but I don’t knaw fairly. 
We’ve been all ower t’shop, up an’ down an’ across, on 
t’road, yer knaw. Ay, I’ve seen a deal.”

“Then yer owt to be satisfied nar, lad,” observed Mr. 
Oglethorpe, with a suggestion of irony. “Tell us wheer 
yer’ve been an’ what yer’ve seen.”

Mr. Oakroyd rubbed his chin. “ That’s a big order, 
Sam,” he began, doubtfully. “When yer’ve been about a 
bit, places----- ”

Mr. Oglethorpe stopped him at once. He looked very 
reproachful, though waggish. “Nar, Jess,” he cautioned, 
“yer not goin’ to tell me ’at places is all alike when yer 
come to know ’em.”

“ Well, summat o’ t’sort,” Mr. Oakroyd muttered.
His friend instantly banged the table. “ Them’s t’words, 

very words, ’at our Ted used i’ this very place that Sunda’,” 
he roared. “Very words he said. An’ yer said ‘Nay, I’ll 



be damned if I’ll ha’ that.’ And I backed yer up. Our 
Ted wor only talking abart it t’other week here, when he 
wor wondering where yer’d got to. Well, well, well! That 
caps t’lot. We live an’ we learn, we live an’ we learn. Nay, 
Jess!”

“ Howd thi noise, Sam ! ” Mr. Oakroyd protested good- 
humouredly. But he looked, and felt, confused. “I don’t 
mean all places is alike. Your Ted wor wrong. He went 
too far, too far bi half, he did. What I think is this----- ”

“Nay, Jess, leave it, lad, leave it nar. Say ner more. 
Here, have another sup o’ beer. Bit better ner like, this 
beer. If they don’t look aht, they’ll be puttin’ some malt 
an’ hops in it agen, same as they used to, instead o’ just 
colourin’ t’reservoy waiter an’ fillin’ t’barrels wi’ that. Well, 
what’s t’next job then, lad? Still in t’the-ater line?”

Mr. Oakroyd did not know, and he hardly seemed to 
care. He had asked himself this question several times 
but somehow had found it quite easy to leave it unanswered. 
It was as if something inside him had just snapped. “I 
don’t knaw,” he replied, blowing out his breath in what was 
recognised to be the Bruddersfordian equivalent of a sigh. 
“I don’t, Sam. There was a bit o’ talk about me gettin’ 
summat else i’ t’same line, but I don’t knaw what’ll come 
of it. I haven’t thowt about it. I suppose I mun be looking 
round.”

Mr. Oglethorpe nodded sagely. Then he looked very 
grave. “Keep aht o’ t’Joinery an’ Jobbing i’ this neigh
bourhood, Jess, that’s all. Way things is nar, it’s nowt— 
nowt at all, it isn’t. It’s just like t’hens scrattin’ for a bit 
o’ summat.”

“ Is it war ner it wor?” inquired Mr. Oakroyd.
“ Nay, trade’s so bad and ther’s so monny either stopped 

or on short time, they’ll ha’ nowt done, d’yer see, Jess? 
They’d let t’places go to rack an’ ruin afore they’d have 
owt done. Sitha, I can’t put me nose in onnywheer withart 
seeing hawf-a-dozen little jobs ’at wants doing. But fowk 
hasn’t bit o’ brass to spare. They can’t thoil it, lad. I’ve 

nearly made as mich aht o’ t’hens. I’ve been keepin’ farls 
nar for fowerteen year, an’ I shan’t be capped if at finish 
t’farls is keepin’ me. So don’t set up for thysen on t’Joinery 
an’ Jobbing i’ these parts, Jess. Might be diff’rent dahn 
South, I dare say, but here—it’s nowt. Keep to t’the-ater 
line, I say, ’cos fowk seems to ha’ brass to spend on the
aters an’ t’animated picters an’ suchlike these days when 
they haven’t a sixpence for owt beside. Has ta’ ’ad onny 
young actresses i’ tow, Jess?”

“Nay, Sam, who d’yer think I am?” But Mr. Oakroyd 
was not shocked. He had replied almost mechanically.

It occurred to Mr. Oglethorpe then that this was hardly 
the time for such badinage—the clay of Dum Wood 
Cemetery being hardly dry on their boots yet—and hastily 
and awkwardly he changed tire subject. But he could not 
change his friend’s heavy and abstracted mood, and soon 
their talk dwindled to nothing. Mr. Oakroyd returned home 
accompanied by a dark confusion of thoughts and mem
ories, in which his adventures on the road, all the ups and 
downs of The Good- Companions, had their place. Yet they 
were only like shadows flickering on a wall. He wanted 
to see them all again, these Good, Companions ; he could 
dwell affectionately on his thought of them; but neverthe
less they were little figures, far away, and he realised, in 
his own dumb obscure fashion, that it was not they who had 
the power to wake him back to life. Nor was it anybody or 
anything in Bruddersford. He walked slowly through the 
familiar streets, a shrunken figure in an ill-fitting suit of 
black, solitary beneath the street lamps that only intensified 
the great dark above, a man alone. No, not entirely alone, 
for keeping step with him were immense vague shapes, 
so many configurations of mystery, pain and death.

IV
“Then we mun sell t’home up,” said Mr. Oakroyd, 

early the next morning. He was looking disconsolately 
across the table at Leonard, who had just announced that 
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he had decided to take the job he had been offered in 
Manchester. ;

“No good keepin’ it if you’re not going to stop in 
Bruddersford,” said Leonard.

“Well, I’m not,” his father remarked quietly.
“ What are you going to do ? ”
“Wait a bit, lad, wait a bit. I’ll see.” Mr. Oakroyd was 

rather irritable now. “We can’t all be barbers wi’ jobs i’ 
Manchester round ťcomer, can we?”

“ I was only askin’,” said Leonard, a sulky boy again.
“That’s all right, lad. Tak’ no notice. I’m glad you can 

look after yersen. Yer doin’ right well, Leonard, an’ if 
you’d nobbut settle a bit an’ not go malackin’ abart so 
much wi’ t’girls----- ”

“I’ve ’ad enough of that,” said Leonard, who believed 
at the moment that he had.

“That’s all right, then. You’ll do champion,” said Mr. 
Oakroyd, regarding his son for once with something like 
approval. “Well, we’ll ha’ to sell up. Ar’s it’s got to be 
done, that’s t’point? We’re havin’ no auctionin’.”

“Wouldn’t be worth it anyway,” said Leonard, with a 
glance round the room. “Not enough stuff here.”

“ By gow !—we live an’ learn. I thowt once upon a time 
I’d getten a good home together,” cried Mr. Oakroyd, with 
some bitterness, “but seemingly it’s not worth sellin’ up 
nar.”

“ Best thing we can do,” said Leonard, wisely disregard
ing this outburst, “is to get one or two of these second
hand furniture chaps in, and they’ll offer a price. Albert’ll 
tell me who’s the best. I’ll go and see him this morning 
if you like.”

“ All right.” Mr. Oakroyd looked about him now. “ I 
wonder if ther’s owt our Lily ’ud like for hersen,” he 
mused.

“Dare say there might.” Leonard lit a cigarette. “But 
she’ll have a better place of her own now. Jack Clough gets 
good money out there.”

“I’ll look abart a bit. Then if ther’s owt I think she 
could do wi’, I’ll pack it up in a box.” He suddenly re
membered something. “Eh, whativver I do, I’ll ha’ to go 
back to Gatford. I left my tools.”

Leonard stared at him. “Gor, you made me jump, 
Par! Is that all? Tools!”

“ Ay, tools, lad, tools ! It’s enough an’ all. I’m a trades
man, I am, an’ I can’t set mysen up wi’ a pair o’ scissors 
an’ a pair o’ clippers an’ a drop o’ hair-oil. I want summat 
to work wi’ when I start. An’ I been using some o’ them 
tools for twenty year, an’ don’t you forget it. I wouldn’t 
be wi’out ’em for owt. I’m a tradesman, see—an’ if you 
ask me, ther’s noan so damn monny on us left.”

“ Can you wonder,” said Leonard, with all the scorn of 
a younger and wiser generation, “wages they pay?”

“Happen not,” said his father gloomily. “For all that, 
a chap ’at’s learnt his trade an’ can use his hands—he isn’t 
a machine an’ he isn’t a flippin’ monkey—he’s a man, lad, 
wages or no wages, a man.” And he gave the table a bang. 
It was immediately answered by another, at the door. 
“Hello, who’s this?”

“Postman. I’ll go.” And when Leonard came back, 
he added: “One for me and one for you.”

Mr. Oakroyd had been told by Miss Trant that he would 
hear from Mr. Gooch of Gatford, but nevertheless he was 
astonished. He was even more astonished when the follow
ing little bombshell had exploded under his nose:

Dear Sir:
Following the instructions of our client, Miss E. Trant, 

upon the satisfactory termination of our negotiations with 
Mr. Ridvers, we have pleasure in handing you herewith our 
cheque, on behalf of Miss Trant, for £100 (one hundred 
pounds) receipt of which kindly acknowledge to us as 
well as to Miss Trant herself.

Yours faithfully,
Goring, Son and Gooch.
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And there it was, with the letter, a little bit of blue and 
white paper: Pay Mr. /. Oakroyd or Order. A hundred 
pounds. Nay !

“Here,” he shouted to Leonard, “I’ve getten a hundred 
pound. Eh, it’s aht o’ all reason. A hundred pound! 
That’s right, isn’t it?”

“Well I’ll be blowed! What you got that for, Par? 
Let’s have a look at it. That’s right. It’s a cheque, that is. 
But what you got it for?”

“ Well, I did a bit o’ puttin’ two an’ two together for 
this Miss Trant I been workin’ for. Must ha’ saved a good 
deal, I dare say, but this is aht o’ all reason. Nay—a 
hundred pound!”

“Depends what you did, doesn’t it?” said Leonard, 
looking very knowing.

Mr. Oakroyd explained briefly what he had done.
“Well, that’s it then,” said Leonard. “You might have 

saved her a right lot—’speet you did,—wish I had it.” 
He inspected the cheque again. “ I know a bit about these 
things. You can’t cash this, y’know, Par, ’cos it’s got Com
pany written on. You’ll have to pay it into t’bank.”

“What bank? Haven’t got a bank, though I once had 
a bit in t’Post Office. An’ I’d some trade on gettin’ owt 
aht on ’em an’ all.”

“You goes to bank with this, and you pays it in,” 
Leonard explained, proud of his knowledge of high finance, 
“and then if you want it—money, y’know—you take it out 
again. That’s way you do it.”

“ Put it in an’ tak’ it aht,” cried Mr. Oakroyd, puzzled. 
“I call that daft. Still, if that’s t’way, I’ll do it. An’ I 
mun do some o’ this kindly acknowledgin’ too. Eh, but—a 
hundred pound!” And he stared at his son in bewilder
ment.

“Come in handy, that little lot,” said Leonard, who 
was now slipping into the part of the knowing young man. 
“That and what you’ll get from selling up here, it’ll give 
you a good old start all right.”

“Nay, I can’t keep all I get from selling t’home up,” 
Mr. Oakroyd protested. “You mun have half, Leonard. We 
might get summat for our Lily an’ all. Onny road, we’ll 
divide an’ make a divvy on it.”

“Our Lily won’t want anything. She’s well off, she is. 
And I don’t,” added Leonard, who, to give him his due, 
was not a grasping youth. “Keep it yourself, Par. What 
there is, is yours all right. But we shan’t get much, I can 
tell you now. I’ll go and ask Albert.”

As soon as he was left alone, Mr. Oakroyd began rum
maging about to see if there was anything that Lily might 
like. He wandered upstairs, spending quite a time there, 
looking not at little old possessions but at the very past 
itself, so that times, seasons, occasions, events, he had al
most entirely forgotten returned all clear and bright but 
very small, part of a melancholy enchantment.

A slight noise from downstairs called him into the im
mediate present again. He descended quietly, to discover 
in the living-room, just by the old sofa, what looked like a 
hillock of dirty blue serge. The next moment it turned it
self into Mrs. Sugden rising from her knees, panting, 
purple-faced, and a trifle confused.

“Mornin’, Mrs. Sugden,” he said, rather dryly, “I 
couldn’t think what it wor.”

“ Eh, Mr. Oakroyd, I ’ope yer don’t mind,” she cried, 
puffing and blowing. “ I looked in to see if there was owt I 
could do for yer, an’ your Leonard towed me as he was 
passin’ yer were sellin’ up an’ I were just ’aving a look at 
t’sofa. I’ve been wantin’ one for some time an’ I thowt 
I might as well ’ave it if it’s goin’ just as well as t’next.”

“Ay,” he said, wagging his head at her in a kind of 
half-mournful, half-humorous resignation. “So you might, 
Mrs. Sugden. Tak’ a look while you’ve a chance. Here to
day and gone to-mom, that’s our motto.” And he left her 
to it, but now, when he looked round upstairs, there was 
only so much furniture and odds and ends all worse for 



wear, just old junk. He had to comfort himself with a 
pipe of Old, Salt.

And then it happened.
“ Mr. Oakroyd, Mr. Oakroyd,” she was screaming up the 

stairs, “there’s summat come for yer.” And when he 
hurried down, she added, holding something out to him: 
“Looks like a sort o’ telegram.”

It was a cable. Trembling, Mr. Oakroyd put his pipe 
down on the table, and even then only opened the envelope 
with difficulty. He stared, breathing hard. Very grieved 
all love if you come out here very welcome and good fob 
any time Lily fach. Again and again he read it, making 
sure. And then it was as if a huge door had been opened 
and the sunlight was flooding in, warming him to life 
again.

“An’ will yer go?” asked Mrs. Sugden, when at last he 
had satisfied her curiosity. “Eh, it’s a long way off.”

“ Long way ! Long nowt ! If it were from here to t’moon 
I’d go.”

And Mrs. Sugden, hearing the terrible voice of love 
triumphant, was silenced. No doubt she knew that when 
this voice peals out, all other voices in the universe are 
nothing but reedy whispers, better silent. Perhaps she ac
quired the sofa as a reward for recognising these authentic 
tones.

Another person heard them that morning. This was the 
young man at Torry’s Shipping Agency in Shuttle Street. 
He looked up from his book to see a detestable, cheap, 
black suit, a mouth that was in earnest, and two blue eyes 
that blazed with excitement.

“ Nar, lad,” said this caller, in the usual and regrettable 
Bruddersford manner, “just tell me how I can get to 
Canada.”

The young man put away his book and took out a 
pencil. This sounded like business. “Assisted passage, I 
suppose?”

“Ar d’you mean?”

The young man began to explain about emigration and 
government grants and forms to fill in, but he was quickly 
cut short.

“Nowt 0’ that,” said Mr. Oakroyd. “Ther’s no govern
ment i’ this. I’m payin’ for mysen. I can manage third 
class nicely.”

“Then that’s different,” said the young man, who now 
began to talk about the various routes and steamship lines. 
“Of course it depends on where you want to go to at the 
other end. But we might begin with this end first. You 
could go from either Liverpool or Southampton.”

“Champion!” cried Mr. Oakroyd.
“Yes, either Liverpool or Southampton.”
“Good enough!” Then, after some thought, he went 

on: “Nar I fancy Southampton, an’ I’ll tell yer for why. 
I’d like to call at a place i’ t’Midlands—Gatford—an’ then 
I’d like to go to London on t’way, ’cos ther’s some friends 
0’ mine there ’at I’d like to see afore I go. So we’ll mak’ 
it Southampton, lad.”

“Good! Southampton.” And the young man flourished 
his pencil. “What part of Canada are you going to? We 
could probably arrange to book you right through.”

“Yer a smart young feller, I can see,” said Mr. Oakroyd 
in great delight. “Just get your map aht an’ I’ll show yer 
where I want to go. It’s where my dowter lives an’ I can 
put me finger on t’very place. Yer knaw abaht Canada, do 
yer? Ay, well, you an’ me’ull mak’ a right good job 
on it.”

For the next hour that young man of Torry’s never 
returned to his book. On the other hand, he did not miss 
it. Life had walked into the shop.

V

It is Saturday afternoon again, and once more some
thing queer is happening in that narrow thoroughfare to 
the west of the town, Manchester Road. A grey-green tide 



flows sluggishly down the road, a tide of cloth caps, leav
ing the ground of “t’United,” where Huddersfield have just 
been defeated by three goals to two. Somewhere in the 
middle of this thick stream of cloth caps is one that looks 
newer than most of its neighbours. It belongs to Mr. Jesiah 
Oakroyd, who has contrived to attend this match before 
leaving Bruddersford for years, perhaps for ever. He is 
catching a train to Gatford, his first little halt on his long 
journey, this very evening, and already his suit-case and 
his big tin trunk are at the station, waiting for the 6.50. 
Casual talk is easy in such a slowly moving throng and is 
favoured because it helps to pass the time even when it 
does not also relieve the feelings. Mr. Oakroyd is engaged 
in it. We can just overhear a sentence or two.

“Ay,” his neighbour observes, “if they’d nobbut laked 
like this all t’season they’d ha’ been somewhere at the top 
instead of being nearly at bottom. They’re just wak’ning 
up nar it’s nearly ower.”

“Well, it’s been a grand match to-day, it has,” says 
Mr. Oakroyd dreamily. “ I nivver want to see a better. Eh, 
it were t’owd form all ower agen. Them last two goals— 
nay, by gow!”

“Ay, them wor a bit of all right.”
“All right! They wor grand!”
And then we hear no more. The tide of caps and menflows. 

on, slowly but gradually gathering speed, like our years. It 
recedes, shrinks, until at last you do not notice it at all. 
Manchester Road is now only one of a hundred thorough
fares, for Bruddersford itself, the whole spread of it, has 
come into view. Holdsworth’s giant mill looms there on 
the left ; the Midland Railway’s station glitters in the sun 
again, and there is an answering gleam from the glass 
roof of the Market Hall; a silver streak shows one of the 
canals; and in the centre of the tall chimneys, shaking the 
air with its Lass of Richmond Hill, is the tower of the 
Bruddersford Town Hall. It points a finger at us, and 
then is gone, lost in a faint smudge of smoke. Another 

moment and Bruddersford is only a grimy crack in the 
hills. The high moorland between Yorkshire and Lan
cashire rises steadily, clear in the pearly light of Spring. 
Once more, the miles and miles of ling and bog and black 
rock, and the curlews crying above the scattered jewellery 
of the little tarns. There are the Derbyshire hills, and 
there, away to the north, are the great fells of Cumber
land, and now the whole darkening length of it, from the 
Peak to Cross Fell, is visible, for this is the Pennine Range, 
sometimes called the backbone of England.



EPILOGUE
BEING A MERE POSTSCRIPT ADDRESSED TO THOSE WHO INSIST 

UPON HAVING ALL THE LATEST NEWS

No, Susie has not married Inigo. On the other hand, 
she has not married anybody else. There have been times 
when rumours and little paragraphs in the gossip columns 
have sent Inigo flying round to see her (not that he is 
not always seeing her), but she has laughed and told him 
not to be silly. Once, it is true, there was real danger— 
for, after all, nobody can deny that Sir Douglas Heath- 
Watchett is an extremely attractive young man—and that 
was the time when poor Inigo, convinced that all was lost, 
fled to Norway and tried to fish. He returned, however, 
to find Susie still laughing and Sir Douglas booking a pas
sage to Florida, where there are fish even larger than those 
in Norway. Susie says she is too young to marry yet and 
that life is too amusing. When she finds herself on the 
point of being relegated to minor parts, or, alternatively, 
when there is no more fun in being a star comedienne with 
a huge and rapturous public of her own, then, she de
clares, she will grab the first nice man she sees and hurl 
him into the nearest registry office. No doubt Inigo will 
contrive to be that man.

He has the best chance, for he sees her almost every 
other day, and they go here, there, and everywhere to
gether. Both of them—as everybody should realise by this 
time—make absurdly large sums of money. Susie talks 
gravely enough about her salary, being nothing if not a 
child of the theatre, but to Inigo the whole thing is still 
an elaborate joke. He watches with droll amazement the 
rising tide of performing fees, sheet music royalties, gramo

phone royalties, and so forth. Mr. Pitsner still seems a 
quite unreal person, and Inigo would never be very sur
prised if the money Mr. Pitsner hands over suddenly 
melted into thin air or turned, like fairy gold, into a heap 
of withered leaves on the bank counter. It is incredible that 
he should make so much money out of what seems to him 
a mere parlour trick. His writing, however, is a very serious 
business. He has published a volume of essays, so sternly 
literary that it is almost impossible to read them, entitled 
The Last Knapsack and Other Papers. The only copy ever 
seen is in Miss Dean’s dressing-room. She pretends to 
laugh at it, but in secret she is rather proud of the fact 
that it is dedicated “To Susie, the Best Companion,” and 
she is determined to read it all through, one day. Inigo 
says that the book has had such a poor sale simply be
cause he was foolish enough to publish it at his own ex
pense. The next book, now in preparation, is to be brought 
out at the expense of the publisher, who will then be com
pelled, Inigo declares, to make everybody read it.

Sometimes, but chiefly in the way of business, they meet 
Jerry Jerningham, who is, perhaps, rather plumper than 
he was, in spite of diet and massage and exercises. He 
is, of course, one of the most successful young men on the 
light musical stage. Now that he has triumphantly ac
quired an American accent, a perpetual reminder of his 
season on Broadway, he is busy building his own theatre. 
The fact that it is to have no pit is desolating many of the 
outer suburbs. Mrs. Jerningham is not a public figure, and, 
indeed, is rarely seen these days. Now and then, however, 
she lunches with Susie, who listens very sympathetically 
to an account of all her troubles. This account is always 
liberally punctuated with the cry: “But don’t think for a 
moment, my dear, that I’m sorry I married him.”

Jimmy Nunn, Joe, and Mrs. Joe are still in concert 
party work, and lately concluded a successful season with 
“ The Red Revellers ” at either Rhyl or Llandudno. Jimmy’s 
digestion is beginning to trouble him again, and he admits 
that he is not as young as he was, so that the sooner he is 



able to run a little show of his own, the better. There is 
some talk of his managing it this coming season. George 
is still something of a charge on his parents, being ap
prenticed to the motor trade, but very soon he will be 
earning his own living, and then Joe and Mrs. Joe will— 
as they say—“look about for something.” What that some
thing will be they have not yet quite decided. Joe still 
favours a seaside hotel, and Elsie Duiver, who saw them 
at Eastbeach, has promised her assistance in finding one, 
and Inigo and Susie have both offered them a substantial 
loan. Mr. Morton Mitcham is no longer a performer; he 
has gone into management—at least, that is how he puts 
it—though actually he is nothing more nor less than the 
manager of the pier at—where do you think?—why, of 
all places, Sandybay. He is now one of the figures of the 
town, and is for ever discovering old acquaintances from 
the East among the anglers who drink Scotch every mor
ning and evening in the little bar at the end of the pier. 
He is regarded with something like awe by every younger 
member of a visiting troupe, because, it appears, it was 
he and no other who discovered Susie Dean and Jerry 
Jemingham, and those who doubt his word are invited to 
call at his lodgings and see for themselves certain bills, 
programmes, and photographs.

The McFarlanes have settled in Edinburgh, where Hugh 
has a fine practice and also lectures grimly at the University 
from time to time. He has published a very small book 
with an enormous title—it begins with Some Observations 
on the Parathyroid Glands, and then goes on and on, With 
Special Reference, and so forth—and Paris and Vienna 
think there is something in it, whereas Leipzig and Chicago 
are not very sure. Mrs. McFarlane is even less certain, but, 
on the other hand, is positive that though Hugh is doing far 
too much, he is looking much better than he did, don’t 
you think? I am sorry to say that Mrs. McFarlane, though 
the wife of one of Edinburgh’s most respected citizens and 
the delighted mother of two small and very fat boys, has 
a secret vice. Now and again she likes to sneak away, buy

The Stage, and devour it in a comer. If you went in very 
quickly, you might easily catch her, one day, smiling at the 
advertisements: “Wanted Known. . . . A Riot at Little 
Sandmouth, last . . Sometimes Hugh has to go up to 
London, and then she tears herself away from the fat little 
boys and accompanies him, and then she sees Susie and 
Inigo and perhaps watches Jerry’s beautiful capers from 
a stall. There are letters, too, of course. Incidentally, it 
is surprising what letters Mrs. Joe can write. The matter 
is humble enough—the old stories of pier pavilion 
audiences, queer lodgings, and Sunday trains—but the pen
manship is at once flowing and exquisite, and the style 
worthy of Lord Chesterfield himself. I do not say that Mrs. 
Joe always writes like this, but those are the sort of letters 
Mrs. McFarlane receives from her, once in a while.

Then there is Mr. Oakroyd, far away in Canada, or, to 
be exact, at Pittford Falls, Ontario. Here we come to a 
difficulty. The trouble is that nobody has been out to 
Canada and that any news of him can only trickle through 
those craggy little letters of his. It is certain that he is 
a very proud grandfather, that he and his son-in-law, Jack 
Clough, are now running some good, solid tradesmanlike 
business of their own, and that everybody there is very 
well, thank you. I know that Mr. Oakroyd does not live 
with his daughter, but has a little place of his own just 
down the road, where he can smoke a pipe over his three 
weeks’ old copy of the Saturday sports edition of the Brud- 
dersford Evening Express, which is sent out to him re
gularly by S. Oglethorpe, Town End, Wabley, Yorks. More
over, I gather that Pittford Falls regard him as a man with 
vast theatrical experience and a topographical authority on 
the Mother Country. The photographs that Susie sent out, 
and the box of gramophone records, including Slippin 
Round the Corner sung and played in half a dozen different 
ways, that Inigo gave him, these things have only confirmed 
and increased his reputation. There is no doubt that he is 
enjoying life, but apparently there are drawbacks. Thus 
it seems that Pittford Falls has a nasty trick of being either



too hot or too cold; there are no cosy little public-houses, 
and the club that he has joined is not really an adequate 
substitute; the tobacco is too sweet, not a patch on Old, 
Salt; stoves are not up to much when you have been used 
to sitting in front of a kitchen range, where there has been 
a bit of baking going on, perhaps, during the day; and 
there is a queer, empty look about the place. For some 
time now, I hear, they have been planning a trip to the 
Old Country, and Mr. Oakroyd admits that he longs for 
a sight of good old Bruddersford. Whether he is as happy 
there as he thought he would be I do not know, though 
not for the world would he venture far from Lily and the 
two children, for they are all for ever having “a bit o’ 
fun.” We must leave it at that. In this place, whether we 
call it Bruddersford or Pittford Falls, perfection is not 
to be found, neither in men nor in the lot they are of
fered, to say nothing of the tales we tell of them, these 
hints and guesses, words in the air and gesticulating 
shadows, these stumbling chronicles of a dream of life.

THE END
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The Italians of To-Day.
Darneley Place. 2 v.

3387

3438/39

3514
3650 

3677/78
3709
3716
3753

3801
3850
3933
4093

4183/84

4334/35
4703

735
883

1112

3509/10 
3597/98 
3960/61

4024

4313
4354

4417/18

Baring, M., Half a Minute’s Silence.
Daphne Adeane.
Tinker’s Leave.
Comfortless Memory.
The Coat without Seam.

Baring-Gould, S., Mehalah.
John Herring. 2 v.
Court Royal. 2 v.

Barrett, F., Out of theJaws ofDcath.

4688
4758
4829
4851
4900

1955 
2213/14 
2416/17

2869/70

Baynes, R. H., Rev., Lyra Angli
cana, Hymns and Sacred Songs.

Beaumont, A., Thomicroft’s Model.

Beaverbrook, Lord, Success.

Bell, C.; Jane Eyre. 2 Bde.
The Professor.

Bellamy, E., I ¿coking Backward.

Belloc, H., The Haunted House.
Shadowed I

964

1453/54
4586

145/46
404

2690

4863
4894

Benedict, F. L., St. Simon’s Niece.
2 V.

Bennett, A.,TheGrandBabylonHotel.
The Gates of Wrath.
A Great Man.
Sacred and Profane Love.
Whom God hath joined.
The Ghost.
The Grim Smile of the Five Towns.
Buried Alive.
The Old Wives’ Tale. 2 Bde.
The Glimpse.
Helen with the High Hand.
Clayhanger. 2 v.
The Card.
Hilda Leesways.
The Matador of the Five Towns.
Leonora.
Anna of the Five Towns.
Those United States.
The Regent.
The Truth about an Author.
The City of Pleasure.
Hugo.
Paris Nights, and Other Im

pressions of Places and People.
The Plain Man and His Wife;

How to live on 24 Hours a Day.
Friendship and Happiness.
The Love Match.
How to make the Best of Life.
Riceyman Steps.
The Loot of Cities.
Elsie and the Child.
Lord Raingo. 2 v.
The Strange Vanguard.
The Woman Who Stole Every thing.
Accident.

Benson, E. F., Dodo.
The Challoners.
An Act in a Backwater.
Paul. 2 v.
The House of Defence. 2 v.
The Weaker Vessel. 2 v.
Dodo the Second.
Visible and Invisible.
David of King’s.
Rex.
Lucia in London.
Spook Stories.
Paying Guests.

No.

1595/96

3599
3664
3746
3859
3939
3976
3989
4055

4102/3 
4150 
4181

4235/36 
4257
4292
4325
4329
4351
4377
4439
4528
4529
4533

4538

4551
4561
4581
4613
4622
4643
4663 

4772/73
4821
4823
4870

2961
3752
3802 

3925/26 
3970/71 
4401/2

4480
4625
4658
4685
4814
4868
4897

Benson, R. H., None Other Gods. 
The Dawn of All.
The Coward.

4229
4278
4318



4 Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List

Besan t.W., Sir, Dorothy Forster. 2 v.
Children of Gibeon. 2 v.
The World went very well then. 2v.
Katharine Regina.
Herr Paulus. His Rise, his Great

ness, and his Fall. 2 v.
The Inner House.
The Bell of St. Paul's. 2 v.
For Faith and Freedom. 2 v.
Armerei of Lyonesse. 2 v.
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, etc.
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 2 v.
The Master Craftsman. 2 v.
A Fountain Sealed.
The Orange Girl. 2 v.
The Fourth Generation.
The Lady of Lynn. 2 v.

2259/60 
2433/34 
2464/65

2503

2541/42 
2553

2621/22 
2666/67
2702/3 
2844

3070/71
3147/48

3227
3388/89

3447
3512/13

Besant, W., Sir, & James Rice, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 2 v. '2236/37

By Celia’s Arbour. 2 v. 2887/88
Betham-Edwards, M., The Syl

vestres.
Felicia. 2 v.
Brother Gabriel. 2 v.
Forestalled; or, The Life-Quest.
Exchange no Robbery, and Other 

Novelettes.
Disarmed.
Pearla.
Next of Kin Wanted.
The Parting of the Ways.
The Romance of a French Parson

age; or, The Double Sacrifice.
France ofTo-day. (First Series.) 
Two Aunts and a Nephew.
A Dream of Millions, and Other 

Tales.
The Curb of Honour.
France ofTo-day. (Second Series).
A Romance of Dijon.
The Dream-Charlotte.
A Storm-Rent Sky.
Reminiscences.
The Ix>rd of the Harvest.
Anglo-French Reminiscences.
A Suffolk Courtship.
Mock Beggars’ Hall.
East of Paris.
A Humble Lover.
Barham Brocklebank, M. D.
Martha Rose, Teacher.
From an Islington Window.

1199 
1511/12 
1761/62

1936

2110
2182
2300 
2468 
2540

2790
2821
2848

2861
2942
2969
3044
3142
3280
3290
3393
3408
3463
3575
3606
8645
3685 
3896
4502

Black, W., In Silk Attire. 2 v.
A Princess of Thule. 2 v.
Kilmeny.
The Maid of Killeena, and Other 

Stories.
Three Feathers. 2 v.
Madcap Violet. 2 v.
Green Pastures and Piccadilly. 2 v.
Maclcod of Dare. 2 v.
Sunrise. 2 v.
The Beautiful Wretch.
Shandon Bells. 2 v.
Judith Shakespeare. 2 v.
The Wise Women of Inverness. A 

Tale, and Other Miscellanies.
White Heather. 2 v.
Sabina Zembra. 2 v.
In Far Lochaber. 2 v.
The New Prince Fortunatus. 2 v.
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston ! 2 v.
Donald Ross of Ileimra. 2 v.
The Magic Ink, and Other Tales.
Wolfenberg. 2 v.
The Handsome Humes. 2 v._
Highland Cousins. 2 v.
Briseis. 2 v.
Wild Eelin. 2 v.

No.
1253/54 
1381/82

1437.

1474
1497/98 
1637/38
1704/5 

1790/91 
1973/74

2018 
2155/56 
2296/97

2339 
2379/80 
2466/67 
2569/70 
2635/36 
2710/11 
2746/47

2839 
2890/91 
2959/60 
3051/52 
3132/33 
3310/11

Birchenough, M. 0., Potsherds.

Birmingham, G. A., Fidgets. 
The Runaways.

3334

4801
4839

Blackmore, R.D., Alice Lorraine. 2v. i ¡99'1500
Mary Anerley. 3 v. ! 1905/7
Christowell. 2 v. ¡2036/37
Sir Tliomas Upmore, Bart., M. P., 

formerly known as “Tommy!
Upmore." 2 V. ' 2263/64

Perlycross. 2 v. 3033/34
“Blackwood.” Tales from “Black

wood." (First Series.)
Tales from “Blackwood.” (Second 

Series.)

Blessington, The Countess of, 
Meredith.

Strathern. 2 v.
Memoirs of a Femme de Chambre.
Marmaduke Herbert; or, The Fa

tal Error. 2 v.
Country Quarters. 2 v.

Boldrewood, R., Nevermore. 2 v.

Braddon, Miss, Aurora Floyd. 
Eleanor’s Victory. 2 v. 
John Marchmont’s Legacy. 
The Doctor’s Wife. 2 v. 
Sir Jasper’s Tenant. 2 v. 
The Lady’s Mile. 2 v. 
Rupert Godwin. 2 v. 
Dead-Sea Fruit. 2 v. 
Run to Earth. 2 v.

1914

1928

52 
69/70 

104

123/24 
183/84

2842/43

2 v. 646/47 
668/69

2 v. 688/89 
748/49
816/17 
843/44 
917/18 
980/81 

11034/35

Braddon, Miss, Fenton’s Quest. 2 v.
The Levels of Arden. 2 v.
Strangers and Pilgrims. 2 v.
Luc'usDavoren ; or, Publicansand

Sinners. 3 v.
Taken at the Flood. 8 v.
Lost for Love. 2 v.
A Strange World. 2 v.
Hostages 10 Fortune. 2 v.
Joshua Haggard’s Daughter. 2 v.
Weavers and Weft.
In Great Waters, and Other Tales.
An Open Verdict. 3 v.
Vixen. 3 v.
Asphodel. 8 v.
Mount Royal. 2 v.
The Golden Calf. 2 v.
Flower and Weed.
Phantom Fortune. 3 v.
Ishmael. 3 v.
One Thing Needful. 2 v.
Cut by the County.
Like and Unlike. 2 v.
The Day will come. 2 v.
Gerard; or, TheWorld, the Flesh, 

and the Devil. 2 v.
All along the River. 2 v.
Thou Art the Man. 2 v.
The Christmas Hirelings.
Sons of Fire. 2 v.
London Pride; or,When the World 

was Younger. 2 v.
Rough Justice. 2 v.
In High Places. 2 v.
His Darling Sin.
The Infidel. 2 v.
The Conflict. 2 v.
The Rose of Life. 2 v.

1135/36 
1185/86 
1339/40

1369/71 
1413/15
1451/52 
1480/81
1527/28 
1635/36 

1656’ 
1659

1727/29 
1809/11
1968/70 
2070/71 
2133/34

2163
2190/92 
2289/91 
2429/30 

I 2436
2488/89 
'2615/16

2782/83 
2925/26 

і 2997/98
3032

3089/90

3179/80 
3266/67 
3313/14

3397 
'3460/61 
1.3661/62 
3826/27

Brassey, Lady, Sunshine and Storm 
in the East; or, Cruises to 
Cyprus and Constantinople. 2 v. 

In the Trades, theTropics, and the 
Roaring Forties. 2 v.

“ The Bread-Winners,” Author of. 
The Bread-Winners.

Brock, W., Rev., A Biographical 
Sketch of Sir Henry Havelock, 
K. C. B.

Broughton, R., Cometh up as ai 
Flower.

Not Wisely, but too Well. 2 v.
Red as a Rose is she. 2 v.
Tales for Christmas Eve.
Nancy. 2 v.
Joan. 2 v.
Second Thoughts. 2 v.
Belinda. 2 v.
Doctor Cupid. 2 v.
Alas! 2 v.
Mrs. Bligh.
Foes in Law.
Between Two Stools.

Broughton, R., & Bisland, E., A 
Widower indeed.

Brown, J.. Dr., Horae Subsccirae. 
Rab and his Friends, and Ollier 
Papers.

Browne, K. R. G., Following Ann.
A Lady from the South.
A Knight and a Day.

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, Au
rora Leigh.

Bullen, F. T., 
“ Cachalot.’

1882/83

2350/51

2248

434

Brooks, Sh., The Silver Cord. 3 Bde. 
Sooner or Later. 3 v.

Broome, Lady, A Year’s House
keeping in South Africa.

Letters to Guy, anda Distant Shore 
—Rodrigues.

Colonial Memories.

587/89 
958/60

1670

2325
3838

No.

911
935/36

1073/74
1290

1366/67 
1627/28

1908/9 
2193/94 
2427/28 
2688/89

2873
3475
4315

2789

603
4721
4722
4812
1248

The Cruise of the 
' 2 V. 3385/86

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
Zanoni. 2 v.

The Last Days of Pompeii.
Rienzi. The Last of the Roman 

Tribunes. 2 v.
Athens. Its Rise and Fall. 2 v. 
The Poems and Ballads of Schiller. 
The New Timon.—St. Stephens.
The Caxtons. 2 v.
My Novel; or, Varieties in Eng

lish Life. 4 v. v. 1. 2.
v. 3. 4.

What will he do with it? 4 v.

13/13a
1 I

25,25a
54/55

59
164

178/79

[200.215 
223.247

Caxtoniana. 2 v.
Miscellaneous Prose Works. 4 v.
The Odes and Epodes of Horace.

2 v.
Kenelm Chillingly. 4 v. !
The Parisians. 4 v. {

Pausanias, the Spartan.

407.417
410.453 

692/93 
952/55

1056/57 
1308/11
1359.68 
1376/77 

1558

Bulwer, H. li., Historical Characters. 
Talley rand, Cobbett, Mackin tosh, 
Canning. 2 v. 948/49

Bunyan, J., The Pilgrim’s Progress 
from this World to that which 
is to come. 330



“Buried Alone," Author of. Buried 
Alone.

No.

1009

Burnett, F. H., Mrs., Through One
Administration. 2 v. 2183/84

Little Lord Fauntleroy. 2479
Sara Crewe; or, What happened 

at Miss Minchin’s ; and Editha’s 
Burglar. 2525

The Secret Garden. 4324

Carlyle, T., The French Revolution. 
3 v.

Essays on Goethe.
On Heroes, Hero-worship and the 

Heroic in History.
Historical and Political Essays.
Essays on German Literature.

Carnegie, A., Problems of To-Day.

203/5
4513

4514
4515
4516
4087

“Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta Family,” Author of.

The Cottage by the Cathedral, and 
Other Parables.

Against the Stream. 2 v.
The Bertram Family. 2 v. 
Conquering and to Conquer. 
Lapsed, but not Lost.

No.

1232 
1353/54 

1603/4
1616
1717

Burns, R., Poetical Works.
Burroughs, E. R., Tarzan of the

Apes.
The Return of Tarzan.
Jungle Tales of Tarzan.
The Beasts of Tarzan.
Tarzan and the Golden Lion.
The Son of Tarzan.

90
Carr, A., Treheme’s Temptation. 2v. 2177/78

Butler. A. J., Bismarck. His Reflec
tions and Reminiscences. 3 v.

4554
4556
4562
4650
4652
4673

Castle, E., Consequences. 2 v. 
“La Bella,” and Others.

2705/6 
2817

3327/29
Buxton, B. H„ Mrs., 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.

Castle, A. A E., The Star Dreamer. 2 v. 
incomparable Bellairs.
French Nan.
My Merry Rockhurst.
Flower o’ the Orange, and Other 

Stories.
Wroth. 2 v.

Diamond Cut Paste.
The Grip of Life. 2 v.

3666/67 
3733 
3852 
4014

4028
4119/20

4388/89

Clifford, W. K„ Mrs., The Last 
Touches, and Other Stories.

Mrs. Keith’s Crime.
A Flash of Summer.
A Woman Alone.
Woodside Farm.
The Modern Way.
Mere Stories.
Eve’s Lover, and Other Stories.
Sir George’s Objection.
Miss Fingal.

Gobbe, F. P., Re-Echoes.

1671/72 
1720/21 
1831/32 
1912/13 
1965/66

Byron, Lord, Poetical Works. 5 v. 8/12

Cather, W., The Professor’s House.
My Mortal Enemy.
A Lost Lady.
Death Comes for the Archbishop.

Charlesworth, M. L., Oliver of the 
Mill.

4716
4771
4781
4809

1621

2880 
2913
3168 
3525
3584 
3945
4146 
4644
4680 
4840
1693

Coleridge, C. R., An English Squire.
2 v. 2286/87

Coleridge, M. E., The King with 
Two Faces. 2 v. 3272/73

Collins, Chs. A., A Cruise upon
Wheels. 2 v. 1446/47

Conrad, J., The Shadow Line.
Typhoon, etc.
Victory.

Conway, H., Called Back.
Bound Together. 2 v.
A Family Affair. 2 v.
Living or Dead. 2 v.

Corelli, M., The Mighty Atom.
Ziska.
The Master-Christian. 2 v.
Love—and the Philosopher.

Cotes, Mrs. E., Set in Authority.
Cousin Cinderella.

No.
4826
4830
4883
2243.

2280/81
2357/58 

2405/6
3145
3230

3450/51
4619
3915
4069

“ The County,” Author of. The 
County. 2613

Caffyn, Mannington, Mrs. (Iota), 
A Yellow Aster.

Children of Circumstance. 2 v.
Anne Mauleverer. 2 v.

Caine, Hall, The Manxman. 2 v.
The Christian. 2 v.
The Eternal City. 3 v.
The Prodigal Son. 2 v.
The White Prophet. 2 v.
The Woman thou gavest me. 3 v.
The Master of Man. 2 v.

Caine, W. The Strangeness of Noel 
Carton.

Mendoza and a Little Lady.
The Author of “ Trixie.”
Lady Sheba’s Last Stunt.

Cameron, V. L., Across Africa. 2 v.
Cannan, G., Annette and Bennett.

2988 
3019/20 
3373/74
3231/32 
3263/64 
3559/61

4155/56 
4446/48 
4569/70

4565
4566
4647
4679

1662/63
4592

Carey,R.N., “ButMen must Work.” 2824 
Sir Godfrey’s Grand-Daughters.

2 v. 2867/68
Herb of Grace. 2 v. 3529/30
The Highway of Fate. 2 v. '3619/20
A Passage Perilous. 2 v. 13690/91
At the Moorings. 2 v. І3769/70

Chesterfield, Earl of, Letters to His 
Son.

Chesterton, G. K., The Man who was 
Thursday.

What’s Wrong with the World.
The Innocence of Father Brown.
The Flying Inn.
Tales of the Long Bow.
The Incredulity of Father Brown.
The Wisdom of Father Brown.
The Outline of Sanity.
The Return of Don Quixote.
The Secret of Father Brown.
The Poet and the Lunatics.
Generally Speaking.

Cholmondeley, M., Moth and Rust. 
The Lowest Rung.

“Chronicles of the Schönberg- 
Cotta Family," Author of. 
Chronicles of the Schönberg-' 
Cotta Family. 2 v.

On Both Sides of the Sea. 2 v.
Winifred Bertram, and the World 

she lived in.
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan.
The Victory of the Vanquished. |

4524

4034
4202
4282
4470
4692
4739
4768
4775
4785
4804
4906
4909
3633
4086

933/34 
993/94

1013
1039 
ИЗО

Collins, M., Sweet and Twenty. 2 v. 
A Fight with Fortune. 2 v.

1540/41
1696/97

Collins, W., Hide and Seek. 2 v.
No Name. 3 v.
Armadale. 3 v.
Poor Miss Finch. 2 v.
The New Magdalen. 2 v.
The Frozen Deep.
My Lady’s Money, and Percy and 

the Prophet.
Heart and Science. 2 v.
“ I say No.” 2 v.

370/71
631/33 
838/40 
1200/1

1325/26
1455

1706
2137/38 
2298/99

Conrad, Joseph, An Outcast of the 
Islands. 2 v.

Tales of Unrest.
The Secret Agent.
A Set of Six.
Under Western Eyes.
’Twixt Land and Sea Talcs.
Chance. 2 v.
Almayer’s Folly.
The Rover.
Tales of Hearsay.
Suspense.
Lord Jim.
Youth, etc.
The Nigger of the “Narcissus.”

3158/59
3300
3995
4064
4296
4371

4465/66
4495
4621
4674
4705
4802
4803
4813

Craik, Mrs., A Life for a Life. 2 v.
Romantic Tales.
Domestic Stories.
Lord Erlistoun. — Alwyn’s First 

Wife. — The Water Cure. — 
The Last House in C—Street.

Christian’s Mistake.
Olive. 2 v.
Studies from Life.
Poems.
The Unkind Word, and Other 

Stories. 2 v.
A Brave Lady. 2 v.
Hannah. 2 v.
Sermons out of Church.
The Laurel Bush. — Two Little 

Tinkers.
A Legacy. 2 v.
Young Mrs. Jardine. 2 v.
His Little Mother, and Other Tales 

and Sketches.
Plain Speaking.
Miss Tommy.
King Arthur.

Craik. G. M., Lost and Won.
Faith Unwin’s Ordeal.
Leslie Tyrrell.
Winifred’s Wooing, and Other 

Tales.
Mildred.
Hero Trevelyan.
Without Kith or Kin. 2 v.
Only a Butterfly, and Other Stories.
Sylvia’s Choice. — Theresa. 2 v.
Anne Warwick.
Dorcas. 2 v.

485/86
568
584

747
757

820/21
876
969

1060/61
1077/78
1187/88 

1513

1634
1743/44
1865/66

2035
2076
2288
2407

623
815
915

943
979

1215
1245/46

1435
1491/92

1654
1886/87

Craik, G. M., & Stirling, M. C., Two 
Tales or Married Life. 2 v. 1715/16



No. 
“Democracy,” Author of. Demo

cracy. 2090

No.
Crawford, F. M., Mr. Isaacs. 2123

To Leeward. 2210
A Roman Singer. 2254
A Tale of a Lonely Parish. 2 v. 2394/95
Saracinesca. 2 v. 2453/54
Paul Patotr. 2 v. 2499/2500
With the Immortals. 2533
The Three Fates. 2 v. 2822/23
Marion Parche. 2952
Adam Johnstone’s Son. 3134
In the Palace of the King. 2 v. 3469/70
Marietta, a Maid of Venice. 2 v. 3545/46
The White Sister. 4132

Crockett, S. R., The Raiders. 2 v. 3005/6
The Dark o’ the Moon. 2 v. 3573/74

Croker, B. M., The Serpent’s Tooth. 4345
In Old Madras. 4414
Lismovle. 4485
The Chaperon. 4543
The Pagoda Tree. 4547

Cummins, Miss, Haunted diearts. 720

Cushing, P., The Blacksmith of Voe.
2 v. 2732/33

The “Daily News.” TheWarCoire-
spondcnce of the “Dailv News,’’
1877. 1709/11

Danby, F., An Incompleat Etonian.
2 V. 4109/10

Let the Roof fall in. 2 v. 4227/28

Dane, C., A Bill of Divorcement;
Legend. 4578

“Dark,” Author of. Dark. 2885

Davis, R. H., Ranson’s Folly. 3666

De Foe, D., The Life and Surprising
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe,
of York, Mariner. 2 v. 74/74a

Delafield, E. M., Mrs. Harter. 4701
The Chip and the Block. 4707
Jill. 4748
The Suburban Young Man. 4834
What is Love? 4864
Women Are Like That. 4893

Deland, M., John W’ard, Preacher. 2577

Dell, F., This Mad Ideal. 4704
Runaway. 4724
Love in Greenwich Village. 4747

Disraeli, B., Lord Beaconsfield, 
Lothair. 2 v.

Dixon, E. H., The Story of a Modern 
Woman.

One Doubtful Hour.

1094/95

Dickens, Che., The Pickwick Club.
2 v. 2/3

Oliver Twist; or, The Parish Boy’s
Progress. 2 v. 36/36a

The Life and Adventures of Nicho-
las Nickleby. 2 v. 47/48

Sketches. 2 v. 50/50a
The Life and Adventures of Mar-

tin Chuzzlewit, his Relatives,
Friends and Enemies. 2 V. 57/58

A Christmas Carol in Prose. —
The Chimes. — The Cricket on
the Hearth. 91

Master Humphrey’s Clock. 3 v. 94/96
Dealings with the Firm of Dombey

& Son, Wholesale, Retail, and
for Exportation. 3 v. 

The Personal History of David
119/21

Copperfield. 3 v. 175/77
Household Words. 36 v v. 2. 3. 206.208

V. 4. 5. 211/12
V. 6. 7. 213.216

V. 11. 14. 222.236
V. 15. 16. 238.248

V. 17. 251
V. 18. 19. 265.268
V. 20. 21. 278.281
V. 22. 23. 291.297
v_ 24. 25.
V. 26. 27. 305.309
V. 28. 29. 313.327
V. 30. 31. 331.334
V. 32. 33. 336.343
V. 34. 36. 346.359

Bleak House. 4 v. V. 1. 230
V. 2. 237
V. 3. 260
V. 4. 276

Little Dorrit. 4 v. V. 1. 350
V. 2. 360
V. 3. 380
v. 4. 390

A Tale of Two Cities. 2 V. 479/80
Christmas Stories. 609
Our Mutual Friend. 4 v

V
730 

760.780
800

No Thoroughfare. — The Late
Miss Hollingford. 961

Dixon, W. H„ The Holy Land. 2 v.
Spiritual Wives. 2 v.
Her Majesty’s Tower. 4 v. v 1. 

v. 2-4. {

Free Russia. 2 v.
History of Two Queens. 6v. v.1-3.

White Conquest. 2 v.
Diana, Lady Lyle. 2 v.

No. 
797/98 
985/86 
1007 
1079 

1141/42 
1272/73 
1320/22 
1393/95 
1549/50 
1699/1700

Dixon Jr., Th., The Leopard’s Spots.
2 v. 3634/35

Dougall, L., Beggars All. 2 v.

Dowie, M. M., A Girl in the Kar- 
pathians.

2785/86

2774
2698 

2740/41
2762

2787/88 
2812

2886

2896/97 
2919/20

2972/73 
8040 
3122 
3222 
3262 
3354

3425 
3571
3700

3796/97 
4008
4077
4138 
4260
4370 
4452
4728

4790 
4905

Doyle, A. C., The Sign of Four. 
Micah Clarke. 2 v.
The Captain of the Pole-Star.
The Wliite Company. 2 v. 
A Study in Scarlet.
The Great Shadow, and Beyond 

the City.
The Adventures of Sherlock 

Holmes. 2 v.
The Refugees. 2 v.
The Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes. 

2 v.
Round the Red Lamp.
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard. 
Uncle Bernac.
The Tragedy of the Korosko.
A Duet.
The Green Flag, and Other Stories 

of War and Sport.
The Hound of the Baskervilles. 
Adventures of Gerard.
The Return of Sherlock Holmes. 

2 v.
Through the Magic Door. 
Round the Fire Stories. 
The Mystery of Cloomber. 
The Last Galley.
The Lost World.
The Poison Belt.
The Land of Mist.
The Case-Book of Sherlock 

Holmes.
The Maracot Deep.

Drinkwater, John, Poems. 4853

3035
3755

Dufferin, the Earl of, Letters from 
High Latitudes.

Earl and the Doctor, the, South 
Sea Bubbles,

Eastwick, E. B., Autobiography of 
Lutfullah.

Edwardes.Annie.Mrs., Steven Law
rence, Yeoman. 2 v.

A Vagabond Heroine.
Leah, a Woman of Fashion. 2 v.
A Blue-Stocking.
Jet: her Face or her Fortune?
Vivian the Beauty.
A Ballroom Repentance. 2 v.
A Girton Girl. 2 v.
A Playwright’s Daughter, and 

Bertie Griffiths.
Pearl-Powder.

1044/45 
1319

1529/30 
1690
1752
1862 

2083/84 
2369/70

2423 
2671

Edwards, Amelia B., Barbara’s 
History. 2 V.

Hand and Glove.
Half a Million of Money. 2 v.
Debenham’s Vow. 2 v.
In the Days of my Youth. 2 v.
Monsieur Maurice.
A Night on the Borders of the 

Black Forest.
A Thousand Miles up the Nile. 2 v.
Lord Brackenbury. 2 v.

No.

412

715/16 
789

795/96 
1063/64 
1291/92

1365

1403 
1730/31 
1926/27

Eggleston,E., The Faith Doctor. 2 v. 2797/98
Elbon, B., Bethesda. 2 v. 2250/51
Eliot, George, Adam Bede. 2 v.

The Mill on the Floss. 2 v.
Silas Marner, the Weaver of 

Raveloe.
Romola. 2 v.
Felix Holt, the Radical. 2 v.
Impressions of Theophrastus Such.

“Elizabeth and her German Gar
den," Author of. Elizabeth and 
her German Garden.

The Solitary Summer.
The Princess Priscilla’s Fortnight.
The Adventures of Elizabeth in 

Rügen.
Fräulein Schmidt and Mr. An- 

• struther.

The Enchanted April.

Introduction to Sally.
Expiation.

2743

1426

482/83 
509/10

550 
682/83 
897/98 
1828

3429 
3437
3880

3881

3972 
4583
4594 
4682 
4759
4875

Elliot. F., Mrs., Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Italy. 2 v.

Old Court Life in France. 2 v. 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Sicily. 
Pictures of Old Rome.

1223/24 
1351/52 

2038
2045



Eliot, F., Mrs., The Story of Sophia. 2772 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Con

stantinople. 2921
Old Court Life in Spain. 2 v. 2975/76

Emerson, R. W., Representative

Essays.
Nature and Thought..
English Traits.
The Conduct of Life.

3962
4510
4512
4519
4525

English Fairy Tales. 4520
Erroll, H., An Ugly Duckling. 2484
Esler, E. R., The Way they loved at

Grimpât. 3004
“ E stelle Russell,” Author of. Estelle 

Russell. 2 v. 1080/81
D’Esterre-Keeling, E., Three Sis

ters ; or, Sketches of a highly 
Original Family.

A Laughing Philosopher.
The Professor’s Wooing.
In Thoughtland and in Dreamland.
Orchardscroft.
Appassionata.
Old Maids and Young. 2 v.
The Queen’s Serf.

2295
2391
2471
2653
2866
3007 

3126/27
3384

’■Euthanasia," Author of. Eutha
nasia; or, Turf, Tent and Tomb. 2905

Ewing, J. H., A Flatiron foraFarth- 
ing; or, Some Passages in the 
Life of an Only Son. . 2759

The Brownies, and Other Tales. 2955
Author of “ Expiated." Expiated. 2 v., 1274/75
Farrar, F. W'., Darkness and Dawn ; 

or, Scenes in the Days of Nero.
3 v. 2777/79

“The Fate of Fenella,” Authors of.
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Au
thors. I 2829

Fenn, G. M., The Parson o’ Dum- 
ford. 2 v. Ì1897/98

The Clerk of Portwick. 2 v. . 1990/91
Ferber, Edna, Show Boat. 4764

So Big. I 4765

Fitzgerald, E., Rubáiyát of Omar 
Khayyám, the Astronomer-Poet 
of Persia. 4231

Fleming, G., Andromeda. 2 v. .2366/67

Forbes, A., My Experiences of the 
War between France and Ger
many. 2 v.

Forrest, R. E., Eight Days 2 v.
Forrester, Mrs., Viva. 2 v.

Rhona. 2 v.
My Lord and My Lady. 2 v.
I have lived and loved. 2 v.
June. 2 v.
Although he was a Lord, and 

Other Tales.
Corisande, and Other Tales.
Once Again. 2 v.
Of the World, Worldly.
Dearest. 2 v.
The Li"ht of Other Days.
Too Late Repented.

1159/60
2724/25
1767/68 
1829/30 
2039/40 
2115/16 
2188/89

2327
2345

2437/38 
2841

2914/15 
3012 
3072

Forster, J., The Life of Charles
Dickens. 6 v. v. 1. 2. 1203/4

v. 3. 4. 1288/89 
The Life and ¿Times of Oliver

Goldsmith. 2 v. 1332.74
The Life of Charles Dickens, v. 5.6. 1391/92

Fothergill, J., Probation. 2 V. 1971/72 
Made or Marred, and “One ofl

Three.” 1 2011
Peril. 2 v. 2303/4
Borderland, a Country-Town Chro

nicle. 2 V. 2443/44
Fowler, E.T., A Double Thread. 2 v. 3376/77

Place and Power. 2 v. 3686/87
In Subjection. 2 v. 3902/3
Miss Fallowfield’s Fortune. 4163

Fowler, E. T., A A. L. Felkin, Kate 
of Kate Hall. 2 v. 3787/88

Fox, C., Memories ofOld Friends. 2 v. 2067/68
Francis, M. E., The Duenna of a 

Genius. 3368
Frederic, H., Illumination; or, The

Damnation of Theron Ware. 2 v. 3155/56
Freeman, E. A., The Growth of 

the English Constitution from 
the Earliest Times. 1222

Sketches from French Travel. 2780

Fullerton, Lady G., Constance Sher-1 
wood. 2 v.

Mrs. Gerald’s Niece. 2 v.
The Notary’s Daughter.
The Lilies of the Valley, and The 

House of Penarvan.
The Life of Luisa de Carvajal.
A Will and a Way, and The Hand

kerchief at the Window. 2 v.
Eliane. By Mrs. A. Craven. Trans

lated by Lady G. Fullerton. 2 v.
Laurentia.

Galsworthy, J., The Country House.
Fraternity.
Villa Rubein.
A Man of Devon.
A Motley.
The Patrician.
Justice, and Other Plays.
The Silver Box, and Other Plays.
The Inn of Tranquillity.
The Island Pharisees.
The Dark Flower.
A Bit o’ Love, and Other Plays.
A Family Man, and Other Plays.
Captures.
The Forsyte Saga. 3 v.
A Modern Comedy :

The White Monkey.
The Silver Spoon.
Swan Song.

Beyond.
Castles in Spain.
The Forest, and Six Short Plays.
The Roof ; Escape.

Garnett, David, No Love.
Lady into Fox ; A Man in the Zoo.

Gaskell, Mrs., Ruth. 2 v.
Lizzie Leigh, and Other Tales. 
The Life of Charlotte Bronte. 2 v. 
Lois the Witch, and Other Tales.
Sylvia’s Lovers. 2 v.
Wives and Daughters. 3 v.
Cranford.

No.

793/94 
1082/83

1769

1802
2006

2021/22

2094/95 
2159
4127
4131
4169
4171
4203
4250
4362
4372
4375
4385
4445
4539
4596
4614

4733/35

4665
4784
4890
4791
4837
4860
4916
4901
4902

254/55 
335

384/85
641

644/45 
851/53

875

Fronde, J. A., Oceana; or, England 
and her Colonies.

The Spanish Story of the Armada, 
and Other Essays.

Fullerton, Lady G., Ellen Middleton.
Lady-Bird. 2 v.
Too Strange not to be True. 2 v. .

2435

2840
98 

258/59 
726/27

Gerard, D., Lady Baby. 2 v.
Recita.
Orthodox.
The Wrong Man.
A Spotless Reputation.
One Year.
The Supreme Crime.
The Blood-Tax.
The Eternal Woman.
Made of Money.
The Bridge of Life.
The Three Essentials.
The Improbable Idyl.

12672/78 
2727 
2770 
3175 
3237 
3402 
3498 
3576 
3647 
3728 
3768 
3809 
3836

Gerard, D., The Compromise. 2 v. 
Itinerant Daughters.
Restitution.
Pomp and Circumstance.
The Grass Widow.
A Glorious Lie.
The Unworthy Pact.

Gerard, E., A Secret Mission.
A Foreigner. 2 v.
The Extermination of Love. 2 v.

Giberne, A., The Curate’s Home.
Gladstone, W. E., Rt. Hon., Rome 

and the Newest Fashions in Re
ligion.

Bulgarian Horrors, and Russia in 
Türkistan, with Other Tracts.

The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with Other Tracts.

Glyn, E., The Visits of Elizabeth. 
The Reflections of Ambrosine. 
The Vicissitudes of Evangeline. 
Beyond the Rocks.
Three Weeks.
Elizabeth Visits America.
His Hour.
The Reason Why.
Halcyone.
The Contrast, and Other Stories.
Guinevere’s Lover; or, The Se

quence 1905-1912.
Man and Maid.
Six Days.
The Great Moment.
Love’s Blindness.
“It,” and Other Stories.

Goldring, D,, Nobody Knows.
Cuckoo.
The Merchant of Souls.
The Façade.

Goldsmith, Oliver, Select Works. 2 v.
Goodman, E. J., Too Curious.
Gordon, J., A Diplomat’s Diary.
Gore, Mrs., Castles in the Air.

The Dean’s Daughter; or, The 
Days we live in. 2 v.

Progress and Prejudice. 2 v.
Mammon ; or, The Hardships of 

an Heiress. 2 v.
A Life’s Lessons. 2 v.
The Two Aristocracies. 2 v.
Heckington. 2 v.

Grand, S., Our Manifold Nature. 
Babs the Impossible. 2 v. 
Emotional Moments.

No.
3899/3900 

3969
4051
4111
4192
4307
4441
2902 

3206/7 
3515/16

2106

1524 „

1631

1646
3504
3636
3805

3978
4124
4230
4305
4367
4427

4500

4631
4678
4732
4807
4609
4736
4761
4818

22/22a
2515
2712

130'

261/62
292/93

316/17
387/88

402/3
431/32
2983 

3^)5/6
4037



No.
Grant, Miss, Victor Lesear. 2 v. 1534/35

The Sun Maid. 2 v. 1647/48
My Heart’s in the Highlands. 2 v. 1778/79
Artiste. 2 V. 1920/21
Prince Hugo. 2 v. 2096/97

Gray.M., The Reproach of Annesley. 
2 v.

Greene, Graham, The Man Within.
Grenville: Murray, E. C., The

Member for Paris. 2 v.
Young Brown ; or, The Law of 

Inheritance. 2 v.
The Boudoir Cabal. 3 v.
French Pictures in English Chalk.

(Second Series.) 2 v.
Strange Tales.
That Artful Vicar. 2 v.
Six Months in the Ranks; or, The 

Gentleman Private.

2690/91 
4917

1183/84

1444/45 
1514/16

1770/71
1793

1820/21

2064

Haggard, H. Rider, The Wanderer’s 
Necklace.

Wisdom’s Daughter.
Heu-Heu ; or, The Monster.
Queen of the Dawn.
The Treasure of the Lake.
Allan and the Ice-Gods.

No.

4473
4602
4627
4686
4755
4792

Hawthorne, N„ The Scarlet Letter. I 
Passages from the English Note- 

Books of Nathaniel Hawthorne.
2 V.

226

1139/40

Hall, S. C., Mrs., Can Wrong be 
Right? 978

Marian ; or, A Young Maid’s For
tunes. 2 v. 1657/58

Hamerton, Ph. G„ Marmorne. 1726
French and English. 2 v. 2618/19

Hardy, E. J., Rev., How to be
Happy though Married. 2462

Still Happy though Married. 4486

Hay, M„ Mas’aniello.
The Evil Vineyard.

Hearn, L„ Kokoro.
Kwaidan.
Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan.

(First Series.)
Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan.

(Second Series.)
Gleanings in Buddha-Fields.
Out of the East.
The Romance of the Milky Way, 

and Other Studies and Stories.

4544
4626
3957
3987

3994

4164
4204
4205

4216

Hichens, R., The Londoners.
An Imaginative Man.
The Way of Ambition. 2 v.
The Holy Land.
The Last Time, and Other Stories.
After the Verdict. 2 v.
The God Within Him. 2 v.

4357
4423 

4437/38
4459
4615 

4655/56 
4752/53

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, Sketches 
from my Life.

Hobbes, J. 0., The Gods, Some Mor
tals, and Lord Wickenham.

The Serious Wooing.
The Dream and the Business. 2 v.

Hoey, 0., Mrs., A Golden Sorrow. 2 v.
Out of Court. 2 v.

2440

3069
3517 

3913/14
1259/60 
1429/30

Grey, Zane, Tappan’s Burro, and 
Other Stories.

The Call of the Canyon.
The Thundering Herd.

Grimwood, E. St. Clair, My Three 
Years in Manipur and Escape 
from the Recent Mutiny.

4648
4649
4677

2796
Grohman, W. A. B., Tyrol and the 

Tyrolese. 1685
Guy Livingstone,” Author of. Guy 

Livingstone; or, “Thorough.” 
Sword and Gown.
Border and Bastille.
Maurice Dering; or, The Quadri

lateral.
Sans Merci; or, Kestrels and Fai-1 

cons. 2 V.
Breaking a Butterfly; or, Blanche' 

Ellerslie’s Ending. 2 v.
Anteros. 2 v.
Hagarene. 2 v.

Hardy. Th,, Far from the Madding 
Crowd. 2 v.

The Return of the Native. 2 v.
A Pair of Blue Eyes. 2 v.
A Group of Noble Dames.
Tess of the D’Urbervilles. 2 v.
Life’s Little Ironies.
Jude the Obscure. 2 v.
A Changed Man, The Waiting Sup

per, and Other Tales.
The Romantic Adventures of a 

Milkmaid.

1722/23 
1796/97 
2282/83 

2750
2800/1 
2985

3105/6

4458

4461

Helps, A., Sir, Friends in 
2 v.

Ivan de Biron ; or, The 
Court in the Middle 
Century. 2 v.

Council.

Russian 
of Last

1302/3

1385/86

Holdsworth, A. E„ The Years that 
the Locust hath eaten.

The Gods Arrive.
The Valley of the Great Shadow.
Great Lowlands.
A Garden of Spinsters.

3213 
3281
3424 
3555
3758

Hernans, F„ Mrs., Select Poetical 
Works.

Henry, 0., Cabbages and Kings.
Herbert, A. P., The Trials of Topsy. 

The Old Flame.

763
4553
4835
4836

Holmes, 0. W., The Autocrat of the
Breakfast-Table. 2114

The Professor at the Break fast-
ТаЫе. 2203

The Poet at the Breakfast-Table. 2235

Habberton, J., Helen’s Babies, and 
Other People’s Children.

505
508
672

721

825/26

1014/15 
1145/46 
1459/60

Harraden, B., Ships that pass in the 
Night.

The Fowler. 2 v.
Youth Calling.
Rachel.
Search Will Find It Out.

Harris, Frank, Unpath’d Waters.
Harrison, A., Martin’s Vineyard.

2968 
3358/59

4667
4760
4846
4899
1436

1689
Haggard, H. Rider, King Solomon’s 

Mines.
She. 2 v.
Jess. 2 v.
Allan Quatermain. 2 v.
Cleopatra. 2 v.
The Wizard.
Ayesha. The Return of ‘ She.' 2 v.
The Lady of Blossholme.
Morning Star.
Queen Sheba’s Ring.
Child of Storm.

2386 
2445/46 
2451/52 
2472/73 
2592/93

8191 
3848/49

4158 
4186 
4222 
4391

Harte, Bret, Prose and Poetry, v. 1. 
Jeff Briggs’s Love Story, and 

Other Tales.
Flip, and Other Stones.
Snowbound at Eagle’s, and Devil’s

The Crusade of the “Excelsior.” 
The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, 

and Other Tales.
A First Family of Tasajara.
Sally Dows, etc.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, etc.
The Ancestors of Peter Athcrly, 

and Other Talcs.
Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation, and 

Other Stories.

1263

1894 
2087

2448
2506

2631
2792
2918
3025

3233

3398

Hergesheimer, J., Java Head.
Cytherea.
Mountain Blood.
The Three Black Pennys.
Linda Condon.
The Bright Shawl.
Balisand.
Tampico.
Quiet Cities.

Hewlett, M., Little Novels of Italy. 
The Queen’s Quair; or, The Six 

Years’ Tragedy. 2 v.
The Fool Errant. 2 v.
Halfway House. 2 v.
Rest Harrow.
Lore of Proserpine.

4571
4575
4576
4588
4589
4593
4661
4754
4854
3396

3750/51
3864/65 

4106/7 
4242 
4422

Hope, A., Simon Dale. 2 v. 
The King’s Mirror. 2 v. 
Quisanté.
The Intrusions of Peggy.
Double Harness. 2 v.
Sophy of Kravonia. 2 v. 
Little Tiger.

2 v.

3275/76
3394/95

3462
3613/14 
3766/67
3928/29

4706

Hopkins. T., An Idler in Old France. 3375
The Silent Gate. 3586

“Horace Templeton,” Author of. 
Diary and Notes of Horace 
Templeton, Esq. 149

Hichens, R., Flames. 2 v.
The Woman with the Fan. 2 v.
The Garden of Allah. 2 v.
The Black Spaniel, and Other 

Stories.
The Call of the Blood. 2 v.
A Spirit in Prison. 2 v.
Barbary Sheep.
Bella Donna. 2 v.
The Spell of Egypt.
The Dweller on the Threshold.

3370/71 
3734/35 
3781/82

3851
3919/20 
4073/74

4121
4161/62

4223 
4254

Hornung, E. W., A Bride from 
Bush.

Under Two Skies.
Some Persons Unknown.
The Rogue’s March.
Peccavi.
No Hero.
Denis Dent.
Fathers of Men. 2 v.
The Thousandth Woman.
The Crime Doctor.

the
2686
2832
3343
3412
3484
8659
3708 

4327/28
4460
4506

Howard, B. W., Aunt Serena.
Guenn. 2 v.
Tony, the Maid, and Other Stories.

2031 
2225/26

2547



No. No.
Howard, B. Wand W. Sharp, N Ingelow, J., Off the Skelligs. 3 v. 1293/95

Fellowe and His Wife. 2813 Poems. 2 v. 1343/44
Howells, W. D., A Foregone Con

clusion.
The Lady of the Aroostook.

1835
1854

Fated to be Free. 2 v.
Sarah de Berenger. 2 v.
Don John. 2 v.

1536/37
1953/54
2056/57

A Modern Instance. 2 v. 
The Undiscovered Country. 
Venetian Life.
Italian Journeys.

2102/3
2117
2132
2153

Irving,W., The Sketch Book. 2 v. 
The Life of Mahomet.
Life of Washington. 5 v. v. 1. 2.

33/3 3a
191

342.349
368.406

484Their Wedding Journey.
A Fearful Responsibility and

2186

Tonelli’s Marriage.
A Woman’s Reason. 2 v.

2202 
2230/31 Jackson, H., Mrs., Ramona. 2 v. 2346/47

Dr. Breen’s Practice. 2244 Jacobs, W. W., Many Cargoes. 3256
Miss Bellard’s Inspiration. 3830 The Skipper’s Wooing, and The

Brown Man’s Servant. 3271
Hungerford, Mrs., Mrs. Geoffrey. 1 Sea Urchins. 3330

2 v. 2019/20 A Master of Craft. 3474
Faith and Unfaith. 2 v. 2046/47 Light Freights. 3544
Loÿs, Lord Bcrresford, and Other At Sunwich Port. 3581

Tales. 2157 The Lady of the Barge. 3628
Rossmoyne. 2 v. 2218/19 Odd Craft. 3707
A Maiden all Forlorn, and Other Dialstone Lane. 3786

Stories. 2333 Captains All. 3856
A Passive Crime, and Other Short Cruises. 3974

Stories. 2354 Salthaven. 4080
A Mental Struggle. 2 v. 2408/9 Sailor’s Knots. 4151
Her Week’s Amusement. — Ugly Ship’s Company. 4297

Barrington. 2418 Sea Whispers. 4767
Ladv Valworth’s Diamonds. 2480 The Castaways. 4769
A Modern Circe. 2 v. 2497/98
Marvel. 2 v. 2517/18 James, Uhs. T. C., Holy Wedlock. 2833
Under-Currents. 2 v.
In DuranceVile, and Other Stories.

2574/75
2597 James, G. P. R., Forest Days. 37

A Troublesome Girl, and Other 
Stories.

A Life’s Remorse. 2 v.
A Born Coquette. 2 v.
Nora Creina. 2 v.
A Mad Prank, and Other Stories.
The Hoyden. 2 v.
A Tug of War.
The Professor’s Experiment. 2 v.
A Point of Conscience. 2 v.

2605 
2632/33 
2699/2700 
2916/17

2936
2956/57

3079 
3102/3 

3117/18

Arabella Stuart.
Rose d’Albret; or, Troublous 

Times.
Arrah Neil; or, Times of Old.
Agincourt.
The Smuggler.
The Step-Mother. 2 v.
Beauchamp ; or, The Error.
Heidelberg.
The Gipsy.

56

65
66
73
79 

85/86 
107 
108 
113A Lonely Girl. 3188 Darnlev ; or, The Field of the ClothLovice. 3210 of Gold. 122

Hunt, V., The Human Interest. 3409 Russell. 2 v. 128/29
White Rose of Weary Leaf. 2 v. 4038/39 Sir Theodore Broughton ; or, Lan-
The Wife of Altamont. 4201 rei Water. 2 v. 147/48
Their Hearts. 4896 James, Henry, Daisy Miller, etc. 1819

Hutten, Baroness v., Julia. 4654 RodericK Hudson. 2 v. 1842/43
Flies. 4795 Washington Square. — The Pen-
Eddy and Edouard. 4843 sion Beaurepas. — A Bundle of 

Letters. 2 v. 1977/78
Huxley, A., Two or Three Graces, etc. 4810 Foreign Pai ts. 2164

Ihose Barren Leaves. 4816 Portraits of Places. 2276
Point Counter Point. 2 v. 4872/73 A Little Tour in France. 2334

Jeaffreson, J. C., A Book about 
Doctors. 2 v.

A Woman in Spite of Herself. 2 v.
The Real Lord Byron. 3 v.

No.

1101/2
1205/6

2150/52

Kaye-Smith, Sheila, The End of the 
House of Alard.

Iron and Smoke.
The Village Doctor.

No.

4629
4831
4892

Keary. A., Oldbury. 2 v. 1398/99
Jenkin, Chs.,Mrs., “Who Breaks- 564

675 
774/75

Castle Daly. 2 v. 1547/48
Pays. 1 Keary, C. F., The Mount. 4243

Skirmishing.
Once and again. 2 v. Kennedy, M., The Constant Nymph. 4684
Two French Marriages. 2 v. 991/92 Kimball, R. B., Saint Leger; or,

280Jupiter’s Daughters. 1397 The Threads of Life.
Romance of Student Life Abroad. 310

Jenkins, E., Ginx’s Baby, his Birth Was he Successful? 792
and Other Misfortunes. — Lord

1237/38 Kingsley, Chs., Two Years ago. 2 v. 381/82
Bantam. 2 v. Hereward the Wake. 2 v. 829/30

Jerome, J. K.. The Idle Thoughts of 
an Idle Fellow. 2776

At Łut, a Christmas in the West 
Indies. 2 v. 1165/66

Diary of a Pilgrimage. (And Six Kingsley, H„ Austin Elliot.
Th e Recol lections of Geofl rev Ham -

676
Essays.) 2830

736/37Novel Notes. 2967 lyn. 2 v.
Sketches in Lavender, Blue and The Hillyars and the Burtons. 2 v. 776/77

Green. 3216 Leighton Court. 822
The Second Thoughts of an Idle

3320
Reginald Hetherege. 2 v. 1427/28

Fellow. The Grange Garden. 2 v. 1607/8
Three Men on the Bummel. 3428 Kinross, A., An Opera and Lady
Tea-Table Talk and The Obser-

3697
3762

Grasmere. 3445
valions of Henry.

Tommy and Co. Kipling, R., Plani Tales from the
2649Idle Ideas in 1905. 3825 Hills.

The Passing of the Third Floor The Second Jungle Book. 3181
Back, and Other Stories. 3973 The Seven Seas. 3189

The Angel and the Author—and “Captains Courageous.”
Others. 4061 The Day’s Work. 3319

They and I. 4147 A Fleet in Being. 3351
All Roads lead to Calvary. 4546 Stalky A Co. 3391
Anthony John. 4604 From Sea to Sea. 2 v.

The City of Dreadful Night, and
3430/31

Jerrold. D., The History of St. Giles
224/25

Other Sketches. 3444
and St. James. 2 v. łC.i 111. 3527

Jolly, E., Colonel Dacre. 2 v. 1678/79 Just So Stories.
The Five Nations.

3615
3689

Kavanagh. J., Nathalie. 2 v. 195/96 Traffics and Discoveries. 3765
Daisy"Burns. 2 v. 263/64 Puck of Pook’s Hill. 3924
Rachel Gray. 344 Actions and Reactions. 4144
Adèle. 3 v. 420/22 Rewards and Fairies. 4218
A Summer and Winter in the Two Land and Sea Talcs. 4746

Sicilies. 2 V. 459/60 Debits and Credits. 4750
Seven Years, and Other Tales. 2 v 496/97 Kitchin, C.H.B., Death of My Aunt 4918
French Women of Letters.
English Women of Letters.
Queen Mah. 2 v.
Beatrice. 2 v.

582
622

673/74
740/41

Laffan, M., Flitters, Tatters, and the 
Counsellor.—The Game Hen.— 
Baubie Clark. 1962

Dora. 2 v.
Silvia. 2 v.

941/42
1098/99
1268/69

Langdon, M„ Ida May.
“The Last of the Cavaliers,’

314

Jolin Dorrien. 3 v. 1482/84 Author of. The Last of tb<
593/94Two Lilies. 2 v. ¡1643/44 Cavaliers. 2 v.

Forget-me-nots. 2 v, 11754/55 The Gain of a Loss. 2 v. 1 860/61



Lawrence, D. H., 
England.

The Woman Who 
Sons and Lovers.

England, My 
I 4825

Rode Away. 4877 
2 v. 4879/80

Lawless, E., The Hon., Hurrish.

Lee, Vernon, Pope Jacynth, etc. 
Hortus Vitae, and Limbo. 
Vanitas.
Louis Norbert.
The Tower of the Mirrors. 
The Golden Keys.

Le Fanu, J. S., Uncle Silas. 2 v.
Guy Deverell. 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, Wait for the End. 2 v.
Loved at last. 2 v.
Falkner Lyle; or, The Story of 

Two Wives. 2 v.
Leyton Hall, and Other Tales. 2 v.
Golden Fetters. 2 v.

Lever, Chs., The O’Donoghue.
The Knight of Gwynne. 3 v.
Arthur O’Leary. 2 v.
The Confessions of Harry Lorre- 

quer. 2 v.
Charles O’Malley, the Irish Dra

goon. 3 v.
Tom Burke of ‘•'Ours.” 3 v.
Jack Hinton, the Guardsman. 2 v.
The Daltons; or, Three Roads in 

Life. 4 v.
The Dodd Family Abroad. 3 v.
The Martins of Cro’ Martin. 3 v.
The Fortunes of Glencore. 2 v.
Davenport Dunn ; or, The Man of!

the Day. 3 v.
The Confessions of Con Cregan, the 

Irish Gil Blas. 2 v.
One of Them. 2 v.
Maurice Tiernay, the Soldier of 

Fortune. 2 v.
Barrington. 2 v.
A Day’s Ride.—A Life’s Romance.

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.
That Boy of Norcott’s.
St. Patrick’s Eve.—Paul Gosslett’s 

Confessions.
Lord Kilgobbin. 2 v.

2543

3866
3981
4241
4535
4574
4700

781/82 
803/4

698/99
758/59

823/24 
889/90 
944/45

89 
125/27 
136/37

138/39

142/44 
154/56 
165/66

232/35 
298/300 
361/63
393/94

472/74

513/14 
533/34

554/55 
652/53

694/95 
761/62 
866/67
886/87

987/88 
1006 
1024

1113
1210/11

Levett-Yeats, S., The Honour of Sa- 
velli.

The Chevalier d’Auriac.
The Traitor’s Way.
The Lord Protector.
Orrain.

No.

3051
3265
3549
3625
3794

“A Lost Battle,” Author of.
Battle. 2 v.

A Lost
No.

1780/81

Lewes, G. H., Ranthorpe. 133
The Physiology of Common Life.

2v. 518/19
Lewis, Sinclair, Babbitt. ' 4590

Our Mr. Wrenn. 4617
Arrowsmith. 4694

Linton, E. L., Mrs., The True 
History of Joshua Davidson.

Patricia Kemball. 2 v.
The Atonement of Leant Dundas.

2 v.
The World well Lost. 2 v.
Under Which Lord? 2 v.
Todhunters’ at Loanin’ Head, and 

Other Stories.
Ione. 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., Mine is Thine. 
2 v.

Loftus, A., Lord, The Diplomatic 
Reminiscences of Lord Augustus 
Loftus. 2 v.

London, Jack, Burning Daylight.
The Call of the Wild.
When God Laughs, and Other 

Stories.
The Sea-Wolf. 2 v.
South Sea Tales.
Martin Eden. 2 v.
A Son of the Sun.
The Son of the Wolf.
The Valley of the Moon. 2 v.

Longfellow, H. W., Poetical Works.
3 v. v. 1. 2.

v. 3. 
The New-England Tragedies.
The Divine Tragedy.
Flower-de-Luce, and Three Books 

of Song.
The Masque of Pandora, and Other 

Poems.

Lonsdale, M., Sister Dora.

1337
1467/68

1591/92 
1694 9І 
1871/72

1985
2241/42

1776/77

2864/65
4273
4323

4352 
4373/74

4392 
4420/21

4426
4479 

4493/94

347/48
687
982

1208

1360

1546

Loos, Anita, ‘‘Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes.”

But—Gentlemen Marry Brunettes.

1911

4749
4903

Lorimer, G. H.. Letters from a Self- 
Made Merchant to his Son. I 3684

Jack Spurlock, Prodigal. ! 4063

Lowndes, Mrs. B., Studies 
Wives.

The Lodger.
The End of Her Honeymoon.
Why They Married.
The Terriford Mystery.
Some Men and Women.
Bread of Deceit.
What Really Happened. 
‘‘Thou Shalt Not Kill.” 
The Story of Ivy.
Cressida: No Mystery.
Duchess Laura.
One of Those Ways.

Lubbock, J., Sir, The Beauties of 
Nature, and The Wonders of the 
World we live in.

Essays and Addresses 1900—1903.

Lyall, E., We Two. 2 v.
Donovan, a Modern Englishman.

2 v.
Knight-Errant. 2 v.
Wayfaring Men. 2 v.
Hope the Hermit. 2 v.
In Spite of All. 2 v.
The Hinderers.

4217 
4453
4487 
4610
4635 
4681
4711 
4744
4798 
4827
4844 
4910
4911

2893
3723

2611/12

2651/52
2707/8

3254/55
3322/23
3563/64 

3589

Lytton, R., Lord, The Poems of 
Owen Meredith. 2 v.

Fables in Song. 2 v.
1052/53 
1421/22

Maartens, Maarten, The Sin ot 
Joost Avehngh.

An Old Maid’s Love. 2 v.
God’s Fool. 2 v.
The Greater Glory. 2 v.
My Lady Nobody. 2 v.
Her Memory.
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.
The Price of Lis Doris. 2 v.
Hannen Pols : Peasant.
Eve. 2 v.

No.
Macaulay, Lord, Th. Babington, 

Critical and Historical Essays.
5 v. 185/89

Speeches of the Right Hon. T. B.
Macaulay. 2 v. 284/85

Biographical Essays. 405

Macaulay, Rose, Told by an Idiot.
Orphan Island.
A Casual Commentary.
Crewe Train.
Keeping up Appearances.

McCarthy, J., The Waterdale Neigh
bours. 2 v.

Dear Lady Disdain. 2 v.
Miss Misanthrope. 2 v.
Donna Quixote. 2 v.
A Short History of our Own Times.

3 v. v. 1.2.
v. 3. (Supplemental.)

2650 
2713/14 
2876/77 
2965/66 
3066/67

3321 
3705/6 

3741/42 
3873/74

3911/12 
3990/91

4108 
4172/73

4211 
4340/41

Macaulay, Lord, Th. Babington, 
The History of England from the 
Accession of James the Second. 

10 v. v. 1-3.
v. 4-8. 
v. 9.10.

172/74
337/41
542/43

4628
4670
4717 
4757
4828

937/38 
1580/81 
1733/34
2004/5

2204/5
3996

MacDonald, G., Alec Forbes of 
Howglen. 2 v.

David Elginbrod. 2 v.
The Vicar’s Daughter. 2 v.
Malcolm. 2 v.
St. George and St. Michael. 2 v.
The Marquis of Ixtssie. 2 v.
Sir Gibbie. 2 v.
Mary Marston. 2 v.
The Gifts of the Child Christ, and 

Other Tales.
The Princess and Curdie.

801/2 
1189/90 
1249/50 
1489/90 
1551/52 
1681/82 
1876/77 
1983/84

2091
2120

Mackarness,Mrs., Sunbeam Stories. 660
A Peerless Wile. 2 v. 1167/68
A Mingled Yarn. 2 v. 1297/98

Mackay, E., Love Letters of a Vio
linist, and Other Poems.

Mackenzie, C., The Old Men of the 
Sea.

McKnight, Chs., Old Fort Duquesne; 
or, Captain Jack, the Scout.

Macleod, N., The Old Lieutenant 
and his Son.

Macquoid, Mrs., Patty. 2 v.
Miriam’s Marriage. 2 v.
Pictures across the Channel. 2
My Story. 2 v.
Diane. 2 v.
Beside the River. 2 v.
A Faithful Lover. 2 v.

2758

4672

1431/32

643

1241/42 
1282/83

V. 1333/34 
1470/71 
1559/60 
2023/24 

2100/1



“Mademoiselle Mori,” Author 
Mademoiselle Mori. 2 v.

Denise.
Madame Fontenoy.
On the Edge of the Storm.
The Atelier du Lys; or, An .

of.

Art
Studentin the Reign of Terror.

In the Olden Time. 2 v.
Maine, E. S., ScarsclifF Rocks. 2 v.
Malet, L., Colonel Enderby’s Wife.

The History of Sir Richard 
mady. 3 v.

The Far Horizon. 2 v.
The Score.
Adrian Savage. 2 v.

No. I

616/17
799 
811

1025

Marryat, FL, The Fair-Haired Alda.

1640/41 
2160/61
1599/1600

With Cupid’s Eyes. 2 v.
My Sister the Actress. 2 v.
Phyllida. 2 v.
Facing the Footlights. 2 v.
A Moment of Madness, and 

Stories.
Other

1915/16 
1981/82
1997/98 
2062/63 
2135/36

The Ghost of Charlotte Gray, and 
Other Stories.

Peeress and Player. 2 v.
Under the Lilies and Roses. 2 v.

2165

Marshall, E., Mrs., Kensington Pa
lace in the Days of Queen Maryl 1. 

The Master of the Musicians.
An Escape from the Tower.
A Haunt of Ancient Peace.
Castle Meadow.
In theChoirofWestminster Abbey. 
The Young Queen of Hearts. 
Under the Dome of St. Paul’s.

No.

3057
3119
3165
3202
3238
3286
3309
3348

,2359/60 
Cal-,

3538/40
3943/44 

! 4136 
4311/12

Malmesbury, the Earl of, Memoirs 
of an Ex-Minister. 3 v.

Mann, M. E., A Winter’s Tale.
The Cedar Star.

Mansfield, R. B., The Log of the 
Water Lily.

Marlowe, C„ Doctor Faustus. — 
Edward the Second. — The Jew 
of Malta.

“Marriage,” Authors of. Marriage.
Marryat, Capt.,The Privateer’s-Man 

One Hundred Years Ago.
The Children of the New Forest.
Valerie.
Mr. Midshipman Easy. 2 v.

Marryat, FL, Love’s Conflict. 2 v.

¡2309/11
I 2717

3289

294

4517
4646

The Confessions of Gerald 
court. 2 V.

Nelly Brooke. 2 v.
Véronique. 2 v.
Petronel. 2 v.
Her Lord and Master. 2 v.
The Prey of the Gods.

Est-

106
140
170

1003/3a
790/91

Life and Letters of Captain Mar-

924/25 
1004/5 

1054/55 
1117/18 
1161/62

1231

ryat. 1276
Mad Dumaresq. 2 v. 1372/73
No Intentions. 2 v. 1417/18
Fighting the Air. 2 v. 1525/26
The Poison of Asps, and Other

Stories. 1562
“ My own Child.” 2 v. 1614/15
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 2 v. 1675/76
A Little Stepson. 1712
Written in Fire. Э v. 1763/64
Her World against a Lie. 2 v. 1798/99
The Root of All Evil. 2 v, 11874/75

The Heart of Jane Warner. 
The Heir Presumptive. 2 v. 
The Master Passion. 2 v. 
Spiders of Society. 2 v. 
Driven to Bay. 2 v.
A Daughter of the Tropics. 
Mount Eden. 2 v.
Blindfold. 2 v.
A Bankrupt Heart. 2 v. 
The Beautiful Soul.
At Heart a Rake. 2 v.

2 v.

The Strange Transfiguration 
Hannah Stubbs.

The Dream that stayed. 2 v.
A Passing Madness.
The Blood of the Vampire.
A Soul on Fire.
Iris the Avenger.

of

2179 
2215/1S. 
2266/67 
2315/16 
2376/77 
2402/3 

2441/42 
2469/70 
2507/8 

2624/25 
2663/64 
2995/96

3063 
3083/84

Mason, A. E. W., The Broken Road.
At the Villa Rose.
The House of the Arrow.
The Winding Stair.
No Other Tiger.

4007
4210
4664
4671
4800

Marsh, A., Mrs., Ravensclifl'e. 2 v.
Emilia Wyndham. 2 v.
Aubrey. 2 v.
The Heiress of Haughton; or, The 

Mother’s Secret. 2 v.
The Rose of Ashurst. 2 v.

Marshall, E., Mrs., Mrs. Main
waring’s Journal.

Benvenuta; or, Rainbow Colours.
Lady Alice; or, Two Sides of a 

Picture.
Dayspring.
Life’s Aftermath.
In the East Country.
No. XIII ; or, The Story of the Lost 

Vestal.

3125
3185/86 

3219 
3245
3283
3347

218/19 
241/42 
295/96

325/26
395/96

1975
2052

2078
2140
2180
2342

Mathers, H., ‘‘Cherry Ripe! ” 2 v. 
“ Land o’ the Leal.”
My Lady Green Sleeves. 2 v.
As he comes up the Stair. — Jock 

o’ Hazelgreen. — “ Who Maketh 
the Deaf to Hear.”

Sam’s Sweetheart. 2 v.
Eyre’s Acquittal. 2 v.
Found Out.
Blind Justice, and ‘‘Who, being 

Dead, yet Speaketh."
What the Glass told, and A Study 

of a Woman.
Bam Wildfire. 2 v.
Becky. 2 v.
“ Honey.”
The New Lady Teazle, and Other 

Stories and Essays.
Tally Hol. 2 v.
Pigskin and Petticoat. 2 v.
Gay Lawless.

Maugham,W. Somerset, The Trem
bling of a Leaf.

The Painted Veil.
Ashenden.
The Casuari na Tree.

1707/8 
1801 

1847/48

2041 
2148/49 
2269/70

2322

2623

2945 
3316/17 
3422/23

3600

3748 
3908/9 

4010/11
4072

4585
4690
4841
4842

In Four Reigns.
On the Banks of the Ouse ; or, Life 

in Olney a Hundred Years ago.
Alma; or, The Story of a Little 

Music Mistress.
Under Salisbury Spire.
Winchester Meads.
Eventide Light.
Winifrede’s Journal.
Bristol Bells.
A Lily among Thorns.
Penshurst Castle.

2388
2449

2509

2594 
2640
2734 
2760
2804 
2847
2948 
2971

Melville, G. J. Whyte, Kate Co
ventry.

Digby Grand.
Good for Nothing; or, All Down 

Hill. 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.
Contraband; or, A Losing Hazard.
Sarchedon. 2 v.
Uncle John. 2 v.
Katerfelto.
Sister Louise; or, The Story of a 

Woman’s Repentance.
Rosine.
Roy’s Wife. 2 v.
Black but Comely ; or, The Adven

tures of Jane Lee. 2 v.
Mencken, H.L.,InDefenceofWomen.
Meredith, G., The Ordeal of Richard 

leverei. 2 v.
Beauchamp’s Career. 2 v.
The Tragic Comedians.
The Egoist. 2 v.
Rhoda Fleming. 2 v.

Merrick, H., Mary-Giri.
Merrick, L.. Cynthia.

One Man’s View.
The Worldlings.
When Love flies out o’ the Window.
Whispers about Women.
The Man who Understood Women.

No.

523
583

590/91 
696/97 
750/51 
836/37 
856/57 
956/57
1062
1134

1173/74 
1433/34

1469

1542
1639 

1765/66

1803/4
4782

1508/9 
1565/66

1966 
4194/95 

■ 4504/5
4582
3194
3226
3457
3572
3898
4083

Maurice, Colonel, The Balance of
Military Power in Europe. 2513

Maurier, G., du, Trilby. 2 v. 3026/27
The Martian. 2 v. 3234/35

Merriman, H. S., Prisoners and 
Captives. 2 v.

From One Generation to Another.
Flotsam.
Roden’s Corner.

Mill, J. St., On Liberty, and The 
Subjection of Women.

2748/49
2889
3160
3318

4518

Maxwell, W. B., The Ragged Mes
senger. 2 v.

In Cotton Wool. 2 v.
The Day’s Journey.
Children of the Night.
Fernande.
Spinster of this Parish.
The Case of Bevan Yorke.
Gabrielle.
We Forget Because We Must. 
Like Shadows on the Wall. 
Himself and Mr. Raikes.

3756/57 
4343/44 

4632 
4697 
4718 
4738 
4778 
4779 
4845 
4881 
4907

Milne, J., The Epistles of Atkins.
Milton, J., Poetical Works: Paradise 

Lost, and Paradise Regained.
“Miss Molly,” Author of. Geraldine 

Hawthorne.
Montague, C. E., Rough Justice. 

Right off the Map.
Montgomery, Fl., Misunderstood.

Thrown Together. 2 v.
Wild Mike and his Victim.
Colonel Norton. 2 v.

3592

194

2158
4819
4820
1209

1234/35
1543

3060/61



Moore, F. Frankfort, “1 forbid the, 
Banns.” 2 v.

One Fair Daughter. 2 v.
Nell Gwyn—Comedian.
A Damsel or Two.
Castle Omeragh. 2 v.
Shipmates in Sunshine. 2 v.
The Original Woman.
The White Causeway.
The Artful Miss Dill.
The Marriage Lease.
An Amateur Adventuress.
Priscilla and Charybdis. 2 v.
The Food of Love.
The Laird of Craig Athol.

Moore, George, The Untilled Field.
Confessions of a Young Man.
The Lake.
Muslin. 2 v. 4
The Coming of Gabrielle.
Celibate Lives.

Morgan, Lady, Lady Morgan
Memoirs. 3 v.

No.

2908/9 
3037/38 

8449 
8593

3669/70 
3717/18

3749 
3815
3887 
3985
4053 

4134/35
4153 
4198

I 3656
' 3812

3863 
4541/42

4587
4793

Morrison, A., A Child of the Jago.
To London Town.
Cunning Murrell.
The Hole in the Wall.
The Green Eye of Goona.
Divers Vanities.
Green Ginger.

Murray, D. C., Rainbow Gold. 2 v.

Newby, C. J., Mrs., Common Sense.

637/39

3209
3390
3466
3605
3791
3844
4105

2381/82

827/28
No Church," Author of. No Church.

Owen a Waif. 2 v.

Noel, A., Lady, Hithersea Mere. 2v.

Norris, W. E., A Bachelor’s Blunder.

565/66
624/25

2511/12

The Rogue. 2 v.
Miss Shafto. 2 v.
Mrs. Fenton.
Misadventure. 2 v. 
Saint Ann’s.
A Victim of Good Luck. 
Clarissa Furiosa. 2 v. 
Marietta’s Marriage. 2 v. 
Tlie Fight for the Crown. 
The Widower.
Giles Ingilby.
The Flower of the Flock. 
His Own Father.

2459/60 
2560/61
2608/9 
2677

2737/38
2978
3049 

3192/93 
3246/47

3284
3315
3382
3448
3507

Norris, W. E., The Credit of 
County.

Lord Leonard the Luckless.
Nature’s Comedian.
Nigel’s Vocation.
Barham of Beltana.
Harry and Ursula.
Tlie Square Peg.
The Perjurer.
Not Guilty.
Paul’s Paragon.
The Triumphs of Sara.
Tony the Exceptional.

the
No.

3617 
8639
3743 
8771
3810 
3948
4009 
4128
4208 
4320
4540 
4550

Norton, Mrs., Hon., Stuart of Dun- 
leath. 2 v.

Old Sir Douglas. 2 v.

“Not Easily Jealous,” Author of.
Not Easily Jealous. 2 v.

Novels and Tales, Novels and Tales. I
2.

209/10 
922/23

1255/56

Iі 376/77 
383.386 
409.416 
427.437 
461.475

481
4521

6.
8.

10.

Nursery Rhymes.
O’Conor Eccles, Ch., 

monial Lottery.
The Matri-

O’Flaherty, L., The House of Gold. 
The Mountain Tavern, and Other 

Stories.
Oldmeadow, E., Susan.
Oliphant, L., Altiera Peto. 2 v.

Masollam. 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., The Last of the 
Mortimers. 2 v.

Passages in the Life of Mrs. Mar
garet Maitland of Sunnyside.

Agnes. 2 v.
Madonna Mary. 2 v.
The Minister’s Wife. 2 v.
The Rector and the Doctor’s 

Family.
Salem Chapel. 2 v.
The Perpetual Curate. 2 v.
Miss Marjoribanks. 2 v.
Ombra. 2 v.
Memoir of Conn t de Montalembert, 

Peer of France, Deputy for the 
Departement of Doubs. 2 v.

May. 2 v.
Innocent. 2 v. ]
For Love and Life. 2 v. 1

3934
4912

4913
3968 

2199/2200 
2419/20

585/86

626
805/6 

871/72 
1031/32

1086 
1091/92 
1110/11 
1114/15 
1227/28

1284/85 
1823/24 
1346/47
1419/20

Tmichnita Edi tier . Complete List 2 !

No. No.
Oliphant, Mrs., The Story of Valen- Guida, Idalia. 2 v. 905/6

tine and his Brother. 2 v. 1486/87 Puck, his Vicissitudes, Adventures,
Whiteladies. 2 v. 1538/39 Observations, Conclusions,
The Curate in Charge. 1561 Friendships, and Philosophies.
Phoebe, Junior. 2 v. 1605/6 2 v. 1119/20
Mrs. Arthur. 2 v. 1668/69 Folle-Farine. 2 v. 1195/96
Carità. 2 v. 1686/87 Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage, and
Young Musgrave. 2 v. 1718/19 Other Novelettes. 1247
The Primrose Path. 2 v. 1774/75 Madame la Marquise, and Other
Within the Precincts. 3 v. 1823/25 Novelettes. 1258
The Greatest Heiress in England. Pascaré!. 2 v. 1316/17

2 v. 1884/85 Two Little Wooden Shoes. 1387
He that will not when he may. 2 v. 1963/64 Signa. 3 v. 1501/3
Harry Joscelyn. 2 v. 2012/13 Ariadně. 2 v. 1660/61
In Trust. 2 V. 2081/82 Friendship. 2 v. 1749/50
It was a Lover and his Lass. 3 v. 2170/72 Moths. 3 v. 1878/80
The Ladies Lindores. 8 v. 2222/24 A Village Commune. 2 v. 1957/58
Hester. 3 V. 2245/47 In Maremma. 3 v. 2049/51
The Wizard’s Son. 3 v. 2273/75 Wanda. 3 v. 2145/47
A Country Gentleman and his Frescoes, and Other Stories. 2198

Family. 2 v. 2413/14 Othmar. 3 v. 2373/75
Neighbours on the Green. 2585 A House Party. 2426
The Duke’s Daughter. 2658 Guilderoy. 2 v. 2583/84
The Fugitives. 2676 Syrlin. 3 v. 2642/44
Kirsteen. 2 v. 2719/20 Ruffini, and Other Stories. 2678
Memoir of the Life of Laurence Santa Barbara, etc. 2781

Oliphant and of Alice Oliphant, Two Offenders. 2958
his Wife. 2 v. 2753/54 The Silver Christ, and Other

The Little Pilgrim in the Unseen. 2769 Stories. 2999
The Heir Presumptive and the Le Selve, and Tonia. 3187

Heir Apparent. 2 v. 2871/72 An Altruist, and Four Essays. 3236
The Sorceress. 2 v. 2922/23 Helianthus. 2 v. 4098/99
Sir Robert’s Fortune. 2 v. 3120/21
The Wavs of Life. 3221 Parker, G., The Battle of the Strong.
Old Mr. Tredgold. 2 v. 3240/41 2 v. 3379/80

The Seats of the Mighty. 2 v. 3640/41
Oppenheim, E. Ph., Prodigals of 

Monte Carlo. 4824
The Judgment House. 2 v. 4498/99

Parr, H., Miss, Basil Godfrey’s Ca-
Orczy, Baroness, The Scarlet Pim- price. 2 v. 962/63

pernel. 4248 For Richer, for Poorer. 2 v. 1075/76
I will Repay. 4249 The Beautiful Miss Barrington. 2 v. 1163/64
The Elusive Pimpernel. 4255 Her Title of Honour. 1179
Eldorado. 2 v. 4430/31 Echoes of a Famous Year. 1239
Nicolette. 4612 Katherine’s Trial. 1313
The Honourable Jim. 4642 The Vicissitudes of Bessie Fair-
Pimpernel and Rosemary. 4666 fax. 2 v. 1405/6
Unravelled Knots. 4702 Ben Milner’s Wooing. 1575
The Celestial City. 4730 Straightforward. 2 v. 1737/38
Sir Percy Hits Back. 4794 Mrs. Denys of Cote. 2 v. 1903/4
•* Skin o’ My Tooth.” 4869 A Poor Squire. 2099
Adventures of the Scarlet Pimper-

nel. 4886 Parr, Mrs., Dorothy Fox. 1212
Blue Eyes and Grey. 4887 The Prescotts of Pamphillon. 2 v 1378/79

The Gosau Smithy, and Other
Osbourne, L., Baby Bullet. 3853 Stories. 1496

Harm’s Way. 4167 Robin. 2 v. 2104/5
The Kingdoms of the World. 1 4346 Loyalty George. 2 v. 2523/24



Paston, G., A Study in Prejudices. 
A Fair Deceiver.

Pasture, Mrs. H. de la, Master 
Christopher. 2 v.

No.
3058
3268

4279/801

“Paul Ferroll,” Author of. Paul 
Ferrol!.

Year after Year.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

364
433
567

Payn, James, Found Dead. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
Like Father, like Son. 2 v. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 2 v. 
Cecil’s Tryst.
A Woman’s Vengeance. 2 v. 
Murphy's Master.
In the Heart of a Hill, and Other 

Stories.
At her Mercy. 2 v.
The Best of Husbands. 2 v.
Walter’s Word. 2 v.
Halves. 2 v.
Fallen Fortunes. 2 v.
What he cost her. 2 v.
By Proxy. 2 v.
Less Black than we’re painted. 2 v. 
Under One Hoof. 2 v.
High Spirits. (First Series.) 
High Spirits. (Second Series.) 
A Confidential Agent. 2 v.
From Exile. 2 v.
A Grape from a Thorn. 2 v. 
Some Private Views.

1033 
1093 

1137/38 
1171/72 

1202
1266/67 

1312

I 1338 
1407/8 

1457/58 
1504/5 

1555/56 
1625/26 
1673/74 
1,756/57 
1794/95 
1826/27

1867 
1891

1960/61 
1992/93 
2033/34 

2058

Peard, F. M., One Year ; or, A Story 
of Three Homes. 2 v.

The Rose-Garden.
Thorpe Regis.
A Winter Story.
A Madrigal, and Other Stories.
Cartouche.
Mother Molly.
Schloss and Town. 2 v.
Contradictions. 2 v.
Near Neighbours.
Alicia Tennant.
Madame’s Grand-Daughter.
Number One and Number Two.
The Ring from Jaipur.
The Flying Months.

Pemberton, M., A Woman of Kron
stadt.

The Garden of Swords.
The Footsteps of a Throne.
The Giant’s Gate. 2 v.
I crown thee King.
Red Morn.
Mid the Thick Arrows. 2 v.
My Sword for Lafayette.
The Lodestar.
Love the Harvester.

No. ..

1022/23 
1221 
1416 
1569 
1653 
1822 .
1959

2085/86 
2168/69

2323 
2404 
2485 
3490 
3793 
4139

3288
3360
3477

3566/67
3588
3737

3816/17
3877
3984
4065

Percy, Th., Bishop, Reliques of
Ancient English Poetry. 3 v. 847/49

Perrin, A., Government House. 4691
Rough Passages. 4737

Philips, F. C„ Poor Little Bella.
Eliza Clarke, Governess, and 

Other Stories.
Schoolgirls of To-day, and Other 

Sketches.
If Only, etc.
An Unfortunate Blend.
A Barrister’s Courtship.

Philips, F. C., Л P. Fendali, Mar
garet Byng.

Disciples of Plato.

3225

3494

3594
3710
3754
3941

2683
4130

Pryce, R., Miss Maxwell’s Affections.
The Quiet Mrs. Fleming.
Time and the Woman.

No. 
2773 
2799 
2901

For Cash Only. 2 v.
Kit, a Memory. 2 v.
Tlie Canon’s Ward. 2 v.
Some Literary Recollections.
The Talk of the Town.
The Luck of the Darrells. 2 v.
The Heir of the Ages. 2 v.
Holiday Tasks.
Glow-Worm Tales. (First Series.) 
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.
A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, 

A Patron of Letters. 2 v.
A Stumble on the Threshold. 2 v.
A Trying Patient, etc.
Gleams of Memory, with Some 

Reflections ; and TheEavesdrop-

2072/73 
2127/28 
2232/33

2292
2312

2371/72 
2411/12

2450
2463

2504/5 
2531/32 
2659/60 
2681/82

2827/28 
2883/84

2938

per.
In Market Overt.
Another’s Burden, and two Essays.1 
The Backwater of Life ; or, Essays 

of a Literary Veteran.

3028
3080
3259

3405

Philips, F. C., The Dean and his 
Daughter.

The Strange Adventures of Lucy 
Smith.

A Lucky Young Woman.
Jack and Three Jills.
Young Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship.
Extenuating Circumstances.
More Social Vicissitudes.
Constance. 2 v.
That Wicked Mad’moiselle, etc.
A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. 
“ One Never Knows.” 2 v. 
Of Course.
Miss Ormerod’s Protëgë.
My Little Husband.
Mrs. Beuverie.
A Question of Colour, and Other 

Stories.
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling, and 

Other Stories.
A Full Confession, and Other 

Stories.
The Luckiest of Three, and Other 

Stories.

Philips, F. C., & 0. J. Wills, The 
Fatal Phryne.

The Scudamores.
A Maiden Fair to see.
Sybil Ross’s Marriage.

Phillpotts, E., Lying Prophets. 2 v.
The Human Boy.
Sons of the Morning. 2 v.
The Good Red Earth.
The Striking Hours.
The Farm of the Dagger.
The Whirlwind. 2 v.
The Human Boy Again.
From the Angle of Seventeen.
The Bronze Venus.
The Grey Room.
The Red Redmaynes.
A Human Boy’s Diary.
Cheat-the-Boys.
A Voice from the Dark.
The Marylebonc Miser.
The-Jury.

2589 
2668
2718
2761

3228/29 
3392

3485/86 
3511 
3653 
3811

3955/56 
4040
4356
4549
4572
4634
4637
4640
4689 
4742
4789

Qniller-Couch, A. T. (“Q”), “ I Saw 
Three Ships”, and Other 
Winter’s Tales.

Dead Man’s Rock.
Ia, and Other Tales.
The Ship of Stars.
Fort Amity.
Shakespeare’s Christmas, and 

Other Stories.
The Mayor of Troy.
Merry-Garden, and Other Stories. 
Brother Copas.

Quincey, Th. De, Confessions of 
English Opium-Eater.

Rae, W. F., Westward by Rail. 
Miss Bayle’s Romance. 2 v. 
The Business of Travel.

2849
2894
3157
3406
3759

3860
3901
3966
4284

““i 4212 

¡ 1384 
2474/75 

I 2802

2461

2481
2514
2552
2617

2742
2819/20

2852
2878

2931/32
2949
2970
3021
3043

3056

3088

3137

3163

Phillpotts, E., Ą A. Bennett, The 
Sinews of War.

Poe, E. A., Poems and Essays.

Fantastic Tales.
Pope, A., Select Poetical Works.

3953
2211
2212
4511

152

“The Rajah’s Heir,” Author of. 
The Rajah’s Heir. 2 v.

Rea, Loma, Six Mrs. Greenes.
Reade, Chs., Hard Cash. 3 v.

Put Yourself in his Place. 2 v.
A Terrible Temptation. 2 v. 
Christie Johnstone.
A Simpleton. 2 v. 
The Wandering Heir. 
Readiana.

“Recommended to Mercy," Zoe’s 
“Brand.” 2 v.

Rhys, G., Mary Dominic. 
The Wooing of Sheila. 
About many Things.

Richards,A. B., So Very Human. 3 v.

Роуп,‘"а',Еі,Г" MiS6’ Mï 

eS?2,.' jW«
Among the Hills. I 1989

Praed, Campbell, Mrs., Affinities. 2326 
The Head Station. 2 v. 2396/97

Prentiss, E., Mrs., Stepping Heaven
ward.

Priestley, J. B., The Good Com
panions. 2 v.

Prince Consort, The, The Principal 
Speeches and Addresses,

1846

2654/55
4904

731/33 
1123/24 
1213/14

1286
1388/89

1495
2109

728/29
3364
3531
4557

2059/61

Richardson, S., Clarissa Harlowe.
4 V.

4919/20

I 850

595/98

Riddell, Mrs., George Geith of Fen 
Court. 2 v.

Maxwell Drcwitt. 2 v.
The Race for Wealth. 2 v.
The Earl’s Promise. 2 v.
Mortomley’s Estate. 2 v.

Ridge, W. P., Name of Garland.
Thanks to Sanderson.
Miss Mannering.
The Lunch Baskett.
Just like Aunt Bertha.

“Rita," Souls.
The Jesters.

770/71
809/10 
864/65

1355/56

3993
4293
4603
4618
4693
3663
3722



2 4 Tauchnita Edition. Complete List

“ Rita," The Masqueraders. 2 v.
No. 1

3799/3800 Saunders. J.. Israel Mort. Overman
No. ł

Queer Lady Judas. 2 v. 3819/20 2 v. 1439/40 5Prince Charming. 3872 The Shipowner’s Daughter. 2 v 1623/24The Pointing Pinger. 3952 A Noble Wife. 2 v. 2239/40 1A Man of No Importance. 3992
Calvary. 2 v. 4178/79 Saunders, K., Joan Merryweather
That is to say—. and Other Tales. 1301 1

Robins, E., The Open Question. 2 v.
The Magnetic North. 2 v.
A Dark Lantern. 2 v.

3332/33
3729/30 
3823/24

Gideon’s Rock, and Other Tales 
The High Mills. 2 v.
Sebastian.

1331 1 
1461/62

1753 I
Tlie Convert. 2 v. 4015/16 Savage, R. H., My Official Wife. 2771 Í
The Florentine Frame. 4160 The Little Lady of Lagunitas. 2v. 2834/35 ;
Way Stations. 4432 Prince Schamyl’s Wooing. 2862 J
The Secret That Was Kept. 4743 The Masked Venus. 2 v. 2911/12

Rohmer, Sax, The Emperor of Arne-
4923

Delilah of Harlem. 2 v.
A Daughter of Judas.
Miss Devereux of the Mari-

2934/35 I 
3045 1

Ross, Chs. H., The Pretty Widow. 
A London Romance. 2 v.

967 
1042/43

quita. 2 v.
Checked Through. 2 v.

3108/9 s]
3161/62 і

“Roy Tellet,1' The Outcasts. 2573 A Modern Corsair. 2 v. 3214/15
A Draught of Lethe. 2716 

2850/51
In the Swim. 2 v. 3304/5

Pastor and Prelate. 2 v. In the House of His Friends. 2 v. 3519/20 1
Ruck, Berta, Sir or Madam? 4605

The Mystery of a Shipyard. 2 v. 3579/80 J
The Dancing Star. 4624 Scott, W., Sir, Waverley; or ’Tis
Luckv in Love. 4639 Sixty Years since. 2 v. 75/75.1
The Clouded Pearl. 4659 Ivanhoe. 2 v. 77/77a
The Immortal Girl. 4698 Kenilworth. 2 v. 78/78a
Kneel to the Prettiest. 4712 Quentin Durward. 2 v. 87/87a
The Pearl Thief.
Her Pirate Partner. 
Money for One. 
The Youngest Venus.

4727
4770
4808
4833

Seeley, J.R., Life and Times of Stein;, 
or, Germany and Prussia in the 
Napoleonic Age. 4 v. v. 1. 2. 1849/50

One of the Chorus. 
The Unkissed Bride.

4876
4898 The Expansion of England.

1855/56 
2220

Shaw, B., Three Plays for Puritans: 
The Deyil’s Disciple ; Cæsar 
and Cleopatra ; Captain Brass- 
bound’s Conversion.

John Bull’s Other Island ; How he 
lied to herHusband ; Major Bar
bara.

Pygmalion; Androcles and the 
Lion.

Misalliance.
Fanny’s First Play; Great Cathe

rine; Annajanska; Overruled.
Heartbreak House; O’Flaherty, 

V. C. ; Augustus does His Bit.
Back to Methuselah.
Saint Joan.

Shelley, P. B., A Selection from his1 
Poems.

Sheppard, N., Shut up in Paris.
Sheridan, R. B., Dramatic Works.
Shorthouse, J. H., John Inglesant.

2 v.
Blanche, Lady Falaise.

Sidgwick, Mrs. A., The Lantern 
Bearers.

Anthea’s Guest.

Ruffini, J,, Lavinia. 2 v.
Doctor Antonio.
Vincenzo; or, Sunken Rocks. 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura.

537/38 
553

2 v, 670/71 
908

Ruskin, J., Sesame and Lilies.
The Stones of Venice. 2 v.
Unto this Last, and Munera 

Pulveris.
The Seven Lamps of Architecture.
Mornings in Florence.
St. Mark’s Rest.

Russell, W. Clark, A Sailor’s Sweet
heart. 2 v.

The “Lady Maud,” Schooner 
Yacht. 2 v.

A Sea Queen. 2 v.

I 3861 
! 3870/71

3910
3951
3986
4214

Sewell, E.M., 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 ; or, Aunt 

Sarah. 2 v.

Seymour, B. Kean, False Spring.
Shakespeare, W., Plays and Poems.

Russell, G. W. E., Collections and 
Recollections. 2 v.

A Londoner’s Log-Book.
Sala, G. A., The Seven Sons of Mam

mon. 2 v.

1987/88

2112/13
2207/8

3301/2 
3646

1048/49

Shaw, B., Man and Superman.
The Perfect Wagnerite.
Cashel Byron’s Profession ; also 

The Admirable Bashville, and 
an Essay on Modern Prizefight
ing.

Plays, Pleasant and Unpleasant. 
2 v.

Getting Married, and The Shew- 
ing-up of Blanco Posnet.

The Doctor’s Dilemma, and The 
Dark Lady of the Sonnets. J

399/400 
435/36 
658/59 
895/96 
950/51

1442/43
4922

40/46
4436
4442

4468

4471/72

4488

4489

No.

4531

4532

4548 
4552

4555

4564 
4578
4657

1207
1175

997

2065/66 
2784

4234
4285

Sinclair. M., Anna Severn and the 
Fieldings.

Uncanny Stories.
A Cure of Souls.
Arnold Waterlow : a Life.
Tlie Rector of Wyck.
Far End.
The Allinghams.
History of Anthony Waring.

Siiaith, J. C., An Affair of State.
Time and Tide.
Thus Far.

“Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London.

Somerville, E. Œ., & Martin Ross, 
Naboth’s Vineyard.

Dan Russel the Fox.
'The Spanish Brothers,” Author of. 

The Spanish Brothers. 2 v.
Stanhope, Earl, The History of Eng

land, comprising the Reign of 
Queen Anne, until the Peace of 
Utrecht, 1701-1713. 2 v.

Steel, F. A., The Hosts of the Lord. 
2 v.

4595
4620
4633
4660
4687
4751
4780
4799
4410
4653
4709

2332

2775
4298

2766/67

1089/90

3651/52

Sterne, L., The Life and Opinions of
No.

Tristram Shandy. 153/53a
A Sentimental Journey through

France and Italy. 544

Stevenson, R. L., Treasure Island. 2255
Dr. Jekvll and Mr. Hyde, and An

Inland Vovage. 2387
Kidnapped. 2526
The Black Arrow. 2548
The Master of Ballantrae. 2614
The Merry Men, and Other Tales

and Fables. 2755
Across the Plains. 2818
Island Nights’ Entertainments. 2856
Catriona. 2937
In the South Seas. 2 v. 3478/79
Tales and Fantasies. 3837

“Still Waters,’ Author of. Still
Waters. 389

Dorothy. 401
De Cressy. 411
Uncle Ralph. _ 443
Maiden Sisters. 471
Martha Brown, the Heiress. 581
Vanessa. 1466

stockton, F.R.,The House of Martha. 2816

“The Story of a Penitent Soul,”
Author of. The Story of a Peni-
tent Soul. 2860

Stowe. H. Beecher, Mrs., Uncle
Tom’s Cabin. 2 v. 243/44

A Key to Uncle Tom’s Cabin. 2 v. 266/67
Oldtown Folks. 2 v. 1019/20

Swift, J., Gulliver’s Travels into
Several Remote Nations of the
World. 63

Swinburne, A. Chs., Atalanta in
Calydon, and Lyrical Poems.
Edited by W. Sharp. 3522

Swinnerton, F., The Three Lovers. 4597
The Elder Sister. 4715
Summer Storm. 4763
Tokefield Papers. 4822

Symonds, J. A., Sketches in Italy. 2126
New Italian Sketches. 2217

Synge, J. M., Plays. 4584
The Aran Islands. 4726

Tagore, R., The Home and the World. 4558
The Gardener. 4559
Sadhana. 4560
The Wreck. 4563
Gitanjali ; Fruit-Gathering. 4568



Tarkington, Booth, Women.
The Plutocrat.
Claire Ambler.
The World Does Move.
Young Mrs. Greeley.

Tasma, Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill.

Tautphoeus, Baroness, Cyrilla. 2 v.
Quits. 2 v.

Taylor, M., Col., Tara. Sy.
Tennyson, A., Lord, Poetical Works. 

8 v. v. 5.
v. 8.

Locksley Hall, Sixty Years after.
—The Promise of May. — Tire
sias, and Other Poems.

Alfred Lord Tennyson, a Memoir. 
By his Son. 4 v.

Thackeray, W. M„ Vanity Fair. 3 v.
The Kickleburys Abroad, etc. 

(Miscellanies, v. 2.)
The History of Henry Esmond, 

Esq. 2 v.
The Newcomes. 4 v. v. 1 2.

v. 3. 4.
Sketches and Travels in London. 

— Novels by Eminent Hands. 
— Character Sketches. (Miscel
lanies, v. 5.)

The Virginians. 4 v. v. 1. 2.
Roundabout Papers. 2 v.
The Paris Sketch-Book. 2 v.

No.
4720
4774
4815
4871
4891

2579/80
282/83 
428/29
702/4

742
1946

2447

3339/42
157/59

197

245/6 
290,806 
315.332

“Thoth,” Author of. Thoth.
No 
2536

Thurston, E. T., The Greatest Wish 
in the World. 4197

Mirage. 4213
The City of Beautiful Nonsense. 4269
The Garden of Resurrection. 4274
The Apple of Eden. 4348
The Antagonists. 4396
The Open Window. 4425
Richard Furlong. 4451
The Eye of the Wift. 4579
Achievement. 4580
May Eve; or, The Tinker ofBal- 

linalray. 4636
The Green Bough. 4638
Charmeuse. 4668
Mr. Bottleby Does Something. 4719
Jane Carroll. 4832
The King’s Candle. 4888
Portrait of a Spy. 4889

Tomlinson, H. M., Gallions Reach. 4811

354 
425.441 
1011/12 
1335/36

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie), 
Old Kensington. 2 v. 1314/15

Bluebeard’s Keys, and Other
Stories. 1485

Five Old Friends. 1488
Miss Angel. 1517
Fulham Lawn, and Other Tales. 1655
From an Island. 1691
Da Capo, and Other Tales. 1873
Madame de Sévigné. — From a

Stage Box. — Miss Williamson’s
Divagations. 1994

A Book of Sibyls. 2197
Mrs. Dyinond. 2 v. 2392/93
Chapters from Some Memoirs. 3046

Thomas, A., Dennis Donne. 2 v. 745/46
On Guard. 2 v. 772/73
Walter Goring. 2 v. 831/32
Played Out. 2 v. 884/85
Called to Account. 2 v. 909/10
Only herself. 2 v. 1071/72
A Narrow Escape. 2 v 1531/32

Thomson, J., Poetical Works. 279

Trollope, Anthony, Doctor Thorne.
2 V.

The Bertrams. 2 v.
. The Warden.

Barchester Towers. 2 v.
Castle Richmond. 2 v.
Framley Parsonage. 2 v.
North America. 3 v.
Orley Farm. . 3 v.
The Belton Estate. 2 v.
Nina Balatka.
The Last Chronicle of Barset. 3 v.
Phineas Finn, the Irish Member.
Ralph the Heir. 2 v.
Australia and New Zealand. 3 v.
Lady Anna. 2 v.
Harry Heathcote of Gangoil.
The Way we live now. 4 v. v. 1. 2.

v. 3. 4.
The Prime Minister. 4 v. v. 1. 2.

v. 3. 4.
South Africa. 2 v.
An Eye for an Eye.
John Caldigate. 3 v.
The Duke’s Children. 3 v.
Dr. Wortle’s School.
The Fixed Period.
Marion Fay. 2 v.
Alice Dugdale, and Other Stories.
La Mère Bauche, and Other 

Stories.
The Mistletoe Bough, and Other 

Stories.
An Autobiography.
An Old Man’s Love.

449/50 
468/69

490
491/99 
520/21
551/52
606/8 

610/12 
812/13

904
919/21 

1016/18 
1150/51

1305/7 
1363/64

1383
1493/94 

1506/7
1576/77 

1601/2
1735/36

1805 
1839/41 
1917/19

1967
2055 

2088/89
2154

2173

2185 
2201
2238

Trollope, T. Adolphus, The Gar- 
stangs of Garstang Grange. 2 v.

A Siren. 2 v.
Trowbridge, W. R. H., The Letters 

of Her Mother to Elizabeth.
That Little Marquis of Branden-

A Dazzling Reprobate.
The White Hope.

Twain, Mark, The Adventures of 
Tom Sawyer.

The Innocents Abroad ; or The 
New Pilgrims’ Progress. 2 v.

A Tramp Abroad. 2 v. 
“Roughing it.” 
The Innocents at Home.
The Prince and the Pauper. 2 v. 
The Stolen White Elephant, etc. 
Life on the Mississippi. 2 v.
Sketches.
The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 2 v.
Selections from AmericanHumour.
The American Claimant.
The ¿1,000,000 Bank-Note, and 

Other New Stories.
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Pudd’nhead Wilson.
Tom Sawyer, Detective, as told by 

Huck Finn, and Other Tales.
More Tramps Abroad. 2 v.
A Double-Barrelled Detective 

Story, etc.
The $ 30,000 Bequest, and Other 

Stories.
Christian Science.
Extract from Captain Stormfield’s 

Visit to Heaven, and Is Shake
speare Dead ?

“The Two Cosmos,” Author of. 
The Two Cosmos.

Vachell, H. A., The Hill.
An Impending Sword.
Quinneys’.
Change Partners.
The Yank
Quinney’s Adventures.
Walling's for Worth.
A Woman in Exile.
Dew of the Sea, and Other Stories.
Miss Torrobin’s Experiment.

Vechten, C. van, Nigger Heaven. 
Spider Boy.

“Venus and Cupid,” Author of. 
Venus and Cupid.

No.

1066/67
1121/22

3528

3795
3882
4416

1622

1812/13
1899/1900

1929
1948

2027/28
2077

2143/44
2162

2307/8
2529
2863

2907
2984
3039

3184
3252/53

3591

3959
3979

4209

577
3988
4126
4491
4608
4611
4641
4683
4762
4797
4838
4857
4858

3153

“Véra,” Author of. Véra.
The Hôtel du Petit St. Jean.
Blue Roses. 2 Bde.
Within Sound of the Sea. 2 v.
Ninette

Victoria R. I., Loaves from the 
Journal of our Life in the High
lands, from 1848 to 1861.

More Leaves from the Journal ol 
a Life in the Highlands, from 
1862 to 1882.

“Virginia,” Author of. Virginia.
Vizetelly, E. A., With Zola in Eng-

Walford, L. B., Mrs., Mr. Smith. 
2 V.

Pauline. 2 v.
Cousins. 2 v.
Troublesome Daughters. 2 v.
Leddy Marget.

Wallace, E., The Book of All-Power.
The Valley of Ghosts.
Chick.
Captains of Souls.
The Missing Million.
The Face in the Night.
The Door with Seven Locks.
The Avenger.
Terror Keep.
The Traitor’s Gate.
The Feathered Serpent.
The Ringer.
The Squeaker.
The Orator.

Wallace, L., Ben-Hur. 2 v.
Walpole, H., Jeremy and Hamlet.

The Old Ladies.
Portrait of a Man with Red Hair.
Harmer John.
Jeremy at Craie.
Wintersmoon. 2 v.
The Silver Thorn.

Walpole, H„ Л J. B. Priestley, 
Farthing Hall.

Warburton, E., Darien; or, The 
Merchant Prince. 2 v.

Ward, Humphry, Mrs., Miss 
Bretherton.

Marcella. 3 v.
The Story of Bessie Costrell.
Fenwick’s Career. 2 v.
Diana Mallory. 2 v.

No.
1147
1180 

1815/16 
1922/23

2537

2227

2228
1688

3372

1563/64 
1702/3

1851/52 
2014/15

3415
4567
4599
4601
4623
4630
4675
4729
4745
4787
4788
4855
4856
4865
4895

2501/2
4616
4662
4708
4786
4817 

4849/50
4861

4884

252/53

2838 
2980/82

3076 
3893/94 
4075/76



Ward, Humphry, Mrs., Daphne.
The Case of Richard Meynell. 2 v.

Warner, S. Townsend, Lolly Wil- 
lowes.

Warren, S., Passages from the Diary 
of a Late Physician. 2 v.

Ten Thousand a Year. 3 v. 
Now and Then.
The Lily and the Bee.

Watson, H. B. M., The Excelsior.
Watts-Dunton, Th., Aylwin. 2 v.
Wells, H. G., The Stolen Bacillus, 

and Other Incidents.
The War of the Worlds.
The Invisible Man.
The Time Machine, and The 

Island of Doctor Moreau.
When the Sleeper Wakes. 
Tales of Space and Time.
The Plattner Story, and Others. 
Love and Mr. Lewisham.
The Wheels of Chance. 
Anticipations.
The First Men in the Moon.
The Sea Lady.
Twelve Stories and a Dream. 
The Food of the Gods.
A Modern Utopia.
Kipps. 2 v.
In the Days of the Comet. 
The Future in America. 
New Worlds for Old. 
The War in the Air. 
Tono-Bungay. 2 v. 
First and Last Things. 
The New Machiavelli. 2 v. 
Marriage. 2 v.
The Passionate Friends. 2 v.
An Englishman looks at the World. 
The World Set Free.
A Short History oí the World. 
Men Like Gods.
The Dream.
Bealby.
The Secret Places of the Heart. 
The Country of the Blind.
Christina Alberta’s Father. 
The Undying Fire.
Meanwhile.
The World of William Clissold. 2v. 
Mr. Blettsworthy on Rampole Is-

The King who was a King.

No.
4125 

4299/4300

4921

71/72 
80/82
141 
214

4530
3337/38

3128
3274
3282

3324
3365
3413
3436
8446
3526
3558
3577
3618
3712
3774
8821 

3857/58
3927
3942
4048
4097 

4122/23
4129 

4251/52 
4365/66 
4443/44

4476
4496
4598
4600
4645
4676
4699
4713
4723
4731
4796 

4805/6

4862
4908

Westbury, H., Acte. 2 v. 2674/76

Wetherell, E., Queechy. 2 v.
The Hills or the Shatemuc. 2 v.
Say and Seal. 2 v.
The Old Helmet. 2 v.

Weyman, St. J., The Story of Francis 
Cludde. 2 v.

The Man in Black.
From the Memoirs of a Minister

of France.
The Red Cockade. 2 v.
Shrewsbury. 2 v.
Sophia. 2 v.
In Kings’ Byways.
The Abbess of Vlaye. 2 v.
Chippinge. 2 v.
Laid up in Lavender.

No.
311/12
351/52
498/99
690/91

2794/95 
2993

3098 
3114/15 
3278/79 
3426/27

3612 
13772/73 
3931/32

3999

“A Whim and its Consequences." 
Authorof. A Whim and its Con
sequences.

Whitby, B., The Awakening of Mary 
Fenwick. 2 v.

In the Suntime of her Youth. 2 v.

114

,2809/10
2899/290C

White, Percy, Mr. Bailey-Martin.
The West End. 2 v.
The New Christians.
Park Lane. 2 v.
The Triumph of Mrs. St. George. 

2 v.
A Millionaire’s Daughter.
A Passionate Pilgrim.
The System. 2 v. 
The Patient Man. 
Mr. John Strood. 
The Eight Guests. 2 v. 
Mr. Strudge.
Love and the Poor Suitor.
An Averted Marriage, and Other 

Stories.

3421
3569/70 

3596
3657/68

3726/27 
3745
3783 

3806/7
3841
3886 

3946/47
4021 
4057

4180
Whiteing, R., The Island; or, An1 

Adventure of a Person of Qual-j 
ity.

The Life of Paris.
The Yellow Van.
Ring in the New. 
All Moonshine. 
Little People.

Whitman, S., Imperial Germany. 
The Realm of the Habsburgs. 
Teuton Studies.
Reminiscences of the King of Rou

manie.
Conversations with Prince Bis

marck.
Life ofthe Emperor Frederick. 2v.
German Memories.

2521
3481
8694
8891
4006
4118
2691
2910
3113

3383

3452 
3488/89

4893

Wiggin, K. D., Penelope’s Irish 
Experiences.

Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm.
Rose o’ the River.
The Old Peabody Pew, andSusanna 

and Sue.
Wiggin. K. D., M. & J. Findlater, 

A. McAulay, The Affair at the

Robinetta.
Wilde, 0The Picture of Dorian G ray.

De Profundis and The Ballad of 
Reading Gaol.

A House of Pomegranates.
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and 

Other Prose Pieces.
Lady Windermere’s Fan.
An Ideal Husband.
Salome.
The Happy Prince, and Other

A Woman of No Importance.
The Importance of Being Earnest.
Poems.

No.

3521
3740
3862

4176

3808
4266
4049

4056
4095

4096
4112
4113
4133

4141
4157
4196
4290

Wilkins, M. E„ Pembroke. 3002
Madelon. 3154
Jerome. 2 v. 3260/61
Silence, and Other Stories. 3312

Williamson, C. N. A A. M., The
Lightning Conductor. 3980

Lady Betty across the Water. 4177
The Motor Maid. 4200
Lord Loveland discovers America. 4226
It Happened in Egypt. 2 v. 4483/84
The Wedding Day. 4527
The Lion’s Mouse. 4534
The Lady from the Air. 4591

Williamson, Alice M. (Mrs. C. N.
Williamson), Cancelled Love. 4725

Told at Monte Carlo. 4766
Sheikh Bill. 4783
Black Sleeves. 4878

Wodehouse, P. G., Ukridge. 4651
Bill the Conqueror. 4669
Carry on, Jeeves! 
Sam the Sudden.

4710
4714

Love among the Chickens. 4740
The Heart of a Goof. 4741
Psmith, Journalist. 4776
Leave it to Psmith. 4777
The Small Bachelor. 4847
A Damsel in Distress. 4848
The Adventures of Sally. 4852
Meet Mr. Mulliner. 4874
Indiscretions of Archie. 4882
Piccadilly Jim. 4885

Wood. H. F., The Passenger from 
Scotland Yard.

No.

2522

Wood.H., Mrs.,The Channings. 2 v. 599/600 
Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles. 2 v. 640/41
Verner’s Pride. 3 v.
The Shadow of Ashlydyat. 3 v.
Trevly n Hold ; or, Squire Trevlyn’s

Heir. 2 v.
Oswald Cray. 2 v.
Mildred Ariceli. 2 v.
St. Martin’s Eve. 2 v.
Lady Adelaide’s Oath. 2 v.
Roland Yorke. 2 v.
George Canterbury’s Will. 2 v.
Bessy Rane. 2 v.
The Foggy Night at Offord.—Mar

tyn Ware’s Temptation. — The 
Night-Walk over theMill Stream.

Johnny Ludlow. 2 v.
Told in the Twilight. 2 v.
Adam Grainger.
Edina. 2 v.
Pomeroy Abbey. 2 v.
Lost in the Post, and Other Tales.
A Tale of Sin, and Other Tales.
Anne, and Other Tales.
Court Netherleigh. 2 v.
The Mystery of Jessy Page, and 

Other Tales.

654/56 
684/86

713/14
755/56
783/84
818/19
879/80

1050/51
1084/85 
1125/26

1217 
1411/12 
1518/19

1586 
1629/30 
1786/87

1947
1986
1999 

2029/30

Helen Whitney’s Wedding, and 
Other Tales.

The Story of Dorothy Grape, and 
Other Tales.

Woodroffe, D„ Tangled Trinities. 
The Beauty-Shop.

Woods, M. L., A Village Tragedy. 
Tlie Vagabonds.
Sons of the Sword. 2 v.
The Invader.

Woolf, Virginia, Orlando.
Mrs. Dalloway.

Wraxall, L., Wild Oats.
Yates, E„ Land at Last. 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.
A Waiting Itace. 2 v.
The Yellow Flag. 2 v.
The Impending Sword. 2 v.
Two, by Tricks.
A Silent Witness. 2 v.

2324

2338

2361
8518
3876
2578
3081 

3582/83
3977
4866 
4867

592
854/55 
877/78
892/93 
995/96

1036/37 
1143/44 
1251/52
1299/1300 
1423/24

1479 
1544/45

Edmund Yates, his Recollections 
and Experiences. 2 v. ¡2313/14



Yeats, W. B„ 
Poetry.

A Selection from his
No.

4384

Yonge, Ch. M„ Heartsease; or, The 
Brother’s Wife. 2 v.

The Daisy Chain ; or Aspirations. 
2 v.

Hopes and Fears ; or, Scenes from 
the Life of a Spinster. 2 v.

The Young Step-Mother; or, a 
Chronicle of Mistakes. 2 v.

The Trial ; or, More I,inks of the 
Daisy Chain. 2 v.

The Clever Woman of the Family.

The Dove in the Eagle’s Nest. 2 v.
The Danvers Papers.—The Prince 

and the Page.
The Chaplet of Pearls; or, The 

White and Black Ribaumont. 2 v.
The Two Guardians ; or, Home in 

this World.
The Caged Lion. 2 v.
The Pillars of the House ; or, Under 

Wode, under Rode. 5 v. v. 1-4.
V. 5.

Lady Hester; or, Ursula’s Narra
tive.—The Mouth of the Leamy.

322/23

355/56

539/40

578/79

705/6

768/69
834/35

914

1001/2

1040
1087/88

1327/30
1350

1390

Yonge, Ch. M., My Young Alcides.
2 v.

Womankind. 2 v.
Love and Life.
Stray Pearls. 2 v.
The Armourer’s Prentices. 2 v.
Nuttie’s Father. 2 v.
Beechcroft at Rockstone. 2 v.
A Reputed Changeling; or, Three 

Seventh Years two Centuries
ago. 2 v.

Two Penniless Princesses.

No.

1553/54 
1772/73 

1942
2141/42 
2284/85 
2389/90
2598/99

,2661/62 
2704

That Stick. 2815
Grisly Grisell ; or, The Laidly Lady 

of Whitburn. 2924
The Long Vacation. 2 v. 3092/93
Modern Broods; or, Developments 

Unlooked for. 3493

Young, F. B., My Brother Jonathan. 4914
Black Roses. 4915

Zangwill,!., Dreamers of the Ghetto.
2 V. 3292/93

Ghetto Comedies. 2 v. 3982/83
Ghetto Tragedies. 2 v. 4012/13

“Z. Z.”, The World and a Man. 2 v. 3307/8

Shakespeare’s Plays
No. I. Measure for Measure.

„ 2. The Comedy of Errors.
,, 3. Much Ado about Nothing.
„ 4. Love’s Labour’s lost.
„ 5. Midsummer-Night’s Dream.
„ 6. Merchant of Venice.
,, 7. As you like it.
,, 8. Taming of the Shrew.
„ 9. All’s Well that ends Well.
„ 10. Twelfth-Night: or,Whatyouwill.
,, її. The Winter’s Tale.
,, 12. King John.
„13. The Life and Death of King 

Richard II.
„ 14. First Part of King Henry IV.
,,15. Second Part of King Henry IV.
„ 16. King Henry V.
„17. First Part of King Henry VI.
„ 18. Second Part of King Henry VI.

Each number sold separately

N0.19. Third Part of King Henry VI.
,, 20. King Richard III.
„21. King Henry VIII.
„ 22. Troilus and Cressida.
,, 23. Titus Andronicus.
„ 24. Coriolanus.
„ 25. Romeo and Juliet.
„ 26. Timon of Athens.
„ 27. Julius Cæsar.
„ 28. Macbeth.
„ 29. Hamlet.
„ 30. King Lear.
„ 31. Othello.
,, 32. Antony and Cleopatra.
„ 33. Cymbeline.
„ 34. Pericles, Prince of Tyre.
„ 35. The Tempest.
,, 36. The two Gentlemen of Verona-
„ 37. Merry Wives of Windsor.
at the price op JI —.60

Students’ Series / Neue Folge
Eine Sammlung für Schule und Universität 

aus dem zeitgenössischen englischen Schrifttum

Herausgegeben von
DR. KARL WILDHAGEN

o. ö. Professor der englischen Philologie an der Universität Kiel

i. John Galsworthy: Justice......................................................... JI 1.80
2. H. G. Wells: A Short History of Modern Times. Being the Last Eleven

Chapters of “A Short History of the World.”..................... .// 1.80
3. John Galsworthy : Strife................................................................... E 1.30
4. A Thomas Hardy Reader. Eine Auswahl aus Thomas Hardys Prosa

und Dichtung...................................................................................Л l.8o
5. H. G. Wells: The Dream...........................................................Л 1.80
6. H. G. Wells : The Country of the Blind..................................... ./¿1.20
7. John Masefield: Reynard the Fox..........................................Л г,—
8. G. K. Chesterton : The Innocence of Father Brown . . . JI 1.80
9. Arnold Bennett: Elsie and the Child.......................................... .,//1.80

10. Oscar Wilde: The Happy Prince and Other Tales . . . . Л 1.80
11. Hugh Walpole: Jeremy and Hamlet.....................................Л 1 80
12. H. A. Vachell: The Hill..........................................................Л 1.80
13. John Galsworthy: Selected Tales............................................... Л i.8o
14. Joseph Conrad: The Tale..........................................................Л 1.20
15. Sheila Kaye-Smith: The End of the House of Alard . . Л 1.80
16. John Galsworthy: The Silver Box.......................................... Л 1.80
17. Oscar Wilde: The Young King, and The Star-Child . JI 1.80
18. John Galsworthy: The Skin Game-..........................................Л 1.80
19 John Galsworthy: Two Forsyte Interludes: The Silent Wooing —
. Passers By.................................................................................... Л i-8o
20. Thomas Hardy: A Selection.......................................................... /¿1.80
21. Rudyard Kipling: Prose and Verse......................................... ./¿1.80
22. John Galsworthy: Essays..........................................................JI 1.80
23. Arnold Bennett: Short Stories...................................................../¿1.80
24. John Galsworthy: Indian Summer of a Forsyte . . . . Л 1.80
25. George Moore: The Untilled Field............................................... E 1.80
26. John Galsworthy: Awakening............................................... ....  Ý 1.50

Die Sammlung ■wird in regelmäßiger Folge fortgesetzt
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Tauchnitz Dictionaries
For sale and for use in all countries

English-German and German-English. (James.) Fifty-second Edition. 
Bound in cloth JI 8.— ; also to be had in two volumes, Jt 4.50 each.

English-French and French-English. (James & Molé.) Twenty-fifth 
Edition. Bound in cloth Jt 8.—

English-Italian and Italian-English. (James a Grassi.) Seventeenth 
Edition, by Albert de Beaux. Bound in cloth Jt 8.—

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (Rigutini& Bulle.) 2 Bände. 
Bd. I: 7. Auflage. Bd. II: 7.Auflage. In Leinen gebunden je Jt 12.50

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 Bände. Bd.I: 
10. Auflage. Bd. II: 10. Auflage. In Leinen gebunden je .ft 12.50

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. Bound in cloth.

Vol. I. Fr an ça і s • A 11 e m a n d - A n g la is. 9th Edition.
Vol. II. English-German-French. 9th Edition.
Vol. III. D eu tsch - E n g 1 і sch - Fra n zösi sc h. 10th Edition.

Each volume is sold separately. Price jh 10 — each.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition)
Bound in cloth

These Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date
English-German and German-English. Forty-first Edition.
Franz.-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franz. Zweiundzwanzigste Auflage 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Zwölfte Auflage. 
English-French and French-English. Forty-fourth Edition.
English-Italian and Italian-English. Thirtieth Edition.
English-Spanish and Spanigh-English. Thirty-eighth Edition.
Latin-English and English-Latin. Twenty-second Edition. 
Espagnol-Français et Français-Espagnol. Neuvième Édition.

■/<45°

Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. 2. Aufl. In Leinen geb. Jt 5.— 
Englisch-Russisch und Russisch-Englisch. (O’Brien.) Erscheint 1930.

2 Bände. In Leinen gebunden je Jt 7.—

Etymologisches Wörterbuch der englischen Sprache von F. Holthausen, 
Professor der englischen Philologie an der Universität Kiel. Zweite, ver
mehrte und verbesserte Auflage, gr. 8°. 1927. In Leinen geb Jt 8.—
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The Maracot Deep. By
Arthur Conan Doyle, i vol.-
4905-

The eminent author of thrilling and 
phantastic tales has surpassed himself in his 
new volume of four excellent short stories, 
the first and longest of which gives the title 
to the book. In it, a wonderful enterprise 
is made to appear credible. Two scientists, 
accompanied by an American mechanic, 
start out to investigate the uttermost 
depths of the ocean. They are successful 
and find there the remains of lost Atlantic 
inhabited by living human beings. The 
theme of the last story “ When the World 
screamed ” is quite unique, and it is told 
in the author’s best vein.

Himself and Mr. Raikes.
By W. B. Maxwell. 1V.-4907.

By so eminent a critic as Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle Mr. Maxwell has been termed 
“ the greatest living English novelist,” and 
his new novel, treating a deeply-interesting 
character problem with consummate art, 
fully justifies this eulogy. Oswald Raikes, 
the hero, whose good qualities are the 
result of continual self-repression in the 
cult of an ideal self, attains success and a 
prominent position in the world ; his life of 
pretence, however, fails to bring him true 
satisfaction and his emotions suffer atrophy.

The King who was a King.
By H. G. Wells, i voL-4908.

The celebrated novelist sets forth his 
suggestions for the development of the film 1 
in a wonderfully picturesque and intensely 
dramatic scenario. The hero, a young 
monarch of advanced opinions, goes all 
lengths in fighting his own war-party. 
Drawn by the force of his idealism, the 
beautiful Princess Regent and the President 
of the two enemy countries become imbued 
with the king’s ideas and peace is thus 
secured to three nations.

Generally Speaking. By G. 
K. Chesterton. T vol.-4909.

Mr. Chesterton has brought his remark
able power of penetration to bear upon 
diverse themes in forty-two essays and 
disquisitions. Whether discoursing with 
inimitable esprit on “the Comic Spirit” 
or on “ Sentiment ”, on “Broadcasting” 
or on “ Buddhism ”, his point of view is 
always delightfully refreshing and original. 
Significant and deeply interesting contri
butions to literary criticism are to be found 
in the essays on poets.

Duchess Laura. By Mrs.
Belloc Lowndes, i vol. - 
4910.

Duchess Laura, a great lady of singular 
charm, and the dominating character in a 
series of excellent short stories, is one of 
the author’s happiest creations. Hers is a 
gentle and kindly nature, imbued, never
theless, with intense vitality, and exercis
ing a rare fascination to which her fellow 
creatures unconsciously succumb. The 
whole affords a vivid picture of English 
country life.

The House of Gold. By 
Liam O’Flaherty. 1 v.- 4912.

Mr. Liam O’Flaherty, one of the most 
eminent of Irish novelists has achieved 
work of marked originality. His new novel, 
a tale of love and avarice enacted on the 
Atlantic Coast, holds the reader tense 
throughout. Ramon Mor, an upstart of 
gigantic will-power, dominates his town 
by an astounding form of usury, until the 
witchery of his beautiful goldenhaired wife 
causes a conflict involving all classes to 
ensue, in which his enemies seek to over
throw him. All the beauty and poetry 
evoked by the name of Ireland is contained 
in this admirable record of recent turbulent 
years.

Continued, on t>age 4 of cover
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Continued from page 3 of cover

One of Those Ways. By 
Mrs. Belloc Lowndes, i v.-
4911.

Mrs. Belloc Lowndes is at her best in 
this thrilling romance, enacted on the Côte 
d’Azur, in which a scheme of forgery to 
rob the Casinos of millions is admirably 
worked out. The heroine, a young widow 
of an English officer becomes unwittingly 
involved in the plans of unscrupulous inter
national crooks, posing as Russian aristo
crats, and is saved from a tragic fate by the 
timely arrival of her English lover.

The Mountain Tavern. By
Liam O’Flaherty. i vol.-
49I3-

In the nineteen short stories contained 
in “The Mountain Tavern”, Mr. Liam 
O’Flaherty excels in representing different 
aspects of Irish peasant-life, intensely vivid 
imagination pervades the forceful realism 
of highly dramatic themes as well as the 
lyric character of others. The atmosphere 
of the wild coast of western Ireland is 
rendered by a son of the soil, possessing, in 
a high degree, the Celtic gift of poetry. 

siasm for his vocation and unselfish love 
win all our sympathy.

Black Roses. By Francis 
Brett Young, i voL-4915.

Mr. Brett Young’s most recent novel, 
“Black Roses,” is a masterpiece, contain
ing a number of delicately drawn portraits, 
seen against the lurid background of Naples 
during a cholera epidemic. Paul Ritchie, 
an artist of English and Italian extraction, 
returns to the home of his youth, where 
memories of his first love are awakened 
within him. In this powerful story, vivid 
scenes and tense emotions are presented in 
beautiful and poetic language.

The Man Within. By Graham
Greene. 1 vol.-4917.
“ This is a book impregnated with 

beauty, subtle in construction, in dramatic 
tension comparable with the best chapters 
of Treasure Island. It is a first novel of 
such perfect poise and accomplishment that 
one trembles for the future of the young 
author.”
S. P. B. Mais, in the “ Daily Telegraph

My Brother Jonathan. By
Francis Brett Young, i vol.-
4914.

Mr. Brett Young’s work has gained 
him high repute as one of the makers of 
English literature, eminent critics having 
compared his exquisite workmanship with 
that of Meredith. “ MyBrother Jonathan,” 
his finest achievement, is the life-story of 
a doctor practising in the Black Country. 
Intense feeling and consummate art have 
gone to build up with delicate touches an 
unforgettable personality, whose enthu- 

Death of my Aunt. ByC.ELB. 
Kitchin, i vol.-4918.

The first of Mr. Kitchin’s novels to 
appear in the Tauchnitz Edition deals with 
a mysterious crime. A young stockbroker 
relates the experiences he had while staying 
some days at the house of a rich aurtt, 
during which time her death was caused by 
poison. In laying less stress on the activities 
of the police, than on the manner in which 
the relatiyes and servants react to the 
situation in which they are placed, the 
author combines deeply interesting psycho
logy with an exciting plot.
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