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Those Folk of Bulboro


PROLOGUE
 A LETTER FROM DR. JABEZ MANTON
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“MY DEAR TONY,—I have addressed this letter
to Dr. Anthony Manton, c/o The Congo
Bolobo Mission, though if you are anything like your
dear father was, before he made money and was spoilt
for research work, you are probably masquerading
as plain Mr. Manton, and trusting to luck that your
brilliant essays in the Journal of Tropical Medicines
have escaped the notice of your kind hosts.

“I hate telling young men that their work is brilliant,
because a little praise from a fellow-craftsman has,
as a rule, a disastrous effect; but family pride, no
less than the fact that the opportunities for expressing
my views are not likely to be many, induce me to
pay this tribute to your genius. I do not entirely
agree with your monograph on the Donovan-Leichmann
body; that hypothesis seems to be fairly established,
but you are on the spot and may know better.

“It was not to gossip about bugs that I sat down
to write to you; it is of a more serious matter, because
I believe that very soon I shall be in that state
where either all things will be revealed or every sense
of understanding will be obliterated.

“Picture me, a stoutish and elderly gentleman, red-faced,
white-haired—though I swear that my venerable
appearance is often ill in keeping with the evil passions
which rage in my aged breast, ascending the stairs
of Lady Heron Wendall, the wife of Bulboro’s rector.
(I have written about this lady before; indeed, you know
something about the circumstances which led to her
marriage sixteen years ago—did not the erring Frenchman
die most picturesquely in your care? But this
is not the time to revive scandal.)

“I found her in bed, radiating that delicate beauty
which a certain type of skinny woman has, which in
my mind is always associated with a process of caducity.
I forget now what exactly was the matter with her:
I believe, when I come to think of it, she wanted to
gossip about the latest curate’s delinquencies. Certain
it is that, for very shame’s sake, she had to discuss
the terms of her health. I leant over the bed to take
her pulse, and then I straightened up, for I heard and
felt something inside me which interested me as a
doctor and saddened me as an individual. Mitral
murmurs sufficiently distinct to be audible without
stethoscopic examination would not bother me, indeed,
have not bothered me, for I have been suspicious of
the existence of some aortal thickening for some time.

“I went back to my surgery and had a little self-examination,
and, my dear Tony, nothing which the
musical-instrument makers produce for their Christmas
patrons was half as musical as my cardiac region.

“To make absolutely sure, I went up to town and
saw Gregorley. He wanted to talk to me about his
fans—he is a devil of an old woman, you know, outside
his job of work, and collects all sorts of fripperies
and frumperies. But I cut short his talk of Greuze
and Watteau and made him begin a nice cheap examination.
He positively gloated over me, and really
I had that pleasing sensation which every benefactor,
who gives an unexpected treat to the poor, must
possess, for I recognized that I was an exceptional
case.

“He tells me that I have three weeks to live, and
he was anxious that I should pack myself in wadding,
stretch myself calmly upon cee-springs and await
dissolution like a gentleman. That, of course, is
absurd. If I thought that I should go out in an
inconvenient manner I should do as he suggests, but
I have made up my mind to die in the library, which
is a nice, cosy, cheerful room, and one in which any
man, with a taste for books and good prints, would
elect to die in.

“Now, the climax of this letter comes hereunder.

“I have the best practice in England in this town,
and I am most anxious that you shall come along and
take it. You’ve got plenty of money—I am leaving
you some twenty-four thousand pounds to add to
your fortune—this house is a beautiful old place,
dating back to the Elizabethan period, and the grounds
and garden have been my especial care. I want you
to take charge of my papers, destroying such as you
wish, and publishing the others anonymously, for I
think I have collected one or two facts concerning the
Renaissance.

“You will get on with my patients if you are rude
to them systematically, if your attitude is one of
brusqueness tempered with scepticism. Keep clear
of the churches—this place is a veritable hotbed of
Christianity—avoid open partisanship, vote solidly
Tory, and you will be happy.

“You will find Bulboro as full of microbes as the
most pestilential of Congo swamps. The microbe
which devastates this town most is the microbe of
intolerance, and a genial hatred of every other person’s
religion is a predominant characteristic of every
citizen.

“I speak of the churches, because, between them,
they make up Bulboro’s life. Not one of our hundred
thousand but has a conviction amounting almost to a
certainty, that life on the other side of the veil will
hold something more precious for him than it holds
for his neighbour.

“You will find Heron Wendall something of a
slacker, but clever. He is the Rector, tending to the
moral and spiritual needs of such as do not require
salvation so much as encouragement to continue in
the faith that salvation is superfluous in their cases;
they are the old soldiers of Christianity, skilled in its
goose-steps, in its battalion drills and its conventional
formations.

“Childe is of the rabble, a Baptist, a Saint and a
Martyr (he was in Bulboro jail for three weeks for
non-payment of rates on the education question).
Short, another variety of Baptist, is oleaginous, full
of ‘God-bless-you’s!’ delivered with mechanical fervour.
He has a history of gastric trouble. I think
you will have him on your hands one of these days.

“Stope is the Congregationalist—a lean, youngish
man with a stoop, and declamatory in conversation.
An ambitious man, he’ll be the Liberal candidate at
the next election. He is pleasant, sound on questions
of research (’ware Childe, by the way, who is anti-vivisection,
anti-vaccination and a vegetarian), but a
dangerous man.

“The Papist is Carter, austere, tolerant as a Jesuit,
a gentleman and straight. Regarding you as irretrievably
damned in the next world, he will do his
best to entertain you in this.

“The lesser lights I won’t bother you with: there’s
Wastrum, who burns incense, crosses himself, and is
loathed by the Kensit people. He’s Oxford and enthusiastic.
He has a watch-chain hung with bronze
medallions, and like Catherine with her charms ‘jingles
like a mule.’ He is suspected of having taken a vow
of chastity, which has annoyed the rabid section of
Nonconformity, with their teeming nurseries and overloaded
bassinets, no end. (Painter does all my
maternity work—you’ll like him.)

“And now, dear lad, I take farewell of you, kissing
you in the spirit as I kissed you as a dear child. To
‘whatever God there is’ I offer the record of my life
for audit. I shall await you on the other side of the
curtain, full of eagerness and curiosity. By the way,
look after that grey filly of mine; she is by Grey Leg
out of a Galopin mare. She is up to thirteen stone,
and is a rare lepper. Later I should send her to stud;
you might get a good foal, who knows?

“Am tag! as the German officers said.—Your
uncle and friend,


Jabez Manton.”
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CHAPTER I
 TONY COMES HOME
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THE guide-books say that Bulboro lies on the
Avel, but you must leave Bulboro behind to
find that pleasant stream.

It is true there is a large and sluggish basin where
grimy barges lie, but the water is soulless and dead
and streaked with the gloomy iridescence which speaks
eloquently of oil drums carelessly handled.

The banks are stark and rubbled, or overlaid with
staging on which the clumsy cranes puff up and down,
slowly and asthmatically.

There is, too, in the lower town, a short iron bridge,
depressing in its ugliness, which spans a dark stream
and is known as Avel Bridge, though, as a matter of
absolute fact, no Avel, but a half-hearted canal, flows
beneath.

You must travel outside Bulboro for a glimpse of
the stream as the poets know it and the painters have
shown it. Away from the tall chimneys of the glass
works, and the woollen mills, and the overpowering
obesity of the Bulboro Gas Light and Fuel Company’s
monstrous gasometers; away from the clang and the
jangle of the electric cars, the melancholy drone of
innumerable sirens, and the everlasting rattle of
Siggses Iron Works, you will find the river flowing in
its serene and natural beauty.

Bulboro is a discoloration at the bottom of a great
saucer. All the dregs of the Avel valley have drained
into the town. Outside there is a beautiful land of
soft breezes, of yellow cornfields (in the proper season),
of ancient farm-houses, thatched and decrepit old
cottages, masked by clematis and approached by the
narrowest of paths, through flowers waist high, so
narrow because the cottages could spare no more space
for the foot of man. There are inns for the seeking,
inns with low-roofed parlours and spacious fire-places.
Summer or winter, the Avel valley is a joy to the
stifled folk of Bulboro. Mist stealing over the hills
and entangled like thinnest gossamer, means dense
yellow fog in the town. Sunlight and shadow on the
waving cornfields of the valley thicken to something
which is neither sunlight nor shadow in the hot streets
of Bulboro. Snow in billows of virgin white is black
slush in the city.

But Bulboro is by far too busy to devote overmuch
attention to such matters as the æsthetic aspect of
meteorology. In Bulboro it is “hot” or it is “cold,”
or it is adjectived hot or adjectived cold—and only
the adjective employed varies.

It was cold when Anthony Manton came out of the
station buildings overcoated to the chin. The porter
informed him that it was cold. The fly-driver paused
in the operation of stacking his luggage to tell him as
much, the little newsboy at the stall had handed him
a paper and his change, with the respectful intimation
that it was “very cold.”

It was cold enough for this young man, with the
brown, lean face. He shivered a little as an icy gust
came swirling through the open door of the booking-office,
and he pulled up the collar of his coat. He
was tall and strongly built. He carried himself with
the freedom of a sailor and had the sailor’s blue far-seeing
eyes.

He was clean-shaven, save for a closely cropped
moustache. His nose and the straight black eyebrows
gave his features a T-square regularity. His chin was
firm, and he was saved from nondescript handsomeness
by a certain hollowness of cheek and an expression
of severity which comes to the man who does not
readily smile. Yet you might judge him to be capable
of enormous laughter. There were possibilities of
merriment in his solemn eyes and the uneven line of
his lips.

Every man’s face has a message: a message which
speaks with a great eloquence to the people who are
wise in the reading of faces. Anthony Manton said
some things plainly, offered grounds for speculation in
others. He was the observer, keen, eager, patient.
There was indifference amounting almost to contempt
in the lips, inflexibility in the set of his jaw, concentration
in the perpendicular lines of his forehead,
shrewd sure reasoning power in the lift of his eyelids.

He might have found difficulty in offering an explanation
for the more elusive qualities of his face.
For the moment, at any rate, he was in no mood for
self-analysis, for he agreed with the porter, the newsboy,
and most emphatically with the fly-driver, that
it was cold.

His companion, muffled up to the eyes, his neck
thickly encircled with a great woollen muffler, said
nothing. His brown eyes stared impassively from
under his scarlet tarbosh at a peculiarly unattractive
corner of an unpleasant land. His big brown hands
were thrust into the depths of an enormous ulster and
his feet were protected by two pairs of woollen stockings
encased in large and strange boots.

“Ho, Ahmet!” said Anthony Manton, turning
gravely to the other and speaking in the bastard
Arabic of the Coast, “this is a world without comfort.”

Ahmet unthawed his voice huskily.

“God protect us,” he said, “for my marrow is
frozen, and there is a pain in my ears as though all the
tsetses in the world were drawing blood. Now I think
this place is hell and I am being punished for my sins,
lord. For never in my life have I been so sorrowful.”

Anthony’s lips twitched.

“Get into this carriage,” he said in the same language.
“Afterwards we shall come to a place more pleasant,
and you shall make me coffee of great heat and comfort.”

He closed the carriage door on his servant and
looked round to say good-bye to his travelling companion.

He picked him out from a tangle of passengers,
for it was two days before Christmas and there were
many who called Bulboro “home” without shame.

Anthony walked swiftly to where the little man
stood.

He was obviously Hebraic. The broad face, the
heavy lids, the closely cropped beard were typical.
He was not handsome, yet his brown eyes twinkled
with good humour; his smile was quick to come, and
you saw that life to him held none of the tragedy
which is so unmistakably reflected on the Jew’s face.
The world was a “funny place” to Ambrose Cohen.
That was his favourite verdict.

He was well dressed in a long, fur-lined coat, that
reached to his heels; his hat a white bowler, his
cigar large and fragrant. The coat concealed most
of his raiment, and you might suspect hidden brilliance
of stone and precious metal to testify his wealth;
but Ambrose Cohen was in many ways an extraordinary
man. For the display which appealed to his
compatriots he had no desire, though he was a
very rich man, a magnate, even by Johannesburg
standards.

Sentiment brought him to Bulboro, for in this tiny
town he had first seen the day. His father, a working
jeweller, was long since dead. Cohen lived in a
beautiful house in West Hill, with a handsome wife
and two little children whom he adored. The country
attracted him because he was a keen horseman, rode
regularly to hounds, and had so far overcome the prejudice
of a conservative county, as to be one of the
most popular members of the Hunt.

He saw Manton and came impetuously forward,
offering his gloved hand.

“Good-bye,” he said, his eyes dancing with good
humour, “you will see me again.”

“I hope not professionally,” said Anthony.

The other laughed.

“I have no fear,” he said. “I am so well that
even a doctor could not injure me. Take my advice
to heart”—he shook his gloved finger at the other
jokingly—“if they want to know your religion say
you’re a Jew, otherwise they will fight for your body.”

He spoke with a little lisp which was pleasant to
hear. He could not sound his “r’s” distinctly, probably
a habit acquired from a boyhood spent at
Newcastle, where his uncle had controlled a coastwise
line.

“I shall remember,” said Anthony, the ghost of a
smile playing at the corner of his lips. He opened the
fly door and stepped in, returning the farewell wave
of the other as the fly clattered down the steep incline
into the street.

Ahmet sat facing him, taking a more cheerful view
of things and a faint interest in the neighbourhood.
They drove over the well-paved streets; clanging
tramcars passed and re-passed them; the thoroughfare
was almost crowded from the standpoint of one
who had lived in a country where white men are to
be met at the rate of six a year.

They skirted the lower town, row after row of stone-coloured
villas, through the even more crowded market
street where the wives of Bulboro came to prepare a
feast for their lords. Then the jog-trot of the fly
slowed down to a walk as it began the steady climb of
West Hill. Gradually they shook off the shops and
entered a region of small detached houses which improved
in quality as they mounted. The road twisted
and turned so that in one place there was an undisturbed
view of the smoke-dimmed panorama of Bulboro
below.

“What think you of this place, Ahmet?” asked
Anthony.

The Arab turned a long and dispassionate view on
the scene at his feet.

“There are many good people,” he said; “for I
see the towers of their mosques wherever I look. This
must be a holy place.”

Anthony nodded.

They came at last to “Pilgrim’s Rest”; nobody
knew who had named it so; certainly the doctor had
taken it with its nomenclature established and had made
no violent attempt to unfold the mystery of its name.

It was a small rambling house. Anthony remembered
that he had likened it to a dog trying to chase
its tail, and growing discouraged at the place where
the stables stretched an archway across to the hot-houses.
It was an inconsequent house, without any
particular reason why any of it should have been built
as it was. It represented in Anthony Manton’s mind
tangible evidence that it had come down through the
hands of a dozen generations temperamentally opposed,
each a little contemptuous of its predecessor and desirous,
in its own erratic way, of covering one fault of
architecture with a fault more glaring.

Time had softened the blunders of its dead builders,
nature had thrown over it a veil of ivy here, had hung
a frieze of climbing roses there, had tempered this
angle with an oak; that gap with a riot of flowering-plants.
Nature may have been assisted, and probably
was; but Anthony Manton, in his imaginative youth,
had pictured a friendly but invisible familiar who had
his habitation in a disused tool-shed at the end of the
garden, and who employed himself in correcting the
errors which the brick men and stone men of all ages
had accumulated.

The old servants were waiting to receive him, and
with a nod left and right he went straight to the library,
where a cheerful fire burned.

There he stood in the doorway, silent and thoughtful.
Jocks, his uncle’s butler, was behind him. There
was no need to ask any questions: he knew from the
letter which had reached him at Teneriffe that in that
old cosy chair to the right of the fire-place honest and
kindly Jabez Manton had passed beyond the veil.

He had no qualms in seating himself in the chair.
He was too much of a doctor to worry overmuch about
the sentimental aspect of his return, too much of a
man also, to pass without thought the significance of
that empty chair. He sat for awhile thinking. Jocks
came with a cup of coffee.

“The foreign person made it, sir,” he said punctiliously.
“He had some difficulty in conveying his
wants, but fortunately poor Dr. Manton——”

“Jocks,” interrupted the young man quietly.

“Yes, sir?”

“Do not refer to my uncle as ‘poor Dr. Manton’—it
does not please me.”

The butler stiffened.

“I am sorry, sir,” he said; “it is only natural, I’m
sure.”

“It isn’t natural at all,” said Anthony, “it’s sentimental.
You can love a man without feeling sorry
for him—you don’t feel sorry for Shakespeare, or for
Lord Nelson, do you? However, go on with what
you were saying.”

“The doctor,” said the ruffled servant, “had the
apparatus which the native required—he does not
speak English?”

“No,” said Anthony.

“That’s a great pity,” said Jocks.

It was as great a pity that Jocks had not a working
knowledge of Arabic, but this opinion Anthony did not
express.

At his request the servants brought in two of his
trunks, which were filled with papers, memoranda, and
such books as he immediately required. He spent a
busy two hours settling himself in his new surroundings.
There had been no other message for him other
than the one he had received. Dr. Manton’s passing had
been peaceable and painless: he had complained of
faintness, and Jocks had gone to bring him a glass
of water. When he returned, the old doctor was
dead.

Bulboro had afforded him the magnificent funeral
which the town felt was due to its dignity no less than
to its sense of gratitude for favours past. For once
the churches had combined with the friendly societies
in the formation of a choice spectacle; and since the
doctor had been something of a non-sectarian and had
judiciously hidden his particular leaning in religious
matters from the curious gaze of Bulboro’s elect, and
no wish had been expressed in his will as to the method
of his burial, all the churches of Bulboro had met at
the graveside.

Anthony had learnt this from a very correctly
written letter which had been dispatched to him en
route by Jocks.

The entry of the young doctor into the life of the
town was as undramatic as it could possibly be. At
eight o’clock that night he walked into the consulting-room
of the free dispensary established by his uncle,
brusquely replied to the little address of welcome
which the committee had thought it necessary to
prepare, and devoted the evening to an examination
of the applicants. His experience as a general practitioner
had been practically nil, but he had doctored
native people, and between the native mind and the
mind of the civilized poor there is very little difference.
They were equally garrulous, equally charged with an
eager desire to describe their symptoms. Anthony
Manton had a brief, sharp way with him and was disinclined
to allow his new patients to follow the example
of the committee.

“I’m sure we’re all very glad to see you, Dr. Manton,”
said a pale-faced woman rocking a baby jerkily.
“I’m sure, dear Dr. Manton——”

“Is it the baby or you?” asked Anthony.

“It’s the child, sir,” said the woman. “I have
had a lot of trouble with him. I was saying to my
sister——”

“Let me look at him.”

He cut short the personal reminiscence, so dear to the
heart of the hypochondriac, with a sharp, almost brutal,
diagnosis, sometimes to their discredit.

He had nearly finished when Dr. Painter, of whom
his uncle had written, came in. He was a middle-aged
florid man with an irregular beard and an abstracted
manner. It had driven many an expectant
father to the verge of madness, for, argued the distraught
parent-to-be, what other reason for abstraction
could there be than that “something had gone
wrong”?

Anthony gave him a cheery welcome. He had a
tremendous sympathy with his brother medicals, and
the reserve which marked his intercourse with his
fellows dropped away from him in their presence, and
you saw something of the real man underneath.

They exchanged a few words about the dispensary.

“They’re an ungrateful lot of devils,” said Painter;
“your uncle went to a great deal of expense and
bother to get this dispensary fixed up, and naturally
they think that he made a fortune out of it.”

“That’s the way of the poor, they never really
understand charity in its best sense,” said Anthony.
“They cannot understand the spirit of sacrifice.”

He left the dispensary with Dr. Painter, and they
drove together back to the house.


CHAPTER II
 A LEADER AND SECRETARY
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A RAW, grey day had grown to a night of cold rain
and sleet. Somewhere, where the air was purer,
where great grey angry seas beat upon the rocky headlands,
a sou’-westerly gale scalloped the bosom of the
ocean and slashed the tops of the waves into a wild fan
of steaming spray.

Here in Bulboro only whimpering echoes of the
storm came in spasms. It was lost and baffled in the
narrow streets, under high walls of factory and mill,
in the culs-de-sac where it fought in little mad circles
for escape, rattling the frail windows of cottaged
workers, blowing open incautiously unfastened doors,
extinguishing oil lamps and slamming interior doors
with thunderous noise.

In the High Street it came swirling round corners,
driving the drenching rain before it; yet High Street
was tolerably full, and the tramcars were loaded.

Wednesday night was always a little crowded in
Bulboro. There was service or an evening of mild
amusement at St. Peter’s; the chapels had service also,
and earlier in the evening three Band of Hope meetings
were held in various parts of the city.

This Band of Hope question was a serious one.
Attendance and membership were on the decrease, and
there were open accusations of proselytizing made by
two of the sects which controlled the children’s organizations.

Pastor Childe had permitted himself the luxury of a
righteous rage, and this publicly, when he charged
“the secret servants of the Scarlet Woman” with
enticing the youth of Bulboro to “the image-worshipping
orgies of furtive papistry.”

The Church complained in more sober and less direct
language of the “unfortunate influences” which were
being brought to bear upon the children, but named
no names, for the attitude of the Church was that
peculiar to a long-established newspaper in its dealings
with obscure and impotent contemporaries—it ignored
frankly, and reproved so sweepingly as to bring into
the net of its reprobation not alone the object of its
displeasure but every other which could by every
stretch of the imagination be regarded as remotely
antagonistic.

The Wesleyans blamed nobody save their ministers,
which is a way Wesleyans have.

The Congregationalists were not particularly affected,
because the energies of the Church were directed elsewhere.
Their members were far too occupied by the
question of Land Proprietorship, which was to free the
country from the curse of poverty, sin, drunkenness,
and the encyclopædia tale of misery which comes—so
the propagandists say—in the trail of land poverty.
Moreover, to the consternation of the leading Congregationalists,
the Church had almost suspended its
evangelistic work, and the political spirit had so invaded
the pulpit as to make Sunday morning and evening
two periods which the earnest politician of Bulboro
looked forward to with something akin to joyous anticipation.
Before the church were notice-boards which
gave a hint of the character of the forthcoming services.

In the morning the Rev. Hartburn Gray (of Woolwich)
would deliver an “address” on “If Peter were a
member of the House of Lords,” and in the evening
the Rev. Valentine Stope would discuss “The Devil and
the Whigs.”

Little time had the good Congregationalists for such
futilities as the Band of Hope. The “Men’s Hour” on
Sunday afternoon had almost destroyed the Sunday
schools, which had dropped in point of attendance from
four hundred to seventy during the ministry of the
fiery young Radical.

Yet it was due neither to the proselytizing of Baptist,
nor to the allurement of ritual, nor yet, it must be
confessed, to the enlarging of Congregationalist political
activities, that the growth of juvenile apathy might be
traced. A new decade had witnessed the arrival of
cinema palaces, had seen great white structures, for all
the world like exaggerated wedding-cakes, grow out
of old and unlettable shops.

A new interest had come into the lives of Bulboro’s
young citizens; a new world opened before their eyes.
Drama there was of a healthy kind—drama, with
revolvers and cowboys galloping in dusty bunches
and mannish girls riding astride. But there were
serious instructive pictures. Object lessons more delectable
than science masters could demonstrate, with
the veritable cities of the empire before your eyes
and their strangely clad, scowling citizens. There
was history filmed by a French house, with gallants
in hose and doublet, historical happenings breathlessly
portrayed.

There you followed Napoleon from triumph to
triumph, grew sad over the fate of a tangible Christopher
Columbus, watched Cortés at his work, lived with
Leonardo da Vinci, supped with the Most Christian
kings of France. The pictures were insidiously harmless.

The two theatres, the Grand and the Royal, had
never drawn the youth of Bulboro from its pleasant
devotions. The antagonism between Nonconformity
and the theatre was rather a matter of hereditary
enmity than the growth of modern sentiment. Little
Nonconformists were born with the inbred knowledge
that the theatre was an evil thing, and the first breakaway
from a rigid observance of the pure life was
usually associated with a defiant son or an incoherent
daughter “owning up” to the possession of theatre
tickets.

But the cinema craze had grown with such rapidity
that parents had had no time to formulate their views
and ministers had given no lead in the matter.

Cinema exhibitions had come originally in the guise
of entertainments in church and chapel “halls,” and
since churchwardens and circuit stewards had offered
no objection to this type of entertainment in its original
shape, they were somewhat embarrassed by its growth
and popularity.

Anthony came through the chill and drizzle of the
High Street buttoned up to his neck. He had been
called to a case of influenza, and, to the scandal and
indignation of the patient’s parents, had diagnosed the
case as one of scarlet fever.

“Scarlet fever, doctor?” said the stout lady of the
house incredulously. “I have been a mother now
for twenty years, and if I don’t know scarlet fever
when I see it——”

“You may be a mother, madam, for two hundred
years,” said Anthony in his dry way, “and still fail
to qualify at the College of Physicians.”

“I’ll have to see another doctor,” said the father.

He had been a silent but resentful listener, in accordance
with the practice and tradition of a class in which
the women have the monopoly of all private conferences
with the family doctor.

“Certainly,” said Anthony. “I think you would
be wise to do so if you have any doubt on the matter—in
the meantime, I must notify the case.”

“Are you entitled to do that?” asked the man.

He was, Anthony learnt, a well-known figure of
Bulboro society, being one of the lay preachers and
orators of the Congregational Church.

“I am not only entitled, I am compelled,” said
Anthony patiently.

The man saw him to the door.

“Your uncle,” he said bitterly, “was known as
the poor man’s doctor—he didn’t go notifying
diseases.”

“Please don’t talk rubbish,” said the young doctor,
and thereby struck from his register one of the old
doctor’s trying cases.

No, thought Anthony, as he made his way back
through the thronged street and across the windswept
little oval which marked the centre of the town
and for some reason bore the name of “The Chad,”
there was little difference between the aboriginal of the
cannibal forests and the aboriginal mind of Bulboro.
He stopped outside the theatre to read the bills and
examine the photographs.

As he did so a girl came hurriedly through the vestibule,
followed by a boy of fourteen.

The girl’s face arrested him.

It was singularly pretty—that prettiness which is
made up of black and white—glowing black of eye,
dead black of arched eyebrow and lustrous black of
hair. Her face was of that peculiar pallor which betrays
city dwellers. But here there was no unhealthy
patchiness in the white, and the lips were rose-red.

She hesitated fearfully in the vestibule and looked
out into the street and back at the boy.

She was so close to the doctor that he took a step
back, thinking that she wished to pass him.

She came down one step and as swiftly went back
with a startled “Oh!”

Then she turned back and fled the way she had
come, leaving the boy, bewildered and uninformed as
to the cause of her panic.

“Dr. Manton.”

Anthony swung round.

Tanberry, the parent of the scarlet fever patient,
was standing behind him, an angry frown on his face.
But the frown was not directed towards the doctor—it
went past him and smote the abashed boy who still
stood at the entrance of the theatre vestibule.

“John Gill,” said Tanberry sternly, “what are you
doing in this devil’s house?”

The boy opened his mouth to speak, but no word
came; he was hypnotized by the awful knowledge of
his sin, by the terror of detection.

“Does your father know that you are here?”
asked Tanberry.

The boy muttered something which the other took to
be a negative.

“Who has enticed you here—are you alone?”

“Yes,” said the boy doggedly.

Anthony created a diversion.

“Did you want to speak to me?” he asked.

“Yes,” said the man shortly, “but my heart is
heavy with sorrow to see this——”

“I am afraid I cannot share your condemnation
with the boy,” said Anthony, with a little smile.
“I’m rather in a hurry, though you may not think
so.”

The man turned his attention from the boy, and
out of sheer pity Anthony Manton led the other on
past the theatre to give the boy (it was the girl he
was thinking of) a chance to escape.

“I want to ask you, doctor,” said the man hesitatingly,
“if this is scarlet fever, is there any danger—to
me?”

“If you have touched the child—yes,” said the
doctor; “not a great danger, but still a danger. You
can never be sure with infectious diseases.”

Tanberry looked unhappy, stroking his short yellow
beard.

“It would be a great misfortune if I contracted
scarlet fever,” he said. “You probably know, doctor,
that I, under God and by His divine mercy”—he
looked up at the sky swiftly—“am a leader of our
little Rescue League and the secretary of the Brotherhood—in
fact, it would be disastrous if I were removed
from the sphere in wh——”

“It would also be disastrous if your wife were
similarly removed,” said Anthony brusquely; “or
your children or any of your neighbours. I don’t suppose
you’re two inches bigger in the eyes of God than
anybody else. You’ve got to take your chance.”

“If I went away, do you think?” suggested the
other, too anxious to resent the offensive tone of the
doctor. “I have a brother in London who’d be glad
to put me up for a week or so.”

Anthony’s lip curled.

“I am afraid that would be fatal—to your work,”
he said softly. “Stay here, my friend, and labour in
the vineyard, for as the good book says: ‘He who
fights and runs away, never lives to say hooray!’ ”

He left Mr. Tanberry staring after him.

“An atheist,” said Tanberry at last, turning toward
his stricken home. “Soften his heart, O Lord, and
let him see the Light. Give him under Thy guidance,
Grace and Faith.” And he went on his way to call
in another doctor, for he was by no means satisfied
that Dr. Anthony Manton knew his business.


CHAPTER III
 THE RECTOR AND HIS WIFE
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DR. MANTON’S arrival in Bulboro was announced
with prominence in the current issue of the
Bulboro Chronicle. It was one of those suggestive
events which the town might reasonably regard as
being of first consequence.

Anthony bore a name which was honoured from
one end of the county to another, and whether it
was in the Club, on “The Chad,” or in the congested
little streets which run north-west from the Crescent,
it was one of the items of public news which called
for repetition.

It is proper that the views of Bulboro should be
taken in order of social precedence.

The Hon. and Rev. Heron Wendall had a mansion
(it would be absurd to describe it as anything less)
half-way up West Hill in the shadow of St. Joseph’s.
St. Joseph’s was Bulboro’s one Catholic church, and
that the shadow of its square towers should fall across
the well-kept lawn of the Church House did not greatly
disturb the Rector. Like many another man, he was
tolerant where his inclinations ran.

He was not tolerant of the Dissenters, and had St.
Joseph’s been the flamboyant structure of the Congregationalists,
its presence might very well have irritated
him to a point beyond human endurance, but St.
Joseph’s was a different matter.

He had considerable respect for the old Church;
would even go so far as to admit, if his audience was
sufficiently intimate to hear and discreet enough to
retain the views he expressed—that it was, perhaps,
a pity that Henry VIII had ever lived, or that there
should have arisen any difference between Rome and
the Court of St. James.

On a morning a few days after the arrival of Anthony
Manton, Lady Beatrice Heron Wendall had invited
her nominal lord to breakfast with her in her little
den. It was an invitation which she did not often
extend, and the Hon. and Rev. Heron Wendall had
received it with inward quaking.

He was a tall sleek man, rather bald, and inclined
to breadth. His face suggested an æsthetic run to
fat. There was culture and intellect in the forehead
and in the eyes, and a certain refinement in the thin
nose. But the mouth was a little too full, and the
chin a thought too plump to please your carping
physiognomist.

He had a ready smile: a smile which was even and
lit up the whole of his face and would deceive the unknowing
into complete confidence in its spontaneity.

But those who knew the reverend gentleman, and
were sufficiently interested to study all his characteristics,
knew exactly which line would crease first,
knew how the smile dawned at the edge of the lips,
and how the wrinkling eyes immediately followed,
might tell you, indeed, the width of every wrinkle,
and the duration of every little pucker that went to
make the Rector’s geniality.

His voice was rich and sonorous, his hands white
and perfectly manicured, his dress invariably irreproachable.
He was a model of all that a Rector
should be, and might with profit have been sealed
by the Ecclesiastical Commissioners as a pattern of
habiliment, manner and deportment for all clergymen
of the Church of England for all time.

The youngest son of Lord Pershore, he came to
Bulboro with the cachet of his aristocratic lineage,
and Bulboro received him with open arms as some
slight token of the Bishop’s regard.

There were hypercritical people, who complained
that the honourable and reverend gentleman was lacking
in sympathy, wanting something in humanity,
and that he was wooden, heartless and cold. But
there are in all probability members of the Church who
are everlastingly elbowing in the direction of evangelism;
people who are not satisfied with the urgent
business of their own and their families’ salvation, but
must needs go raking about in unsavoury rag-bags for
most undesirable sinners.

There were others who said he was shallow and
insincere. Pierce the suavity and the veneer of him,
you came upon a cotton-wool filling of stupidity.

Possibly the Hon. and Rev. Heron Wendall heard
of these criticisms, but he could afford to ignore them.

He belonged to a class which for generations had
chosen not only their own friends but their own enemies.

Outside the circle they had thus drawn, they accepted
neither compliment nor rebuke.

A dissatisfied schismatic might cede from the Church
and go over to the Wesleyans to the scandal of church-going
Bulboro. He might even arise in a public
place and denounce the rulers of the church in its
relation to the poor, and find himself applauded by a
large congregation of another sect, who had troubles
of their own but were not averse to receiving recruits
to fill the gap which their own schismatics had left.

But the Rev. Heron Wendall went on his way impassive
and unmoved, smiled his quick smile, and
murmured “how interesting” when the news of such
a meeting was brought to him. Thereafter he would
dismiss the matter from his mind as being unworthy
to discuss even in the privacy of tête-à-tête luncheon
with his lady wife. But did General Sir Burton Brown,
aged and irascible, on the verge of senility moreover,
offer criticism of a service, or present his compliments
in his weak old caligraphy, drawing attention to the
unseemliness of the choir-boys’ behaviour or the intonation
of the curate, then the Hon. and Rev. Heron
Wendall sat in his study in judgment, with choir-boys
and curates, and choir-masters and organist arraigned
before him, and the inquisition might take the greater
part of a day and spoil his rest at night.
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