ALL ROADS LEAD TO CALYV,
CHAPTER |

She had not meant to stay for the servitlke door had stood invitingly open, and a
glimpse of the interior had suggested to her the idea that it would make good
copy.7Ol d London Churches: Their ItSoudi al a
be easy teollect anecdotes of the famous people who had attended 8temight

fix up a series for one of the religious papdtgromised quite exceptional material,

this particular specimen, rich in tombs and monumenhtsere was character about

it, a scenhof bygone daysShe pictured the vanished congregations in their powdered
wigs and stiff brocadesHow picturesque must have been the marriages that had
taken place there, say in the reign of Queen Anne or of the early Gedhgeshurch

would have ken ancient even theWith its air of faded grandeur, its sculptured
recesses and dark niches, the tattered banners hanging from its roof, it must have
made an admirable backgroun®erhaps an historical novel in the Thackeray
vein? She could see herloine walking up the aisle on the arm of her proud old
soldier father.Later on, when her journalistic position was more established, she
might think of it. It was still quite early.There would be nearly half an hour before

the first worshippers woulle likely to arrive: just time enough to jot down a few
notes. If she did ever take to literature it would be the realistic school, she felt, that
would appeal to herThe rest, too, would be pleasant after her long walk from
Westminster.She would fidl a secluded seat in one of the high, stiff pews, and let
the atmosphere of the place sink into her.

And then the pewvopener had stolen up unobserved, and had taken it so for granted
that she would like to be shown round, and had seemed so pleased anthaage

she had not the heart to repel h&rcurious little old party with a smooth, peach

like complexion and white soft hair that the fading twilight, stealing through the
yellow glass, turned to goldSo that at first sight Joan took her for a chilthe

voice, too, was so absurdly child&tappealing, and yet confidenNot until they

were crossing the aisle, where the clearer light streamed in through the open doors,
did Joan see that she was very old and feeble, with about her figure that curious
patient droop that comes to the wavkrn. She proved to be most interesting and

full of helpful information. Mary Stopperton was her nam8&he had lived in the
neighbourhood all her life; had as a girl worked for the Leigh Hunts and had
Aassi s tCarlylé Shd hasl been very frightened of the great man himself, and
had always hidden herself behind doors or squeezed herself into corners and stopped
breathing whenever there had been any fear of meeting him upon the gtits.

one day having dartieinto a cupboard to escape from him and drawn the door to
after her, it turned out to be the cupboard in which Carlyle was used to keep his
boots. So that there was quite a struggle between them; she holding grimly on to the
door inside and Carlyle eqiybetermined to open it and get his bodthad ended

in her exposure, with trembling knees and scarlet face, and Carlyle had addressed her
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as Awoman, 0 and had i nsi st edAmafterkhato wi n g
she had lost all terror of himAnd he had even allowed her with a grim smile to enter
occasionally the sacred study with her broom and pahad evidently made a

lasting impression upon her, that privilege.

AThey didndt get on very well dszapteg her ,
the opportunity of obtaining firatlass evidence.

AThere wasndét much difference, so far a
answered the littleold ladyi You 6r e not married, dear, o

Joands un gbuopeople mustdavel g deah of patience when they have to

live with us for twentyfour hours a dayYou see, little things we do and say without
thinking, and little ways we have that we do not notice ourselves, may all the time

be irritating to other pgol e . 0

AWhat about the other people irritating
AYes, dear, and of course that can happ
ADid he, Carlyle, ever come to this chu

Mary Stopperton was afraid he never had, in spite dfgisg sonearin And y et h
was adeargood Christdri n hi s way, 0 Mary Stoppertor

AHow do you mean 06i n hdersainly d raud®eavasdocbena n d e
trusted, could not have been the orthodox way.

nWel I, you seet,hedeart,td ee xoplldailnaeddpuld @ he
have riddendshehwascguoitaggp it seemed,
odservamdii f hedd written the sort of |ies

of throwing the truth at their hda. ©

i But even that woul d not make him a Chr
Al't i s part of it, dearffTo sqnnwftf et Afdonn net
think Jesus must have | i ked him for tha

They had commenced with the narrow strip of burialigeblying between the south

side of the church and Cheyne Walknd there the little pevopener had showed

her the grave of Anna, afterwards Mrs. Spraggh o | ong decl i ning
aspiring above her sex fought under her brother with arms and ratiné/ in a

fl agship agaiAsasb of MareAstéllr herncontemporary, who had
written a spirited nEs SoaherehadbebneafSeffragee o f
Movement as far back as in the days of Pope and Swift.
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Returning to the inteor, Joan had duly admired the Cheyne monument, but had been
unable to disguise her amusement before the tomb of Mrs. Colvile, whom the
sculptor had represented as a somewhat impatient lady, refusing to await the day of
resurrection, but pushing through reaffin and starting for Heaven in her grave
clothes. Pausing in front of the Dacre monument, Joan wondered if the actor of that
name, who had committed suicide in Australia, and whose London address she
remembered had been Dacre House just round thergavas descended from the
family; thinking that, if so, it would give an dp-date touch to the articleéshe had

fully decided now to write it.But Mary Stopperton could not inform hefhey had

ended up in the chapel of Sir Thomas Motde, too, hadi gi ven up t hi
including his head.Though Mary Stopperton, siding with Father Morris, was
convinced he had now got it back, and that with the remainder of his bones it rested
in the tomb before them.

There, the little pevopener had left her, havirig show the earigomers to their
seats; and Joan had found anaouthe-way pew from where she could command a
view of the whole churchThey were chiefly poor folk, the congregation; with here
and there a sprinkling of faded gentilityThey seemed irkeeping with the
place. The twilight faded and a snuffy old man shuffled round and lit the gas.

It was all so sweet and restfuReligion had never appealed to her befofde
businesdike service in the bare cold chapel where she had sat swingifeghand
yawning as a child had only repelled h&he could recall her father, aloof and awe
inspiring in his Sunday black, passing round the bdgr mother, always veiled,

sitting beside her, a thin, tall woman with passionate eyes and ever reatidss h

the women mostly overdressed, and the sleek, prosperous men trying to look
meek. At school and at Girton, chapel, which she had attended no oftener than she
was obliged, had had about it the same atmosphere of chill compuBubrhere

was poetry. She wondered if, after all, religion might not have its place in the
worldd in company with the other art$t would be a pity for it to die outThere
seemed nothing to take its placall these lovely cathedrals, these dear little old
churches, thatf or centuries had been t he f o
aspirations.The harbour lights, illumining the troubled waters of their livéghat

could be done with themThey could hardly be maintained out of the public funds

as mere mementoes of the paBesides, there were too many of theirhe tax

payer would naturally grumbleAs Town Halls, Assembly RoomsPhe idea was
unthinkable. t woul d be | i ke a performance of
Rome. Yes, they would disappearhough not, sb was glad to think, in her timén

towns, the space would be required for other buildingsre and there some
gradually decaying specimen would be allowed to survive, taking its place with the
feudal castles and walled cities of the Continent: thefdiie American tourist, the
textbook of the antiquaryA pity! Yes, but then from the aesthetic point of view it

was a pity that the groves of ancient Greece had ever been cut down and replanted
with currant bushes, their altars scattered; that treestof the temples of Isis should

have come to be the shelter of the fisher of the Nile; and the corn wave in the wind
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above the buried shrines of Mexicall these dead truths that from time to time had
encumbered the living worldEach in its turn hatlad to be cleared away.

And yet was it altogether a dead truth: this passionate belief in a personal God who
had ordered all things for the best: who could be appealed to for comfort, for
help? Might it not be as good an explanation as any other of yls¢amy surrounding

us? It had been so universabhe was not sure where, but somewhere she had come
across an analogy that had strongly impressed hef.h e f ac't t hat a
thirstyd though at the time he may be wandering through the Desert of 8ahara
proves that somewher e iMght hoh the swomesd ad t h e
Christianity in responding to human needs be evidence in its favhiue?ove of

God, the Fellowship of the Holy Ghost, the Grace of Our Lord Jesus Citese

not all humameeds provided for in that one comprehensive promise: the desperate
need of man to be convinced that behind all the seeming muddle was a loving hand
guiding towards good; the need of the soul in its loneliness for fellowship, for
strengthening; the need aian in his weakness for the kindly grace of human
sympathy, of human example.

And then, as fate would have it, the first lesson happened to be the story of Jonah and
the whale.Half a dozen shocked faces turned suddenly towards her told Joan that at
somepoint in the thrilling history she must unconsciously have laugkedunately

she was alone in the pew, and feeling herself scarlet, squeezed herself into its farthest
corner and drew down her vell.

No, it would have to goA religion that solemnly deanded of grown men and

women in the twentieth century that they should sit and listen with reverential awe

to a prehistoric edition of AGri mmés Fa
adventures of Samson and Delilah, the conversations betweaganBahd his ass,

and culminating in what if it were not so appallingly wicked an idea would be the

most comical of them all: the conception of an elaborately organized Hell, into which

the God of the Christians plunged his creatures for all eter@tyvhat use was such

a religion as that going to be to the world of the future?

She must have knelt and stood mechanically, for the service was éerfaegulpit

was occupied by an elderly uninterestiogking man with a troublesome

cough. But one sentendee had let fall had gripped her attentidfor a moment she
could not remember iit, and t henltstrutk c ame
her as rather goodPerhaps he was going to be worth listeningfioT o a | | of
sooner or sl astaeyri,nog,heicwanes a choosing o
leading to success, the gratification of desires, the honour and approval of our fellow
medor the path to Calvary.o

And then he had wandered off into a maze of deféile tradesman, dreaming

perhgs of becoming a Whiteley, having to choose whether to go forward or remain
for all time in the little shopThe statesman should he abide by the faith that is in
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him and suffer loss of popularity, or renounce his God and enter the Cabinet?
artist, he writer, the mere labouferthere were too many of thenA few well-
chosen examples would have sufficéhd then that irritating cough!

And yet every now and then he would be arrestimghis prime, Joan felt, he must
have been a great preach&ven now, decrepit and wheezy, he was capable of
flashes of magnetism, of eloquencEhe passage where he pictured the Garden of
GethsemaneThe fair Jerusalem, only hidden from us by the shadd&eseasy to
return to. Its soft lights shining through thieees, beckoning to us; its mingled voices
stealing to us through the silence, whispering to us of itsreelembered ways, its
pleasant places, its open doorways, friends and loved ones waiting fémds.
above, the roclstrewn Calvary: and crowningsisummit, clear against the starlit
sky, the cold, dark crossi Not per haps to us the bl eed
the bitter tearsOur Calvary may be a very little hill compared with the mountains
where Prometheus suffered, buttousitissteepd | onel y. 0O

There he should have stoppett. would have been a good note on which to
finish. But it seemed there was another point he wished to ntaken to the sinner
Calvary calls. To Judad even to him the gates of the lifgving Garden of
Gethsenane had not been closed. Wi t h hi s thirty pieces
stolen away. In some distant crowded city of the Roman Empire have lived
unknown, forgotten Life still had its pleasures, its reward§o him also had been
given the choice.The thirty pieces of silver that had meant so much to hite!

flings them at the feet of his tempterBhey would not take them backde rushes

out and hangs himselShame and deathWVith his own hands he will build his own
cross, none to help hintle, tood even Judas, climbs his Calvargnters into the
fell owship of those who through all age

Joan waited till the last of the congregation had disappeared, and then joined the little
pew-opener who was waiting to close thmors. Joan asked her what she had thought
of the sermon, but Mary Stopperton, being a little deaf, had not heard it.

Al t was 0d tiet enagd e®d o fil Altl, oORalJaodasn |Thea dd thoe
idea is that there comes a time to all of us wiverhave to choose/Nhether, like

your friend Carlyl e, we wi | IOr godor thee up
carriage and pair.o

Mary Stoppertonlaughedi He i s qui te riightdoe® asedmst
and it is so hardYou have topray and pray and prayAnd even then we cannot

al ways Slhoe ittouched with her i ttl e wit
handiBut you are so strong and bravéto st
wonot be so difficult for you. o

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

It was not until well on her way home that Joan, recalling the conversation, found
herself smiling at Mary St opp@&tthetime,ds | i
she remembered, the shadow of a fear had passed over her.

Mary Stopperton did not know theme of the preacheltt was quite common for

chance substitutes to officiate there, especially in the evedman had insisted on

her acceptance of a shilling, and had made a note of her address, feeling instinctively
that the | ittlemelidn wwosmafnu Iwo uflrdomica | ou

Shaking hands with her, she had turned eastward, intending to walk to Sloane Square
and there take the bu#t the corner of Oakley Street she overtook hide was
evidently a stranger to the neighbourtipand was peering up through his glasses to
see the name of the street; and Joan caught sight of his face beneath a gas lamp.

And suddenly it came to her that it was a face she krnewhe dimlit church she
had not seen him clearlyHe was still peering upwardJoan stole another
glance.Yes, she had met him somewheke was very changed, quite different, but
she was suref it. It was a long time agoShe must have been quite a child.

CHAPTER Il

One of Joands earliest recollections wk¢
hi gh cheval gl as s -rdom. Hér elothesnay sdatenedfar and r e s S
wide, faling where she had flung them; not a shred of any kind of covering was left

to her. She must have been very small, for she could remember looking up and
seeing high above her head the two brass knobs by which the glass was fastened to
its frame. Suddenly out of the upper portion of the glass, there looked a scared red
face. It hovered there a moment, and over it in swift succession there passed the
expressions, first of petrified amazement, secondly of shocked indignation, and
thirdly of righteous wrath And then it swooped down upon her, and the image in

the glass became a confusion of small naked arms and legs mingled with green cotton
gloves and purple bonnet strings.

AYou young i mp of Sat a&helféelingsofmatragkckvidtueMr s .
exagyerating perhaps her real sentimeritsWh at ar e you doi ng?o

AGo alwyye | ooking at myself, 0 had expl ai
the glass.

ABut where are your c¢clothes?0 was Mr s.

ARl 6se tooked t he wpiecé dfinfarmation that eeallyy &lthingso a n .
considered, seemed unnecessary.
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ABut candt you see yourself, you wickec
as you were born?o

ANo, 0 mai nt ai finle dh a to @aAsalndttertofdfattgltki dnodt , ev
inthose earlydaysOn t he contrary, one of her fav
u p .This sudden overmastering desire to arrive at the truth about herself had been a
new conceit.

Al wanted tCd od dre smyas aldft .ouder, could woaichsafa;| | S |
and Mrs. Munday had shook her head, and had freely confessed that there were things
beyond her and that Joan was one of them; and had succeeded, partly by force, partly
by persuasion, in restoring to Joan once more the semblaadghsistian child.

It was Mrs. Munday, poor soul, who all unconsciously had planted the seeds of

di sbelief iMmnslJodMudslamiosd God, from Joano
objectionable personagéle talked a lai or rather Mrs. Munday talked fétimo

about His love for little childrenBut it seemed He only loved them when they were

good. Joan was under no delusions about herdélthose were His terms, well,

then, so far as she coul d see BesiHesfi wasnod
He hated naughty children, why did He make them naugAtymoderate estimate
quite half Joands wickedness, Jakefort s ee

example that seléxamination before the cheval gladshe idea had come into her

mind. It had never occurred to her that it was wickddas Mrs. Munday explained,

it was the Devil that had whispered it to her, then what did God mean by allowing

the Devil to go about persuading little girls to do indecent thinGs® could do
everything Why di dnot He Isseensdito Joam a mdaretrick, loGk

at it how you would.Fancy leaving a little girl to fight the Devil all by hersend

then get angry becausethe Deviwanhbo an came t o cordially o
God.

Looking back it was easy enough to smile, but the agony of many nights when she
had lain awake for hours battling with her childish terrors had left a burning sense of
anger i n Paamaded, bewikdared Mrs. Munday, preaching the eternal
damnation d6the wicked who had loved her, who had only thought to do her duty,
the blame was not herg8ut that a religion capable of inflicting such suffering upon
the innocent should still be preached; maintained by the STdtat its educated
followers no longr believed in a physical Hell, that its more advanced clergy had
entered into a conspiracy of silence on the subject was no arBlaegreat mass of

the people were not educatedfficial Christendom in every country still preached

the everlasting toure of the majority of the human race as a well thought out part of

t he Cr eat oNodeadershachbeenebold enough to come forward and
denounce it as an insult to his Go#éls one grew older, kindly mother Nature, ever
seeking to ease the s#ifli cted burdens of her foolish brood, gave one forgetfulness,
insensibility. The condemned criminal puts the thought of the gallows away from
him as long as may be: eats, and sleeps and even jdkesn 6 s s o ul gr
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pachydermoid. But the children! Their sesitive brains exposed to every cruel
breath. No philosophic doubt permitted to thenNo learned disputation on the
relationship between the literal and the allegorical for the easing of their frenzied
fears. How many million tiny whitefaced figures sattered over Christian Europe
and America, stared out each night into a vision of black horror; how many million
tiny hands clutched wildly at the bedclotheBhe Society for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children, if they had done their duty, would harasecuted before now

the Archbishop of Canterbury.

Of course she would go to HelAs a special kindness some generous relative had,

on Joanods seventh ©birthday, given her
illustrations by Doré.From it she was able form some notion of what her eternity

was likely to be. And God all the while up in His Heaven, surrounded by that
glorious band of praisgumpeting angels, watching her out of the corner of His

eye. Her courage saved her from despdédefiance caméo her aid.Let Him send

her to Hell! She was not going to pray to Him and make up to Hitm.was a wicked

God. Yes, He was: a cruel, wicked GoAnd one night she told Him so to His face.

It had been a pretty crowded day, even for so busy a sinnigtleagoan. It was
springti me, and they had gone Mayb¢ib t he
was the season: a stirring of the human
big for oneds b ofdameraus pariod df theear. mdegdijomg | s .
the principle that prevention is better than cure, Mrs. Munday had made it a custom
during April and May to administer to Joan a cooling mixture; but on this occasion

had unfortunately come away without doan, dressed for use rathwart show, and

without either shoes or stockings, had stolen stealthily downstairs: something seemed

to be calling to herSilentlyd il i ke a thief in the night
metaphod had slipped the heavy bolts; had joined the thousand creatuthe

woodd had danced and leapt and shouted; had behaved, in short, more as if she had
been a Pagan nymph than a happy English cHibde had regained the house
unnoticed, as she thought, the Devil, no doubt, assisting her; and had hidden her wet
clothesin the bottom of a mighty chesbeceitfulness in her heart, she had greeted

Mrs. Munday in sleepy tones from beneath the sheets; and before breakfast, assailed
by suspicious questions, had told a deliberatellegter in the morning, during an
argumentwith an active young pig who was willing enough to play at Red Riding

Hood so far as eating things out of a basket was concerned, but who would not wear

a nightcap, she had used a wickedwotdn t he afternoon she 7T
t he f ar noaand lweir.Theylhad hasl a rowin one of those sad lapses from

the higher Christian standards into which Satan was always egging her, she had
pushed him; and he had tumbled head over heels into thegmrde The reason,

that instead of lying therend drowning he had got up and walked back to the house
howling fit to wake the Seven Sleepers, was that God, watching over little children,

had arranged for the incident taking place on that side of the pond where it was
shallow. Had the scrimmage occuden the opposite bank, beneath which the water

was much deeper, Joan in all probability would have had murder on herlsoul.
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seemed to Joan that if God,-pbwerful and aHforeseeing, had been so careful in
selecting the site, He might with equal ehaee prevented the row from ever taking

placee Why coul dndét the |ittle beast have b
orchard, much the shorter way, instead of being brought round by the yard, so as to
come upon her at a moment when she was fealibd shoritempered, to put it

mildy? And why had God al | owe drhahJoan shodd c al |
have fAput ito this way, instead of goin
having saved her from a crime, was proof of her inborn espasition. In the

evening was reached the culminating poidtst before going to bed she had
murdered old George the cowmaror all practical purposes she might just as well

have been successful in drowning William Augustus earlier in theltlagemed to

be one of those things that had to M. Hornflower still lived, it was true, but that

was not JJoanpstarsgding irmwhite niglgbwn beside her bed, everything

around her breathing of innocence and virtue: the spotless bedclothedyirniez

curtains, the white hyacinths upon the windove d g e , Joanbds Bi bl e,
Aunt Susan; her praydrook, handsomely bound in calf, a present from Grandpapa,
upon their little table; Mrs. Munday in evening black and cameo brooch (pale red
with tomb and weeping willow in white relief) sacred to the memory of the departed

Mr. Mundayd Joan standing there erect, with pale, passionate face, defying all these
aids to righteousness, had deliberately wished Mr. Hornflower d@étl George
Hornflower t was who, unseen by her, had passed her that morning in the
wood. Grumpy old George it was who had overheard the wicked word with which

she had cursed the pig; who had met William Augustus on his emergence from the
pond. To Mr. George Hornflower, the mble instrument in the hands of
Providence, helping her towards possible salvation, she ought to have been
grateful. And instead of that she had flung into the agonized face of Mrs. Munday
these awful words:

il wi sh he was dead! o

AHe who i B 0 hetebwashweraer dnd chapter for ifloan was a
murderess.Just as well, so far as Joan was concerned, might she have taken a
carvingknife and stabbed Deacon Hornflower to the heatrt.

Joands prayers that ni ght, to thea acco
hopeless air of unreality about thei.r s . Mundayos kiss was ¢

How long Joan lay and tossed upon her little bed she could notSmthewhere
about the middle of the night, or so it seemed to her, the frenzy seizdédihgmg
the bedclothesmay she rose to her fedt.is difficult to stand upon a spring mattress,
but Joan kept her balanc@f course He was there in the room with h&od was
everywhere, spying upon herShe could distinctly hear His measured
breathing. Face to face witldim, she told Him what she thought of HirGhe told
Him He was a cruel, wicked God.
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There are no Victoria Crosses for sinners, or surely little Joan that night would have
earned it.It was not lack of imagination that helped her courgged and she ahe,

in the darknessHe with all the forces of the Universe behind Hikle armed with

His eternal pains and penalties, and eygdrold Joan: the creature that He had
made in His Own Image that He could torture and desti®jl yawned beneath her,

but it had to be saidSomebody ought to tell Him.

ANnYou are a wickedinGeos, oYADw aaured ol dvi dikm.d

And then that she might not see the walls of the room open before her, hear the wild
laughter of the thousand devils that weoening to bear her off, she threw herself
down, her face hidden in the pillow, and clenched her hands and waited.

And suddenly there burst a songwas like nothing Joan had ever heard bef&e.

clear and loud and near that all the night seemed fiddharmony. It sank into a
tender yearning cry throbbing with passionate desire, and then it rose again in
thrilling ecstasy: a song of hope, of victory.

Joan, trembling, stole from her bed and drew aside the blihdre was nothing to
be seen but thstars and the dim shape of the hiBat still that song, filling the air
with its wild, triumphant melody.

Years afterwards, listening to the overturdémnhéuserthere came back to her the
memory of that nightEver through the mad Satanic dist®ishe could hear, now
faint, now conquer i ng SothrdughthP janglgdrdiscordsd o0 n
of the world one heard the Song of Life.hr ough the di m aeons
infancy; through the centuries of bloodshed and of horror; throwgtdalk ages of

tyranny and superstition; through wrong, through cruelty, through hate; heedless of
doom, heedless of death, stlloteloutlilove ni gh
you. We will build a nest.We will rear our brood.l love you. | love you. Life

shall not die. o

Joan crept back into bed new wonder had cometoheaknd fr om t hat ni
f

belief i n Mrs. Mundayds God began to a

Firstly there was the great event of going to sch&ble was glad toeg away from

home, a massive, stiffly furnished house in a wealthy suburb of Liverptei.
mother, since she could remember, had been an invalid, rarely leaving her bedroom
till the afternoon.Her father, the owner of large engineering works, she @y as

a rule, at dinnetime, when she would come down to desskrhad been different

when she was very young, before her mother had been tak&helh she had been
more with them both.She had dim recollections of her father playing with her,
pretending to be a bear and growling at her from behind the gofd.then he would

seize and hug her and they would both laugh, while he tossed her into the air and
caught her.He had looked so big and handsondl through her childhood there
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had been th desire to recreate those days, to spring into the air and catch her arms
about his neck.She could have loved him dearly if he had only let H@énce,
seeking explanation, she had opened her heart a little to Mrs. Mutidayas
disappointment, Mrs. Mhday thought, that she had not been a boy; and with that
Joan had to content herseMlay be al so her motherés il
him. Or perhaps it was mere temperament, as she argued to herself later, for which
they were both responsibleThose little tricks of coaxing, of tenderness, of
wilfulness, by means of which other girls wriggled their way so successfully into a
warm nest of cosy affection: she had never been able to employ Bemeath her
selt-confidence was a shyness, an immogabkerve that had always prevented her
from expressing her emotionsShe had inherited it, doubtless enough, from
him. Perhaps one day, between them, they would break down the barrier, the
strength of which seemed to lie in its very flimsiness, its Ipgiality.

And then during college vacations, returning home with growing notions and views
of her own, she had found herself so often in antagonism with Kiis.fierce
puritanism, so opposed to all her enthusiasA&rguing with him, she might almost
have been listening to one of his Cromwellian ancestors risen from the @bate

had been disputes between him and his vp@®ple, and Joan had taken the side of
the men.He had not been angry with her, but coldly contemptusunsl yet, in spite

of it all, if he had only made a sigr8he wanted to fling herself crying into his arms
and shake high make him listen to her wisdom, sitting on his knee with her hands
clasped round his neckde was not really intolerant and stupidhat had been
proved by hs letting her go to a Church of England schobler mother had
expressed no wisht was he who had selected it.

Of her mother she had always stood somewhat in fear, never knowing when the mood
of passionate affection would give place to a chill averthahseemed almost like
hate. Perhaps it had been good for her, so she told herself in after years, her lonely,
unguided childhoodIt had forced her to think and act for herseMt school she
reaped the benefitSelf-reliant, confident, original, bdership was granted to her as

a natural prerogativeNature had helped heNowhere does a young girl rule more
supremely by reason of her beauty than among her felldlean soon grew
accustomed to having her boots put on and taken off for her;ralkeleds of service
anticipated by eager slaves, contending with one another for the privdgggving

a command, by bestowing a few moments of her conversation, it was within her
power to make some small adoring girl absurdly happy for the rest dayhevhile

her displeasure would result in tears, in fawning pleadings for forgiverdss.
homage did not spoil heRather it helped to develop heBhe accepted it from the
beginning as in the order of thingBower had been given to hdt.was he duty to

see to it that she did not use it capriciously, for her own gratificati¥o.
conscientious youthful queen could have been more careful in the distribution of her
favourg that they should be for the encouragement of the deserving, the reward of
virtue; more sparing of her frowns, reserving them for the rectification of error.
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At Girton it was more by force of will, of brain, that she had to make her
position. There was more competitionloan welcomed it, as giving more zest to

life. But even here her beauty was by no means a negligible quartgver,

brilliant young women, accustomed to sweep aside all opposition with a blaze of
rhetoric, found themselves to their irritation sitting in front of her silent, not so much
listening to her aobking at her.It puzzled themforatmeBecause a girl o
are classical and her colouring attractive, surely that has nothing to do with the value

of her political views?Until one of them discovered by chance that it has.

nWel |, wh at does Beauty think Shéladt It
arrived at the end of a discussion just as Joan was leaving the Aoairthen she

gave along low whistle, feeling that she had stumbled upon the explariagauty,

that nysterious force that from the date of creation has ruled the world, what does It
think? Dumb, passive, as a rule, exercising its influence unconscioBsiiyif it

should become intelligent, activéd Philosopher has dreamed of the vast influence

that ould be exercised by a dozen sincere men acting in uBitppose a dozen of

the most beautiful women in the world could form themselves into a leabnasl

found them late in the evening still discussing it.

Her mother died suddenly during her last teamd Joan hurried back to attend the
funeral. Her father was out when she reached hodwan changed her travelisty

clothes, and then went into the room where her mother lay, and closed th&deor.

must have been a beautiful womadow that the fet and the restlessness had left

her it had come back to hefhe passionate eyes were closédan kissed the marble

lids, and drawing a chair to the bedside, sat dolvgrieved her that she had never
loved her mothér n ot as one 0 u g hother, turuedtiamingy, o n e
unreasoningly, as a natural instinétor a moment a strange thought came to her,
and swiftly, almost guiltily, she stole across, and drawing back a corner of the blind,
examined closely her own features in the glass, comparing\ilid the face of the

dead woman, thus called upon to be a silent witness for or against the loiag.

drew a sigh of relief and let fall the blindlhere could be no misreading the
evidence. Death had smoothed away the lines, given back yolitinas almost
uncanny, the likeness between thelihmight have been her drowned sister lying
there. And they had never known one anothétad this also been temperament
again, keeping them aparWhy did it imprison us each one as in a moving cell, so
that we never could stretch out our arms to one another, except when at rare intervals
Love or Death would unlock for a while the kelfipossible that two beings should

have been so alike in feature without being more or less alike in thought and
feeling. Whose fault had it beenSurely her own; she was so hideously
calculating. Even Mrs. Munday, because the old lady had been fond of her and had
shown it, had been of more service to her, more a companion, had been nearer to her
than her own motherln sdf-excuse she recalled the two or three occasions when
she had tried to win her motheBut fate seemed to have decreed that their moods
should never correspondider mot her s sudden fierce o
would be jealous, exacting, almostiel, had frightened her when she was a child,
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and later on had bored heiOther daughters would have shown patience,
unselfishness, but she had always been sasrifed.Why had she never fallen in
love like other girls?There had been a boy at Brigh when she was at school
theré quite a nice boy, who had written her wildly extravagant-eters. It must

have cost him half his pockatoney to get them smuggled in to h&/hy had she

only been amused at themrhey might have been beautiful ihly one had read
them with sympathyOne day he had caught her alone on the Dov#vadently he

had made it his business to hang about every day waiting for some such dthance.
had gone down on his knees and kissed her feet, and had been so apjéfi] so
that she had given him some flowers she was weaAnd.he had sworn to dedicate

the rest of his life to being worthy of her condescenskwoor lad! She wondereadl

for the first time since that afternadrwhat had become of himThere had been
others; a third cousin who still wrote to her from Egypt, sending her presents that
perhaps he could ill afford, and whom she answered about once a Aegr.
promising young men she had met at Cambridge, ready, she felt instinctively, to fall
down and worsip her. And all the use she had had for them was to convert them to
her view® a task so easy as to be quite uninteredtimith a vague idea that they
might come in handy in the future, when she might need help in shaping that world
of the future.

Only orce had she ever thought of marriaged that was in favour of a middle

aged, rheumatic widower with three children, a professor of chemistry, very learned
and justly famousFor about a month she had thought herself in |&ee pictured
herself devonig her life to him, rubbing his poor left shoulder where it seemed he
suffered most, and brushing his picturesque hair, inclined to dgrestunately his
eldest daughter was a young woman of resource, or the poor gentleman, naturally
carried off his feeby this adoration of youth and beauty, might have made an ass of
himself. But apart from this one episode she had reached the age of -therdy
heartwhole.

She rose and replaced the ch&ind suddenly a wave of pity passed over her for the
dead womanwho had always seemed so lonely in the great sfiffigished house,
and the tears came.

She was glad she had been able to &lye had always hated herself for her lack of
tears; it was so unwomanlfven as a child she had rarely cried.

Her father lad always been very tender, very patient towards her mother, but she had
not expected to find him so changdde had aged and his shoulders droopgle

had been afraid that he would want her to stay with him and take charge of the
house. It had worriedher considerablylt would be so difficult to refuse, and yet

she would have toBut when he never broached the subject she was Harthad
guestioned her about her plans the day after the funeral, and had seemed only anxious
to assist themShe propsed continuing at Cambridge till the end of the teBhe
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had taken her degree the year befofdter that, she would go to London and
commence her work.

nLet me know what all owance you woul d
thought it out. Things ae not what they were at the works, but there will always be
enough to keep you i Shehau fieditthere and them ath a d
two hundred a yearShe would not take more, and that only until she was in a
position to keep herself.

Al twatho prove to myself, 0 she explained
living. | am going down into the marketace.l f | 6 m no good, i f
of even one poor woman, | 6 | ISheowasnsitingb a ¢ k
on the arm ohis chair, and laughing, she drew his head towards her and pressed it
againstheril f | succeed, I f | am strong eno!
win, that wil!/ mean | am strong enough
Al am only jagdurtrheey emmhde nofyoau need me, 0 h
had kissed And next morning she returned to her own life.

CHAPTER Il

It was at Madge Singletonds rooms that
London were arrangedi The Comi ngwad Ble@amud yLe&ssi ngod
designatingtheevenE |l or a Lessing, known among her
the girl who at Cambridge had accident a
influence. In appearance she was of the Fluffy Ruffigset with childish innocent
eyes, and t he iun FamilyHeraldnovelist. Atthe frdt,these d o f
latter had been the result of a habit of late rising and consequent hurried toilet
operations; but on the discovery that for the purpodebeo profession they
possessed a market value they had been sedulously cultiedédrs of the old

order had ridiculed the idea of her being of any use to them, when two years
previously she had, by combination of cheek and patience, forced hetseliai

sanctum; had patted her paternally upon her generally ungloved hand, and told her

to go back home and get some honest, worthy young man to love and cherish her.

It was Carleton of th®aily Dispatchgroup who had first divined her
possibilities. With a swift glance on his way through, he had picked her out from a
line of depressetboking men and women ranged against the wall of the dark
entrance passage; and with a snap of his fingers had beckoned to her to follow
him. Striding in front of her p to his room, he had pointed to a chair and had left

her sitting there for threquarters of an hour, while he held discussion with a stream

of subordinates, managers and editors of departments, who entered and departed one
after another, evidently in pi@ranged orderAll of them spoke rapidly, without

ever digressing by a single word from the point, giving her the impression of their
speeches having been rehearsed beforehand.
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Carleton himself never interrupted theimdeed, one might have thoughtwas not
listening, so engrossed he appeared to be in the pile of letters and telegrams that lay
waiting for him on his deskWhen they had finished he would ask them questions,
still with his attention fixed apparently upon the paper in his hdimén, boking up

for the first time, he would run off curt instructions, much in the tone of a
Commandein-Chief giving orders for an immediate assault; and, finishing abruptly,
return to his correspondencEvhen the last, as it transpired, had closed the door
behind him, he swung his chair round and faced her.

AWhat have you been doing?0 he asked he

AWasting my
|l d fo

e and money h
from o S

anging abou
, 0 she told hi

m.

AAnd having | ear ne émhabreotuse foebgsainse you arhelte | o
me, 0 he amsWherted oheroou think you can do?~-

-1}

Anything that can be done with a pen a
Al nterviewing?0 he suggested.

Al 6ve al ways been considered guoedhim. at as
He glanced attheclockil 61 I gi ve you fiimeemivneiwe smgo
She moved to a chair beside the desk, and, opening her bag, took out aMaitkng
AWhat are your primdapéepg@0 gbe asked h
He looked at &r sharply across the corner of the desk.

il mean, 0 she continued, Nt o what f unda
success?o0

She leant forward, fixing hereyeson himDon 6t t el | me, 0 s he j
had none.That life is all just nere blind chanceThink of the young men who are
hanging on youranswelNon 6t you send them a message

AYes, 0O he answéetéd wosrndglaypy f &mdhe t hat
ordinary way | should have known you were pulling my leg, and hawersiiou the

door. As it was, | felt half inclined for the moment to reply with some damned silly
platitude that would have set all Fleet Street laughingatwiey do my &opr i n
i nterest you?0o0

AAs a matter of factinbBuwtdywi dvdradGt ,pe opH e
whenever they discuss you. o
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AWhat do they say?0 he demanded.

AYour friends, t Ara youryewemiesntieat tikeey arehaawveys then vy .
| atest, 0 she informed him.

AYoudll do, 0 he awswbhrednwi mbnaobaugh.t
have ended your chance¥ou sized me up at a glance, and knew it would only
interestmeAnd your instindtWhiag rmieplptl ,ed0 ahe a&d

gostraght for that. o

He gave her a commission then and there for a heart to heart talk with a gentleman
whom the editor of the Home News Department of@ady Dispatchwould have
referred to as a fALeading Literarid Lumi
in two volumes.She had asked him childish questions and had listened with wide
open eyes while he, sitting over against her, and smiling benevolently, had laid bare
to her all the seeming intricacies of creation, and had explained to her in simple
language the necessary alterations and improvements he was hoping to bring about
In human natureHe had the sensation that his hair must be standing on end the next
morning after having read in cold print what he had sBxjpanding oneself before

the admiing gaze of innocent simplicity and addressing the easily amused ear of an
unsympathetic public are not the same thikig. ought to have thought of that.

It consoled him, later, that he was not the only victifhe Daily Dispatchbecame
famous for its muant interviews; especially with elderly celebrities of the masculine
gender.

Altés dirty work, o Flossieficonfadedownnm

face. Don o6t see that | &m much di fTHegweeent t o
walkinghome in the evening fromatheatiel f | hadnodét been sto
have takenitupl shall get out of i1t as soon as
A should make it a Dbit sooneirOnteh ama ntoht

always stop oneself just whe one wants to when sliding down a sloftehas a
knack of getting steeper and steeper as

Madge had asked Joan to come a little earlier so that they could have a chat together
before the others arrived.

Al 6ve onl y as kmed asshefled Joandinto thé restfud whpekllad
sitting-room that looked out upon the gardemdadge shared a set of chambers in
Grayb6s I nn with heriBubthehawbockwaseant

Joan murmured her thanks.

A | hassleenxddtamy men, 0 she added, as sh f
t

e
fre.e. il was afraid of its introducing h e
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ATel | me, 0o asked Joan, dAam | I|ikely to
A Oh, about as much amen hame wodwary sworsk
answeredMadgeii |l t 6s a nui sance, but i1t has to
ANature appears to have only one i1 dea i

far as we men and women areconcerrétdh e 6s been ki nder t o t

AfMan has mo
ul

e interests, 0 Joan argued,
we must c [

r
tivate his finer instincts. o
Al't doesndt seem tonnOmewer, al guaymb It ®d dM
the brain worker, the very men who have thése instincts, who are the most
sexual . o

She made a little impatient movement with her hands that was characteristic of
heriPer sonal ly, | [Idilkte inse ns,00 ssphl ee nwdei ndt tohne
just | i ke a dog de ®earealwhys llinkiagrup atthedxckbudsve t
and worrying about our hatt would be so nice to be able to have friendship with

them.

A | dondt mean that itodWealdotdaleli rwée acuan
thend the way we dressWho was itsaid that to every woman every man is a

potential loverWe canot get Ittosttbére@uevennm natk
know it. We wi | | never succeed in civilizing

ARWe wondot despairihebsr¢oebpugiistdrp)Jopao
said of her.We have passed the phase when everything she did was right in our
childish eyes.Now we dare to criticize herThat shows we are growing ufghe

will learn from us, lateronShe6s a dear ol d thing, at

NSheds begh kondoenoureplied Mahaeogmas s om

a note of irritation in her tone. | suppose you know yo
beautfu,You seem so indifferent to it, Il woc
Al 6m not iindiffer &b rtec kiotn,i M gamswearte d oJ
AWhy not?06 she continued, with a fl as
spoken.fi | t I s a we a P anowledge kirgelleet,cquragedot kas

givenmebeautyl shall wuse it in His service.o

They formed a curiouphysical contrast, these two women in this momdatan,
radiant, serene, sat upright in her chair, her head slightly thrown back, her fine hands
clasping one another so strongly that the delicate muscles could be traced beneath
the smooth white skinMadge, with puckered brows, leant forward in a crouching
attitude, her thin nervous hands stretched out towards the fire.
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AHow does one know when one I s serving
rather of herself than of Joan. | t seems 0oso di fficult

AOne feels it, o0 explained Joan.

AYes, but didndt t hey Shelstll seéneee tb beiatgying Ma c
with herself rather than with Joafi. Ni e t % lsawebeen reading himlhey are
forming a Nietzsche Society to give lectures abbumd propagate him over
here.El eanor ds i n Itisdemsugpme tawfulEvenydibrenirenty lbeing
revolts againsthimyet t heydre all cocksuHemusthat h
have convinced himself that he is serving Gtd.were afighter | should feel | was
serving God trying to down Him.How do | know which of us is

right? Torquemadd Cal vin, 6 she went on, without
reply. Al t 6s easy enough t oButsaetlee timehnellipnsofer e v
peopk believed in thetn f e | t it was Godoés voloanef spea

Arc! Fancy dying to put a thing like thatuponathronet woul d be funny
so tragic. You can say she drove out the Englistaved FranceBut for what? The
Barthobmew massacresThe ruin of the Palatinate by Louis XIV[he horrors of

the French Revolution, ending with Napoleon and all the misery and degeneracy that

he bequeathed to EuropHistory might have worked itself out so much better if the

poorchildhad eft i1t alone and minded her shee
AWoul dndét that train of argument | ead t
Joan.

Al suppose it woul d meafmAmrd aygenta tliAno, nod ta

there not forces moving towards right that angirgg to us to help them, not by
violence, which only interrupds delays them, but by quietly preparing the way for

them? You know what | meanErasmus always said that Luther had hindered the

Ref ormation by st i r $hebrake off pideplya Shere were a n d
tearsinhereyesi Oh, i f God would only say what
Acall to us iIin trumpet tones that woul d
sidesWhy canét He speak?o0

AHe does, 0 ainlswédsevdice.JThhae&m.e are things
do. Wrongs that | must fight againsRights that | must never dare to rest till they

ar e wHerrips avere partedHer breasts heavingi He does Hehas| t o
girded His sword upon me. o0

Madge looked taher in silence for quite a whilsi How confi dent yol
saddiHow | envy you. O

They talked for a time about domestic mattedsan had established herself in
furnished rooms in a quiet street of pleasant Georgian houses just behind the Abbey;
a member of Parliament and his wife occupied the lower floors, the landlord, a retired
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butler, and his wife, an excellent cook, confining themselves to the basement and the
attics. The remaining floor was tenanted by a shy young dnamoet, so the
landlad/ thought, but was not surdnyhow he had long hair, lived with a pipe in

his mouth, and burned his lamp long into the nightan had omitted to ask his
name. She made a note to do so.

They discussed ways and meald®an calculated she could get through on two
hundred a year, putting aside fifty for dreddadge was doubtful if this would be
sufficient. Joan wurged ¢t hat she was fAstock si
A mo d e | ss)butavtadgs, endéasuring her against herself, was sure she was too
full.

AYou wil |l find yourself expensive to di
well on you; and it would be madness, even from a business point of view, for you
not to make thebestf your sel f . 0O

AMen stand mor -dressed wamangharotfiey égo eweredf & beautiful
woman, 0 Madge fvlas pwyoduogoni onho an of fi ce
beatyoudownTel | them the price they are off
for a week and t heyoll heb e 0aisfradigmibginggf t h
mean to the poor; but not to sympathize with the rich stamps you as middle

c | a Shelaoghed.

Joan was worriediil t ol d Dad | should omuptwo ask |
hundred a yeafnHeoshel axphaanhede for not

~

Al should | et hShemgrew thaughtful my@amd WMadganky yo
women, with our newangled, independent ways, | guess we hurt the old folks quite
en;mgh as 1t is.0

The bell rang and Madge opened the door herselfirned out to be Flossieloan

had not seen her since they had been at
yout hf ul Fldsgeeekplainep,.amd without waiting for anyspible attack

flew to her own defence.

AThe revolution that the world is wai!
providing of every man and woman with a hundred and fifty a y&hen we shall

all be able to afford to be noble and higinded. As it is, ninetenths of the
contemptible things we do comes from the necessity of our having to earn our
living. A hundred and fifty a year would del

AWould there not sbpbilbrbaendhéhei aammbod d
suggested Madge.
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AOnly the really wiidkedvow | diveshauld hevd yF lus
then which were the sheep and which the godts. pr esent weobdr e
together: the ungodly who sin out of mere greed and rapacity, and the just men
compelled to sell their birthright of fi

AYah, socialist, o0 commented Madge, who
Flossie seemed struck by an idea.

ABy Jove, 0 BWbyesdctal meWihamlflagkarnd mkhaio f i t
down, | 6d be 1 n altwouldpbtep nmylpricaine enddantde d 6pda p
be able to get out of this silly job of miné. candt go dmmmeh tl o
toowellknown.I do bel i @ne b &bl teinmgw dlettEnadsty

Joani Are you going to take wup socialism?

Al may, 0 anfswesrtedt aJosampank it ) oandapber
believer in temptatiad the struggle for existencd. only want to make it a finer
existene, more worth the struggle, in which the best man shall rise to thetap.

60 uni v er saathatvalldetherlast acy b the human drama, the cue for ringing
down the curtain.o

NnBut do not al | our |l sms wor k towards t

Joanwas about to reply when the mai dds an
the discussion.

Mrs. Denton was a short, gréyaired lady.Her large strong features must have made
her, when she was young, a héwdking woman; but time and sorrow had strangely
softened them; while about the corners of the thin firm mouth lurked a suggestion of
humour that possibly had not always been thé@an, waiting to be introduced,
towered head and shoulders above her; yet when she took the small proffered hand
and feltthose steely blue eyes surveying her, she had the sensation of being quite
insignificant. Mr s . Denton seemed to be reading
hand she turned to Madge with a smile.

ARSo this i s our ASehve ri abrimmuedeg @ the $a@, sicka i d .
worlddt o right all the old, old wrongs. o

She patted Joanads h@addhatand s splieagbdt ,gr a\
y 0 u tméti@érsto take the banner from our failing hands, bear it still a little
onwa rHdrsmallgovehand c¢cl osed on Joands with
wince.

AAnNd you must not despair, o0 she continu
thatyou havefailedl t i s the fallen that win the
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She rel eased JofaGodmse démanedbmeadwrmorpinglatmy

of fice, iWwehaeiddi dix up something that s
Madge flashed Joan aloolshe consi dered JoandMrs.posit
Denton was the doyen of women journalisBhe edited a nmdhly review and was

leader writer of one of the most important dailies, besides being the controlling spirit

of various social movementAnyone she fAtook wupo woul d
work. The pay might not be able to compete with the prices paichéwe popular
journalism, but it would afford a foundation, and give to Joan that opportunity for
influence which was her main ambition.

Joan expressed her thani&he would like to have had more talk with the stern old

lady, but was prevented by the emice of two new comersThe first was Miss

Lavery, a handsome, lottdned young womanShe ran a nursing paper, but her
chief iIinterest was in the womandos suf fr
front. She had heard Joan speak at Cambridgevasaager to secure her adherence,

being wishful to surround herself with a group of young and dooking women

who should take the movement out of t h
them. Her doubt was whether Joan would prove sufficiently atalet She intended

to offer her remunerative work upon tNersing Newsvithout saying anything

about the real motive behind, trusting to gratitude to make her task the easier.

The second was a clumiyoking, overdressed woman whom Miss Lavery
introduceda s A Mr s . Phillips, a very dear fri
to us all, o0 adding i n a hurri @illexplani de t
t o you an Anapaogy ceértaimyeseemed to be needéde woman was

absurdly otiof her place.She stood there panting and slightly perspiriBge was

short and fat, with dyed hairAs a girl she had possibly been pretty in a dimpled,
giggling sort of way.Joan judged her, in spite of her complexion, to be about forty.

Joan wondred if she could be the wife of the Member of Parliament who occupied
the rooms below her in Cowley Streéiis name, so the landlady had told her, was
Phillips. She put the suggestion in a whisper to Flossie.

AQuite | i kely, 0 t hypeutlgahdort df mansdees enarnrA fi j u s t
bar mai d, | expect. O

Others continued to arrive until altogether there must have been about a dozen
women presentOne of them turned out to be an
had been with her at GirtorMladge tad selected those who she knew would be
sympathetic, and all promised help: those who could not give it direct undertaking to
provide introductions and recommendations, though some of them were frankly
doubtful of journalism affording Joan anything morartithe meards not always

too honesd of earning a living.
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Al started out to preach the gospel: al
from beneath a hat that, if she had paid for it, would have cost her five gumnéhs. w

my chief purpose in lifés to tickle silly women into spending twice as much upon

their clothes as their husbands can afford, bamboozling them into buying any old
thing that our Advertising Manager i nst

AThey talk about t he e dlittleéwvwomansvhoavpsibmsy on s ,
flinging crumbs out of the window to a crowd of noisy sparroivd. t 6 s t he Adyv
edits half the paperdirite anything that three of them object to, and your proprietor

tells you to change your convictions or gdost of usc h a n &he jetked down

the window with a slam.

Altds the syndicates that havShe vdaten e i t
ASoci ety Noteso ifWwWhem dmd oman weverkdd .a p
to express his viewsA company is only outor profit. Your modern newspaper is
justashopl t 6s onl y pur pos eLookatthéMethodidt iHeralgilc t c u
owned by the same syndicate of Jews that runR#éoeng NewsThey work it as far

as possible with the same staff .o

AWedre a pack of hirel i ngfisQuor apsesnesr taerde t
to the highest bidden had a letter from Jocelyn only two days adite was one of

the original staff of th&ocialist He writes me that he has gone as leader writer to a
Conservative paper at twice his formersaldfyx pect ed me t o congr

AROne of these days somebody will start
thought Flossieil wondepamherws tvniel | take it?0

AMuch as Rome took Savonarola, o thought
Mrs. Denton had risen.

AThey are right to a @mBwtatnetxtalnlt ,t0h e hte
given over to the huckstersfou shall place your preaching stool in someet
corner, where the passing feet shal/l p a

Her going was the signal for the breaking up of the pdrtya short time Joan and
Madge found themselves left with only Flossie.

AWhat on earth i1induced Hweldknl It oalbang gwit
demanded Flossigh The woman never o0penkdshetedlr mou
you?o

ANo, 0O answered Madge, Shélopesor e m&kpsd d&f

would be more corredtthat her husband is going to join the Cahimaid is trying
to fit herself by suddenly studying political and social questith®.r a mont h s
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been clinging like a leech to Helen Lavery, who takes her to meetings and

gatheringsl suppose theyobéve strluttcks wapahsdaanre .0
AGood H&hweéensa! tragedy for the man, 0 con
AWhat is he |ike?0 asked Joan.

ANot much to | ook at, i f théaBégawhhtfgo
miner, | beleve.L,.ooks | i ke ending as Pri me Minis
Al heartd thiemAIl bert Hal IAi Hedst gwd d ke, awosndalit

Al n what way?0 questioned Joan.

A Oh, you know, 0 fieex [kleaian ewdo | Fclaonsos i cea mp r e ¢
engine. o

They di scus s #ldokel asafthings werd gaimgde leasy for her.
CHAPTER IV

Yet in the end it was Carleton who opened the door for her.

Mrs. Denton was helpful, and would have been more so, if Joan had only
understood.Mrs. Denton lived alone in an old house in Gower Street, with a high
stone hall thatvas always echoing to sounds that no one but itself could ever
hear. Her son had settled, it was supposed, in one of the ColoNesne knew

what had become of him, and Mrs. Denton herself never spoke of him; while her
daughter, on whom she had centaficher remaining hopes, had died years abo.

those who remembered the girl, with her weak eyes and wispy ginger coloured hair,
it would have seemed comical, the idea that Joan resembleBlet. Mr s. Dent
memory had lost itself in dreams; and her the likeness had appeared quite
wonderful. The gods had given her child back to her, grown strong and brave and
clever. Life would have a new meaning for hdder work would not die with her.

She thought she coul d hanwisdens Shd wauld 6 s e
warn her of the errors and pitfalls into which she herself had fallen: for she, too, had
started as a rebelYouth should begin where age left oflad the old lady
remembered a fadeddegsar ed v ol ume | abel | aydyearsOd d me
had rested undisturbed upon its shelf in her great library, and opening it had turned

to the letter E, she would have read recorded there, in her own precise thin
penmanship, this very wise reflection:

AExperience is a baokmbBhatealdbk. men wri't
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To which she would have found added, b
untranslatable We write it in the cipher of our sufferings, and the key is hidden in
our memories. o0

And turning to the letter Y, she might have read:
AYout h oteacmAgetremains to |listen, 0 and wu
AThe ability to |l earn is the |l ast | esso

Mrs. Denton had long ago given up the practice of jotting down her thoughts,
experience having taught her that so often, when one conuse tihem, one finds

that one has changed themut in the case of Joan the recollection of these twin
ARoddment so0 might have Joanakunesy @f amewroad thas a p p ¢
avoided Mr s. 8&hegrewompdtient ophbeibhgfparpetuasiyfipd back.

For theNursing Times he wr ote a series of condense
of t he Lamp, 0 ¢ omme n dheyfgrmed iatrebord®f goada b e t
women who had battled for the weak and suffering, winning justice for even the
unintaesting. Miss Lavery was delighted with thenBut when Joan proposed
exposing the neglect and even cruelty too often inflicted upon the helpless patients

of private Nursing Homes, Miss Lavery shook her head.

Al know, @& Onle do & isd h amut theandJnigrtlnatelynittissone
of the few businesses managed entirely by women; and just now, in particular, if we
were to say anything, i1t would be made

There was a summer yearsdgot ¢ a me b aiodd whep shd hadishabes
lodgings with a girl chum at a crowded ssde wateringplace. The rooms were
shockingly dirty; and tired of dropping hints she determined one morning to clean
them herself.She climbed a chair and started on a row of shelxesenlay the dust

of ages.It was a jerrybuilt house, and the result was that she brought the whole lot
down about her head, together with a quarter of a hurvdegght of plaster.

AYes, | thought youdd do some milyschi ef,

It seemed typicalA jerry-built world, apparently With the best intentions it seemed
impossible to move in it without doing more harm than good to it, bringing things
down about one that one had not intended.

She wanted to abolish steel rakio#tps. She had heard the little beggars cityhad
struck her as such a harmless refoBuit they told her there were worthy people in
the neighbourhood of Wolverhamptbmuite a number of theenwho made their
living by the manufacture of steel rablxaps. If, thinking only of the rabbits, you
prohibited steel rabbiraps, then you condemned all these worthy people to slow
starvation. The local Mayor himself wrote in answer to her articlde drew a
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moving pictureof the sad results that might follow such arciinsidered agitation:
hundreds of greyaired men, too old to learn new jobs, begging from door to door;
shoals of little children, whitéaced and pinched; sobbing womeder editor was
sorry for the rablis. Had often spent a pleasant day with them himdgift, after

all, the Human Race claimed our first sympathies.

She wanted to abolish sweatin§he had climbed the rotting stairways, seen the
famished creatures in their holeBut it seemed that ifou interfered with the
complicated system based on sweating then you dislocated the entire structure of the
British export clothing trade.Not only would these poor creatures lose their
admittedly wretched living but still a livingd but thousands of oth@nnocent
victims would also be involved in the common ruill very sad, but half a loéf

or even let us frankly say a thin skicés better than no bread at alll.

She wanted boar d s c hooShelathaxdmthedome®rstwoh e a d
herself. It seemed to her wrong that healthy children should be compelled to sit for
hours within jumping distance of the diseas&he thought it better that the dirty

should be made fit company for the clean than the clean should be brought down to
the level of tle dirty. It seemed that in doing this you were destroying the
independence of the poa@pposition reformers, in letters scintillating with paradox,
bristling with classical allusion, denounced her attempt to impose rrutiiie ideals

upon a too long dtering proletariat. Better far a few lively little heads than a
brokenspirited people robbed of their parental rights.

Through Miss Lavery she obtained an introduction to the great Sir Williden.
owned a group of popular provincial newspapers, andm@st encouragingSir
William had often said to himself:

AWhat can | do for God Wwéeemethanlgfaldone s o

He asked her down to his dlittTlhee plladd |
pl ace, 0 it t urbedodmspandwas sureoundetl by thfee huhdyed
acres of park.God had evidently done his bit quite handsomely.

It was in a secluded corner of the park that Sir William had gone down upon one
knee and gallantly kissed her hartdis idea was that if she ool regard herself as

his ADear Lady, 0o and allow him the hono
that, between them, they might accomplish something really usdfele had been

some difficulty about his getting up again, Sir William being aledy gentleman

subject to rheumatism, and Joan had had to expend no small amount of muscular
effort in assisting him; so that the episode which should have been symbolical ended
by leaving them both red and breathless.
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He referred to the matter again @me evening in the library while Lady William
slept peacefully in the blue drawkngom; but as it appeared necessary that the
compact should be sealed by a knightly kiss Joan had failed to ratify it.

She blamed herself on her way homihe poor old gefedman could easily have
been kept in his placelhe suffering of an occasional harmless caress would have
purchased for her power and opportunityad it not been somewhat selfish of
her? Should she write to hith see him again?

She knew that she never wd. It was something apart from her reasdnwould
not even listen to hent bade or forbade as if one were a child without any right to
a wi || o flt wasrdeciledly exasperating.

There were othersThere were the editors who frankly tdidr that the business of

a newspaper was to write what its customers wanted to read; and that the public, so
far as they could judge, was just about fed up with plans for New Jerusalems at their
expense.And the editors who were prepared to take up amyber of reforms,
Insisting only that they should be new and original and promise popularity.

And then she met Greyson.

It was at a lunch given by Mrs. Dento@reyson was a bachelor and lived with an
unmarried sister, a few years older than himseki.was editor and part proprietor

of an evening papeit had ideals and was, in consequence, regarded by the general
public with suspicion; but by reason of sincerity and braininess was rapidly becoming
a power. He was a shy, reserved man with an aristorteead set upon stooping
shoulders.The face was that of a dreamer, but about the mouth there was suggestion
of the fighter. Joan felt at her ease with him in spite of the air of detachment that
seemed part of his charactdiirs. Denton had paired theoff together; and, during

the lunch, one of thetnJoan could not remember whéthad introduced the
subject of reincarnation.

Greyson was unable to accept the theory because of the fact that, in old age, the mind
in common with the body is subject to decay

APerhaps by tdoeer tliemte Us asm Y ofritfyt y, 0 he
intelligent being.If | die then, well and goodl select a likely baby and go straight

on. But suppose | hang about till eighty and die a childish old gentlentbrawaind

all gone to seedWhat am | going to do thenPshall have to begin all over again:
perhaps worse off than | was befoleh at 6 s not going to helop

Joan explained it to him: that old age might be likened to an ilineggenius lies
upon a bed of sickness and babbles childish nonsdBisewith returning life he
regains his power, goes on increasinglihe mind, the soul, has not decayédis
the lines of communication that old age has destroyed.
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ABut surely youhdodémabdkedeve i1it?

AWhy not?0 HhAuUbghedi &g dtwasthepossession of A haad.

that transformed monkeys into mewe used to take things up, you know, and look

at them, and wonder and wonder and wonder, till at last there was hougat and

the world became visiblelt is curiosity that will lead us to the next great
discovery. We must take things up; and think and think and think till one day there
will come knowledge, and we shall see t

Joan always avoided gettiegcited when she thought of it.

A | | ove to make you excited, o0 Flossie |
dayssiYou | ook so ridiculously young and
down the | aw. o0

She did not know she had given way toHie was leaning back in his chair, looking
at her; and the tired look she had noticed in his eyes, when she had been introduced
to him in the drawingoom, had gone out of them.

During the coffee, Mrs. Denton beckoned him to come to her; and Miss Greyson
crossed over and took his vacant ch&he had been sitting opposite to them.

Al 6ve been hearing sofilmuacdadn éatb olud |l py otuh ion
ought to suit Hapas alliyaurtideattade you prgthire that you
coudsed hi m?0

Joan considered a moment.

ANot hing very stdrtlwiarsg,tdi silke ngn owe rae ¢ .e
old London Churchés touching upon the people connected with them and the things

they stoodforl 6ve just finished the first one.

At ought to be the very $Shawasa thb, fadeds we r

woman with a soft, plaintive voicei | t  wi | | enabl e HHensto |
particular about that.T h ou g h | 6m confident heodol |l I
add.n Addrteme wiliypu.l assi st him as much as |

Joan added a few finishing touches that evening, and posted it; and a day or two later
received a note asking her to call at the office.

AMy sister i s enthusiastic ahsssonmyour ¢
taking t he whol e ser i @isS,hee Graeg/yss oyno ui nh
Stevensonian touch. 0

Joan flushed with pleasure.
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AAnd you, 0 she asked, Adid you think it
ANo, 0O he answered, nit seemed to me to
nWhat 6s t hat |l i ke?0 she demanded.

AThey coul dnét supiSess Thomas Merex wi &inh
his arm, bloody old Bluebeard, grim Queen Bess, snarling old Swift, Pdpesdh,

Carlyled the whole grisly crowd of themt could see you holding your own against
them all, explaining tHeiamged. t o t hem, ge

His sister joined them, coming in from the next roddie had a proposal to maké.
wasthatJan shoul d take over t hetwaseseposed | et
to give the views of @ perhaps unusualdy sane and thoughtful woman upon the
guestions of the dayliss Greyson had hitherto conducted it herself, but was wishful

as she explained tcelrelieved of it; so that she might have more time for home
affairs.1 t woul d necessitate Joands frequent
be letters from the public to be answered, and points to be discussed with her
brother. She was standingehind his chair with her hands upon his he@dere was
something strangely motherly about her whole attitude.

Greyson was surprised, for the Letter had been her own conception, and had grown
into a popular feature.But she was evidently in earnest; addan accepted

willingy. A Cl ori ndao gr ew -agseriivey o the whalo mae s el
human.But still so eminently fAsaneo and r ¢

AWe must not forget that sheéaccosdingitoi t e
her own accoudt with the highep ol i t i cal <circles, 0 Joano
a laugh.

Miss Greyson, working in the adjoining room, would raise her head and liSten.
loved to hear him laugh.

Altés absurd, 0o Flossie told her one mo
walking home together along the EmbankmeaimtY oudr e not o6 Cl orin
to be writing letters to her, not from her, waking her up, telling her to come off her

perch, and find out what the earth feels likeo | | t el l you what |
roundto Carleton.| f youdre out for stirring up s
game, too.He 6 | | use you for Hebd bheast rppedrd
Baptist if hedd been running the 06Jerus

daily column for so long as the boom lastath at 6 s t hat matt er,
give you a start?o

Joan jibbed atfirstBut i n the end FI| osQGneatérsoonaar g u me
week | ater, she was shown i ntlesedBehind et on
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her. The light was dim, and for a moment she could see no one; until Carleton, who
had been standing near one of the windows, came forward and placed a chair for
her. And they both sat down.

Al 6ve gl anced throughd 8dmeyofeVaeyornd gl
alive.What 6s your idea?bo

Remembering Fl ossiebds c¢ oun Sheivagntessthtelk we n't
to the people.She wanted to get at thenf. she had been a man, she would have

taken a chair and gone to Hyeeark. As it was, she hadnot
Park. At | east she wdtsigh lhiavedo cdme solthalhdreawchs 6 t .

a trembling in her voice that annoyed h&he was so afraid she might cr8he
wasnot out f oShewamrdohhhthosedhings dane tyat could be done

I f the people would but Tift their eyes
and the injustice that was all around them, and swear that they would never rest till
the pain and the terror had been dnifeom the land.She wanted soldiedsmen

and women who would forget their own sweet selves, not counting their own loss,
thinking of the greater gain; as in times of war and revolution, when men gave even
their lives gladly for a dream, for a hd@pe

Without warning he switched on the electric lamp that stood upon the desk, causing
her to draw back with a start.

AnAl I r i g mtGoo ahver alsdthawvk your tub, and a weekly audience of

a million readers for as long as you can keep them interegigaith anything you

I i ke, and down wi t Be carefud moyto landrmeg inywa dbel d o n
suit. Call the whole Bench of Bishops hypocrites, and all the ground landlords
thieves, i f you wil Andbddondbndglelgwittenet i ot
the police Beyond that, |l shandét interfere wi:j

She was about to speak.

AOne stipulation, 0 he went on, #d@Athat ev
He read the sudden dismay in her eyes.

AHow el se do you tacnkt geur aaet goBngn?o
your eloqguenceHundreds of men and women as eloquent as you could ever be are
shouting to them every dayVho takes any notice of them®hy should they listen

any the more to ydu another cranky highbrow: somedahaid, most likely, with a

bony throat and a beaky nosé.Woman is going to come into the fight she will

have to use her own weaporisf she i s prepared to do t
withavengeanceSheds t he biggest dwricte. @oi ng,

He had risen and was pacing the room.
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AThe advertiser has found Helsmtchedoat an, an
illustrated magazine, fresh from the press, that had been placed upon his desk, and

openeditatthefirstpagJ ohnsonbg, Bl hekread out, HAadc
little minx, showing her ankleswho6s going to stop for a
somebodyodsl fblackang® | ittle minx isnodt

ankl es! o

He turned another pagé. Do y o u onsgout?Classicalflady preparing to take

a bath and very nearly readyhe old Johnny in the train stops to look at Heeads

the advertisement because she seems to want hiRutaber heelsSave your boot

leather! Lady in evening dressjolly pretty shoulderd waves them in front of your

eyes.Ot her wi se youb6d never think of them.

He fluttered the pagesThen flung the thing across to her.

ALook at 0 FopaonhaiCanphaeadsCharitable appeadsMotor
car® Soap® Grand pianos! ttleegirl in tights and spangles outside the show that
brings them trooping in.o

ALet them see VidYouoshg ¢ onThiowdafyasveall di er
and call for them.Your namesake of Francddo you think if she had contented

herself withwriting stirring appeals that Orleans would have falleégi®e put on a
becoming suit of armour and got upon a horse where everyone could see
her.Chi v al r y Yousmodem wamereacte ashamed of yoursélvashamed

of your sex. You dono6t hancevRevive it. Stai rc t he young
bloodd Their souls will follow. 0

He reseated himself and leant across towards her.

Al 6m not tal ki nigl hbiuss itnhei snsg,60s hneo ts agiodi.n g t
way or the otherl want you to win.Farm ldourers bringing up families on twelve

and six a week.Shirt hands working half into the night for three farthings an

hour. Stinking dens for men to live inDegraded womenHalf fed children.l t 6 s

damnableTel I t he m i Thaétte Eavat Ferhimmne Bas stgpped out of
the poster and commands it. o

A dapper young man opened the door and put his head into the room.
ARai |l way smash in Yorkshire, 0o he announ
Carletonsatupi Much of a one?0 he asked.

The dapper gentleman shrugged his should@&r$.hr ee ki | | ed, ei ght
he answered.

Carl etond6s interest appeared to coll aps
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N

Stop press column?0 asked the dapper g
AYes, | suppose fslonloe srse psl o needn BG ar g .eld eotnt. e |
The dapper young gentleman disappeatkzhn had risen.

AMay | talk it overiMyistehl fa, flrdine nidn?col isnheec
AYou will, if youorid 6iln ega rvies bptosumokhvee nat ny:
in to-morrow afternon, and see FincHt will be for theSunday Post the Inset.We

use surfaced paper for that and can do you justaech will arrange about the
phot ogHedg@doutbishandi Shal |l be seeing you aga

It was but a sfficealthekwning BGazetteSha cauglt Greyson
just as he was leaving and put the thing before Hins.sister was with him.

He did not answer at firstde was walking to and fro; and, catching his foot in the
waste paper basket, he kicked it sahagait of his way, so that the contents were
scattered over the room.

above t
womanag

AYes, heds riilghtwas htehes aVidr.gi
Christianty. Her f ace has al waysfbebmr
afighter,itwilhae t o be her weapon. o0

n
0

He had used almost the same words that Carleton had used.

Al so want them tdAftetealtp medsd ehbkys

N

voice. o0
He looked at her and smile. Yes, 0 he said, ndit®s a voi
Mary Greyson was standing by the firghe had not spoken hitherto.

AYou wonot give up O0Clorindad?0 she ask

Joan had intended to do so, but somet hi
will, to change her mind.

AOf cour se noiilsghall rus them batmtsviV kerlile driting Jekyll
and Hyde. o

AWhat will you sign yourself?0 he asked

AMy own name, IiJtolinnlAl d walye osai d.
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Miss Greyson suggested her coming home to dinner with them; but Joan found an
excuse.She wanteda be alone.

CHAPTER V

The twilight was fading as she left the officEhe turned northward, choosing a
broad, ilHighted road. It did not matter which way she toolshe wanted to think;
or, rather, to dream.

It would all fall out as she had intendeghe would commence by becoming a power

in journalism. She was reconciled now to the photographddeas even keen on it
herself. She would be taken full face so that she would be looking straight into the
eyes of her readers as she talked to themiould compel her to be herself; just a
hopeful, loving woman: a little better educated than the majority, having had greater
opportunity: a little further seeing, maybe, having had more leisure for thought: but
otherwise, no whit superior to any other youagger woman of the peopl&his
absurd journalistic pose of omniscience, of infallibditthis norexistent garment

of supreme wisdom that, l i ke the Kingo:
hide his nakedness by every strutting nonentity of Féetet! She would have no

use for it. It should be a friend, a comrade, a fellservant of the great Master,
taking counsel with them, asking their hel@overnment by the people for the
people! It must be made realThese silent, thoughtfdboking workers, hurrying
homewards through the darkening streets; these patient, splawidng
housewives casting their shadows on the drdasun blinds: it was they who should

be shaping the world, not the journalists to whom all life was but so much
A ¢ o pThis monstrous conspiracy, once of the Sword, of the Church, now of the
Press, that put all Government into the hands of a few stuffy old gentlemen,
politicians, leader writers, without sympathy or understanding: it was time that it was

swept away.She would raise a new standardl.t s houl d be, not AL
dumb, 0 but , Tefl 8gyeuahidden lmopes gaur fears, your dreanedl
me your experience, your thoughts born

She would get into correspondencehahem, go among them, talk to theffihe

difficulty, at first, would be in getting them to write to her, to open their minds to

her. These voiceless masses that never spoke, but were always being spoken for by
selfappointed Al eader ssyho iIimempdéesatetert gtithey
prominence took their place among the rulers, and then from press and platform
shouted to them what they were to think and féekas as if the DrilSergeant were

to claim to be the fiof esessquads qr the shdeiggtoir e pr
pose as t he fideDealgwith abvays asfif theylwere rmeheehergs,.

mere flocks, they had almost lost the power of individual uttera@oe. would have

to teach them, encourage them.

She remembered a Swydclass she had once conducted; and how for a long time
she had tried in vain to getThatshemighhi | dr
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get in touch with them, understand their small problems, she had urged them to ask
guestions. And there had fen such long silencesUntil, at last, one cheeky
ragamuffin had piped out:

APl ease, Mi ss, have yOou ogdty roend yhoalirr heaele

For answer she had rolled up her sleeve, and let them examine hehradrthen,

in her turn, had insted on rolling up his sleeve, revealing the fact that his arms above
the wrists had evidently not too recently been washed; and the episode had ended in
laughter and a babel of shrill voiceénd, at once, they were a party of chums,
discussing mattert®gether.

They were but children, these tired men
toil, hastening homeward to their play, or to their evening ta8kigtle humour, a

little understanding, a recognition of the wonderful likeness of us allécaonther
underneath our outward coverings was all that was needed to break down the batrrier,
establish comradeshipShe stood aside a moment to watch them streaming

by. Keen, strong faces were among them, high, thoughtful brows, kind eyes; they
must lean to think, to speak for themselves.

She would build againthe Foruni,h e peopl eds business sho
for them behind lackeguarded doors.The good of the farm labourer should be
determined not exclusively by the squire and his relatidine man with the hoe,

the man wih the bent back and the patientldce eyes: he, too, should be invited to

the Council board Middle-class domestic problems should be solved not solely by
fine gentlemen from Oxford; the wife of the little clerk should be allowed her
say. War or peacgdt should no longer be regarded as a question concerning only the
aged rich. The common peopéethe cannon fodder, the men who would die, and
the women who would weep: they should be given something more than the privilege
of either cheering platform p#ts or being summoned for interrupting public
meetings.

From a dismal side street there darted past her a small, shapeless figure in crumpled
cap and apron: evidently a member of that lazy, -ov@ulged class, the domestic
servant. Judging from the t&l of the drawingrooms, the correspondence in the
papers, a singularly unsatisfactory bodyhey toiled not, lived in luxury and
demanded grand pianoSomeone had proposed doing something for th€hey
themselved it seemed that even they had a sortafisciencé were up in arms
against it. Too much kindness even they themselves perceived was bad for
them. They were holding a meeting that night to explain how contented they
were. Six peeresses had consented to attend, and speak for them.

Likely enoudn that there were goeidr-nothing, cockered menials imposing upon

incompetent mistressesThere were pampered slaves in RomBut these
others. These poor little helpless slut¥here were thousands such in every city,
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overworked and undefed, living lonely, pleasureless live3hey must be taught to
speak in other voices than the dulcet tones of peereBgdke light of the guttering
candles, from their chill attics, they should write to her thespklt visions.

She had reached a quiet, tim®dered road, surrounding a great patlavers,
furtively holding hands, passed her by, whispering.

She would write books.She would choose for her heroine a woman of the
people. How full of drama, of tragedy must be their stories: their problemgrihre
realities of life, not only its mere sentimental embroideri€lse daily struggle for
bare existence, the evehadowing menace of unemployment, of illness, leaving
them helpless amid the grinding forces crushing them down on every Hide.
ceaselss need for courage, for cunningor in the kingdom of the poor the tyrant
and the oppressor still sit in the high places, the robber still rides fearless.

In a noisy, flaring street, a thitlad woman passed her, carrying a netted bag showing
two loaves In a flash, it came to her what it must mean to the poor; this daily bread
that in comfortable homes had come to be regarded as a thing like water; not to be
considered, to be used without stint, wasted, thrown ali®armne by those feeble,
knotted hads, Joan saw it revealed as something holy: hallowed by labour;
sanctified by suffering, by sacrifice; worshipped with fear and prayer.

In quiet streets of stately houses, she caught glimpses through uncurtained windows
of richly-laid dinnertables about tMch servants moved noiselessly, arranging
flowers and silver.She wondered idly if she would every marfygracious hostess,
gathering around her brilliant men and women, statesmen, writers, artists, captains
of industry: counselling them, even leampinfrom them: encouraging shy
genius. Perhaps, in a perfectly harmless way, allowing it the inspiration derivable
from a wellregulated devotion to herself salon that should be the nucleus of all
those forces that influence influences, over which shidawule with sweet and wise
authority. The idea appealed to her.

Into the picture, slightly to the background, she unconsciously placed Greyson.

tall, thin figure with its air of distinction seemed to fit in; Greyson would be very
restful. She cold see his handsome, ascetic face flush with pleasure as, after the
guests were gone, she would lean over the back of his chair and caress for a moment
his dark, soft hair tinged here and there with greig. would always adore her, in

that distant, undenmstrative way of his that would never be tiresome or
exacting. They would have childrenBut not too many.That would make the house

noisy and distract her from her workhey would be beautiful and clever; unless all

the laws of heredity were to betseside for her especial injuryShe would train

them, shape them to be the heirs of her labour, bearing her message to the generations
that should follow.
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At a corner where the trams and buses stopped she lingered for a while, watching the
fierce strugg; the weak and aged being pushed back time after time, hardly seeming
to even resent it, regarding it as in the natural order of thihggs so absurd, apart

from the injustice, the brutality of itThe poor, fighting among themselveShe felt

as ace when watching a crowd of birds to whom she had thrown a handful of crumbs
in winter time. As if they had not enemies enough: cats, weasels, rats, hawks, owls,
the hunger and the coldAnd added to all, they must needs make the struggle yet
harder forone anot her: pecking at each other
attack the fallen.These tired men, these weary women, {iabed lads and girls,

why did they not organize among themselves some system that would do away with
this daily warfare otach against alllf only they could be got to grasp the fact that
they were one family, bound together by sufferiddnen, and not till then, would

they be able to make their power felfhat would have to come first: tiesprit de
Corpsof the Poor.

In the end she would go into Parliametit.would be bound to come soon, the
w o ma n 0 sAnd aftdr that the opening of all doors would follo8he would
wear her college robest would be far more fitting than a succession of flimsy frocks
that wouldhave no meaning in thenWhat pity it was that the art of dressings
relation to liféd was not better understootiVhat beautyhating devil had prompted

the workers to discard their characteristic costumes that had been both beautiful and
serviceable fothese hateful slephop clothes that made them look like walking
scarecrows.Why had the coming of Democracy coincided seemingly with the
spread of ugliness: dull towns, mean streets, psipewn parks, corrugated iron
roofs, Christian chapels that widwbe an insult to a heathen idol; hideous factories
(Why need they be hideous!); chimnrpgt hats, baggy trousers, vulgar
advertisements, stupid fashions for women that spoilt every line of their figure:
dinginess, drabness, monotony everywhétevas gliness that was strangling the
soul of the people; stealing from them all dignity, all-sepect, all honour for one
another; robbing them of hope, of reverence, of joy in life.

Beauty. That was the key to the riddI&ll Nature: its golden sunsetsaits silvery

dawns; the glory of piledip clouds, the mystery of moonlit glades; its rivers winding
through the meadows; the calling of its restless seas; the tender witchery of Spring;
the blazonry of autumn woods; its purple moors and the wonder iletst
mountains; its cobwebs glittering with a thousand jewels; the pageantry of starry
nights. Form, colour, musicThe feathered choristers of bush and brake raising their
matin and their evensong, the whispering of the leaves, the singing of #rs, izt

voices of the windsBeauty and grace in every living thing, but marhe leaping

of the hares, the grouping of cattle, the flight of swallows, the dainty loveliness of

I nsectsod6 wings, the gl ossy ski mightyf hor
muscles. Wa s It not seeking to make plain
beauty. Man must learn beauty that he may understand God.
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She saw the London of the futurBot the vision popular just then: a soaring whirl

of machinery in motion, of movipavements and flying omnibuses; of screaming
gramophones and standardized Ahomeso: a
its soulless slaveBut a city of peace, of restful spaces, of leisured men and women;
a city of fine streets and pleasant ha)sehere each could live his own life, learning
freedom, individuality; a city of noble schools; of workshops that should be worthy
of labour, filled with light and air; smoke and filth driven from the land: science, no
longer bound to commercialism, hagimliscovered cleaner forces; a city of gay
playgrounds where children should learn laughter; of leafy walks where the creatures
of the wood and field should be as welcome guests helping to teach sympathy and
kindliness: a city of music, of colour, of glagss. Beauty worshipped as religion;
ugliness banished as a sin: no ugly slums, no ugly cruelty, no slatternly women and
brutalized men, no ugly, sobbing children; no ugly vice flaunting in every highway
its insult to humanity: a city clad in beauty ashwatliving garment where God should
walk with man.

She had reached a neighbourhood of narrow, crowded stiBetswomen were
mostly without hats; and swarthy men, rolling cigarettes, lounged against
doorways.The place had a quaint foreign flavodiiny cafés, filled with smoke and
noise, and clean, inviting restaurants aboundgtle was feeling hungry, and,
choosing one the door of which stood open, revealing white tablecloths and a
pleasant air of cheerfulness, she enterdd.was late and the taldewere
crowded. Only at one, in a far corner, could she detect a vacant place, opposite to a
slight, prettylooking girl very quietly dressedShe made her way across and the
girl, anticipating her request, welcomed her with a smilaey ate for a whéd in
silence, divided only by the narrow table, their heads, when they leant forward,
almost touching.Joan noticed the short, white hands, the fragrance of some delicate
scent. There was something odd about heé8he seemed to be unnecessarily
consciouf being alone.Suddenly she spoke.

ANi ce t

| i e r e ditOaner arft ,t hteh if w0 pd e esa iw
upon not [

t |
being annoyed. 0

Joan did notunderstané. | n what way?0 she asked.

AOh, you know, memTe wn ndsismveaposithteyog i r | .
and wonot | éAdvenoywdu odl adrhe. pl aces, youov
outsidleeHer e, ol d Gustav never permits it.o

Joan was troubledShe was rather looking forward to occasional restaurant dinners,
whereshewul d be able to study Londondés Boh

AYou mean, 0 she asked, At hat they force
plaind O
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AOh, the plainer you make it that vyou d
interrupted the girl with a laugh.

Joan loped she was exaggeratin.| must try and select a
goodnatured girl to keep me in countenandc
AYes, | was glad tofiddeé sy cdua,t @ faurl Amari end n
you |l iving alone?0o0

AYes, 0 anshiwebrne da Jjooaunr.nal i st . O

Al thought you were sdmémha®@paotiasbwer e
she added after a pause.

AWhy did you give it up?0 asked Joan.

AOh, | havendt given it fulp,camotalewaysr egle
of sovereigns for a sketch, if | want it, from one or another of the fraaleers. And
they can generally sell them forafivdar.6 ve s een t lHavewoumeenk e d

hY

|l ong i n London?0o
ANo, 0 answeéemMend aJ dlaamscsa. sohi r e

ACurious, 0 sai dMyt hfeatchierrld,s fas omid rifoulma n a g
werenodt educated there?o

ANo, 0 Joafilaemntted. Rodean at Brighton
soescapeditNor were you, 0O sheiadddd owi tylobua s

ANo, 0 answered theddMthbhser GWinmybhevave seant Has
to have always been near to one anottzaid wanted me to be a doctds. u t | 6d
al ways been mad about art. o

Joan had taken a liking to the gitt. was a spiritual, vivacious face with frank eyes
and a firm mouth; and the voice was low and strong.

ATel | me, 0 she sai d, Unéomshiasly shermtas leahimgr e d
forward, her chin supported by hartds. Their faces were very near to one another.

The girl looked up.She did not answer for a momerithere came a hardening of
the mouth before she spoke.

AA baby, 6iOhhe idaiwh.s my owmlf awalnittwasd S he
all the tak at the time.You don 6t Ouregighttonthiédren.No woman

complete withoutoneMat er ni t y, woAildhat&st ofkhing. sdfo m.

the storks broughtthembon 6t suppose it made any rea
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me to pretendhiat it was something pretty and higlass.6 Over mast er i ng
used to be the explanation, before that. guess 1 tbés all mu c h
natural instinct. o

The restaurant had been steadily emptyiddonsieur Gustav and his ample
bosomed we were seated at a distant table, eating their own dinner.

AWhy coul dnét you have married?0 asked

The girl shrugged her shouldersi Wh o was there for me
answereddn The men who wanted me: cl erod s, y o
w a & taldng any of that lotAnd the men | might have fancied were all of them too

poor. There was one studenti e 6 s g o t Eagyrenosgh fordien to talk about

waiting. MeanwhileeWe |l | , 1t 6s | i1 ke somebody sugge
to-morrow. Al I right enough, i f youdre not tr

The waiter came to clear the tabl€hey were almost the last customers |&the
mands tone and ma$haladnotynaticed iebdfordognordered o a n .
coffee and the direxchanging a joke with the waiter, added a liqueur.

ABut why should you gi vliewasthatwas stickingarr t ? 0

her mind. i | should have thought that, i f on
have gone on with it.o

AOh,l d mysel f al/l t hiMWa® @oisnwegr ed déaeoft
it. Did for nearly two yearsTill | got sick of living like a nun: never getting a bit of
excitement.You s ee, | 6 ve g ®t maydeet hgdalways eeni n n

there. o

AWat 6s become OoAfT hiet 2cchidsdk?edd Joan.

AMot her6s got i thSeeamrswdresd tfloe Igohmel .p o
supposed to be dead, a n 8he gaye ahshbost,bdayn d g
laugh.n Mot her brings hi m .ulphetyddvee e ome qand
hi m. o

AWhat are you doing now?0 asked Joan, i

A Oh, you neednot |l ook so scared, 0o | auc
t h aHer voice had changedt had a note of shrillnessn some indescribable way

shehad grown coarseil 6 m a kept wo mainVhda t s hed sex pls
woman?o

She reached for her jacket; and the waiter sprang forward and helped her on with it,
prolonging the business needlessyh e wi shed him AGood eve
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distant hateur, and led the way to the dooQutside the street was dim and
silent. Joan held out her hand.

ANo hope of happy endinggsiCousheadsaimar wih
suppose?o0

AHe has asked me, 0 ansvidNrod dthatittwenlldguitr |  wi
menow.They6re not so nice to y®wa Ilwhreq. d he

She turned abruptly and walked rapidly awaloan moved instinctively in the
opposite direction, and after a few minutes found herself in a broadigiedd
thoroughfare.A newsboy was shouting his wares.

AO6Orribl e murSherc kad fn &p évsdhnaaln,. ®. repeati ng
again in a hoarse, expressionless monotone.

He was selling the papers like hot cakes; the purchasers too eager toagviem w

their change.She wondered, with a little lump in her throat, how many would have
stopped t o buy had h e been calling I
ShakespeareEx t r a speci al . 0O

Through swinging doors, she caught glimpses of foul interaosyded with men

and women released from their toil, taking their evening pleadtn@n coloured

posters outside the great theatres and music halls, vulgarity and lewdness leered at
her, side by side with announcements that the house wag-folin evey roaring
corner, scintillating |ights flared for
of this other celebrityds beer: It S ec
hear. Even among the sirens of the pavement, she noticed that the quieteatg m

pretty were hardly heededt was everywhere the painted and the overdressed that
drew the roving eyes.

She remembered a pet dog that someone had given her when she was a girl, and how
one afternoon she had walked with the tears streaming dowmdebécause, in

spite of her scoldings and her pleadings, it would keep stopping to lick up filth from
the roadway.A kindly passeiby had laughed and told her not to mind.

A Why, thatdéds a sign of breedin@gl théd 1 at [
classy ones that are always the worst. o

It had come to her afterwards craving with its soft brown, troubled eyes for
forgiveness.But she had never been able to break it of the habit.

Must man for ever be chained by his appetites to the unclean: @deivbn back,

dragged down again into the dirt by his own instincts: ever be rendered useless for
all finer purposes by the baseness of his own desires?
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The City of her Dreams!The mingled voices of the crowd shaped itself into a
mocking laugh.

It seemedo her that it was she that they were laughing at, pointing her out to one
another, jeering at her, reviling her, threatening her.

She hurried onward with bent head, trying to escape tHeme. felt so small, so
helpless.Almost she cried out in her desp

She must have walked mechanicallyooking up she found herself in her own
street. And as she reached her doorway the tears came suddenly.

She heard a quick step behind her, and turning, she saw a man with a latch key in his
hand. He passed her and opened the door; and then, facing round, stood aside for her
to enter.He was a sturdy, thieket man with a strong, massive fatewould hawe

been ugly but for the deep, flashing ey@bere was tenderness and humour in them.

AWe are next f Il ooff Mynen agrheébdosu rBhiol lhiep ss.ad d

Joan thanked himAs he held the door open for her their hands accidentally
touched. Joan wished him gm-night and went up the stair§here was no light in
her room: only the faint reflection of the street lamp outside.

She could still see him: the boyish smikend his voice that had sent her tears back
again as if at the word of command.

She hoped hbkad not seen themVhat a little fool she was.

A little laugh escaped her.

CHAPTER VI

One day Joan, lunching at the club, met Madge Singleton.

Al 6ve had such a funny |l etter from FIl os
in herinktocometohern Sunday evening to meet a 6
she calls him, and give her my opinion of hiwh at on earth 1 s she

Altos all ri ghiiShwe achseaevenm &td r™Maalgle§orwant
rather she does nodbfhmaSheg onlp wants usdoacbnfirm pi n i
herss Sheds engaged to him. o

AFl ossi e engaged! 0 Joan seemed surprise
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te &oubgemeraused to sagk gaung

AYes, 0O ans welrte du sMadl g

women to marrythemAnd i f they consenmthgyd goelld . wa s
prevails, so | am told, in certain clas
AThanks, ofils ahaveommard of it. o

Al thought perhaps you hadnét from your
ABut I f shebébs already engaged to hi m,

ignoring Madgedsinftdoppapnoyl ate. o

AOh, sheds going to break 1t off unl es:s
Madge explained withalaughil t seems her father washnhd¢
was.Or el se it was t he itesufedutwhicheyeriawag ut : |
itled toructonsMy sel f, i f heb6s at all possible
find him brilliant. o

AAnd suppose she repeats her motherods e

~

AThere wer-Br oWwes Nor addpesiwlempas sMabl e t o ha
more evenly matched paifthey both write nove& very good novels, too; and got

jealous of one another; and threwprasst i ces at one another
time; until they separatedon 6t know o felf farging happy evere my ¢
after marriage, except not expecting it
AOr keeping out of it altogether, 0 adde
AEver spent a day at the Home for Destif
Madge.

ANot vyet, 0 faMany th aewe Jtoa,n.l ater on. O

At ought to be included iIin everiyl twoiman

reserved for spinsters of over foffiye. Susan Fleming wrote an article upon it for

theT e a ¢ h e r pasd spentiare aftelnoon and evening thérenonth later she

married agrocer with five children.The only sound suggestion for avoiding trouble

that | ever came across was in a burlesque d@line Bird You remember the scene

where the spirits of the children are waiting to go down to earth and be made into
babies?Sonre one had stuck up a notice at the
born. t only means worry. 00

Flossie had her dwellinglace in a second floor besitting-room of a lodging house

i n Queends Squar e, B-roonoflos being fgr thenbment t h e
vacant, Flossie had persuaded her landlady to let her give her party there; it seemed
as if fate approved of the idedhe room was fairly full when Joan arriveBlossie

took her out on the landing, and closed the door behind them.
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AYou whbhedote with me, wonot you?o0 pl e
i mportant, and | don o tAsthey samnoantah canbelois t h i
own solicitor, can heOf course | like him, and all th&tvery much. And | really

believe he loves meéWe were children together when Mummy was alive; and then

he had to go abroad; and has only just come b@&ck. cour s e, | 6ve gc
him, too, as he saysB u t t hen, on the other hand,
mistake. That would be so terrible, for boof us; and of course | am clever; and

there was poor Mummy and Daddy.6 | | tell you altwassabout
awfully sad. Get him into a corner and talk to hin¥. o u 6 | | be abl e toc
moment, youoOrke 6so gwoinedseirdrau,lt.bet ot t hi nk
him. We must go in now. o

She had talked so rapidly Joan felt as if her hat were being blown &ta&yhad
difficulty in recognizing Flossie.All the cocksure pertness had depart€the
seemed just a kid.

Joan promise faithfully; and Flossie, standing on tiptoe, suddenly kissed her and
then bustled her in.

FI ossieb6bs young man was standing nRear t
like little woman in a short white frock and blue ribbodssombre lady jusbehind

her, whom Joan from the distance took to be her nurse, turned out to be her secretary,
whose duty it was to be always at hand, prepared to take down any happy idea that
might occur to the birdike little woman in the course of conversatiorhebird-like

little woman was Miss Rose Tolley, a popular noveliShe was explaining to

FIl ossiebs young man, whose name was Sa
written ARunning Waters, o0 her | atest no

nlt i's dari nfgl, o ms $te edsfa oppasikop Bl it had to be

stated. 0
ARl take myself asiWhpncadal wassheveadmnyt il nu
youuYou were the type of man | did | ove. 0O

Mr. Halliday, who had been supporting the weight of his body upon his right leg,
transferred the burden to his left.

ABut now-flidwm;t hainrdt M ¢ oul dbhe&hooklhergudsaly o u |
him. il t i s n o ttisthab llhave dhawgl.IStu.ppose |1 6d marri et

ABit of bad luck for both of us, 0 sugge
AA tragedy, 0 Mi s siiTThoe rlee yarceo rmmielcltieodn sh ion.

enacted around us at this momer8ensitive women compelled to suffer the
embracs of men that they have come to loathéh at 6 s t o be done?0o0
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Flossie, who had been hovering impatient, broke in.

AOh, dondt you believe fhShre 0l osvhe&h aydosui sse
onlyteasingyouThi s is Joan. o0

She introduced hemMiss Tolley bowed; and allowed herself to be drawn away by a
lank-haired young man who had likewise been waiting for an openlig.
represented the Uplift Film Association of Chicago, and was wishful to know if Miss
Tolley would consent to alteringthelash apt er and so providin
with a happy endingHe pointed out the hopelessness of it in its present form, for

film purposes.

The discussionwas briei Then | 611 send y-wmorrageontJo:
overheard him say a minutedat

Mr. Sam Halliday she liked at oncéle was a cleashaven, squafgwed young
man, with quiet eyes and a pleasant voice.

ATry and find me brainy, o he whispered
earshoti Tal k t o mel Gamh oquuigt€eh i inratne ICIhii na . 0

They both | aughed, and then shot a guil
ADo the women really crush their feet?o0

ARYes, 0 hefnAlnls wier@sdle wh o hAbaEeonenper cantsad f or
the population.To listen to Mis Tolley you would think that half the women wanted

a new husband every tenyeatst 6 s al ways the one per c
talked about.The otherninegn i ne ar e t oo busy. o

AYou are young for a philosopher, 0o said
He laughed.i | t ollddd yboeu al | right 1 f you start

AWhy are ydu omari rey?ion gl.8he thoughs ksepaint df view.
would be interesting.

ANot sure | am yet , bl hedapeswes edp ovmn t o\
t hi s e WHeganaedyround the roomi Hav e | got to pass
wonder 2?0 he added.

Joands ey dtswasfcerthinlyocaw edd collectiorzlossie, in her hunt for
brains, had issued her invitations broadcast; and her fate had been that of ttye Chari
concert. Not all the stars upon whom she had most depended had turn€ohupe

other hand not a single freak had failed h&t.the moment, the centre of the room
was occupied by a gentleman and two ladies in classical drapeey.were holding

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

44

hands in an attitude suggestive of a-belgef. Joan remembered them, having seen
them on one or t wo occasions wanderin
maintaining, as far as the traffic would allow, the-belgef suggestion; and generally
surroundedy a crowd of children, ever hopeful that at the next corner they would

stop and do something really interestinghey belonged to a society whose object

was to lure the London public by the force of example towards the adoption of the
early Greek fashimss and the simpler Greek attitudes. f r i end of FI oc
thrown in her lot with them, but could never be induced to abandon her
umbrella. They also, as Joan told herself, were reformétsar to them was a
picturesque gentleman with a beard dowrhto s wai st owas Blesge st u
would have termed dt was hygienic clothing; it seemed to contain an undue
proportion of fresh air.There were ladies in coats and stamd collars, and
gentlemen with ringletsMore than one of the guests would haverbbetter, though

perhaps not happier, for a bath.

Al fancy thatdédsiAaWhat i dehl| 0y e &b ldhckdod & n .y o
China?bo

AYes, 0 heiAmd weaka RBReor wiittht I me.girl . o
Joan rather resented his tone.
AWe are emo0d @ahé¢ ncbboimder koefd .us are quite sa

He looked straight into her eyef.You ar e ,idl hheavsaibde.en r ea
articles. They are splendidi 6 m going to help.o

AHow can yomRPomeahm, sow. will you?o

AShipping i06s hmeyfishadisd .ges B g t 0Selk thatfheys ai | ¢
have somewhere decent t oAndgtlren theve,aredhe d d o
Lascars, poordevisNobody ever takes their part. o

AHow did you come afiThesathedidlélcsggve ke me &
hem to you?o

(am d

ANo, 0 he faluswe Cachgnitte . si ght of your phot

ATel | me ,fiol fs hiet shaaidd .been the photo of a
beaky nose would you have read them?0o0

He thought a momenti Gu e s s n oweredd i Yhoeu 6ares |j ust as
continued.n 1 s nd6t dated yolng clepggmarme with the wavy hair and the
beautiful voice that you all flock to healfo getting away fromnaturdBut 1t wasr
onl y Helhesitatedh
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il want to know, 0 she said.

AYou | ooked so yflungad &lewanwsweraedt he i
the old people to put the world to rigtshat all | had to do was to look after
myself. It came to me suddenly while you were talking todmenean while | was

readingyout hat i1 f you were worrying yoeursel:
that it would be mean of me not td. t wasnot | I ke ltiwasi ng p
somebody calling for help.o

Instinctively she held out her hand and he grasped it.

Flossie came up at tharse instant.She wanted to introduce him to Miss Lavery,
who had just arrived.

AHul | o! o Arhe ys@au dttwo concluding a barga

AYes, 0 9idMed areanoundi ngYobhévieegoiwet of b¥
are going to establish branchesalr ound t he worl d. o

FI ossi eb6bs young mdaan, wha bad sehtedshé&rselflin asmally .
chair, was alone for a few minutes.

Miss Tolley had chanced upon a Human Document, with the help of which she was
hopef ul of st ar t i rogcerang fhé®moeaktys or Gleemviser, af v e r s
ARunnNni ng TNéaseceetary stand just behind her, taking nofdsey had

drifted quite close.Joan could not help overhearing.

Al't always seemed to me i mmoral, the me
wasexplaining. She was a thin, sallow woman, with an untidy head and restless eyes

that seemed to be always seeking something to look at and never findinglia w

can we pledge the futurel’o bind oneself to live with a man when perhaps we have
ceasedte are for him; itds hideous. o0

Miss Tolley murmured agreement.

AOur |l ove was beautiful, 0 continued th
relate her experience for the G&ewamron go
not fettered to one anotheAt any moment either of us could have walked out of the

house.The idea never occurred to us; notforydafsi ve, t o be exact.

The secretary, at a sign from Miss Tolley, made a memorandum of it.

AAnd then did your feel i ngsgionedivisalolegys hi m
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ANo, 0 explained the Human Document, i n
was concerned, | was not conscious of any alteration in my own attiBuddae felt
the need of more solitudefor his developmentWe parted quite goodr i ends . 0O

AOh, 0 sai diMhndswéobkl ehere any children?

1]

Only two, 0 answered the Human Document

AWhat has become of them?0d persisted Mi

The Human Document looked offendgl.,lY ou do not think | wo
anypawer on earth to separate t hiielm sfariodm tr
hi m, 0 They awherelmo, thay goWhiem & . | st ddgsawt hey

the justice of my argument. o
AAnd they are with you now?0 concluded

AYou mustd csoenee tahnem, 0 t he Huim8wmchod e ae
magnetic creatured.superintend their entire education mysalNe have a cottage
inSurrey.l t 6 s r at hYousea thdera agelsevenfofius ndwut the three
girlscan easilyturnintpet her for a night, Abner wil

AAbner i s your second?0 suggested Miss

A My third, 0o the Human nBbtemerEtustaceec
It

lvanoff. I say Omarriedd because | r Hehad d
to return to his own countryThere was a political movement on fodte felt it his
duty to go. | want you particularly to meet the boite wi | | Il nterest vy

Miss Tolley appeared to be getting muddi@dWh o s e boy?0 she deme
Al vanof f 6 she dumanDpcduraenthiéed was our only chi

Flossie appeared, towing a whhaired, distinguishetboking man, a Mr. FolkShe
introduced him and immediately disappear@dan wished she had been left alone a
little longer. She would like to have laed more. Especially was she curious
concerning Abn e rWouldttlheehighkerantbralOasv cdmipel hird, .
likewise, to leave the poor lady saddled with another couple of child@enfould

she, on this occasion, gebiror rather, get off, first?Her own fancy was to back
Abner. She did catch just one sentence before Miss Tolley, having obtained more
food for reflection than perhaps she wanted, signalled to her secretary that the note
book might be closed.

AWomands right tohdroldwmw héar td,i cumd @rst rc

the Human Document was insisting: AThat
for .o
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Mr. Folk was a welknown artist.He lived inParisi You ar e wonder f ul
mot her , 0 hfel nt od pdp edaoraeann. ® e ,hiell akdndeewd .h er wh
was Miss Caxtonl acted with her i n America. o0

Joan made a swift effort to hide her surpri§&he had never heard of her mother
having been upon the stage.

Al did not know that you had been an ac
Al wasnbét reall yfjlo jex9tl awalelkde dMrlianmade otl &I. k
rather a sensation at the timéour mother was a geniuXou have never thought

of going on the stage yourself?0

ANo, 0 sdilddbdboman. t hi nk |thé artsstic groperanrenfat y o
have never felt drawn towards anything

Al wonderf,Yoouhecosualidd . hardly be your mot he
ATell me, ®OWhkai dwd ® amyl canonlymneenembér hek as thore
orlessoan invalid. o

He did not reply to her questioi Ma st er or Mi stress Emin
Aintends to retire from his Thatpdnagraphpar t |
ought always to be put among the obitua

AWhat 6s vy beuaskedl hermid ? 0t ake it you have o
here. Besides, | am sure you havé.am an old fighter.l can tell the young
soldier What 6s your regiment?0o

Joanlaughediil 6 m a dr ummer kidy ,bee ashaenya dgwenr ed

aSundayews paper, hoping the |l ads will foll
AYou feel you must beaBeathattdramder har
| ouder till al | the world shall hear i1t
AYes, 0 Joan agreed, Al think that does

Henoddedil t hought gwobuowhE®esm@ihdhetithem ev
drum away fromyouYou 6l I go to pieces and get 1in

A know an ol d ait&fheds, bthaéaefepdmetal ana £ d f c
t he stage and t heyThevyaingest was bora ih ber drdsseng r ma
room, just after the curtain had falleB.he was pl aying the Nur
Juliet. She is still the best Nurse that|know.J ac k d6s al ways worry.
it and devote mysel f totme one évening, twhild sderwasn , 6
waiting for her cue6 Bu t as | t el | hi m, | 6m mor e
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half the day alivéhabhas ahl anhbeddiyg wWer
when your time comedf God gives woman adrumhedoésh mean man t o
away fromherShe hasnod6t got t ofoubleurgaldayy 6dgl i ke
you to have seen your motherodds Cordelia

Flossie was tacking her way towards thedoan acted on impulséi |l wi sh you
gi ve me y osuhre asdad rde sfisw,hoe r e Ot perbapsuybudvouldr i t e
not mind my coming and seeing you one deyould like you to tell me more about

my mot her . o

He gave her his address in Paris where he was returning almost immediately.

ADo ¢ ome, idlwill @ke sna badk.thirtythree years.l proposed to your
mother on La Grande Terrasse at St. Germdife will walk there.l 6 m st i | |
b a ¢ h eHedaughed, and, kissing her hand, allowed himself to be hauled away by
Flossie, in exchange for Mrs. Pips, for whom Miss Lavery had insisted on an

invitation.

Joan had met Mrs. Phillips several times; and once, on the stairs, had stopped and
spoken to her; but had never been introduced to her formally till now.

AWe have been meaning tpandaldl Memony dhid
was crowded and the exertion of squeezing her way through had winded the poor
lady. A We t ake so much iMythehbaedsd s mhe ypmaius ead
second, before venturing upon the word, and the aitch caimgomewhat over

aspirated ir eads t hem nvog mustrcame iargl idinoeuvath ys.one
evening. o

Joan answered that she would be very pleased.

~

Al will find out when Robert i s firOGfe ant
course, there are smany demands upon him, especially during this period of
national crisis, that | spare him all the social duties that | &an.| shall insist on

his making an exception in your case. o0

Joan murmured her sense of favour, but hoped she would not be alowtzifere

with more pressing calls wupon Mr. Phil]
Al t  wi || do him good, 0 answered Mrs. Pt
hourortwo.] dondét see much of him myself. o

She glanced round and lowered her voiteT hey t elai dme , ot hsahte ysa
B. A. 0

AYes, 0 ansfiM@mre dgadleosani.n for it more out
any real purpose that it serves. o
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A | took one or two pri@aBet myekl tparsaj
things. | was wondering ifyou would mind if | ran up occasionally to ask you a

guestion. O f cour se, as you know, my oaGhes band
| ady6s mind was concerned with more i mg
occasion, got themselves negleédill t oinsl e wf u | wh at he 0a:
them.But i f, now anddbhen, | could d6elp h

There was something about the poor, foolish painted face, as it looked up pleadingly,
that gave it a momentary touch of beauty.

ADo, 0 said Joanfil speakiongeegr péetbed if

AThank you, 0 MissiLalerytcame upniroanharry to introduce her to
Miss Tolley.n 1l am tel |l ing all my friends to r e
the gracious patroness, as she bowed her adieus.

Joanwas alone again for a whil& handsome girl, with her hair cut short and parted

at the side, was discussing diseases of the spine with ahaatied young man in a

velvet suit. The gentleman was describing some of the effects in delaan felt

thee was danger of her being taken i1l | f
brother near the door, and unoccupied, she made her way across to him.

Niel Singleton, or Keeley, as he called himself upon the stage, was quite unlike his
sister. He was Rort and plump, with a preternaturally solemn face, contradicted by
small twinkling eyes.He motioned Joan to a chair and told her to keep quiet and not
disturb the meeting.

Als he brainy?06 he whispered after a mi

il |l i ke him, o0 said Joan.

A | di dnot ask you i f youidll iaksekde dh iyno,ud ihf

brany.] 6 m not too sure that you | i ke brain
AYes, | doilo Isiakied yJoouaan.someti mes. O

ANow, none of thaitl,t®dshea os gioh dmeyvodme [tyh.i
weddedtomyartWe are tal king about Mr. Hallid

AWhat does Madge think of him?0 asked J

AMadge has fallen in | ove with him, and
sad.il suppose you coul dnoét tansewlero a str e
ADondt be so harsh wifihdmet oyp¥haesa,tdde dst hed
continued, fidecidedly hebdbs got brains. o
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AEnough for the two of thERen?au sdee maer dwidl
them.Now t hink before you speak. 0

Joan conslered.fYes, 0 shélassweldleddsay heds | us:
her . o
AThen itds dieMet Imuds,t0 shaev es ahied.. O

nSave her from what?0 demanded Joan.

AFrom his saying to himsel Thisisth@d éoitef i s |

thing t hat, I marry helrf, hle ahnasinéttt ibnrgo
engagement already, we may be in time. o
He led the way to the pianagi T e | | Madge | wa nHe sttueékma, 0 h e

few notes; and then in a voice that drowned evdrgragound in the room, struck up
a comic song.

The effect was magical.

He followed itup with anotherT hi s one with a chorus, col
Umpty Umpty Umpty Ay, 0 which was voci fe

By the time it was done with, Madge had discer ed a gi r | who co
Littl e Pi gs :facedgamnttbmaan whe ¢oldl storipd8atheend of one of
them Madgedbs brother spoke to Joan in a
AHardly the sort of an-enmndbdyouwngvwomantvoul t r u
have received with | aughter, 0 he commen
ADid I |l augh?06 said Joan.

AYour having done so unconsciously only
Singleton.nl had hoped it emanated from pol il

ADonoét rt ®asaif®Maddsgehaving an evening o

Joan and the Singletons were the last to Qwey promised to show Mr. Halliday a
short cut to his hotel in Holborn.

AHave you thanked Miss Lessing for a p
turning to Mr. Halliday.

He laughed and put his arm round hé&r.Poor | i tt | e fAvoomadr, e
looking sotired.l t was | ol Hekissadhert he end. o
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He had passed through the swing doors; and they were standing on the pavement
waiting for Joands bus.

AWh did we al/l ' i iEvBhmM s dmdE&d ganat h
extraordinary about him. o

AOh yes therefiliocvyve kad dl dvatd Bemn s hgimet d e d
waves her crédMosd sneea d wotke dRityt h eiyn ctamat
al ways wear it.o

The conductor seemed impatiedban sprang upon the step and waved her hand.

CHAPTER VI

Joan was making herself a cup of tea when there came a tap at th& d@s Mrs.
Phillips.

Al heard you do'ma 6irre, Mmodsheéeusgi,d.are you?s?

ANo, 0 ansvier eadpkrogmmmbégeneotl |y in about
always nice to gossip over a dish of te

AWhy do you say 06dishoé of teddérselfwvats k e d
evident satisfaction into the easy chair Joan placed for her.

A Oh, I donot knowr 0 Jabhgéted dbways t al
tea.Gi ves it a literary flavour.o

Al 6ve heard of hifimMedss aviod tnkbrts chae@honigl, i p s

AnWel |, he talked more amusi iGey Bbawehtk
Lifeofhim.Or 1 611 |l end you mine, 0 Yobedoaddédn
all the passages marked that are best worth remembétingast, | thinks o . 0

=1

Thanks, 0 saiidroMr s.eeRPhialsl itphe. wi fe of a
il me for study. o

(am d

Als it settl e@idAryeett hee yagkea dh gl daon.make r oo

Al 6m afraid so, 0 iddhs werf eatnotMmisi.em Ptha ,md i sphse

herself.A And he must, of cour 8et i1f wibé& Kitnt
come with suchawhirlWwh at shal | I have to do, do vy
Joan was pouring outthete@.Oh, not hi ng, 0 s h greeablesove r e d
theright peopleHe 6 1 | t el | yAonud whaok et hceayr ea roef. hi m.
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Al wish I 6d taken more interest I(AiMOfpol i
course, when | was a girl, women werenbob
ADo you know,r yl asbhoouutl dtnhéetm,woirf | fivkeerte vy C

him forget them Avhneann hceadbns hwaivteh tyooou . mu c h
she laughed.

~

Al wonder i f youdr e frHeg hdto, edos noufsteedn Mrasy. t
soon | diudtn otthetna.lok abo

Joan shot a glance from over her cufne poor puzzled face was staring into the
fire. Joan could almost hear him saying it.

Al dm sure | AdMake -chiumyeashlamngd to himAs you said
yourself the otherevening. t 6 s doond t oomget away from it

A | must try, o0 agreedWNas. sBPhitl bifps hihgae
to him about, do you think?0
Joangaveaninwardsighhadnot the poor | adYhanwl imois
anythhegavwswered vaguel y: A spolitichl.oNhgt a s i
used you to talk about before he became
There came a wistful look into the worried ey@&sO h It was all S0
shesaidii 6 E | u Otyouknow.wdd do 6t seem & waasv ea troa
onetoteasel di dndét know Ooow clever O0e was, t
It seemed a difficult case to adviseupénHow | ong have you bee
asked.

AFi fteen year8l owa$ ea abs tBaudrededer lodkkdan 06 i
my age, they tellmeL or d, what Swepbyoy off oar festaliked E
wasnot t hledbdongoyt oaneway Anyhbw themeen seemedta p p 0 ¢
think so. Ther e was al ways lai kiee wf |0iaensy-paha@u nadb o
Mot her us 8hegidgled.isBauyt. e woul dndét Andlke No
didndét want tolgwae iigbnéi mn NMoasatsdyimgi g ht
|l wasnot. o

AYou must be glad you didndédt say No, 0 s
AYes, 0 shed,anBdEI0salgway sont.hi nk of t hat
Burl eigh, 0 she continued; fEwlkeneward it
AYes, 0O anshiwker ewdlaslJ]oaanl.andscape painter, \
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AThat 6s t he onefloeldaghdliwadetting myadifinlifot beipgs .
the wife of a big pot when Bob Phillips
AYouodl I soon get uBSEketoreadat Ot Biormg it «
oneds fate, what everstilttwas raher like tatkingjtouas t t ¢
child

AYoudre the right sordbmtol pdutl 6eame um
Phillips. i | get a bit down in the mouth some
brown studies, and Oedontohi Bleiemg t & ddoumtd.n
long. | was always one of theligifite ar t ed ones. 0

They discussed life on two thousand a year; the problems it would present; and Mrs.
Phillips became more cheerfuloan laid herself out to be friendl{she hopedo
establish an influence over Mrs. Phill:/|
as she felt I nstinct i Vteway not an ampleapimgo r P
face. Underneath the paint, it was kind and womanlgan was sure he would like

it better cleanA f ew mont hsd attention to diet
and improve her windJoan watched her spreading the butter a quarter of an inch
thick upon her toast and restrained with difficulty the impulse to take it away from

her. And her clotheslJoan had seen guys carried through the streets on the fifth of
November that were less obtrusive.

She remembered, as she was taking her leave, what she had come for: which was to
invite Joan to dinner on the following Friday.

Al t 6shomedty af f ai rShéhadréceveredhgr foraniamdevas.now

quite the lady againi Two ot her guests b&lamsueeyguour s e
will like him. He 6 s S 0 O dndI|Mr.eMclkeant e 6 s the young
upstarsHave you met hi m?o0

Joan hadndét: except once on the stairs
down again and out into the streétrom the doorstep she had caught sight of his
disappearing codhils round the cornerYielding to impishness, she had run after
him, and his expression of blank horror when, glancing over his shoulder, he found
her walking abstractedly three yards behind him, had gladdened all her evening.

Joan recounted the epis@dso far as the doorstep.
AHe tried to be shlyi ppa,t hit met, ol Ishmgped| dvr Gst.
himoutofit1 f heds going to write plays, as
fear of a petticoat. o

She offered her cheek, and Joan kissed it, somewhat gingerly.
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AYou wonodét mind Robge rdtr ensost,i dhweesame vnega i edv.i el n|
can helpit.I shalljustsliponasentioi | ett e mysel f. 0

Joan had difficulty in deciding on her own frocKer four evening dresses, as she
walked round them, spread out upon the bed, all looked too imp&sivghat Mrs.
Phillips had war ned h eShehadand atherbaegreyash i h o n
fawn, with sleeves to the elbow, that she had had made expressly for public dinners
and political At HomesBut that would be going to the opposite extreme, rarght

seem discourteodsto her hostessBe s i de s , Amouseyo col our
her. They gave her a curious sense of being affediedhe end she decided to risk

a black crépeale-chine, square cut, with a girdle of gold embroidefere coull n 6 t

be anything quieter than black, and the gold embroidery was of the simPlest.

would wear it without any jewellery whatever: except just a star in her hage.

result, as she viewed the effect in the long glass, quite satisfiedPkdnaps the

jewelled star did scintillate rathelt had belonged to her motheBut her hair was

so full of shadows: it wanted something to relieveAitso she approved the curved

line of herbarearmsd. t was certainly verShetdoleblmut i f u
gloves in her hand and went down.

Mr. Phillips was not yet in the roomMrs. Phillips, in applegreen with an ostrich

feather in her hair, greeted her effusively, and introduced her to her fellow
guests.Mr. Airlie was a slight, elegant gentleman a@icegrtain age, with sandy hair

and beard cut Vandyke fashiole asked Joand6s per mi ssi
cigarette.

AYou have chosen the better paWhemwm hé&mi
not smoking, I 6m talking. o

Mr. McKean shook her hand vigmusly without looking at her.

AAnd this is Hil da,idShceo mallglhde d oMrbse. i hhib
naughty Daddy who spoils her. o

A lank, blackhaired girl, with a pair of burning eyes looking out of a face that, but

for the thin line ofthe lips, would have been absolutely colourless, rose suddenly

from behind a bowl of artificial flowersJoan could not suppress a slight start; she

had not noticed her on enteringhe girl came slowly forward, and Joan felt as if

the uncanny eyes weeating her up.She made an effort and held out her hand with

a smile, and the girldéds | ong t IBhedidf i nge
not speak.

ARShe only came b aetkeryneg sot eerxdod ya i finderd e M & s h
no keepng her away from her book&« Twas her own wish to b
schooh.How would you Ii ke to go to Girton .
asked, turning to the child.
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Phillipsbs entr anc elTothaevigedt surphse viswvafele of a
was in evening clothes.

AHul Yoabéve got 6em on, 0 she said.
He laughediil s hal | have to get used to them

Joan felt relieved she hardly knew why that he bore the testt was a weHbuilt,
athletic frame, and hiead gone to a good tailoHe looked taller in them; and the
strong, clearshaven face less rugged.

Joan sat next to him at the round dintadsle with the child the other side of hilShe

noticed that he ate as far as possible with his rightddmsl hands were large, but

smooth and well shapédis left remaining under the cloth, beneath which the
childdés right hand, wh ehkorafwhileteeconvesationd | i |
consisted chiefly of anecdotes by Mr. Airli€here were few public nmeand women

about whom he did not know something to their disadvantaggn, listening, found

herself repeating the experience of a night or two previous, when, during a
performance oHamlet Niel Singleton, who was playing the gragigger, had taken

her behind the sceneslamlet, the King of Denmark and the Ghost were sharing a
bottle of champagneg oiom:t he Gheppteheddn o
birthday. On her return to the front of the house, her interest in the play was gone.

was dsurd that it should be so; but the fact remained.

Mr. Airlie had lunched the day before with a leonine old gentleman who every
Sunday morning thundered forth Social Democracy to enthusiastic multitudes on
Tower Hill. Joan had once listened to him and hadost been converted: he was

so tremendously in earnesthe now learnt that he lived in Curzon Street, Mayfair,
and filled, in private life, the perfectly legitimate calling of a company promoter in
partnership with a Dutch JewHis latest prospectudwelt upon the profits to be
derived from an amalgamation of the leading tanning industries: by means of which
the price of leather could be enormously increased.

It was utterly illogical; but her interest in the principles of Social Democracy was
gone.

A very little while ago, Mr. Airlie, in his capacity of second cousin to one of the
ladies concerned, a charming girl but impulsive, had been called upon to attend a
family council of a painful natureThe gent |l emands name t ook
it was the name of one of her heroes, an eminent writer: one might almost say
prophet. She had hitherto read his books with grateful reverembey pictured for

her the world made perfect; and explained to her just precisely how it was to be
accomplished.But, as far as his own particular corner of it was concerned, he
seemed to have made a sad mess offuman nature of quite an efdshioned

pattern had crept in and spoilt all his own theories.
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Of course it was unreasonabl&he signpost may remain embeddién weeds: it
notwithstanding points the way to the fair citghe told herself this, but it left her

still shorttempered.She di dndét car e Sahei cdhi dwadyt ibte | pi
was any fair city.

There was a famous preachete lived the simle life in a small house in Battersea,

and consecrated all his energies to the service of the pdmiost, by his unselfish

zeal, he had persuaded Joan of the usefulness of the ciMircAirlie frequently

visited him. They interested one anothai/hat struck Mr. Airlie most was the self
sacrificing devotion wi t h whi ch t he r
surrounded him.It was beautiful to seeThe calls upon his moderate purse,
necessitated by his wiggpread and much paragraphed activitief,but a narrow
margin for domestic expenses: with the result that often the only fire in the house
blazed brightly in the study where Mr. Airlie and the reverend gentleman sat talking:
while mother and children warmed themselves with sense of dutg iohtberless
kitchen. And often, as Mr. Airlie, who was of an inquiring turn of mind, had
convinced himself, the only evening meal that resources would permit was the
satisfying supper for one brought by the youngest daughter to her father where he sat
alone in the small diningoom.

Mr. Airlie, picking daintily at his food, continued his stories: of philanthropists who
paid starvation wages: of feminists who were a holy terror to their women folk: of
socialists who travelled firstlass and spent their wars in Egypt or Monaco: of

stern critics of public morals who preferred the society of youthful affinities to the
continued company of el derly wives: of
and whose children hated them.

ADo you t hi?mk Jiotadhs walils pterweael t o her host

He shrugged hisshouldel No r eason why i thAlshwe | gdenrodr :
found him right. o

Al 6ve never been able myself, 0 he cont.
for David. | suppose itwasthe Psam t hat di It

Joan was about to offer comment, but was struck dumb with astonishment on hearing
McKeands Vvoice: | tHe was wlhmg of anhokel Saotohupkadantt a | k
farmer. A mean, cantankerous old cuss whose curious pride it was that never

given anything awayNot a crust, nor a sixpence, nor a rag; and never wddihy

had been the attempts to make him break his boast: some for the joke of the thing
and some for the need; but none had ever succedtedas his one claim to
distinction and he guarded it.

One evening it struck him that the miblail, standing just inside the window, had
been tampered withNext day he marked with a scratch the inside of the pan and,
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returning later, found the level of the milk had sunk half @h.irSo he hid himself

and waited; and at twilight the next day the window was stealthily pushed open, and
two small, terrothaunted eyes peered round the roorhey satisfied themselves
that no one was about and a tiny hand clutching a cracked jug muas stviftly in

and dipped into the pan; and the window softly closed.

He knew the thief, the grandchild of an old bedridden dame who lived some miles
away on the edge of the moodrhe old man stood long, watching the small cloaked
figure till it was lostin the darknesslt was not till he lay upon his dying bed that he
confessed it.But each evening, from that day, he would steal into the room and see
to it himself that the window was left ajar.

After the coffee, Mrs. Phill i prsoopmoo ptohsee
other side of the folding doors, which had been left ofp#illips asked her to leave

Joan and himself where they wende wanted to talk to herHe promised not to

bore her for more than ten minutes.

The others rose and moved awdilda came and stood before Joan with her hands
behind her.

A am going to bhedwaowed bthesesai gou fi
me.May | kiss you?o

It was spoken so gravely thatah did not ask her, as in lighter mood she might have
done, what it was that Phillips had saffihe raised her face quietly, and the child
bent forward and kissed her, and went out without looking back at either of them,
leaving Joan more serious thaert seemed any reason fétillips filled his pipe

and lighted it.

Al wi sh | had your pen, 0 héaldan d,l Isuddqd
talking; but | want to get at the others: the men and women who never come, thinking

it has nothing tado with them.l 6 m shy and awkwarTherewhen
seems a barrier in front of m&.ou break through it.One hears your voiceTell

me, 0 he said, farkoybbhheygeanswgr ypyau? aay

AYes, 0 didNiod Jaman .gr em,inotyeuBoutzmough to $how thmat
| really am interestingthem. t gr ows every week. O

ATel |l t hemhitLheat ,tdch ehme hseahibds.eah b s aYoerat a
wait ten minutes sometimes before one man will summon up courage to put a
guestion; but once one or two have ventured they spring up all roundl yeas
wondering, 0 he added, Aif you would hel

Alot I's what I s houwulTde | Il o viree, owSlsahivas hadbn sdwoe.r
conscious of the lowibrating tone in which she spoke.
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Al want to talk to t he mwantthemtoseethdneediiab o
of concentrating upon the food problem: insisting that it shall be sollkd.other
things can foll ow. o

AThere was ahapld Egyphidn éa governor
thousands of years before the Pharaohs were ever hearteyf.dug up his tomb a

little whileago.1 t bore this inscription:6dolirmtnrye
have that carved upon my gestone than the boastings of all the robbers and the
butchers of history.Think what it must have meant in that land of drought and
famine: only a narrow strip of river bank where a grain of corn would grow; and that

only when old Nile was kindlIf not, your nearest supplies five hundred miles away

across the desert, your only means of transport therslowng camel.Your convoy

must be guarded against attack, provide
journey. Yet he never failed hispeopl&.at year and | ean year:
went h tAndghereg, tedny, with our steamships and our railways, with the
granaries of the world filled to overflowing, one third of our population lives on the
border line of wantIn India they die byhie roadsideWwh at 6 s t he good of
science and your artand your religigdlow can you hel p mends
arestarvinglZA hungry mands a hungry beast.

~

Al spent a week at Gri msby, somelheyear s
used to throw the fish back into the sea, tons upon tons of it, that men had risked their

|l ives to catch, that wodlled ehanaes fae d gh ailt
said. The Omar ket 6FuWnmyn,6ti svmadtt i ttthe kaldied gl ut ¢
canot | ear n t heilwaslalkrsywith afarmérdown inikaenithe o f | |
plums were rotting on his treesThere were too many of them: that was the
trouble. The railway carriage alone would cost him more than he couldoget f

them. They were too cheapSo nobody could have themh.t 6 s t he mudd]
thing that makes me madhe ghastly muddikeaded way the chief business of the

world is managedT her edés enough food could be gr
the people and then of the fragments each man might gather his ten
basketsfu. Ther eds no niiwventintolthe matter ®rtte vdth Dalroy of

the Board of AgricultureHe 6 s t he best man theyodove (g
him.1 t 6s never tbheaetnd $o raglalmd tz etdh e fleoughtt o f
not to be left to the individualThe man who makes a corner in wheat in Chicago

and condemns millions to privatién i kel y enough, heds a de
himself: a kind husband and led would be upset for the day if he saw a child
crying forbreadMy dogdés a decent enough Tittle

him run my larder.

Al't could be done with a IlIittle good wi
of every ten wou be the betteroffBut t hey wondot eThern | et
newspapers shoutyoudowh.t 6s such a damned fine wor
the many.My father was a farm labourer: and all his life he never earned more than
thirteen and sixpence week. | left when | was twelve and went into the
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mines. There were six of us children; and my mother brought us up healthy and
decent.She fed us and clothed us and sent us to school; and when she died we buried
her with the money she had put by foe fiurpose; and never a penny of charity had

ever soiled her handsl can see them nowTalk of your Chancellors of the
Exchequer and their problem§&he worked herself to death, of courSée | | , t hat
allright One doesné6t mi nd Ilittheymwouldwohleletgou.8hee | ov
had no opposition to contend withno thwarting and hampering at every @irtne

very people you are working for hounded on against yidwe difficulty of a man

like myself, who wants to do something, who could do somgtisrthat for the best

part of his life he is fighting to be allowedtodoB.y t he ti me | 6ve |
|l i es and got my chance, my energy wil|l

He knocked the ashes from his pipe and relit it.

Al 6ve no quarrel Awi tdliontbh e crair@eh h® wh enas i
so long as there are no podho does?l was riding on a bus the other day, and

there was a man beside me with a bandaged hdadl6 d been hurt i n
smash at MorpethHe hadnoét cl ai the diilwayaompang and f r on

wasnodot gOhngitdos only aoTbhbwyétlabehlkit 6
as iltf ire®d been a poor devil on eighte
different. He was an engineer earning good wages; se/hes n 6t f eel i ng

bitter against half the worldSuppose you tried to run an army with your men half
starved while your officers had more than they couldeat. 6 s been tri ed
been the resultBee that your soldiers have their propeore, and the General can

sit down to his sixcourse dinner, if he will. They are not begrudging it to him.

AA nati on wor kUndedeed your renk and blenand What sort of a
fight are you going to put up against your rivalswant to seeEngland going
ahead.l want to see her workers properly fddvant to see the corn upon her unused
acres, the cattle grazing on her wasted pasturebject to the food being thrown
into the sed left to rot upon the ground while men are hurdgsidetracked in
Chicago, while the children grow up stuntedwant the commissariat properly
organi zed. O

He had been staring through her rather than at her, so it had seemed to
Joan. Suddenly their eyes met, and he broke into a smile.

Al 6 m
meeting. |

o awHewsdidliyl 6sver rbye,eon t al ki ng to you
m afraid I d6m more usPbetheet hemgi k.

S
0
The whole man had changet@ihe eyes had a timid pleading in them.

Joanlaughedii| 6 ve been feeetlhiengKiansg ioff |IBawearr i a,

AfHow did he feel ?0 he asked her, | eani n
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AHe had hi s own private theatre, o Joa
operassAnd t he King was the sole audience.

Al should have hated afgmer 00he said, i
He looked at her, and a flush passed over his boyish face.
nAIl I right, 0 he said, Anif It had been a

Joan found herself tracing patterns with her spoon upon the tableélddhut y o u
have won now, 0 she said,dsawlhgab&Bypobed
to get your chance. 0

He gave ashortlaughii A t r i ck, 0 he slhey think tofshave my e a k e
locks; show me to the people bound by their red tameput it another way, a rat
among the terriers.o

Joan laughedii Y o un 6do somehow suggest the rat, o
of beast. o

AWhat do you adwvVviilsdehamehdtheeasldedl. yet . o

They were speaking in whispered tong&srough the open doors they could see into
the other room.Mrs. Phillips, under Ail i e6s i nstructions, W
cigarette.

ATo accept, ofi Shheey awosnvetr ceidentériliers,ean yoe caly o u
them. You are too stronglt is you who will sway theml t i sndét as i f
mere agitator.Take this opportunity of showing them that you can build, plan,
organize; hat you were meantto bearulefou candét succeed wi
thingsareYoubve got t drwivre ttloermh hevrert.hat t he

He sat for a minute tattooing with his fingers on the table, before speaking.

Al tos the nferriyl Ipsarandoff lium t hfao uf rwaoyuhlt demd
think that sensitiveness was my weak poButitis.| 6 ve st ood up to a
mob that was waiting to |Ilynch me and en
rather than face a drawifrgom of weltdressed people with their masked faces and

ironiccourtesiesl t | eaves me for days feeling |

Al wouldnét say it, i f |1 didndét mean it

yourself about that . : Y o u 6 r eShegamilet.lé segmadsts febthat . 0
most women would find him more than passable.

He shook hisheadi Wi t h y o ufi oh ehree 3saidamet hi ng abo
one ashamed of worrying about the little thingsit the otlers: the sneering women
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and the men who wink over their shoulder while they talk to you, | shall never be
able to get away from them, and, of course, whereved I@o

He stopped abruptly with a sudden tightening of the ligsan followed his
eyes. Mrs. Fhillips had swallowed the smoke and was giggling and spluttering by
turns. The yellow ostrich feather had worked itself loose and was rocking to and fro
as if in a fit of laughter of its own.

He pushed back his chairandroseShal | we | beisad.t he ot her ¢

He moved so that he was between her and the other room, his back to the open
doors.n You think | ought to?0 he said.

ARYes, 0O she answered fir ml \Buthearsadpitfalss he w
In her eyes.

AWel |, have vy aftairstofvitee kisggotn® Ise d tt had | deci d
Airlie.

AYes, 0O he answWe ealr,e | qaigihg ntgo say to th
be wise. 00

He rearranged his wifeds f eShelbokedupaind s n
him and smiled.

Joanset herself to make McKean talk, and after a time succeddey. had a mutual

friend, a rawboned youth she had metat Cambridgee was engaged to
sister. His eyes lighted up when he spoke of his sister Jefihg.Little Mother, he

called fer.

NRnSheds the most beautifaaiThbodlh meralyVy §
you mightnét know it. o
He saw her Ahomeo; and went on up the s

Joan stood for a while in front of the glass before undressing; but felt tefieda
with herself. She replaced the star in its case, and took off the-teglhg dress
with the golden girdle and laid it carelessly asi8&e seemed to be growing smaller.

In her white night dress, with her hair in two long plaits, she lookdeéraself once
more. She seemed to be no one of any importance at all: just a long little girl going
to bed. With no one to kiss her good night.

She blew out the candle and climbed into the big bed, feeling very lonesome as she

used to when a childlt had not troubled her until tnight. Suddenly she sat up
again.She needndt be back i n Lonrddyomasoblye f or e
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Friday. She would run down home and burst in upon her fathier would be so
pleased to see her.

She would make himut his arms around her.

CHAPTER VI

She reached home in the evenir&he thought to find her father in his studgut
they told her that, now, he usually sat alone in the great drasworg. She opened
the door softly. The room was dark save for kcker of firelight; she could see
nothing. Nor was there any sound.

ADad, 0o she cried, ARare you here?o

He rose slowly from a higbacked chair beside the fire.

Alt 1 s vy deaseemedadittlesdazed .

She ran to him and, seizing his listless anpog,them round her.

ARnGi ve me a hug, DA ,6roe aslhehwgp.mMmanded.

He held her to him for what seemed a long whileere was strength in his arms, in
spite of the bowed shoulders and white hair.

Al was afraid you hadughed,iwbeo attast he rdleased t o
heri Do you know, you havendot hugdgéadt s,
nineteenyearsagd ou do | ove me, dondt you?o0

AYes, 0 henilansawea eadl.ways | oved you. o

She would not let him lightthegaB.l h avwe nditrhed t r ai Mm,Leets he
us talk by the firelight. o

She forced him gently back into his chair, and seated herself upon the floor between
his kneesi What wer e you t hi ns$heaskpdioYfo uwhweenr eln O
asleep, were you?o0

ANoO, 0 he fAaNmostwetrheadt. <sShercould oot seesHisdaegut sbe
guessed his meaning.

AAM | very | ike her?0 she asked.
AYes, 0 hei Maarsweelrleadlus!|l y | i ke herjustaree s he

thing. Perhaps that will come to you latdrthought, for the moment, as you stood
t her e by tHedid mbtdimsh the sentence. 0
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nTel | me abouitl meerv,edr skmee ws assihde. had been

He did not ask her how she hiarntitt n She gave 1t up when w
hesadn The people she would have to |ive
her if they had knownT her e seemed no reason why t he

AHow di d it al | h afip\daesn ? 0t s kue rinygheb s B 8 t
b e g i n nShewgsRed she had not added that laste words had slipped from
her before she knew.

AVery beautiful, 0 he answered, Ain the

~

Al't was my fault, o he went oloughttohakeat i t
let her take up her work again, as she wished to, when she found what giving it up
meant to her.The world was narrower then than it is now; and | listened to the
world. | t hought it another voice. o

Altés difficult @b wéetheroinen@&@tani?to?0 she
He did not answer; and they sat for a time in silence.
ADid you ever see her act?0 asked Joan.

AREvery evening for a b o édtlittle flame shotaum antd s , 0
showed a smile upon his face.

Al owe t o her akrhesstl knew.Sbentaught it ty meaimtidoset e n d
months. | might have learned more if | had let her go on teachlhgias the only
way she knew. 0

Joan watched her as gradually she shaped herself out of the shadows: the poor, thin,
fretful lady of the evereastless hands, with her bursts of jealous passion, her long
moods of sullen indifference: all her music turned to waste.

AHow did she come to falliAali ndolnddve meiatnh
uncompl i me rShedaughed, tdkiagthis band ierk and stroking itii Y o u

must have been ridiculously handsome, when you were yoAng. you must

always have been strong and brave and cldveain see such a lot of women falling
inlovewithyouuBut not the artistic woman. 0

Alt wasnodtussoati nchoengriuiody of Aehansivadede:!
America to superintend a contradt.was the first time | had ever been away from

home, though | was nearly thirty; and all my paptyouth rushed out of me at

once. It was a harunscarum fdbw, mad with the joy of life, that made love to her;

not the man who went out, nor the man who came blekas at San Francisco that

| met her. She was touring the Western States; and | let everything go to the wind
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and followed her It seemed to mthat Heaven had opened up to méught a duel

in Colorado with a man who had insultedhé&rh e | aw di dndét run th
and three of his hired gunmen, as they called them, held us up that night in the train
and gave her the alternative adigg back with them and kissing him or seeing me
deadatherfeet di dndét give her ti me Itseemedns wer

a fine death anyhow,thaAnd | 6d have faced Hell I t se
for her. Though she told me aftewar ds t hat i f |1 6d died s
them, and killed him.o

Joan did not speak for a tim&he could see him gra¥ea little pompous, in his
Sunday black, his footsteps creaking down the stiagged aisle, the silvezdged
collecting bag hdl stiffly in his hand.

ACoul dnét vyou have saved a bit, Daddy ?cC
just enough to |live on?o
Al mi ght , 0 he answer ed, |fondf cable waiiing) fok n o wn

me in New York. My father had been dead month; and | had to return
I mmedi ately. o

AAnd so you married her and t ofio@kh , hetrh ed |
thing God gives to some of wus, 0 she exp
the people marching. o

The little flame died outShe could feel his body trembling.

ABut you stil/l |l oved hét,wdsduaétyybuttD
but | can just remembelYou seemed so happy togethdr.i | | her i1 1n

Alt was mor e t haml tl owéss Godgurshed mefardtee d .
was a hard God, my God. o

She raised herself, putting her hands upon his shoulders so that her face was very
closetohisiWhat has become o0 8hespokminadoldvite) s h e
as one does of a false friend.

il do not knowid Wendnswerend tlDercar e. 0O

AfHe must be somewhere, 0o she sai d: it he
Chri st believed in. o

AThey were His |l ast words, too, 0 he ans

forsaken me?060

ANo, not His | ast, o0 said Joan: AoL o, I
wor |[Ld.vee was CHei wtbb BBeldp us to find Hi
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Their arms were about one anothdoan felt that a new need had been born in her:
the need of loving and difeing loved. It was good to lay her head upon his breast
and know that he was glad of her coming.

He asked her questions about hersBlit she could see that he was tired; so she told
him it was too important a matter to start upon so |&tee wouldalk about herself
to-morrow. It would be Sunday.

N

Do you still go to the chapel 20 she as

AYes, 0O hei @Qme wWeirvals by habit. o

~

nit I's the only Templ e | kiinPcew ,hda ptse Goaln
day,willfind me t here. 0

He rose and lit the gas, and a letter on the mantelpiece caught his eye.

AHave you heard from Arthur?0 he asked,
ANOANot since about ainWoynw?2d, 0 she answer e
AHe will be pleased htiom,fo nhde ysoaui dh ewiet,h we
her the letteri He wi | | be hmwrmre osvame ti me to

Arthur Allway was her cousin, the son of a Nonconformist Miniskdéer father had

taken him into the works and for the last three years he had been in Egymigy helpi

in the laying of a tramway lineHe was in love with her: at least so they all told her;
and his letters were certainly somewhat commitialan replied to thetnwhen she

did not forget to do sb in a studiously sisterly vein; and always reproved him fo
unnecessary extravagance whenever he sent her a préserétter announced his
arrival at SouthamptontHe would stop at Birmingham, where his parents lived, for

a couple of days, and be in Liverpool on Sunday evening, so as to be able to get
straiglt to business on Monday morningoan handed back the lettét.contained
nothing else.

Al't only came an hour ofdltftwbeawgwopbeheno
o )

same post, you may have | eft before it
ARSo | ong as haet doecsanmbet dtohwnn ks ptehci al | y t
said Joan.

hY

They both laughedi He 6 s a good | ad, o said her f at
They kissed good night, and Joan went up to her own r@m.found it just as she

had left it. A bunch of roses stood upon the dregsaible. Her father would never
let anyone cut his roses but himself.
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Young Allway arrived just as Joan and her father had sat down to suppdace
had been laid for himHe flushed with pleasure at seeing her; but was not surprised.

Al cal redi ggi ynofgl, ch ahde tsoa igdo. Theytolbmegdu L o n c
had startedl t i s good of you. O

ANo, It i snfdlt , camai dowm andi dsnebet [kando.w Yy
b a ¢ Bhe gpoke with some asperity; and his face fell.

AHow ar e adaed, halding duteher handi You b6ve grown qui
looking. | I i ke vy o uAndhedusiset agairhwath pieasure.

He had a sweet, almost girlish face, with delicate skin that the Egyptian sun had
deepened into ruddiness; with soft, dreamy eyret golden hairHe looked lithe

and agile rather than strongle was shy at first, but once set going, talked freely,
and was interesting.

His work had taken him into the Desert, far from the beaten tra&t&slescribed the

life of the people, verytit | e di fferent from what It
time. For months he had been the only white man there, and had lived among
them. What had struck him was how little he had missed all the paraphernalia of
civilization, once he had got over the firstogk. He had learnt their sports and
games; wrestled and swum and hunted with thBnovided one was a little hungry

and tired with toil a stew of goatdos f
with wine out of a s hfterethe@ was saksic and singiagd e a
and dancing, or the travelling stetgller would gather round him his rapt
audience.Paris had only robbed women of their grace and dighity preferred the

young girls in their costume of the fourteenth dyna$tyogess, he thought, had

tended only to complicate life and render it less enjoyaBléthe essentials of
happinesd love, courtship, marriage, the home, children, friendship, social
intercourse, and play, were independent of it; had always been thdre &mking.

Joan thought his mistake |l ay in regardi
than his selidevelopment.lt was not what we got out of civilization but what we

put into it that was our gainlts luxuries and ostentations were, in themsg)v
perhaps bad for usBut the pursuit of them was goodt called forth thought and

effort, sharpened our wits, strengthened our brafrgnitive man, content with his
necessities, would never have produced genus. literature, science would hav

been stillborn.

He hesitated before replying, glancing at her furtively while crumbling his

bread. When he did, it was in the tone that one of her younger disciples might have
ventured into a discussion with HypatiBut he stuck to his guns.
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How did $1e account for David and Solomon, Moses and the PropHétey had
sprung from a shepherd raceget surely there was genius, literatu@reece owed
nothing to progressShe had preceded iHer thinkers, her poets, her scientists had
draws their inspation from nature, not civilizationHer art had sprung full grown
out of the soil. We had never surpassed it.

ABut the Greek i1 deal could not have beel
have disappear ed, d Und ¢ cagesttheddw oMine survivdl | wa y
of the fittest. oo

He had no qualms about arguing with his uncle.

ASo did Archimedes di sappddare, mamel|l asswd
soldier remainedT hat was hardly the survival of

He thought it thdragedy of the world that Rome had conquered Greece, imposing
her lower ideals upon the racRome should have been the servant of Greece: the
hands directed by the braiishe would have made roads and harbours, conducted
the traffic, reared the markelage. She knew of the steam engine, employed it for
pumping water in the age of the Antoniné&ooner or later, she would have placed

it on rails, and in shipsRome should have been the policeman, keeping the world
in order, making it a fit habitationHer mistake was in regarding these things as an
end in themselves, dreaming of nothing beyoRtiom her we had inherited the
fallacy that man was made for the world, not the world for nfRome organized
only f or @GraeeceOwsuldbhave lggiséat for his soul.

They went into the drawingpom. Her father asked her to sing and Arthur opened

the piano for herand litthecandlésSh e chose some ball ads ar
playing her own accompaniment while Arthur turned the lea®w® hada good

voice, a low contralto.The room was high and dimly lightedt looked larger than

it really was. Her father sat in his usual chair beside the fire and listened with half
closed eyes.Glancing now and then across at him, she was reminded of

Orch ar d s o n 0 She was tetlingrsentimental, a novel sensation to 8ke.

rather enjoyed it.

She finished with one of Burnsods | yrics
and that she would play for hinHe shook his head, pleading that he was out of
practice.

Al  wish 1 t, 0 s hAndispeased,her that keariade maaesig w .
to ask her what he should single had a light tenor voicdt was wobbly at first,
but improved as he went oifhey ended with a duet.

The next morning she went into town with the8he never seemed to have any time
in London, and wanted to dsmme shoppingThey joined her again for lunch and
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afterwards, at her father 6s Shegtgokthe i o0 n,
tram out of the city and struck into the countiyhe leaves still lingered brown and

red upon the treesHe carri@l her cloak and opened gates for her and held back
brambles while she passed®he had always been indifferent to these small
gallantries; but talay she welcomed thenghe wished to feel her power to attract

and command.They avoided all subjects on whi they could differ, even in

words. They talked of people and places they had known togethiéey
remembered their common love of animals and told of the comedies and tragedies
that had befallen theirpetsloandés regret was tadag, she
thinking it cruel to keep them in Londorghe hated the women she met, dragging

the poor little depressed beasts about at the end of a string: savage with them, if they
dared to stop for a moment to exchange a passing wag of the tail with some othe
little lonely sufferer. It was as bad as keeping a lark in a cagke had tried a cat:

but so often she did not get home till late and that was just the time when the cat
wanted to be out; so that they seldom niét. suggested a parrdtlis experiene of

them was that they had no regular hours and would willingly sit up all night, if
encouraged, and talk all thetm@.oand6s objection to runni
stamped you as an ol d mai d; Shawohderechife was
she could make an owl really happMinerva had an owl.

He told her how one spring, walking across a common, after a fire, he had found a
mother thrush burnt to death upon her nest, her charred wings spread out in a vain
endeavour to protect her broode had buried her there among the blackened thorn
and furze, and placed a little cross of stones above her.

A hope nobody saw meBuwt hle cauldd nwdtt hb eac
there, unhonoured. o

Altds one of t he t hinntas | wart & tbe ana futare me |
existence, 0 sai d Joan: Athe thought t ha
courage and |l ove and faithfulness dies

AAre you sure itti svpalhe banswemuadeasona

They had tea at an olthshioned inn beside a streart.was a favourite resort in
summer time, but now they had it to themselvékse wind had played pranks with
her hair and he found a mirror and knelt before her, holding it.

She stood erect, looking dowat him while seeming to be absorbed in the
rearrangement of her hair, feeling a little ashamed of heiSdife was fAencour
him. There was no other word for iIShe seemed to have developed a sudden
penchant for this sort of thingt would end n his proposing to her; and then she

would have to tell him that she cared for him only in a cousinly sort oBway
whatever that might meénand that she could never marry hihe dared not ask

herself why. She must manoeuvre to put it off as long as ipesssand meanwhile
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some opening might occur to enlighten hi8he would talk to him about her work;

and explain to him how she had determined to devote her life to it to the exclusion

of all other distractionslf, then, he chosetogoonlovingbBeori f he coul dno
itd that would not be her faultAfter all, it did him no harm.She could always be

gracious and kind to himit was not as if she had tricked hirHle had always loved

her. Kneeling before her, serving her: it was evident it mada bBupremely

happy. It would be cruel of her to end it.

The landlady entered unexpectedly with the tea; but he did not rise till Joan turned
away, nor did he seem disconcertétkither did the landladyShe was an elderly,
quieteyed woman, and had sedveore than one generation of young people with
their teas.

They returned home by traidoan insisted on travelling third class, and selected a
compartment containing a stout woman and two childémhur had to be at the
works. An important contracthad got behindhand and they were working
overtime. She and her father dined alonde made her fulfil her promise to talk
about herself, and she told him all she thought would interest$iva passed lightly
over her acquaintanceship with Phillipde would regard it as highly undesirable,
she told herself, and it would trouble hitde was reading her articles in tBanday
Post as also her Letters from Clorinda: and of the two preferred the latter as being
less subversive of law and ordeklso hedid not like seeing her photograph each
week, displayed across two columns with her name beneath in one inchHgpe.
supposed he was efdshioned.She was getting rather tired of it herself.

AThe Editor 1insi st eid tu paarnsforntheoppohigsnhydt e x p |
gives me.l preach every Sunday to a congregation of over amillionsbuts6 s bet t
than beinga BishopBe si des, 0 she added)\Youfsdelther me n
silly faces everywhere. o

AThat 6s | i ke vy eredwitheammilef) Yo th epraemtsevnd t o b
and then you copy us. o0

She laughedBut the next moment she was serious.

ANo, we dondt, 0 she s aWekpowivesbdl nevehauste o f
man from his placeHe will always be the greatetWe want t o hel p hi

i But wasnot t hat the Lorddbs idea, 0 he
hel pmeet ?0

AYes, that was alflHer ifalsth,i® nelde Earres Wweorr e d

Adam got her.The ideal marriage might havedn the ideal solutionlf the Lord
had intended that, he should have kept the maigking in His own hands: not have
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left it to man. Somewhere in Athens there must have been the helpmeet God had
made for Socrates/Vhen they met, it was Xanthippetllah e ki ssed. 0O

A servant brought the coffee and went out aga#er father lighted a cigar and
handed her the cigarettes.

AWill it shock you, Dad?06 she asked.
ARat her | ate in the day for you to worr
with a smile.

He struck a match and held it for hefoan sat with her elbows on the table and
smoked in silenceShe was thinking.

Why had he never fAbrought her up, 0 neve
tried to influence hert could not have been mere akaess.She stole a sidelong

glance at the tired, lined face with its stbkle eyes.She had never seen them other

than calm, but they must have been able to flA8hy had he always been so just

and kind and patient with her®hy had he never scoldéer and bullied her and

teased herhy had he let her go away, leaving him lonely in his empty, voiceless
house?Why had he never made any claim upon h&H& idea came to her as an
inspiration. At least, it would ease her conscienéeWh y  d a let@tthuryive
here, 0 she said, Ai nst e # dould be canpannfgr b a c |
you. O

He did not answer for some tim&he had begun to wonder if he had heard.

AWhat do you think of him?0 he said, wi
AOh, hebdas mMiudd | ad, 0 she answered.

It was some while again before he spokeHe wi | | be the | ast
said. i | should Ii ke to think of the name |
man, in spite of his dreaminesBerhaps he would getoeli t er wi t h t he
She seized at the chance of changing the subject.

Ail't was a foolish notion, 0 she said, i

women could be treated as mere figures
To her surprise, he agreed with hér.The f dwdmlhasdysa fine i d
sai d, Al f 1t had Amastar shoddbe the frieyd, tleedelperi e d
ofhismenThey should be one family.o

She looked at him a little incredulously, remembering the bitter periods of strikes
and lockouts.
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N

Did you ever try, Dad?0 she asked.

A Oh, yes, 0 AMBautans werrieedd. AtThhe wr @rhg way. O
found, 060 he added, ofinmyn.tohe right man, an

She felt that he was watching her through his-blal§ed eyesii Ther e ar e t
cottages, 0 he continued, Thegymightbekegafredr e vy
and a club house added@he idea is catching on, they tell m8arden villageshey

call them now.It gets the men and women away from the dirty streets; and gives the
children a chance. 0

She knew the placeA sad group of dilapidated little houses forming three sides of

a paved quadrangle, with a shattered fountain and witheresl in the centreEver

since she could remember, they had stood there empty, ghostly, with creaking doors
and broken windows, their gardens overgrown with weeds.

AAre they vy o Bheh&dnever boanedes thesndwith the works, some
half a mileaway. Though had she been curious, she might have learnt that they were
known as AAl Il waybés Folly. o

AYour mot her 6% obwiel antstwemetdhe year | c:
gave them to herl thought it would interest herRerhaps it wouldfil had left her
to her own ways. o

-1

Why didndét they want them?0 she asked.

AThey did, at fiiTrhet-sedienstard the mypecrtas erdong
them. | made it a condition that they should be teetotallers, and chapel goers, and
everything elsehiat | thought good for theml.thought that | could save their souls

by bribing them with cheap rents and share of proftsd then the Union came, and
that of course finished it.o

So he, too, had thought to build Jerusalem.
AYes, 0 Nhled Islhisdo.uanbdout gi ving up his |1 odg

Joan lay awake for a long while that nigfithe moon looked in at the windowit

seemed to have got itself entangled in the tops of the tall piesld it not be her

duty to come badk make her father happy, to sagthing of the other.He was a

dear, sweet, lovablelad oget her, they might realize
blunders, plant gardens where the weeds now grew, drive out the old sad ghosts with
living voices.1 t had been a fi neu @hdeashgdidioweda 0 Ki
profiting by his mistakesBut might it not be carried further than even they had gone,
shaped into some noble venture that should serve the future.
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Was not her America here®/hy seek it furtherAWhat was this unknown Foe,

that, against all sense and reason, seemed driving her out into the wilderness to
preach. Might it not be mere vanity, mere egoismimost she had convinced
herself.

And then there flashed remembrance of her motBée, too, had laid aside herself;

had thought that love and duty could teach one to be other than ondheaggo

was the all important thing, entrusted to us as the talents of silver to the faithful
servant: to be developed, not for our own purposes, but for the service of the Master.

One di d no good by s inptiper encs & iprovgd taon e 0 s
strong. Marriage with Arthur would be only repeating the mistakéo be
worshipped, to be servett would be very pleasant, when one was in the mdad.

it would not satisfy herThere was something strong and fierce and primitive in her
natur@® something that had come down to her through the generations from some
harnesggirded ancestre8ssomething impelling her instinctively to choose the
fighter; to share with him the joy of lik, healing his wounds, giving him of her
courage, exulting with him in the victory.

The moon had risen clear of the entangling pinesode serene and free.

Her father came to the station with her in the mornifige train was not in: and they
walkedup and down and talked&Guddenly she remembered: it had slipped her mind.

ACoul d |, as a chil d, have kmdAwn | &rmasdl ¢
woul dndt hav édroppecimo Ghhdlsda Church one evening and heard

him preach; androthe way home | passed him again in the stréeteemed to me

that | had seen his face beforfdut not for many yearsl meant to write you about

it, but forgot. o

He had to turn aside for a moment to speak to an acquaintance about business.
AOh,paddxisbl e, 0 he ansivwéhraetd wans rheijso i nnai nmeg?

A do not know,He swaes annostwetrheedButiévgas | ar |
someone that | seemed to know quitedvd¢llh at | must have been

Al't may have beern,edsHeg ,amadvheorugh dahe gul
isnow.l 61 | tr yeardptshiink. s only your fanc

The train drew in, and he found her a corner seat, and stood talking by the window,
about common things.

AWhat did he preaacnexpectedyut 270 he asked he
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She was puzzled for the momenii O h , the ol d cl ergyman
recollecting.n Oh C &ll roads lgad to Calvary, he thoughit. was rather
i nteresting. o

She looked back at the end of the platfotde had not moved.

CHAPTER IX

A pile of correspondence was awaiting her and, standing by the desk, she began to
open and read itSuddenly she paused, conscious that someone had entered the room
and, turning, she saw Hild&&he must have left the door ajar, for she had heard no
sound. The child closed the door noiselessly and came across, holding out a letter.

APapa told me to give you t Qoashadnbtget mo me
taken off her thingsThe child must have been keeping a close wa&dwve for the
signature it contained but one | ine: #fAl h

Joan replaced the letter in its envelope, and laid it down upon the
desk. Unconsciously a smile played about her lips.

The child was watchinghen | 6 m gl ad you persuaded him

Joan felt a flush mount to her fac8he had forgotten Hilda for the instant.

She forced a laughi O h | only persuaded him to do
to do, 0 sli¢texwmlsaiamédsettl ed. o

ANo, it wasnodot , idMa s semavkredghnst itAad tioeh thdred .

was Mama, 0 she added in a | ower tone.

AWhat do you méd®dndodaskbd Wwoah.it?0

The child raised her eye3here was a dull anger inthei.Oh, what 6s t he
pretendi ngHe 0s h sHesogld ld the Prime Minister of England if

he chose But then he would have to visit kings and nobles, and receive them at his
house, and Man®a 0o She broke off with a passionate gesture of the small thin hands.
Joan was puzzled what to saghe knew exatly what she ought to say: what she

would have said to any ordinary chil@ut to say it to this uncannily knowing little

creature did not promise much good.

AWho told you | persuaded him?0 she ask
ANobody, 0 ansivlerlkmdewhe chil d.

Joan seatelerself, and drew the child towards her.
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Alt 1 sndét as ter r ifibMaen ya smeyno uw htoh ihnakv,ed rsih
high place in the world were married to kind, good women unable to share their
greatnessThere was Shakespeare, you know, whoma Anne Hathaway and had

a clever daughterShe was just a nice, homely body a few years older than
himself. And he seems to have been very fond of her; and was always running down

to Stratford to be with her. o

AYes, but he didodtobansgef®ddmapedbaoahidbdt,
wanted to come; and Papa would have | et
Eli zabeth unless she had been i nvited t

Joan wished she had not mentioned Shakesp@&aere had surely been others; men
who hal climbed up and carried their impossible wives withth@&wt she coul
think of one, just then.

AWe must help her, 0 shd ShrdweramkXi Daume w
Know. 0O

The child shookherheadi She doesnét unidferPeapandoodtsht
herr He says it woul d onl y The gsmatl halds werea n d
clenched.il s hal l hate her if she spoils his

The atmosphere was becoming tragioan felt the need of escaping from &he
sprang up.

A Oh, domé&tnshe angiivoshe foaaiher i sndt t he
woman not as clever as himselHe | s not goi ng Ana youret t h
mot her6s going to |l earn to be thd wife

I f they doeydvel idkaet htea |ghdltalkugpthevboti df her
t h e i wave of motherliness towards the entire Phillips family passed ovelther.
included Hilda. She caught the child to her and gave heraliuf.ou go back

school , 0 shen sas df, agitanals gedu can, so t h:
hi m. o
The child flung her arms about hein You6r e so beauti f ul a |l

sad.iYou can dlobdnmnsyot hgilnagd. you came. 0O

Joan laughedIt was surprising how easily the problemdhbeen solvedShe would
take Mrs. Phillips in hand at oncét all events she should be wholesome and
unobtrusive.It would be a delicate mission, but Joan felt sure of her own &
could see his boyish eyes turned upon her with wonder antudeati

Al was so afraid you would nofil beu dphtc kt
have gone this afternoon, but Papa | et
AYou will help?0 she added, fixing on J
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Joan promised, and the child wenmit. She looked pretty when she smileShe
closed the door behind her noiselessly.

It occurred to Joan that she would like to talk matters over with Greyidware was

ACl orindadso attitude to be decided upo
he himself would take.Of course he would be on-F6 s  sThekEeening
Gazettthad al ways supported the Aigas and wa
the peopleds food was sur eShgrangmnmygpamn e X
Miss Greysa answered, asking her to come round to dinner: they would be
alone. And she agreed.

The Greysons lived in a small house squeezed into an angle of the Outer Circle,
overl ooking Rtewpe charimgly FPuanishHed, chiefly with old
Chippendale.The drawingroom made quite a picturdt was homedike and restful

with its faded colouring, and absence of all show and overcrowdihgy sat there
after dinner and Mks Greysos \sas @paiding a pietesof adde w s .
embroidery she had bught back with her from Italy; and Greyson sat smoking, with

his hands behind his head, and his long legs stretched out towards the fire.

ACarl eton will want him to make hilsf foo
he prove pliable, and is willintp throw over his free trade principles, all well and
good. o

AWhat 6s Carl eton got to do with it?0 de

He turned his head towards her with an amused raising of the eyeldioisaa r | et o n

owns two Londorrcaedil ifan,do ilse iangweaty f
dozen others scattered about the provindésst politicians find themselves, sooner

or later, convinced by hisargumen®.hi | | i ps may prove the e
Al't would be rat htewe einn ttehreensjitdynsga, i fla Jfoi aghh
back Phillips. o

AHe mi ght win throflgéd® Mmheeda®r eps arm.
coud.But the odds will be against him.2o
Al dondt see it,o0 said Joan, with deci s

Al dm afraid you havenodét yet grasped t h

smile.iPhi |l lips speaks o0ccas.iCaretoh ddgreste f i \
every day a circle of five million read
AYes, but when Phil ltilpes whaelse spewrkt, r yh,eo

AThrough the medium of Carl eton and hi
i nfluence to permeate beyond the platfo
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ABut t hey r eplohrety hairse sbpoeuencdh etso., 06 expl air

ALt doe®em@ quite t hefPhaimel,iop sh eg oarss wheor e
iImpression that he has made a great success and has roused the ¢teiranyg
millions of other readers | earn from th
Speeché t Whtathesomadled t o him 6Loud Chee
HearTshhat five minutesdé hurricane of appl
and women leapt upon the benches and roared themselves hoarse, and which he felt
had settled the whole questidre searches for in vairA few silly interjections,

probably prear r anged by Carl etonbs young

I nt er r ulpetreportnissstri€tly truthful; but the impression produced is that
Robert Phillips has failed to carry even his owngleavith him. And then follow

leaders in fourteen widelgirculated Dailies, stretching from the Clyde to the
Severn, foretelling how Mr. Robert Phillips could regain his waning popularity by

the simple process of adopting Tariff Reform: or whatever tiepanacea of

Carl eton and Co. may, at the moment, h a

ADondt make us out all al nHbeoepheadsdi
odf ashi oned papers that do give their o]

AThey are not i ncramswearge di,n fAnaunmdb etr Ise 0 (
is. There is no reason why in another ten years he should not control the entire
popular press ofthecountiHe 6 s got t he genius and hebo

AThe cleverest thing he hars, dfisendayo thre
Post Up till then, the working classes had escaped Riviith theSunday Posthe

has solved the problenThey open their mouths; and he gives them their politics
wrapped up in pictures and gossipy pars

Miss Greyson rose and put awher embroidery.i B u t what 6s his o
sad.iHe must have more money than hle can

could understand it, if he had any beld]
AnOh, we can all per suade-ordamad sligtdtovaE the t h at
human r ace, O0fi Lhoev ea nosfwepg ewler i dVhyado out he b

Rockefellers and our Carnegies condemn themselves to the existence of galley
slaves, ruining their digestions so that they never can enjoy a squarelnteal.i s n 6 t
themoney;bs t he troubl e of t hieisthenbtarietyetee h o w

power that they areoutfo,. n Car |l et onds case, it 1s to
the throne; to know that he can make and unmake statesmen; has the keys of peace
and wa in his pocket; is able to exclaim: Public opinioh? i s | . 0

Al't can be a respectable ambition, 0 sug

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

77

Al't has been responsible foriEmesty wowforrma
conqueror meant to make it happy after he had finishedkung it about.We are

al | born with i tHe shifted hispsitiontamd reganded hdrevithi | . ©
criticaleyessAi Youdve got ifAil baard ys e&e hiet sian dt.he
the quivering of your nostriisYou bewar e of it. o0

Miss Greyson left themShe had to finish an articlel hey debated nClI
views; and agreed that, as a practical housekeeper, she would welcome attention
being given to t he dlaekgehingGarzetterduld suppert nat i
Phillips in principle, while reserving to itself the right of criticism when it came to
details.

AWhat 6s he | i ke i ni Yhoiundsveel fb?ede nh es eaesi knegd sk
havendt you?o

A Oh, a |littlieHedshabaolswteeley . sineasdHe r e ; a
wonoét stop at the bottom of the | adder

ABut hebdés quite commoin] 6vendhl eméet hbi m

ANo, thatoés preciselyiiwbat feeli $shat, dea
class, buthisownT he ¢l ass of the Abraham Lincol

AEngl andbés a di ff er efindo cpireotpyo sciotuinotns, of ohre
us. | doubt if we should accept even an Abraham Lincoln: unless in some supreme
crisis. Hswiferat her handicaps him, too, doesn?o

RnShe wasnot born to be the chobButai neds
not an official position. o

Al 6m not SO sure thiadat 68t ttabk riha@ttryrednia he |
England. We settle egrything round adinngr a bl e . 0

She was sitting in front of the fire in a hifpacked chair.She never cared to loll,
and the shaded light from the electric sconces upon the mantelpiece illumined her.

|l f the worl d -mwvaemag ed,opeddtyd ssg mtyaet o be,
the wife of la cParni nsee eMiynoius tgeirv.i ng such &

o0 N

I must talk to Mary, 0 he added, Asee
oung Under Secretary.o

<

1

Dondt give me i daghedJeabiiolvbem nay |sotuartni aol ni, sot

AThat 6s t he phAiYoyu Gorfe iwa sot ihneg stahied .most i r
your personality. You would do more good in a drawkngom, influencing the
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rulers, than you will ever do hiding behind a péinwas the drawingoom that made
the French Revolution. o

The firelight played aboutherhaii | suppose every woman dr
old French Salfhhe&®y smhestantsanee elldeelde gl or |
was leaning forward with claspedids.i Wh'y s houl dn &itT hseh er 2e0a shoe
that our drawinggooms have ceased to lead is that our beautiful women are generally
frivolous and our clever women unfeminin&/hat we are waiting for is an English
Madame Rol and. 0o

Joanlaughedi Perhagplsal | some day, 0 she answer
He insisted on seeing her as far as the ttugas a soft, mild night; and they walked

round the Circle to Gloucester Gatde thought there would be more room in the
buses at that point.

Al wish you woul d Aidvlamey dfatse neark,ein HMseu csha ic
you care to meet people, we can al ways

She promised that she woul8he always felt curiously at home with the Greysons.

They were passinthe long sweep of Chester Terrade.l ' T ke this nei
with its early Victdlitaml asames madkrees, dnes
good. dondédt know why. o

Al | i ke t he hdulshes,e 6tso @, & hha¥ cagca teden datb oauft
find such finedrawing ooms i n London. o

ADon6t forget your promi se,M hsehalelmitnedle
she may write to you.o

She met Carleton by chance a day or two later, as she was entering thefbffice.
want t o sadeandtaol heoup Wita hirs into his room.

AWe must stir the people up about this
his subjecti Phi | | i p s lioserslppdows everythindgd/é roust make the
country selsupporting. It can be doa and must.If a war were to be sprung upon

us we could be starved out in a mon@ur navy, in face of these new submarines,

is no longer able to secure ustance is working day and night upon thelihmay

be a bogey,oritmaynot. f 1t wosunlédt ,h asvhee us at her me
arisktorunYou | ive in the same Dbyousftenseei t h I
hi m?o

NnNot often, ©0 she answered.
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He was reading alettef You wer e dining there on Fri
asked her, wthout looking up.

Joan flushedWhat did he mean by cregxamining her in this way®She was not
at all used to impertinence from the opposite sex.

AYour information is quite correct, o sh

Her anger betrayed itself in her tone; and he shatfaglance at her.

Al didndt mean tdaAombeodl ybujénte aaMd.
be of the party, and he mentioned you. o
He threw aside theletten | 6 1 I t el |l you whatillt 6wamtotya

to objectto.Tellhi m t hat youdve sleamearstantdeis schedhe h ad
to be that the country should grow more and more food until it eventually becomes
self-supporting; and that the Government should control the distribufieti.him

t hat with améatsoddim hemasympat hy; HHend wo
pushed aside a pile of papers and, leaning across the desk, spoke with studied
deliberation.il f he can see his way to making h
we can work together. o

AAnd infotl?Ped sariggested Joan.

He fixed his large, colourless eyesupon h@rT hat 6 s wher e you ca
answeredi |l f he and | combine forces, we can
opposition that it is going to arous@/ithout a good Pressehs helpless; and where

IS he going to get his Press backing if he turns me ddwofh half a dozen Socialist

papers whose support will do him more harm than gdfdae will bring the working

class over to Protection | will undertake that the TarifffdReers and the
Agricultural Interest shall accept his Socialisthwill be a victory for both of us.

Al f he gain his end, wh at do the means
answerif Food may be dearer; the Unasahile can
the poor devil of a farm labourer will at last get fair treatméle can easily insist
uponthatWhat do you think, yourself?o0

ARAbout Protect ifiont,60s sohnee aonfs wehree di.ew sub
my mind about. o

He laughed.n Ywwill find all your pet reforms depend upon it, when you come to
wor k them ofuoguw deaenodstaildave a mini mum Wwe
price. o

They had risen.
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Al 61 | give him youirBume ds adgoen, 66t ssaeied hJiona
principles een for your supportl admit 1 tdés i mportant. o

nTal k 1t over Avwintdh bleiam, @ hhes s ai aniHed f or

took a step forward, which brought his
his | ifeds workhgbksbéosonpobyhi bgHe I s h.
will .o

Joan dropped a n ebbxeon hemrgtuon héhte,saying bpedlyotlsat | e t
she wished to see him; and he sent up answer asking her if she would come to the
gallery that evening, and meatrhafter his speech, which would be immediately
following the dinner hour.

It was the first time he had risen since his appointment, and he was received with
general cheersHe stood out curiously youthful against the background of-grey
haired and baltheaded men behind him; and there was youth also in his clear,
ringing voice that not even the vailike atmosphere of that shadowless chamber
could altogether rob of its vitalityHe spoke simply and godtumouredly, without

any attempt at rhetoric, relygnchiefly upon a crescendo of telling facts that
gradually, as he proceeded, roused the House to that tense stillness that comes to it
when it begins to think.

AA distinctly dangerous man, 0 Joan over
toafriend.i | f | di dndét hate hi m, I shoul d |

He met her in the corridor, and they walked up and down and talked, too absorbed to
be aware of the curious eyes that were turned upontbiema n gave hi m Ce
message.

Al't was cl ever ydu,ho mh#tfos make uesret oift t
el se, | 6d have published it. o
AYou dondét think it even worth consider

~

AProtection?0 he fifYlesss hdd vaeultld esea drinsfit uel inl leya
boy, while the old men told of it to one another, in thin, piping voices, round the
fireside; how the labourers were flung eigimdsixpence a week to die on, and the

men starved in the towns; while the farmers kept their hunters, and got drunk each
night on fine old crusted porDo you know what their toast was in the big hotels on

mar ket day, with the windows openltto t h.
would be their toast tanorrow, if they had their wayDoes he think | am going to

be a party to the putting of the peopl e

e morel fpoweef hr mew,

ABut the people ar
| d demand higher wages.

higherpries, they <cou
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AThey would never overtake théAadnfiat mer | a
word would always be withhimk am out to get rid of thi
Anot to establish theme @untrytads ¢heypperinma n et
Germany. The people are more powerdujust a little, because they are no longer
dependentontheland hey can say to the far mer, 0
figure, |1 0m goi mMdgoSouhAmériea, ts@noapd an,e xtito dROUOST S
I sndot a s at ilwdntaocseedEnglandhappyaridinealthy before | bother
about the Argentinelt drives our men into the slums when they might be living fine

| i ves i n Glaihecase 6f wae isnightdoasdstrous.There, | agree with

him. We must be able to shut our door without fear of having to open it ourselves to

ask for bread How would Protection accomplishthaf?i d he t el | you?«

ADondt eat meilo hlaavuegnhbetd bJleoeasionareind mt @n lyy u
a humble messengersuppose the argument is that, good profits assured to him, the
farmer would bustle up and produce mor e

ACan you see him bustling up?0 he answe
a body, and working théing out from the point of view of the publicwedl?6 | | t e |
you what ninegtenths of him would do: grow just as much or little as suited his own
purposes; and then go to slegjnd Protection would be his security against ever
being awakened. O

Al 6m cafyaau dondét | i ke him,d6 Joan commen
AnHe wil | be all right in his proper pla
told what to do, and t ur Nesdhemmeuwoes aependn i s
upon ProtectionYou cantellhimthatBut t hi s ti me, i1itds goi

the peopl e. o

They were at the far end of the corridor; and the few others still promenading were
some distance awayshe had not delivered the whole of her mess&ie crossed
to a seat, and he followedrheShe spoke with her face turned away from him.

AYou have got to considéHi sheftest wabkni
neutrality: it was help or opposition by every means in his powerleft me in no

kind of doubt as to thatHe 6 sus®ed t o being <chall enge
squeamish.You will have the whole of his Press against you, and every other
journalistic and political influence that he possess¢® 6 s getting a ho
working classesThe Sunday Pogtas an enormousie in the manufacturing towns;

and heds tal kinhrefyaou agttr caargg aenrod thgeh .t o

She very much wanted to look at him, but she would itadeemed to her quite a
time before he replied.
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AYes, 0O he answer ed,fightihimd 8Shallsrdatheroenjay dang o u g h
itt And i tdéds time Whathesromebmndyt domg enouc
be seen. 0

She turned and looked at him theBhe wondered why she had ever thought him
ugly.

AYou can face it,jodyshéed dldyofurheé i pedsi

Al't wondt be walsltheed ,l a Nidéd vasn sviemesd t f r om
a good land, a land where no man shall go hunfrpot I, another shall lead the
people into it.l shall have preparetite way . 0

She liked him for that touch of exaggeratidhe was so tired of the men who make
out all things little, including themselves and their own woAdter all, was it
exaggerationMight he not have been chosen to lead the people out of boralage t
a land where there should be no more fear.

AYoudre not angryilwhalwvemé?o beenaskied@., h

AAbomi nably rude, 0 she answered, Ay ouod:
embassy wi t 8he turnad toehimpand. tieir eyes mék.should have
despised you, if you hadndét, 0 she added

There was a note of exultation in her voice; and, as if in answer, something leapt into
his eyes that seemed to claim hBerhaps it was well that just then the bell rang for
a division; and the momé passed.

He rose and held out hishand.lWe wi | | fi ghAnbdi mpa bansa
t his, I f he asks, t Wartamentonay ag well cloge dewinr a i ¢
if a few men between them are to be allowed to own the entire Presscolititey,

and stifle every voice that does not shout theirbiddiMg havendt det hr o
to put up a newspaper Bodd.e s hal | have all the fight

They met more often from that day, for Joan was frankly using her two columns in
theSundy Posto propagate his aimsCarleton, to her surprise, made no
objection. Nor did he seek to learn the result of his ultimatuinlooked, they
thought, as if he had assumed acceptance; and was willing for Phillips to choose his
own occasion.Meanwtile replies to her articles reached Joan in weekly increasing
numbers. There seemed to be a wind arising, blowing towards Proteckamm
labourers, especially, appeared to be enthusiastic for its cofing their ilkspelt,
smeared epistles, one bated that, after years of doubt and hesitation, the$ had
however reluctanty arrived at the conclusion that without it there could be no hope
for them. Factory workers, miners, enginegrsore fluent, less apologefiowvrote

as strong supporters of Phillps s c h e me; but saw clearly
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success depende@&hopmen, clerl& only occasionally ungrammatiéalfelt sure

that Robert Phillips, the tried friend of the poor, would insist upon the boon of
Protection being no longer held back from ge®ple. Wives and mothers claimed

It as their c3imilardiews gobtisemdelves at the samgettime, into

t he correspondence col umns ofEvidetly | et or
Democracy had been throbbing with a passion for Proteiibarto unknown, even

to itself.

AHe means it ki ndlHe, d sl aoddgheead nRh imel iapns .
gracefully. We must have a public meeting or two after Christmas, and clear the
g r o u ihety had got into the habit of speaking in pheral.

Mr s . Phillipsds conversion Joan $heund n
had persuaded Phillips to take a small house and let her furnish it upon the hire

system.J oan went with her to the widely ad:
meaning to advise heBut, in the end, she gave it up out of sheer pitypr would

her advice have served much purpose, C «
provided for his patrons by Mr. Krebs,

AWedve naevheaomehaedx actly, 0 expl ained Mrs.
thetram.Al t 6s al ways b e e mNicel enodgh,song ®f,thern; put t o 1
you know what | mean; evelrygbedsl wagedba
' 1Tttl e housndhingginitNoankaswowt hings that vy

Oh, the things she was going to get fond ©fe things that her poor, round foolish

eyes gloated upon the moment that she saw thirah tried to enlist the shopman

on her side, descending ev® flirtation. Unfortunately he was a young man with a
high sense of duty, convinced that his
Phillips. The sight of the furniture that, between them, they selected for the -dining
room gave Joan a quitastinct internal pain.They ascended to the floor above,
devoted to t Reeherehélfawingi ¢ o mnsMif $ éisPlbi |l | i ps
instinctively fastened with passionate desire upon the most atrocioas. grew
vehement.It was impossible.

Akl ways was a one for cheerful <colours,

Even the shopman wavered.oan pressed her advantage,;
attention to something a little less awfbllrs. Phillips yielded.

AROf course you knoediPesthapdedr aosn ahéei ad,]
things. o

The victory was wonMrs. Phillips had turned away.he shopman was altering the
orderrJ oan moved towards the door, and acci
face. The flabby mouth was tremihf. A tear was running down the painted cheek.
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Joan slipped her hand through the other

A

Al 6 m
rival suites.

SO sure youbre not right after

ot
It is a bit mousey, that other. o

n
i
The order was once more correctethan had the consolation of witnessing the

childish delight that came again into the foolish face; but felt angry with herself at
her own weakness.

It was the womanos f kaly she Imad shewaspareof 1 r r i
fight, Joan could have been firrRoor feckless creature, what could have ever been
her attraction for Phillips!

She followed, inwardly fuming, while Mrs. Phillips continued to pile monstrosity

upon monstrosity.What would Phillips think?’And  what woul d Hil da
when they looked upon thegcherchérawingroom suite?Hilda, who would have

had no sentimental compunction§he woman would be sure to tell them both that

she, Joan, had accompanied her and helped in the chodkimgulole ghastly house

would be exhibited to every visitor as the result of their joint taStee could hear

Mr . Airliebs purring voice congratul ati

She ought to have insisted on their going to a decent shtogpmere advertisement

ought to have forearned her.It was the posters that had captured Mrs. Phillips:
those dazzIling apartments wher «lasslauf e we |
i nexpensi ve de sArtgts sught to Havevhore selkSpeet than.to

sell their talents forugeh purposes.

The contract was concluded in Mr. Krebs
a very thin voice, whose dream had always been to one day be of service to the
renowned Mr. Robert PhillipsHe was clearly under the impression that hericaw
accomplished itEven as Mrs. Phillips took up the pen to sign, the wild idea occurred

to Joan of snatching the paper away from her, hustling her into a cab, and in some
quiet street or square making the woman see for herself that she was a osé&less f

that the glowing dreams and fancies she had cherished in her silly head for fifteen
years must all be given up; that she must stand aside, knowing herself of no account.

It could be doneShe felt it. If only one could summon up the needful bruyalitf
only one could stifle that still, small voice of Pity.

Mrs. Phillips signed amid splutterings and blalean added her signature as witness.

She did effect an i mpr oOme nveardtg eions tahdev ipcoe
her to a voluble litk woman in the Earl 6s Court RoO:
Madame Phillipsds remar kabl e Hadknstdoab | anc
noticed it? Whatever suited the Baroness von Sieallowed by common consent
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to be one of the beslressed womemiLondor® was bound to show up Madame

Phillips to equal advantag&y curious coincidence a costume for the Baroness had

been put in hand only the day befotewas sent for and pinned upon the delighted
Madame Phillips Perfection! As the Baronesshere | f woul d al ways s
must be a framework for my personality. t mu s t n e Vhe suprentely r ud e
well-dressed womanDne never notices what she has on: that is the ltestemed

it was what Mrs. Phillips had always felt herseldan ould have kissed the voluble,
emphatic little woman.

But the dyed hair and the paint put up a fight for themselves.

n | want you to do s o meShdhadinyited lenrsgfftolbea a v e
with Mrs. Phillips, and they were alone in the smalltedpianelled room that they

were soon to say goduye to. The new house would be ready at Christnfas. t  wi | |
be a I|Iittle hard at first, o continued
have done itlt is a duty you owe to your position as thige of a great leader of the
peopl e. 0

The firelight showed to Joan a comically frightened face, with round, staring eyes
and an open mouth.

AWhat is it you want me to do?0 she fal
Al want you to be just your shepebpleowhs ai d
wi || win their r especS$he mowauddcrosseand séating m a
herself on the arm of Mrs. Phillipsbs c
hair and the rouged cheek.| want you to getred.ildt oif s mdt
worthyofyouuLeave it to the silly dolls and t

There was a long silencdoan felt the tears trickling between her fingers.
AYou havendt seen me, 0 came at | ast 1in
Joan bent down and kissedhé&rL et éry it, 0 she whispered

A little choking sound was the only answeBut the woman rose and, Joan
following, they stole upstairs into the bedroom and Mrs. Phillips turned the key.

It took a long time, and Joan, seated on the bed, remembered a nightheheax

taken a trapped mouse (if only he had been a quiet mouse!) into the bathroom and
had waited while it drownedt was finished at last, and Mrs Phillips stood revealed
with her hair down, showing streaks of dingy brown.

Joan tried to enthuse; binet words came haltinglyShe suggested to Joan a candle
that some wind had suddenly blown odte paint and powder had been obvious,
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but at least it had given her the mask of youstne looked old and withered.he
life seemed to have gone out of her.

AYou see, dear, I began when | was youn
methesamel dondt think | could live I|Iike t

The painted doll that the child fancied! the paint washed off and the golden hair all
turned to drab™ould onebesuref fAgetting used tAndit, o
the poor bewildered doll itselfHow coul d one expect to ma
Woman of t @necoBléanlp brese it

It ended in Joands pr omi si rrigndédwhowounld r odu
tell her of cosmetics less injurious to the skin, and advise her generally in the ancient
and proper art of fAmaking up. o

It was not the end she had looked fdoan sighed as she closed her door behind
her. What was the meaning of it®n the one hand that unimpeachable law, the
greatest happiness of the greatest number; the sacred cause of Democracy; the moral
Uplift of the people; Sanity, Wisdom, Truth, the higher Justice; all the forces on
which she was relying for the regeneratiothaf world all arrayed in stern demand

that the flabby, useless Mrs. Phillips should be sacrificed for the general @Qabd.

one voice had pleaded for foolish, helpless Mrs. Phdlipad had conqueredlhe

still, small voice of Pity.

CHAPTER X

Arthur spang himself upon her a little before Christma$e was full of a great
project. It was that she and her father should spend Christmas with his people at
Birmingham. Her father thought he would like to see his brother; they had not often
met of late, ad Birmingham would be nearer for her than Liverpool.

Joan had no intention of being lured into the Birmingham parl8ae thought she
could see in it a scheme for her gradual entanglemBesides, she was highly
displeased.She had intended asking Hather to come to Brighton with heAs a
matter of fact, she had forgotten all about Christmas; and the idea only came into her
head while explaining to Arthur how his impulsiveness had interfered with
it. Arthur, crestfallen, suggested telegrami$. would be quite easy to alter
everything; and of course her father would rather be with her, wherever iBuas.

it seemed it was too lateShe ought to have been consultegdl.sudden sense of
proprietorship in her father came to her assistance and goltbds to her
indignation. Of course, now, she would have to spend Christmas aeimewas far

too busy to think of BirminghamShe could have managed BrightoAtgument
founded on the length of journey to Birmingham as compared with the journey to
Brighton she refused to be drawn intder feelings had been too deeply wounded
to permit of descent into detail.
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But the sinner, confessing his fault, is entitled to forgiveness, and, having put him
back into his proper place, she let him kiss her h&fte even went further and let

him ask her out to dinneAs the result of her failure to reform Mrs. Phillips she was
feeling dissatisfied with hersellt was an unpleasant sensation and somewhat new
to her experienceAn eveni ng s p e rany might doAer goodihed s c o
experiment proved successfuHe really was quite a dear boyEyeing him
thoughtfully through the smoke of her cigarette, it occurred to her how like he was
to Guidods painting of St . S @ beadiful,i a n ;
almost feminine, faceThere always had been a suspicion of the saint about him
even as a boy: nothing one could lay hold of: just that odd suggestion of a shadow
intervening between him and the world.

It seemed a favourable opportunity téoirm him of that fixed determination of hers:
neved in all probabilityd to marry: but to devote her life to her workhe was

feeling very kindly towards him; and was able to soften her decision with touches of
gentle regretHe did not appear in the ldagpsetBut o0t hought & t hat
demand, later on, that she should change her mind: that was if fate should offer her
some noble marriage, giving her wider opportunity.

She was a little piqued at his unexpected attitude of aloofiélat did he mean by
a fAnobl ed tomamDukejonsgmeething of that sort?

He did not think the candidature need be confined to Dukes, though he had no
objection to a worthy DukeHe meahany really great man who would help her and
whom she could help.

She promised, somewhat shortly, to consider the matter, whenever the Duke, or other
class of nobleman, should propose to h&trpresent no sign of him had appeared
above the horizonHer own idea was that, if she lived long enough, she would
become a spinstetJnless someone took pity on her when she was old and decrepit
and past her work.

There was a little humorous smile about his mowht his eyes were serious and
pleading.

A Wh ehna | sl |l know that you are old and dec

She was not quite sur&he thought it would be when her hair was §rey rather
white. She had been informed by experts that her peculiar shade of hair went white,
not grey.

Al shall asmke whent gomar hwyifirMaiys |[vPhoi t e, O

It did not suggest any overwhelming impatienGeY e s, 0 s h2l answese ey
havenot married yourself, and forgotten
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~

Al shall keep you to your promise, 0 he

She feltthe time had come to speak serioustyl want you to marry
be happy.l shal I be troubled i f you dondt. o

He was looking at her with those shy, worshipping eyes of his that always made her
marvel at her own wonderfulness.

Al t neehdatnodt hdedi bth swewlkd. be beauti ful t«
that | might serve youBut | am quite happy, loving you.et me see you now and
then: touch you and hear your voice. o0

Behind her drawsdown lids, she offered up a little prayer that shight always be
worthy of hishomageShe di dndét know it would make

She walked with him to Euston and saw him into the tr&ie. had given up his
lodgings and was living with her father at The Pin€sey were busy on a plan for
securing the capperation of the workmen, and she promised to run down and hear
all about it. She would not change her mind about Birmingham, but sent everyone
her love.

She wished she had gone when it came to Christmas Dhay feeling of loneliness
wasgrowing upon her.The Phillips had gone up north; and the Greysons to some
relations of theirs: swell country people in Hampshkéssie was on a sea voyage
with Sam and his mother, and even Madge had been struck homidelppened

to be a Sundaypo, of all days in the week, and London in a drizzling rain was just
about the limit. She worked till late in the afternoon, but, sitting down to her solitary
cup of tea, she felt she wanted to howtom the basement came faint sounds of
laughter. Her landlord and lady were entertaining guedtghey had not been, she
would have found some excuse for running down and talking to them, if only for a
few minutes.

Suddenly the vision of old Chelsea Church rose up before her with its little motherly
old pewopener. She had so often been meaning to go and see her again, but
something had always interfere&he hunted through her drawers and found a
comparatively sobecoloured shawl, and tucked it under her clo@ke service was

just commencing wherhe reached the churciMary Stopperton showed her into a
seat and evidently remembered her]l want t o see you after
and Mary Stopperton had smiled and nodd€He service, with its need for being
continually upon the move, boreceth she was not in the mood for iAnd the
sermon, preached by a young curate who had not yet got over his Oxford drawl, was
uninteresting.She had half hoped that the wheezy old clergyman, who had preached
about Calvary on the evening she had firsitetk the church, would be there
again. She wondered what had become of him, and if it were really a fact that she
had known him when she was a child, or only her faritwas strange how vividly
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her memory of him seemed to pervade the little chuBite had the feeling he was
watching her from the shadowShe waited for Mary in the vestibule, and gave her

the shawl, making her swear on the big key of the church door that she would wear
it herself and not give it awayThe little old pewo p e n e r ansl white fack
flushed with delight as she took it, and the thin, wandkn hands fingered it
admiringly. iBut | may |l end it?0 she pleaded.

They turned up Church Streetoan confided to Mary what a rotten Christmas she
had had, all by herself, withoat soul to speak to except her landlady, who had
brought her meals and had been in such haste to get away.

Al dondét know what madfel dme & d i Shegavef | ydiut
the little old lady a hugMary laughed.An Wher e ar e wyouwe@agiired@ on
asked.

A Oh, I dondét mind so ArMuccw tnhoau, 0l Gawmes weda e
face, | shall go home and go to bed ear

They walked a little way in silenceMary sl i pped hefiYband
woul dndét car e htaov ec oamebihtonoef asnudpoper wi th
she asked.

AOh, may | ?20 answered Joan.

Maryds hand gave JdHidanmowoadki mihed $dqqueaas:s
shesadi They do someti mes of a Sunday even

AYou dondt meanana party?0 asked Jo

ANo, dear, 0 falntsaverend! WMaaosrye or two who h
Joan laughedShe thought she would be a fit candidate.

AYou see, it makes company for me, 0 exp

Mary lived in a tiny house behind a strip of gardéinstoodin a narrow side street
between two publihouses, and was covered with ivig.had two windows above
and a window and a door belowhe upstairs rooms belonged to the churchwardens
and were used as a storehouse for old parish registers, deemed\dliigleMary
Stopperton and her bedridden husband lived in the two rooms bilary.unlocked

the door, and Joan passed in and waitddry lit a candle that was standing on a
bracket and turned to lead the way.

AShall |l shut the door?0 suggested Joan
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Mary blushed like a child that has been found out just as it was hoping that it had not
been noticed.

Alt doesndét mattenThegaknewd shet bepl &i
i n. 0O

The little room looked very cosy when Mary had made up the fire and lighted the
lamp. She seated Joan in the worn horsehair-eaayr; out of which one had to be
careful one did not slip on to the floor; and spread her handsome shawl over the back
of thedilapidated sofa.

AYou wond6t mind my runni nigl aswhaayl If oonlay n
next room. 0O

Through the thin partition, Joan heard a constant shrill, complaining v&i¢anes,
it rose into an angry growlMary looked in at the dao

A

Al 6m J ust running round #@Hi & hme diocitoeg 0
come.l shandét be | ong. o

Joan offered to go in and sit with the inval@Blut Mary feared the exertion of talking
might be too much forhimi He get s s o0 eined. Sheslgppedouts he e
noiselessly.

It seemed, in spite of its open door, a very silent little house behind its strip of
garden.Joan had the feeling that it was listening.

Suddenly she heard a light step in the passage, and the room door ofagidd.
entered.She was wearing a large black hat and a black boa round herBetakeen
them her face shone unnaturally whitéhe carried a small cloth baghe started,
on seeing Joan, and seemed about to retreat.

A Oh, pl ease doniMr Sigppperton hasrjustegdne huna@ to the
doct 8héswondét dmeal ®6ngend of hers. o

The girl took stock of her and, apparently reassured, closed the door behind her.

AWhat 6s -rhiegHtike dme asked, with ahejerk
next room. She placed her bag carefully upon the sofa, and examined the new shawl
as she did so.

Awell, | gather heds a I|little fretful,o
AThat 6s a bad fsMegann sO hsead sd Shelsmdtadjhegselfb. et t e r
the sofa and fingered theshadl.Di d you give it her?0 she
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AYes, 0 admnmilt read hkoardr.ancied her in it.o
AShedl | only pawn it,o0o said the girl, 0
Al felt a bit afraid o pronisemottopartwathuittsh ed J
h e eally very ill, her husband?o

AOh, yes, thelrieedwse ntoh insaa ktei m&, badnstiwengdf
i f he wasndt. o

AOh, 1 tds only whatoés known all i8taedbsth
had a pretty rough time with himl wi ce | 6ve found her gett

for the night by sitting on the bare floor with her back against the wizt sold

every stick in the placeandgoneof.ut shedd al ways ltwasme e X
sure to be half her fault MNovd sthheed so tgoetr
6rewardd accor di nHeard he wds @ying io avaeksase, ar@u n t .
must fetch him home and nurse him backtolfete e ms hed6s getting
everydayyNow t hat he candét do anything el se.

Al't doesndét seem to depress her spirits
g

A Oh, Sshteedls al | righHauvui agr ebad thaeae
look after fortwentyf our hours a day that <cané

She examiad Joan awhile in silencéi Ar e you on the stage?0

ANO, 0 answidmnmed myoandt Reyowas.

AThought you | ooked fal dom ti n itkbeé S cth et tssari
being in service orsaw foshiop.othatds a
ABut youdll get oufiYouuovbagpd shggasted

The girl flushed with pleasurelt was a striking face, with intelligent eyes and a
mobile, sensitive mouthi Oh, yes, 0 s he s alifedljt. Bathbouc oul d
dondt get oOoWExcefptt md @h@rus.e. 0

Joan looked athei | t hought that sort of thing w

The girl shrugged her shoulde.Not i n my s h ofpA noy hschve, aints w
the only chance | ever hatfVishs o met i mes It dwa sa kgewi tid .a g

O

They must have felt sfuNMextyotui nceo uiltd waiclt
ffer.o
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The girl shookherheadi Ther ed6s no next time, 0 she s
one of the standffs. Plent y of ot hers to take your pl

A Oh, | dondt bl ainmhet tihsennd,t0 as hteh iandgd etdo. b e
your head.l thoughtitalloutDon 6t know now Soamhethingindideci ded
me, | suppose. o0

Joan found herself poking the frd& Have you known Mary St o
asked.

N

Oh, yes, 0 angweredinhbe gdDwkE. been on my

N

Did you talk it over with her?0 asked

ANo, 0 answeffledmayhehavia $jegadtt the Bert 1
advice. o

Al dm gl ad you didnét do it,o said Joan:
The girlgave ashortlaugii Af r ai d | wasnodét thinking mt

ANo, 0 s diBditJmam.haps t hadh® are fougl@& withoaty t h e
thinking. o

Mary peeped round the dooBhe had been lucky enough to find the doctorShe
disappeared again, and they talked about themselVee. girl was a Miss
Ensor. She lived by herself in a room in Lawrence Street.

Al @dmt good at getting on with people, 0O

Mary joined them, and went st rSheislgpbkt t o
her head at the contents, which consisted of a small, filmaiyng meat pie in a tin
dish, and two pale, flat mince tsurt

nlt doesnot nourish yoadaYouweapnpuédo hawmyg
yourself a nice bit of meat with the sa

AAnd you would have had al/l t heid Thatubl ¢
only wants warming up. o

ABut I | i @@ koowj ndeawgyi el Oh egrreudnsb | rea iMmat
war ming things up.o

The girllaughedfi You dondét have to gdolbdht borngo
next time; and you shall doau gratin 0
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Mary put the indigestibldooking pasties it the oven, and almost banged the

door. Miss Ensor proceeded to lay the tabR. How many, do you t
asked.Mary was doubtful.She hoped that, it being Christmas Day, they would have
somewhere better to go.

Al passed ol d ¢ Btundwbspatingawdy toShyee menland @ dog u
out side t hel Woxpedcdts heenddl. | t ur Shelapfodo t ho
four, leaving space for more if need ba.| cal l It the 6Cadg
explained, turning to Joarii We b r i n gctualg) and Manytooks them for us

and waits on us; and the more of us the merryayu look forward to your Sunday
evening parties, dondédt you?0 she asked

Mary laughed.She was busy in a corner with basins and a saucép&f cour s e
do,dea i e, 0 shél amewat ewdys been fond of <co

There came another opening of the do#r little hairy man enteredHe wore
spectacles and was dressed in bladk. carried a paper parcel which he laid upon
the table.He looked a little doubtiuat Joan.Mary introduced themHis name was
Julius Simson.He shook hands as if under protest.

ARAs friends of Mary StoppertomButinahe s ali
matters of moment | expect we are as far asunder asthe pstigsdfo t he Peopl

AWe ought to be comr adesilo, athosowne rand tJroyal
the People. o

AYou and your class, 0 said Mr. Si mson,
as they remember that they are the People, and keep thear plagd at the

bottom.| am for putting the People at the |
AThen they wil!/ be the AJpmpdkerl Crhays ssetsi, |0l
on fighting for the rights of the | ower
Aln this world, 0o expl ai nele Mabter.TheSonlyns o n ,
guestion is who.o

Mary had unwrapped the paper parckl.t contained haHbwa sl
would you |ike it done?0 she whispered.

Mr. Simson consideredThere came a softer look into hiseyédsHow di d you
| ast tasked?l0t hcame up brown, |l remember,

ABraised, 0 suggested Mary.

AThat 6s t he wor d,foBrag tdeasdtchédIwhile Mary tacko n .
things needful from the cupboard, and commenced to peel an onion.
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AThat 6s thessmetdébpadi makf t heoakfmudp!| e, O
not be sure whether he was addressing her individually or imaginary
thousands.iLi kes wor ki dgi hbks 8abehwag. born t
s e r v &e seated himself beside Miss Ensortbe antiquated sofalt gave a
complaining groan but held out.

ADid you have a good h&aweJyouthe oqitilhe
waving yourarms aboutia d né6t ti me to stop. O

ANot many, 0 adnfiA t&hdr iMrtYoegsosmySatob.crowd
that interrupts you and tries to be funnipead to their own interestd. t 6 s s | ow

by

wor k. o

AWhy do you do it?0 asked Miss Ensor.
ADamned i f | know, 0 aburstefeandodri ®anotSi mslop
IsupposeL, ost me j ob again. oo

AThe old story?0 suggested Miss Ensor.

AThe old story, aOsegbédt Me. c8smemer s ha
last Wednesday when | was speaking on the Embankrhkeaird my opaion of the
mi ddl e cl asses?o0

=1

Well, you candt expect O6em to I|i ke it,

ANo, 0 admitted Mr . fASitndsso no nW itytd N agteurfreargda g i
finish between me and the Bourgeoisover them with ridicule andonitempt and
they hit back at me in the only way the

ARTake care they dondét get the best of vy

A Oh, |l 6m not afnaiod )] 0o glee¢ amowbdeed.pl ac
tme. The only thing | 6mgvowomand. Gabout i s 1
ADoesndt agree with you?0 inquired Miss
A Oh, It 1 sndt AtBuat ,sd eldeYoud knawgkays dfehvetid .

me is going to be a bit too uncertainforhBrer haps sheds right. o
AOh, why donét youErmfarck idgi vwe atdlve sBau M

Mr. Simson shook his headi So mebody 6 s
el

ot t ol Tted cl k [teh etn
the truth about t hems S

g
vVes, to their f a

AYes, but it needndét be you, 0 suggested
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Mary was leaning over the tabléliss Ers o r 6 genfiyveakrand ham pie was

ready. Mary arranged it in front of heri E a t It whil e itébs |
counsellediil t wondét be so indigestible. o

Miss Ensorturnedtohef Oh, you t al k filderthe m, e &h el @s
again,and is losing his girl: all because of his silly politidse | | hi m heds g
sense and stop it.o

Mary seemed troubledEvidently, as Miss Ensor had stated, advice was not her
ine.APerhaps heds got to do it, dearie, o

AWhat mtheawohbhy got to do i iwboéscmakmed
do it, except himself?o0

Mary flushed.She seemed to want to get back to her cooking.t 6 s s omet hi n

us, dearie, 0 she thought: At hat nobody
AThat tedllls a&lilm tthoatt t waddIfeHav ed eymawn dlreda
hi m?o

ANo, deari e, daBMary edmett eQrt dhse gwootu lidtnsd t
to do it.o

Miss Ensor gave a gesture of despair and applied herself to h@i@dirsute face
of Mr. Simson had lost the foolish aggressiveness that had irritateddeaeemed
to be pondering matters.

Mary hoped that Joan was hungdoan laughed and admitted that she wad. t 0 s
t he smell of all t h eMary prongsedtitthoutdgaon e s h e
ready, and went back to her corner.

A short, dark, thickset man entered and stood looking round the rodhe frame
must once have been powerful, but now it was shrunken and emadiatedhabby,
threadbare clothes hung loosely from skt@oping shouldersOnly the head seemed
to have retained its vigourThe face, from which the long black hair was brushed
straight back, was ghastly whiteOut of it, deep set beneath great shaggy,
overhanging brows, blazed the fierce, restless eyesfahatic. The huge, thin
lipped mouth seemed to have petrified itself into a savage ddargave Joan the
idea, as he stood there glaring round him, of a hunted beast at bay.

Miss Ensor, whose bump of reverence was undeveloped, greeted him chesrfully
Boanerges. Mr. Simson, more respectful, rose and offered his small, grimy
hand. Mary took his hat and cloak away from him and closed the door behind
him. She felt his hands, and put him into a chair close to the Arel then she
introduced him taJoan.
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Joan started on hearing his nanitewas one well known.

AThe Cyril B a pShe had ofieh wondete@ what fiekmagtit be like.
AThe Cyril Baptiste, 0 he answered, I n a
her almost like ablowid The at hei st the gaol bird,

anttChrist. | 6 ve hoof s $halld talke afimyddots &nd show them to
you? | tuck my tailinsidemycoatYy ou canodot d$ée@emyulhotmem
tomyheadThat §s| wiwear my hair | ong: to hide

Mary had been searching in the pockets of his clodke had found a paper
bag. i You mustndét get exci t e dworahaaduponkisai d,

shoulder; fior youd6ll bring on the bl eed
AAye, 0 he answered, Al must Hwouldmakee f ul
a fine text, that, for their sermons. o

He lapsed into silence: his almost transparent hands stretched out towards the fire.

Mr. Simson fidgeted.The quiet of the room, bkoen only by Maryaods
activities, evidently oppressed him.

APaper going wall pfsen?0ehd askegsel f. 0O

nlt stil | sell s, 0 answered the propri e
of The Rationalist

A | l i ke tydu eare avritingi anl tiees History of SuperstitionQuite
il luminating, 06 remarked Mr. Simson.
Altds many a year, |l am afraid, to the

AThey afford much food for reflection,
myselfgoas far as you do in including Chris

Mary frowned at him; but Mr. Simson, eager for argument or not noticing, blundered
on:od

AWhet her we accept the miracul ous expl

Simson, in his best skec or ner v oi c e, Aor whet her, W
whose name for the moment escapes me, we regard Him merely as a man inspired,

we must , |l think, admit that His teachi
The fanatic turned upon himsorfic el 'y t hat Mr . Si msonés ar

the posture of defence.
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ATo the poor ?0 t he fAdllod trhaen palomo & th ag h rhiee
power of resistance to oppression by his vile, submissive creed! that he has drugged
into passiveacceptance of every evil done to them by his false promises that their
sufferings here shall win for them some wonderful reward when they are\téed.

has been his teaching to the po®@6w your backs to the lash, kiss the rod that scars

your flesh. Be ye humble, oh, my peoplde ye poor in spirit.Let Wrong rule
triumphant through the worldRaise no hand against it, lest ye suffer my eternal
punishments.Learn from me to be meek and lowlizearn to be good slaves and

give no trouble to your tasasters.Let them turn the world into a hell for yoorhe

gravéd the grave shall be your gate to happiness.

AHel pf ul Heapfulthteeir ulers to their ownerg.hey take good care

that Christ shall be well taughtTheir fat priests shall éar his message to the

poor. The rod may be broken, the prison door be forded Christ that shall bind

the people in eternal fetter&€ hr i st , the | ackey, the | acl

Mr. Simson was visibly shockedEvidently he was less familiar witihhe opinions
of The Rationalisthan he had thought.

Al really must protédbob, whaxeveir mewd oMg. u
may have been twisted, Christ Himself | regard as divine, and entitled to be spoken
of with reverence His whole life, Hs suffering® 0

But the old fanaticbébs vigour had not ye

AHIi s sufferingdsDwe shesufnfterrirrugptedti tl e a
divine? If so,soalsoamlaGod. o o k aHe stimetched out his long, thin arms

with their claw-like hands, thrusting forward his great savage head that the bony,
wizened throat seemed hardly strong enough to iedke al t h, honowur , |
had them oncel had wife, children and a hom&low | creep an outcast, keeping to

the shadows, @hthe children in the street throw stones at mbirty years | have

starved that | might preachlThey shut me in their prisons, they hound me into
garrets. They jibe at me and mock me, but they cannot silence\ieat of my

life? Am | divine?0

Miss Ensor, having finished her supper, sat smoking.

AWhy must you pridachdoe sntbod osEieaedata pay
curious smile about the girlds | ips as

He turned to her with his last flicker of passion.

i Be c aus adwa bornhandsfor this cause came | into the world, that | should
bear witness unto the truth, 0o he answer
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He sank back a huddled heap upon the cHaiere was foam about his mouth, great

beads of sweat upon his foreheddlary wiped them away whita corner of her apron,

and felt again his trembling hand&. O h pl ease donodot talk t
pl eaded, Anot t i IShe fdicked ker fine shawh and pinpadtp e r
round him. His eyes followed her as she hovered about Htor.the first time, since

he had entered the room, they looked human.

They gathered round the tabl®r . Baptiste was still pil
shawl. It lent him a curious dignity.He might have been some ancient prophet
stepped from the pages ottfralmud. Miss Ensor completed her supper with a cup

of tea and some | ittle cakes: MAjust to

The ol d fanaticds e yTeese wpsabnesetide siggestionof a c e
a smile about the savage mouth.

A Astrangesuppgs ar t y, ol Gyer islaitdh.e Apostate; and
the High Priests and the Pharisees; and Inez a dancer before the people; and Joanna
a daughter of the rulers, gathered together in the house of one Mary a servant of the
Lord. o

AAre you, too, a Christian?0 he asked o

ANot yet, 0 ABstwel eldo P e aShespdkewithoot thiekingd,ay . 0
not quite knowing what she mearidut it came back to her in after years.

The talk grew lighter under the influence o Ma r y 0 s Mr.cBaptisteicoulg be
interesting when he got away from his fanaticism; and even the apostolic Mr. Simson
had sometimes noticed humour when it had chanced his way.

A message came for Mary about ten ob6cl
whispered it to her at the dodvlary apologized.She had to go ouflThe party broke

up. Mary disappeared into the next room and returned in a shawl and bonnet,
carrying asmall brown paperparcel. oan wal ked with her as -

AA |Tittle child i s cShewasquite excitedhaboutégton f i d e

Joanthoughtil t 6s curious, 0 she said, Aone so
on ChristmasBy . O

They were passingalamp.oan had never seen a face |
looked, just then.

Al't always seems to me Christos birthda

They had reached the corndoan could see her bus in the diseanc
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She stooped and kissed the little withered face.
ADondt stop, 0 she whispered.

Mary gave her a hug, and almost ran awdgan watched the little chilike figure
growing smaller.It glided in and out among the people.

CHAPTER Xl

In the spring, Joanta Mr s . Dentonds reglwsstogotwmnder
Paris. Mrs. Denton had meant to go herself, but was laid up with sciatica; and the
matter, she considered, would not brook of any delay.

Altds rather a del i $hawalying ons couah g ber greats h e
library, and Joan was seated by hersidld. want someone who <ca
houses and mix with educated people on their own level; and especially | want you

to see one or two women: they count in Frarideu knowFr ench pretty w
you?o

A Oh, suf fi ci e n tTheyoneahind lmeamother hasl doae fa der had
been to talk French with her when she was a child; and at Girton she had chummed
on with a French girl, and made herself tolerably perfect.

AYu wi |l | not go as a journalist, o0 conti
of mine, whose discretion | shall vouch fdrwant you to find out what the people |

am sending you among are thinking themselves, and what they consider ought to be
done. If we are not very careful on both sides we shall have the newspapers whipping

us i nto war .o

The perpetual Egyptian trouble had cropped up again and the Carleton papers, in
particular, were already soundingthetocsthar | et ondés ar guhlhhent w
to fall upon France and crush her, before she could develop her supposed submarine
menace.His flaming posters were at every cornBxery obscure French newspaper

was being ransacked for Alnsults and Pi

ARA section of t hael [Pairti sc aPr etsos hiesl pd ohiinng,
Mrs.Denton.il t doesndét seem to matter to the
opportunity, and that, if Russia comes in, it is bound to bring Audfiaope will

pay dearly one day for the luxury of @fe Pr es s . 0O

ABut youbdbre surely not suggesting any
worl dés history?0 exclaimed Joan.
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AOh, but | am, 0 answered the dlNbtl adye nw
Carleton would be allowed to incite to murdearson.| would have him prosecuted

for inciting a nation to war.o

AWhy is the Press al way si Acoc ceradgienrg ftoor tw
account, war doesn6t pay them.o

Al dondét suppose it does: ArBathelpdthamaac t | vy ,
establish their position and get a tighter hold upon the pullar does pay the
newspaper in the long runThe daily newspaper lives on commotion, crime,
lawlessness in generalf people no longer enjoyed reading about violence and
bloodshed half their occupation, and that the most profitable half would be gone.

Is the interest of the newspaper to keep alive the savage in human nature; and war
affords the readiest means of doingti'sou candét do much to i1
of gruesome murders and loathsome assaults, beyond giving all possible
advertisement to them when they do occBut you can preach war, and cover

yourself with glory, as a patriot, at t
Al wonder how many of my ioahéid!| salwialyls hue
to regard the Press as the modern pul pi
AThe old pulpit became an evil, the mom
Mrs. Denton.ii | t originated persecution and ir

another. It, too, preached ar for its own ends, taught superstition, and punished
thought as a crimeThe Press of tolay is stepping into the shoes of the medieval

priest. | t ai ms at establishing the worst k
minds. They pretend to fightamgn t hems el ves, but 1 tds r.
corporation. The Institute of Journalists will soon be followed by the Union of
Newspaper Proprietors and the few independent journals will be squeezed
out. Already we have German shareholders on Engligiensa and English capital

is interested in the St. Petersburg Prdssvill one day have its International Pope

and its school of cosmopolitan cardinal
Joan laughedi | can see Carleton rather Aflancyi
must tell PHilips what you sayHe 6 s out f or @Govefnmenhby wi t |
Parl i ament or Government by Press is go

ARGood man, o s d&ild mMrga.i tY&udal e inoro mesthat the
next revolution has got to be against thed3r And it will be the stiffest fight
Democracy has ever had. o

The old lady had tired herselloan undertook the missioshe thought she would
rather enjoy it, and Mrs. Denton promised to let her have full instructisims would
writeto herfriend i n Paris and prepare them for
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Joan remembered Folk, the artist she ha
to walk with her on the terrace at St. Germain, and tell her more about her
mother. She looked up his address on her retuméncand wrote to him, giving him

the name of the hotel in the Rue de Grenelle where Mrs. Denton had arranged that
she should stayShe found a note from him awaiting her when she arrived tlze.

thought she would like to be quiet after her journéle would call round in the

morning. He had presumed on the privilege of age to send her someTihey.had

been her motherflBordaivownr i Fel K| owlke . gr ea
them himself, and placed them in her dressogmn, so Madamaformed her.

It was one of the halflozen old hotels still left in Paris, and was built round a garden
famous for its mighty mulberry tre&She breakfasted underneath it, and was reading
there when Folk appeared before her, smiling and with his hatimand. He
excused himself for intruding upon her so soon, thinking from what she had written
him that her first morning might be his only chané¢¢e evidently considered her
remembrance of him a feather in his cap.

n We ol d fell ows tfeel mas,|l ihdweurmsiadpg g, t
explained.n We ar e gratef ul when Youth throws

AYou told me my comingt woeed dyeaks, ¢ odio 4

him.ilt makes us albosutaltlhet rseaante yaogue .as | u
He laughedi Don o6t be surprised, o he said, i
call you Lena. o

Joan had no appointment till the afternodrhey drove out to St. Germain, and
haddéjeunerat a small restaurant opposite the Chateau; and afterwardsrtieds
on to the terrace.

AWhat was my mother doing in Paris?0 as

AShe was studying f dirPatrhe swassgd,hcee Menlan
days. | was at J Wk aceedtdgethes for same oharityhad always

been fond ofit. An American manager who was present offered us both an
engagement, and | thought it would be a change and that | could combine the two
arts. o

AAnd it was here that you proposed to h
AJust by that tree t hpatingwighhismnelittiewayr d, o
aheadil t hought that i n Armighthavaifyouw fdtheget a
hadndét cdmevoaldemg.i f he remembers me. 0
ADid you ever see her again, after her
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ANo, 0 he naMes wesreadd .t o write to o8hehadnot he
got into the habit of looking upon me as a harmless sort of thing to confide in and
askadviceafwhi ch she never took. 0

AForgi ve meY®u hmustairde member tTheythadl am
reached the tree that leant a little forward beyond its fellows, and he had halted and
turned so thathewas facinghé&.Di d she and yourWdsaheher ¢
happy?o0

Al dondét think she Wi&$ eh av@apAs adhilddleanwd r. e d
remember her singing and laughing about the house, and she liked always to have
people about herUntil her iliness camelt changed her very muclBut my father

was gentleness itself, to the end. o

They had resumed their strolk seemed to her that he looked at her once or twice a
little oddly without speaking.i Wh a t caused your mot her O
abruptly.

The question troubled heit struck her with a pang of seléproach that she had

always been indifferent to henot her 6 s Il ness, regardi
imaginary. il t was ment al rather thafml pmgwser:
knew what brought it about. o

Again he looked at her with that odd, inquisitive expressiotbhe never got
it?0 he asked.

A Oh, there were times, o0 answered Joan,
again.But | dondét think UWrmlees®weirt qwag et gwd
sheaddedi They tol d me she seemed muchl bett e
wasaway at Cambridge at the time. OO

APoor dear | ady, 0 Ared spmd dr, Jddseemedhitoveeaey .y
be talking to himselfSuddenly heturnedtoheii How i s t he dear f el

Again the question troubled heEhe had not seen hfather since that weeénd,

nearly six months ago, when she had ran down to see him because she wanted
something fromhimn He f el t my mot her s de@aBit ver
heds well enough in health. o

ARemember me t 0Aihd hirph Bthartk éim $omall thaose years of
love and gentleness. dondét think he wild.l be off enct

He drove her back to Paris, and she promised to come and see him in his studio and
let him introduce her to his artist friends.
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A | shall tryl twarw ny oyibRio lolwveeirg s i di | | nev
world. They appeal only to mMendveleup.lhisAri ons ¢
that is going to civilize mankind; broaden his sympathidg. speaks to him the

common language of his loves,dis eams, reveals to him th

Mr s . Dentondés friends <called wupon her,
houses.A few were politicians, senators or ministef@thers were bankers, heads

of business houses, literary men and womEmere were also a few quiet folk with
names that were historical'lhey all thought that war between France and England
would be a world disaster, but were not very hopeful of avertin§he learnt that
Carleton was in Berlin trying to secure possessioa ofeltknown German daily

that happened at the moment to be in low wakég. was working for an alliance
between Germany and Englandn France, the Royalists had come to an
understanding with the Clericals, and both were evidently making ready toithrow
their lot with the waimongers, hoping that out of the troubled waters the fish would
come their way.Of course everything depended on the peofii¢he people only
knewit! But t h eWheydtood abouit in puzzled flocks, like sheep, wonderin
which way the newspaper dog was going to hound thEmey took her to the great
music halls. Every allusion to war was greeted with rapturous appladsde
Marseillaise was demanded and encored till the orchestra rebelled from sheer
exhaustion.J o & patience was sorely testeghe had to listen with impassive face

to coarse jests and brutal gibes directed against England and everything English; to
sit unmoved while the vast audience rocked with laughter at senseless caricatures of
supposed EnglisBoldiers whose knees always gave way at the sight of a French
uniform. Even in the eyes of her courteous
occasionally detect a curious glinthe fools! Had they never heard of Waterloo

and Trafalgar?Even if their memoes might be excused for forgetting Crecy and
Poictiers and the campaigns of Marlboroug®ne evening it had been a
particularly trying one for Jo@nthere stepped upon the stage a woddeking man

in a kilt with bagpipes under his arrtlow he had gohimself into the programme

Joan could not understan#ilanagerial watchfulness must have gone to sleep for
once. He played Scotch melodies, and the Parisians liked them, and when he had
finished they called him backlJoan and her friends occupied a bdose to the

stage. The woodeHrooking Scot glanced up at her, and their eyes rAed as the
applause died down there rose the first low warning strains of the Pikloah.sat

up in her chair and her lips parte@he savage music quickenett.shrilled and
skrealed.The blood came surging through her veins.

And suddenly something lying hidden there leaped to life within her bfaimad

desire surged hold of her to rise and shout defiance at those three thousand pairs of
hostile eyes confronting heShe clutched at the arms of her chair and so kept her
seat. The pibroch ended with its wild sad notes of wailing, and slowly the mist
cleared from her eyes, and the stage was emptstrange hush had fallen on the
house.
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She was not aware that harstess had been watching h&he was a swedéaced,
white-haired lady. She touched Joan lightly onthe haidT hat 6 s t he tr o
whispered.il t 6s i n our bl ood. 0o

Could we ever hope to eradicate ¥V¥as not the survival of this fighting instinct
proof that war was still needful to ud@ the sculpturgoom of an exhibition she
came upon a painted statue of Belloha. grotesqueness shocked her at first sight,
the red streaming hair, the wild eyes filled with fury, the wide open rdoaite
could almost hear it screamifgthe white uplifted arms with outstretched
hands! Appalling! Terrible! And yet, as she gazed at it, gradually the thing grew
curiously real to herShe seemed to hear the gathering of the chariots, the neighing
of the horses, thurrying of many feet, the sound of an armouring multitude, the
shouting, and the braying of the trumpets.

These cold, thit i pped <cal cul ator s, arguing tha
haired cosmopolitans, preacHtyibospnessdiei r
mankind were wagesWar still was the stern school where men learnt virtue, duty,
forgetfulness of self, faithfulness unto death.

This particular war, of course, must be stopped: if it were not already tooltlate.
would be a war for marke; for spheres of commercial influence; a sordid war that
would degrade the peopléNa r the supreme test of a
reserved for great ideal&esides, she wanted to down Carleton.

One of the women on her list, and the one to whom Mesnton appeared to attach
chief importance, a Madame de Barante, disappointed Riaseemed to have so
few opinions of her own.She had buried her young husband during the Franco
Prussian war.He had been a soldieAnd she had remained unmarriefhe was
still beautiful.

Al do not think we women have the right
gentle, highbred voice.il suppose you tdnhouldkavetthowght o ut
so myself forty yearsagdVe t al k of Oand levers gsaf theywere s o n s
ours to give. It makes me a little angry when | hear pampered women speak like

that. It is the men who have to sufferanddiet i s f or them to de
ABut perhaps | can arrange a,méwhonwitd
better able to help you, if he isin Parls. wi | | |l et you know. O

She told Joan what she remembered herself of 18h@. had turned her country
house into a hospital and had seen a good deal of the fighting.

d not do to tell the truth, or
e concluded.

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

105

She was as good as her word, and sent Joan round a message the next morning to
come and see her in the afternoodoan was introduced to a Monsiede
Chaumont. He was a soldierijooking gentleman, with a grey moustache, and a
deep scar across his face.

AHanged i f I can see how we are going
cheerfuly.n The moment there is any thoowat of
with every nation to do nothing to avoid itremember my old duelling dayS.he

guarrel may have been about the silliest trifle imaginahlsingle word would have
explained the whole thing awayBut to utter it would have stamped one as a
coward. This Egyptian Trda-la'! | t i sndét worth the bones
our friends across the Rhinewoulds&ut | expect, before i
be mends bones sufficient, bl eat hsdsg on
easily start ed: Anmidchaetodssboytcandghrod a hghtéd matéh i t .
i nto a powder magazine, and then it bec
I sndt |patetwardtaccomplishes nothing, and leaves everything in atgre

muddle than it was beforeBut if the idea ever catches fire, | shall have to do all |

can to fan the conflagratiotdnless | am prepared to be branded as a poltrawary
professional soldier is supposed to welcome whkfo s t of us do:
opportunity. Th er e 8 s s 0o me BuetikeseuredeCaretmr ancuttseir lot: |

regard them as nothing better than the Ménades of the Comibeg care nothing

if the whole of Europe blazesThey cannot personally get harmed whatever
happens.l t éns tfou t hem. 0O

ABut the people who cé@dhegeemehawmedwol!l ar
away from their work, from their busine
He shrugged his shoulderd. O h , they are al ways weager
answeredi Ther e i s tThecuriesktycYou neust eemember that life is

a monotonous affair to the great mass of the pedple.er e 6s t he natur
escape from it; to court adventur&€hey are not so enthusiastic about it after they

have tasted. Modern warfare, they soon find, is about as dull a business as science
ever invented. o

There was only one hope that he could s
on to some other excitemertiis advices from London told him that a parliar@ap

crisis was pendingCould not Mrs. Denton and her party do something to hasten

it? He, on his side, would consult with the Socialist leaders, who might have
something to suggest.

He met Joan, radiant, a morning or two lafEihe English Governmetiad resigned
and preparations for a general election were already on foot.

AAnd God has been good to us, also, 0 he
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A well-known artist had been found murdered in his bed and grave suspicion attached
to his beautiful young wife.

ARnShe desCaroves dteheGuerr e, I f 1t 1 $iSheov el
will have saved many thousands of lises or t he present . 0O

Folk had fixed up a party at his studio to meet I&he had been there once or twice;
but this was a final affairShe had fiished her business in Paris and would be
leaving the next morningTo her surprise, she found Phillips thei¢ée had come
over hurriedly to attend a Socialist conference, and Leblanc, the editeNtuveau
Monde had brought him along.

Al tooko6Smeptdhee at the | astiilmbwe nne e rhe
abroad beforeYou dondét mind, do you?o
It didndot strike her as at all odd that

mi ndedo his being i n fdeace.Hswas weariag atlighh d a
grey suit and a blue tieThere was nothing about him, at that moment, suggesting
that he was a leader of any sarte might have been just any man, but for his eyes.

ANo, 0 sheii®Whi spelrsdo madtr. | titikeemeas to depress
him, that.

She felt elated at the thought that he would see her for the first time amid
surroundings where she would shineolk came forward to meet her with that
charming air of protective deference that he had adopteatdsvner.He might have
been some favoured minister of state kissing the hand of a youthful Q8&en.
glanced down the long studio, ending in its fine window overlooking the [Se

of the most distinguished men in Paris were there, and the immestiatof
admiration that her entrance had created was unmistaldabés the women turned
pleased glances at her; as if willing to recognize in her their representatsense

of power came to her that made her feel kind to all the wdritetre was a need for

her to be clever: to make any effort to attracker presence, her sympathy, her
approval seemed to be all that was needed ofBlee. had the consciousness that by
the mere exercise of her will she could sway the thoughts and actions ainénrese
that sovereignty had been given to hirreflected itself in her slightly heightened
colour, in the increased brilliance of her eyes, in the confident case of all her
movements.lt added a compelling softness to her voice.

She never quite rememieel what the talk was abouMen were brought up and
presented to her, and hung about her words, and sought to pleaSkdbad spoken

her own thoughts, indifferent whether they expressed agreement or not; and the
argument had invariably taken anotpkane. It seemed so important that she should

be convinced.Some had succeeded, and had been strength@tkdrs had failed,

and had departed sorrowful, conscious o
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Guests with other engagements were takirartleave. A piquante little woman,
outrageously but effectively dresgedhe looked like a drawing by Beardsiey

drew herasideiil 6 ve al ways wi shedillt wseereemead nhaon,
they had all the powerFrom this afternoon, | shall hgroud of belonging to the
governing sex. o0

She laughed and slipped away.

Phillips was waiting for her in the vestibul8he had forgotten him; but now she felt
glad of his humble request to be allowed to see her hdéimeuld have been such

a big drop fom her crowded hour of triumph to the long lonely cab ride and the
solitude of the hotelShe resolved to be gracious, feeling a little sorry for her neglect
of himd but reflecting with satisfaction that he had probably been watching her the
whole time.

AWat 6s the matter AWrtom gmy otlioau?d@ ohe asKke

Shelaughedi Yes, 0 shéal answghedto be dnmdeoy t o |
ought your socks. o0

Al didndét know it was going to be such
said.

Shetouched his hand lightly.

e ¢ at o Pubybuyr graonsiniioe we a k

! S
i ai d. o

I
t, and
Al 611 try, 0 he said.

He was sitting on the front seat, facinghér]l 6 m gl ad | went, 0 he
vehemenge. i | | oved watching you, mo vnewmeg abot
knew before how beautiful you are. o

Something in his eyes sent a slight thrill of fear through hevas not an unpleasant
sensatiod rather exhilarating.She watched the passisgeet till she felt that his
eyes were no longer devouring her.

AYouor e
S

not offiAndmy ?tohihekiasdg eydou beaut
he hadnot

under stood.

She laughed.Her confidence had returned to hér.l t doesndt gener ¢
woman, 0 she answer ed.
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He seemed relievedi That 6 s what 6s so wonidlebdrvieu |l meath
plenty of clever, brilliant women, but one could forget that they were woivienu 6 r e
everything. o

He pleaded, standing below her on the steps of the hotel, that she would dine with
him. But she shook her hea&he had her packing to d&he could have managed

it; but something prudent and absurd had suddenly got hold of her; and he went away
with much the same look in his eyes that comes to a dog when he finds that his master
cannot be persuaded into an excursion.

She went up to her roonThere really was not much to d&he could quite well

finish her packing in the morninghe sat down at thesk and set to work to arrange

her papers.lIt was a warm spring evening, and the window was openrowd of

noisy sparrows seemed to be delighted about somethitogn somewhere, unseen,

a blackbird was singingShe read over her report for Mrs. Damtdl'he blackbird
seemed never to have heard of wide sang as if the whole world were a garden of
languor and love Joan looked at her watciThe first gong would sound in a few
minutes. She pictured the dreary, silent dirimgpm with its few scatred
occupants, and her heart sank at the prosfgexher relief came remembrance of a
cheerful but entirely respectable restaurant near to the Louvre to which she had been
taken a few nights beforeéshe had noticed quite a number of women dining there
aone. She closed her dispatch case with a snap and gave a glance at herself in the
great mirror. The blackbird was still singing.

She walked up the Rue des Sts. Peres, enjoying the deliciougadiirvay across
the bridge she overtook a man, strollingtlessly in front of her. There was
something familiar about himHe was wearing a grey suit and had his hands in his
pockets. Suddenly the truth flashed upon h&he stoppedIf he strolled on, she
would be able to slip backinstead of which habruptly turned to look down at a
passing steamer, and they were face to face.

It made her mad, the look of delight that came into his egég. could have boxed
hisearsHadndét he anything else to do but h

He explained that he hdmken listening to the band in the gardens, returning by the
Quai doOrsay.

ADo | et me comefwi kKepyomysehé $same. t hi s
|l 6m feeling so |l onesome. O

Poor fellow! She had come to understand that feeliAfjer all,itwa s n 6t al t 0 g €
his fault that they had mefAnd she had been so cross to him!

He was reading every expression on her face.
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such a | oVvi€loy!l @néni nvg, @oh s omaiwd er

It would be rather pleasantThere wasa little place at Meudon, she
rememberedThe plane trees would just be in full leaf.

A passing cab had drawn up close to th@ihe chauffeur was lighting his pipe.
Even Mrs. Grundy herself couldndét objec

The sars came out before they had ended din@re had made him talk about
himself. It was marvellous what he had accomplished with his opportunifies.
hours a day in the mines had earned for him his living, and the night had given him
his leisure. An dtic, lighted by a tallow candle, with a shelf of books that left him
hardly enough for bread, had been his Alma Matelistory was his chief
study. There was hardly an authority Joan could think of with which he was not
familiar. Julius Caesawvas hisfavourite play. He seemed to know it by hearht
twenty-three he had been elected a delegate, and had entered Parliament at twenty
eight. It had been a life of hardship, of privation, of constant strain; but she found
herself unable to pity himlt was a tale of strength, of struggle, of victory, that he
told her.

Strength! The shaded lamplight fell upon his fearless kindly face with its flashing
eyes and its humorous mouthle ought to have been drinking out of a horn, not a
wine glass that his wehaped hand could have crushed by a careless pressare.
winged helmet and a coat of mail he would have looked so much more fitly dressed
than in that soft felt hat and ridiculous blue tie.

She led him to talk on about the futurighe loved to heandiclear, confident voice
with its touch of boyish boastfulnesgvhat was there to stop him®&hy should he
not climb from power to power till he had reached the end!

And as he talked and dreamed there grew up in her heart a fierce Afiggrwould
her own future be?She would marry probably some man of her own class, settle

down to the average womanoés #Alifed; be
i nNnteresto in publ-ircomsd aarsendeod dbyidc aa
nonentities be President, per haps, ofThet he |

alternative: to spend her days glued to a desk, penning exhortations to the people that
Carleton and his like might or might not allow them to read; while youth and beauty
slipped away fromher, leaving her one of the ten thousand other lonely, faded
women, forcing themsel v ahereoamevie hecacsemse i nt
of having been robbed of what was hers by primitive eternal Grgyson had been

right. She did love powér powe to serve and shape the worl8he would have

earned it and used it welShe could have helped him, inspired hifirhey would

have worked together: he the force and she the guid&@teewould have supplied
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the things he lackedlt was to her he camier counsel, as it wasBut for her he
would never have taken the first stefyhat right had this poor brainless lump of
painted flesh to share his wounds, his triumpWé?rat help could she give him when
the time should come that he should need it?

Sudlenly he broke offi What a f ool | 6 m maikli nagl wafy smyws
a dreamer . 0

She forced alaughi Why shoul dndét it come true?0 s

They had the little garden to themselvdhe million lights of Paris shone below
them.

ARBecauwendmobube there, 0 he answerYed, Nar
t hi nk | 6m al-mghtybsagging, koafiddntScal am when you are with

me. You give me back my strengthlhe plans and hopes and dreams that were
slipping from me come crang round me, laughing and holding out their

hands. They are like the childrenThey need two to care for therhwant to talk

about them to someone who understands them and loves them, asviathd to feel

they are dear to someone else, as wdth asyself: that | must work for them for her

sake, aswellasformyowhn. want someone to help me t

There were tears in his eyede brushed them angrily awayi. O h | know |
to be ashamed afl tmwsaesuitféStio ehhesra sfrmad td . t o kK
hotb | ooded young chap of twenty hasno
was. | f | had never met youddihaweudadm
good, and have stopped there, cont&dt. t h y o u dbhelsoked avaynfrend
her to where the silent city peeped through its veil of Bightl mi ght have
world better than | found it.o

n
t a
et m

The blood had mounted to her facghe drew back into the shadow, beyond the tiny
sphere of light made by the little lamp

AMen have accomplished great things wit

ASome men, 0 iAr tainsstwse Maey thaveptioeeworsan within
them. Men like mysel® the mere fighter: we are incomplete in ourseldsle and
female created HetherWwe ar e | ost without our mate.

He was thinking only of himselfHad he no pity for herSo was she, also, useless
without her mate Neither was she of those, here and there, who can stand Blene.
task was that of the eternal woman: to make a honeeémse the world of sin and
sorrow, make it a kinder dwellinglace for the children that should coniehis man

was her true helpmeetle would have been her weapon, her dear servant; and she
could have rewarded him as none other ever cothe. lampight fell upon his ruddy
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face, his strong white hands resting on the flimsy table.belonged to an older
order than her ownThat suggestion about him of something primitive, of something
not yet altogether tamedShe felt again that slight thrill dear that so strangely
excited her.A mist seemed to be obscuring all thingde seemed to be coming
towards her.Only by keeping her eyes fixed on his moveless hands, still resting on
the table, could she convince herself that his arms were not clisig her, that

she was not being drawn nearer and nearer to him, powerless to resist.

Suddenly, out of the mist, she heard voic&be waiter was standing beside him
with the bill. She reached out her hand and tookTihe usual few mistakes had
occured. She explained them, good temperedly, and the waiter, with profuse
apologies, went back to have it corrected.

He turned to herasthe manweiitTr y and f or gi ve mefilot he
all came tumbling out before | thought what | was sgyino

The blood was flowing back into her veingt Oh |, It wasnot y ou
answeredii We mu st make the best we can of It

He bent forward so that he could see into her eyes.

AnTel | me There Was a 1ot bfdierce exultation in his voidel 6 | | pr omi
never to speak ofitagan.f | had been a free man, <co

She had risen while he was speakifine moved to him and laid her hands upon his
shouldes.

=1

Will you serve me and fight for me aga
RnSo | ong as | |l ive, 0 he answered.

She glanced roundThere was no sign of the returning wait&he bent over him
and kissed him.

ADonot come wifthh aeree &Gandiantee Asdnueldhall walk
to S vres and take the train.o

She did not look back.

CHAPTER XiIi

She reached home inthe eveniighe Phi | | i psds ol d r ooms
Christmas, but were now again empfihe McKean with his silent waysd his
everlasting pipe had gone to America to superintend the production of one of his
plays. The house gave her the feeling of being haun&tke had her dinner brought

up to her and prepared for a |l ongdeveni
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except on the one subject that she wanted to put off thinking abourter relief the
last post brought her a letter from Arthuite had been called to Lisbon to look after
a contract, and would be away for a fortnighiter father was not as well as had
been.

It seemed to just fit in.She would run down and spend a few quiet days at
Liverpool. In her old familiar room where the moon peeped in over the tops of the
tall pines she would be able to reason things &arhaps her father would be able
to help her.She had lost her childish conception of him as of someone prim and
proper, with cut and dried formulas for all occasioffat glimpse he had shown
her of himself had established a fellowship between théeytoo, had wrestled with

| i friddées, not sure of his own answeirShe found him suffering from his old
heart trouble, but more cheerful than she had known him for y@atisur seemed

to be doing wonders with the mefhey were coming to trust him.

AThe difficuleéey Uphage aswagsedel ai ned
suspicion.O Wh at 6 s the cunni Wh adldéd rha scldati tup et
Is always what | have felt they were thinking to themselves whenever | have wanted

to do anything for theml t t angtimng he says to thenit seems to be just he,

hi msel f. 0

He sketched out their plans to hérseemed to be all going in at one ear and out at
the other. What was the matter with herR?erhaps she was tired without knowing
it. She would get hinottell her all about it tanorrow. Also, to-morrow, she would

tell him about Phillips, and ask his advidéwas really quite latelf he talked any
more now, it would give her a headacl&he felt it coming on.

She mad e im € g h tfidog o @ cbriate,a hopimg ftoe didguise her
impatience.She wanted to get up to her own room.

But even that did not help helt seemed in some mysterious way to be no longer
her room, but the room of someone she had known and half forgotten: who would
never come backlt gave her the same feeling she had experienced on returning to
the house in London: that the place was haunidee high cheval glass from her
mot h e r 6 sroom hadsbeen brgught there for her u3éne picture of an
absurdly small child the chibl to whom this room had once belondestanding
before it naked, rose before her ey8se had wanted to see hers&he had thought

that only her clothes stood in the waly.we could but see ourselves, as in some
magic mirror? All the garments usagand education has dressed us up in laid
aside. What was she underneath her artificial niceties, her prim moralities, her
laboriously acquired restraints, her unconscious pretences and hypocfies?
changed her clothes for a loose robe, and puttingttmtlight drew back the
curtains. The moon peeped in over the top of the tall pines, but it only stared at her,
indifferent. It seemed to be looking for somebody else.
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Suddenly, and intensely to her own surprise, she fell into a passionate fit of
weepirg. There was no reason for it, and it was altogether so unlikeBerfor

quite a while she was unable to control@radually, and of their own accord, her
sobs lessened, and she was able to wipe her eyes and take stock of herself in the long
glass. She wondered for the moment whether it was really her own reflection that
she saw there or that of some ghostly image of her mo8tez.had so often seen

t he same | ook i Eviddmty the likemdshbetwaersthee yvassnore
extensive thanhe had imaginedFor the first time she became conscious of an
emotional, hysterical side to her nature of which she had been unaRexteps it

was just as well that she had discoveredbite would have to keep a stricter watch
upon herself.This question of her future relationship with Phillips: it would have to
be thought out coldly, dispassionatelfothing unexpected must be allowed to enter
into it.

It was some time before she fell asleefhe high glass faced her as she lay in
bed. Shecoulh ot get away from the i1idea that
now and then she saw reflected there.

She woke late the next morningler father had already left for the workShe was
rather glad to have no need of talkirghe would take a longadk into the country,

and face the thing squarely with the help of the cheerful sun and the free west wind
that was blowing from the se&he took the train up north and struck across the
hills. Her spirits rose as she walked.

It was only the intellectugpart of him she wantédthe spirit, not the manShe
would be taking nothing away from the woman, nothing that had ever belonged to
her. All the rest of him: his home life, the benefits that would come to her from his
improved means, from his social gam: all that the woman had ever known or
cared for in him would still be hersde would still remain to her the kind husband
and father.What more was the woman capable of understandivyat more had

she any right to demand?

It was not of herself hwas thinkingl t was for his workods s
be near to him always: that she might counsel him, encourageointhis she was
prepared to sacrifice her seflheywogdbee up
friends, comradés nothing mae. That little lurking curiosity of hers, concerning

what it would be like to feel his strong arms round her, pressing her closer and closer

to him: it was only a foolish fancyShe could easily laugh that out of hersély

bad women had need to bfaid of themselvesShe would keep guard for both of

them. Their purity of motive, their high purpose, would save them from the danger

of anything vulgar or ridiculous.

Of course they would have to be careflihere must be no breath of gossip, naifoo
for evil tongues.About that she was determined even more for his sake than her
own. It would be fatal to his careeiShe was quite in agreement with the popular
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demand, supposed to be peculiarly Engl:
repraach. Of what use these prophets without smihtrol; these social reformers
who could not shake the ape out of themselv@s® the brave could give courage
toothersOnly through the pure could Godds |

It was vexing his having med round the corner, into North Stres¥hy coul dn o
the silly woman have been content where she Wwasng under one roof, they could

have seen one another as often as was needful without attracting attSiotrarshe
supposed, she would have to berenthan ever the bosom friend of Mrs. Philips

spend hours amid that hideous furniture, surrounded by those bilious wallp@pers.
course he could not come to hé&he hoped he would appreciate the sacrifice she
would be making for him.Fortunately Mrs Phillips would give no troubleShe

would not even understand.

What about Hilda™No hope of hiding their secret from those sharp eBeg.Hilda
would approve.They could trust HildaThe child might prove helpful.

It cast a passing shadow upon Iseirits, this necessary descent into detalts.
brought with it the suggestion of intrigue, of deceit: robbing the thing, to a certain
extent, of its finenessStill, what was to be donel? women were coming into public

life these sort of relationshspwith men would have to be faced and worked &tx

must no longer be allowed to interfere with the working together of men and women
for common endslt was that had kept the world backhey would be the pioneers

of the new orderCasting aside theearthly passions, humbly with pure hearts they
woul d kneel b ¢lé should bleStlteid tniomm | t ar .

A lark was singing.She stood listeningHigher and higher he rose, pouring out his
song of worship; till the tiny, fragile body disappearsdfdallen from him, leaving

his sweet soul still singingT'he happy tears came to her eyes, and she pass&den.

did not hear that little last faint sob with which he sank exhausted back to earth beside
a hidden nest among the furrows.

She had forgaen the time.lt was already late afternoorHer long walk and the
keen air had made her hungi$he had a couple of eggs with her tea at a village inn,
and was fortunate enough to catch a train that brought her back in time for dinner.
little ashamd of her unresponsiveness the night before, she laid herself out to be
sympat heti c t &helnsisted dndneating agairsall thaa He land Arthur
were doing, opposing him here and there with criticism just sufficient to stimulate
him; carefulin the end to let him convince her.

These small hypocrisies were new to h8he hoped she was not damaging her
character.But it was good, watching him slyly from under dradown lids, to see

the flash of triumph that would come into his tired eyeamswer to her half
protesting: AYes, I see your point, I
admi ssion that Aperhapso he wasltwasght ,
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delightful to see him young again, eager, boyishly pleased with hinisséemed
there was a joy she had not dreamed of in yielding victory as well as in gainiag it.
new tenderness was growing up in helfow considerate, how patient, how self
forgetful he had always beeishe wanted to mother hinT.o take him in hearms
and croon over him, hushing away remembrance of the old sad days.

Fol kds words came back Tebhinhl¢hankhimiférmalld p oo
those years of $hegaee himthd massaget | eness. 0O

Folk had been rightHe was not offeded.fi De ar ol d cihlahpa,t 0 whaes ska
ofhim.He was al ways generous. 0

He was silent for a while, with a quiet look on his face.
ARGive him oumTleove hdo mhaeves iadme t oget her ,

It was on her tongue to ask him, as so often she had meant to do of late, what had
been the <cause odifilhesy it wao whatir was that hatl n e s s
happened to change both their liveBut always something had stopped der
something ever prest, ever watchful, that seemed to shape itself out of the air,
bending towards her with its finger on its lips.

She stayed over the weekd; and on the Saturday, at her suggestion, they took a
long excursion into the countryt was the first time shedd ever asked him to take

her out. He came down to breakfast in a new suit, and was quite exditede car

his hand had sought hers shyly, and, feeling her responsive pressure, he had
continued to hold it; and they had sat for a long time in silefte decided not to

tell him about Phillips, just yetHe knew of him only from the Tory newspapers and
would form a wrong ideaShe would bring them together and leave Phillips to make
his own way.He would like Phillips when he knew him, she felt sure, too, was

a peopl €e orchnpassed down to him from his old Ironside ancestors, it
still glowed. More than once she had seen it leap to flame&ongenial atmosphere,

it would burn clear and steadfagt.occurred to her what a delighkfsolution of her
problem, if later on her father could be persuaded to leave Arthur in charge of the
works, and come to live with her in Londoiihere was a fine block of flats near
Chelsea Church with long views up and down the rivdow happy they aald be

there; the drawingoom in the Adams style with wirgoloured curtainsHe was a
father any young woman could be proud to take abdatonsciously she gave his
hand an impulsive squeez&hey lunched at an old inn upon the moors; and the
landlady, judging from his shy, attentive ways, had begun by addressing her as
Madame.

AYou grow wonderfully | ike youridimbeher,
used to be somethingmissinB.ut | dondt feel that, now.
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She wrote to Phillips to meekh if possible, at EustonThere were things she
wanted to talk to him aboutThere was the question whether she should go on
writing for Carleton, or break with him at oncéalso one or two points that were
worrying her in connection with tariff refor. He was waiting for her on the
platform. It appeared he, too, had much to séle wanted her advice concerning

his next speechHe had not dined and suggested suppéey could not walk about

the streets.Likely enough, it was only her imaginatiohut it seemed to her that

people in the restaurant had recognized him, and were whispering to one another: he
was bound to be well knowrlikewise her own appearance, she felt, was against
them as regarded their desire to avoid observatihre would hve to take to those
mousey colours that did not suit her, and wear a &k hated the idea of a velt.

came from the East and belonged thdesides, what would be the us&/Pless he
woreonetoo.iWho i s the veiled wwtmawiTlatn®&ae Ph
what they would asklt was going to be very awkward, the whole thingewed

from the distance, it had looked quite fine.Dedi cati ng hersel f
Humanityo was how it had presentted its
twinkling labyrinth of Paris at her feet, its sordidys hidden beneath its myriad

lights. She had not bargained for the dedication involving the loss of haesekct.

They did not talk as much as they had thought they wadd&lwas not veryelpful
on the Carleton questionThere was so much to be said both for and agaibst.
might be better to wait and see how circumstances shaped themsdtesthought
his speech excellentt was difficult to discover any argument against it.

He seened to be more interested in looking at her when he thought she was not
noticing. That little faint vague fear came back to her and stayed with her, but
brought no quickening of her pulsé. was a fear of something ughyshe had the
feeling they were &th acting, that everything depended upon their not forgetting
their parts.In handing things to one another, they were both of them so careful that
their hands should not meet and touch.

They walked together back to Westminster and wished each othat gaebdnight

upon what once had been their common doorsWjih her latchkey in her hand,

she turned and watched his retreating figure, and suddenly a wave of longing seized
her to run after him and call him backo see his eyes light up and feel tmegsure

of his hands.It was only by clinging to the railings and counting till she was sure he
had entered his own house round the corner and closed the door behind him, that she
restrained herself.

It was a frightened face that looked at her out ofglass, as she stood before it
taking off her hat.

She decided that their future meetings should be at his own hbuses . Phil Il i
only complaint was that she knocked at the door too seldom.

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

117

A | dondét know what | s houobnfesseddhe gratafuh o u t
lady. A | f ever I become a Pri me Mi ni ster
thank. Youdve got so much courage ybnewrsel f,
had any pluck to spare myself .o

She concluded by giving Joan a hug, ageaned by a sloppy but heartfelt kiss.

She would stand behind Phillipsds chair
her approval and encouragement; while Joan, seated opposite, would strain every
nerve to keep her brain fixed upon the argument, ndaeng to look at poor
Phillipsdés wretched face, with its plea
hysterical laughter She hoped she was being helpful and inspiriMgs. Phillips

would assure her afterwards that she had been wond@dtar herself, there were
periods when she hadndot the faintest 1id

Sometimes Mrs. Phillips, called away by domestic duty, would leave them; returning
full of excuses just as they had succeeded in forgettinglhesas evidenshe was

under the impression that her presence was useful to them, making it easier for them
to open up their minds to one another.

by his seeming &

ADonot you be p
h donsttoymake him feel you are

explannnHedés shy W
one of the family. o

ar C
-
go
S —
g—h

AAnd dondét you take any notice of me, 0O
seem to be in opposition, likd.chip in now and then on purpose, just to keep the

ball rolling. It stirs him up, &it of contradictorinessYou have to live with a man

bef ore you understand him. o

One morning Joan received a letter from Phillips, marked immedianformed

her that his brain was becoming addldde intended that afternoon to give it a
draught offresh air. He would be at the Robin Hood gate in Richmond Park at three
0 0 c | leth&ps the gods would be good to hide would wait there for half an
hour to give them a chance, anyway.

She slipped the letter unconsciously into the bosom of her, dme$sat looking out

of the window. It promised to be a glorious day, and London was stifling and
gritty. Surely no one but an unwholesoménded prude could jib at a walk across
a park. Mrs. Phillips would be delighted to hear that she had géethe matter

of that, she would tell hdrwhen next they met.

Phillips must have seen her getting off the bus, for he came forward at once from the

other side of the gate, his face radiant with boyish delightoung man and woman,
entering the park at theame time, looked at them and smiled sympathetically.
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Joan had no idea the park contained such pleasamtiyy. But for an occasional
perambulator they might have been in the heart of the counhitwy fallow deer stole
near to them with noiseless festgarding them out of their large gentle eyes with
looks of comradeshipThey paused and listened while a missal thrush from a branch
close to them poured out his song of hope and courfagen quite a long way off
they could still hear his clear voicmging, telling to the young and brave his gallant
messagelt seemed too beautiful a day for politicstter all, politic®d one has them
always with one; but the spring passes.

He saw her on to a bus at Kingston, and himself went back by {faey ageed

they would not mention it to Mrs. PhillipdNot that she would have mindedhe
danger was that she would want to come, too; honestly thinking thereby to complete
their happiness.lt seemed to be tacitly understood there would be other such
excursims.

The summer was propitioushillips knew his London well, and how to get away
from it. There were winding lanes in Hertfordshire, Surrey hills and commons, deep,
cool, birdhaunted woods in Buckinghantach week there was something to look
forward b, something to plan for and manoeuviiéhe sense of adventure, a spice
of danger, added zes&he still knocked frequently, as before, at the door of the
hideouslyfurnished little house in North Street; but Mrs. Phillips no longer
oppressed her as sowle man of the sea she could never hope to shake off from her
shoulders.The flabby, foolish face, robbed of its terrors, became merely pitfué
found herself able to be quite gentle and patient with Mrs. Philkpen the sloppy
kisses she came bear without a shudder down her spine.

Al know you are only doing it because Yy
to win, o acknowl@Bgedl tbhbangoboltdel pdyeeld]
dondot feel how uselessn ktoam while | 0ve

They still discussed their various plans for the amelioration and improvement of
humanity; but there seemed less need for haste than they had thdhghtorld,

Joan discovered, was not so sad a place as she had jud@&edrie. were chubby,
rogue-eyed children; whistling lads and smiling maidens; kindly men with ruddy
faces; happy mothers crooning over gurgling babidsere was no call to be fretful

and vehementThey would work together in patience and in confider@a d 6 s s un
was everywhae. It needed only that dark places should be opened up and it would
enter.

Sometimes, seated on a lichened log, or on the short grass of some sloping hillside,
looking down upon some quiet valley, they would find they had been holding hands
while talking. It was but as two happy, thoughtless children might have dbney

would look at one another with frank, clear eyes and smile.
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Once, when their pathway led through a littered fgard, he had taken her up in
his arms and carried her and she had feglad pride in him that he had borne her
lightly as if she had been a child, looking up at her and laughing.

An old bent man paused from his work and watched therh.e an mor e ove
mi ssie, 0 heThdvodosbBdhpewami | eylasdlikeghatc ar r i
i n flood time; and never felt her weigh

Often on returning home, not knowing why, she would look into the glassemed

to her that the girlhood she had somehow missed was awakening in her, taking
possession of her, changing h&he lips she had always seen pressed close and firm
were growing curved, leaving a little parting, as though they were not quite so
satisfied with one anotheihe level brows were becoming slightly raisétigave

her a questioning look that was new hb@r. The eyes beneath were less
confident. They seemed to be seeking something.

One evening, on her way home from a theatre, she met Flgs€lea n 6t st op n
said Flossie, whowas hurrying But | want t o s é\Vasgpimgu : mo
to look you up.Will you be at home tanorrow afternoon attei me ? 0

Therewas adistitc chal l enge i n Flossi edomnfdtye as
herself flush, and thought a moment.

AYes, 0O shd@Wahswgopadbe coming alone?0

NnThat 6s the idea, 0 answered Fl ossi e; n a

\

nobody else Half-pastfour.Don 6t f orget . o

Joan walked on slowlyShe had the worried feeling with which, once or twice, when

a schoolgirl, she had crawled up the stairs to bed after the head mistress had informed
her that she would see her in her private room ateleverc | ock t he next
leaving her to guess what abolitoccurred to her, in Trafalgar Square, that she had
promised to take tea with the Greysons the next afternoon, to meet some big pot from
America. She would have to get out of th&hefeltt woul dnét do to p

She went to bed wakefult was marvellously like being at school agavhat could
Flossie want to see her about that was so import8h#tried to pretend to herself
t hat she Afdedtakhpwithar haps It wasnbo

But she knew that it was the instant Flossie put up her hands in order to take off her
hat. Flossie always took off her hat when she meant to be unpledsavdas her

way of pulling up her sleeveslhey had their tea firstThey seemed both ezpd

that that would be bes#nd then Flossie pushed back her chair and sat up.
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She had just the head mistress expressiom.an wasnodét quite sur
stand. But, controlling the instinct, leant back in her chair, and tried to look defiant
without feeling it.

AHow far are you going?0 demanded FIl oss
Joan was not in a comprehending mood.

Al f youodre going the whole hog, t hat 0s
Flossieeil f not, youdd better pull wup. o

AWhat do you me a mequested Johre assutmingldignitth o g ? 0

A Oh, dondét come ¢t hfel fkiydow dawdts enii Fd ols &
yourself, you might thinkofhiml f Car | et on gets hold of

AOA | ittle bird whi s perrswalkingaaross Ricimoind Ro b
Park the other afternoon in company with Miss Joan Allway, formerly one of our
contribstdarmsatd going to end his politic
sarcasm.

Flossie fixed a relentless eye upon herHe 6 | | thebird bhas got al bit more

than that to whisper to him,0 she sugge

AThereodl | be not hi nAigSomolroen,gd aesx prhya i fnreide n
assistance to Robert Phil |l iWha use are wei s w
going to be in palicsdo what 6s al | the fuss about, I f

together for their common aims and help

AWhy ca

0t you help him in his own hot
country?o
d

n
? FIl ossi e wanted to know.
nSo | o, 0 Jselaml|l @efiemdandd hewut t here til
place.You havenot Andleiswifekhoes all absut itdasmd is only too

gl ad. o
ADoes she know adbaonudt tFRhiec homiohnedr Ppalrakc e s ? 0

AShe woul dnot explaingd Joan.fi Arhce yow , Bnow whae
ike! How can one think what omgdfaceimfonti ng w
of one al ways. 0

Flossie, since she had become engaged, had acquired quite a matronly train of
thought. She spoke kindly, witla little grave shake of her heal.My dear , 0
said, Athe wifeYosoa&dl waegls jimst htehevaya me
|l i ke. O
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Joangrewangryiil f you choose to suspect evi |,
with hauteur. A Bu t y o bavemnogrh ihe betterl admire the man and
sympathize with him.All the things | dream of are the things he is working for.

can do more good by dshdwshed ghe aad dotletslip pi r i

t hat wo r dShdaiknewdhptiFlossie valfasten upond it han | can
accomplish by myselfAn d | me a Bhe teally diddeeliddfiant) now.
A | know, dear, 0 agreed Flossi e, Ay ouovVe

always remain a beautiful union of twin spiritslnfortunatey youdve both
bodied r at her attractive bodies. 0

A We 61 | keep it off that pl ane, i f you

severity.

Al 6m willing enoughiBout amshwaetr ed b oRulto s ©i
Nature?Shedés going toobe in this, you know
ARTake off your glasses, and |l ook at it
torepy.AWhat is it in u$ ihaéds 6nhypadesdem
after, what 6s wrong S9héeéedhs daagood dwdlrlser
and then, when sWeysdgesndthehé¢é ugmbtagloer

Alt 1 sndét onl y #dtlh agti,voe ehlignayduohiendangdeood n .
that than is any use to a womate wants to be worthy of my belief in hinWwhat
isthe harm if he does admire &éf a smile from me or a touch of the hand can urge
him to fresh effort?Suppose he does love éé

Flossie interruptedi How about being quiiftSu pfproasnek ?ve
do love one anothetHow about putting ittat way ? 0

AAnd suppose we do?0 agfiwkey sShmawl, d hwe <
another, as if we were both of us incapable of decency ecaedfol? Why must

love be always assumed to make us weak and contemptible, as if it were some subtle
poison?Why shoul dndét it strengthen and enn:i

AWhy did the applefiWall ?owhansweér edchipes
doesndét i1itlbsoat wpwadd?for the irritat.i
about on the brink of precipices without dangénings being what they are, sensible

people keep as far away from the edge a

Al &m sorry, 0 she contilnwesd;a bawf wlfl y odd
both of you. You were just made for one anotheknd Fate, knowing what was

coming, bustles round and gets hofdpoor, silly Mrs. Phillips so as to be able to

say O6Yah. 6o
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AUnl ess 1t al/l comes right in the end,
pegsoutl woul dndét give much for her I|iver.

AThat 6s not bringing me up wWesihtpdmy sugg
head. 0O

AnOh, well, one candt hel piloth ewosu It ch obuegy hat
all round. o

They had risenJoan folded herhandét Thank you for your sco
sad.in Shal | |  wr i te outOrdoybudhmklitrwd loe sufficiene s o f
if | promise never to do it again?o

AYou mean itRAROf saodr § oy 6 uedviditihgthgrna, on s

andallthatBut you wondét go gadding about, so

AOnl vy t hr oufguht utrhee, b adifdl, tpgirnd rhies @& .cSheer b et
put her arms round Flossie and bent her head, so that her face was hidden.

Flossie still seemed trouble&he held on to Joan.

AYou are sure of iWedreebhPyg esspeeiesie lna d e

get hungry and thirsty,too ou know t hat, ki ddy, donot
Joan laughed without raising her facéi Y e s , ma 6 a m, I know
answered.i | 61 | be good. 0

She sat in the dusk after Flossie had gone; and the laboured breathingred thigyt

came to her through the openwindoh e had r at her fanlci ed t
had not looked so very heavy, the thorns not so very aladmasgseen through the

window. She would wear it bravelylt would rather become her.

Facing the miror of the days to come, she tried it dhwas going to hurt.There

was no doubt of thatShe saw the fatuous, approving face of the eternal Mrs.
Phillips, thrust ever between them, against the background of that hideous furniture,
of those bilious wall paperd the loneliness that would ever walk with her, sit down
beside her in the crowded restaurant, steal up the staircase with her, creep step by
step with her from room to roainthe ever unsatisfied yearning for a tender word, a
kindly touch. Yes, itwas going to hurt.

Poor Robert!lt would be hard on him, tooShe could not help feeling consolation
in the thought that he also would be wearing that invisible crown.

She must write to him.The sooner it was done, the bettddalf a dozen
contradictoy moods passed over her during the composing of that letter; but to her
they seemed but the unfolding of a single thou@m. one page it might have been
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his mother writing to him; an experienced, sagacious lady; quite aware, in spite of
her affection fo him, of his faults and weaknesses; solicitous that he should avoid
the dangers of an embarrassing entanglement; his happiness being the only
consideration of importanceOn others it might have been a queen laying her
iImmutable commands upon some logabject, sworn to her servic®art of it might

have been written by a laughing philosopher who had learnt the folly of taking life
too seriously, knowing that all things pass: that the tears -aflayowill be
remembered with a smilénd a part of it wa the unconsidered language of a loving
woman. And those were the pages that he kissed.

His letter in answer was much short@f course he would obey her wishése had

been selfish, thinking only of himselAs for his political career, he did noteskow

that was going to suffer by his being occasionally seen in company with one of the
most brilliantly intellectual women in London, known to share his viedsd he

di dndét c &8utmasindch ass $she \dlued it, all things should be sacriiiced

it. It was hers to do what she would with.was the only thing he had to offer her.

Their meetings became confined, as before, to the little house in North Sueét.

really seemed as if the gods, appeased by their submission, had decided to b
kind. Hilda was home for the holidays; and her piercing eyes took in the situation at

a flash. She appeared to have returned with a-bew and exacting affection for

her mother, that astonished almost as much as it delighted the pooiFkeeling

sudden desire for a walk or a bus ride, or to be taken to an entertainment, no one was

of any use to Hilda but her motheladdy had his silly politics to think and talk

about. He must worry them out alone; or with the assistance of Miss AllwWinat

waswhat she was there foMrs. Phillips, torn between her sense of duty and fear

of losing this new happi nesOtentheyovauldd vy i e
be | eft alone to di s cusGonstidgnioustythéywauldd s n .
appl themselves to the taslklways to find that, sooner or later, they were looking

at one another, in silence.

One day Phillips burst into a curious laugrhey had been discussing the problem
of the smallholder.Joan had put a question to him, and vatklight start he had
asked her to repeat iBut it seemed she had forgotten it.

A | had to see our solicitor one morni ng¢
mi ner s6 uniA pointiagd armsenrconberning the legality of certain
paymentsk t was a matter of wvast I mportance
any interest, and suddenly he jumpeddp. 6 m sor r vy, Phillips, 6
a big trouble of my own on at hodd guess you knowwhadtand | dondt s
care a damn aboyburs. You 60d better see Del Andhy, I f
did. o

He turned and leant over his dedk.| guess theyoll have to
theydére in aihurdmon,bd Beeandddd.e t o t hink
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ADondt maeKke |lMeef interfered with your wo

Al guess |1 d6m spoil i fidg oédyno moslmghdlavedane h e a
something to win you and keepyou.6 m not going to do much

AYou mean my ifirg etnod sbhe pofi snhogouse to you’
He raised his eyes and fixed them on her with a pleadingljldoipok.

AFor Godbés sake dondt takéUevVesst gau aw
to go to pieces altogetheA crust does justkeeponeadivOne canodt hel p
what a fine, strong chap one might be i

She felt so sorry for himHe looked such a boy, with the angry tears in his clear blue
eyes, and that little childish quivering of the kind, strong, sulkytimou

She rose and took his head between her hands and turned his face towaste her.
had meant to scold him, but changed her mind and laid his head against her breast
and held it there.

He clung to her, as a troubled child might, with his arms claspedirber, and his
head against her breasind a mist rose up before her, and strange, commanding
voices seemed calling to her.

He could not see her fac&he watched it herself with dim half consciousness as it
changed before her in the tawdry mirror adthe mantelpiece, half longing that he
might look up and see it, half terrified lest he should.

With an effort that seemed to turn her into stone, she regained command over herself.
Al must go now, 0 she said in a harsh vo

Al dm afraid l 6m an awfudl ngetsathhbhesd om
times.Youdre not angry with me?0

ANoO, 0 she answieBetd iwi t Wi lal sRreinhdeembner itfh at

She turned down the Embankment after leaving the haBkealways found the

river strong and restfulSo it was not only bad women that needed to be afraid of
themselved even to the most higblass young woman, with letters after her name,
and altruistic interests: e v &@asp. Flossie her |,
had been rightMother Nature was not to be flouted of her childrerot even of

her new daughters; to them, likewise, the family trait.

She would have run away if she could, leaving him to guess at her realkrafisen
were smart enoughBut that would have meant excuses and explanations all
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round. She was writing a daily column of notes for Greyson now, in addition to the
weekly letter from Clorinda; and Mrs. Denton, having compromised with her first
dreams, was delegating to Joan mand anore of her work.She wrote to Mrs.
Phillips that she was feeling unwell and would be unable to lunch with them on the
Sunday, as had been arrangellrs. Phillips, much disappointed, suggested
Wednesday; but it seemed on Wednesday she was no etteso it drifted on for
about a fortnight, without her finding the courage to come to any decision; and then
one morning, turning the corner into Abingdon Street, she felt a slight pull at her
sleeve; and Hilda was beside h&ihe child had shown an umgay intuition in not
knocking at the doorJoan had been fearing that, and would have sent down word
that she was outBut it had to be faced.

=1

Are you never coming again?0 asked the

~

AOf course, 0 answer ddml man,justeanmyletvdedl dtrmh e
weat her , | suppose. o

The child turned her head as they walked and looked adban felt herself smarting
under that look, but persisted.

Al 6m very much rmMidn mhgwrh,av es e gai da.way. C
AYou promi sed thexhilthel p him, 06 said

Al candét i f | ohnmBeislild eds ,r elt Jddiere andethdpovagsg. h i 1
of helping people than by wasting their

AHe wants youfibtésaidgyouhebehngdthere tha
Joan stoppedandhed. Di d he send you?0 she asked.

ANo, 0 the cHhiMadnaamsaweraedheadache this |
out Youdre not keeping your promise. O

Palace Yard, save for a statuesque policeman, was empty.
AHow do you know t hati nmPyo baesiknegd wliotahn .h i m

AYou know things when you | of€owmniybeld
them.You will come again, soon?o

Joan did not answer.
AYoubre frightened, 0 the chifilYd uc anrtiinku &

people will talk about gu and look down uponyoyrou oughtnét to t
yourself. You ought to think only about himand hiswofld.ot hi ng el se ma
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A | am thinking about hi mleand amids swargh,t
and helditA There ar eondti ngrsMerosutaadadd women c at
each other in the way you thinklThey may try to, and mean no harm in the
beginning, but the harm comes, and then not only the woman but the man also

suffers, and his work is spoilt and his
The smdl hot hand clasped Joandés convul si
ABut he wondot be able to do his work if
she persistedii O h , | ltalhdepends uponyode want s you. O

AAnd | want hi m, I f t hat assvered with ashorh s ol a

laugh.1 t wasndot mu c hrhecliild veas aute anbuglsts haverfaund
that out for herselfi Onl 'y you see Aindcdmé@tr eldadv eanhiem.c

They had reached the Abbeyoan turned and they retraced their sspaly.

Al shall be going away %hetalkhadHelpadheato! | t t
decisioni When | come back | Andyol mustalhcemea nd s
and see me, now and therexpect | shall have a flat of my owiMy father may be

coming to live with me.Goodbye. Do a |l | you can to help h

She stooped and kissed the child, straining her to her almostfieBelyt t he chi
lips were cold.She did not look back.

Miss Greyson was sympathetic towards her desire forngidb holiday and
wonder fully helpful; and Mrs. Denton al
her; Mrs. Denton was not given to kissirfghe wired to her father, and got his reply

the same eveningHe would be at her rooms on the day she hadifiwéh his
travelling bag, andwat hhdrmovieadaynsgh i mahy d
added. She waited till the day before starting to run round and say-ggedo the
Phillipses. She felt it would be unwise to try and get out of doing tiatth Phillips

and Hilda, she was thankful, were out; and she and Mrs. Phillips had tea alone
together. The talk was difficult, so far as Joan was concerriethe woman had

been possessed of ordinary intuition, she might have arrived at theJoatt@lmost

wished she wouldlt would make her own future task the easiBut Mrs. Phillips,

it was clear, was going to be no help to her.

For her fatherdés sake, she made pretenc
her and the harbour lights itesaed as if a part of herself were being torn away from
her.

They travelled leisurely through Holland and the Rhine land, and that helped a little:
the new scenes and interests; and in Switzerland they discovered a delightful little
village in an upland valley with just one small hotel, and decided to stay thexe for

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

127

while, so as to give themselves time to get their lett€hsey took long walks and
climbs, returning tired and hungry, looking forward to their dinner and the evening
talk with the few other guests on the verandde days passed restfully in that
hidden valley.The great white mountains closed herTiney seemed so strong and
clean.

It was on the morning they were leaving that a telegram was put into her hérsds.
Phillips was ill at lodgings in Folkeston&he hoped that Joan, on her way hack
would come to see her.

She showed the telegram to her fathitbo you mi nd, Dad, i f w
she asked.

ANo, dear, 0 he answered, A f you wish i
Al would |ike to go back, 0 she said.
CHAPTER XIlI

Mrs. Phillips was sitting up in an easy chaear the heavihcurtained windows

when Joan arrivedit was a pleasant little house in the old part of the town, and
looked out upon the harbou&he was startlingly thin by comparison with what she

had been; but her face was still paint&hillips would run down by the afternoon

train whenever he could get awahe never knew when he was coming, so she
explained; and she could not beShehad he i
fought against his wish that she should go into a nursingehand Joan, who in the
course of her work upon tidursing Timedad acquired some knowledge of them

as a whole, was inclined to agree with h8he was quite comfortable where she

was. The landlady, according to her account, was a dehe had serthe nurse out

for a walk on getting Joanés ®heedi dondt
really want much attendancét. was her heartlt got feeble now and then, and she

had to keep very still; that was alloan told how her father had serkd for years

from much the same complaintSo long as you were careful there was no
danger.She must take things easily and not excite herself.

Mrs. Phillips acquiescedii | t 6 s t ur ni n-gomes ,iont ®h ea 9l aaiz
smile.i | ¢ an she hourhustrwatchibgythe toustlewas always one for a
bit of I|ife.o

The | andl ady e ntJandodk awinstinctiveldslkentd lsebhe e a .
was a large, flashy woman, wearing a quantity of cheap jewelldey.familiarity

had about it smething almost threateningk o an wai ted ti || she
heavy tread descending the stairs, before she expressed her opinion.
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Al think she only means tofiBbebbegquf tuk,
sort, when Vheabjektseemed im some way to trouble her, and Joan
dropped it.

They watched the loading of a steamer while Joan drank her tea.

AHe will come this aft erfinoosne,em Hefwd rf ceye,l 0
be able to see you home. 0

Joan startedShe had been thinking about Phillips, wondering what she should say
to him when they met.

A What does he think, oo she asked, nRnabout

A Oh, It worries him, of courisYeo,u psocecer, de
always been such aghead,asaruleBut |1 think hedsAsggettin
tell hi m, | 61 | b #waa thdt spell iofdndt weatbey that knaeked u t u
me over .o

Joan was still looking out of the windovdkhe di dndét qui tThe know
wo ma n oed appéatarmce had shocked heuddenly she felt a touch upon her
hand.

AYouol I |l ook after him if Tarey twoimag 6& o0 ee
were pleading with herThey seemed to have grown largér.You know wha
mean, dear, cohtnoedfil yowP bl she such a comf
I tos all right. o

Il n answer t he t e arSkeksejpdoamagd putder drmsaabodits e
the woman.

ADonb6t be so fAsTihlelrye 60s snhoet hci rnYge wigda ien gg oti an g
getf at and wel | again; and |live to see hi

~

Al am getting thiiin, alaways WwW&nTheydbotht = abh a
laughed.

ABut I shanét see him t haitHedduJvenneivierl b
without you. An d & $ogroda to think that he wouldl. s houl dndt mi n
then, 0 she added.

Joan did not answelhere seemed no words that would come.

AYou wil/l promise, wono6t Wlotu®D ey p&irrs
just that | needndét worry myself .o
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Joan looked upThere was something in the eyes looking down upon her that seemed
to be compelling her.

Al f youodl I promise to try and get bette

Mrs. Phillips stooped and kissed hér.Of cour s e, fdPeearrh,adp ss hle st
nowthatmy mi nd i s easier. o

Phillips came, as Mrs. Phillips had predictédle was surprised at seeing Jo&te

had not thought she could get back so sode. brought an evening paper with
him. It contained a paragraph to the effect that Mrs. Phillips, wiftn@fRt. Hon.
Robert Phillips, M.P., was progressing favourably and hoped soon to be sufficiently
recovered to return to her London residenttewas the first time she had had a
paragraph all to herself, headed with her naBiee flushed with pleasurand Joan
noticed that, after reading it again, she folded the paper up small and slipped it into
her pocket.The nurse came in from her walk a little later and took Joan downstairs
with her.

AShe ought not to tal k t o useaxpaingdhwtln on e
a shake of the headshe was a quiet, busindgse woman. She would not express
a definite opinion.

Altds her mental state that #HiShéeé heughou
be gettingbetterBut she doesndt. o

AYoudre not a Christian Scientist, by a
ANo, 0 ansvwiesned!| yogmudre not one?o0

Al dondt know, 0 falnslwelrieelv & hteh avto maoul d d
anything else.f she would listen to itShe seemsito have lost allwitp o we r . 0O

The nurse left her; and the landlady came in to lay the t&ite. understood that

Joan would be dining with Mr. PhillipsThere was no train till the eigfdrty. She

kept looking at Joan as she moved about the rolmam was afraid she would begin

to talk, but she must have f elQncedheiranos
eyes met, and the woman leered at her.

Phillips came down looking more cheerfllle had detected improvement in Mrs.
Phillips. She was me hopeful in herselfThey talked in low tones during the meal,

as people do whose thoughts are elsewhkraappened quite suddenly, Phillips
explained. They had come down a few days after the rising of Parliamémtre

had been a spell of hot whaat; but nothing remarkableThe first attack had
occurred about three weeks adbwas just after Hilda had gone back to schddé
wasnot sure whether he Heugmotthe r rs an d nféd
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tod not just yet. Of course, if shegot worse, he would have taVhat did Joan
think? did she think there was any real danger?

Joan could not saySo much depended upon the general state of heHitkre was
the case of her own fatheOf course she would always be subject to attaékg.
this one would have warned her to be careful.

Phillips thought that living out of town might be better for her, in the fdture
somewhere in Surrey, where he could easily get up and délencould sleep
himself at the club on nights when he had to be la

They talked without looking at one anothdiey did not speak about themselves.

Mrs. Phillips was in bed when Joan wentuptosay dned i Yo u 6 | | C0ome
soon?o she asked, n4muadvleo ama dper ome s esa.
whispered.The nursavas in the room.

They discussed politics in the traiRhillips had found more support for his crusade
against Carleton than he had expectdd.was going to open the attack at once, thus
forestalling Carletonds opposition to h

Al t goirgmode thd®aily Thisand theDaily Thatand thewWeekly the Otheall
combined to down mel 6 m going to teldl the peopl e
Carletord Carleton here, Carleton there, Carleton everywhere, against thdmm
goingtodraghimout nt o t he open and make him put

Joan undertook to sound Greys@he was sure Greyson would support him, in his
balanced, gentlemanly way, that could nevertheless be quite deadly.

They grew less and less afraid of looking at one ana@théehey felt that darkened
room further and further behind them.

They parted at Charing Cros3oan would write.They agreed it would be better to
choose separate days for their visits to Folkestone.

She ran against Madge in the morning, and invitedelfets tea. Her father had

returned to Liverpool, and her own rooms, for some reason, depressdddssie

was there with young Hallidaylr hey wer e both off the nex
place in Devonshire, from where they were going to get nthraied had come to

say gooebye. Flossie put Sam in the passage and elethe door.

AHave you seenitHoew ?0s sshhee ?acs k e d .

nOh, sheds

C ged a figduudd Iddali,nk asrhsevwd rl
right, 1 f sh

h
e careful . o

an
0s
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A | stpel If oro t he besti ®ooarnsavled eslo FIl ,0ossh e
time. Dond6t send me a present ;0 whemgourttirhee n |

comes.l t 6s a sBeédsiydes st lodnv e Shalldbwih &shigforthe p u't
nextsix monthswi | I | et you know when weodre bac

She gave Joan a hug and a kiss, and was gtwan joined Madge in the kitchen,
where she was toasting buns.

Al suppose sheds satisfied herself that

A Oh, brains ar en 6 MadgevieSoynieh i ;mfg, tOh ea nwavre g f
world has ever been cursed with have been brainy edoogn and womenWe

make too much fuss about brains; just as once upon a time we did about mere brute
strength, thinking that was all that was needed to makenagneat. Brain is only

muscle translated into civilizatonfl hat 6 s not going to save

AYoudve been t hinkfWhyatod sl opant aaclclu stehda th el

Madge laughedii Mi xi ng wi th so many brainy peopl
wondering whatos become of their souls

AfBe good, Amwkeltetchwhal.can béWoluédernt hatJ
your text?0

Madge finished buttering herbuni8.Kant , wasnét iit, 0 she an
chiefly at two things: the starry firm@ent above him and the moral law within

him. And theyore one and t he Istadnse ,r aitfh ehre obc
good. o

They carried their tea into the sittingom.

ADo you really think shmhedl li sg ese thmgser oift
one has to say?0o

Al think she could, 0 answeredl J@sanhemilf
ofwill-power thatds the troubl e. o

Madge did not reply immediately\She was watching the rooks settling down for the
night in the elm treepist beyond the windowThere seemed to be much need of
coming and going, of much cawing.

A me t her pretty often during those n
round, 0 shefisai &al wabaybesgeimed to me to I
t hat absurd effort she was making to 06q
him.lcan see her doing something quite Dbi
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The cawing of the rooks grew fainte@ne by one they folded their wings.

Neither spoke for a whileLater on, they talked about the coming electitinthe
Party got back, Phifps would go to the Board of Trad&.would afford him a better
platform for the introduction of his land scheme.

AWhat do you gather i s tihTeh agte nheer ani | dp isn
AThe general opinion seaamyndtacnthe tMuaatg eh
with a smile; At hat al l things maehe&or &
atmosphere to have aboutone,tHat br eeds fri endship and

Joan looked at her watclshe had an article to finishiMadge stoodn tiptoe and
kissed her.

ADondt think me uniisNjompoanteh ewiilcl, or esjhoei csea it

God sees fit to call you to good worB u t | candét help lettin
fell owship with the weeping. o

AANd mind yodrs hped siaydadneddr.q 6 6 n a Andhof i cul t
all the eyes watching you are friendly.

Joan bore the germ of worry in helt breas
was a hard law, that of the world: knowing only winners and logef<ouse, the

woman was to be pitied\No one could feel more sorry for her than Joan hergeif.

what had Madge exactly meant by those
something really big, 0 IilHerewdsaodoubt@ahogtht i
her affection for him. It was almost dogike. And the child, also!There must be
something quite exceptional about him to have won the devotion of two such
opposite beingsEspecially Hilda.It would be hard to imagine any lengths to which

Hi | d a oidolatty Wauld wbt lead her.

She ran down twice to Folkestone during the following weddkr visits made her
mind easier.Mrs. Phillips seemed so placid, so contenté€dere was no suggestion
of suffering, either mental or physical.

She dined with th&reysons the Sunday after, and mooted the question of the coming
fight with Carleton. Greyson thought Phillips would find plenty of journalistic
backing. The concentration of the Press into the hands of a few conscienceless
schemers was threatening toluee the journalist to a mere hireling, and the better
class men were becoming seriously alarmidé. found in his desk the report of a
speech made by a wédhown leader writer at a recent dinner of the Press Cltie.

man had risen to respond to thestioaf his own health and had taken the opportunity

to unpack his heatrt.
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A | am paid a thousand a year, o0 so Grey
opinions out of my paperSome of you, perhaps, earn more, and others less; but
youbdbre gethgnghat ylidwearerocebe $odoblidh.as to express

my honest opinion, 106d be on the street

AThe business of the journalist, o the n
lie, to pervert, to \ify, to fawn at the feet of Mammon, to sell his soul for his daily

bread. We are the tools and vassals of rich men behind the scé¥vesare the
jumpingjacks. They pull the strings and we danc®ur talents, our possibilities,

our livesarethepropet y of ot her men. 0

AWe tried to pretend it was only one of
folded up the cuttilng;waffbutooi thewoultdreott
Al dondét see what you arfeSagolinmgg has drme o
afraid to sell their souls, there wil|l

Greyson did not so much mind there beir
assured of an honest market alongside, so that a man could take his tioatde

fearedwa t he Devil s steady encroachment,
the independent market altogethklis remedy was the introduction of the American

trust law, forbidding any one man being interested in more than a limited number of
journals.

ABwhat 6s the difference, 0 demanded Joan
a circulation of, say, six millions; or owning six with a circulation of a million

apiece?’lBy concentrating al/l his energies ol
geniusmigheasi |l y establish a single journal
AJust all the difference, 0 answered Gre

Exchequer, or Lord High Admiral, or Chief Executioner, whichever he preferred to
be, and Pooh Bah ad #ie Officers of State rolled into on€2ooh Bah may be a

very able statesman, entitled to exert his legitimate influeiBud, after all, his
opinion is only the opinion of one old gentleman, with possible prejudices and
preconceived convictionsThe Mikadod or the people, according to locafty

would like to hear the views of others of his ministeHe finds that the Lord
Chancellor and the Lord Chief Justice and the Groom of the Bedchamber and the
Attorney-Generad the whole entire Cabinet, in shoate unanimously of the same
opinion as PoohBahHe doesnd6t know itds only Pooh
corners of the stageThe consensus of opinion convinces hi@ne statesman,
however eminent, might err in judgmerBut half a score of statesm, all of one
mind! One must accept their verdict. o
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Mary smiled. i B u t why shoul dnot the good news
becomeamukpr opr i et or ? ¢ Whtye donmdgddge ytoard per s uac
to buy up three or four papers, before theye al | gone?o0

AfBecause | dondt want the Devil to get

AYoubve got to face thisThatl pewabl delt ia
worldly sources can only be employed for worldly purposgse power conferred

by popdarity, by wealth, by that ability to make use of other men that we term
organizatiod sooner or | ater the man who wielo
servant. So long as Kingship was merely a force struggling against anarchy, it was

a holy weapon.As it grew in power so it degenerated into an instrument of
tyranny. The Church, so long as it remained a scattered body of meek, lowly men,

di d t he L &nthdodes at\WRonrekit. thundered its edicts against human
thought. The Press is in danger of lmlving precisely the same history.&nbnbsp;

When it wrote in fear of the pillory and of the jail, it fought for Libertyow it has

become the Fourth Estate, it fawnas Jack Swinton said ofditat the feet of
Mammon. My Proprietor, good fellow, allows m# cultivate my plot amid the
wilderness for other purposes than those of quick retdfrise were to become a
competitor with the Carletons and the Bloomfields, he would have to look upon it as

a business propositionThe Devil would take him up on the high mountain, and

point out to him the kingdom of huge circulations and vast profits, whispering to

him: O0AIlIl this wildl | give thleedonoéft twhao
the dear good fellow to be tempted. 0
Al's 1t | mpaonbbIne, dtuhegn,antdo success?0 qu

AThe combination someti mes hapfipBeunts ,i thbdys
dangeroustoseekit.tt i s so0o easy to persuade our se

ABut we must succeedy. fibludte Gddus es dr wa
remain powerl ess?o

APower |l ePoweofulul enly tofiReweref, Wl has aQtls
powerful; not as Caesar was powedfydowerful as those who have suffered and

have failed, leaders of forlorn hog@epoweful as those who have struggled on,
despised and vilified; not as those of whom all men speald vpelverful as those

who have fought lone battles and have died, not knowing their own viclbiy.
those that serve, not those that rul e,

Joan had never known him quite so serioG&nerally there was a touch of irony in
his talk, a suggestion of aloofness that had often irritated her.

Al wish you would always be yourself, a
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ADo | pos edsingseyelmavk.ed, r

AThat shows how far it has gone,¥Youshe t
pretend to be a philosophéB.ut youdre really a man. o
Helaughediil t 1 sndét al way siAlat 6pso sseo, nbe hnee nedxsp | wa
Thy will be done. 0

AAsk Phillips to ciimec amdbe eef mmqroe htee lsy

his views. 0

He walked with her to the bushey passed a cornbouse that he had more than
once pointed out to hett had belonged, years ago, to a wealbwn artist, who had
worked out a wonderful scheme of decoration in the dravoogn. A board was
up, announcing that the house was for sé&legas lamp, exactl opposite, threw a
flood of light upon the huge white lettering.

Joan stoppedii Wh vy , I t6s the house you d&rAe eal we
you thinking of taking it?o0

Al did go overiBiutt, d thevoan siwéree d.andher a
me . O
She |l ooked up Phillips at t heHdhadyuste, an

returned from Folkestone, and was worried.

She was so much bet tfeButl aistt nmnweewer, ol ahset

=1

AnPoor ol d Ir

gilr | B &l ihevbeedsite ebadp phiaevre i f | 6 d
pl ain Bob Phill

i ps. O

Joan had promised to go down on the Friday; but finding, on the Thursday morning,
that it would be difficult, decided to run down that afternoon inst&iek thought at

firstof sendingawireBut i n Mrs. Phillipsod6s state of
to be avoided.lt could make no differenceThe front door of the little house was
standing half openShe called down the kitchen stairs to the landlady, but received

no answer.The woman ha probably run out on some short erratshe went up the

stairs softly. The bedroom door, she knew, would be op#&frs. Phillips had a
feeling against bei n$§hefeatt totap lmltly andwalt s s h
straight in, as usuaBut wha she saw through the opening caused her to palise.

Phillips was sitting up in bed with her box of cosmetics in front of I8fre was

sensitive of anyone seeing her malg and Joan, knowing this, drew back a
step.But f or s ome rlelpwatching.Ms.Peillips dipped d brush

into one of the compartments and then remained with it in her hand, as if
hesitating. Suddenly she stuck out her tongue and passed the brush cveleist,

so it seemed to Joarit was only a side viewfo Mr s . Phillipsobés f
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obtaining, and she may have been mistakemight have been the lipd.he woman
gave a little gasp and sat still for a momehen, putting away the brush, she closed
the box and slipped it under the pillow.

Joan E€lt her knees tremblingA cold, creeping fear was taking possession of

her. Why, she could not understan&he must have been mistakdhe opl e d o n ¢
makeup their tonguesit must have been the lip&nd even if nad if the woman

had licked the brughit was a silly trick people doPerhaps she liked the tasteéhe

pulled herself together and tapped at the door.

Mrs. Phillips gave a little start at seeing her; but was glad that she had bitigs

had not been down for two days and she had fesdimg lonesome She persisted

in talking more than Joan felt was good for h8he was feeling so much better, she
explained.Joan was relieved when the nurse came back from her walk and insisted
on her lying down.She dropped to sleep while Joawl #ime nurse were having their

tea.

Joan went back by the early traiShe met some people at the station that she knew

and travelled up with themT h a t picture of Mr s . Phi I I
beyond the | ine of Mr sebadkbfhdrmindpbstit wasc h e e
not until she was alone in her own rooms that she dared let her thoughts return to it.

The suggestion that was forcing itself into her brain was monstrous
unthinkable. That, never possessed of any surplus vitality, and raudférom the

added lassitude of illness, the woman should have become indiffesdhihg to let

a life that to her was full of fears and difficulties slip peacefully away from her, that
was possible But that she should exercise thought and ingeéuibat she should

have reasoned the thing out and deliberately laid her plans, calculating at every point
on their success; it was inconceivable.

Besides, what could have put the idea into her hedd®as laughable, the
presumption that she was a finishedress, capable of deceiving everyone about
her. If she had had an inkling of the truth, Joan, with every nerve on the alert, almost
hoping for it, would have detected i&he had talked with her alone the day before
she had left England, and the woman eeen full of hopes and projects for the
future.

That picture of Mrs. Phillips, propped up against the pillows, with her rapKsox
upon her knees was still before her when she went toAlkdight long it haunted
her: whether thinking or dreaming ibfshe could not tell.

Suddenly, she sat up with a stifled ctiyseemed as if a flash of light had been turned
upon her, almost blinding her.
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Hilda! Why had she never thought of ifthe whole thing was so obviou$. Y o u

ought not to think about yowrl. You ought to think only of him and of his

work. Not hi ng e llfshe cauld say teat te Joan, what might she not have

said to her mother who, so clearly, she divined to be the indultvesdrag upon her

fat her 6 Shecoald heaathéci | déds dry, Opoaldsee Mirat e
Phil l i psods f | aldhbhefrightereed &taginggyeWivere hehn fatihee

was concerned the child had neither conscience nor compaSsiernad waited her

tme.l't was a f ew d a toschomlthat®irs. Phillips khéb@en firste t u r
taken ill.

She flung herself from the bed and drew the bliActhill, grey light penetrated the
room. It was a little before five She would go round to Phillips, wake him uge
must be told.

With her hain her hands, she pausdado. That would not do.Phillips must never
know. They must keep the secret to themselv@se would go down and see the
woman; reason with her, insisShe went into the other roomt was lighter
there.T h e A A. Btar@ingdn itsuessl plece upon her defkere was a train
to Folkestone at sififteen. She had plenty of timelt would be wise to have a cup
of tea and something to ealhere would be no sense in arriving there with a
headache She would want hdsrain clear.

It was halfpast five when she sat down with her tea in front of hewas only ten

mi nut es 6 wal k 0 sag a dhdrtarrofian pouShe mighspick up a

cab. She grew calmer as she ate and draf&r reason seemed to be retugto

her. There was no such violenthurrHa dndét she better thinl
clear daylight?The woman had been ill now for nearly six weeks: a few (doars

day or tw@® could make no differencelt might alarm the poor creature, her
unexpecte@ppearance at such an unusual &otause a relapsesuppose she had

been mistakenHadn o6t she bett er 0Orealkheewag?Oreeidv i nq L
harm more often than good, acting on impulgdter all, had she the right to
interfere? Ou g h t ntidirtg totbé thought over as a wholé?i ght ndét t her
arguments, worth considering, against her interferertte?brain was too much in
awhi.Hadnét she better wait till she coul

The silver clock upon her deskustk six. It had been a gift from her father when

she was at Girtonlt never obtrudedlts voice was a faint musical chime that she
need not hear unless she cared to lis&me turned and looked at it. seemed to be

a little face looking back at heut of its two round, blinkless eyeBor the first time
during all the years that it had watched beside her, she heard its quick, impatient tick.

She sat motionless, staring atTie problem, in some way, had simplified itself into
a contest betweeherself, demanding time to think, and the little insistent clock,
shouting to her to act upon blind impuldéshe could remain motionless for another
five minutes, she would have won.
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The ticking of the little clock was filling the roonT.he thing semed to have become
alived to be threatening to burst its heaBut the thin, delicate indicator moved on.

Suddenly its ticking ceasedt had become again a piece of lifeless mechaniBne.
hands pointed to six minutes pasban took off her hat andidl it aside.

She must think the whole thing over quietly.

CHAPTER XIV

She could help himWithout her, he would fail.The woman herself saw that, and
wished it. Why should she hesitateR was not as if she had only herself to
consider. The faté® the happiness of millions was at stakiee looked to her for

aidd for guidance.It must have been intendedll roads had led to itHer going

to the house.She remembered now, it was the first door at which she had
knocked. Her footsteps had surely beginected. Her meeting with Mrs. Phillips in
Madgeds rooms; and that invitatioft to d
was she who had persuaded him to accé&pit for her he would have doubted,
wavered, let his opportunities slip bife had confessed it to her.

And she had promised hinHle needed herThe words she had spoken to Madge,

not dreaming then of their swift applicatiohhey came backtohen God has c al
me.He girded Hi s Véhatoightdhadusipedmleavbristig in its
scabbard, turning aside from the pathway pointed out to her because of one weak,
useless life, crouching in her wait. was not as if she were being asked to do evil
herself that good might comé& he decision had been taken out of hardsa All

she had to do was to remain quiescent, not interfering, awaiting her okders.
business was with her ©®ose wiling totsacrificeot wi
oneself: that was at the root of all servick.o met i mes it was 0ne
somgimes that of anothenViust one never go forward because another steps out of
onebds way, Besidet, she imight Have ype&n mistak€nat picture, ever

before her, of the woman pausing with the brush above her tdrtbaelittle stilled

gasp! It may have been but a phantasm, born of her own fevered imagin&hen.

clung to that, desperately.

It was the task that had been entrusted to Hemv could he hope to succeed without

her. With her, he would be all powerfilaccomplish the end for whidhe had been

sent into the world.Society counts for so much in England/hat public man had

ever won through without its assistandes Greyson had said: it is the dinftable

that rules. She could win it over to his sidelhat mission to Paris thahe had
undertaken for Mrs. Denton, that had brought her into contact with diplomatists,
politicians, the leaders and the rulers, the bearers of names known and honoured in
history. They had accepted her as one of themsel&s had influenced them,
swayed them.T h a t afternoon at Fol ks studi o,
where famous men and women had waited to attract her notice, had hung upon her
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words. Even at school, at college, she had always commanded willing horAage.
Greyson had onctold her, it was hersélf her personality that was her greatest
asset. Was it to be utterly wastedThere were hundreds of impersonal, sexless
women, equipped for nothing else, with pens as keen if not keener tharThats.
was not the talent with whicthe had been entruséedor which she would have to
account.It was her beauty, her power to charm, to draw afteé¥ hecompel by the
mere exercise of her wilHitherto Beauty had been content to barter itself for mere
coin of the realr@ for ease and kury and pleasureShe only asked to be allowed
to spend it in serviceAs his wife, she could use it to fine end®y herself she was
helpless.One must take the world as one findslttgives the unmated woman no
opportunity to employ the speciaiftg with which God has endowed ldeexcept

for evil. As the wife of a rising statesman, she could be a force for progbées.
could become another Madame Roland; gather round her all that was best of English
social life; give back to it its lost positian the vanguard of thought.

She could strengthen him, give him coura@éthout her, he would always remain
the mere fighter, doubtful of himselfhe confidence, the inspiration, necessary for
leadership, she alone could bring to himEach by themselves was
incomplete. Togetherthey would be the wholeThey would build the city of their
dreams.

She seemed to have become a wandering spirit rather than a living Bamdnad
no sense of time or plac&®nce she had started, hearing herself laughe was
seated at a table, andas talking. And then she had passed back into
forgetfulness.Now, from somewhere, she was gazing downw&dofs, domes and
towers lay stretched before her, emerging from a sea of sha&esheld out her
arms towards them and the tears came teyes. The poor tired people were calling
to her to join with him to help themShould she fail thefh turn deaf ears to the
myriad because of pity for one useless, feeble life?

She had been fashioned to be his helpmate, as surely as if she had beentheade of
same boneNature was at one with Godbpirit and body both yearned for hint.

was not positiod power for herself that she cravedlhe marriage markétif that

had been her desire: it had always been open taSter had the gold that buys these
things. Wealth, ambition: they had been offered tochepread out temptingly
before her eyesThey were always within her means, if ever she chose to purchase
them. It was this man alone to whom she had ever felt déathiis man of the
people, with thasuggestion about him of something primitive, untamed, causing her
always in his presence that faint, compelling thrill of fear, who stirred her blood as
none of the polished men of her own class had ever ddmekind, strong, ugly
face: it moved besideer: its fearless, tender eyes now pleading, now commanding.

He needed herShe heard his passionate, low voice, as she had heard it in the little

garden above Meudon: AfBecause you wono
n ot h iWa rigbt had this par, wornout shadow to stand between them, to the
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end? Had love and life no claims, but only weaknesdte had taken all, had given
nothing. It was but reparation she was makiniyhy stop her?

She was alone in a maze of narrow, silent streets thatl @gays in a high blank
wall. It seemed impossible to get away from this blank wehatever way she
turned she was always coming back to it.

What was she to do®rag the woman back to life against her &ilead her back
to him to be a chain about Heet until the end?Then leave him to fight the battle
alone?

And herself? All her world had been watching and would kno@he had counted

her chickens before they were de&he had set her cap at the man, reckoning him
already widowed; and his wifead come to life and snatched it from her he@he

could hear the laugh®t he hal f amused, half contemp
| u c 8he would be their standing jest, till she was forgotten.

What would life leave to her? lonely lodging and @ot of ink that she would come

to hate the smell ofShe could never marryit would be but her body that she could

give to any other maniNot even for the sake of her dreams could she bring herself

to that. It might have been possible before, but nowv. She could have won the

victory over herself, but for hope, that had kindled the smouldering embers of her
passion into flameWhat cunning devil had flung open this door, showing her all
her heartds desire, mer elamittdirhhartownddece® s h o

A fierce anger blazed up in her braM/hy should she listenWhy had reason been
given to us if we were not to usé itveigh good and evil in the balance and decide
for ourselves where lay the nobler gaiW?Pere we to be ledither and thither like
blind children? What was righh what wrong, but what our own Gagiven
judgment told us?Was it wrong of the woman to perform this act of self
renunciation, yielding up all things to lové®, it was gred heroic of her.It would

be her cross of victory, her crown.

If the gift were noble, so also it could not be ignoble to accept it.

To reject it would be to dishonour it.

She would accept itThe wonder of it should cast out her doubts and feShse
would seek to make herself viioy of it. Consecrate it with her steadfastness, her
devotion.

She thought it endedut yet she sat there motionless.

What was plucking at her sleévestill holding her?
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Unknowing, she had entered a small gardénformed a passage between two
streetsand was left open day and niglitwas but a narrow strip of rank grass and
withered shrubs with an asphalte pathway widening to a circle in the centre, where
stood a gas lamp and two seats, facing one another.

And suddenly it came to her that this wasr Garden of Gethsemane; and a dull
laugh broke from her that she could not hdlpwas such a ridiculous apology for
GethsemaneThere was not a corner in which one could possibly p@yly these

two iron seats, one each side of the gaunt gastlamglared down upon theriven

the withered shrubs were fenced off behind a railf&vgagged figure sprawled upon
the bench opposite to helt.snored gently, and its breath came laden with the odour
of cheap whisky.

But it was her Gethsemane: thesbinat Fate had been able to do for Hewas here
that her choice would be madg&he felt that.

And there rose before her the vision of that other Garden of Gethsemane with, below
it, the soft lights of the city shining through the trees; and aldear against the
starlit sky, the cold, dark cross.

It was only a little cross, hers, by comparis@he could see thaThey seemed to
be standing side by sideBut then she was only a wongatittle more than a
girl. And her courage was so smaBhethought He ought to know thaEor her, it
was quite a big crossShe wondered if He had been listening to all her
arguments.There was really a good deal of sense in some of tHesnhaps He
would understandNot all His prayer had come down to ude, too, had put up a
fight for life. He, too, was youngFor Him, also, life must have seemed but just
beginning. Perhaps He, too, had felt that His duty still lay among the pé&ople
teaching, guiding, healing thenT.o Him, too, life must have been sgtewith its
noble work, its loving comradeshigeven from Him the words had to be wrung:
AThy will, not Mine, be done. o

She whispered them at lastlot bravely, at all.Feebly, haltingly, with a little sob:
her forehead pressed against the cold iroty asaf that could help her.

She thought that even then God might reconsiéeséte her point of viewPerhaps
He would send her a sign.

The ragged figure on the bench opposite opened its eyes, stared at her; then went to
sleep again.A prowling cat pased to rub itself against her foot, but meeting no
response, passed omhrough an open window, somewhere near, filtered the sound
of a childbs | ow whimpering.

It was daylight when she awok&he was cold and her limbs acheslowly her
senses came batk her. The seat opposite was vacaifitie gas lamp showed but a
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faint blue point of flame Her dress was torn, her boots soiled and mudtyands
of her hair had escaped from underneath her hat.

She looked at her watcltrortunately it was still earl She would be able to let
herself in before anyone was uft. was but a little way.She wondered, while
rearranging her hair, what day it weShe would find out, when she got home, from
the newspaper.

In the street she paused a moment and lookekl thamugh the railingslt seemed

even still more sordid in the daylight: the sooty grass and the withered shrubs and
the asphalte pathway strewn with dirty pap&nd again a laugh she could not help
broke from her.Her Garden of Gethsemane!

She sent arief letter round to Phillips, and a telegram to the nurse, preparing them

for what she meant to ddshe had just time to pack a small trunk and catch the
morning train. At Folkestone, she drove first to a house where she herself had once
lodged and #ied things to her satisfactiormhe nurse was waiting for her in the
downstairs room, and opened the door to hBrhe was opposed t
interference.But Joan had come prepared forthdtL et me have a t al
shesaidil t hi nkodtdovehdtouintd i s that i s caus

The nurse shot her aswiftglandel 6 m gl ad of t 8halktJaangohe s
upstairs.

Mrs. Phillips was asleeploan seated herself beside the bed and wagkd.had not

yet made herself ufpr the day and the dyed hair was hidden beneath a white; close
fitting cap. The pale, thin face with its closed eyes looked strangely
young. Suddenly the thin hands clasped, and her lips moved, as if she were praying
in her sleep.Perhaps she also wdseaming of Gethsemandt must be quite a
crowded garden, if only we could see it.

After a while, her eyes openedoan drew her chair nearer and slipped her arm in
under her, and their eyes met.

AYoudre not p

| aying the gam@
on condition tha ul d

t you wo

The woman made no attempt to deiBomething told her that Joan had learned her
secret. She glanced towards the dodioan lad closed it.

ADondt drag me bialctkd D & lhIbe ravsed hepdi apdarlo

put her arms dbddutwako dimmdd md cAhdthesit |, an
came to me that this was what | had been wanting to do, all ndydimething to
help him, that nobody else coulddd.on 6t take it from me. 0O
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A | know, 0 wliil per && e hikmawtyce were doingat,ahough

I di dndét gdtil theotherdayw hvow | d n@antedtitchpretekd.

t hat Ilkndwallypédansayl 6 ve been Itwastightofijaugp t o i
want to give it all up to me for his sak8ut it would be wrong of me to take it.
dondét quiltecaré&t vBduxtp |lla i Bwo\wdtseditwould be no
good. o

-1

But 1 6m so useless, o0 pleaded the woman

A | said that 6 waswededoJdanit anld | t ¢
said everything | could thinkoBut t hat was the only ansyv

They remained for a while with their arms nolione anotherlt struck Joan as
curious, even at the time, that all feeling of superiority had gone out ofThery

might have been two puzzled children that had met one another on a path that neither
knew. But Joan was the stronger character.

Al twaywyou to give me up that box, 0 she s
can be with you and take care of you un

Mrs. Phillips made yet another effoii Have you thought about

Joan answered with afaintsmiie.Oh s , ye s lii¢ slaidandt forget
i n case it hadnot occurred to the Lord.

APerhaps, 0 she added, At he hel pmate th
bodies. There was nothing said aboutoursotse r haps God doesnoét
inpairs.Per haps we were meant to stand al on
Mr s . Phillipsds thin hands we Teregtllayi ng
seemed something thatshehadtogay. i f Joan hadnodtHert hougl
eyes were fixed upon the narrow strip of tigetween the window curtains.

AYou dondét think you coul d, dear , 0 she
anymore. But Jjust | et things take their cour
AYou see, dear, 0 she went on, herlitface

wil | be hard for me to go back to him,

me. | shall always feel that | aminhiswaAnd Hi |l da, 06 she adde
Ashe wil/l hate me. 0

Joan looked at the white patient face and was silé&ftat would be thaise of
senseless contradictiormhe woman knew.lt would only seem an added stab of
mockery. She knelt beside the bed, and took the thin hands in hers.
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A | think God must want vyou very badly,
heavy a crossuponyoY ou wi | | come?o0

The woman did not answer in wordd.he big tears were rolling down her
cheeks.There was no paint to mingle with and mar theshe drew the little metal
box from under the pillow and gave it i

Joan crept out softly &dm the room.

The nurse was standing by thewindd®¢h e t ur ned shar pJogn on J
slipped the box into her hands.

The nurse raised thelidi Wh at a f ool |l Dvendbeemn,Oheheght

She held out a large strong hand gaste Joan a longish grigi You 6r e r i ght
sai d, Awe must get hFar gpiue ome .tchi s hous

Phillips had been called up north and wired that he would not be able to get down till
the Wednesday eveningoan met him at the station.

ARnSwendt be expecting ymWe miught yreav e a hl
She waited till they had reached a quiet road leading to the hills.

AYou wi |l | find heéMerthhalnlgghdugioshevlllammtai d .
to show it. She was ving for your saké to set you freeHilda seems to have had

a talk with her and to have spared her no part of the ttd#r.great love for you

made the sacrifice possible and even welcoih&vas the one gift she had in her
hands.She was giving it gldly, proudly. So far as she was concerned, it would have
been kinder to let her make an end ofBut during the last few days | have come to

the conclusion there is a law within us that we may not argue 8itle. is coming

back to life, knowing you @ longer want her, that she is only in the w&erhaps

you may be able to think of something to say or do that will lessen her martyrdom.
canot. o

They had paused where a group of trees threw a blot of shadow across the moonlit
road.

AYou mearkidhe ngavrersel f?20 he asked.

AQui t e 8das twawvoitl 3ll danger of after discovery: that might have hurt
us, 0 she answered.

They walked in silence, and coming to a road that led back into the town, he turned
down it. She had the feeling she wadldaing him without his knowing it.A cab
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was standing outside the gate of a house, having just discharged itddéaseemed
to have suddenly recollected her.

ADo you mi mMmdWeo shhealdaigde.t there so much ¢
AYou go, dildHd sdairdl | on quietly. o
AYoubre sure?0 he said.

N

| woul d rather, 0 she answered.

It struck her that he was relievetle gave the man the address, speaking hurriedly,
and jumped in.

She had gone orShe heard the closing of the dd@hind her, and the next moment
the cab passed her.

She did not see him again that nigithey met in the morning at breakfask

curious strangeness to each other seemed to have grown up between them, as if they
had known one another long ago, and halfl fergotten. When they had finished

she rose to leave; but he asked her to stop, and, after the table had been cleared, he
walked up and down the room, while she sat sideways on the window seat from
where she could watch the little ships moving to aiedaicross the horizon, like
painted figures in a show.

A | had a | ong tal k wiAnhd,Natnr yliansgt tnoi gehxtp,
came a little nearer to understanding it myséffy love for you would have been

strong enough to ruin both obul see that now.It would have dominated every

other thought in melt would have swallowed up my dreami$.would have been

blind, unscrupulousMarried to you, | should have aimed only at succésaould

not have been your faultYou would nothave known.About mere birth | should

never have troubled myself. 6 ve met daught &édmerearfessia hun
clever, jolly little women | could have chucked under the chin and have been
chummy with. Nature creates her own ranks, and puts han hlupon
misalliances. Every time | took you in my arms | should have felt that you had
stepped down from your proper order to mate yourself with me and that it was up to

me to make the sacrifice good to you by giving you péwaosition. Already within

the last few weeks, when it looked as if this thing was going to be possible, | have
been thinking against my will of a compromise with Carleton that would give me his
support. This coming election was beginning to have terrors for me that | have never
befare felt. The thought of defedthaving to go back to comparative poverty, to
comparative obscurity, with you as my wife, was growing into a nightmasteould

have wanted wealth, fame, victory, for your sake see you honoured, courted,

envied, finely dessed and finely hous&dyrateful to me for having won for you
thesethingsl t wasndét h od thesldve thahuaited, that makds a mam
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willing to take as well as to give, that | felt for you; it was worship that separates a
man from a womanhat puts fear between thenh. t i snot good t ha
worship a womanHe canot s er v e Thé&randeresisnack liable tma n .
clash. Nan 6 s myod josed Igvimpawoman that the Lord brought to me and

gave me when | was alodidghat I stilllove. 1 di dnoét knowheiwtl t il |
neverstandinmyway. havenodot t o puSBhetikleaveang ficen st
to obey the voice thatcallstomAnd no man can hear that

He had been speaking in a clear, -selffident tone, as if at last he saw his road
before him to the end; and felt that nothing else mattered but that he should go
forward hopefully, unfalteringly Now he paused, and his eyes wander@dt the

lines about his strong mouth deepened.

APer hapsm, not of the stuff thdtPesdhrapser o
were, | should be thinking differentlyit comes to me sometimes that | may be one
of those intended only to prepare the wakhat for me there may be only the endless
struggle.| may have to face unpopularity, abuse, failubeh e won 6t mi nd. C

ANor would you, 0 he added, turning to
that. But | should be afradlf or you. 0

She had listened to him without interrupting, and even now she tigprak for a
while.

It was hard not toShe wanted to tell him that he was all wrdngf least, so far as

she was concernedlt. was not the conqueror she loved in him; it was the
fighter. Not in the hour of triumph but in the hour of despair she wbald yearned

to put herarms abouthimm Unpopul arity, abuse, failur
such that she would have guarded hiivees, she had dreamed of leadership,
influence, commandBut it was the leadership of the valiant few against théshos

of the oppressors that she claimatfealth, honours!Would she have given up a

life of ease, shut herself off from society, if these had been her
standards¥iMésalliancé dHad the male animal no instinct, telling it when it was

loved withallawoma 6s being, so that any other u

It was better for him he should think as he dghe rose and held out her hand.

Al wi || stay with heriTiolrl al Ifiagadall et hwehri
need. Then | must get backkt wor k. o

He looked into her eyes, holding her hand, and she felt his body tremShegnew
he was about to speak, and held up a warning hand.

AThat 6s all, my | aidMyo |sohvee staoi dy owi,t ha nad s(
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Mrs. Phillips progressedahly but steadily.Life was returning to her, but it was
not the same.Out of those days there had come to her a gentle dignity, a
strengthening and refining.The face, now pale and drawn, had lost its
foolishness.Under the thin, white hair, and inigpof its deep lines, it had grown
younger. A great patience, a chilike thoughtfulness had come into the quiet eyes.

She was sitting by the window, her hands foldédan had been reading to her, and
the chapter finished, she had closed the book hed thoughts had been

wanderingMr s. Phi l Il i psb6és voice recalled the
ADo you remember t hat day, my dear, O
together.And | would have all the wrongthinggnd you | et me. O

AYes, 0O answer edi Dlheaya wereht g hwftigh, some

=1

| was just wondéti wqso as pwasb gilgantvbeegam 6t |
O cry.o

(o

-1}

| expect that whalst iitntoerJfoearmne < owmiftels sceuwr.

~

Al't was only a | iot tslhee talimiBanve,r led@fv ec beresne t
must be that thatodos at the bottom of i
thing® children and little animals and men and women in pain, that we feel sorry

for, so that people like you and Robert andramy others are willing to give up all

your lives to helpingthemAnd t hat i s what He wants. 0

APerhaps God cannot help thefin®ebbapg tMe
too, is sorry for them. o

nlt comes to the same twerediigThedyoeameétt h
anyhow. And that is how He knows those who are willing to serve Him: by their
being pitiful.o

They fell into a silenceJoan found herself dreaming.

Yes, it was true.lt must have been the beginning of all thingéan, pitiless deaf,

blind, groping in the darkness, knowing not even himsgifd to her vision, far off,

out of the mist, he shaped himself before her: that dim, first stasbearér of the

Lord, the man who first felt pity.Savage, brutish, dumblonely there amidhe
desolation, staring down at some hurt creature, man or beast it mattered not, his dull
eyes troubled with a strange new pain he understood not.

And suddenly, as he stooped, there must have come a great light into his eyes.

Man had heard Godds voice across the de
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CHAPTER XV

The years that followetl till, like some shipwrecked swimmer to whom returning
light reveals the land, she felt new life and hopes come backdcdheays remained

in her memory vage, confused; a jumble of events, thoughts, feelings, without
sequence or connection.

She had gone down to Liverpool, intending to persuade her father to leave the control
of the works to Arthur, and to come and live with her in London; but had left without
broaching the subjectThere were nights when she would trapse the streets till she
would almost fall exhausted, rather than face the solitude awaiting her in her own
rooms. But so also there were moods when, like some stricken animal, her instinct
wasto shun all living things At such times his presence, for all his loving patience,
would have been as a knife in her wousides, he would always be there, when
escape from herself for a while became an absolute necelkitg. and more she

had cometo regard him as her comforteNot from anything he ever said or

did. Rather, it seemed to her, because that with him she felt no need of words.

The works, since Arthur had shared the management, had gradually been regaining
their position; and he hagtged her to let him increase her allowance.

Alot wi || give you greater freedom, 0 he
propounding a mere business propositio
entirely for its own sakel have always wanted to takéand in helping things ort

will come to just the same, your doing
She had suppressed a smile, and had accepiedi.h ank s, Dad, o s
answeredil t will be nice, having you as my

Her admiration of the independent woman had wae some modification since

she had come in contact with hewoman was intended to be dependent upon

man. It was the part appointed to him in the social scheifveman had hers, no

less important.Earning her own living did not improve heft was ore of the
drawbacks of civilization that so many had to do it of necesHityeveloped her on

the wrong lined against her natureThis cry of the unsexed: that woman must
always be the paid servant instead of the helper o&npand for being mother, péi

for being wife! Why not carry it to its logical conclusion, and insist that she should

be paid for her embraces’h at she should share 1 n man
was the true comradeshipVhat mattered it, who held the puisigings!

Her roomwas always kept ready for heDften she would lie there, watching the
moonlight creep across the floor; and a curious feeling would come to her of being
something wandering, incomplet&he would see as through a mist the passionate,
restless child wit the rebellious eyes to whom the room had once belonged; and later
the strangely selpossessed girl with that impalpable veil of mystery around her who
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would stand with folded hands, there by the window, seeming always to be
listening. And she, too, hagassed awayThe tears would come into her eyes, and
she would stretch out yearning arms towards their shadowy fd3orsthey would

only turn upon her eyes that saw not, and would fade away.

In the daytime, when Arthur and her father were at the wpdtsee would move
through the high, square, stifffurnished rooms, or about the great formal garden,
with its ordered walks and level lawné&nd as with knowledge we come to love
some old, stern face our childish eyes had thought forbidding, and wduidveoit
changed, there came to her with the years a growing fondness for the old, plain brick
built house. Generations of Allways had lived and died there: men and women
somewhat narrow, unsympathetic, a little hard of understanding; but at least,earnes
sincere, seeking to do their duty in their solid, unimaginative viRgrhaps there
were other ways besides those of speech andReraps one did better, keeping to
oneds own people; the very qualities th
their need.What mattered the colours, so that one followed the fldghewhere,

all roads would meet.

Arthur had to be in London generally once or twice a month, and it came to be
accepted that he shoul d al w&hg ladost#eé | upc
selfsufficiency that had made roaming about London by herself a pleasurable
adventure; and a newlyorn fear of what people were saying and thinking about her
made her shy even of the few friends she still clung to, so that his visits grew to be
of the nature of childish treats to which she found herself looking foéwandinting

the days.Also, she came to be dependent upon him for the keeping alight within her
of that little kindly fire of seHconceit at which we warm our hands in wintry dals.

is not good that a young woman should remain for long a stranger to herdmirror
above her frocks, indifferent to the angle of her I&kte had met the women superior

to feminine vanities.Handsome enough, some of them must once have been; now
sunk inslovenliness, uncleanliness, in disrespect to womanhidwaauld not be fair

to him. The worshipper has his right$he goddess must remember always that she
is a goddess must pull herself together and behave as such, appearing upon her
pedestal becomgly attired; seeing to it that in all things she is at her best; not
allowing private grief to render her neglectful of this duty.

She had not told him of the Phillips episodBut she felt instinctively that he
knew. It was always a little mysterious her, his perception in matters pertaining
to herself.

Al want your | ove, oflsth eh edlapedito thiek it Wwas m o n
selfish of me to take it, knowing | could never retuh mot that love.But | no

longer feel that now.Your love seems to me a fountain from which | can drink
without hurting you. o
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A | should |l ove to be with youYalwagsdbD
forget your promise?o0

She remembered it thenii No, 0 she answermdd svniatl H &K ¢
watch.Pg& haps | shall be worthy of it by ¢th

She had lost her faith in journalism as a drum for the rousing of the people against
wrong. | t s beat had | ed too often-tackbdhbe
rostrum. It had lost its rallying powerThe popular Press had made the newspaper

a byword for falsehoodEven its supporters, while reading it because it pandered to
their passions, tickled their vices, and flattered their ignorance, despised and
disbelieved it.Here and there, an honest jouradVocated a reform, pleaded for the
sweeping away of an injusticeThe public shrugged its shoulder&nother
newspaper stuntiA bid for popularity, for notoriety: with its consequent financial
kudos.

She still continued to write for Greyson, but felhe was labouring for the
doomed. Lord Sutcliffe had died suddenly and his holding in Ewening
Gazettehad passed to his nephew, a gentleman more interested in big game shooting
than in politics.Gr eysondés support of Phehetaf ps he
Carl etonods operations, and negotiati o
commenced. She knew that, sooner or later, Greyson would be offered the
alternative of either changing his opinions or of goiAgd she knew that he would

go. Her work for Mrs. Denton was less likely to be interfered withappealed only

to the few, and aimed at informing and explaining rather than directly
converting. Useful enough work in its way, no doubt; but to put heart into it seemed

to require longer views thanggven to the eyes of youth.

Besides, her pen was no longer able to absorb her attention, to keep her mind from
wandering.The solitude of her desk gave her the feeling of a pristar.body made
perpetual claims upon her, as though it were some restletés! child, dragging her

out into the streets without knowing where it wanted to go, discontented with
everything it did: then hurrying her back to fling itself upon a chair, weary, but still
dissatisfied.

If only she could do somethinghe was sickf thinking.
These physical activities into which women were throwing themseMégtre one

used onebds body dahsstemed lo Bppansmentsngatibesed roundh i n
noisy tables; met fellow human beings, argued with them, walked with them,

laughimpyg and tal king; forced onedbs way thro
on platforms before a sea of faces; rou
met interruptions with swift flash of wit or anger, faced opposition, dénggdt

onebssbit gioWg t hrough oneds veins, felt

felt the delirious thrill of passion; felt the mad joy of the loosened animal.
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She threw herself into the suffrage movemdngatisfied her for a whileShe had

the rare gift ofpublic speaking, and enjoyed her triumptshe was temperate,
reasonable; persuasive rather than aggressive; feeling her audience as she went, never
losing touch with themShe had the magnetism that comes of sympalthgdical

students who came intendino tell her to go home and mind the baby, remained to
wonder if man really was the undoubted sovereign of the world, born to look upon
woman as his willing subject; to wonder whether under some unwritten whispered
law it might not be the other way aboutRerhaps she had the righivith or without

the baby to move about the kingdom, express her wishes for its care and
managementPossibly his doubts may not have been brought about solely by the
force and logic of her argumentBossibly the voice of Nata is not altogether out

of place Iin discussions upon Humanityos

She wanted votes for womenBut she wanted them cle&rwon without
dishonour.T h e s e f mo @ khe gpish fury ankimpatiencuppose it did

hasten by a few months, more es$, the coming of the inevitabl&uppose, by

unlawful methods, one could succeed in dragging a reform a little prematurely from
the womb of ti me, di d not Ofavhat valeemésa n g e r
womanos i nfl uence o nifshpewasltoibeast thdt $hahadveon g o i
the right to exercise it by unscrupulousness and brutality?

They were to be found at every corner: the reformers who could not reform
themselves.The believers in universal brotherhood who hated half the pe®ple.
denouncers of tyranny demanding lapgsts for their opponentd.he bloodthirsty
preachers of peac&he moralists who had persuaded themselves that every wrong
was justified provided one were fighting for the righthe deaf shouters for
justice. Theexcellent intentioned men and women labouring for reforms that could
only be hoped for when greed and prejudice had yielded place to reason, and who
sought to bring about their ends by appeals to passion aridteedfst.

And the insincere, the sedkelers, the selfdvertisers! Those who were in the
business for even coarser profithe limelight lovers who would always say and

do the clever, the unexpected thing rather than the useful and the helpful thing: to
whom paradox was more than principle.

Ought there not to be a school for reformers, a training college where could be
inculcated selexamination, patience, temperance, subordination to duty; with
lectures on the fundamental laws, within which all progress must be accomplished,
outside which lg confusion and explosions; with lectures on history, showing how
improvements had been brought about and how failure had been invited, thus
avoiding much waste of reforming zeal; with lectures on the properties and
tendencies of human nature, forbiddimg tattempt to treat it as a sum in rule of
three?
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There were the other§.he men and women not in the lishight. The lone, scattered

men and women who saw no flag but Pityéo
worl dos | ow cry ohffeegeahands; agaimdt the viramg agdurid  w i
them; who with aching heart and troubled eyes laboured to make kinder the little
space about them.The great army of the nameless reformers uncheered,
unparagraphed, unhonoure@ihe unknown sowers of the seedlould the reapers

of the harvest remember them?

Beyond giving up her visits to the house, she had made no attempt to avoid meeting
Phillips; and at public functions and at mutual friends they sometimes found
themselves near to one anothtrsurprised herttat she could see him, talk to him,

and even be alone with him without its troubling hide seemed to belong to a part

of her that lay dead and bur@&domething belonging to her that she had thrust away
with her own hands: that she knew would never cbauk to her.

She was still interested in his work and keen to help hirmas going to be a stiff
fightt He hi msel f , I n spite of Carl etonodos
increased majority; but the Party as a whole had suffered loss, espectitily
counties. The struggle centred round the agricultural laboulehe could be won
over the Government woul d Otherwise thereawhs wi t h
danger of its being shelved.he difficulty was the old problem of how to get at th

men of the scattered villages, the lonely cottadd® only papers that they ever saw
were those, chiefly of the Carleton group, that the farmers and the gentry took care
should come within their reach; that we
work as a kindly gift; given to the school children to take home with them; supplied

in ample numbers to all the little inns and pulblauses.In all these, Phillips was

held up as their arch enemy, his proposal explained as a device to lower tlesy wag
decrease their chances of employment, and rob them of the produce of their gardens
and allotments. No arguments were usedA daily stream of abuse,
misrepresentation and deliberate lies, set forth under flaming headlines, served their
simple purposeThe one weekly paper that had got itself established among them,
that their fathers had always taken, that dimly they had come to look upon as their
one friend, Carleton had at last succeeded in purcha¥iirgen that, too, pictured

Phi |l I i p s diaboligallindent todake fram them even the little that they had,
and give it to the loafing socialist and the bloated foreigner, no room for doubt was
left to them.

He had organized volunteer cycle companies of speakers from the towns, young
working-men and women and students, to go out on summer evenings and hold
meetings on the village green¥hey were winning their wayBut it was slow

work. And Carleton was countering their efforts by a hired opposition that followed
them from place to place, amthose interruptions were made use of to represent the
whole campaign as a fiasco.
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AHeds clever, gillbaugemgddyPhihlel ifpg.ht, i
and | ife wasnot so short. o

The laugh died away and a shadow fell upon his face.

Al f | could get a few of the Dbig | andlc
would make all the difference inthe worldh ey 6r e sensi bl e men,
and the whole thing could be carried out without injury to any legitimate intdrest.

co d make them see that, P coul d onl
ABut theyodére frightened of me, 0 he adde
|l dondt seem to know how to tackle them

Those drawingooms? Might not something of the sort begsible? Not, perhaps,

the sumptuous salon of her imagination, thronged with the fair and famous, suitably
attired. Something, perhaps, more homely, more immediately attain&uolme of

the women dressed, perhaps, a little dowdily; not all of them ycmmdy

beautiful. The men wise, perhaps, rather than persistently witty; a few of them prosy,
maybe a trifle ponderous; but solid and influentdlr s. Dent onds great
in Gower StreetA central situation and near to the tulk@rds and ladiebad once

ruffled there; trod a measure on its spacious floors; filled its echoing stone hall with
their greetings and their parting$he gaping sconces, where their lindys had
extinguished their torches, still capped its grim iron railings.

Seated inthe great, sombre library, Joan hazarded the suggedtios.. Denton
might almost have been waiting for it would be quite easyA little opening of
long fastened windows; a lighting of chill grates; a little mending of reatien
curtains, a sweepg away of lonegathered dust and cobwebs.

Mrs. Denton knew just the right peopl&hey might be induced to bring their sons
and daughtefs it might be their grandchildren, youth being there to welcome
them. For Joan, of course, would play her part.

The bnely woman touched her lightly on the haridhere shot a pleading look from
the old stern eyes.

AYou wi || have to i magi née Yyauragel ft arhy} ed
colouringwasthesam& ou wonoét mind, will you??o

The right people didcome: Mrs. Denton being a personage that a landed gentry,
rendered jumpy by the perpetual explosion of new ideas under their very feet, and
casting about eagerly for friends, could not afford to smiutkindly, simple folk,

quite intelligent, some of thenas Phillips had surmisedvirs. Denton made no
mystery of why she had invited thenwhy should all questions be left to the
politicians and the journalistsWhy should not the people interested take a hand;
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meet and talk over these little matters waghiet voices and attentive ears, amid
surroundings where the unwritten law would restrain ladies and gentlemen from
addressing other ladies and gentlemen as bdoc#lers or anarchists, as grinders of
the faces of the poor or as otigngued rogues; argumis not really conducive to
mutual understanding and the bridging over of differencHse latest Russian
dancer, the last new musical revue, the marvellous things that can happen at golf, the
curious hands that one picks up at bridge, the eternal ®%aitred bird!Excellent
material for ninetenths of our conversatiorBut the remaining tenth'®Would it be

such excruciatingly bad form for us to be intelligent, occasionally; say, on one or two
Fridays during the seasori@rs. Denton wrapped it up tdally; but that was her
daring suggestion.

It took them aback at firstThere were people who did this sort of thirReople of

no class, who called themselves names and took up thihwggor people of social

standing to talk about serious subjécesx c e pt , per haps, Ilin bec
sounded so ui&nglish.

With the elders it was sense of duty that prevail@that, at all events, was

English. The country must be savedio their sons and daughters it was the
originality, the novelty that gradlly appealed.Mr s . Dentonds Frida
new sensationlt came to be the chic and proper thing to appear at them in shades

of mauve or purple.A pushing little woman in Hanover Street designed the
ADentono bodice, wi t h-cub rreckgThenypungerd neea v e s
inclined towards a coat shaped to the waist with a roll collar.

Joan sighedlt looked as if the word had been passed round to treat the whole thing
as a joke.Mrs. Denton took a different view.

ANot hing betteredg @ulsdc eh awadsl toa mpoapnisn i tona
hearts are in it.o

The stone hall was still vibrating to the voices of the last departed guesis.was
seated on a footstool before the fire i

Altos the t hrneagtdahtathagp eefeGhaneelgclodi $§ hoe s
andwomenl t means that the world is still 'y

ABut theydre so slow afiOhbeiepéassoints, a
and then, when one feels that surely nbleast one has drummed it into their heads,
one finds they have forgotten all that

ANOt al ways forgotten, 0 answered Mrs.
moment. An Indian student, the son of an old Rajah, called on me a littiee wh

ago. He was going back to organize a system of education among his péojls.
father heard you speak whenoWHeuhwser al we
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been t hi nkiThry yearbdaga it must havedbeen, that | undertook that
missian to India. | had al ways | ooked back wupon it

ABut why | eave it HAWhhi soabdnpdt atgaeddl
about 1t himself, instead of wasting th

Al should have preed Ms.Denwwdi Ii tr,e meynsbeel rf ,woh ea
a very little girl my mother longing for a tree upon the lawn underneath which she
could sit. | found an acorn and planted it just in the right sgahought | would

surprise her.l happened to be in the nelgturhood last summer, and | walked

over. There was such a nice old lady sitting under it, knitting stockiSgsyou see

it wasnodét wasted. O

Al woul dnét mind the waiting, 06 answered
suffering that | see all roanme. | want to get rid of it right away, nowl. could be
patient for myself, but not for others.

The little old lady straightened herselfhere came a hardening of the thin, firm
mouth.

AAnd those that have gbhmaes dvethdothéegfdrad s h e
from where we are fightingHad they no need of patienc&?as the cry never wrung

from their | 1ps: 0 Ho g it foraus tg lay aside thé sword h c
that they bequeath us because we cannot hope any more than theehie fegoff

victory? Fifty years | have fought, and what, a few years hence, will my closing eyes
still see but the banners of the foe st

She flung back her head and the grim mouth broke into a smile.
ABt | 6ve wan,oan sdhyd nsga ifldidrvteh ehre | fpoerdw aarddv.a n
She put out her hands and drew Joan to her.

ALet me think of you, o0 she said, ARas t
further on. o

Joan did not meet Hilda agaiitl the child had grown into a womanpractically
speaking.She had always been years older than her khgeas at a reception given

inthe Foreign OfficeJ oandés dr ess had bSeehadstruggled d e n
out of the crowd into an empty nop and was examining the damage somewhat
ruefully, when she heard a voice behind her, proffering higlgvas a hard, cold

voice, that yet sounded familiar, and she turned.

There was no forgetting those deep, burning eyes, though the face had cHdmged.

thin red lips still remained its one touch of colour; but the unhealthy whiteness of the
skin had given place to a delicate pallor; and the features that had been indistinct had
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shaped themselves in fine, firm lindswas a beautiful, arresting facearred only
by the sullen callousness of the dark, clouded eyes.

Joan was glad of the assistanélda produced pins.

n | al ways come prepared to fitlheese godr isn
HazelineinmybagThey havendét kicked you, have
ANo, 0 | aufgkhte dl eJaosatn,. | dondét think so. 0
AThey do someti mes, 0 answered Hilda, i
feeding troughsl f t hey6éd only put al/l the refr

avoid it. But they will scatter them abosid that one never knows for certain whether
one isin the danger zoneorndt. hat e a mob. 0O

AWhy do you come?0 asked Joan.

A Oh, | ' 0 andsivegedewlkeeywgwhelre where there
swellhusbandThey 6ve got sshhows,met heoy tdhae®iet hel |
never knows what 1 ncident may give one

Joan shot a glancd& he girl was evidently serious.
AYou think it would prove a useful al | i

nlt would hel p, unereduiblt eddd nyg to stehee agnyr | «
getting hold of them. o

Joan seated herself on one of the chairs ranged round the walls, and drew the girl
down beside her.Through the closed door, the mingled voices of the Foreign
Secretaryos gue Hkethe bazaingmofdliesd cur i ousl y

Altdéds quite easy, 0 E@ipekciadny fiwi ylobuypyo &
particularr But 1 sno6t there danger of your dev
far? A marriage founded on a Beno matter for whatpugseb mu st no6t it de
a womad smirch her soul for all time®e have a right to give up the things that

belong to ourselves, but not the things that belong to God: our truth, our sincerity,

our cleanliness of mind and body; the things that He may oneaatyof us. It led

you into evilonce beforeDon 6t t hi nk 1wasnopeaiter thanyayl. y o u .
argued just as you must have doigamething stopped me just in tim&hat was

hY

the only difference between us. 0
The girl turned her dark eyes fulpon Joani What di d stop you?o

nDoes it matter whatiwe was$s!l aivéocanswe
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It told me to do it, o0 answered the gir

N

ADid no other voice speak to you?0 aske

AYes, 0O answielrheed viohiecegiofl . weakness. o

There came a fierce anger into the dark ey@sVhy di d you | i stel
demandedin Al | woul d have been easy i f you h
AYou mean, 0 answered Joan quietly, nth

married your father, that he and | would hdeeed each other to the end; that |
should have helped him and encouraged him in all things, so that his success would
have beencertain. s t hat the argument ?0

ADi dndét you | ove hi MWoubdhétd ybe fgawvE, h
Al cdn®t atnslwielr esih d wlaad . Many menmare avonten hawve .

loved, and have meant to help each other all their lives; and with the years have
drifted asunder; coming even to be against one anotderchange and our thoughts
change; slight diffeences of temperament grow into barriers between us; unguessed
antagonisms widen into gulf@ccidents come into our livesA friend was telling

me the other day of a woman who practically proposed to and married a musical
genius, purely and solely to béuse to him.She earned quite a big income, drawing
fashions; and her idea was to relieve him of the necessity of doifigpperts for a

living, so that he might devote his whole time to his real wakkd a few weeks

after they were married she rdre point of a lead pencil through her eye and it set

up inflammation of her brainAnd now all the poor fellow has to think of is how to

make enough to pay for her keep at a private lunatic asylum.d on 6t me an
fippant. | t 6 s t he vfé allyhataékesuhe ohystery of Iethat renders

it so hopeless for us to attempt to find our way through it by our own judgrést.

like the ants making all their clever, laborious plans, knowing nothing of chickens
and t he garThatiswhy weshave o alidgeta the life we can order for
ourselved the life within us. Truth, Justice, Pity.They are the strong things, the
eternal things, the thing¢servavwitbouebodiest t o

and our souls.

ADono6t & hpmikg me slhém ptl elakdiedg as |i fdoin 6k n
really. | grope in the dark; and now and tldeat least so it seems to éhé catch a

glint of light. We are powerless in ourselvdsis only God working through us that

enables uso be of any useAll we can do is to keep ourselves kind and clean and
free from self, waiting for Him to come

The girl rose. i | must be get tiilhagd bwaiclkl, ob es hveo nsdae
| 6ve got to. o
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She paused with the door in her hanmd] a faint smile played round the thin red lips.
ATel |l me,Aid0Whsahte issaiGb.d? 0

AA Labourer, together with man, accordi
The girl turned and wentloan watched her as she descended the great stafstese.

moved witha curious, gliding motion, pausing at times for the people to make way
for her.

CHAPTER XVI
It was a summer 6s evening; Joan had dro
alone, Francis not having yet rewasrned

some big pot in the NavyThey sat in the twilight, facing the open French windows,
through which one caught a glimpse of the pafkgreat stillness seemed to be
around them.

The sale and purchase of tBeening Gazetthad been completed a few day
before. Greyson had been offered the alternative of gradually and gracefully
changing his opinions, or getting out; and had, of course, chosen disriissaks
taking a holiday, as Mary explained with a short laugh.

fHe had some shares iIin it hi msel f | hadn
AOh, jJjust enough to beCafl ebonmnswa® Matly
far as that part of it was concerned, and insisted on paying him a fair phee.

market value would have beeune h | es s ; and he wanted to

Joan remained silentit made her mad, that a man could be suddenly robbed of
fifteen yearso6 | abour: the weapon that
from his hand by a legal process, and turned agduastdry principles for which all

his life he had been fighting.

Al 6m al most more sorry for myself than
grimace.n He wi | | start something el se, SO0 S
but I 6m tooaolbdheo dhe&woh. of

He came in a little later and, seating himself between them, filled and lighted his
pipe. Looking back, Joan remembered that curiously none of them had
spoken. Mary had turned at the sound of his key in the ddgine seemed to be
watchng him intently; but it was too dark to notice her expressikda pulled at his

pipe till it was well alight and then removed it.

nltés war, 0o he said.
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The words made no immediate impression upon Jddrere had been rumours,
threatenings and alarms, ngaper talk. But so there had been befori.would

come one day: the world war that one felt was gathering in the air; that would burst
like a second deluge on the natiolt it would not be in our time: it was too big.

way out would be found.

Altshere no hope?0 asked Mary.

AYes, 0O hefiBmeswkbopd. t hat a Tmier d&Nalvey 6 ;a yg o
orders. o

And suddenlg asyears beforeinaParismusichalher e | eapt to | i f
brain a little impish creature that took possessionesf I$She hoped the miracle

would not happenThe little impish creature within her brain was marching up and

down beating a drumShe wished he would stop a minutRomeone was trying to

talk to her, telling her she ought to be tremendously shockedraadd. Hed or

she, or whatever it was that was trying to talk to her, appeared concerned about
Reason and Pity and Universadthmslika her h
thatt But the | ittle i mpish drummer was ma
hear. Later on, perhaps, he would get tired; and then she would be able to listen to

this humane and sensible person, whoever it might be.

Mary argued that England could and should keep out of it; but Greyson was
convinced it would be impossible, notday dishonourable: a sentiment that won the
enthusiastic approval of tthee plliatytelde ndR
Britanniaodo and fiGod Save the King, 0 the
hymn, all at the same timéde woul d h aDreeu tisncchlluadnedd ¢fib er
Joan hadnot made a s upEdedadly aespadrtiogrlittte and
devil. He took himself off into a corner after a time, where he played quietly to
himself; and Joan was able to join in the conversation.

Greyson poke with an enthusiasm that was unusual to Hiom.many of our wars

had been mean wdrswvars for the wrong; sordid wars for territory, for gold mines;
wars against the weak at the bidding of our traders, our finanéiessh ou |l der i ng
whi t e mamn,6os weu r Wars forehed righttof selling opium; wars to
perpetuate the vile rule of the Turk because it happened to serve our commercial
interests. This time, we were out to play the knight; to save the smaller peoples; to
rescue our nemge 0N b drEssia vikae thendistarbing thougthit.
somewhat discounted the knigitrant idea, riding stirrup to stirrup beside that
barbarian horsemanBut there were possibilities about Russldealism lay hid

within that sleeping brain.lt would be a holy war for the Kingdom of the
Peoples.With Germany freed from the monster of blood and iron that was crushing
out her soul, with Russia awakened to life, we would build the United States of
Europe. Even his voice was changedoan could ahost fancy it was some excited
schoolboy that was talking.
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Mary had been clasping and unclasping her hands, a habit of hers when
troubled. Could good ever come out of evilPhat was her doubtDid war ever do
anything but sow the seeds of future viokensubstitute one injustice for another;
changewrongforwrongDi d it ever do anything but
making Godbés task the heavier?

o)

Suddenly, while speaking, she fell into a passionate fit of weeig went on
through her tears

Al t wil |l be fietr wbl &, b as h eEvesyamai@hwillbteh an vy
drawn into it. There will be no voice left to speak for reasdfvery day we shall

grow more brutalized, more pitilesdt will degrade us, crush the soul out o

us. Blood and iron!It will become our God too: the God of all the worMou say

we are going into it with clean hands, this tinkéow long will they keep cleanThe

people who only live for making money: how long do you think they will remain
silent? What has been all the talk of the last ten years but of capturing German
trade. We shall be told that we owe it to our dead to make a profit out of them; that
otherwise they will have died in vaiWwho will care for the people but to use them

for killing one anothe&y to hound them on like dogdn every country nothing but
greed and hatred will be preachddorrible men and women will write to the papers
crying out for more blood, more crueltfverything that can make for anger and
revenge will bescreamed from every newspapé&ivery plea for humanity will be

j eered at as 0 skverkran and ayaman wie remeanbarstthe. 0
ideals with which we started will be shrieked at as a traildre people who are
doing well out of it, they willget hold of the Press, appeal to the passions of the
mob. Nobody else will be allowed to spealt.always has been so in wdt.always

willbe. Thi s wi | | be no exceptBvaycouniywilkbey bec
given over to savageryThere will be no appeal against i’he whole world will
sink back into the beast. oo

She ended by rising abruptly and wishing them goigtht. Her outburst had
silenced Joands | mpi KHehappdared iorbe nefvous and t h
depressed, but buckegh again on the way to the buGreyson walked with her as

usual. They took the long way round by the outer circle.

APoor Mar yillo shheousladi dnnot have tal Heed bef
horror of war is almost physicaShe will not even r&d about themlt has the same
effect upon her as stories of cruelty. o

ABut thereds truth I n afnyaodcamalbrti magt o
is best in a people; but also it brings out the wovge shall have to take care that

theidal s are not | ost sight of. o
Al wish this wretched business of the p
Ajust when your voice iIis most needed.
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ACoul dnot y ou get enough money togeth
continued, the idea suddenlgming to her.i | t hink | Ictouwdaulhdend &
matter its being something small to begin wiBo long as it was entirely your own,

and couldndét be MYakéd sovary wWwarokn iytouup. O

AThanks, 0 hée omanygwas kdyPujustiod o Hapgaesed. o n .

Of course.For war you wanted men, to fighEhe had been thinking of them in the

lump: hurrying masses such as one sees on cinema screens, blurred but
picturesque.Of course, when you came to think of it, they would haveetonade

up of individual® gallanthearted, boyish sort of men who would pass through
doors, one at a time, into little rooms; give their name and address to a soldier man
seated at a big deal tableater on, one would say godnye to them on crowded
platforms, wave a handkerchidflot all of them would comebacki You candét m
omel ettes without breaking eggs, 0 she t

It annoyed her, that silly saying having come into her miStde could see them
lying there, with their white faces to theght. Surely she might have thought of
some remark less idiotic to make to herself, at such a time.

He was explaining to her things about the air serviteseemed he had had
experience in flyin§ some relation of his with whom he had spent a holiday last
summer.

It would mean his getting out quicklyHde seemed quite eager to be gone.

Al sndét it rather d8&hefkirwauadooting quksiioo evenh e a
as she asked itHer brain had become stodgy.

ANot hing | i ke ast e nlgrefraontsr ya,Am Ored hagn 3 we
be my only other alternativeBe si des | get dlelughednilt he ¢

should hate being shouted at and ordere

They neither spoke again till they came to the bridigen the other side of which
the busses started.

A | may not see you afglao omk baff tcshak tryMa rgyo., 0
persuade her to go down to her auntin Hampshire.6 s r at her a bit
out, the paper being finished Witl Sshoul dndét have quite kn

He had stopped at the corndihey were still beneath the shadow of the tréggite
unconsciously she put her face up; and as if it had always been the custom at their
partings, he drew her to him and kissed her; though it really was for the first time.

She walked home instead of taking the b&he wanted to thinkA day or two
would decide the questiorShe determined that if the miracle did not happen, she
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would go down to LiverpoolHer father was on the committee of one of the great
hospitals; ad she knew one or two of the matror$she would want to be doing
somethin@ to get out to the front, if possibléMaybe, her desire to serve was not
altogether free from curiosidyfrom the craving for adventurel her e6s a s pi
the man even in the seof women.

Her conscience plagued her when she thought of Mrs. DefRtamsome time now,

they had been very close together; and the old lady had come to depend upon
her. She waited till all doubt was ended before calling to say-¢pyed Mrs. Denton

was seated before an old bureau that had long stood locked in a corner of the
library. The drawers were open and books and papers were scattered about.

Joan told herplansi You o6l | be able to get along wi
asked doubtfully

Mrs. Denton laughedii| havendét much mofidustsb tdodgpi 8
as you see; and two or three Hatiished things | shall try to completéfter that,
I 61 I perhaps take a rest. o

She took from among the litter a faded photograph amdléd it to Joanfi Od d , 0
shesaidil 6ve just turned it out. o

It represented a long, thin line of eminently respectable ladies and gentlemen in early
Victorian costume.The men in pedop trousers and silk stocks, the women in
crinolines and poke bonrseet Among them, holding the hand of a benevolent
looking, stoutish gentleman, was a mere gifhe terminating frills of a white
unmentionable garment showed beneath her sk3t® wore a porkpie hat with a
feather in it.

AMy fir st pubxplained MVaspOQestanii la ntceeg e @ my f at he
me with him. We represented Great Britainand Irelahd. suppose | d6m t h
|l eft. o

Al shouldndt have reddWMhraitzed sydaih,eo olczag

ARThe great | nt errensast iaotn aPla rA esa coe e&opnigai nec
the Crimean war.It made quite a stir at the timeThe Emperor opened our
proceedings in person, and the Pope and the Archbishop of Canterbury both sent us
their blessing.We had a copy of the speech@ssented to us on leaving, in every

known language in Europe, bound in vellumO m hopi n dndthe Préss nd i
was enthusiastic.There were to be Acts of Parliament, Courts of Arbitration,
International Laws, Diplomatic TreatiesA Sub-Committee was appointed to

prepare a special set of prayers and a Palace of Peace was to be &lemtedvas

only one thing we forgot, and that was
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A | may not be here, 0 she cont iTelluhed , A w h
not to forget tle foundation this timeT e | | them to teach the ¢

Joan dined at a popular restaurant that evenBige fancied it might cheer her
up. But the noisy patriotism of the owvéd crowd only irritated herThese elderly,
flabby men, these fleshy wan, who would form the spectators, who would loll on
their cushioned seats protected from the sun, munching contentedly from their well
provided baskets while listening to the dying groans rising upwards from the
drenched arenaShe glanced from one poddgyumb to another and a feeling of
nausea crept over her.

Suddenly the band st r ulhree canpmonplé&e dnou§ha v e
young men, seated at a table near to her, laid down their napkins and statasup.

there was something to be said forwshe felt, as she looked at their boyish faces,
transfigured.Not for them Business as usual, the Capture of German TQither

visions those young eyes were seeiiige little imp within her brain had seized his
drumagain.i Fol | @wo hmseéme bead il t each men cour a
laying down of self.l open the gates of honourmake heroes outofdust. s n 6t it
worth my price?b0

A figure was loitering the other side of the street when she reached Hgime.
thought she somehow recognizedind crossed ovelt was McKean, smoking his
everlasting pipe.Success having demanded some such change, he had migrated to
AThe Al bany, 0 and s he hHlehadrane tosawearlasth i m
look at the house in case it might happepo be the lastHe was off to Scotland the

next morning, where he intended to fAjoi

ABut are you sure 1tods youirl 6pmrttoilcdul yao
become a household word both in Germany and Fraheee really are out to end

war ard establish the brotherhood of nations, the work you are doing is of more
importance than even the killingof Germahst i snét as i f there
without you. OO

ATo tell the truth, o he answered, | fithat
shanot be land/on@dodsee myself sticking
German. Unless he happened to be abnormally clumisyried to shoot a rabbit

once.] might have done it if the |little be
and lookedea me . O

Al should keep out of it 1 f | were you,
Al candét, oilhém atnsovegreedat a coward. o
AAn odd reason for enlisting, o0 thought
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A couldndét face it,o0 he went on; At he
and omnibuseshe things people would say of me, the things | should imagine they

were saying; what my valet would be thinking of n@h |, | 6m ashamed e
myself. | t 6s the artisti c Weé musipabvaya beeadrired, | S
praised. We 6 r e n o that tndrtgrs asetmade fofVe must for ever be kow

towing to the cackling geese aroundide 6 r e so terrified | est

The street was emptyl hey were pacing it slowly, up and down.

Al 6ve al ways been &l c 6ébeveiithyonthdfestdaylnt i n L
metyouonthestarB8ut | dared not tell you. oo

AYou didnét give me that i mpression, 0 a

She had always found it difficult to know when to take him seriously and when not.

~

Al was so afraidoybe wepldi hedd it out
AYou thought | would take advantage of

AOne can never be sur el Anfd a twowmoaun ,do hhaev
difficult. There was a girl down in Scotland, one of the village giflst wasnot
anything really.We had just been children togeth&ut they all thought | had gone

away to make my fortune so as to come back and mardy dvean my motherlt

would have looked so mean if after getting on | had married a fine Londonllady.

could never have gonehomgai n. 0O

ABut you hav@&wnrdthanae ryewd? dheasked Joan.

ANo, 0 he iddmewevr@ed e me a beautiful | ette
me to forgive her, and hoping | might be hap@he had married a young farmer,

and was going out to CareadMy mother will never allow her name to be mentioned

i n our house. 0

They had reached the end of the street agkan held out her hand with a laugh.

AnThanks for

he ddmpluigment notshke gyadiud wa
away before el

t
t l i ng me. O

ABut guite seriously, 0 sheothededlisthg, | Agi v

mean.The worl d i snd6t t otneeds métkeiyou. Gomen d i nf
pull yourself toget Bhetaughedd show a | itt]l
Al 61l try, o0 he promised, fbut it wonot

to put heart into myself, but all the while my footsteps will be bearing me regater
nearer to the recruiting office; and outside the door some girl in the crowd will smile
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approval or some old fool will pat me on the shoulder and | shall sneak in and it will
closebehindmel t must be fine to have courage.

He wrote her two days kat from Ayr, giving her the name of his regiment, and again
some six months later from FlandefBut there would have been no sense in her
replying to that last.

She lingered in the street by herself, a little time, after he had turned the dorner.
hadbeen a house of sorrow and disappointment to her; but so also she had dreamed
her dreams there, seen her visio®he had never made much headway with her
landlord and her landlady: a worthy couple, who had proved most excellent servants,
but who pridedhemselves, to use their own expression, on knowing their place and
keeping themselves to themselvel®an had given them notice that morning, and
had been surprised at the womands bur st

A | felt It j ust the sameg, ovhehe yexmplgaiM
apologies. i He had been wi Hé was dke you,vnass, goe ar s .
unpracticablel 6d got wused to |l ooking after himnm

Mary Greyson called on her in the morning, while she was still at brealsasthad
come from seeing Frarzcoff by an early train from Eustoide had sent Joan a ring.

He i s so afraid yodt hmeaty intotwiblel arbdte ftio
but I told him I was sure it would. o

0t N

Joan held our her hand forthe lettér] was afr aind ihte oh ad ef @arnc
with a smile.

She placed the ring on her finger and held outherh@arid. mi ght have bee

for it,d swendai dhow he knew. 0
AYou | eft a glove behind you, the firs
explainedmPAnd | kept it. o

She was following his wishes and going down into the courithey did not meet
again until after the war.

Madge dropped in on her during the week and brought Flossie wittFhlero s s i e 6 s
husband, Sam, had departed for the Navy; and Nigl&on, who had offered and

been rejected for the Army, had joined a Red Cross uaidge herself was taking

up canteen workJoan rather expected Flossie to be in favour of the war, and Madge
against it. Instead of which, it turned out the other waynd. It seemed difficult to

forecast opinion in this matter.

Madge thought that England, in particular, had been too much given up to luxury and
pleasure.There had been too much idleness and empty laughter: Hitchicoo dances
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and women undressing theehges upon the stag&ven the working classes seemed

to think of nothing else but cinemas and be®&he dreamed of a United Kingdom

purified by suffering, cleansed by tears; its people drawn together by memory of
common sacrifice; class antagonismbdriei n t he grave where Du
son would lie side by side: of a ndwrn Europe rising from the ashes of the

old. With Germany beaten, her lust of war burnt out, her hideous doctrine of Force
proved to be false, the world would breathe a fegrerPassion and hatred would fall

f r om ma nThespeoplg veosld see one another and join hands.

Flossie was scepticah Why hasnét it done itihGoeddre?
Lordt Therebs been enough of it. o

AWhy didnodét weermdd «fitsesr atnlde bdagalieoni c
Ainstead of getting uQorn Paw tiotsrahddakingettes a c r
Duke of Wellingtonds windows?o

nAIl I this talk of downihgddilikaritsmjac
with theother sort of disorderly hous& ou dono6t stamp out a
round the cornerWhen men and women have become decent there will be no more
disorderly housesBut 1t wo n 6 $Suppose medo knedk blilitagism out

of Germany, like wealid out of France, not so very long agti?®vill only slip round

the corner into Russia or Japaome and settle over here, as likely as not, especially

I f we have a few victories and get to f

Madge was of opinion that the world wouldvedhad enough of waiNot armies but
whole peoples would be involved this timéhe lesson would be driven home.

nOh, yes, we shal/l have had enough of i
up. Ther eds no Whatadout ouodhildren? @tv.e j ust | eft vy
strutting all over the house and flourishing a paper kiied the servants have had

to bar the kitchen door to prevent his bursting in every five minutes and attacking
them.What 6s he going t o s &aahisfatrenand mygele | | F
have had all the war we want, and have decided there shall be no Trfueesfld

folks have had theirfuntWhy s houl dndThat haivlel mbael?i s

AYou candét do it, o0 she conchatdédfhBuwbe
literature away from the children, scrap half your music, edit your museums and your
picture galleries; bowdlerize your Old Testament and rewrite your histohied.

then youol |l h a v e -fduohoursa day that thdy vevsedfaaleg t we n
fight. o

Madge still held to her hopeGod would make a wind of reason to pass over the
earth. He would not smite again his people.
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Al wish poor dear Sam coul d S$hawipedhere en Kk
eyes and finished her tea.

Joan had arranged to leave on the Mondalge ran down to see Mary Stopperton
on the Saturday afternoomr. Stopperton had died the year before, and Mary had
been a little hurt, divining insincerity in the condolences offered to her by most of
her friends.

AYou didnot know hi m, WAalalr , i s hkfaullatds s
outside. o

She did not want to talk about the war.

APerhaps i1itods wradéaBgtoft menak AslH eae dosiod .s a
not hing. o

She had been busy at her machuhen Joan had entered; and a pile of delicate white
work lay folded on a chair beside her.

AWhat are you making?06 asked Joan.

The little withered face lightedugi Gues s, 06 she said, as she
a tiny garment.

Al so | ove makiihg stalyemoo mylsel $§ &oddvill t wi |
send more and more of His Christ babies; till at last there will be thousands and
t housands of them everywhere; and their

Her brighteyehad caught sight of Shehoacheditwith upo
her little fragile fingers.

AYou wi || | et me make one fholr fyeoeul, sdueraer
be a l|little Christ baby. o

Arthur was still away when she arrived homkele had gone to Norway on
business.Her father was afraid he would find it difficult to get backelegraphic

communication had been stopped, and they had had no news dfiéifather was

worried. A big Government contract had come in, while manyisfdest men had
left to enlist.

Al 6ve fix
coming home.D o0 n
of her.

d you up allilti gvlas goodhefhge
t

e
0 g 0 a wlawas theffirst timede Had askedoanything

Another fortnight passed before they leiom Arthur, and then he wrote them both
from Hull. He would be somewhere in the North Sea, mine sweeping, when they
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read his lettersHe had hoped to get a day or two to run across and saybyeod
but the need for men was pressing and he had reat tik plead excused.he boat

by which he had managed to leave Bergen had gone ddesiand a few others had
been picked up, but the sights that he had seen were hauntingfbifelt sure his
uncle would agree that he ought to be helping, and thisneds for England he
could do with all his heartHe hoped he was not leaving his uncle in the lurch; but
he did not think the war would last long, and he would soon be back.

ADear | ad, o0 said her father, Ahe woul d
find. But | wi sh he hadn 6Hecooleave bepuaf moee useo i n
helping me with this War Office contract.suppose he never got my letter, telling

him about iit. o

In his letter to Joan he wentfurthdd.e had r ec e i tteggbhdconfdedinc | e
toherPer haps she would think hHehatedthisr an k,
killing business, this making of machinery for slaughtering men in bulk, like they
killed pigs in Chicago.Out on the free, sweet sea, helping teké& clean from
mandés abominations, he would be away fr

She saw the vision of him that night, as, leaning from her window, she looked out
beyond the pines: the little lonely ship amid the waste of waters; his beautiful, almost
womanish, face, ahthe gentle dreamy eyes with their haunting suggestion of a
shadow.

Her little drummer played less and less frequently to her as the months pasied by.
didndét seem to be t he Theidustratedcpapera abntihuedo k e d
to picture itas a sort of glorified picnic where smiling young men lolled luxuriously

In cosy dugouts, reading their favourite papdBy curious coincidence, it generally
happened to be the journal publishing the photogrdptcasionally, it appeared,

they came acss the enemy, who then put up both hands and shouted

i K a me rBat the weary, wounded men she talked to told another story.

She grew impatient of the fighters with their mouths; the savage old baldheads
heroically prepared to sacrifice the last young niha sleek, purring women who
talked childish nonsense about killing every man, woman and child in Germany, but
guite meant it; the shrieking journalists who had decided that their place was the
home front; the presspurred mobs, the spy hunters, chasergfied old men and
sobbing children through the streetswas a relief to enter the quiet ward and close
the door behind her.The camgfollowers: the traders and pedlars, the
balladmongers, and the mountebanks, the ghoulish sightsé&sbroughtout all

that was worst in thenBut the givers of their blood, the lads who suffered, who had
made the sacrifice: war had taught them chivalry, manh8be. heard no revilings

of hatred and revenge from those drawn lipstience, humour, forgiveneskey

had learnt from warThey told her kindly stories even of Hans and Fritz.

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com



http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

169

The little drummer in her brain would creep out of his corner, play to her softly while
she moved about among them.

One day she received a letter from Folke had come to Laion at the request of

the French Government to consult with English artists on a matter he must not
mention. He would not have the time, he told her, to run down to LiverpGolild

she get a couple of days6é | eave and din

She found m in the uniform of a French ColoneHe had quite a military bearing

and seemed pleased with himseéffe ki ssed her hand, and t |
length.

Altos wonder ful how | i ke you are to you
aslfeé . O

She had written him at the beginning of the war, telling him of her wish to get out to
the front, and he thought that now he might be able to help her.

ABut perhaps youdbve cliangednydourgumirmed ,ac
painted. o

Al twatho, 0 shd tanswernedtl Hi chkriito®&s ttyi. me f ¢
on seeing war with their own eyes, not trust any longer to the pictures you men
p ai rShe.smiled.

ABut | 6ve got tofigi eaendt Lpavesbadadded

They were sitting in the hall of the hotelt was the dressing hour and the place was
almost empty.He shot a swift glance at her.

AArthur i's still away, 0 she éshulddhe ned,
worrying myself, thinking of him all alone witno one to look after himl t 6 s t he
mother instinct | supposd. t al ways has ®$halaygled.ed wo man

A

ADear ol d Blewaswatching hesvath allittle smild.1 6 m gl ad heod
some | uck at |l ast. o

They dined in the great restaurantdmgling to the hotelHe was still vastly pleased

with himself as he marched up the crowded room with Joan upon hisHerheld

himself upright and talked and laughed perhaps louder than an elderly gentleman
should. A Swaggering ol d boeethgardra yong sub. motiersas h a
they passedBut he did not seem to mind it.

They lingered over the meaFolk was a brilliant talker Most of the men whose

names were filling the newspapers had sat to him at one time or anidthenade
them seem qte human.Joan was surprised at the time.
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ACome up to my roomdBThevwidds yoafet thien g slk
youAnd t hen 10611 \Jvbhelwhs stayang & a smallthdtel off Jeamyrd
Street.

He sat her down by the fire and wemtioi the next roomHe had a letter in his hand
when he returnedJoan noticed that the envelope was written upon across the corner,
but she was not near enough to distinguish the handwritiggplaced it on the
mantelpiece and sat down opposite her.

A8 you have come to | ove the dear ol d c
Al have al ways | ovieldt hwans oh & odiind radts wlea e
| thought But | know now that he does. 0

He was silent for a few moments, and then he leant across and took her hands in his.

Al am going, 0 he said, fAwhere there 1is
knows. | wanted to be sure that al | was wel

He was looking at the ringoon her hand.
AA sol dier boy?0 he asked.

Yes, 0 shal &n b we c elteresavashadititelcatch in her voice.

=1

=1

| know hed6l |l ddmevomadk taelHe yRediapgybuy 1 a
woul dn o6t Hewad stilldholding ler hals, looking into her eyes.

=1

Tell me, 0 he said, Adid Diodd slee gmpaak nt

ANo, 0 Joanila nwsawse r&eabad tiedtthe night beforé.hardly
recognized her when | saw he8he looked so sweet and young.

ARShe | oved you Vi€8ry tae a tAlihgseybdesofsamil d .

they came to her because of thathought it foolish of her at the time, but now |

know she was wisel want you always to love and honour hér. woul domdét as
i f it wasndét right. o

She looked at himand smiled.1 t 6 s qu i e ea
00

t yabwalhe ape\
she lay there with all the sorrow gone from h&rh e | e

$
ked so beaut.i
He rose and took the letter from where he had placed it @mt#ntelpiece He

stooped and held it out above the fire and a little flame leaped up and seemed to take

it from his hand.
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They neither spoke during the short walk between the two hdBeisat the door
she turned and held out her hands to him.

AThamk, ¥ she sai ddandwise.rshal aways ¢pvesmra hdooun d
her . o

He kissed her, promising to take care of himself.

She ran against Phillips, the next day, at one of the big stores where she was
shopping.He had obtained a commission eanlyhe war and was now a captalie

had just come back from the front on leaVde alternative had not appealed to him,

of being one of those responsible for sending other men to death while remaining
himself in security and comfort.

Al tos at emapereameont S@meleodsy@dsd.got t o stop
patriotic speechifyingl 6 m gl adEslpecciidandty. after what

He had lost interest in politics.

ATherebs somet hing Hagrgereweomy tnlgiingg hxee e
on much the same, but over there you feeSibmething growing silently out of all

this blood and mudl find myself wondering what the men are staring at, but when

I | ook thereds n o t-glassegy willareach fbat rwasta and my
desolatim. And it l sn6t only onl ttohse ifna ctehse oefy
prisoners t00.As if they saw somethingA funny ending to the war, if the people
began to think. o

Mrs. Phillips was running a Convalescent Home in Folkestone, he told heradnd h
even made a speecidilda was doing relief work among the ruined villages of
France.

|l tds a new world we shal  iWbemesal | pdy ul
eed to the foundation this time.o

>0

She seldom discussed the war with her fattfdrthe beginning, he had dreamed
with Greyson of a short and glorious campaign that should weld all classes together,
and after which we should forgive our enemies and shape with them a better
world. But as the months went by, he appeared to grow indiffeasdt,Joan, who

got about twelve hours a day of it outside, welcomed other subjects.

It surprised her when one evening after dinner he introduced it himself.
AWhat are you going to dioYovhewondtdsgiowes

fight, willyou, wh at ev er 8ha pai eat lm@wa till then that he had been
taking any interest in her work.
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ANo, 0 she answered with a | augh, Ano me
be in it.o

AGood | ad, 0 he said, aipbat wi phgwoldehatavli nut he
come out of all thishateandangdrh e Lord will want all th
AAnd you dondét forget our compact, do
backer.I want to be in it too. o

She shot a glance at hirkle waslooking at the portrait of that old Ironside Allway

who had fought and died to make a nobler England, as he had dreAnggimn,
unprepossessing gentleman, unless the artist had done him much injustice, with high,
narrow forehead, and puzzled, staringeye

She took the cigarette from her lips and her voice trembled a little.

Al want you to be somethindgl mwaatt o omé e
| 6

Oom an Al Il way, fighting for |tOheée t&thmhiyna@a
worthy ofte  name . 0

Her hand stole out to him across the table, but she kept her face away froomim.
she felt his grasp grow tight, and then she turned and their eyes met.

AYouol I be the | as$Somdt hihreg ntadanel,gd ae ytsdau
a fighter. | always prayed my child might be a

Arthur had not been home since the beginning of the Waice he had written them

to expect him, but the lig fleet of mine sweepers had been hard pressed, and on
both occasions his leave had been stopped at the last mo@weatafternoon he
turned up unexpectedly at the hospitilwas a few weeks after the Conscription
Act had been passed.

Joan took him ito her room at the end of the ward, from where, through the open
door, she could still keep watcithey spoke in low tones.

Altds done you Ypawod,om ks eeivlerlyoaniewas t he |
hard and tanned, and his eyes were marvelldargiyt.

AYes, 0O he saildt,odilcll mavre armde steraocng. 0
A fear was creepingoverhei. Why have you come back?0 s
He hesitated, keeping his eyes upon the ground.

Al dondét suppose you Mwdone haogw elteofwe ltth Imel
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A Conscientious ObjectorShe might have guessedA A Conchy, 0 as t |l
call him in the Press: all the spiteful screamers who had never risked a scratch,
themselves, denouncing him as a cowarthe local Dogberrys of the tribunals

would fire off their little stock of gibes and platitudes upon him, propound with
owlish solemnity the new Christianity, abuse him and condemn him, without
listening to him. Jeering mobs would follow him through the stred¥ore than

once, of late, she had encwered such crowds made up of shrieking girls and foul
mouthed men, surging round some whideed youngster while the walressed

passersy looked on and grinned.

She came to him and stood over him with her hands upon his shoulders.

AMust vy o uesaiddieGarn?60t syhou r e ctagoionwethyour t o
work of mercy, of saving poor folksod 1|

He raised his eyes to her§he shadow that, to her fancy, had always rested there
seemed to have departe.light had come to them.

AThermoraer ei mportant thingsyotuhadamiaxn&kvitma@at
you?0 he asked.

AYes, 0O shé&lawswétedry to hold you back,
t hat . o

He caught her hands and held them.

Al wanted to be a aooltleright | thoupheoftbeshathe, @t o
of the petty persecutioésthat even you might despise mB.u t | clwasl dnodt
always seeing His face before me with His beautiful tender eyes, and the blood drops
on His brow. It is He alone can save the Wabr It is perishing for want of love; and

by a little suffering | might be able to help HimAnd then one nigld | suppose it

was a piece of driftwodil there rose up out of the sea a little cross that seemed to

call to me to stretch out my hand and graspi and gird it to my

He hadriseni Don 6t you fslete,i0s henlsyaily sufferi
Him. It is the sword that He has chodehy which one day He will conquer the

world. And this is such a splendid opportunity to fight for Hith.would be like
deserting Him on the eve of a great bat

She looked into his eager, hopeful ey¥ss, it had always been&at always would

be, to the endNot priests and prophets, but ever that little scattered band of glad
sufferers for His dee would be His armyHis weapon still the cross, till the victory
should be won.
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She glanced through the open door to where the poor, broken fellows she always
t hought of as fher boyso |l ay so patienj
smile, thoudp the tears were in her eyes.

ASo youodore | ike all tiHea 6rse dtoro fKiGodde ra,n dl
|l uck to you. O

After the war was over and the men, released from their long terms of solitary
confinement, came back to life injured inndiand body, she was almost glad he had
escapedBut at the time it filled her soul with darkness.

It was one noondayHe had been down to the tribunal and his case had been again
adjourned. She was returning from a lecture, and, crossing a streeten th
neighbourhood of the docks, found herself suddenly faced by an oncoming ¢rowd.
was yelping and snarling, curiously suggestive of a pack of hungry wavesuple

of young soldiers were standing back against a wall.

ABetter not goeobtheminurdose , s meaipdod devi
expectMust have a damned sight more pluck

It was the fear that had been haunting Hehe did not know how white she had
turned.

Al think it i s s ofimoonnbet py ok Dlive,|0 s he sai

The crowd gave way to them, and they had all but reachedHwas hatless and
bespattered, but his tender eyes had neither fear nor anger inShemeached out
her arms and called to hinAnother step and she would have been beside him, but
at the moment a slim, laughing girl darted in front of him and slipped her foot
between his legs and he went down.

She heard the joyous yell and the shrill laughter as she struggled wildly to force her
way to him. And then for a moment there was a spae a man with bent body and
clenched hands was rushing forward as if upon a football field, and there came a little
sickening thud and then the crowd closed in again.

Her strength was gone and she could only wdire soldiers had come up and were
usingtheir fists freely, and gradually the crowd retired, still snarling; and they lifted
him up and brought him to her.

AThereds a chemistWwWeddhbpttarthaekaekt ms
the one who had first spoken to hémd she thanked them and followed them.

They made a bed for him with their coats upon the floor, and some of them kept

guard outsidéhe shop, while one, putting aside the frightened, useless little chemist,
waited upon her, bringing things needful, while she cleansed the foulness from his
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smooth young face, and washed the matted blood from his fair hair, and closed the
lids upon hisénder eyes, and, stooping, kissed the cold, quiet lips.

There had been whispered talk among the men, and when she rose the one who had
first spoken to her came forwaréle was nervous and stood stiffly.

ABeg pardon, nurse, 0 she esaihdke,r ,A kALt twed \p
in any hurry. Would you like us to take himOr would it upset him, do you think,
i f he knew?0o0

AThank you, oiddewauwmlsdvetr ridnk it kind of

She had the feeling that he was being borne by comrade

CHAPTER XVII

It was from a small operating hospital in a village of the Argonne that she first saw
the war with her own eyes.

Her father had wished hertogdr t hur 6s death had stirre
blood with its record of long battle forblerty of consciencelf war claimed to be
master of a mandés soul , t heherénfemberece w wa
the saying of a Frenchwoman who had been through the FRanssian warJoan,

on her return from Paris some years before, haidhioh of her, repeating her words:

ABut, of course, it would not do to tel
have our children growing up to hate wa
Al 61 I be |l onely and anxii®dwg ttihlalt wou | c ¢

mypart of the fight.Oo

She had written to FolkNo female nurses were supposed to be allowed within the

battle zone; but under pressure of shortage the French staff were relaxing the rule,
and Folk had pledged himself to her discretidnl a m notand/o ikn g dyhes
he had written.i Yo u wi | | have to share the comm
the dangerisreall f | di dnot ffeel I nstinctively
reasonableness you are one of the most obstinate young women Godds/exmda

t hat without me you would probably get
r e f u fmddhendfollowed a list of the things she was to be sure to take with her,

i ncluding a pound or two of Keataagbs I
her trouble, if she had her hair cut short.

There was but one other woman at the hospitdiad been a farmhousd@he man

and both sons had been killed during the first year of the war, and the woman had
asked to be allowed to stay oHer name wa Madame LelanneShe was useful by
reason of her great physical streng8he could take up a man as he lay and carry
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him on her outstretched armi.was an expressionless face, with dull, siomving

eyes that never changedhe and Joan shared aadigrenierin one of the
barns. Joan had brought with her a camp bedstead; but the woman, wrapping a
blanket round her, would creep into a hole she had made for herself among the
hay. She never took off her clothes, except the great wesdku bootsso far as

Joan could discover.

The medical staff consisted of a Dr. Poujoulet and two assistéhes.authorities

were always promising to send him more help, but it never arri@ate of the
assistants, a Monsieur Dubos, a little man with a remarkaghbéard, was a
chemist, who, at the outbreak of the war, had been on the verge, as he made sure, of
an important discovery in connection with colour photographAimost the first
guestion he asked Joan was could she speak Gefmating that she couldhe had

hurried her across the yard into a small hut where patients who had borne their
operation successfully awaited their turn to be moved down to one of the
convalescent hospitals at the basenong them was a German prisoner, an elderly
man, belongig to the Landwebhr; in private life a photographkle also had been
making experiments in the direction of colour photograpblgance had revealed to

the two men their common interest, and they had been exchanging nbees.
German talked a little Frenc, b ut not sufficient; and o
had reached an impasse that was maddening to both of fleam.found herself up
against technical terms that rendered her task difficult, but fortunately had brought a
dictionary with her, andvas able to make them understand one anotgrshe had

to be firm with both of them, allowing them only ten minutes together at a Tiime.

little Frenchman would kneel by the bedside, holding the German at an angle where
he could talk with least daegto his wound.lt seemed that each was the very man

the other had been waiting all his lifetomeéth ey s hed tears on on
when they parted, making all arrangements to write to one another.

AAnd you wil|l come and hset ayi twilteh Fmee,ndc hy
affair 0 e nfaderan impatedt@esture with his harfiisMy wi f e t ak
much interestSh e wi | | be delighted. o

And the big German, again embracing the little Frenchman, had promised, and had
sent his compliment® Madame.

The other was a young priedtie wore the regulation Red Cross uniform, but kept

his cassock hanging on a peg behind his lbéglhad pretty frequent occasion to take

it down. These small emergency hospitals, within range of the guns, veeneed

for only dangerous cases: men whose wounds would not permit of their being carried
further; and there never was much more than a sporting chance of saving tregm.

were always glad to find there was a priest among the Stdfén it was the fist

guestion they would ask on being lifted out of the ambulartoeen those who
professed to no religion seemed comforted by the idéa.went by the title of
AMonsieur | e Pr°tre: 0 ltwasaewhonhadladoutlthe ar n e
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little cemeery on the opposite side of the village strdehad once been an orchard,

and some of the trees were still standing.the centre, rising out of a pile of
rockwork, he had placed a crucifix that had been found upon the roadside and had
surrounded iwith flowers. It formed the one bright spot of colour in the village; and

at night time, when all other sounds were hushed, the iron wreaths upon its little
crosses, swaying against one another in the wind, would make a low, clear, tinkling
music. Joan vould sometimes lie awake listening to ih some way she could not
explain it always brought the thought of children to her mind.

The doctor himself was a broatiouldered, bulleheaded man, clean shaven, with
closecropped, bristly hair.He had curiosly square hands, with short, squat
fingers. He had been head surgeon in one of the Paris hospitals, and had been
assigned his present post because of his marvellous quickness with theTkaife.
hospital was the nearest to a hill of great strategicabrtance, and the fighting in

the neighbourhood was almost continuo@ten a single ambulance would bring

in three or four cases, each one demanding instant atte@troRoujoulet, with his

hairy arms bare to the shoulder, would polish them off fiee another, with hardly

a moment 6s rest between, not al lJvami ng t
would have to summon all her nerve to keep herself from collapgihgmes the

need for haste was such that it was impossible to wait forrthesthetic to take
effect. The one redeeming feature was the extraordinary heroism of the men, though
occasionally there was nothing for it but to call in the orderlies to hold some poor
fell ow down, and to deafen oneds ears.

One day, after a successfydavation, she was tending a young sergekiat.was a

wel-kb ui | t, handsome man, wi Hehwatshkd her withs wh i
curious indifference in his eyes as she busied herself, trying to make him
comfortable, and did nothing to help her.

=1

HMa mdosell e ever seen a bull fight?0 he

ANo, 0 sheilahsevesean al | the horror and
|l i fe. O

AAh, 0 he said, fAyou Whbenodndofthehdrees goesadawd | f
gored, hisentrailslyingoutpon t he sand, you knThey what
put a rope round him, and drag him, groaning, into the shambles benddonce

there, kind people like you and Monsieur le Médecin tend him and wash him, and

put his entrails back, and sew him wgaa. He thinks it so kind of thedh the first

time. But the second'He understandsHe will be sent back into the arena to be

ripped up again, and again after tha@his is the third time | have been wounded,

and as soon as youdOvweealglotpantyc lbed amd &ap
me back intoitMamésel | e wi | | forgive Hagavmaot f e
short laugh that brought the blood into his mouth.
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The village consisted of one long straggling street, following the coursenadla s
stream between two lines of hillt. was on one of the great lines of communication:
and troops and war material passed through it, going and coming, in almost endless
procession.It served also as a camp of re§tompanies from the trenches would
arrive there, generally towards the evening, weary, listlessegetl, many of them
staggering like ovedriven cattle beneath their mass of burdefisey would fling

their accoutrements from them and stand in silent groups till the sergeants and
corpaals returned to lead them to the barns anehoutses that had been assigned

to them, the houses still habitable being mostly reserved for the offic&esthose

of most French villages, they were drab, plasterered buildings without gardens;

but sane of them were covered with vines, hiding their ugliness; and the village as a
whole, with its groups, here and there, of fine sycamore trees and its great stone
fountain in the centre, was picturesque enougiad twice changed hands, and a
part of itwas in ruins.From one or two of the more solidly built houses merely the
front had fallen, leaving the rooms just as they had always been: the furniture in its
accustomed place, the picturesonthewdllh ey suggested dol |l 6s
open. One wondered when the giant child would come along and close thenhap.

iron spire of the little church had been hit twidéstood above the village, twisted

into the form of a note of interrogatiomn the churchyard many of the graves had
been rippd open. Bones and skulls lay scattered about among the shattered
tombstonesBut, save for a couple of holes in the roof, the body was still intact, and
every afternoon a faint, timidounding bell called a few villagers and a sprinkling

of soldiers to Mss. Most of the inhabitants had fled, but the farmers and
shopkeepers had remaineét intervals, the German batteries, searching round with
apparent aimlessness, would drop a score or so of shells about the neighbourhood;
but the peasant, with an inflifence that was almost animal, would still follow his
ox-drawn plough; the old, bent crone, muttering curses, still ply the hbe.
proprietors of the tingpiceriesmust have been rapidly making their fortunes,
considering the prices that they charged the unfortypwle dreaming of some

small luxury out of his five sous a dajfdut as one of them, a stout, smiling lady,
explained to Joant wfitdénatgestame: hd&dta

Joan had gone out in September, and for a while the weather was pl&&samen,
wrapped up in their greabats, would sleep for preference under the great sycamore
trees. Through open doorways she would catch glimpsgaa@iresque groups of
eager carglayers, crowded round a flickering candlerom the darkness there
would steal the sound of flute or zither, of voices singi@gcasionally it would be
some strident ditty of the Paris musialls, but more often it wasad and
plaintive. But early in October the rains commenced and the stream became a roaring
torrent, and a clammy mist lay like a white river between the wooded hills.

Mud! that seemed to be the one word with which to describe moderniia.
everywheré Mud ankledeep upon the roads; mud into which you sank up to your
knees the moment you stepped off it; tents and huts to which you waded through the
mud, avoiding the slimy gangways on which you slipped and fell-baspattered
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men, muebespattered hees, little donkeys, looking as if they had been sculptured
out of mud, struggling up and down the light railways that every now and then would
disappear and be lost beneath the mud; guns and wagons groaning through the mud;
lorries and ambulances, thattlme darkness had swerved from the straight course,
overturned and lying abandoned in the mud, moyatists ploughing swift furrows
through the mud, rolling it back in liquid streams each side of them; staff cars rushing
screaming through the mud, folled by a rushing fountain of mud; serried ranks of
muddy men stamping through the mud with steady rhythm, moving through a rain
of mud, rising upward from the ground; long lines of mdioses filled with a mass

of muddy humanity packed shoulder to shouldembling ever through the endless
mud.

Men sitting by the roadside in the mud, gnawing at unsavoury food; men squatting
by the ditches, examining their sores, washing their bleeding feet in the muddy water,
replacing the muddy rags about their wounds.

A world without colour.No other colour to be seen beneath the sky but riine.
very buttons on the mends coats painted

Mud and dirt! Dirty faces, dirty hands, dirty clothes, dirty food, dirty beds; dirty
interiors, from whichthere was never time to wash the mud; dirty linen hanging up
to dry, beneath which dirty children played, while dirty women scoldelth and
desolation all aroundShattered farmsteads half buried in the mud; shattered gardens
trampled into mud.A weay land of foulness, breeding foulness; tangled wire the
only harvest of the fields; mile after mile of gaping holes, filled with muddy water;
stinking carcases of dead horses; birds of prey clinging to broken fences, flapping
their great wings.

A land whee man died, and vermin increased and multipldrmin on your body,
vermin in your head, vermin in your food, vermin waiting for you in your bed; vermin
the only thing that throve, the only thing that looked at you with bright eyes; vermin
the only thng to which the joy of life had still been left.

Joan had found a liking gradually growing up in her for the gmoking, curt
tongued doctor.She had dismissed him at first as a mere butcher: his brutal haste,
his indifference apparently to the suffeyine was causing, his great, strong, hairy
hands, with their squat fingers, his cold grey eyBst she learnt as time went by,

that his callousness was a thing that he put on at the same time that he tied his white
apron round his waist, and rolled ug Bieeves.

She was resting, after a morning of grim work, on a bench outside the hospital,
struggling with clenched, quivering hands against a craving to fling herself upon the
ground and sobAnd he had found her there; and had sat down beside her.
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ASo you wanted to see iHeladihi$ Handymonhher o wn
shoulder, and she had some difficulty in not catching hold of him and clinging to
him. She was feeling absurdly womanish just at that moment.

AYes, 0 shédaAadgWwamedhat | did it, o she a

-
0]
o
o
3

| fidehe gaud. chil drTeenl Iwhoatth eyro uw ohna

Altds you women t hati Oimake waorn, 60t hree acno nttl
pur pose, but It¢odes framite days when to liveoitomds. needful

to kill. When a man who was swift and strong to kill was the only thing that could

save a woman and her brodd@very other man that crept towards them through the

grass was an enemy, and her only hope was that hemigankill him, while she

watched and waitedAnd later came the tribe; and instead of the one man creeping
through the grass, the everlasting warfare was against all other t8bgsu loved

only the men ever ready and willing to fight, lest you aadrychildren should be

carried into slavery: then it was the only wayou brought up your boys to be
fighters. You told them stories of their gallant sireéou sang to them the songs of

battle: the glory of killing and of conqueringYou have never nlearnt the
lesson.Man has learnt comradesBipgvould have travelled further but for yoBut

woman is still primitive. She would still have her man the hater and the killar.

the woman the world has never changed. 0

ATell the ot hepemtbemeyasTell thdmeof treiagorss that you
have seen dead and dying in the foolish quarrel for which there was noTedked.
them of the foulness, of the cruelty, of the senselessness of &etllthe women
against War.Thatistheonlywayte nd it . O

It was a morning or two later that, knocking at the door of her loft, he asked her if

she would care to come with him to the trenchds.had brought an outfit for her

which he handed to herwithagris.he had f ol |l owed WU let ko s
hair; and when she appeared before him for inspection in trousers and overcoat, the
collar turned up about her neck, and reaching to her helmet, he had laughingly
pronounced the experiment safe.

A motor carried them to where the road ended, and tiare, a little ondorse
ambulance took them on to almost the last trees of the foFbste was no life to

be seen anywherd®uring the last mile, they had passed through a continuous double
line of graves; here and there a group of tiny crossesrigeepe another company;
others standing singly, looking strangely lonesome amid theugprearth and
shattered treesBut even these had ceasebDeath itself seemed to have been
frightened away from this terrdraunted desert.

Looking down, she couldeg thin wreaths of smoke, rising from the groufdom
underneath her feet there came a low, faint, ceaseless murmur.
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AQui ck, 0 s aHe pgushedbherindrontaf lont, and she almost fell down a
flight of mud-covered steps that led into the ear8he found herself in a long, low
gallery, lighted by a dim oil lamp, suspended from the blackened foghelf ran

along one side of it, covered with stralree men lay therelThe straw was soaked

with their blood. They had been brought in the higbefore by the stretcher
bearers.A young surgeon was rearranging their splints and bandages, and redressing
their wounds.They would lie there for another hour or so, and then start for their
twenty kilometre drive over shelidden roads to one or ather of the great hospitals

at the baseWhile she was there, two more cases were broughthe. doctor gave

but a glance at the first one and then made a sign; and the bearers passed on with him
to the further end of the galleryHe seemed to undeasid, for he gave a low,
despairing cry and the tears sprang to his efgswas but a boyThe other had a

foot torn off. One of the orderlies gave him two round pieces of wood to hold in his
hands while the young surgeon cut away the hanging fleshamdl up the stump.

The doctor had been whispering to one of the beaktgsad the face of an old man,
but his shoulders were broad and he looked stuirbynodded, and beckoned Joan
to follow him up the slippery steps.

Alt 1 s br eakfired as they emerged inttitke aeWe | ae av e e a
other alone for half an hodireven the snipersB u t we must Shebe <car

followed in his footsteps, stooping so low that her hands could have touched the
ground. They had to be sure that they did step off the narrow track marked with
white stones, lest they should be drowned in the niltky passed the head of a
dead horselt looked as if it had been cut off and laid there; the body was below it
in the mud.

They spoke in whispers, and Joanfiedt had made an effort to disguise her
voice. But her conductor had smiledi They shal | be call ed
sisters of thé Maadrdod sleed |read ss dirdkee f or
was a priest.There were many priests amaihg stretchebearers.

Crouching close to the ground, behind the spreading roots of a giant oak, she raised
her eyes.Before her lay a sea of smooth, soft mud nearly a mile wkadlem the

centre rose a solitary tree, from which all had been shot awdwbiare branches

like outstretched arms above the silenB&yond, the hills rose agailhere was
something unearthly in the silence that seemed to brood above that sea dihaud.

old priest told her of the living men, French and German, who had stere day

and night sunk in it up to their waists, screaming hour after hour, and waving their
arms, sinking into it lower and lower, none able to help them: until at last only their
screaming heads were left, and after a time these, too, would disappeahe
silence come again.

She saw the ditches, like long graves dug for the living, where the weary, listless men
stood knealeep in mud, hoping for wounds that would relieve them from the ghastly

Read this book online with translations madinenglish.com

1


http://readinenglish.com/books/all-roads-lead-to-calvary-by-jerome-k-jerome/?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=pdf

182

monotony of their existence; the holes of muddy wategre the dead things lay, to
which they crept out in the night to wash a little of the filth from their clammy bodies
and their stinking clothes; the holes dug out of the mud in which they ate and slept
and lived year after year: till brain and heart @odl seemed to have died out of
them, and they remembered with an effort that they once were men.

* k k% %

After a time, the care of the convalesc
Madame Lelanne being told off to assist hBg. dint of muchpersistence she had
succeeded in getting the leaky roof repaired, and in place of the smoky stove that had
long been her despair she had one night procured a fine calorifere by the simple
process of stealing itMadame Lelanne had heard about it fromgdbssips.It had

been brought to a lonely house at the end of the village by a major of engideers.

had returned to the trenches the day before, and the place for the time being was
empty. The thieves were never discoveré&the sentry was positive thao one had

passed him but two women, one of them carrying a balbtgdame Lelanne had
dressed it up in a childds cl| Aaikmustnd ho
have weighed nearly a couple of hundreeight suspicion had not attached to them

Space did not allow of any separation; broken Frenchmen and broken Germans
would often lie side by sideJoan would wonder, with a grim smile to herself, what

the patriotic Press of the different countries would have thought had they been there

to haveoverheard the conversationBleither France nor Germany appeared to be

the enemy, but a thing called fAiThey, 0 a
them both from a place t h®ypedaylthetak®ll s pok
on courage A young French soldier was holding forth when Joan entered the hut.

Alt makes me | augh, 0 he wkverymstony propgly 0 al
led, fights bravely.It is the male instinctWomen go into hysterics about it, because

it has not beegiven them.| have the Croix de Guerre with all three leaves, and |
havenot half the courage of my dog, w h
regiment by himself.Why, a game cock has got more than the bestof us.6 s t he
man who doesmarndtt hti mikn k ,whwh & whoansagitehr e mo
nothing, but just goes forward with his head down, like a bithlere is, of course, a

real courage.When you are by yourself, and have to do something in cold
blood. But the courage required for rusgiforward, shouting and yelling with a lot

of other fellow® wh y , it would take a hundred tin
AThey know that, o chimed in the man | vyi
us. Why, when we stormed La Haye | knew nothing uatiluglylooking German

spat a pint of blood into my face and w

A middle-aged sergeant, who had a wound in the stomach and was sitting up in his
bed, lookedacrossi Ther e was a |l ine of Germans ca
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thought | musbe suffering from a nightmare when | saw thefimey had thrown

away their rifles and had all joined hand$iey came dancing towards us just like a

row of ballet girls. They were shrieking and laughing, and they never attempted to

do anything.We justwaited until they were close up and then shot them ddtn.

was like killing a lot of kids who had come to have a game withlhe one | potted

got his arms round me before he coughect
and wanting to kiss mel.ord! You can guess how the Boche 4iglingers spread

t hemsel ves over t hat Colbssali i Uneegyassliche 6 So n-
Hel dPoaob devils! o

ATheyol |l give us gi nge HelmeHadboth hisiligstoins o v
away, and appeardd be always laughingh St uf f it i nto us as
afarr That wi | | make us run forward, right

A Oh, come, 0 struck in a youngster who w
his bed: it was the position in which he could breathsiestHe raised his head a

couple of inches and twisted it round so as to get his mouthfireet | sndt as
all that. Why, the Thirtythird swarmed into Fort Malmaison of their own accord,

t hough Ootwas |1 ke | umpheld gforithnee daysagainsd i | i n
pretty nearly a divisionTher e wer enot a dozen of t hi
them. They had no ammunitionleffT hey 6d j ust been filling
bodiessAnd t hey woul dn 6 We hpdto drgatleln anay.deTnh etyh e n
shandét pass, 060bthhepsshbhotHspgice kad uhk s avy i
to a thin whisper.

A young officer was lying in a corner behind a screlde.leant forward and pushed
it aside.

A Oh, give the des,id HhaWaaiutes n dyto ua fperl d totw
does make for courag&Ve all know that.And things even finer than mere fighting

pluck. There was a man in my company, a Jacques Decklsywas just a stupid

peasant lad\We were crowded into one endtbk trench, about a score of ughe

rest of it had f al | Andahkombdrogpeddntowhe middeeu | d n
of us; and the same instant that it touched the ground Decrusy threw himself flat
down upon it and took the whole of it into his bodyhere was nothing left of him

but scraps.But the rest of us got offNobody had drugged him to do thathere

i snét one of us who was in that trench
days, remembering how Jacques Decrusy gave hislifer o ur s . 0

Al 61l 1l grant you all that, sir, o Hemmswer ¢
had long, delicate hands and eager, restless éy®8ar does briSng out
does pestilence and faminRead Def oebds accountHowf t he
men and women left their safe homes, to serve in thehpeses, knowing that

sooner or later they were doomedead of the mothers in India who die of slow
starvation, never allowing a morsel of food to pass their lips so that they may save
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upther own s mal l daily portWoy don&@tddwetp
God not to withhold from us His precious medicine of pestilence and fandne®

shipwreck a fine school for courageook at the chance it gives the captain to set a

fine example. And the engineers who stick to their post with the water pouring in

upon themWe donot reconcile ourselves to sl
sailors. We do our best to lessen thei@o did persecution bring out heroisiit.

made saints anchartyrs. Why have we done away with itlf this game of killing

and being killed is the fine school for virtue it is made out to be, then all our efforts
towards law and order have been a mistakie never ought to have emerged from

the jungl e. o

He tok a notebook from under his pillow and commenced to scribble.

An old-looking man spokeHe lay with his arms folded across his breast, addressing
apparently the smoky raftersle was a Russian, a teacher of languages in Paris at
the outbreak of the waand had joined the French Army.

nlt I S not only cour ag e Jtbrings eut \slaeathirg)s At h
too.Oh, 1 6m not t hi nkiTnhgatmes etlhye oca nth eo fB o€
all the heroism is on one side and all the brytadih the other.Take men from
anywhere and some of them will be devW¥ar gives them their opportunity, brings

out the beastCan you wonder at it ou teach a man to plunge a bayonet into the
writhing flesh of a fellow human being, and twist it rduand round and jamb it

further in, while the blood is spurting from him like a fountailihat are you making

of himbutabeastA mands got to be a beastlbefor
have seen things done by our own men in cold blood,dfrerof which will haunt

my memory until | die.But of course, we hush it up when it happens to be our own
peopl e. 0

He ceased speakingNo one seemed inclined to break the silence.

They remained confused in her memory, these talks among the wounded men in the
low, dimly lighted hut that had become her worl@it times it was but two men
speaking to one another in whispers, at others every creaking bed would be drawn
into the argument

One topic that never lost its interest was: Who made wafis@ hounded the people
i nto them, and kept them t Aheyneversettecar i ng
it.

AnGod knows | didnot want i1t, speaking p
with a laugh. i | had been working at a printin
seven yearslt was just beginning to pay me, and now my wife writes me that she

has had to shut the place up and sell t
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ABebul dnét you have done anything to st
tohim. n Al | your millions of SWwhatiwant wreng s , w
with the Internationale, the Universal Brotherhood of Labour, and all thdéTraa ? 0

The Germa laughed againfi O h they know thei RYbusi ne
have your glass of beer and go to bed, and when you wake up in the morning you
find that war has been declared; and you keep your mouté simléss you want to

be shot for a traitorNott hat it woul d have mad2l much
admit that. The ground had been too well preparé&thgland was envious of our

trade. King Edward had been plotting our destructic@ur papers were full of
translations from yours, talking abodita Revanchie &Ve were told that you had

been lending money to Russia to enable her to build railways, and that when they
were complete France and Russia would fall upon us suddéniyh e Fat her | a
d a n g # mdy de lies or it may not; what is ot do? What would you have
dondeven if you could have done anything

AHeds r i ght reyed ®akingdmarg laythg doanrilye book he had been
reading.i We s houl d have 6Myn e« ojund tr yt, hAftergdme .o
all, it is an ideal . o

A dark, blackbearded man raised himself painfully upon his elbbie.was a tailor
in the Rue Parnesse, and prided himself on a decided resemblance to Victor Hugo.

Al tds a nobl fiLa Radiee &he gréat Mother Right odwrong, who
shalldare to harm her¥es, if it was she who rose up in her majesty and called to

u s .Hé laughed.fi Wh at does it mean in reality:
Britannia? Half a score of pompous old muddlers with their fat wives egging them

on: sons of théools before them; talkers who have wormed themselves into power

by making frothy speeches and fine promisdd.y Country! o h e
againn.nLook a€Candtemyou see their swelling
faces?Half a score of ambitious polit@ns, gouty old financiers, balteaded old

toffs, with their waxed moustaches and false tedtth at 6 s what we mea
talk about OMy Countryo6: -headgdaldrkenfnd sel f
whet her theyore r i gh tdutyistofightatthbirdiddirg hey 6 r
to bleed for them, to die for them, that they may grow more sleek and

pr os p eHesankback on his pillow with another laugh.

Sometimes they agreed it was the newspapers that madethedrfanned every

trivial difference into a vital question of national honduhat, whenever there was

any fear of peace, 1&oked the fires of hatred with their nevailing stories of
atrocities. At other times they decided it was the capitalists, the traders, scenting
profit for themselves.Some held it was the politicians, dreaming of going down to
history as Richelieus or as Bismarcks popular theory was that cause for war was
always discovered by the ruling classes whenever there seemed danger that the
workers were gettingud of hand.In war, you put the common people back in their
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place, revived in them the habits of submission and obedidteeoleon the Little,

it was argued, had started the war of 1870 with that iResia had welcomed the

present war as an answerthe Revolution that was threatening Czardddthers
contended it was the great munition industries, aided by the military party, the
officers impatient for opportunities of advancement, the strategists eager to put their
theories to the testA few of the more philosophical shrugged their shouldéts.

was the thing itself that sooner or later was bound to go off of its own addaitl.
every countryb6s energy, half every coun
explosives.In every country eny and hatred of every other country was preached

as a religion.They called it patriotismSooner or later the spark fell.

A wizened little man had been listening to it all one didg. had a curiously rdike
face, with round, red, twinkling eyes, aadong, pointed nose that twitched as he
talked.

Al 6l 1l tell you who inbkés wolu ahnhe may smy
the wars. We love them.That 6s why we open our mo ut
twaddle that the papers give us; and cheerfitle, blackcoated gentlemen when

they tell us i1 tos our sacred duty to ki
else. We are just crazy to killl sBometdbki ng
Ger mans, ABalinsbéh;o uatn dé Russians wetlseer fooLibdrtgwas

in Paris at the time of the Fashoda troublldow we hissed the English in the

cafés! And how they glared back at ughey were just as eager to kill usvho

makes a dog fight2Vhy, the dog.Anybody can do it.Who could make us fight

each other, I f Nwe dildndthewakntngtdte? hor s
men.No, my dears, i tYOou vaerdmanee tmye dweal s..

There came a day in early springll night long the guns had never ceasdd.
sounde like the tireless barking of ten thousand giant ddgshind the hills, the
whole horizon, like a fiery circle, was ringed with flashing ligBthapeless forms,
bent beneath burdens, passed in endless procession through the Mitsges of
rushing men swept like shadowy phantoms through the fitfilymined
darkness.Beneath that everlasting barking, Joan would hear, now the piercing wall
of a child; now a clap of thunder that for the moment would drown all other sounds,
followed by a faint, lowrumbling crash, like the shooting of coals into a cellEre
wounded on their beds lay with widgen, terrified eyes, moving feverishly from
side to side.

At dawn the order came that the hospital was to be evacuBbtedambulances were
already waitiig in the streetJoan flew up the ladder to her loft, the other side of the
yard. Madame Lelanne was already thei®he had thrown a few things into a
bundle, and her foot was again upon the ladder, when it seemed to her that someone
struck her, hurlindner back upon the floor, and the house the other side of the yard
rose up into the air, and then fell quite slowly, and a cloud of dust hid it from her
sight.
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Madame Lelanne must have carried her down the ladslee. was standing in the
yard, and the daswas choking her.Across the street, beyond the ruins of the
hospital, swarms of men were running about like ants when their nest has been
disturbed. Some were running this way, and some thad then they would turn

and run back again, making dancimgvements round one another and jostling one
another.The guns had ceased; and instead, it sounded as if all the babies in the world
were playing with their rattlesSuddenly Madame Lelanne reappeared out of the
dust, and seizing Joan, dragged her thhoardark opening and down a flight of steps,
and then left herShe was in a great vaulted cell&.faint light crept in through a
grated window at the other endihere was a long table against the wall, and in front

of it a bench.She staggered tband sat down, leaning against the damp wlle

place was very silentSuddenly she began to laug8he tried to stop herself, but

c o u | dmddahen she heard footsteps descending, and her memory came back to
her with a rush.They were German fosteps, she felt sure by the sound: they were

so slow and heavyThey should not find her in hysterics, anyhofhe fixed her

teeth into the wooden table in front of her and held on to it with clenched h@hes.

had recovered herself before the footstBpd finished their descentVith a relief

that made it difficult for her not to begin laughing again, she found it was Madame
Lelanne and Monsieur Dubo3.hey were carrying something between theie

hardly recognized Dubos at firsHis beard was @ne, and a line of flaming scars

had taken its placeThey laid their burden on the tabld.was one of the wounded

men from the hutThey told her they were bringing down two moiéhe hut itself

had not been hit, but the roof had been torn off lyfdince of the explosion, and the
others had been killed by the falling beand®an wanted to return with them, but
Madame Lelanne had assumed an air of authority, and told her she would be more
useful where she wag:rom the top of the steps they thrdawn bundles of straw,

on which they laid the wounded men, and Joan tended them, while Madame Lelanne
and the little chemist went up and down continuouggfore evening the place,
considering all things, was fairly habitabl&adame Lelanne brought dowhe great

stove from the hut; and breaking a pane of glass in the barred window, they fixed it
up with its chimney and lighted iErom time to time the turmoil above them would
break out again: the rattling, and sometimes a dull rumbling as of rushteg But

only a faint murmur of it penetrated into the celldiowards night it became quiet
again.

How long Joan remained there she was never quite $thexe was little difference
between day and nighifter it had been quiet for an hour or soatdéme Lelanne
would go out, to return a little later with a wounded man upon her back; and when
one died, she would throw him across her shoulder and disappear again up the
steps.Sometimes it was a Frenchman and sometimes a German she bro@jn in.
gahered that the fight for the village still continuethere was but little they could

do for them beyond dressing their wounds and easing their paam and the little
chemist took it in turns to relieve one anothéiadame Lelanne ever sleptwias

when she would sit in the shadow behind the stove, her hands upon herbulees.

had been in the house when it had falldhadame Lelanne had discovered him
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