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      WINIFRED HOLTBY

      (1898-1935) was born in Rudston, Yorkshire. In the First World War she was a member of the Women’s Auxiliary Army Corps, and
         then went to Somerville College, Oxford where she met Vera Brittain. After graduating, these two friends shared a flat in
         London where both embarked upon their respective literary careers. Winifred Holtby was a prolific journalist, writing for
         the Manchester Guardian, the News Chronicle and Time and Tide of which she became a director in 1926. She also travelled all over Europe as a lecturer for the League of Nations Union.
      

      Her first novel, Anderby Wold, was published in 1923, followed, in 1924, by The Crowded Street (both published by Virago). She wrote five other novels: The Land of Green Ginger (1927, to be reissued by Virago in 1983), Poor Caroline (1931), The Astonishing Island (1933), Mandoa, Mandoa! (1933), and South Riding (1936), published posthumously after her tragic death from kidney disease at the age of thirty-seven. She was awarded the
         James Tait Black prize for this, her most famous novel.
      

      She also published two volumes of short stories, Truth is Not Sober (1934) and Pavements at Anderby (1937); a satirical work, The Astonishing Island (1933); two volumes of poetry, My Garden (1911) and The Frozen Earth (1935); a critical work, Virginia Woolf (1932); a study of the position of women, Women and a Changing Civilisation (1934), and numerous essays.
      

      Winifred Holtby’s remarkable and courageous life is movingly recorded in Vera Brittain’s biography, Testament of Friendship, published by Virago.
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      AUTHOR’S FOREWORD

      Certain events mentioned in this book, such as the General Election of 1931, have, I am told, occurred in the world of fact.
         Certain persons, mentioned in its pages, such as Queen Marie of Roumania, have, I understand, really been born, though the
         actions which they are here regarded to have taken are completely fictitious. But the firm of Prince’s Tours, Limited and
         its directors, the constituency of North Donnington and its associates, and the principality of Mandoa and its inhabitants,
         unhappily cannot be traced in any reputable work of reference. I therefore think it desirable to mention that the only map
         of Mandoa with which I am acquainted, is in my possession, and to express my gratitude to Miss K. Gilchrist, M.A. (Oxon),
         for her researches into the geographical, historical and ethnological peculiarities of the country. I should like also to
         acknowledge my irreparable debt to Herr Otto Martens and Dr. O. Karstedt for the material which I have purloined from their
         admirable African Handbook and Travellers’ Guide, and to acquit them of all responsibility for any use I may have made of it. In the story, I presume, perhaps prematurely,
         that the regulations prohibiting night flying over the Sudan have been abolished by 1933.
      

   

      

      INTRODUCTION


      Winifred Holtby began writing Mandoa, Mandoa! towards the end of 1931 during the aftermath of the October General Election. It was a time of national disillusionment;

         a succession of economic disasters and rising unemployment had forced the collapse of the Labour Government, and its replacement

         by a National Government at the October election marked the beginning of an era of hopelessness when the Depression seemed

         to settle inexorably on the country, and when timidity and expediency were to dominate the political scene. And for those

         who listened, “the angry noise of history” could already be heard in ominous unrest and aggression abroad.

      


      The end of 1931 also saw the onset of Winifred Holtby’s serious and ultimately fatal illness, kidney failure. Its symptoms

         must have seemed an internalisation of the disintegration around her. In one of the poems in her sequence, “For the Ghost

         of Elinor Wylie”, she described what it was like to have abnormally high blood pressure:

      


      

                … in the abysmal hour,


         

            When angry pulses leap,


         

         And black blood lashes its frustrated power


         

            Against tall cliffs of sleep …


         

            The fear, the pain, were mine.


         

      


      Mandoa, Mandoa! is perhaps a surprising response to these events and circumstances but in the light of what is known of Winifred’s personality,

         not uncharacteristic. She worked on the novel in the loneliness of a rented cottage at Monks Risborough, near Oxford, where

         she had been sent to rest, and it was written, Vera Brittain tells us, “mostly in bed when her body was tormented by pain

         and her mind had to struggle, often after wakeful nights, against impairment by heavy drugs”. But there is no doubt that at

         this time, and in varying degrees throughout her life, writing was an escape from unhappiness, from the ultimate distress

         of knowing that she who was still young and had much to give to life, was likely to die soon. She later wrote: “Sticking to Mandoa and to other work with me is not courage. It may be a kind of superficiality. Pain, sadness and regret bore me so that I

         would rather think of anything else. I welcome work as something positive and real that we can get a grip on.” But if Mandoa, Mandoa! was an escape from the circumstances of her life, an “irrelevance”, as she subtitled it, it did not become escapist as a

         literary work but something much more substantial and hard-edged: a novel of political comedy.

      


      Yet the novel’s origins lay in an escapist dream of flight from a present world of suffering and tedium to a remote world

         of beauty and happiness. The name “Mandoa” surely derives from the title of a poem which had been much in her mind during her

         tour of South Africa in 1926, Sir Walter Raleigh’s “Manoa”:

      


      

         Over the silver mountains


         

         Where spring the nectar fountains,


         

         There will I kiss the bowl of bliss


         

         And drink mine everlasting fill


         

         Upon every milken hill.


         

      


      She had used these lines to preface her earlier novel, The Land of Green Ginger, named after a street in Hull which represents to the eight-year-old heroine the “dark, mysterious road to Heaven, to Fairy

         Land, to anywhere, anywhere, even to South Africa which was the goal of all men’s longing”. This dream of Africa was Winifred’s

         own: “I had always been interested in Africa, partly because the only one of my forebears who ever did anything at all distinguished

         became one of the first governors of Uganda – and he was only a distant connection; but my mother told me stories of him when

         I was a child on my father’s farm.”

      


      But the romantic origins of Winifred’s involvement with Africa were overlaid by her developing social and political concern

         for the country, particularly after her six-month visit to South Africa in 1926. By the time she came to write Mandoa, Mandoa! she had a large experience of African affairs and a deep knowledge and understanding of the country’s racial composition.

         Although she was, she said, “a passionate imperialist by instinct”, who found in enlightened colonialism a nostalgic parallel with the paternalistic farming community of her youth,

         she recognised that the most hopeful future for South Africa lay in the constitutional advancement of the black population.

         Her political sympathies for black people found their practical issue in her commitment to the growth and organisation of

         trade unionism among the urbanised black population of the Transvaal. As a reformer throughout the rest of her life, she lectured

         and wrote to raise funds for this cause; as a novelist, her imagination was stirred by the changes in African life such reforms

         would necessarily bring. What interested her was “the struggles of a bewildered black race confronted by the phenomenon of

         twentieth-century industrialism. … During all my contact with Africa, I had felt that one day I should want to write a novel

         about the contrast between the two ways of life – African and European.”

      


      But although Mandoa, Mandoa! draws much of its material from Winifred Holtby’s African experiences, and satirically invokes South African history in its

         depiction of a black population as the potential victims of white commercialism, the novel is not precisely about South Africa:

      


      

         I did not want to lay the scene in South or East Africa, because, knowing a little about them, I felt I did not know enough.

            I preferred to take an imaginary place, so that errors of factual accuracy could not divert me and my readers from the human

            story. I wanted to take as my Africans a race of Portuguese-Abyssinians rather than Bantu, because, in the first place, I

            felt they would be more articulate, being more highly developed in social civilization and less drawn in upon themselves,

            and therefore better exponents of comedy. In the second place, the more I saw of Bantu, the more I realized that I could not

            yet hope to portray the working of their minds, the effects of tribal experience and the corporate symbolism which forms so

            important a part of their consciousness. In the third place, I wanted an independent, proud and unconquered race, without

            the psychological complications which emerge after white rulers have enforced their superiority upon their black subjects.

         


      


      The occasion which gave her the plot for her African novel, and its element of fantasy, was the coronation in 1930 of the

         Emperor of Abyssinia. Even the Times accounts of the ceremonies and celebrations make colourful reading: “The service was of extreme liturgical interest and was

         conducted throughout the night until 7.50 this morning amid continuous chanting, beating of drums, and the brandishing of

         brass rattles.” A banquet, attended by 30,000 people, comprised “large joints of raw, freshly-slaughtered beef … Each man

         carved for himself with his own dagger … The meat was raised to the mouth with the left hand, and the piece taken between

         the teeth was then severed by an upward slash of the dagger.” During the feast military bands recited “with the utmost animation

         and much gesticulation, verses, partly humorous, partly inflammatory”.

      


      Winifred Holtby never visited Abyssinia. She heard an account of the coronation, which seems to have captured Western imaginations,

         from an acquaintance, and she read extensively about the country where traditions of court intrigue, slavery, fierce independence

         and distorted Christianity were, not without violent tribal dissent, under pressure from Western influences introduced by

         Haile Selassie. It seemed to her that the transitional state of Abyssinian culture, and the bizarre events of the coronation,

         could most appropriately be drawn on to expose the contrasts and conflicts between African and European ways of life, and

         that they were such as led inevitably to a comic, even satiric, exposure.

      


      The comic possibilities were not missed by a novelist who was present at the coronation and whose considerable African experience

         had also given him a desire to write a story which “deals with the conflict of civilisation, with all its attendant and deplorable

         ills, and barbarism”. Winifred wrote that she was “conducting a literary steeplechase of the kind I thoroughly disapprove

         of and despise – because Evelyn Waugh is bringing out a novel with the same plot … so mine has to be rushed through”. In the

         event, his Black Mischief was published in October 1932, three months before Mandoa, Mandoa!


      Both Mandoa, Mandoa! and Black Mischief belong to a line of imperial novels of which Kipling, Conrad and E. M. Forster were the most distinguished exponents and

         which Paul Scott and J. G. Farrell, amongst others, have continued into the present. What interests these novelists is not imperial achievement and adventure as such but the problems of communication

         imperialism thrusts into prominence and the challenge to Western values it invites. Intrinsically interesting in these respects,

         imperialism also provides an image of the problems of communication between all people, even those who attempt to know and

         care for each other. Forster’s humane advice, “only connect”, is as appropriate to the inhabitants of North Donnington as

         it is to the visitors to Lolagoba, and as difficult to put into practice. In Waugh’s case, the emphasis of his comedy is on

         the hopelessness of making such connections: “I just don’t want to hear about it, d’you mind?” says one of his characters,

         and this is a logical response to a world in which events are arbitrary and people deluded or self-interested. Life is indeed

         mischievous, and the wit of Waugh’s writing does nothing to conceal the pessimism of a novel based on this conception; it

         is as if Conrad’s Heart of Darkness has been rewritten as a farce.

      


      Mandoa, Mandoa! acknowledges the near hopelessness of the task of constructing right relations between people of different cultures, and

         by extension between all people. Its conclusion is reminiscent of the end of A Passage to India where Forster’s vision of communion between East and West must be postponed: “‘No, not yet’ … ‘No, not there.’” In one of

         the most powerful passages of Mandoa, Mandoa! the four Europeans of the International Humanitarian Association, in danger and discomfort, in turn silently express the

         sense of isolation that undermines all human intercourse: “there’s no liking, no friendship, no love … There is no real companionship.

         We each live in a private, distorted world … how alien we are. Not two people in the world share the same thought, the same

         mood.” As societies, both England and Mandoa are shown as equally, though differently, corrupt; decadence and exploitation

         amongst Europeans are matched by the cruelty and treachery of the Africans, and the respective miseries of capitalist and

         pre-industrial societies are paralleled in the fog of North Donnington and the mud of Mandoa, and in the dole queues outside

         the labour exchange on Remembrance Day and the annual slave train from Mandoa to the Red Sea. But the novel is saved from

         the nihilism of Waugh by its joyful engagement with the political intricacies of the central situation, and its view that, on the whole, people

         are probably likeable, and certainly that their behaviour is to be enjoyed without cynicism or malice. When the heroine, Jean

         Stansbury, says, “I like the sense of things happening all over the world – and feeling the contact with curious enterprises,”

         she expresses the author’s own enthusiasm for “things happening”, her delighted awareness of the complexity which constitutes

         a historic moment. In fictional terms, the wedding of La’gola is such a moment more publicised than most and more motley in

         its constituents; it can therefore the more vividly be employed to demonstrate the diversity of human behaviour and motivation

         and the connections and causal relationships that can be discovered within that diversity. It is in these terms that Mandoa, Mandoa! can be classed as a political comedy.

      


      Like other such works – Gulliver’s Travels and Animal Farm come to mind – Mandoa, Mandoa! is less interested in psychological and social realism than in the creation of characters who typify human attributes and

         of situations which show those attributes in action. With schematic thoroughness it assembles a large cast of cultural and

         class types and draws them into a complex situation by means of a narrative which is simple – a wedding to which many guests

         come – but a brilliant focus for the interaction of the economic, racial and personal forces involved. Much of the humour

         and satirical thrust of the novel depends on the incongruities which arise from such interaction, for example, those caused

         by the impact of technology on a primitive people. Winifred Holtby’s comic penetration is well illustrated in the instance

         of Talal’s infatuation with motor cars, cocktail shakers, telephones and steamboats, which is not only amusing, and even absurd,

         given the absence of technology in his country, but sharply questions the benefits civilisation bestows. Do such commodities

         represent the summary of Western achievement, and is Talal’s susceptibility to them an avenue to his and his country’s exploitation?

         To Winifred Holtby’s contemporary readers, themselves precariously embarking on an era of the mass production of consumer

         goods as well as of colonial contraction, such questions must have seemed doubly relevant.

      


      But Mandoa, Mandoa! is more of a hybrid work than say Animal Farm; it has ambitions other than single-minded political satire, and, as contemporary critics noted, occasionally shifts gear

         from caricature and near-fantasy into realism. This is particularly true of the two main English characters, Jean Stanbury

         and Bill Durrant. Jean Stanbury is brought into the novel not for her usefulness to the plot but as a foil to the extravagant

         characters around her. Admirable, hard-working Jean, who is so much a projection of Winifred Holtby herself, provides a standard

         of common sense, practical dedication, and liberal tolerance, what is good, in fact, in Western society, against which the

         excesses and idiosyncracies of other characters, both European and African, can be measured. She is a figure of enlightened

         English ordinariness: “We have to work for the world as we know it as best we can … we have to go on,” she says at the end

         of the novel, and this is the belief Mandoa, Mandoa! adheres to and which underlies its political satire and also its racial and cultural assumptions. The “world as we know it”

         is one in which the values of Jean Stanbury are considered if not superior then certainly the standpoint from which those

         of other cultures are viewed. Inevitably, therefore, the African characters are portrayed as comic or barbaric and Mandoa

         itself as a fantasy country in which types, even stereotypes, can flourish without too much regard for cultural accuracy or

         neutrality. As Winifred Holtby said, her concern was not with “tribal experience” but with “the human story” of her imaginary

         place. Mandoa, Mandoa! is only superficially an African story; its main purpose is with the variousness of political and social behaviour defined

         in Western terms. Although it would be too crude to say that Mandoa, Mandoa! is peopled with English eccentrics, some of whom have blackened faces, there is a sense in which, like Swift’s Lilliput,

         it is less the people and conditions of Mandoa that are of interest than what they tell us about English society.

      


      Bill Durrant, Jean’s male counterpart, and a negative version of the values she upholds, is likewise “realistically” depicted

         as a type of Englishman only too likely to have found reluctant employment in an African country during this era of the tail-end of imperialism and its replacement by commercial development. It is interesting that Evelyn Waugh’s “hero” in Black Mischief is a similarly disillusioned, penurious Englishman who is superfluous to the advanced industrial society which has so expensively

         reared him for a role it can no longer afford. Bill Durrant’s usefulness in England has expired with the war which he feels

         should logically have destroyed him; his only escape from the nightmare of his own and England’s history is as the rueful

         and doubting bringer to a “primitive” people of the “three great gifts of civilization – Profit, Power, Pity”.

      


      Winifred Holtby invariably drew on her wide circle of friends and acquaintances to populate her novels; Mandoa, Mandoa! is a gallery of such fictionalised portraits. Bill Durrant, for instance, is based on Harry Pearson, the charming, inadequate

         friend she had loved since childhood. As characters, Bill and Jean are successful examples of such autobiographical quarrying;

         thematically and structurally they are constructive to the novel. But the relationship between them is another matter and

         although so closely based on the author’s own experiences and feelings, its presence in the novel is uneasy and incompletely

         realised. Winifred Holtby backs away from a committed portrayal of the emotions these two characters have for each other,

         and at any such attempt the language she employs is stale and evasive:

      


      

         She laid her hand on his arm.


         That startled him. He clutched her hand, crying, “My dear—!”


         She felt the strong shock of emotion flow through her. For a moment anything might have happened.


         “Good heavens, he loves me. He feels …”


         They waited.


         Every instinct, every memory, hung between them. Their past and their future stood balancing on a breath.


         Then long-trained habit intervened. Jean drew away.


      


      But of course, the story of Jean and Bill is not about lovers; rather, it is Winifred Holtby’s stoical and supportive valediction,

         in what must have seemed likely to be her last book, to a man whom she had come to realise could offer her neither passion nor comfort: “She was laying aside physical and emotional adventures; she was laying aside her husband and her children.”

         In the novel Jean marries solid Maurice: disappointing, perhaps, but a movement back from an introspective digression into

         a fictional realisation of the novel’s major theme: “we have to go on”. It is fitting that Jean Stanbury, “strong and maternal”,

         should be a vehicle, in all respects, for this commitment to life.

      


      The story of Bill and Jean is a digression, and its unsatisfactoriness is not detrimental to the success of the novel. It is, in any case, crowded out

         by the ideas the novel is concerned with and by the comic and political ramifications of the situation it is centred on. This

         is also true, to some extent, of the friendship between Bill and Talal. Talal is Winifred Holtby’s colourful and sympathetic

         fictionalisation of another man she knew well, Clements Kadalie, “a magnificent native of Nyasaland, educated at a Scottish

         Presbyterian Mission … [with a] boundless confidence in his own importance”, who was the general secretary of the Industrial

         and Commercial Workers’ Union, the union for South African black workers which Winifred Holtby helped to support during the

         last eight years of her life. The figure of Talal is no simple caricature; his depiction is much fuller than that of the characters

         of comic or satiric singularity like Sid Granger, Mr. Gish and Felicity Cardover. But he is extraordinary, and it is an impressive

         achievement that he is credible whilst being so much larger than what we normally think of as life, so much of a convincing

         contrast to what Jean and Bill represent. His characterisation is an imaginative acknowledgement of the vitality and variety

         the human personality is capable of. The relationship between him and Bill is an attempt, rather in the manner of the friendship

         between Fielding and Aziz in Forster’s A Passage to India, to provide an emotional, personalised focus to the themes of the novel. But perhaps because as characters Talal and Bill

         are in different registers, the affection between the two men, and their incompatabilities, are left disappointingly undeveloped.

         Perhaps given the ambitious scope of the novel, there was simply not enough time or space to develop the realism of personal

         relationships, and it seems that it was almost with a sense of impatience that Winifred Holtby broached such an activity at all. For, as she made clear, her purpose in Mandoa, Mandoa! was largely an intellectual one: “I want to do something hard, muscular, compact, very little emotional, and with the emotion

         hammered into the style. Metalwork, not water-colour.”

      


      In this respect Mandoa, Mandoa! is different from Winifred Holtby’s other novels. Whilst not “water-colour”, they follow conventional patterns of the nineteenth-century

         realist novel in their concern with the details of parochial, domestic and personal issues. This is the mode she returned

         to in her final novel, South Riding which is in the tradition of George Eliot’s Middlemarch. But Mandoa, Mandoa! is an expression of the political acumen and acerbity of mind which made her so good a journalist. Indeed, Mandoa, Mandoa! is the novel of a reforming journalist, the fictional jeu d’esprit of someone who could not, she said, “get out of my head my responsibility for contemporary affairs … I am a publicist and

         a darn good one when I exert myself.” Mandoa, Mandoa! is much more than the publicisation of a progressive view of imperial conflict, written “to make old girls sit up”, as one

         of her friends put it, but more than her other novels it does represent a compromise between the self-acknowledged divisions

         in her energies: “I shall never quite make up my mind whether to be a reformer-sort-of-person or a writer-sort-of-person.”

      


      It is also an unusual novel for a woman to have written. Several of its reviewers remarked on this: she showed “an almost

         masculine appreciation of practical issues”, L.P. Hartley wrote, and, with some surprise, Graham Greene likened the strength

         of her writing in Mandoa, Mandoa! to that of Waugh and Conrad. Indeed, the novel can be seen as the antiphonal voice to that of a work which was being written

         alongside it, Vera Brittain’s highly personal and “feminine” Testament of Youth. There is a certain irony in that the only book Winifred dedicated to Vera, the Very Small Very Dear Love of the inscription,

         should be so different from anything Vera wrote herself. “Hard, muscular, compact” are the last adjectives one could apply

         to Testament of Youth but they are, for the most part, true of Mandoa, Mandoa! as is Winifred’s later description of it as “vital and gay”. The endeavour and achievement of Mandoa, Mandoa! was for Winifred Holtby a form of control over her illness, her fear of death, and her grief at the failure of love; it is

         as much a Testament as Vera Brittain’s book. But with an interesting defiance of traditional modes of female writing about

         such subjects, Winifred Holtby chose an escape into what is generally regarded as a masculine form, the novel of political

         comedy. As she remembers the suffering and tedium of the occasion of Rollet’s death, Jean Stanbury voices the rationale of

         the novel: “be brave … be stoical, be helpful”. To this might also be added an earlier comment: “She could not give herself

         away.”

      


      Marion Shaw, Hull 1982


   
      
      PROCESSIONAL

   
      
      CHAPTER I

      
      RITUAL IN LOLAGOBA

      
      MORNING had come. From the jagged pillars of the Eastern hills the sky hung like smooth dun-coloured silk above the squatting huts.
         One by one, through black, gaping doorways crept the people, stooping beneath the lintels, stretching their cramped limbs,
         sniffing the grey air that was flat rather than cool, then making soundlessly for the vast square before the palace. Behind
         the men came the women, behind the women, the donkeys. The deep dust of the roads was pocked by a thousand footmarks. The
         smallest children, strung behind their mother’s backs, crowed or whimpered; bangles tinkled; the accoutrements of young warriors
         rattled as they strode; now an old man grunted as he upheaved his crippled body from a pile of skins and dragged himself out
         from the warm stench of the hut; now a girl, wide-eyed and shuddering, uttered one coughing sob, and then was silent. But
         for the most part the crowd assembled quietly. The hour was holy and terrible. Implacable spirits of fortune and misfortune
         were abroad.
      

      
      The square was already crowded. Before the high stockade the priests had gathered. The six hundred and seventy-nine archbishops
         of Mandoa stood like statues, their dark hands folded upon the staves of their tall crosses, their white robes as still as
         marble, till, growing weary of an unfamiliar discipline, one sneezed, another spat, a third scratched hopefully in his hair.
         Yet their massed figures remained solemn and portentous.
      

      
      Long before daylight the travellers had been stirring. They stood now, a great uneven caravan, awaiting dismissal. In front,
         out of sight of the watchers by the stockade, were their bodyguard, Arabs, Somalis, gigantic Turkanas and Abyssinians, armed
         with rifles; four stout donkeys bearing a dismembered and unusable machine gun patiently submitted their flanks as propping-posts
         for their Abyssianian drivers, their long, sensitive ears and brown velvet nostrils twitching as the insects woke with the rising sun. Behind them a string of prisoners, bound wrist to
         ankle by thongs of hide, drooped limply after a sleepless night of terror. Their impotent misery evoked no pity from the onlookers,
         who for the most part had eyes to spare only for the voluntary adventurers. These were young men from the drought-stricken
         villages, insubordinate sons from the rich eastern valleys, town-dwellers tired of the tyranny of the priests, rebels against
         the old order, warriors dissatisfied with the routine of the army, all the youth and restlessness and initiative which Lolagoba
         was too small to hold. These did not crouch like the prisoners, smeared with ashes of humiliation. Proudly they stood, their
         limbs polished and oiled, their hair stiffened with clay, frizzled with combs, or bound with copper, their weapons in their
         hands, their hearts beating fast behind their hairless chests. Behind them lay the familiar life of unvarying tradition, the
         life of their fathers and of their father’s fathers, the cooking pots beside their mother’s huts, the winding, trodden paths
         between the thorn-bushes, the secret discipline of their church and gods; around them arose the admiration of the crowd and
         the exhilarating strangeness of the royal city; before them stretched the unknown future, terrifying and splendid. Being young,
         being ignorant, being trained in a school that honours courage, they were ardent for action; they desired glory; and since
         they were going far, they dreamed that they must be going gloriously.
      

      
      The girls who followed them had no such fancies. Though here and there a bold wench simpered before the watching crowd, twisting
         her body so that her short kilt slapped her swinging thighs, ogling the men and boys with brazen indifference to all time
         beyond the present, for the most part they huddled together like scared antelope, their great eyes liquid with apprehension.
         The familiar world being so hard for women, they had little to hope from the unknown.
      

      
      The procession straggled back towards the city. Dishonoured priests and landless nobles, gamblers who had staked and lost
         even their bodies, artisans who had outworn their skill, brought up the rear. They, too, had little to hope; they knew that neither in Mandoa nor Ethiopia nor Arabia would life be good to the dishonoured and defeated. Yet
         waiting there in the dawn, expecting the sacred blessing, they too were touched by a faint exhilaration.
      

      
      The only travellers unmoved by expectation were the captured slaves. Torn from villages beyond Mandoa, driven and bullied
         across the inimical hills, starved, beaten, dazed and terrified, they stood like herded beasts. The tall Mandoans in their
         bright cotton tunics appeared to them as devils. Their unknown destination could be no worse than this.
      

      
      Awed though it was, the crowd surged this way and that. “Oh, let me look!” “Stand back! Stand back!” “Can’t you see you’re
         crushing the lady—and she great with child?” “Aha! Father of Twins! I suppose that you’ll be off next?” “Oh! the gods be good
         to him. Good fortune go with him. Oh, my dear, my dear, farewell.” An old woman, whose youngest and late-born son stood among
         the stragglers, a tall soldier, who had failed in his third year tests for the Royal Bodyguard, waited till the Arch-archbishop
         emerged from the Cathedral door and all hope of respite passed; then, without a sound, she slid her tongue back into her throat
         and died, as the crowd pushed on over her to see the final ceremony.
      

      
      For the time had come.

      
      A dull suffused radiance spread from the east above the city. Into the open space before the stockade stepped six young men,
         in the red robes of acolytes, bearing the polished copper shield.
      

      
      The crowd ceased its scratching, fidgeting and pushing. The hearts of the waiting travellers paused on the beat.

      
      The Arch-archbishop strode three paces forward. As the first arc of the sun leapt the black terraces, he raised his golden
         cross and smote the shield. As though his staff were a torch, the circle broke into glowing light. The sky took fire. The
         strong arms of the sun tore away the grey morning. From huts, bodies, weapons and stockade, warm shadows flowed like blood
         along the powdery sand.
      

      
      The sun was up.

      
      Then the priests raised their brown arms in prayer, and from the waiting city a great cry responded.
      

      
      “The Lord be with your going,” the priests shouted.

      
      “And with your home-coming,” answered the people.

      
      “Walk accompanied by angels,” cried the priests.

      
      “And so find peace.”

      
      “May the lions of courage guide you.”

      
      “The snakes of danger flee from you.”

      
      “The saints of heaven accompany you.”

      
      “The glory of holiness surround you.”

      
      “From Mandoa, Mandoa!”

      
      “To Arabia, Arabia!”

      
      “From poverty to plenty.”

      
      “From labour, from suffering.”

      
      “To the home-coming, to the journey’s ending, to the life everlasting.”

      
      “Amen!”

      
      And with that final cry, the donkey drivers cracked their whips; the young warriors raised their spears; the girls lifted
         their bundles to their heads; the old men slung their blankets about their withered limbs; the prisoners slid their thongs
         up to the knee that they might walk more easily; the bodyguard in front uttered a harsh command; and with a rattle, with a
         groan, with a cry, with a shuffle, the annual slave-train from Mandoa to the Red Sea went forward.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER II

      
      THE DISSATISFACTION OF A LORD HIGH CHAMBERLAIN

      
      SAFI TALAL, Lord High Chamberlain of the Independent Christian Principality of Mandoa, stood in the great square of Lolagoba, disliking
         the Cathedral.
      

      
      It was incredible to him that he had once admired it.

      
      He observed its walls, plastered with muddy clay, and saw that they were clumsy and ill-proportioned. Its bulbous dome rose
         tipsily above its spreading bulk. The copper studs and fruit and flowers upon its wooden doors were roughly made. As for the saints! With hatred, Talal stared at the slanting eyes and polished cheeks of the wooden images
         that made a human garland above the western door, Saint Paul, Saint Thomas, Saint William Wilberforce (in a collar), Saint
         John Bright (with a round paunch), Saint Byron (with flowing hair). Great and good men, whom Mr. Guerdon had taught Mandoa
         to revere.
      

      
      Remembering how the American women had laughed at his recital, Talal’s brown hand slid to the knife at his belt. He had felt
         himself insulted through his country.
      

      
      Yet, until he had crossed the mountains to Addis Ababa to attend the coronation of the King of Kings, he, like his fellow-noblemen,
         had thought the Cathedral miraculous in its height and strength and beauty, though he did not share the common belief in its
         divine origin. Other Mandoans declared that God had made it, God who made all things: hills and sand and water, the silvery
         tropical grass, the verdure breaking like soft green flame from the sun-blasted trees, the lice, the lions.
      

      
      Mr. Guerdon had thought otherwise. It was true, he had told his brightest pupil, that God made everything. But sometimes He
         employed human agency. Poking his head—for he was short-sighted and lost his spectacles in the swamps—he conjectured cautiously
         that the building dated from the sixteenth century when Lolagoba had been founded. The dome was a possible relic of some forgotten
         Moslem visitation.
      

      
      Talal believed that. He liked to reflect upon the ingenuity of his ancestors. Not that he believed everything told him by
         the Reverend Robert Guerdon, M.A. The little white man had been the oddest mixture of innocence and knowledge. A missionary
         teacher, setting out from Khartoum to found a school for chiefs’ sons in Uganda, he had been swept from his course by the
         flooding of the Nile, lost in the Sudd swamp, and carried to Lolagoba by a raiding party, the first white man seen in the
         city for four hundred years.
      

      
      All human treasure-trove in Mandoa belonged to somebody. Mr. Guerdon was handed over to the Arch-arch bishop and persuaded
         to establish in the Mandoan capital the school intended once for Pagan Negroes. It took him two years to realise that he was preaching to the Converted. He never realised until his death that he was legally a slave.
         As for the Mandoans, they could not understand the supposed connection between their own Catholicism and Mr. Guerdon’s Evangelical
         Christianity.
      

      
      For the Mandoans called themselves Catholic. They simply had forgotten that Catholicism claims to be Christian. Mandoa itself
         had been founded as a Catholic colony of Abyssinia. In the sixteenth century, after a brief missionary campaign, three Jesuit
         priests and two Portuguese traders had been driven out and fled, with a little company of Ethiopian converts, their cattle,
         their women, their donkeys and their slaves, through the south-western hill country, down the steep face of the sun-baked
         Escarpment; and thus, upheld by God the Father, God the Son, and the Blessed Virgin, had arrived, with only a trifling loss
         of slaves and women, on the flat table-land that was Mandoa. Barren it might be; it was safe. Between the Sudd-swamps and
         the hills they dwelt secure, building, under the shadow of the jagged cliffs, their church and capital, and founding a brown-skinned,
         straight-haired, swarthy, handsome race, the Ethopian-Portuguese Mandoans.
      

      
      They were proud people. In their veins flowed the blood of the Lord’s highest servants, the Portuguese, whose empire ran along
         the world, and the Ethiopians, who were sons of Sheba. They were a ruling people. Mandoans never, never, never would be slaves.
         Nor were they. They enslaved the lean, fierce Dinkas of the marshes, the handsome Gallas, the Kikuyu from beyond the lake,
         the Somalis and Sudanese. They raided the southern highlands of Abyssinia, capturing whole tribes, which they sold back again
         at a high profit. They crept by night round the shores of Lake Rudolf; they leapt from shadows upon sleeping villages; the
         flames from huts afire marked their triumph. Showers of spears pattered against their shields from ambushed warriors. Curses
         of vengeance mounted against them to the sky. But they were doubly armed, by white men’s cunning learned from their Portuguese
         ancestors, and by their Catholic faith, against which heathen curses died. No Mandoan had ever been enslaved.
      

      
      They grew and prospered. They dug gardens found the sparse water-holes; they pastured their goats and cattle. They built their city, made their laws, and traded. Their main exports
         were labour-power and ivory. Each year they sent across the eastern mountains their train of slaves and freed-men who sought
         slavery.
      

      
      It was a simple solution of a universal problem, and, until he had gone to Addis Ababa, Talal imagined that thus every nation
         disposed of its own surplus population.
      

      
      Until he had gone to Addis Ababa.

      
      Twitching his white tunic over one lean brown shoulder, Safi Talal called for his slaves and donkey. The slaves uncurled themselves
         from the sand where they had waited and brought the beast. Their master mounted and rode broodily across the market square.
      

      
      To his left stretched the long stockade of the Royal Palace; to his right rose Hollywood Hall.

      
      Critically he surveyed them.

      
      It was true that they were not so fine as the best buildings in Addis Ababa. But there was no reason why they should not become
         so. If Mandoa were visited by kings and princes, by representatives of all the nations of the earth, it too could blossom
         into wealth and splendour. It too had an interesting history. The American and English gentlemen had hung upon his words when
         Talal explained the constitution of his Principality.
      

      
      Why only a Princess? They had asked. Because, Talal had explained, Princes and Princesses were obviously cheaper to keep than
         Kings and Queens, and theirs was a poor country. Were they always Princesses? Always. Women were easier to manage, being, Talal explained, only sub-human (and he quoted lines from Alfred,
         Lord Tennyson, to prove it). They must be respected; but they need not be obeyed. In fact, they never need give orders. A
         Royal Princess was kept in the Palace Precincts and used for state occasions. She opened and closed High Council; she provided
         an excuse for fine processions; and she gave birth to more Princesses. “But what if she doesn’t?” demanded the American. She
         always did. “But if it’s a Prince?” It never was. “But who is the father?” Talal had piously crossed his hands and answered,
         “God, God the Universal Father Almighty.” “Yes—But—?”
      

      
      Then, seeing that they were all men of good birth together, Talal explained. All Royal Princesses were virgin mothers, in
         compliment to the Queen of Heaven. But nine months or so before a new Princess was born, an archibishop entered the Palace
         and prayed for God’s blessing on his Sovereign. If, in due time, a girl arrived, the archbishop then became an Arch-archbishop,
         head of the Church in Mandoa. In any other circumstances he disappeared. It was quite simple.
      

      
      “Does the—er—child also disappear—if it’s a son?”

      
      “There never is a son,” Talal had said.
      

      
      “But tell me, are there many archbishops?”

      
      “Six hundred and seventy-nine at present.” There had been jealousy at first, when some ecclesiastics were humble priests and
         others raised to this splendour of Catholic dignity; but after deciding to make all priests archbishops, the difficulty had
         disappeared at once. As for the Arch-archbishop, a candidate’s survival chances being about 25 percent., the competition was
         less inconvenient.
      

      
      Safi Talal had gone to Abyssinia a proud man. All true-born Mandoans were hereditary aristocrats. They looked down from the
         height of their power and nobility upon their hybrid Negro inferiors, savages and slaves and heathen. They were proud of their
         race and their religion. Talal also had been educated by the Reverend Robert Guerdon. With twenty other sons of nobles, he
         had learned English. He had read Tennyson, Cobbett, Samuel Smiles, and The Pauper’s Testimony; and had remained well-pleased with his own country.
      

      
      But in Addis Ababa he had seen another way of life. He had talked to American tourists, British officials, Dutch and Germans.
         And he had learned of a civilisation enriched by baths and cocktail shakers, by motor cars that ran more fleetly than the
         priests’ camels or the best Arabian ponies. He had used cutlery from Sheffield; he had conversed by telephone; he had bought
         handkerchiefs and blown his nose upon them; he had listened to music from boxes, which could be varied indefinitely by changing
         flat black plates. And, still more important, he had read English and American magazines. He had gazed, enthralled upon illustrated
         advertisements. He had seen, as in an Apocalyptic vision, a new Heaven and a new Earth.
      

      
      Then, the coronation of the Emperor achieved, he returned to Lolagoba and its unchanging life, to the perennial wrangling
         of noblemen in the High Council, to the monotonous law suits about nothing at all, argued interminably with the insincere
         rhetoric of tradition. He had returned to a diet of rancid goats’ flesh and cakes of sodden grain; to the whining music of
         slave girls; to the lamentations of his third wife who had just became the mother of twins; to the long routine of the year’s
         ritual, with its appointed feasts and ceremonies.
      

      
      And he was bored. He was bored beyond endurance. He was homesick for a civilisation that he had never known.

      
      He looked about the squalid huts, and hated them. He thought of the life in the Royal Palace, and was repelled by it. He remembered
         the chaos and discomfort of his home—the finest in all Mandoa—and despaired.
      

      
      There was no place on which his thoughts could rest in comfort. In the precincts behind the Cathedral his friend Ma’sull,
         the Arch-archbishop, once the most daring mountaineer in all Mandoa, fretted against his ritual confinement. In the Royal
         Palace, the little fool of a Princess, Um’bola, wept at the arrogance of her heiress daughter. Why could she not marry Ma’sull
         whom she adored? Why could not La’gola, her daughter, take her place? Talal was revolted by her feminine supplications. If
         she had been an ordinary woman, he could have ended them soon enough. Tiresome women were easily disposed of in Mandoa. But
         she was the Royal Princess, and he, as Lord High Chamberlain, was compelled to listen to her sorrows.
      

      
      Sometimes he thought of throwing over the whole business and becoming an archbishop, or even of leaving Mandoa. But the Church
         had nothing new to offer him; and beyond Mandoa, he was nobody.
      

      
      It was not the season when a nobleman could leave the court; and even if he defied custom, what novelty was there for him
         in the country?
      

      
      He was tired of hunting hippopotami, and drinking sispri. He was weary of plotting with his warriors against Ma’buta. He was
         tired of huts and dust and donkeys and slave girls.
      

      
      He had drained Mandoan life of its emotions. He had raided five villages in Kenya; he had entered the single monastery of
         Mandoa, and whipped himself all night, through six desperate vigils, almost dying of exhaustion on the seventh day; he had
         known over fifty virgins; when he had inadvertently broken sacred etiquette and treated a freedman as though he were a slave,
         he had submitted to an Honour Flogging, sucking a fierce enjoyment from the pain. When his own eldest daughter committed indiscretions
         with a Somali slave, he had buried her alive, according to the custom. As a young man he had been rapturously devout. He had
         flooded himself with the ecstasies of the dance, the hymn, the penitence, the prayer. In his maturity he had lived as fully
         as any man in Africa.
      

      
      But rapture was not enough. Pain and pleasure faded. The sweet lust of life lost flavour. Long before strength waned, went
         the will to use it. There was no longer profit in killing a man or mastering a beast, or holding a woman in one’s arms. Sensation
         endured for a night, but disillusionment came with the morning.
      

      
      A motor car, an aeroplane, a dictophone, an electric refrigerator or a speedboat-these were real. These did not vanish with
         the dawn.
      

      
      Oh, level pavements under dim, grey noons, and hurrying traffic down the city streets, and high-piled buildings, rising floor
         on floor, cranes swinging silently against the sky, steamships, electric lifts, smooth ordered days, quiet and intellectual
         talk in clubs, commissions to Geneva, files of documents, little dinners in restaurants, padded chairs; these were the goal
         of any true man’s longing.
      

      
      Had he not read it in the magazines? In Harper’s and The Tatler, in Good Housekeeping and The Saturday Evening Post?” A civilised life demanded exquisite little houses, clean and orderly, with electric light and central heating, hot and cold
         water laid on in every room, and all modern convenience. It demanded puddings made from custard powder, exotic soups and vegetables
         out of tins, gas ovens that cooked the meals unaided. It demanded the eternal youth of women, who by face creams and corsets,
         hair tonics and massage, could remain for ever beautiful. There were motor cars and aeroplanes; trains and cruisingsteamers
         like hotels; health could be bought in tins and tubes and bottles, beauty hired on the instalment system; intelligence was
         the gift of institutions; personal magnetism could be learned by correspondence courses.
      

      
      Ah, why had Mandoa prided itself upon its isolation? We have been fools, fools, fools, thought Talal. In the whole country
         there was one man alone who shared his dreams; and he was offal, an ex-slave, a Galla freedman, whom Talal had taken with
         him to the coronation.
      

      
      The man was clever with his hands, and oddly quick at learning. When Talal conceived the magnificent idea of buying a car
         and taking it across the mountains home with him, it was the Galla whom he had trained as his chauffeur. Then he discovered
         the disastrous fact that cars are delicate creatures and require roads. Trying to take his down the goat path over the hills
         it got out of control, fortunately when empty, and tipped quietly over a ravine.
      

      
      But the training and talents of the Galla were not wasted. Talal returned to find his city agog with new excitement.

      
      An American cinema company, making a talking film called, “The Siren of the Swamps,” in the South-East Sudan, had been caught
         by the floods. A small group, including Jane Crossgill the star, the cameramen, and a mechanic, with all the apparatus for
         trying out dialogue and pictures, had been, like the Reverend Robert Guerdon, taken prisoner and brought to Lolagoba. Talal
         had been delighted; with joy he seized upon them, bought them from their captors, built a small bungalow for them, as nearly
         as possible like those he had seen in Abyssinia, besought them to leave as ransom their apparatus in Lolagoba, to train the
         Galla as an operator, and grant to the Mandoans and their subjects the inestimable benefit of the Talkies.
      

      
      And so it happened.

      
      They had four specimen reels, “Hollywood Parade,” “Diamond-set Divorce,” “College Girls Must Love,” and “Red Hot Momma.” The
         Galla transformed himself almost over-night, as it were, into Byron Wilberforce Gish, and, in the enthusiasm of the first
         show, was honoured by the official title of Lord High Culture Promoter. The largest free hut in the city—part of a derelict monastery—became Hollywood Hall, and before the Americans left with the next slave
         train for Jibuti and the Red Sea, every small slave-boy in the streets was replying to his orders with “O.K., chief,” “Yes-sir,” and “I don’ say mebbe.”
      

      
      To-day, Hollywood Hall was the chief rendezvous of Lolagoba. There, nobles and slaves alike tasted the same delights. One,
         two, three, four, night after night in rotation, Byron Wilberforce Gish displayed his films; the voice of civilisation brayed
         its rasping phrases. College cuties, blonde sweeties, weeping stars in close-ups with immense tears on their synthetic lashes,
         enraptured half Mandoa. Thither, when weary of barbarism, the Lord High Chamberlain retired.
      

      
      This evening, he was weary of barbarism. He waited to see the sunset flare beyond the squatting huts. He knelt as a religious
         procession passed along the street, the nodding statues of saints and virgins followed by acolytes who beat drums and sang
         an old Mandoan hymn to a tune from the great all-singing, all-talking film, “College Girls Must Love,”
      

      
      “Oh, Dinah!

      
      You’re the belle of Carolina!

      
      There’s not a girl that’s finer!

      
      Sure thing.”

      
      He noticed a refractory slave being driven to execution, and observed that the hawkers, whom he ordered his servants to drive
         away, were leprous.
      

      
      He could not bear it. What was more, he would not bear it. He was a man of destiny. Was it for nothing he had gone to Addis
         Ababa? No, a thousand times, no! He would find some way to end this isolation. He would bring visitors to Mandoa as the Abyssinians
         had brought them to their country. He would have streets and baths and gramophones and cocktails. By the Holy Saints, by the
         Gods of old Mandoa, by the Sisters Gish and Mary Pickford, so he would!
      

      
      Some day—some how.

      
      He tossed the bridle of his donkey to a groom-slave, and announced that he was going to the pictures.

   
      
      BOOK I

      AN IMPERIAL PEOPLE PROPOSES

   
      
      CHAPTER I

      
      MAURICE DURRANT WINS A VICTORY

      
      JUST before midnight on October 27th, 1931, Maurice Durrant, followed by his mother, his agent, the chairman of the local Conservative
         association, his defeated opponent, and a small group of supporters from both political parties, emerged from a French window
         on to the balcony of the Town Hall, North Donnington, overlooking the Market Square.
      

      
      This was his hour and his triumph. He had experienced success at other times, at school, at Oxford and in Prince’s Tours,
         Limited; but nothing that he had ever known before had been like this. At last he had overcome his fear of crowds and his
         nervousness on public platforms; he had wrestled with recalcitrant committees and over-ruled officious officials; he had used
         asperity as well as tact in dealing with the Ladies’ Canvassing Club, completely against the advice of his advisers, and he
         had, after his first experience as a parliamentary candidate, carried a notably unsafe seat by a majority of eleven thousand
         eight hundred and fifty-seven votes.
      

      
      He glanced at his mothers’s rapt, beaming face. Her grey hair was just a thought dishevelled; her nose a trifle less immaculately
         powdered than usual; her hat lacked its habitual perfection of adjustment. But she was happy, radiant. No doubts, he thought,
         qualified her satisfaction now. Maurice imagined her repeating in her mind, “Maurice Durrant, M.P. Sir Maurice Durrant, Bart.
         The Rt. Hon. Sir Maurice Durrant. Lord Durrant of Donnington.” Why not? Why not? Was he not the youngest director of Prince’s
         Tours, Limited? Was he not the most efficient candidate that North Donnington Conservative Association had ever known? Did
         not good luck arise mainly from good management? Was there anything that he had really tried to do that he had failed yet
         to achieve—except—? But the exception would now be remedied. This was his night, his triumph.
      

      
      The balcony was flooded with light so that when Maurice and his friends appeared, they were like actors on a stage, brilliantly
         conspicuous. But they in their turn could see nothing of the crowd below, for under them rolled a billowing sea of yellow
         fog. The roar that greeted them was as incohate and anonymous as the roar of the tide.
      

      
      “Democracy,” whispered Maurice to his mother. “A voice from the fog.”

      
      Somebody pressed his arm. “Go on. Now, Mr. Durrant. Speak to them.”

      
      Maurice went forward, and with his hands on the deathly chill of the balustrade, leant down towards the rolling clouds of
         fog. Fog floated round his face. Fog caught his throat. When he spoke, his voice was muffled in fog. “Friends. Electors of
         North Donnington—my constituents,” he began. But the huge uproar below him drowned his carefully composed speech. The shouting
         hardened into intelligible words, the raucous melancholy of “The Red Flag,” and the clatter of wooden rattles.
      

      
      “Richards! Richards! We want Richards!” shouted the electors.

      
      Maurice waited. He stood calmly and easily, his hands in his pockets, a faintly derisive smile on his handsome face, confronting
         the impotent hostility of the unseen mob, his triumph all the sweeter because those whom he had beaten could not even take
         defeat like gentlemen.
      

      
      “Stick it, Mr. Durrant, stick it,” prompted his agent.

      
      “Cads! Cads!” snorted Mrs. Whittaker, chairman of the Ladies’ Unionist Club.

      
      “Friends—if you will listen!” Colonel Westwood bellowed.

      
      Maurice shook his head.

      
      The Socialist candidate stood beside him. A shout of approval greeted his burly figure, but he lifted his hand and bawled,
         “Now, come on, comrades. Fair play. Here’s your new member. Stick to him. You voted for him, not I, mind you. I don’t mind
         telling you I did all I could to put a better chap in his place. But since you’ve got him, you’d better listen to what he
         has to say for himself. Next time you can put me in, an’ then you can hear me talk.”
      

      
      There followed a yell of delighted laughter.

      
      It was not the introduction that Maurice had intended while, during the tedium of the count, he had prepared his victory message.
         But the noise subsided. He began to speak, driving his tired voice as far out into the fog as he could send it. “I know perfectly
         well,” he said, “that it is not I for whom you have cast your votes to-day.”
      

      
      “Quite right! Hear, hear!” laughed his auditors, with good humour.

      
      “The electors of North Donnington were faced by a choice between a united nation and a party; between the spirit of imperial
         unity and a class-war; between the freedom of a great democracy and the dictation of a trade-union Caucus. They have chosen,
         as all over this country of ours to-night other constituencies are choosing—they have chosen to vote for freedom, unity and
         Empire. They have dared to answer the sneers of the anti-patriotic intellectuals, the cynical defeatists, the humanitarians
         who bribe their way to office, the dreamers who promise what no statesman could perform. They have dared to be realists, to
         be patriots, to be British. We are, I believe, on the eve of a great national revival. Torn by faction, intimidated by doubt,
         our nation, since the war, has hesitated, unable to assert her former faith or to stride forward to her great imperial destiny.
         It is over: the doubt and the division; over, the flirtation with Bolshevism. Over, the feeble internationalism; the anarchy
         of pauperism is at an end. You have been told that the imperial idea is dead. It isn’t. We believe that the British race has
         something still to give to the world. We believe in the responsibility of our great possessions. We believe that this civilisation
         which we have inherited, this little island that is the heart of a vast commonwealth of nations, reaching from Adelaide to
         Nova Scotia, from Toronto to Singapore, has a destiny before it which has not yet been fulfilled. We have fought hard. We
         have fought straight. We have fought clean.”
      

      
      Maurice had other things to say about their manner of fighting and the significance of the victory achieved. But at that moment,
         a sharp gust of wind, blowing down the High Street, tore the curtain of fog below the balcony. Through the gap he could see for the first time the crowd in the square;
         and in the crowd, one face, his brother’s. Bill was there, standing against a lamp-post, hatless, his longish brown hair blowing
         across his forehead, the Socialist colours of red and yellow pinned to his coat, his arm round these shoulders of a young
         woman who waved in her free hand a small wooden rattle. He looked ill, shabby, dissipated, yet Maurice knew that the irony
         of family likeness had given to both brothers the Same tall, wiry figure, the same finely-drawn features, the same light,
         curving smile. He could watch, as though in a mirror, his own expression on his brother’s face down in the crowd. As he had
         smiled at the unsportsmanlike antics of the mob, so Bill smiled now at the victor’s complacent rhetoric.
      

      
      Maurice heard his voice falter. He recalled Bill’s last ribald comment upon National Unity and upon fighting straight, and,
         whether the crowd was already tired of his words, or whether, by faltering, he lost his hold on its attention, he was, in
         either case, unable to proceed. The shouts redoubled. Again there was the cry of “Richards! Richards!” And as Maurice withdrew
         to make way for his opponent, the fog closed in again and obliterated all signs of his brother’s presence.
      

      
      “Well, friends,” cried Richards. “your new member’s a great traveller, and he’s won his seat on his United Empire stunt. It’s
         a pretty picture, but I tell you, what’s wrong with his Empire isn’t that it’s too big but that it’s too small, not that it’s
         united, but that it divides—bosses from workers, white from black, Britons from the rest of the world. When it does good,
         it does it by accidents, and you can’t run a complicated civilisation upon accidents. Well, we who believe in international
         socialism may have lost the trick, but we shall win the rubber. We’ve been beaten by the big battalions, the big purses and
         the big illusions. But you can’t defeat a living movement by a dead tradition. “This Empire business may have won to-night,
         but to-morrow, the dawn, is ours!”
      

      
      Maurice drew his mother’s arm through his and smiled down at her.

      
      “Tired?”

      
      She shook her head.
      

      
      “It won’t be long now.”

      
      His agent prodded him again. “Will you have your photo taken with Mr. Richards?”

      
      “Come along, mother. We’ve got to sacrifice you just a little longer.” Maurice turned to his opponent, and the ceremony of
         personal friendliness and good fellowship proceeded.
      

   
      
      CHAPTER II

      
      SIR JOSEPH PRINCE CONTEMPLATES ENTERPRISE

      
      WHILE Maurice Durrant was reminding the electors of North Donnington of their great Imperial Responsibilities, Sir Joseph Prince,
         Chairman of the firm of Prince’s Tours, Limited, rose in an ascending elevator past floor after floor of an immense Oxford
         Street emporium.
      

      
      The counters were shrouded; the long aisles lay empty; yet the lift was crowded with a voluble and vivacious company. As he
         stepped out on to the top floor, Sir Joseph heard a handsome woman in a backless bronze garment, declaiming to the world in
         general, “I’ve been spending the whole evening with Charlie Chaplin. He’s so rococco. Ah, dear Sir Joseph! Have you seen Charlie Chaplin? I was just saying to him that this is a turning point in British history. Too rococco!”
      

      
      All around them swayed, pushed or gyrated a crowd of men and women in elaborate evening toilets. The high-pitched scream of
         their voices competed with the saxophones and percussion instruments of a band which, at one side of the first room Sir Joseph
         entered, was attempting to provide a rhythm for those whose efforts to dance led them to push their way in couples instead
         of singly through the crowd. As a method of penetration, this had its points.
      

      
      Sir Joseph, ever a man of resource, seized a glorious young creature of eighteen from her mother’s side, and, with his arm
         about her, pushed her before him down the room.
      

      
      “Forgive me. It seemed the only way. Tell me, my dear Nancy, everything.”
      

      
      “Well. The band’s here. And the champagne’s in there. But we won’t be able to get in for years. There’s a double queue being
         pushed through by perfectly bee-autiful commissionaires in uniform, and there’s to be a cabaret. And the Aga Khan’s in that
         corner, and mother hasn’t seen Charlie Chaplain, and there’s to be a boxing kangaroo, or was that last time? It doesn’t really
         matter, because you can’t see anything, anyway.”
      

      
      Sir Joseph looked about him with appreciation. He liked crowds. He liked parties. He liked young creatures with bright, starry
         eyes and delicately rounded bodies dressed in white. White, the colour of virginity, was charming for the young. Nancy Penoyre,
         whom he had torn so unceremoniously from her mother, was a delicious creature.
      

      
      “I am so dreadfully hungry. I was canvassing for quite two hours right in the slums this afternoon, making all those women
         come out and vote, you know. It was frightfully thrilling, up miles and miles of stone staircases, just the sort where they
         find the body on the third floor, the throat cut from ear to ear, you know. And we had the most frightful old cronies of Daddy’s for dinner; and really I was too exhausted to eat anything, and
         Mother was so upset because some one said that we shan’t be able to go to Cannes this Christmas. So do, do, darling Sir Joseph, get me through to the supper-room.”
      

      
      Nancy was right about the double queue. With endless courtesy and patience, the uniformed officials, trained to discipline
         the equal enthusiasm of White Sale hunters, pushed relays of guests through a short corridor into a room prepared as a buffet,
         the tables laden with chicken, galantines, jellies, pâté de foie gras, truffles, vols-au-vents, trifles and champagne. Particularly
         champagne.
      

      
      Thither, at length, she and Sir Joseph made their way. He found a chair for her, and prawns in aspic, and pâté.

      
      “You’re a lovely person at parties,” she sighed contentedly, as he filled her glass. “You always know what to do.”

      
      “I have had practice. I have lived for a long time,” he replied.

      
      He made no secret of his seventy-five years. He was proud of them. He knew himself to be a strikingly handsome distinguished,
         sociable, and interesting person. He perfectly appreciated his beautifully-trimmed imperial, his well-manicured hands, his
         upright, youthful figure, and his white abundant hair. He was aware of the flattering attention invariably provoked by his
         picturesque presence.
      

      
      “There’s Sir Joseph Prince.” “Oh, my dear, isn’t he an angel?” “I always think he looks like Don Quixote only well-fed, you know.” “A terrible old roué.” “Yet how young he looks on it.”
      

      
      Sir Joseph himself cultivated a reputation for rakishness. He enjoyed informing acquaintances that at his age one was, like
         Nietzsche’s super-man, beyond good and evil. Having built up a public legend of excess, he preserved it by private asceticism
         that kept his digestion good, his figure boyish, and his eye clear as running water. He had done so much, seen so much, travelled
         so far, known such diversified periods of fortune and misfortune, and yet remained as little blasé as a schoolboy mounting
         Wembley Stadium to see his first cup-tie final.
      

      
      Nancy regarded him with open adoration.

      
      “And the results?” he asked, in his deep voice. “Have you turned your attention at all to the results? I suppose that at some
         time, somewhere, somewhere, there are announcements being made?”
      

      
      “Oh, it’s too monotonous. We’re just sweeping home. I didn’t stay long in the results room because one knows already. The Reds are simply
         melting away. Poor things, I felt quite sorry for them! I wish I’d been here in 1928 when they say the crowd outside roared
         like the French Revolution.”
      

      
      “Ah, you were in the nursery then.”

      
      “Not at all. I was in the fifth form at St. Angela’s.”

      
      It was some time before Sir Joseph found his way into the third room, where on gilt chairs several hundreds of British citizens
         sat facing a wall hung with small placards bearing the names of parliamentary constituencies. From time to time a man in evening
         dress mounted a small platform and through a megaphone shouted election results, while uniformed officials scaled ladders
         and nimbly set beside the shouted names, cards bearing the number of votes received.
      

      
      The watchers on the chairs had been provided with booklets like dance-programmes, from which hung silver pencils on silken
         cords, and some even went to the trouble of marking down the results as they were announced by megaphone. But this occupation
         soon grew monotonous, and most preferred to talk, applauding with mechanical joy each almost uninterrupted victory of the
         government.
      

      
      “Splendid! Splendid!” “murmured Sir Joseph, gazing down at the voluptuous flesh of a magnificent blonde seated before him.
         Her dress of pale peach-coloured satin hung from a collar of brilliants round her neck, and left her back, shoulders and arms
         generously exposed for his delight.
      

      
      “It’s the industrial North. That’s what is so surprising. Going solid against Labour. Solid.”

      
      “Splendid!” repeated Sir Joseph, as the lady moved. Her hair was soft and light as floss, her profile when she turned her
         head, adorable.
      

      
      “You say Splendid?” murmured a Welsh professor of physiology. “Splendid?”

      
      “Don’t you? What do you think of it?” asked Sir Joseph.

      
      “I think,” sighed the little man, drawing a frayed cuff over his meagre wrist, “that I shall hencetorth abandon myself to
         a life of sexual pleasure. I see no hope to be anticipated from the development of human intelligence.”
      

      
      “That’s just what I do see.” Sir Joseph’s eye wandered to a tall, knife-thin brunette in black chiffon. He liked her rich vermilion-painted lips
         and finger-nails. “What could you want better than this, eh?”
      

      
      The physiologist did no see the brunette. His eye ran over the names and figures. “The writing on the wall,” he sighed. “Landslide,
         panic, the negation of reason. Democracy at its worst.”
      

      
      “You need a drink. Come along, man,” Sir Joseph rallied him.

      
      “No drink can drown my deep depression. Besides, if you knew all I know about the action of alcohol on the liver …”

      
      “I know its action on mine. It’s grand,” declared Sir Joseph stoutly. He took at most two mild whiskies-and-sodas a week; but he disapproved of temperance on principle.
      

      
      “Then it must be alcohol which makes you see any matter for encouragement in this nauseating spectacle.”

      
      “Why? Whatever’s wrong with it?”

      
      “Wrong? You are the creator of the most enterprising of all travel agencies. It is to your interest that people should journey
         uninterrupted from Mexico to Madagascar. You need a stable monetary system, and encouragement of international trade.”
      

      
      “Just why I didn’t want these Socialist fools to monkey with the pound.”

      
      “Which has already fallen, thanks to certain unfortunate naval occasions following upon the ridiculous attempts of this hybrid
         government to save it. You need good international relationships, and you are delighted at the prospect of a Nationalist reaction.
         You need money in the pockets of the people who will travel adventurously, and you applaud the victory of idiots prepared
         to sacrifice the young professional classes to the older stereotyped rentiers. How many of your clients last year were school teachers?”
      

      
      “About thirty-five per cent we reckoned, but, of course, that was because of our reduced scholastic rates.”

      
      “My dear Sir Joseph—the more commonplace agencies could send parties to Lovely Lucerne and Ostende. You specialise in precisely
         those less comfortable, less accessible quarters of the globe to which only the young, the enterprising, the intelligent or
         the eccentric wish to go. And yet here you are shouting with glee at the worst catastrophe youth, adventure, innovation and
         enterprise have suffered since the war. Within a few months, the professions will have wilted beneath government discouragement;
         nobody will go abroad, owing to a Back-to-Britain movement; the rage for Protection, exaggerated by the unequal exchange rates,
         will make foreign travel as difficult as it is unpopular. In short—in short, you are applauding the men who are about to cut
         off your nose to spite your face.”
      

      
      “Poor Hugh! Is he being terribly dismal, Sir Joseph?” Mrs. Davies, mother of the physiologist, a large conversational lady,
         approached the travel agent and linked her well-covered bare arm through her son’s skinny one. “Of course what I always say is—what do politics matter? Science is the
         only thing that counts. In fifty years we shall be content to put the expert in control.” She beamed in proprietary affection
         on the little man beside her, as though having produced one scientist, she was privlleged to speak for his entire profession.
      

      
      “Unfortunately,” said her son, “politics matter a good deal, my dear mother, as you would know if you were an unemployed girl
         of seventeen with a cut in your dole and every prospect of the Rent Restriction Act coming off.”
      

      
      “Girl of seventeen? Let her go into domestic service. I’m sure that kitchen maids to-day …” began Mrs. Davies, who, when not
         undertaking to speak for the whole academic world, was much like other middle-class housewives. “Until the girl of to-day
         learns that domestic work is as dignified and important as clicking a type writer—”
      

      
      “I didn’t expect to find you a Socialist, Davies,” said Sir Joseph hastily, long experience having warned him to beware of
         discussing the servant question with leisured ladies of over forty.
      

      
      “A Socialist? God forbid! Have you ever tried to make a trade union official regard a new technical regulation from the physiological
         point of view? A plague on both your houses, say I. But—you—you incorrigible optimist—I wash my hands of you.”
      

      
      “Oh, now, isn’t he Dismal Desmond?” Mrs. Davies patted his arm fondly; the couple were borne away on the crest of another
         surging wave of newcomers.
      

      
      Sir Joseph was only a little disturbed, but he disliked prophecies of evil. He wanted, now that he felt no longer young enough
         to wait indefinitely for the millenium to be assured that already all was for the best in the best of all possible worlds.
         He wanted to think that all humanity was progressing through stormy but not ignoble perils towards a hopeful and happy future.
         He liked the sound the savour, the feeling of prosperity.
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