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      Patrick Hamilton was one of the most gifted and admired writers of his generation. Born in Hassocks, Sussex, in 1904, he and his parents moved a short while later to Hove, where he spent his early years. He published his first novel, Craven House, in 1926 and within a few years had established a wide readership for himself. Despite personal setbacks and an increasing problem with drink, he was able to write some of his best work. His plays include the thrillers Rope (1929), on which Alfred Hitchcock’s film of the same name was based, and Gaslight (1939), also successfully adapted for the screen (1939), and a historical drama, The Duke in Darkness (1943). Among his novels are The Midnight Bell (1929); The Siege of Pleasure (1932); The Plains of Cement (1934); a trilogy entitled Twenty Thousand Streets Under the Sky (1935); Hangover Square (1941) and The Slaves of Solitude (1947). The Gorse Trilogy is made up of The West Pier (1951), Mr Stimpson and Mr Gorse (1953) and Unknown Assailant (1955).
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      To Bruce Hamilton

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      
         

        ‘’TIS AN ERROR, SURELY, TO TALK OF THE SIMPLICITY OF YOUTH. I THINK NO PERSONS ARE MORE HYPOCRITICAL, AND HAVE A MORE AFFECTED BEHAVIOUR TO ONE ANOTHER, THAN THE YOUNG. THEY DECEIVE THEMSELVES AND EACH OTHER WITH ARTIFICES THAT DO NOT IMPOSE UPON MEN OF THE WORLD’

        
          Esmond.
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      It is a mystery that for many years the work of one of the century’s most darkly hilarious and penetrating artists fell into near obscurity. Doris Lessing declared: ‘I am continually amazed that there is a kind of roll call of OK names from the 1930s… Auden, Isherwood, etc. But Hamilton is never on them and he is a much better writer than any of them’.

      Recently, however, Hamilton’s novel The Slaves of Solitude was adapted for the stage, and the films of his taut thrillers, Gaslight and Alfred Hitchcock’s adaptation of Rope, are now considered classics. He is regularly championed by contemporary writers such as Sarah Waters, Dan Rhodes and Will Self.

      Patrick Hamilton was one of the most gifted and admired writers of his generation. With a father who made an excellent prototype for the bombastic bullies of his later novels and a snobbish mother who alternately neglected and smothered him, Hamilton was born into Edwardian gentility in Hassocks, Sussex, in 1904. He and his parents moved a short while later to Hove, where he spent his early years. He became a keen observer of the English boarding house, the twilit world of pubs and London backstreets and of the quiet desperation of everyday life. But after gaining acclaim and prosperity through his early work, Hamilton’s morale was shattered when a road accident left him disfigured and an already sensitive nature turned towards morbidity.

      Hamilton’s personality was plagued by contradictions. He played the West End clubman and the low-life bohemian. He sought, with sometimes menacing zeal, his ‘ideal woman’ and then would indulge with equal intensity his sadomasochistic obsessions among prostitutes. He was an ideological Marxist who in later years reverted to blimpish Toryism. Two successive wives, who catered to contradictory demands, shuttled him back and forth. Through his work run the themes of revenge and punishment, torturer and victim; yet there is also a compassion and humanity which frequently produces high comedy.

      In 1924 Hamilton gave up his job as a shorthand typist, working for a sugar producer in the City of London, and began work on the novel that would become his first work of published fiction, Monday Morning. The book went through a number of working titles, including ‘Immaturity’, ‘Adolescence’ and ‘Ferment’. By the end of the year it was finished.

      An introduction via his sister, Lalla, led to the book being taken on by the distinguished literary agents A. M. Heath. After rejections from Jonathan Cape and Heinemann, the rights were bought by the respected Michael Sadleir at Constable, and a very happy personal and professional relationship began. Hamilton received a £50 advance against future royalty earnings. Within a year Monday Morning was published to good reviews and in an American edition from Houghton Mifflin. Hamilton’s career had begun.

      After the success of his second novel, Craven House, came Twopence Coloured, his witty satire on the theatrical profession, published in 1928.

      In the 1930s and 40s, despite personal setbacks and an increasing problem with drink, he was able to write some of his best work. His novels include the masterpiece Hangover Square, The Midnight Bell, The Plains of Cement, The Siege of Pleasure, a trilogy entitled Twenty Thousand Streets Under the Sky and The Gorse Trilogy, made up of The West Pier, Mr Stimpson and Mr Gorse and Unknown Assailant.

      J. B. Priestley described Hamilton as ‘uniquely individual… he is the novelist of innocence, appallingly vulnerable, and of malevolence, coming out of some mysterious darkness of evil.’ Patrick Hamilton died in 1962.
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              MONDAY
            

          

        

      

      
I

      The door was shut fast upon an empty and forgotten room.

      It was high up in a high hotel, and its window overlooked a rough sea and a grey sky, and the wind-driven, deserted King’s Gardens of Hove.

      Many noises came to the room. There was the noise of the sea, pounding measuredly in the lulls of the wind. And the wind moved the window pane to little thuds and rattles. Far below, an errand boy on a bicycle could be heard whistling ‘In a Monastery Garden’ as loud as he could, louder than he could.

      His whistling faded in the wind. Outside the door could be heard a maid at a cupboard. A man dimly hummed and bumped about in an adjoining room.

      All the things in the room lay, with a certain silly acquiescence, exactly as they had been put; save for one of the two Japanese fans in the fireplace, which gave a startling little fall in its newspaper bed, as though it had been listening to all this strange silence for a long time, and had had quite enough of it.

      There was a small, white-quilted bed, on which lay folded pyjamas of plain pattern. Over the bed-rail was a highly coloured school tie.

      There was a dressing-table, and on this one hair-brush with a handle to it, and a bottle of brilliantine.

      There was a washing-stand with ordinary washing things, and a small leather box containing a safety razor and blades – a very new box.

      In one corner of the room was a cricket bat, shiny from recent oiling, upside down – a ‘Force’ bat, with ‘J. B. Hobbs’ heavily engraved across the splice. The oil was on the mantelpiece with some crested hotel ornaments and a pipe, which had been smoked perhaps three times. Beside this lay two packets of wire pipe-cleaners. One pipe-cleaner had been taken out and used, but was not at all dirty.

      And by the bed was a small wicker table. On this a chess-board, a box of chessmen, Staunton’s Chess Handbook, Wisden’s Cricket Almanack, and ‘The Cloister and the Hearth’.

      The front cover of the last was open, and there was an inscription on the fly-leaf. This was not an ordinary inscription. It would be gathered from some quaint turns in the phrasing, and the spelling, and numerous elaborate curls and flourishes in the lettering, that the writer was giving his impression of what he thought, perhaps, a very old-fashioned inscription might have been like. It was certainly no success as this.

      First, the writer’s great, unbridled delight had been to alter each available ‘s’ into ‘f,’ which peculiarity, to begin with, an old-fashioned inscription never had. And then, having tasted a substitution or two, and found them good, the writer had lost his head quite, and turned even each sibilant ‘c’ into ‘f.’

      ‘Thif book,’ it went, ‘if the fole property of one Mafter Anthony Charterif Forfter, and waf purchafed by him in the yeare of Grafe One Thoufand, Nine Hundredf and Twenty One, fhortly after leaving Weftminfter Fchool, where he refeived an college education af befitf a young gentleman.

      ‘A moft model young perfon, loved by all hif friendf, refpected by all hif acquaintenfef, and gone in fear of by hif enemief.

      ‘May hif life prove an highly merrie one, and pleafaunt, and fucfefful.’

      ‘Fucfefful’ was surely a triumph. The author might have done well to finish on ‘Fucfefful.’ But he could not forbear one final poke, in the tombstone manner —

      ‘Not gone before but loft.’

      Save the pictures, nearly all the things in this room have been mentioned, for it was a bare room.

      The pictures had been chosen by Anthony Charteris Forster. Along the wall by the bed were five postcard pictures of Kirchner girls, who had tender, slim limbs, and creamy, pampered skins; and they were very dreamy and soft. On the wall above the bed was a large portrait of Mary Pickford. It was a present from the Picture-goer. Mary Pickford was seen in a fresh, brown mist, and she looked, with a facetious and provoking indifference, across the room at another picture called ‘Off Valparaiso’. This was a fine, deep-blue affair, with a great wind and a stout old ship.

      These pictures had plainly been up some time, and the drawing pins which held them to the wall were becoming a trifle rusty. But over the mantelpiece were three very new pictures, and the drawing pins were a bright gold colour. Three pictures – of Shelley, of Byron, and of Keats.

      In all the grave patience and stillness of the empty and forgotten room, Shelley and Keats, very properly, were at their Writing. They were not writing just at the moment, but had pens in their hands and gazed out at the wall opposite, in a meditative hunt for the next phrase.

      Byron was not at his Writing. He was looking very sternly at Mary Pickford. That gave meaning to all her provoking indifference. Also Byron did not want anybody to miss the fine points of his profile.

       

      
II

      A boy, about eighteen years old, was standing on the steps of a small hotel in Earl’s Court.

      It was dusk in January, and the subdued Square attended gravely to the noise of some children playing with a great dog in the Square garden. The boy was nervous and depressed. He touched a white button which said ‘Press’, but heard no answer in the house. He put down his heavy bag and waited. Soon there were clicking noises behind the door, and the door was opened by an untidy man in a shiny blue suit and a begrimed shirt.

      ‘Oh. Gould I see Mrs Egerton, please? She’s expecting me, I think.’

      ‘Yessir. Not quite sure she’s in, sir. What would the name be?’

      ‘Er – Forster,’ said Anthony.

      Mrs Egerton, the hotel proprietress, and in appearance a hotel proprietress, came and brightly welcomed Anthony. She took him to his room. She showed him the billiard-room, the ball-room, and the dining-room. She told him the time of the meals, and she said ‘Nowadays they don’t dress for dinner unless they want to.’ Then, after laughing instructions for finding his room again, she left him.

      He sat on his bed, looking at the twilit window and thinking that Mrs Egerton was a very nice woman. He hoped that he would see her again soon, and she would perhaps introduce him to some people in the hotel; but he had a notion that Mrs Egerton was the sort of person who was wonderful when you first arrived, but afterwards only the person to whom you gave your bill at the end of the week, and with whom you just passed the time of day, if you met her in a passage.

      Rising, he switched on the electric light. The bulb was old and dirty and gave out a reddish tinge. He started to unpack his bag, which his aunt had packed for him yesterday. In all places she had screwed, or wrapped, or lain newspaper. Anthony put all this out on to the floor, diving straight for his chessmen and Wisden’s Cricket Almanack, which were at the bottom. These he put on his dressing-table. Then he made well-compressed balls of all the bits of newspaper and put them in a drawer, and kicked his bag under the bed. He put his hands in his pockets and looked at the impression of himself in the glass. This was of a person with dependent eyes, a fairly good nose, a very good mouth, and a nice figure. The reddish light was a kind light. Anthony did not like his face. Nor did he feel able to judge his face. It was not a clearly-defined thing, like other people’s faces.

      He stood for some time looking at the floor with wide, unseeing eyes. Then he ran downstairs to what Mrs Egerton had trained her guests to call the Lounge. This was a sort of hall, and entrance, and centre of the Fauconberg Hotel. It was a fair-sized room, deadened by thick carpets. There was a large fireplace with a black and grey fire, dull red, leather armchairs and sofas, and some small tables. In the centre a palm, and in one corner a woman having tea.

      Anthony pretended he was cold, and rubbed his hands in front of the fire. Then he sat down in one of the armchairs and lit a cigarette.

      Leisurely, high exploration of absent eyes towards the woman. Sidelong attainment. Sudden sharp meeting of eyes and lightning withdrawal.

      Soon the woman gathered her bag and some parcels and left the room. Anthony heard her meet another woman outside, and talk to her. ‘Would you really be so kind?’ he heard, and ‘I really feel quite ashamed for troubling you about it.’ Confiding words, laughter, and silence.

      Overwhelmingly quiet down here.

      ‘I think I’ll go out and get a nice light novel,’ thought Anthony. So he ran upstairs for his hat and coat, and came down into the cold night air.

      He went to Smith’s, bought ‘The Lady from Long Acre’, by Victor Bridges, and wandered about Earl’s Court for awhile. He thought of his aunt, and the things she would be doing at this hour, down at Hove. He saw her sitting alone at their table, choosing her dinner with the agreeable Swiss waiter…

      When he returned to the Fauconberg Hotel bright lights were up in the lounge, and quite a few people were about the fire, which was becoming red. Not wanting to face them, he ran up to his room, paced, decided to face them, came down and sat on a red sofa by himself.

      The door of the lounge creaked often now; many people were coming in. They set up a confused, loud mumble, broken by louder laughs. They all looked very brushed and washed, and most of them wore evening dress.

      The women were mostly in black lace dresses. A youngish woman stood in front of the fire, with her thin, over-cherished hands bent back in front of the blaze. She asked all as they entered if they would make a fourth at Bridge. Her husband stood by her, a man lavishly reminiscent of Lord Carson. He had just given up his armchair to an old lady who knitted and talked to him, looking, with a contortion, over her spectacles. There was a pretty girl of about twelve, double in an armchair, with a big book, scowling at it. Everybody made bluff remarks to her; she looked up to smile for a polite length, but was soon scowling again. There was a girl of about twenty-three, nearly pretty from a special and rather infrequent angle. There was a moustached, vigorous young man in good tweeds, who looked like a man in an advertisement for an expensive pipe tobacco.

      All about were conversational centres for Bridge, Dancing, ‘The Beggar’s Opera’, Setting up as a Dressmaker, The celibate disposition of the Prince of Wales, The Differentiation between Einstein and Epstein, The Adventure of Mrs Jackson with a Rude ’Bus Conductor. The wife of the Lord Carson man told a young man that she would tell his mother about him. One of the knitting old ladies said that she thought his mother knew.

      And frequently there would be the clicking noise of a key at the front door, and young men with double-breasted blue overcoats would come in; they were tired, untidy, office-dirty, and they went upstairs.

      People were very near Anthony now, crowding him out, talking across him. So he lit another cigarette. Then he had to bring an old letter from his pocket and read it carefully, twice over. Then, after running headlong into a vigilant pair of grey eyes, he was compelled to look for a small pencil in his pocket, which he fortunately found. He started writing in a thoughtful, important way, looking up to think. He wrote ‘A, b, c, d, e, f, g, h, i, j, k, also l. I might even go so far as to say One two three four five six seven eight, the position in which I am in at the moment of speaking is, much as I grieve to say it, deeply as it hurts me to pronounce it, embarassing embarrasing embarrassing is that the correct manner of spelling the word shortly however, hereunder, heretofore some bell or gong will call these people to dinner. Yes, yes yes. Gongs are very good things very likely originating in China, a land where the inhabitants or Chinese as they are called eat eggs so I have been told after they have been soaked in mud for over two hundred years a most peculiar thing.’

      Here the gong was heard, and nobody took any notice. Noticeably they did this.

      But they were dispersing gradually. Anthony continued his paper on Chinese habits. ‘To do under the circumstances under which it was done,’ he wrote.

      Then he rose, looked at the letter-rack, and strolled into the dining-room.

      His table was set for two. He was soon joined by a thin, elderly woman with the most fanciful jumper. They gave a soft ‘Good-evening’ to each other, and smiled. There followed a bad silence, and alert, curious gazing around the room. This was eased at last by the arrival of their dinner, and smiling mutual assistance to vegetables and salt. ‘Be careful, it’s hot,’ said the woman. ‘Oo, it is hot, isn’t it?’ said Anthony. ‘Yes.’ Laughter and a short silence.

      ‘Have you been staying here for long?’ asked Anthony.

      ‘No, I haven’t. I only arrived two days ago, really. It seems rather nice, doesn’t it?’

      ‘Yes, it does.’

      ‘I’ve just come back from Germany,’ said the woman.

      ‘Oh, have you? It’s jolly nice there, isn’t it? Things are very cheap there, aren’t they?’

      The conversation ran from Germany to London, to crowded trains, to Richmond Park, and suddenly to John Masefield, because she had heard him lecture a few days ago. Thence to English Poetry and Literature, of which they had read many works, but a lot of them a good time ago, and they could not quite remember… Then to Foreign Literature, of which they had read ‘Les Miserables’ and most of Dumas. (His son wrote, too, didn’t he?) They had read Balzac, and Tolstoy, and Turgeneff. Anthony had read some Tchekoff. ‘What’s he like?’ asked the woman. ‘Oh, rather gloomy, like all these Russians.’

      While consuming the flimsy sweet they came to more personal matters. Anthony explained that he was in London to work for an Exam. She thought that must be a very interesting thing to be doing. Then she roughly outlined her own occupation. Very roughly, and Anthony could not gather exactly what it was. He caught, however, something about ‘organising, you know.’ That would be right. She looked an organiser.

      At last Anthony said, ‘Well, I think I really ought to be going. Good-evening.’ They both smiled sweetly and bowed, and he went out, and ran boyishly up the stairs, which were wide and flat, lending themselves to this.

      He wandered in Kensington till he found a cinema. But there was a queue waiting for all seats. He wandered back, and decided to read ‘The Lady from Long Acre’ in the hotel lounge, and fall into conversation, perhaps.

      But the lounge had no welcome for him. The strong light glared on a blue, pervading mist of smoke. There were some Bridge-players, noiseless, two people reading over the fire, and some children, whom Anthony thought should have been in bed, playing a quiet game of cards, with just an occasional uproar.

      He went straight to bed. He was not tired. He kissed the cold stiff sheets, and tried to sleep.

       

      
III

      There followed many harassing, half-awake thoughts, and thick, whirring dreams, definitely stopped at last by the voices of two men outside, one of whom was taking a bath. The water had ceased to run from the tap, but they still talked. Anthony hoped that this sort of thing would not happen every night.

      He lay on his back, thinking. And then he decided to have an orderly Think. He lit a cigarette for it.

      An orderly Think was no unusual thing with Anthony. They had begun many years back. Always the Think took place in the softness and nice warmth of bed. There was a set subject for the Think. Many years back, subjects would be ‘What I am going to do when I am able to fly with the wings nurse says she is going to get from the poulterer.’ Or, ‘What I would do if I was able to make myself invisible.’ Or, ‘How I am going to train the white mice given me next birthday to take messages for me.’ Later subjects would be ‘My successes in the Brighton and Hove Albion Football Club.’ Or, ‘My coming adventurer as the mysterious Hooded Man.’ Or, ‘My defeat of Carpentier.’

      But the Think for tonight was of quite a different character. It was called merely ‘The Commencement of Life’ For Anthony was going to start Life. Today was Thursday. He was going to start Life on Monday.

      It was not turning over a new leaf. It was not just a greater great resolution. It was starting Life, really and truly.

      Anthony had it all lucidly ordered in his mind. He imaged Life, more or less consciously, as a sort of play in three logical Acts and a Prologue. He had just done with the Prologue. The three Acts were (1) fiery youth leaping splendidly to the zenith, (2) replete, mellow middle age, and (3) sedate decay. With a wonderful curtain in Death, bang in the centre of the stage. (You were humorously brave, with delicious witticisms for the grave Doctors. ‘For Heaven’s sake,’ you said, ‘keep me alive till I know the winner of the 3.30. I would have died in any case if Lazy Boy’s not in the first three.’)

      At rare times it occurred to Anthony that Life, perhaps, was not quite thus easily dramatic and palpable, but something going less as a smooth, royally rounded curve than as some jagged, thin, sensitive wire, snapped at any insignificant moment… But such times were rare. He was going to start Life on Monday.

      He had done with the Prologue. That certainly had not been very well played. There had been nothing much to catch hold of in the Prologue. Nevertheless, it had served as an equipment. He was now, he understood, equipped for Life. He was even better equipped for Life than many others, he understood. He had been trained in earliest life by a French governess, an English governess who spoke more French than the French governess, and a German governess who spoke neither English nor German to him. He had then spent four years at one of the best preparatory schools in Brighton, and four years at one of the very best Public Schools – Westminster. (Certainly it was one of the very best. Eton, Harrow, Westminster, and Winchester, you know… The Big Four, more or less, really… A lot of the Cecil family… Did you ever hear that Westminster once rowed Eton for the right of wearing a pink blazer, and won?)

      It had taken eight years getting this equipment, and he could show much for his trouble, having acquired in those eight years truly a host of small arts and accomplishments. And towards the end he had become remarkably proficient at some of them. For example, he could turn English iambics into Latin hexameters, and manage such-like engrossing puzzles, with rare ease, though his translations seldom had quite the same unstilted beauty of the original lines. It was quite enjoyable work. You employed the same ingenuity as in making or solving an acrostic. But it was much better for you than working at acrostics, for you knew that it would be very useful to you, in the long run. Yes, it would be useful, in the long run. Latin was an almost indispensable aid for comprehending your own language. Suppose one day you came across a word like, say, taciturn, and you were not quite sure of its meaning – conceivably you might not be quite sure of its meaning – you would remember the Latin word taciturnus, meaning silent, and have what you wanted at once. And then it was always very interesting, and helpful too, to note how many English words had direct derivation from the Latin or Greek – ‘Stenograph, cessation, ambulation, stethoscope, psychology’.

      Latin and Greek, however, were nothing like the greater part of the equipment given. There were Mathematics, there was Geography, there was some highly specialised History, some playful Science at no odds with a little friendly Bible criticism, and there was English and English Literature. From his earliest years Anthony had been diligently trained in the Glories of English Literature. At first there did not appear to be many of these left over from the works of William Shakespeare, but there were more later. At his preparatory school Anthony learnt that when English Literature was very very good, it was nearly as good as Shakespeare Himself, though of course not quite. Shakespeare’s word in Literature, and indeed Life, was wholly as unquestionable as God’s word in Exodus, and the devil could quote Shakespeare, as well as Scripture, for his purpose. Shakespeare was an institution, socially interwoven, as the English Church, but was a much sounder institution. For while the authority and authenticity of the latter was in these free-thinking days often challenged, if not flatly refuted, Shakespeare was treated with unflinching faith and piety from all but the most eccentric quarters.

      To little bits of English Poetry, however, Anthony took a great fancy, even at his preparatory school. Particularly to ‘Horatius’ and ‘The Burial of Sir John Moore’. Of the latter he gave a fervent recitation in the little dormitory one night, ostensibly for half-scornful motives, but actually with great sincerity and feeling.

      At Anthony’s two schools, as well as this keen training in the Glories of English Literature, there was plenty of earnest suggestion of the glories of England itself. Old England was glorious, and Anthony was a young Britisher. Shakespeare fully endorsed all this, directly by such plays as Henry the Fifth, and indirectly by being born on St George’s Day. At his two schools Anthony’s masters had done their utmost quietly to impress upon him that paramount business of a young Britisher – playing Cricket. This was but dimly related to the pleasant summer game. A great mental Cricket it was, an ethic game, seldom discussed. You did not discuss it, but it had to be taken for granted that you were playing it unflinchingly at all times. Whenever Anthony did anything particularly shabby they told him it was ‘hardly cricket’, and Anthony was deeply ashamed of himself.

      At his Public School Anthony became acquainted with a further burden. He was a gentleman. A flexible term, but roughly there were two orders of gentleman allowed. ‘Certain something’ gentlemen proper, and Nature’s gentlemen – a resort granted to those who were plainly not gentlemen. Anthony happily could place himself under the former category. Yet it was undeniably a burden. For it was possible to be a gentleman and yet not be a gentleman. There was a Code… There were Outsiders, Cads, Bounders… If one of these gave offence, to your Women in particular, or even to yourself, you knocked him down. No matter his size. You knocked him down. The matter ended there. Perhaps it was the righteousness of your cause that gave power to your fist.

      In spite of the eight years, Anthony’s equipment had very little effect upon him. He never thoroughly examined or appraised his equipment. Most vital was the fact that he had it, that from now he was a Public School Man, or an Old Westminster Boy. You went to the best parts of Lords in an Old Westminster tie, and were perhaps accosted by some other Old Westminster. You remembered all your old school slang in a flood, were technically knowing about the cricket, alluded to your People, and gave perfectly sound reasons for not having gone up to Cambridge…

      Otherwise there were very few marks of the equipment. There were still dim notions at the back of Anthony’s mind that his studies at Latin and Greek were somehow, some day, going to bear fruit. And in face of a good deal of private and enthusiastic exploration of English Literature, the supremacy of William Shakespeare was never heartily contested by him. It was a case of the Direct Suggestion of an insistent advertisement.

       

      The Prologue he had done with. He began the first act – Youth. This was really the best act of the three.

      Anthony had his youth before him as a well-arranged dish, gleaned for the most part from his last year’s reading. It was a selection of the ideas conveyed to him from Compton Mackenzie’s ‘Sinister Street’, Alec Waugh’s ‘The Loom of Youth’, parts of Byron and Swinburne, and the whole works of Rupert Brooke. The latter in particular. For Anthony himself was a small soldier in the great army of young Rupert Brookes – Rupert Brooke having made as many Rupert Brookes as Byron ever made Byrons.

      Youth, Anthony was glad to understand, was a phase of glorious ferment, of a wonderful awakening to adventure, to the flesh, the unbelievably sweet elation of love, and the sweeter luxury of love’s misery. You discovered early in youth that it was better not to have been born, that life was just around the corner, but you made up for that a good deal by the roses and rapture. The old chant of Beauty was your cry, the passion and the brimming wine.

      The above-mentioned writers had clearly suggested his triumphant and melancholy path. Anthony (on Monday) would put a despairing and rosy motto from Baudelaire or some other soft-named French poet on the front page of his youth, as it were, and go consciously and conscientiously ahead with it.

       

      
IV

      Tonight’s Think, however, was not alone ‘The Commencement of Life’ It might have been called ‘The Commencement of Life, and the Coming Months of Interesting Work and Happiness prior to my Great Success as a Novelist’.

      Anthony was not particularly troubled about the Great Novel which would have to figure largely, of course, in the realisation of this Think. Of late he had been pretty sure that he could manage that…

      He had always been pretty sure that he could write. His mother and father, who were both dead, had written. His aunt always said, ‘You ought to have it in you.’ He had not written very much. When he was younger he had written just the usual short stories. Among these a detective story copied out neatly into an exercise book. It was to have been one of many, because on the front page was ‘“The Dead Man”, and other Stories, by A. C. Forster’. But the only other things that went into that exercise book were two pictures of big liners, and a picture of a goal-keeper making a rare save. This last picture was called ‘One minute before time!’ The goal-keeper’s chin was not too happily executed, and one of his legs was much thicker than the other, and there were pencil splodges around these points – attempts at correction.

      And Anthony was very perturbed one night, and wrote the first chapter of a novel, but it was nonsense in the morning.

      He took the Vincent prize for English at Westminster, and then there came a short story called ‘Retribution’, and he had it typed. Everybody said it was very good. Why didn’t he have it published?

      It was only during his very last year at Westminster that Anthony had definitely decided upon his high calling. It was only after his own private and enthusiastic waking to Literature. The intention had been to be a great Poet (he had two poems taken by the Poetry Review), but that did not seem quite practicable, to begin with. For a start he must be a great Novelist.

      Again it must not be thought that Anthony was exceedingly well acquainted with this type of literature, to which he was about to make so startling a contribution. He had a one-reading acquaintance with a few of the best-known works of the best-known authors of today, but very little else. When he left school he was still mixing his Samuel Butlers disgracefully.

       

      After leaving school he had a long holiday in Brighton with his aunt. He had planned and thought about the holiday a good deal while at school. It was to have been a holiday of great ease and quiet delight, reading, walking, getting up late, going to bed late, no friends to hate. But when the time came he soon tired of reading, walking, the front, the band, the pier. He was to have fully planned his novel on this holiday, too, but nothing much came of it. One or two ideas came, but there was no systematic planning.

      It would possibly be called ‘The Splendid Adventure’, with reference to youth, and having source in his own experience. An unhappy but vivid ending would be desirable, so as to make it true to life. Also there would be the frequent use of a word often represented in these days by its coy synonym ‘sanguinary’. Frequent use. This, too, would serve to make his novel true to life.

      And he had the last few lines of his novel already:

      
         

        He stood for a long while at the window. From below he could hear the hoarse cries of the news-boys rushing down the street. One by one the strange lights of the night peeped forth, dashed with mystery. Somewhere a barrel-organ began to play……

      

      Or some other words to that effect, inexorably running themselves out in six dots.

      And now Anthony had come to Kensington to work with Mr Perring, an Army Coach. He was going to work for the Intermediate Arts Examination.

      Anthony had seen to it that his aunt and he should decide that working for that would do him no harm for the present, anyway.

      Anthony’s Think, in the softness and nice warmth of bed, went something in this way:

      ‘On Monday I commence Life. On that day I go into Life and take a real conscious grip of it. This is not one of my usual resolutions, forgotten or broken in a day. This is starting Life.

      ‘On and after Monday I am going to work really hard at Mr Perring’s. I will perfect myself in everything he teaches me. Away from school Mathematics, Latin and things will be simply enjoyable.

      ‘I am going to make friends at Mr Perring’s, and I am going to make friends at this hotel. I am going to enjoy their most enjoyable companionship.

      ‘My schedule will be regular and enjoyable. I shall be very fit. I shall do physical exercises morning and evening. Ten minutes in the morning, five minutes in the evening. No. Fifteen minutes in the morning, ten minutes in the evening. A cold bath in the morning, too.

      ‘During many of my leisure moments, instead of abandoning myself with the rest to play, I shall study some slightly recondite but improving book, possibly written in a foreign tongue. (My friends at this hotel will observe that I am studying such a book in my leisure moments.)

      ‘But every night, after dinner and with refined ostentation, I shall go upstairs to work at my novel. I shall work all the evening and be a great novelist. I would really rather be a great poet, but novels sell and verse doesn’t, so I am reduced to being a great novelist, to make money, to make a name, until I can be a great poet. I shall write at least a chapter every night, full of brilliance, trenchant; a heavy manuscript, typed at last. A book, with coloured, illustrated wrapper, and deep print on thick paper… Yes, I shall work from seven to ten, regularly. Save, of course, on those evenings when the overwhelming creative mood of the artist renders me forgetful of time. Then I shall work possibly until past three o’clock in the morning. (I shall look very pale the next morning. My friends will doubtless ask me the reason. I may tell them…)

      ‘I am going to work in my dressing-gown, and smoke a curved pipe.

      ‘Every week I shall take in The Spectator, and The Saturday Review.

      ‘I am going to start Life. Hard-working, regular, and delightful. I am going to get a real grip of Life. I am going to get a real grip of Life.

      ‘(I shall buy a nice fountain pen for my novel. A really nice fountain pen, an expensive one.)

      ‘On Monday I start Life. Hard-working, regular, and delightful. I have made my rigid schedule and will stick to it.

      ‘(A gold fountain pen in fact. With my initials on it. I will write all my novels and poems with it, and it will last all my life. Thus it is more than likely that my pen is due for some extensive posthumous interest…)’

      The Think was by now pretty well exhausted. All at once a new Think came. It was called ‘The Necessity of Love.’

      ‘I am going to fall in Love,’ he thought. ‘I can go no longer without realising in some way that swooning ecstasy which I have so well imagined. I am in favour of an exceedingly unhappy love affair, which I throw from me at last, and take to the open road with the friendship of the hills – the sort of love Rupert Brooke so frequently indicated. Yes, I want a very unhappy affair, ending in disaster and desertion on my part. Her sweet face, nevertheless, will be over me as I die. And I shall possibly encounter her, dear as of old, in the Great Dawn…’

      And the Think began to stray naughtily from the point again.

      Anthony imagined that he met the very girl he was wanting at the Fauconberg Hotel. She had beautiful bobbed hair, and was altogether beautiful, let Anthony love her, but returned no affection at all. And one night there was a fire at the Fauconberg Hotel. When it was far too late to do anything, it was found that this girl was still in the burning house, at a window, appealing and terrified.

      ‘I’m going in,’ said Anthony.

      ‘It’s no good,’ said a man. ‘It’d only mean two lives instead of one.’

      The man fought to hold him back. Anthony knocked him down. (A clean, straight blow, on the point of the chin. The man went down like a skittle. A hard measure, but unavoidable at such stressful moments. The man quite understood. He shook hands afterwards.) Anthony carried the girl out of the flaring house, and then fell, as if dead from the burns he had received.

      But the burns did not hurt very much. All about were white, frightened faces. He was lying in the girl’s lap. She stroked his forehead and there were kind tears in her eyes. ‘I just want you to know,’ said Anthony, ‘that I have always loved you, and I die loving you – and that’s all.’ He died in her arms.

      Nearly died in her arms, but got well again, was put into a sunny, green room, where the beautiful girl moved gently, and nursed him with pink fingers, and decided to marry him.
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