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         “I must get rid of it,” said the man in the corner of the carriage, abruptly breaking the silence.

         Mr. Hinchcliff looked up, hearing imperfectly. He had been lost in the rapt contemplation of the college cap tied by a string to his portmanteau handles⁠—the outward and visible sign of his newly-gained pedagogic position⁠—in the rapt appreciation of the college cap and the pleasant anticipations it excited. For Mr. Hinchcliff had just matriculated at London University, and was going to be junior assistant at the Holmwood Grammar School⁠—a very enviable position. He stared across the carriage at his fellow-traveller.

         “Why not give it away?” said this person. “Give it away! Why not?”

         He was a tall, dark, sunburnt man with a pale face. His arms were folded tightly, and his feet were on the seat in front of him. He was pulling at a lank black moustache. He stared hard at his toes.

         “Why not?” he said.

         Mr. Hinchcliff coughed.

         The stranger lifted his eyes⁠—they were curious, dark-grey eyes⁠—and stared blankly at Mr. Hinchcliff for the best part of a minute, perhaps. His expression grew to interest.

         “Yes,” he said slowly. “Why not? And end it.”

         “I don’t quite follow you, I’m afraid,” said Mr. Hinchcliff, with another cough.

         “You don’t quite follow me?” said the stranger quite mechanically, his singular eyes wandering from Mr. Hinchcliff to the bag with its ostentatiously displayed cap, and back to Mr. Hinchcliff’s downy face.
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