Jacob's Room

VI RA NI A WOOLF

CHAPTER ONE

"So of course," wote Betty Flanders, pressing her heels rather deeper
in the sand, "there was nothing for it but to | eave.™

Slowy welling fromthe point of her gold nib, pale blue ink dissolved
the full stop; for there her pen stuck; her eyes fixed, and tears slowy
filled them The entire bay quivered; the |ighthouse wobbl ed; and she
had the illusion that the mast of M. Connor's little yacht was bendi ng
like a wax candle in the sun. She w nked quickly. Accidents were awfu
things. She wi nked again. The mast was straight; the waves were regul ar
the Iighthouse was upright; but the blot had spread.

"...nothing for it but to | eave," she read.

"Well, if Jacob doesn't want to play" (the shadow of Archer, her el dest
son, fell across the notepaper and | ooked blue on the sand, and she felt
chilly--it was the third of Septenber already), "if Jacob doesn't want

to play"--what a horrid blot! It nust be getting |l ate.

"Where IS that tiresome little boy?" she said. "I don't see him Run and
find him Tell himto cone at once."™ "...but nercifully," she scribbled,
ignoring the full stop, "everything seens satisfactorily arranged,
packed though we are like herrings in a barrel, and forced to stand the
per anmbul at or which the | andlady quite naturally won't allow. ..."

Such were Betty Flanders's letters to Captain Barfoot--many-paged, tear-
stai ned. Scarborough is seven hundred mles from Cornwall: Captain
Barfoot is in Scarborough: Seabrook is dead. Tears made all the dahlias
in her garden undulate in red waves and fl ashed the gl ass house in her
eyes, and spangled the kitchen with bright knives, and made Ms. Jarvis,
the rector's wife, think at church, while the hym-tune played and Ms.
Fl anders bent |ow over her little boys' heads, that narriage is a
fortress and widows stray solitary in the open fields, picking up
stones, gleaning a few golden straws, |onely, unprotected, poor
creatures. Ms. Flanders had been a widow for these two years.

"Ja--cob! Ja--cob!" Archer shout ed.

"Scar borough,” Ms. Flanders wote on the envel ope, and dashed a bold
line beneath; it was her native town; the hub of the universe. But a
stanmp? She ferreted in her bag; then held it up nmouth downwards; then
funmbled in her lap, all so vigorously that Charles Steele in the Panana
hat suspended hi s paint-brush.

Li ke the antennae of sone irritable insect it positively trenbled. Here
was that woman novi ng--actually going to get up--confound her! He struck
the canvas a hasty viol et-black dab. For the | andscape needed it. It was
too pale--greys flowing into | avenders, and one star or a white gul
suspended just so--too pale as usual. The critics would say it was too
pal e, for he was an unknown man exhi biting obscurely, a favourite with
his | andl adi es’ children, wearing a cross on his watch chain, and much



gratified if his landladies |iked his pictures--which they often did.
"Ja--cob! Ja--cob!" Archer shout ed.

Exasperated by the noise, yet loving children, Steele picked nervously
at the dark little coils on his palette.

"I saw your brother--1 saw your brother,"” he said, nodding his head, as
Archer | agged past him trailing his spade, and scowing at the old
gent | eman in spectacl es.

"Over there--by the rock," Steele nmuttered, with his brush between his
teeth, squeezing out raw sienna, and keeping his eyes fixed on Betty
Fl anders' s back.

"Ja--cob! Ja--cob!" shouted Archer, |agging on after a second.

The voice had an extraordi nary sadness. Pure fromall body, pure from
all passion, going out into the world, solitary, unanswered, breaking
agai nst rocks--so it sounded.

Steel e frowned; but was pleased by the effect of the black--it was just
THAT note which brought the rest together. "Ah, one may learn to paint
at fifty! There's Titian..." and so, having found the right tint, up he
| ooked and saw to his horror a cloud over the bay.

M's. Flanders rose, slapped her coat this side and that to get the sand
of f, and picked up her black parasol

The rock was one of those trenmendously solid brown, or rather black,
rocks which enmerge fromthe sand |ike sonething primtive. Rough with
crinkled linmpet shells and sparsely strewn with | ocks of dry seaweed, a
smal | boy has to stretch his legs far apart, and indeed to feel rather
heroic, before he gets to the top

But there, on the very top, is a hollow full of water, with a sandy
bottom with a blob of jelly stuck to the side, and sone nussels. A fish
darts across. The fringe of yell owbrown seaweed flutters, and out
pushes an opal -shell ed crab--

"Ch, a huge crab," Jacob nurmnured--and begins his journey on weakly |egs
on the sandy bottom Now Jacob plunged his hand. The crab was cool and
very light. But the water was thick with sand, and so, scranbling down,
Jacob was about to jump, holding his bucket in front of him when he
saw, stretched entirely rigid, side by side, their faces very red, an
enor mous man and wonan.

An enornous nman and wonan (it was early-closing day) were stretched
nmotionl ess, with their heads on pocket-handkerchiefs, side by side,
within a few feet of the sea, while two or three gulls gracefully
skirted the incom ng waves, and settled near their boots.

The large red faces |ying on the bandanna handkerchi efs stared up at
Jacob. Jacob stared down at them Hol ding his bucket very carefully,
Jacob then junped deliberately and trotted away very nonchal antly at
first, but faster and faster as the waves canme creanming up to himand he
had to swerve to avoid them and the gulls rose in front of himand
floated out and settled again a little farther on. A |large black woman
was sitting on the sand. He ran towards her

"Nanny! Nanny!" he cried, sobbing the words out on the crest of each



gaspi ng breath

The waves cane round her. She was a rock. She was covered with the
seaweed whi ch pops when it is pressed. He was | ost.

There he stood. His face conposed itself. He was about to roar when,

| ying anong the black sticks and straw under the cliff, he saw a whol e
skul | --perhaps a cow s skull, a skull, perhaps, with the teeth in it.
Sobbi ng, but absent-nmi ndedly, he ran farther and farther away until he
held the skull in his arnmns.

"There he is!" cried Ms. Flanders, com ng round the rock and covering

t he whol e space of the beach in a few seconds. "Wat has he got hold of?
Put it down, Jacob! Drop it this nmonment! Sonething horrid, | know. Wy
didn't you stay with us? Naughty little boy! Now put it down. Now come
al ong both of you," and she swept round, hol ding Archer by one hand and
funbling for Jacob's armwith the other. But he ducked down and picked
up the sheep's jaw, which was | oose.

Swi ngi ng her bag, clutching her parasol, holding Archer's hand, and
telling the story of the gunpowder explosion in which poor M. Curnow
had | ost his eye, Ms. Flanders hurried up the steep | ane, aware all the
time in the depths of her mnd of sone buried disconfort.

There on the sand not far fromthe lovers lay the old sheep's skul
without its jaw. C ean, white, w nd-swept, sand-rubbed, a nore
unpol | uted pi ece of bone exi sted nowhere on the coast of Cornwall. The
sea holly would grow through the eye-sockets; it would turn to powder,
or sone golfer, hitting his ball one fine day, would disperse a little
dust--No, but not in |odgings, thought Ms. Flanders. It's a great
experinent coming so far with young children. There's no man to help
with the peranbulator. And Jacob is such a handful; so obstinate

al r eady.

"Throw it away, dear, do," she said, as they got into the road; but
Jacob squirned away from her; and the wind rising, she took out her
bonnet - pin, | ooked at the sea, and stuck it in afresh. The wi nd was
rising. The waves showed that uneasiness, |ike sonething alive, restive,
expecting the whip, of waves before a storm The fishing-boats were
leaning to the water's brim A pale yellow |light shot across the purple
sea; and shut. The lighthouse was [it. "Cone along," said Betty

Fl anders. The sun blazed in their faces and gil ded the great

bl ackberries trenbling out fromthe hedge which Archer tried to strip as
t hey passed.

"Don't lag, boys. You ve got nothing to change into," said Betty,
pulling them along, and | ooking with uneasy enotion at the earth

di spl ayed so luridly, with sudden sparks of |ight from greenhouses in
gardens, with a sort of yellow and bl ack nutability, against this

bl azi ng sunset, this astonishing agitation and vitality of col our, which
stirred Betty Flanders and made her think of responsibility and danger
She gripped Archer's hand. On she pl odded up the hill

"What did | ask you to renenber?" she said

"I don't know," said Archer.

"Well, | don't know either," said Betty, hunorously and sinply, and who
shal | deny that this blankness of m nd, when conbined w th profusion

nother wit, old w ves' tales, haphazard ways, monents of astonishing
daring, humour, and sentinentality--who shall deny that in these



respects every worman i s nicer than any nan?

Well, Betty Flanders, to begin wth.

She had her hand upon the garden gate.

"The neat!" she exclained, striking the latch down.
She had forgotten the neat.

There was Rebecca at the wi ndow.

The bareness of Ms. Pearce's front roomwas fully displayed at ten

o' cl ock at night when a powerful oil lanmp stood on the middle of the
table. The harsh light fell on the garden; cut straight across the |awn;
lit up a child' s bucket and a purple aster and reached the hedge. Ms.
Fl anders had | eft her sewing on the table. There were her |arge reels of
white cotton and her steel spectacles; her needl e-case; her brown wool
wound round an ol d postcard. There were the bul rushes and the Strand
magazi nes; and the linol eum sandy fromthe boys' boots. A daddy-Iong-

| egs shot fromcorner to corner and hit the [anp gl obe. The wi nd bl ew
strai ght dashes of rain across the wi ndow, which flashed silver as they
passed through the light. A single |leaf tapped hurriedly, persistently,
upon the glass. There was a hurricane out at sea.

Archer could not sl eep.

M's. Flanders stooped over him "Think of the fairies," said Betty
Fl anders. "Think of the lovely, lovely birds settling down on their
nests. Now shut your eyes and see the old nother bird with a wormin her
beak. Now turn and shut your eyes," she nurnured, "and shut your eyes."

The | odgi ng- house seenmed full of gurgling and rushing; the cistern
overfl owi ng; water bubbling and squeaki ng and runni ng al ong the pipes
and stream ng down the w ndows.

"What's all that water rushing in?" murnured Archer

"It's only the bath water running away," said Ms. Flanders.
Sonet hi ng snapped out of doors.

"I say, won't that steamer sink?" said Archer, opening his eyes.

"OF course it won't," said Ms. Flanders. "The Captain's in bed |ong
ago. Shut your eyes, and think of the fairies, fast asleep, under the
flowers."

"I thought he'd never get off--such a hurricane,” she whispered to
Rebecca, who was bending over a spirit-lanp in the small room next door
The wi nd rushed outside, but the small flame of the spirit-Ilanp burnt
quietly, shaded fromthe cot by a book stood on edge.

"Did he take his bottle well?" Ms. Flanders whispered, and Rebecca
nodded and went to the cot and turned down the quilt, and Ms. Flanders
bent over and | ooked anxiously at the baby, asleep, but frowning. The
wi ndow shook, and Rebecca stole like a cat and wedged it.

The two wonen nurnured over the spirit-lanp, plotting the eterna
conspiracy of hush and clean bottles while the wind raged and gave a
sudden wrench at the cheap fastenings.



Both | ooked round at the cot. Their |lips were pursed. Ms. Flanders
crossed over to the cot.

"Asl eep?" whi spered Rebecca, |ooking at the cot.
M's. Flanders nodded.

"Good- ni ght, Rebecca,"” Ms. Flanders murnmured, and Rebecca called her
ma'm though they were conspirators plotting the eternal conspiracy of
hush and cl ean bottles.

Ms. Flanders had left the lanmp burning in the front room There were
her spectacles, her sewing; and a letter with the Scarborough postmark
She had not drawn the curtains either.

The light blazed out across the patch of grass; fell on the child's
green bucket with the gold line round it, and upon the aster which
trenmbled violently beside it. For the wind was tearing across the coast,
hurling itself at the hills, and | eaping, in sudden gusts, on top of its
own back. How it spread over the town in the hollow How the lights
seenmed to wink and quiver in its fury, lights in the harbour, lights in
bedr oom wi ndows hi gh up! And rolling dark waves before it, it raced over
the Atlantic, jerking the stars above the ships this way and that.

There was a click in the front sitting-room M. Pearce had extingui shed
the I anp. The garden went out. It was but a dark patch. Every inch was
rai ned upon. Every bl ade of grass was bent by rain. Eyelids would have
been fastened down by the rain. Lying on one's back one woul d have seen
not hi ng but nuddl e and confusi on--cl ouds turning and turning, and

somet hing yellowtinted and sul phurous in the darkness.

The little boys in the front bedroom had thrown off their blankets and

| ay under the sheets. It was hot; rather sticky and steany. Archer |ay
spread out, with one armstriking across the pillow He was flushed; and
when the heavy curtain blew out a little he turned and hal f-opened his
eyes. The wind actually stirred the cloth on the chest of drawers, and
let inalittle light, so that the sharp edge of the chest of drawers
was Vvisible, running straight up, until a white shape bul ged out; and a
silver streak showed in the |ooking-glass.

In the other bed by the door Jacob |ay asleep, fast asleep, profoundly
unconsci ous. The sheep's jaw with the big yellowteeth in it lay at his
feet. He had kicked it against the iron bed-rail

Qutside the rain poured down nore directly and powerfully as the w nd
fell in the early hours of the norning. The aster was beaten to the
earth. The child's bucket was hal f-full of rainwater; and the opal-
shelled crab slowy circled round the bottom trying with its weakly
legs to clinb the steep side; trying again and falling back, and trying
agai n and agai n.

CHAPTER TWO
"MRS. FLANDERS"--"Poor Betty Flanders"--"Dear Betty"--"She's very
attractive still"--"0dd she don't marry again!" "There's Captain Barf oot

to be sure--calls every Wednesday as regul ar as cl ockwork, and never



brings his wife."

"But that's Ellen Barfoot's fault,” the |adies of Scarborough said. "She
don't put herself out for no one.”

"A man |likes to have a son--that we know. "

"Sonme tunours have to be cut; but the sort ny nother had you bear with
for years and years, and never even have a cup of tea brought up to you
in bed."

(Ms. Barfoot was an invalid.)

El i zabeth Fl anders, of whomthis and nmuch nore than this had been said
and woul d be said, was, of course, a widow in her prime. She was half-
way between forty and fifty. Years and sorrow between them the death of
Seabr ook, her husband; three boys; poverty; a house on the outskirts of
Scar bor ough; her brother, poor Mrty's, downfall and possible dem se--
for where was he? what was he? Shadi ng her eyes, she | ooked al ong the
road for Captain Barfoot--yes, there he was, punctual as ever; the
attentions of the Captain--all ripened Betty Flanders, enlarged her
figure, tinged her face with jollity, and flooded her eyes for no reason
that any one could see perhaps three tinmes a day.

True, there's no harmin crying for one's husband, and the tonbstone,

t hough plain, was a solid piece of work, and on sumrer's days when the
wi dow brought her boys to stand there one felt kindly towards her. Hats
were rai sed higher than usual; w ves tugged their husbands' arnmns.
Seabrook lay six foot beneath, dead these nmany years; enclosed in three
shells; the crevices sealed with | ead, so that, had earth and wood been
gl ass, doubtless his very face lay visible beneath, the face of a young
man whi skered, shapely, who had gone out duck-shooting and refused to
change his boots.
"Merchant of this city," the tonbstone said; though why Betty Fl anders
had chosen so to call himwhen, as nmany still renenbered, he had only
sat behind an office wi ndow for three nonths, and before that had broken
horses, ridden to hounds, farmed a few fields, and run a little wld--
wel |, she had to call himsonmething. An exanple for the boys.

Had he, then, been nothing? An unanswerabl e question, since even if it
weren't the habit of the undertaker to close the eyes, the light so soon
goes out of them At first, part of herself; now one of a conpany, he
had merged in the grass, the sloping hillside, the thousand white
stones, some slanting, others upright, the decayed weaths, the crosses

of green tin, the narrow yellow paths, and the lilacs that drooped in
April, with a scent like that of an invalid s bedroom over the
churchyard wal | . Seabrook was now all that; and when, with her skirt

hi tched up, feeding the chickens, she heard the bell for service or
funeral, that was Seabrook's voice--the voice of the dead.

The rooster had been known to fly on her shoul der and peck her neck, so
that now she carried a stick or took one of the children with her when
she went to feed the fows

"Whuldn't you like nmy knife, nother?" said Archer.

Soundi ng at the same nonent as the bell, her son's voice nixed |life and
death inextricably, exhilaratingly.

"What a big knife for a small boy!" she said. She took it to please him



Then the rooster flew out of the hen-house, and, shouting to Archer to
shut the door into the kitchen garden, Ms. Flanders set her nmeal down,
clucked for the hens, went bustling about the orchard, and was seen from
over the way by Ms. Cranch, who, beating her mat against the wall, held
it for a moment suspended whil e she observed to Ms. Page next door that
M's. Flanders was in the orchard with the chickens.

Ms. Page, Ms. Cranch, and Ms. Garfit could see Ms. Flanders in the

orchard because the orchard was a piece of Dods H Il enclosed; and Dods
H |l domi nated the village. No words can exaggerate the inportance of
Dods Hill. It was the earth; the world against the sky; the horizon of

how many gl ances can best be conputed by those who have lived all their
lives in the sane village, only leaving it once to fight in the Crinea,
like old George Garfit, |eaning over his garden gate snoking his pipe.
The progress of the sun was neasured by it; the tint of the day laid
against it to be judged.

"Now she's going up the hill with little John," said Ms. Cranch to Ms.
Garfit, shaking her mat for the last tine, and bustling indoors. QOpening
the orchard gate, Ms. Flanders walked to the top of Dods HIl, holding
John by the hand. Archer and Jacob ran in front or |agged behind; but
they were in the Ronan fortress when she cane there, and shouting out
what ships were to be seen in the bay. For there was a magnificent view
--noors behind, sea in front, and the whol e of Scarborough from one end
to the other laid out flat |ike a puzzle. Ms. Flanders, who was grow ng
stout, sat down in the fortress and | ooked about her

The entire gamut of the view s changes shoul d have been known to her

its winter aspect, spring, sunmrer and autumm; how stornms came up from
the sea; how the nmpors shuddered and brightened as the clouds went over;
she shoul d have noted the red spot where the villas were building; and
the criss-cross of lines where the allotnments were cut; and the dianond
flash of little glass houses in the sun. O, if details |ike these
escaped her, she m ght have | et her fancy play upon the gold tint of the
sea at sunset, and thought how it |apped in coins of gold upon the
shingle. Little pleasure boats shoved out into it; the black arm of the
pi er hoarded it up. The whole city was pink and gol d; domed; mi st-

wr eat hed; resonant; strident. Banjoes strunmed; the parade snelt of tar
whi ch stuck to the heels; goats suddenly cantered their carriages

t hrough crowds. It was observed how well the Corporation had |aid out
the flower-beds. Sonmetinmes a straw hat was bl own away. Tulips burnt in
the sun. Nunbers of sponge-bag trousers were stretched in rows. Purple
bonnets fringed soft, pink, querulous faces on pillows in bath chairs.
Triangul ar hoardi ngs were wheel ed along by nen in white coats. Captain
Ceorge Boase had caught a monster shark. One side of the triangul ar
hoarding said so in red, blue, and yellow letters; and each |ine ended
with three differently col oured notes of exclanation

So that was a reason for going down into the Aquarium where the sallow
blinds, the stale snell of spirits of salt, the banboo chairs, the
tables with ash-trays, the revolving fish, the attendant knitting behind
si x or seven chocol ate boxes (often she was quite alone with the fish
for hours at a tine) remained in the mnd as part of the nonster shark
he hinmself being only a flabby yellow receptacle, |like an enpty

d adstone bag in a tank. No one had ever been cheered by the Aquarium
but the faces of those emerging quickly lost their dim chilled
expressi on when they perceived that it was only by standing in a queue
that one could be admitted to the pier. Once through the turnstiles,
every one wal ked for a yard or two very briskly; sone flagged at this
stall; others at that.



But it was the band that drew themall to it finally; even the fishernen
on the lower pier taking up their pitch within its range.

The band played in the Morish kiosk. Nunber nine went up on the board.
It was a waltz tune. The pale girls, the old widow | ady, the three Jews
| odgi ng in the same boardi ng- house, the dandy, the major, the horse-
deal er, and the gentleman of independent neans, all wore the sane

bl urred, drugged expression, and through the chinks in the planks at
their feet they could see the green sumrer waves, peacefully, am ably,
swaying round the iron pillars of the pier

But there was a tine when none of this had any existence (thought the
young man | eani ng against the railings). Fix your eyes upon the lady's
skirt; the grey one will do--above the pink silk stockings. It changes;
drapes her ankles--the nineties; then it anplifies--the seventies; now
it's burnished red and stretched above a crinoline--the sixties; a tiny
bl ack foot wearing a white cotton stocking peeps out. Still sitting
there? Yes--she's still on the pier. The silk nowis sprigged with
roses, but sonmehow one no | onger sees so clearly. There's no pier
beneath us. The heavy chariot may swi ng al ong the turnpi ke road, but
there's no pier for it to stop at, and how grey and turbulent the sea is
in the seventeenth century! Let's to the nuseum Cannon-balls; arrow
heads; Roman glass and a forceps green with verdigris. The Rev. Jaspar
Fl oyd dug themup at his own expense early in the forties in the Roman
canp on Dods Hill--see the little ticket with the faded witing on it.

And now, what's the next thing to see in Scarborough?

Ms. Flanders sat on the raised circle of the Roman canp, patching
Jacob' s breeches; only | ooking up as she sucked the end of her cotton,
or when sone insect dashed at her, booned in her ear, and was gone.

John kept trotting up and sl apping down in her |lap grass or dead | eaves
which he called "tea," and she arranged t hem nethodi cally but absent-

m ndedly, laying the flowery heads of the grasses together, thinking how
Archer had been awake again last night; the church clock was ten or
thirteen nmnutes fast; she wi shed she could buy Garfit's acre.

"That's an orchid | eaf, Johnny. Look at the little brown spots. Cone,
nmy dear. We nust go home. Ar-cher! Ja-cob!"

"Ar-cher! Ja-cob!" Johnny piped after her, pivoting round on his heel
and strewing the grass and |leaves in his hands as if he were sow ng
seed. Archer and Jacob junped up from behind the nound where they had
been crouching with the intention of springing upon their nother
unexpectedly, and they all began to walk slowy home.

"Who is that?" said Ms. Flanders, shading her eyes.
"That old man in the road?" said Archer, |ooking bel ow.

"He's not an old man," said Ms. Flanders. "He's--no, he's not--1
thought it was the Captain, but it's M. Floyd. Cone al ong, boys."

"Ch, bother M. Floyd!" said Jacob, switching off a thistle's head, for
he knew already that M. Floyd was going to teach them Latin, as indeed
he did for three years in his spare tinme, out of kindness, for there was
no ot her gentlenman in the nei ghbourhood whom Ms. Flanders coul d have
asked to do such a thing, and the el der boys were getting beyond her

and nust be got ready for school, and it was nore than nobst clergynmen
woul d have done, coming round after tea, or having themin his own room



--as he could fit it in--for the parish was a very |arge one, and M.
Floyd, like his father before him visited cottages nmles away on the
moors, and, like old M. Floyd, was a great scholar, which made it so
unl i kel y--she had never dreanmt of such a thing. Qught she to have
guessed? But |et alone being a scholar he was eight years younger than
she was. She knew his nother--old Ms. Floyd. She had tea there. And it
was that very eveni ng when she came back fromhaving tea with old Ms.
Fl oyd that she found the note in the hall and took it into the kitchen
wi th her when she went to give Rebecca the fish, thinking it nust be
sonet hi ng about the boys.

"M. Floyd brought it hinmself, did he?--1 think the cheese nust be in
the parcel in the hall--oh, in the hall--" for she was reading. No, it
was not about the boys.

"Yes, enough for fish-cakes to-norrow certainly--Perhaps Captain
Barfoot--" she had come to the word "l ove." She went into the garden and
read, |eaning against the walnut tree to steady herself. Up and down
went her breast. Seabrook canme so vividly before her. She shook her head
and was | ooking through her tears at the little shifting | eaves agai nst
the yell ow sky when three geese, half-running, half-flying, scuttled
across the lawn with Johnny behind them brandishing a stick

Ms. Flanders flushed w th anger

"How many tines have | told you?" she cried, and seized himand snatched
his stick away fromhim

"But they'd escaped!" he cried, struggling to get free.

"You're a very naughty boy. If I've told you once, |I've told you a
thousand tines. | won't have you chasing the geese!" she said, and
crumpling M. Floyd's letter in her hand, she held Johnny fast and
herded the geese back into the orchard.

"How could I think of marriage!" she said to herself bitterly, as she
fastened the gate with a piece of wire. She had always disliked red hair
in men, she thought, thinking of M. Floyd' s appearance, that night when
t he boys had gone to bed. And pushing her work-box away, she drew the

bl otti ng- paper towards her, and read M. Floyd' s letter again, and her
breast went up and down when she canme to the word "love," but not so
fast this time, for she saw Johnny chasing the geese, and knew that it
was i npossible for her to nmarry any one--let alone M. Floyd, who was so
much younger than she was, but what a nice man--and such a schol ar too.

"Dear M. Floyd," she wote.--"Did | forget about the cheese?" she
wonder ed, |aying down her pen. No, she had told Rebecca that the cheese
was in the hall. "I amnmuch surprised..." she wote.

But the letter which M. Floyd found on the table when he got up early
next nmorning did not begin "I ammuch surprised,” and it was such a

not herly, respectful, inconsequent, regretful letter that he kept it for
many years; long after his marriage with Mss Wnbush, of Andover; |ong
after he had left the village. For he asked for a parish in Sheffield,
whi ch was given him and, sending for Archer, Jacob, and John to say
good-bye, he told themto choose whatever they liked in his study to
renmenmber him by. Archer chose a paper-knife, because he did not like to
choose anything too good; Jacob chose the works of Byron in one vol ung;
John, who was still too young to nmake a proper choice, chose M. Floyd's
kitten, which his brothers thought an absurd choice, but M. Floyd
uphel d hi m when he said: "It has fur like you." Then M. Floyd spoke



about the King's Navy (to which Archer was going); and about Rugby (to
whi ch Jacob was going); and next day he received a silver salver and
went--first to Sheffield, where he met Mss Wnbush, who was on a visit
to her uncle, then to Hackney--then to Maresfield House, of which he
became the principal, and finally, beconming editor of a well-known
series of Ecclesiastical Biographies, he retired to Hanpstead with his
wi fe and daughter, and is often to be seen feeding the ducks on Leg of
Mutton Pond. As for Ms. Flanders's letter--when he | ooked for it the
other day he could not find it, and did not like to ask his w fe whether
she had put it away. Meeting Jacob in Piccadilly lately, he recognized
himafter three seconds. But Jacob had grown such a fine young man that
M. Floyd did not like to stop himin the street.

"Dear nme," said Ms. Flanders, when she read in the Scarborough and
Harrogate Courier that the Rev. Andrew Floyd, etc., etc., had been nade
Princi pal of Maresfield House, "that nust be our M. Floyd."

A slight gloomfell upon the table. Jacob was hel ping hinmself to jam
the postman was tal king to Rebecca in the kitchen; there was a bee
hunmmi ng at the yellow fl ower which nodded at the open wi ndow. They were
all alive, that is to say, while poor M. Floyd was becomni ng Principa
of Maresfield House.

M's. Flanders got up and went over to the fender and stroked Topaz on
t he neck behind the ears.

"Poor Topaz," she said (for M. Floyd's kitten was now a very old cat, a
little mangy behind the ears, and one of these days would have to be
killed).

"Poor old Topaz," said Ms. Flanders, as he stretched hinmself out in the
sun, and she sniled, thinking how she had had hi m gel ded, and how she
did not like red hair in nen. Smling, she went into the kitchen

Jacob drew rather a dirty pocket-handkerchi ef across his face. He went
upstairs to his room

The stag-beetle dies slowy (it was John who coll ected the beetles).
Even on the second day its |legs were supple. But the butterflies were
dead. A whiff of rotten eggs had vanqui shed the pal e clouded yell ows

whi ch cane pelting across the orchard and up Dods Hill and away on to
the nmoor, now | ost behind a furze bush, then off again helter-skelter in
a broiling sun. Afritillary basked on a white stone in the Ronan canp.
Fromthe valley cane the sound of church bells. They were all eating
roast beef in Scarborough; for it was Sunday when Jacob caught the pale
clouded yellows in the clover field, eight mles from hone.

Rebecca had caught the death's-head noth in the kitchen
A strong snell of canphor came fromthe butterfly boxes.

M xed with the snmell of canphor was the unnistakable snell of seaweed.
Tawny ri bbons hung on the door. The sun beat straight upon them

The upper wi ngs of the noth which Jacob held were undoubtedly narked
wi t h ki dney-shaped spots of a fulvous hue. But there was no crescent
upon t he underwi ng. The tree had fallen the night he caught it. There
had been a volley of pistol-shots suddenly in the depths of the wood.
And his nother had taken himfor a burglar when he cane hone late. The
only one of her sons who never obeyed her, she said.



Morris called it "an extrenely local insect found in danp or marshy
pl aces." But Morris is sonetinmes wong. Sonetines Jacob, choosing a very
fine pen, made a correction in the margin

The tree had fallen, though it was a wi ndless night, and the lantern
stood upon the ground, had |it up the still green | eaves and the dead
beech leaves. It was a dry place. A toad was there. And the red
underwi ng had circled round the Iight and flashed and gone. The red
underwi ng had never cone back, though Jacob had waited. It was after
twel ve when he crossed the |awn and saw his nmother in the bright room
pl ayi ng patience, sitting up

"How you frightened nel"™ she had cried. She thought sonething dreadfu
had happened. And he woke Rebecca, who had to be up so early.

There he stood pale, cone out of the depths of darkness, in the hot
room blinking at the light.

No, it could not be a straw bordered underw ng.

The nmowi ng- machi ne al ways wanted oiling. Barnet turned it under Jacob's
wi ndow, and it creaked--creaked, and rattled across the | awn and creaked
agai n.

Now it was cl oudi ng over.
Back cane the sun, dazzlingly.

It fell like an eye upon the stirrups, and then suddenly and yet very
gently rested upon the bed, upon the al arum cl ock, and upon the
butterfly box stood open. The pal e clouded yell ows had pelted over the
noor; they had zi gzagged across the purple clover. The fritillaries
flaunted al ong the hedgerows. The blues settled on little bones |ying on
the turf with the sun beating on them and the painted | adies and the
peacocks feasted upon bloody entrails dropped by a hawk. M| es away from
horme, in a hollow anpng teasles beneath a ruin, he had found the commas.
He had seen a white adniral circling higher and hi gher round an oak
tree, but he had never caught it. An old cottage wonan |iving al one,
high up, had told himof a purple butterfly which cane every sunmer to
her garden. The fox cubs played in the gorse in the early norning, she
told him And if you | ooked out at dawn you coul d al ways see two
badgers. Sonetines they knocked each other over |ike two boys fighting,
she sai d.

"You won't go far this afternoon, Jacob," said his nother, popping her
head in at the door, "for the Captain's conmng to say good-bye." It was
the last day of the Easter holidays.

Wednesday was Captain Barfoot's day. He dressed hinself very neatly in
bl ue serge, took his rubber-shod stick--for he was | ame and wanted two
fingers on the left hand, having served his country--and set out from
the house with the flagstaff precisely at four o' clock in the afternoon.

At three M. Dickens, the bath-chair nman, had called for Ms. Barfoot.
"Move me," she would say to M. Dickens, after sitting on the espl anade
for fifteen mnutes. And again, "That'll do, thank you, M. Dickens." At
the first command he woul d seek the sun; at the second he would stay the
chair there in the bright strip.

An ol d inhabitant hinmself, he had nuch in commpn with Ms. Barfoot--



James Coppard's daughter. The drinking-fountain, where West Street joins
Broad Street, is the gift of Janes Coppard, who was nayor at the tine of
Queen Victoria's jubilee, and Coppard is painted upon nunicipa

wat ering-carts and over shop wi ndows, and upon the zinc blinds of
solicitors' consulting-roomw ndows. But Ellen Barfoot never visited the
Aquarium (t hough she had known Captain Boase who had caught the shark
quite well), and when the nen came by with the posters she eyed them
superciliously, for she knew that she woul d never see the Pierrots, or

t he brothers Zeno, or Daisy Budd and her troupe of perform ng seals. For
Ell en Barfoot in her bath-chair on the esplanade was a prisoner--
civilization's prisoner--all the bars of her cage falling across the
espl anade on sunny days when the town hall, the drapery stores, the

swi mm ng- bath, and the nenorial hall striped the ground with shadow.

An ol d inhabitant hinmself, M. Dickens would stand a little behind her,
snoki ng his pipe. She woul d ask hi m questi ons--who peopl e were--who now
kept M. Jones's shop--then about the season--and had Ms. Dickens
tried, whatever it m ght be--the words issuing fromher |lips |like crunbs
of dry biscuit.

She cl osed her eyes. M. Dickens took a turn. The feelings of a man had
not altogether deserted him though as you saw hi m comi ng towards you,
you noticed how one knobbed bl ack boot swung tremulously in front of the
ot her; how there was a shadow between his wai stcoat and his trousers;
how he | eant forward unsteadily, like an old horse who finds hinself
suddenly out of the shafts drawing no cart. But as M. Dickens sucked in
the snmoke and puffed it out again, the feelings of a man were
perceptible in his eyes. He was thinking how Captain Barfoot was now on
his way to Mount Pleasant; Captain Barfoot, his master. For at hone in
the little sitting-roomabove the mews, with the canary in the w ndow,
and the girls at the sew ng-machine, and Ms. Dickens huddl ed up with
the rheumatics--at honme where he was nade little of, the thought of
being in the enpl oy of Captain Barfoot supported him He liked to think
that while he chatted with Ms. Barfoot on the front, he hel ped the
Captain on his way to Ms. Flanders. He, a nman, was in charge of Ms.
Barfoot, a woman.

Turni ng, he saw that she was chatting with Ms. Rogers. Turning again
he saw that Ms. Rogers had noved on. So he canme back to the bath-chair
and Ms. Barfoot asked himthe tine, and he took out his great silver
watch and told her the time very obligingly, as if he knew a great dea
nore about the time and everything than she did. But Ms. Barfoot knew
that Captain Barfoot was on his way to Ms. Flanders.

I ndeed he was well on his way there, having left the tram and seeing
Dods Hill to the south-east, green against a blue sky that was suffused
wi th dust col our on the horizon. He was narching up the hill. In spite
of his laneness there was sonething nilitary in his approach. Ms.
Jarvis, as she cane out of the Rectory gate, saw himcom ng, and her
Newf oundl and dog, Nero, slowy swept his tail fromside to side.

"Ch, Captain Barfoot!" Ms. Jarvis exclai ned

"Good-day, Ms. Jarvis," said the Captain

They wal ked on together, and when they reached Ms. Flanders's gate
Captain Barfoot took off his tweed cap, and said, bow ng very

courteously:

"Good-day to you, Ms. Jarvis."



And Ms. Jarvis wal ked on al one.

She was going to wal k on the noor. Had she again been pacing her |awn
| ate at night? Had she again tapped on the study wi ndow and cried: "Look
at the noon, |ook at the moon, Herbert!"

And Herbert | ooked at the npon.

Ms. Jarvis wal ked on the noor when she was unhappy, going as far as a
certai n saucer-shaped hol | ow, though she always neant to go to a nore
di stant ridge; and there she sat down, and took out the little book

hi dden beneath her cloak and read a few |lines of poetry, and | ooked
about her. She was not very unhappy, and, seeing that she was forty-
five, never perhaps would be very unhappy, desperately unhappy that is,
and | eave her husband, and ruin a good man's career, as she sonetines

t hr eat ened

Still there is no need to say what risks a clergyman's w fe runs when
she wal ks on the nmoor. Short, dark, with kindling eyes, a pheasant's
feather in her hat, Ms. Jarvis was just the sort of woman to | ose her
faith upon the nmoors--to confound her God with the universal that is--
but she did not |ose her faith, did not |eave her husband, never read
her poem t hrough, and went on wal king the noors, |ooking at the noon
behind the elmtrees, and feeling as she sat on the grass hi gh above
Scar borough. .. Yes, yes, when the |lark soars; when the sheep, noving a
step or two onwards, crop the turf, and at the same tine set their bells
tinkling; when the breeze first blows, then dies down, |eaving the cheek
ki ssed; when the ships on the sea bel ow seemto cross each ot her and
pass on as if drawn by an invisible hand; when there are distant
concussions in the air and phant om horsenen gal |l opi ng, ceasing; when the
hori zon swi ns blue, green, enotional--then Ms. Jarvis, heaving a sigh
thinks to herself, "If only sonme one could give ne... if | could give
sonme one...." But she does not know what she wants to give, nor who
could give it her.

"Ms. Flanders stepped out only five minutes ago, Captain," said
Rebecca. Captain Barfoot sat himdown in the armchair to wait. Resting
his el bows on the arns, putting one hand over the other, sticking his

| ane | eg straight out, and placing the stick with the rubber ferrule
beside it, he sat perfectly still. There was sonething rigid about him
Did he think? Probably the same thoughts again and again. But were they
"ni ce" thoughts, interesting thoughts? He was a man with a tenper

tenaci ous, faithful. Wnen would have felt, "Here is law. Here is order
Therefore we must cherish this man. He is on the Bridge at night," and,
handi ng hi m his cup, or whatever it m ght be, would run on to visions of
shi pw eck and di saster, in which all the passengers cone tunbling from
their cabins, and there is the captain, buttoned in his pea-jacket,

mat ched with the storm vanqui shed by it but by none other. "Yet | have
a soul,"” Ms. Jarvis would bethink her, as Captain Barfoot suddenly bl ew
his nose in a great red bandanna handkerchief, "and it's the man's
stupidity that's the cause of this, and the stormis nmy stormas well as
his"... so Ms. Jarvis would bethink her when the Captain dropped in to
see them and found Herbert out, and spent two or three hours, alnost
silent, sitting in the armchair. But Betty Flanders thought nothing of
t he ki nd.

"Ch, Captain," said Ms. Flanders, bursting into the draw ng-room "I
had to run after Barker's nman... | hope Rebecca... | hope Jacob..."

She was very nuch out of breath, yet not at all upset, and as she put
down the hearth-brush which she had bought of the oil-nman, she said it



was hot, flung the w ndow further open, straightened a cover, picked up
a book, as if she were very confident, very fond of the Captain, and a
great many years younger than he was. Indeed, in her blue apron she did
not look nmore than thirty-five. He was well over fifty.

She noved her hands about the table; the Captain noved his head from
side to side, and made little sounds, as Betty went on chattering,
conmpletely at his ease--after twenty years.

"Well," he said at length, "I've heard from M. Pol egate."

He had heard from M. Pol egate that he coul d advise nothing better than
to send a boy to one of the universities.

"M. Floyd was at Canbridge... no, at Oxford... well, at one or the
other," said Ms. Flanders.

She | ooked out of the window Little windows, and the Iilac and green of
the garden were reflected in her eyes.

"Archer is doing very well," she said. "I have a very nice report from
Captain Maxwel | ."
"I will leave you the letter to show Jacob," said the Captain, putting

it clumsily back in its envel ope.

"Jacob is after his butterflies as usual," said Ms. Flanders irritably,
but was surprised by a sudden afterthought, "Cricket begins this week,
of course."

"Edwar d Jenki nson has handed in his resignation," said Captain Barfoot.

"Then you will stand for the Council?" Ms. Flanders exclained, |ooking
the Captain full in the face

"Well, about that," Captain Barfoot began, settling hinself rather
deeper in his chair.

Jacob Fl anders, therefore, went up to Canbridge in Cctober, 1906.

CHAPTER THREE

"This is not a snoking-carriage," Ms. Norman protested, nervously but
very feebly, as the door swung open and a powerfully built young man
junped in. He seenmed not to hear her. The train did not stop before it
reached Canbri dge, and here she was shut up alone, in a railway
carriage, with a young nan.

She touched the spring of her dressing-case, and ascertained that the
scent-bottle and a novel from Mudie's were both handy (the young man was
standing up with his back to her, putting his bag in the rack). She
woul d throw the scent-bottle with her right hand, she decided, and tug

t he conmuni cation cord with her left. She was fifty years of age, and
had a son at college. Nevertheless, it is a fact that nen are dangerous.
She read half a columm of her newspaper; then stealthily | ooked over the
edge to decide the question of safety by the infallible test of
appearance.... She would like to offer himher paper. But do young nen



read the Morning Post? She | ooked to see what he was reading--the Daily
Tel egraph

Taki ng note of socks (loose), of tie (shabby), she once nore reached his
face. She dwelt upon his mouth. The lips were shut. The eyes bent down,
since he was reading. All was firm yet youthful, indifferent,

unconsci ous--as for knocki ng one down! No, no, no! She | ooked out of the
wi ndow, smling slightly now, and then came back again, for he didn't
noti ce her. Grave, unconscious... now he | ooked up, past her... he
seemed so out of place, sonehow, alone with an elderly lady... then he
fixed his eyes--which were blue--on the | andscape. He had not realized
her presence, she thought. Yet it was none of HER fault that this was
not a snoking-carriage--if that was what he neant.

Nobody sees any one as he is, let alone an elderly lady sitting opposite
a strange young man in a railway carriage. They see a whol e--they see
all sorts of things--they see thenselves.... Ms. Norman now read three
pages of one of M. Norris's novels. Should she say to the young nan
(and after all he was just the same age as her own boy): "If you want to
snoke, don't mind ne"? No: he seened absolutely indifferent to her
presence... she did not wish to interrupt.

But since, even at her age, she noted his indifference, presumably he
was in sonme way or other--to her at |east--nice, handsone, interesting,
di stingui shed, well built, like her own boy? One nust do the best one
can with her report. Anyhow, this was Jacob Flanders, aged nineteen. It
is no use trying to sum people up. One nust follow hints, not exactly
what is said, nor yet entirely what is done--for instance, when the
train drewinto the station, M. Flanders burst open the door, and put
the I ady's dressing-case out for her, saying, or rather nunbling: "Let
nme" very shyly; indeed he was rather clunmsy about it.

"Who..." said the | ady, neeting her son; but as there was a great crowd
on the platformand Jacob had al ready gone, she did not finish her
sentence. As this was Canbridge, as she was staying there for the week-
end, as she saw nothing but young nmen all day long, in streets and round
tables, this sight of her fellowtraveller was conpletely lost in her

m nd, as the crooked pin dropped by a child into the wishing-well twirls
in the water and di sappears for ever.

They say the sky is the sane everywhere. Travellers, the shipw ecked,
exiles, and the dying draw confort fromthe thought, and no doubt if you
are of a nystical tendency, consolation, and even expl anation, shower
down fromthe unbroken surface. But above Canbri dge--anyhow above the
roof of King's College Chapel--there is a difference. Qut at sea a great
city will cast a brightness into the night. Is it fanciful to suppose

t he sky, washed into the crevices of King's College Chapel, lighter,
thinner, nore sparkling than the sky el sewhere? Does Canbri dge burn not
only into the night, but into the day?

Look, as they pass into service, how airily the gowns bl ow out, as

t hough not hi ng dense and corporeal were within. Wat scul ptured faces,
what certainty, authority controlled by piety, although great boots
march under the gowns. In what orderly procession they advance. Thick
wax candl es stand upright; young nmen rise in white gowns; while the
subservi ent eagle bears up for inspection the great white book.

An inclined plane of |ight cones accurately through each w ndow, purple
and yellow even in its nost diffused dust, while, where it breaks upon
stone, that stone is softly chal ked red, yellow, and purple. Neither
snow nor greenery, w nter nor sunmer, has power over the old stained



glass. As the sides of a lantern protect the flanme so that it burns
steady even in the wildest night--burns steady and gravely illum nes the
tree-trunks--so inside the Chapel all was orderly. G avely sounded the
voi ces; wisely the organ replied, as if buttressing human faith with the
assent of the elenents. The white-robed figures crossed fromside to

si de; now nounted steps, now descended, all very orderly.

If you stand a lantern under a tree every insect in the forest
creeps up to it--a curious assenbly, since though they scranble and
swi ng and knock their heads against the glass, they seemto have no
pur pose- - sonet hi ng sensel ess inspires them One gets tired of watching
them as they anble round the lantern and blindly tap as if for
adm ttance, one |large toad being the nost besotted of any and
shoul dering his way through the rest. Ah, but what's that? A terrifying
vol I ey of pistol-shots rings out--cracks sharply; ripples spread--
silence |l aps snooth over sound. Atree--a tree has fallen, a sort of
death in the forest. After that, the wind in the trees sounds
mel anchol y.

But this service in King's College Chapel --why all ow wonen to take part
init? Surely, if the mind wanders (and Jacob | ooked extraordinarily
vacant, his head thrown back, his hymm-book open at the wong place), if
the m nd wanders it is because several hat shops and cupboards upon
cupboards of coloured dresses are displayed upon rush-bottoned chairs.
Though heads and bodi es may be devout enough, one has a sense of

i ndi vi dual s--sone |ike blue, others brown; sonme feathers, others pansies
and forget-me-nots. No one would think of bringing a dog into church.
For though a dog is all very well on a gravel path, and shows no

di srespect to flowers, the way he wanders down an aisle, |ooking,
lifting a paw, and approaching a pillar with a purpose that nakes the

bl ood run cold with horror (should you be one of a congregation--al one,
shyness is out of the question), a dog destroys the service conpletely.
So do these wonen--though separately devout, distinguished, and vouched
for by the theol ogy, mathematics, Latin, and G eek of their husbands.
Heaven knows why it is. For one thing, thought Jacob, they're as ugly as
sin.

Now t here was a scraping and nmurnuring. He caught Tinmry Durrant's eye;
| ooked very sternly at him and then, very solemmly, w nked.
"Waverley," the villa on the road to Grton was called, not that M.

Pl umer admired Scott or woul d have chosen any nanme at all, but nanes are
useful when you have to entertain undergraduates, and as they sat
waiting for the fourth undergraduate, on Sunday at |unch-tine, there was
tal k of names upon gates.

"How tiresone," Ms. Plumer interrupted inpulsively. "Does anybody know
M. Fl anders?"

M. Durrant knew him and therefore blushed slightly, and said,
awkwar dl y, sonet hi ng about being sure--looking at M. Plunmer and
hitching the right leg of his trouser as he spoke. M. Plunmer got up and
stood in front of the fireplace. Ms. Pluner |aughed like a
straightforward friendly fellow In short, anything nore horrible than
the scene, the setting, the prospect, even the May garden being
afflicted with chill sterility and a cloud choosing that nmonent to cross
t he sun, cannot be inmagi ned. There was the garden, of course. Every one
at the sane nonent |ooked at it. OMng to the cloud, the |eaves ruffled
grey, and the sparrows--there were two sparrows.

"I think," said Ms. Plunmer, taking advantage of the nmomentary respite,



whil e the young nen stared at the garden, to | ook at her husband, and
he, not accepting full responsibility for the act, neverthel ess touched
the bell.

There can be no excuse for this outrage upon one hour of human life,
save the reflection which occurred to M. Plunmer as he carved the
nmutton, that if no don ever gave a luncheon party, if Sunday after
Sunday passed, if men went down, becane | awyers, doctors, nenbers of
Parliament, business nen--if no don ever gave a |luncheon party--

"Now, does |anb nmake the mint sauce, or nint sauce make the |anb?" he
asked the young man next him to break a silence which had al ready
| asted five mnutes and a hal f.

"l don't know, sir," said the young man, blushing very vividly.

At this nmoment in cane M. Flanders. He had nistaken the tine.

Now, though they had finished their neat, Ms. Plumer took a second
hel pi ng of cabbage. Jacob determined, of course, that he would eat his
meat in the time it took her to finish her cabbage, |ooking once or
twice to neasure his speed--only he was infernally hungry. Seeing this,
M's. Pluner said that she was sure M. Flanders would not mnd--and the
tart was brought in. Nodding in a peculiar way, she directed the maid to
give M. Flanders a second hel ping of nutton. She gl anced at the nutton.
Not much of the leg would be left for |uncheon

It was none of her fault--since how could she control her father
begetting her forty years ago in the suburbs of Manchester? and once
begotten, how could she do other than grow up cheese-paring, anbitious,
with an instinctively accurate notion of the rungs of the |adder and an
ant-like assiduity in pushing George Plunmer ahead of her to the top of
the | adder? What was at the top of the ladder? A sense that all the
rungs were beneath one apparently; since by the time that George Pl uner
became Professor of Physics, or whatever it mght be, Ms. Pluner could
only be in a condition to cling tight to her em nence, peer down at the
ground, and goad her two plain daughters to clinb the rungs of the

| adder.

"I was down at the races yesterday,"
girls.”

she said, "with ny two little

It was none of THEIR fault either. In they cane to the drawing-room in
white frocks and bl ue sashes. They handed the cigarettes. Rhoda had
inherited her father's cold grey eyes. Cold grey eyes George Pluner had,
but in themwas an abstract Iight. He could tal k about Persia and the
Trade wi nds, the ReformBill and the cycle of the harvests. Books were
on his shelves by Wlls and Shaw, on the table serious six-penny
weeklies witten by pale men in nuddy boots--the weekly creak and
screech of brains rinsed in cold water and wung dry--nel ancholy papers.

"I don't feel that | know the truth about anything till I've read them
both!" said Ms. Pluner brightly, tapping the table of contents with her
bare red hand, upon which the ring | ooked so i ncongruous.

"Ch God, oh God, oh God!" exclaimed Jacob, as the four undergraduates
| eft the house. "Ch, ny CGod!"

"Bl oody beastly!" he said, scanning the street for lilac or bicycle--
anything to restore his sense of freedom



"Bl oody beastly," he said to Timmy Durrant, sunming up his disconfort at
the world shown himat lunch-time, a world capable of existing--there
was no doubt about that--but so unnecessary, such a thing to believe in--
Shaw and Wells and the serious sixpenny weeklies! Wiat were they after,
scrubbi ng and denolishing, these elderly people? Had they never read
Honer, Shakespeare, the Elizabethans? He saw it clearly outlined agai nst
the feelings he drew fromyouth and natural inclination. The poor devils
had rigged up this meagre object. Yet something of pity was in him

Those wetched little girls--

The extent to which he was di sturbed proves that he was al ready agog.

I nsol ent he was and inexperienced, but sure enough the cities which the
el derly of the race have built upon the skyline showed |ike brick

subur bs, barracks, and places of discipline against a red and yel |l ow
flame. He was inpressionable; but the word is contradicted by the
conposure with which he hollowed his hand to screen a natch. He was a
young nan of substance.

Anyhow, whet her undergraduate or shop boy, man or wonan, it nust come as
a shock about the age of twenty--the world of the elderly--thrown up in
such bl ack outline upon what we are; upon the reality; the nmoors and
Byron; the sea and the |ighthouse; the sheep's jaw with the yell ow teeth
init; upon the obstinate irrepressible conviction which makes youth so
intol erably disagreeable--"I amwhat | am and intend to be it," for
which there will be no formin the world unl ess Jacob rmakes one for
himsel f. The Pluners will try to prevent himfrommaking it. Wells and
Shaw and the serious sixpenny weeklies will sit on its head. Every tine
he | unches out on Sunday--at dinner parties and tea parties--there wll
be this sane shock--horror--disconfort--then pleasure, for he draws into
himat every step as he wal ks by the river such steady certainty, such
reassurance fromall sides, the trees bowi ng, the grey spires soft in

t he bl ue, voices blowi ng and seem ng suspended in the air, the springy
air of May, the elastic air with its particles--chestnut bloom pollen
whatever it is that gives the May air its potency, blurring the trees,
gunmi ng the buds, daubing the green. And the river too runs past, not at
flood, nor swiftly, but cloying the oar that dips in it and drops white
drops fromthe blade, sw nming green and deep over the bowed rushes, as
if lavishly caressing them

VWhere they noored their boat the trees showered down, so that their
topnost leaves trailed in the ripples and the green wedge that lay in
the water being nmade of |eaves shifted in |eaf-breadths as the rea

| eaves shifted. Now there was a shiver of wind--instantly an edge of
sky; and as Durrant ate cherries he dropped the stunted yellow cherries
t hrough the green wedge of |eaves, their stalks tw nkling as they
wiggled in and out, and sonetinmes one half-bitten cherry would go down
red into the green. The neadow was on a level with Jacob's eyes as he
lay back; gilt with buttercups, but the grass did not run like the thin
green water of the graveyard grass about to overfl ow the tonbstones, but
stood juicy and thick. Looking up, backwards, he saw the |egs of
children deep in the grass, and the | egs of cows. Miunch, nunch, he
heard; then a short step through the grass; then again nmunch, nunch,
munch, as they tore the grass short at the roots. In front of himtwo
white butterflies circled higher and higher round the el mtree.

"Jacob's off," thought Durrant | ooking up fromhis novel. He kept
readi ng a few pages and then | ooking up in a curiously methodica

manner, and each tinme he | ooked up he took a few cherries out of the bag
and ate them abstractedly. O her boats passed them crossing the
backwater fromside to side to avoid each other, for nmany were now
nmoored, and there were now white dresses and a flaw in the columm of air



bet ween two trees, round which curled a thread of blue--Lady Mller's
picnic party. Still nore boats kept comi ng, and Durrant, wi thout getting
up, shoved their boat closer to the bank

"Ch-h-h-h," groaned Jacob, as the boat rocked, and the trees rocked, and
the white dresses and the white flannel trousers drew out |ong and
wavering up the bank.

"Ch-h-h-h!" He sat up, and felt as if a piece of elastic had snapped in
his face.

"They're friends of ny nother's," said Durrant. "So old Bow took no end

of trouble about the boat."

And this boat had gone from Falnouth to St. Ives Bay, all round the
coast. A larger boat, a ten-ton yacht, about the twentieth of June,
properly fitted out, Durrant said..

"There's the cash difficulty," said Jacob

"My people'll see to that,'
deceased).

said Durrant (the son of a banker

"I intend to preserve ny econom ¢ i ndependence,” said Jacob stiffly. (He
was getting excited.)

"My nother said sonething about going to Harrogate," he said with a
little annoyance, feeling the pocket where he kept his letters.

"Was that true about your uncle becom ng a Mohamedan?" asked Ti mmy
Durrant.

Jacob had told the story of his Uncle Morty in Durrant's roomthe night
bef ore.

"l expect he's feeding the sharks, if the truth were known," said Jacob.
"I say, Durrant, there's none left!" he exclained, crunpling the bag

whi ch had held the cherries, and throwing it into the river. He saw Lady
Mller's picnic party on the island as he threw the bag into the river.

A sort of awkwardness, grunpiness, gloomcanme into his eyes.

"Shall we nove on... this beastly crowd..." he said.

So up they went, past the island.

The feathery white noon never |let the sky grow dark; all night the
chestnut bl ossons were white in the green; dimwas the cowparsley in
t he neadows.

The waiters at Trinity nmust have been shuffling china plates |ike cards,
fromthe clatter that could be heard in the Great Court. Jacob's roons,
however, were in Neville's Court; at the top; so that reaching his door
one went in alittle out of breath; but he wasn't there. Dining in Hall
presunably. It will be quite dark in Neville's Court |ong before

m dnight, only the pillars opposite will always be white, and the
fountains. A curious effect the gate has, |like |ace upon pal e green

Even in the wi ndow you hear the plates; a humof talk, too, fromthe
diners; the Hall |it up, and the sw ng-doors opening and shutting with a
soft thud. Sonme are |ate.



Jacob's roomhad a round table and two | ow chairs. There were yell ow
flags in a jar on the nantel pi ece; a photograph of his nother; cards
fromsocieties with little raised crescents, coats of arns, and
initials; notes and pipes; on the table lay paper ruled with a red

mar gi n--an essay, no doubt--"Does History consist of the Bi ographies of
Great Men?" There were books enough; very few French books; but then any
one who's worth anything reads just what he |ikes, as the npod takes
him w th extravagant enthusiasm Lives of the Duke of Wellington, for
exanpl e; Spinoza; the works of Dickens; the Faery Queen; a G eek
dictionary with the petals of poppies pressed to silk between the pages;
all the Elizabethans. Hi s slippers were incredibly shabby, Iike boats
burnt to the water's rim Then there were photographs fromthe G eeks,
and a nmezzotint from Sir Joshua--all very English. The works of Jane
Austen, too, in deference, perhaps, to some one else's standard. Carlyle
was a prize. There were books upon the Italian painters of the

Renai ssance, a Manual of the Diseases of the Horse, and all the usua
text-books. Listless is the air in an enpty room just swelling the
curtain; the flowers in the jar shift. One fibre in the wi cker armchair
creaks, though no one sits there.

Coming down the steps a little sideways [Jacob sat on the w ndow seat
talking to Durrant; he snoked, and Durrant |ooked at the map], the old
man, with his hands | ocked behind him his gown floating black, |urched,
unsteadily, near the wall; then, upstairs he went into his room Then
anot her, who raised his hand and praised the columms, the gate, the sky;
anot her, tripping and snug. Each went up a staircase; three lights were
it in the dark w ndows.

If any light burns above Canbridge, it nust be fromthree such roons;
Greek burns here; science there; philosophy on the ground floor. Poor
old Huxtable can't wal k straight;--Sopwith, too, has praised the sky any
ni ght these twenty years; and Cowan still chuckles at the sane stories.
It is not sinple, or pure, or wholly splendid, the | anp of | earning,
since if you see themthere under its |ight (whether Rossetti's on the
wal I, or Van Gogh reproduced, whether there are lilacs in the bow or
rusty pipes), how priestly they [ook! How |like a suburb where you go to
see a view and eat a special cake! "W are the sole purveyors of this
cake." Back you go to London; for the treat is over.

A d Professor Huxtable, performng with the nethod of a clock his change
of dress, let hinmself down into his chair; filled his pipe; chose his
paper; crossed his feet; and extracted his glasses. The whole fl esh of

his face then fell into folds as if props were renoved. Yet strip a
whol e seat of an underground railway carriage of its heads and ol d
Huxt abl e's head will hold themall. Now, as his eye goes down the print,

what a procession tranps through the corridors of his brain, orderly,
qui ck-steppi ng, and reinforced, as the nmarch goes on, by fresh runnels,

till the whole hall, done, whatever one calls it, is populous wth
i deas. Such a nuster takes place in no other brain. Yet sonmetinmes there
he'll sit for hours together, gripping the armof the chair, like a nman

hol di ng fast because stranded, and then, just because his corn tw nges,
or it may be the gout, what execrations, and, dear ne, to hear himtalk
of nmoney, taking out his |eather purse and grudgi ng even the snall est
silver coin, secretive and suspicious as an ol d peasant woman with al

her lies. Strange paralysis and constriction--marvellous illumnation
Serene over it all rides the great full brow, and sonetimes asleep or in
t he qui et spaces of the night you mght fancy that on a pillow of stone
he lay triunphant.

Sopwi th, neanwhile, advancing with a curious trip fromthe fire-pl ace,
cut the chocol ate cake into segments. Until midnight or |ater there



woul d be undergraduates in his room sonetines as nany as twel ve,
sonetimes three or four; but nobody got up when they went or when they
canme; Sopwith went on tal king. Tal king, talking, talking--as if
everything could be tal ked--the soul itself slipped through the lips in
thin silver disks which dissolve in young nen's minds |like silver, like
noonlight. Ch, far away they'd remenber it, and deep in dul ness gaze
back on it, and cone to refresh thensel ves again

"Well, | never. That's old Chucky. My dear boy, how s the world treating
you?" And in came poor little Chucky, the unsuccessful provincial

St enhouse his real name, but of course Sopwi th brought back by using the
ot her everything, everything, "all | could never be"--yes, though next
day, buying his newspaper and catching the early train, it all seened to
hi m chi |l di sh, absurd; the chocol ate cake, the young nen; Sopw th sunm ng
things up; no, not all; he would send his son there. He woul d save every
penny to send his son there

Sopwith went on talking; twining stiff fibres of awkward speech--things
young men blurted out--plaiting themround his own snooth garl and,
maki ng the bright side show, the vivid greens, the sharp thorns,
manl i ness. He loved it. Indeed to Sopwith a nan could say anyt hing,
until perhaps he'd grown old, or gone under, gone deep, when the silver
di sks would tinkle hollow, and the inscription read a little too sinple,
and the old stanp | ook too pure, and the inpress always the sane--a
Greek boy's head. But he would respect still. A woman, divining the
priest, would, involuntarily, despise.

Cowan, Erasmus Cowan, sipped his port alone, or with one rosy little
man, whose nenory held precisely the sane span of tine; sipped his port,
and told his stories, and w thout book before himintoned Latin, Virgi
and Catullus, as if language were wi ne upon his lips. Only--sonetines it
will come over one--what if the poet strode in? "TH S ny i nage?" he

m ght ask, pointing to the chubby man, whose brain is, after all
Virgil's representative anong us, though the body gluttonize, and as for
arms, bees, or even the plough, Cowan takes his trips abroad with a
French novel in his pocket, a rug about his knees, and is thankful to be
horme again in his place, in his Iine, holding up in his snug little
mrror the image of Virgil, all rayed round with good stories of the
dons of Trinity and red beans of port. But |anguage is w ne upon his
lips. Nowhere else would Virgil hear the |like. And though, as she goes
sauntering along the Backs, old M ss Unphel by sings hi mnel odi ously
enough, accurately too, she is always brought up by this question as she
reaches Clare Bridge: "But if | nmet him what should | wear?"--and then
taki ng her way up the avenue towards Newnham she |lets her fancy play
upon other details of nmen's neeting with wonmen whi ch have never got into
print. Her lectures, therefore, are not half so well attended as those
of Cowan, and the thing she night have said in elucidation of the text
for ever left out. In short, face a teacher with the i mage of the taught
and the mrror breaks. But Cowan sipped his port, his exaltation over,
no | onger the representative of Virgil. No, the builder, assessor
surveyor, rather; ruling |lines between nanes, hanging |ists above doors.
Such is the fabric through which the light nust shine, if shine it can--
the Iight of all these |anguages, Chinese and Russi an, Persian and
Arabic, of synbols and figures, of history, of things that are known and
things that are about to be known. So that if at night, far out at sea
over the tunbling waves, one saw a haze on the waters, a city

illum nated, a whiteness even in the sky, such as that now over the Hal
of Trinity where they're still dining, or washing up plates, that would
be the light burning there--the |ight of Canbridge.

"Let's go round to Sinmeon's room" said Jacob, and they rolled up the



map, having got the whole thing settled.

Al the |ights were com ng out round the court, and falling on the

cobbl es, picking out dark patches of grass and single daisies. The young
nmen were now back in their roons. Heaven knows what they were doing.

What was it that could DROP like that? And | eaning down over a foam ng
wi ndow box, one stopped another hurrying past, and upstairs they went
and down they went, until a sort of fulness settled on the court, the
hive full of bees, the bees home thick with gold, drowsy, hunm ng
suddenly vocal ; the Monlight Sonata answered by a waltz.

The Moonlight Sonata tinkled away; the waltz crashed. Although young nen
still went in and out, they wal ked as if keeping engagenments. Now and
then there was a thud, as if sonme heavy piece of furniture had fallen
unexpectedly, of its own accord, not in the general stir of life after
di nner. One supposed that young nmen raised their eyes fromtheir books

as the furniture fell. Were they reading? Certainly there was a sense of
concentration in the air. Behind the grey walls sat so many young nen,
sone undoubt edly readi ng, magazi nes, shilling shockers, no doubt; |egs,

per haps, over the arns of chairs; snoking; sprawling over tables, and
witing while their heads went round in a circle as the pen noved--

si npl e young nen, these, who woul d--but there is no need to think of
them grown ol d; others eating sweets; here they boxed; and, well, M.
Hawki ns nust have been mad suddenly to throw up his wi ndow and baw :
"Jo--seph! Jo--seph!" and then he ran as hard as ever he coul d across
the court, while an elderly man, in a green apron, carrying an i nrense
pile of tin covers, hesitated, balanced, and then went on. But this was
a diversion. There were young nen who read, lying in shallow armchairs,
hol ding their books as if they had hold in their hands of sonething that
woul d see them through; they being all in a tornent, com ng from mdl and
towns, clergymen's sons. Others read Keats. And those long histories in
many vol umes--surely sone one was now begi nning at the beginning in
order to understand the Holy Roman Enpire, as one nmust. That was part of
the concentration, though it would be dangerous on a hot spring night--
danger ous, perhaps, to concentrate too much upon single books, actua
chapters, when at any nonment the door opened and Jacob appeared; or

Ri chard Bonany, reading Keats no | onger, began nmeking |long pink spills
froman ol d newspaper, bending forward, and | ooking eager and contented
no nore, but alnost fierce. Wiy? Only perhaps that Keats died young--one
wants to wite poetry too and to | ove--oh, the brutes! It's damably
difficult. But, after all, not so difficult if on the next staircase, in
the large room there are two, three, five young nen all convinced of
this--of brutality, that is, and the clear division between right and
wrong. There was a sofa, chairs, a square table, and the wi ndow bei ng
open, one could see how they sat--1egs issuing here, one there crunpled
in a corner of the sofa; and, presumably, for you could not see him
sonmebody stood by the fender, tal king. Anyhow, Jacob, who sat astride a
chair and ate dates froma |ong box, burst out |aughing. The answer cane
fromthe sofa corner; for his pipe was held in the air, then repl aced.
Jacob wheel ed round. He had sonething to say to THAT, though the sturdy
red-haired boy at the table seened to deny it, wagging his head slowy
fromside to side; and then, taking out his penknife, he dug the point
of it again and again into a knot in the table, as if affirm ng that the
voice fromthe fender spoke the truth--which Jacob could not deny.
Possi bl y, when he had done arrangi ng the date-stones, he mght find
something to say to it--indeed his |ips opened--only then there broke
out a roar of |aughter.

The laughter died in the air. The sound of it could scarcely have
reached any one standing by the Chapel, which stretched al ong the
opposite side of the court. The laughter died out, and only gestures of



arns, nmovenments of bodies, could be seen shaping sonething in the room
Was it an argunent? A bet on the boat races? Was it nothing of the sort?
What was shaped by the arnms and bodies noving in the twlight roonf

A step or two beyond the wi ndow there was nothing at all, except the
encl osi ng buil di ngs--chi meys upright, roofs horizontal; too much brick
and building for a May night, perhaps. And then before one's eyes would
cone the bare hills of Turkey--sharp lines, dry earth, coloured flowers,
and col our on the shoul ders of the wonen, standi ng naked-I|egged in the
streamto beat |linen on the stones. The stream rmade | oops of water round
their ankles. But none of that could show clearly through the swaddlings
and bl anketings of the Canbridge night. The stroke of the clock even was
muffled; as if intoned by sonebody reverent froma pulpit; as if
generations of |earned nmen heard the last hour go rolling through their
ranks and issued it, already snooth and tinme-worn, with their blessing,
for the use of the living.

Was it to receive this gift fromthe past that the young man cane to the
wi ndow and stood there, |ooking out across the court? It was Jacob. He
stood snmoking his pipe while the |ast stroke of the clock purred softly
round him Perhaps there had been an argument. He | ooked sati sfi ed;

i ndeed masterly; which expression changed slightly as he stood there,

t he sound of the clock conveying to him (it may be) a sense of old

buil dings and time; and hinself the inheritor; and then to-nmorrow, and
friends; at the thought of whom in sheer confidence and pl easure, it
seened, he yawned and stretched hinsel f.

Meanwhi | e behi nd himthe shape they had nade, whether by argunent or
not, the spiritual shape, hard yet epheneral, as of glass conpared with
the dark stone of the Chapel, was dashed to splinters, young nen rising
fromchairs and sofa corners, buzzing and bargi ng about the room one
driving anot her agai nst the bedroom door, which giving way, in they
fell. Then Jacob was left there, in the shallow armchair, alone with
Mashan®? Anderson? Sineon? Ch, it was Sineon. The others had all gone.

"... Julian the Apostate...." Wiich of themsaid that and the other
words murnured round it? But about midnight there sonetines rises, like
a veiled figure suddenly woken, a heavy wi nd; and this now fl apping
through Trinity lifted unseen | eaves and blurred everything. "Julian the
Apostate"--and then the wind. Up go the el mbranches, out blow the
sails, the old schooners rear and plunge, the grey waves in the hot

I ndian Ccean tunble sultrily, and then all falls flat again

So, if the veiled | ady stepped through the Courts of Trinity, she now
drowsed once nore, all her draperies about her, her head against a
pillar.

"Somehow it seenms to matter."
The | ow voi ce was Si neon's.

The voice was even | ower that answered him The sharp tap of a pipe on
t he mant el pi ece cancel |l ed the words. And perhaps Jacob only said "hum
or said nothing at all. True, the words were inaudible. It was the
intimacy, a sort of spiritual suppleness, when nind prints upon m nd

i ndel i bly.

"Well, you seemto have studied the subject," said Jacob, rising and
standi ng over Sineon's chair. He balanced hinself; he swayed a little.
He appeared extraordinarily happy, as if his pleasure would brimand
spill down the sides if Simeon spoke.



Si meon sai d nothing. Jacob remmi ned standing. But intinacy--the room was
full of it, still, deep, like a pool. Wthout need of novenment or speech
it rose softly and washed over everything, nollifying, kindling, and
coating the mind with the lustre of pearl, so that if you talk of a
light, of Canbridge burning, it's not |anguages only. It's Julian the
Apost at e.

But Jacob noved. He nmurnured good-night. He went out into the court. He
buttoned his jacket across his chest. He went back to his rooms, and
bei ng the only nman who wal ked at that nmonent back to his roons, his
footsteps rang out, his figure |l oonmed | arge. Back fromthe Chapel, back
fromthe Hall, back fromthe Library, cane the sound of his footsteps,
as if the old stone echoed with magi sterial authority: "The young man--
t he young man--the young man-back to his roomns."

CHAPTER FOUR

VWhat's the use of trying to read Shakespeare, especially in one of those
little thin paper editions whose pages get ruffled, or stuck together

wi th sea-water? Although the plays of Shakespeare had frequently been
prai sed, even quoted, and placed higher than the G eek, never since they
started had Jacob managed to read one through. Yet what an opportunity!

For the Scilly Isles had been sighted by Timmy Durrant lying |ike
nmount ai n-tops al nost a-wash in precisely the right place. Hs

cal cul ati ons had worked perfectly, and really the sight of himsitting
there, with his hand on the tiller, rosy gilled, with a sprout of beard,
| ooking sternly at the stars, then at a conpass, spelling out quite
correctly his page of the eternal |esson-book, would have noved a woman.
Jacob, of course, was not a wonman. The sight of Timy Durrant was no
sight for him nothing to set against the sky and worship; far fromit.
They had quarrelled. Wiy the right way to open a tin of beef, with
Shakespeare on board, under conditions of such splendour, should have
turned themto sul ky school boys, none can tell. Tinned beef is cold
eating, though; and salt water spoils biscuits; and the waves tunble and
[ollop nuch the sanme hour after hour--tunble and lollop all across the
hori zon. Now a spray of seaweed floats past-now a | og of wood. Ships
have been wecked here. One or two go past, keeping their own side of
the road. Timy knew where they were bound, what their cargoes were,
and, by | ooking through his glass, could tell the name of the line, and
even guess what dividends it paid its sharehol ders. Yet that was no
reason for Jacob to turn sul ky.

The Scilly Isles had the | ook of mountain-tops al nost a-wash. ..
Unfortunately, Jacob broke the pin of the Prinus stove.

The Scilly Isles might well be obliterated by a roller sweeping straight
acr oss.

But one nust give young nen the credit of adnmitting that, though
br eakfast eaten under these circunstances is grim it is sincere enough.
No need to nake conversation. They got out their pipes.

Timmy wote up sone scientific observations; and--what was the question
that broke the silence--the exact tinme or the day of the nonth? anyhow,
it was spoken wi thout the | east awkwardness; in the nost nmatter-of-fact



way in the world; and then Jacob began to unbutton his clothes and sat
naked, save for his shirt, intending, apparently, to bathe.

The Scilly Isles were turning bluish; and suddenly blue, purple, and
green flushed the sea; left it grey; struck a stripe which vani shed; but
when Jacob had got his shirt over his head the whole floor of the waves
was bl ue and white, rippling and crisp, though now and again a broad
purpl e mark appeared, like a bruise; or there floated an entire enerald
tinged with yellow. He plunged. He gulped in water, spat it out, struck
with his right arm struck with his left, was towed by a rope, gasped
spl ashed, and was haul ed on board.

The seat in the boat was positively hot, and the sun warned his back as
he sat naked with a towel in his hand, |ooking at the Scilly Isles

whi ch--confound it! the sail flapped. Shakespeare was knocked overboard.
There you could see himfloating nerrily away, with all his pages
ruffling innunerably; and then he went under

Strangely enough, you could snell violets, or if violets were inpossible
in July, they nust grow sonething very pungent on the mainland then. The
mai nl and, not so very far off--you could see clefts in the cliffs, white
cottages, snmoke going up--wore an extraordi nary | ook of calm of sunny
peace, as if wi sdom and piety had descended upon the dwellers there. Now
a cry sounded, as of a man calling pilchards in a main street. It wore
an extraordi nary | ook of piety and peace, as if old men snoked by the

door, and girls stood, hands on hips, at the well, and horses stood; as
if the end of the world had conme, and cabbage fields and stone walls,
and coast-guard stations, and, above all, the white sand bays with the

waves breaki ng unseen by any one, rose to heaven in a kind of ecstasy.

But inperceptibly the cottage snoke droops, has the | ook of a mourning
enblem a flag floating its caress over a grave. The gulls, making their
broad flight and then riding at peace, seemto nark the grave.

No doubt if this were Italy, Greece, or even the shores of Spain

sadness woul d be routed by strangeness and excitenment and the nudge of a
cl assi cal education. But the Cornish hills have stark chi meys standi ng
on them and, sonehow or other, loveliness is infernally sad. Yes, the
chi meys and the coast-guard stations and the little bays with the waves
br eaki ng unseen by any one make one renmenber the overpowering sorrow.
And what can this sorrow be?

It is brewed by the earth itself. It cones fromthe houses on the coast.
We start transparent, and then the cloud thickens. Al history backs our
pane of glass. To escape is vain

But whether this is the right interpretation of Jacob's gl oomas he sat
naked, in the sun, |looking at the Land's End, it is inpossible to say;
for he never spoke a word. Timy sonetinmes wondered (only for a second)

whet her his people bothered him... No matter. There are things that
can't be said. Let's shake it off. Let's dry ourselves, and take up the
first thing that comes handy.... Timy Durrant's notebook of scientific

observati ons.

“"Now..." said Jacob.

It is a trenendous argumrent.

Sone people can follow every step of the way, and even take a little

one, six inches long, by thenselves at the end; others renain observant
of the external signs.



The eyes fix thensel ves upon the poker; the right hand takes the poker
and lifts it; turns it slowy round, and then, very accurately, replaces
it. The left hand, which lies on the knee, plays sone stately but
intermttent piece of march nusic. A deep breath is taken; but allowed
to evaporate unused. The cat narches across the hearth-rug. No one
observes her.

"That's about as near as | can get to it," Durrant wound up

The next minute is quiet as the grave.

"It follows..." said Jacob

Only half a sentence foll owed; but these half-sentences are |ike flags
set on tops of buildings to the observer of external sights down bel ow
What was the coast of Cornwall, with its violet scents, and nourning
enbl enms, and tranquil piety, but a screen happening to hang straight
behind as his mnd marched up?

"It follows..." said Jacob

"Yes," said Timy, after reflection. "That is so."

Now Jacob began pl ungi ng about, half to stretch hinmself, half in a kind
of jollity, no doubt, for the strangest sound issued fromhis |lips as he
furled the sail, rubbed the plates--gruff, tuneless--a sort of pasan

for having grasped the argunent, for being naster of the situation
sunburnt, unshaven, capable into the bargain of sailing round the world
in a ten-ton yacht, which, very likely, he would do one of these days

i nstead of settling down in a lawer's office, and wearing spats.

"Qur friend Masham" said Tinmy Durrant, "would rather not be seen in
our conpany as we are now." Hi s buttons had cone off.

"D you know Mashanmi s aunt?" said Jacob

"Never knew he had one," said Ti my.

"Masham has mllions of aunts," said Jacob

"Masham is nentioned in Donesday Book," said Tinmy.

"So are his aunts," said Jacob

"His sister," said Timmy, "is a very pretty girl."

"That's what' Il happen to you, Tinmy," said Jacob

“I't'"lIl happen to you first," said Tinmy.
"But this wonan | was telling you about--Masham s aunt--"

"Ch, do get on," said Timy, for Jacob was | aughing so much that he
coul d not speak

"Masham s aunt..."
Ti my | aughed so nuch that he could not speak

"Masham's aunt..."



"What is there about Mashamthat nakes one | augh?" said Ti my.
"Hang it all--a man who swallows his tie-pin," said Jacob.
"Lord Chancell or before he's fifty," said Timmy.
"He's a gentleman," said Jacob.
"The Duke of Wellington was a gentleman,"” said Timy.
"Keats wasn't."
"Lord Salisbury was."
"And what about God?" said Jacob.
The Scilly Isles now appeared as if directly pointed at by a gol den
finger issuing froma cloud; and everybody knows how portentous that
sight is, and how these broad rays, whether they light upon the Scilly
Isles or upon the tonbs of crusaders in cathedrals, always shake the
very foundations of scepticismand |ead to jokes about GCod.

"Abide with nme:

Fast falls the eventide;
The shadows deepen;
Lord, with me abide,"

sang Tinmy Durrant.
"At nmy place we used to have a hymm whi ch began

Great God, what do | see and hear?"

sai d Jacob.

Gull's rode gently swaying in little conpanies of two or three quite near
the boat; the cornorant, as if following his |long strained neck in
eternal pursuit, skinmed an inch above the water to the next rock; and
the drone of the tide in the caves canme across the water, |ow,

nonot onous, |ike the voice of sone one talking to hinself.

"Rock of Ages, cleft for ne,
Let me hide nyself in thee,"

sang Jacob.

Li ke the blunt tooth of some nonster, a rock broke the surface; brown;
overflown with perpetual waterfalls.

"Rock of Ages,"

Jacob sang, lying on his back, |looking up into the sky at m dday, from
whi ch every shred of cloud had been withdrawn, so that it was |like
sonet hi ng pernmanently displayed with the cover off.

By six o'clock a breeze blew in off an icefield; and by seven the water
was nore purple than blue; and by hal f-past seven there was a patch of
rough gol d-beater's skin round the Scilly Isles, and Durrant's face, as
he sat steering, was of the colour of a red | acquer box polished for
generations. By nine all the fire and confusion had gone out of the sky,



| eavi ng wedges of apple-green and plates of pale yellow, and by ten the
| anterns on the boat were naking tw sted col ours upon the waves,

el ongated or squat, as the waves stretched or hunped thensel ves. The
beam fromthe |ighthouse strode rapidly across the water. Infinite
mllions of nmles away powdered stars twi nkled; but the waves sl apped
the boat, and crashed, with regular and appalling solemity, against the
rocks.

Al t hough it would be possible to knock at the cottage door and ask for a
glass of mlk, it is only thirst that would conpel the intrusion. Yet
perhaps Ms. Pascoe would welcone it. The sunmer's day nay be wearing
heavy. Washing in her little scullery, she may hear the cheap clock on
the mantel piece tick, tick, tick ... tick, tick, tick. She is alone in
t he house. Her husband is out hel pi ng Farmer Hosken; her daughter
married and gone to America. Her elder son is married too, but she does
not agree with his wife. The Wesl eyan mni ster cane al ong and took the
younger boy. She is alone in the house. A steaner, probably bound for
Cardi ff, now crosses the horizon, while near at hand one bell of a
foxgl ove swings to and fro with a bunbl e-bee for clapper. These white
Corni sh cottages are built on the edge of the cliff; the garden grows
gorse nmore readily than cabbages; and for hedge, sone prineval man has
piled granite boulders. In one of these, to hold, an historian
conjectures, the victims blood, a basin has been hollowed, but in our
time it serves nore tanely to seat those tourists who wish for an
uninterrupted view of the GQurnard's Head. Not that any one objects to a
blue print dress and a white apron in a cottage garden

"Look--she has to draw her water froma well in the garden.”

"Very lonely it nmust be in winter, with the wind sweepi ng over those
hills, and the waves dashing on the rocks."

Even on a sumer's day you hear them nurnuring.

Havi ng drawn her water, Ms. Pascoe went in. The tourists regretted that
t hey had brought no gl asses, so that they m ght have read the nane of
the tranp steaner. Indeed, it was such a fine day that there was no
saying what a pair of field-glasses mght not have fetched into view
Two fishing luggers, presumably fromSt. |Ives Bay, were now sailing in
an opposite direction fromthe steaner, and the floor of the sea becane
alternately clear and opaque. As for the bee, having sucked its fill of
honey, it visited the teasle and thence nade a straight line to Ms.
Pascoe's patch, once nore directing the tourists' gaze to the old
worman's print dress and white apron, for she had cone to the door of the
cottage and was standing there.

There she stood, shading her eyes and | ooki ng out to sea.

For the mllionth tine, perhaps, she | ooked at the sea. A peacock
butterfly now spread hinself upon the teasle, fresh and new y energed,
as the blue and chocol ate down on his wings testified. Ms. Pascoe went

i ndoors, fetched a cream pan, came out, and stood scouring it. Her face
was assuredly not soft, sensual, or |echerous, but hard, wi se, whol esone
rather, signifying in a roomfull of sophisticated people the flesh and
bl ood of life. She would tell a lie, though, as soon as the truth.
Behi nd her on the wall hung a large dried skate. Shut up in the parlour
she prized mats, china nmugs, and photographs, though the nmouldy little
roomwas saved fromthe salt breeze only by the depth of a brick, and
bet ween | ace curtains you saw the gannet drop |like a stone, and on
storny days the gulls came shuddering through the air, and the steaners’
lights were now hi gh, now deep. Ml ancholy were the sounds on a winter's



ni ght.

The picture papers were delivered punctually on Sunday, and she pored
| ong over Lady Cynthia's wedding at the Abbey. She, too, would have
liked to ride in a carriage with springs. The soft, sw ft syllables of
educat ed speech often shaned her few rude ones. And then all night to
hear the grinding of the Atlantic upon the rocks instead of hansom cabs
and footmen whistling for motor cars. ... So she may have dreaned
scouring her cream pan. But the tal kative, ninble-witted people have
taken thenselves to towns. Like a miser, she has hoarded her feelings
within her own breast. Not a penny piece has she changed all these
years, and, watching her enviously, it seens as if all within nust be
pure gol d.

The wi se old woman, having fixed her eyes upon the sea, once nore
withdrew. The tourists decided that it was tine to nove on to the
Gurnard's Head.

Three seconds later Ms. Durrant rapped upon the door
"Ms. Pascoe?" she said.

Rat her haughtily, she watched the tourists cross the field path. She
cane of a Hi ghland race, famous for its chieftains.

M's. Pascoe appeared.

"I envy you that bush, Ms. Pascoe," said Ms. Durrant, pointing the
parasol w th which she had rapped on the door at the fine clunp of St
John's wort that grew beside it. Ms. Pascoe | ooked at the bush
deprecatingly.

"I expect nmy son in a day or two," said Ms. Durrant. "Sailing from
Fal mrouth with a friend in a little boat. ... Any news of Lizzie yet,
Ms. Pascoe?"

Her long-tailed ponies stood twitching their ears on the road twenty
yards away. The boy, Curnow, flicked flies off them occasionally. He saw
his mstress go into the cottage; cone out again; and pass, talking
energetically to judge by the novements of her hands, round the
vegetable plot in front of the cottage. Ms. Pascoe was his aunt. Both
wonmen surveyed a bush. Ms. Durrant stooped and picked a sprig fromit.
Next she pointed (her novenents were perenptory; she held herself very
upright) at the potatoes. They had the blight. Al potatoes that year
had the blight. Ms. Durrant showed Ms. Pascoe how bad the blight was
on her potatoes. Ms. Durrant tal ked energetically; Ms. Pascoe |listened
submi ssively. The boy Curnow knew that Ms. Durrant was saying that it
is perfectly sinple; you mix the powder in a gallon of water; "I have
done it with my own hands in nmy own garden,” Ms. Durrant was sayi ng.

"You won't have a potato left--you won't have a potato left," Ms.
Durrant was saying in her enphatic voice as they reached the gate. The
boy Curnow becane as i mobile as stone.

Ms. Durrant took the reins in her hands and settled herself on the
driver's seat.

"Take care of that leg, or | shall send the doctor to you," she called
back over her shoul der; touched the ponies; and the carriage started
forward. The boy Curnow had only just tine to swing hinself up by the
toe of his boot. The boy Curnow, sitting in the mddle of the back seat,



| ooked at his aunt.

M's. Pascoe stood at the gate |ooking after them stood at the gate til
the trap was round the corner; stood at the gate, |ooking nowto the
right, nowto the left; then went back to her cottage.

Soon the ponies attacked the swelling noor road with striving forel egs.
Ms. Durrant let the reins fall slackly, and | eant backwards. Her
vivacity had |l eft her. Her hawk nose was thin as a bl eached bone through
whi ch you al nost see the [ight. Her hands, lying on the reins in her

lap, were firmeven in repose. The upper lip was cut so short that it
raised itself alnost in a sneer fromthe front teeth. Her m nd skinmed

| eagues where Ms. Pascoe's mnd adhered to its solitary patch. Her mnd
ski med | eagues as the ponies clinbed the hill road. Forwards and
backwards she cast her nmind, as if the roofless cottages, nmounds of

sl ag, and cottage gardens overgrown wth foxgl ove and branbl e cast shade
upon her mind. Arrived at the sunmmit, she stopped the carriage. The pale
hills were round her, each scattered with ancient stones; beneath was
the sea, variable as a southern sea; she herself sat there | ooking from
hill to sea, upright, aquiline, equally poised between gl oom and

| aught er. Suddenly she flicked the ponies so that the boy Curnow had to
swing hinself up by the toe of his boot.

The rooks settled; the rooks rose. The trees which they touched so
capriciously seened insufficient to | odge their nunmbers. The tree-tops
sang with the breeze in thenm the branches creaked audi bly and dropped
now and then, though the season was m dsummrer, husks or tw gs. Up went
t he rooks and down again, rising in | esser nunbers each tine as the
sager birds nade ready to settle, for the evening was already spent
enough to make the air inside the wood al nbst dark. The npbss was soft;
the tree-trunks spectral. Beyond themlay a silvery neadow. The panpas
grass raised its feathery spears fromnounds of green at the end of the
meadow. A breadth of water gleaned. Al ready the convol vul us noth was
spi nning over the flowers. Orange and purple, nasturtiumand cherry pie,
were washed into the twilight, but the tobacco plant and the passion
flower, over which the great noth spun, were white as china. The rooks
creaked their wings together on the tree-tops, and were settling down
for sleep when, far off, a famliar sound shook and trenbl ed--increased
--fairly dinned in their ears--scared sleepy wings into the air again--
the di nner bell at the house.

After six days of salt wind, rain, and sun, Jacob Flanders had put on a
di nner jacket. The discreet black object had nade its appearance now and
then in the boat anong tins, pickles, preserved neats, and as the voyage
went on had becone nore and nore irrelevant, hardly to be believed in
And now, the world being stable, it by candle-light, the dinner jacket
al one preserved him He could not be sufficiently thankful. Even so his
neck, wists, and face were exposed w thout cover, and his whol e person
whet her exposed or not, tingled and gl owed so as to make even bl ack
cloth an inperfect screen. He drew back the great red hand that |ay on
the table-cloth. Surreptitiously it closed upon slimglasses and curved
silver forks. The bones of the cutlets were decorated with pink frills-
and yesterday he had gnawn ham fromthe bone! Cpposite himwere hazy,
sem -transparent shapes of yellow and blue. Behind them again, was the
grey-green garden, and anong the pear-shaped | eaves of the escallonia
fishi ng-boats seened caught and suspended. A sailing ship slowy drew
past the wonmen's backs. Two or three figures crossed the terrace hastily
in the dusk. The door opened and shut. Nothing settled or stayed
unbroken. Like oars rowing nowthis side, nowthat, were the sentences

t hat came now here, now there, fromeither side of the table.



"Ch, Cara, Caral" exclainmed Ms. Durrant, and Tinothy Durrant adding,
"Clara, Cara," Jacob naned the shape in yell ow gauze Tinothy's sister,
Clara. The girl sat smling and flushed. Wth her brother's dark eyes,
she was vaguer and softer than he was. Wen the | augh di ed down she
said: "But, nother, it was true. He said so, didn't he? Mss Eliot
agreed with us. "

But Mss Eliot, tall, grey-headed, was naki ng room besi de her for the
old man who had come in fromthe terrace. The di nner woul d never end,
Jacob thought, and he did not wish it to end, though the ship had sailed
fromone corner of the windowframe to the other, and a |ight marked the
end of the pier. He saw Ms. Durrant gaze at the light. She turned to

hi m

"Did you take command, or Tinmothy?" she said. "Forgive ne if | call you
Jacob. 1've heard so much of you." Then her eyes went back to the sea.
Her eyes gl azed as she | ooked at the view.
"Alittle village once," she said, "and now grown. "
her napkin with her, and stood by the w ndow.

She rose, taking

"Did you quarrel with Tinmothy?" Cara asked shyly. "I should have."

M's. Durrant canme back fromthe w ndow.
"It gets later and later," she said, sitting upright, and | ooking down
the table. "You ought to be ashaned--all of you. M. Cutterbuck, you
ought to be ashaned." She raised her voice, for M. Cutterbuck was
deaf .

"W ARE ashaned," said a girl. But the old man with the beard went on
eating plumtart. Ms. Durrant |aughed and | eant back in her chair, as
if indulging him

"We put it to you, Ms. Durrant," said a young man with thick spectacles
and a fiery nmoustache. "I say the conditions were fulfilled. She owes ne
a sovereign."

"Not BEFORE the fish--with it, Ms. Durrant," said Charlotte WIding.

"That was the bet; with the fish," said Cara seriously. "Begonias,
not her. To eat themwith his fish."

"Ch dear," said Ms. Durrant.

"Charlotte won't pay you," said Tinothy.

"How dare you ..." said Charlotte.

"That privilege will be mne," said the courtly M. Wrtley, producing a
silver case primed with sovereigns and slipping one coin on to the
table. Then Ms. Durrant got up and passed down the room holding
herself very straight, and the girls in yellow and blue and silver gauze
followed her, and elderly Mss Eliot in her velvet; and a little rosy
worman, hesitating at the door, clean, scrupul ous, probably a governess.
Al'l passed out at the open door.

"When you are as old as | am Charlotte," said Ms. Durrant, draw ng the
girl's armwithin hers as they paced up and down the terrace.

"Why are you so sad?" Charlotte asked impulsively.



"Do | seemto you sad? | hope not," said Ms. Durrant.
"Well, just now. You' re NOT old."

"ad enough to be Timothy's nmother." They stopped.

M ss Eliot was | ooking through M. Cutterbuck's tel escope at the edge
of the terrace. The deaf old man stood beside her, fondling his beard,
and reciting the nanes of the constellations: "Andromeda, Bootes,

Si doni a, Cassi opei a. "

"Andronmeda, " murrmured Mss Eliot, shifting the tel escope slightly.

Ms. Durrant and Charlotte | ooked along the barrel of the instrunent
poi nted at the skies.

"There are MLLIONS of stars,"” said Charlotte with conviction. M ss
Eliot turned away fromthe tel escope. The young nen | aughed suddenly in
t he di ni ng-room

"Let ME | ook," said Charlotte eagerly.

"The stars bore ne," said Ms. Durrant, wal king down the terrace with
Julia Eliot. "I read a book once about the stars. ... Wat are they
sayi ng?" She stopped in front of the dining-roomw ndow. "Tinothy," she
not ed.

"The silent young nman," said Mss Eliot.

"Yes, Jacob Flanders," said Ms. Durrant.

"Ch, nother! | didn't recognize you!" exclaimed Cara Durrant, com ng
fromthe opposite direction with Elsbheth. "How delicious,"” she breathed,
crushing a verbena | eaf.

M's. Durrant turned and wal ked away by herself.

"Claral" she called. Clara went to her.

"How unlike they are!" said Mss Eliot.

M. Wortley passed them snoking a cigar.

"Every day | live | find nyself agreeing ..." he said as he passed them

"It's so interesting to guess ..." nurnured Julia Eliot.

"When first we came out we could see the flowers in that bed,"” said
El sbet h.

"W see very little now," said Mss Eliot.

"She nust have been so beautiful, and everybody |oved her, of course,"”
said Charlotte. "I suppose M. Wortley ..." she paused.

"Edward's death was a tragedy," said Mss Eliot decidedly.
Here M. Erskine joined them

"There's no such thing as silence,"” he said positively. "I can hear



twenty di fferent sounds on a night like this wi thout counting your
voi ces. "

"Mbke a bet of it?" said Charlotte.

"Done," said M. Erskine. "One, the sea; two, the wind; three, a dog;
f our "

The ot hers passed on.
"Poor Tinothy," said El sbeth.
"A very fine night," shouted Mss Eliot into M. Clutterbuck's ear

"Like to look at the stars?" said the old man, turning the tel escope
t owar ds El sbet h.

"Doesn't it nake you mnel anchol y--1ooking at the stars?" shouted M ss
Eliot.

"Dear me no, dear me no," M. dutterbuck chuckl ed when he under st ood
her. "Wy should it make nme nel ancholy? Not for a nonent--dear nme no."

"Thank you, Tinothy, but I"'mcomng in," said Mss Eliot. "Elsbeth,
here's a shaw ."

"I"'mconing in," Elsbeth nmurnured with her eye to the tel escope.
"Cassiopeia," she murnmured. "Where are you all?" she asked, taking her
eye away fromthe tel escope. "How dark it is!"

M's. Durrant sat in the drawing-roomby a |lanp winding a ball of wool

M. Cutterbuck read the Tinmes. In the distance stood a second | anp, and
round it sat the young | adies, flashing scissors over silver-spangled
stuff for private theatricals. M. Wrtley read a book

"Yes; he is perfectly right," said Ms. Durrant, drawi ng herself up and
ceasing to wind her wool. And while M. Cutterbuck read the rest of
Lord Lansdowne's speech she sat upright, w thout touching her ball

"Ah, M. Flanders," she said, speaking proudly, as if to Lord Lansdowne
hi msel f. Then she sighed and began to wi nd her wool again

"Sit THERE," she said

Jacob cane out fromthe dark place by the w ndow where he had hovered.
The light poured over him illumnating every cranny of his skin; but
not a nuscle of his face nmoved as he sat |ooking out into the garden

"I want to hear about your voyage," said Ms. Durrant.

"Yes," he said.

"Twenty years ago we did the sane thing."
"Yes," he said. She | ooked at hi msharply.

"He is extraordinarily awkward," she thought, noticing how he fingered
his socks. "Yet so distinguished-Iooking."

"In those days ..." she resuned, and told himhow they had sailed ..
"ny husband, who knew a good deal about sailing, for he kept a yacht



before we narried" ... and then how rashly they had defied the
fishernen, "alnost paid for it with our lives, but so proud of
oursel ves!" She flung the hand out that held the ball of wool.

"Shall 1 hold your wool ?" Jacob asked stiffly.

"You do that for your nother," said Ms. Durrant, |ooking at himagain
keenly, as she transferred the skein. "Yes, it goes nuch better."

He sniled; but said nothing.
El sbet h Si ddons hovered behind themwi th something silver on her arm

"W want," she said. ... "l've cone ..." she paused

"Poor Jacob," said Ms. Durrant, quietly, as if she had known him al
his life. "They're going to nake you act in their play."

"How | love you!" said El sbeth, kneeling beside Ms. Durrant's chair
"Gve ne the wool ," said Ms. Durrant.
"He's cone--he's conme!" cried Charlotte Wlding. "I've won ny bet!"

"There's anot her bunch higher up,” murnured Cl ara Durrant, nounting
anot her step of the |adder. Jacob held the | adder as she stretched out
to reach the grapes high up on the vine.

"There!" she said, cutting through the stalk. She | ooked seni -
transparent, pale, wonderfully beautiful up there anbng the vine |eaves
and the yellow and purple bunches, the lights sw mring over her in

col oured islands. Geraniuns and begonias stood in pots al ong pl anks;
tomat oes clinbed the walls.

"The | eaves really want thinning," she considered, and one green one,
spread |ike the pal mof a hand, circled down past Jacob's head.

"I have nore than | can eat already," he said, |ooking up

"It does seemabsurd ..." Cara began, "going back to London

"Ri di culous," said Jacob, firmy.
"Then ..." said Cara, "you nust cone next year, properly," she said,
sni ppi ng anot her vine |eaf, rather at random

“Ifoo. it oL

A child ran past the greenhouse shouting. Clara slowy descended the
| adder with her basket of grapes.

"One bunch of white, and two of purple,” she said, and she placed two
great | eaves over themwhere they lay curled warmin the basket.

"I have enjoyed nyself," said Jacob, |ooking down the greenhouse.

"Yes, it's been delightful," she said vaguely.

"Ch, Mss Durrant," he said, taking the basket of grapes; but she wal ked
past himtowards the door of the greenhouse.



"You're too good--too good," she thought, thinking of Jacob, thinking
that he nust not say that he | oved her. No, no, no.

The children were whirling past the door, throwing things high into the
air.

"Little denmons!" she cried. "Wat have they got?" she asked Jacob
"Onions, | think," said Jacob. He | ooked at them w t hout novi ng.

"Next August, remenber, Jacob," said Ms. Durrant, shaking hands with
himon the terrace where the fuchsia hung, like a scarlet ear-ring,
behi nd her head. M. Wrtley cane out of the window in yellow slippers,
trailing the Times and hol ding out his hand very cordially.

"Good- bye, " said Jacob. "Good-bye," he repeated. "CGood-bye," he said
once nore. Charlotte WIlding flung up her bedroom w ndow and cried out:
"CGood- bye, M. Jacob!"

"M. Flanders!" cried M. Cutterbuck, trying to extricate hinself from
hi s beehive chair. "Jacob Fl anders!"

"Too | ate, Joseph," said Ms. Durrant.

"Not to sit for nme," said Mss Eliot, planting her tripod upon the | awn.

CHAPTER FI VE
"I rather think," said Jacob, taking his pipe fromhis nmouth, "it's in
Virgil," and pushing back his chair, he went to the w ndow.

The rashest drivers in the world are, certainly, the drivers of post-
of fice vans. Swinging down Lanmb's Conduit Street, the scarlet van
rounded the corner by the pillar box in such a way as to graze the kerb
and nake the little girl who was standing on tiptoe to post a letter

| ook up, half frightened, half curious. She paused with her hand in the
nmout h of the box; then dropped her letter and ran away. It is seldom
only that we see a child on tiptoe with pity--nore often a dim

di sconfort, a grain of sand in the shoe which it's scarcely worth while
to renove--that's our feeling, and so--Jacob turned to the bookcase.

Long ago great people lived here, and com ng back from Court past

m dni ght stood, huddling their satin skirts, under the carved door-posts
while the footman roused hinself fromhis mattress on the fl oor
hurriedly fastened the | ower buttons of his waistcoat, and let themin
The bitter eighteenth-century rain rushed down the kennel. Southanpton
Row, however, is chiefly renmarkabl e nowadays for the fact that you will
always find a man there trying to sell a tortoise to a tailor. "Show ng
off the tweed, sir; what the gentry wants is sonmething singular to catch
the eye, sir--and clean in their habits, sir!" So they display their
tortoi ses.

At Mudie's corner in Oxford Street all the red and bl ue beads had run
together on the string. The notor ommi buses were | ocked. M. Spal ding
going to the city | ooked at M. Charles Budgeon bound for Shepherd's
Bush. The proximty of the omi buses gave the outside passengers an
opportunity to stare into each other's faces. Yet few took advantage of



it. Each had his own business to think of. Each had his past shut in him
like the | eaves of a book known to himby heart; and his friends could
only read the title, James Spal ding, or Charles Budgeon, and the
passengers goi ng the opposite way could read nothing at all--save "a man
with a red noustache,” "a young man in grey snoking a pipe." The Cctober
sunlight rested upon all these men and wonen sitting i nmobile; and
little Johnnie Sturgeon took the chance to swi ng down the staircase,
carrying his large nysterious parcel, and so dodgi ng a zi gzag course

bet ween t he wheel s he reached the pavenent, started to whistle a tune
and was soon out of sight--for ever. The ommi buses jerked on, and every
single person felt relief at being a little nearer to his journey's end,
t hough sone cajol ed thensel ves past the i nmedi ate engagenent by prom se
of i ndul gence beyond--steak and ki dney pudding, drink or a gane of

dom noes in the snoky corner of a city restaurant. Ch yes, human life is
very tolerable on the top of an ommi bus in Hol born, when the policenman
hol ds up his armand the sun beats on your back, and if there is such a
thing as a shell secreted by man to fit nman hinself here we find it, on
t he banks of the Thames, where the great streets join and St. Paul's

Cathedral, like the volute on the top of the snail shell, finishes it
of f. Jacob, getting off his omibus, loitered up the steps, consulted
his watch, and finally nade up his nmind to go in. ... Does it need an

effort? Yes. These changes of npbod wear us out.

Dmit is, haunted by ghosts of white marble, to whomthe organ for ever
chaunts. If a boot creaks, it's awful; then the order; the discipline.
The verger with his rod has life ironed out beneath him Sweet and holy
are the angelic choristers. And for ever round the nmarbl e shoulders, in
and out of the folded fingers, go the thin high sounds of voice and
organ. For ever requiem-repose. Tired with scrubbing the steps of the
Prudential Society's office, which she did year in year out, Ms.

Li dgett took her seat beneath the great Duke's tonb, folded her hands,
and hal f cl osed her eyes. A nagnificent place for an old wonan to rest
in, by the very side of the great Duke's bones, whose victories nmean
nothing to her, whose nane she knows not, though she never fails to
greet the little angels opposite, as she passes out, w shing the like on
her own tonb, for the leathern curtain of the heart has fl apped wi de,
and out steal on tiptoe thoughts of rest, sweet nelodies. ... Ad

Spi cer, jute nerchant, thought nothing of the kind though. Strangely
enough he'd never been in St. Paul's these fifty years, though his

of fice wi ndows | ooked on the churchyard. "So that's all? Wll, a gl oony
old place. ... Wuere's Nelson's tonb? No tinme now -conme again--a cointo
leave in the box. ... Rain or fineis it? Well, if it would only nake up
its mnd!'" Idly the children stray in--the verger dissuades them-and
anot her and another ... man, wonman, nman, wonan, boy ... casting their
eyes up, pursing their lips, the sane shadow brushing the same faces;
the I eathern curtain of the heart flaps wi de.

Not hi ng coul d appear nore certain fromthe steps of St. Paul's than that
each person is mracul ously provided with coat, skirt, and boots; an

i ncone; an object. Only Jacob, carrying in his hand Finlay's Byzantine
Enmpire, which he had bought in Ludgate Hill, |ooked a little different;
for in his hand he carried a book, which book he would at nine-thirty
precisely, by his own fireside, open and study, as no one el se of al
these nultitudes woul d do. They have no houses. The streets belong to
them the shops; the churches; theirs the innunerabl e desks; the
stretched office lights; the vans are theirs, and the railway slung high
above the street. If you |look closer you will see that three elderly nen
at alittle distance fromeach other run spiders along the pavenent as
if the street were their parlour, and here, against the wall, a woman
stares at nothing, boot-|aces extended, which she does not ask you to
buy. The posters are theirs too; and the news on them A town destroyed;



a race won. A honel ess people, circling beneath the sky whose bl ue or
white is held off by a ceiling cloth of steel filings and horse dung
shredded to dust.

There, under the green shade, with his head bent over white paper, M.
Sibley transferred figures to folios, and upon each desk you observe,

i ke provender, a bunch of papers, the day's nutrinent, slowy consuned
by the industrious pen. |Innunerable overcoats of the quality prescribed
hung enpty all day in the corridors, but as the clock struck six each
was exactly filled, and the little figures, split apart into trousers or
noul ded into a single thickness, jerked rapidly with angul ar forward
noti on al ong the pavenent; then dropped into darkness. Beneath the
pavenment, sunk in the earth, hollow drains lined with yellow Iight for
ever conveyed themthis way and that, and large letters upon enane

pl ates represented in the underworld the parks, squares, and circuses of
t he upper. "Marble Arch--Shepherd's Bush"--to the majority the Arch and
the Bush are eternally white letters upon a blue ground. Only at one
point--it may be Acton, Holl oway, Kensal Rise, Cal edoni an Road--does the
name nmean shops where you buy things, and houses, in one of which, down
to the right, where the pollard trees grow out of the paving stones,
there is a square curtai ned wi ndow, and a bedroom

Long past sunset an old blind woman sat on a canp-stool with her back to
the stone wall of the Union of London and Smith's Bank, clasping a brown
nmongrel tight in her arns and singing out |oud, not for coppers, no,
fromthe depths of her gay wild heart--her sinful, tanned heart--for the
child who fetches her is the fruit of sin, and should have been in bed,
curtai ned, asleep, instead of hearing in the lanmplight her nother's wld
song, where she sits against the Bank, singing not for coppers, with her
dog agai nst her breast.

Hone they went. The grey church spires received them the hoary city,
old, sinful, and najestic. One behind another, round or pointed,
piercing the sky or massing thenselves, |ike sailing ships, like granite
cliffs, spires and offices, wharves and factories crowd the bank
eternally the pilgrins trudge; barges rest in nid stream heavy | aden; as
sone believe, the city |oves her prostitutes.

But few, it seens, are admitted to that degree. O all the carriages
that | eave the arch of the Opera House, not one turns eastward, and when
the little thief is caught in the enmpty market-place no one in black-
and-white or rose-col oured evening dress blocks the way by pausing with
a hand upon the carriage door to help or condemm--though Lady Charles,
to do her justice, sighs sadly as she ascends her staircase, takes down
Thomas a Kenpis, and does not sleep till her mnd has lost itself
tunnelling into the conplexity of things. "Wy? Wiy? Wy?" she sighs. On
the whole it's best to wal k back fromthe Opera House. Fatigue is the
saf est sl eepi ng draught.

The autum season was in full swing. Tristan was twitching his rug up
under his arnpits twice a week; |solde waved her scarf in mracul ous
synmpathy with the conductor's baton. In all parts of the house were to
be found pink faces and glittering breasts. Wen a Royal hand attached
to an invisible body slipped out and withdrew the red and white bouquet
reposi ng on the scarlet |edge, the Queen of England seened a nanme worth
dying for. Beauty, in its hothouse variety (which is none of the worst),
flowered in box after box; and though nothing was said of profound

i mportance, and though it is generally agreed that wit deserted
beautiful |ips about the tine that Wl pole died--at any rate when
Victoria in her nightgown descended to neet her ministers, the |lips
(through an opera gl ass) remai ned red, adorable. Bald distinguished nmen



wi t h gol d- headed canes strolled down the crinmson avenues between the
stalls, and only broke fromintercourse with the boxes when the lights
went down, and the conductor, first bowing to the Queen, next to the
bal d- headed nen, swept round on his feet and raised his wand.

Then two t housand hearts in the sem -darkness renenbered, anticipated,
travell ed dark | abyrinths; and Clara Durrant said farewell to Jacob

Fl anders, and tasted the sweetness of death in effigy; and Ms. Durrant,
sitting behind her in the dark of the box, sighed her sharp sigh; and
M. Wrtley, shifting his position behind the Italian Anbassador's wife,
t hought that Brangaena was a trifle hoarse; and suspended in the gallery
many feet above their heads, Edward Wittaker surreptitiously held a
torch to his mniature score; and ... and ..

In short, the observer is choked with observations. Only to prevent us
from bei ng subnerged by chaos, nature and society between them have
arranged a systemof classification which is sinplicity itself; stalls,
boxes, amphitheatre, gallery. The noulds are filled nightly. There is no
need to distinguish details. But the difficulty remains--one has to
choose. For though | have no wi sh to be Queen of England or only for a
nmonent--1 would willingly sit beside her; | would hear the Prine

M ni ster's gossip; the countess whisper, and share her nenories of halls
and gardens; the nmassive fronts of the respectable conceal after al

their secret code; or why so inperneabl e? And then, doffing one's own
headpi ece, how strange to assume for a nonment some one's--any one's--to
be a man of val our who has ruled the Enpire; to refer while Brangaena
sings to the fragnents of Sophocles, or see in a flash, as the shepherd
pi pes his tune, bridges and aqueducts. But no--we nust choose. Never was
there a harsher necessity! or one which entails greater pain, nore
certain disaster; for wherever | seat nyself, | die in exile: \Wittaker
in his |odging-house; Lady Charles at the Manor

A young nan with a Wellington nose, who had occupi ed a seven-and-

si xpenny seat, nade his way down the stone stairs when the opera ended,
as if he were still set alittle apart fromhis fellows by the influence
of the nusic.

At m dni ght Jacob Fl anders heard a rap on his door.

"By Jove!" he exclained. "You're the very man | want!" and wi thout nore
ado they discovered the Iines which he had been seeking all day; only
they conme not in Virgil, but in Lucretius.

"Yes; that should make himsit up," said Bonany, as Jacob stopped
readi ng. Jacob was excited. It was the first time he had read his essay
al oud.

"Damed swine!" he said, rather too extravagantly; but the praise had
gone to his head. Professor Bulteel, of Leeds, had issued an edition of
Wcherl ey without stating that he had |eft out, disenbowelled, or

i ndi cated only by asterisks, several indecent words and sone indecent
phrases. An outrage, Jacob said; a breach of faith; sheer prudery; token
of a lewd mind and a disgusting nature. Aristophanes and Shakespeare
were cited. Modern life was repudiated. Great play was nmade with the
professional title, and Leeds as a seat of |learning was |aughed to
scorn. And the extraordinary thing was that these young nen were
perfectly right--extraordi nary, because, even as Jacob copi ed his pages,
he knew that no one would ever print them and sure enough back they
canme fromthe Fortnightly, the Contenporary, the Ni neteenth Century--
when Jacob threw theminto the bl ack wooden box where he kept his
mother's letters, his old flannel trousers, and a note or two with the



Corni sh postnmark. The lid shut upon the truth.

Thi s bl ack wooden box, upon which his nane was still legible in white
pai nt, stood between the |ong w ndows of the sitting-room The street
ran beneath. No doubt the bedroom was behind. The furniture--three

wi cker chairs and a gate-legged table--came from Canbri dge. These houses
(Ms. Grfit's daughter, Ms. Witehorn, was the | andl ady of this one)
were built, say, a hundred and fifty years ago. The roons are shapely,
the ceilings high; over the doorway a rose, or a ramis skull, is carved
in the wood. The eighteenth century has its distinction. Even the
panel s, painted in raspberry-coloured paint, have their distinction

"Distinction"--Ms. Durrant said that Jacob Flanders was "di stingui shed-
| ooking." "Extremely awkward," she said, "but so distinguished-Iooking."
Seeing himfor the first tine that no doubt is the word for him Lying
back in his chair, taking his pipe fromhis lips, and saying to Bonany:
"About this opera now' (for they had done with indecency). "This fellow
Wagner™ ... distinction was one of the words to use naturally, though
fromlooking at him one would have found it difficult to say which seat
in the opera house was his, stalls, gallery, or dress circle. Awiter?
He | acked sel f-consciousness. A painter? There was something in the
shape of his hands (he was descended on his nother's side froma famly
of the greatest antiquity and deepest obscurity) which indicated taste.
Then his nouth--but surely, of all futile occupations this of

catal oguing features is the worst. One word is sufficient. But if one
cannot find it?

"I like Jacob Flanders," wote Clara Durrant in her diary. "He is so
unworl dly. He gives hinmself no airs, and one can say what one likes to
him though he's frightening because ..." But M. Letts allows little
space in his shilling diaries. Cara was not the one to encroach upon
Wednesday. Hunbl est, npbst candid of wonen! "No, no, no," she sighed,
standi ng at the greenhouse door, "don't break--don't spoil"--what?
Sonet hing infinitely wonderful

But then, this is only a young woman's | anguage, one, too, who |oves, or
refrains fromloving. She wished the nmonent to continue for ever
precisely as it was that July norning. And noments don't. Now, for

i nstance, Jacob was telling a story about sone wal king tour he'd taken
and the inn was called "The Foam ng Pot," which, considering the

| andl ady' s name ... They shouted with laughter. The joke was indecent.

Then Julia Eliot said "the silent young nan," and as she dined with
Prime Mnisters, no doubt she nmeant: "If he is going to get on in the
world, he will have to find his tongue."

Ti not hy Durrant never nade any comment at all

The housemai d found herself very liberally rewarded.

M. Sopwith's opinion was as sentinental as Clara's, though far nore
skilfully expressed.

Betty Flanders was romantic about Archer and tender about John; she was
unreasonably irritated by Jacob's clunsiness in the house.

Captain Barfoot |iked himbest of the boys; but as for saying why ..
It seens then that nen and wonen are equally at fault. It seens that a

profound, inpartial, and absolutely just opinion of our fellowcreatures
is utterly unknown. Either we are nen, or we are wonen. Either we are



cold, or we are sentinental. Either we are young, or growing old. In any
case life is but a procession of shadows, and God knows why it is that
we enbrace them so eagerly, and see them depart with such angui sh, being
shadows. And why, if this--and nmuch nore than this is true, why are we
yet surprised in the wi ndow corner by a sudden vision that the young man
in the chair is of all things in the world the nost real, the nost

solid, the best known to us--why indeed? For the nonent after we know
not hi ng about him

Such is the manner of our seeing. Such the conditions of our |ove.

("I'"mtwenty-two. It's nearly the end of Cctober. Life is thoroughly
pl easant, although unfortunately there are a great number of fools
about. One nmust apply oneself to sonething or other--God knows what.
Everything is really very jolly--except getting up in the norning and
wearing a tail coat.")

"l say, Bonany, what about Beethoven?"

("Bonany is an amazing fellow He knows practically everything--not nore
about English literature than | do--but then he's read all those
Frenchnen. ")

"I rather suspect you're talking rot, Bonany. In spite of what you say,
poor ol d Tennyson. "

("The truth is one ought to have been taught French. Now, | suppose, old
Barfoot is talking to my nmother. That's an odd affair to be sure. But |
can't see Bonany down there. Damm London!") for the market carts were

| unbering down the street.

"What about a wal k on Saturday?"
("What's happeni ng on Saturday?")

Then, taking out his pocket-book, he assured hinmself that the night of
the Durrants' party cane next week.

But though all this may very well be true--so Jacob thought and spoke--
so he crossed his legs--filled his pipe--sipped his whisky, and once

| ooked at his pocket-book, rumpling his hair as he did so, there remains
over sonething which can never be conveyed to a second person save by
Jacob hinsel f. Moreover, part of this is not Jacob but Richard Bonany--
the room the narket carts; the hour; the very nmonent of history. Then
consi der the effect of sex--how between man and worman it hangs wavy,
tremul ous, so that here's a valley, there's a peak, when in truth,
perhaps, all's as flat as ny hand. Even the exact words get the wong
accent on them But sonething is always inpelling one to humvibrating,
like the hawk noth, at the nmouth of the cavern of mystery, endow ng
Jacob Flanders with all sorts of qualities he had not at all--for

t hough, certainly, he sat talking to Bonany, half of what he said was
too dull to repeat; nuch unintelligible (about unknown people and
Parlianment); what remains is nostly a matter of guess work. Yet over him
we hang vi brating.

"Yes," said Captain Barfoot, knocking out his pipe on Betty Flanders's
hob, and buttoning his coat. "It doubles the work, but | don't mnd
that."

He was now town councillor. They | ooked at the night, which was the sane
as the London night, only a good deal nore transparent. Church bells



down in the town were striking eleven o' clock. The wind was off the sea.
And all the bedroom w ndows were dark--the Pages were asl eep; the
Garfits were asleep; the Cranches were asl eep--whereas in London at this
hour they were burning Guy Fawkes on Parliament Hill.

CHAPTER SI X

The flanmes had fairly caught.
"There's St. Paul's!" sone one cried.

As the wood caught the city of London was |it up for a second; on other
sides of the fire there were trees. O the faces which came out fresh
and vivid as though painted in yellow and red, the nost prom nent was a
girl's face. By a trick of the firelight she seemed to have no body. The
oval of the face and hair hung beside the fire with a dark vacuum for
background. As if dazed by the glare, her green-blue eyes stared at the
flanes. Every nuscle of her face was taut. There was sonmething tragic in
her thus staring--her age between twenty and twenty-five.

A hand descendi ng fromthe chequered darkness thrust on her head the
conical white hat of a pierrot. Shaking her head, she still stared. A
whi skered face appeared above her. They dropped two | egs of a table upon
the fire and a scattering of twigs and leaves. Al this blazed up and
showed faces far back, round, pale, snooth, bearded, some with billycock
hats on; all intent; showed too St. Paul's floating on the uneven white
nmst, and two or three narrow, paper-white, extinguisher-shaped spires.

The flanmes were struggling through the wood and roaring up when,
goodness knows where from pails flung water in beautiful hollow shapes,
as of polished tortoiseshell; flung again and again; until the hiss was
i ke a swarm of bees; and all the faces went out.

"Ch Jacob," said the girl, as they pounded up the hill in the dark, "I'm
so frightfully unhappy!"

Shouts of |aughter canme fromthe others--high, |ow, some before, others
after.

The hotel dining-roomwas brightly lit. A stag's head in plaster was at
one end of the table; at the other some Roman bust bl ackened and
reddened to represent CGuy Fawkes, whose night it was. The diners were

i nked together by |engths of paper roses, so that when it cane to
singing "Auld Lang Syne" with their hands crossed a pink and yellow |ine
rose and fell the entire length of the table. There was an enornous
tappi ng of green wine-glasses. A young man stood up, and Fl orinda,
taki ng one of the purplish globes that lay on the table, flung it
straight at his head. It crushed to powder.

“I'mso frightfully unhappy!" she said, turning to Jacob, who sat beside
her.

The table ran, as if on invisible legs, to the side of the room and a
barrel organ decorated with a red cloth and two pots of paper flowers
reel ed out waltz mnusic.

Jacob coul d not dance. He stood against the wall snoking a pipe.



"We think," said two of the dancers, breaking off fromthe rest, and
bowi ng profoundly before him "that you are the nost beautiful man we
have ever seen.”

So they weathed his head with paper flowers. Then sonebody brought out
a white and gilt chair and made himsit on it. As they passed, people
hung gl ass grapes on his shoul ders, until he | ooked Iike the figure-head
of a wecked ship. Then Florinda got upon his knee and hid her face in
his wai stcoat. Wth one hand he held her; with the other, his pipe.

“"Now | et us talk," said Jacob, as he wal ked down Haverstock Hi || between
four and five o' clock in the norning of Novenber the sixth armin-arm
with Timy Durrant, "about sonething sensible.”

The Greeks--yes, that was what they tal ked about--how when all's said
and done, when one's rinsed one's nouth with every literature in the
wor I d, including Chinese and Russian (but these Slavs aren't civilized),
it's the flavour of Greek that remains. Durrant quoted Aeschyl us--Jacob
Sophocles. It is true that no Greek could have understood or professor
refrai ned from pointing out--Never mind; what is Geek for if not to be
shouted on Haverstock Hi Il in the dawn? Mreover, Durrant never |istened
to Sophocles, nor Jacob to Aeschylus. They were boastful, triunphant; it
seened to both that they had read every book in the world; known every
sin, passion, and joy. Civilizations stood round themlike flowers ready
for picking. Ages l|lapped at their feet like waves fit for sailing. And
surveying all this, |oomng through the fog, the | anplight, the shades
of London, the two young nen decided in favour of G eece.

"Probably," said Jacob, "we are the only people in the world who know
what the G eeks neant."

They drank coffee at a stall where the urns were burnished and little
| anps burnt along the counter.

Taki ng Jacob for a mlitary gentlenman, the stall-keeper told himabout
his boy at G braltar, and Jacob cursed the British army and praised the
Duke of Wellington. So on again they went down the hill talking about
the G eeks.

A strange thing--when you cone to think of it--this |ove of G eek,
flourishing in such obscurity, distorted, discouraged, yet |eaping out,
all of a sudden, especially on |eaving cromded roons, or after a surfeit
of print, or when the noon floats anong the waves of the hills, or in
hol | ow, sallow, fruitless London days, |like a specific; a clean bl ade;
al ways a mracle. Jacob knew no nmore Greek than served himto stunble
through a play. O ancient history he knew nothi ng. However, as he
tranped into London it seermed to himthat they were making the
flagstones ring on the road to the Acropolis, and that if Socrates saw
them com ng he would bestir hinself and say "ny fine fellows," for the
whol e sentinment of Athens was entirely after his heart; free,
venturesone, high-spirited. ... She had called him Jacob w t hout asking
his | eave. She had sat upon his knee. Thus did all good wonmen in the
days of the G eeks.

At this nonment there shook out into the air a wavering, quavering,

dol eful lamentation which seenmed to lack strength to unfold itself, and
yet flagged on; at the sound of which doors in back streets burst
sul l enly open; workmen stunped forth.

Fl ori nda was si ck.



Ms. Durrant, sleepless as usual, scored a mark by the side of certain
lines in the Inferno.

Clara slept buried in her pillows; on her dressing-table dishevelled
roses and a pair of long white gl oves.

Still wearing the conical white hat of a pierrot, Florinda was sick

The bedroom seened fit for these catastrophes--cheap, mnustard-col oured,
hal f attic, half studio, curiously ornanented with silver paper stars,
Wel shworren' s hats, and rosaries pendent fromthe gas brackets. As for
Florinda's story, her name had been bestowed upon her by a painter who
had wi shed it to signify that the flower of her mai denhood was stil
unplucked. Be that as it may, she was without a surname, and for parents
had only the photograph of a tonbstone beneath which, she said, her
father lay buried. Sonetinmes she would dwell upon the size of it, and
runour had it that Florinda's father had died fromthe growth of his
bones which nothing could stop; just as her nother enjoyed the
confidence of a Royal naster, and now and again Florinda herself was a
Princess, but chiefly when drunk. Thus deserted, pretty into the
bargain, with tragic eyes and the lips of a child, she tal ked nore about
virginity than wonen nostly do; and had lost it only the night before,
or cherished it beyond the heart in her breast, according to the man she
talked to. But did she always talk to men? No, she had her confidante:
Mot her Stuart. Stuart, as the lady would point out, is the name of a
Royal house; but what that signified, and what her busi ness way, nho one
knew, only that Ms. Stuart got postal orders every Mnday norning, kept
a parrot, believed in the transmgration of souls, and could read the
future in tea leaves. Dirty | odgi ng-house wal | paper she was behind the
chastity of Florinda.

Now Fl ori nda wept, and spent the day wandering the streets; stood at

Chel sea watching the river swimpast; trailed al ong the shopping
streets; opened her bag and powdered her cheeks in omibuses; read | ove
letters, propping themagainst the mlk pot in the A B.C. shop; detected
glass in the sugar bow ; accused the waitress of w shing to poison her
decl ared that young nen stared at her; and found herself towards evening
slow y sauntering down Jacob's street, when it struck her that she |iked
that man Jacob better than dirty Jews, and sitting at his table (he was
copyi ng his essay upon the Ethics of |Indecency), drew off her gl oves and
told himhow Mther Stuart had banged her on the head with the tea-cosy.

Jacob took her word for it that she was chaste. She prattled, sitting by
the fireside, of fanbus painters. The tonb of her father was nentioned.
Wld and frail and beautiful she | ooked, and thus the wonen of the
Greeks were, Jacob thought; and this was life; and hinmself a man and

Fl ori nda chaste

She left with one of Shelley's poens beneath her arm Ms. Stuart, she
said, often tal ked of him

Marvel | ous are the innocent. To believe that the girl herself transcends
all lies (for Jacob was not such a fool as to believe inplicitly), to
wonder enviously at the unanchored life--his own seem ng petted and even
cloistered in conparison--to have at hand as sovereign specifics for al
di sorders of the soul Adonais and the plays of Shakespeare; to figure
out a conradeship all spirited on her side, protective on his, yet equa
on both, for wonen, thought Jacob, are just the sanme as nen--innocence
such as this is marvell ous enough, and perhaps not so foolish after all



For when Florinda got honme that night she first washed her head; then
ate chocol ate creans; then opened Shelley. True, she was horribly bored.
What on earth was it ABOUT? She had to wager with herself that she woul d
turn the page before she ate another. In fact she slept. But then her
day had been a I ong one, Mther Stuart had thrown the tea-cosy;--there
are fornidable sights in the streets, and though Fl ori nda was ignorant
as an ow, and would never learn to read even her love letters
correctly, still she had her feelings, |iked some nmen better than
others, and was entirely at the beck and call of life. Wether or not
she was a virgin seens a matter of no inportance whatever. Unless,

i ndeed, it is the only thing of any inportance at all

Jacob was restl ess when she |left him

Al'l night men and wonen seethed up and down the well-known beats. Late
hone- coners coul d see shadows agai nst the blinds even in the nost
respectabl e suburbs. Not a square in snow or fog | acked its anorous
couple. Al plays turned on the same subject. Bullets went through heads
in hotel bedroons al nbst nightly on that account. Wen the body escaped
mutil ation, seldomdid the heart go to the grave unscarred. Little el se
was tal ked of in theatres and popul ar novels. Yet we say it is a natter
of no inportance at all

What wi th Shakespeare and Adonais, Mdyzart and Bi shop Berkel ey--choose
whom you |ike--the fact is conceal ed and the evenings for npbst of us
pass reputably, or with only the sort of trenor that a snake makes
sliding through the grass. But then conceal nent by itself distracts the
mnd fromthe print and the sound. If Florinda had had a m nd, she m ght
have read with cl earer eyes than we can. She and her sort have sol ved
the question by turning it to a trifle of washing the hands nightly
before going to bed, the only difficulty being whether you prefer your
wat er hot or cold, which being settled, the mnd can go about its

busi ness unassail ed.

But it did occur to Jacob, half-way through dinner, to wonder whet her
she had a nind.

They sat at a little table in the restaurant.

Fl orinda | eant the points of her elbows on the table and held her chin
in the cup of her hands. Her cloak had slipped behind her. Gold and
white with bright beads on her she energed, her face flowering from her
body, innocent, scarcely tinted, the eyes gazing frankly about her, or
slowy settling on Jacob and resting there. She tal ked:

"You know that big black box the Australian left in nmy roomever so |ong
ago? ... | do think furs nake a woman | ook old. ... That's Bechstein
cone in now. ... | was wondering what you | ooked |i ke when you were a
little boy, Jacob." She nibbled her roll and | ooked at him

"Jacob. You're like one of those statues. ... | think there are lovely
things in the British Museum don't you? Lots of lovely things ..." she
spoke dream |y. The roomwas filling; the heat increasing. Talk in a

restaurant is dazed sl eep-wal kers' talk, so many things to | ook at--so
nmuch noi se--ot her people tal king. Can one overhear? Ch, but they nustn't
over hear US.

"That's like Ellen Nagle--that girl ..." and so on

"I'"'mawfully happy since I've known you, Jacob. You're such a GOOD nman."



The roomgot fuller and fuller; talk |ouder; knives nore clattering.
"Well, you see what nmkes her say things like that is ..."
She stopped. So did every one.

"To-norrow ... Sunday ... a beastly ... you tell ne ... go then!" Crash!
And out she swept.

It was at the table next themthat the voice spun higher and higher
Suddenly the wonman dashed the plates to the floor. The man was |eft

there. Everybody stared. Then--"Wel |, poor chap, we nustn't sit staring.
VWhat a go! Did you hear what she said? By God, he |ooks a fool! Didn't
come up to the scratch, | suppose. Al the nustard on the tablecloth.

The waiters |aughing."

Jacob observed Florinda. In her face there seened to hi m sonething
horri bly brainless--as she sat staring.

Qut she swept, the black wonman with the dancing feather in her hat.

Yet she had to go sonmewhere. The night is not a tunultuous black ocean
in which you sink or sail as a star. As a matter of fact it was a wet
Novermber night. The | anps of Soho nmade | arge greasy spots of |ight upon
t he pavenent. The by-streets were dark enough to shelter man or wonan

| eani ng agai nst the doorways. One detached herself as Jacob and Fl orinda
appr oached.

"She's dropped her glove," said Florinda.
Jacob, pressing forward, gave it her

Ef fusively she thanked him retraced her steps; dropped her glove again
But why? For whon®? Meanwhile, where had the other wonan got to? And the
man?

The street |anmps do not carry far enough to tell us. The voices, angry,
lustful, despairing, passionate, were scarcely nore than the voices of
caged beasts at night. Only they are not caged, nor beasts. Stop a nan;
ask himthe way; he'll tell it you; but one's afraid to ask himthe way.
What does one fear?--the human eye. At once the pavenent narrows, the
chasm deepens. There! They've nelted into it--both nman and woman.

Further on, blatantly advertising its meritorious solidity, a boarding-
house exhi bits behind uncurtai ned windows its testinmony to the soundness
of London. There they sit, plainly illum nated, dressed |like |adies and
gent |l enen, in banboo chairs. The w dows of business nmen prove

| aboriously that they are related to judges. The wi ves of coal nerchants
instantly retort that their fathers kept coachmen. A servant brings
coffee, and the crochet basket has to be noved. And so on again into the
dark, passing a girl here for sale, or there an old woman with only
matches to offer, passing the crowd fromthe Tube station, the women
with veiled hair, passing at | ength no one but shut doors, carved door-
posts, and a solitary policeman, Jacob, with Florinda on his arm
reached his roomand, lighting the |anp, said nothing at all

"I don't like you when you look like that," said Florinda.

The problemis insoluble. The body is harnessed to a brain. Beauty goes
hand in hand with stupidity. There she sat staring at the fire as she
had stared at the broken nmustard-pot. In spite of defending indecency,
Jacob doubted whether he liked it in the raw. He had a viol ent reversion



towards mal e society, cloistered roons, and the works of the classics;
and was ready to turn with wath upon whoever it was who had fashi oned
life thus.

Then Florinda [aid her hand upon his knee.

After all, it was none of her fault. But the thought saddened him It's
not catastrophes, nurders, deaths, diseases, that age and kill us; it's
t he way peopl e | ook and | augh, and run up the steps of ommi buses.

Any excuse, though, serves a stupid woman. He told her his head ached.

But when she | ooked at him dunbly, half-guessing, half-understanding,
apol ogi zi ng perhaps, anyhow saying as he had said, "It's none of ny
fault," straight and beautiful in body, her face like a shell withinits
cap, then he knew that cloisters and classics are no use whatever. The
problemis insol uble.

CHAPTER SEVEN

About this tine a firmof nerchants having dealings with the East put on
the market little paper flowers which opened on touching water. As it
was the customalso to use finger-bows at the end of dinner, the new

di scovery was found of excellent service. In these sheltered | akes the
little coloured flowers swam and slid; surnmounted snooth slippery waves,
and sonetimes foundered and lay |ike pebbles on the glass floor. Their
fortunes were watched by eyes intent and lovely. It is surely a great

di scovery that leads to the union of hearts and foundati on of hones. The
paper flowers did no |ess.

It nust not be thought, though, that they ousted the flowers of nature.
Roses, lilies, carnations in particular, |ooked over the rins of vases
and surveyed the bright lives and swift doons of their artificia
relations. M. Stuart O nond nade this very observation; and charnming it
was thought; and Kitty Craster married himon the strength of it six
months |later. But real flowers can never be dispensed with. If they
could, human life would be a different affair altogether. For flowers
fade; chrysanthenmuns are the worst; perfect over night; yellow and jaded
next norning--not fit to be seen. On the whole, though the price is
sinful, carnations pay best;--it's a question, however, whether it's

wi se to have themw red. Some shops advise it. Certainly it's the only
way to keep them at a dance; but whether it is necessary at dinner
parties, unless the roons are very hot, remains in dispute. dd Ms.
Tenpl e used to reconmend an ivy |eaf--just one--dropped into the bow .
She said it kept the water pure for days and days. But there is sone
reason to think that old Ms. Tenple was m staken

The little cards, however, wi th names engraved on them are a nore
serious problemthan the flowers. Mirre horses' |egs have been worn out,
nore coachmen's |ives consuned, nore hours of sound afternoon tine
vainly |l avished than served to win us the battle of Waterl oo, and pay
for it into the bargain. The little denmons are the source of as many
reprieves, calanmties, and anxieties as the battle itself. Sonetines
M's. Bonham has just gone out; at others she is at home. But, even if
the cards shoul d be superseded, which seens unlikely, there are unruly
powers blowing life into storns, disordering sedul ous nornings, and
uprooting the stability of the afternoon--dressnakers, that is to say,



and confectioners' shops. Six yards of silk will cover one body; but if
you have to devise six hundred shapes for it, and tw ce as nmany
colours?--in the mddle of which there is the urgent question of the
pudding with tufts of green cream and battlenents of al nobnd paste. It
has not arrived.

The flam ngo hours fluttered softly through the sky. But regularly they
di pped their wings in pitch black; Notting HIl, for instance, or the
purlieus of Clerkenwell. No wonder that Italian remained a hidden art,
and the piano always played the sane sonata. In order to buy one pair of
el astic stockings for Ms. Page, w dow, aged sixty-three, in receipt of
five shillings out-door relief, and help fromher only son enployed in
Messrs. Mackie's dye-works, suffering in winter with his chest, letters
nmust be witten, colums filled up in the sane round, sinple hand that
wote in M. Letts's diary how the weather was fine, the children
denons, and Jacob Fl anders unworldly. Cara Durrant procured the

stocki ngs, played the sonata, filled the vases, fetched the pudding,
left the cards, and when the great invention of paper flowers to swmin
finger-bow s was discovered, was one of those who nobst marvelled at
their brief lives.

Nor were there wanting poets to celebrate the thene. Edwin Mallett, for
exanpl e, wote his verses ending:

And read their doomin Chloe's eyes,

whi ch caused Clara to blush at the first reading, and to laugh at the
second, saying that it was just like himto call her Chloe when her nane
was O ara. Ridicul ous young man! But when, between ten and el even on a
rainy norning, Edwin Mallett laid his life at her feet she ran out of
the room and hid herself in her bedroom and Tinothy bel ow coul d not get
on with his work all that norning on account of her sobs.

"Which is the result of enjoying yourself," said Ms. Durrant severely,
surveying the dance programme all scored with the sanme initials, or
rather they were different ones this tine--R B. instead of EEM; Richard
Bonany it was now, the young man with the Wl lington nose.

"But | could never marry a man with a nose like that," said C ara.

"Nonsense," said Ms. Durrant.

"But | amtoo severe," she thought to herself. For Cara, |osing al
vivacity, tore up her dance programme and threw it in the fender

Such were the very serious consequences of the invention of paper
flowers to swmin bows.

"Please,"” said Julia Eliot, taking up her position by the curtain al nost
opposite the door, "don't introduce me. | like to |l ook on. The anusing
thing," she went on, addressing M. Salvin, who, owing to his |aneness,
was acconmodated with a chair, "the anusing thing about a party is to
wat ch the peopl e--comi ng and goi ng, comning and goi ng."

"Last tinme we net," said M. Salvin, "was at the Farquhars. Poor | ady!
She has rmuch to put up with."

"Doesn't she | ook charm ng?" exclainmed Mss Eliot, as Clara Durrant
passed t hem

"And which of them...?" asked M. Salvin, dropping his voice and



speaki ng in quizzical tones.

"There are so many ..." Mss Eliot replied. Three young nmen stood at the
doorway | ooki ng about for their hostess.

"You don't renmenber Elizabeth as | do," said M. Salvin, "dancing

Hi ghl and reels at Banchorie. Clara |lacks her nother's spirit. Carais a
little pale.”

"What different people one sees here!" said Mss Eliot.

"Happily we are not governed by the evening papers," said M. Salvin.

"I never read them" said Mss Eliot. "I know nothing about politics,"”
she added.

"The piano is in tune," said Cara, passing them "but we may have to
ask sonme one to nove it for us."

"Are they going to dance?" asked M. Salvin.

"Nobody shal |l disturb you," said Ms. Durrant perenptorily as she
passed.

"Julia Eliot. It IS Julia Eliot!" said old Lady Hi bbert, hol di ng out
both her hands. "And M. Salvin. Wat is going to happen to us, M.

Salvin? Wth all ny experience of English politics--My dear, | was
t hi nking of your father |ast night--one of ny oldest friends, M.
Salvin. Never tell me that girls often are incapable of love! | had all

Shakespeare by heart before | was in ny teens, M. Salvin!"
"You don't say so," said M. Salvin.

"But | do," said Lady Hibbert.
"Ch, M. Salvin, I'mso sorry. "

"I will remove nyself if you'll kindly lend nme a hand," said M. Salvin.

"You shall sit by my nother," said Cara. "Everybody seens to cone in
here. ... M. Calthorp, let ne introduce you to Mss Edwards."

"Are you going away for Christnas?" said M. Calthorp.
"I'f ny brother gets his |leave," said Mss Edwards.
"What reginent is he in?" said M. Calthorp.

"The Twentieth Hussars," said Mss Edwards.

"Per haps he knows ny brother?" said M. Calthorp.

"I amafraid | did not catch your nane," said M ss Edwards.
"Calthorp,"” said M. Calthorp.

"But what proof was there that the marriage service was actually
perfornmed?" said M. Croshy.

"There is no reason to doubt that Charles James Fox ..." M. Burley
began; but here Ms. Stretton told himthat she knew his sister well;



had stayed with her not six weeks ago; and thought the house charm ng
but bleak in wnter.

"CGoi ng about as girls do nowadays--" said Ms. Forster.

M. Bow ey | ooked round him and catching sight of Rose Shaw noved
towards her, threw out his hands, and exclainmed: "WlIl!"

"Not hi ng!" she replied. "Nothing at all--though I left them al one the
entire afternoon on purpose.”

"Dear nme, dear ne," said M. Bowey. "I will ask Jimmy to breakfast."

"But who could resist her?" cried Rose Shaw. "Dearest Cara--1 know we
mustn't try to stop you..."

"You and M. Bowl ey are talking dreadful gossip, | know," said O ara.
"Life is wicked--life is detestable!" cried Rose Shaw.

"There's not much to be said for this sort of thing, is there?" said
Ti not hy Durrant to Jacob

"Wonen like it."
"Li ke what?" said Charlotte WIlding, conmng up to them

"Where have you cone fron?" said Tinothy. "Dining somewhere, | suppose.”

"I don't see why not," said Charlotte

"Peopl e must go downstairs," said Clara, passing. "Take Charlotte,
Ti not hy. How d'you do, M. Flanders."

"How d'you do, M. Flanders," said Julia Eliot, holding out her hand.
"What's been happening to you?"

"Who is Silvia? what is she?
That all our swai ns commend her ?"

sang El sbeth Siddons.
Every one stood where they were, or sat down if a chair was enpty.
"Ah," sighed O ara, who stood beside Jacob, hal f-way through

"Then to Silvia let us sing,
That Silvia is excelling;

She excels each nortal thing
Upon the dull earth dwelling.
To her let us garlands bring,"

sang El sbheth Siddons.

"Ah!" Clara exclainmed out |oud, and cl apped her gl oved hands; and Jacob
cl apped his bare ones; and then she noved forward and directed people to
cone in fromthe doorway.

"You are living in London?" asked Mss Julia Eliot.

"Yes," said Jacob.



"I n rooms?"
'Yes."

"There is M. Cutterbuck. You always see M. Clutterbuck here. He is
not very happy at hone, | amafraid. They say that Ms. Cutterbuck ...
she dropped her voice. "That's why he stays with the Durrants. Wre you
there when they acted M. Wrtley's play? Ch, no, of course not--at the
| ast nonent, did you hear--you had to go to join your nother, |
renmenber, at Harrogate--At the |ast nonment, as | was saying, just as
everything was ready, the clothes finished and everythi ng--Now El sheth
is going to sing again. Clara is playing her acconpani ment or turning
over for M. Carter, | think. No, M. Carter is playing by hinself--This
is BACH " she whispered, as M. Carter played the first bars.

"Are you fond of nusic?" said M. Durrant.

"Yes. | like hearing it," said Jacob. "I know nothing about it."

"Very few people do that," said Ms. Durrant. "l daresay you were never
taught. Wiy is that, Sir Jasper?--Sir Jasper Bigham-M. Flanders. Wy

i s nobody taught anything that they ought to know, Sir Jasper?" She left
t hem st andi ng agai nst the wall.

Nei t her of the gentlenen said anything for three m nutes, though Jacob
shifted perhaps five inches to the left, and then as nmany to the right.
Then Jacob grunted, and suddenly crossed the room

"WIIl you cone and have something to eat?" he said to Clara Durrant.
"Yes, an ice. Quickly. Now, " she said.
Downstairs they went.

But hal f-way down they net M. and Ms. Gresham Herbert Turner, Sylvia
Rashl ei gh, and a friend, whomthey had dared to bring, from Anerica,
"knowi ng that Ms. Durrant--wishing to show M. Pilcher.--M. Pilcher
from New York--This is Mss Durrant."

"Whom | have heard so nuch of," said M. Pilcher, bow ng | ow

So Clara left him

CHAPTER EI GHT

About hal f-past nine Jacob left the house, his door slammng, other
doors sl amm ng, buying his paper, nmounting his omibus, or, weather
permtting, wal king his road as other people do. Head bent down, a desk,
a tel ephone, books bound in green |eather, electric light.... "Fresh
coals, sir?" ... "Your tea, sir."... Talk about football, the Hotspurs,
the Harl equins; six-thirty Star brought in by the office boy; the rooks
of Gray's Inn passing overhead; branches in the fog thin and brittle;
and through the roar of traffic now and again a voice shouting:
"Verdict--verdict--wi nner--winner," while letters accunulate in a
basket, Jacob signs them and each evening finds him as he takes his
coat down, with some nmuscle of the brain new stretched.



Then, sonetinmes a gane of chess; or pictures in Bond Street, or a |ong
way home to take the air with Bonany on his arm neditatively marching,
head t hrown back, the world a spectacle, the early noon above the
steeples coming in for praise, the sea-gulls flying high, Nelson on his
col um surveying the horizon, and the world our ship

Meanwhi | e, poor Betty Flanders's letter, having caught the second post,
lay on the hall table--poor Betty Flanders witing her son's nane, Jacob
Al an Fl anders, Esqg., as nothers do, and the ink pale, profuse,
suggesti ng how not hers down at Scarborough scribble over the fire with
their feet on the fender, when tea's cleared away, and can never, never
say, whatever it nmay be--probably this--Don't go with bad wonmen, do be a
good boy; wear your thick shirts; and come back, cone back, cone back to
ne.

But she said nothing of the kind. "Do you renenber old Mss Wargrave,
who used to be so kind when you had the whoopi ng- cough?" she wote;
"she's dead at last, poor thing. They would Ilike it if you wote. Ellen
cane over and we spent a nice day shopping. O d Muse gets very stiff,
and we have to walk himup the smallest hill. Rebecca, at last, after
don't know how | ong, went into M. Adanson's. Three teeth, he says, nust
cone out. Such ml|d weather for the tine of year, the little buds
actually on the pear trees. And Ms. Jarvis tells nme--"Ms. Flanders
liked Ms. Jarvis, always said of her that she was too good for such a
qui et place, and, though she never listened to her discontent and told
her at the end of it (looking up, sucking her thread, or taking off her
spectacles) that a little peat wapped round the iris roots keeps them
fromthe frost, and Parrot's great white sale is Tuesday next, "do
renmenmber, "--Ms. Flanders knew precisely how Ms. Jarvis felt; and how
interesting her letters were, about Ms. Jarvis, could one read them
year in, year out--the unpublished works of wonmen, witten by the
fireside in pale profusion, dried by the flanme, for the blotting-paper's
worn to holes and the nib cleft and clotted. Then Captain Barfoot. H m
she called "the Captain," spoke of frankly, yet never w thout reserve.
The Captain was enquiring for her about Garfit's acre; advised chickens;
could promse profit; or had the sciatica;, or Ms. Barfoot had been

i ndoors for weeks; or the Captain says things |ook bad, politics that
is, for as Jacob knew, the Captain would sonetinmes talk, as the evening
waned, about Ireland or India; and then Ms. Flanders would fall nusing
about Mrty, her brother, lost all these years--had the natives got him
was his ship sunk--would the Admiralty tell her?--the Captain knocking
his pipe out, as Jacob knew, rising to go, stiffly stretching to pick up
M's. Flanders's wool which had rolled beneath the chair. Talk of the

chi cken farm cane back and back, the women, even at fifty, inpulsive at
heart, sketching on the cloudy future flocks of Leghorns, Cochin Chinas,
O pingtons; like Jacob in the blur of her outline; but powerful as he
was; fresh and vigorous, running about the house, scol ding Rebecca.

The letter lay upon the hall table; Florinda comng in that night took
it up with her, put it on the table as she kissed Jacob, and Jacob
seeing the hand, left it there under the | anp, between the biscuit-tin
and the tobacco-box. They shut the bedroom door behind them

The sitting-room neither knew nor cared. The door was shut; and to
suppose that wood, when it creaks, transmts anything save that rats are
busy and wood dry is childish. These old houses are only brick and wood,
soaked in human sweat, grained with hunan dirt. But if the pale blue
envel ope lying by the biscuit-box had the feelings of a nother, the
heart was torn by the little creak, the sudden stir. Behind the door was
t he obscene thing, the alarm ng presence, and terror would cone over her



as at death, or the birth of a child. Better, perhaps, burst in and face
it than sit in the antechanber listening to the little creak, the sudden
stir, for her heart was swollen, and pain threaded it. My son, ny son--
such woul d be her cry, uttered to hide her vision of himstretched with
Fl orinda, inexcusable, irrational, in a woman with three children living
at Scarborough. And the fault lay with Florinda. |Indeed, when the door
opened and the couple canme out, Ms. Flanders would have fl ounced upon
her--only it was Jacob who came first, in his dressing-gown, am able,

aut horitative, beautifully healthy, like a baby after an airing, with an
eye clear as running water. Florinda followed, lazily stretching;
yawning a little; arranging her hair at the |ooking-glass--while Jacob
read his nmother's letter.

Let us consider letters--how they cone at breakfast, and at night, with
their yellow stanps and their green stanps, inmmortalized by the
postmark--for to see one's own envel ope on another's table is to realize
how soon deeds sever and becone alien. Then at |ast the power of the
mnd to quit the body is manifest, and perhaps we fear or hate or w sh
anni hilated this phantom of ourselves, lying on the table. Still, there
are letters that nmerely say how dinner's at seven; others ordering coal
maki ng appoi ntments. The hand in themis scarcely perceptible, let alone
the voice or the scow . Ah, but when the post knocks and the letter
cones always the mracle seens repeated--speech attenpted. Venerable are
letters, infinitely brave, forlorn, and |ost.

Life would split asunder wi thout them "Cone to tea, cone to dinner
what's the truth of the story? have you heard the news? life in the
capital is gay; the Russian dancers...." These are our stays and props.
These | ace our days together and make of |ife a perfect gl obe. And yet,
and yet ... when we go to dinner, when pressing finger-tips we hope to
neet sonewhere soon, a doubt insinuates itself; is this the way to spend
our days? the rare, the limted, so soon dealt out to us--drinking tea?
dining out? And the notes accunul ate. And the tel ephones ring. And
everywhere we go wires and tubes surround us to carry the voices that
try to penetrate before the last card is dealt and the days are over.
"Try to penetrate,” for as we |lift the cup, shake the hand, express the
hope, sonething whispers, Is this all? Can | never know, share, be
certain? Am| dooned all ny days to wite letters, send voices, which
fall upon the tea-table, fade upon the passage, naking appoi ntments,
while life dwindles, to cone and dine? Yet letters are venerable; and
the tel ephone valiant, for the journey is a lonely one, and if bound

t oget her by notes and tel ephones we went in conpany, perhaps--who
knows?--we night talk by the way.

Wl |, people have tried. Byron wote letters. So did Cowper. For
centuries the witing-desk has contained sheets fit precisely for the
communi cations of friends. Masters of |anguage, poets of |ong ages, have
turned fromthe sheet that endures to the sheet that perishes, pushing
aside the tea-tray, drawing close to the fire (for letters are witten
when the dark presses round a bright red cave), and addressed thensel ves
to the task of reaching, touching, penetrating the individual heart.
Were it possible! But words have been used too often; touched and
turned, and | eft exposed to the dust of the street. The words we seek
hang close to the tree. W cone at dawn and find them sweet beneath the
| eaf .

Ms. Flanders wote letters; Ms. Jarvis wote them Ms. Durrant too;
Mot her Stuart actually scented her pages, thereby adding a flavour which
the English | anguage fails to provide; Jacob had witten in his day |ong
letters about art, norality, and politics to young nmen at college. Cara
Durrant's letters were those of a child. Florinda--the inpedinment



bet ween Fl ori nda and her pen was sonething i npassable. Fancy a
butterfly, gnat, or other wi nged insect, attached to a twi g which
clogged with nmud, it rolls across a page. Her spelling was aboni nabl e.
Her sentinments infantile. And for sone reason when she wrote she
declared her belief in God. Then there were crosses--tear stains; and
the hand itself ranbling and redeermed only by the fact--which always did
redeem Fl ori nda--by the fact that she cared. Yes, whether it was for
chocol ate creans, hot baths, the shape of her face in the |ooking-glass,
Fl orinda could no nore pretend a feeling than swal | ow whi sky.

I ncontinent was her rejection. Great nen are truthful, and these little
prostitutes, staring in the fire, taking out a powder-puff, decorating
lips at an inch of |ooking-glass, have (so Jacob thought) an inviolable
fidelity.

Then he saw her turning up Greek Street upon another man's arm

The light fromthe arc |lanp drenched himfromhead to toe. He stood for
a mnute notionless beneath it. Shadows chequered the street. Q her
figures, single and together, poured out, wavered across, and
obliterated Florinda and the man.

The I'ight drenched Jacob fromhead to toe. You could see the pattern on
his trousers; the old thorns on his stick; his shoe | aces; bare hands;
and face.

It was as if a stone were ground to dust; as if white sparks flew froma
livid whetstone, which was his spine; as if the swi tchback rail way,
havi ng swooped to the depths, fell, fell, fell. This was in his face.

Whet her we know what was in his mnd is another question. G anted ten
years' seniority and a difference of sex, fear of himcomes first; this
is swall owed up by a desire to hel p--overwhel m ng sense, reason, and the
time of night; anger would follow close on that--with Florinda, wth
destiny; and then up would bubble an irresponsible optimsm "Surely
there's enough light in the street at this noment to drown all our cares
in gold!'"™ Ah, what's the use of saying it? Even while you speak and | ook
over your shoul der towards Shaftesbury Avenue, destiny is chipping a
dent in him He has turned to go. As for following himback to his
roons, no--that we won't do.

Yet that, of course, is precisely what one does. He let hinself in and
shut the door, though it was only striking ten on one of the city

cl ocks. No one can go to bed at ten. Nobody was thinking of going to
bed. It was January and disnmal, but Ms. Wagg stood on her doorstep, as
i f expecting sonething to happen. A barrel-organ played |like an obscene
ni ghtingal e beneath wet |eaves. Children ran across the road. Here and
there one could see brown panelling inside the hall door.... The march
that the nind keeps beneath the wi ndows of others is queer enough. Now
di stracted by brown panelling; now by a fern in a pot; here inprovising
a few phrases to dance with the barrel-organ; again snatching a detached
gai ety froma drunken man; then altogether absorbed by words the poor
shout across the street at each other (so outright, so lusty)--yet al
the while having for centre, for nmagnet, a young nman alone in his room

"Life is wicked--life is detestable,"” cried Rose Shaw.

The strange thing about life is that though the nature of it nust have
been apparent to every one for hundreds of years, no one has |left any
adequat e account of it. The streets of London have their map; but our
passions are uncharted. What are you going to neet if you turn this
corner?



"Hol born strai ght ahead of you" says the policenman. Ah, but where are
you going if instead of brushing past the old man with the white beard,
the silver nedal, and the cheap violin, you let himgo on with his
story, which ends in an invitation to step sonewhere, to his room
presunably, off Queen's Square, and there he shows you a collection of
birds' eggs and a letter fromthe Prince of Wales's secretary, and this
(skipping the intermedi ate stages) brings you one winter's day to the
Essex coast, where the little boat makes off to the ship, and the ship
sail s and you behold on the skyline the Azores; and the flam ngoes rise;
and there you sit on the verge of the marsh drinking rum punch, an
outcast fromcivilization, for you have conmtted a crine, are infected
with yellow fever as likely as not, and--fill in the sketch as you like
As frequent as street corners in Hol born are these chasns in the
continuity of our ways. Yet we keep straight on.

Rose Shaw, talking in rather an enotional nmanner to M. Bow ey at Ms.
Durrant's evening party a few nights back, said that |ife was w cked
because a man called Jimy refused to marry a wonan called (if nenory
serves) Helen Aitken.

Both were beautiful. Both were inaninate. The oval tea-table invariably
separated them and the plate of biscuits was all he ever gave her. He
bowed; she inclined her head. They danced. He danced divinely. They sat
in the al cove; never a word was said. Her pillow was wet with tears.
Kind M. Bow ey and dear Rose Shaw marvel |l ed and depl ored. Bow ey had
roons in the Al bany. Rose was re-born every evening precisely as the
clock struck eight. Al four were civilization's triunphs, and if you
persist that a comand of the English | anguage is part of our

i nheritance, one can only reply that beauty is al nost always dunb. Mle
beauty in association with femal e beauty breeds in the onl ooker a sense
of fear. Often have | seen them-Helen and Jimy--and |ikened themto
ships adrift, and feared for my own little craft. O again, have you
ever watched fine collie dogs couchant at twenty yards' distance? As she
passed himhis cup there was that quiver in her flanks. Bow ey saw what
was up-asked Jimy to breakfast. Hel en nust have confided in Rose. For

my own part, | find it exceedingly difficult to interpret songs without
words. And now Jimy feeds crows in Flanders and Hel en visits hospitals.
Oh, life is damable, life is wicked, as Rose Shaw said

The | anps of London uphold the dark as upon the points of burning
bayonets. The yel |l ow canopy sinks and swells over the great four-poster.
Passengers in the nail-coaches running into London in the eighteenth
century | ooked through | eafl ess branches and saw it flaring beneath
them The |ight burns behind yellow blinds and pink blinds, and above
fanlights, and down in basement w ndows. The street market in Soho is
fierce with light. Raw neat, china nugs, and silk stockings blaze in it.
Raw voi ces wap thenselves round the flaring gas-jets. Arns aki nbo, they
stand on the pavenent baw ing--Messrs. Kettle and WIKkinson; their wves
sit in the shop, furs wapped round their necks, arns fol ded, eyes

cont enpt uous. Such faces as one sees. The little nman fingering the neat
nmust have squatted before the fire in innunmerabl e | odgi ng- houses, and
heard and seen and known so nuch that it seens to utter itself even
volubly from dark eyes, loose lips, as he fingers the neat silently, his
face sad as a poet's, and never a song sung. Shawl ed wonen carry babies
with purple eyelids; boys stand at street corners; girls |look across the
road--rude illustrations, pictures in a book whose pages we turn over
and over as if we should at last find what we |ook for. Every face,
every shop, bedroom wi ndow, public-house, and dark square is a picture
feverishly turned--in search of what? It is the sanme with books. Wat do
we seek through nmillions of pages? Still hopefully turning the pages--



oh, here is Jacob's room

He sat at the table reading the G obe. The pinkish sheet was spread fl at
before him He propped his face in his hand, so that the skin of his
cheek was winkled in deep folds. Terribly severe he | ooked, set, and
defiant. (What people go through in half an hour! But nothing could save
him These events are features of our |andscape. A foreigner conmng to
London coul d scarcely mss seeing St. Paul's.) He judged life. These

pi nki sh and greeni sh newspapers are thin sheets of gelatine pressed
nightly over the brain and heart of the world. They take the inpression
of the whole. Jacob cast his eye over it. A strike, a nurder, football
bodi es found; vociferation fromall parts of England sinultaneously. How
mserable it is that the G obe newspaper offers nothing better to Jacob
Fl anders! Wen a child begins to read history one marvels, sorrowfully,
to hear himspell out in his new voice the ancient words.

The Prime Mnister's speech was reported in sonmething over five colums.
Feeling in his pocket, Jacob took out a pipe and proceeded to fill it.
Five mnutes, ten mnutes, fifteen mnutes passed. Jacob took the paper
over to the fire. The Prinme M nister proposed a nmeasure for giving Hone
Rule to Ireland. Jacob knocked out his pipe. He was certainly thinking
about Hone Rule in Ireland--a very difficult matter. A very cold night.

The snow, which had been falling all night, lay at three o' clock in the
aft ernoon over the fields and the hill. Cunps of withered grass stood
out upon the hill-top; the furze bushes were black, and now and then a
bl ack shiver crossed the snow as the wind drove flurries of frozen
particles before it. The sound was that of a broom sweepi ng--sweepi ng

The stream crept along by the road unseen by any one. Sticks and | eaves
caught in the frozen grass. The sky was sullen grey and the trees of

bl ack iron. Unconprom sing was the severity of the country. At four

o' clock the snow was again falling. The day had gone out.

A wi ndow tinged yell ow about two feet across al one conbated the white
fields and the black trees .... At six o'clock a man's figure carrying a
lantern crossed the field .... Araft of twig stayed upon a stone,
suddenly detached itself, and floated towards the culvert .... A |load of
snow slipped and fell froma fir branch .... Later there was a nournfu
cry .... A nmotor car canme along the road shoving the dark before it

The dark shut down behind it....

Spaces of conplete inmmobility separated each of these novenents. The

| and seenmed to |lie dead .... Then the old shepherd returned stiffly
across the field. Stiffly and painfully the frozen earth was trodden
under and gave beneath pressure like a treadm|Il. The worn voi ces of

cl ocks repeated the fact of the hour all night Iong.

Jacob, too, heard them and raked out the fire. He rose. He stretched
hi nrsel f. He went to bed.

CHAPTER NI NE

The Countess of Rocksbier sat at the head of the table alone with Jacob.
Fed upon chanpagne and spices for at |east two centuries (four, if you
count the fenale line), the Countess Lucy |ooked well fed. A

di scrimnating nose she had for scents, prolonged, as if in quest of



them her underlip protruded a narrow red shelf; her eyes were snall
with sandy tufts for eyebrows, and her jow was heavy. Behind her (the
wi ndow | ooked on Grosvenor Square) stood M| Pratt on the pavenent,
offering violets for sale; and Ms. Hilda Thomas, lifting her skirts,
preparing to cross the road. One was from Walworth; the other from

Put ney. Both wore bl ack stockings, but Ms. Thonas was coiled in furs.
The conparison was nuch in Lady Rockshier's favour. M| had nore
hunour, but was violent; stupid too. H|da Thomas was neal y- nout hed, al
her silver frames aslant; egg-cups in the draw ng-room and the w ndows
shrouded. Lady Rocksbier, whatever the deficiencies of her profile, had
been a great rider to hounds. She used her knife with authority, tore
her chi cken bones, asking Jacob's pardon, with her own hands.

"Who is that driving by?" she asked Boxall, the butler

"Lady Firtlenere's carriage, my lady," which rem nded her to send a card
to ask after his lordship's health. A rude old | ady, Jacob thought. The
wi ne was excellent. She called herself "an old woman"--"so kind to |unch
with an old woman"--which flattered him She tal ked of Joseph
Chanber |l ai n, whom she had known. She said that Jacob nust cone and neet--
one of our celebrities. And the Lady Alice came in with three dogs on a

| eash, and Jackie, who ran to kiss his grandnother, while Boxall brought
in a telegram and Jacob was given a good cigar

A few nonents before a horse junmps it slows, sidles, gathers itself
toget her, goes up like a nmonster wave, and pitches down on the further

si de. Hedges and sky swoop in a semicircle. Then as if your own body ran
into the horse's body and it was your own forelegs grown with his that
sprang, rushing through the air you go, the ground resilient, bodies a
mass of muscles, yet you have command too, upright stillness, eyes
accurately judgi ng. Then the curves cease, changing to downri ght hanmer
strokes, which jar; and you draw up with a jolt; sitting back a little,
sparkling, tingling, glazed with ice over pounding arteries, gasping:
"Ah! ho! Hah!" the steam going up fromthe horses as they jostle

toget her at the cross-roads, where the signpost is, and the woman in the
apron stands and stares at the doorway. The man raises hinself fromthe
cabbages to stare too.

So Jacob gal | oped over the fields of Essex, flopped in the nud, |ost the
hunt, and rode by hinself eating sandw ches, | ooking over the hedges,
noticing the colours as if new scraped, cursing his |uck

He had tea at the Inn; and there they all were, sl apping, stanping,
saying, "After you," clipped, curt, jocose, red as the wattles of
turkeys, using free speech until Ms. Horsefield and her friend Mss
Duddi ng appeared at the doorway with their skirts hitched up, and hair

| oopi ng down. Then Tom Duddi ng rapped at the window with his whip. A
notor car throbbed in the courtyard. Gentlenen, feeling for natches,
nmoved out, and Jacob went into the bar with Brandy Jones to smpoke with
the rustics. There was old Jevons with one eye gone, and his clothes the
col our of nud, his bag over his back, and his brains laid feet down in
earth anong the violet roots and the nettle roots; Mary Sanders with her
box of wood; and Tom sent for beer, the half-witted son of the sexton--
all this within thirty mles of London

Ms. Papworth, of Endell Street, Covent Garden, did for M. Bonany in
New Square, Lincoln's Inn, and as she washed up the dinner things in the
scul l ery she heard the young gentlenen talking in the room next door.

M. Sanders was there again; Flanders she neant; and where an

i nquisitive old wonan gets a nane wong, what chance is there that she
will faithfully report an argument? As she held the plates under water



and then dealt themon the pile beneath the hissing gas, she |listened:
heard Sanders speaking in a |oud rather overbearing tone of voice:
"good," he said, and "absolute" and "justice" and "punishnent,” and "the
will of the majority."” Then her gentleman piped up; she backed himfor
argument agai nst Sanders. Yet Sanders was a fine young fellow (here al
the scraps went swirling round the sink, scoured after by her purple,

al nost nailless hands). "Wnen"--she thought, and wondered what Sanders
and her gentleman did in THAT |line, one eyelid sinking perceptibly as
she nmused, for she was the nother of nine--three still-born and one deaf
and dunb frombirth. Putting the plates in the rack she heard once nore
Sanders at it again ("He don't give Bonanmy a chance," she thought).

"(bj ective sonething," said Bonany; and "common ground" and sonet hi ng

el se--all very long words, she noted. "Book |earning does it," she

t hought to herself, and, as she thrust her arns into her jacket, heard
sonet hi ng--might be the little table by the fire--fall; and then stanp,
stanp, stanp--as if they were having at each other--round the room
maki ng the pl ates dance.
"To-nmorrow s breakfast, sir," she said, opening the door; and there were
Sanders and Bonany |ike two bulls of Bashan driving each other up and
down, naking such a racket, and all themchairs in the way. They never
noti ced her. She felt notherly towards them "Your breakfast, sir," she
said, as they cane near. And Bonany, all his hair touzled and his tie
flying, broke off, and pushed Sanders into the armchair, and said M.
Sanders had smashed t he coffee-pot and he was teaching M. Sanders--

Sure enough, the coffee-pot [ay broken on the hearthrug.

"Any day this week except Thursday," wote Mss Perry, and this was not
the first invitation by any means. Wre all Mss Perry's weeks bl ank

wi th the exception of Thursday, and was her only desire to see her old
friend's son? Tine is issued to spinster |adies of wealth in long white
ri bbons. These they wind round and round, round and round, assisted by
five femal e servants, a butler, a fine Mexican parrot, regular neals,
Mudi e's library, and friends dropping in. Alittle hurt she was al ready
that Jacob had not call ed.

"Your mother," she said, "is one of ny oldest friends."

M ss Rosseter, who was sitting by the fire, holding the Spectator

bet ween her cheek and the bl aze, refused to have a fire screen, but
finally accepted one. The weather was then discussed, for in deference
to Parkes, who was opening little tables, graver matters were postponed.
M ss Rosseter drew Jacob's attention to the beauty of the cabinet.

"So wonderfully clever in picking things up," she said. Mss Perry had
found it in Yorkshire. The North of England was di scussed. Wen Jacob
spoke they both listened. Mss Perry was bethi nking her of sonething
suitable and manly to say when the door opened and M. Benson was
announced. Now there were four people sitting in that room Mss Perry
aged 66; M ss Rosseter 42; M. Benson 38; and Jacob 25.

"My old friend | ooks as well as ever," said M. Benson, tapping the bars
of the parrot's cage; Mss Rosseter sinmultaneously praised the tea;
Jacob handed the wrong plates; and Mss Perry signified her desire to
approach nore closely. "Your brothers," she began vaguely.

"Archer and John," Jacob supplied her. Then to her pl easure she
recovered Rebecca's name; and how one day "when you were all little
boys, playing in the draw ng-room-"



"But Mss Perry has the kettle-holder," said Mss Rosseter, and indeed
Mss Perry was clasping it to her breast. (Had she, then, |oved Jacob's
f at her ?)

"So clever"--"not so good as usual"--"I thought it nobst unfair," said
M. Benson and M ss Rosseter, discussing the Saturday Wstninster. Did

t hey not conpete regularly for prizes? Had not M. Benson three tines
won a guinea, and M ss Rosseter once ten and sixpence? O course Everard
Benson had a weak heart, but still, to win prizes, remenber parrots,
toady M ss Perry, despise Mss Rosseter, give tea-parties in his roomns
(which were in the style of Wiistler, with pretty books on tables), al
this, so Jacob felt wthout knowing him made hima contenptible ass. As
for Mss Rosseter, she had nursed cancer, and now pai nted water-col ours.

"Runni ng away so soon?" said Mss Perry vaguely. "At hone every
afternoon, if you' ve nothing better to do--except Thursdays."

"I"ve never known you desert your old | adies once," Mss Rosseter was
sayi ng, and M. Benson was stooping over the parrot's cage, and M ss
Perry was noving towards the bell....

The fire burnt clear between two pillars of greenish narble, and on the
mant el pi ece there was a green clock guarded by Britannia | eani ng on her
spear. As for pictures--a nmaiden in a |large hat offered roses over the
garden gate to a gentleman in eighteenth-century costune. A mastiff |ay
ext ended agai nst a battered door. The | ower panes of the w ndows were of
ground glass, and the curtains, accurately |ooped, were of plush and
green too.

Laurette and Jacob sat with their toes in the fender side by side, in
two large chairs covered in green plush. Laurette's skirts were short,
her legs long, thin, and transparently covered. Her fingers stroked her
ankl es.

"I't's not exactly that | don't understand them"™ she was sayi ng
t houghtfully. "I nust go and try again."

"What tinme will you be there?" said Jacob
She shrugged her shoul ders.

"To- nor r ow?"

No, not to-norrow.

"This weat her makes ne long for the country," she said, |ooking over her
shoul der at the back view of tall houses through the w ndow

"I wish you' d been with me on Saturday," said Jacob

"l used to ride," she said. She got up gracefully, calmy. Jacob got up.
She snmiled at him As she shut the door he put so nmany shillings on the
mant el pi ece.

Al toget her a npbst reasonabl e conversation; a nobst respectable room an
intelligent girl. Only Madane herself seeing Jacob out had about her
that leer, that | ewdness, that quake of the surface (visible in the eyes
chiefly), which threatens to spill the whole bag of ordure, with
difficulty held together, over the pavenent. In short, sonething was

W ong.



Not so very long ago the worknmen had gilt the final "y" in Lord
Macaul ay' s nane, and the nanes stretched in unbroken file round the done
of the British Museum At a considerable depth beneath, nmany hundreds of
the living sat at the spokes of a cart-wheel copying fromprinted books
i nto manuscri pt books; now and then rising to consult the catal ogue;
regaining their places stealthily, while fromtine to tine a silent nan
repl eni shed their conpartments.

There was a little catastrophe. Mss Marchnmont's pile overbal anced and
fell into Jacob's conpartnent. Such things happened to M ss Marchnont.
What was she seeking through millions of pages, in her old plush dress,
and her wig of claret-coloured hair, with her gens and her chil bl ai ns?
Soneti mes one thing, sonetimes another, to confirm her philosophy that
colour is sound--or, perhaps, it has something to do with nusic. She
could never quite say, though it was not for lack of trying. And she
coul d not ask you back to her room for it was "not very clean, |I'm
afraid," so she nmust catch you in the passage, or take a chair in Hyde
Park to explain her philosophy. The rhythm of the soul depends on it--
("how rude the little boys are!" she would say), and M. Asquith's Irish
policy, and Shakespeare cones in, "and Queen Al exandra nobst graciously
once acknow edged a copy of ny panphlet," she woul d say, waving the
little boys magnificently away. But she needs funds to publish her book,
for "publishers are capitalists--publishers are cowards." And so

di gging her elbow into her pile of books it fell over.

Jacob remai ned quite unnoved

But Fraser, the atheist, on the other side, detesting plush, nore than
once accosted with leaflets, shifted irritably. He abhorred vagueness--
the Christian religion, for exanple, and old Dean Parker's
pronouncerents. Dean Parker wote books and Fraser utterly destroyed
them by force of logic and |eft his children unbaptized--his wife did it
secretly in the washing basin--but Fraser ignored her, and went on
supporting bl aspheners, distributing leaflets, getting up his facts in
the British Museum always in the same check suit and fiery tie, but
pal e, spotted, irritable. Indeed, what a work--to destroy religion

Jacob transcri bed a whol e passage from Marl owe.

Mss Julia Hedge, the fem nist, waited for her books. They did not cone.
She wetted her pen. She | ooked about her. Her eye was caught by the
final letters in Lord Macaul ay's nane. And she read themall round the
done--the nanes of great nen which remind us--"Ch damm," said Julia
Hedge, "why didn't they | eave roomfor an Eliot or a Bronte?"

Unfortunate Julia! wetting her pen in bitterness, and | eaving her shoe
| aces untied. Wien her books cane she applied herself to her gigantic
| abours, but perceived through one of the nerves of her exasperated
sensi bility how conmposedly, unconcernedly, and with every consideration
the mal e readers applied thenselves to theirs. That young nan for
exanpl e. What had he got to do except copy out poetry? And she nust
study statistics. There are nore wonmen than nmen. Yes; but if you |et
worren work as men work, they'll die off much quicker. They'll becone
extinct. That was her argunent. Death and gall and bitter dust were on
her pen-tip; and as the afternoon wore on, red had worked into her
cheek-bones and a light was in her eyes.

But what brought Jacob Flanders to read Marlowe in the British Miuseunf?
Yout h, yout h--sonet hi ng savage--sonet hi ng pedantic. For exanple, there
is M. Msefield, there is M. Bennett. Stuff theminto the flane of

Marl owe and burn themto cinders. Let not a shred remain. Don't palter



with the second rate. Detest your own age. Build a better one. And to
set that on foot read incredibly dull essays upon Marlowe to your
friends. For which purpose one nost collate editions in the British
Museum One nmust do the thing oneself. Useless to trust to the

Vi ctorians, who disenmbowel, or to the living, who are nmere publicists.
The flesh and bl ood of the future depends entirely upon six young nen.
And as Jacob was one of them no doubt he looked a little regal and
ponpous as he turned his page, and Julia Hedge disliked himnaturally
enough.

But then a puddi ng-faced man pushed a note towards Jacob, and Jacob,

| eani ng back in his chair, began an uneasy nurnmured conversation, and
they went off together (Julia Hedge watched them, and | aughed al oud

(she thought) directly they were in the hall

Nobody | aughed in the readi ng-room There were shirtings, murmurings,
apol ogeti c sneezes, and sudden unashaned devastating coughs. The | esson
hour was al nost over. Ushers were collecting exercises. Lazy children
wanted to stretch. Good ones scribbl ed assi duousl y--ah, another day over
and so little done! And now and then was to be heard fromthe whole

col l ection of human beings a heavy sigh, after which the huniliating old
man woul d cough shanel essly, and M ss Marchnmont hinnied |ike a horse.

Jacob cane back only in time to return his books.

The books were now replaced. A few letters of the al phabet were
sprinkl ed round the done. Closely stood together in a ring round the
donme were Plato, Aristotle, Sophocles, and Shakespeare; the literature
of Ronme, Greece, China, India, Persia. One | eaf of poetry was pressed
flat agai nst another |eaf, one burnished letter l[aid snmooth against
another in a density of meaning, a congloneration of |oveliness.

"One does want one's tea," said Mss Marchnont, reclai m ng her shabby
unbrel |l a.

M ss Marchnont wanted her tea, but could never resist a last | ook at the
El gin Marbl es. She | ooked at them si deways, wavi ng her hand and
muttering a word or two of salutation which nade Jacob and the other man
turn round. She sniled at themamably. It all canme into her philosophy--
that col our is sound, or perhaps it has something to do with nusic. And
havi ng done her service, she hobbled off to tea. It was closing tine.

The public collected in the hall to receive their unbrellas.

For the nost part the students wait their turn very patiently. To stand
and wait while sone one examnes white discs is soothing. The unbrella
will certainly be found. But the fact |eads you on all day through
Macaul ay, Hobbes, G bbon; through octavos, quartos, folios; sinks deeper
and deeper through ivory pages and norocco bindings into this density of
t hought, this congl onmeration of know edge.

Jacob's wal ki ng-stick was like all the others; they had nuddl ed the
pi geon- hol es per haps.

There is in the British Museum an enornous m nd. Consider that Plato is
there cheek by jowml with Aristotle; and Shakespeare with Marlowe. This
great mind is hoarded beyond the power of any single mnd to possess it.
Neverthel ess (as they take so long finding one's wal ki ng-stick) one
can't help thinking how one night cone with a notebook, sit at a desk,
and read it all through. A learned man is the nost venerable of all--a
man |i ke Huxtable of Trinity, who wites all his letters in Geek, they
say, and could have kept his end up with Bentley. And then there is



sci ence, pictures, architecture,--an enornous mn nd.

They pushed the wal ki ng-stick across the counter. Jacob stood beneath
the porch of the British Museum It was raining. Great Russell Street
was gl azed and shining--here yell ow, here, outside the chemst's, red
and pal e blue. People scuttled quickly close to the wall; carriages
rattled rather helter-skelter down the streets. Well, but a little rain
hurts nobody. Jacob wal ked of f nuch as if he had been in the country;
and | ate that night there he was sitting at his table with his pipe and
hi s book.

The rain poured down. The British Miseum stood in one solid i mense
mound, very pale, very sleek in the rain, not a quarter of a mle from
him The vast mind was sheeted with stone; and each conpartnment in the
depths of it was safe and dry. The night-watchmen, flashing their

| anterns over the backs of Plato and Shakespeare, saw that on the
twenty-second of February neither flane, rat, nor burglar was going to
vi ol ate these treasures--poor, highly respectable nen, with w ves and
famlies at Kentish Town, do their best for twenty years to protect

Pl ato and Shakespeare, and then are buried at Hi ghgate.

Stone lies solid over the British Miseum as bone lies cool over the
visions and heat of the brain. Only here the brain is Plato's brain and
Shakespeare's; the brain has nmade pots and statues, great bulls and
little jewels, and crossed the river of death this way and that

i ncessantly, seeking sone | andi ng, now wrapping the body well for its

| ong sl eep; now |l aying a penny piece on the eyes; now turning the toes
scrupul ously to the East. Meanwhile, Plato continues his dialogue; in
spite of the rain; in spite of the cab whistles; in spite of the wonan
in the news behind Great Ornond Street who has cone hone drunk and cries
all night long, "Let me in! Let me in!"

In the street bel ow Jacob's room voices were raised.

But he read on. For after all Plato continues inperturbably. And Hanm et
utters his soliloquy. And there the Elgin Marbles lie, all night |ong,
old Jones's lantern sonetines recalling Uysses, or a horse's head; or
sonetimes a flash of gold, or a mummy's sunk yel |l ow cheek. Plato and
Shakespeare continue; and Jacob, who was readi ng the Phaedrus, heard
peopl e vociferating round the | amp-post, and the worman battering at the
door and crying, "Let ne in!" as if a coal had dropped fromthe fire, or
afly, falling fromthe ceiling, had lain on its back, too weak to turn
over.

The Phaedrus is very difficult. And so, when at |ength one reads

strai ght ahead, falling into step, marching on, becoming (so it seens)
nonentarily part of this rolling, inperturbable energy, which has driven
dar kness before it since Plato wal ked the Acropolis, it is inpossible to
see to the fire.

The di al ogue draws to its close. Plato's argunment is done. Plato's
argument is stowed away in Jacob's nmind, and for five minutes Jacob's

m nd continues al one, onwards, into the darkness. Then, getting up, he
parted the curtains, and saw, wth astonishing clearness, how the
Springetts opposite had gone to bed; how it rained; how the Jews and the
foreign woman, at the end of the street, stood by the pillar-box,

ar gui ng.

Every time the door opened and fresh people canme in, those already in
the roomshifted slightly; those who were standing | ooked over their
shoul ders; those who were sitting stopped in the middle of sentences.



VWhat with the light, the wine, the strumrng of a guitar, sonething
exciting happened each tine the door opened. Who was conming in?

"That's G bson. ™"
"The painter?"
"But go on with what you were saying."

They were saying sonmething that was far, far too intinmate to be said
outright. But the noise of the voices served like a clapper in little
Ms. Wthers's mnd, scaring into the air blocks of small birds, and
then they'd settle, and then she'd feel afraid, put one hand to her
hair, bind both round her knees, and | ook up at diver Skelton
nervously, and say:

"Promi se, PROM SE, you'll tell no one." ... so considerate he was, so
tender. It was her husband's character that she di scussed. He was col d,
she sai d.

Down upon them came the splendid Magdal en, brown, warm vol um nous,
scarcely brushing the grass with her sandalled feet. Her hair flew pins
seened scarcely to attach the flying silks. An actress of course, a |line
of light perpetually beneath her. It was only "My dear" that she said,
but her voice went jodelling between Al pi ne passes. And down she tunbl ed
on the floor, and sang, since there was nothing to be said, round ah's
and oh's. Mangin, the poet, comng up to her, stood | ooking down at her
drawi ng at his pipe. The danci ng began

Grey-haired Ms. Keyner asked Dick Gaves to tell her who Mangi n was,
and said that she had seen too nuch of this sort of thing in Paris
(Magdal en had got upon his knees; now his pipe was in her nmouth) to be
shocked. "Who is that?" she said, staying her glasses when they cane to
Jacob, for indeed he | ooked quiet, not indifferent, but |ike some one on
a beach, watching.

"Ch, ny dear, let nme |lean on you," gasped Hel en Askew, hopping on one
foot, for the silver cord round her ankle had worked | oose. Ms. Keyner
turned and | ooked at the picture on the wall

"Look at Jacob," said Helen (they were binding his eyes for sone gane).

And Dick Graves, being a little drunk, very faithful, and very sinple-
m nded, told her that he thought Jacob the greatest nan he had ever
known. And down they sat cross-legged upon cushions and tal ked about
Jacob, and Helen's voice trenbled, for they both seemed heroes to her
and the friendship between them so nuch nore beautiful than wonen's
friendshi ps. Anthony Pollett now asked her to dance, and as she danced
she | ooked at them over her shoul der, standing at the table, drinking
t oget her.

The magnificent world--the live, sane, vigorous world .... These words
refer to the stretch of wood pavenent between Hamersnith and Hol born in
January between two and three in the norning. That was the ground
beneat h Jacob's feet. It was healthy and magni ficent because one room
above a nmews, sonmewhere near the river, contained fifty excited,

tal kative, friendly people. And then to stride over the pavenment (there
was scarcely a cab or policeman in sight) is of itself exhilarating. The
I ong | oop of Piccadilly, dianond-stitched, shows to best advantage when
it is enpty. A young nan has nothing to fear. On the contrary, though he
may not have said anything brilliant, he feels pretty confident he can



hold his own. He was pleased to have nmet Mangin; he admired the young
worman on the floor; he liked themall; he liked that sort of thing. In
short, all the drunms and trunpets were soundi ng. The street scavengers
were the only people about at the nonment. It is scarcely necessary to
say how wel | -di sposed Jacob felt towards them how it pleased himto |et
hinself in with his latch-key at his own door; how he seened to bring
back with himinto the enpty roomten or el even peopl e whom he had not
known when he set out; how he | ooked about for sonething to read, and
found it, and never read it, and fell asleep

I ndeed, druns and trunpets is no phrase. |Indeed, Piccadilly and Hol born
and the enpty sitting-roomand the sitting-roomwith fifty people in it
are |iable at any monent to blow nusic into the air. Wnmen perhaps are
nore excitable than nen. It is seldomthat any one says anythi ng about
it, and to see the hordes crossing Waterl oo Bridge to catch the non-stop
to Surbiton one might think that reason inpelled them No, no. It is the
drums and trunpets. Only, should you turn aside into one of those little
bays on Waterloo Bridge to think the matter over, it will probably seem
to you all a nuddle--all a nystery.

They cross the Bridge incessantly. Sonetinmes in the nmidst of carts and
omi buses a lorry will appear with great forest trees chained to it.
Then, perhaps, a mason's van with newWy |ettered tonbstones recording
how sone one | oved sone one who is buried at Putney. Then the notor car
in front jerks forward, and the tonbstones pass too quick for you to
read nmore. Al the time the stream of people never ceases passing from
the Surrey side to the Strand; fromthe Strand to the Surrey side. It
seens as if the poor had gone raiding the town, and now trapesed back to
their own quarters, |like beetles scurrying to their holes, for that old
worman fairly hobbl es towards Waterl oo, grasping a shiny bag, as if she
had been out into the light and now nade off wi th some scraped chicken
bones to her hovel underground. On the other hand, though the wind is
rough and blowing in their faces, those girls there, striding hand in
hand, shouting out a song, seemto feel neither cold nor shane. They are
hatl ess. They tri unph.

The wi nd has bl own up the waves. The river races beneath us, and the nen
standi ng on the barges have to lean all their weight on the tiller. A
black tarpaulin is tied down over a swelling | oad of gold. Aval anches of
coal glitter blackly. As usual, painters are slung on planks across the
great riverside hotels, and the hotel w ndows have al ready points of
light in them On the other side the city is white as if with age; St
Paul 's swells white above the fretted, pointed, or obl ong buil dings
beside it. The cross alone shines rosy-gilt. But what century have we
reached? Has this procession fromthe Surrey side to the Strand gone on
for ever? That old nan has been crossing the Bridge these six hundred
years, with the rabble of little boys at his heels, for he is drunk, or
blind with misery, and tied round with old clouts of clothing such as
pilgrims mght have worn. He shuffles on. No one stands still. It seens
as if we marched to the sound of nusic; perhaps the wind and the river;
per haps these sanme druns and trunpets--the ecstasy and hubbub of the
soul . Wy, even the unhappy |augh, and the policeman, far fromjudging
the drunk man, surveys himhunorously, and the little boys scanper back
again, and the clerk from Sonerset House has nothing but tol erance for
him and the man who is reading half a page of Lothair at the bookstal
nmuses charitably, with his eyes off the print, and the girl hesitates at
the crossing and turns on himthe bright yet vague gl ance of the young.

Bright yet vague. She is perhaps twenty-two. She is shabby. She crosses
the road and | ooks at the daffodils and the red tulips in the florist's
wi ndow. She hesitates, and makes off in the direction of Tenple Bar. She



wal ks fast, and yet anything distracts her. Now she seens to see, and
now to notice nothing.

CHAPTER TEN

Through the disused graveyard in the parish of St. Pancras, Fanny El mer
strayed between the white tonbs which | ean against the wall, crossing
the grass to read a nane, hurrying on when the grave-keeper approached,
hurrying into the street, pausing now by a wi ndow with blue china, now
qui ckly making up for lost time, abruptly entering a baker's shop,
buyi ng rolls, adding cakes, going on again so that any one wi shing to
follow nmust fairly trot. She was not drably shabby, though. She wore
sil k stockings, and silver-buckl ed shoes, only the red feather in her
hat drooped, and the clasp of her bag was weak, for out fell a copy of
Madane Tussaud's programe as she wal ked. She had the ankles of a stag.
Her face was hidden. OF course, in this dusk, rapid novenents, quick

gl ances, and soaring hopes conme naturally enough. She passed right
beneat h Jacob's wi ndow.

The house was flat, dark, and silent. Jacob was at hone engaged upon a
chess problem the board being on a stool between his knees. One hand
was fingering the hair at the back of his head. He slowy brought it
forward and raised the white queen from her square; then put her down
again on the sane spot. He filled his pipe; rum nated; noved two pawns;
advanced the white knight; then rum nated with one finger upon the

bi shop. Now Fanny El mer passed beneath the w ndow.

She was on her way to sit to Nick Bramhamthe painter.
She sat in a flowered Spani sh shawl, holding in her hand a yel |l ow novel.

"Alittle lower, alittle | ooser, so--better, that's right," Branmham
munbl ed, who was drawi ng her, and snoking at the sanme tinme, and was
natural ly speechl ess. Hi s head m ght have been the work of a scul ptor,
who had squared the forehead, stretched the mouth, and left marks of his
t hunbs and streaks fromhis fingers in the clay. But the eyes had never
been shut. They were rather prom nent, and rather bloodshot, as if from
staring and staring, and when he spoke they | ooked for a second

di sturbed, but went on staring. An unshaded electric |light hung above
her head.

As for the beauty of wonen, it is like the light on the sea, never
constant to a single wave. They all have it; they all lose it. Now she
is dull and thick as bacon; now transparent as a hangi ng gl ass. The
fixed faces are the dull ones. Here cones Lady Venice displayed |ike a
nonunent for admiration, but carved in alabaster, to be set on the
mant el pi ece and never dusted. A dapper brunette conplete fromhead to
foot serves only as an illustration to lie upon the draw ng-roomtable.
The wonen in the streets have the faces of playing cards; the outlines
accurately filled in with pink or yellow, and the line drawn tightly
round them Then, at a top-floor wi ndow, |eaning out, |ooking down, you
see beauty itself; or in the corner of an ommibus; or squatted in a

di tch--beauty gl owi ng, suddenly expressive, wthdrawn the nonment after.
No one can count on it or seize it or have it wapped in paper. Nothing
is to be won fromthe shops, and Heaven knows it would be better to sit
at honme than haunt the plate-glass windows in the hope of lifting the
shining green, the glow ng ruby, out of themalive. Sea glass in a



saucer loses its lustre no sooner than silks do. Thus if you talk of a
beautiful woman you nean only sonething flying fast which for a second
uses the eyes, lips, or cheeks of Fanny El ner, for exanple, to gl ow

t hr ough.

She was not beautiful, as she sat stiffly; her underlip too promninent;
her nose too large; her eyes too near together. She was a thin girl,
with brilliant cheeks and dark hair, sulky just now, or stiff with
sitting. When Bramham snapped his stick of charcoal she started. Bramham
was out of tenper. He squatted before the gas fire warmi ng his hands.
Meanwhi | e she | ooked at his drawi ng. He grunted. Fanny threw on a

dressi ng-gown and boiled a kettle.

"By God, it's bad," said Bramham

Fanny dropped on to the floor, clasped her hands round her knees, and

| ooked at him her beautiful eyes--yes, beauty, flying through the room
shone there for a second. Fanny's eyes seened to question, to

commi serate, to be, for a second, love itself. But she exaggerated.
Bramham noti ced not hing. And when the kettle boiled, up she scranbl ed,
nore like a colt or a puppy than a |oving wonan.

Now Jacob wal ked over to the wi ndow and stood with his hands in his
pockets. M. Springett opposite cane out, |ooked at his shop w ndow, and
went in again. The children drifted past, eyeing the pink sticks of
sweetstuff. Pickford' s van swng down the street. A small boy twrled
froma rope. Jacob turned away. Two minutes |ater he opened the front
door, and wal ked of f in the direction of Hol born

Fanny El mer took down her cloak fromthe hook. Nick Bramham unpi nned his
drawing and rolled it under his arm They turned out the lights and set
of f down the street, holding on their way through all the people, notor
cars, omni buses, carts, until they reached Leicester Square, five

m nut es before Jacob reached it, for his way was slightly |onger, and he
had been stopped by a block in Holborn waiting to see the King drive by,
so that Nick and Fanny were already |eaning over the barrier in the
pronmenade at the Enpire when Jacob pushed through the swi ng doors and
took his place beside them

"Hul |l o, never noticed you," said Nick, five mnutes |ater.
"Bl oody rot," said Jacob

"Mss Elnmer," said N ck

Jacob took his pipe out of his mouth very awkwardly.

Very awkward he was. And when they sat upon a plush sofa and |let the
snoke go up between them and the stage, and heard far off the high-

pi tched voices and the jolly orchestra breaking in opportunely he was
still awkward, only Fanny thought: "What a beautiful voice!" She thought
how little he said yet how firmit was. She thought how young nen are

di gnified and al oof, and how unconsci ous they are, and how quietly one
m ght sit beside Jacob and | ook at him And how childlike he would be,
cone in tired of an evening, she thought, and how majestic; a little
over bearing perhaps; "But | wouldn't give way," she thought. He got up
and | eant over the barrier. The snoke hung about him

And for ever the beauty of young nen seens to be set in snoke, however
lustily they chase footballs, or drive cricket balls, dance, run, or
stride along roads. Possibly they are soon to |lose it. Possibly they



| ook into the eyes of faraway heroes, and take their station anbng us
hal f cont enptuously, she thought (vibrating like a fiddle-string, to be
pl ayed on and snapped). Anyhow, they | ove silence, and speak
beautifully, each word falling |ike a disc new cut, not a hubbl e-bubbl e
of small smpoth coins such as girls use; and they nove decidedly, as if
t hey knew how long to stay and when to go--oh, but M. Flanders was only
gone to get a progranme.

"The dancers cone right at the end,"” he said, com ng back to them

And isn't it pleasant, Fanny went on thinking, how young nmen bring out
lots of silver coins fromtheir trouser pockets, and | ook at them
i nstead of having just so many in a purse?

Then there she was herself, whirling across the stage in white flounces,
and the nmusic was the dance and fling of her own soul, and the whole
machi nery, rock and gear of the world was spun snoothly into those swft
eddies and falls, she felt, as she stood rigid | eaning over the barrier
two feet from Jacob Fl anders.

Her screwed-up bl ack gl ove dropped to the floor. Wen Jacob gave it her
she started angrily. For never was there a nore irrational passion. And
Jacob was afraid of her for a nonent--so violent, so dangerous is it
when young wonen stand rigid; grasp the barrier; fall in |ove

It was the niddle of February. The roofs of Hanpstead Garden Suburb | ay
in a tremulous haze. It was too hot to wal k. A dog barked, barked,
barked down in the hollow. The |iquid shadows went over the plain

The body after long illness is |languid, passive, receptive of sweetness,
but too weak to contain it. The tears well and fall as the dog barks in
the hollow, the children skim after hoops, the country darkens and
brightens. Beyond a veil it seens. Ah, but draw the veil thicker lest |
faint with sweetness, Fanny El ner sighed, as she sat on a bench in
Judges Wl k | ooki ng at Hanpstead Garden Suburb. But the dog went on
barki ng. The motor cars hooted on the road. She heard a far-away rush
and hunmming. Agitation was at her heart. Up she got and wal ked. The
grass was freshly green; the sun hot. Al round the pond children were
stooping to launch little boats; or were drawn back scream ng by their
nur ses.

At m d-day young wonen wal k out into the air. Al the nmen are busy in
the town. They stand by the edge of the blue pond. The fresh wi nd
scatters the children's voices all about. My children, thought Fanny

El ner. The wonen stand round the pond, beating off great prancing shaggy
dogs. Cently the baby is rocked in the peranbul ator. The eyes of all the
nurses, nothers, and wandering wonen are a little glazed, absorbed. They
gently nod instead of answering when the little boys tug at their

skirts, begging themto nove on

And Fanny noved, hearing sonme cry--a workman's whistle perhaps--high in
md-air. Now, anong the trees, it was the thrush trilling out into the
warmair a flutter of jubilation, but fear seenmed to spur him Fanny
thought; as if he too were anxious with such joy at his heart--as if he
were watched as he sang, and pressed by tunult to sing. There! Restless,
he flewto the next tree. She heard his song nore faintly. Beyond it was
the hunmi ng of the wheels and the w nd rushing.

She spent tenpence on | unch

"Dear, nmiss, she's left her unbrella,” grunbled the nottled wonan in the



gl ass box near the door at the Express Dairy Conpany's shop
"Perhaps I'Il catch her," answered MIly Edwards, the waitress with the
pale plaits of hair; and she dashed through the door

"No good," she said, coming back a nonment |ater with Fanny's cheap
unbrella. She put her hand to her plaits.

"Ch, that door!"™ grunbled the cashier

Her hands were cased in black nittens, and the finger-tips that drew in
t he paper slips were swollen as sausages.

"Pie and greens for one. Large coffee and crunpets. Eggs on toast. Two
fruit cakes."

Thus the sharp voices of the waitresses snapped. The |unchers heard
their orders repeated with approval; saw the next table served with
anticipation. Their own eggs on toast were at |ast delivered. Their eyes
strayed no nore.

Danp cubes of pastry fell into nouths opened |like triangular bags.

Nel I'y Jenki nson, the typist, crunbled her cake indifferently enough
Every time the door opened she | ooked up. What did she expect to see?

The coal nerchant read the Tel egraph without stopping, mssed the
saucer, and, feeling abstractedly, put the cup down on the table-cloth.

"Did you ever hear the like of that for inpertinence?" Ms. Parsons
wound up, brushing the crunbs from her furs.

"Hot milk and scone for one. Pot of tea. Roll and butter," cried the

wai t resses.
The door opened and shut.
Such is the life of the elderly.

It is curious, lying in a boat, to watch the waves. Here are three
com ng regularly one after another, all rmuch of a size. Then, hurrying
after them cones a fourth, very large and nenacing; it lifts the boat;
on it goes; sonehow nerges without acconplishing anything; flattens
itself out with the rest.

What can be nore violent than the fling of boughs in a gale, the tree
yielding itself all up the trunk, to the very tip of the branch
stream ng and shuddering the way the wi nd bl ows, yet never flying in

di shevel ment away? The corn squirns and abases itself as if preparing to
tug itself free fromthe roots, and yet is tied down.

Wiy, fromthe very wi ndows, even in the dusk, you see a swelling run
through the street, an aspiration, as with arns outstretched, eyes
desiring, nouths agape. And then we peaceably subside. For if the
exaltation lasted we should be blown like foaminto the air. The stars
woul d shine through us. W should go down the gale in salt drops--as
somet i nes happens. For the inpetuous spirits will have none of this
cradling. Never any swaying or ainmessly lolling for them Never any
maki ng believe, or lying cosily, or genially supposing that one is nuch
like another, fire warm wi ne pleasant, extravagance a sin



"Peopl e are so nice, once you know them"

"I couldn't think ill of her. One nust renenber--" But N ck perhaps, or
Fanny Elnmer, believing inplicitly in the truth of the noment, fling off,
sting the cheek, are gone like sharp hail

"Ch," said Fanny, bursting into the studio three-quarters of an hour

| at e because she had been hangi ng about the nei ghbourhood of the
Foundl i ng Hospital merely for the chance of seeing Jacob wal k down the
street, take out his |atch-key, and open the door, "I'mafraid |I'm

[ ate"; upon which N ck said nothing and Fanny grew defiant.

"I"lIl never conme again!" she cried at |ength.

"Don't, then," Nick replied, and off she ran without so nmuch as good-
ni ght.

How exqui site it was--that dress in Evelina's shop off Shaftesbury
Avenue! It was four o'clock on a fine day early in April, and was Fanny
the one to spend four o' clock on a fine day indoors? Qher girls in that
very street sat over |edgers, or drew long threads wearily between silk
and gauze; or, festooned with ribbons in Swan and Edgars, rapidly added
up pence and farthings on the back of the bill and twi sted the yard and
three-quarters in tissue paper and asked "Your pleasure?" of the next
coner.

In Evelina's shop off Shaftesbury Avenue the parts of a wonan were shown
separate. In the left hand was her skirt. Twining round a pole in the

m ddl e was a feather boa. Ranged |ike the heads of nml efactors on Tenple
Bar were hats--enmerald and white, lightly weathed or drooping beneath
deep-dyed feathers. And on the carpet were her feet--pointed gold, or
patent | eather slashed with scarlet.

Feast ed upon by the eyes of wonen, the clothes by four o'clock were
flybl own Iike sugar cakes in a baker's w ndow. Fanny eyed themtoo. But
coming along CGerrard Street was a tall man in a shabby coat. A shadow
fell across Evelina's w ndow -Jacob's shadow, though it was not Jacob
And Fanny turned and wal ked al ong Gerrard Street and wi shed that she had
read books. Nick never read books, never tal ked of Ireland, or the House
of Lords; and as for his finger-nails! She would learn Latin and read
Virgil. She had been a great reader. She had read Scott; she had read
Dunmas. At the Sl ade no one read. But no one knew Fanny at the Sl ade, or
guessed how enpty it seenmed to her; the passion for ear-rings, for
dances, for Tonks and Steer--when it was only the French who could

pai nt, Jacob said. For the noderns were futile; painting the |east
respectable of the arts; and why read anything but Marlowe and
Shakespeare, Jacob said, and Fielding if you rmust read novel s?

"Fielding," said Fanny, when the man in Charing Cross Road asked her
what book she want ed.

She bought Tom Jones.

At ten o'clock in the nmorning, in a roomwhich she shared with a schoo
teacher, Fanny El ner read Tom Jones--that nystic book. For this dul
stuff (Fanny thought) about people with odd names is what Jacob |ikes.
Good people like it. Dowdy wormen who don't m nd how they cross their

| egs read Tom Jones--a nystic book; for there is sonething, Fanny

t hought, about books which if | had been educated |I could have |iked--
much better than ear-rings and fl owers, she sighed, thinking of the
corridors at the Slade and the fancy-dress dance next week. She had



not hing to wear.

They are real, thought Fanny El nmer, setting her feet on the mantel piece.
Sonme people are. N ck perhaps, only he was so stupid. And women never - -
except M ss Sargent, but she went off at l[unch-tine and gave herself
airs. There they sat quietly of a night reading, she thought. Not going
to nusic-halls; not |ooking in at shop wi ndows; not wearing each other's
cl othes, |ike Robertson who had worn her shawl, and she had worn his
wai st coat, which Jacob could only do very awkwardly; for he |liked Tom
Jones.

There it lay on her lap, in double colums, price three and sixpence;
the nmystic book in which Henry Fielding ever so nmany years ago rebuked
Fanny El mer for feasting on scarlet, in perfect prose, Jacob said. For
he never read nodern novels. He |iked Tom Jones.

"I do like Tom Jones," said Fanny, at five-thirty that sane day early in
April when Jacob took out his pipe in the armchair opposite.

Alas, wonen lie! But not Clara Durrant. A flaw ess mnd; a candid
nature; a virgin chained to a rock (sonmewhere off Lowndes Square)
eternally pouring out tea for old nen in white waistcoats, blue-eyed,

| ooking you straight in the face, playing Bach. O all wonen, Jacob
honoured her nost. But to sit at a table with bread and butter, with
dowagers in velvet, and never say nmore to Clara Durrant than Benson said
to the parrot when old Mss Perry poured out tea, was an insufferable
outrage upon the liberties and decencies of hunan nature--or words to
that effect. For Jacob said nothing. Only he glared at the fire. Fanny
laid down Tom Jones.

She stitched or knitted.
"What ' s that ?" asked Jacob
"For the dance at the Sl ade."”

And she fetched her head-dress; her trousers; her shoes with red
tassels. What shoul d she wear?

"I shall be in Paris,"” said Jacob

And what is the point of fancy-dress dances? thought Fanny. You neet the
sanme people; you wear the sane clothes; Mangin gets drunk; Florinda sits
on his knee. She flirts outrageously--with N ck Bramham just now.

"In Paris?" said Fanny.

"On ny way to Greece," he replied

For, he said, there is nothing so detestable as London in My.
He woul d forget her.

A sparrow fl ew past the window trailing a straw-a straw from a stack
stood by a barn in a farnmyard. The old brown spaniel snuffs at the base
for a rat. Already the upper branches of the elmtrees are blotted with
nests. The chestnuts have flirted their fans. And the butterflies are
flaunting across the rides in the Forest. Perhaps the Purple Enperor is
feasting, as Morris says, upon a mass of putrid carrion at the base of
an oak tree.



Fanny thought it all cane from Tom Jones. He could go al one with a book
in his pocket and watch the badgers. He would take a train at eight-
thirty and walk all night. He saw fire-flies, and brought back gl ow
wornms in pill-boxes. He would hunt with the New Forest Staghounds. It
all came from Tom Jones; and he would go to Greece with a book in his
pocket and forget her.

She fetched her hand-gl ass. There was her face. And suppose one w eat hed
Jacob in a turban? There was his face. She |it the lanp. But as the
dayl i ght cane through the window only half was [it up by the lanp. And

t hough he | ooked terrible and nagnificent and woul d chuck the Forest, he
said, and cone to the Slade, and be a Turkish knight or a Roman enperor
(and he let her blacken his lips and clenched his teeth and scowed in
the glass), still--there Iay Tom Jones.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

"Archer," said Ms. Flanders with that tenderness which nothers so often
di splay towards their el dest sons, "will be at Gbraltar to-norrow "

The post for which she was waiting (strolling up Dods H Il while the
random church bells swng a hym tune about her head, the clock striking
four straight through the circling notes; the glass purpling under a
stormcloud; and the two dozen houses of the village cowering,
infinitely hunble, in conpany under a |eaf of shadow), the post, with
all its variety of messages, envel opes addressed in bold hands, in

sl anting hands, stanped now with English stanps, again with Col oni a
stanps, or sonetines hastily dabbed with a yell ow bar, the post was
about to scatter a nyriad nessages over the world. Wether we gain or
not by this habit of profuse conmunication it is not for us to say. But
that letter-witing is practi sed mendaci ously nowadays, particularly by
young nmen travelling in foreign parts, seens |ikely enough

For exanple, take this scene.

Here was Jacob Fl anders gone abroad and staying to break his journey in
Paris. (O d Mss Birkbeck, his nother's cousin, had died |ast June and
left hima hundred pounds.)

"You needn't repeat the whole damed thing over again, Cruttendon," said
Mal linson, the little bald painter who was sitting at a marble table,

spl ashed with coffee and ringed with wine, talking very fast, and
undoubtedly more than a little drunk

"Well, Flanders, finished witing to your |ady?" said Cruttendon, as
Jacob canme and took his seat beside them holding in his hand an
envel ope addressed to Ms. Flanders, near Scarborough, England.

"Do you uphol d Vel asquez?" said Cruttendon

"By God, he does," said Mllinson

"He always gets like this," said Cruttendon irritably.
Jacob | ooked at Mallinson with excessive conposure.

"I"ll tell you the three greatest things that were ever witten in the



whol e of literature," Cruttendon burst out. "'Hang there like fruit ny
soul .'" he began

"Don't listen to a man who don't |ike Vel asquez," said Mallinson

"Adol phe, don't give M. Mallinson any nore wine," said Cruttendon

"Fair play, fair play," said Jacob judicially. "Let a nman get drunk if
he likes. That's Shakespeare, Cruttendon. I'mw th you there.
Shakespeare had nore guts than all these dammed frogs put together
"Hang there like fruit ny soul,'" he began quoting, in a nusical
rhetorical voice, flourishing his w ne-glass. "The devil dam you bl ack
you creamfaced | oon!" he exclained as the wi ne washed over the rim
"'Hang there like fruit my soul,'" Cruttendon and Jacob both began again
at the same nmonent, and both burst out I aughing.

"Curse these flies," said Mallinson, flicking at his bald head. "Wat do
t hey take ne for?"

"Somet hi ng sweet-snelling," said Cruttendon

"Shut up, Cruttendon,"” said Jacob. "The fellow has no manners," he

explained to Mallinson very politely. "Wants to cut people off their
drink. Look here. I want grilled bone. What's the French for grilled
bone? Grilled bone, Adol phe. Now you juggins, don't you understand?"

"And 1'Il tell you, Flanders, the second nost beautiful thing in the
whole of literature," said Cruttendon, bringing his feet down on to the
floor, and | eaning right across the table, so that his face al npst
touched Jacob's face.

"'Hey diddle diddle, the cat and the fiddle,'" Mllinson interrupted,
strunmng his fingers on the table. "The nbst ex-qui-sitely beautifu
thing in the whole of literature. ... Cruttendon is a very good fellow, "
he remarked confidentially. "But he's a bit of a fool." And he jerked
hi s head forward.

Well, not a word of this was ever told to Ms. Flanders; nor what
happened when they paid the bill and left the restaurant, and wal ked
al ong the Boul evard Raspaille.

Then here is another scrap of conversation; the tinme about eleven in the

norni ng; the scene a studio; and the day Sunday.

"I tell you, Flanders," said Cruttendon, "I'd as soon have one of

Mallinson's little pictures as a Chardin. And when | say that ..." he

squeezed the tail of an enaciated tube ... "Chardin was a great swell.
He sells "emto pay his dinner now But wait till the deal ers get

hold of him A great swell--oh, a very great swell."

"It's an amfully pleasant life," said Jacob, "nessing away up here.
Still, it's a stupid art, Cruttendon." He wandered off across the room
"There's this man, Pierre Louys now. " He took up a book

"Now mmy good sir, are you going to settle down?" said Cruttendon

"That's a solid piece of work," said Jacob, standing a canvas on a
chair.

"Ch, that | did ages ago," said Cruttendon, |ooking over his shoul der



"You're a pretty conpetent painter in ny opinion," said Jacob after a
time.

"Now if you'd like to see what |I'mafter at the present nonment," said
Cruttendon, putting a canvas before Jacob. "There. That's it. That's
nore like it. That's ..." he squirned his thunb in a circle round a | anp
gl obe painted white.

"A pretty solid piece of work," said Jacob, straddling his legs in front
of it. "But what | wish you'd explain ..."

M ss Jinny Carsl ake, pale, freckled, norbid, cane into the room

"Ch Jinny, here's a friend. Flanders. An Englishman. Wealthy. Highly
connected. CGo on, Flanders. "

Jacob sai d not hi ng.
"lt's THAT--that's not right," said Jinny Carsl ake.
"No," said Cruttendon decidedly. "Can't be done."

He took the canvas off the chair and stood it on the floor with its back
to them

"Sit down, |adies and gentlenen. Mss Carslake cones fromyour part of

the world, Flanders. From Devonshire. Ch, | thought you said Devonshire.
Very well. She's a daughter of the church too. The bl ack sheep of the
famly. Her mother wites her such letters. | say--have you one about

you? It's generally Sundays they come. Sort of church-bell effect, you
know. "

"Have you nmet all the painter nen?" said Jinny. "Was Ml linson drunk? If
you go to his studio he'll give you one of his pictures. | say, Teddy

"Half a jiff," said Cruttendon. "Wat's the season of the year?" He
| ooked out of the w ndow.

"W take a day off on Sundays, Flanders."

"WIIl he ..." said Jinny, |ooking at Jacob. "You ..

"Yes, he'll conme with us,"” said Cruttendon

And then, here is Versailles. Jinny stood on the stone rimand | eant
over the pond, clasped by Cruttendon's arns or she would have fallen in
"There! There!" she cried. "Right up to the top!" Some sl uggi sh,

sl opi ng-shoul dered fish had floated up fromthe depths to nip her
crunbs. "You | ook," she said, junping down. And then the dazzling white
wat er, rough and throttled, shot up into the air. The fountain spread
itself. Through it came the sound of mlitary nusic far away. Al the
wat er was puckered with drops. A blue air-ball gently bunped the
surface. How all the nurses and children and old nen and young crowded
to the edge, |eant over and waved their sticks! The little girl ran
stretching her arns towards her air-ball, but it sank beneath the

f ount ai n.

Edward Cruttendon, Jinny Carslake, and Jacob Fl anders wal ked in a row
al ong the yell ow gravel path; got on to the grass; so passed under the



trees; and cane out at the summer-house where Marie Antoinette used to
drink chocolate. In went Edward and Jinny, but Jacob waited outside,
sitting on the handl e of his wal king-stick. Qut they canme again

"Wel | ?" said Cruttendon, smiling at Jacob
Jinny waited; Edward waited; and both | ooked at Jacob
"Wel | ?" said Jacob, smiling and pressing both hands on his stick

"Conme along," he decided; and started off. The others followed him
sm ling.

And then they went to the little cafe in the by-street where people sit
drinking coffee, watching the soldiers, nmeditatively knocking ashes into
trays.

"But he's quite different,” said Jinny, folding her hands over the top

of her glass. "I don't suppose you know what Ted neans when he says a
thing Iike that," she said, |ooking at Jacob. "But | do. Sonetinmnes I
could kill mnmyself. Sometines he lies in bed all day long--just lies
there. ... | don't want you right on the table"; she waved her hands.

Swol | en iridescent pigeons were waddling round their feet.

"Look at that woman's hat," said Cruttendon. "How do they come to think

of it? ... No, Flanders, | don't think |I could live |Iike you. Wen one
wal ks down that street opposite the British Miseum-what's it called?--
that's what | nean. It's all like that. Those fat wonen--and the nan

standing in the mddle of the road as if he were going to have a fit

"Everybody feeds them" said Jinny, waving the pigeons away. "They're
stupid old things."

"Well, | don't know, " said Jacob, snoking his cigarette. "There's St
Paul "s."

"I mean going to an office," said Cruttendon

"Hang it all," Jacob expostul at ed.

"But you don't count," said Jinny, |looking at Cruttendon. "You're nad. |
mean, you just think of painting."

"Yes, | know. | can't help it. | say, will King George give way about
t he peers?”

"He'll jolly well have to," said Jacob.
"There!" said Jinny. "He really knows."
"You see, | would if | could," said Cruttendon, "but | sinmply can't."

"I THHNK | could," said Jinny. "Only, it's all the people one dislikes
who do it. At hone, | nean. They tal k of nothing else. Even people like
nmy nother."

"Now if | cane and lived here---" said Jacob. "Wat's ny share,
Cruttendon? Ch, very well. Have it your own way. Those silly birds,
directly one wants them-they've fl own away."



And finally under the arc lanps in the Gare des Invalides, with one of

t hose queer novenents which are so slight yet so definite, which may
wound or pass unnoticed but generally inflict a good deal of disconfort,
Jinny and Cruttendon drew together; Jacob stood apart. They had to
separate. Something nmust be said. Nothing was said. A man wheel ed a
troll ey past Jacob's legs so near that he al nost grazed them Wen Jacob
recovered his bal ance the other two were turning away, though Jinny

| ooked over her shoul der, and Cruttendon, waving his hand, disappeared
like the very great genius that he was.

No--Ms. Flanders was told none of this, though Jacob felt, it is safe
to say, that nothing in the world was of greater inportance; and as for
Cruttendon and Ji nny, he thought them the nost renmarkabl e people he had
ever met--being of course unable to foresee howit fell out in the
course of tine that Cruttendon took to painting orchards; had therefore
to live in Kent; and rmust, one would think, see through apple bl ossom by
this tinme, since his wife, for whose sake he did it, eloped with a
novel i st; but no; Cruttendon still paints orchards, savagely, in
solitude. Then Jinny Carslake, after her affair with Lefanu the American
pai nter, frequented Indian philosophers, and now you find her in
pensions in Italy cherishing a little jeweller's box containing ordinary
pebbl es picked off the road. But if you look at them steadily, she says,
nmultiplicity becomes unity, which is sonehow the secret of life, though
it does not prevent her fromfollow ng the macaroni as it goes round the
tabl e, and sometines, on spring nights, she makes the strangest
confidences to shy young Engli shmen.

Jacob had nothing to hide fromhis nother. It was only that he could
make no sense hinself of his extraordinary excitenent, and as for
witing it down---

"Jacob's letters are so like him" said Ms. Jarvis, folding the sheet.

"I ndeed he seens to be having ..." said Ms. Flanders, and paused, for
she was cutting out a dress and had to straighten the pattern, "... a
very gay tine."

Ms. Jarvis thought of Paris. At her back the wi ndow was open, for it
was a mld night; a cal mnight; when the noon seenmed nuffled and the
appl e trees stood perfectly still.

"I never pity the dead," said Ms. Jarvis, shifting the cushion at her
back, and cl asping her hands behi nd her head. Betty Fl anders di d not
hear, for her scissors made so much noi se on the table.

"They are at rest,” said Ms. Jarvis. "And we spend our days doing
foolish unnecessary things w thout knowi ng why."

Ms. Jarvis was not liked in the vill age.
"You never walk at this tine of night?" she asked Ms. Flanders.
"It is certainly wonderfully mld," said Ms. Flanders.

Yet it was years since she had opened the orchard gate and gone out on
Dods Hi Il after dinner.

"It is perfectly dry," said Ms. Jarvis, as they shut the orchard door
and stepped on to the turf.

"I shan't go far," said Betty Flanders. "Yes, Jacob will |eave Paris on



Wednesday. "
"Jacob was always nmy friend of the three," said Ms. Jarvis.

"Now, ny dear, | amgoing no further," said Ms. Flanders. They had
clinbed the dark hill and reached the Roman canp.

The ranpart rose at their feet--the snooth circle surrounding the canp
or the grave. How many needl es Betty Flanders had | ost there; and her
gar net brooch.

"I't is nuch clearer than this sonmetines," said Ms. Jarvis, standing
upon the ridge. There were no clouds, and yet there was a haze over the
sea, and over the mpbors. The lights of Scarborough flashed, as if a
woman wearing a di anond neckl ace turned her head this way and that.

"How quiet it is!" said Ms. Jarvis.

M's. Flanders rubbed the turf with her toe, thinking of her garnet
br ooch.

Ms. Jarvis found it difficult to think of herself to-night. It was so
calm There was no wind; nothing racing, flying, escaping. Black shadows
stood still over the silver nobors. The furze bushes stood perfectly
still. Neither did Ms. Jarvis think of God. There was a church behind
them of course. The church clock struck ten. Did the strokes reach the
furze bush, or did the thorn tree hear thenf

M's. Flanders was stooping down to pick up a pebble. Sonetinmes people do
find things, Ms. Jarvis thought, and yet in this hazy nmoonlight it was
i mpossi bl e to see anything, except bones, and little pieces of chal k

"Jacob bought it with his own noney, and then | brought M. Parker up to
see the view, and it nust have dropped--" Ms. Flanders nurnured.

Did the bones stir, or the rusty swords? Was M's. Flanders's twopenny-
hal f penny brooch for ever part of the rich accumulation? and if all the
ghosts fl ocked thick and rubbed shoul ders with Ms. Flanders in the
circle, would she not have seened perfectly in her place, a live English
mat ron, grow ng stout?

The cl ock struck the quarter.

The frail waves of sound broke anbng the stiff gorse and the hawt horn
twigs as the church clock divided time into quarters.

Mot i onl ess and broad-backed the moors received the statement "It is
fifteen mnutes past the hour," but nmade no answer, unless a branble
stirred.

Yet even in this light the | egends on the tonbstones coul d be read,
brief voices saying, "I amBertha Ruck," "I am Tom Gage." And they say
whi ch day of the year they died, and the New Testanent says sonething
for them very proud, very enphatic, or consoling.

The nmoors accept all that too.

The noonlight falls |ike a pale page upon the church wall, and illuni nes
the kneeling famly in the niche, and the tablet set up in 1780 to the

Squire of the parish who relieved the poor, and believed in God--so the
nmeasured voi ce goes on down the marble scroll, as though it could inpose



itself upon tinme and the open air.
Now a fox steals out from behind the gorse bushes.

Oten, even at night, the church seems full of people. The pews are worn
and greasy, and the cassocks in place, and the hynmn-books on the | edges.
It is ashipwthall its crew aboard. The tinbers strain to hold the
dead and the living, the ploughmen, the carpenters, the fox-hunting
gentl emen and the farmers snelling of nud and brandy. Their tongues join
together in syllabling the sharp-cut words, which for ever slice asunder
time and the broad-backed noors. Plaint and belief and el egy, despair
and triunph, but for the nbst part good sense and jolly indifference, go
tranpling out of the windows any tine these five hundred years.

Still, as Ms. Jarvis said, stepping out on to the noors, "How quiet it
is!" Quiet at midday, except when the hunt scatters across it; quiet in
the afternoon, save for the drifting sheep; at night the noor is
perfectly quiet.

A garnet brooch has dropped into its grass. A fox pads stealthily. A
leaf turns on its edge. Ms. Jarvis, who is fifty years of age, reposes
in the camp in the hazy noonlight.

"... and," said Ms. Flanders, straightening her back, "I never cared
for M. Parker."

"Neither did |I," said Ms. Jarvis. They began to wal k hore.

But their voices floated for a little above the canp. The noponli ght
destroyed not hi ng. The npor accepted everything. Tom Gage cries al oud so
long as his tonbstone endures. The Roman skeletons are in safe keeping.
Betty Flanders's darning needl es are safe too and her garnet brooch. And
sonetimes at midday, in the sunshine, the noor seens to hoard these
little treasures, like a nurse. But at nidnight when no one speaks or
gallops, and the thorn tree is perfectly still, it would be foolish to
vex the noor with questions--what? and why?

The church cl ock, however, strikes twelve.

CHAPTER TWELVE

The water fell off a ledge |like lead--like a chain with thick white
links. The train ran out into a steep green neadow, and Jacob saw
striped tulips growing and heard a bird singing, in Italy.

A nmotor car full of Italian officers ran along the flat road and kept up
with the train, raising dust behind it. There were trees | aced together
with vines--as Virgil said. Here was a station; and a trenendous | eave-
taki ng going on, with wonen in high yellow boots and odd pal e boys in
ringed socks. Virgil's bees had gone about the plains of Lonbardy. It
was the custom of the ancients to train vines between elns. Then at

Ml an there were sharp-w nged hawks, of a bright brown, cutting figures
over the roofs.

These Italian carriages get dammably hot with the afternoon sun on them
and the chances are that before the engine has pulled to the top of the
gorge the clanking chain will have broken. Up, up, up, it goes, like a



train on a scenic railway. Every peak is covered with sharp trees, and
amazing white villages are crowded on | edges. There is always a white
tower on the very summit, flat red-frilled roofs, and a sheer drop
beneath. It is not a country in which one wal ks after tea. For one thing
there is no grass. A whole hillside will be ruled with olive trees.
Already in April the earth is clotted into dry dust between them And
there are neither stiles nor footpaths, nor |anes chequered with the
shadows of | eaves nor eighteenth-century inns wth bow w ndows, where
one eats ham and eggs. Ch no, Italy is all fierceness, bareness,
exposure, and black priests shuffling along the roads. It is strange,
too, how you never get away fromvill as.

Still, to be travelling on one's owmn with a hundred pounds to spend is a
fine affair. And if his nobney gave out, as it probably would, he would
go on foot. He could live on bread and wi ne--the wine in straw bottl es--
for after doing Greece he was going to knock off Rone. The Ronan
civilization was a very inferior affair, no doubt. But Bonany tal ked a
ot of rot, all the same. "You ought to have been in Athens,"” he would
say to Bonany when he got back. "Standing on the Parthenon," he would
say, or "The ruins of the Coliseum suggest sone fairly subline
reflections,” which he would wite out at length in letters. It m ght
turn to an essay upon civilization. A conparison between the ancients
and noderns, with sone pretty sharp hits at M. Asquith--sonething in
the style of G bbon

A stout gentleman | aboriously hauled hinmself in, dusty, baggy, slung
wi th gold chains, and Jacob, regretting that he did not cone of the
Latin race, |ooked out of the w ndow.

It is a strange reflection that by travelling two days and nights you
are in the heart of Italy. Accidental villas anbng olive trees appear
and nen-servants watering the cactuses. Black victorias drive in between
ponpous pillars with plaster shields stuck to them It is at once
nonentary and astonishingly intinmate--to be di splayed before the eyes of
a foreigner. And there is a lonely hill-top where no one ever cones, and
yet it is seen by ne who was lately driving down Piccadilly on an

omi bus. And what | should |like would be to get out anong the fields,

sit down and hear the grasshoppers, and take up a handful of earth--
Italian earth, as this is Italian dust upon ny shoes.

Jacob heard them crying strange names at railway stations through the
night. The train stopped and he heard frogs croaking cl ose by, and he
wri nkl ed back the blind cautiously and saw a vast strange narsh al
white in the noonlight. The carriage was thick with cigar snoke, which
floated round the globe with the green shade on it. The Italian
gentleman lay snoring with his boots off and his wai stcoat unbuttoned.
And all this business of going to G eece seened to Jacob an
i ntol erable weariness--sitting in hotels by oneself and | ooking at
nmonument s- - he' d have done better to go to Cornwall with Tinmry Durrant.
... "O-h," Jacob protested, as the darkness began breaking in front of
hi mand the [ight showed through, but the man was reaching across himto
get sonmething--the fat Italian man in his dicky, unshaven, crunpled,
obese, was opening the door and going off to have a wash.

So Jacob sat up, and saw a lean Italian sportsnan with a gun wal ki ng
down the road in the early norning light, and the whol e idea of the
Par t henon canme upon himin a clap

"By Jove!" he thought, "we nmust be nearly there!" and he stuck his head
out of the window and got the air full in his face.



It is highly exasperating that twenty-five people of your acquaintance
shoul d be able to say straight off something very much to the point
about being in Geece, while for yourself there is a stopper upon al
enoti ons what soever. For after washing at the hotel at Patras, Jacob had
followed the tramlines a mle or so out; and followed thema nmle or so
back; he had net several droves of turkeys; several strings of donkeys;
had got lost in back streets; had read adverti sements of corsets and of
Maggi ' s consonme; children had trodden on his toes; the place snmelt of
bad cheese; and he was glad to find hinmself suddenly cone out opposite
his hotel. There was an old copy of the Daily Ml |ying anmong coff ee-
cups; which he read. But what could he do after dinner?

No doubt we should be, on the whole, much worse off than we are without
our astonishing gift for illusion. At the age of twelve or so, having
given up dolls and broken our steam engines, France, but nuch nore
probably Italy, and India alnbst for a certainty, draws the superfluous
i magi nati on. One's aunts have been to Rone; and every one has an uncle
who was | ast heard of--poor man--in Rangoon. He will never come back any
nore. But it is the governesses who start the Greek nyth. Look at that
for a head (they say)--nose, you see, straight as a dart, curls,
eyebrows- - everyt hing appropriate to manly beauty; while his | egs and
arns have lines on themwhich indicate a perfect degree of devel opnent--
the Greeks caring for the body as much as for the face. And the G eeks
could paint fruit so that birds pecked at it. First you read Xenophon;
then Euripides. One day--that was an occasi on, by God--what people have
sai d appears to have sense in it; "the Geek spirit"; the Geek this,
that, and the other; though it is absurd, by the way, to say that any
Greek cones near Shakespeare. The point is, however, that we have been
brought up in an illusion.

Jacob, no doubt, thought sonething in this fashion, the Daily Mai
crunmpled in his hand; his |egs extended; the very picture of boredom

"But it's the way we're brought up," he went on.

And it all seemed to himvery distasteful. Sonething ought to be done
about it. And from being noderately depressed he becane |ike a man about
to be executed. Clara Durrant had left himat a party to talk to an
Anerican called Pilchard. And he had cone all the way to Greece and |eft
her. They wore eveni ng-dresses, and tal ked nonsense--what dammed
nonsense--and he put out his hand for the G obe Trotter, an

i nternational nmagazi ne which is supplied free of charge to the
proprietors of hotels.

In spite of its ranshackle condition nodern Greece is highly advanced in
the electric trammay system so that while Jacob sat in the hote
sitting-roomthe trams cl anked, chined, rang, rang, rang inperiously to
get the donkeys out of the way, and one old wonan who refused to budge,
beneat h the wi ndows. The whol e of civilization was bei ng condemmed.

The waiter was quite indifferent to that too. Aristotle, a dirty man
carnivorously interested in the body of the only guest now occupying the
only armchair, canme into the roomostentatiously, put sonething down,
put sonething straight, and saw that Jacob was still there.

"I shall want to be called early to-nmorrow," said Jacob, over his
shoul der. "I amgoing to Aynpia."

This gloom this surrender to the dark waters which |lap us about, is a
nodern invention. Perhaps, as Cruttendon said, we do not believe enough.
Qur fathers at any rate had sonething to denolish. So have we for the



matter of that, thought Jacob, crunpling the Daily Mail in his hand. He
woul d go into Parlianment and nake fine speeches--but what use are fine
speeches and Parlianent, once you surrender an inch to the black waters?
I ndeed there has never been any expl anation of the ebb and flow in our
vei ns--of happi ness and unhappi ness. That respectability and evening
parties where one has to dress, and wetched sluns at the back of Gay's
I nn--sonet hing solid, i movable, and grotesque--is at the back of it,
Jacob thought probable. But then there was the British Enpire which was
begi nning to puzzle him nor was he altogether in favour of giving Home
Rule to Ireland. What did the Daily Miil say about that?

For he had grown to be a man, and was about to be i mersed in things--as
i ndeed the chanbermai d, enptying his basin upstairs, fingering keys,
studs, pencils, and bottles of tabloids strewn on the dressing-table,
was awar e.

That he had grown to be a man was a fact that Florinda knew, as she knew
everything, by instinct.

And Betty Flanders even now suspected it, as she read his letter, posted
at Mlan, "Telling me," she conplained to Ms. Jarvis, "really nothing
that | want to know'; but she brooded over it.

Fanny Elmer felt it to desperation. For he would take his stick and his
hat and woul d wal k to the wi ndow, and | ook perfectly absent-m nded and
very stern too, she thought.

"I amgoing," he would say, "to cadge a neal of Bonany."

"Anyhow, | can drown nyself in the Thanes,'
past the Foundling Hospital.

Fanny cried, as she hurried

"But the Daily Mail isn't to be trusted," Jacob said to hinself, |ooking
about for sonething else to read. And he sighed again, being indeed so
prof oundly gl oony that gl oom must have been |odged in himto cloud him
at any nonent, which was odd in a man who enjoyed things so, was not
much given to analysis, but was horribly romantic, of course, Bonany
thought, in his roons in Lincoln's Inn

"He will fall in love," thought Bonamy. "Sone G eek woman with a
strai ght nose."

It was to Bonany that Jacob wote from Patras--to Bonany who coul dn't
| ove a worman and never read a foolish book

There are very few good books after all, for we can't count profuse
histories, travels in nmule carts to discover the sources of the Nile, or
the volubility of fiction.

| Iike books whose virtue is all drawn together in a page or two. | like
sentences that don't budge though armies cross them | |ike words to be
hard--such were Bonany's views, and they won himthe hostility of those
whose taste is all for the fresh growhs of the norning, who throw up
the wi ndow, and find the poppies spread in the sun, and can't forbear a
shout of jubilation at the astonishing fertility of English literature.
That was not Bonany's way at all. That his taste in literature affected
his friendshi ps, and nade himsilent, secretive, fastidious, and only
quite at his ease with one or two young nmen of his own way of thinking,
was the charge against him

But then Jacob Fl anders was not at all of his own way of thinking--far



fromit, Bonany sighed, laying the thin sheets of notepaper on the table
and falling into thought about Jacob's character, not for the first
time.

The trouble was this romantic vein in him "But mxed with the stupidity
which | eads himinto these absurd predi caments," thought Bonamy, "there

i s sonet hi ng--sonet hing"--he sighed, for he was fonder of Jacob than of

any one in the world.

Jacob went to the wi ndow and stood with his hands in his pockets. There
he saw three Geeks in kilts; the masts of ships; idle or busy people of
the I ower classes strolling or stepping out briskly, or falling into
groups and gesticulating with their hands. Their |ack of concern for him
was not the cause of his gloom but some nore profound conviction--it
was not that he hinself happened to be lonely, but that all people are.

Yet next day, as the train slowy rounded a hill on the way to O ynpi a,
the G eek peasant women were out anong the vines; the old Geek nen were
sitting at the stations, sipping sweet wi ne. And though Jacob remai ned
gl ooy he had never suspected how trenendously pleasant it is to be

al one; out of England; on one's own; cut off fromthe whole thing. There
are very sharp bare hills on the way to O ynpia; and between them bl ue
sea in triangular spaces. Alittle like the Cornish coast. Wll now, to
go wal king by oneself all day--to get on to that track and follow it up
bet ween the bushes--or are they small trees?--to the top of that
nmount ai n from whi ch one can see half the nations of antiquity--

"Yes," said Jacob, for his carriage was enpty, "let's look at the map."
Blanme it or praise it, there is no denying the wild horse in us. To
gallop intenperately; fall on the sand tired out; to feel the earth
spin; to have--positively--a rush of friendship for stones and grasses,
as if humanity were over, and as for nmen and wonen, |et them go hang--
there is no getting over the fact that this desire seizes us pretty
of t en.

The evening air slightly noved the dirty curtains in the hotel w ndow at
a ynpi a.

"I amfull of love for every one," thought Ms. Wentworth Wllians, "--
for the poor nost of all--for the peasants com ng back in the evening
with their burdens. And everything is soft and vague and very sad. It is
sad, it is sad. But everything has neaning," thought Sandra Wentworth
WIllianms, raising her head a little and | ooking very beautiful, tragic,
and exalted. "One must |ove everything."

She held in her hand a little book convenient for travelling--stories by
Tchekov--as she stood, veiled, in white, in the wi ndow of the hotel at

A ynpi a. How beautiful the evening was! and her beauty was its beauty.
The tragedy of Greece was the tragedy of all high souls. The inevitable
conprom se. She seened to have grasped sonething. She would wite it
down. And noving to the table where her husband sat readi ng she |eant
her chin in her hands and t hought of the peasants, of suffering, of her
own beauty, of the inevitable conmpronise, and of how she would wite it
down. Nor did Evan WIlians say anything brutal, banal, or foolish when
he shut his book and put it away to nake roomfor the plates of soup

whi ch were now bei ng placed before them Only his drooping bl oodhound
eyes and his heavy sall ow cheeks expressed his mel ancholy tol erance, his
conviction that though forced to live with circunspection and

del i beration he could never possibly achieve any of those objects which,
as he knew, are the only ones worth pursuing. H's consideration was
flawl ess; his silence unbroken



"Everything seens to nean so nuch,"” said Sandra. But with the sound of
her own voice the spell was broken. She forgot the peasants. Only there
remained with her a sense of her own beauty, and in front, |uckily,
there was a | ooki ng-gl ass.

"I amvery beautiful," she thought.

She shifted her hat slightly. Her husband saw her |ooking in the glass;
and agreed that beauty is inportant; it is an inheritance; one cannot
ignore it. But it is a barrier; it is in fact rather a bore. So he drank
his soup; and kept his eyes fixed upon the w ndow.

"Quails," said Ms. Wentworth WIllianms |anguidly. "And then goat, |
suppose; and then..."

"Caranel custard presumably," said her husband in the same cadence, wth
hi s toothpick out already.

She | aid her spoon upon her plate, and her soup was taken away half
finished. Never did she do anything w thout dignity; for hers was the
English type which is so Greek, save that villagers have touched their
hats to it, the vicarage reveres it; and upper-gardeners and under -
gardeners respectfully straighten their backs as she comes down the
broad terrace on Sunday norning, dallying at the stone urns with the
Prime Mnister to pick a rose--which, perhaps, she was trying to forget,
as her eye wandered round the dining-roomof the inn at dynpia, seeking
t he wi ndow where her book |ay, where a few m nutes ago she had

di scovered sonet hi ng--sonmething very profound it had been, about |ove
and sadness and the peasants.

But it was Evan who sighed; not in despair nor indeed in rebellion. But,
bei ng the nost anbitious of nen and tenperanentally the nost sluggish,
he had acconplished nothing; had the political history of England at his
finger-ends, and living nuch in conmpany with Chatham Pitt, Burke, and
Charl es Janes Fox could not help contrasting hinself and his age with
themand theirs. "Yet there never was a tinme when great nen are nore
needed," he was in the habit of saying to hinself, with a sigh. Here he
was picking his teeth in an inn at AQynpia. He had done. But Sandra's
eyes wander ed.

"Those pink nmelons are sure to be dangerous,"” he said gloonmly. And as
he spoke the door opened and in cane a young man in a grey check suit.
"Beautiful but dangerous,"” said Sandra, inmediately talking to her
husband in the presence of a third person. ("Ah, an English boy on
tour," she thought to herself.)

And Evan knew all that too.

Yes, he knew all that; and he admired her. Very pleasant, he thought, to
have affairs. But for hinself, what with his height (Napol eon was five
feet four, he renenbered), his bulk, his inability to inpose his own
personality (and yet great nen are needed nore than ever now, he
sighed), it was useless. He threw away his cigar, went up to Jacob and
asked him with a sinple sort of sincerity which Jacob |iked, whether he
had cone strai ght out from Engl and.

"How very English!" Sandra | aughed when the waiter told them next
norni ng that the young gentleman had left at five to clinb the nmountain
"I am sure he asked you for a bath?" at which the waiter shook his head,



and said that he would ask the manager
"You do not understand," |aughed Sandra. "Never mnd."

Stretched on the top of the nobuntain, quite alone, Jacob enjoyed
hi nsel f i mensely. Probably he had never been so happy in the whol e of
his life.

But at dinner that night M. WIIlianms asked hi mwhether he would like to
see the paper; then Ms. WIlianms asked him (as they strolled on the
terrace snoking--and how coul d he refuse that man's cigar?) whether he'd
seen the theatre by noonlight; whether he knew Everard Sherborn; whether
he read G eek and whether (Evan rose silently and went in) if he had to
sacrifice one it would be the French literature or the Russian?

"And now," wote Jacob in his letter to Bonany, "I shall have to read
her cursed book"--her Tchekov, he neant, for she had lent it him

Though the opinion is unpopular it seens |ikely enough that bare places,
fields too thick with stones to be ploughed, tossing sea-neadows half-
way between Engl and and Anerica, suit us better than cities.

There is sonething absolute in us which despises qualification. It is
this which is teased and twisted in society. People conme together in a
room "So delighted,"” says sonebody, "to neet you," and that is a lie.
And then: "I enjoy the spring nmore than the autumm now. One does, |
think, as one gets older." For wonmen are al ways, always, always talking
about what one feels, and if they say "as one gets older," they nmean you
to reply with sonething quite off the point.

Jacob sat hinmself down in the quarry where the Greeks had cut marble for
the theatre. It is hot work wal king up Greek hills at midday. The wild
red cyclamen was out; he had seen the little tortoises hobbling from
clump to clunp; the air snelt strong and suddenly sweet, and the sun
striking on jagged splinters of nmarble, was very dazzling to the eyes.
Conposed, conmandi ng, contenptuous, a little nmelancholy, and bored with
an august Kkind of boredom there he sat snoking his pipe.

Bonany woul d have said that this was the sort of thing that nade him
uneasy--when Jacob got into the doldrums, |ooked |ike a Margate
fisherman out of a job, or a British Admiral. You couldn't nake him
understand a thing when he was in a nood |like that. One had better |eave
himal one. He was dull. He was apt to be grunpy.

He was up very early, looking at the statues with his Baedeker

Sandra Wentworth Wl lians, ranging the world before breakfast in quest
of adventure or a point of view, all in white, not so very tall perhaps,
but uncommonly upright--Sandra Wl Ilianms got Jacob's head exactly on a
level with the head of the Hermes of Praxiteles. The conparison was al
in his favour. But before she could say a single word he had gone out of
the Museum and |l eft her.

Still, a lady of fashion travels with nore than one dress, and if white
suits the norning hour, perhaps sandy yellow with purple spots onit, a
bl ack hat, and a volune of Bal zac, suit the evening. Thus she was
arranged on the terrace when Jacob cane in. Very beautiful she | ooked.
Wth her hands fol ded she nmused, seenmed to listen to her husband, seened
to watch the peasants com ng down with brushwood on their backs, seened
to notice how the hill changed fromblue to black, seened to

di scrimnate between truth and fal sehood, Jacob thought, and crossed his



| egs suddenly, observing the extrene shabbi ness of his trousers.

"But he is very distinguished | ooking," Sandra deci ded.

And Evan WIllians, lying back in his chair with the paper on his knees,
envied them The best thing he could do would be to publish, with
Macmi | | ans, his nonograph upon the foreign policy of Chatham But
confound this tum d, queasy feeling--this restlessness, swelling, and
heat--it was jeal ousy! jealousy! jealousy! which he had sworn never to
feel again.

"Cone with us to Corinth, Flanders," he said with nore than his usua
energy, stopping by Jacob's chair. He was relieved by Jacob's reply, or
rather by the solid, direct, if shy manner in which he said that he
woul d I'ike very nuch to cone with themto Corinth.

"Here is a fellow, " thought Evan WIllians, "who might do very well in
politics."
"I intend to cone to Greece every year so long as | live," Jacob wote

to Bonamy. "It is the only chance | can see of protecting oneself from
civilization."

"Goodness knows what he nmeans by that," Bonany sighed. For as he never
said a clunmsy thing hinself, these dark sayings of Jacob's made himfee
appr ehensi ve, yet sonehow i npressed, his own turn being all for the
definite, the concrete, and the rational

Not hi ng coul d be much sinpler than what Sandra said as she descended the
Acro-Corinth, keeping to the little path, while Jacob strode over
rougher ground by her side. She had been left notherless at the age of
four; and the Park was vast.

"One never seened able to get out of it," she |aughed. O course there
was the library, and dear M. Jones, and notions about things. "l used
to stray into the kitchen and sit upon the butler's knees," she | aughed,
sadl y though.

Jacob thought that if he had been there he woul d have saved her; for she
had been exposed to great dangers, he felt, and, he thought to hinself,
"Peopl e woul dn't understand a woman tal king as she talks."

She nade little of the roughness of the hill; and wore breeches, he saw,
under her short skirts.

"Wonen |ike Fanny Elmer don't," he thought. "Wat's-her-nanme Carslake
didn't; yet they pretend..."

Ms. WIllianms said things straight out. He was surprised by his own
know edge of the rules of behaviour; how much nore can be said than one
t hought; how open one can be with a wonman; and how little he had known
hi nsel f before.

Evan joined themon the road; and as they drove along up hill and down
hill (for Greece is in a state of effervescence, yet astonishingly
clean-cut, a treeless |and, where you see the ground between the bl ades,
each hill cut and shaped and outlined as often as not against sparkling
deep blue waters, islands white as sand floating on the horizon

occasi onal groves of palmtrees standing in the valleys, which are
scattered with black goats, spotted with l[ittle olive trees and

someti nes have white hollows, rayed and criss-crossed, in their flanks),



as they drove up hill and down he scow ed in the corner of the carriage,
with his paw so tightly closed that the skin was stretched between the
knuckles and the little hairs stood upright. Sandra rode opposite,

dom nant, like a Victory prepared to fling into the air

"Heartl ess!" thought Evan (which was untrue).

"Brainless!" he suspected (and that was not true either). "Still...!" He
envi ed her.

Wien bedtine came the difficulty was to wite to Bonany, Jacob found.
Yet he had seen Salamis, and Marathon in the distance. Poor ol d Bonany!
No; there was something queer about it. He could not wite to Bonarmy.

"l shall go to Athens all the same," he resolved, |ooking very set, with
this hook dragging in his side.

The W lianmses had al ready been to Athens.

Athens is still quite capable of striking a young man as the oddest
conbi nati on, the nobst incongruous assortrment. Now it is suburban; now
imortal. Now cheap continental jewellery is laid upon plush trays. Now
the stately wonan stands naked, save for a wave of drapery above the
knee. No formcan he set on his sensations as he strolls, one blazing
aft ernoon, along the Parisian boul evard and ski ps out of the way of the
royal |andau which, [ooking indescribably ranshackle, rattles along the
pitted roadway, saluted by citizens of both sexes cheaply dressed in
bow er hats and continental costunes; though a shepherd in kilt, cap,
and gaiters very nearly drives his herd of goats between the roya
wheels; and all the time the Acropolis surges into the air, raises
itself above the town, like a large i mobile wave with the yell ow
colums of the Parthenon firmy planted upon it.

The yel |l ow col utms of the Parthenon are to be seen at all hours of the
day firmy planted upon the Acropolis; though at sunset, when the ships
in the Piraeus fire their guns, a bell rings, a man in uniform (the
wai st coat unbuttoned) appears; and the wonen roll up the black stockings
which they are knitting in the shadow of the colums, call to the
children, and troop off down the hill back to their houses.

There they are again, the pillars, the pedinment, the Temple of Victory
and the Erechtheum set on a tawny rock cleft with shadows, directly you
unl atch your shutters in the norning and, |eaning out, hear the clatter,
the clanmour, the whip cracking in the street below. There they are.

The extrene definiteness with which they stand, now a brilliant white,
again yellow, and in sone lights red, inposes ideas of durability, of

t he emergence through the earth of sone spiritual energy el sewhere

di ssipated in elegant trifles. But this durability exists quite

i ndependently of our admiration. Al though the beauty is sufficiently
humane to weaken us, to stir the deep deposit of nud--nmenories,
abandonnents, regrets, sentinental devotions--the Parthenon is separate
fromall that; and if you consider how it has stood out all night, for
centuries, you begin to connect the blaze (at nidday the glare is
dazzling and the frieze alnpbst invisible) with the idea that perhaps it
is beauty alone that is imortal

Added to this, conpared with the blistered stucco, the new | ove songs
rasped out to the strumof guitar and granophone, and the nobile yet
insignificant faces of the street, the Parthenon is really astonishing
inits silent composure; which is so vigorous that, far from being



decayed, the Parthenon appears, on the contrary, likely to outlast the
entire world

"And the G eeks, |like sensible nmen, never bothered to finish the backs
of their statues," said Jacob, shading his eyes and observing that the
side of the figure which is turned away fromviewis left in the rough.

He noted the slight irregularity in the line of the steps which "the
artistic sense of the G eeks preferred to mathematical accuracy," he
read in his guide-book.

He stood on the exact spot where the great statue of Athena used to
stand, and identified the nore fanmous | andmarks of the scene beneath.

In short he was accurate and diligent; but profoundly norose. Moreover
he was pestered by guides. This was on Mnday.

But on Wednesday he wote a telegramto Bonany, telling himto cone at
once. And then he crunpled it in his hand and threw it in the gutter.

"For one thing he wouldn't come," he thought. "And then | daresay this
sort of thing wears off." "This sort of thing" being that uneasy,

pai nful feeling, sonething |like selfishness--one wi shes al nbst that the
thing would stop--it is getting nore and nore beyond what is possible--
"If it goes on nmuch longer | shan't be able to cope with it--but if sone
one else were seeing it at the sane tine--Bonany is stuffed in his room
in Lincoln's Inn--oh, | say, damm it all, | say,"--the sight of

Hynettus, Pentelicus, Lycabettus on one side, and the sea on the other
as one stands in the Parthenon at sunset, the sky pink feathered, the
plain all colours, the nmarble tawny in one's eyes, is thus oppressive.
Luckily Jacob had little sense of personal association; he sel dom

t hought of Plato or Socrates in the flesh; on the other hand his feeling
for architecture was very strong; he preferred statues to pictures; and
he was beginning to think a great deal about the probl ens of
civilization, which were sol ved, of course, so very remarkably by the
anci ent G eeks, though their solution is no help to us. Then the hook
gave a great tug in his side as he lay in bed on Wdnesday ni ght; and he
turned over with a desperate sort of tunble, renmenbering Sandra
Wentworth WIllianms with whom he was in |ove.

Next day he clinbed Pentelicus.

The day after he went up to the Acropolis. The hour was early; the place
al nost deserted; and possibly there was thunder in the air. But the sun
struck full upon the Acropolis.

Jacob's intention was to sit down and read, and, finding a drum of

mar bl e conveniently placed, fromwhich Marathon could be seen, and yet
it was in the shade, while the Erechtheum bl azed white in front of him
there he sat. And after reading a page he put his thunb in his book. Wy
not rule countries in the way they should be ruled? And he read again.

No doubt his position there overl ooki ng Marat hon sonmehow rai sed his
spirits. O it nay have been that a sl ow capaci ous brain has these
nonents of flowering. O he had, insensibly, while he was abroad, got
into the way of thinking about politics.

And then | ooking up and seeing the sharp outline, his neditations were
gi ven an extraordinary edge; Greece was over; the Parthenon in ruins;
yet there he was.



(Ladies with green and white unbrellas passed through the courtyard--
French |l adies on their way to join their husbands in Constantinople.)

Jacob read on again. And | aying the book on the ground he began, as if

i nspired by what he had read, to wite a note upon the inportance of

hi st ory--upon denocracy--one of those scribbles upon which the work of a
lifetinme may be based; or again, it falls out of a book twenty years

| ater, and one can't renenber a word of it. It is alittle painful. It
had better be burnt.

Jacob wrote; began to draw a strai ght nose; when all the French | adies
openi ng and shutting their unbrellas just beneath hi mexclai med, | ooking
at the sky, that one did not know what to expect--rain or fine weather?

Jacob got up and strolled across to the Erechtheum There are stil
several wonen standing there holding the roof on their heads. Jacob
strai ghtened hinself slightly; for stability and bal ance affect the body
first. These statues annulled things so! He stared at them then turned,
and there was Madane Luci en Grave perched on a bl ock of marble with her
kodak pointed at his head. O course she junped down, in spite of her
age, her figure, and her tight boots--having, now that her daughter was
married, |lapsed with a |uxurious abandonnent, grand enough in its way,
into the fleshy grotesque; she junped down, but not before Jacob had
seen her.

"Dam t hese wonen--dam these wonen!" he thought. And he went to fetch
hi s book which he had left Iying on the ground in the Parthenon

"How they spoil things," he nurmured, |eaning against one of the
pillars, pressing his book tight between his armand his side. (As for
t he weat her, no doubt the stormwould break soon; Athens was under

cl oud.)

"It is those dammed wonen," said Jacob, without any trace of bitterness,
but rather with sadness and di sappoi ntment that what mi ght have been
shoul d never be.

(This violent disillusionment is generally to be expected in young men
inthe prine of life, sound of wind and linb, who will soon becone
fathers of families and directors of banks.)

Then, naking sure that the Frenchwonen had gone, and | ooki ng cauti ously
round him Jacob strolled over to the Erechtheum and | ooked rat her
furtively at the goddess on the | eft-hand side holding the roof on her
head. She rem nded hi mof Sandra Wentworth WIlians. He | ooked at her
then | ooked away. He | ooked at her, then | ooked away. He was
extraordinarily nmoved, and with the battered Greek nose in his head,
with Sandra in his head, with all sorts of things in his head, off he
started to walk right up to the top of Mount Hymettus, alone, in the
heat .

That very afternoon Bonany went expressly to talk about Jacob to tea
with Cara Durrant in the square behind Sl oane Street where, on hot
spring days, there are striped blinds over the front w ndows, single
horses paw ng the nacadam outside the doors, and elderly gentlenen in
yel  ow wai stcoats ringing bells and stepping in very politely when the
mai d denurely replies that Ms. Durrant is at hone.

Bonany sat with Clara in the sunny front roomwi th the barrel organ
pi pi ng sweetly outside; the water-cart going slowy al ong spraying the
pavenent; the carriages jingling, and all the silver and chintz, brown



and bl ue rugs and vases filled with green boughs, striped with trenbling
yel | ow bars.

The insipidity of what was said needs no illustration--Bonamy kept on
gently returning quiet answers and accunul ati ng amazenent at an

exi stence squeezed and emascul ated within a white satin shoe (Ms.
Durrant nmeanwhil e enunciating strident politics with Sir Sonmebody in the
back room) until the virginity of Clara's soul appeared to hi m candid;

t he dept hs unknown; and he woul d have brought out Jacob's nanme had he
not begun to feel positively certain that Cara |oved him-and coul d do
not hi ng what ever.

"Not hi ng whatever!" he excl ai med, as the door shut, and, for a man of
his tenperament, got a very queer feeling, as he wal ked through the
park, of carriages irresistibly driven; of flower beds unconprom singly
geonetrical; of force rushing round geonetrical patterns in the nost
sensel ess way in the world. "Was Clara,"” he thought, pausing to watch
the boys bathing in the Serpentine, "the silent woman?--would Jacob
marry her?"

But in Athens in the sunshine, in Athens, where it is al nost inpossible
to get afternoon tea, and elderly gentlenen who talk politics talk them
all the other way round, in Athens sat Sandra Wentworth Wi ans,
veiled, in white, her legs stretched in front of her, one el bow on the
arm of the bamboo chair, blue clouds wavering and drifting from her
cigarette.

The orange trees which flourish in the Square of the Constitution, the
band, the dragging of feet, the sky, the houses, |enon and rose
coloured--all this becanme so significant to Ms. Wentworth WIIlians
after her second cup of coffee that she began dramati zing the story of

t he nobl e and i npul sive Engli shwoman who had offered a seat in her
carriage to the old Anerican |ady at Mycenae (Ms. Duggan)--not
altogether a false story, though it said nothing of Evan, standing first
on one foot, then on the other, waiting for the wonen to stop
chattering.

"I amputting the life of Father Damien into verse," Ms. Duggan had
said, for she had | ost everything--everything in the world, husband and
child and everything, but faith remnained.

Sandra, floating fromthe particular to the universal, lay back in a
trance.

The flight of time which hurries us so tragically along; the eterna
drudge and drone, now bursting into fiery flame like those brief balls
of yellow anmong green | eaves (she was | ooking at orange trees); Kkisses
on lips that are to die; the world turning, turning in nmazes of heat and
sound- -t hough to be sure there is the quiet evening with its |lovely
pallor, "For | amsensitive to every side of it," Sandra thought, "and
Ms. Duggan will wite to ne for ever, and | shall answer her letters.”
Now t he royal band marching by with the national flag stirred w der
rings of enotion, and |life becane sonething that the courageous nount
and ride out to sea on--the hair bl own back (so she envisaged it, and
the breeze stirred slightly among the orange trees) and she herself was
energing fromsilver spray--when she saw Jacob. He was standing in the
Square with a book under his arm | ooking vacantly about him That he was
heavily built and mi ght becone stout in tine was a fact.

But she suspected himof being a nere bunpkin.



"There is that young nman," she said, peevishly, throw ng away her
cigarette, "that M. Flanders."

"Where?" said Evan. "I don't see him"

"Ch, wal ki ng away--behind the trees now. No, you can't see him But we
are sure to run into him" which, of course, they did.

But how far was he a nere bunpkin? How far was Jacob Fl anders at the age
of twenty-six a stupid fellow? It is no use trying to sum people up. One
nmust follow hints, not exactly what is said, nor yet entirely what is
done. Sone, it is true, take ineffaceable inpressions of character at
once. Others dally, loiter, and get blown this way and that. Kind old

| adi es assure us that cats are often the best judges of character. A cat
will always go to a good man, they say; but then, Ms. Witehorn

Jacob' s | andl ady, |oathed cats.

There is also the highly respectable opinion that character-nongering is
much overdone nowadays. After all, what does it matter--that Fanny El nmer
was all sentinent and sensation, and Ms. Durrant hard as iron? that
Clara, owing (so the character-nongers said) largely to her nmother's

i nfl uence, never yet had the chance to do anything off her own bat, and
only to very observant eyes di spl ayed deeps of feeling which were
positively alarmng; and would certainly throw herself away upon sone
one unworthy of her one of these days unless, so the character-nongers
sai d, she had a spark of her nother's spirit in her--was sonehow heroic.
But what a termto apply to Clara Durrant! Sinple to a degree, others

t hought her. And that is the very reason, so they said, why she attracts
Di ck Bonany--the young man with the Wellington nose. Now HE'S a dark
horse if you like. And there these gossips woul d suddenly pause.
Qoviously they neant to hint at his peculiar disposition--1long runoured
anong t hem

"But sonetimes it is precisely a wonan |ike Clara that nen of that
tenperanment need..." Mss Julia Eliot would hint.

"Wwell," M. Bowey would reply, "it nay be so."

For however |ong these gossips sit, and however they stuff out their
victins' characters till they are swollen and tender as the livers of
geese exposed to a hot fire, they never come to a decision

"That young nan, Jacob Flanders," they would say, "so distinguished

| ooki ng--and yet so awkward." Then they woul d apply thenselves to Jacob
and vacillate eternally between the two extrenmes. He rode to hounds--
after a fashion, for he hadn't a penny.

"Did you ever hear who his father was?" asked Julia Eliot.

"Hi s nother, they say, is somehow connected with the Rocksbiers,"
replied M. Bow ey.

"He doesn't overwork hinself anyhow. "

"His friends are very fond of him"

"Di ck Bonarmy, you nean?"

"No, | didn't nean that. It's evidently the other way with Jacob. He is

precisely the young man to fall headlong in |ove and repent it for the
rest of his life."



"Ch, M. Bowey," said Ms. Durrant, sweeping down upon themin her
i mperious manner, "you remenber Ms. Adans? Well, that is her niece."
And M. Bow ey, getting up, bowed politely and fetched strawberri es.

So we are driven back to see what the other side nmeans--the men in clubs
and Cabi nets--when they say that character-drawing is a frivol ous
fireside art, a matter of pins and needl es, exquisite outlines enclosing
vacancy, flourishes, and nmere scraw s.

The battl eships ray out over the North Sea, keeping their stations
accurately apart. At a given signal all the guns are trained on a target
whi ch (the master gunner counts the seconds, watch in hand--at the sixth
he | ooks up) flames into splinters. Wth equal nonchal ance a dozen young
men in the prime of life descend with conposed faces into the depths of
the sea; and there inpassively (though with perfect mastery of

machi nery) suffocate unconplainingly together. Like blocks of tin
soldiers the arny covers the cornfield, nmoves up the hillside, stops,
reels slightly this way and that, and falls flat, save that, through
field glasses, it can be seen that one or two pieces still agitate up
and down |ike fragments of broken match-stick

These actions, together with the incessant comerce of banks,

| aboratories, chancellories, and houses of business, are the strokes

whi ch oar the world forward, they say. And they are dealt by men as
snoot hly scul ptured as the inpassive policenman at Ludgate G rcus. But
you will observe that far from bei ng padded to rotundity his face is
stiff fromforce of will, and lean fromthe efforts of keeping it so.
When his right armrises, all the force in his veins flows straight from
shoul der to finger-tips; not an ounce is diverted into sudden inpul ses,
sentinental regrets, wire-drawn distinctions. The buses punctually stop.

It is thus that we live, they say, driven by an unseizable force. They
say that the novelists never catch it; that it goes hurtling through
their nets and | eaves themtorn to ribbons. This, they say, is what we
live by--this unseizable force

"Where are the nen?" said old General G bbons, |ooking round the
drawi ng-room full as usual on Sunday afternoons of well-dressed people.
"Were are the guns?"

Ms. Durrant | ooked too.

Cl ara, thinking that her nother wanted her, cane in; then went out
agai n.

They were tal king about Gernany at the Durrants, and Jacob (driven by
this unsei zable force) wal ked rapidly down Hernmes Street and ran
straight into the WIIianses.

"Ch!" cried Sandra, with a cordiality which she suddenly felt. And Evan
added, "What [uck!"

The di nner which they gave himin the hotel which | ooks on to the Square
of the Constitution was excellent. Plated baskets contained fresh rolls.
There was real butter. And the meat scarcely needed the disguise of
innumerable little red and green vegetabl es gl azed i n sauce.

It was strange, though. There were the little tables set out at
intervals on the scarlet floor with the Greek King' s nonogram w ought in
yel l ow. Sandra dined in her hat, veiled as usual. Evan | ooked this way



and that over his shoul der; inperturbable yet supple; and sonetines
sighed. It was strange. For they were English people cone together in
At hens on a May evening. Jacob, helping hinself to this and that,
answered intelligently, yet with a ring in his voice.

The W lianmses were going to Constantinople early next norning, they
sai d.

"Before you are up," said Sandra.

They woul d | eave Jacob al one, then. Turning very slightly, Evan ordered
sonet hing--a bottle of wine--fromwhich he hel ped Jacob, with a kind of
solicitude, with a kind of paternal solicitude, if that were possible.
To be left al one--that was good for a young fellow. Never was there a
ti me when the country had nore need of men. He sighed.

"And you have been to the Acropolis?" asked Sandra.

"Yes," said Jacob. And they noved off to the wi ndow together, while Evan
spoke to the head waiter about calling themearly.

"It is astonishing," said Jacob, in a gruff voice.

Sandra opened her eyes very slightly. Possibly her nostrils expanded a
little too.

"At hal f-past six then," said Evan, com ng towards them |ooking as if
he faced sonething in facing his wife and Jacob standing with their
backs to the w ndow.

Sandra smled at him

And, as he went to the wi ndow and had nothing to say she added, in
br oken hal f - sent ences:

"Well, but how lovely--wouldn't it be? The Acropolis, Evan--or are you
too tired?"

At that Evan | ooked at them or, since Jacob was staring ahead of him
at his wife, surlily, sullenly, yet with a kind of distress--not that
she woul d pity him Nor would the inplacable spirit of |ove, for

anyt hing he could do, cease its tortures.

They left himand he sat in the snoki ng-room which |ooks out on to the
Square of the Constitution.

"Evan is happier alone," said Sandra. "W have been separated fromthe

newspapers. Wll, it is better that people should have what they
want.... You have seen all these wonderful things since we net.... What
impression ... | think that you are changed."

"You want to go to the Acropolis," said Jacob. "Up here then."
"One will remenber it all one's life," said Sandra.
"Yes," said Jacob. "I wish you could have conme in the day-time."

"This is nore wonderful ," said Sandra, waving her hand.

Jacob | ooked vaguely.



"But you shoul d see the Parthenon in the day-tinme," he said. "You
couldn't come to-norrow-it would be too early?"

"You have sat there for hours and hours by yoursel f?"
"There were sone awful wonen this norning," said Jacob
"Awful wonmen?" Sandra echoed.

"Frenchwonen. "

"But sonething very wonderful has happened," said Sandra. Ten ninutes,
fifteen mnutes, half an hour--that was all the tine before her

"Yes," he said.

"When one is your age--when one is young. Wiat will you do? You will
fall in |love--oh yes! But don't be in too great a hurry. I amso nuch
ol der."

She was brushed off the pavenment by paradi ng men.
"Shall we go on?" Jacob asked.
"Let us go on," she insisted.

For she could not stop until she had told him-or heard himsay--or was
it sone action on his part that she required? Far away on the horizon
she discerned it and could not rest.

"You' d never get English people to sit out like this," he said.

"Never--no. Wen you get back to England you won't forget this--or cone
with us to Constantinople!" she cried suddenly.

"But then..."
Sandra si ghed.

"You must go to Del phi, of course,” she said. "But," she asked herself,
"what do | want from hinP Perhaps it is something that | have
mssed...."

"You will get there about six in the evening," she said. "You will see
t he eagles.”

Jacob | ooked set and even desperate by the light at the street corner
and yet conposed. He was suffering, perhaps. He was credul ous. Yet there
was sonet hi ng caustic about him He had in himthe seeds of extrene

di sillusionnent, which would cone to himfromwonmen in mddle life.
Perhaps if one strove hard enough to reach the top of the hill it need
not come to him-this disillusionment fromwonmen in mddle life.

"The hotel is awful,"” she said. "The last visitors had | eft their basins
full of dirty water. There is always that," she | aughed.

"The peopl e one neets ARE beastly," Jacob said.
Hi s excitenent was cl ear enough

"Wite and tell me about it," she said. "And tell me what you feel and



what you think. Tell ne everything."

The night was dark. The Acropolis was a jagged nound.
"I should like to, awfully," he said.

"When we get back to London, we shall neet..."

"Yes. "

"I suppose they | eave the gates open?" he asked.

"We could clinmb them " she answered wi |l dly.

obscuring the noon and al t oget her darkening the Acropolis the clouds
passed fromeast to west. The clouds solidified; the vapours thickened;
the trailing veils stayed and accunul at ed.

It was dark now over Athens, except for gauzy red streaks where the
streets ran; and the front of the Palace was cadaverous fromelectric
light. At sea the piers stood out, marked by separate dots; the waves
being invisible, and pronontories and islands were dark hunps with a few
lights.

"I"d love to bring ny brother, if | may," Jacob murnured.

"And then when your nother cones to London--," said Sandra.

The mai nl and of Greece was dark; and somewhere off Euboea a cl oud nust

have touched the waves and spattered them-the dol phins circling deeper
and deeper into the sea. Violent was the wi nd now rushing down the Sea
of Marmara between Greece and the plains of Troy.

In Greece and the uplands of Al bania and Turkey, the wind scours the
sand and the dust, and sows itself thick with dry particles. And then it
pelts the snmooth domes of the nosques, and makes the cypresses, standing
stiff by the turbaned tonbstones of Mohamredans, creak and bristle.

Sandra's veils were swirled about her
"I will give you ny copy," said Jacob. "Here. WII you keep it?"
(The book was the poens of Donne.)

Now t he agitation of the air uncovered a racing star. Now it was dark
Now one after another |ights were extinguished. Now great towns--Paris--
Const anti nopl e--London--were bl ack as strewn rocks. Waterways ni ght be
di stinguished. In England the trees were heavy in leaf. Here perhaps in
sonme southern wood an old man lit dry ferns and the birds were startl ed.
The sheep coughed; one flower bent slightly towards another. The Engli sh
sky is softer, mlkier than the Eastern. Something gentle has passed
intoit fromthe grass-rounded hills, something danp. The salt gale blew
in at Betty Flanders's bedroom wi ndow, and the w dow | ady, raising
herself slightly on her el bow, sighed |ike one who realizes, but would
fain ward off alittle longer--oh, alittle longer!--the oppression of
eternity.

But to return to Jacob and Sandra.

They had vani shed. There was the Acropolis; but had they reached it? The
colums and the Tenple remain; the enotion of the living breaks fresh on



them year after year; and of that what remmins?

As for reaching the Acropolis who shall say that we ever do it, or that
when Jacob woke next norning he found anything hard and durable to keep
for ever? Still, he went with themto Constantinople.

Sandra Wentworth Wllians certainly woke to find a copy of Donne's poens
upon her dressing-table. And the book woul d be stood on the shelf in the
English country house where Sally Duggan's Life of Father Damien in
verse would join it one of these days. There were ten or twelve little
volunes already. Strolling in at dusk, Sandra would open the books and
her eyes would brighten (but not at the print), and subsiding into the
armchair she would suck back again the soul of the nonent; or, for
soneti mes she was restless, would pull out book after book and swi ng
across the whol e space of her life like an acrobat frombar to bar. She
had had her nonments. Meanwhile, the great clock on the |anding ticked
and Sandra woul d hear time accunul ating, and ask herself, "Wat for?
VWhat for?"

"What for? What for?" Sandra woul d say, putting the book back, and
strolling to the | ooking-glass and pressing her hair. And M ss Edwards
woul d be startled at dinner, as she opened her nouth to admt roast
nmutton, by Sandra's sudden solicitude: "Are you happy, Mss Edwards?"--a
thing C ssy Edwards hadn't thought of for years.

"What for? What for?" Jacob never asked hinself any such questions, to
judge by the way he | aced his boots; shaved hinself; to judge by the
depth of his sleep that night, with the wind fidgeting at the shutters,
and hal f-a-dozen nobsquitoes singing in his ears. He was young--a nan.
And then Sandra was right when she judged himto be credul ous as yet. At
forty it might be a different matter. Already he had marked the things
he liked in Donne, and they were savage enough. However, you m ght place
besi de them passages of the purest poetry in Shakespeare.

But the wind was rolling the darkness through the streets of Athens,
rolling it, one mght suppose, with a sort of tranpling energy of nopod
which forbids too close an analysis of the feelings of any single
person, or inspection of features. Al faces--Geek, Levantine, Turkish
Engl i sh--woul d have | ooked nuch the same in that darkness. At length the
colums and the Tenples whiten, yellow, turn rose; and the Pyram ds and
St. Peter's arise, and at |ast sluggish St. Paul's |oons up.

The Christians have the right to rouse nost cities with their
interpretation of the day's neaning. Then, |ess nel odi ously, dissenters
of different sects issue a cantankerous enendati on. The steaners,
resounding |ike gigantic tuning-forks, state the old old fact--how there
is a sea coldly, greenly, swaying outside. But nowadays it is the thin
voi ce of duty, piping in a white thread fromthe top of a funnel, that
collects the largest multitudes, and night is nothing but a |ong-drawn
si gh bet ween hanmer-strokes, a deep breath--you can hear it froman open
wi ndow even in the heart of London.

But who, save the nerve-worn and sl eepless, or thinkers standing with
hands to the eyes on sone crag above the nmultitude, see things thus in
skel eton outline, bare of flesh? In Surbiton the skeleton is wapped in
flesh.

"The kettle never boils so well on a sunny norning," says Ms. G andage,
glancing at the clock on the mantel pi ece. Then the grey Persian cat
stretches itself on the wi ndow seat, and buffets a noth with soft round
paws. And before breakfast is half over (they were late today), a baby



is deposited in her lap, and she nust guard the sugar basin while Tom
Grandage reads the golfing article in the "Tines," sips his coffee

wi pes his nmoustaches, and is off to the office, where he is the greatest
aut hority upon the foreign exchanges and marked for promotion. The
skeleton is well wapped in flesh. Even this dark night when the w nd
rolls the darkness through Lonbard Street and Fetter Lane and Bedford
Square it stirs (since it is sumrer-tine and the height of the season),
pl ane trees spangled with electric light, and curtains still preserving
the room fromthe dawn. People still murnur over the |last word said on
the staircase, or strain, all through their dreans, for the voice of the
al arum cl ock. So when the wi nd roans through a forest innunerable tw gs
stir; hives are brushed; insects sway on grass bl ades; the spider runs
rapidly up a crease in the bark; and the whole air is trenulous with
breathing; elastic with filanents.

Only here--in Lonbard Street and Fetter Lane and Bedford Square--each

i nsect carries a globe of the world in his head, and the webs of the
forest are schemes evolved for the smooth conduct of business; and honey
is treasure of one sort and another; and the stir in the air is the

i ndescri bable agitation of life.

But col our returns; runs up the stalks of the grass; blows out into
tulips and crocuses; solidly stripes the tree trunks; and fills the
gauze of the air and the grasses and pool s.

The Bank of Engl and energes; and the Mnunent with its bristling head of
gol den hair; the dray horses crossing London Bridge show grey and
strawberry and iron-coloured. There is a whir of wi ngs as the suburban
trains rush into the termnus. And the |light nounts over the faces of
all the tall blind houses, slides through a chink and paints the

[ ustrous bellying crinmson curtains; the green w ne-glasses; the coffee-
cups; and the chairs standi ng askew.

Sunlight strikes in upon shaving-gl asses; and gl eanm ng brass cans; upon
all the jolly trappings of the day; the bright, inquisitive, arnoured,
respl endent, sunmer's day, which has |ong since vanqui shed chaos; which
has dried the nel ancholy nedi aeval nists; drained the swanp and stood

gl ass and stone upon it; and equi pped our brains and bodies with such an
arnoury of weapons that nmerely to see the flash and thrust of |inbs
engaged in the conduct of daily life is better than the old pageant of
armes drawn out in battle array upon the plain

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

"The Hei ght of the season,"” said Bonany.

The sun had already blistered the paint on the backs of the green chairs
in Hyde Park; peeled the bark off the plane trees; and turned the earth
to powder and to snmooth yel |l ow pebbl es. Hyde Park was circled,

i ncessantly, by turning wheels.

"The hei ght of the season,"” said Bonany sarcastically.

He was sarcastic because of Clara Durrant; because Jacob had cone back
from Greece very brown and | ean, with his pockets full of G eek notes,
whi ch he pulled out when the chair man cane for pence; because Jacob was
silent.



"He has not said a word to show that he is glad to see ne," thought
Bonany bitterly.

The notor cars passed incessantly over the bridge of the Serpentine; the
upper cl asses wal ked upright, or bent thensel ves gracefully over the
palings; the lower classes lay with their knees cocked up, flat on their
backs; the sheep grazed on pointed wooden | egs; small children ran down
the sloping grass, stretched their arns, and fell

"Very urbane," Jacob brought out.

"Urbane"” on the lips of Jacob had nysteriously all the shapeliness of a
character which Bonany thought daily nore sublime, devastating, terrific
than ever, though he was still, and perhaps would be for ever, barbaric,
obscure.

VWhat superl atives! What adjectives! How acquit Bonamy of sentinmentality
of the grossest sort; of being tossed |like a cork on the waves; of
havi ng no steady insight into character; of being unsupported by reason,
and of drawi ng no confort whatever fromthe works of the classics?

"The height of civilization," said Jacob
He was fond of using Latin words.

Magnani mty, virtue--such words when Jacob used themin talk w th Bonany
meant that he took control of the situation; that Bonany woul d play
round himlike an affectionate spaniel; and that (as likely as not) they
woul d end by rolling on the floor.

"And Greece?" said Bonamy. "The Parthenon and all that?"
"There's none of this European nysticism" said Jacob

"It's the atnosphere. | suppose,” said Bonany. "And you went to
Const ant i nopl e?"

"Yes," said Jacob.
Bonany paused, noved a pebble; then darted in with the rapidity and
certainty of a lizard s tongue.

"You are in love!" he exclai ned.
Jacob bl ushed.
The sharpest of knives never cut so deep

As for responding, or taking the | east account of it, Jacob stared
strai ght ahead of him fixed, nonolithic--oh, very beautiful!--like a
British Admiral, exclained Bonany in a rage, rising fromhis seat and
wal ki ng off; waiting for some sound; none cane; too proud to | ook back
wal ki ng qui cker and qui cker until he found hinself gazing into notor
cars and cursing woren. Where was the pretty woman's face? Clara's--
Fanny' s--Florinda's? Wo was the pretty little creature?

Not Clara Durrant.

The Aberdeen terrier nust be exercised, and as M. Bow ey was goi ng
that very nmoment--would |ike nothing better than a wal k--they went



together, Cara and kind little Bow ey--Bow ey who had roons in the

Al bany, Bowl ey who wote letters to the "Tines" in a jocular vein about
foreign hotels and the Aurora Borealis--Bow ey who |iked young peopl e
and wal ked down Piccadilly with his right armresting on the boss of his
back.

"Little denmon!" cried Cara, and attached Troy to his chain

Bowl ey anti ci pated--hoped for--a confidence. Devoted to her nother

Clara sonmetimes felt her alittle, well, her nother was so sure of
hersel f that she could not understand ot her peopl e being--being--"as
ludicrous as | am" Cara jerked out (the dog tugging her forwards). And
Bowl ey thought she | ooked Iike a huntress and turned over in his mnd
which it should be--some pale virgin with a slip of the moon in her

hair, which was a flight for Bow ey.

The colour was in her cheeks. To have spoken outright about her nother--
still, it was only to M. Bow ey, who |oved her, as everybody nust; but
to speak was unnatural to her, yet it was awful to feel, as she had done
all day, that she MJST tell sone one.

"Wait till we cross the road," she said to the dog, bendi ng down.
Happi |y she had recovered by that tine.

"She thinks so much about England," she said. "She is so anxious---"
Bowl ey was defrauded as usual. C ara never confided in any one.

"Why don't the young people settle it, eh?" he wanted to ask. "Wat's
all this about England?"--a question poor Cara could not have answered,
since, as Ms. Durrant discussed with Sir Edgar the policy of Sir Edward
Grey, Cara only wondered why the cabinet |ooked dusty, and Jacob had
never conme. Ch, here was Ms. Cow ey Johnson..

And O ara would hand the pretty china teacups, and smile at the
conpliment--that no one in London nade tea so well as she did.

"W get it at Brocklebank's," she said, "in Cursitor Street."
Qught she not to be grateful ? Qught she not to be happy?

Especially since her nother | ooked so well and enjoyed so nmuch talking
to Sir Edgar about Mrocco, Venezuela, or sone such pl ace.

"Jacob! Jacob!" thought dara; and kind M. Bow ey, who was ever so good
with old | adies, |ooked; stopped; wondered whether Elizabeth wasn't too
harsh with her daughter; wondered about Bonany, Jacob--which young
fellow was it?--and junped up directly Cara said she nust exercise

Tr oy.

They had reached the site of the old Exhibition. They | ooked at the
tulips. Stiff and curled, the little rods of waxy snpothness rose from
the earth, nourished yet contained, suffused with scarlet and cora

pi nk. Each had its shadow, each grewtrinmy in the dianond-shaped wedge
as the gardener had planned it.

"Barnes never gets themto grow like that," C ara nmused; she sighed.

"You are neglecting your friends," said Bow ey, as some one, going the
other way, lifted his hat. She started; acknow edged M. Lionel Parry's



bow;, wasted on hi mwhat had sprung for Jacob

("Jacob! Jacob!" she thought.)

"But you'll get run over if | let you go," she said to the dog.
"Engl and seens all right," said M. Bow ey.

The | oop of the railing beneath the statue of Achilles was full of
parasol s and wai stcoats; chains and bangl es; of |adies and gentl enen,
| oungi ng el egantly, lightly observant.

"'This statue was erected by the wonen of England...'" Clara read out
with a foolish little laugh. "On, M. Bow ey! Cnh!" Gallop--gallop--
gal l op--a horse galloped past without a rider. The stirrups swung; the
pebbl es spurted.

"Ch, stop! Stop it, M. Bowey!" she cried, white, trenbling, gripping
his arm utterly unconscious, the tears com ng

"Tut-tut!" said M. Bowl ey in his dressing-rooman hour later. "Tut-
tut!"--a coment that was profound enough, though inarticulately
expressed, since his valet was handing his shirt studs.

Julia Eliot, too, had seen the horse run away, and had risen from her
seat to watch the end of the incident, which, since she cane of a
sporting famly, seenmed to her slightly ridicul ous. Sure enough the
little man cane poundi ng behind with his breeches dusty; | ooked

t horoughl y annoyed; and was bei ng hel ped to nount by a policenan when
Julia Eliot, with a sardonic snile, turned towards the Marble Arch on
her errand of nmercy. It was only to visit a sick old |lady who had known
her mother and perhaps the Duke of Wellington; for Julia shared the |ove
of her sex for the distressed; liked to visit death-beds; threw slippers
at weddi ngs; received confidences by the dozen; knew nore pedi grees than
a schol ar knows dates, and was one of the kindliest, npst generous,

| east continent of wonen.

Yet five nminutes after she had passed the statue of Achilles she had the
rapt | ook of one brushing through crowds on a summer's afternoon, when
the trees are rustling, the wheels churning yellow, and the tumult of
the present seens like an elegy for past youth and past summrers, and
there rose in her mind a curious sadness, as if tinme and eternity showed
t hrough skirts and wai stcoasts, and she saw people passing tragically to
destruction. Yet, Heaven knows, Julia was no fool. A sharper worman at a
bargain did not exist. She was always punctual. The watch on her wri st
gave her twelve minutes and a half in which to reach Bruton Street. Lady
Congreve expected her at five.

The gilt clock at Verrey's was striking five.

Florinda | ooked at it with a dull expression, like an animal. She | ooked
at the clock; |ooked at the door; |ooked at the |ong gl ass opposite;

di sposed her cloak; drew closer to the table, for she was pregnant--no
doubt about it, Mdther Stuart said, recommendi ng renedies, consulting
friends; sunk, caught by the heel, as she tripped so |ightly over the
surf ace.

Her tunbl er of pinkish sweet stuff was set down by the waiter; and she
sucked, through a straw, her eyes on the |ooking-glass, on the door, now
soot hed by the sweet taste. When Nick Branmhamcane in it was plain, even
to the young Swiss waiter, that there was a bargain between them N ck



hitched his clothes together clunsily; ran his fingers through his hair
sat down, to an ordeal, nervously. She |ooked at hinm and set off

| aughi ng; | aughed- -1 aughed--1 aughed. The young Sw ss waiter, standing
with crossed |l egs by the pillar, |aughed too.

The door opened; in cane the roar of Regent Street, the roar of traffic,
i mpersonal , unpitying; and sunshine grained with dirt. The Swi ss waiter
nmust see to the newconers. Bramhamlifted his gl ass.

"He's |ike Jacob," said Florinda, |ooking at the newcormer.

"The way he stares." She stopped | aughing.

Jacob, leaning forward, drew a plan of the Parthenon in the dust in
Hyde Park, a network of strokes at |east, which may have been the

Part henon, or again a mathenatical diagram And why was the pebble so
enphatically ground in at the corner? It was not to count his notes that
he took out a wad of papers and read a long flowing letter which Sandra
had witten two days ago at MIton Dower House with his book before her
and in her mnd the menory of something said or attenpted, sonme nonent
in the dark on the road to the Acropolis which (such was her creed)
mattered for ever.

"He is," she nused, "like that man in Mdliere."

She neant Al ceste. She neant that he was severe. She neant that she
coul d deceive him

"Or could I not?" she thought, putting the poens of Donne back in the
bookcase. "Jacob," she went on, going to the w ndow and | ooki ng over the
spotted flower-beds across the grass where the piebald cows grazed under
beech trees, "Jacob woul d be shocked."

The peranbul ator was going through the little gate in the railing. She
ki ssed her hand; directed by the nurse, Jinmmy waved his.

"HE'S a small boy," she said, thinking of Jacob
And yet-- Al ceste?

"What a nui sance you are!" Jacob grumbled, stretching out first one |leg
and then the other and feeling in each trouser-pocket for his chair
ticket.

"I expect the sheep have eaten it," he said. "Wiy do you keep sheep?"

"Sorry to disturb you, sir," said the ticket-collector, his hand deep in

t he enornous pouch of pence.
“Well, | hope they pay you for it,"
can stick to it. Go and get drunk."

said Jacob. "There you are. No. You

He had parted with half-a-crown, tolerantly, conpassionately, with
consi derabl e contenpt for his species.

Even now poor Fanny El mer was dealing, as she wal ked al ong the Strand,
in her inconpetent way with this very careless, indifferent, subline
manner he had of talking to railway guards or porters; or Ms.

Wi t ehorn, when she consulted hi mabout her little boy who was beaten by
t he school naster.



Sust ai ned entirely upon picture post cards for the past two nonths,
Fanny's idea of Jacob was nore statuesque, noble, and eyel ess than ever.
To reinforce her vision she had taken to visiting the British Miseum
wher e, keeping her eyes downcast until she was al ongside of the battered
U ysses, she opened them and got a fresh shock of Jacob's presence,
enough to last her half a day. But this was wearing thin. And she wote
now - poens, letters that were never posted, saw his face in

adverti senents on hoardings, and would cross the road to |l et the barrel -
organ turn her nusings to rhapsody. But at breakfast (she shared roons
with a teacher), when the butter was smeared about the plate, and the
prongs of the forks were clotted with old egg yolk, she revised these
visions violently; was, in truth, very cross; was |osing her conplexion,
as Margery Jackson told her, bringing the whole thing down (as she | aced
her stout boots) to a level of nother-wit, vulgarity, and sentinent, for
she had | oved too; and been a fool

"One's godnot hers ought to have told one," said Fanny, |ooking in at the
wi ndow of Bacon, the napseller, in the Strand--told one that it is no
use naking a fuss; this is life, they should have said, as Fanny said it
now, | ooking at the [arge yell ow gl obe marked with steanship |ines.

"This is life. This is life," said Fanny.

"A very hard face," thought Mss Barrett, on the other side of the
gl ass, buying maps of the Syrian desert and waiting inpatiently to be
served. "G rls look old so soon nowadays."

The equat or swam behi nd tears.

"Piccadilly?" Fanny asked the conductor of the omnibus, and clinbed to
the top. After all, he would, he nmust, come back to her

But Jacob m ght have been thinking of Rome; of architecture; of
jurisprudence; as he sat under the plane tree in Hyde Park

The omi bus stopped outside Charing Cross; and behind it were cl ogged
omi buses, vans, notor-cars, for a procession with banners was passing
down Whitehall, and elderly people were stiffly descendi ng from between
the paws of the slippery lions, where they had been testifying to their
faith, singing lustily, raising their eyes fromtheir music to look into
the sky, and still their eyes were on the sky as they narched behind the
gold letters of their creed.

The traffic stopped, and the sun, no |onger sprayed out by the breeze,
becanme al nost too hot. But the procession passed; the banners glittered
--far away down Wiitehall; the traffic was rel eased; lurched on; spun to
a snmoot h conti nuous uproar; swerving round the curve of Cockspur Street;
and sweepi ng past Governnment offices and equestrian statues down
VWhitehall to the prickly spires, the tethered grey fleet of masonry, and
the large white clock of Westmnster

Five strokes Big Ben intoned; Nelson received the salute. The wres of
the Admiralty shivered with sone far-away comunication. A voice kept
remarking that Prime Mnisters and Viceroys spoke in the Reichstag;
entered Lahore; said that the Enperor travelled; in Mlan they rioted;
said there were runours in Vienna; said that the Anbassador at
Const anti nopl e had audience with the Sultan; the fleet was at G braltar.
The voice continued, inprinting on the faces of the clerks in Witehal
(Timot hy Durrant was one of then) sonething of its own inexorable
gravity, as they listened, deciphered, wote down. Papers accunul at ed,
inscribed with the utterances of Kaisers, the statistics of ricefields,



the grow i ng of hundreds of work-people, plotting sedition in back
streets, or gathering in the Cal cutta bazaars, or nmustering their forces
in the uplands of Albania, where the hills are sand-col oured, and bones
[ie unburied.

The voice spoke plainly in the square quiet roomw th heavy tables,
where one elderly man nmade notes on the nmargin of typewitten sheets,
his silver-topped unbrella | eaning agai nst the bookcase.

H s head--bal d, red-veined, hollow Il ooking--represented all the heads in
the building. Hs head, with the am able pale eyes, carried the burden
of know edge across the street; laid it before his colleagues, who cane
equal Iy burdened; and then the sixteen gentlenen, lifting their pens or
turni ng perhaps rather wearily in their chairs, decreed that the course
of history should shape itself this way or that way, being nmanfully
determ ned, as their faces showed, to inpose sone coherency upon Rajahs
and Kaisers and the nuttering in bazaars, the secret gatherings, plainly
visible in Witehall, of kilted peasants in Al banian uplands; to contro
the course of events.

Pitt and Chatham Burke and d adstone | ooked fromside to side with
fixed narble eyes and an air of imortal qui escence whi ch perhaps the
living may have envied, the air being full of whistling and concussi ons,
as the procession with its banners passed down Witehall. Moreover, sone
were troubled with dyspepsia; one had at that very monent cracked the

gl ass of his spectacles; another spoke in @ asgow to-norrow, altogether
they | ooked too red, fat, pale or lean, to be dealing, as the marble
heads had dealt, with the course of history.

Timy Durrant in his little roomin the Admiralty, going to consult a
Bl ue book, stopped for a nmonent by the wi ndow and observed the placard
tied round the | anp-post.

M ss Thomas, one of the typists, said to her friend that if the Cabinet
was going to sit much | onger she should m ss her boy outside the Gaiety.

Tinmy Durrant, returning with his Blue book under his arm noticed a
little knot of people at the street corner; congl onerated as though one
of them knew sonet hing; and the others, pressing round him | ooked up,

| ooked down, | ooked along the street. What was it that he knew?

Ti not hy, placing the Bl ue book before him studied a paper sent round by
the Treasury for infornmation. M. Crawl ey, his fellowclerk, inpaled a
letter on a skewer.

Jacob rose fromhis chair in Hyde Park, tore his ticket to pieces, and
wal ked away.

" wote Ms. Flanders in her letter to Archer at

" she wote.

"Such a sunset,
Si ngapore. "One couldn't make up one's nmind to cone indoors,
"It seened wi cked to waste even a nonent."

The | ong wi ndows of Kensington Pal ace flushed fiery rose as Jacob wal ked
away; a flock of wild duck flew over the Serpentine; and the trees were
stood agai nst the sky, blackly, magnificently.

"Jacob," wote Ms. Flanders, with the red light on her page, "is hard
at work after his delightful journey..."

"The Kai ser, "
audi ence. "

the far-away voice remarked in Wiitehall, "received ne in



"Now | know that face--" said the Reverend Andrew Fl oyd, com ng out of
Carter's shop in Piccadilly, "but who the dickens--?" and he watched
Jacob, turned round to | ook at him but could not be sure--

"Ch, Jacob Flanders!" he renenbered in a fl ash.

But he was so tall; so unconscious; such a fine young fell ow
"I gave him Byron's works," Andrew Fl oyd nused, and started forward, as
Jacob crossed the road; but hesitated, and | et the nonent pass, and | ost
t he opportunity.

Anot her procession, wthout banners, was blocking Long Acre. Carri ages,
wi th dowagers in amethyst and gentlenmen spotted with carnations,

i ntercepted cabs and notor-cars turned in the opposite direction, in
which jaded nmen in white waistcoats lolled, on their way hone to
shrubberies and billiard-roons in Putney and W nbl edon.

Two barrel -organs played by the kerb, and horses coming out of
Aldridge's with white |abels on their buttocks straddl ed across the road
and were smartly jerked back.

Ms. Durrant, sitting with M. Wrtley in a notor-car, was inpatient
| est they should mss the overture.

But M. Wortley, always urbane, always in tine for the overture,
buttoned his gloves, and adnred Mss Cd ara.

"A shame to spend such a night in the theatre!" said Ms. Durrant,
seeing all the wi ndows of the coachmakers in Long Acre abl aze.

"Think of your noors!" said M. Wrtley to dara.
"Ah! but Cara likes this better,” Ms. Durrant | aughed.

"I don't know-really," said Cara, |ooking at the bl azi ng wi ndows. She
started.

She saw Jacob.
"Who?" asked Ms. Durrant sharply, |eaning forward.
But she saw no one.

Under the arch of the Opera House | arge faces and | ean ones, the
powdered and the hairy, all alike were red in the sunset; and, quickened
by the great hanging lanps with their repressed prinrose |lights, by the
tranp, and the scarlet, and the ponpous cerenony, sone |adies |ooked for
a nonment into steani ng bedrooms near by, where wormen with | oose hair

| eaned out of w ndows, where girls--where children--(the long mrrors
hel d the | adi es suspended) but one nust follow one nust not block the
way.

Clara's noors were fine enough. The Phoenicians slept under their piled
grey rocks; the chimeys of the old nmines pointed starkly; early noths
blurred the heather-bells; cartwheels could be heard grinding on the
road far beneath; and the suck and sighing of the waves sounded gently,
persistently, for ever.

Shadi ng her eyes with her hand Ms. Pascoe stood in her cabbage-garden



| ooking out to sea. Two steaners and a sailing-ship crossed each other
passed each other; and in the bay the gulls kept alighting on a |og,
rising high, returning again to the log, while sone rode in upon the
waves and stood on the rimof the water until the noon blanched all to
whi t eness.

M's. Pascoe had gone indoors |ong ago.

But the red light was on the colums of the Parthenon, and the G eek
women who were knitting their stockings and sometinmes crying to a child
to cone and have the insects picked fromits head were as jolly as sand-
martins in the heat, quarrelling, scolding, suckling their babies, unti
the ships in the Piraeus fired their guns.

The sound spread itself flat, and then went tunnelling its way with
fitful explosions anmong the channels of the islands.

Dar kness drops |ike a knife over G eece.

"The guns?" said Betty Flanders, half asleep, getting out of bed and
goi ng to the wi ndow, which was decorated with a fringe of dark |eaves.

"Not at this distance," she thought. "It is the sea."

Agai n, far away, she heard the dull sound, as if nocturnal wonen were
beating great carpets. There was Mrty lost, and Seabrook dead; her sons
fighting for their country. But were the chickens safe? Was that sone
one novi ng downstairs? Rebecca with the toothache? No. The nocturna
woren were beating great carpets. Her hens shifted slightly on their

per ches.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

"He | eft everything just as it was," Bonany marvelled. "Nothing
arranged. All his letters strewn about for any one to read. What did he
expect? Did he think he would come back?" he nmused, standing in the

m ddl e of Jacob's room

The eighteenth century has its distinction. These houses were built,
say, a hundred and fifty years ago. The roons are shapely, the ceilings
hi gh; over the doorways a rose or a ramis skull is carved in the wood.
Even t he panels, painted in raspberry-col oured paint, have their

di stinction.

Bonany took up a bill for a hunting-crop

"That seens to be paid," he said.

There were Sandra's letters.

Ms. Durrant was taking a party to G eenw ch.

Lady Rocksbi er hoped for the pleasure...

Listless is the air in an enpty room just swelling the curtain; the

flowers in the jar shift. One fibre in the wicker armchair creaks,
t hough no one sits there.



Bonany crossed to the wi ndow. Pickford' s van swung down the street. The
omi buses were | ocked together at Mudie's corner. Engines throbbed, and
carters, jamm ng the brakes down, pulled their horses sharp up. A harsh
and unhappy voice cried sonething unintelligible. And then suddenly all
the | eaves seened to raise thensel ves.

"Jacob! Jacob!" cried Bonamy, standing by the wi ndow. The |eaves sank
down agai n.

"Such confusion everywhere!l" exclained Betty Flanders, bursting open the
bedr oom door.

Bonany turned away fromthe w ndow.
"What am| to do with these, M. Bonany?"

She held out a pair of Jacob's old shoes.



