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When Walter Garnet, in his rooms at Stafford College, Oxford,
learned from the shouting of an uproarious friend in the quad
that he had got his First in Greats, he threw down the book he
had been reading, and leaned out of the window, to be greeted by
a torrent of congratulation to which he replied, "Thanks very
much!"

"I never saw such an old slug!" said his breathless friend.
"Aren't you going to do anything?"

"Come up and see!" said Garnet.

Tommy Hobday clattered up the narrow wooden stairs. The room,
a pleasant little panelled place, was half dismantled. On the
table was a pile of books and a smaller pile of notebooks and
papers.

"Hullo," said Tommy, "I didn't know you were going to clear
out so quick."

"Yes, I am off to-morrow. I shall just come back to take my
degree."

"I don't believe you are a bit pleased!"

"Yes, I am--very much. At least I should have been furious if
I hadn't got my First."

"Well, you are the coolest fish! I should have been all over
the place by now, if I had been you. But what are we going to
do?"

"Well, I'll give you a dinner somewhere to-night if you will
order it and get the men."

"Won't I just! Do you run to champagne?" asked Tommy.

"Yes, anything you like."

"Anyone in particular?"

"Oh, Bim and Menzies and any of the old lot, not more than
eight beside ourselves."

The irrepressible Tommy looked at him. "What's the matter with
you, Walter? You seem to have begun practising to be a Don
already. Whence this dejected mien?" and Hobday burst into
a few bars of an opera-bouffe.

"Why, 'at such a time as this,' as the Dean said in his sermon
on Sunday, 'the mind naturally reverts to its spiritual horizon.
What brave designs, what meagre fulfilment!'" and Walter rolled
his eyes, and extended a sidelong forefinger at Tommy.

"Come, that's a little better. Now I'll go and rout the guys
out. Any preference as to place?"

"Anywhere, anything, anybody--think of it as your
party. Come to tea and tell me what you have arranged."

"All right. Walter, you are magnificent, and I shan't spare
you--you may be sure of that." And the rapturous Tommy departed
headlong.

----------

Left to himself, Walter Garnet surveyed the scene. He was a
tall, slim, active-looking young man, carelessly but effectively
dressed. He was not noticeably handsome, but his little round
head, perhaps a trifle too small for his body, with its soft
brown curly hair, his clear complexion, his large grey-blue eyes,
gave him at first sight a rather girlish air. He took up with his
long firmly-knit hand a cigarette and lit it, blowing out a cloud
of smoke. But now that he was alone a slight look of trouble
gathered on his smooth forehead. He was vexed with himself for
not having seemed livelier. "Damn it all!" he muttered irritably
under his breath.

The fact was that he had been working very hard in his own
way, though why he should work hard or want a First he
hardly knew. It seemed to be something that lay deeper than his
reason that drove him. And now he was feeling the reaction; a
real touch of melancholy was upon him. He had been sleeping
little of late, waking early and finding life unaccountably
futile. He had tried to exorcise the devil by perpetual
lawn-tennis and elaborate supper-parties; but life was without
relish, and it bewildered him to find it more meaningless every
day. He had meant to stay up till the finish, and have a
delicious time; but a day or two before he had made up his mind
to cut it all and go home. There at least no one would take any
notice of his moods.

Walter's father was a small Squire in Shropshire, a pompous,
good-natured man who lived very quietly; his mother was a simple,
charitable, affectionate woman. He was deeply attached to them
both, but he never attempted to share his ideas, of which he had
a superabundance, with them. His father indulged him in every
way; his mother looked anxiously after his health, and believed
him to share her very preferential type of religion.

He had been at Winchester, where he had done well both in work
and games. He had the sort of popularity which comes freely to
pleasant, competent, modest and good-natured boys, but he had
made no very intimate friends. He had gained a scholarship at
Oxford, where he had worked hard and played games vigorously. But
here again he had few intimates, and his ideas, which had crowded
very insistently upon him of late, had been mostly shared with
his tutor, a young man, Harry Norton, not many years older than
himself, who had a keen intellect, abundant humour and a great
sympathy with the dreams of immaturity. Norton was in fact
Garnet's only intimate friend.

While he was musing, there came a knock at the door. A young
man entered. "Come to see about the books, sir," he said. Walter
indicated the table. He had been a considerable buyer of books;
but now he had put together on the table all his school and
College work-books, and a number of other volumes which he had
bought out of curiosity, and thought he would not be likely to
read again. The young man looked quickly through the heap, and
made an offer of a few pounds, which was heedlessly accepted.
Walter asked him if at the same time he would take away and
destroy the notebooks and papers which represented all his hours
of work at school and College. The young man agreed, and said
they should be removed in the course of the afternoon.

The furniture was all to go. Walter had determined to take
home only a bureau and a chair, a few books and pictures. Perhaps
in a happier mood he would have kept more; but now it was a
relief to him to get rid of everything.

As to Walter's ideas, he had come, like many men of his
generation, very much under the influence of Pater. He did not
find much nutriment in Pater's æsthetics, his tortured
ecstasies, his resolute confections and concoctions of rapture;
but he had been deeply smitten with the idea of bodily and mental
temperance as interpreted in Marius the Epicurean, the
control of bodily appetites, the clearness of spirit, the high
disdain for anything vulgar or gross or materialistic. For
commonplace comfort, acceptance of dull conventions, ordinary
ambitions, matter-of-fact arrangements for easy living Walter had
conceived a great disfavour. The instincts of the herd and the
crowd seemed to him utterly tedious and even brutal. He felt that
he must live a more intent life of his own in secrecy and without
ostentation, and withdraw from the obvious and banal ideas of the
people round him. Of course it was all self-centred,
individualistic, fastidious, even ungenerous; but there was a
purity and a radiance about his visions which seemed to him very
real and sacred. The thought of making known these dreams to
those about him appeared like a profanation; it was not that he
desired to disentangle himself from the world altogether. But he
wanted a wider range; he thought he might somewhere find men,
even groups of men, to whom such thoughts as rose in his mind
would be neither unusual nor extravagant. His idea was rather
that he seemed to have discovered the shallowness and the
grossness of view which lurked behind the good-humoured eagerness
and jollity of his companions. He shuddered to think of the kind
of men that they would unconsciously and contentedly become.

The only person he had ever ventured to hint these insistent
cravings to had been Norton, but even he had rather laughed at
him, and had seemed to suspect him of solemnity.

----------

Presently he strolled out a little indecisively, passed
through the quad and out again into a small, more ancient quad,
went up a flight of stairs and knocked at a Gothic door. A voice
within called a reply. Opening the door he entered a
low-ceilinged room with deep window embrasures, almost lined with
books. There was a table stacked with papers, containing a kind
of bay or creek where the owner appeared to write. The room was
shabbily but not uncomfortably furnished, though the confusion
was great.

In a deep chair was lounging a tall, pale, ungainly, rather
sickly-looking man, with hay-like hair showing already signs of
baldness. He was smoking a pipe and reading a small volume. On
seeing his visitor, Norton gave him a smile which irradiated his
plain face, one of those large, cordial, personal smiles which
win instant confidence by its transparent ingenuousness.

"Ah, Walter," he said, "so you have brought it off!"

"Yes!" said Walter.

"I never saw such a fellow as you for hoodwinking examiners,"
said Norton; "it's a kind of genius. But of course it isn't an
education. You are a very ill-educated man, though you can put
every scrap you possess in the shop-window."

"I quite agree it isn't an education," said Walter, "but the
imparting of it provides a large number of people like yourself
with very comfortable berths!"

"Don't be peevish, dear boy," said Norton. "I had expected a
box of alabaster to be broken over my feet after all I have done
for you."

"You!" said Walter, smiling. "Why, you have done your level
best to prevent my getting a First. You have always tried to make
me read things, when all they deserved was to be got up."

Norton shook his head mournfully. "Greats is really a very
good education," he said, "if you want to learn to think."

"But to learn to think about one set of things doesn't enable
you to think about other sets of things," said Walter. "It's the
old fallacy. 'Euclid strengthens the logical faculties'--it
doesn't. It only strengthens the logical faculties in dealing
with geometry."

"You can't teach everyone everything," said Norton.

"No, but you can offer a larger choice of subjects. The real
fact is that you belong to a Trades Union ring. You and your
friends have nobbled education, and will only supply one kind,
because it is too much trouble for you to acquaint yourselves
with other subjects."

"That's a very shallow travesty of my position," said Norton;
"besides, I can't think what other subjects you mean."

"Literature, art, music, religion--all the really vital
forces. You can't bear anything that is alive, that is the truth!
You are not interested in anything till it is dead and stiff and
cold and rotten."

"My dear Walter!"

"Oh, yes--I apologize; I won't gas any more. There's something
wrong with me. I can't take any interest in ordinary things just
now, and when I do get interested I become offensive."

"You are overworked," said Norton. "I have seen it coming on
for some time. You must knock off for a bit. What are you going
to do? Is it any use my offering to come somewhere with you? I am
at a loose end for a bit."

"That would be splendid. I am going home--they expect me
to-morrow. I'm the only one, you know. Could I persuade you to
come there with me? I have been wanting to ask you for a long
time, but I was afraid you might be bored--my people are really
quite harmless."

"I'll come like a shot, old man," said Norton. "I can be free
this day week."

"I'm going off to-morrow," said Walter, "but will you come to
us a week hence? The station is Pendridge. It's rather a pretty
part of Shropshire."

"Excellent," said Norton. "It's just what I would like. We
will defer these agreeable arguments till then--also the choice
of a profession."

"Then I'll say good-bye now," said Walter, "and really I
didn't mean what I said a minute ago; it was very rude and quite
untrue. You have done everything for me; and the only thing I
really mind about going down is that I shall cease to see you. Do
you believe that?"

"I believe anything you tell me, dear boy," said Norton, "and
I shall miss you too awfully. You can't guess how much--but don't
let us become sentimental."
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A week later Walter was waiting at Pendridge Station with a
dog-cart. His depression had diminished in the course of the
quiet days spent at home; but he was still in the undecided
indifferent mood which follows when a melancholy disturbance has
blown itself out, and when the smallest choice and the lightest
decision seem arduous to make and disastrous when made. He was
regretting now that he had ever asked Norton. What would Norton
do with himself at Cressage? How would he endure his father's
harangues and his mother's inconsequent comments? However, the
thing was done, and presently he was driving across the uplands,
with Norton very ill-attired and dilapidated-looking lounging
beside him.

It was an incomparably beautiful afternoon, and the sunlight
had the liquid golden look which comes only after days of rain.
He and Norton were talking as friendly Anglo-Saxons are wont to
talk, with the heavy irony which would be lambent if it could.
But Norton became more and more absorbed in the scene, and when
they passed the head of a valley through which was visible a
great stretch of rich, well-watered plain just touched with
opalescent haze and beautifully dotted and lined with the darker
green of scattered woodlands, he broke out into an exclamation of
pleasure. "A great slice of the world, seen at a distance, the
ugliness all washed out of it--no noise, no stink--no wonder the
Creator thinks it a success!"

"You think He doesn't come down to our level?"

"Don't be profane!" said Norton rather sharply. "That's the
hall-mark of the peevish intellectual who can't do anything or
feel anything, and can only spit and swear."

"Yes, it was stupid of me!" said Walter humbly.
"Smartness--how sick one gets of that!"

Norton smiled and nodded. "How much more tempting the kingdoms
of the world and the glory of them are from a pinnacle of the
Temple, than when you have come down and face the roaring
crowds!"

"I didn't know you were ambitious," said Walter in
surprise.

"No, I try to think it a proud abstention from the world. What
trouble one takes to humbug oneself about oneself! The Committee
which one calls one's mind is a very low affair."

Walter did not answer. He did not feel he could keep at this
level.

They passed a wild common, with a shallow, reed-fringed pool,
many small thickets, and some old forest trees shouldering out of
the brake. "That's very jolly," said Norton. A minute or two
later the road began to descend the hill into a narrow little
valley, mostly clothed with woods, which came up rather steeply
from the plain below, folding in among the hills.

"This is where we begin," said Walter, as they diverged from
the highroad and turned into a stony lane; and five minutes later
they drew up at the little gate-house of Cressage Garnet Manor.
Walter had wondered how the quaint Tudor gate-house would strike
Norton--perhaps as pretentious and fantastic. It was a small
building of mellow Tudor brick with an arched entrance, the heavy
oak doors being thrown back; over the doorway was a big mullioned
window, flanked by small octagonal turrets on either side, capped
with stone, and above, the tiled roof of the gate-house and its
two chimney-stacks of twisted brickwork, one at each end.

"What!" said Norton in an amazed tone. "This your house? Why
was I never told? It's the most enchanting thing I ever set eyes
upon! Have you any idea how beautiful it is? What is the date of
it?"

"I haven't the remotest idea," said Walter.

An old man came out and took down Norton's very scanty
luggage, and then held the horse while they descended. They went
in under a pretty stone-groined roof. A flagged pathway led on to
the Manor, with old lime-trees on either hand, rising out of the
grass. On each side of the little enclosure was a brick wall with
a coping of stone, and the roofs of barns and outbuildings rose
on the left beyond them. The Manor had three gables in front. The
windows were mullioned, the roof was tiled, and a dozen moulded
brick chimneys held up their heads with an inquiring air. Doves
sat crooning on the roof, in the bright golden air now enriched
by the half-tinted evening.

"Good God," said Norton, who was devouring every detail with a
sort of ecstasy. "The thing is simply too wonderful to be
true!"

Walter consigned his burden to an elderly blinking butler.
They were in a long low hall, paved with black and white squares
of stone, the walls panelled, and with two or three bits of oak
furniture. He led the way to a door on the right, and saying,
"Here we are, Mother!" led Norton into a panelled room, not very
large, but with an air of extreme comfort in its deep
chintz-covered arm-chairs. On the walls hung two or three large
and obscure landscape paintings. An elderly smiling lady rose to
her feet. With her large eyes, her small smiling puckered mouth,
her grey hair worn in smooth bandeaux, and attired as she was in
a dark silk gown, with a gold chain sustaining a pair of glasses,
she looked to Norton almost impossibly antique--the apotheosis of
Victorianism.

"Well, it's very nice of you, Mr. Norton," she said in a
smooth rich voice, "to consent to be brought down to this
out-of-the-way place--and you have been so good to Walter--he
simply adores you!"

"That's very embarrassing," said Norton, smiling; "but I am
rather vexed with him for not telling me what an extraordinarily
beautiful place I was coming to."

"It is thought to be very quaint and pretty, I believe," said
Mrs. Garnet with many complacent nods and smiles. "But I have
lived here so long that I hardly see it, you know. Mr. Garnet
will like explaining it all to you. I haven't any head for dates,
and it seems to be all dates, when he talks about it. The Wars of
the Roses, I understand. But there's something older still. Show
Mr. Norton my own view, Walter dear!"

Walter led Norton a little awkwardly to a deep panelled
embrasure. The house stood on a rapidly falling slope, and from
the window Norton saw a steep flight of stone steps descending to
a gate, with high gateposts and stone balls on the top, and just
beyond and below, in a tiny graveyard full of old leaning
headstones, a little Norman chapel, strangely bulging and
buttressed, crowned by a small timbered spire; beyond it the
woods closed in on the falling slope, and above them rose the
steep green pastureland of the further upland.

"I can see you like it, Mr. Norton," said the placid voice of
Mrs. Garnet beside him; "so restful, is it not? You clever men at
Oxford think that we poor folk who live in a corner like this
have no troubles. You wouldn't believe what worries there are!
Servants--even our good old servants, you know--have tempers, and
must be smoothed down; and tenants' wives are very independent
nowadays; but after a worrying talk, I often go and stand and
look out there, and think how little it all matters; and
then--you wouldn't think I could be so foolish--I pick out a nice
place for my grave, in a sunny corner of the churchyard--that's
rather morbid! And then in half an hour I am as anxious to live
as anyone, and begin wondering if there is any fish for dinner."
She smiled and nodded at Norton, and Walter felt a little
ashamed. "But what am I thinking of?" she continued. "Go and tell
dear papa, Walter; he will never forgive me if he isn't here to
welcome our guest. He likes to have the first word. He is as
proud as anything to have a great scholar here. He has a great
respect for the University."

"Well, that is very comforting," said Norton. "I wish more
people felt the same!"

"Oh, I'm sure they do," said Mrs. Garnet. "Do you know, you
will think me very foolish, but I was just a wee bit afraid of
meeting you myself. I thought, 'What shall I find to say to a
learned man like Mr. Norton?' But now I feel quite reassured. The
moment I saw you, I said to myself that you wouldn't despise us.
You must be very kind, I think. I hope you like our dear
Walter?"

"Yes, indeed," said Norton, "Who could help it? I am very fond
of him, and very proud of him. I don't think I ever had a pupil I
was more attached to!"

"Now that is most kind," said Mrs. Garnet, her eyes filling
with tears. "Of course a mother is partial; but when I see Walter
with other boys, I think there is something, what shall I say,
more distinguished about him than most of them. You find him
clever?"

But Norton's reply was cut short by the entry of a tall,
handsome, fresh-faced, bearded man, very precisely dressed in an
admirably fitting grey suit, his tie confined by a cameo ring.
"Mr. Norton," he said, "a thousand apologies! I told them to warn
me of the approach of your vehicle, that I might have the honour
of receiving you at the gate. Your visit is deeply valued here. I
am an unlearned man myself, but I respect learning. I know no
distinctions of rank or class, but I respect learning, especially
when it is combined with virtue and moreover accompanied by a
most gratifying interest in the studies of our beloved
Walter."

The Squire shook Norton's hand warmly, and Norton suspected
him of having committed his little speech to memory.

Refreshment was proffered and refused, and as it was now near
dinner-time, the Squire recommended "an adjournment to our
respective rooms." He added, "You will find your things bestowed
by our old butler; but you will no doubt have books and papers to
arrange--we have a little study for your sole use, my dear sir,
the privacy of which will be jealously respected. You must confer
with Walter about our rustic time-table, and you must not scruple
to suggest any alteration that will suit your hours of study. We
shall only claim you in the afternoons and at our simple meals.
You need have no anxiety on this head."
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After two or three days at the Manor, Norton began to wonder
how long he could support the conversation of Mr. Garnet. The
Squire spoke as a rule, whenever he was in the room, in one
continuous harangue, and at meals, if he desisted in order to
swallow a little food, Mrs. Garnet took up the tale. It seemed to
Norton that Mr. Garnet was a very vain and pompous old man, whose
only form of idealism was to repose lusciously in the glory and
antiquity of the Garnet family. He was full of stories of his old
prowess in the hunting-field, and as a game shot, and of the
respect and deference which he enjoyed in the county. The food
and appointments of the house were costly even to extravagance,
and Mr. Garnet had evidently lavished large sums of money on the
buildings. On the other hand, the farms and cottages on the
estate seemed in the last stage of dilapidation. Yet, in a
conversation which Norton had with him, he spoke as though
Walter's prospects were of the most glowing kind. "I want my dear
boy," he said, "to have every advantage. My own life has
been mainly devoted to securing for him a far ampler provision
than it was my fortune to inherit. You see how simply we live! My
wife and I deny ourselves travel, we deny ourselves the London
season, we entertain little. It is no sacrifice to myself--I am
content with my books, my communing with nature, my good tenants'
concerns, my county duties. I am a philosopher, Mr. Norton,
though not in the more technical significance that you would
attach to the word--but for my dear wife, whose only
preoccupation is the pleasure of those around her, it is a
sacrifice, though cheerfully made. I desire then that my dearest
boy should have every advantage--that he should see the
world, that he should be equipped to mingle on equal terms with
the best and highest society. We ask for your co-operation in
effecting this."

Norton was bored to desperation by harangues of this nature,
which made him feel as though Mr. Garnet were translating aloud
from an eighteenth-century German book on education. These
considerations were all, as the Squire said, preparatory to
Norton's advice being requested; but this actual point was never
reached. Mrs. Garnet was better. Norton could not acquit her of a
distinct degree of fatuity, and her talk was a series of
leisurely divergences from the main theme, or, in her husband's
presence, a mere chorus of Hosannas. The Squire was fond of
relating instances of his adroit manipulation of troublesome or
important people, and Mrs. Garnet's function evidently was to
supply the ample credit which the Squire could not avowedly
claim.

"The Duke said to me," Mr. Garnet would say, "'And how would
Mr. Garnet advise us to proceed? There is no one on the
bench'--you will forgive my quoting the Duke's words, but they
are essential to the comprehension of my story--'no one on the
bench, who can so perfectly interpret and even anticipate the
instinctive processes of our humbler neighbours, and we should
all repose entire confidence in his judgment.' 'Well, Duke,' I
said, 'though I can hardly claim to deserve your commendation, it
seems to me to be a case where leniency would do more to
conciliate than severity to deter.' 'An admirable maxim,' said
the Duke, 'and no less admirably phrased! Gentlemen, we may
dismiss the case.'"

"Well, dear," joined in Mrs. Garnet, "Mr. Norton will forgive
me if I call that beautiful. Not that I trust the Duke's judgment
very far in these cases. He is very hasty--the Duke is decidedly
hasty, and in his own circle, they tell me, quite shockingly
profane. But with Mr. Garnet at his elbow, I have heard people
say, the Duke cannot go very far wrong!"

"The Duke is an unassuming man," said Mr. Garnet, with a
little bow and smirk to his wife. "You may observe, Mr. Norton,
that I address him as 'Duke.' Some of our magistrates prefer to
say 'Your Grace.' But there was a Garnet at Cressage when the
Duke's ancestor--no doubt a very worthy man--was a wool-stapler
at Shrewsbury, and I feel myself entitled to address him on a
footing of perfect equality. He has no reason to be ashamed of
being a Duke--I do not blame him--but these titles are mushroom
growths. I may say that I regard it as a greater distinction to
give my name to a place than to take a title from a
place!"

The worst of Mr. Garnet's stories was that everyone, whether
Duke or gamekeeper, always seemed to speak in the same measured
and antithetical clauses, which deprived the narrative of any
dramatic force. Norton noticed too that it did not seem to be
expected that Walter should ever contribute to the talk. He was
still regarded by his father and mother in the light of an
unfledged boy. But one thing Norton could not fail to notice,
namely that the three were united by a bond of very real and deep
affection. Neither his father nor mother ever addressed each
other or Walter in any but the language of affection and
compliment. Walter was himself always on the watch to do any
small service for his father and mother, and these little offices
of tenderness were always eagerly and gratefully acknowledged. In
fact, Norton was torn between his admiration of the extraordinary
harmony which existed between the three, and his consciousness of
the absurd complacency of the Squire backed by the copious
adulation of Mrs. Garnet. The servants, too, were obviously
devoted to the old couple, and even the tenants seemed to hold
them in high honour, though the Squire always managed to evade
any request that involved the smallest expenditure. It was
certainly a very odd mixture!

Fortunately the Squire always excused himself after breakfast
on the plea of business, though his correspondence seemed to
consist mainly of advertisements; and Norton took long rambles
with Walter, who carried a gun, and occasionally shot a rabbit or
a pigeon.

"I'm afraid you find my father's talk a little lengthy!" said
Walter one day to him.

"He has got into the habit, no doubt, of thinking aloud," said
Norton. "Though I prefer it very much to a grumpy taciturnity
which seems to be the other alternative; but what I really do
admire and envy," he went on, "is the extraordinary courtesy and
affection of your father and mother. My own home is a country
vicarage, where I am afraid we consider it a virtue not to speak
unless one has anything to say, and then to say it in the
frankest manner possible; but that's very uncivilized, you
know."

"I don't believe," said Walter, "that I have ever heard my
father or mother say a sharp word to anyone in my life; they
certainly never have done so to each other--nor to me. I was
rather a tiresome little boy, but my severest punishment was to
be told by my mother that she must tell my father--'which will
make him miserable for a day or a week or a fortnight,' she used
to add, according to the heinousness of the offence. She used to
take me to the study and say to my father, 'Henry, I am going to
make you very unhappy,' and when she had told her story, she used
to slip away, and my father used to put his arm round me and say,
'Now you are going to tell papa all about it; I can see you are
sorry already!' It all sounds very sentimental, but it worked
well. It wasn't as if I was pampered. He used to take me out
riding in all weathers, and send me to the meets, and make me go
out with the keeper, 'to get mamma a dinner, and a few birds to
send to her friends.' It sounds very silly to you, perhaps; but
the result is that I would do anything in the world for either of
them, and could ask them anything or tell them anything; and I
believe that the wish not to have anything hateful to tell them
has really kept me clear of no end of mischief."

"Well, if you care to know," said Norton, "I think it quite
irrational and perfectly indefensible, and yet entirely
beautiful. The wisdom of the ages is all against it, and yet I
expect it is the solution which is staring us in the face all the
time."

"I am not sure about that," said Walter. "I think there is
something missing; but perhaps, considering everything, it is
ungrateful for me to say so."

"Not ungrateful," said Norton, "but if you had known the other
kind of bringing up, as I have, you would see that what you have
missed is a very small thing compared with what you have
gained."
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On the first Sunday Walter was very visibly relieved when he
found that Norton was quite willing to go to church. "One should
bow the head at all altars," Norton had said, quoting Flaubert;
and Norton himself was delighted to find that the Manor party
occupied a strange painted and canopied Jacobean pew, looking
down on the church, which stood in a sort of choir transept, and
behind which was the vestry. The sharp colours of the pompous pew
had mellowed agreeably with time, and Norton was still more
pleased to find, when he took up the old red leather prayer-book
in his place, with CRESSAGE GARNET MANOR in gold letters on the
side, that on the praying-desk, facing each worshipper, was
depicted an enormous open eye, with the motto Tu Dne vides
me. He was struck during the service with the whimsical
thought how exactly the pew represented the Squire's mind, in its
garishness and pomposity, and in all the elaborate devices to
secure privacy and seclusion, when neither was needed.

The congregation that clattered in was very small. The Vicar
was a middle-aged man, self-possessed and a little stern of
aspect, who read the lessons as if they had a meaning, and whose
sermon contained two or three passages of pleasing acidity.

In the little chapel beside the altar were several effigies,
an armoured knight on a tomb, drowsy courtier-like figures on
ledges, with heads propped on delicate hands. A great Jacobean
tomb rich in gilded emblems. A Chantry bas-relief, with a slender
and beautiful girlish figure, a marble tablet or two. Walter led
him to a rude brass of a knight on the wall, and pointed to the
epitaph. Norton read:


Jesus Christ, most of might,

 Have a mercy of John le Garnet, knight,

 And of his wyffe Elizabeth,

 Wch out of this world is past by death,

 Wch founded this chapel here.

 Helpe them with yr harty praer;

 That they may come to that place

 Where ever is joy and solace.1




1 In a chapel at Luton, founded by John le
Wenlocke.

"That is in 1470," said Walter, "--it goes straight to the
point, at all events. Why should one be proud of descent from
these very ordinary people? None of them ever did anything of
importance; and yet it doesn't feel like an unwholesome
pride!"

"It is certainly a rich and romantic background," said Norton,
smiling.

He was still more pleased when he found Mr. Goring at lunch,
together with his wife, who appeared to be a voluble and
good-natured woman. At luncheon Mr. Goring behaved, Norton
thought, with just the right shade of deference to the Squire and
Mrs. Garnet, but he was careful to include both Walter and Norton
himself in the talk, and spoke his mind very plainly and freely
when a parish matter was discussed.

After luncheon, Mr. Goring asked Norton if they might have a
little chat about Oxford, and going out into the garden, they sat
down in a little recess in one of the curtain-walls, on an old
oak settee. After a few words about Oxford, Mr. Goring said, "You
are Walter's tutor, I believe, Mr. Norton; he seems to have done
well? I have known Walter all his life and take a very great
interest in him. What do you think of him?"

"It's rather hard to say; he is in a transitional state."

"What do you mean exactly?"

"Well, he has a great deal of ability. He has got a First,
without so far as I can see taking the smallest interest in his
subjects. He is very fastidious, and though he is a popular man,
he has really no intimate friends. Yet he seems to me to know his
own mind, and, under an appearance of indifference, to be going
his own way much more than most men. He is rather a mystery to
me,--and yet he is more confidential than most young men. I feel
that he doesn't tell me all that is in his mind, but only a small
and suitable selection."

"Yes," said the Vicar, musing, "that is so--he is a reserved
youth, but I suspect him of caring very much for certain things,
or at all events being prepared to care very much. His bringing
up has of course been against him."

"Surely not!" said Norton; "his relations with his father and
mother seem to me to be very fine."

"Up to a certain point, yes," said the Vicar. "But that kind
of affection is a cramping thing. His parents--it is no good
beating about the bush, if we are to talk seriously--are not wise
people. They are entirely ignorant of the world and very
uncultivated, and they have an immense idea of their consequence.
They have brought him up like a plant in a greenhouse, to a great
extent for their own amusement. They have no idea what is going
on in his mind, and if he told them they would not understand it.
The marvel is that things have turned out so well. To speak
plainly, the atmosphere of this house stifles me; it is unreal
from top to bottom. The Squire, to be candid, regards every
living soul he meets as a mirror to regard his own perfections
in. He is a miserly landlord, and I can't get him to help in
anything in the parish. Yet the people revere him, and think no
end of him. Mrs. Garnet is full of kindness, but her one idea is
to keep the Squire 'in all his ways,' like the angels in the
Psalm. I have a notion that Walter is not in the least taken in
by all this, but he is too loyal to give a hint of it. The
question is, what is to be done? I want to get Walter out of it
at any cost."

"I don't think it has done him much harm," said Norton. "And
knowing what I know of young men's homes, I can't say that I
think it nothing to have developed and kept alive this
extraordinary family affection. It seems to me a very rare thing
and a very beautiful thing."

"Yes, I don't want to decry it," said Mr. Goring, "but to
acquiesce is only accepting a situation and making the best of
it. It doesn't make things any better. The household is a little
close corporation, a mutual benefit society. You know the
proverb, 'to love is easy--what is difficult is to respect'? I
admit that it is in a way a happy home, but so is many a stagnant
pool."

"I don't suppose it is necessary for Walter to have a
profession, so far as money goes?" said Norton.

"There again I don't know. The Squire is an extravagant man;
he has spent thousands on the house."

"I had thought of advising them to send Walter abroad."

"That would be excellent; but will they let him go?"

"I'll have a try anyhow," said Norton.

"Yes, do," said the Vicar, adding, "I hope you will forgive me
for intervening thus. But we have no children of our own, and
Walter is very dear to me. Perhaps I am a little jealous of the
beautiful united circle?"

This conversation greatly quickened Norton's interest in
Walter. He felt himself to blame for his inertia. He had
been idly amusing himself by watching the situation, when he
ought to have been finding more out about Walter, and trying to
clear away obstacles from his path. But though he had a great
sense of duty to the intellects of his pupils, he shrank from
interfering with their minds and hearts; it seemed to him to be
Jesuitical and secret, and to partake of the nature of sin. He
was quite ready to advise, but he had no desire to influence.

But he was diplomatic enough in his approaches. He told Walter
that the Squire had been consulting him about the future, and
that before answering, he wanted to know what Walter's own wishes
and aims were.

He was astonished to find how definite Walter's views were all
the time. Walter said, in a very deprecating way, and with an
evident desire not to lapse into any priggishness, that he was on
the whole not interested in moral problems nor in the
intellectual life--philosophy, metaphysics, political and social
problems had no attraction for him; and what he was really
allured by was the element of beauty in life. He went on to say
with much diffidence that when people talked about religion and
duty in the formal sense, and the intellectual evolution of the
world, the whole thing seemed to him unutterably arid--but that
beauty seemed to him to be the one divine thing beckoning to men
and inviting them with an irresistible surprise and charm to a
pure and free region where gross, sensual and material things
counted for nothing: that life couldn't be a matter of rules and
precepts, of prudence and security, but of impulses in an
ascending scale; and that he had in himself a creative sense,
calling him to make something beautiful--whether for his own
satisfaction, or for the pleasure of others, he did not know--and
that he must do this through writing in some form; he had no
technical comprehension of art and music, but a great feeling for
the value of words.

All this Norton elicited, shamefacedly and spasmodically, by
seemingly ingenuous questions, and liberal sympathy. He saw to
his amazement and self-condemnation that behind the neat and
conventional indifference, there was something burning and
glowing in the back of Walter's mind--a sacred fire. But then
Walter's mood suddenly ebbed and


"like a fountain's sickening pulse, retired."




He said he was afraid he had been talking great rot. "My dear
Walter," said Norton, "you must take a leaf out of Mr. George
Moore's book, and learn to be ashamed of nothing except of being
ashamed. You mustn't be always on the defensive."

The talk ended clumsily and confusedly. But from that moment,
Norton was aware that he was in a new relation to Walter. A wall
had been broken down between their spirits, and the passionate
self-abandonment that he had witnessed was to him one of the
surprising experiences of his life, a splendid secret not to be
shared with anyone, and of which he must not even ever remind
Walter himself.

They had been walking together that day out upon the uplands
to the North, over a long stretch of wild forest-land, the
remnant of some old chase, with heather-tufts and thorn-thickets,
and here and there a gnarled and ancient tree. Far down below,
the huge plain glimmered and shone, and great rays had now and
then streamed down from the sun, hidden behind gold-rimmed
clouds. It was a beautiful thing to regain the shelter of the
wood, to pace along the green rides, with the sharp wholesome
breath of the woodland wafted by them; to come suddenly upon the
dusky chapel, among its huddled graves, with the tall gables of
the manor looking tranquilly over, and to see the little
gate-house, which seemed to peer anxiously down the sweet-scented
avenue of limes, as if to mark any that went out, or returned, or
entered in.

But to come from all this to the clatter of the teacups, to
listen to the Squire proclaiming his own generosity and
prescience, with Mrs. Garnet's obsequious applause and vapid
interventions, and to see Walter moving about smiling, with
anxious care for their most trivial needs, was almost more than
Norton could bear. It seemed to him like some harem with a noble
captive slave attending on the whim of a tyrant, fuming among his
concubines, and roused in his mind a sharp disgust at the solemn
inanity that seemed to have so cruel and relentless a power over
life.


V
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The Squire announced one morning in the course of breakfast
that visitors were expected to luncheon.

"Mr. Worsley," he said, "is a worthy man and, what I conceive
is rare in the legal profession, a sympathetic man. Every now and
then I have some little design--sometimes perhaps a little too
idealistic, as my designs are apt to be--involving an unusual
expense. I submit such to Mr. Worsley. Either he works out some
practical execution, or he tells me with courteous frankness that
it is impracticable--I am guided largely by his advice. He is to
be accompanied by his daughter, now, since the recent death of
his wife, the mistress of his house--a fact which it behoves me
to be among the first to recognize. Our little luncheon-party
then--for Mr. and Mrs. Goring are also joining us--is not a mere
social ceremony; it partakes of the nature of a recognition of
Mr. Worsley's efficiency. I gather from his letter that he values
the privilege highly. He has partaken of luncheon here before,
but as a mere adjunct to a business interview. My reason for
telling you all this is that I mean to call upon the younger
members of our circle--if I may include Mr. Norton in that
designation--to do their best by chivalrous attentions to save
the girl, who is, I imagine, quite unused to any but professional
company, from the embarrassment she may naturally feel and be
excused for feeling. For the entertainment of the elder members
of the company, mamma and I gladly hold ourselves responsible."
And the Squire looked round at the table with the air of a man
pronouncing a benediction.

"We mustn't let papa tire himself too much," said good Mrs.
Garnet. "My husband, Mr. Norton, is not one of those who at his
own table or at anyone else's can be content to be a mere
listener and consumer. I always say that he puts to shame the
gruff and silent people whom in old days we used to meet more
than we do now. He has a very sensitive conscience about such
things, and he is never satisfied unless he is contributing
largely to the mirth and animation of a party."

"That is a fact," said Norton, almost alarmed at his own
effrontery, "which I have already had the pleasure of discovering
for myself."

When the two young men went out, Walter said to Norton, "You
played up well this morning, Harry, with your little compliments.
Isn't it odd, though, that when my father is talking--it is
rather an old-fashioned style, I expect--everyone who joins in
uses the same sort of sentences. Your remark was not in the least
in your style, and quite in his."

"Isn't that always so?" said Norton. "I always notice in
printed letters how much their style is affected by the
correspondents to whom they are addressed. Ruskin's letters to
Carlyle might have been written by Carlyle himself--it is a sort
of unconscious sympathy. But who are these people? I like to know
about people before I meet them."

"I believe Worsley is a man who has raised himself," said
Walter. "He was once clerk to a firm of solicitors--now he is
senior partner. I don't altogether like him, though he is very
civil. I have met the daughter once or twice--rather
nice-looking, but a little intense. Mrs. Goring is a dear old
thing, rather a pal of my mother's. And it won't be a very
real affair. My father rather alarms people. He always
seems to be the only person in the room. Why is that, do you
think?"

"Because he is a very real person, I expect," said
Norton.

----------

When Norton came into the parlour, the Gorings had arrived.
Goring was engaged in discussing some philanthropic matter with
Mrs. Garnet. Mrs. Goring was listening to the Squire, and he
heard her say, "No, it's no use, Squire, your pretending not to
know. You know more about the parish down to the smallest
details, than any of us, and how you do it, I never can make
out."

"I keep my eyes and ears open," said the Squire in great good
humour.

"Yes, but so do we all," said Mrs. Goring, "but we see and
hear nothing. My dear William sees and hears nothing. I have to
be always nudging him. It's a signal between us for him to say
something. 'But I have nothing to say,' he says. 'Never mind
that,' I say, 'say anything--admire something in the room; if it
is wrong, I can set it right.' Look at William now--he has
already forgotten where he is--he is no courtier."

"My dear Mrs. Goring," said the Squire, "we are old friends,
and there is no need for ceremony here."

"Yes, but, excuse me, there is," said Mrs. Goring. "Of
course you have a way of putting people at their ease, but you
are a very formidable person for all that."

The Squire beckoned to Norton. "Let me present to you Mr.
Norton, Walter's Oxford tutor. Walter owes everything to Mr.
Norton in the way of academical distinction."

"He owes much more to his inherited abilities," said Norton,
smiling.

"You are all determined to put me out of countenance to-day,"
said the Squire. "I can never persuade Mr. Norton what an
ignoramus I am."

"If it were not you, Squire," said Mrs. Goring, "I should say
you were fishing for a compliment."

At this moment Mr. Worsley made his appearance. He was a lean,
large-featured man with very conspicuous white teeth and a
carefully disposed smile. His daughter, thought Norton, was a
remarkably pretty girl, fresh-coloured, boyish-looking, with
large clear eyes. An exchange of courtesies took place. Mrs.
Garnet, to Norton's pleasure, drew the girl to her and gave a
motherly kiss. Mr. Worsley bowed to each member of the party with
much elasticity, and uttered polite impartial greetings in a dry
expressionless voice. "Most kind of you to ask us--very good of
you to include my Helen--a red-letter day for us both--Mr.
Goring, you are looking very well--it does you credit, Mrs.
Goring--Ah, Mr. Walter, I have to congratulate you, a really
most distinguished performance--Mr. Norton, of Stafford
College?--this is indeed a pleasure--we have done a little
business with your good Bursar, sir, about the farm at Aston
Bulleign. Really a most interesting reunion this, Mrs.
Garnet."

The Squire listened smiling, as a drowsy deity might accept a
psalm. A procession was mustered; the Squire was adamant about
going in arm-in-arm to a party of ceremony. He led in Mrs.
Goring, Miss Worsley fell to Norton. Mr. Worsley, with a little
disclaimer from him in Mr. Goring's favour, led off Mrs. Garnet,
and Mr. Goring, not ill-pleased, tucked his arm into
Walter's.

At luncheon, Norton found himself between Mr. and Mrs. Goring,
while Walter was between Helen and Mr. Worsley.

The Squire, after a few elaborate compliments to Helen,
resigned himself to the more congenial atmosphere of Mrs. Goring,
and then assumed the general direction of the talk. To Norton's
delight, the Duke and the Magistrates' meeting soon made their
appearance. "You can bear me out in this, Worsley," the Squire
said at intervals.

"Indeed I can," said Mr. Worsley; "and I must beg leave to
assure the present company that there were other expressions that
fell from the Duke, when Mr. Garnet left us, which His Grace
could hardly have entered into in Mr. Garnet's presence, but
which I must be allowed the privilege of recounting."

"Come, Worsley," said the Squire, "this is too much like
eavesdropping."

But Mrs. Goring was so insistent, and declared that her
pleasure would be so ruined if she did not hear, that the Squire
relented.

As a matter of literal fact, the door had no sooner closed
behind Mr. Garnet on the occasion referred to, when the Duke said
in a very lusty voice, "Good God, what a fellow! He seems to
think we have nothing better to do than to listen to him. Let us
get on with the business." This, however, was Mr. Worsley's
version.

"The Duke began by observing--you know his hearty way," said
Mr. Worsley, "'What a good fellow!' He went on to say that they
could hardly be better employed than in listening to Mr. Garnet,
but that as he was obliged to go, they must endeavour to get
through the business without the advantage of his advice--and the
Duke," added Mr. Worsley, "is not a man who minces matters."

Mrs. Goring clapped her hands. "And our Squire is surprised
that we are proud of him!" she said.

"There's only one omission in your story, Worsley," said Mr.
Goring.

"Pray what is that?" said Worsley a little fidgety.

"Well, I wasn't there, of course; but anyone who knows the
Duke must be aware that he could hardly have got through so long
a sentence, without the addition of what shall I say?--an
expletive!"

Everyone smiled. "Well, I call that rather a shame!" said Mrs.
Garnet.

"Mr. Goring is right!" said Mr. Worsley. "I omitted it, with
perhaps undue discretion. His Grace did emphasize--I might say
'underlined' one word, in his soldierly fashion. But I should add
that it only redounded to Mr. Garnet's credit."
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