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"

The central idea of this book came into my mind
a great many years ago, out in Africa, and was
based to some extent on what actually happened at
Unguja and elsewhere. Yet, though there is more
realism than might be supposed in my descriptions and
incidents and the imagined personalities that appear
in these pages, I have endeavoured so to disturb and
re-present the facets of my truths that they shall not
wound the feelings of any one living or of the surviving
friends and relations of the good and bad people
I have known in East Africa, or of those in my own
land who were entangled in East African affairs.

But although I have pondered long over telling such
a story, this Romance of East Africa was mainly
projected, created and put down on paper when my wife
and I stayed in the summer-autumn of last year at
the Swiss home, in the mountains, of a dear friend.
There we amused ourselves, as we swung in hammocks
slung under pine-trees and gazed over the panorama
of the Southern Alps, by arguing and discussing as to
what the creations of my imagination would say to one
another, how they would act under given circumstances
within the four corners ruled by Common Sense and
Probability: two guides who will, I hope, always guard
my faltering steps in fiction-writing.

Therefore, though dedications have lost their novelty
and freshness, and are now incitements to preciosity
or payments in verbiage, I, to satisfy my own
sentiments of gratitude for a most delightful holiday of
rest and refreshment, dedicate this Romance to my
hostess of the Châlet Soleil, who founded this new
Abbaye de Theleme for the recuperation of tired minds
and bodies, and enforced within its walls and walks
and woods but one precept:

FAY CE QUE VOULDRAS.




H. H. JOHNSTON.


	POLING,

	
March, 1921.































































































































































The next morning, punctually at seven o'clock,
Lucy's father drew up his gig before the booking-office
of Theale station, and, getting a porter to hold the
horse, helped Lucy down and accompanied her on to
the station platform, where they found the Baines
family already assembled: Mrs. Baines gloomily seated
on a bench, Mr. Baines reading the old newspaper
placards of the closed bookstall, and John busy seeing
his numerous boxes labelled.

"Hullo, Baines!—and ma'am—hope you're well … a bit cast down, I expect? But there, it's a fine
career he's starting on. … Still, it's always a wrench.
John"—extending his hand—"I've just called in to
wish you good luck and a prosperous voyage and a
happy return, by and bye. Mind you make a comfortable
home out there for my little girl! I shall be
feeling about as bad as you feel, ma'am" (Mrs. Baines
kept a perfectly impassive face during these attempts
at sympathy and did not even look at the speaker),
"next—when is it to be? March?—when I come to
part with Lucy. But life's made up of partings and
meetings, which is why, some'ow, I don't like railway
stations. Now I can't stop, and if I could, I should
only be in the way. Must be off to market. Leave
you Lucy. She'll walk back to school. Good-bye, John. … "

And Farmer Josling hurried out of the station and
his horse's hoofs sounded in quick succession on the
ascent to the main road. Lucy, left behind actually
found herself regretting that father had brought her
in such good time as to give her five-and-twenty
minutes or more of irresolute attendance on John. When
she had presented him with the slippers, had squeezed
his hand two or three times, and adjured him to write
from the first stopping-place, besides sending a
postcard from London to say he was leaving "all right";
had made a few suggestions about his luggage which,
in spite of the urbanity of departure, were too futile
to be answered or adopted; and had insisted on pushing
the band of his blue tie under the shirt button at
the back of his neck, so that it might not rise up over
the collar: there seemed to be nothing left to say or do.
The bookstall was not yet opened so there were no
papers to be bought.

She would have talked with Mrs. Baines, who had
retired to the little waiting-room and was pretending
there to read a great roll of texts in big print hung
against one of the walls. But at her first remark she
noticed Mrs. Baines's eyelids were quivering and her
under lip twitching in a way to indicate that she was a
prey to almost uncontrollable emotion. Although she
mechanically turned the leaves of the texts, her eyes
were not focussing them, and something seemed to be
moving up and down her lank throat which she could
not finally swallow. She only answered Lucy's remark
by an inarticulate gurgle and waved her away. There
was something so pathetic in her dismal ugliness, in
her awkwardly restrained emotion, that Lucy was
suddenly moved to pity as she returned to the platform.
Her embarrassment was cut short by the tumult
occasioned by the approaching train, heralded by the
clanging of the station bell. The train was full and John
had hurriedly to pass all the second class compartments
in review to find a place not only for himself but for
the amorphous packages deemed too frail for the
guard's van. When at last he had squeezed himself
and his parcels past the obstructing knees of the
established passengers; he had just time to twist round,
stretch out over his surly neighbours' laps, and squeeze
Lucy's timorously extended hand. Then the train gave
a lurch forward and a slide backwards which made him
nearly bite his tongue off in an attempt to say good-bye
to his parents, and finally rolled slowly out of the
station, while the forms of father, mother, and sweetheart
left standing on the platform grouped themselves for
one moment in an attitude of mute farewell before
the advance of the train cut them off from his sight.

The retreating chain of carriages shut itself up like
a telescope, and the station began to resume its sleepy
calm. Mrs. Baines's emotion now could no longer be
restrained from expression. She tottered towards the
waiting-room and sinking heavily on to a hard wooden
seat she choked and hiccupped and sobbed, and the
tears rolled regularly, one after the other, down her
cavernous cheeks. Lucy took her trembling hands and
tried to soothe her; and then, Mrs. Baines, softened by
this sympathy, lost all that remained of her self-control
and abandoned herself limply on Lucy's shoulder.

"Oh!" she gasped, "I've parted with him in anger—he's
gone! … Perhaps I shall never see him again. … My boy. … My only son. I never said a kind
word to him before he left. I thought there would be
time. … I thought John would come and make it
up. I was cross because he went out walking with
you and came back late by train yesterday. You know
I always taught him to observe the Sabbath. But I'd
forgive him anything if he'd only come back and give
me one kiss … my boy. … "

But John was well on his way to Reading, and the
London express, and all his mother's tardy plaints were
fruitless to recall him. Moreover, he was not
perceptive. To him, his mother's demeanour had seemed
much as usual; and he was certainly not conscious
that she had parted with him in anger. He was fond
of her in a way, but he had been used from childhood
to her being always in a huff about something or other.

Lucy restored her future mother-in-law to partial
calmness, straightened her bonnet, re-tied the bonnet
strings, and walked a little of the way back with her
towards Tilehurst, while Mr. Baines followed submissively
behind. For the rest of that day he enjoyed
unrebuked freedom to do as he liked. He ate his fill
and even smoked a pipe in the parlour. His wife
having regained her composure held aloof from him
in silent, stony grief.

Lucy fortunately encountered the innkeeper of
Aldermaston driving thither in a chaise and got a lift,
nearly as far as her home, a substantial farmstead on
the Mortimer road, close to both church and school.
This enabled her to begin her duties punctually. She
taught her girls and boys from nine to twelve and
two to four. She thought of John with gentle
melancholy during the day, and even shed a tear or two at
night when she concentrated her mind on the scenes of
her betrothed's departure, especially his mother's wild
display of grief. But the next morning as she walked
from the farmstead to the school she actually hummed
a gay tune as she picked a spray of wild roses from the
dewy hedge and arranged them round her light straw
hat. At the same time she had a twinge of remorse
at her forgetfulness—poor John was doubtless now at
sea watching England fade from the exile's view;
and she forced herself to assume before her scholars an
aspect of restrained grief.

Nevertheless, as day after day of summer weather
went by in her surroundings of perfect beauty, she
confessed to herself she had seldom felt so happy, in
spite of her sweetheart's absence.




CHAPTER III

SIBYL AT SILCHESTER




They had ridden over from opposite directions—he
from Farleigh Wallop on the downs south of
Basingstoke, she from Aldermaston in the Kennet
Valley: to meet on the site of the Roman Calleva
Atrebatum, the modern Silchester. This was in the
beginning of July, 1886. The Roman city of early Christian
Britain was then—and now—only marked by two-thirds
of an encircling wall of rough masonry, crowned
with ivy and even trees. There were grassy hummocks
concealing a forum, a basilica and a few houses.
An occasional capital of a column or obvious blocks
of ancient hewn stone, scattered here and there among
the herbage, made it clear, apart from tradition, that
the place of their rendezvous had a momentous past.
But its present was of purely agricultural interest—waving
fields of green wheat, sheep grazing on the
enclosed mounds, an opulent farmstead—unless you
were a landscape painter of the Birket Foster school:
then you raved about the thatched cottages, the old
church and its churchyard.

On this July morning Captain Roger Brentham and
Sibyl Grayburn had the untilled portion of the site of
Calleva Atrebatum quite to themselves. This, no
doubt, was the reason why they had decided to meet
there for an explanation which the man deemed to
be due to him from the young woman. He, of course,
arrived first, but Sibyl was not long in making her
appearance from the direction of Silchester common.
A groom who rode behind her at the sight of Captain
Brentham touched his hat and trotted away. … Brentham tied up the two horses in the shade of the
Roman wall.

Sibyl disposed herself gracefully on a mound which
covered the site of a Roman dwelling, arranged the
long skirt of her riding habit so that the riding trousers
and other suggestions of her limbs might not be too
obvious to the male eye.

Roger was a captain in the Indian Army, about
twenty-eight or twenty-nine, strongly built, tanned in
complexion, supple in figure, good-looking, keen-eyed.
Sibyl Grayburn was a decidedly pretty young woman
of twenty-five, the daughter of Colonel Grayburn who
had recently moved from Aldershot to Aldermaston
and was trying to live the life of a gentleman farmer
on rather slender means. The Brenthams and Grayburns
of the younger generation were distant cousins.

Roger (seating himself on the mound not too near to
Sibyl, and scanning her attentively): "Well, you're
just as pretty as you were five years ago—a little
filled out perhaps. … And this is how we meet.
How utterly different from what I had been looking
forward to! I remember when we said good-bye at
Farleigh how you cried, and how for the first four
years you scarcely missed a mail. … And you can't
say I didn't write—when I got a chance. … Or
that I didn't work like a nigger to get a position to
afford to marry—and now I hear from Maud you're
going to marry Silchester. To tell you the truth it
didn't come as a complete shock. I saw hints of it in
some beastly Society paper that some one posted to
me at Aden—I suppose it was you! And this is what
women call fidelity!"

Sibyl (at first keeps her eyes on the turf, but
presently looks Brentham defiantly in the face): "If women
of my own age were to discuss my case—not mere
romantic school girls—they would say I had acted
with ordinary common sense, and very unselfishly. I
am, as you know, twenty-five, and I'm sure you won't
have enough to marry on for several years—I should
never again get such a chance … and I really do
like Lord Silchester, you don't know how kind he can
be—and you can't really care so very much. You
reached England a fortnight ago, and never even wrote
to me. … "

Roger: "I was too much taken aback by that
paragraph in the World… and Maud gave me a hint in
the letter she sent to my club. Besides, I had to stop
in London to see the Foreign Office and the India Office … and … and to attend a missionary meeting"
(Sibyl ejaculates with scorn: "Missionary meeting!")
"and get some clothes. … I had nothing fit to wear
when I landed. … "

Sibyl: "Well, I'm not blaming you. I only meant
that if you were so madly in love with me as you
pretend you would have dashed down to get a sight of me
before you went hobnobbing with your missionary
friends … or bothered about clothes. I did not
want my engagement to come to you as a shock, so
I did post that World to you and got Gerry to address
it—and I told Maud, so that she might prepare you.
But do let's be calm and sensible and not waste time
in needless reproaches. I must get back to lunch.
We've got Aunt Christabel coming—she helped to
bring it about, you know." (Roger interpolates "Damn
her!") "She's got twice mother's determination. … Dear old Roger. … I am sorry … in a way … but
you'll find heaps of girls, much nicer than I am,
ready to jump at the prospect of marrying you." (Here
Sibyl's eyes glanced with a little regret at his
turned-away face, with the bronzed cheek, the firm
profile and the upward twist of the dark moustache.)
"And you know our 'engagement' was only boy-and-girl
fun. Besides, now I know more about
things—I was so young when you went away—I don't
approve of cousins marrying. … Isn't their—I mean
aren't their … children deaf and dumb or congenital
idiots, or something unpleasant? … " (And here
Sibyl, appropriately to the period in which she was
living, blushed a deeper rose than the ride had given
her at the audacity in alluding to children as the result
of marriage.)

Roger: "Nonsense. Heaps of cousins marry and
everything turns out all right if they come of healthy
stock as we do. Besides, we're only second cousins.
But of course this is nothing but an evasion. You
thought you could do better for yourself by marrying
an elderly peer, and so you threw me over. … "

Sibyl: "Well! I did think I might, and not selfishly.
There's papa—more or less in a financial tangle over
his farm. … There's mother, wearing herself ill,
trying to make both ends meet … and Clara and
Juliet to be brought out, and the boys to be educated
and got into professions … " (crying a little or
pretending to do so out of self-pity) " … I know I'm
sacrificing myself for my family, but what would you
have me do? I shall soon become an old maid, and
you won't be able to marry for ever so long. … "

(Roger mutters: "I've five hundred a year and … ")

Sibyl: "Yes, but what could we do on that? Poor
papa could afford to give me nothing more than my
trousseau. … Even on seven hundred a year, if you
get a Consulate, we couldn't manage two households,
and I'm perfectly certain I couldn't stand the African
climate long, and I should have to come home. I don't
like roughing it, I should dislike hot countries; and I
hate black people. … No, Roger … dear … be
sensible … If you want to carve out a great career
in Africa or India you don't want to be hampered with
a wife for several years to come; and then … I'll—I'll
find some really nice girl to marry you, somebody
with a little money. And Silchester might help you
enormously. They'll probably take him into the new
Government—aren't you glad that horrid old Gladstone's
gone?—He'll be at the Colonial Office or somewhere
like that and I know he'd do anything I asked
him, once we were married. If you still want to go
back to Africa he shall get you made a Consul or a
Governor or whatever it is you want. … " But Roger
was not going to listen to anything so cold-blooded,
even though all the time an undercurrent of thought
was glancing at the advantages that might accrue from
Sibyl's mariage de convenance. He'd be hanged if
he'd take anything from Lord Silchester. … He was
entitled to some such appointment, anyway, after all
he had done. But there, he had lost all interest in life
and if he went to the bad, Sibyl would be to blame.
All his interest in an African career had been bound up
with Sibyl's sharing it. With her at his side he felt
equal to anything. He would conquer all Equatorial
Africa, strike at the Mahdi from the south, find Emin
Pasha, lay all Equatoria at the feet of Queen Victoria,
and in no time Sibyl would be Lady Brentham——

"Yes," interjected Sibyl, "and lose my complexion
and be old before my time, riding after you through
the jungle, or living stupidly like a grass widow at
home. … "

Yet as he jerked out his tirade rather theatrically she
noted him with an approving eye. His anger and
extravagance brought out a certain boyishness and,
made him, with the freedom of the jungle about him,
still additionally attractive physically. … He
certainly was good-looking and in the prime of manhood … she sighed … the remembrance of Lord Silchester's
pale, somewhat flabby face, his slightly pedantic
manner, his carefulness about his health. … He
rode—yes—they had already had decorous rides
together, but she imagined before the ride his cob had
had some of the freshness taken out of him by the
groom. …

Sibyl tried by broken phrases, and half-uttered hints,
to convey the idea that Lord Silchester being nearly
sixty—at any rate close on fifty-six—and not of
robust health, might not live for ever; though really she
wouldn't mind if she died first, men were so perfectly
hateful, and so was your family—if you were a
woman. You were expected to do all you could for
your family, and abused into the bargain by others
who held you bound by foolish promises made when
you were a mere girl without any knowledge of the
world. Still, there was a possibility—just a
possibility—for weren't we all mortal?—that she might
find herself a widow, a lonely widow some day. Roger
by then would have made a great career, become a sort
of Sir Samuel Baker; he'd have discovered and named
lakes after royalty; then they might meet again; and
who could say? Certainly, if it came to love, she
wouldn't deny she had never felt quite the same
towards any one as she had towards Roger. …

But Roger checked such philosophizings rudely,
saying they were positively indecent: at which she
expressed herself as very angry. Then leading out the
horses in eye-flashing silence, Roger helped her to
mount and swung himself into the saddle. He escorted
her silently to Aldermaston main street, raised his hat,
and rode off up the Mortimer road with a set face and
angry eyes on the way back to Basingstoke.

He paused however at Tadley to give his father's
cob—borrowed for the day—a feed and a rest. His
ride lay through one of the loveliest parts of England
in those days, before "Dora" had commandeered
timber from the woods—to find afterwards she did not
want it—before farmers had changed tiles or thatch
on barns to corrugated iron, and chars-à-bancs, motor
cycles and side-cars with golden-haired flappers, school
treats and bean feasts had made the country-side noisy,
dangerous and paper-strewn.

Insensibly his mood softened as he rode. It was
more than four years since he had been home. Though
he had spent all of his youth in this country, save for
school and military college, his eyes seemed never
before to have taken in the charm of English landscapes.
Here was England at its best in the early part of July:
poppies blazing in the green corn and whitish green
oats, hay still lingering—grey on green—in the fields,
ox-eyed daisies fully out, wild roses still in bloom in
the hedge-rows, blue crane's bill, blue vetch, and
purple-blue campanulas in the copse borders. The plump
and placid cows, with swinging udders, so different
from the gaunt African cattle with a scarcely visible
milk-supply, the splendid cart-horses, the sheep—neat
and tidy after shearing—the cock pheasants running
across the sun-and-shadow-flecked roads, the cawing
rooks, and the cooing woodpigeons, the geese and
donkeys on the commons. Here and there, off the main
road, park gates of finely wrought iron with a trim
geranium-decked lodge and a vista of some charming
avenue towards an invisible great house; side turnings,
half-overgrown with turf, leading to villages quaintly
entitled. Some of the details his eye and ear and
nose took in—such as the braying of barrel organs on
the fringe of an unseen fair, on a rather burnt and
blackened gipsy-befouled common; or the smell of pig-sties
in a hamlet, or placards in big print pasted round
an ancient stump or on an old oak paling—it was
irrational to call beautiful. But together they made up
England at its best, with old churches packed with the
history of England, the little towns so prosperous, the
straggling villages, beautiful if insanitary, the
signposts with their agreeable Anglo-Saxon and Norman
names, so pleasing to the eye after years of untracked
wilderness; the postman trudging his round in
red-and-black, the gamekeeper in velveteen, the hearty
labourers in corduroy, blue-shirted, bare-armed and
hairy chested. All this was England. "Was there
a jollier country in the world?" (There was not, in
1886.)

And as to Sibyl. … How differently he saw her
now, after four years! As pretty as paint, though
rather overheated after a short ride; but how artificial!
What a delusion to suppose such a woman would have
cared for a rough life in Africa. Why she even spoke
slightingly of India, a country of romance far
exceeding Africa. Indeed, he had only turned to Africa and
African problems because all the great careers to be
made in India were seemingly over. … There was
nothing to be done in India without powerful backing. …

Backing? It was perhaps silly to have flouted the
suggestion of Lord Silchester's influence. … It was
difficult unless you were related to permanent officials
or members of Parliament to get a Consular
commission in East Africa. Why not gradually—gradually
of course—it wouldn't do to forgive her too
quickly—become reconciled to Sibyl's marriage and pursue
instead his second desire, a great African career? …

So it was a comparatively happy Roger Brentham
who cantered up the road to the vicarage at Farleigh
Wallop in the late afternoon of that day and sat with his
sister Maud in the arbour enjoying a sound English
tea. Maud, a pleasant-faced young woman of thirty,
the only sister of three stalwart brothers, one a soldier,
another a sailor and the third intending to be a
barrister; housekeeper to her father, an absent-minded
archæologist; could not be called pretty, because she
was too much like a young man of twenty-five with
almost a young man's flat figure, but she was in every
way satisfactory as a sister. Her father was out on
some archæological ramble and she was glad of it
because she thought Roger might have come to her with
a heart to mend. No doubt he felt heart-broken over
Sibyl's defection. She looked at him inquiringly while
she poured out tea, but would not of course broach
the subject.

"You've been out a long time with the cob. I hope
you haven't over-ridden him? Where did you go?"

"To Silchester and back; but I baited him at
Tadley and gave him an hour's rest in Basingstoke; and
another hour at Silchester. I've jogged along very
quietly, looking up old haunts—and—and I've seen
Sibyl Grayburn. She told me all about her engagement."

"Sibyl? Then—you don't mind so much? I
hardly knew how to break it to you. … "

"Mind? Oh, well, there was a boy-and-girl engagement,
a flirtation between us before I went away, as
you knew. But Africa drove all that out of my mind.
Besides, how can I marry on five hundred a year? I
dare say Sibyl has done well for herself, and she's
getting on. Girls can't afford to wait and look about
them like a man can. By the bye, old girl, why doesn't
some one come along and marry you? I don't know
a better sort of wife than you'd make. … "

Maud: "Thank you, Roger, I'm sure you mean it.
But I don't suppose I shall ever marry. My line is to
look after father for the rest of his life, and then
become everybody's aunt. I'm really his curate, you
know. And his clerk and his congregation, very often.
Oh, I'm quite happy; don't pity me; I couldn't have
nicer brothers … or perhaps a nicer life. I love
Farleigh——"

Roger (not noticing, man-like, the tiny, tiny sigh
that accompanied this renunciation of marriage):
"Jove! How jolly all this is: you're right. If I
wasn't a man I should think like you. What could
one have better than this?" And he looked away
from the arbour and the prettily furnished tea-table to
the well-kept lawn with long shadows from the
herbaceous border. Beyond that the wooded slopes of
Farleigh Down and the distant meadows of the lowland,
and then the sun-gilt roofs of Basingstoke's northern
suburb, and the distant trains, three, four, five miles
away with their trails of cotton-wool smoke indicating
a busy world beyond the quietude of the vicarage
garden. He could see the slight trace of a straight Roman
road athwart the northern landscape, Winchester to
Silchester; the downs of Hannington and Sydmonton
and the far-off woods of Sherborne. When he was
queer with sun-fever in Somaliland he would sometimes
be tantalized by this view, like a mirage, instead
of the brown-grey sun-scorched plains ringed by low
ridges of table-topped mountains and dotted with
scrubby acacias, whitened by the drought … and
would pull himself together, sit upright in the saddle
and wonder if he would ever see home again. And
here he was. … Hang Sibyl! …




So when Sibyl Grayburn married Lord Silchester at
the end of that July—because he was fifty-six and
impatient to have some summer for his honeymoon
before returning to take up the burden—a well-padded
one—of office in the Conservative Government—Captain
Roger Brentham was among the guests, the
relations of the bride. And his best leopard skin,
suitably mounted, was in Sibyl's boudoir at Englefield
awaiting Lady Silchester's return from the Tyrol.




* * * * *




And in the winter of 1886, Captain Brentham received
from Lord Wiltshire the offer of a Consulate on
the Last Coast of Africa and accepted it. It was
provisionally styled the Consulate for the Mainland of
Zangia where the Germans were already beginning to
take up the administration, but Brentham was
instructed to reside at first at Unguja, the island
immediately opposite the temporary German capital. The
British Consul-General for the whole of Zangia had
been recalled because of heated relations with
Germany. Pending his return Captain Brentham was to
act as Consul-General without, however, taking too
much on himself, as Mr. Bennet Molyneux of the
African Department rather acidly told him.

Molyneux, at the Foreign Office, was not at all
pleased at Brentham's appointment: one of those things
that Lord Wiltshire was wont to do without consulting
the permanent officials. Molyneux had not long
been in the new African Department (hitherto
disparagingly connected with the Slave Trade section); and
as Africa had barely entered world-politics, British
Ministers of State showed themselves usually indifferent
as to how the necessary appointments were filled
up, adopting generally names suggested by Molyneux,
so that he was accustomed to nominating his poor
relations—he had a reserve of wastrel nephews and
cousins—or the friends of his friends—such as Spencer
Bazzard (q.v., as they say in Encyclopædias). If
they were "rotters," the climate generally killed them
off in a few months; if they made good, they established
in time a claim on the Foreign Office regard and
got transferred to Consular posts in South America,
the Mediterranean, and Western Europe.

But Lord Wiltshire was not always asleep or
uninformed, as he sometimes appeared to be. So his
Private Secretary countered Bennet Molyneux's querulous
Memo on Captain Brentham's lack of qualification for
such a responsible East African post by reminding him
that the gentleman in question was well versed in
Arabic through having accompanied a Political
Mission to the Persian Gulf, that he had served in Aden
and Somaliland and had conducted an expedition to the
Snow Mountains of East Africa for the Intelligence
Division, had contributed papers to the Royal
Geographical Society, was a silver medallist of the
Zoological Society, and was personally vouched for by a
colleague of Lord Wiltshire's: all of which information
for the African Department was summed up by the
Private Secretary to Molyneux in a few words: "See
here, Molly; take this and look pleasant. You can't
have all the African appointments in your gift. You
must leave a few to the Old Man. He generally knows
what he's about." So Molyneux asked Brentham to
dine with him and apparently made the best of a bad
job … as he said with a grin to his colleague, Sir
Mulberry Hawk.




CHAPTER IV

LUCY HESITATES




When the school holidays supervened, Lucy spent
her vacation quietly at Aldermaston working at
her African outfit—material and mental—in a
desultory way. She supposed she would have to leave in
the following April to join her betrothed. April
seemed a long while ahead. She had not even given
notice to the school managers yet of her intention to
give up teaching. It would not be necessary to do so
or to brace her mind for the agony of separation from
her home until John had announced that all was in
readiness and she had received the formal intimation of
his Missionary Society that they approved of her going
out to join him and would make the necessary
arrangements for a steamer passage.

Meantime she gave herself up to the delight of
reading such books about African exploration or mission
life in Africa as she could obtain from the Reading
libraries. They served to strengthen her determination
to keep faith with John; while other ties and
loves were pulling the other way. She had in her
veins that imaginational longing to see strange lands
and travel which is such an English trait; yet this
longing alternated with fits of absolute horror at her
foolishness in having consented to such an engagement.
Why could she not have recognized when she was
well off? Could any one in her station of life have
a more delightful home?

The farmstead stood on a slope about a hundred feet
above the Kennet Valley. The river was a mile away,
though little subsidiary brooks and channels permeated
the meadows in between, and in spring, summer and
autumn produced miracles of loveliness in flower
shows: purple loosestrife, magenta-coloured willow
herb, mauve-tinted valerian, cream-coloured meadow-sweet,
yellow flags, golden king-cups, yellow and white
water-lilies, water-crowsfoot and flowering rush.
Lucy was an unexpressed, undeveloped artist, with an
exceptional appreciation (for a country girl) of the
beauty in colour and form of flowers and herbage of
the velvety, blue-green, black-green cedars which rose
above the wall of the Park and overshadowed the
churchyard, of the superb elms, oaks, horse-chestnuts,
ashes and hawthorns studding the grassy slopes between
the house and the water meadows. She loved the rich
crimson colour of the high old brick walls of the Park
and the same tint in the farm buildings, varied with
scarlet and orange and the lemon and grey of lichen
and weather-stain. The old farm-house in which she
had been born and had passed all her twenty-four years
of placid life, save when she was at boarding-school,
seemed to her just perfect in its picturesque ancientry
and its stored smells of preserved good things to eat
and drink. Their garden was carelessly ordered, but
from March to October had a wealth of flowers, the
spicy odours of box borders, the pungent scent of
briar and honeysuckle.

She did take much interest in the details of
farming—a trifle of self-conceit made her think herself
superior in her bookishness and feeble water-colour
painting to her younger sisters, who were already
experts in poultry-tending, butter-making, and
bread-baking. But she accepted as a matter of course the
delicious results (as we should think them now) of
living at a well-furnished, well-managed farm: the
milk and cream, the fresh butter and new-laid eggs,
the home-cured bacon, the occasional roast duck and
chicken; the smell of the new-mown hay, the sight of
ripe wheat or wheat neatly grouped in its golden
sheaves in chessboard pattern; the September charms
of the glinting stubble with its whirring coveys of
partridges, its revived flower shows—scarlet and blue,
bright yellow, dead white, lavender, russet, and mauve;
the walnuts in the autumn from their own trees; the
Spanish chestnuts from the Park; impromptu Christmas
dances in the big barn; an occasional visit to a
theatre or a magic-lantern-illustrated lecture in
Reading. On one such occasion she saw for the first time
Captain Roger Brentham, the explorer, who whilst
staying with Lord and Lady Silchester gave a lecture
on his recent travels and some wonderful snow
mountain he had visited in East Africa. … Why should
she seek to leave such surroundings? She could read
and hear about all that was most interesting in the
world without leaving her parents and her home. Yet,
to disappoint poor John, who counted on her coming
out to share his work—and if she threw him over
she might never get another offer of marriage and
grow stout and florid like Bessie Rayner, ten years
older than she was, up at the Grange farm. …

But was marriage after all, with its children and
illnesses and house drudgery, so very attractive to a
dreamer? Might she not be happier if she passed all
the rest of her life at Aldermaston, saving up her salary
as a school-mistress against old age and a possible
leaving of the farm if—ever so far ahead—dear
father died? She had often thought, with a little
encouragement she might write… write stories! … and
she thrilled at the idea. But then, what
experience had she of the world—the great world
beyond southern Berkshire—which she could set down
on paper?

So far, no one had proposed to her—even John
had hardly asked her definitely to marry him. He had
always taken it for granted, since he was eighteen,
that she would, and from that age herself she had
tacitly accepted the position of his fiancée. Why had
she acquiesced? There was a weakness of fibre about
her and John's stronger will had impressed itself on
her smiling compliance. Her mother had rather
pursed her lips at the alliance, having her doubts as to
John being good enough, and John's mother being even
bearable as a mother-in-law. This faint opposition
had made Lucy determined to persevere with the
engagement. She had a distaste for a farmer type of
husband; it seemed too earthy. And she wanted to
travel. A missionary ought to make a refined spouse
and be able to show her the strange places of the earth.

There were sides of John's character she did not like.
She was not naturally pious. The easy-going Church
of England and its decorous faith were good enough
for her; she loved this world—the world of the
Kennet Valley with genial, worldly Reading on one side
and not-too-disreputable, racing Newbury on the
other—too well to care overmuch for the Heavenly Home
in which John was staking out claims; if she had
known the word she would have called John priggish;
instead, she said "sanctimonious." Yet withal she
was conscious of a certain manliness, a determined
purpose about him. …

Perhaps, however, in the summer months and the
rich contentment of September the balance of her
inclination might have been tilted against him, she
might have nerved herself to writing that cruel letter
which should say she shrank from joining him in
Africa; were it not that he wrote faithfully from each
stopping place, each crisis on his journey. His
letters—closely written in a facile running hand on thin
foreign paper—were stuffed with conventionally pious
phrases, they contained diatribes on his ungodly
fellow-passengers who broke the Sabbath (with an added zest
from his remonstrances), played cards for money,
told shocking stories in the smoking-room, and
conducted themselves on shore in a manner which he
could not describe. But then he gave very good
descriptions of Algiers, of Port Said, Suez and Aden,
and made her wish to see these places with her own
eyes, smell their strange smells, and eat their strange
viands. His letter from Unguja announcing his
arrival there in August finally decided Lucy to throw in
her lot with John.

There was also the further incentive that African
adventure—missionary and political—was again
becoming fashionable and attracting attention. Stanley
was starting to find Emin Pasha; others had embarked
or threatened to embark on the same quest. More and
more missionaries were going out. It was rumoured
that Ann Jamblin had announced her intention to take
up a missionary career. Lucy wrote a little anxiously
to inquire. Ann admitted she had toyed with the idea
as she believed herself capable of teaching and even
of preaching to the savage. But if she did go it would
probably be to West Africa where the climate was
even more deadly than in the South and East, and
such a sacrifice might be more acceptable before the
Heavenly Throne than the comfortable and assured
position of a missionary's wife, not expected to do
more than make a home for her husband.




John's first Unguja letter said that Thomas, Bayley,
Anderson and himself had been very kindly received
there by the Commercial Agent to the East African
Mission—commercial because from the first it had
been decided that a reasonable degree of trade should
go hand in hand with fervent propaganda and
Brotherhood work. The Mission must strive to make itself
self-supporting in the long run as it had no rich church
behind it. So there were to be lay agents who traded
in the products of the country and whose stores would
prove an additional attraction to the native visitor and
inquirer. The Agent at their Unguja
depôt—Mr. Callaway—had been a trader on the West Coast of
Africa, agent there to a great distilling firm; who had
become so shocked at the effects of cheap intoxicants
on the native mind and morals that he had thrown up
his employ and enlisted under the banner of a Trading
Mission, pledged not to deal in alcohol or gunpowder.
Mr. Callaway had "got religion" and "found Christ"
(in Liverpool), but in spite of that—the naïve John
wrote thus unthinkingly—was a very pleasant fellow
who had soon picked up the native language and got
on good terms with the Arabs of Unguja. The latter
fully approved of his teetotalism—avoidance of
alcohol being one of the few good points in their religion.
John described with unction the prayer meetings and
services they held in Mr. Callaway's sheds and
go-downs on the shore of Unguja's port; though he had
to admit that his fervour had been a little modified by
the rancid smell of the copra[#] stored in these quarters
and the appalling stench that arose from the filth on the
beach. But there was plenty of good Christian
fellowship at Unguja. The representatives of the great
Anglican Mission established there—with a
Cathedral and a Bishop and a thoroughly popish style of
service—had shown themselves unexpectedly good
fellows. One of them, Archdeacon Gravening, had
presented the four young recruits for the East African
Mission to the Arab sultan, and they had seen him
review his Baluchi and Persian troops at the head of
whom was an English ex-naval officer. Even the
Fathers of the French Roman Catholic settlement had
a certain elemental Christianity he had never thought
to find in the followers of the Scarlet Woman. …




[#] Dried coco-nut pulp.




The great British Balozi or Consul-General who had
been the unacknowledged ruler of Unguja had just left
for home … rumour said because he could not get
on with the aggressive Germans, who were obtaining
a hold over the country. They had paid their respects
instead to British authority in the person of a very
uppish and sneering Vice-Consul—Mr. Spencer
Bazzard … who had great doubts of the value of
Christianity so far as the negro was concerned.
Mr. Bazzard, however, was dead against the Germans and
wanted as many British subjects as possible to enter
the interior behind the German coast so as to "queer
their pitch," if they attempted to put their "rotten
protectorate," in force.

Unguja, John wrote, was a wonderfully interesting
island, despite its horrible smells, its heat and
mosquitoes, which never left you alone, day or night.
Such a mixture of Arabs and Persians, Indian traders,
fierce, long-haired Baluchis, plausible Goanese
half-castes, Madagascar people, Japanese and Chinese, and
negroes from all parts of Africa. … He had already
had a touch of fever and Bayley had broken out in
boils; Anderson had suffered from diarrhoea; but all
three were overjoyed at the prospect of leaving, soon
after this letter was posted, in an Arab "dhow"
which would convey them and the porters of their
expedition to Lingani on the mainland, whence they
would start on a two weeks' journey up-country.
They were taking with them Snider rifles and ammunition
to defend their caravan against wild beasts on
the road and also to shoot game for the caravan's meat
supply. At Mr. Callaway's advice they had been
practising with these rifles at the shooting butts of the
Sultan's army for the past week. … Thomas had
been told off for Taita. …

Then ensued a long silence and Lucy, now thoroughly
interested, was getting anxious. But in
January came a letter of many pages headed "Hangodi,
Ulunga, November, 1886." John wrote that he and
his companions had encountered many difficulties. On
the fortnight's march inland from Lingani their porters
had several times run away in alarm, hearing that a
bloodthirsty tribe called "Wahumba" were on the
march, or that there was famine ahead. The German
traders on the coast had not been friendly, and the
attitude of the Arab chiefs in the coast-belt was surly.
However, one of these Arabs, Ali bin Ferhani, was a
kindlier man than the others and had told off some of
his slaves (John feared they were, but what could you
do?) to carry their loads to the Ulunga country. They
also had with them a Christian convert, a native of
Ulunga and a released slave (Josiah Briggs) who
could speak English to some extent and was very
useful as an interpreter and head man. … Well, they
had reached Hangodi at last and liked its surroundings.
There were mountains—quite high ones—all round.
Hangodi, itself, was over three thousand feet above
sea level and quite cool at nights. Indeed John now
regretted he had spurned the idea of mantel-borders,
for they had fireplaces in the dwelling-houses, both
those already built and those they were planning. A
fire at night, in fact, was often welcome and cheerful.
The Chief approved of the settlement, wanted them to
teach his people, and keep off the "Wa-dachi," as he
called the Germans, whom he did not seem to like.
But the Chief's people, the Wa-lunga, were suspicious
and quarrelsome, and as he could not speak their
language and had to explain the Gospel through an
interpreter, they paid him little attention. The elders of
the tribe liked to come and talk with him in his
verandah, that is to say, they did the talking—punctuated
by a good deal of snuff-taking and spitting; and he
gleaned what he could of its sense from the summaries
given to him by Josiah Briggs. It seemed to consist
of many questions as to how the white men became
so rich and why he could not teach this method to
their young people. If he tried to expound Sacred
things to them they asked in return for a cough
medicine or to be shown how to make gunpowder and caps,
and how to cure a sick cow. Yet he felt sure their
minds would be pierced ere long by a gleam of Gospel
light. …

There were also some Muhammadan traders from
the Coast settled for a time with the Chief, who, he
strongly suspected, was selling them slaves, war-captives.
Though the Chief seemed willing to listen to
their story of the Redeemer, he nevertheless sent out
his "young men," his warriors, on raiding expeditions
against the tribes to the south, and they sometimes
returned from such forays with cattle, with men cruelly
tied with bush-rope and their necks fastened to heavy
forked sticks, and with weeping young women whom
they took as wives. … The Wangwana, as these
black "Arabs" were called, were very hostile to his
mission—more so sometimes than the real Arabs.
Occasionally he had met a white-skinned Arab who
reminded him most strongly of the Bible patriarchs,
and who seemed very desirous of being on friendly
terms with the white man. But these black Arabs who
spoke Swahili, the language of Unguja, though they
affected outward politeness, were working hard against
the good influence of the East African Mission and
trying to persuade the Chief to reconsider his first
grant of land and expel the white people who were
spies in the service of the great Balozi and the English
men-of-war, watching to intercept slave dhows. …

The children of the Wa-lunga were frightened of him
and his two companions and could not be induced,
even by gifts of beads, to sit on their knees. But their
mothers, on the other hand, worried the white men
incessantly for beads and calico, soap and salt, which
last they ate as though it was a sweetmeat. Yet they
ran away when he sent for the interpreter and tried to
tell them about God. One woman had shouted back
at him that it was very wicked to talk about God; it
would only draw down the lightning … much
better leave God alone and then He left you
alone—this at least was how Josiah had translated her
speech.

He could not see any idols about the place. He
fancied the people worshipped the spirits of the
departed, which they believed to dwell in large hollow
trees. They were also terribly afraid of witch-craft. …

Hangodi was, however, rather a pretty district, and
Lucy would be pleased with the site the Mission had
chosen. Bayley, who had some knowledge of surveying,
made out its altitude above sea-level to be 3,500
feet, more or less. There was a clear stream of water
running through a gorge below the Mission enclosure—for
they had constructed a rough hedge. A few
wild date palms might be seen in the stream valley and
there were plenty of pretty ferns and wild flowers.

As to lions; they could be heard roaring every night
in the open country, but hitherto he had not actually
seen one. Then with a few devout phrases and others
expressive of his longing for her to join him the letter
came to a conclusion.








During all this time Lucy saw little of the Baines
family. But a few days after she had read this letter
from Hangodi, Mr. Baines called on Lucy at the
school—it was at the beginning of February—and put into
her hands a copy of Light to Them that Sit in Darkness.
"There's a letter in here of John's which they've
printed," said Mr. Baines with considerable exultation,
"and mother thought you might like to read it. Mind
you return the magazine to her when you've done so.
Good-bye. S'pose you are starting in a couple of
months?"

Lucy found a column scored at the side with pencil,
where the following matter appeared:




BLESSED NEWS FROM EAST AFRICA




We have received the following intelligence from Brother John
Baines, who has recently joined the East African Mission:





	HANGODI, NGURU,

	
November 20, 1886.








MY DEAR MR. THOMPSON—

We arrived here about a month ago after a pleasant stay
with the brethren at Unguja. We reached Hangodi in about
two weeks of travel from the port of Lingani, accompanied by
Broth's Anderson and Bayley, and were greeted most warmly
on arrival by Brothers Boley and Batworth—the "busy B.'s,"
as they are called—who feared from the rumours afloat that we
should be stopped by native disturbances on the road. We
brought with us from Unguja Josiah Briggs, a convert who was
originally a freed slave from this very district of Hangodi. He
has lived for five years at our depôt in Unguja or at the
Presbyterian Mission station at Dombasi. He will be able to assist
me materially as interpreter among the Wa-lunga as Kagulu is
his native tongue.

The journey from Lingani to Hangodi was rather a fatiguing
one as the donkeys we took with us to ride either fell sick
poisoned by some herb, or strayed and were eaten by lions. So
we ended by having to walk. Our Unguja porters ran away
before we had got far inland, scared by rumours of Wahumba
raids or stories of the famine raging in the interior; but a
kindly Arab, who is supposed to have known Dr. Livingstone,
came to our assistance and sent a large number of his people to
convey us and our loads to Ulunga, as this district is called
(the root—lunga—means the "good" or the "beautiful"
country, as indeed it will be, when it has received the Blessed
Gospel).

Mr. Goulburn, who is pioneering and is "spying out the land"
to the north, travelled with us as far as Gonja and then quitted
us, after we had prayed together in my tent. We turned south
and continued our journey to the Ulunga mountains with the
Arab's porters and guided by Josiah Briggs.

The country became very hilly, and as it was the beginning
of the rainy season we had occasional violent thunder-storms
and the streams were difficult to cross. Fortunately, however,
the early arrival of the rains kept us from attacks on the part
of the terrible roving tribes of Masai or "Wahumba," who only
seem to exist to raid and ravage their agricultural neighbours,
but who don't like doing so in wet weather. Moreover, they
appreciate the springing up of the new green grass after the
drought and prefer taking their cattle—whom they worship—out
to graze. This new grass attracts to the district incredible
herds of antelopes and zebras and gives the lions and leopards
such abundance of food and occupation that they never deemed
it worth their while to attack our caravan, though during the
dry season—the Arabs told us—you could hardly get through
the plains without losing a proportion of your carriers from
lions, leopards or hyenas. This early breaking of the rainy
season therefore seemed to us an act of special intervention on
the part of Divine Providence to ensure our safe arrival at our
destination. When we reached Hangodi we were hospitably
received by the Chief Mbogo, to whom Brother Batworth
introduced us. Mbogo rules over the district of Ulunga. He
rejoiced greatly that we had come to teach the Gospel and asked
me many questions about the Christian faith. An earnest spirit
of inquiry prevails amongst all his people, who are flocking to
see us and who listen with rapt attention to my simple exhortations
delivered through the medium of Josiah. The Arab traders
at this place are very annoyed that an English missionary should
settle here and expose their wicked traffic in slaves, but I hope
to be able to frustrate their intrigues and induce the Chief to
expel them. For that reason I am working hard at the language
with Josiah and with the vocabularies I have obtained from
Mr. Goulburn and Mr. Boley.

Many of the women in this place are eager to hear the blessed
tidings and bring their little ones with them while they listen
spell-bound to our teaching. I trust soon to have beside me
one whose sweet duty it will be to lead these poor sinful
creatures into the way of Truth and Life. …

The building of the houses, school and chapel was commenced,
as you know, two years ago by Brothers Boley and Batworth,
whom we relieved, and who are going to Taita to perform
similar work for Mr. Goulburn. In completing the station we shall
be our own architects, but Mr. Callaway has sent us up two
Swahili masons and a Goanese carpenter from Unguja. Anderson
is already doing a brisk business at our improvised store.

And now, dear Mr. Thompson, I remain in all Christian love,





	Yours sincerely,

	
JOHN BAINES.








CHAPTER V

ROGER'S DISMISSAL




"So it is really settled, Roger, that you are to go out
to that African place with the violent
name—something about 'gouging' I know," said Lady
Silchester, one evening in the winter-spring of 1887.

She believed she was enceinte and treated herself—and
was being treated—with the utmost consideration.
Lord Silchester was transfused with delight at the
possibility of having a direct heir and promised himself
the delicious revenge of taunting those officious friends
and advisers who had taxed him with folly in marrying
a woman thirty years younger than himself. So
she was lying on a couch in the magnificent drawing-room
of 6a Carlton House Terrace, clad in some
anticipation of the tea-gown. It was nine o'clock in the
evening, and Roger Brentham had been summoned to
dine alone with her and her husband and talk over his
personal affairs. Lord Silchester would presently leave
for the House of Lords; meantime he was half listening
to their conversation, half absorbed in a volume of
Cascionovo's Neapolitan Society in the Eighteenth
Century in its French edition.

Roger, with one eye and one ear on Lord Silchester,
replied "Yes. Lord Wiltshire has definitely offered
me the appointment—through Tarrington, of course—his
Private Secretary; and equally definitely I've
accepted it. But technically it's not Unguja, nothing
so big. Unguja is an Agency and Consulate-General
and is still held by Sir James Eccles, who is only at
home on leave of absence. My post is a Consulate for
the mainland, for the part the German company is
taking over. It is styled 'for the mainland of Zangia
with residence at the port of Medina.' It is supposed
the Germans are going to style their new protectorate
'Zangia,' the old classical name of the Persians for
that part of East Africa."

Sibyl Silchester yawned slightly and concealed the
yawn with her fan of Somali ostrich plumes which
Roger had given her. Lord Silchester put down his
book and turned suddenly towards Roger.

"How do you get on at the F.O.?"

"Oh, pretty well, sir," replied Roger, who still kept
up his military manners with older men in higher
positions than his own. "Pretty well. I've been
working in the African Department all the autumn and
I think I've got the hang of things; I mean, how to
conduct a Consulate and the sort of policy we are to
observe in East Africa. I've been down in Kent, also,
staying with Sir James Eccles and being indoctrinated
by him with the aims and ambitions he has been
pursuing ever since 1866. He's a grand man! I hope
they send him back. I should be proud to serve under
him. Of course, I saw something of him at Unguja
in '85-'86 … "

"H'm, well, I've no business to express an opinion,
but I much doubt whether Wiltshire will send him
back—Wiltshire sets much value on good terms with
Germany, and Eccles is hated by the Germans. … "

Roger: "I know. … They've told me I must try
to maintain friendly relations with our Teutonic
friends, especially as I am to be, when the
Consul-General returns, 'on my own,' so to speak, in the
German sphere of influence. Meantime I am to live at
Unguja and 'act' for the Consul-General till he or
some one else comes out. Awfully good of you, sir,
to get this chance for me … it's rare good luck to
be going out to act straight away for a man like Eccles. … I'll try my utmost to do you credit."

Silchester: "I don't doubt you will. But don't
rely too much on my personal influence. I'm only
Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster … a
minister without portfolio, so to speak. Cultivate the
friendship of the permanent officials. Once you're
in—I mean once a Secretary of State has given you the
appointment, they are the people who count. I
remember when I was in diplomacy there was rather
an uppish young fellow from the 11th Hussars who'd
been somebody's A.D.C. in the Abyssinian War.
Dizzy, to oblige 'somebody,' shoved him into the
Slave Trade Commission. He took himself and his
duties seriously and really did go for the American
slave-traders. An Under Secretary hauled him over
the coals for trop de zèle. Lord Knowsley supported
him. The Under Secretary sent for him afterwards
and said, 'Remember this, Bellamy; Lord Knowsley
is not always here. WE ARE.' And sure enough after
Knowsley left they found out something against him
and 'outed' him from the service. Moral: always
keep in with the permanent officials and you'll never
fall out with the Secretary of State. Do you get on
all right with 'Lamps'?"

Roger: "Sir Mulberry? I scarcely ever see him.
He's much too big a pot to take an interest in me.
Besides, he's keenest about the Niger just now. No,
I have mostly to do with Bennet Molyneux, who is
head of the Department; and I'm afraid I don't care
overmuch for him. I like awfully the clerks in the
Department except that they don't take Africa very
seriously, think it all a joke, a joke bordering rather on
boredom. Still, they're some of the jolliest fellows I
know. It's Molyneux I can't hit it off with, and they
say in the Department it's because I've come in between
some poor relation, some cousin of his he wants to push
on out there. He got him appointed a Vice-Consul a
year or two back and thought he was going to be asked
to act for Eccles whilst he was on leave. And now
that Lord Wiltshire has said I am to—I don't doubt
at your suggestion, sir—Molyneux has turned quite
acid. Especially when he had to draft my instructions!
I think also he didn't like my setting him right when I
first came to work in the office. He wrote some
minutes about the Slave Trade and about the Germans
which were the uttermost rubbish you ever read, and
he never forgave me for not backing him up at a
departmental committee they held—Sir Mulberry
presided. And the mere fact that Thrumball and
Landsdell have been awfully kind to me and had me to
dine with them seems to have soured him. And
when one day Lord Wiltshire sent for me to answer
some questions—Well, I thought afterwards Molyneux
would have burst with spleen. He threw official
reserve to the winds and walked up and down in his
big room raving—'I've been in this office since 1869,'
he said, 'and I don't believe Lord Wiltshire knows me
by sight. Yet he's ready to send for the veriest
outsider if he thinks he can get any information out of
him. The Office is going to the dogs—and so on. … '"

Lord Silchester: "Molyneux, Bennet Molyneux.
I know him. Not a bad fellow in some respects, but
a bad enemy to make. He is a kind of cousin of
Feenix's—Colonial Office, you know. Well, your fate
is in your own hands … you must walk warily … "
(at this a servant enters and informs his lordship that
the carriage is waiting) "I must be off. Sibyl! you
won't stay up late? Roger, don't talk to her for more
than an hour. Good-bye. Of course, you'll come and
see us before you actually sail? … " (goes out).

A pause.

Sibyl: "You may smoke now; but only a cigarette,
not a cigar." (Roger lights a cigarette.)

Sibyl: "What dear old Francis said was very good
advice. Mind you follow it. Get on the right side of
these old permanencies. Whenever Francis begins his
instances and illustrations I feel what a perfect book
of reminiscences he will some day write. But, of
course, it wouldn't do till he's reached an age when he
can no longer serve in the Government. … I want
him some day to be at the Foreign Office or at least
the India Office. I do so love the pomp of those
positions, the great parties in the season, the entertaining
of delightful creatures from the East with jewelled
turbans. … "

Roger (a little abruptly): "Are you happy. … ?"

Sibyl (turning her head and looking at him
intently): "Happy? Why, of course. Perfectly
happy. Everything has gone splendidly. And now
that I'm going to have a child. … I do hope it'll
be a boy. Francis would be so happy. You quite
realize if he has no heir the peerage and all the entailed
estates go away to some perfectly horrid second cousin
out in Australia. … "

Roger: "In view of that possibility I wonder he did
not marry years ago, when he was a young man. … "

Sibyl: "My dear! How could he? He was a
younger son and in the diplomatic service with barely
enough to live on, respectably. And then he got
tangled up with another man's wife. He thinks I know
nothing about that side of him, but as a matter of fact
I know everything. His elder brother, the fifth Lord
Silchester, was an awfully bad lot—treated his wife
very badly—they were separated and their only son
was brought up by his mother to be dreadfully
goody-goody. Francis's elder brother died in Paris—I
daresay you have heard or read where and how. It was
one of the closing scandals of the Second Empire.
But then the goody-goody son married after he
succeeded—married a sister of Lord Towcester. She
was killed in the hunting field and her rather limp
husband died of grief afterwards, or of consumption,
and Francis came into the title rather unexpectedly
five years ago. Then he was embarrassed by his Darby
and Joan attachment to Mrs. Bolsover.—However,
then she died—and so—at last he felt free to
marry. …

"I met him first at a croquet party at Aldermaston
Park. I saw at once he was struck with me. … However, we won't go over the old argument again
which we talked out that day at Silchester. … D'you
remember? My ankles were so bitten by harvest-bugs
after sitting on those mounds, I shan't forget! … "
(meditates). … "I'm much happier than if I had
married you. … My dear, that would never have
done. … But that need not prevent our being the
best of friends, the most attached of cousins. … It's
a bore having a confinement in the Jubilee year. … I'd meant to rival Suzanne Feenix in my entertainments. … But if I give Silchester a boy, he will
refuse me nothing. … And I mean, as soon as I'm up
and about again, to push him on. He's rich—those
Staffordshire mines and potteries. He's got lots of
ability, but he's too fond of leisure and isn't quite
ambitious enough. Complains of being tired. … He's
only 57 … but he much prefers spending the
evening at home and reading history and memoirs. Still,
if Lord Wiltshire gets overworked at the Foreign
Office, Francis simply must succeed him. He knows
everything about foreign policy from A to Z, after
serving so many years in Vienna and Rome. … Well,
dear old boy, this is really good-bye. Make good out
there, and don't make a fool of yourself with some
grass widow going out, or some fair missionaryess. … I suppose some of them are fit to look at? … Play
up to the permanencies, and try to write some
dispatch that'll interest Lord Wiltshire. Then
Silchester may get a chance of putting his oar in and
have you shifted to a better post and a more healthy
one. After that I'll take a hand and marry you to
some nice girl with a little money. … I wonder
whether you'll feel lonely out there? But men never
are, so long as they can move about and get some
shooting … which reminds me I want a lot more leopard
skins. Don't mount them: I like to choose my own
colours——"

(Enter Lady Silchester's maid.)

Maid: "My lady, before his lordship went out he
said I was to remind your ladyship about going to bed
early, so I ventured … "

"Quite right, Sophie. … I'll come up in one
minute." (Exit maid.) "By the bye, Roger, I ought to
ask after the other cousins. How's Maud?" (Roger
intimates that good old Maud's all right.) "Maud is
an excellent creature; I've always said so, though in a
sort of tight-lipped way she's never approved of me.
Because she's lost her own complexion in field sports
and parish work Maud suspects all other young women
of powdering and painting. And Geoffrey?"

"Geoffrey's ship is coming back in May and then
he ought to get some leave; and to save your time, I
might mention that Maurice will probably be called to
the bar in the autumn if he satisfies the Benchers;
and as to father, he's more gone over to Rome than
ever. … "

"You mean Silchester?"

"Yes. The vicar there is as frantic a 'Romanist'
as he is, and together they've had a rare old quarrel
with the farmer who grows corn where you got the
harvest-bug bites, and objects to excavations. I think
father forgets at times he's a nineteenth century
Christian. … He is awfully annoyed at the general
opinion that Silchester only dates from Christian times
in Britain and that the Temple to Venus is really a
Christian church. That's what comes from a Classical
education. … Now I shall get into a row with your
spouse for keeping you up. Besides. You don't
really care for the others. … "

Sibyl: "To be frank, I don't. You were the only
one that interested me. … I … well, then, Roger,
this is the last good-bye but one … " (extends her
hand on which he imprints a kiss). "That's quite
enough show of affection; Sophie might come back at
any moment and forget we are cousins. By the bye,
it might be wise if you got some one—I dare say
Francis would—to introduce you to the Feenixes
before you go. They might serve to mitigate the
hostility of Bennet Molyneux. Only don't fall in love with
Suzanne and desert me! She's got the Colonies, it's
true, but I'm going to have the Foreign Office before
you're back. … You mark my words! Ta-ta!
Coming, Sophie."




CHAPTER VI

THE VOYAGE OUT




Lucy said to herself she had never felt so miserable
in her life as she did during the first night on
board the Jeddah, the British India Co.'s steamer that
was taking her to East Africa. She occupied one of
the upper berths in the cabins off the Ladies' Saloon,
in which there were, as far as she could reckon, five
or six other occupants, including the stewardess, who
passed her time alternately snoring on a mattress in a
coign off the main entrance and waiting on such of the
ladies as were sea-sick.

The Jeddah was rolling about in a choppy sea oft the
Downs. Lucy felt a horrible sensation of nausea creep
over her at times, and she clenched her teeth to repress
her inclination to vomit; for she was too shy to call
upon the much-occupied stewardess for assistance.
The back of her head throbbed with pain, her eyes were
burning hot with unshed tears, and her poor throat
ached with suppressed sobs. Far worse than the
physical discomfort of sea-sickness was the intensity of
her mental agony, the bitterness of her unavailing
regrets. She lay motionless in her narrow bunk,
gazing up at the ceiling which seemed almost to rest on
her face, and turned over in her memory ceaselessly
and with minute detail the events of the last three
days: her farewell to home and "darling" Aldermaston;
her parting with mother on the platform at
Reading … and father … the flying journey to
London, when she had almost forgotten her grief in the
excitement of seeing the metropolis; her two days
stay with Aunt Pardew, who with her husband kept
Pardew's Family Hotel in Great Ormond Street.
Then: the sight-seeing, the shopping, the visit to the
offices of the East African Mission. Here she had
received her saloon passage ticket in the Jeddah, and
twenty pounds in bright sovereigns for her out-of-pocket
expenses by the way. The Secretary had
spoken to her so kindly and earnestly that she had felt
ashamed of her indifference to the real work of
converting black people.

The Secretary, however, had said one thing that
somehow perturbed her. He had mentioned that a
sweet-natured young woman from her neighbourhood—Sister
Jamblin—might also be going to their Mission
in East Africa—by the next boat. He thought
this would cheer Lucy up; instead of which it annoyed
her greatly. … Then came the early rising on what
seemed like her execution morning; the hasty breakfast,
interrupted with trickling tears and nose-blowing
on Aunt Pardew's—Aunt Ellen's—part, as well as
hers. … Aunt Ellen was so like darling mother—and
yet—it wasn't mother— …

And the long rattle through dirty and dirtier streets
in a four-wheel cab with the rest of her luggage on top.
The arrival on board the steamer in the docks, where
everything was noisy, hurried, and confused with
preparations for departure. … Only this morning!
Only some twelve hours since she had taken leave with
despairing hugs of Aunt Ellen! Why, it seemed at
least a month ago. And only three days since she had
seen her mother! …

When she mentally uttered the word "mother," she
lost control over herself and gave vent to a convulsive
choking sob..

"Would you oblige me," exclaimed a peevish voice
from the berth below, "by calling for the stewardess to
bring you a basin if you have any inclination to be sick?
It would be much better than trying to keep it back
and making those disagreeable clicking noises in your
throat. Excuse me for remarking it, but it is really
most distressing, and it fidgets me so I can hardly get
to sleep. You really suffer much more by endeavouring
to repress sea-sickness than by giving way at once
and having it over. … " This the speaker added
because she had just given way herself—eruptively—and
was now resting from her labours. Lucy was so
startled and overawed by this unexpected interruption
to her thoughts that she made no answer; but lay quite
silent with flushing cheeks and beating heart. "It
must be the tall, thin lady," she thought to herself,
"I didn't remember she was so close."

Then her thoughts turned to her fellow-passengers.
As far as she had ascertained, there were only nine
besides herself: five ladies, two Roman Catholic priests
or missionaries, and two men, one of whom was a
Captain Brentham going out to Unguja, where he was
to be Consul.

So, at least, she had heard the pink-cheeked lady say,
rather tossing her head when she said it. Her aunt
had timidly accosted two of the ladies before leaving
the steamer. She had asked them with a redundancy
of polite phrases to take Lucy under their protection
as far as they might be travelling together. One of
them was tall and thin, with a large bony face and cold
grey eyes—a little suggestive of Mrs. Baines (Lucy
thought); the other was pretty, though the expression
of her face, even when she smiled and showed all her
white teeth, was somehow rather insincere. But she
had the most lovely complexion Lucy had ever seen.
It was perfect: very pink in the middle of the cheeks
and the palest blush tint over the rest of the face and
neck. Her eyes were a dark blueish grey, with very
black rims; and her hair a rich golden brown. Lucy
was so much fascinated by her appearance and stared
at her with such unconscious persistence while her aunt
was talking, that at last the pink-cheeked lady
encountered her steady gaze with a look of haughty surprise
which caused Lucy to lower her eyes.

Neither lady responded very cordially to Mrs. Pardew's
deferential request. The tall thin one had said
she was only going as far as Algiers, but asked if
Lucy was "a Church person" because the East African
Mission, she had heard, was run by Methodists. The
pretty lady, whose attire Lucy was again scanning with
attention, because it was in the latest fashion, had
looked at her with rather more interest and said:
"Going out to marry a missionary? Well, I can't say
I envy your experiences. It must be a wretched life
up-country, from all I hear. We shall travel together
as far as Unguja, but I can't offer to act as your
chaperon. It is very likely my husband may marry
you when you get there. I mean—" (seeing Lucy's
look of dismay)—"he is the 'marriage' officer there
at present, unless Captain Brentham is to deprive him
of that privilege, also"—(here she had given a bitter
laugh). … "If you feel lonely at any time on the
voyage you may come and chat with me … occasionally;
though I can't tell you very much about Africa
as I have never been there before."




Slowly the night wore away. Lucy as she lay awake
stifled her regrets by vowing that when the steamer
called at Plymouth she would instantly leave it and
return home to her parents, and write to John telling
him she was not fitted to be a missionary's wife. He
would soon get over his disappointment as Ann Jamblin
was going out by the next steamer. She would marry
him like a shot. …

In the small hours of the morning the sea calmed
down and the ship rolled less. The passenger who had
suffered most from sea-sickness—a poor tired-looking
woman, mother of too many children—ceased to retch
and groan and sank into exhausted repose. Even
Lucy at last wove her troubled thoughts into dreams,
but just as she had dreamt that this was only a dream
and that in reality she was embracing her mother in a
transport of happiness, she awoke with tears wet on
her face and saw the cabin lit up with garish daylight
streaming through the now open skylight. A fresh,
exhilarating breeze was sweeping through the stuffy
saloon and chasing the nasty odour of sea-sickness.
She sat up in her bunk and gazed blankly round, trying
to realize the difference between dreamland and reality.

"Would ye like a bath, Miss?" said the stewardess,
a coarse-looking but kind-hearted Irishwoman, never
quite free from a suspicion of spirit drinking:
"Would ye like a bath? Becase if so, ye'd betther
follow Mrs. Bazzard."

"I—I—don't know … well, yes, I think I
will," replied Lucy, wondering who Mrs. Bazzard was … didn't the name come into John's letters? Just
then the door leading out of the saloon towards the
bathroom opened and presumably Mrs. Bazzard
entered the Ladies' quarters, carrying towels and robed
in a white lace-trimmed peignoir, and with her hair
roughly piled on the top of her head and a lank fringe
parted to either side. "Why, it must be the lady with
the beautiful complexion," Lucy was saying to herself,
when she saw on nearer approach that the rosy cheeks
and blush tints had disappeared, and that the incomer,
though otherwise resembling her acquaintance of
yesterday, yet had a pale face, colourless and sad. "Poor
thing!" thought Lucy, "how she must have suffered
last night." And so great was her compassion that it
overcame her shyness, and she was about to condole
with the lady, when Mrs. Bazzard swept by her
abruptly without recognition.

When her toilet was finished, she felt ill-at-ease
among the uncongenial inmates of the Ladies' Saloon,
and they directed towards her at times a look of hatred
as at one who was prying into the mysteries of their
clothing and bedizenment; so acting on the advice of
the stewardess "to get up a bit of appetite," she
staggered along the corridor and climbed the slippery
brass-bound stairway till she reached the upper-deck.
Here she sank on to the nearest seat and derived her
first pleasurable sensation on board the steamer from
inhaling the sea-scented breeze in the sunshine of
April. It was indeed a fine morning, one of the first
emphatic days of spring. The sky was a pale azure in
the zenith and along the northern horizon a thin film
of pinkish mist veiled the distant line of coast. A man
cleaning the brasswork told Lucy they were passing
the Isle of Wight; yonder was Bournemouth and
presently she would see Portland Bill looming up.

A tall man, smoking a cheroot, was gazing in the
direction of Portland Bill. Presently he turned round
in Lucy's direction, looked at her rather hard then
began pacing the deck. "That," she reflected, "must be
Captain Brentham, who lectured at Reading on that
snow mountain. …How extraordinary! And he
must be the man Mrs. … Mrs. … Bazzard said
was to marry me to John when I arrived." She
raised her eyes and they met his. On his next turn in
walking the deck he paused irresolute, then raising his
cap said: "Are you the young lady from my part of
the country who is going out to Unguja to be
married? The Captain told me about you—unless I
have made some mistake and ought to be addressing
another lady."

"I think it must be me," said Lucy. "I … I've
heard you lecture once at Reading. You're a friend
of Lord Silchester's, aren't you? My father is one of
his tenants. We live at Aldermaston." Her voice
trembled a little in pronouncing the name of the place
she now loved—too late—beyond any other.

"Aldermaston—of course I know it, known it from
boyhood. I rode over there several times last year to
see my cousins, the Grayburns. One of them married
Lord Silchester last July, and that's why I stayed at
Englefield and gave the Reading lecture. … So you
came and heard it?"

"I did; because, as I was going out to marry a
missionary, I thought I ought to learn something about
East Africa. Your … your lecture made me want
to go—awfully. … That wonderful mountain,
those clumps of palms, the river and the
hippopotami—or was it a lake?"

"Well, you'll see lots of such things if you are
going up-country. Whom are you going to marry and
where is he stationed?"

"Mr. John Baines, the East African Mission, Ulunga. … "

"Oh" (rather depreciatively), "Nonconformist,
Plymouth Brethren, or something of the kind. Now
I think of it I went to a big meeting of theirs last year
soon as I came back. Yes, I remember. They're a
trading and industrial mission some distance inland,
in the British as well as the German sphere … good
sort of folk, though their mouths are full of texts … but they took me in once when I was half dead with
fever and nursed me back to health. And I liked the
way they set to work to make the best of the country
and the people. … But it will be awfully rough for
you; you don't look cut out for what they have to
go through. I should have thought the Anglican
Mission more your style, if, indeed, you went out as a
Missionary at all."

He wished to add, "You're much too pretty," but
restrained himself. Just then the breakfast gong
sounded and they went down to the Dining Saloon.
Brentham rather masterfully strode to near the top
of the long table as though knowing he was the most
important person on board, and placed himself next
but one to the Captain's seat and Lucy on his right,
with a wink at the same time to the Chief Steward as
though to say "Fix this arrangement."

A moment after another lady with gold hair and a
dazzling complexion glided up and nimbly took the
seat on Brentham's left hand. The Captain was absent
and intimated that they needn't expect him till the
Jeddah was away from Plymouth and out of the
Channel. The other lady passengers were breakfasting
in the Ladies' Saloon. As soon as they were
seated and porridge was being offered, the lady on
Brentham's left introduced herself as the wife of a
colleague: "My husband is Spencer Bazzard, the
Vice-Consul at Unguja—I dare say you've heard
about him at the F.O.? He's a friend of that dear
Bennet Molyneux's, to whom we're both devoted. …Such a grasp of African affairs, don't you think
so? My husband already knows Unguja through and
through. I'm sure he'll be glad to put you up to the
ropes. I've never been there before. Spencer thought
he ought to go out first and make a home for me, so
I've been a forlorn grass widow for over a year.
However, we shall soon be reunited. And I
understand we're to look on you as our chief till the
Consul-General returns. Spencer's been Sir James's
right-hand man. Thank you. Toast, please. No, I
won't take butter: it looks so odd. Like honey! Ugh!"

After breakfast, Brentham escorted Lucy to the
upper-deck, got her a folding chair and secured it in a
sheltered corner, made her comfortable, lent her a
novel and a rug, and then resumed his pacing of the
deck or occasional study of a language book—he was
trying, he told Lucy, to master Swahili by doing
Steere's exercises in that harmonious tongue.
Mrs. Bazzard commandeered a steward and a deck-chair
and established herself close to Lucy with a piece of
showy embroidery, bought at Liberty's with half the
embroidery done. In a condescending manner she set
herself to pump Lucy about Brentham. … Did she
know him well? Didn't she think him good-looking?
Mrs. Bazzard thought of the two her husband was the
finer-looking man. He had longer moustaches and
they were a golden brown, like Mrs. Bazzard's hair;
he wasn't perhaps quite so tall; but how she was
looking forward to reunion with him. He was a paragon
of husbands, one of the Norfolk Bazzards. His elder
brother, a person of great legal acumen, had from
time to time tendered advice of signal value to
Mr. Bennet Molyneux. … It was thus they had got "in"
with the Foreign Office, and if Mrs. Bazzard were not
pledged to inviolable secrecy (because of Spencer's
career) there were things she knew and things she
could tell about Lord Wiltshire's intentions regarding
Africa—and Spencer. … However. … Did
Miss—she begged pardon—she had not caught Lucy's
name. … Josselin? any connexion of Sir Martin
Josselin? Oh, Josling. … Did Miss Josling come
from Captain Brentham's part of the country? Not a
relation? No, of course not. … Well, did she think
him clever? Some—in the Foreign Office—regarded
him as superficial. It was his good looks that
had got him on, and the friendship of a great lady … but then what scandal-mongers men were! And
how jealous of one another! Mrs. Bazzard's husband
had got his commission through sheer, outstanding
ability, yet at the time people said the most horrid
things, both of him and her. … But Lord Wiltshire
had remained unshaken, knowing Spencer's value; and
undoubtedly held him in view for a very important
post in Africa as soon as he should have inducted
Captain Brentham into his duties.

Lunch came in due course and was eaten in better
appetite by most of the passengers. It was served
with coarse plenty, on a lower-middle-class standard
of selection and cuisine.

It was a sunny afternoon when the Jeddah anchored
in Plymouth harbour. The passengers were informed
they might spend four hours on shore, so Captain
Brentham proposed to Lucy and to Mrs. Bazzard that
he should take them under his escort and give them
their last chance of eating a decent dinner at an English
hotel. Mrs. Bazzard accepted with a gush of thanks
and a determination to commence a discreet flirtation
with the acting Consul-General, who was undoubtedly
a handsome man. Lucy assented simply to the proposition.
She was still a little dazed in the dawn of her
new life. But as she went off with the others in the
tug she put aside as an unreasonable absurdity any
idea of flight to the railway station and a return home.
It was a great stay to her home-sickness that there
should be on board some one she knew who almost
shared her home country, who had actually met people
she had met, and who would carry this home knowledge
out with him to the same region in Africa as that
she was going to. This removed the sting of her
regret and remedied her sense of utter friendlessness in
the wilds. Was he not actually to be her Consul?

These reflections caused her to sit down in the Hotel
Writing Room, whilst dinner was being got ready, and
Mrs. Bazzard was titivating, and dash off a hasty
letter to "dearest mother" informing her of the
brighter outlook. Her mother, overjoyed at this silver
lining to the cloud of bereavement, spread the news;
and so it reached Englefield, where Lord Silchester
was spending the Easter recess. He retailed it to
Sibyl … who stamped her foot on the library
carpet and said: "There! Didn't I predict it? I said
he'd fall in love with a missionaryess!"
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