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It was in January, 1923, that I received a letter from an old
friend of mine, a journalist and a traveller, whom I will call
Walter Wright, from which the following is an extract:--


New York. July, 1922. . . . You will remember my
telling you about Gerald Malone's papers two or three years
ago--if not, you will understand what happened if you read the
introduction to the manuscript I am sending you to-day,
registered and under separate cover. I tried to do what he
wanted, and, now it's finished, I want you to read it and tell me
whether you think the story could possibly be published as it is.
If not, could you re-write and re-cast the whole thing on
the basis of the material (all Malone's papers) which I am
sending you with what I have done? Should it ever be published I
should like it to appear in England.







	W. W.








I wrote back saying I thought the story should be published as
it stood; that I would not hear of re-casting, re-writing or
altering it. Should I try to find a publisher?

He answered by cable: "Go ahead. Married yesterday."

By the next mail I received a short letter from him telling me
of his marriage, and that all his plans had been changed. He and
his wife were starting at once for the South Seas, Australia, the
East Indies, and Japan, and other places. The journey was to be
combined with writing and business, and might probably last
several years. It was impossible for him to do anything more. He
gave me absolute control over the MSS., and asked me to do what I
could with, and for it.

That being so, I endeavoured to comply with his wishes, and
the result is the publication of the story as I received it from
Wright, without any alteration on my part.

I have heard nothing further from Wright, with the exception
of a picture postcard from Sumatra.

MAURICE BARING.

1924.
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In the autumn of 1919, almost a year to a day after the
declaration of the armistice, I received a letter from an old
college friend, Gerald Malone. He said in his letter that he was
ill and that he wanted to see me on an urgent matter.

I had not seen Malone since the end of the war. At Oxford I
had known him well. He was thought to be exceptionally gifted,
but all the promise that he showed was destined to come to
nothing. He took a disappointing degree and he worked for a time
at law, but he was never called to the Bar. His father died,
leaving him a small competence, which he rapidly got rid of by
spending it. When his fortunes appeared to be at their lowest ebb
and his situation and prospects seemed to be precarious in the
extreme, and he was starting for the Colonies to begin life
afresh on a ranch, he was left some money by a distant
relation--not a large fortune, but enough to live on--and almost
immediately after this he was offered the job of publisher's
reader by a firm of publishers. He was not the only reader to the
firm--he was to read novels only--and the salary he was given was
not a large one. The work did not interest him, but, curiously
enough, he did it well. He was successful. He now seemed to have
reached smooth waters, but he made an unfortunate alliance, which
resulted materially in his life being a long struggle to make
both ends meet, and morally in ceaseless friction and permanent
domestic misery. He fell in love with a woman of loose morals,
violent passions and inflexible tenacity. They lived together for
a time; they quarrelled and separated. They were reconciled again
and quarrelled again. He could neither live with her nor without
her. She could not be faithful, and she would not abandon him.
Finally he married her, and this made the situation worse than
ever. She never deserted him, nor did they have a day's happiness
together. This state of material strain and moral friction lasted
until his wife's death. The release, instead of making him
happier, led him to the brink of despair, and I think he would
have certainly taken his life had it not been for the good
offices of a noble and good woman, a Mrs. Fitzclare, who had been
a friend of his greatest friend, and who helped him to tide over
this period of hopelessness. Then came the war. Gerald enlisted
as a private, and was subsequently promoted. He served in various
capacities and in various countries. He returned home after the
armistice unwounded, but broken in health.

I went to see him and found him in the rooms at Gray's Inn
which he had occupied since his marriage. He looked ill, indeed;
his face, as well as his hair, was grey.

He was lying in a bed in a comfortless, untidy bedroom.

"I'm dying," he said, "and I have asked you to come because I
am leaving you something and I want to give it you before I
die."

He handed me a large parcel.

"In this parcel," he said, "you will find a bundle of unsorted
papers. You are not to open it till I die. They contain not the
story, but materials for the story of C."

C. was the nickname of a common college friend of ours who had
been Gerald Malone's greatest friend at Oxford, and whom I had
afterwards also known in a curiously intimate way.

"I want you to write his story," he went on. "I want you to
write it as a novel, not as a biography, but write it you
must."

I said that although ever since I had left Oxford I had been
an intermittent journalist and had written several books, and had
even dabbled in romantic themes, I had never written a novel, nor
did I feel capable of doing so. I agreed that a biography was out
of the question. We were too near the story; but we were, also, I
thought and said, far too near to turn it into fiction. Some of
the actors in the drama were still alive.

"No," he said, "the principal actors are dead. C. is dead, and
Terence Bucknell is dead, and that's all that really matters. But
you needn't publish it till you think fit. You needn't publish it
for years. Not, if you like, while you are alive, or as long as
any one else of that lot is alive. As a matter of fact they are
nearly all of them dead now. But you must write it. C.'s
story must be told. It must be put on record, and not as a dry,
lifeless biography with everything left out, but as a living
novel with everything put in, everything; the story, in
fact, of his life, which is just what is generally left out in
biographies. I haven't told it. I haven't attempted to tell it. I
couldn't. I have read too many novels to write one myself. But I
should like it to be told as a novel. A biography--one of those
stiff tombstone eulogies--would deaden it. You can do it. You are
the only person who can do it. You are the only person left alive
who really knew him."

I pointed out that he, Gerald, was C.'s greatest friend, a far
greater friend than I was.

"Yes," he said, "that is true. I was a greater friend, but
when you knew him he talked to you, he told you
more than he told any one. He knew me too well to want to tell me
things. You knew him more intimately than I did, although I was a
nearer friend. He often told me this himself."

"But surely," I said, "the interesting thing about C.'s story
is its truth, and to turn it into fiction would be to falsify and
to desecrate it."

"I don't want you to write an ordinary novel," he said, "I
want you to tell the story of C. as you saw it, in the first
person. What you don't know you can fill in from the papers I
have left you. You can, if you like, say at the start you are
doing that. In that way you will be able to tell all that there
is to be told, all that we know. That will be enough. The main
facts are enough. You will understand when you read my notes. I
want you to begin quite straightforwardly to tell how you met him
for the first time; then life at Oxford and in London, and all
that we knew and felt about him, and spare Leila nothing."

"I don't think I can do it," I said.

"I beg of you as a dying request to try," he said. "My ghost
will haunt you unless you try. Do what you can. You must
try."

I said I would try, as I saw that my resistance was making him
worse. We were then interrupted by a visit from the doctor. I
waited in the sitting-room while the doctor visited him.

Gerald's sitting-room was an epitome of his life. The room was
most untidy. Over the chimney piece there was a large map of the
city of Rome and a crucifix. On the chimney piece a small
photograph of his wife as she had been when he first knew her,
and a lot of pewter cups--school and college trophies of
sprinting. On the single bookshelf which ran round the walls were
books of all kinds: Dante, Plato, Sherlock Holmes, Alice in
Wonderland, Theocritus, Monte Cristo, Chess Strategy,
Herrick's poems, Boswell, Mommsen, Catullus, Gregorovius, The
House on the Marsh, The Mysteries of Paris, Gibbon, The
Diary of a Nobody, Ganot's Physics, The Time Machine,
and Jules Verne, but no novels. On the table was a bottle of
brandy and a half-smoked cigar in a tray full of ashes, and an
almost finished, rather mouldy-looking tongue. On the open piano
there was the score of the Geisha, which had been his
wife's favourite opera. In the corner of the room there was a
broken gramophone. The chintzless armchairs had many holes torn
and burnt in them. The carpet was threadbare and covered with
stains. There were no pictures on the walls except a large
photogravure of a lady playing the organ near a stained glass
window, which I imagined must have belonged to his wife. I waited
till the doctor came out, so as to have a few words with him. The
doctor told me he thought Gerald was very bad. I mustn't stay
long--it was bad for him to talk. I asked if there was no one
looking after him. The doctor said that Gerald appeared to have
no relations alive, but there was a Mrs. Fitzclare, who was
nursing him. She had become a nurse during the war, and had
remained one; she had left him a message saying she would be back
immediately, and asking him to wait; she was admirable. It was
she who had sent for him some days previously. She had been with
Malone all the day before and all night, and had only just gone
out to fetch something, and he was expecting her now at any
minute. I could stay till she arrived if I liked. The doctor
looked into the bedroom and said that Gerald was dozing. He
waited for about five minutes in the sitting-room; then Mrs.
Fitzclare arrived. I had known her for years, and I will
anticipate nothing by saying anything about her now. I waited in
a small ante-room while the doctor gave her a few instructions.
He then left us. She told me that she thought Gerald was dying,
and that she was not going to leave him. There would be another
nurse coming in the evening for the night, but she would be here
as well. Gerald had been born and baptised a Catholic, but during
his life he had worried little about religion until latterly, but
now he wanted to see a priest, and there was one coming
presently.

"Gerald was very anxious to see you," she said; "it will be a
great load off his mind now that he has seen you."

I then left his rooms with my parcel. Mrs. Fitzclare promised
to let me know how he went on. That evening I got a telephone
message from her saying that Gerald was a shade better, but there
was no hope. He had seen the priest and had received the last
Sacraments. She would ring me up in the morning. The next morning
she telephoned to me that Gerald had died at four o'clock in the
morning.

A requiem Mass was said for him at a church in Maiden Lane.
Mrs. Fitzclare, myself and a Major Jackson, with whom he had
served in the war, were the only people present. I asked Mrs.
Fitzclare if I might call on her, as there were several things I
wanted to ask her about Gerald, but she told me that she was just
starting for France.

"I have another sick friend there," she said, "and I only
delayed starting because of Gerald. We may meet later, but I am
almost always abroad now." But we never have met again, as I
lived in one continent and she in another.

I opened Gerald's parcel on the afternoon of the day he was
buried. It was a large, untidy parcel, done up in an old
map--Gerald was always passionately fond of maps--and tied up and
sealed. I opened it while it was still daylight, and as I opened
it a great quantity of papers of every size, shape and substance,
came tumbling out. The papers were all unsorted and in an
incredible state of confusion. They consisted of letters,
envelopes, old programmes, signed menus, telegrams even,
fragments of diaries, notes, some sketches of incidents in his
childhood, descriptions of places, pencil sketches, some
water-colours, interrupted fragments of narrative, hints for
possible stories or poems, isolated sentences and dates. No
chronology was observed, and no order, but separate items were
sometimes conjecturally dated in pencil. There were letters from
C., letters from Gerald, letters from other people, some faded
photographs of people and places, some kodak films, photographs
of college groups and places in England and abroad. I turned over
one item after the other, reading a bit here and a bit there, and
I suddenly realised that it had become dark. I had some tea, and
read on and on till it was past dinnertime, and then, after the
briefest of meals, I went on reading till far into the night.

As I read these faded papers a host of slumbering,
long-forgotten memories crowded round me. Many little absurd
incidents which I had not thought of for years rose up clearly
before me, and I saw faces I had not thought of for years, and
wandered once more in once familiar scenes, and heard voices and
accents of friends and acquaintances some of whom were dead,
others of whom were still alive somewhere, but lost sight of in
the changes of life. I was hypnotised by this poignant melancholy
peep-show. And through it all the figure of C., his face and his
voice, kept coming back with startling vividness. A thousand
aspects of him came to life once more, and as I sat brooding over
all these dead scraps the story that was revealed, or half
revealed, was, I thought, a strangely moving one.

It was one o'clock in the morning when I had finished the
greater part of the papers, and as I sat thinking over all the
story the most vivid of all these peeps into the past was the
occasion of my meeting with C., an incident which he alluded to
in one of the letters. It was purely by accident that I made C.'s
acquaintance.

I had passed the necessary examination at school admitting me
to the University, and to be a member of X---- College, but I had
not been able to go up when the time came, owing to an attack of
rheumatic fever. When the Michaelmas term came I decided that it
would be waste of time to go up to the University. I spent the
autumn till Christmas at a crammer's in London. The crammer, Mr.
Spark, urged me to go up to Oxford in January, even if I only
stayed there a year. He said that nothing made up for the loss of
University experience. I had then in my own mind decided not to
take his advice. I spent Christmas with my family in Sussex, and
when Christmas was over I accepted an invitation to stay with
some friends of my family, Mr. and Mrs. Roden (this is not their
real name). Mr. Roden was a retired business man. He was very
well off, cultivated, and a patron of the arts. His wife was the
sister of C.'s father. I did not know this at the time. I had not
seen the Rodens since I was a child. I was surprised at receiving
the invitation, but my parents said I must accept it, and assured
me that I should enjoy myself. I remember starting full of
scepticism as to their forecast. Gerald's papers brought back
that visit now, which after so many years was completely blurred.
I remembered as if it was yesterday the shyness and apprehension
I felt as I drove from the station alone in a one-horse brougham,
and I remembered that the coachman seemed to shut his eyes tight
when he addressed you. It was the first time I had ever been to a
country-house party. The house was modern, and I felt once more
the impression of comfort you received directly you entered the
front hall. I was often invited to the house subsequently, but I
have quite forgotten the details of those many other visits. But
as I looked at C.'s handwriting on paper stamped with "Elladon
House, Southampton," I saw the large hall or gallery in which
there was a bright wood fire burning, some oak pillars, and many
modern pictures: Corot, Daubigny and Rossetti. At a large
tea-table the family and guests were eating tea loudly and
noisily; the cracker stage had been reached; some one was wearing
a paper cap. Mrs. Roden walked up to me, bubbling with welcome.
She was older than I remembered her to be. Her hair was white,
and she wore a long, trailing, sage-green tea-gown and a white
fichu. She was handsome and picturesque. Mr. Roden, with his
bald, shiny head, his grey hair rather longer at the back than
most people's, greeted me in his rather squeaky, piping
voice.

I remember coming down to dinner in a frantic hurry, thinking
I was late and finding myself the first, except for Mrs. Roden, a
married niece of hers, and a grown-up boy who was standing by the
fireplace looking down into the fire. He turned round and smiled
at me, and said: "How do you do?" and I suppose it was taken for
granted that we knew each other already. In reality I had never
seen him before, and I did not find out till the next day that he
was a nephew of Mrs. Roden. This was C.

I wondered whether I ought to know who he was and whether I
had seen him before. I felt convinced of the contrary, and yet I
had the impression that I knew him already, and that I knew him
quite well. There are some people like that. When you see them
for the first time you feel that you have known them all your
life.

I took into dinner a tall, dark girl, dressed in black, who
was the daughter of a well-known painter, Sir Gabriel Carteret.
She was studying painting, she said, and meant to devote her
whole life to it. She would never marry; she intended to give up
her whole life to art. She was, I afterwards learnt, a girl of
great talent. She drew and painted in a masterly way, and she had
already exhibited some pictures which people said were superior
to her father's. But, after an artistic career of three or four
years, she fell in love with a Polish pianist, married him, and
never painted another picture. She is still alive and, I believe,
still extremely happy with her Polish pianist, who tours the
world giving concerts from Brussels to Tokio and from Aberdeen to
the Cape of Good Hope. C. sat on the other side of Miss Carteret,
and I saw him now once more as I turned to my right-hand
neighbour, trying to make conversation with the lady artist. He
seemed to be not exactly shy, but at his wits' ends for something
to say. I caught his eye once or twice, and it twinkled. I
wondered then more whether I ought to know who he was, and
whether I had possibly ever seen him before, and at the same time
I knew I hadn't.

After dinner, when the move was made and the men were left to
drink their port and smoke, I found myself next to C., and the
first thing he said to me was: "I did admire the way you talked
to that girl." He meant Miss Carteret. "I couldn't think of
anything to say to her."

We then talked of other things. He told me he was at Oxford,
and that he had gone up at Michaelmas, and had just finished his
first term. I told him how I had been on the verge of going there
myself; how it had been put off, and what the crammer had said;
and how I had settled not to go. He swept all that aside and said
I must, of course, come to Oxford, and I must come to X----,
which was the jolliest college at Oxford, the only college, the
best college.

Mr. Roden, who was inquisitive of the conversation of others,
overheard this remark, and said to us:

"It is like all other colleges in that respect."

Then he went on with another conversation.

C. went on about Oxford. He poured out the advantages. He said
I would regret it all my life if I didn't go there. I said I
thought that I had missed my opportunity; that I had dropped out
of the running, and would no longer find myself with my
contemporaries. I was afraid I had missed the right moment. C.
said that was all nonsense. I must go up, and that was an
end of it. Then some one on his other side claimed his attention,
and another picture came before me: C. listening with courtesy
and deference to an old man who was not, I think, very amusing.
At the time it didn't strike me that his face, or that anything
about him, was remarkable. All that I was conscious of then was
that I seemed to know him, and that he seemed to know me, and
that as far as I knew we had never met before. I certainly did
not give his appearance a thought at the time. I merely wondered
who he was.

A salmon-pink programme enclosed in C.'s letter to Gerald
summoned up another picture before me. It was the programme of a
village concert which we all went to one night. I heard once more
the uncertain unison of the glee singers, and a village maiden
who in a pianoforte solo seemed always on the point of reaching
the top note of a difficult run and never attaining it; a sailor
singing a sentimental song of which the refrain was "For greed of
gold," and the vicar, apprehensive of indelicacy, stopping his
encore after the third verse; the Rodens' butler singing
"To-morrow will be Friday," and the chaos of the toy symphony at
the end, with a cuckoo that cuckooed backwards.

It was at that concert that C. and I were introduced to some
friends of theirs who were staying in the neighbourhood, whom I
will call Lord. They were there with their daughter, and I sat
next to Mrs. Lord at the concert, whose conversation was
bewilderingly disconnected.

"Are you at Oxford or at Cambridge?" she asked me, and when I
said I hoped to go to Oxford she said it was so interesting to
have been at both.

I only listened with half an ear to Mrs. Lord's rambling
discourse. I thought all the time what an exceedingly beautiful
creature her daughter was. She sat a little further up in the
row, not far from C. She had corn-coloured hair, sky-blue eyes, a
dazzling skin, and a celestial smile. Could that radiant creature
really have been the same person as the Mrs. Fitzclare whom I had
seen and talked to that very morning at Gerald's funeral? Yes,
the eyes were the same, and the smile was, if anything, more
beautiful, but life had rubbed out all the radiance and joy with
a hard piece of pumice-stone. Perhaps the sharpest of all the
pictures these papers evoked was that of C. at that concert
looking at Miss Lord. What a fresh look of undisguised, devout,
complete, enthusiastic, unmixed admiration!

It was owing to that visit that I made C.'s acquaintance, and
had I not met C. I should not have gone to Oxford. My parents
thought it unwise, but Mr. Spark, the crammer, persuaded them it
was the wiser course.

After living through all that early meeting once more, I could
hardly bear to look at the papers again. I put them away and went
to bed. The crowd of ghosts was too thick; the ghosts were too
real.

The next morning, in the sober light of day, I tackled the
papers once more in a serious manner, and I began the business of
sorting them. The work took me about a week. Then I was able to
sum up my impressions and face the question of what was to be
done with them.

The disconnected facts and dates and scraps of this
disordered, rambling, chaotic record enabled me to focus what I
knew already, and what I had guessed had taken place. I regretted
that Gerald had not co-ordinated the papers himself; that he had
not himself tried to mould an organic whole out of the rich
material. There was something in the matter, as it told itself
fragmentarily, that I from the outside, with my comparatively
cheap journalistic experience and stereotyped habit of writing,
could not hope to achieve. Nevertheless I felt bound to try and
keep the promise I made to my dying friend.

The question arose, How was it to be done? I agreed with
Gerald that a biography was impossible if the story was to be
told. I had no experience of novel-writing. On the other hand, I
felt, after reading the papers, that it was not possible to do
what Gerald suggested, namely, to tell the story from my point of
view in the first person. If fiction it was to be, it must, I
thought, be direct fiction based on the material that
Gerald had provided for me. That material would be more or less
the limit of my field of knowledge. I must work it out as best I
could, inventing as little as possible.

I finally settled, after thinking it over, to try and tell the
story in the shape of direct fiction. A novelist, when he does
this, is, as far as his characters are concerned, omniscient. I
am not. I am well aware that in this case my omniscience is
limited to Gerald's papers, and yet, to make the story coherent,
I shall have to try as far as possible to get into C.'s mind and
tell his story from that point of view.

It is not possible to tell the whole story, because nobody
knows it. C. on certain matters was the most reticent man in the
world. He was one of those men who can tell the whole world, as
some poet says, what he dared or would not tell to his dearest
and nearest friends. He would have told--and I believe he did
tell--the world through the medium of the written word; but the
record of what he told is, as far as we know, at present
irretrievably lost, so that all we have now are the few and
disjointed facts of a brief and troubled life: the stray jottings
of one friend; a few letters and the surmises of another friend,
who is conscious of the uncertainty of his intuition and of his
total inexperience in presenting fact in the guise of
fiction.

I have, of course, changed all the names of persons and
places; even the names I have mentioned so far are fictitious,
but I have tried to keep to the facts.

I may have omitted much that is vital. At least, I have
invented no data of my own.

WALTER WRIGHT.

New York,

July, 1922.






	Per te poeta fui.



	



	--Dante.
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Lord and Lady Hengrave had a house in London and a house in
the country. The London house was in Portman Square, a gloomy
building originally Adam in style, but entirely redecorated in
the reign of William IV. Their house in the country, Bramsley,
was in Easthamptonshire.

Lord Hengrave had started life by being a younger son, and had
been sent into a cavalry regiment. He had spent some years in
India, and while serving there his elder brother died. He was
recalled home by the death of his second brother, and found
himself the heir of a title, two houses and a considerable amount
of property. He was at that time thirty years old. He married,
the same year he arrived in England, the fourth daughter of a
retired admiral, who came from an old Suffolk stock. He had been
extremely hard up all his life, and the allowance that he drew
and his pay were just enough to enable him to live in the army.
The result was, he was heavily in debt. The debts were paid, but
no sooner was he married than fresh debts began to accumulate. He
was a gambler by nature, and he played cards for high stakes,
but, although he was fond of racing, he never betted on the turf.
He had an invincible prejudice against the turf as a business,
and maintained that it was not a thing a gentleman could do with
clean hands.

He was a staunch Tory, but cared little for politics, and
never held any public appointment, with the exception of the
Lord-Lieutenancy of the county and for a brief period a minor
Court appointment. He was a kind husband, unfaithful with
discretion and decorum, and he never let his affections interfere
with the even tenor of his life. He was fond of country life and
of fox-hunting, fonder still of yachting, and at one time
possessed a racing cutter, which he was soon obliged to sell.

During his early married life he spent money quickly and
carelessly. He entertained; he yachted; he gambled; he bought; he
built. He was fairly cultivated, and fond of old pictures and
prints. He liked claret and port, and soon became a martyr to
gout, which he treated by drinking more port and cursing the
doctors. In his youth he had been extremely good-looking, and he
maintained a look of great youth through his middle age and
beyond.

There soon came a time, as his family increased, when he
realised that he was up to his neck in debt. He mortgaged his
property, sold some pictures and some furniture, and gave up
yachting. Henceforward his life was a perpetual compromise
between excessive expenditure and makeshift arrangements for
meeting it. He never ceased to be in debt, and nobody understood
how the Hengraves managed to make both ends meet. The simple
solution was that they didn't. He gave up gambling, and from time
to time, in moments of extreme stress, he sold something. This
would have been a satisfactory solution if he had not at the same
time increased his expenditure by buying something else.

He was always immaculately dressed, and his clothes looked as
if they had grown on him. Lady Hengrave was at home to luncheon
every day, even in the days when the financial situation was at
its worst, and the food there was always better than that at the
houses of other people. Lord Hengrave went to the Derby every
year, and to the Omnibus Box at Covent Garden. He rode in Rotten
Row in the evening. He always wore a white flower in his
buttonhole, and his pocket-handkerchiefs were undemonstratively
exquisite.

Lady Hengrave faced the uneasy conditions of her married life
with calm and determination. She was well aware of her husband's
infidelities and ignored them. She accepted his gambling
propensities and his extravagance as she accepted the march of
the seasons, and she devoted herself to the task of driving the
rickety coach of the family fortunes as safely as possible under
the conditions. In her youth she had been greatly admired. She
was not tall, but beautifully proportioned; she had a fair,
dazzlingly white skin, pale blue eyes, fair hair parted in the
middle, determined lines of decision round the mouth and chin,
and beautiful sloping shoulders. She was an ideal Winterhalter.
As a girl she had been a prominent figure in London, and no party
had been thought complete without her. It was expected that she
would make an ambitious marriage and become a leader in the
political world. Her marriage, which on the face of it, at the
time it occurred, was a good one, was thought disappointing. She
had been strictly brought up by a violent-tempered father and a
Continentally educated mother, who had instilled into her an
undying respect for the classics in politics, literature, art and
music. Lady Hengrave had no talents; she was neither literary nor
artistic, but consciously or unconsciously she handed down to her
children the traditions of culture and the respect for the
classics in all the arts which she had absorbed in her youth. She
was sensible and practical, and accepted life with a shrewd, calm
philosophy. She was undemonstrative, and with the exception of
Gilbert, a "ne'er-do-weel," and Harry, the youngest boy, was not
particularly fond of her children. She disliked children in
general, and she had been born grown up. She had certain rigid
and inflexible standards which concerned small as well as large
matters. Certain things could be done, indeed, must be done,
certain opinions accepted, and certain books could be read;
others could not. When in talking of two people being engaged to
be married she would say that "there was no money," one felt the
couple in question had somehow been extinguished. When she would
talk of some one being poor, but having pretty daughters, one
felt that the daughters were being appraised at their exact
market value. If she talked of the books from the circulating
library, they were divided into three categories: those which
were pretty, well written, and disagreeable. The first two
categories were read, must be read; those which belonged to the
third category were not to be mentioned. And yet in all this
there was nothing snobbish or hypocritical, as people who were
used to a different layer and a more liberal atmosphere might
have thought, and sometimes did think. It was the result of a
certain definite, rigid way of looking at things, which was the
direct offspring of the eighteenth century, with its worldly
wisdom, its sceptical acceptance of the realities of life and the
nature of society, and its horror of enthusiasm.

She had a marvellous memory for the genealogies of all the
people she knew, and could trace the correlatives of any family
of her acquaintance; she always knew who anybody, who had a
legitimate claim to her acquaintance, "had been" before her
marriage. Here again there was food for misunderstanding, and
those who should think of her as one of Thackeray's snobs, poring
over the peerage, would be wrong indeed. Lady Hengrave divided
people into those you knew and those you didn't know. The
genealogies of those she knew were as familiar to her as the
multiplication table. She no more bothered about the rest than
she did about the Esquimaux.

The Hengraves had a family of six children. The eldest,
Edward, was sent to Eton and Cambridge, whence he passed through
the militia into the Brigade of Guards. After one of the
financial crises which periodically occurred in the Hengrave
family, he left the army and obtained a billet in the City, in
which he gave satisfaction. He married an American wife, who,
although far from being a millionairess, was well enough off, so
the problem of Edward's subsistence was satisfactorily
settled.

Very different was the fate of the second son, Gilbert, who
was said to be Lady Hengrave's favourite child. He was an
attractive, sharp boy, and his parents destined him for the
diplomatic service. He passed his examination, but unfortunately
he had inherited all his father's gambling propensities, and none
of his father's rigid principle in such matters. There was a
scandal: he was accused--falsely, some said--of cheating at
cards; but although it was doubtful whether he had cheated, it
was certain that he had lost over ten thousand pounds, which
necessitated the sale of the Bramsley Gobelins. He quarrelled
with his father, left for Canada and started life on a ranch. His
father and mother never set eyes on him again.

Next to Gilbert came two girls--Julia and Marjorie--and after
them came Caryl, who from his earliest years was called C. A
younger son, Harry, was born two years after Caryl.

After the third of the financial crises which afflicted the
family, the Hengraves lived perhaps a little longer in the
country, but their London house was never let, and they always
spent some months in London, even before the girls came out. The
girls, although quite nice-looking and exceedingly well dressed
and neat, had no real beauty, whereas the boys were all of them,
in different ways, remarkable for their looks.

The two eldest children were brought up by a series of French
and German governesses, none of whom stayed long, as they found
the naughtiness of the children to be unendurable, and they all
of them prognosticated a sad future for Gilbert. Their souls
proved only too prophetic. When the two elder boys went to
school, Lady Hengrave abandoned for a time the idea of foreign
tuition, and engaged an English governess to live permanently in
the house, in whom she thought that at last she had found a
treasure, relying on outside classes for their French and German.
But the treasure, Miss Meredith, left the family, for reasons of
her own, after she had been with them for a year, much to Lady
Hengrave's annoyance. She was succeeded at first by an Alsatian,
Mademoiselle Walter, who was intelligent and violent-tempered,
and combined French logic and German discipline.

The Hengraves always spent Christmas at Bramsley. They would
go up to London at the beginning of February and stay there till
Easter. For Easter they would go back to Bramsley and after
Easter come back to London and stay there till the middle of
July, and they would perhaps go down to Bramsley for Whitsuntide.
From July onwards they remained at Bramsley, sometimes paying a
fleeting visit to London in the month of November.
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C.'s earliest recollections were centered round the nursery in
Portman Square, which was presided over by a brisk and rather
sharp-tongued Nanny called Mrs. Brimstone, whom the children
called Brinnie. With the help of two nursery-maids, Jessie and
Eliza, she ruled over the nursery and the washing and dressing of
C. and Harry. Brinnie shared Lady Hengrave's preference for
Harry, but in reality she cared nothing for the younger children
compared with what she had felt for the elder boys, especially
for Master Gilbert. She was fond of Harry because he was the
youngest and the last baby she had had charge of. She was old,
and her temper was worn out. C., she considered, as did the rest
of the household, to be an irreclaimable young ruffian, and if
ever Harry was naughty she said that it was Master C. who had led
him into mischief.

C. learnt to read in the nursery when he was six, and at the
age of seven he was soon promoted to lessons in the schoolroom,
but he continued to be taken for the morning walk in the park, or
to play in the square with Brinnie and Harry after the promotion
had taken place.

C. used to look forward to his birthday throughout the year.
It was the only day in the year on which he seemed to play a part
of any importance in the family. Lady Hengrave recognised
birthdays and encouraged the celebration of each of her
children's birthdays with undemonstrative impartiality. There was
a birthday cake at the schoolroom tea, with candles on it, and
generally his aunt, Mrs. Roden, who was also his godmother, would
come to luncheon and bring him a present. C.'s eighth birthday,
which occurred in March, when the family were in London, began
auspiciously. He was given some toys in the morning, and a new
shilling by his father. He was allowed a holiday in the
schoolroom, and all went well till luncheon-time. Just before
luncheon Brinnie and Jessie scrubbed Master C. and Master Harry
with extra vigour, and extra time was spent in curling Master
C.'s curls with a tail comb and in sprinkling them with
rose-water, and Brinnie was more than usually caustic in her
comments on those curls, which were always refractory, and more
than usually gloomy in her forebodings as to the immediate fate
of the clean starched pinafore that she tied round him. She
hoped, to be sure, he would be good, as his aunt, and his
godmother into the bargain, Mrs. Roden, was coming to luncheon.
Her ladyship had sent up word to say so. C.'s heart leapt when he
heard this news, as this would be sure to mean a present. Brinnie
had no fear of Master Harry behaving badly: he was always good,
"and it is a pity," said Brinnie to Harry, "that she isn't your
godmother instead of Master C.'s. Master C. doesn't really
deserve a godmother, what with his naughtiness and his leading
others into mischief who are too young to know any better."

Brinnie ignored the fact that Harry had a godmother of his
own.

Punctually at two o'clock a loud bell rang through the house
up the reverberating back staircase, and C. and Harry, under a
volley of final exhortations, ran downstairs, joining up on their
way with their two sisters, Julia and Marjorie, who came down
from the upper floor in charge of Mademoiselle.

The children trooped down to what was called the blue room, on
the ground floor, and which was next to the dining-room. It was a
comfortable room, full of prints, and their father used it as a
smoking-room and study, but it was there guests were received
before going into the dining-room.

Lord Hengrave was out to luncheon. He only had luncheon at
home on certain days of the week, and this was not one of them.
Lady Hengrave was standing up in front of the fireplace talking
to Mr. Dartrey, who always came to luncheon twice a week. He was
an M.P. and the director of a railway company, and the children
thought him inexpressibly dreary, especially as, being friendly
and well disposed towards them, yet at the same time completely
removed from the world of childhood, he thought it necessary to
make conversation with them. C. was always scolded after his
visits for having been rude to Mr. Dartrey.

Lady Hengrave shot an enveloping glance at the children and at
Mademoiselle as they came into the room, and asked in French
after the lessons.

"On a été suffisament sage," Mademoiselle said
laconically. She was not the least afraid of Lady Hengrave, as so
many other people were. The girls were frightened of her, and she
maltreated them and made them, obstinate as they were, learn
their lessons and speak French. She preferred the boys to the
girls, and she thought C. showed promise of intelligence. This
made her none the less severe. She rapped the children's knuckles
with a ruler till they were sore, but neither the girls nor C.
ever complained to their parents. They had already had a long and
eventful experience of different governesses--French, German,
Swiss and English--and they knew now that their present lot might
be exchanged for a worse one.

Harry alone of the family was well treated by Mademoiselle,
but he did not return her affection, and he bitterly resented her
treatment of his elder brother.

Lady Hengrave asked whether C. had been behaving properly.

"Il perd son temps, comme toujours; il pourrait travailler
très bien s'il voulait," said Mademoiselle.

Lady Hengrave gave an almost inaudible sigh. Mr. Dartrey
tactfully changed the conversation by saying that the trains on
the line of which he was a director reached a greater pitch of
perfection in punctuality every day.

At that moment Mrs. Roden was announced.

Mrs. Roden was Lord Hengrave's sister. She had married a
partner of a large City firm, who was extremely well off and fond
of modern pictures. Mrs. Roden was fond of artists, and this was
a characteristic that Lady Hengrave deplored. Mrs. Roden was a
handsome, picturesque woman, who had been painted by several of
the most famous painters of the day. She was amiable to the
extent of being gushing. C. preferred her to all his relations.
Lady Hengrave never took any of the children with her when she
stayed with her sister-in-law, as she feared the effect on them
of what she considered to be a Bohemian atmosphere.

Mrs. Roden swept into the room, pouring out apologies for
being late. She kissed C. and gave him her present, large wooden
nut-crackers. The two crackers as they shut formed a black
nigger's head, and as you shut them small white teeth opened and
shut, and the empty sockets revealed two gleaming eyes.

"Thank your aunt Rachel," Lady Hengrave said to C., and,
addressing the company in general, "He's had too many presents
already."

Just before they went into luncheon another guest was
announced. This was Lady Hengrave's brother, Captain Farringford,
whom the children knew as Uncle William. He was a sailor.

They went into luncheon, and, as usual, the children's
physical characteristics were discussed as if they had not been
there.

"Harry grows more and more like Charles every day," said Mrs.
Roden. Charles was Lord Hengrave. "He's grown so much; so have
the girls."

"Do you see a look of Aunt Jessica in Julia?" Lady Hengrave
asked.

Aunt Jessica was a great-aunt of the children. Mrs. Roden,
after a careful scrutiny of Julia's face, said, yes, she could
just detect in it a distinct look of Aunt Jessica. Julia blushed.
But as it was C.'s birthday, he became, for the time, the centre
of the conversation.

"What are you going to be when you grow up?" Mr. Dartrey asked
him point-blank.

C. blushed scarlet and was about to stammer something when his
uncle William, who was loud-voiced, breezy and boisterous,
answered for him. "He's going to be a sailor, of course; and
that's why I've brought him this knife." And he produced from his
pocket a large clasp-knife, which he said he would give to C.
after luncheon.

"Would you like to be a sailor?" asked his godmother.

Lady Hengrave answered for him. "We have settled," she said,
"to send him into the Navy if he can pass into the
Britannia."

C. was conscious that he had no voice in the matter of the
choice of his profession.

"The examinations are so difficult now," said Mrs. Roden.

"Yes, very difficult," said Lady Hengrave, shutting her eyes
as if to rid herself of such a disagreeable vision.

And thus it was that C.'s career was settled for the time
being. Apart from wearing a sailor's suit and from having been
violently sick on a penny steamer, he had not yet shown signs of
any particular vocation for the sea.

C.'s birthday, for a birthday, passed off fairly calmly. The
children did not break all his toys, and Mademoiselle quelled one
or two incipient quarrels between C. and his sisters.

As C. was eight years old, Lady Hengrave had settled that he
was no longer to sleep in the night nursery with Harry, but in a
little room by himself on the floor above. As he was to go to
school next year, it was time, she said, that he should get used
to sleeping by himself.

C. was a nervous child, afraid of the dark, and prone to
nightmare. He often talked, and sometimes walked, in his sleep,
but Brinnie would not admit this, and Lady Hengrave was told
nothing about it. Nor, if she had been told, would she have
understood. She did not like C., and she did not understand
him.

The chief excitement of C.'s birthday had been Mrs. Roden's
present. It was the most exciting present that any of the
children had ever yet received, even from Mrs. Roden, who was
famous in the schoolroom and the nursery for the unexpectedness
and the glamour of her presents. The girls were, of course,
agreed that C. was too young for such a present, and that he
would break it before it had lasted a day, and they were well in
the way of breaking it themselves when C. snatched it from them
and rushed upstairs with it to his room.

Tea went off quietly; the birthday cake was satisfactory, and
all went well till bedtime came, and for the first time C. was to
sleep by himself in his lonely little bedroom.

Eliza, the nursery-maid, undressed him and put him to bed, and
then he was left alone. A night-light was burning on the
washing-stand.

C. was still excited after the events of his birthday, and he
did not feel sleepy. The incidents of the day began to flit
before him, like pictures on the slide of a magic lantern,
slightly distorted as they are apt to be when the brain is on its
way to sleep. He thought about his uncle and the clasp-knife, and
whether he would ever be a sailor, and whether he wanted to be
one. He was not at all sure he had any such wish. Then everything
else was blotted out by the sudden thought of his godmother and
of her startling present, the nigger nut-crackers. They were in
the room now, in the corner of the room near the washing-stand,
where he had hidden them from his sisters.

But instead of being pleasantly thrilling as they had been all
day, and an object of delightful interest, the nut-crackers now
seemed to be a very different thing. First of all, they had
become much larger; he knew this without looking at them, for he
dared not look even in the direction where they were hidden.
Also, the nigger's head was alive, the eyes had returned to the
sockets without any one touching the crackers, and the jaws were
opening and shutting, and showing their gleaming teeth. He hid
his head under the bed-clothes and prayed for the vision to
depart, but it did not depart; it became more and more
portentous. He thought the nigger was now walking across the
room, and now bending over his bed. The nigger's head had become
enormous. His eyes were glowing like live coals. C. shook with
terror. How could he escape from this awful thing? At last he
made a great effort and crept out of bed, and ran blindly to the
door, which had been left ajar. What was he to do next? He dared
not go to the nursery, where Brinnie and the nursery-maids were
having their supper, as he knew Brinnie would be extremely cross
and pack him off to bed again. Downstairs there was company. The
children had watched the guests arriving through the banisters of
the staircase. He knew vaguely it was about nursery supper-time,
between nine and half-past. He decided to try the housekeeper's
room, and he ran right down the stone back staircase to the
basement, to the housekeeper's room, where he found Mrs.
Oldfield, the housekeeper, a stately figure in large swishing
skirts, having supper with the upper servants. There, too, was
Miss Hackett, Lady Hengrave's maid, who was a friend of C.'s.
Brinnie was jealous of Miss Hackett and detested Mrs. Oldfield,
so C. felt a fearful joy at being safe in the enemy's camp.

"Well, I never!" said Miss Hackett. "Whatever is the little
boy going to do next?"

Miss Hackett took him on her lap; Mrs. Oldfield gave him a
sponge cake, some white grapes, and said:

"A glass of ginger wine will do the child no harm. His feet
and hands are as cold as ice."

"And to run all that way without his dressing-gown and
slippers! Whatever will Mrs. Brimstone say?" said Miss
Hackett.

"Don't tell Brinnie," said C. "Please, Hacky, don't tell
her."

Miss Hackett promised not to tell; she saw that he had been
frightened by something, and it was settled that she had better
take him upstairs again before his flight should be discovered.
She took him upstairs, and when she had put him to bed C.
confided to her the cause of his fears: the nutcrackers; the
nigger's head. She took the nut-crackers away and put them in her
own room. She then went back and stayed by his bed till he fell
asleep, which he soon did, as he was very tired.

Nothing was discovered, but the next night the same thing
happened again. C. was put to bed and fell asleep almost
immediately. He was then visited by a nightmare in which the
black head played a large part, and before he was awake he was
half-way downstairs. He was again welcomed in the housekeeper's
room and received comfort and refreshment, and he was again taken
back to bed by Miss Hackett. C. now made a regular practice of
visiting the housekeeper's room at night, although he was not
conscious of wishing to do so, or even of starting to do so. He
was urged on by the vision of the nigger's head, although he had
not set eyes on the nut-crackers for some days. One night Eliza
met him on the staircase as he was returning from one of his
expeditions, and the secret was out. A battle royal ensued
between Miss Hackett and Mrs. Brimstone.

"The poor child is frightened out of his wits by that nigger's
head," said Miss Hackett.

"Nigger's head and fiddlesticks!" said Mrs. Brimstone. "I
shall go straight to her ladyship." And straight to her ladyship
she went.

Lady Hengrave was annoyed, and said gravely that if ever C.
was to run downstairs again he would be whipped. Nobody, not even
Miss Hackett, realised that when he started on these expeditions
he was still asleep and did not know what he was doing, nor that
he was being urged by the spurs of a nightmare. In spite of all
Lady Hengrave said, and of an icy threat from Mademoiselle, C.
did the very same thing the next night. Fortunately, Mrs.
Brimstone was out. Miss Hackett took him back to bed and soothed
him (he was in a flood of tears), and, what is more, promised to
destroy the nut-crackers. The nigger's head was destroyed the
next day, and its destruction seemed to break the spell, for
after this his nightmares took a less active form, although he
still suffered from one recurrent dream. He dreamt he was alone
on the deck of a derelict vessel which was buffeting the waves
without progress in a blanket of mist. He was aware of a waste of
bleak, desolate and moaning waters, and somewhere in the thick
salt mist a fog-horn was sounding dolefully. He could taste the
salt in the air and feel the sting of the fog, and what sounded
like a foghorn was really the cry of some one or something in
gigantic pain. Yet he had only rarely seen the sea. He had once
been taken to Ryde, and he had spent a week with Mademoiselle and
the girls at Broadstairs to recover from the chickenpox.
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The life of the children at Hengrave House and at Bramsley was
conducted rigidly according to plan both during the half-year
that was spent at Bramsley and that which was spent in London.
The children saw little of their parents. The two boys were
brought down to say good-morning after breakfast in the nursery,
or later in the schoolroom, a meal which was ready punctually at
eight, and all the family met at luncheon. The rest of the time
was spent by the children in the nursery or the schoolroom.

C. joined the schoolroom soon after his sixth birthday, and
became a minor, obstinate and rebellious satellite in the system
of lessons which revolved immediately round the severe and arid
moon of Mademoiselle, but which was none the less under the
perpetual influence of a remote but effective sun, namely, Lady
Hengrave. For although the children seldom went downstairs, Lady
Hengrave frequently visited the schoolroom, and she kept a sharp
eye on the course of her children's lessons. She herself drew up
the scheme of lesson hours and of the subjects and books to be
studied, and she insisted on the children learning passages of
Shakespeare, Schiller, and La Fontaine by heart, which they were
sometimes made to recite before people.

C., although fond of story-books and fairy tales, detested
these incursions into literature. He learnt the passages like a
parrot and had no idea what the words meant, nor any idea that
they could by any stretch of imagination be poetry.

He pretended to learn them with much greater difficulty than
was really the case, as his memory was in reality quite
remarkably good. German and French he detested still more, and
allowed as little as possible of either tongue to penetrate into
his mind. Nevertheless by the time he went to school he knew a
great many speeches from Shakespeare's historical plays by heart,
and a great many of La Fontaine's fables, besides passages from
Pope and Dryden, all of which were far too advanced for him to
understand.

The routine of lessons was the same for the children in London
and in the country, and lessons, save for the interruption of a
walk, took up all the morning, an hour in the evening before tea,
and a certain amount of time for "preparation" after tea.

Towards the end of July the nursery and schoolroom passages
were obstructed by large shiny leather boxes, which meant that
the family were going to move down to the country. "We're going
to Bramsley," the children would shout in the passages and down
the staircase.

Bramsley Hall was in Easthamptonshire, only a little over an
hour's journey from London. It was situated in rather a bleak
stretch of country, and the west front of the house looked out on
the high-road to London. The nursery looked out on this road, and
on Sundays C. used to watch from the nursery windows the high
velocipedes whizz by; and sometimes a regiment of red-coated
soldiers would march past to the music of drums and fifes and
"The Girl I left behind Me." There was a "park" which had
once boasted of fine trees and deer, but the finest timber had
been cut down, and all that was left of the park was a walled-in
approach. The garden was still stately, and the house had a
shabby dignity of its own. It was an old house, but had been made
more modern at three different epochs. The prevailing style was
Early Victorian, although there were still scattered traces and
solid remains of many periods, Caroline, Queen Anne and Georgian,
and it had escaped the vandalism of restoration.

The move to Bramsley was an event which would have been hailed
with excitement by the children, and especially by C., who
greatly preferred the country to London, if life at Bramsley had
not been marred by several permanent drawbacks. In the first
place, there was Mademoiselle, and Mademoiselle and lessons in
general were far more irksome in the country than in London; in
the second place, there was a neighbouring family, the Calhouns,
which played an important part in their lives; and in the third
place, there were the uncles and aunts who stayed in the house
for long periods at a time. Lessons at Bramsley seemed to C. in
the summer an almost unbearable tyranny.

It was hard to pore over problems in arithmetic, to learn by
heart the fable of Les Animaux Malades de la Peste, to
grapple with rules of French past participles, while outside at
that very moment there was a bird in the raspberry nets waiting
to be caught; minnows waiting to be fished in the stream which
ran through the kitchen garden; peaches hanging ripe on the
sunburnt wall, waiting to be stolen; while the breeze, through
the open windows, brought with it sights and sounds from the
world which was at present forbidden and shut from view even by
the red and yellow Venetian blinds: the rhythmical music of the
mowing machine, and the smell of the warm flowers on the terrace,
and the cries of Harry, who was not yet a thrall to the full
discipline of the schoolroom, as he raced down the lawn. It was
in moments like these that C. hated lessons with a bitter fury.
He saw no possible redeeming feature in them anywhere, and as he
pored over the speech in Absalom and Ahitophel, which he
was learning by heart, he wished that all authors, and especially
the French and British poets, were at the bottom of the sea.

Mademoiselle Walter was intelligent enough to know that C.'s
education was being conducted on radically mistaken lines. The
English governess who had preceded her, Miss Meredith, had
likewise understood C.'s mentality far better than Lady Hengrave
did and had alleviated the aridity of his classical education by
letting him have a whiff of Longfellow and a soupçon of
Southey. But then Miss Meredith had left just when she might have
been a friend for C.

Mademoiselle Walter divined in C. a possible future love of
literature, and cleverly allowed him to read the lyrics of Victor
Hugo, which he delighted in, in secret. But such was his dislike
for Mademoiselle that he never admitted he learnt these poems by
heart for his own pleasure. On the contrary, he pretended that he
hated them, and he never lost an opportunity before Mademoiselle
of decrying the French; only since she was Alsatian, and in order
to make quite sure of offending her, he decried the Germans as
well. There was only one ecstatic moment in schoolroom life at
Bramsley, and that was when Mademoiselle Walter went for her
holidays; this happened sometimes in the month of August and
sometimes in the month of September. The second cross of the
children's life at Bramsley were their neighbours, the Calhouns,
a family who lived ten miles off, and consisted of a retired
soldier, an energetic wife, three daughters, who were the bosom
friends of Julia and Marjorie, and two boys, Albert and Freddy,
one of whom was older than C. and the other the same age. They
were his playfellows, and were always held up to him as an
example of what boys should be. They did their lessons well; they
were said to be, and what is more, they were, extremely
intelligent; they rode well and they played cricket well. It was
this last fact which was destined to mar two of the principal
pleasures of C.'s life at Bramsley, namely, hunting and
cricket.

C. had been taught how to play cricket by Mr. Hatch, the
under-butler, and in company with James, the footman, Alec, the
groom, and Teddy, the gardener's son, and every now and then a
few further recruits from the servants' hall, the stables, and
the garden, C. used to enjoy ecstatic games of cricket in the
summer evenings with a single wicket on the roughest of pitches,
a patch of ground near the stables.

C. was for some time successful in keeping these games dark
from Mademoiselle and the drawing-room. Experience had taught him
that it was wiser never to mention a treat. If one did, the
chances were that for some unaccountable reason it was forthwith
forbidden. This had happened so often to C. that he had become
prudent and cunning in the concealment of his secret treats,
hiding them behind plausible substitutes.

Mrs. Calhoun had sometimes suggested that C. should go over
and play cricket with their boys, but to C.'s infinite relief the
distance made it inconvenient, and Albert Calhoun, who was at
school, did not press his mother to invite a raw novice. So
somehow or other it was taken for granted that C. did not play
cricket.

Unfortunately, one evening Colonel Calhoun, riding back from a
visit in the neighbourhood, happened to ride down the secluded
lane which fringed the improvised cricket ground where C. was
playing. Colonel Calhoun was an enthusiastic cricketer, full of
theory, not only as to how the game should be played, but also as
to how it should be taught. He watched the game with equanimity
for some time, but at last he could bear it no longer, and he
shouted to C., who was batting:--

"Play forward, play forward, you're not playing with a
straight bat."

He then cantered to the house and asked to see Lord Hengrave.
Lord Hengrave was in the garden. The Colonel left his cob in
charge of the footman and sought Lord Hengrave, who was busily
engaged in pulling the bindweed out of the phlox on his terrace
border. After mutual salutations were exchanged, Colonel Calhoun
went straight to the point.

"I have just seen your boy playing cricket near the stables.
They're teaching him to play very badly. He's not playing with a
straight bat. They'll ruin the boy's style. Nothing is so
important as to be taught right at the beginning."

"Ah, yes," said Lord Hengrave thoughtfully, as he espied
another piece of bindweed. "Of course, the boy's small," he
added.

"He's not too small to learn," said the Colonel. "Now I have a
professional over from Carbury twice a week to teach my
boys."

At this moment Lady Hengrave appeared on the scene, and
Colonel Calhoun began again at the beginning.

"Can't the boys come over," he suggested, "on the days that
the professional comes to us?"

"Harry is too small," said Lady Hengrave, "and C. doesn't care
for cricket."

"But," said the Colonel, "I have just seen him playing." And
he told the story all over again, dwelling on the faults of style
that were being implanted in him, and how he was not playing with
a straight bat. "It's better," he said, "not to be taught at all
than to be taught badly."

"I'll see that he learns properly," said Lady Hengrave.

She determined at that moment that, if cricket was played, she
would put the game on a proper basis.

Colonel Calhoun, after declining to stay for dinner, went away
feeling that his words of wisdom had not been spoken in vain.
Colonel Calhoun's visit was the seed of a large organisation,
namely, the Bramsley Hall Cricket Club, and end of C.'s fun as a
cricketer.

Lady Hengrave interviewed Oldham, the gardener, and Wilkes,
the coachman, who were both of them enthusiastic cricketers, and
the result was that a field was made into a cricket ground. The
village schoolmaster became the honorary secretary of the
Bramsley Cricket Club, and the professional who visited the
Calhouns came over to Bramsley once a week and bowled to C. at
the nets, and insisted on his playing forward and with a straight
bat, and Colonel Calhoun rode over every now and then to see how
he was getting on. C. was given some small cricket pads and small
cricket gloves, and made to score during the matches on Saturday
afternoon, and taught how to keep the bowling analysis. Bramsley
was soon able to challenge Frimpton, where the Calhouns lived,
and Albert and Freddy Calhoun came over and played. Theirs was
always the winning side.

As for C., he imbibed a hatred for the game which lasted for
the rest of his life, and the only incident of all the cricket
matches which subsequently occurred with regularity at Bramsley
and Frimpton which he recalled with any pleasure was one occasion
when Freddy Calhoun's front tooth was knocked clean out of his
mouth by a swift ball. That was exciting enough in itself, but it
was nothing to what happened immediately afterwards. The tooth
was lost on the cricket pitch, and Mrs. Calhoun advanced swiftly
from among the public, searched for and found the tooth, and
replaced it in its socket with dexterity and firmness, where it
solidified, grew, and remained firm and sound. This seemed to C.
miraculous.

During the summer there were no guests at Bramsley but with
the autumn a few relations and old friends arrived for the
hunting season and for such shooting as Lord Hengrave was able to
offer, but never many at a time until Christmas. The children
called this the uncle-and-aunt season, and they all of them
disliked and feared it.

There was Aunt Harriet, a widow of a brother of Lady
Hengrave's, a formidable old lady in a peaked cap, who was a
rigid churchwoman on the Low side, and who invariably asked C.
whether he had learnt last Sunday's collect. Learning the collect
and the Catechism was one of the Sunday duties of the children,
and C. learnt the collects with ease, and till the end of his
life could repeat them all word-perfect; but when his Aunt
Harriet was present he could not bring the first word of any one
of them across his lips.

At Christmas there was always a family gathering, consisting
of such uncles and aunts as were in England and free. The Rodens
never came. They had Christmas gatherings of their own. But Uncle
George, a younger brother of Lord Hengrave's--a grey-haired,
grumpy, very upright old gentleman--always arrived punctually on
the 20th of December. He took the opposite line to the rest of
his family on every topic under the sun. Because his elder
brother was a Tory, he was a Whig, and if he went out walking
with his younger brother, Harold, who was a clergyman, he spat if
they chanced to meet a bishop.

Uncle William, the sailor, came if he was in England, but he
was generally in some far-off station.

Far more formidable than the uncles were the aunts. Lady
Hengrave had two sisters older and one younger than herself. The
eldest sister, Aunt Louisa, had been the beauty of the family.
She had been radiantly fair and elegant in her youth, and she
maintained her elegance when she grew older by natural, and the
fairness of her complexion and the glitter of her hair by
artificial means. She had made a runaway match with a younger
son, who, on marrying her, had left the Army for the Stock
Exchange. They had a small house in Stratford Place, and they had
difficulty in making both ends meet, which they achieved by
living largely on their relations and friends.

The second sister, Aunt Fanny, married Cuthbert Transome, a
Fellow of All Souls, who wrote history and contributed to the
Nineteenth Century. They had a large house in St. John's
Wood. Aunt Fanny was extremely cultivated and well read, but her
taste was forbiddingly austere. She read German philosophy and
gave musical afternoons at her house every now and then, where
only the severest classical music was tolerated. C. was sometimes
taken to these entertainments by his mother, and had to sit
through quintets and trios in which not a repeat was spared. He
suffered acutely. Aunt Fanny and Uncle Cuthbert spent Christmas
at Bramsley regularly.

As Uncle Cuthbert was an atheist, neither he nor Aunt Fanny
went to church, even on Christmas Day, and Lady Hengrave used to
explain this to the children by saying that the church was
draughty, and Uncle Cuthbert had a weak chest; but the children
were not taken in, nor would they have been, even if Mrs. Oldham,
the housekeeper, had not carefully explained to C. that there was
no fear of Aunt Fanny and Uncle Cuthbert not going to hell for
their unbelief.

Lady Hengrave's third sister had married a diplomat and lived
almost always abroad. She seldom came to Bramsley and never at
Christmas time. C. detested all his aunts equally and cordially.
He did not know which he detested most, Aunt Louisa, who found
fault with his seat on horseback and the cut of his clothes, Aunt
Fanny, who asked him questions in geography and the dates of the
Roman Emperors, a list of which she said was always on her
dressing-table, or Aunt Emma, who on her comparatively rare
appearances at Portman Square, criticised his French accent and
found fault with his manners.

C. and the girls were taught to ride when they were quite
small, and were soon allowed to go out hunting. They all
inherited their father's horsemanship. C. rode well and easily,
but here again the Calhoun family intervened and turned this
pleasure to bitterness. It was always being pointed out to him
that the Calhoun boys rode so much better than he did, which was
true, and every time he went out hunting he had to face a fire of
hostile criticism from Colonel and Lady Calhoun. Mrs. Calhoun
hunted herself, and never a meet passed at which she did not
criticise C.'s deportment on horseback. Lord Hengrave, too, was a
formidable critic, whether on horseback, or, if his gout was too
bad, in a carriage, and sometimes he would shout at C. at the top
of his voice. C. did not mind this, but what he did mind was the
expression of unconcern on the faces of the two Calhoun boys,
while the criticisms were being made in public. C. knew that they
were greedily drinking in every word.
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When C. attained his eighth birthday his childhood had become
crystallised, and the main facts of it were these.

He was frightened of his father and never knew what to say to
him. He did not get on with his mother, who did not like him and
did not understand him. He was a nervous child, frightened of
intangible things, and reckless and over-bold in the
daylight.

Prematurely intelligent in some ways, but in great need of
direction, and since he received just the very guidance that was
ill-suited to him, he became rebellious and sullen.

He was an outcast in the nursery, and a rebel in the
schoolroom. In none of the governesses who looked after him did
he find a friend or a companion, and his relations with his two
sisters were perpetually strained, and often violently explosive.
His sister Julia was four years and his sister Marjorie two years
older than he was. Julia was a model of convention and propriety,
but she was capable of great naughtiness. She was small, she had
tight thin features, a clear complexion and flaxen hair. Marjorie
was larger and darker, and had fine grey eyes. She was completely
self-possessed and brimful of assurance. In reality she was just
as conventional as her sister, but she had wilder spirits. She
was musical and had a natural sense of rhythm. The two sisters
spent all their time quarrelling, and sometimes they beat each
other with umbrellas, but they always combined against C.

There were brief interludes of neutrality, as, for instance,
when C. invited his sisters to join in his surreptitious games of
cricket, which they managed to do when Mademoiselle was on her
holidays, until Colonel Calhoun intervened with his
professionalism. The most violent rupture between C. and his
sisters occurred at Bramsley during the Christmas holidays, after
his eighth birthday.

Mrs. Roden had sent all the children a Christmas present. To
Julia, Marjorie and C. she had sent the same present, namely, the
materials in a large cardboard box for making out of paper a
model farmyard. Christmas went off quietly enough, devastated for
the children by Aunt Fanny, Uncle Cuthbert, Aunt Louisa and Uncle
George. After the New Year the guests departed, and the children
felt they might play with their toys without fear of
criticism.

One evening, after tea, they settled down to undertake to
construct Aunt Rachel's, otherwise Mrs. Roden's, model
farmyards.

The lamps had been brought to the schoolroom; Mademoiselle was
engrossed in a French novel which had a white paper cover
shrouding its title and yellow cover from inquisitive eyes, and
which happened to be Zola's Germinal. The children sat
round the large tea-table which had been cleared for games. They
opened the red cardboard boxes and read carefully the printed
sheet of directions which they found in the box. After so doing
they each of them went in search of starch and scissors. The
problem was to make a model farmyard, including buildings,
outhouses, cows, poultry, trees, pig-styes and pigs, in three
dimensions. The means were a large sheet of paper on which the
houses, animals and other accessories were printed in colour. You
had to cut out the house, tree, animal, or implement, and fold it
till it assumed a concrete shape; then stick the folded edges
together and stick the base of the object in question, so that it
stood upright on a solid board. That evening all went well. They
did not get beyond cutting out. Mademoiselle, who was finding
Zola's new book engrossing, complimented them on their quiet, and
blessed Mrs. Roden for having given them so absorbing a
present.

Each of the girls and C. were engaged in making a rival
farmyard. The second evening they reached the sticking stage. The
great silence of the night before was punctuated on this second
evening by fragments of absent-minded, disconnected talk, such as
"Your tree's crooked," "Which tree?"; "Your wall's too large,"
"What wall?" but everything passed off quietly, and Mademoiselle
was not interrupted in her reading. She was getting more and more
interested in Germinal. The farms had progressed. All of
the children had got the walls up and the trees, and several of
the animals, but as yet not one of them had succeeded in sticking
on a roof to the walls of the farm building itself. This was an
operation which required peculiar dexterity, and when clearing-up
time came they had not one of them succeeded in achieving it. The
two girls railed at C. for being clumsy; nevertheless, they had
not themselves been successful in dealing with the difficult
problem of the roof.

The third evening was almost entirely consecrated to the roof
problem. Mademoiselle had reached the most enthralling part of
Zola's book, and the children were silent from the intense effort
of trying to stick on the recalcitrant roofs. But their tempers
were on edge. The girls had tried and failed over and over again,
and every now and then they jeered at C.'s efforts. Suddenly C.
gave a wild shriek. Mademoiselle dropped her book and lost the
place, and breaking into English, which she only did under the
stress of strong emotion, she said:--

"You naughty boy, what do you make such a noise?"

"I've done it," said C. "Look, look, Mademoiselle, my roof is
on! The whole house is there! It's finished!"

There was no gainsaying the fact. There was the farmhouse
solidly established, stuck firmly on the cardboard, and perfectly
roofed. The girls looked at each other with silent stupor, and
black jealousy entered into Marjorie's heart. She said nothing.
C. danced round the room, clapping his hands, till Mademoiselle
said:--

"Veux-tu te taire, vill you be quiet? Je te mettrai
au pain sec."

But no threats could overcome C.'s soaring ecstasy, the
rapture of the successful creative artist. The girls went on
working sullenly.

"We shall do it presently," said Marjorie. "It's quite easy
really."

But they knew in their hearts this was not so. They worked on
for a few moments in silence and then Marjorie said:--

"Aunt Rachel gave C. that one because it's the easiest. It's
not a grown-up one like ours!"

"They're all exactly the same," said C.

Marjorie chuckled almost inaudibly.

"We were quite right," she said in a just audible aside to
Julia, "to let him do his first, and to think it's the same as
ours."

"Quite right," said Julia.

"It is the same," said C.

"Oh, yes," said Marjorie, with great and exasperating calm.
"Just the same."

C. felt a wild wave of passion surging within him.

"At any rate," he said slowly, "Aunt Fanny said she was afraid
you were going to take after Aunt Maria."

Aunt Maria was a great-aunt who for some reason unknown to the
children was a black sheep, and whom they imagined to be ugly,
but who in reality, merely had the drawback of being old.
Marjorie affected not to listen.

"We won't do ours till to-morrow," said Marjorie to Julia,
ignoring C. "It would spoil the poor little boy's pleasure."

"Well, at any rate, I don't cry when I'm bowled at cricket,"
said C.

It was an undeniable fact, and one of the bitterest
recollections in Marjorie's life, that she had cried publicly at
a cricket match on being bowled out first ball. The shaft went
home. She said nothing. C., satisfied with his triumph, left the
schoolroom. Mademoiselle had finished Germinal and at once
violently urged the children to tidy the schoolroom. She left the
schoolroom herself. While Julia was putting her box away Marjorie
took C.'s handiwork and tore his farmhouse from the board. A few
minutes later C. entered the room.

"Mademoiselle says you're to tidy," said Marjorie, "and you
didn't do the farmhouse after all."

C. looked at his devastated handiwork and said nothing. For
the moment he was completely stunned; then his thoughts slowly
moved towards revenge. Marjorie had a doll she was particularly
fond of. It was called Joséphine, and it was respected by the
whole household. It was a china doll and opened and shut its
eyes. Even Lady Hengrave recognised the existence of Joséphine
and tolerated Marjorie's affection for it. C. tidied his toys,
put them back in the cupboard, and left the schoolroom in
silence. He then went upstairs to the girls' bedroom and took
Joséphine from her bed, where she had already been put to sleep,
and shattered her head against the coal scuttle. Marjorie was
unaware of the tragedy till she went to bed, although C.'s
apparent calm frightened her. When she went to bed and realised
what had happened, her screams re-echoed through the house and
brought Lady Hengrave from her bedroom, where she had gone to
dress for dinner. She was put in possession of the facts, or
rather of a one-sided version of the facts, by Marjorie.
Mademoiselle Walter, who was appealed to, said she had not
witnessed the incident as she had been in her room at the time,
but remarked icily that Marjorie was "très taquine." The
calamity of the death of Josephine was thought too awful for
punishment or even for comment. C. was treated like a murderer.
Even Miss Hackett said to him:--

"You've never been and killed Joséphine."

C. felt that he had indeed committed murder. Nobody
sympathised with him; everyone shunned him. Lady Hengrave
said:--

"I shall have to tell your father, and I don't know what he
will say, and I shall tell your brother Edward as well."

This last threat was the worst of all, for, although in their
experience their brother Edward had never once intervened in the
domestic affairs of the schoolroom, the children were frightened
of him, and C. felt overcome with shame at his being told of his
deed. Nobody mentioned the ruined farmyard; nobody could see that
the two acts were on a par. The farmyard, in the eyes of the
grown-ups, was simply a bit of paper. They did not realise the
triumph C. had felt in his effort of successful creation; the
intense mortification he had experienced when his handiwork had
been destroyed--the result of so much painful labour of so sudden
a final inspiration. All that was swallowed up by the more
prodigious fact that Joséphine was no more. His sisters would not
speak to him. Mademoiselle merely said, "Voilà ce que c'est
que d'être méchant," and Harry was at that time too young to
sympathise. Mrs. Brimstone not only gave him a long preliminary
scolding, but brought the subject up on every fresh occasion, and
C. was a pariah in the household. Lady Hengrave promised Marjorie
a new doll, but Marjorie was inconsolable. Joséphine was taken to
the toy shop and a new head was given to her, but Joséphine's
original head had been made in Paris, and her new head, which was
bought in Sloane Street, was a different affair altogether,
besides being slightly too small. Josephine had lost her elegance
for ever, and Marjorie never forgave C.

Curiously enough, C. did not feel that he was in any way
justified by Marjorie's destructive act. He shared the view of
the family that the two acts were altogether disproportionate,
and he felt that he was indeed a criminal and had committed an
act which would certainly never be forgiven in this life, and
probably not in the next.

It was a long time, a long time that is to say measured by the
standards of childhood--in reality about a fortnight, and morally
about an æon--before C. lived down the murder of Joséphine, for,
after the subject had been dropped at Bramsley, it cropped up
again when the family returned to London and Joséphine was taken
to Sloane Street for her new head, which proved, alas! to be so
poor a substitute.

Although C. preferred the country to London, he often
experienced a feeling of relief when the family returned to
London, because life in London, on the whole, was freer and less
exposed to the criticism of relations and neighbours, or, rather,
outside criticism was less permanent and less intimate. He did
not mind the comments of the guests who came to luncheon as much
as the more prolonged criticism of the neighbours and relations
whom he endured at Bramsley. Besides which some of the guests who
came to luncheon from the outside world were entertaining and
amiable.

There was Countess Felseck, a Swedish lady, who had something
pleasantly frivolous about her as well as radiant and apparently
un-aging hair. She used to come to luncheon very often, but,
curiously enough, never when Lord Hengrave was at home.

In addition to Mr. Dartrey there was another regular and
constantly recurring luncheon guest, who came to luncheon once a
week, but never on the same day as Mr. Dartrey. This was Mr.
Cecil Whitelaw, who owned racehorses and wore clothes subtly
different from those of other people, talked in a loud voice, and
was often sulky; but he took little notice of the children.

As far as other children were concerned, Aunt Louisa's boys
were older than C., and were already at a public school when he
was in the schoolroom. Aunt Fanny had one overgrown, red-haired,
spectacled boy who, she said, whenever he was left in a room,
"snatched at a Shakespeare." He despised C., and C. kicked his
shins whenever he had the opportunity. The Roden children were
not encouraged. Harry was two years younger than C., but he was
big for his age and was as tall as C. He was the favourite of the
nursery and the drawing-room, and the various governesses into
whose orbit he was attracted were all of them fond of him. C. was
not in the least jealous of Harry. He accepted the fact that
Harry found greater favour as a natural thing that could not well
be otherwise, as Harry was obviously more amiable, so much better
behaved, and so much nicer. Everyone admired him and said, "What
a pretty boy!" C. was considered to be the ugly duckling. Their
companionship was the main factor of the inside life of his
childhood, and they kept the full quality of it a secret. The
various governesses and Mrs. Brimstone used to see them play
together and witness their noisy fun and their frequent quarrels,
but what was kept from the world was that C. told Harry all the
stories he read in story books and invented others of his own,
which Harry listened to with breathless interest, especially as
he was no reader himself. The stories were translated into
action, and took the shape of exciting and dramatic games. So
completely did Lady Hengrave misread the situation with Harry
that she thought the boys got on badly together, and imagined
them to be living in a state of perpetual feud. She was
perpetually scolding C. for being rough, one of the reasons of
this being that, whenever they suggested they should do anything
together, C. used always to make a pretence of indifference, and
the keener he was to do the thing the more indifferent he
pretended to be, because he feared that any treat might share the
fate of single-wicket cricket.

As to treats, Lady Hengrave never took the children to the
play or to any entertainment--not on principle, but from
economy--although C. and his sisters were sometimes allowed to go
to tea at the Rodens' house in Kensington. Julia and Marjorie had
plenty of girl friends, who used to be asked to tea in the
schoolroom, but on these occasions they never let C. join in
their games, especially after the murder of Joséphine. Sometimes
all of them went to children's parties, but C., rightly or
wrongly, acquired the reputation of being rough, and after a time
the girls were more often asked by themselves. The net result of
this was that, until he went to school, C. had no friends and no
companions, either at home or outside, with the exception of his
brother Harry and Miss Hackett. The only happy hours he spent
were in the housekeeper's room, where he played cribbage and Old
Maid with Miss Hackett and the housekeeper, and sometimes long
whist with the butler and others, or playing with Harry, or
reading a book by himself in the nursery. He never read in the
schoolroom, as he did not like his sisters to see him reading. He
pretended to them and to the world in general that books were
babyish things, and fit only for girls. In reality he was
passionately fond of fairy tales and all stories of
adventure.

On Sunday afternoons Mr. Dartrey sometimes took the children
to the Zoo, and once a year a friend of the family, a quaint old
man with a beady eye, called Mr. Short, whom they all adored,
took them to the circus, and sometimes to the pantomime. As
Edward, the eldest son, had been in the Eton eleven, the Eton and
Harrow match was considered a function that could not be missed,
and they went to Lord's every year. This was the greatest treat
of the year for C.

When the family returned to London after the memorable
Christmas holidays, which were dated in C.'s mind by the murder
of Joséphine, C. was not far off from his ninth birthday. His
birthday was in March. It was settled that he was to go to school
in September, and during the last lap of his pre-schoolday life,
two events of importance happened to him.

One of them was the departure of Mademoiselle Walter. This was
a dramatic event which was brought about by the unconscious
intervention of Harry.

It was a rainy day in February. There was no question of going
out, and C. and Harry had planned and had arranged with the cook
to make toffee in the kitchen, and possibly a gingerbread cake.
Just before luncheon C. committed some minor fault in the
schoolroom, for which he had been told by Mademoiselle that he
must write out the phrase "Je suis un enfant désobéissant et
mal élevé," twelve times before tea. Soon after luncheon C.
and Harry went down to the kitchen and became engrossed in the
manufacture of toffee and treacle, and assisted in the making of
a gingerbread cake which proved to be successful, save for a
large damp hole in the centre of it.

C. forgot all about his punishment, and when Mademoiselle
asked him for it at tea-time, he was silent. Mademoiselle, who
had been severely tried by the girls all the afternoon, was in
the worst of tempers. She rapped him on the knuckles with a ruler
and sent him to bed. C. bore this with stoicism. Not so Harry,
who considered that he was to blame. After he had spent the first
fury of his grief in a paroxysm of tears, he rushed downstairs to
Lady Hengrave, who was giving tea to Mr. Whitelaw, and declared
dramatically that he wanted to go to school. When pressed for his
reasons the whole story came out, and Lady Hengrave drew the
conclusion from it that not only C. and the girls were maltreated
by Mademoiselle, but that possibly Harry was liable to the same
treatment, although he had made no such accusation. The result
was that Mademoiselle Walter left the house.

She was replaced by a kindly German, Fräulein Setzer, a South
German, with a passion for children and a great talent for
teaching them. Julia and Marjorie took advantage of her kindness
and teased her unmercifully, but she was quite indifferent to
this and went on steadily through the routine of lessons, and in
spite of everything managed to teach the children something. C.
liked her, but he knew in his heart that she was far less
interesting than Mademoiselle Walter, who had been so unkind to
him.

After Easter, in the summer of the same year, another treat
came for an all too brief period into his life.

Ever since his eighth birthday and the incident of the
nigger's head, although he no longer walked in his sleep, he had
frequently been tormented by nightmares, and especially by the
recurring dream of the ship and the mist and the fog horn.
Something now happened which drove these nightmares away for
ever. C. conceived one of those romantic adorations that children
sometimes have for grown-ups, love for a girl some years older
than himself. This is how it came about.

He was allowed for the first time to join his sisters when
they went in the evenings to play games with other children in
Hamilton Gardens. The children were nearly all of them older than
C., and the contemporaries of his sisters. There were not many
boys. It was considered a great favour that he should be admitted
to the games, and his sisters were opposed to it. Kind Miss
Setzer, however, insisted on C. being allowed to go. C. enjoyed
himself for the first time with other children, and made friends
with two girls. One was called Freda; she was very dark and had
large black eyes. The other, Leila, was fairer, with a promise of
great beauty and melting violet eyes. They were both of them
several years older than he was. For about a month everything
went smoothly. C. enjoyed himself ecstatically, and his sisters
were forced to admit that he was an asset on whoever's side he
played, as he ran faster than any of the other boys. Leila and
Freda were not always there together, and he got to know both of
them intimately. But it was Leila he loved best. He confided
everything to her. He thought her the most ravishing creature who
had ever been born, and the vision of her face and of her violet
eyes banished the nightmare from the limbo in which his mind
wandered just before dropping off to sleep.

One evening, it was a radiant evening towards the end of June,
and the Park was crowded with people, C. was looking forward more
than he had ever done to the game of flags and to a meeting with
Leila. The children arrived in Hamilton Gardens. On the way they
had passed their brother Edward, who was on horse-back on his way
to Rotten Row. A band somewhere was playing Estudiantina,
a valse. Sides for flags were picked. Freda was on the same side
as C., and Leila was on the opposite side. Never had the game
been more exciting. At one moment Freda was captured by the
enemy, and C. raced across the lawn and succeeded in rescuing
her. As they ran back together C. said something to Freda and
laughed.

At that moment Leila rushed past them.

When the game was over C. walked up to Leila, whom he had not
seen for some time, and spoke to her. Leila looked at him and
turned away.

"What is the matter?" asked C.

"Nothing," she said, "only you had better go and talk to Freda
as you like her so much better," and she turned away and wouldn't
speak to him again.

"I thought you were her best friend," he said.

So she was. C. never forgot that moment. It was connected in
his mind with the strains of the Estudiantina valse and
the ringing clatter of hansom cabs, and the intoxicating
atmosphere of gaiety that hung about evenings of the London
season.

The next day Leila's governess complained to her mother that
Caryl Bramsley spoilt the games by his roughness. Leila's mother
complained to Lady Hengrave. Lady Hengrave said it was high time
he was going to school, and forbade him ever to be taken to
Hamilton Gardens again. That was the bitterest moment in C.'s
life before he went to school.
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