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      About the Author

      John Galsworthy was born on August 14, 1867, at Kingston Hill in Surrey, the son of John and Blanche Galsworthy and the second
         of four children. John Galsworthy senior, whose family came from Devon, was a successful solicitor in London and a man of
         ‘new money’, determined to provide privilege and security for his family. They idolised him. By contrast, their mother Blanche
         was a more difficult woman, strict and distant. Galsworthy commented, ‘My father really predominated in me from the start
         . . . I was so truly and deeply fond of him that I seemed not to have a fair share of love left to give my mother’.
      

      Young Johnny enjoyed the happy, secure childhood of a Victorian, upper-middle-class family. Educated at Harrow, he was popular
         at school and a good sportsman. Holidays were spent with family and friends, moving between their country houses. After finishing
         school, John went up to New College, Oxford to read law. There he enjoyed the carefree life of a privileged student, not working
         particularly hard, gambling and becoming known as ‘the best dressed man in College’. But he could also be quiet and serious,
         a contemporary describing how ‘He moved among us somewhat withdrawn . . . a sensitive, amused, somewhat cynical spectator
         of the human scene’.
      

      The period after university was one of indecision for Galsworthy. Although his father wanted him to become a barrister, the
         law held little appeal. So he decided to get away from it all and travel. It was on a voyage in the South Seas in 1893 that
         he met Joseph Conrad, and the two became close friends. It was a crucial friendship in Galsworthy’s life. Conrad encouraged
         his love of writing, but Galsworthy attributes his final inspiration to the woman he was falling in love with: Ada.
      

      Ada Nemesis Pearson Cooper married Major Arthur Galsworthy, John’s cousin, in 1891. But the marriage was a tragic mistake.
         Embraced by the entire family, Ada became close friends with John’s beloved sisters, Lilian and Mabel, and through them John
         heard of her increasing misery, fixing in his imagination the pain of an unhappy marriage. Thrown together more and more,
         John and Ada eventually became lovers in September 1895. They were unafraid of declaring their relationship and facing the
         consequences, but the only person they couldn’t bear to hurt was John’s adored father, with his traditional values. And so
         they endured ten years of secrecy until Galsworthy’s father died in December 1904. By September 1905 Ada’s divorce had come through and they were finally able to marry.
      

      It was around this time, in 1906, that Galsworthy’s writing career flourished. During the previous decade he had been a man
         ‘in chains’, emotionally and professionally, having finally abandoned law in 1894. He struggled to establish himself as an
         author. But after many false starts and battling a lifelong insecurity about his writing, Galsworthy turned an affectionately
         satirical eye on the world he knew best and created the indomitable Forsytes, a mirror image of his own relations – old Jolyon:
         his father; Irene: his beloved Ada, to name but a few. On reading the manuscript, his sister Lilian was alarmed that he could
         so expose their private lives, but John dismissed her fears saying only herself, Mabel and their mother, ‘who perhaps had
         better not read the book’, knew enough to draw comparisons. The Man of Property, the first book in The Forsyte Saga, was published to instant acclaim; Galsworthy’s fame as an author was now sealed.
      

      By the time the first Forsyte trilogy had been completed, with In Chancery (1920) and To Let (1921), sales of The Forsyte Saga had reached one million on both sides of the Atlantic. With the public clambering for more, Galsworthy followed these with
         six more Forsyte novels, the last of which, Over The River, was completed just before his death in 1933. And their appeal endures, immortalised on screen in much-loved adaptations
         such as the film That Forsyte Woman (1949), starring Errol Flynn. The celebrated BBC drama in 1967 with Kenneth More and Eric Porter was a phenomenal success,
         emptying the pubs and churches of Britain on a Sunday evening, and reaching an estimated worldwide audience of 160 million.
         The recent popular 2002 production starred Damien Lewis, Rupert Graves and Ioan Gruffudd and won a Bafta TV award.
      

      Undoubtedly The Forsyte Saga is Galsworthy’s most distinguished work, but he was well known, if not more successful in his time, as a dramatist. His inherent
         compassion meant Galsworthy was always involved in one cause or another, from women’s suffrage to a ban on ponies in mines,
         and his plays very much focus on the social injustices of his day. The Silver Box (1906) was his first major success, but Justice (1910), a stark depiction of prison life, had an even bigger impact. Winston Churchill was so impressed by it that he immediately
         arranged for prison reform, reducing the hours of solitary confinement. The Skin Game (1920) was another big hit and later adapted into a film, under the same title, by Alfred Hitchcock.
      

      Despite Galsworthy’s literary success, his personal life was still troubled. Although he and Ada were deeply in love, the
         years of uncertainty had taken their toll. They never had children and their marriage reached a crisis in 1910 when Galsworthy
         formed a close friendship with a young dancer called Margaret Morris while working on one of his plays with her. But John,
         confused and tortured by the thought of betraying Ada, broke off all contact with Margaret in 1912 and went abroad with his
         wife. The rest of their lives were spent constantly on the move; travelling in America, Europe, or at home in London, Dartmoor
         and later Sussex. Numerous trips were made in connection with PEN, the international writers’ club, after Galsworthy was elected
         its first president in 1921. Many people have seen the constant travelling as unsettling for Galsworthy and destructive to
         his writing, but being with Ada was all that mattered to him: ‘This is what comes of giving yourself to a woman body and soul.
         A. paralyses and has always paralysed me. I have never been able to face the idea of being cut off from her.’
      

      By the end of his life, Galsworthy, the man who had railed against poverty and injustice, had become an established, reputable
         figure in privileged society. Having earlier refused a knighthood, he was presented with an Order of Merit in 1929. And in
         1932 he was awarded the Nobel Prize for literature. Although it was fashionable for younger writers to mock the traditional
         Edwardian authors, Virginia Woolf dismissing Galsworthy as a ‘stuffed shirt’, J.M. Barrie perceived his contradictory nature:
         ‘A queer fish, like the rest of us. So sincerely weighed down by the out-of-jointness of things socially . . . but outwardly
         a man-about-town, so neat, so correct – he would go to the stake for his opinions but he would go courteously raising his
         hat.’
      

      John Galsworthy died on 31 January, 1933, at the age of sixty-five, at Grove Lodge in Hampstead, with Ada by his side. At
         his request, his ashes were scattered over Bury Hill in Sussex. The Times hailed him as the ‘mouthpiece’ of his age, ‘the interpreter in drama, and in fiction of a definite phase in English social
         history’.
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   	 Epigraph

      ‘We are such stuff
      

      As dreams are made on; and our little life

      Is rounded with a sleep.’

      The Tempest

      William Shakespeare

   
      
Part I


   
      
      Chapter One

      
      Initiation of the Canteen

      
      In modern Society, one thing after another, this spice on that, ensures a kind of memoristic vacuum, and Fleur Mont’s passage
         of arms with Marjorie Ferrar was, by the spring of 1926, well-nigh forgotten. Moreover, she gave Society’s memory no encouragement,
         for, after her tour round the world, she was interested in the Empire – a bent so out of fashion as to have all the flavour
         and excitement of novelty with a sort of impersonality guaranteed.
      

      
      Colonials, Americans, and Indian students, people whom nobody could suspect of being lions, now encountered each other in
         the ‘bimetallic parlour’, and were found by Fleur ‘very interesting’, especially the Indian students, so supple and enigmatic,
         that she could never tell whether she were ‘using’ them or they were ‘using’ her.
      

      
      Perceiving the extraordinarily uphill nature of Foggartism, she had been looking for a second string to Michael’s Parliamentary
         bow, and, with her knowledge of India, where she had spent six weeks of her tour, she believed that she had found it in the
         idea of free entrance for the Indians into Kenya. In her talks with these Indian students, she learned that it was impossible
         to walk in a direction unless you knew what it was. These young men might be complicated and unpractical, meditative and secret,
         but at least they appeared to be convinced that the molecules in an organism mattered less than the organism itself – that
         they, in fact, mattered less than India. Fleur, it seemed, had encountered faith – a new and ‘intriguing’ experience. She
         mentioned the fact to Michael.
      

      
      ‘It’s all very well,’ he answered, ‘but our Indian friends didn’t live for four years in the trenches, or the fear thereof, for the sake of their faith. If they had, they couldn’t possibly have
         the feeling that it matters as much as they think it does. They might want to, but their feelers would be blunted. That’s
         what the war really did to all of us in Europe who were in the war.’
      

      
      ‘That doesn’t make “faith” any less interesting,’ said Fleur, drily.

      
      ‘Well, my dear, the prophets abuse us for being at loose ends, but can you have faith in a life force so darned extravagant
         that it makes mince-meat of you by the million? Take it from me, Victorian times fostered a lot of very cheap and easy faith,
         and our Indian friends are in the same case – their India has lain doggo since the Mutiny, and that was only a surface upheaval.
         So you needn’t take ’em too seriously.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t; but I like the way they believe they’re serving India.’

      
      And at his smile she frowned, seeing that he thought she was only increasing her collection.

      
      Her father-in-law, who had really made some study of orientalism, lifted his eyebrow over these new acquaintances.

      
      ‘My oldest friend,’ he said, on the first of May, ‘is a judge in India. He’s been there forty years. When he’d been there
         two, he wrote to me that he was beginning to know something about the Indians. When he’d been there ten, he wrote that he
         knew all about them. I had a letter from him yesterday, and he says that after forty years he knows nothing about them. And
         they know as little about us. East and West – the circulation of the blood is different.’
      

      
      ‘Hasn’t forty years altered the circulation of your friend’s blood?’

      
      ‘Not a jot,’ replied Sir Lawrence. ‘It takes forty generations. Give me another cup of your nice Turkish coffee, my dear.
         What does Michael say about the general strike?’
      

      
      ‘That the Government won’t budge unless the T.U.C. withdraw the notice unreservedly.’

      
      ‘Exactly! And but for the circulation of English blood there’d be “a pretty mess”, as old Forsyte would say.’

      
      ‘Michael’s sympathies are with the miners.’

      
      ‘So are mine, young lady. Excellent fellow, the miner – but unfortunately cursed with leaders. The mine-owners are in the
         same case. Those precious leaders are going to grind the country’s nose before they’ve done. Inconvenient product – coal; it’s
         blackened our faces, and now it’s going to black our eyes. Not a merry old soul! Well, good-bye! My love to Kit, and tell
         Michael to keep his head.’
      

      
      This was precisely what Michael was trying to do. When ‘the Great War’ broke out, though just old enough to fight, he had
         been too young to appreciate the fatalism which creeps over human nature with the approach of crisis. He was appreciating
         it now before ‘the Great Strike’, together with the peculiar value which the human being attaches to saving face. He noticed
         that both sides had expressed the intention of meeting the other side in every way, without, of course, making any concessions
         whatever; that the slogans, ‘Longer hours, less wages’, ‘Not a minute more, not a bob off’, curtsied, and got more and more
         distant as they neared each other. And now, with the ill-disguised impatience of his somewhat mercurial nature, Michael was
         watching the sober and tentative approaches of the typical Britons in whose hands any chance of mediation lay. When, on that
         memorable Monday, not merely the faces of the gentlemen with slogans, but the very faces of the typical Britons, were suddenly
         confronted with the need for being saved, he knew that all was up; and, returning from the House of Commons at midnight, he
         looked at his sleeping wife. Should he wake Fleur and tell her that the country was ‘for it’, or should he not? Why spoil
         her beauty sleep? She would know soon enough. Besides, she wouldn’t take it seriously. Passing into his dressing room, he
         stood looking out of the window at the dark square below. A general strike at a few hours’ notice! ‘Some’ test of the British
         character! The British character? Suspicion had been dawning on Michael for years that its appearances were deceptive; that
         Members of Parliament, theatre-goers, trotty little ladies with dresses tight blown about trotty little figures, plethoric
         generals in armchairs, pettish and petted poets, parsons in pulpits, posters in the street – above all, the Press, were not
         representative of the national disposition. If the papers were not to come out, one would at least get a chance of feeling
         and seeing British character; owing to the papers, one never had seen or felt it clearly during the war, at least not in England. In the trenches, of course, one had – there, sentiment
         and hate, advertisement and moonshine, had been ‘taboo’, and with a grim humour the Briton had just ‘carried on’, unornamental
         and sublime, in the mud and the blood, the stink and the racket, and the endless nightmare of being pitchforked into fire
         without rhyme or reason! The Briton’s defiant humour that grew better as things grew worse, would – he felt – get its chance
         again now. And, turning from the window, he undressed and went back into the bedroom.
      

      
      Fleur was awake.

      
      ‘Well, Michael?’

      
      ‘The strike’s on.’

      
      ‘What a bore!’

      
      ‘Yes; we shall have to exert ourselves.’

      
      ‘What did they appoint that Commission for, and pay all that subsidy, if not to avoid this?’

      
      ‘My dear girl, that’s mere common-sense – no good at all.’

      
      ‘Why can’t they come to an agreement?’

      
      ‘Because they’ve got to save face. Saving face is the strongest motive in the world.’

      
      ‘How do you mean?’

      
      ‘Well, it caused the war; it’s causing the strike now; without “saving face” there’d probably be no life on the earth at all
         by this time.’
      

      
      Michael kissed her.

      
      ‘I suppose you’ll have to do something,’ she said, sleepily. ‘There won’t be much to talk about in the House while this is
         on.’
      

      
      ‘No; we shall sit and glower at each other, and use the word “formula” at stated intervals.’

      
      ‘I wish we had a Mussolini.’

      
      ‘I don’t. You pay for him in the long run. Look at Diaz and Mexico; or Lenin and Russia; or Napoleon and France; or Cromwell
         and England, for the matter of that.’
      

      
      ‘Charles the Second,’ murmured Fleur into her pillow, ‘was rather a dear.’

      
      Michael stayed awake a little, disturbed by the kiss, slept a little, woke again. To save face! No one would make a move because of their faces. For nearly an hour he lay trying to think out a
         way of saving them all, then fell asleep. He woke at seven with the feeling that he had wasted his time. Under the appearance
         of concern for the country, and professions of anxiety to find a ‘formula’, too many personal feelings, motives, and prejudices
         were at work. As before the war, there was a profound longing for the humiliation and dejection of the adversary; each wished
         his face saved at the expense of the other fellow’s!
      

      
      He went out directly after breakfast.

      
      People and cars were streaming in over Westminster Bridge, no buses ran, no trams; but motor-lorries, full or empty, rumbled
         past. Some ‘specials’ were out already, and everybody had a look as if they were going to a tea party, cloaked in a kind of
         defiant jollity. Michael moved on towards Hyde Park. Over night had sprung up this amazing ordered mish-mash of lorries and
         cans and tents! In the midst of all the mental and imaginative lethargy which had produced this national crisis – what a wonderful
         display of practical and departmental energy! ‘They say we can’t organise!’ thought Michael; ‘can’t we just – after the event!’
      

      
      He went on to a big railway station. It was picketed, but they were running trains already, with volunteer labour. Poking
         round, he talked here and there among the volunteers. ‘By George!’ he thought, ‘these fellows’ll want feeding! What about
         a canteen?’ And he returned post haste to South Square.
      

      
      Fleur was in.

      
      ‘Will you help me run a railway canteen for volunteers?’ He saw the expression, ‘Is that a good stunt?’ rise on her face,
         and hurried on:
      

      
      ‘It’ll mean frightfully hard work; and getting anybody we can to help. I daresay I could rope in Norah Curfew and her gang
         from Bethnal Green for a start. But it’s your quick head that’s wanted, and your way with men.’
      

      
      Fleur smiled. ‘All right,’ she said.

      
      They took the car – a present from Soames on their return from round the world – and went about, picking people up and dropping
         them again. They recruited Norah Curfew and ‘her gang’ in Bethnal Green; and during this first meeting of Fleur with one whom
         she had been inclined to suspect as something of a rival, Michael noted how, within five minutes, she had accepted Norah Curfew
         as too ‘good’ to be dangerous. He left them at South Square in conference over culinary details, and set forth to sap the
         natural opposition of officialdom. It was like cutting barbed wire on a dark night before an ‘operation’. He cut a good deal,
         and went down to the ‘House’. Humming with unformulated ‘formulas’, it was, on the whole, the least cheerful place he had
         been in that day. Everyone was talking of the ‘menace to the Constitution’. The Government’s long face was longer than ever,
         and nothing – they said – could be done until it had been saved. The expressions ‘Freedom of the Press’ and ‘At the pistol’s
         mouth’, were being used to the point of tautology! He ran across Mr Blythe brooding in the Lobby on the temporary decease
         of his beloved weekly, and took him over to South Square ‘for a bite’ at nine o’clock. Fleur had come in for the same purpose.
         According to Mr Blythe, the solution was to ‘form a group’ of right-thinking opinion.
      

      
      ‘Exactly, Blythe! But what is right-thinking, at “the present time of speaking”?’

      
      ‘It all comes back to Foggartism,’ said Mr Blythe.

      
      ‘Oh!’ said Fleur, ‘I do wish you’d both drop that. Nobody will have anything to say to it. You might as well ask the people
         of today to live like St Francis d’Assisi.’
      

      
      ‘My dear young lady, suppose St Francis d’Assisi had said that, we shouldn’t be hearing today of St Francis.’

      
      ‘Well, what real effect has he had? He’s just a curiosity. All those great spiritual figures are curiosities. Look at Tolstoi
         now, or Christ, for that matter!’
      

      
      ‘Fleur’s rather right, Blythe.’

      
      ‘Blasphemy!’ said Mr Blythe.

      
      ‘I don’t know, Blythe; I’ve been looking at the gutters lately, and I’ve come to the conclusion that they put a stopper on
         Foggartism. Watch the children there, and you’ll see how attractive gutters are! So long as a child can have a gutter, he’ll
         never leave it. And, mind you, gutters are a great civilising influence. We have more gutters here than any other country and more children brought
         up in them; and we’re the most civilised people in the world. This strike’s going to prove that. There’ll be less bloodshed
         and more good humour than there could be anywhere else; all due to the gutter.’
      

      
      ‘Renegade!’ said Mr Blythe.

      
      ‘Well,’ said Michael, ‘Foggartism, like all religions, is the over-expression of a home truth. We’ve been too wholesale, Blythe.
         What converts have we made?’
      

      
      ‘None,’ said Mr Blythe. ‘But if we can’t take children from the gutter, Foggartism is no more.’

      
      Michael wriggled; and Fleur said promptly: ‘What never was can’t be no more. Are you coming with me to see the kitchens, Michael
         – they’ve been left in a filthy state. How does one deal with beetles on a large scale?’
      

      
      ‘Get a beetle-man – sort of pied piper, who lures them to their fate.’

      
      Arrived on the premises of the canteen-to-be, they were joined by Ruth La Fontaine, of Norah Curfew’s ‘gang’, and descended
         to the dark and odorous kitchen. Michael struck a match, and found the switch. Gosh! In the light, surprised, a brown-black
         scuttling swarm covered the floor, the walls, the tables. Michael had just sufficient control of his nerves to take in the
         faces of those three – Fleur’s shuddering frown, Mr Blythe’s open mouth, the dark and pretty Ruth La Fontaine’s nervous smile.
         He felt Fleur clutch his arm.
      

      
      ‘How disgusting!’
      

      
      The disturbed creatures were finding their holes or had ceased to scuttle; here and there, a large one, isolated, seemed to
         watch them.
      

      
      ‘Imagine!’ cried Fleur. ‘And food’s been cooked here all these years! Ugh!’

      
      ‘After all,’ said Ruth La Fontaine, with a shivery giggle, ‘they’re not so b-bad as b-bugs.’

      
      Mr Blythe puffed hard at his cigar. Fleur muttered:

      
      ‘What’s to be done, Michael?’

      
      Her face was pale; she was drawing little shuddering breaths; and Michael was thinking: ‘It’s too bad; I must get her out of this!’ when suddenly she seized a broom and rushed at a large beetle
         on the wall. In a minute they were all at it – swabbing and sweeping, and flinging open doors and windows.
      

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      On the ’Phone

      
      Winifred Dartie had not received her Morning Post. Now in her sixty-eighth year, she had not followed too closely the progress of events which led up to the general strike
         – they were always saying things in the papers, and you never knew what was true; those Trades Union people, too, were so
         interfering, that really one had no patience. Besides, the Government always did something in the end. Acting, however, on
         the advice of her brother Soames, she had filled her cellars with coal and her cupboards with groceries, and by ten o’clock
         on the second morning of the strike, was seated comfortably at the telephone.
      

      
      ‘Is that you, Imogen? Are you and Jack coming for me this evening?’

      
      ‘No, Mother. Jack’s sworn in, of course. He has to be on duty at five. Besides, they say the theatres will close. We’ll go
         later. Dat Lubly Lady’s sure to run.’
      

      
      ‘Very well, dear. But what a fuss it all is! How are the boys?’

      
      ‘Awfully fit. They’re both going to be little “specials”. I’ve made them tiny badges. D’you think the child’s department at
         Harridge’s would have toy truncheons?’
      

      
      ‘Sure to, if it goes on. I shall be there today; I’ll suggest it. They’d look too sweet, wouldn’t they? Are you all right
         for coal?’
      

      
      ‘Oh, yes. Jack says we mustn’t hoard. He’s fearfully patriotic.’

      
      ‘Well, good-bye, dear! My love to the boys!’

      
      She had just begun to consider whom she should call up next when the telephone bell rang.

      
      ‘Yes?’

      
      ‘Mr Val Dartie living there?’
      

      
      ‘No. Who is it speaking?’

      
      ‘My name is Stainford. I’m an old college friend of his. Could you give me his address, please?’

      
      Stainford? It conveyed nothing.

      
      ‘I’m his mother. My son is not in town; but I dare say he will be before long. Can I give him any message?’

      
      ‘Well, thanks! I want to see him. I’ll ring up again; or take my chance later. Thanks!’

      
      Winifred replaced the receiver.

      
      Stainford! The voice was distinguished. She hoped it had nothing to do with money. Odd, how often distinction was connected
         with money! Or, rather, with the lack of it. In the old Park Lane days they had known so many fashionables who had ended in
         the bankruptcy or divorce courts. Emily – her mother – had never been able to resist distinction. That had been the beginning
         of Monty – he had worn such perfect waistcoats and gardenias, and had known so much about all that was fast – impossible not
         to be impressed by him. Ah, well! She did not regret him now. Without him she would never have had Val, or Imogen’s two boys,
         or Benedict (almost a colonel), though she never saw him now, living, as he did, in Guernsey, to grow cucumbers, away from
         the income tax. They might say what they liked about the age, but could it really be more up-to-date than it was in the nineties
         and the early years of the century, when income tax was at a shilling, and that considered high! People now just ran about
         and talked, to disguise the fact that they were not so ‘chic’ and upto-date as they used to be.
      

      
      Again the telephone bell rang. ‘Will you take a trunk call from Wansdon? . . .’

      
      ‘Hallo! That you, Mother?’

      
      ‘Oh, Val, how nice! Isn’t this strike absurd?’

      
      ‘Silly asses! I say: we’re coming up.’

      
      ‘Really, dear. But why? You’ll be so much more comfortable in the country.’

      
      ‘Holly says we’ve got to do things. Who d’you think turned up last night? – her brother – young Jon Forsyte. Left his wife
         and mother in Paris – said he’d missed the war and couldn’t afford to miss this. Been travelling all the winter – Egypt, Italy, and that
         – chucked America, I gather. Says he wants to do something dirty – going to stoke an engine. We’re driving up to the “Bristol”
         this afternoon.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, but why not come to me, dear, I’ve got plenty of everything?’

      
      ‘Well, there’s young Jon – I don’t think—’

      
      ‘But he’s a nice boy, isn’t he?’

      
      ‘Uncle Soames isn’t with you, is he?’

      
      ‘No, dear. He’s at Mapledurham. Oh, and by the way, Val, someone has just rung up for you – a Mr Stainford.’

      
      ‘Stainford? What! Aubrey Stainford – I haven’t seen him since Oxford.’

      
      ‘He said he would ring up again or take his chance of finding you here.’

      
      ‘Oh, I’d love to see old Stainford again. Well, if you don’t mind putting us up, Mother. Can’t leave young Jon out, you know
         – he and Holly are very thick after six years; but I expect he’ll be out all the time.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, that’ll be quite all right, dear; and how is Holly?’

      
      ‘Topping.’

      
      ‘And the horses?’

      
      ‘All right. I’ve got a snorting two-year-old, rather backward. Shan’t run him till Goodwood, but he ought to win then.’

      
      ‘That’ll be delightful. Well, dear boy, I’ll expect you. But you won’t be doing anything rash, with your leg?’

      
      ‘No; just drive a bus, perhaps. Won’t last, you know. The Government’s all ready. Pretty hot stuff. We’ve got ’em this time.’
      

      
      ‘I’m so glad. It’ll be such a good thing to have it over; it’s dreadfully bad for the season. Your uncle will be very upset.’

      
      An indistinguishable sound; then Val’s voice again:

      
      ‘I say, Holly says she’ll want a job – you might ask young Mont. He’s in with people. See you soon, then – good-bye!’
      

      
      Replacing the receiver, Winifred had scarcely risen from the satinwood chair on which she had been seated, when the bell rang
         again.
      

      
      ‘Mrs Dartie? . . . That you, Winifred? Soames speaking. What did I tell you?’

      
      ‘Yes; it’s very annoying, dear. But Val says it’ll soon be over.’
      

      
      ‘What’s he know about it?’

      
      ‘He’s very shrewd.’

      
      ‘Shrewd? H’m! I’m coming up to Fleur’s.’

      
      ‘But, why, Soames? I should have thought—’

      
      ‘Must be on the spot, in case of – accidents. Besides, the car’ll be eating its head off down here – may as well be useful.
         Do that fellow Riggs good to be sworn in. This thing may lead to anything.’
      

      
      ‘Oh! Do you think—’

      
      ‘Think? It’s no joke. Comes of playing about with subsidies.’

      
      ‘But you told me last summer—’

      
      ‘They don’t look ahead. They’ve got no more nous than a tomcat. Annette wants to go to her mother’s in France. I shan’t stop her. She can’t gad about while this is on. I
         shall take her to Dover with the car today, and come up tomorrow.’
      

      
      ‘Ought one to sell anything, Soames?’

      
      ‘Certainly not.’

      
      ‘People seem dreadfully busy about it all. Val’s going to drive a bus. Oh! and, Soames – that young Jon Forsyte is back. He’s
         left his wife and mother in Paris, and come over to be a stoker.’
      

      
      A deep sound, and then:

      
      ‘What’s he want to do that for? Much better keep out of England.’

      
      ‘Ye-es. I suppose Fleur—’

      
      ‘Don’t you go putting things into her head!’
      

      
      ‘Of course not, Soames. So I shall see you? Good-bye.’

      
      Dear Soames was always so fussy about Fleur! Young Jon Forsyte and she – of course – but that was ages ago! Calf love! And
         Winifred smiled, sitting very still. This strike was really most ‘intriguing’. So long as they didn’t break any windows –
         because, of course, the milk supply would be all right, the Government always saw to that; and as to the newspapers – well,
         after all, they were a luxury! It would be very nice to have Val and Holly. The strike was really something to talk about;
         there had been nothing so exciting since the war. And, obeying an obscure instinct to do something about it, Winifred again
         took up the receiver. ‘Give me Westminster 0000 . . . Is that Mrs Michael Mont’s? Fleur? Aunt Winifred speaking. How are you,
         dear?’
      

      
      The voice which answered had that quick little way of shaping words that was so amusing to Winifred, who in her youth had
         perfected a drawl, which effectually dominated both speed and emotion. All the young women in Society nowadays spoke like
         Fleur, as if they had found the old way of speaking English slow and flat, and were gingering it with little pinches.
      

      
      ‘Perfectly all right, thanks. Anything I can do for you, Auntie?’

      
      ‘Yes, my dear – your cousin Val and Holly are coming up to me about this strike. And Holly – I think it’s very unnecessary,
         but she wants to do something. She thought perhaps Michael would know—’
      

      
      ‘Oh, well, of course there are lots of things. We’ve started a canteen for railway workers; perhaps she’d like to help in
         that.’
      

      
      ‘My dear, that would be awfully nice.’

      
      ‘It won’t, Aunt Winifred; it’s pretty strenuous.’

      
      ‘It can’t last, dear, of course. Parliament are bound to do something about it. It must be a great comfort to you to have
         all the news at first-hand. Then, may I send Holly to you?’
      

      
      ‘But of course. She’ll be very useful. At her age she’d better do supplies, I think, instead of standing about, serving. I
         get on with her all right. The great thing is to have people that get on together, and don’t fuss. Have you heard from Father?’
      

      
      ‘Yes; he’s coming up to you tomorrow.’

      
      ‘Oh! But why?’

      
      ‘He says he must be on the spot, in case of—’

      
      ‘That’s so silly. Never mind. It’ll make two cars.’

      
      ‘Holly will have hers, too. Val’s going to drive a bus, he says – and – er – young – well, dear, that’s all! My love to Kit.
         There are a tremendous lot of milk-cans in the Park already, Smither says. She went out this morning into Park Lane to have
         a look. It’s all rather thrilling, don’t you think?’
      

      
      ‘At the House they say it’ll mean another shilling on the income tax before it’s over.’

      
      ‘Oh, dear!’

      
      At this moment a voice said: ‘Have they answered?’ And, replacing the receiver, Winifred again sat, placid. Park Lane! From
         the old house there – home of her youth – one would have had a splendid view of everything – quite the headquarters! But how dreadfully
         the poor old Pater would have felt it! James! She seemed to see him again with his plaid over his shoulders, and his nose
         glued to a window-pane, trying to cure with the evidence of his old grey eyes the fatal habit they all had of not telling
         him anything. She still had some of his wine. And Warmson, their old butler, still kept ‘The Pouter Pigeon’, on the river
         at Moulsbridge. He always sent her a Stilton cheese at Christmas, with a memorandum of the exact amount of the old Park Lane
         port she was to pour into it. His last letter had ended thus: ‘I often think of the master, and how fond he was of going down
         the cellar right up to the end. As regards wine, ma’am, I’m afraid the days are not what they were. My duty to Mr Soames and
         all. Dear me, it seems a long time since I first came to Park Lane.
      

      
      ‘Your obedient servant,

      
      GEORGE WARMSON.
      

      
      ‘P. S. – I had a pound or two on that colt Mr Val bred, please to tell him – and came in useful.’

      
      The old sort of servant! And now she had Smither, from Timothy’s, Cook having died – so mysteriously, or, as Smither put it:
         ‘Of hornwee, ma’am, I verily believe, missing Mr Timothy as we did’ – Smither as a sort of supercargo – didn’t they call it,
         on ships? – and really very capable, considering she was sixty, if a day, and the way her corsets creaked. After all, to be
         with the family again was a great comfort to the poor old soul – eight years younger than Winifred, who, like a true Forsyte,
         looked down on the age of others from the platform of perennial youth. And a comfort, too, to have about the house one who
         remembered Monty in his prime – Montague Dartie, so long dead now, that he had a halo as yellow as his gills had so often
         been. Poor, dear Monty! Was it really forty-seven years since she married him, and came to live in Green Street? How well
         those satinwood chairs with the floral green design on their top rails, had worn – furniture of times before this seven-hour
         day and all the rest of it! People thought about their work then, and not about the cinema! And Winifred, who had never had
         any work to think about, sighed. It had all been great fun – and, if they could only get this little fuss over, the coming season would be most enjoyable.
         She had seats already for almost everything. Her hand slipped down to what she was sitting on. Yes, she had only had those
         chairs re-covered twice in all her forty-seven years in Green Street, and, really, they were quite respectable still. True!
         no one ever sat on them now, because they were straight up without arms; and in these days, of course, everybody sprawled,
         so restless, too, that no chair could stand it. She rose to judge the degree of respectability beneath her, tilting the satinwood
         chair forward. The year Monty died they had been re-covered last – 1913, just before the war. Really that had been a marvellous
         piece of grey-green silk!
      

   
      
      Chapter Three

      
      Home-coming

      
      Jon Forsyte’s sensations on landing at Newhaven, by the last possible boat, after five and a half years’ absence, had been
         most peculiar. All the way by car to Wansdon under the Sussex Downs he was in a sort of excited dream. England! What wonderful
         chalk, what wonderful green! What an air of having been there for ever! The sudden dips into villages, the old bridges, the
         sheep, the beech clumps! And the cuckoo – not heard for six years! A poet, somewhat dormant of late, stirred within this young
         man. Delicious old country! Anne would be crazy about this countryside – it was so beautifully finished. When the general
         strike was over she could come along, and he would show her everything. In the meantime she would be all right with his mother
         in Paris, and he would be free for any job he could get. He remembered this bit, and Chanctonbury Ring up there, and his walk
         over from Worthing. He remembered very well. Fleur! His brother-in-law, Francis Wilmot, had come back from England with much
         to say about Fleur; she was very modern now, and attractive, and had a boy. How deeply one could be in love; and how completely
         get over it! Considering what his old feelings down here had been, it was strange but pleasant to be just simply eager to
         see Holly and ‘old Val’.
      

      
      Beyond a telegram from Dieppe he had made no announcement of his coming; but they would surely be here because of the horses.
         He would like to have a look at Val’s racing stable, and get a ride, perhaps, on the Downs before taking on a strike job.
         If only Anne were with him, and they could have that ride together! And Jon thought of his first ride with Anne in the South Carolinian woods – that ride from which they had neither of them recovered.
         There it was! The jolly old house! And here at the door – Holly herself! And at sight of his half-sister, slim and dark-haired
         in a lilac dress, Jon was visited by a stabbing memory of their father as he had looked that dreadful afternoon, lying dead
         in the old armchair at Robin Hill. Dad – always lovable – and so good to him!
      

      
      ‘Jon! How wonderful to see you!’

      
      Her kiss, he remembered, had always lighted on his eyebrow – she hadn’t changed a bit. A half-sister was nicer than a full-sister,
         after all. With full-sisters you were almost bound to fight a little.
      

      
      ‘What a pity you couldn’t bring Anne and your mother! But perhaps it’s just as well, till this is over. You look quite English
         still, Jon; and your mouth’s as nice and wide as ever. Why do Americans and naval men have such small mouths?’
      

      
      ‘Sense of duty, I think. How’s Val?’

      
      ‘Oh, Val’s all right. You haven’t lost your smile. D’you remember your old room?’

      
      ‘Rather. And how are you, Holly?’
      

      
      ‘So-so. I’ve become a writer, Jon.’

      
      ‘Splendid!’

      
      ‘Not at all. Hard labour and no reward.’

      
      ‘Oh!’

      
      ‘The first book was born too still for anything. A sort of “African Farm”, without the spiritual frills – if you remember
         it.’
      

      
      ‘Rather! But I always left the frills out.’

      
      ‘Yes, we get our objection to frills from Dad, Jon. He said to me once, “It’ll end in our calling all matter spirit or all
         spirit matter – I don’t know which.”’
      

      
      ‘It won’t,’ said Jon; ‘people love to divide things up. I say, I remember every stick in this room. How are the horses? Can
         I have a look at them and a ride tomorrow?’
      

      
      ‘We’ll go forth early and see them at exercise. We’ve only got three two-year-olds, but one of them’s most promising.’

      
      ‘Fine! After that I must go up and get a good, dirty job. I should like to stoke an engine. I’ve always wanted to know how
         stokers feel.’
      

      
      ‘We’ll all go. We can stay with Val’s mother. It is so lovely to see you, Jon. Dinner’s in half an hour.’
      

      
      Jon lingered five minutes at his window. That orchard in full bloom – not mathematically planted, like his just-sold North
         Carolinian peachtrees – was as lovely as on that long-ago night when he chased Fleur therein. That was the beauty of England
         – nothing was planned! How home-sick he had been over there; yes, and his mother, too! He would never go back! How wonderful
         that sea of apple blossom! Cuckoo again! . . . That alone was worth coming home for. He would find a place and grow fruit,
         down in the West, Worcestershire or Somerset, or near here – they grew a lot of figs and things at Worthing, he remembered.
         Turning out his suit-case, he began to dress. Just where he was sitting now, pulling on his American socks, had he sat when
         Fleur was showing him her Goya dress. Who would have believed then that, six years later, he would want Anne, not Fleur, beside
         him on this bed! The gong! Dabbing at his hair, bright and stivery, he straightened his tie and ran down.
      

      
      Val’s views on the strike, Val’s views on everything, shrewd and narrow as his horseman’s face! Those Labour johnnies were
         up against it this time with a vengeance; they’d have to heel up before it was over. How had Jon liked the Yanks? Had he seen
         ‘Man of War’? No? Good Lord! The thing best worth seeing in America! Was the grass in Kentucky really blue? Only from the
         distance? Oh! What were they going to abolish over there next? Wasn’t there a place down South where you were only allowed
         to cohabit under the eyes of the town watch? Parliament here were going to put a tax on betting; why not introduce the ‘Tote’
         and have done with it? Personally he didn’t care, he’d given up betting! And he glanced at Holly. Jon, too, glanced at her
         lifted brows and slightly parted lips – a charming face – ironical and tolerant! She drove Val with silken reins!
      

      
      Val went on: Good job Jon had given up America; if he must farm out of England, why not South Africa, under the poor old British
         flag; though the Dutch weren’t done with yet! A tough lot! They had gone out there, of course, so bright and early that they
         were real settlers – none of your adventurers, failures-at-home, remittance men. He didn’t like the beggars, but they were
         stout fellows, all the same. Going to stay in England? Good! What about coming in with them and breeding racing stock?
      

      
      After an awkward little silence, Holly said slyly:

      
      ‘Jon doesn’t think that’s quite a man’s job, Val.’

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘Luxury trade.’

      
      ‘Blood stock – where would horses be without it?’

      
      ‘Very tempting,’ said Jon. ‘I’d like an interest in it. But I’d want to grow fruit and things for a main line.’

      
      ‘All right, my son; you can grow the apples they eat on Sundays.’

      
      ‘You see, Jon,’ said Holly, ‘nobody believes in growing anything in England. We talk about it more and more, and do it less
         and less. Do you see any change in Jon, Val?’
      

      
      The cousins exchanged a stare.

      
      ‘A bit more solid; nothing American, anyway.’

      
      Holly murmured thoughtfully: ‘Why can one always tell an American?’

      
      ‘Why can one always tell an Englishman?’ said Jon.

      
      ‘Something guarded, my dear. But a national look’s the most difficult thing in the world to define. Still, you can’t mistake
         the American expression.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t believe you’ll take Anne for one.’

      
      ‘Describe her, Jon.’

      
      ‘No. Wait till you see her.’

      
      When, after dinner, Val was going his last round of the stables, Jon said:

      
      ‘Do you ever see Fleur, Holly?’

      
      ‘I haven’t for eighteen months, I should think. I like her husband; he’s an awfully good sort. You were well out of that,
         Jon. She isn’t your kind – not that she isn’t charming; but she has to be plumb centre of the stage. I suppose you knew that,
         really.’
      

      
      Jon looked at her and did not answer.

      
      ‘Of course,’ murmured Holly, ‘when one’s in love, one doesn’t know much.’

      
      Up in his room again, the house began to be haunted. Into it seemed to troop all his memories, of Fleur, of Robin Hill – old
         trees of his boyhood, his father’s cigars, his mother’s flowers and music; the nursery of his games, Holly’s nursery before his,
         with its window looking out over the clock tower above the stables, the room where latterly he had struggled with rhyme. In
         through his open bedroom window came the sweet-scented air – England’s self – from the loom of the Downs in the moon-scattered
         dusk, this first night of home for more than two thousand nights. With Robin Hill sold, this was the nearest he had to home
         in England now. But they must make one of their own – he and Anne. Home! On the English liner he had wanted to embrace the
         stewards and stewardesses just because they spoke with an English accent. It was, still, as music to his ears. Anne would
         pick it up faster now – she was very receptive! He had liked the Americans, but he was glad Val had said there was nothing
         American about him. An owl hooted. What a shadow that barn cast – how soft and old its angle! He got into bed. Sleep – if
         he wanted to be up to see the horses exercised! Once before, here, he had got up early – for another purpose! And soon he
         slept; and a form – was it Anne’s, was it Fleur’s – wandered in the corridors of his dreams.
      

   
      
      Chapter Four

      
      Soames Goes Up to Town

      
      Having seen his wife off from Dover on the Wednesday, Soames Forsyte motored towards town. On the way he decided to make a
         considerable detour and enter London over Hammersmith, the furthest westerly bridge in reason. There was for him a fixed connection
         between unpleasantness and the East End, in times of industrial disturbance. And feeling that, if he encountered a threatening
         proletariat, he would insist on going through with it, he acted in accordance with the other side of a Forsyte’s temperament,
         and looked ahead. Thus it was that he found his car held up in Hammersmith Broadway by the only threatening conduct of the
         afternoon. A number of persons had collected to interfere with a traffic of which they did not seem to approve. After sitting
         forward, to say to his chauffeur, ‘You’d better go round, Riggs,’ Soames did nothing but sit back. The afternoon was fine,
         and the car – a landaulette – open, so that he had a good view of the total impossibility of ‘going round’. Just like that
         fellow Riggs to have run bang into this! A terrific pack of cars crammed with people trying to run out of town; a few cars
         like his own, half empty, trying to creep past them into town; a motor-omnibus, not overturned precisely, but with every window
         broken, standing half across the road; and a number of blank-looking people eddying and shifting before a handful of constables!
         Such were the phenomena which Soames felt the authorities ought to be handling better.
      

      
      The words, ‘Look at the blighted plutocrat!’ assailed his ears; and in attempting to see the plutocrat in question, he became
         aware that it was himself. The epithets were unjust! He was modestly attired in a brown overcoat and soft felt hat; that fellow Riggs
         was plain enough in all conscience, and the car was an ordinary blue. True, he was alone in it, and all the other cars seemed
         full of people; but he did not see how he was to get over that, short of carrying into London persons desirous of going in
         the opposite direction. To shut the car, at all events, would look too pointed – so there was nothing for it but to sit still
         and take no notice! For this occupation no one could have been better framed by Nature than Soames, with his air of slightly
         despising creation. He sat, taking in little but his own nose, with the sun shining on his neck behind, and the crowd eddying
         round the police. Such violence as had been necessary to break the windows of the bus had ceased, and the block was rather
         what might have been caused by the Prince of Wales. With every appearance of not encouraging it by seeming to take notice,
         Soames was observing the crowd. And a vacant-looking lot they were, in his opinion; neither their eyes nor their hands had
         any of that close attention to business which alone made revolutionary conduct formidable. Youths, for the most part, with
         cigarettes drooping from their lips – they might have been looking at a fallen horse.
      

      
      People were born gaping nowadays. And a good thing, too! Cinemas, fags, and football matches – there would be no real revolution
         while they were on hand; and as there seemed to be more and more on hand every year, he was just feeling that the prospect
         was not too bleak, when a young woman put her head over the window of his car.
      

      
      ‘Could you take me in to town?’

      
      Soames automatically consulted his watch. The hands pointing to seven o’clock gave him extraordinarily little help. Rather
         a smartly-dressed young woman, with a slight cockney accent and powder on her nose! That fellow Riggs would never have done
         grinning. And yet he had read in the British Gazette that everybody was doing it. Rather gruffly he said:
      

      
      ‘I suppose so. Where do you want to go?’

      
      ‘Oh, Leicester Square would do me all right.’

      
      Great Scott!

      
      The young woman seemed to sense his emotion. ‘You see,’ she said, ‘I got to get something to eat before my show.’
      

      
      Moreover, she was getting in! Soames nearly got out. Restraining himself, he gave her a sidelong look; actress or something
         – young – round face, made up, naturally – nose a little snub – eyes grey, rather goggly – mouth – h’m, pretty mouth, slightly
         common! Shingled – of course.
      

      
      ‘It’s awf’ly kind of you!’

      
      ‘Not at all!’ said Soames; and the car moved.

      
      ‘Think it’s going to last, the strike?’

      
      Soames leaned forward.

      
      ‘Go on, Riggs,’ he said; ‘and put this young lady down in – er – Coventry Street.’

      
      ‘It’s frightf’ly awk for us, all this,’ said the young lady. ‘I should never’ve got there in time. You seen our show, Dat Lubly Lady?’
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘It’s rather good.’

      
      ‘Oh!’

      
      ‘We shall have to close, though, if this lasts.’

      
      ‘Ah!’

      
      The young lady was silent, seeming to recognise that she was not in the presence of a conversationalist.

      
      Soames re-crossed his legs. It was so long since he had spoken to a strange young woman, that he had almost forgotten how
         it was done. He did not want to encourage her, and yet was conscious that it was his car.
      

      
      ‘Comfortable?’ he said, suddenly.

      
      The young lady smiled.

      
      ‘What d’you think?’ she said. ‘It’s a lovely car.’

      
      ‘I don’t like it,’ said Soames.

      
      The young lady’s mouth opened. ‘Why?’

      
      Soames shrugged his shoulders; he had only been carrying on the conversation.

      
      ‘I think it’s rather fun, don’t you?’ said the young lady. ‘Carrying on – you know, like we’re all doing.’

      
      The car was now going at speed, and Soames began to calculate the minutes necessary to put an end to this juxtaposition.
      

      
      The Albert Memorial, already; he felt almost an affection for it – so guiltless of the times!

      
      ‘You must come and see our show,’ said the young lady.
      

      
      Soames made an effort and looked into her face.

      
      ‘What do you do in it?’ he said.

      
      ‘Sing and dance.’

      
      ‘I see.’

      
      ‘I’ve rather a good bit in the third act, where we’re all in our nighties.’

      
      Soames smiled faintly.

      
      ‘You’ve got no one like Kate Vaughan now,’ he said.

      
      ‘Kate Vaughan? Who was she?’

      
      ‘Who was Kate Vaughan?’ repeated Soames; ‘greatest dancer that was ever in burlesque. Dancing was graceful in those days;
         now it’s all throwing your legs about. The faster you can move your legs, the more you think you’re dancing.’ And, disconcerted
         by an outburst that was bound to lead to something, he averted his eyes.
      

      
      ‘You don’t like jazz?’ queried the young lady.

      
      ‘I do not,’ said Soames.

      
      ‘Well, I don’t either – not reelly; it’s getting old-fashioned, too.’

      
      Hyde Park Corner already! And the car going a good twenty!

      
      ‘My word! Look at the lorries; it’s marvellous, isn’t it?’

      
      Soames emitted a confirmatory grunt. The young lady was powdering her nose now, and touching up her lips, with an almost staggering
         frankness. ‘Suppose anyone sees me?’ thought Soames. And he would never know whether anyone had or not. Turning up the high
         collar of his overcoat, he said:
      

      
      ‘Draughty things, these cars! Shall I put you down at Scott’s?’

      
      ‘Oh, no. Lyons, please; I’ve only time f’r a snack: got to be on the stage at eight. It’s been awf’ly kind of you. I only
         hope somebody’ll take me home!’ Her eyes rolled suddenly, and she added: ‘If you know what I mean.’
      

      
      ‘Quite!’ said Soames, with a certain delicacy of perception. ‘Here you are. Stop – Riggs!’

      
      The car stopped, and the young lady extended her hand to Soames.
      

      
      ‘Good-bye, and thank you!’

      
      ‘Good-bye!’ said Soames. Nodding and smiling, she got out.

      
      ‘Go on, Riggs, sharp! South Square.’

      
      The car moved on. Soames did not look back; in his mind the thought formed like a bubble on the surface of water: ‘In the
         old days anyone who looked and talked like that would have left me her address.’ And she hadn’t! He could not decide whether
         or no this marked an advance.
      

      
      At South Square, on discovering that Michael and Fleur were out, he did not dress for dinner, but went to the nursery. His
         grandson, now nearly three years old, was still awake, and said: ‘Hallo!’
      

      
      ‘Hallo!’ replied Soames, producing a toy watchman’s rattle. There followed five minutes of silent and complete absorption,
         broken fitfully by guttural sounds from the rattle. Then his grandson lay back in his cot, fixed his blue eyes on Soames,
         and said, ‘Hallo!’
      

      
      ‘Hallo!’ replied Soames.

      
      ‘Ta, ta!’ said his grandson.

      
      ‘Ta, ta!’ said Soames, backing to the door, and nearly falling over the silver dog. The interview then terminated, and Soames
         went downstairs. Fleur had telephoned to say he was not to wait dinner.
      

      
      Opposite the Goya he sat down. No good saying he remembered the Chartist riots of ’48, because he had been born in ’55; but
         he knew his uncle Swithin had been a ‘special’ at the time. This general strike was probably the most serious internal disturbance
         that had happened since; and, sitting over his soup, he bored further and further into its possibilities. Bolshevism round
         the corner – that was the trouble! That and the fixed nature of ideas in England. Because a thing like coal had once been
         profitable, they thought it must always be profitable. Political leaders, Trades Unionists, newspaper chaps – they never looked
         an inch before their noses! They’d had since last August to do something about it, and what had they done? Drawn up a report
         that nobody would look at!
      

      
      ‘White wine, sir, or claret?’

      
      ‘Anything that’s open.’ To have said that in the ’eighties, or even the ’nineties, would have given his father a fit! The
         idea of drinking claret already opened was then almost equivalent to atheism. Another sign of the slump in ideals.
      

      
      ‘What do you think about this strike, Coaker?’
      

      
      The almost hairless man lowered the Sauterne.

      
      ‘Got no body in it, sir, if you ask me.’

      
      ‘What makes you say that?’

      
      ‘If it had any body in it, sir, they’d have had the railings of Hyde Park up by now.’

      
      Soames poised a bit of his sole. ‘Shouldn’t be surprised if you were right,’ he said, with a certain approval.

      
      ‘They make a lot of fuss, but no – there’s nothing to it. The dole – that was a clever dodge, sir. Pannus et circesses, as Mr Mont says, sir.’
      

      
      ‘Ha! Have you seen this canteen they’re running?’

      
      ‘No, sir; I believe they’ve got the beetle man in this evening. I’m told there’s a proper lot of beetles.’

      
      ‘Ugh!’

      
      ‘Yes, sir; it’s a nahsty insect.’

      
      Having finished dinner, Soames lighted the second of his two daily cigars, and took up the earpieces of the wireless. He had
         resisted this invention as long as he could – but in times like these! ‘London calling!’ Yes, and the British Isles listening!
         Trouble in Glasgow? There would be – lot of Irish there! More ‘specials’ wanted? There’d soon be plenty of those. He must
         tell that fellow Riggs to enlist. This butler chap, too, could well be spared. Trains! They seemed to be running a lot of
         trains already. After listening with some attention to the Home Secretary, Soames put the earpieces down and took up the British Gazette. It was his first sustained look at this tenuous production, and he hoped it would be his last. The paper and printing were
         deplorable. Still, he supposed it was something to have got it out at all. Tampering with the freedom of the Press! Those
         fellows were not finding it so easy as they thought. They had tampered, and the result was a Press much more definitely against
         them than the Press they had suppressed. Burned their fingers there! And quite unnecessary – old-fashioned notion now – influence
         of the Press. The war had killed it. Without confidence in truth there was no influence. Politicians or the Press – if you couldn’t believe them, they didn’t count! Perhaps they would re-discover that some day.
         In the meantime the papers were like cocktails – titivators mostly of the appetite and the nerves. How sleepy he was! He hoped
         Fleur wouldn’t be very late coming in. Mad thing, this strike, making everybody do things they weren’t accustomed to, just
         as Industry, too, was beginning – or at least pretending – to recover. But that was it! With every year, in these times, it
         was more difficult to do what you said you would. Always something or other turning up! The world seemed to live from hand
         to mouth, and at such a pace, too! Sitting back in the Spanish chair, Soames covered his eyes from the light, and the surge
         of sleep mounted to his brain; strike or no strike, the soft, inexorable tide washed over him.
      

      
      A tickling, and over his hand, thin and rather brown, the fringe of a shawl came dangling. Why! With an effort he climbed
         out of an abyss of dreams. Fleur was standing beside him. Pretty, bright, her eyes shining, speaking quickly, excitedly, it
         seemed to him.
      

      
      ‘Here you are, then, Dad!’ Her lips felt hot and soft on his forehead, and her eyes – What was the matter with her? She looked
         so young – she looked so – how express it?
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