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12 CROME YELLOW

courtyard. The front door stood hospitably
open. He left his bicycle leaning against
the wall and walked in. He would take

them by surprise.



CHAPTER II

HE took nobody by surprise; there was

nobody to take. All was quiet; Denis
wandered from room to empty room, look-
ing with pleasure at the familiar pictures
and furniture, at all the little untidy signs
of life that lay scattered here and there.
He was rather glad that they were all out;
it was amusing to wander through the house
as though one were exploring a dead, de-
serted Pompeii. What sort of life would
the excavator reconstruct from these re-
mains; how would he people these empty
chambers? There was the long gallery, with
its rows of respectable and (though, of
course, one couldn’t publicly admit it)
rather boring Italian primitives, its Chinese
sculptures, its unobtrusive, dateless furni-
ture. There was the panelled drawing-
room, where the huge chintz-covered arm-
chairs stood, oases of comfort among the
austere flesh-mortifying antiques. There
was the morning-room, with its pale lemon
walls, its painted Venetian chairs and rococo
tables, its mirrors, its modern pictures.

13
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other was a very delicate and difficult one.
A match between the Spurs and the Villa
entailed a conflict in the heavens so vast and
so complicated that it was not to be won-
dered at if she sometimes made a mistake
about the outcome.

“Such a pity you don’t believe in these
things, Denis, such a pity,” said Mrs. Wim-
bush in her deep, distinct voice.

“I can’t say I feel it so.”

““Ah, that’s because you don’t know what
it’s like to have faith. You’'ve no idea how
amusing and exciting life becomes when you
do believe. All that happens means some-
thing; nothing you do is ever insignificant.
It makes life so jolly, you know. Here am
I at Crome. Dull as ditchwater, you’d
think; but no, I don’t find it so. I don’t re-
gret the Old Days a bit. I have the Stars
. . .’ She picked up the sheet of paper that
was lying on the blotting-pad. “Inman’s
horoscope,” she explained. (I thought I'd
like to have a little fling on the billiards
championship this autumn.) I have the In-
finite to keep in tune with,” she waved her
hand. “And then there’s the nex® world
and all the spirits, and one’s Aura, and ‘Mrs.
Eddy and saying you’re not ill, and the
Christian Mysteries and Mrs. Besant. It’s
all splendid. One’s never dull for:a mo-
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“‘What are thousand pound fur coats,
‘what are quarter million incomes? ” She
looked up from the page with a histrionic
movement of the head; her orange coiffure
nodded portentously. Denis looked at it,
fascinated. Was it the Real Thing and
henna, he wondered, or was it one of those
Complete Transformations one sees in the
advertisements %

“ ‘What are Thrones and Sceptres? ”

The orange Transformation—jyes, it must
be a Transformation—bobbed up again.

“ ‘What are the gaieties of the Rich, the
splendours of the Powerful, what is the
pride of the Great, what are the gaudy
pleasures of High Society? ”

The voice, which had risen in tone, ques-
tioningly, from sentence to sentence,
dropped suddenly and boomed reply.

“‘They are nothing. Vanity, fluff, dan-
delion seed in the wind, thin vapours of
fever. The things that matter happen in
the heart. Seen things are sweet, but
those unseen are a thousand times more
significant. It is the Unseen that counts in
Life. ”

Mrs. Wimbush lowered the book. “Beau-
tiful, isn’t it?” she said.

Denis preferred not to hazard an opinion,
but uttered a non-committal “H’m.”
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laughed too. Barbecue-Smith was tossed on
the floor.

“It’s time we went to see if tea’s ready,”
said Priscilla. She hoisted herself up from
the sofa and went swishing off across the
room, striding beneath the trailing silk.
Denis followed her, faintly humming to him-
self:

“That’s why I'm going to
Sing in op’ra, sing in op’ra,
Sing in op-pop-pop-pop-popera.”

And then the little twiddly bit of accom-
paniment at the end: “ra-ra.”
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The tea-table had been planted in the
shade of one of the little summer-houses,
and the rest of the party was already as-
sembled about it when Denis and Priscilla
made their appearance. Henry Wimbush
had begun to pour out the tea. He was one
of those ageless, unchanging men on the
farther side of fifty, who might be thirty,
who might be anything. Denis had known
him almost as long as he could remember.
In all those years his pale, rather handsome
face had never grown any older; it was like
the pale grey bowler hat which he always
wore, winter and summer—unageing, calm,
serenely without expression.

Next him, but separated from him and
from the rest of the world by the almost
impenetrable barriers of her deafness, sat
Jenny Mullion. She was perhaps thirty,
had a tilted nose and a pink-and-white com-
plexion, and wore her brown hair plaited
and coiled in two lateral buns over her ears.
In the secret tower of her deafness she sat
apart, looking down at the world through
sharply piercing eyes. What did she think
of men and women and things? That was
something that Denis had never been able
to discover. In her enigmatic remoteness
Jenny was a little disquieting. Even now
some interior joke seemed to be amusing her,
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closed eyes, in the eyes themselves, bright
and laughing between the narrowed lids.

The preliminary greetings spoken, Denis
found an empty chair between Gombauld
and Jenny and sat down.

“How are you, Jenny?”’ he shouted to
her.

Jenny nodded and smiled in mysterious
silence, as though the subject of her health
were a secret that could not be publicly
divulged.

“How’s London been since I went away %’
Anne inquired from the depth of her chair.

The moment had come; the tremendously
amusing narrative was waiting for utterance.
“Well,” said Denis, smiling happily, “to be-
gin with . . .’

“Has Priscilla told you of our great an-
tiquarian find?’ Henry Wimbush leaned
forward; the most promising of buds was
nipped.

“To begin with,” said Denis desperately,
“there was the Ballet , . .” -

“Last week,” Mr. Wimbush went on
softly and implacably, “we dug up fifty
yards of oaken drain-pipes; just tree trunks
with a hole bored through the middle. Very
interesting indeed. Whether they were laid
down by the monks in the fifteenth century,
or whether . . .”
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you’re an exception,” said Mr. Scogan.
“You are a femme supérieure.”

A flush of pleasure turned Mary’s face
into a harvest moon. :
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“Why, Denis,” she exclaimed, “you
look perfectly sweet in your white trou-
sers.”

Denis was dreadfully taken aback. There
was no possible retort. ‘“You speak as
though I were a child in a new frock,” he

. said, with a show of irritation.

“But that’s how I feel about you, Denis
dear.”

“Then you oughtn’t to.”

“But I can’t help it. I’'m so much older
than you.”

“I like that,” he said. “Four years
‘older.”

“And if you do look perfectly sweet in
your white trousers, why shouldn’t I say so?
And why did you put them on, if you didn’t
think you were going to look sweet in
them ?”’

“Let’s go into the garden,” said Denis.
He was put out; the conversation had taken
such a preposterous and unexpected turn.
He had planned a very different opening, in
which he was to lead off with, “You look
adorable this morning,” or something of the
kind, and she was to answer, “Do 1%’ and
then there was to be a pregnant silence.
And now she had got in first with the
trousers. It was provoking; his pride was
hurt.
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“You have a bad habit of quoting,” said
Anne. ‘““As I never know the context or
author, I find it humiliating.”

Denis apologized. “It’s the fault—e
one’s _edycation. Thmgs...somdmm,,.seem
mp_;g,_xsaLand.md_mhcn_nns_can_apply

them., And then there are lots of lovely
names and words—Monophysite, Iam-
blichus, Pomponazzi; you bring them out
triumphantly, and feel you’ve clinched the
argument with the mere magical sound of
them. That’s what comes of the higher
education.”

“You may regret your education,” said
Anne; “I'm ashamed of my lack of it. Look
at those sunflowers! Aren’t they magnifi-
cent ?”’

“Dark faces and golden crowns—they’re
kings in Ethiopia. And I like the way the
tits cling to the flowers and pick out the
seeds, while the other loutish birds, grub-
bing dirtily for their food, look up in envy
from the ground. Do they look up in envy?
That’s the literary touch, I'm afraid. Edu-
cation again. It always comes back to that.”
He was silent.

Anne had sat down on a bench that stood
in the shade of an old apple tree. “I'm
listening,” she said.
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“What I need is you.” That was what
he ought to have retorted, that was what he
wanted passionately to say. He could not
say it. His desire fought against his shy-
ness. ‘“What I need is you.” Mentally he
shouted the words, but not a sound issued
from his lips. He looked at her despair- ;
ingly. Couldn’t she see what was going on
inside him? Couldn’t she understand?
“What I need is you.” He would say it, he
would—he would.

“I think I shall go and bathe,” said Anne.
“It’s so hot.” The opportunity had passed.
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odious, unnatural, a sin against life. Life,
life, and still more life. The ribs of the
placid bull resounded.

Standing with his back against the farm-
yard pump, a little apart, Denis examined
the group. Gombauld, passionate and viva-
cious,’ was_its centre. The others stood
round, listening—Henry Wimbush, calm
and polite beneath his grey bowler; Mary,
with parted lips and eyes that shone with
the indignation of a convinced birth-con-
troller. Anne looked on through half-shut
eyes, smiling; and beside her stood Mr. Sco-
gan, bolt upright in an attitude of metallic
rigidity that contrasted strangely with that
fluid grace of hers which even in stillness
suggested a soft movement.

Gombauld ceased talking, and Mary,
flushed and outraged, opened her mouth to
refute him. But'she was too slow. Before
she could utter a word Mr. Scogan’s fluty
voice had pronounced the opening phrases
of a discourse. There was no hope of get-
ting so much as a word in edgeways; Mary
had perforce to resign herself.

“Even your eloquence, my dear Gom-
bauld,” he was saying—“even your elo-
quence must prove inadequate to reconvert
the world to a belief in the delights of mere
multiplication. With the gramophone, the






CHAPTER VI

R. BARBECUE-SMITH arrived in
time for tea on Saturday afternoon.
He was a short and corpulent man, with a
very large head and no neck. In his earlier
middle age he had been distressed by this
absence of neck, but was comforted by read-
ing in Balzac’s Lowis Lambert that all the
world’s great men have been marked by the
same peculiarity, and for a simple and ob-
vious reason: Greatness is nothing more nor
less than the harmonious functioning of the
faculties of the head and heart; the shorter
the neck, the more closely these two organs
approach one another; argal . .. It was
convincing.

Mr. Barbecue-Smith belonged to the old
school of journalists. He sported a leonine
head with a greyish-black mane of oddly
unappetising hair brushed back from a
broad but low forehead. And somehow he
always seemed slightly, ever so slightly,
soiled. In younger days he had gaily called
himself a Bohemian. He did so no longer.
He was a teacher now, a kind of prophet.

51
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worse, he felt himself blushing hotly. Had
Priscilla no sense of proportion? She was
putting them in the same category—Bar-
becue-Smith and himself. They were both
writers, they both used pen and ink. To
Mr. Barbecue-Smith’s question he answered,
“Oh, nothing much, nothing,” and looked
away.

“MTr. Stone is one of our younger poets.”
It was Anne’s voice. He scowled at her, and
she smiled back exasperatingly.

“Excellent, excellent,” said Mr. Barbe-
-cue-Smith, and he squeezed Denis’s arm eng
couragingly. “The Bard’s is a- noble
calling.” :

As soon as tea was over Mr. Barbecue-
Smith excused himself; he had to do some
writing before dinner. Priscilla quite under-
stood. The prophet retired to his chamber.

Mr. Barbecue-Smith came down to the
drawing-room at ten to eight. He was in
a good humour, and, as he descended the
stairs, he smiled to himself and rubbed his
large white hands together. In the drawing-
room someone was playing softly and ram-
blingly on the piano. He wondered who
it could be. One of the young ladies, per-
haps. But no, it was only Denis, who got
up hurriedly and with some embarrassment
as he came into the room.
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“No, but you must guess. Between five
and half-past seven—that’s two and a half
hours.”

“Twelve hundred words,” Denis haz-
arded.

“No, no, no.” Mr. Barbecue-Smith’s ex-
panded face shone with gaiety. “Try
again.”

“Fifteen hundred.”

“No.”

“I give it up,” said Denis. He found he
couldn’t summon up much interest in Mr.
Barbecue-Smith’s writing.

“Well, I'll tell you. Three thousand
eight hundred.”

Denis opened his eyes. ‘“You must get a
lot done in a day,” he said.

Mr. Barbecue-Smith suddenly became
extremely confidential. He pulled up a
stool to the side of Denis’s arm-chair, sat
down in it, and began to talk softly and
rapidly.

“Listen to me,” he said, laying his hand
on Denis’s sleeve. “You want to make your
living by writing; you're young, you’re in-
expenenced Let me give you a little sound
advice.”

What was the fellow going to do? Denis
wondered: give him an introduction to the
editor of Jokn o’ London’s Weekly, or tell
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in this matter. There are intimate, sacred
things that one doesn’t wish to be generally

known.”
“Of course,” said Denis. “I quite un-
derstand.”
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“No, not many about repressions; that’s
true.”

“Or rather, about getting rid of repres-
sions.’

“Exactly.”

“So much for our fundamental postu-
late,” said Mary. Solemnity was expressed
in every feature of her round young face, ra-
diated from her large blue eyes. “We come
next to the desirability of possessing experi-
ence. I hope we are agreed that knowledge
is desirable and that ignorance is undesir-
able.”

Obedient as one of those complaisant dis-
ciples from whom Socrates could get what-
ever answer he chose, Anne gave her assent
to this proposition.

“And we are equally agreed, I hope, that
marriage is what it is.”

“It is.”

“Good!” said Mary. ‘“And repressions
being what they are . . .”

“Exactly.”

“There would therefore seem to be only
one conclusion.”

“But I knew that,” Anne exclaimed, “be-
fore you began.”

“Yes, but now it’s been proved,” said
Mary. “One must do things logically. The
questlon is now .
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the present time. There’s Mr. Scogan, to
begin with; but perhaps he’s rather too
much of a genuine antique. And there
are Gombauld and Denis. Shall we say
that the choice is limited to the last
two?”’ ,

Mary nodded. I think we had better,”
she said, and then hesitated, with a certain
air of embarrassment.

“What is it?”

“I was wondering,” said Mary, with a
gasp, “whether they really were unattached.
I thought that perhaps you might . . . you

might . . .”

" “It was very nice of you to think of me,
Mary darling,” said Anne, smiling the tight
cat’s smile. “But as far as I’'m concerned,
they are both entirely unattached.”

“I'm very glad of that,” said Mary, look-
ing relieved. ‘“We are now confronted with
the question: Which of the two?”

“I can give no advice. It’s a matter for
your taste.”

“It’s not a matter of my taste,” Mary
pronounced, “but of their merits. We must
weigh them and consider them carefully and
dispassionately.”

“You must do the weighing yourself,”
said Anne; there was still the trace of a
smile at the corners of her mouth and round
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night,” she said, and wondered as she said
the words why Anne was smiling in that
curious way. It was probably nothing, she
reflected. Anne often smiled for no ap-
parent reason; it was probably just a habit.
“I hope I shan’t dream of falling down wells
again to-night,” she added.
“Ladders are worse,” said Anne.

Mary nodded. “Yes; ladders are much
graver.” :
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Abolish these military elegances, standardise
a uniform of sack-cloth and mackintosh, you
will very soon find that . . .”

“Is anyone coming to church with me this
morning?’ asked Henry Wimbush. No one
responded. He baited his bare invitation.
“I read the lessons, you know. And there’s
Mr. Bodiham. His sermons are sometimes
worth hearing.”

“Thank you, thank you,” said Mr.
Barbecue-Smith. “I for one prefer to
worship in the infinite church of Nature.
How does our Shakespeare put it? ‘Sermons
in books, stones in the running brooks.’ ”
He waved his arm in a fine gesture towards
the window, and even as he did so he became
vaguely, but none the less insistently, none
the less uncomfortably aware that some-
thing had gone wrong with the quotation.
Something—what could it be? Sermons?
Stones? Books?
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“the village grows worse and worse every
day-”
“What has happened now?”’ asked Mr.
Bodiham, feeling suddenly very weary.
“I'll tell you.” She pulled up a brown
varnished chair and sat down. In the vil-
lage of Crome, it seemed, Sodom and Go-
morrah had come to a second birth.
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He read it through aloud; then threw the
scribbled sheet into the waste-paper basket
and got into bed again. In a very few min-
utes he was asleep.
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ordinary. After the social revolution there
will be no Reservations; the Redskins will
be drowned in the great sea of Poor Whites.
What then? Will they suffer you to go on
writing villanelles, my good Denis? Will
you, unhappy Henry, be allowed to live in
this house of the splendid privies, to con-
tinue your quiet delving in the mines of fu-
tile knowledge? Will Anne . . .”

“And you,” said Anne, interrupting him,
“will you be allowed to go on talking?”’

“You may rest assured,” Mr. Scogan re-
plied, “that I shall not. I shall have some
Honest Work to do.”



























CROME YELLOW 117

slowly, almost imperceptibly, and she moved
with him. It was a peripatetic embrace-
ment. “Do you agree with him?’ she
repeated. The moment might have come,
but she would not cease to be intellectual,
serious.

“lI don’t know. I shall have to think
about it.” Gombauld loosened his embrace,
his hand dropped from her shoulder. “Be
careful going down the ladder,” he added
solicitously.

Mary looked round, startled. They were
in front of the open door. She remained
standing there for a moment in bewilder-
ment. The hand that had rested on her
shoulder made itself felt lower down her
back; it administered three or four kindly
little smacks. Replying automatically to its
stimulus, she moved forward.

“Be careful going down the ladder,” said
Gombauld once more.

She was careful. The door closed behind
her and she was alone in the little green
close. She walked slowly back through the
farmyard ; she was pensive.
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razor in his hand, sat down in the bath.
With one deep cut he severed the artery in
his left wrist, then lay back and composed
his mind to meditation. The blood oozed
out, floating through the water in dissolving
wreaths and spirals. In a little while the
whole bath was tinged with pink. The
colour deepened; Sir Hercules felt himself
mastered by an invincible drowsiness; he
was sinking from vague dream to dream.

Soon he was sound asleep. There was not
much blood in his small body.”
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tempt the task. The extraction of Knockes-

potch from his wooden prison I leave, my

dear Denis, to you.” .
“Thank you,” said Denis.
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alacrity. He turned to Mr. Scogan. “For-
tunately,” he said, “we can share our pleas-
ures. We are not always condemned to be
happy alone.”
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for an evening’s reading. The lamplight
was utterly serene; there was no movement
save the stir of Priscilla among her papers.
All silent and all damned, Denis repeated
to himself, all silent and all damned. . . .

It was nearly an hour later when Ivor
and Mary made their appearance. °

“We waited to see the moon rise,” said
Ivor.

“It was gibbous, you know,” Mary ex-
plained, very technical and scientific.

“It was so beautiful down in the garden!
The trees, the scent of the flowers, the stars
. . .7 Ivor waved his arms. ‘“And when
the moon came up, it was really too much.
It made me burst into tears.” He sat down
at the piano and opened the lid.

“There were a great many meteorites,”
said Mary to anyone who would listen.
“The earth must just be coming into the
summer shower of them. In July and
August . . .”

But Ivor had already begun to strike the
keys. He played the garden, the stars, the
scent of flowers, the rising moon. He even
put in a nightingale that was not there.
Mary looked on and listened with parted
lips. The others pursued their occupations,
without appearing to be seriously disturbed.
On this very July day, exactly three hun-
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on all she had missed—the garden, the stars,
the scent of flowers, the meteorites through
whose summer shower the earth was now
passing, the rising moon and its gibbosity.
And then they had had such interesting con-
versation. What about? About almost
everything. Nature, art, science, poetry, the
stars, spiritualism, the relations of the sexes,
music, religion. Ivor, she thought, had an
interesting mind.

The two young ladies parted affec-
tionately.
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As a War Memorial they were totally un-
suitable. A lich-gate had been suggested.
This was an object which answered perfectly
to the definition of a War Memorial: a use-
less work dedicated to God and carved with
knops. One lich-gate, it was true, already
existed. But nothing would be easier than
to make a second entrance into the church-
yard; and a second entrance would need a
second gate. Other suggestions had been
made. Stained-glass windows, a monument
of marble. Both these were admirable, es-
pecially the latter. It was high time that
the War Memorial was erected. It might
soon be too late. At any moment, like a
thief in the night, God might come. Mean- .
while a difficulty stood in the way. Funds
were inadequate. All should subscribe ac-
cording to their means. Those who had lost
relations in the war might reasonably be
expected to subscribe a sum equal to that
which they would have had to pay in fu-
neral expenses if the relative had died while
at home. Further delay was disastrous.
The War Memorial must be built at once.
He appealed to the patriotism and the
Christian sentiments of all his hearers.
Henry Wimbush walked home thinking
of the books he would present to the War
Memorial Library, if ever it came into ex-
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ripeness were all in the word. Instead of
which . . .”

“Do come to the point, my dear Denis,”
protested Mr. Scogan. “Do come to the
point.”

“Well, I wrote a poem the other day,”
said Denis; “I wrote a poem about the ef-
fects of love.”

“Others have done the same before you,”
said Mr. Scogan. “There is no need to be
ashamed.”

“I was putting forward the notion,”
Denis went on, “that the effects of love were
often similar to the effects of wine, that Eros
could intoxicate as well as Bacchus. Love,
for example, is essentially carminative. It
gives one the sense of warmth, the glow.

‘dnd passion carminative as wine . . )’

was what I wrote. Not only was the line
elegantly sonorous; it was also, I flattered
myself, very aptly compendiously expres-
sive. Everything was in the word carmina-
tive—a detailed, exact foreground, an im-
mense, indefinite hinterland of suggestion.

‘And passion carminative as wine . .

I was not ill-pleased. And then suddenly
it occurred to me that I had never actually

\-iz,\a
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is simply ‘Les échelles noires manquent de
vessie,’ translated into magic significancé as,
‘Black ladders lack bladders” And you
can’t appreciate words. I’m sorry for you.”
“A mental carminative,” said Mr. Scogan
reflectively. “That’s what you need.”
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elbow on the back of the chair, her head
and shoulders turned at an angle from the
rest of her body, towards the front, she had
fallen into an attitude of indolent abandon-
ment. He had emphasised the lazy curves
of her body; the lines sagged as they crossed
the canvas, the grace of the painted figure
seemed to be melting into a kind of soft
decay. The hand that lay along the knee
was as limp as a glove. He was at work
on the face now; it had begun to emerge on
the canvas, doll-like in its regularity and
listlessness. It was Anne’s face—but her
face as it would be, utterly unillumined by
the inward lights of thought and emotion.
It was the lazy, expressionless mask which
was sometimes her face. The portrait was
terribly like; and at the same time it was
the most malicious of lies. Yes, it would
be diabolic when it was finished, Gombauld
d;cided; he wondered what she would think
of it.
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pay. Let us be duly thankful for that, my
dear Denis—duly thankful,” he repeated,
and knocked the ashes out of his pipe.

Denis was not listening. He had sud-
denly remembered Anne. She was with
Gombauld—alone with him in his studio.
It was an intolerable thought.

“Shall we go and pay a call on Gom-
bauld?” he suggested carelessly. “It would
be amusing to see what he’s doing now.”

He laughed inwardly to think how fu-
rious Gombauld would be when he saw them

arriving.
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-strangled voice, as though it had cost him
a great effort to utter the words, he said,
“I love you.”

It was a remark which Anne had heard
a good many times before and mostly heard
with equanimity. But on this occasion—
perhaps because they had come so unex-
pectedly, perhaps for some other reason—
the words provoked in her a certain sur-
prised commotion.

“My poor Denis,” she managed to say,
with a laugh; but she was blushing as she
spoke.
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mind reverted to the red notebook. Could
it really be true that he looked like that?

“What will I do,” Jenny echoed, “what
will I do?’ She frowned thoughtfully for
a moment; then her face brightened and she
smiled. “When I was young,” she said, “I
learnt to play the drums.”

“The drums?”

Jenny nodded, and, in proof of her as-
sertion, agitated her knife and fork, like a
pair of drumsticks, over her plate. “If -
there’s any opportunity of playing the
drums . . .” she began.

“But of course,”” said Anne, “there’s any
amount of opportunity. We’ll put you
down definitely for the drums. That’s the
lot,” she added.

“And a very good lot too,” said Gom-
bauld. “I look forward to my Bank Holi-
day. It ought to be gay.”

“It ought indeed,” Mr. Scogan assented.
* “But you may rest assured that it won’t be.
No holiday is ever anything but a disap-
pointment.”

“Come, come,” protested Gombauld.
“My holiday at Crome isn’t being a disap-
pointment.”

“Isn’t it%’ Anne turned an ingenuous
mask towards him.

“No, it isn’t,” he answered.
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holiday, indeed! I'm sorry for you, Gom-
bauld, if you still look forward to having
a holiday.”

Gombauld shrugged his shoulders. “Per-
haps,” he said, “my standards aren’t as
elevated as yours. But personally I found
the war quite as thorough a holiday from
all the ordinary decencies and sanities, all
the common emotions and preoccupations, as
I ever want to have.”

“Yes,” Mr. Scogan thoughtfully agreed.
“Yes, the war was certainly something of
a holiday. It was a step beyond Southend;
it was Weston-super-Mare; it was almost
Ilfracombe.”
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moment on the brink, then stepped in and
was engulfed.

Hundreds of people, each with his own
private face and all of them real, separate,
alive: the thought was disquieting. He
paid twopence and saw the Tatooed Wo-
man ; twopence more, the Largest Rat in the
World. From the home of the Rat he
emerged just in time to see a hydrogen-filled
balloon break loose for home. A child
howled up after it; but calmly, a perfect
sphere of flushed opal, it mounted, mounted.
Denis followed it with his eyes until it be-
came lost in the blinding sunlight. If he
could but send his soul to follow it! . . .

He sighed, stuck his steward’s rosette in
his buttonhole, and started to push his way,
aimlessly but officially, through the crowd.
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Denis stepped down from the bench; tied
insecurely and crookedly to the tentpole,
the Union Jack hung limp on the windless
air. “If only I could do things like that!”
he thought, as he carried the bench back to
the tea-tent.

Anne was sitting behind a long table fill-
ing thick white cups from an urn. A neat
pile of printed sheets lay before her on the
table. Denis took one of them and looked
at it affectionately. It was his poem. They
had printed five hundred copies, and very
nice the quarto broadsheets looked.

“Have you sold many?”’ he asked in a
casual tone.

Anne put her head on one side deprecat-
ingly. “Only three so far, 'm afraid. But
I'm giving a free copy to everyone who
spends more than a shilling on his tea. So
in any case it’s having a circulation.”

Denis made no reply, but walked slowly
away. He looked at the broadsheet in his
hand and read the lines to himself relish-
ingly as he walked along:

“This day of roundabouts and swings,
Struck weights, shied cocoa-nuts, tossed rings,
Switchbacks, Aunt Sallies, and all such small
High jinks—you call it ferial %
A holiday? But paper noses
Sniffed the artificial roses
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a hundred couples more—all stepping har-
moniously together to the old tune of Male
and Female created He them. But Denis
sat apart; he alone lacked his complemen-
tary opposite. They were all coupled but
he; all but he. . . .

Somebody touched him on the shoulder-
and he looked up. It was Henry Wimbush.

“I never showed you our oaken drain-
pipes,” he said. “Some of the ones we dug
up are lying quite close to here. Would you
like to come and see them?”

Denis got up, and they walked off to-
gether into the darkness. The music grew
fainter behind them. Some of the higher
notes faded out altogether. Jenny’s drum-
ming and the steady sawing of the bass
throbbed on, tuneless and meaningless in
their ears. Henry Wimbush halted.

“Here we are,” he said, and, taking an
electric torch out of his pocket, he cast a
dim beam over two or three blackened sec-
tions of tree trunk, scooped out into the
semblance of pipes, which were lying for-
lornly in a little depression in the ground.

“Very interesting,” said Denis, with a
rather tepid enthusiasm.

They sat down on the grass. A faint
white glare, rising from behind a belt of
trees, indicated the position of the dancing-
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“But I've arranged to stay here three
weeks more.”

“You must concoct an excuse.”

“I suppose you're right.”

“I know I am,” said Mary, who was re-
covering all her firm self-possession. “You
can’t go on like this, can you?”

“No, I can’t go on like this,” he echoed.

Immensely practical, Mary invented a
plan of action. Startlingly, in the dark-
ness, the church clock struck three.

“You must go to bed at once,” she said.
“I’d no idea it was so late.”

Denis clambered down the ladder, cau-
tiously descended the creaking stairs. His
room was dark; the candle had long ago
guttered to extinction. He got into bed and
fell asleep almost at once,










































