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PREFACE
This is a true story.

It has been rewritten only so far as was necgdgs
conceal personalities.

It is a terrible story ; but it is also a stafyhope and of
beauty.

It reveals with startling clearness the abyssvhich our
civilisation trembles.

But the self-same Light illuminates the patthomanity:
it is our own fault if we go over the brink.

This story is also true not only of one kinchaiman
weakness, but (by analogy) of all kinds; andaibalike
there is but one way of salvation.

As Glanvil says: Man is not subjected to thgeds, nor
even unto death utterly, save through the weskoéhis
own feeble will.

Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law

- ALEISTER CROWLEY.
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THE DIARY OF A DRUG FIEND

BOOK |
PARADISO

CHAPTER |
A KNIGHT OUT

Yes, | certainly was feeling depressed.

az



| don't think that this was altogether thectem of the
day. Of course, there always is a reactiorr #fie
excitement of a flight ; but the effect is mgtgysical than
moral. One doesn't talk. One lies about andckesand
drinks champagne.

No, | was feeling quite a different kind ottem. | looked
at my mind, as the better class of flying maorslearns to
do, and I really felt ashamed of myself. Takefor all in
all, I was one of the luckiest men alive.

War is like a wave; some it rolls over, soinérowns,
some it beats to pieces on the shingle; buesbshoots far
up the shore on to glistening golden sand bthereach of
any further freaks of fortune.

Let me explain.

My name is Peter Pendragon. My father wasargk
son; and he had quarrelled with my Uncle Moetiwhen
they were boys. He was a struggling generaitpi@ner in
Norfolk, and had not made things any bettehiarself by
marrying.

However, he scraped together enough to getame
sort of education, and at the outbreak of the \was
twenty-two years old and had just passed ngrim¢diate
for M.D. in the University of London.

Then, as | said, the wave came. My mother wahtor
the Red Cross, and died in the first year eflar. Such
was the confusion that | did not even know alittill over
six months later.

My father died of influenza just before thewistice.

| had gone into the air service ; did pretsliw

though somehow | was never sure either of mysel
of my machine. My squadron commander usedlito te
me that | should never make a great airman.

" Old thing," he said, " you lack the instifict
qualifying the noun with an entirely meaningles
adjective which somehow succeeded in making his
sentence highly illuminating.

" Where you get away with it,” he said, "hat
you have an analytic brain."



Well, | suppose | have. That's how | comedo b
writing this up. Anyhow, at the end of the war
found myself with a knighthood which 1 stilfnly
believe to have been due to a clerical erratherpart
of some official.

As for Uncle Mortimer, he lived on in his ctasean
way; a sulky, rich, morose, old bachelor. Weere
heard a word of him.

And then, about a year ago, he died ; andrndo

to my amazement that | was sole heir to his &v six
thousand a year, and the owner of Barley Grange
which is really an awfully nice place in Kegtite near
enough to be convenient for the prosperous gooan
about town which | had become ; and for the bes
of it, a piece of artificial water quite largaough for
me to use for a waterdrome for my seaplane.

I may not have the instinct for flying, as @aight
said ; but it's the only sport | care about.

Golf? When one has flown over a golf courbese
people do look such appalling rotters! Suchhmig
solemnities !

Now about my feeling depressed. When the énd o
the war came, when | found myself penniless pba
job, utterly spoilt by the war (even if | haddthe
money) for going on with my hospital, | had dBped
an entirely new psychology. You know how itlee
when you are fighting duels in the air, yoursde be
detached from everything. There is nothindhm t
Universe but you and the Boche you are tryonpdt.
There is something detached and god-like aibout

And when | found myself put out on the strdsts

a grateful country, | became an entirely ddéfgranimal.
In fact, I've often thought that there isn'y 4h

at all ; that we are simply the means of exgozsof
something else; that when we think we are duese
we are simply the victims of a delusion.

Well, bother that | The plain fact is thatdch
become a desperate wild animal. | was too hyngr
S0 to speak, even to waste any time on thinkitigrly
about things.

And then came the letter from the lawyers.



That was another new experience. | had no idea
before of the depths to which servility coulssdend.

" By the way, Sir Peter," said Mr. Wolfe, "will,

of course, take a little while to settle upsthenatters.
It's a very large estate, very large. But uigat that
with times as they are, you wouldn't be offehdgir
Peter, if we handed you an open cheque fooastmd
pounds just to go on with."

It wasn't till I had got outside his door thatalised
how badly he wanted my business. He need na ha
worried. He had managed poor old Uncle Mortlser
affairs well enough all those years; not likeghould
bother to put them in the hands of a new man.

The thing that really pleased me about thelevho
business was the clause in the will. That oédbdad
sat in his club all through the war, snappihg a
everybody he saw ; and yet he had been keégiok of
what | was doing. He said in the will that leelhmade
me his heir "for the splendid services | hattexed

to our beloved country in her hour of need."

That's the true Celtic psychology. When weale
finished talking, there's something that navtesrs
a word, but goes right down through the eaoiiinnb
to the centre.

And now comes the funny part of the businkss.
discovered to my amazement that the despeilite w
animal hunting his job had been after all aeatappy
animal in his way, just as the desperate gaidirga

in the air, playing pitch and toss with lifedadieath,
had been happy.

Neither of those men could be depressed byfarigne;
but the prosperous young man about town

was a much inferior creature. Everything mare o
less bored him, and he was quite definitelyaired by
an overdone cutlet. The night | met Lou, | adn

into the Cafe' Wisteria in a sort of dull, apgtupor.
Yet the only irritating incident of the day hiaden a
letter from the lawyers which | had found at ahyb
after flying from Norfolk to Barley Grange antbtoring
up to town.

Mr. Wolfe had very sensibly advised me to make
settlement of a part of the estate, as agthestvent
of my getting married; and there was some dtupi



hitch about getting trustes.

| loathe law. It seems to me as if it were ehean
elaborate series of obstacles to doing thiegsibly.
And yet, of course, after all, one must havenf@ities,
just as in flying you have to make arrangeméants
starting and stopping. But it is a beastly ance

to have to attend to them.

| thought | would stand myself a little dinnér

hadn't quite enough sense to know that whesllyr
wanted was human companions. There aren't such
things. Every man is eternally alone. But wien

get mixed up with a fairly decent crowd, youget
that appalling fact for long enough to give ybuain
time to recover from the acute symptoms oflisease
-that of thinking.

My old commander was right. | think a lot too
much; so did Shakespeare. That's what workad hi
up to write those wonderful things about sld&g.
forgotten what they were; but they impressecdaie
the time. | said to myself, "This old bird knéew
dreadful it is to be conscious."

So, when | turned into the cafe’, | think thal
reason was that | hoped to find somebody tleare,
talk the night out. People think that talkisgai sign
of thinking. It isn't, for the most part ; dmetcon-
trary, it's a mechanical dodge of the bodyeteve
oneself of the strain of thinking, just as ex@ng the
muscles helps the body to become temporarily un
conscious of its weight, its pain, its wears)eand the
foreknowledge of its doom.

You see what gloomy thoughts a fellow can have
even when he's Fortune's pet. It's a diseaswib$ation.
We're in an intermediate stage between the

stupor of the peasant and-something that igeiot
properly developed.

| went into the cafe' and sat down at onénef t
marble tables. | had a momentary thrill of joy-
reminded me of France so much-of all those déys
ferocious gambling with Death.

| couldn't see a soul | knew. But at leastéwk

by sight the two men at the next table. Everg o
knew that gray ferocious wolf-a man built ireey
line for battle, and yet with a forehead whiifted



him clean out of the turmoil. The conflictinggments
in his nature had played the devil with hintkla
Fordham was his name. At sixty years of age he
was still the most savage and implacable ofipists.
" Red in tooth and claw,"” as Tennyson said.tket
man had found time to write great literatuas¢l his
rough and tumble with the world had not degdade
his thought or spoilt his style.

Sitting next him was a weak, good-natured,kivay
journalist named Vernon Gibbs. He wrote pradiyc
the whole of a weekly paper-had done, year afte
year with the versatility of a practised ped an
the mechanical perseverance of an instrumertwh
has been worn by practice into perfect easiness

Yet the man had a mind for all that. Someimtst
told him that he had been meant for bettergin
The result had been that he had steadily beeome
heavier and heavier drinker.

| learnt at the hospital that seventy-five pent.

of the human body is composed of water ; biihiis
case, as in the old song, it must have bedrhthavas
a relation of the McPherson who had a son,

"That married Noah's daughter
And nearly spoilt the flood

By drinking all the water.

And this he would have done,

| really do believe it,

But had that mixture been
Three parts or more Glen Livet."

The slight figure of a young-old man with albals
nose to detract from his otherwise remarkabbzuby,
spoilt though it was by years of insane passicame
into the cafe'. His cold blue eyes were shaftyg
malicious. One got the impression of someyilth
creature of the darkness-a raider from anotioeid
looking about him for something to despoil.hg
heels lumbered his jackal, a huge, bloatednirerus
creature like a cockroach, in shabby blackhelst
ill-fitting, unbrushed and stained, his linarty his
face bloated and pimpled, a horrible evil leerhis
dripping mouth, with its furniture like a bomtbgraveyard.

The cafe' sizzled as the men entered. Theg wer
notorious, if nothing else, and the leader thasEarl
of Bumble. Every one seemed to scent some meisch



in the air. The earl came up to the table h@xhine,
and stopped deliberately short. A sneer pagseabs
his lips. He pointed to the two men.

" Drunken Bardolph and Ancient Pistol," hedsai
with his nose twitching with anger.

Jack Fordham was not behindhand with the tepar

" Well roared, Bottom," he replied calmly, fzet
as if the whole scene had been rebearsed hefwle

A dangerous look came into the eyes of thanas

earl. He took a pace backwards and raisedibls s

But Fordham, old campaigner that he was, hédipated
the gesture. He had been to the Western States

in his youth ; and what he did not know abawépping
was not worth being known. In particular, heswa

very much alive to the fact that an unarmed sitimg
behind a fixed table has no chance againstrawith

a stick in the open.

He slipped out like a cat. Before Bumble could
bring down his cane, the old man had dived uhde
guard and taken the lunatic by the throat.

There was no sort of a fight. The veteran &hoo
his opponent like a bull-dog; and, shifting bigp,
flung him to the ground with one tremendougwhr
In less than two seconds the affair was overdiram
was kneeling on the chest of the defeated pwiho
whined and gasped and cried for mercy, and told
the man twenty years his senior, whom he had
deliberately provoked into the fight, that hastn't
hurt him because they were such old friends !

The behaviour of a crowd in affairs of thiadialways
seems to me very singular. Every one, or neantyy
one, seems to start to interfere ; and nobatlyadly
does so.

But this matter threatened to prove more se&tio
The old man had really lost his temper. It wdds
that he would choke the life out of the cur enkis knee.

| had just enough presence of mind to make way
for the head waiter, a jolly, burly Frenchmao
came pushing into the circle. | even lent hitread

to pull Fordham off the prostrate form of hrgagonist.



A touch was enough. The old man recovered his
temper in a second, and calmly went back tdaike
with no more sign of excitement than shoutirgixty
to forty, sixty to forty."

" I'm on," cried the voice of a man who hasitju
come in at the end of the cafe' and missedd¢bae by
a minute. " But what's the horse ? "

| heard the words as a man in a dream ; for my
attention had suddenly been distracted.

Bumble had made no attempt to get up. He lay
there whimpering. | raised my eyes from so assing
a sight, and found them fixed by two enormonss o
| did not know at the first moment even thagyth
were eyes. It's a funny thing to say ; butfits
impression was that they were one of thoseghizu
that come to one from nowhere when one isdlyh
ten thousand feet or so. Awfully queer thintgll
you-reminds one of the atmospherics that ote ge
in wireless; and they give one a horrible faglilt
is a sort of sinister warning that there is eqrarson
or some thing in the Universe outside onesell
the realisation of that is as frankly frightegias
the other realisation, that one is eternalbnal is
horrible.

| slipped out of time altogether into eternity

felt myself in the presence of some tremendooilisence
for good or evil. | felt as though | had beamri|

don't know whether you know what | mean. | tan'
help it, but | can't put it any different.

It's like this : nothing had ever happened®in

my life before. You know how it is when you cem
out of ether or nitrous-oxide at the dentigts-

come back to somewhere, a familiar somewherte; b
the place from which you have come is nowhane,
yet you have been there.

That is what happened to me.

| woke up from eternity, from infinity, from state

of mind enormously more vital and conscioustha
anything we know of otherwise, although one'tcan
give it a name, to discover that this nametleesght

of nothingness was in reality two black vasieses

in which | saw myself. | had a thought of sowson

in a story of the middle ages about a wizandl, slowly,



slowly, I slid up out of the deep to recogrisat these
two spheres were just two eyes. And then itoed
to me-the thought was in the nature of a paldity
absurd and ridiculous joke-that these two eyes
belonged to a girl's face.

Across the moaning body of the blackmailevak
looking at the face of a girl that | had neseen before.
And | said to myself, "Well, that's all rightye

known you all my life." And when | said to myise
"my life," I didn't in the least mean my liés Peter
Pendragon, | didn't even mean a life extenthingugh
the centuries, | meant a different kind of-si@me-thing
with which centuries have nothing whateverdo d

And then Peter Pendragon came wholly back to
himself with a start, and wondered whether &@& h
not perhaps looked a little rudely at whatdaenmon
sense assured him was quite an ordinary and not
particularly attractive girl.

My mind was immediately troubled. | went histi
back to my table. And then it seemed to mé @&s i
were hours while the waiters were persuadieg th
earl to his feet.

| sipped my drink automatically. When | looked
up the girl had disappeared.

It is a trivial observation enough which | gaing
to make. | hope at least it will help to cleary one's
mind of any idea that | may be an abnormal man.

As a matter of fact, every man is ultimatdhipparmal,
because he is unique. But we can class marfew a
series without bothering ourselves much abdwtw
each one of them is in himself.

| hope, then, that it will be clearly undesdahat

| am very much like a hundred thousand othengo
men of my age. | also make the remark, becthgese
essential bearing of it is practically the wehetory of
this book. And the remark is this, after thiaag
flourish of trumpets: although | was personaihgirely
uninterested in what | had withessed, the csioa
had vanished from my mind. As the French say,

" Un cku chasse l'autre."

| have learnt since then that certain racagjqularly



the Japanese, have made a definite scient¢mgtar
from this fact. For example, they clap theintis

four times " in order to drive away evil sptlt That

is, of course, only a figure of speech. Whaytreally
do is this : the physical gesture startlesntined out

of its lethargy, so that the idea which hasteeubling
it is replaced by a new one. They have varandges
for securing a new one and making sure thahéve
one shall be pleasant. More of this later.

What happened is that at this moment my miad w
seized with sharp, black anger, entirely olbgsst |
had at the time not the faintest inkling aggmature,
but there it was. The cafe' was intolerable-bk
pest-house. | threw a coin on the table, angl wa
astonished to notice that it rolled off. | went as

if the devil were at my heels.

| remember practically nothing of the nextfHadur.
| felt a kind of forlorn sense of being lostan
world of incredibly stupid and malicious dwarfs

| found myself in Piccadilly quite suddenly. A
voice purred in my ear, " Good old Peter, gotad
sport, awfully glad | met you-we'll make a nigh
of it."

The speaker was a handsome Welshman stiisin h
prime. Some people thought him one of the best
sculptors living. He had, in fact, a following

disciples which I can only qualify as " almasipleasantly
so. "

He had no use for humanity at the bottom sf hi
heart, except as convenient shapes which hletmig
model. He was bored and disgusted to find them
pretending to be alive. The annoyance had gnantih
he had got into the habit of drinking a goodldrore
and a good deal more often than a lesser mghtmi
have needed. He was a much bigger man thas | wa
physically, and he took me by the arm almost as
he had been taking me into custody. He poured
into my ear an interminable series of rambling
reminiscences, each of which appeared to homedibly
mirthful.

For about half a minute | resented him; then |
let myself go and found myself soothed almost t
slumber by the flow of his talk. A wonderful ma
like an imbecile child nine-tenths of the tiraed



yet, at the back of it all, one somehow sawdibep
night of his mind suffused with faint sparkshi$
genius.

| had not the slightest idea where he wastakie
| did not care. | had gone to sleep, insideoke to
find myself sitting in the cafe' Wisteria onoere.

The head waiter was excitedly explaining to my
companion what a wonderful scene he had missed.

" Mr. Fordham, he nearly kill' ze Lord," heldlled,
wringing his fat hands. " He nearly kill' zerdd'

Something in the speech tickled my senserebtarence.
| broke into a high-pitched shout of laughter.

" Rotten,” said my companion. " Rotten ! That
fellow Fordhain never seems to make a clearfjob
it anyhow. Say, look here, this is my night.otbu
go 'way like a good boy, tell all those boys girls
come and have dinner."

The waiter knew well enough who was meant; and
presently | found myself shaking hands withesal/
perfect strangers in terms which implied themest
and most unquenchable affection. It was realllger

a distinguished crowd. One of the men was a fat
German Jew, who looked at first sight like ecpi of
canned pork that has got mislaid too long emsbmmer.
But the less he said the more he did ; and Wwlat

did is one of the greatest treasures of mankind

Then there was a voluble, genial man withackh
of gray hair and a queer twisted smile on acef

He looked like a character of Dickens. But hd h
done more to revitalise the theatre than ahgrathan
of his time.

| took a dislike to the women. They seemed so
unworthy of the men. Great men seem to enjaygo
about with freaks. | suppose it is on the spnciple
as tbe old kings used to keep fools and dwarénuse
them. " Some men are born great, some achieve
greatness, some have greatness thrust upon'them
But whichever way it is, the burden is usuadly
heavy for their shoulders.

You remember Frank Harris's story of the Ugly
Duckling ? If you don't, you'd better get bas\d



do it.

That's really what's so frightful in flyingelfear

of oneself, the feeling that one has got oudrad's
class, that all the old kindly familiar thingslow have
turned into hard monstrous enemies ready tesma
you if you touch them.

The first of these women was a fat, bold, medded
slut. She reminded me of a white maggot. Sleled
corruption. She was pompous, pretentious, aruds
She gave herself out as a great authorityterature ;
but all her knowledge was parrot, and her ottenapts
in that direction the most deplorably dreanyelr

that ever had been printed even by the chagieri
clique which she financed. On her bare shoulder
the hand of a short, thin woman with a comnpoatty
face and a would-be babyish manner. She was a
German woman of the lowest class. Her husbaasd w
an influential Member of Parliament. Peoplalsai
that he lived on her earnings. There were e\aker
whispers. Two or three pretty wise birds hdd to

me they thought it was she, and not poor INtki
Hara, who tipped off the Tanks to the Boche.

Did | mention that my sculptor's name was OWwen
Well, it was, is, and will be while the name/Aot
endures. He was supporting himself unsteadilly w
one hand on the table, while with the otheptiehis
guests in their seats. | thought of a child/plg with
dolls.

As the first four sat down, | saw two othensyi
behind them. One | had met before, Violet Beach
She was a queer little thing-Jewish, | fandye S
wore a sheaf of yellow hair fuzzed out like a
Struwwel-peter, and a violent vermilion dressase any one
should fail to observe her. It was her affaotato

be an Apache, so she wore an old cricket capam
one eye, and a stale cigarette hung from peBlit
she had a certain talent for writing, and | wesy
glad indeed to meet her again. | admit | amagkv

a little shy with strangers. As we shook handeard
her saying in her curious voice, high-pitchad get
muted, as if she had something wrong with heyat

" Want you to meet Miss--"

| didn't get the name; | can never hear s&ang
words. As it turned out, before forty-eight hohad



passed, | discovered that it was Laleham-aed th
again that it wasn't. But | anticipate-donyttio
throw me out of my stride. All in good time.

In the meanwhile | found | was expected toradsl
her as Lou. "Unlimited Lou" was her nickname
among the initiate.

Now what | am anxious for everybody to uncemst
is simply this. There's hardly anybody who urde
stands the way his mind works; no two minds are
alike, as Horace or some old ass said; anchamy
the process of thinking is hardly ever whatimagine.

So, instead of recognising the girl as the ewvof
the eyes which had gripped me so strangelyoan h
earlier, the fact of the recognition simply pug off
the recognition-lI don't know if I'm making myfse
clear. | mean that the plain fact refused tmedo
the surface. My mind seethed with questionsek&'h
had | seen her before ?

And here's another funny thing. | don't bediev
that | should have ever recognised her by sigfhiat
put me on the track was the grip of her hamolugh
| had never touched it in my life before.

Now don't think that I'm going off the deepleabout
this. Don't dismiss me as a mystic-monger. Look
back each one into your own lives, and if yao't
find half a dozen incidents equally inexplicgl®qually
unreasonable, equally repugnant to the bettpriated
type of mid-Victorian mind, the best thing yoan do
is to sleep with your forefathers. So thatat.th
Good-night.

| told you that Lou was " quite an ordinaryarot
a particularly attractive girl." Remember tkiais
was the first thought of my " carnal mind " whj as
St. Paul says, is " enmity against God."

My real first impression had been the tremeisdo
psychological experience for which all words ar
inadequate.

Seated by her side, at leisure to look wHike Isabbled,
| found my carnal mind reversed on appeal. \@ae
certainly not a pretty girl from the standpaofia
music-hall audience. There was something indéfy
Mongolian about her face. The planes were; filag



cheek-bones high ; the eyes oblique ; the naode,
short, and vital; the mouth a long, thin, ripgl

curve like a mad sunset. The eyes were tinygaedn,
with a piquant elfin expression. Her hair wasausly
colourless ; it was very abundant; she had \oun
great ropes about her head. It reminded mieeof t
armature of a dynamo. It produced a weird ¢ffec
this mingling of the savage Mongol with the ag&
Norseman type. Her strange hair fascinatedime.
was that delicate flaxen hue, so fine-no, I'diamow
how to tell you about it, | can't think of iitwout
getting all muddled up.

One wondered how she was there. One saw at a
glance that she didn't belong to that set.riRefient,
aristocracy almost, were like a radiance abeut
tiniest gesture. She had no affectation abeintd
an artist. She happened to like these peomeanctly
the same way as a Methodist old maid in Balharn
might take an interest in natives of Tonga, smdhe
went about with them. Her mother didn't mind.
Probably, too, the way things are nowadays, her
mother didn't matter.

You mustn't think that we were any of us dun
except old Owen. As a matter of fact, all | e
was a glass of white wine. Lou had touched ingth
at all. She prattled on like the innocent clsited
was, out of the sheer mirth of her heart. lahnary
way, | suppose, | should have drunk a lot ntlbag
| did. And | didn't eat much either. Of courke,
know now what it was-that much-derided phenamnen
love at first sight.

Suddenly we were interrupted. A tall man was
shaking hands across the table with Owen. ddste

of using any of the ordinary greetings, he said very
low, clear voice, very clear and vibrant, asuigh tense
with some inscrutable passion:-

"Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the
Law."

There was an uneasy movement in the group. In
particular, the German woman seemed distredsged
the man's mere presence.

I looked up. Yes, | could understand well egiou
the change in the weather. Owen was saying-



" That's all right, that's all right, that'saetly

what | do. You come and see my new groupddl
another sketch of you-same day, same time!sThat
all right.”

Somebody introduced the new-comer-Mr. King
Lamus-and murmured our names.

" Sit down right here," said Owen, " what yweed

is a drink. | know you perfectly well; I've kiwa you
for years and years and years, and | know gadbne
a good day's work, and you've earned a driitk. S
right down and I'll get the waiter."

| looked at Lamus, who had not uttered a vginde
his original greeting. There was something djpga

in his eyes ; they didn't focus on the foregichu

was only an incident of utter insignificanceaim
illimitable landscape. His eyes were paratle&y were
looking at infinity. Nothing mattered to himhated
the beast !

By this time the waiter had approached.
" Sorry, sir,” he said to Owen, who had ordese
'65 brandy.

It appeared that it was now eight hours fahniyee
minutes thirteen and three-fifth seconds paethn

| don't know what the law is; nobody in Engldaebws
what the law is-not even the fools that maleeléws.
We are not under the laws and do not enjoyilbeeties
which our fathers bequeathed us; we are under a
complex and fantastic system of police adnmaigin
nearly as pernicious as anything even in Anaeric

" Don't apologise,” said Lamus to the waiteai
tone of icy detachment. " This is the freedomfaught
for."

| was entirely on the side of the speakeadrtit
wanted a drink all evening, but now | was ttduldn't
have one, | wanted to raid their damn cellau faght
the Metropolitan Police and go up in my "planel

drop a few bombs on the silly old House of Camm
And yet | was in no sort of sympathy with tharm

The contempt of his tone irritated me. He wakuman,
somehow; that was what antagonised me.

He turned to Owen.



" Better come round to my studio," he drawled;
| have a machine gun trained on Scotland Yard.
Owen rose with alacrity.

" | shall be delighted to see any of you ostier
continued Lamus. " | should deplore it to tlag of
my death if | were the innocent means of bnegkip
so perfect a party.”

The invitation sounded like an insult. | weed
behind the ears; | could only just command rtiyse
enough to make a formal apology of some sort.

As a matter of fact, there was a very curi@ation
in the whole party. The German Jew got up aten
nobody else stirred. Rage boiled in my heart. |
understood instantly what had taken place. The
intervention of Lamus had automatically dividbd
party into giants and dwarfs ; and | was onthef
dwarfs.

During the dinner, Mrs. Webster, the Germaman,
had spoken hardly at all. But as soon as tleth
men had turned their backs, she remarked acidly

"1 don't think we're dependent for our drirdes
Mr. King Lamus. Let's go round to the SmokinggD'

Everybody agreed with alacrity. The suggestion
seemed to have relieved the unspoken tension.

We found ourselves in taxis, which for some
in-scrutable reason are still allowed to plggtically
unchecked in the streets of London. While ggdind
breathing and going about are permitted, wé sha
never be a really righteous race !

CHAPTER I
OVER THE TOP!

It was only about a quarter of an hour befoee
reached " The Dog " ; but the time passed hegavi

| had been annexed by the white maggot. Hesgoiee
made me feel as if | were already a corpssatt the
limit.

But | think the ordeal served to bring up ig m



mind some inkling of the true nature of my feglfor
Lou.

The Smoking Dog, now ingloriously extinct, was
night club decorated by a horrible little cadow

spent his life pushing himself into art anédture.
The dancing room was a ridiculous, meaningigasdy,
bad imitation of Klimmt.

Damn it all, | may not be a great flyer, batnh a
fresh-air man. | detest these near-artists thigir
poses and their humbug and their swank. | $lzdens.

| found myself in a state of furious impatiermefore
five minutes had passed. Mrs. Webster and laal h
not arrived. Ten minutes-twenty-I fell into &l
rage, drank heavily of the vile liquor with whithe
place was stinking, and flung myself with | ddmow
what woman into the dance.

A shrill-voiced Danish siren, the proprietressas
screaming abuse at one of her professionaltairters
-some long, sordid, silly story of sexual jesy, |
suppose. The band was deafening. The fine efdge
my sense was dulled. It was in a sort of hghtmare
that | saw, through the smoke and the stinthef
club, the evil smile of Mrs. Webster.

Small as the woman was, she seemed to fillittmeway.
She preoccupied the attention in the same way

as a snake would have done. She saw me at once,
and ran almost into my arms excitedly. She pénied
something in my ear. | didn't hear it.

The club had suddenly been, so to speak,kstruc
dumb. Lou was coming through the door. Over her
shoulders was an opera cloak of deep rich puegbed
with gold, the garment of an empress, or (dhsdly ?)
of a priestess.

The whole place stopped still to look at Herd |
had thought she was not beautiful !

She did not walk upon the ground. " Vera isces
paluit dea," as we used to say at school. Asha
paced she chanted from that magnificent liwainy
Captain J. F. C. Fuller, " Oh Thou golden sluaf
desires, that art bound by a fair wisp of peppi
adore thee, Evoe ! | adore thee, TAO!'"



She sang full-throated, with a male qualither
voice. Her beauty was so radiant that my mard r
to the breaking of dawn after a long nighttitig

" In front the sun climbs slow, how slowly,tbu
westward, look ! the land is bright ! "

As if in answer to my thought, her voice rdlferth
again :-

" O Thou golden wine of the sun, that artneou
over the dark breasts of night ! | adore Thee
Evoe !l adore Thee, IAO!"

The first part of the adoration was in a sdrt
Gregorian chant varying with the cadence ofvibeds.
But the chorus always came back to the same.thi

| a-dore Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee,d A

EE-AH-OH gives the enunciation of the last word
Every vowel is drawn out as long as possilile. |
seemed as if she were trying to get the lasiccu
millimetre of air out of her lungs every timeessang it.

"O Thou crimson vinta-e of life, that adysed
into the jar of the grave ! | adore Theep&Vv
| adore Thee, |AO!"

Lou reached the table, with its dirty, crahytle, at
which we were sitting. She looked straight intp
eyes, though | am sure she did not see me.

" O Thou red cobra of desire, that art urdeab
by the hands of girls ! | adore Thee, Evbe !
adore Thee, IAO!'"

She went back from us like a purple storm-djou
sun-crested, torn from the breasts of the magrby
some invisible lightning.

" O Thou burning sword of passion, that art
torn on the anvil of flesh ! | adore Thee&pE |
| adore Thee, IAO!'™

A wave of almost insane excitement swept thhou
the club. It was like the breaking out of aatieraft
guns. The band struck up a madder jazz.

The dancers raved with more tumultuous andtbless fury.



Lou had advanced again to our table. We tivere
detached from the world. Around us rang thésg&ing
laughter of the crazy crowd. Lou seemed tefist
She broke out once more.

" O Thou mad whirlwind of laughter, that art
meshed in the wild locks of folly ! | adoFeee,
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!"

| realised with nauseating clarity that Mrseb¥ter
was pouring into my ears an account of theadtar
and career of King Lamus.

"1 don't know how he dares to come to England
at all,” she said. " He lives in a place calledepylus,
wherever that is. He's over a hundred yearsiold
spite of his looks. He's been everywhere, aned
everything, and every step he treads is smeaited
blood. He's the most evil and dangerous man in
London. He's a vampire, he lives on ruineddiVe

| admit | had the heartiest abhorrence fomtiae.
But this fiercely bitter denunciation of one awvas
evidently a close friend of two of the worldi®atest
artists, did not make his case look blackera$ not
impressed, frankly, with Mrs. Webster as arhatrity
on other people's conduct.

" O Thou Dragon-prince of the air, that art
drunk on the blood of the sunsets ! | addre€el
Evoe! | adore Thee, |AO!'"

A wild pang of jealousy stabbed me. It was/il)
demoniac spasm. For some reason or other | had
connected this verse of Lou's mysterious chatht
the personality of King Lamus.

Gretel Webster understood. She insinuatechanot
dose of venom.

" Oh yes, Mr. Basil King Lamus is quite théiks'
man. He fascinates them with a thousand diftere
tricks. Lou is dreadfully in love with him."

Once again the woman had made a mistake. |
resented her reference to Lou. | don't remember
what | answered. Part of it was to the effeat L.ou
didn't seem to have been very much injured.



Mrs. Webster smiled her subtlest smile.

" | quite agree," she said silkily, " Lou feetmost
beautiful woman in London to-night."

" O Thou fragrance of sweet flowers, that art
wafted over blue fields of air! | adore Thee,
Evoe! | adore Thee, |AO!'"

The state of the girl was extraordinary, Isves

if she possessed two personalities in thelesul
possibilities-the divine and the human. She wtsnsely
conscious of all that was going on around &bksplute
mistress of herself and of her environmentt ;aye

the same time she was lost in some unearthhy &
rapture of a kind which, while essentially usitigible
to me, reminded me of certain strange and feaganry
experiences that | had had while flying.

| suppose every one has read The PsycholoBlyioig
by L. de Giberne Sieveking. All | need do igeémind
you of what he says :-

" All types of men who fly are conscious oistliery
obscure, subtle difference that it has wroughhem.
Very few know exactly what it is. Hardly anytbem
can express what they feel. And none of themlavo
admit it if they could. . . . One realises witit any
formation into words how that one is oneseif] ¢hat
each one is entirely separate and can never b
the recesses of another, which are his fouoalati
individual life."

One feels oneself out of all relation withnilps, even
the most essential. And yet one is aware asainee
time that everything of which one has ever besare
is a picture invented by one's own mind. ThevErse
is the looking-glass of the soul.

In that state one understands all sorts of non
sense.

" O Thou foursquare Crown of Nothing, that
circlest the destruction of Worlds ! | addilece,
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

| flushed with rage, understanding enoughriovk
what Lou must be feeling as she rolled fortsth
passionate, senseless words from her volcaoithm
Gretel's suggestion trickled into my brain.



" This beastly alcohol brutalises men. Whizasi
so superb ? She has breathed the pure snowavier
into her nostrils."

" O Thou snow-white chalice of Love, thdt a
filled up with the red lusts of man! | adore
Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

| tingled and shivered as she sang; and tberething,
| hardly know what, made me turn and look

into the face of Gretel Webster. She was gittihmy
right ; her left hand was beneath the tabld, sre

was looking at it. | followed her glance.

In the little quadrilateral of the veins whdewer
apex is between the first and middle fingeras & tiny
heap of sparkling dust. Nothing | had ever dasfiore
had so attracted me. The sheer bright infingtauty
of the stuff! | had seen it before of coursitg
enough, at the hospital ; but this was quidéfarent
thing. It was set off by its environment asantbnd
is by its setting. It seemed alive. It sparkiensely.
It was like nothing else in Nature, unlessdtthose
feathery crystals, wind-blown, that glistentba
lips of crevasses.

What followed sticks in my memory as if it wer
a conjurer's trick. | don't know by what gestshe
constrained me. But her hand slowly rose ndequ
to the level of the table ; and my face, hioistied,
angry and eager, had bent down towards iedtreed
pure instinct, though | have little doubt ndvat it
was the result of an unspoken suggestion.w dne
little heap of powder through my nostrils withe
long breath. | felt even then like a chokingnna

a coal mine released at the last moment, dilkirs
lungs for the first time with oxygen.

| don't know whether this is a common expeargen

| suspect that my medical training and readamg]
hearing people talk, and the effect of all thghoulish
articles in the newspapers had something twittoit.

On the other hand, we must make a good deal of
allowance, | think, for such an expert as Grétebster.
No doubt she was worth her wage to the Bocloe. N
doubt she had picked me out for part of " Dazle."

| had downed some pretty famous flyers.



But none of these thoughts occurred to mbheat t
time. | do not think | have explained with sciint
emphasis the mental state to which | had beeuced
by the appearance of Lou. She had become so far
beyond my dreams-the unattainable.

Leaving out of account the effect of the atmph
this had left me with an intolerable depressimere
was something brutish, something of the bafféed
in my consciousness.

" O Thou vampire Queen of the Flesh, wound
as a snake around the throats of men ! leador
Thee, Evoe! | adore Thee, IAO "

Was she thinking of Gretel or of herself ? Her
beauty had choked me, strangled me, torn noathr
out. | had become insane with dull, harsh lust.
hated her. But as | raised my head ; as théesyd
the instantaneous madness of cocaine sweptrfrpm
nostrils to my brain-that's a line of poetryt b

can't help it-get on !-the depression lifteahfrmy
mind like the sun coming out of the clouds.

| heard as in a dream the rich, ripe voickamf

" O Thou fierce whirlpool of passion, that ar
sucked up by the mouth of the sun! | adore
Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

The whole thing was different-1 understood wha
she was saying, | was part of it. | recognisedpne
swift second, the meaning of my previous dejpogs
It was my sense of inferiority to her Now | waer
man, her mate, her master !

| rose to catch her by the waist but she wHirl
away down the floor of the club like an autuleaf
before the storm. | caught the glance of Gretel
Webster's eyes. | saw them glitter with triuuph
malice ; and for a moment she and Lou and oecai
and myself were all inextricably interlockedatangled
confusion of ruinous thought

But my physical body was lifting me. It wagth
same old, wild exhilaration that one gets fiasing
from the ground on one's good days. | foundetiys
in the middle of the floor without knowing hdwad
got there. |, too, was walking on air. Lou tuin

her mouth a scarlet orb, as | have seen theesawer
Belgium, over the crinkled line of shore, otlee dim



blue mystic curve of sea and sky; with the titdu

in my mind beating in tune with my excited hear
We didn't miss the arsenal this time. | wasatsenal
too. | had exploded. | was the slayer and khia s
And there sailed Lou across the sky to meet me.

"O Thou outrider of the Sun, that spurtbst
bloody flanks of the wind ! | adore Thésoe!
| adore Thee, IAO!'"

We came into each other's arms with the iableness
of gravitation. We were the only two peopléhie
Universe-she and I. The only force that existed
the Universe was the attraction between us. The
force with which we came together set us spigni
We went up and down the floor of the club; but,
of course, it wasn't the floor of the club,rhevasn't
the club, there wasn't anything at all excegelé&ious
feeling that one was everything, and had taget
with everything. One was the Universe eternally
whirling. There was no possibility of fatiguene's
energy was equal to one's task.

"O Thou dancer with gilded nails, that un
braidest the star hair of the night Hoee Thee,
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO "

Lou's slim, lithe body lay in my arm. It sownd
absurd, but she reminded me of a light overddet
head hung back, the heavy coils of hair carasdo
All of a sudden the band stopped. For a setioad
agony was indescribable. It seemed like aratiloih.
| was seized with an absolute revulsion agdiest
whole of my surroundings. | whispered like axma
in furious haste who must get something vitaiel
before he dies, some words to the effect tauldn't
stick this beastly place any longer-"

" Let's get some air."

She answered neither yes nor no. | had bestinga
words to speak to her at all.

" O Thou bird-sweet river of Love, that wimdt
through the pebbly gorge of Life ! | adoreet,
Evoe ! | adore Thee, |AO!'"

Her voice had sunk to a clear murmur. We found
ourselves in the street. The chucker-out haiked
taxi. | stopped her song at last. My mouth was



her mouth. We were driving in the chariot af hun
through the circus of the Universe. We didnbw
where we were going, and we didn't care. We had
no sense of time at all. There was a sequeince o
sensations ; but there was no means of regglétem.
It was as if one's mental clock had suddenhego
mad.

| have no gauge of time, subjectively speaking
it must have been a long while before our meuth
separated, for as this happened | recognisethtt
that we were very far from the club.

She spoke to me for the first time. Her vdludled
dark unfathomable deeps of being. | tingledvery
fibre. And what she said was this :-

" Your kiss is bitter with cocaine."

It is quite impossible to give those who hawve
experience of these matters any significancghait
she said.

It was a boiling caldron of wickedness thad ha
suddenly bubbled over. Her voice rang rich viglish
glee. It stimulated me to male intensity. | glaiu
her in my arms more fiercely. The world werdadi
before my eyes. | perceived nothing any more. |
can hardly even say that | felt. | was Feeltaglf !

I was O the possibilities of Feeling fulfilléol the
uttermost. Yet, coincident with this, my bodgm
on automatically with its own private affairs.

She was escaping me. Her face eluded mine.

" O Thou storm-drunk breath of the winds,
that pant in the bosom of the mountains! |
adore Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, |A O I"

Her breast sobbed out its song with weird isitgn

I understood in a flash that this was her wly o
resistance. She was trying to insist to hetbelf she
was a cosmic force; that she was not a womai at
that a man meant nothing to her. She foughtetasely
against me, sliding so serpent-like about the
bounds of space. Of course, it was really dixe t

but I didn't know it then, and I'm not quiteswf it
now.

"l wish to God," | said to myself in a fury] had



one more sniff of that Snow. I'd show her! "

At that moment she threw me off as if | hadrbe

a feather. | felt myself all of a sudden no engood.
Quite unaccountably | had collapsed, and | tbun
myself, to my amazement, knocking out a liptle of
cocaine from a ten-gramme bottle which had been
in my trousers' pocket, on to my hand, andfisigjfit
up into my nostrils with greedy relish.

Don't ask me how it got there. | suppose Grete
Webster must have done it somehow. My memory is
an absolute blank. That's one of the funnygin
about cocaine. You never know quite what trigk
going to play you.

| was reminded of the American professor who
boasted that he had a first-class memory whobe
defect was that it wasn't reliable.

I am equally unable to tell you whether thesfr
supply of the drug increased my powers, or wgiet
Lou had simply tired of teasing me, but of bemn
accord she writhed into my arms; her hands and
mouth were heavy on my heart. There's some more
poetry-that's the way it takes one-rhythm seems
to come natural-everything is one grand harmony
It is impossible that anything should be outwfe.

The voice of Lou seemed to come from an enosnou
distance, a deep, low, sombre chant --

" O Thou low moan of fainting maids, that art
caught up in the strong sobs of Love | | ador
Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO '™

That was it-her engine and my engine for the
first time working together! All the accideritad
disappeared. There was nothing but the unigon o
two rich racing rhythms.

You know how it is when you are flying-vou see
a speck in the air. You can't tell by your eyeésis
your Brother Boche coming to pot you, or on@of
own or one of the allied 'planes. But you cah t
them apart, foe from friend, by the differeetibof
their engines. So one comes to apprehend iaydart
rhythm as sympathetic-another as hostile.

So here were Lou and | flying together beytired
bounds of eternity, side by side; her low, [stest



throb in perfect second to my great gallopiogr.

Things of this sort take place outside timd space.

It is quite wrong to say that what happenethetaxi
ever began or ended. What happened was that our
attention was distracted from the eternal toftthis
essential marriage of our souls by the chauffebo had
stopped the taxi and opened the door.

" Here we are, sir," he said, with a grin.

Sir Peter Pendragon and Lou Lalcham autonitica
reappeared. Before all things, decorum!

The shock bit the incident deeply into my mihd
remember with the utmost distinctness payirg th
man off, and then being lost in absolute blaokder
as to how it happened that we were where we.wer
Who had given the address to the man, and where
were we ?

| can only suppose that, consciously or subciouisly,
Lou had done it, for she showed no embarrassmen
pressing the electric bell. The door opened ediately.
| was snowed under by an avalanche of crimgr |
that poured from a vast studio.

Lou's voice soared high and clear:-

"O Thou scarlet dragon of flame, enmesined i
the web of a spider ! | adore Thee, Evoaddre
Thee, IAO!"

A revulsion of feeling rushed over me liketars
for in the doorway, with Lou's arms round hexk,
was the tall, black, sinister figure of Kingrhas.

" 1 knew you wouldn't mind our dropping inttedugh
it is so late,” she was saying.

It would have been perfectly simple for him to
acquiesce with a few conventional words. Irtée
was pontifical.

There are four gates to one palace ; the 68bo
that palace is of silver and gold ; lapis-lazud jasper
are there ; and all rare scents ; jasmine ase, and
the emblems of death. Let him enter in turator
once the four gates ; let him stand on therfeddhe
palace."



| was unfathornably angry. Why must the man

always act like a cad or a clown ? But thers wa
nothing to do but to accept the situation aiadkvn
politely.

He shook hands with me formally, yet with dgeza
intensity than is customary between well-bredrgyers
in England. And as he did so, he looked megitta
in the face. His deadly inscrutable eyes buthed
way clean through to the back of my brain aegdnd.
Yet his words were entirely out of keeping whil
actions.

" What does the poet say ? " he said loftiRdtker
a joke to fill tip on coke-or words to thategt, Sir
Peter."

How in the devil's name did he know what | had
been taking ?

" Men who know things have no right to go abou
the world," something said irritably inside raifs
But something else obscurely answered it.

" That accounts for what the world has alwdgse
-made martyrs of its pioneers."

| felt a little ashamed, to tell the truthutlhamus
put me at my ease. He waved his hand towards a
huge arm-chair covered with Persian tapestres.
gave me a cigarette and lighted it for me. Berpd
out a drink of Benedictine into a huge curvéass,
and put it on a little table by my side. | sd his
easy hospitality as much as anything elsedldm
uncomfortable feeling that | was a puppet s hi
hands.

There was only one other person in the room. O
a settee covered with leopard skins lay ortbef
strangest women | had ever seen. She woreta whi
evening dress with pale yellow roses, and dmees
flowers were in her hair. She was a half-bloedress
from North Africa.

" Miss Fatma Hallaj,” said Lamus.
| rose and bowed. But the girl took no notighe

seemed in utter oblivion of sublunary mattéetst
skin was of that deep, rich night-sky blue vidhamly



very vulgar eyes imagine to be black. The faas
gross and sensual, but the brows wide and coimg.

There is no type of intellect so essentiatlgtacratic
as the Egyptian when it happens to be of treenight
strain.

" Don't be offended," said Lamus, in a soficep
" she includes us all in her sublime disdain."

Lou was sitting on the arm of the couch; kery-
white, long crooked fingers groping the dam'ghair.
Somehow or other | felt nauseated; | was uneasy
embarrassed. For the first time in my lifedrt
know how to behave.

A thought popped into my mind: it was simply
fatigue-I needn't bother about that.

As if in answer to my thought, Lou took a simal
cut-glass bottle with a gold-chased top frompguxket,
unscrewed it and shook out some cocaine obhahle
of her hand. She flashed a provocative glameayi
direction.

The studio suddenly filled with the reverbemat
of her chant :-

" O Thou naked virgin of love, that art catigh
in a net of wild roses ! | adore Thee, Evde !
adore Thee, |AQO!'"

"Quite so," agreed King Lamus cheerfully. "uib
excuse me, | know, if | ask whether you hawe an
great experience of the effects of cocaine."”

Lou glowered at him. | preferred to meet him
frankly. | deliberately put a large dose on blaek
of my hand and sniffed it up. Before | had $imed,
the effect had occurred. | felt myself any rman'
master.

" Well, as a matter of fact,” | said supemuilsly,
to-night's the first time | ever took it, andtrikes
me as pretty good stuff.”

Lamus smiled enigmatically.

" Ah, yes, what does the old poet say ? Mijlien
it ?"



"Stab your demoniac smile to my brain,
Soak me in cognac, love, and cocaine."

"How silly you are,"” cried Lou. " Cocaine wé&sn
invented in the time of Milton."

" Was that Milton's fault ? " retorted Kingrbais.
The inaptitude, the disconnectedness, of lmsght
was somehow disconcerting.

He turned his back on her and looked me gitaig
in the face.

" It strikes you as pretty good stuff, Sir&ethe
said, " and so it is. I'll have a dose mysel$thow
there's no ill-feeling."

He suited the action to the words.

| had to admit that the man began to intrigne2
What was his game ?

" | hear you're one of our best flying memn, Beter,"
he went on.

"1 have flown a bit now and then," | admitted

" Well, an aeroplane's a pretty good mearisawtl,
but unless you're an expert, you're likely @kea
pretty sticky finish."

"Thank you very much," | said, nettled at his
tone. " As it happens, I'm a medical student.”

" Oh, that's all right, then, of course."

He agreed with a courtesy which somehow cepde
into my self-esteem than if lie had openly &raded
my competence.

" In that case," he continued, " | hope tauam

your professional interest in a case of whhtrik you
will agree is something approaching indiscretidy
little friend here arrived to-night, or ratHast night,
full up to the neck with morphia. Dissatisfietth
results, she swallowed a large dose of Anbatani
Lewinii, reckless of the pharmaceutical incotapdity.
Presumably to pass away the time, she has @mnk
entire bottle of Grand Marnier Cordon Rouged a



now, feeling herself slightly indisposed, fonge reason
at which it would be presumptuous to guessjshe
setting things right by an occasional indulgemcthis
pretty good stuff of yours."

He had turned away from me and was watchiag th
girl intently. My glance followed his. | sawhéeep
blue skin fade to a dreadful pallor. She had heer
healthy colour ; she suggested a piece of reatm
which is just beginning to go bad.

| jJumped to my feet. | knew instinctively thae

girl was about to collapse. The owner of thelst was
bending over her. He looked at me over his klesu
out of the corners of his eyes.

"A case of indiscretion," he observed, wittidoi
irony.

For the next quarter of an hour he foughtlier
girl's life. King Lamus was a very skilled plgyian,
though he had never studied medicine officially

But | was not aware of what was going on. @Qoza
was singing in my veins. | cared for nothinguL
came over impulsively and flung herself acnogs
knees. She held the goblet of Benedictine to my
mouth, chanting ecstatically :-

" O Thou sparkling wine-cup of light, whose
foaming is the heart's blood of the staradidre
Thee, Evoe! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

We swooned into a deep, deep trance. Lamus
interrupted us.

" You mustn't think me inhospitable," he said.

" She's come round all right ; but | ought tive her
home. Make yourselves at home while I'm away, o
let me take you where you want to go."

Another interruption occurred. The bell rang.
Lamus sprang to the door. A tall old man wasding
on the steps.

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw,"
said Lamus.

" Love is the law, love under will," repliekde other.



It was like a challenge and countersign.
" I've got to talk to you for an hour."

" Of course, I'm at your service," replied bwst.
The only thing is-" He broke off.

My brain was extraordinarily clear. My selfdmience
was boundless. | felt inspired. | saw the wal 0

A little devil laughed in my heart: " What an
excellent scheme to be alone with Lou | "

" Look here, Mr. Lamus," | said, speaking very
quickly, " I can drive any kind of car. Let rteke
Miss Hallaj home."

The Arab girl was on her feet behind me.

"Yes, yes," she said, in a faint, yet excitecte.
"That will be much the best thing. Thanks awyiul

They were the first words she had spoken.

"Yes, yes," chimed in Lou. " | want to driwe
the moonlight.”

The little group was huddled in the open dayw
On one side the dark crimson tides of eledyrici
on the other, the stainless splendour of oiallga.

" O Thou frail bluebell of moonlight, thata
lost in the gardens of the stars ! | addre€]
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO ! "

The scene progressed with the vivid rapiditg o
dream. We were in the garage-out of it-into the
streets-at the Egyptian girl's hotel-and then-

CHAPTER Il
PHAETON

Lou clung to me as | gripped the wheel. Thweas
no need for us to speak. The trembling toroémiur
passion swept us away. | had forgotten all abou
Lamus and his car. We were driving like theibiev



Nowhere. A mad thought crossed mv mind. It was
thrown up by my " Unconscious,” by the esséntia
self of my being. Then some familiar objecthe
streets reminded me that | was not driving kdack
the studio. Some force in myself, of which Isweot
aware, had turned my face towards Kent. | was
interpreting myself to myself. | knew what I sva
going to do. We were bound for Barley Granget a
then, eh, the wild moonlight ride to Paris.

The idea had been determined in me without any
intervention of my own. It had been, in a widng

of an equation of which the terms were

firstly, a sort of mad identification of Lou thiall one's
romantic ideas of moonlight ; then my physicaibit
as a flying man ; and thirdly, the traditiocahnection
of Paris with extravagant gaiety and luxuriawe.

| was quite aware at the time that my morakse

and my mental sense had been thrown overboard f
the moment but my attitude was simply: " Good-
bye, Jonah ! "

For the first time in my life | was being ahsely
myself, freed from all the inhibitions of bodgtellect,
and training which keep us, normally, in what eall
sane courses of action.

| seem to remember asking myself if | was mesa
and answering, " Of course | am-sanity is a @amise.
Sanity is the thing that keeps one back."

It would be quite useless to attempt to desctie
drive to Barley Grange. It lasted barely hatieaond.
It lasted age-less eons.

Any doubts that | might have had about myself

were stamped under foot by the undeniable facts
had never driven better in my life. | got dug tsea-plane
as another man might get out a cigarette fram h
case. She started like an eagle. With the valfirr

the engine came Lou's soft smooth voice in eskigu
antiphony :-

" O Thou trembling breast of the night, that
gleamest with a rosary of moons ! | adored&h
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!"

We soared towards the dawn. | went straight to
over three thousand. | could hear the beat of



my heart. It was one with the beat of the
engine.

| took the pure unsullied air into my lungswhas
an octave to cocaine ; the same invigoratimgtsal
force expressed in other terms.

The magnificently melodious words of Sieveking
sprang into my mind. | repeated them raptusousl
It is the beat of the British engine.

" Deep lungfuls ! Deep mouthfuls! Deep, deep
mental mouthfuls ! "

The wind of our speed abolished all my familia
bodily sensations. The cocaine combined with it
anaesthetise them. | was disembodied; an éterna
spirit ; a Thing supreme, apart.

" Lou, sweetheart ! Lou, sweetheart ! Lou, Lou
perfect sweetheart ! "

| must have shouted the refrain. Even amid the
roar, | heard her singing back.

" O Thou summer softness of lips, that glow
hot with the scarlet of passion ! | adoredh
Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!"

| could not bear the weight of the air. Letsosr
higher, ever higher ! | increased the speed.

" Fierce frenzy ! Fierce folly ! Fierce, fiecfrenzied
folly I'"

" O Thou tortured shriek of the storm, thgt
whirled up through the leaves of the wodds!
adore Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

And | felt that we were borne on some tremersdo
tempest. The earth dropped from beneath uslike
stone into blind nothingness. We were freee fog
ever, from the fetters of our birth !

" Soar swifter | Soar swifter | Soar, soarfsevi
swifter! "

Before us, high in the pale gray, stood Jupite
four-square sapphire spark.



" O Thou bright star of the morning, that ar
set betwixt the breasts of the Night ! | edo
Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

| shouted back.

" Star seekers ! Star finders ! Twin starnvesi
shining !'"

Up, still up, | drove. There hung a mass oiither-
cloud between me and the dawn. Damn it, howdlar
it ! It had no business to be there. | must aser it,
trample it under my feet.

" O Thou purple breast of the storm, that ar
scarred by the teeth of the lightning ! beel
Thee, Evoe ! | adore Thee, IAO!'"

Frail waifs of mist beset us. | had understhod's
joy in the cloud. It was | that was wrong. bhaot
had enough cocaine to be able to accept evegyth
as infinite ecstasy. Her love carried me ounhgtelf
up to her triumphal passion. | understood tiet.m

" O Thou unvintageable dew, that art moist
on the lips of the Mom ! | adore Thee, EVoe
| adore Thee, IAO!'"

At that moment, the practical part of me assker
itself with startling suddenness. | saw the dima of
the coast. | knew the line as | know the pafrmg
hand. | was a little out of the shortest lineParis.
| swerved slightly to the south.

Below, gray seas were tumbling. It seemedd¢o m
(insanely enough) that their moving wrinklesevthe
laughter of a very old man. | had a suddentiotu
that something was wrong; and an instant lzdere
an unmistakable indication of the trouble. bveat
of gas.

My mind shot back with a vivid flash of hatrexvard
King Lamus. " A case of indiscretion ! " He'sl a
good as called me a fool to my face. | thouajhtim
as the sea, shaking with derisive laughter.

All the time | had been chuckling over my dekt
squad commander. Not a great flyer, am | ? This
will show him | And that was true enough. | was
incomparably better than | had ever been befanel



yet | had omitted just one obvious precaution.

| suddenly realised that things might be egoegy

nasty. The only thing to be done was to shijtaofd
volplane down to the straits. And there wermizo
in the problem which appalled me.

Oh, for another sniff | As we swooped down aoes
the sea in huge wide spirals, | managed t@ekimy
bottle. Of course, | realised instantly the asgibility
of taking it by the nose in such a wind. | pdliout
the cork, and thrust my tongue into the necthef
bottle.

We were still three thousand feet or more altbe
sea. | had plenty of time, infinite time, | thght, as

the drug took hold, to make my decision. | dcte
with superb aplomb. | touched the sea withiuadred
yards of a fishing smack that had just putfoarn Deal.

We were picked up as a matter of course wihin
couple of minutes. They put back and towed the
'plane ashore.

My first thought was to get more gas and go on
despite the absurdity of our position. But slyen-
pathy of the men on the beach was mixed wgbad
deal of hearty chaff. Dripping, in evening dreat
four o'clock in the morning! Like Hedda Gabler,
go one doesn't do these things."

But the cocaine helped me again. Why the devil
should | care what anybody thought ?

"Where can | get gas ? " | said to the captéi
the smack.

He smiled grimly.
" She'll want a bit more than gas."

| glanced at the 'plane. The man was perfectly
right. A week's repairs, at the least.

" You'd better go to the hotel, sir, and gehe
warm clothes. Look how the lady's shivering."

It was perfectly true. There was nothing ¢tsbe
done. We went together slowly up the beach.



There was no question of sleeping, of colBs¢h
of us were as fresh as paint. What we needsdchaia
food and lots of it.

We got it.

It seemed as if we had entered upon an entiead
phase. The disaster had purged us of that sirete
oratorio business ; but, on the other handwere
still full of intense practical activity.

We ate three breakfasts each. And as we ate we
talked ; talked racy, violent nonsense, most. ofet
we were both well aware that the whole thing wa
camouflage. What we had to do was to get ntarrie
as quickly as we could, and lay in a stockaxfaine,
and go away and have a perfectly glorious fione
ever and ever.

We sent for emergency clothes in the town, and
went stalking a parson. He was an old man who
had lived for years out of the world. He sawhirtg
particularly wrong with us except youth andnersiasm,
and he was very sorry that it would take tiweeks

to turn us off.

The good old boy explained the law.

" Oh, that's easy," we said in a breath. 4_et'
get the first train to London."

There are no incidents to record. We were both
completely aneasthetised. Nothing bothered\es.
didn't mind the waiting on the platform, or thay the
old train lumbered up to London.

Everything was part of the plan. Everythingswa
perfect pleasure, We were living above ourselireing
at a tremendous pace. The speed of the 'plecanie
merely a symbol, a physical projection of opirigual
sublimity.

The next two days passed like pantomime. We
were married in a dirty little office by a dirittle
man. We took back his car to Lamus. | was achuse
to discover that | had left it standing in thgen

half over the edge of the lake.

I made a million arrangements in a kind of nhg
wisdom. Before forty-eight hours had passedwsee



packed and off for Paris.

| did not remember anything in detail. All eve
were so many base metals fused into an allayseh
name was Excitement. During the whole time we
only slept once, and then we slept well andavok
fresh, without one trace of fatigue.

We had called on Gretel and obtained a sugiply
cocaine. She wouldn't accept any money from her
dear Sir Peter, and she was so happy to seeday
Pendragon, and wouldn't we come and see lear aft
the honeymoon ?

That call is the one thing that sticks in myh
| suppose | realised obscurely somehow thawvitraan
was in reality the mainspring of the whole mange.

She introduced us to her husband, a heavgypur

old man with a paunch and a beard, a reputédion
righteousness, and an unctuous way of saymg th
right kind of nothing. But | divined a certahrewdness
in his eyes ; it belied his mask of ostentatiou
innocence.

There was another man there too, a kind dflieded
Nonconformist parson, one Jabez Platt, who

had realised early in life that his mission wago
about doing good. Some people said that helbad
a great deal of good-to himself. His principle
politics was a -very simple one : If you segthimg,
stop it ; everything that is, is wrong ; therlgds a
very wicked place.

He was very enthusiastic about putting throagh
law for suppressing the evil of drugs.

We smiled our sympathetic assent, with slycies
at our hostess. If the old fool had only knawat
we were full of cocaine, as we sat and applduiie
pompous platitudes !

We laughed our hearts out over the silly iraid

as we sat in the train. It doesn't appear @adily
comic in perspective ; but it's very hard tib &

any time, what is going to tickle one's serfseumnour.
Probably anything else would have done justels

We were on the rising curve. The exaltatiotogé

was combined with that of cocaine ; and theaooce
and adventure of our lives formed an exhilagsetting



for those superb jewels.
" Every day, in every way, | get better anttdre’

M. Coue's now famous formula is the precisellectual
expression of the curve of the cocaine honegrimdlormal
life is like an aeroplane before she rises.

There is a series of little bumps ; all one say is
that one is getting along more or less. Thentsygins
to rise clear of earth. There are no more ahetao
the flight.

But there are still mental obstacles ; a feac®w
of houses, a grove of elms or what not. Orzelidle
anxious to realise that they have to be cledad
as she soars into the boundless blue, therextmat
sense of mental exhilaration that goes withniolbess
freedom.

Our grandfathers must have known somethingitabo
this feeling by living in England before thbdrty of
the country was destroyed by legislation, thea

the delegation of legislation to petty officdlam.

About six months ago | imported some tobacco,
rolls of black perique, the best and pureshenworld.
By-and-by I got tired of cutting it up, and sérto

a tobacconist for the purpose.

Oh, dear no, quite impossible without a peifnoin
the Custom House!

| suppose | really ought to give myself uphe
police.

Yes, as one gets into the full swing of coeamne
loses all consciousness of the bumpy charattiis
funny old oblate spheroid. One is really venyam
more competent to deal with the affairs of, lifeat is,
in a certain sense of the word.

M. Coue' is perfectly right, just as the Chais

Scientists and all those people are perfeahtrin

saying that half our troubles come from oursmousness
of their existence, so that if we forget theiistence,

they actually cease to exist !

Haven't we got an old proverb to the effeet th
" what the eye doesn't see, the heart doesentey



over?"

When one is on one's cocaine honeymoon, One is
really, to a certain extent, superior to ofalews.
One attacks every problem with perfect confaden

It is a combination of what the French calhedend
what they call insouciance.

The British Empire is due to this spirit. Guung
men went out to India and all sorts of places]
walked all over everybody because they were too
ignorant to realise the difficulties in theiayw They
were taught that if one had good blood in oneiss,
and a public school and university trainindnédituate
one to being a lord of creation, and to thédirigethat

it was impossible to fail, and to not knowingpegh

to know when one was beaten, nothing could ever
go wrong.

We are losing the Empire because we have becom
"sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thougfiilie
intellectuals have made us like " the pooricdhe
adage." The spirit of Hamlet has replaced dthat
Macbeth. Macbeth only went wrong because the
heart was taken out of him by Macduff's intetption
of what the witches had said.

Coriolanus only failed when he stopped tokhiks
the poet says, " The love of knowledge is thie lof
life."

Cocaine removes all hesitation. But our faisfes
owed their freedom of spirit to the real lityanthich
they had won ; and cocaine is merely Dutch ager
However, while it lasts, it's all right.

CHAPTER IV
AU PAYS DE COCAINE

| CAN'T remember any details of our first waek
Paris. Details had ceased to exist. We whirieah

pleasure to pleasure in one inexhaustible N&h.
took everything in our stride. | cannot begirde-

scribe the blind, boundless beatitude of Idxeery
incident was equally exquisite.

Of course, Paris lays herself out especiallgdal



with people in just that state of mind. We wiereng
at ten times the normal voltage. This was inuaore
senses than one. | bad taken a thousand poaunds
cash from London, thinking as | did so howyatl
was to be reckless. We were going to have d goo
time, and damn the expense !

| thought of a thousand pounds as enoughitd pa
Paris every colour of the spectrum for a quite
indefinitely long period; but at the end of theek

the thousand pounds was gone, and so was anothe
thousand pounds for which | had cabled to Londo
and we had absolutely nothing to show for tept

a couple of dresses for Lou, and a few not egpensive
pieces of jewellery.

We felt that we were very economical. We weie
happy to need to spend money. For one thivg, lo
never needs more than a pittance, and | hagrnev
before known what love could mean.

What | may call the honeymoon part of the ygne
moon seemed to occupy the whole of our wakmg$
It left us no time to haunt Montmartre. We hard
troubled to eat, we hardly knew we were eatiig.
didn't seem to need sleep. We never got tired.

The first hint of fatigue sent one's handne's
pocket. One sniff which gave us a sensatiahef
most exquisitely delicious wickedness, and veeew
on fourth speed again !

The only incident worth recording is the reteif

a letter and a box from Gretel Webster. The cmmtained
a padded kimono for Lou, one of those gorgeous
Japanese geisha silks, blue like a summer gky w
dragons worked all over it in gold, with scadges

and tongues.

Lou looked more distractingly, deliriously glous
than ever.

| had never been particularly keen on womére T
few love affairs which had come my way had been
rather silly and sordid. They had not revedked
possibilities of love; in fact, | had thoughtisomewhat
overrated pleasure, a brief and brutal blindvegh
boredom and disgust hard on its heels.

But with cocaine, things are absolutely deéfetr



| want to emphasise the fact that cocaing reality

a local anaesthetic. That is the actual expilamaf its
action. One cannot feel one's body. (As evely 0
knows, this is the purpose for which it is usedurgery
and dentistry.)

Now don't imagine that this means that thespia)
pleasures of marriage are diminished, but drey
utterly etherealised. The animal part of oniatisnsely
stimulated so far as its own action is concernaut
the feeling that this passion is animal is clatgby
transmuted.

| come of a very refined race, keenly obseirzaual
easily nauseated. The little intimate incidents
inseparable from love affairs, which in normatumstances
tend to jar the delicacy of one's sensibilities

do so no longer when one's furnace is fullakec
Everything soever is transmuted as by " hegvenl
alchemy " into a spiritual beatitude. One ieisely
conscious of the body. But as the Buddhistsug|

the body is in reality an instrument of paird@comfort.
We have all of us a subconscious intuition

that this is the case; and this is annihildtgd

cocaine.

Let me emphasise once more the absence of any
reaction. There is where the infernal subttétthe
drug comes in. If one goes on the bust in tdeary
way on alcohol, one gets what the Americanis cal
" the morning after the night before.” Naturarns
us that we have been breaking the rules; andréla
has given us common sense enough to know that
although we can borrow a bit, we have to paskba

We have drunk alcohol since the beginningroét
and it is in our racial consciousness thatoalth " a
hair of the dog " will put one right after argp, it
won't do to choke oneself with hair.

But with cocaine, all this caution is Uttedprogated.
Nobody would be really much the worse for ahig
with the drug, provided that be had the seaspénd
the next day in a Turkish bath, and build uphviood
and a double allowance of sleep. But cocaisesis
upon one's living upon one's capital, and &ssane
that the fund is inexhaustible.

As | said, it is a local amesthetic. It dealany



feeling which might arouse what physiologisdfi ¢
inhibition. One becomes absolutely recklesse BGn
bounding with health and bubbling with highrgpi

It is a blind excitement of so sublime a chaathat
it is impossible to worry about anything. Anety
this excitement is singularly calm and profouhdere
is nothing of the suggestion of coarseness hwvie
associate with ordinary drunkenness. The a4 i
of coarseness or commonness is abolishedlikeis
the vision of Peter in the Acts of the Aposilesvhich
he was told, " There is nothing common or uaicle

As Blake said, " Everything that lives is holgvery
act is a sacrament. Incidents which in therandi

way would check one or annoy one, become merely
material for joyous laughter. It is just as wh@u drop
a tiny lump of sugar into champagne, it bublatigesh.

Well, this is a digression. But that is justav
cocaine does. The sober continuity of thought i
broken up. One goes off at a tangent, a fifestte,
fantastic tangent, on the slightest excuse.<x3ense
of proportion is gone ; and despite all thelionk of
miles that one cheerily goes out of one's wag,
never loses sight of one's goal.

While | have been writing all this, | have eelost
sight for a moment of the fact that | am tejliyou
about the box and the letter from Gretel.

We met a girl in Paris, half a Red Indiangeely

baby with the fascination of a fiend and a fafdhe
foulest stories that ever were told. She lisaccocaine.
She was a more or less uneducated girl ; andvly
she put it was this : " I'm in a long, lovelgrden,

with my arms full of parcels, and | keep ongpimg
one ; and when | stoop to pick it up, | alwaysp
another, and all the time | am sailing alonghg
garden.”

So this was Gretel's letter.

"My DARLING Lou,-1 could not begin to tell yothe
other day how delighted | was to see you MyyLaadd
with such a splendid man for your husband.n'do
blame you for getting married in such a hubyt,

on the other hand, you mustn't blame your o&htls
for not being prophets ! So | could not be andhwith
the goods. However, | have lost no time. Yoawn
how poor | am, but | hope you will value thiddi



present | am sending you, not for its own sakias
a token of my deep affection for the loveli@st most
charming girl I know. A word in your ear, myate
Lou : the inside is sometimes better than thiside.
With my very kindest regards and best wishasetar
Sir Peter and yourself, though | can't expect tp
know that | even exist at the present,

Yours ever devotedly,

"GRETEL."

Lou threw the letter across the table to noe. F
some reason or no reason, | was irritatecdn'tli
want to hear from people like that at all. drit like
or trust her.

" Queer fish," | said rather snappily.

It wasn't my own voice ; it was, | fancy, sodeep
instinct of self-preservation speaking withie.m

Lou, however, was radiant about it. | wislould
give you an idea of the sparkling quality oéexthing
she said and did. Her eyes glittered, herti\piered,
her cheeks glowed like fresh blown buds inrgpri
She was the spirit of cocaine incarnate ; coxaiade
flesh. Her mere existence made the Universeiiely
exciting. Say, if you like, she was possesdatie®
devil !

Any good person, so-called, would have beetlstd
and scared at her appearance. She represbated t
siren, the vampire, Mclusine, the dangeroukgides
devil that cowards have invented to explainrthe
lack of manliness. Nothing would suit her mdd
that we should dine up there in the room, sb she
could wear the new kimono and dance for meratest.

We ate gray caviare, spoonful by spoonful. Who
cared that it was worth three times its weigtgold ?
It's no use calling me extravagant ; if you tan
blame any one, blame the Kaiser. He started the
whole fuss ; and when | feel like eating grayiare,
I'm going to eat gray caviare.

We wolfed it down. It's silly to think thatitigs
matter.

Lou danced like a delirious demon between the
courses, It pleased her to assume the psyaghofog
the Oriental pleasure-making woman. | was her



Pasha-with-three-tails, her Samurai warrior,degeous
Maharaja, with a scimitar across my knee, ré¢ady
cut her head off at the first excuse.

She was the Ouled Ndil with tatooed cheekscina,
with painted antimony eyebrows, and red smekyped

| was the masked Toureg, the brigand from the
desert, who had captured her.

She played a thousand exquisite crazy parts.

| have very little imagination, my brain runs
entirely to analysis ; but | revel in playingart

that is devised for me. | don't know how many
times during that one dinner | turned from\alised
husband in Bond Street pyjamas into a ragindmaen.

It was only after the waiters had left us witik
coffee and liqueurs-which we drank like watéthout
being, affected-that Lou suddenly threw off her
glittering garment.

She stood in the middle of the room, and diank
champagne glass half full of liqueur brandyeTh
entrancing boldness of her gesture startedameasing
inwardly. | jumped up like a crouching tigeath
suddenly sees a stag.

Lou was giggling all over with irrepressibbecde-
ment. | know " giggling all over" isn't English
but | can't express it any other way.

She checked my rush as if she had been pldyihg
back in an International Rugger match.

"Get the scissors," she whispered.

| understood in a second what she meant.dt wa
perfectly true-we had been playing it a bittle
heavy side with that snow. | think it must hdezn
about five sniffs. If you're curious, all yoave to do
is to go back and count it up-to get me totterusand
feet above the poor old Straits of Dover, Gles®
them ! But it was adding up like the price lo¢ thails
in the horse's shoes that my father used i fioinny
when | was a kid. You know what | mean-Marteley
principle and all that sort of thing. We cemtgi

had been punishing the snow.



Five sniffs ! it wasn't much in our young lsvafter
a fortnight.

Gwendolen Otter says:-

" Heart of my heart, in the pale moonlight,
Why should we wait till to-morrow night ?"

And that's really very much the same spirit.

" Heart of my heart, come out of the rain,
Let's have another go of cocaine."

| know | don't count when it comes to poetyd
the distinguished authoress can well afforgintale,
if it's only the society smile, and step quieter my
remains. But | really have got the spirit of tihing.

"Always go on till you have to stop,
Let's have another sniff, old top !"

No, that's undignified.
" Carry on ! over the top !"

would be better. It's more dignified and pdicicand
expresses the idea much better. And if yout diée’
it, you can inquire elsewhere.

No, | won't admit that we were reckless. Wd ha
substantial resources at our command. There was
nothing whatever of the " long firm " about us.

You all know perfectly well how difficult itsito
keep matches. Perfectly trivial things, matehes
always using them, always easy to replace timem,
matter at all for surprise if one should fintets box
empty ; and | don't admit for one moment that |
showed any lack of proportion in the matter.

Now don't bring that moonlight flight to Patip
against me. | admit | was out of gas ; but pwere
knows how one's occupation with one's firselaffair
is liable to cause a temporary derangemenhefo
ordinary habits.

What | liked about it was that evidently Gietas
a jolly good sport, whatever people said atbaut
And she wasn't an ordinary kind of good oldrspo
either. | don't see any reason why | shoulahirhit



that she is what you may call a true frienthie
most early Victorian sense of the word you can
imagine.

She was not only a true friend, but a wisenfd.
She had evidently foreseen that we were gangn
short of good old snow.

Now | want all you fellows to take it as rethdt a
man, if he calls himself a man, isn't the kafianan
that wants to stop a honeymoon with a girl in a
Japanese kimono of the variety described, Ve ba
put on a lot of beastly clothes and hunt aluad Paris
for a dope peddler.

Of course, you'll say at once that | couldénawng

for the waiter and have him bring me a few cubi
kilometres. But that's simply because you don't
understand the kind of hotel at which we weroriunate
enough to be staying, We had gone there thijnkn
harm whatever. It was right up near the Etaited
appeared to the naked eye an absolutely regpect
first-class family hotel for the sons of thebiiby and
gentry.

Now don't run away with the idea that | wamt t

knock the hotel. It was simply because Fraraze h

been bled white ; but the waiter on our flo@sva
middle-aged family man and probably read Lamart
and Pascal and Taine and all those appallichdpotes
when he wasn't doing shot drill with the cagidBut

it isn't the slightest use my trying to concieain you

the fact that he always wore a slightly shookepression,
especially in the way he cut his beard. It emphatically
not the thing whenever he came into the suite.

| am a bit of a psychologist myself, and | kno
perfectly well that that man wouldn't have gst
cocaine, not if we'd offered him a Bureau dbacafor
doing it.

Now, of course, I'm not going to ask you ttidwe
that Gretel Webster knew anything about that
waiter-beastly old prig ! All she had done vwaexhibit
wise forethought and intelligent friendship eStad
experience, no doubt, bushels of it, barreis, of
hogsheads of it, all those measures that dediul
learn at school.

She had said to herself, in perfectly genierahs,



without necessarily contemplating any partictdain
of events as follows :-

" From one cause or another, those nice kiglg m
find themselves shy on snow at a critical moinen
their careers, so it's up to me to see that ge¢it.”

While these thoughts were passing through nmgm
| had got the manicure scissors, and Lou wiggs1y
the threads of her kimono lining round thosecpk
where those fiercely fascinating fingers ofshiead
felt what we used to call in the hospital aefgn
body.

Yes, there was no mistake. Gretel had got our
psychology, we had got her psychology, evenghi
was going as well as green peas go with a duck.

Don't imagine we had to spoil the kimono. &sw
just a tuck in the quilting. Out comes a dédel
white silk bag ; and we open that, and thexdisap
of snow that I'd much rather see than Mont Blan

Well, you know, when you see it, you've gosiiff
it. What's it for ? Nobody can answer that. Don
tell me about " use in operations on the thtdaiu
didn't need anything done to her throat. She $&e
Melba, and she looked like a peach ; and stseava
Peche-Melba, just like two and two makes four.

You bet we sniffed ! And then we danced aling
the suite for several years-probably as mucdhigis
or nine minutes by the clock-but what's the afse
talking about clocks when Einstein has proved t
time is only another dimension of space ? Vglhkg
good of astronomers proving that the earth iefgg
round 1000 miles an hour, and wiggles on 1008sm
a minute, if you can't keep going ?

It would be absolutely silly to hang about aysd

left behind, and very likely find ourselves thie moon,
and nobody to talk to but Jules Verne, H. GlIsye
and that crowd.

Now | don't want you to think that that whetiék
packet was very big.

Lou stooped over the table, her long thin tang
shot out of her mouth like an ant-eater inDhetionary
of National Biography or whatever it is, andddled



it round in that snow till | nearly went out iwfy
mind.

I laughed like a hyena, to think of what stesdd
to me. " Your kiss is bitter with cocaine.” Tithap
Swinburne was always talking about bitter kssse
What did he know, poor old boy ?

Until you've got your mouth full of cocainegly
don't know what kissing is. One kiss goes omifr
phase to phase like one of those novels byaBand
Zola and Romain Rolland and D. H. Lawrence and
those chaps. And you never get tired ! Youlfre o
fourth speed all the time, and the engine plikesa
kitten, a big white kitten with the stars ia whiskers.
And it's always different and always the saarg] it
never stops, and you go insane, and you stana)
and you probably don't know what I'm talkingpah
and | don't care a bit, and i'm awfully soroy you,
and you can find out any minute you like by siraple
process of getting a girl like Lou and a lototaine.

What did that fellow Lamus say ?

" Stab your demoniac smile to my brain,
Soak me in cognac, kisses, cocaine.”

Queer fish, that chap Lamus ! But seems tohatst
pretty good evidence he knew something about it
Why, of course he did. | saw him take cocairyseif.
Deep chap! Bet you a shilling. Knows a lot. Tha
no reason for suspicion. Don't see why peajehim
down the way they do. Don't see why | got swye
myself. Probably a perfectly decent chap atinot
He's got his funny little ways-man's no worse f
that.

Gad, if one started to get worried about fulittiy
ways, what price Lou | Queerest card in thekpac
and | love her.

" Give me another sniff off your hand.”

Lou laughed like a chime of bells in MoscowEaster
morning. Remember, the Russian Easter is ®ot th
same time as our Easter. They slipped up aift
one way or the other-1 never can remember which
as long as you know what | mean.

She threw the empty silk bag in the air, aagight



it in her teeth with a passionate snap, wheatt sne
nearly out of my mind again. | would have loted
be a bird, and have my head snapped off byethos
white, small, sharp incisors.

Practical girl, my Lady Pendragon ! Instead of
going off the deep end, she was cutting outrero
packet, and when it was opened, instead dbiticls
beginning to sing, she said in shrill excitetnéh.ook
here, Cockie, this isn't snow."

| ought to explain that she calls me Cockiallasion
to the fact that my name is Peter.

| came out of my trance. | looked at the stuth
what | imagine to have been a dull, glazed &pen
my old training came to my rescue.

It was a white powder with a tendency to fdittre
lumps rather like chalk. | rubbed it between finger
and thumb. | smelt it. That told me nothing. |
tasted it. That told me nothing, either, beedihe
nerves of my tongue were entirely anaesthetiyatie
cocaine.

But the investigation was a mere formalitgnbw
now why | made it. It was the mere gesturenef t
male. | wanted to show off to Lou. | wished to
impress upon her my importance as a man ohseig
and all the time | knew, without being told, atlit
was.

So did she. The longer | have known Lou, tloeem
impressed | am with the extent and varietyaaf h
knowledge.

" Oh, Gretel is too sweet," she chirped. " She
guessed we might get tired of coco, 'graterfial eom-
forting' as it is. So the dear old thing sessame
heroin. And there are still some people whousl
that life is not worth living ! "

"Evertryit ? " | asked, and delayed thevears
with a kiss.

When the worst was over, she told me thathsloe
only taken it once, and then, in a very mirdase,
which had had no effect on her as far as sk&kn

"That's all right," | said, from the height iofy



superior knowledge. " It's all a question dfraating
the physiological dose. It's very fine inde€le
stimulation is very much better than that ofrpine.
One gets the same intense beatific calm, bitioart
the languor. Why, Lou, darling, you've read De
Quincey and all those people about opium, hiaven
you ? Opium's a mixture, you know-something lik
twenty different alkaloids in it. Laudanum :l€adge
took it, and Clive-all sorts of important peeplt's

a solution of opium in alcohol. But morphiathe
most active and important of the principlespum.
You could take it in all sorts of ways. Injextigives
the best results ; but it's rather a nuisaacd,there's
always danger of getting dirt in. You havedok

out for blood-poisoning all the time. It stiratés the
imagination marvellously. It kills all pain amebrry
like a charm. But at the very moment when yaueh
the most gorgeous ideas, when you build gofdaces
of what you are going to do, you have a feelihthe
same time that nothing is really worth doinggl éhat
itself gives you a feeling of terrific supetitgrto
everything else in the world. And so, from tigective
point of view, it comes to nothing. But heraoioes

all that morphia does. It's a derivative of pioa,

you know-Diacetyl-Morphine is the technical ream
Only instead of bathing you in philosophicagritia,
you are as keen as mustard on carrying out igeas.
I've never taken any myself. | suppose we maght
well start now."

I had a vision of myself as a peacock strgtand
preening. Lou, her mouth half open, was gaaing
me fascinated with enormous eyes; the pupléded
by cocaine. It was just the male bird showiffgm
his mate. | wanted her to adore me for myelisitraps
of knowledge ; the fragments | had picked umin
abandoned education.

Lou is always practical; and she puts somgthin
of the priestess into everything she does. 8 hexs
a certain solemnity in the way in which shektap
the heroin on the blade of a knife and pubit@the
back of her hand.

" My Knight," she said, with flashing eyesydur
Lady arms you for the fight."

And she held out her fist to my nostrils. uad up
the heroin with a sort of ritualistic reverentean't
imagine where the instinct came from. Is it $parkle



of cocaine that excites one to take it greeaihd
the dullness of the heroin which makcs it seemuch
more serious business ?

| felt as if | were going through some verypontant
ceremony. When | had finished, Lou measuredsa d
for herself. She took it with a deep, gravelast.

| was reminded of the manner of my old probess
at U.C.H. when he came to inspect a new casmse
mysterious but evidently critical. The exciterhef
the cocaine had somehow solidified. Our mira$ h
stopped still, And yet their arrest was asnageas
their previous motion.

We found ourselves looking into each otheyése
with no less ardour than before ; but someltomas

a different kind of ardour. It was as if we Haakn
released from the necessity of existence irotbdaary
sense of the word. We were both wondering who w
were and what we were and what was going tpdmap
and, at the same time, we had a positive ceyténat
nothing could possibly happen.

It was a most extraordinary feeling. It wasof
will go a bit further than that. | don't beleethe
greatest artist in the world could invent wivatfelt,
and if he could he couldn't describe it.

I'm trying to describe it myself, and | fekat I'm

not making out very well. Come to think ofthig

English language has its limitations. When reathticians
and men of science want to exchange thoughts,
English isn't much good. They've had to invesw
words, new symbols. Look at Einstein's equation

| knew a man once that knew James Hinton, who
invented the fourth dimension. Pretty brighajgh

he was, but Hinton thought, on the most ordinar
subjects, at least six times as fast as headidl when
it came to Hinton's explaining himself, he siynp
couldn't do it.

That's the great trouble when a new thinkene®
along. They all moan that they can't understand
the fact annoys them very much ; and ten totbeg
persecute him and call him an Atheist or a Degate
or a Pro-German or a Bolshevik, or whatever the
favourite term of abuse happens to be at the.ti



Wells told us a bit about this in that bookhaf
about giants, and so does Bernard Shaw in & B
Methuselah. It's nobody's fault in particulzaut

there it is, and you can't get over it.

And here was |, a perfectly ordinary man, vjuitst
about the average allowance of brains, sudderding
myself cut off from the world, in a class by se¥f-

| felt that | had something perfectly tremensitol

tell, but I couldn't tell even myself what ibg:

And there was Lou standing right opposite, bnd
recognised instinctively, by sympathy, that slas
just in the same place.

We had no need of communicating with eachrothe
by means of articulate speech. We understoddqily;
we expressed the fact in every subtle harmény o
glance and gesture.

The world had stopped suddenly still. We were
alone in the night and the silence of thinge W
belonged to eternity in some indefinable wang that
infinite silence blossoms inscrutably into eatw.

The heroin had begun to take hold. We felselves
crowned with colossal calm. We were masters ; w
had budded from nothingness into existenced An
now, existence slowly compelled us to actidmerg
was a necessity in our own natures which deednd
expression and after the first intense intergbetion
of our individualities, we had reached the hes

of all the forces that composed us.

In one sense, it was that our happiness wasige
that we could not bear it ; and we slid impptisy
into conceding that the ineffable mysteries nies
expressed by means of sacramental action.

But all this took place at an immense distanom
reality. A concealed chain of interpretatiankkd the
truth with the obvious commonplace fact tha th
was a good time to go across to Montmartreraakle
a night of it.

We dressed to go out with, | imagine, the \sost
of feeling as a newly made bishop would haee th
first time he puts on his vestments.

But none of this would have been intelligitde or



suspected by, anybody who had seen us. Weddugh
and sang and interchanged gay nothings while we
dressed.

When we went downstairs, we felt like godsceesling
upon earth, immeasurably beyond mortality.

With the cocaine, we had noticed that peopides!
rather strangely. Our enthusiasm was obselved.
even felt a little touch of annoyance at evedgnot
going at the same pace ; but this was perfeifigrent.
The sense of our superiority to mankind wasstatly
present. We were dignified beyond all wordsxpress.
Our own voices sounded far, far off. We werdqumly
convinced that the hotel porter realised tleaivias
receiving the orders of Jupiter and Juno tcageixi.

We never doubted that the chauffeur knew hlimse
to be the charioteer of the sun.

" This is perfectly wonderful stuff,” | said tou

as we passed the Arc de Triomphe. " | don'ikno
what you meant by saying the stuff didn't haug
special effect upon you. Why, you're perfectly
gorgeous."

"You bet I am," laughed Lou. " The king's dhater
is all-glorious within ; her raiment is of wrglit gold,
and she thrusts her face out to be kissedalig@met
pushing its way to the sun. Didn't you knowdsw
the king's daughter ? " she smiled, with swedtustive
sublimity that something in me nearly fainteidw
delight.

" Hold up, Cockie," she chirped. " It's aljint.
You're it, and I'm it, and I'm your little wife

| could have torn the upholstery out of tha.ta

| felt myself a giant. Gargantua was a pigmfelt

the need of smashing something into matchwaind,
| was all messed up about it because it wasthau

| wanted to smash, and at the same time sheheas
most precious and delicate piece of porcelz t
ever came out of the Ming dynasty or whatekier t
beastly period is.

The most fragile, exquisite beauty ! To tohen
was to profane her. | had a sudden nauseatimgesof
the bestiality of marriage.



| had no idea at the time that this suddenlszon

of feeling was due to a mysterious premonitbthe
physiological effects of heroin in destroyinyé.
Definitely stimulating things like alcohol, Hash and
cocaine give free range to Cupid. Their desitvac
effect on him is simply due to the reactione@sin
debt, so to speak, because one has outrumtistable.

But what | may call the philosophical typesiope,

of which morphine and heroin are the princigeamples,
are directly inimical to active emotion and eiooal
action. The normal human feelings are transchute
into what seem on the surface their spiritggliealents.
Ordinary good feeling becomes universal berenws ;
a philanthropy which is infinitely tolerant lscse the
moral code has become meaningless for it. Aemor
than Satanic pride swells in one's soul. Asdgtaire
says: " Hast thou not sovereign contempt, which
makes the soul so kind ? "

As we drove up the Butte Montmartre towarads th
Sacre' Coeur, we remained completely silest,ito
our calm beatitude. You must understand that we
were already excited to the highest point. &tiect
of the heroin had been to steady us in thée sta

Instead of beating passionately up the skl wit
flaming wings, we were poised aloft in theniitable
ether. We took fresh doses of the dull soft gemw
now and again. We did so without greed, hurry o
even desire. The sensation was of infinite pomtach
could afford infinite deliberation. Will itsefeemed
to have been abolished. We were going nowlmere i
particular, simply because it was our naturéosto.
Our beatitude became more absolute every moment

With cocaine, one is indeed master of evenghi
but everything matters intensely.

With heroin, the feeling of mastery increases
such a point that nothing matters at all. There
not even the disinclination to do what one reaqsp
to be doing which keeps the opium smoker inacti
The body is left to itself so perfectly thatas not
worried by its natural activities.

Again, despite our consciousness of infinig,
maintained, concurrently, a perfect sense opqrtion
in respect of ordinary matters.



CHAPTER V
A HEROIN HEROINE

| stopped the taxi in the Place du Tertre. Véated
to walk along the edge of the Butte and letgare
wander over Paris.

The night was delicious. Nowhere but in Pdaes
one experience that soft suave hush ; theisieay,
the air is light, it is quite unlike anything®ever
gets in England.

A very gentle breeze, to which our fancy htited

the redolence of the South, streamed up frenSeine.
Paris itself was a blur of misty blue ; the f@on

and the Eiffel Tower leapt from its folds. Thesemed
like symbols of the history of mankind ; thebie
solid past and the mechanical efficient future.

| leant upon the parapet entranced. Lou'svaas
around my neck. We were so still that | coddlther
pulses softly beating.

" Great Scott, Pendragon !"

For all its suggestion of surprise, the voi@es low
and winsome. | looked around.

Had | been asked, | should have said, no doubt
that |1 should have resented any disturbanoe hare
was a sudden, violent, unpleasant disturbaamoe;
it did not disturb me. There was a somewhattere
smile on the face of the man who had spoken. |
recognised him instantly, though | had not saen
since we were at school together. The man'snam
was Elgin Feccles. He had been in the mathealati
sixth when | was in the lower school.

In my third term he had become head prefhet ;

had won a scholarship at Oxford-one of the best
things going. Then, without a moment's warnhmghad
disappeared from the school. Very few peopkkn
why, and those who did pretended not to. But he
never went to Oxford.

| had only heard of the man once since. It iwas
the club. His name came up in connection witmes



vague gossip about some crooked financialraffai
had it in my mind, vaguely enough, that thasimu
have had something to do with the trouble host
He was not the sort of boy to be expelled for af
the ordinary reasons. It was certainly somegiin
do with the subtlety of his intellect. To tgtu the
truth, he had been a sort of hero of mine labskc
He possessed all the qualities | most admiret-a
lacked-in their fullest expansion.

I had known him very slightly ; but his dis&apance
had been a great shock. It had stuck in my minein
many more important things had left no trace.

He had hardly changed from when | had last see
him. Of middle height, he had a long and rather
narrow face. There was a touch of the ecclesias
his expression. His eves were small and grayad
a trick of blinking. the nose was long and leshkke
Wellington's ; the mouth was thin and tengee; t
skin was fresh and rosy. He had not developed e
the tiniest wrinkle.

He kept the old uneasy nervous movement which
had been so singular in him as a boy. One woald
said that he was constantly on the alert, exgpc
something to happen, and yet the last thingahg
one could have said about him was that he Wvas i
ease. He possessed superb confidence.

Before | had finished recognising him, he Badken
hands with me and was prattling about the algsd

" | hear you're Sir Peter now, by the way, shal.
Good for you. | always picked you for a winfier

"1 think I've met you," interrupted Lou. " Ry,
it's Mr. Feccles."

" Oh, yes, | remember you quite well. Missdlam,
isn'tit? "

" Please let's forget the past,” smiled Lakirtg
my arm.

| don't know why | should have felt embarrakat
explaining that we were married.

Feccles rattled off a string of congratulasion



" May | introduce Mademoiselle Haide' Lamow®u
The girl beside him smiled and bowed.

Haide' Lamoureux was a brilliant brunette vath
flashing smile and eyes with pupils like pinie.

She was a mass of charming contradictions.nbise
and mouth suggested more than a trace of Seihitdd,
but the wedge-shaped contour of the face batike
some very opposite strain. Her cheeks werewoll
and crows' feet marred the corners of her dyask
purple rims suggested sensual indulgence pushed
the point of weariness. Though her hair wasitiznt,
the eyebrows were almost non-existent. She had
pencilled fine black arches above them. Sheheasily
and clumsily painted. She wore a loose ancerath
daring evening dress of blue with silver sequand a
yellow sash spotted with black. Over this shd h
thrown a cloak of black lace garnished withnvidion
tassels. Her hands were deathly thin. There was
something obscene in the crookedness of hgeifin
which were covered with enormous rings of saesh
and diamonds.

Her manner was one of vivid languor. It seemed
as if she always had to be startled into actoal
that the instant the first stimulus had passtez
relapsed into her own deep thoughts.

Her cordiality was an obvious affectation { bath
Lou and myself, as we shook hands, were awfaae o
subtle and mysterious sympathy which left bahin
a stain of inexpressible evil.

| also felt sure that Feccles understooduhspoken
communion, and that for some reason or other it
pleased him immensely. His manner changed¢o on
of peculiarly insinuating deference, and | falt he was
somehow taking command of the party when he -sai

" May | venture to suggest that you and Ladgpdtagon
take supper with us at the Petit Savoyard ?"

Haide' slipped her arm into mine, and Loutlesl
way with Feccles.

" We were going there ourselves," she told,him
" and it will be perfectly delightful to be \hiffriends.
| see you're quite an old friend of my husbsid’



He began to tell her of the old school. Algyif
accident, he gave an account of the circumstanc
which had led to his leaving.

" My old man was in the city, you know," | mda
him say, " and he dropped his pile 'somewheitsombard
Street' " (he gave a false little laugh), " vehbe
couldn't pick it up, so that was the end ofagdemic
career. He persuaded old Rosenbaum, the banker,
that | had a certain talent for finance, antirge

a job as private secretary. | really did takd tike

a duck to water, and things have gone very feeline
ever since. But London isn't the place for mh

real ambition. It doesn't afford the scops.dither
Paris or New York for yours sincerely, ElgincEles."

| don't know why | didn't believe a word ottlale ;
but I didn't. The heroin was working beautiull
hadn't the slightest inclination to talk to i

In the same way she took no notice of me. &vem
uttered a word.

Lou was in the same condition. She was apgigiren
listening to what Feccles was saying ; butrelade
no remark, and preserved a total detachmemt. Th
whole scene had not taken three minutes. Waheeh
the Petit Savoyard and took our seats.

The patron appeared to know our friends vesil.w
He welcomed them with even more than the usual
French fussiness. We sat down by the window.

The restaurant overhangs the steep slopéof t
Montmartre like an eyrie. We ordered suppeccles
with bright intelligence, the rest of us wittiar
listlessness. | looked at Lou across the tdlflad never
seen the woman before in my life. She mearttingt
whatever to me. | felt a sudden urgent desimdrink
a great deal of water. | couldn't trouble toipmyself
out a glass. | couldn't trouble to call thetemibut

| think | must have said the word " water," Fbaidde
filled my goblet. A smile wriggled across hacé.

It was the first sign of life she had giveneBthe
shaking hands had been in the nature of a mesdia
reflex rather than of a voluntary action. Thess
something sinister and disquieting in her gestu

It was as if she had the after-taste in hertmot
some abominable bitterness.

I looked across at Lou. | saw she had chacgéalr.



She looked dreadfully ill. It mattered nothitagme.

I had a little amusing cycle of thoughts on shbject.

| remembered that | loved her passionatelytheat
same time she happened not to exist. My indiffee
was a source of what | can only call diabollmahtitude.

It occurred to me as a sort of joke that sighin
have poisoned herself. | was certainly feeliagy
unwell. That didn't disturb me either.

The waiter brought a bowl of mussels. We laésrt
dreamily. It was part of the day's work. Weoged
them because they were enjoyable ; but nothing
mattered, not even enjoyment. It struck merange
that Haide' was simply pretending to cat, but |
attributed this to preoccupation.

| felt very much better. Feccles talked eaaiiyg
lightly about various matters of no importance.
Nobody took any notice. He did not appear teenbe,
for his own part, any lack of politeness.

| certainly was feeling tired. | thought thanbertin
would pick me up, and swallowed a couple ofgés.

Lou kept on looking up at me with a sort oxiaty
as if she wanted advice of some kind and didroiv
how to ask for it. It was rather amusing.

We started the entre'. Lou got suddenly umfro
her seat. Feccles, with pretended alarm ofahbes
followed her hastily. | saw the waiter had hofdcher
other arm. It was really very amusing. That's
always the way with girls-they never know what'
enough.

And then | realised with startling suddennésd
the case was not confined to the frailer sgatlout
just in time.

If | pass over in silence the events of thet ieur,
it is not because of the paucity of inciderttité
conclusion we were seated once more at the.tabl

We took little sips of very old Armagnac; ilfed

us together. But all the virtue had gone ouiof

we might have been convalescents from someloagy
and wasting illness.

" There's nothing to be alarmed about,” sa&iccles,



with his curious little laugh. " A trifling indcretion."

| winced at the word. It took me back to King
Lamus. | hated that fellow more than ever. ldd h
begun to obsess me. Confound him !

Lou had confided the whole story to our hogto
admitted that he was familiar with these matter

"You see, my dear Sir Peter," he said, " yan't
take H. like you can C., and when you mix ydunks
there's the devil to pay. It's like everythilge in

life ; you've got to find out your limit. It\gery
dangerous to move about when you're working H.
or M., and it's almost certain disaster to"eat.

| must admit | felt an awful fool. After allhad
studied medicine pretty seriously ; and this wee
second time that a layman had read me theAiot

But Lou nodded cheerfully enough. The brandg h
brought back the colour in her cheeks.

"Yes," she said, " I'd heard that all befdnat, you
know it's one thing to hear a thing and anotbeyo
through it yourself."

" Experience is the only teacher,"” admitteddfes.

" All these things are perfectly all right, kbhe main
thing is to go slow at first, and give yoursgl¢hance
to learn the ropes.”

All this time Haide' had been sitting thelleela
statue. She exhaled a very curious atmosphaeze
was a certain fascination in her complete laick
fascination.

Please excuse this paradoxical way of putting

I mean that she had all the qualities whichradly
attract. She had the remains of an astonisifing,
bizarre, beauty. She had obviously a vast \wexlt
experience. She possessed a quiet intensitghwhi
should have made her irresistible ; and yese
absolutely devoid of what we call magnetism. It
isn't a scientific word-so much the worse fueace.
It describes a fact in nature, and one of thetm
important facts in practical affairs. Everythiaf
human interest, from niusic-ha.11 turns to eewiis
run on magnetism and very little else. And scee
ignores it because it can't be measured by amecl



instruments !

The whole of the woman's vitality was directed
some secret interior shrine of her own soul.

Now she began to speak for the first time. dhly
subject that interested her in this wide urgearas
heroin. Her voice was monotonous.

Lou told me later that it reminded her of egdi
droned by Tibetan monks far off across impléeabow.

"It's the only thing there is," she said, itoae of
extraordinary ecstatic detachment. One coulthdi
an infinite unholy joy derived from its own se$s.

It was as if she took a morbid pleasure in psiome-
thing melancholy, something monstrous; there,wa
in fact, a kind of martyred majesty in her mood

"You mustn't expect to get the result at ghce

she went on. " You have to be born into it, meakr
with it, and dead from it before you understénd
Different people are different. But it alwagkés some
months at least before you get rid of thatistup
nuisance-life. As long as you have animal jassi
you are an animal. How disgusting it is to khaf
eating and loving and all those appetities thittle |
Breathing itself would be beastly if one knemeavere
doing it. How intolerable life would be to pdepf
even mediocre refinement if they were alwaygely
conscious of the process of digestion."

She gave a little shiver.

" You've read the Mystics, Sir Peter ? " inipted
Feccles.

" I'm afraid not, my dear man," | replied. ddt
is, I haven't read anything much unless | leatl t

" | went into it rather for a couple of yedrse
returned, and then stopped short and flushed.

The thought had apparently called up some very
unpleasant memories. He tried to cover hisusioh
by volubility, and began an elaborate expositd

the tenets of St. Teresa, Miguel de Molinosl several
others celebrated in that line.

" The main point, you see," he recapitulaiadlly,



"is the theory that everything human in usefobe
all things an obstacle in the way of holinddsat is
the secret of the saints, that they renouneeyéving
for one thing which they call the divine purity

is not simply those things which we ordinaabll
sins or vices-those are merely the elementaryg
of iniquity exuberant grossness. The real cliffy
hardly begins till things of that sort are dissed for
ever. On the road to saintship, every bodilynental
manifestation is in itself a sin, even wheis isomething
which ordinary piety would class as a virtuaid#'
here has got the same idea.”

She nodded serenely.

"1 had no idea,"” she said, " that those pedgld

got so much sense. I've always thought of taem
tangled up with religious ideas. | understaod/n
Yes, it's the life of holiness, if you havegmo to the
trouble of putting it in the terms of moraligs |
suppose you English people have to. | feel¢batact
of any sort, even with myself, contaminates me.

| was the chief of sinners in my time, in thegksh
sense of the word. Now I've forgotten what love
means, except for a faint sense of nausea wicemes
under my notice. | hardly eat at all-it's obhytes

that want to wallow in action that need thre=aia

a day. | hardly ever talk-words seem such waste
and they are none of them true. No one hasyented
a language from my point of view. Human

life or heroin life ? I've tried them both ;cahdon't
regret having chosen as | did."

| said something about heroin shortening Ke.
wan smile flickered on her hollow cheeks. Thees
something appalling in its wintry splendour. It
silenced us.

She looked down at her hands. I noticed fer th
first time with extreme surprise that they were
extraordinarily dirty. She explained her smile.

"Of course, if you count time by years, yowesy
likely right. But what have the calculations of
astronomers to do with the life of the soulétdse

| started heroin, year followed year, and nughivorth
while happened. It was like a child scribblinga
ledger. Now that I've got into the heroin ligeminute
or an hour-I don't know which and | don't care-
contains more real life than any five yearsiqakin



my unregenerate days. You talk of death. Why
shouldn't you ? It's perfectly all right forwy.oYou
animals have got to die, and you know it. Bairl
very far from sure that | shall ever die ; dndas
indifferent to the idea as | am to any otheyaiir
monkey ideas."

She relapsed into silence, leaned back arsdlber
eyes once more.

I make no claim to be a philosopher of anydkin
but it was quite evident to the most ordinasynecnon
sense that her position was unassailable ioaey
chose to take it. As G. K. Chesterton sayspll Y
cannot argue with the choice of the soul."

It has often been argued, in fact, that mashkist

the happiness characteristic of his fellow-aaigywhen
he acquired self-consciousness. This is intfect
meaning of the legend of " The Fall." We have
become as gods, knowing good and evil, and the
price is that we live by labour, and-" In hisee
foreknowledge of death."

Feccles caught my thought. He quoted with slow
emphasis --

" He weaves and is clothed with derision,
Sows and he shall not reap.

His life is a watch or a vision,

Between a sleep and a sleep.”

The thought of the great Victorian seemedhit ¢
him. He threw off his depression, lighting garette
and taking a strong pull at his brandy.

" Haide'," he said, with assumed lightneds/es

in open sin with a person named Baruch de Bspin
| think it's Schopenhauer who calls him 'DettGo
betrunkene Mann." "

" The God-intoxicated man," murmured Lou fbint
shooting a sleepy glance at Haide' from benkeath
heavy blue-veined eyelids.

" Yes," went on Feccles. " She always carissut
one of his books. She goes to sleep on hisswoadd
when her eyes open, they fall upon the page.”

He tapped the table as he spoke. His quicition



had understood that this strange incident wsgugeting
to us. He wriggled his thumb and forefinger

in the air towards the waiter. The man inteiguie¢he
gesture as a request for the bill, and wentmfjet it.

" Let me drive you and Sir Peter back to yootel,"
said our host to Lou. " You've had a rathegtotime.
| prescribe a good night's rest. You'll findase of
H. a very useful pick-me-up in the morning,,dat
Heaven's sake, don't flog a willing horse. jhst
minutest sniff, and then coke up gradually wiea
begin to feel like getting up. By lunch timewib

be feeling like a couple of two-year-olds."

He paid the bill, and we went out. As luck \bu
have it, a taxi had just discharged a parthatdoor.
So we drove home without any trouble.

Lou and | both felt absolutely washed out. She

lay upon my breast and held my hand. | felt my
strength come back to me when it was calletbon
support her weakness. And our love grew up anew
out of that waste of windy darkness. | felt eifs
completely purged of all passion ; and in thatration
we were baptised anew and christened with éneen
of Love.

But although nature had done her best toidetfr
the excess of the poison we had taken, thenaired
a residual effect. We had arrived at the hodey
weary, though as a matter of course we hadtetbi
on Feccles and Haide' coming upstairs for al filnink.
But we could hardly keep our eyes open; ansbags
as they were gone we made all possible hagetto
between the sheets of the twin beds.

I need hardly tell my married friends thatpyevious
nights the process of going to bed had beerya v
elaborate ritual. But on this occasion it wasexe
attempt to break the record for speed. Withia f
minutes from the departure of Feccles and Haide
the lights were out.

| had imagined that | should drop off to sleep
instantly. In fact, it took me some time toligathat
| had not done so. | was in an anaestheticitond
which is hard to distinguish from dreamingfdauot,
if one started to lay down definitions and expéd
the differences, the further one got the mdascare
would the controversy become.



But my eyes were certainly wide open ; ancasw
lying on my back, whereas | can never sleegeixon
my right side, or else, strangely enough, sitting
position. And the thoughts began to make thérase
more conscious as | lay.

You know how thoughts fade out imperceptildy a
one goes to sleep. Well, here they were, faoting

| found myself practically deprived of volitian

the physical plane. It was as if it had become
impossible for me to wish to move or to spdakas
bathed in an ocean of exceeding calm. My miad w
very active, but only so within peculiar limitdid

not seem to be directing the current of my gius.

In an ordinary way that fact would have anmbye
me intensely. But now it merely made me curious
| tried, as an experiment, to fix my mind omsthing
definite. | was technically able to do so, Authe
same time | was aware that | considered trartafibt
worth making. | noticed, too, that my thoughvesre
uniformly pleasant.

Curiosity impelled me to fix my mind on ideakich
are normally the source of irritation and woffhere
was no difficulty in doing so, but the bittessehad
disappeared.

| went over incidents in the past which | zdihost
forgotten by virtue of that singular mental gges
which protects the mind from annoyance.

| discovered that this loss of memory was appi&
and not real. | recollected every detail witk most
minute exactitude. But the most vexatious and
humiliating items meant nothing to me any more.
| took the same pleasure in recalling themresias
in reading a melancholy tale. | might almostsgo
far as to say that the unpleasant incidentg wer
preferable to the others.

The reason is, | think, that they leave a deep

mark on the mind. Our souls have invented ouds)

S0 to speak, with the object of registeringsmous
experiences, and therefore the more deeplxp@rence
is felt the better our minds are carrying out

the intention of our souls.



" Forsitan haec olim meminisse juvabit,” sA¥eas
in Virgil when recounting his hardships. (Qualoy the
way | | haven't thought of a Latin tag a dotiemes
since | left school. Drugs, like old age, stripone's
recent memories, and leave bare one's forgotten
ideas.)

The most deeply seated instinct in us is caving
for experience. And that is why the effortsod
Utopians to make life a pleasant routine alwaygaise
subconscious revolt in the spirit of man.

It was the progressive prosperity of the \Mieto
age that caused the Great War. It was theiosact
of the schoolboy against the abolition of aduen

This curious condition of mind possessed amet
quality; the stream of thoughts flowed throungi
brain like a vast irresistible river. | feltatinothing
could ever stop it, or even change the cuireahy
important respect. My consciousness had songgthi
of the quality of a fixed star proceeding thghwspace
by right of its eternal destiny. And the streeanried
me on from one set of thoughts to another, lsi@and
without stress ; it was like a hushed symphdiny.
included all possible memories, changing imeptibly
from one to another without the faintest hihjaoring.

| was aware of the flight of time, becausdarch
clock struck somewhere far off at immense ioglable
intervals. | knew, therefore, that | was makanghite
night of it. | was aware of dawn through theop
French windows on the balcony.

Ages, long ages, later, there was a chimesité b
announcing early Mass; and gradually my thought
became more slow, more dim ; the active pleastir
thinking became passive. Little by little tHeadows
crept across my reverie, and then | knew ncemor

CHAPTER VI
THE GLITTER ON THE SNOW

| woke to find Lou fully dressed. She was siton
the edge of my bed. She had taken hold of g ha



and her face was bending over mine like agbéthwer.
She saw that | was awake, and her mouth deedend
upon mine with exquisite tenderness. Her lipsen
soft and firm ; their kiss revived me into life

She was extraordinarily pale, and her gestwese
limp and languid. | realised that | was utterly
exhausted.

"l couldn't sleep at all,” she said, "afterawh
seemed a very long time in Which I tried tol poyself
together. My mind went running on like mad-I've
had a perfectly ripping time-perfectly top-hoble
simply couldn't get up till | remembered whazett
man Feccles said about a hair of the dog.rSleld
out of bed and crawled across to the H. ankl toe
little sniff, and sat on the floor till it woekl. It's
great stuff when you know the ropes. It pickesl
up in a minute. So | had a bath, and got tkiesgs
on. I'm still a bit all in. You know we did ordb it,
didn't we, Cockie ? "

"You bet," | said feebly. " I'm glad I've gat
nurse."

" Right-0," she said, with a queer grin. § lime
for your majesty's medicine."

She went over to the bureau, and brought me a
dose of heroin. The effect was surprising adl lielt
as if | couldn't move a muscle, as if all tpersgs of
my nerves had given way. Yet, in two minutes o
small sniff restored me to complete activity.

There was in this, however, hardly any elenoént
joy. I was back to my normal self, but not tbaw
you might call good form. | was perfectly abdedo
anything required, but the idea of doing itrdid
appeal. | thought a bath and a shower wouldmaut
right ; and I certainly felt a very differentam by the
time | had got my clothes on.

When | came back into the sitting-room, | fdun
Lou dancing daintily round the table. She went
me like a bull at a gate ; swept me away tocthech
and knelt at my side as | lay, while she ovesinted
me with passionate kisses.

She divined that | was not in any condition to
respond.



" You still need your nurse," she laughed rherr

with sparkling eyes and flashing teeth andnilest
twitching with excitement. | saw on the tipafe
delicious little curling hair a crystal glimmgrat | knew.

She had been out in the snowstorm !

My cunning twisted smile told her that | wasev
to the game.

"Yes," she said excitedly, "I see how it's éon
now. You pull yourself together with H. and the
you start the buzz-wagon with C. Come along, pu
in the clutch.”

Her hand was trembling with excitement. But on
the back of it there shimmered a tiny heaplistening
snow.

| sniffed it with suppressed ecstasy. | knbuat it
was only a matter of seconds before | caughttntagion
of her crazy and sublime intoxication.

Who was it that said you had only to put salt

the tail of a bird, and then you could catch Rrobably
that fellow thought that he knew all aboubitf he

got the whole thing wrong. What you have tasio

to get snow up your own nose, and then youcesch
the bird all right.

What did Maeterlinck know about that silly old
Blue Bird ?

Happiness lies within one's self, and the wagig
it out is cocaine.

But don't you go and forget what | hope youwnivo
mind my calling ordinary prudence. Use a little
common sense, use precaution, exercise gogajeiak.
However hungry you may happen to be, you don't
want to eat a dozen oxen en brochette. Natma n
facit saltum.

It's only a question of applying knowledgeain
reasonable manner. We had found out how to work
the machine, and there was no reason in thielwor
why we shouldn't fly from here to Kalamazoo.

So | took three quite small sniffs at reasdmab



intervals, and | was on the job once more.

| chased Lou around the suite ; and | dareasay
did upset a good deal of the furniture, but theesn't
matter, for we haven't got to pick it up.

The important thing was that | caught Lou; and
by-and-by we found ourselves completely oubrefath;
and then, confound it, just when | wanted atpipe
before lunch, the telephone rang, and the padated
to know if we were at home to Mr. Elgin Feccles

Well, | told you before that | didn't care tie

man so much as that. As Stevenson observes, if
were the only tie that bound one to home,rikhmost
of us would vote for foreign travel. But heldyed
the game pretty straight last night ; and hignone
couldn't do less than invite the fellow to lanéle
might have a few more tips about the technmfuéis
business anyhow. I'm not one of those cocksure
fellows that imagine when they have one |tteap
of knowledge, that they have drained the faint
wisdom dry.

So | said, " Ask hfin to be good enough to eaurp
by all means."

Lou flew to the other room to fix her hair amer
face and all those things that women alwaymsee
be having to fix, and up comes Mr. Feccles \thh
most perfect manner that | have ever obsenved i
any human being, and a string of kind inquiead
apologies on the tip of his tongue.

He said he wouldn't have bothered us by aahin

all so soon after the case of indiscretiony drd felt
sure he had left his cigarette case with ud,envalued
it very much because it had been given himiby h
Aunt Sophronia.

Well, you know, there it was, right on theleab
or rather, under the table, because the tah$eom
top of it.

When we got the table on its legs again, we sa
quite plainly that the cigarette case had hewater
it, and therefore must have been on top oéfiore it
was overturned.

Feccles laughed heartily at the humorous ciara



of the incident. | suppose it was funny in & 6
way. On the other hand, | don't think it wageu
the thing to call attention to. However, | sape the
fellow had to have his cigarette case, and afte
when you do find a table upside down, it'smath
good pretending that you don't notice it. Arayw
likely, on the whole, the best way to pass dkier
incident pleasantly is to turn it into a kintjake.

And | must say that Feccles showed the taat of
perfect gentleman in avoiding any direct abasio

the circumstances that caused the circumstdhaes
were responsible for the circumstances that gise

to the circumstances which it wasso, difficalbverlook.

Well, you know, this man Feccles had beenrtepe
dear the night before. He had seen Lou thrabgh
worst of the business with the utmost goocktast
the moment when her natural protector, mysef
physically unable to apply the necessary wioat-y
may-call-it.

Well, of course, the way things were at themant,
| wished Feccles in the place that modem dhanigy
has decided to forget. But the least | coulavds to
ask him to lunch. But before | had time to {his
generous impulse into words, Lou sailed in hke
angel descending from heaven.

She went straight up to Feccles, and sheipelyit
kissed him before my eyes, and begged himetpatd
have lunch. She positively took the words duhg
mouth.

But | murst admit that | wanted to be alonéwi
Lou-not only then, but for ever ; and | was mos
consumedly glad when | heard Feccles say :-

" Why, really, that's too kind of you, Ladyriéeagon,
and | hope you repeat the invitation some other
day, but I've got to lunch with two birds frahe
Bourse. 'Ale have a tremendous deal coming off.
Sir Peter's got more money already than he knekat
to do with, otherwise I'd be only too glad éb him in
on the rez-de-chaussle."

Well, you know, that's all right about my bgia
millionaire, and all that. It's one thing beiagingle
man running round London perfectly happy with a
shilling cigar and a stall at the Victoria Radaand



it's quite another being on a honeymoon wigirla
whom her most intimate friends call " Unlimitedu."

Feccles did not know that | had spent morae tha
third of my annual income in a fortnight. Bat,
course, | couldn't tell the man how | was d#da
We Pendragons are a pretty proud lot, espga@aite
Sir Thomas Malory gave us that write-up in tinee
of Henry VIII. We've always been a bit abovesalves.
That's where my poor old dad went gaga.

However, the only thing to do was to beg theam
to find a date in the near future to fight Rad to
a finish.

| think Paillard is the best restaurant ini®aton't
you ?

So out comes a little red pocket-book, andethe

Mr. Feccles biting his pencil between his ligsd then
cocking his head, first on one side and thethen
other.

" Confound Parishe said at last. " A man gets
simply swept away by social engagements. | iiave
a thing for a week."

And just then the telephone rang. Lou did e-8tep
across to the instrument.

Oh, it's for you, Mr. Feccles," she said.dwever
did any one know you were here ?

He gave his funny little laugh.

"It's just what I've been telling you, LadyrPe
dragon,” he said, as he walked over to theverce

" I'm a very much wanted man. Every one seems t
want me but the police," he giggled, " and thegy
get on to me any minute now, the Lord knows."

He became suddenly serious as he talked on the
phone.

"Oh, yes," he said to the caller. " Very anngy
indeed. What's that ? Four o'clock ? All righit,
be round.”

He hung up. He came back to us radiant, hgldin
out his hands.



"My dear friends," he said. "This is a special
providence-nothing less. The lunch is off.dly
invitation holds, | shall be the happiest mafurope."
Well, of course, there couldn't be two meee likat

in Europe. | was infernally bored. But thereswa
nothing to do except to express the wildest joy

It didn't add to my pleasure to see that Las w
really pleased. She broke out into a swift $@na

" Let's lunch up here,"” she said. " It's miotene.
| hate feeding in public. | want to dance betwéhe
courses."

She rang down for the head-waiter while | gave
Feccles a cigarette, lamenting my lack of fooeght
in not having insinuated a charge of trinitotubl
amid the tobacco.

Lou had a passionate controversy with the head
waiter. She won on points at the end of théhsiaund.
Half an hour later we started the gray caviare.

| don't know why every one has to rejoice oayg
caviare ; but it's no use trying to interfergwihe
course of civilisation. | ate it; and if | weiresimilar
circumstances to-morrow, | would do it again.

In the immortal words of Browning, " You lied.
D'Ormea, | do not repent.” Beside which, theswo
ordinary lunch. It was big with the future.

It was an unqualified success from the sYa.
were all in our best form. Feccles talked fyesid
irresponsibly with the lightness of champagte.
talked about himself and his amazing luck maficial
matters; but he never stayed long enough on any
subject to make a definite impression or, yoghmn
say, to allow of a reply. He interspersed bimarks
with the liveliest anecdotes, and apologisedhials
the end of the meal for having been preoccupidal
the deal which he had on at the moment.

" I'm afraid it's literally obsessing me," &&id.
"But you know it makes, or rather will makehig
difference to my prospects. Unfortunately, tiot a
millionaire like you, old thing. I've been dginery
well, but somehow, it's gone as easy as it c&ue



I've scraped up twenty thousand of the bebtigoan
eighth share in this oil proposition that Idglou
about."

"No," put in Lou, " you didn't tell us whatwas."

"1 made sure | had," he laughed back; " l'geity
fairly on the brain, especially since that laneas
put off. | need another five thou', you seeal bwas
going to dig it out of those birds. The onl¥fidulty
was that | can't exactly borrow it on my facan ! ?
and | don't want to let those birds into ‘tine'-
they'd simply snap the whole thing up for thelwnss.
By the way, that reminds me of a very goodghin

| heard of the other day-" and he rattled off a
amusing story which had no connection with wiet
had been saying before.

| didn't listen to what it was. My brain wasking
very fast with the champagne on top of the othe
things. His talk had brought to my mind thahbuld
have to wire for another thousand to-day omtmryow.
| was aware of a violent subconscious irritatibhe
man's talk had dealt so airily with millionsath
couldn't help recognising that | was a verymoan
indeed, by modern standards. Five or six thodisa
a year, and perhaps another fifteen hundred the
rents of the Barley Grange estate, and thatmad
income-tax and so on-l was really little bettean a
pauper, and there was Lou to be considered.

| had always thought jewellery vulgar; a sigmeg
and a tie pin for a man-for a woman, a fewkieis,
very quiet, in good taste-that was the limit.

But Lou was absolutely different. She couldawe
any amount of the stuff and carry it off supgrb

had bought her a pair of ear-rings in Cartige'sterday
afternoon-three diamonds in a string, the pehda
being a wonderful pear-shaped blue-white, anshe
ate, and drank, and talked, they waggled betmad
angle of her jaw in the most deliciously fasting way,
and it didn't vulgarise her at all.

| realised that, as a married man, it was oty d

to buy her that string of pearls with the bigdk

pearl as a pendant, and there was that cabochon
emerald ring | How madly that would go with her
hair. And then, of course, when we got backngland,
ihe must be presented at Court, not but what we
Pendragons don't feel it a little humiliatirigt



meant a tiara, of course.
And then you know what dressmakers are !

There's simply no end to the things that dised
man has to have when he's married ! And heegelwa
to all intents and purposes, a case for out-delcef.

| came out of my reverie with a start. My minds
made up.

Lou was laughing hysterically at some stor of
blind man and a gimlet.

"Look here, Feccles," | said. " | wish yousdl t
me a little more about this oil business. Tibyteu
the truth, I'm not the rich man you seem takHi

"My dear fellow-" said Feccles.

"In fact, | assure you," said I. " Of courgeyas
all very well when | was a bachelor. Simpldeas
you know. But this little lady makes all the
diffrence.

" Why, certainly,” replied Feccles, very sesty.
"Yes, | see that perfectly. In fact, if | magysso,

it's really a duty to yourself and your hetsput
yourself on Easy Street. But money's been fitdjiy
tight since the war as you know. What with the
collapse in the forei6 exchanges, the decrieaide
purchasing power of money, and the world's gdild
locked up in Washington, things are pretty aatdv
But then, you know, it's just that sort of ation which
provides opportunities to a man with real bsain
Victorian prosperity made us all rich withowtro
knowing anything about it or doing anything fot

"Yes," | admitted, " the gilt edges seem &wdn
come off the gingerbread securities.”

" Well, look here, Pendragon,” he said, pgllims
chair half round so as to face me squarely,raaking
his points by tapping his Corona on a platbg"
future lies with just two things as far as higney's
concerned. One's oil, and the other is cotimw,

| don't know a thing about cotton, but I'll giany
sperm whale that ever blew four thousand pomts
twelve thousand up about oil, and you can layry
shirt on the challenger.”



"Yes, | see that," | replied brightly. " Cdwrse,

| don't know the first thing about finance; btat
you say is absolutely common sense. And I'teago
sort of flair for these things, | believe."

" Why, it's very curious you should say that,"
returned Feccles, as in great surprise. " ltivaxking
the same thing myself. We know you've got pJuck
and that's the first essential in any game. dadting
money is the greatest game there is. But békate
I've got a hunch that you've got the right kaid
brain for this business. You're as shrewd ag th
make 'em, and you've got a good imaginatialon't
mean the wild fancies that you find in a craokt a
good, wholesome, sound imagination.”

In the ordinary way, | should have been endsaed
by so direct a compliment from a man who was so
evidently in the know, a man who was holding ¢tnvn
with the brightest minds all over the world.tBu
my present mood | took it as perfectly natural.

Lou laughed in my ear. " That's right, Cockie,
dear," she chirruped. " This is where you gitri
in and win. I've really got to have those pgaybu
know."

" She's quite right,” agreed Feccles. " Wheu'ng
through with this honeymoon, come round with me
and we'll take our coats off and get into theng

for all we're worth and a bit more, and whenoome
out, we'll have J. D. Rockefeller as flat gmacake."

" Well," said I, " no time like the presenddon't
want to butt in, but if | could be any use tayabout
this deal of yours--"

Feccles shook his head.

"No," he said, " this isn't the sort of thiagall.
I'm putting my last bob into the deal; but &'sisky
business atthe best, and | wouldn't take aaghan
your dropping five thou' on the very first bef.
course, it is rather a good thing if it coméslto

"Let's have the details, dear boy," | saignty to
feel like a business man bred in the bone.

" The thing itself's simple enough,” said Hesc



It's just a case of taking up an option on savells
at a place called Sitka. They used to be giiitrbefore
the war-but in my opinion they were never prope
developed. They haven't been worked ever since,
and it might take all sorts of money to putnthen
the map again. But that's the smaller pointatWh
I and my friends know and nobody else has gdbo
is that if we apply the Feldenberg processioparticular
kind of oil that Sitka yields, we've got praetily
a world's monopoly of the highest class oil #rdsts.
I needn't tell you that we can sell it at ownagprice."”

| saw in a flash the magnificent possibilitedghe
plan.

" Of course, | needn't tell you to keep idask as

a wolf's mouth," continued Feccles. " If th@ g
out, every financier in Paris would buy thenthover
our heads. | wouldn't have mentioned it to gou

all except for two things. | know you're on gopare
-that goes without saying; but the real pasnhis,
that | told you | rather believe in the Occult.

" Oh, yes," cried Lou, "then, of course, yaiow
King Lamus."

Feccles started as if he had received a biawe

face. For a moment he was completely out ohtenance.
It seemed as if he were going to say several

things, and decided not to. But his face waslbhs
thunder. It was impossible to mistake the magni

of the situation.

| turned to Lou with what | suppose was rather
nasty little laugh.

" Our friend's reputation,” | said, " appetrdave
reached Mr. Feccles."

" Well," said Feccles, recovering himself wath
marked effort, " | rather make a point of nayisg
anything against people, but as a matter df fiais
a bit on the thick side. You seem to know bbbt it,
so there's no harm in my saying the man's an un
speakable scoundrel.”

All my hatred and jealousy surged up from the
subconscious. | felt that if Lamus had beemehe
would have shot him like a dog on sight.



My old school-fellow skated away from the okioais
topic.

"You didn't let me finish," he complained. "I

was going to say | have no particular talenfiftance
and that sort of thing in the ordinary way, bbave
an intuition that never lets me down-like tearobn
of Socrates, you remember, eh ? "

| nodded. | had some faint recollection oft®la

" Well," said Feccles, tapping his cigar, wiiie

air of a Worshipful Master calling the Lodgealer,
" | said to myself when | met you last nighit's
better to be born. lucky than rich, and theaaisan
who was bom lucky."

It was perfectly true. | had never been abldd
anything of my own abilities, and after alldd
tumbled into a reasonably good fortune.

"You've got the touch, Pen," he said, withaation.
"Any time you're out of a job, I'll give yourt¢housand
a year as a mascot."

Lou and | were both intensely excited. We doul
hardly find the patience to listen to the detaf our
friend's plan. The figures were convincing; the
effect was simply to dazzle us. We had neveamuhed
of wealth on this scale.

| got the vision for the first time in my litef the
power that wealth confers, and | realised dyuaf
the first time how vast were my real ambitions.

The man was right, too, clearly enough, almoyt
being lucky. My luck in the war had been praoolics.
Then there was this inheritance, and Lou ortdpe

of that ; and here I'd met old Feccles by a@ief
absolute chance, and there was this brilliavgstment.
That was the word-he was careful to point bat t

it was not a speculation, strictly speakingedingly
waiting for me.

We were so overjoyed that we could hardly gras
the practical details. The amount required fwas
thousand nine hundred and fifty pounds.

Of course, there was no difficulty in gettiagyifle



like that, but as | told Feccles, it would mean
selling out some beastly stock or somethingctvhi
might take two or three days. There was no tone
lose ; because the option would lapse if itemér
taken up within the week, and it was now Wedags

However, Feccles helped me to draft a wird/tife
to explain the urgency, and Feccles was toorall
Saturday at nine o'clock with the papers.

Meanwhile, of course, he wouldn't let me dotu,

at the same time he couldn't risk pulling b# toup

of his life in case there was a hitch, so heldget

a move on and see if he couldn't raise fiveishod

on his own somewhere else, in which case kelhé
have some of his own stock anyway. He wanted me
in the deal if it was only for a sovereign, plgnbecause
of my luck.

So off he ran in a great hurry. Lou and | gafr
and spent the afternoon in the Bois du Boulogne
seemed as if the cocaine had taken hold ofitlis w
new force, or else it was the addition of tlkeedm.

We were living at the same terrific speed mshat
first wild night. The intensity was even mordraordinary;
but we were not being carried away by it.

In one sense, each hour lasted a fractionsetand,
and yet, in another sense, every second lasliéetime.
We were able to appreciate the minutest details
of life to the full.

| want to explain this very thoroughly.
" William the Conqueror, 1066, William Rufu)87."

One can sum up the whole period of the reigh®
Duke of Normandy in a phrase. At the same time,

an historian who had made a special studyaifphrt

of English History might be able to write teslwmes

of details, and he might, in a sense, have asplects

of his knowledge present to his mind at theesamoment.

We were in a similar condition. The hours lieg

by like so many streaks of lightning, yet ed@tharge
illuminated every detail of the landscape ; we

could grasp everything at once. It was as ihaé
acquired a totally new mental faculty as sugen

the normal course of thought as the all-comgmeing



brain of a great man of science is to that sdé\eage,
though the two men are both looking with thensa
optical instruments at the same blackbeetle.

It is impossible to convey, to any one who haks
experienced it, the overwhelming rapture aof thi
condition.

Another extraordinary feature of the situatwes
this; that we seemed to be endowed with winawgt
call the power of telepathy, for want of a betvord.
We didn't need to explain ourselves to eackroth
Our minds worked together like those of twatkiclass
three-quarters who are accustomed to play heget

Part of the enjoyment, moreover, came from the
knowledge that we were infinitely superior toyening
we might happen to meet. The mere fact thahade
so much more time to think than other peopéeiiaesi
us of this.

We were like a leash of greyhounds, and teeak
the world so many hares, but the disproporion
speed was immensely increased. It was the airma
against the wagoner.

We went to bed early that night. We had alyead
got a little tired of Paris. The pace was tlmovsfor us.
It was rather like sitting at a Wagner opetaerg
were some thrilling moments, of course, butnaods
the time we were bored with long and monotonous
passages like the dialogue between Wotan aahel Er
We wanted to be by ourselves; no one else dadg
up with the rush.

The difference between sleep and waking, ageas
diminished, no, almost abolished. The periodleép
was simply like a brief distraction of attemtj@and
even our dreams continued the exaltation of our
love.

The importance of any incident was negligilite.

the ordinary way one's actions are to a cedaiant
inhibited. As the phrase goes, one thinks twiem®re
doing so and so. We weren't thinking twice amye.
Desire was transformed into action withoutghghtest
check. Fatigue, too, had been completely badish

We woke the next morning with the sun. We gtoo
on the balcony in our dressing-gowns and watdtie



rise. We felt ourselves one with him, as frael as
fervent as he. Inexhaustible energy !

We danced and sang through breakfast. We had

a phase of babbling, both talking at once attip

of our voices, making plans for the day, each as

it bubbled in our brains the source of ecstxicitement
and inextinguishable laughter.

We had just decided to spend the morning shgpp
when a card was brought up to the room.

| had a momentary amazement as | read that our
visitor was the confidential clerk of Mr. Wolfe

" Oh, bother the fellow," said |, and then sembered
my telegram of the day before.

| had a swift pang of alarm. Could somethieg b
wrong ? But the cocaine assured me that eviagyth
was all right.

" I'll have to see the fellow, | suppose,alds and
told the hall-boy to send him upstairs.

" Don't let him keep you long," said Lou, wdh
petulant pout, and ran into the bedroom aftewidt
embrace, so violent that it disarranged my @darvet
necktie.

The man came up. | was a little bored by ttaeity
of his manner, and rather disgusted by itsrsole
deference. Of course, one likes being treaseal lkand
of toy emperor in a way, but that sort of thawesn't
go with Paris. Still less does it go with cowl

It annoyed me that the fellow was so obviouisly
at ease, and also that he was so obviouslydpsbu
himself for having been sent to Paris on imguairt
business with a real live knight.

If there's one thing flying teaches one mbent
another, it is to hate snobbery. Even the Garte
becomes imperceptible when one is flying alibee
clouds.

| couldn't possibly talk to the man till he sva

little more human. | made him sit down and have
drink and cigarette before | would let him t@k his
business.



Of course, everything was perfectly in orddre

point was simply this, that the six thousandmnuts
wasn't immediately available, so, as | neetedgently,
it was necessary for me to sign certain papérsh

Mr. Wolfe had drawn up at once, on reccipt gf m
wire, and it would be better to have it donéhat
consulate.

"Why, of course, get a taxi," | said; " I' ldown
in a minute."

He went downstairs. | ran in to Lou and toéat h
that | had to go to the consul on businessbé' back
in an hour and we could do our shopping.

We took a big sniff of snow and kissed gooe-hg
if | were starting on a three years' expeditmthe
South Pole. Then | caught up my hat, gloved, an
cane, and found my young man at the door.

The drink and the air of Paris had given hisease
of his own dignity. Instead of waiting humblyrfme
to get into the car, he was sitting there alyeaand
though his greeting was still solemnly defeia@nthere
was a little more of the ambassador aboutethBid
repressed the original impulse to touch his hat

I myself felt a curious sense of enjoymentnyf

own importance. At the same time, | was inderit

hurry to get back to Lou. My brain was racinighw

the thought of her. | signed my name where th&l/

me, and the consul dabbed it all over with gtgm

and we drove back to the hotel, where the aetkacted

a locked leather wallet from a mysterious iagiip

pocket and counted me out my six thousand ndred-pound
notes.

Of course, | had to ask the fellow to lundlwas
only decent, but | was very glad when he exduse
himself. He had to catch the two o'clock triaatk
to town.

" Good God, what a time you've been," said,Lou
and | could see that she had been filling ihia
wonderful way. It was up to her neck. She ddnce
about like a crazy woman with little jerky monents
which | couldn't help seeing signified nervaugability.
However, she was radiant, beaming, glowingstiny
with excitement.



Well, you know, | don't like to be left in tiherch.

| had to catch up. | literally shovelled theandown.
| ought to have been paid a shilling an houthzy
County Council. The world is full of injustice.

However, we certainly didn't have any timd&ve
guestions asked in Parliament. There was Lowsil
in tears because she had nothing to wear tipaty
no jewellery-the whole idea of being a knighthat
when you see a wrong it is your duty to right i

Fortunately, there was no difficulty at thegent
moment. All we had to do was to drive downhe t
Rue de la Paix. | certainly almost fell downesh
saw all those pearls on her neck. And that clabo
emerald | By George, it did go with her hair !

These shop men in Paris are certainly arfl$ts.

man saw in a moment what was wrong. There was
nothing to match the blue of her dress, schiogved us
a sapphire and diamond bracelet and a big nsaqu
ring that went with it in a platinum settinghat
certainly made all the difference ! And yetdeemed
to be very uneasy. He was puzzled ; that's what
was.

Then his face lightened up. He had got tha ide
all right. You can always trust these chapsmyeu
strike a really good man. What was missing was
something red !

| told you about Lou's mouth; her long, jagged
snaky, scarlet streak always writhing and twists if
it had a separate life of its own and were ptrglly
in some delicious kind of torture!

The man saw immediately what was necessa®y. Th
mouth had to be repeated symbolically. Thhgs t
whole secret of art. So he fished out a snélégeon'’s
blood rubies.

My God! it was the most beautiful thing | hexer

seen in my life, except Lou herself. And youldm't

look at it without thinking of her mouth, andwy

couldn't think of her mouth without wantingkiss

it, and it was up to me to prove to Paris thsd

the most beautiful woman in the world for myeyi

and that could only be done in the regular tway
showing her off in the best dresses and the mosderful



jewellery. It was my duty to her as my wifeddn
could afford it perfectly well because | watokerably
rich man to start with anyhow, and besides fitree
thousand | was putting into Feccles' businesslav
mean something like a quarter of a millioneatsit,

on the most conservative calculations, as |desh
with my own eyes.

And that was all clear profit, so there waseason
in the world why one shouldn't spend it in asskle
way. Mr. Wolfe himself had emphasised the diffty
of getting satisfactory investments in thesees.

He told me how many people were putting their
money into diamonds and furs which always keep
their value, whereas government securitiesthad
sort of thing are subject to unexpected taxatior
one thing, depreciation for another, with tlssbility
of European repudiation looming behind them all

As a family man, it was my duty to buy as many
jewels for Lou as | could afford. At the sarimed,
one has to be cautious.

| bought the things | mentioned and paid Famn.

| refused to be tempted by a green pearl tidqi
myself, though | should have liked to have hdxbcause
it would have reminded me of Lou's eyes every
time | put it on. But it was really rather exigeve,

and Mr. Wolfe had warned me very seriously abou
getting into debt, so | paid for the rest of giuff,

and we went off, and we thought we'd drivetouhe
Bois for lunch, and then we took some more simow
the taxi and Lou began to cry because | hadjiiou
nothing for myself. So we took some more snow,
had plenty of time, nobody lunches before tvatook.
We went straight back to the shop and bought th
green pearl, and that got Lou so excited thatdxi
was like an aeroplane; if anything, more so.

It's stupid to hang back. If you start to dihiag,
you'd much better do it. What's that fellow 8ay
"1 do not set my life at a pin's fee." Thalie right
spirit. " Unhand me, gentlemen, I'll make a sjhaf
him that lets me."

That's the Pendragon spirit, and that's tiedl
man's spirit. Get to the top and stay at tipeatad
shoot the other man down !



CHAPTER VII
THE WINGS OF THE OOF-BIRD

The lunch at the Restaurant de la Cascaddikeaa

lunch in a dream. We seemed to be aware of what

we were eating without actually tasting it. IAkink

| said before, it's the anzesthesia of coctinedetermines
the phenomena.

When | make a remark like that, | understdrad t
it's the dead and gone medical student popging

But never you mind that. The point is that whe
you have the right amount of snow in you, yan't
feel anything in the ordinary sense of the wafolu
appreciate it in a sort of impersonal way. Beea
pain, but the pain doesn't hurt. You enjoyftet
of the pain as you enjoy reading about allssoft
terrible things in history at school.

But the trouble about cocaine is this ; thiat i
almost impossible to take it in moderation lasoest
any one, except an American, can take whiskgrg
dose makes you better and better. It destrogso
power of calculation.

We had already discovered the fact when wadou
that the supply we had got from Gretel, wité itlea
that it would last almost indefinitely, was nimg very
short, when the dressing-gown came to solve the
problem.

We had only been a few days on the stuntvarat

we had got from three or four sniffs, to begith, meant
almost perpetual stoking to carry on. Howettea
didn't matter, because we had an ample suppbre
must have been a couple of kilograms of ei@eor

H. in that kimono. And when you think that agheh

of a gain is rather a big dose of H., you casilg
calculate what a wonderful time you can havaon
pound.

You remember how it goes-twenty grains one
penny-weight, three penny-weights one scruple-I
forget how many scruples one drachm, eightharec
one ounce, twelve ounces one pound.



I've got it all wrong. | could never understan
English weights and measures. | have nevelamet
one who could. But the point is you could goson
long time on one-eighth of a grain if you havpound
of the stuff.

Well, this will put it all right for you. Fiéten grains

is one gramme, and a thousand grammes is grarone,
and a kilogramme is two point two pounds. The

only thing I'm not sure about is whether itsxeen-ounce
pound or a twelve-ounce pound. But | don't

see what it matters anyway, if you've got ambaf

snow or H. you can go on for a long while, &pparently
it's rather awkward orchestrating them.

Quain says that people accustomed to opium and
its derivatives can take an enormous amounbcéine
without any bother. In the ordinary way, haljrain
of cocaine can cause death, but we were tdkimg
stuff with absolute carelessness.

One doesn't think of measuring it as one wduld
one took it by hypodermic. One just takes sedeken
one feels one needs it. After all, that's tile of
nature. Eat when you're hungry. Nothing is wors
for the health than settling down to a fixetiaia of

SO many meals a day.

The grand old British principle of three meaatals
has caused the supply of uric acid to exceediémand
in a most reprehensible manner.

Physiology and economics, and, | should thaven
geology, combine to protest.

Now we were living an absolutely wholesome.lif
We took a sniff of cocaine whenever the paaekaned
up, and one of heroin when the cocaine showgd a
signs of taking the bit in its teeth.

What one needs is sound common sense to take
reasonable measures according to the physoalbgi
indications. One needs elasticity. It's simgpyritual
socialism to tie oneself down to fixed dosesthibr
one needs them or not. Nature is the best guge
had got on to the game.

Our misadventure at the Petit Savoyard haghtau
us wisdom. We were getting stronger on the wing



every hour.

That chap Coud is a piker, as they say in Acaer
"Every day, in every way, | get better and éett
indeed ? The man must simply have been carried
away by the rhyme. Why wait for a day ? We had
got to the stage where every minute counted.

As the Scotchman said to his son, half-wagugh
the ten-mile walk to kirk, when the boy saidt's a
braw day the day." " Is this a day to be tajkoh
days ?

Thinking of days makes you think of years, and
thinking of years makes you think of death, atahis
ridiculous.

Lou and | were living minute by minute, secdnyd
second. A tick of the clock marked for us ateinal
of eternity.

We were the heirs of eternal life. We had magh
to do with death. That was a pretty wise biftbvgaid,
"To-morrow never comes."

We were out of time and space. We were living
according to the instruction of our Saviour &ak
no thought for the morrow."

A great restlessness gripped us. Paris wdsqgbler
impossible. We had to get to some place where t
doesn't count.

The alternation of day and night doesn't matte
so much ; but it's absolutely intolerable to be
mixed up with people who are working by the
clock.

We were living in the world of the Arabian Mig;
limitations were abhorrent, Paris was alwaysineling
us of the Pigmies, who lived, if you call iihg, in a
system of order.

It is monstrous and ridiculous to open andgelby
convention. We had to go to some place wheeh su
things didn't annoy us. . . *

An excessively irritating incident spoilt dunch
at the Cascade, We had made a marvellous isipres
when we came in. We had floated in like buliesf



settling on lilies. A buzz went round the tableou's
beauty intoxicated everybody. Her jewelleryzied
the crowd.

| thought of an assembly of Greeks of the pesibd
unexpectedly visited by Apollo and Venus.

We palpitated not only with our internal essta
but with the intoxicating sense that the whaeteld
admired and envied us. We made them feel ke t
contents of a waste-paper basket.

The head waiter himself became a high pridst.
rose to the situation like the genius he waswds
mentally on his knees as he ventured to adissa
the choice of our lunch.

It seemed to us the tribute of inferior empgro
And there was that fellow King Lamus five ox si
tables away !

The man with him was a Frenchman of obvious
distinction, with a big red rosette and a tanstocratic
white moustache and beard. He was some minister
or other. | couldn't quite place him but I'ésédim
often enough in the papers: somebody intimatie w
the president. He had been the principal olgéct
interest before we came in.

Our arrival pricked that bubble.

Lamus had his back to us, and | supposeddretdi
see us, for he didn't turn round, though eveeyelse
in the place did so and began to buzz.

| didn't hate the man any more; he was sordhsu
inferior. And this was the annoying thing. When

and his friend got up to leave, they passedahle

all smiles and bows.

And then, the deuce ! The head waiter brounght
his card. He had scribbled on it in pencil: o
forget me when you need me."

Of all the damned silly impertinence ! Abselyt
gratuitous insufferable insolence! Who was gdm
need Mr. Gawd Almighty King Lamus ?

| should have handed out some pretty hot tepar
if the creature hadn't sneaked off. Well, ismwa



worth while. He didn't count any more than the
grounds in the coffee.

But the incident stuck in my mind. It kept on
irritating me all the afternoon. People likattlought
to be kicked out once and for all.

Why, hang it, the man was all kinds of a satveh
Every one said so. Why did he want to butt in ?
Nobody asked him to meddle.

| said something of the sort to Lou, and sté him
off very wittily.

" You've gaid it, Cockie, " she cried. "He's a
meddler, and his nature is to be rotten bdfiets
ripe. "

| remembered something of the sort in Shakegpe
That was the best of Lou ; she was brilliactlver,
but she never forced it down one's throat.

At the same time, as | said, the man stuackyn
gizzard. It annoyed me so much that we toakt a |
more cocaine to get the taste out of our mouths

But the irritation remained, though it tooloémer
form. The bourgeois atmosphere of Paris gahgn
nerves.

Well, there was no need to stay in the begdtyge.
The thing to do was to hunt up old Feccles zad
him the cash, and get to some place like Galpere
one isn't always being bothered by detalils.

| was flooded by a crazy desire to see Loursimi
the Blue Grotto, to watch the phosphorescamés
flash from her luminous body.

We told the chauffeur to stop at Feccles'slhand
that was where we hit a gigantic snag.

Monsieur Feccles, the manager said, hadHetft t
morning suddenly. Yes, he had left his heawgygbge.
He might be back at any moment. No, he had left
no word as to where he was going.

Well, of course, he would be back on Saturday
morning to get the five thousand. It was obsgiou
what | was to do. | would leave the money fonh



and take the manager's receipt, and tell hisetal
the papers on to the Caligula at Capri.

| started to count out the cash. We werengjtiin
the lounge. A sense of absolute bewildermedt an
helplessness came over me.

"1 say, Lou," | stammered, " | wish you'd obu
this. | can't make it come right. | think | nilave
been going a bit too hard.”

She went through the various pockets of mygbeuille.

" Haven't you some money in your pocket ?€" sh
said.

| went through myself with sudden anxietyath
money in nearly every pocket ; but it only amizal
to so much small change. A thousand francs duade
a hundred francs there, a fifty-pound note yn m
waist-coat, a lot of small bills

In the meanwhile, Lou had added up the costent
of my porte-feuille. The total was just ovevaeteen
hundred.

"My God ! I've been robbed," | gasped out, my
face flushing furiously with anger.

Lou kept her head and her temper. After all, i
wasn't her money ! She began to figure on apsof
the hotel note paper.

" I'm afraid it's all right," she announced;du
dear, bad boy."

| had become suddenly sober. Yes, there was
nothing wrong with the figures. | had paid césh
the jeweller without thinking.

By Jove, we were in a hole ! | felt instinely that

it was impossible to telegraph to Wolfe for mmononey.
| suppose my face must have fallen ; a requiae
dive. Lou put her arm around my waist and deg h
nails into my ribs.

"Chuck it, Cockie," she said, " we're well afita

mess. | always had my doubts about Fecclesh&nd
going off like this looks to me as if there wesomething
very funny about it."



My dream of a quarter of a million disappeanethout
a moment's regret. | had been prudent after all

had invested my cash in something tangibleclesc
was an obvious crook. If I had handed him fivat
thousand, | should never have heard of hinfdr o
again.

| began to recover my spirits.

"Look here," said Lou, " let's forget it. it
Feccles a note to say you couldn't raise theayby
the date it was wanted, and let's get out. Wb
to economise, in any case, Let's get off ty ba we
said. The exchange is awfully good, and liang'
delightfully cheap. It's silly spending monefiem
you've got Love and Cocaine."

My spirit leapt to meet hers. | scribbled denof
apology to Feccles, and left it at the hoteé Wshed
round to the Italian consulate to have our pads
vise'd, got our sleeping cars from the hotetggpand
had the maid pack our things while we had & las
heavenly dinner.

CHAPTER VIII
VEDERE NAPOLI E POI-PRO PATRIA-MORT

We had just time to get down to the Gare denLy
for the train de luxe. A sense oi infinite e¢lenveloped
us as we left Paris behind ; and this was apenied
with an overwhelming fatigue which in itself sva
unspeakably delicious. The moment our headshieal
the pillows we sank like young children intaqessite
deep slumber, and we woke early in the morning,
exhilarated beyond all expression by the Alire
that enlarged our lungs ; that thrilled us wigh

keen intensity ; that lifted us above the petts of
civilisation, exalting us to communion with teeernal ;
our souls soared to the primaeval peaks thered
above the train. They flowed across the linplas,
they revelled with the raging Rhone.

Many people have the idea that the dangerugsd
lies in the fact that one is tempted to flytiem for
refuge whenever one is a little bored or deggédor
annoyed. That is true, of course ; but if dpgted



there, only a small class of people would sianeal
danger.

For example, this brilliant morning, with teen
sparkling on the snow and the water, the wkalth
ablush with his glory, the pure keen air rajajcour
lungs; we certainly did say to ourselves, cang eyes
ablaze with love and health and happinesswbalidn't
need any other element to make our poetry perfe

| said this without a hint of hesitation. Fore
thing, we felt like Christian when the burddrhs
sins fell off his back, at getting away fronriBand
civilisation and convention and all that modern
artificiality implies.

We had neither the need to get rid of any eepon,

nor that to increase our already infinite intation;
ourselves and our love and the boundless bedulye ever
changing landscape, a permanent perfectioeltiag

for its pleasure through inexhaustible posiiéd !

Yet almost before the words were out of ouuths,
a sly smile crept over Lou's loveliness andlled the
same subtly secret delight in my heart.

She offered me a pinch of heroin with theohir
communicating some exquisitely esoteric sacrame
and | accepted it and measured her a similse do
my own hand as if some dim delirious desirecdesd
us. We took it not because we needed it ; boabse
the act of consummation was, so to speak, aofac
religion.

It was the very fact that it was not an achefessity
which made it an act of piety.

In the same way, | cannot say that the doseisli
any particular good. It was at once a routiné a
ritual. It was a commemoration like the Pradast
communion, and at the same time a consecrbf®n
the Catholic. It reminded us that we were higirthe
royal rapture in which we were afloat. But also
refreshed that rapture.

We noticed that in spite of the Alpine air, did

not seem to have any great appetite for bregkfa
and we appreciated with the instantaneous sthyipa
which united us that the food of mortals was to
gross for the gods.



That sympathy was so strong and so subtle, so
fixed in our hearts, that we could not reatlse rude,
raw fact that we had ever existed as sepastg.
The past was blotted out in the calm contenpiat

of our beatitude. We understood the changelesasy
that radiates from statues of the Buddha nilsteri-
ous triumph on the mouth of Morma Lisa, and the
unearthly and ineffable glee of the attitudédaide’
Lamoureux.

We smoked in shining silence as the exprespsw
through the plains of Lombardy. Odd fragmerits o
Shelley's lines on the Euganean hills flittesbtigh my
mind like azure or purple phantoms.

" The vaporous plain of Lombardy
Islanded with cities fair."

A century had commercialised the cities fa& th
most part into cockpits and cesspools. Butl8hel
still shone serene as the sun itself.

" Many a green isle needs must be
In this wide sea of misery."

Everything he had touched with his pen hadddosed
into immortality. And Lou and | were living e
land which his prophetic eyes had seen.

| thought of that incomparable idyll, | wilbhcall it
an island, to which he invites Emilia, in Epiplidion.

Lou and I, my love and I, my wife and |, were@ot
merely going there ; we had always been thede a
should always be. For the name of the islamal, t
name of the house, the name of Shelley, anddhe
of Lou and me, they were all one name-Love.

" The winged words with which my song wopldrce
Into the heights of love's rare universe

Are chains of lead about its flight of fire,

| pant, | sink, | tremble, | expire."

| noticed, in fact, that our physical selvesmmed
to be acting as projections of our thought. Wéee
both breathing rapidly and deeply. Our facesewe
flushed, suffused with the sunlight splendduour
bloods that beat time to the waltz of our love.



Waltz ? No, it was something wilder than atwal
The Mazurka, perhaps. No, there was something
still more savage in our souls.

| thought of the furious fandango of the ggpsof
Granada, of the fanatical frenzy of the religidvioorish
rioters chopping at themselves with little s@icaxes
till the blood streams down their bodies, dsaziimson
in the stabbing sunlight, and making littlelszaf
mire upon the torrid trampled sand.

| thought of the mcenads and Bacchus ; | $emt
through the vivid eyes of Euripides and Swimigur

And still unsatisfied, | craved for strangengyols

yet. | became a Witch-Doctor presiding overargbal
feast, driving the yellow mob of murderers iato
fiercer Comus-rout, as the maddening beatetdim-tom
and the sinister scream of the bull-roarerrdgst

every human quality in the worshippers and nthken
elemental energies ; Valkyrie-vampires surgind
shrieking on the summit of the storm.

| do not even know whether to call this amsi

or how to classify it psychologically. It wasnply
happening to me-and to Lou-though we werengjtti
decorously enough in our compartment. It became
increasingly certain that Haide', low-classnooonplace,
ignorant girl that she was, had somehow been
sucked into a stupendous maelstrom of truth.

The normal actions and reactions of the mimdl a
the body are simply so many stupid veils ugan t
face of Isis.

What happened to them didn't matter. The stunt
was to find some trick to make them shut up.

| understood the value of words. It depended,
on their rational meaning, but upon their hiera
suggestion.

"In Xanadu did Kubla Khan
A stately pleasure-house decree."

The names mean nothing definite, but they deter
the atmosphere of the poem. Sublimity depepds u
unintelliaibility.

| understood the rapture of the names in Lord
Dunsany's stories. | understood how the " braxms



names of evocation " used by magicians, thiewelgs
and whistlings of the Gnostics, the Mantrasimfidoo
devotees, set their souls spinning till thegdme giddy
with glory.

Even the names of the places that we werangass
in the train excited me just as far as theyenerfamiliar
and sonorous.

| became increasingly excited by the sighhef
Italian words, " E pericoloso sporgersi.” Thatuldn't
mean much, no doubt, to any one who spokeitali
To me, it was a master-key of magic. | conrdte
somehow with my love for Lou. Everything was a
symbol of my love for Lou except when that tdio
nuisance, knowledge, declared the contrary.

We were whirling in this tremendous trancetlad
morning. There kept on coming into my mind the
title of a picture | had once seen by someycraadern
painter: "Four red monks carrying a black goat
across the snow to Nowhere."

It was obviously an excuse for a scheme ajuwol
but the fantastic imbecility of the phrase, émel
subtle suggestion of sinister wickedness, nmaegant
with suppressed exaltation.

The " first call for lunch " came with stanttj suddenness.
| woke up wildly to recognise the fact that Lou

and | had not spoken to each other for hobet,we

had been rushing through a Universe of our oreation
with stupendous speed and diabolical delighd A

at the same time | realised that we had betmatically

" coking up " without knowing that we were dgigso.

The material world had become of so little artpnce
that | no longer knew where | was. | completaixed
up my present journey with memories of twoloee
previous Continental excursions.

It was the first time tliat Lou had ever bdarther
than Paris, and she looked to me for infornmatie
to time and place. With her, familiarity had oed
contempt, and | found myself unable to tell ther
most ordinary things about the journey. | didn’
even know in which direction we were travelling
whether the Alps came next, or which tunneweee
taking ; whether we passed through Florencéer
difference between Geneva and Genoa.



Those who are familiar with the route will lisa how
hopelessly my mind was entangled. | hardly knsevning
from evening. | have described things with #ligo
confidence which could not possibly have tagkte.

We kept on getting up and looking at the map o
the panels of the corridor, and | couldn't male
where we were. We compared times and distances
only to make confusion worse confounded.

| went into the most obstruse astronomicatdations
as to whether we ought to put our watches on
an hour or back an hour at the frontier ; addr't
know to this day whether | came to any coroectclusion.
| had an even chance of being right; but titestopped.

| remember getting out to stretch our legR@mne,
and that we had a mad impulse to try to sesititgs
during the twenty minutes or so we had to wait.

I might have done it ; but on the platfornRaime
| was brought up with a shock. An impossibliagh
had happened.

"Great Scot,"” cried a voice from the windoweof
coach three ahead of our own. Of all the extliaary
coincidences | How are you

We looked up, hardly able to believe our edrbo
should it be but our friend Feccles !

Well, of course, I'd rather have seen theldemself.
After all, I'd behaved to the man rather shighbi
and, incidentally, made a great fool of mysBlit
what surprised me on second glance was thatle
travelling very much incognito. He was hardly
recognisable.

| don't think | mentioned he had fair hair lwé

bald patch, and was clean shaven. But nowdirs h
was dark ; and a toupde silently rebuked N&ture
inclemency. A small black moustache and imperia
completed the disguise. But in addition, hiswmex

of dressing was a camouflage in itself. In £ag had
been dressed very correctly. He might have laeen
man about town of very good family.

But now he was dressed like a courier, oripbss
a high-class commercial traveller. His smarsrtesd



an element of commonness very well marked. |
instinctively knew that he would prefer me twt
mention his name.

At this moment the train began to move, ancdha
to hop on. We went at once to his compartmeéent.
was a coupe', and he was its sole occupant.

| have already described the shock which dla@pearance
of Feccles had administered to my nerves.

Normally, | should have felt very awkward indebut

the cocaine lifted me easily over the fence.

The incident became welcome; an additionaéative

in the fairy tale which we were living. Lou

herself was all gush and giggles to an extdntiva
month earlier | should have thought a shadeBft
everything was equally exquisite on this graathbination
honeymoon.

Feccles appeared extremely amused by the etezou
| asked him with the proper degree of concehei
had had my note. He said no, he'd been callédenly
away on business, | told him what | had writterth
added apologies.

The long journey had tired me deep down. ktoo
things more seriously, though the cocaine preag
my realising that this was the case.

" My dear fellow," he protested. " I'm extrdge
annoyed that you should have troubled youessdiut
the business at all. As a matter of fact, Wisgdtpened
is this. | went round to see those men at oelock,
as arranged on the 'phone, and they were really
awfully decent about the whole thing that | had
let them in for five thousand, and they wrote tieir
cheque on the spot. Now, of course, you mustn't
imagine that I'd let an old pal down. Any tiyu
find yourself with a little loose cash, justigke in.
You can have it out of my bit."

"Well, that's really too good of you," | saidand
"I won't forget it. It'll be all right, | supfs®, how you've
got the thing through, to wait till | get battkEngland."

"Why, of course," he replied. " Don't thinkaalh
business at all. It was really rotten of méai& shop
to a man on his honeymoon."



"Lou took up the conversation. " But do tedl'u
she began, " why this thusness. It suits ydensiidly,
you know. But after all, I'm a woman."

Feccles suddenly became very solemn. He went t
the door of the coupe' and looked up and ddwen t
corridor ; then he slid the door to and begaspeak
in a whisper.

"This is a very serious business," he said,@aused.
He took out his keys and played with themfas i
uncertain how far to go. He thrust them bad& s
pocket with a decisive gesture.

" Look here, old chap," he said, " I'll takeleance
on you. We all know what you did for Englandidg
the war-and take one thing with another, you're
about my first pick."

He stopped short. We looked at him blanklguth
we were seething with some blind suppresseilezment
whose nature we could hardly describe.

He took out a pipe, and began to nibble tHeanite
rather nervously. He drew a deep breath, ankeld
Lou straight in the face.

" Does it suggest anything to you," he murrdure
almost inaudibly, " a man's leaving Paris at@anent's
notice in the middle of a vast financial scheared
turning up in ltaly, heavily camouflaged ? "

"The police on your track! " giggled Lou.

He broke into hearty, good-natured laughter.
Getting warm," he said. " But try again."

The explanation flashed into my mind at ortte.
saw what | was thinking, and smiled and nodded.

" Oh, | see," said Lou wisely and bent ovehito
and whispered in his ear. The words were

- " Secret Service."

That's it," said Feccles softly. "And this is
where you come in. Look here."

He brought out a passport from his pocket and
opened it. He was Monsieur Hector Laroche, eféva,



So it appeared ; by profession a courier.
We nodded comprehensively.

"1 was rather at my wits' end when | saw ydie,
went on. " I'm on the trail of a very dangerousn
who has got into the confidence of some Englistple
living in Capri. That's where you're going,'ish? "

" Yes," we said, feeling ourselves of interowadl
importance.

" Well, it's like this. If I turn up in Capnhich is

a very small place, without a particularly gaoduse,
people will look at me and talk about me, drntiey
look too hard and talk too much, it's ten te dm
spotted, not necessarily for what | am, bud aranger
of suspicious character. And if the man I'ne@aft

gets on his guard, there'll be absolutely mafhi
doing."

"Yes," | said, " | see all that, but-well, \delo
anything for good old England-goes without sayi
but how can we help you out ? "

" Well," said Feccles, " | don't see why ibsld

put you out very much. You needn't even see me.
But if | could pose as your courier, go ahead ook
your rooms and look after your luggage and gaga
boats and that sort of thing for you, | shotildeed

to be explained. As things are, it might evawesyou
trouble. They're the most frightful brigandsimd

here ; and anything that looks like a touespecially
of the honeymoon species, is liable to allsoftbother
and robbery."

Well, the thing did seem almost providentss;a
matter of fact, | had been thinking of gettanghan
to keep off the jackals, and this was killimgtbirds
with one stone.

Lou was obviously delighted with the arrangatne
" Oh, but you must let us do more than thdtg' s
said. " If we could only help you spot this e "

"You bet I will," said Feccles heartily, ane\all
shook hands on it. " Any time anything happens
where you could be useful, I'll tell you whatdo.
But of course you'll have to remember the roles
the service-absolute silence and obedience. And



you stand or fall on your own feet, and if thrapire
says 'out," you're out, and nobody's goingadk pp
the pieces."

This honeymoon was certainly coming out in the
most wonderful way. We had left the cinema peop
at the post. Here we were, without any efféar
own, right in the middle of the most fascingtin
intrigues of the most mysterious kind. AndthHt

on the top of the most wonderful love there vmas
the world, and heroin and cocaine to help ukenthe
most of the tiniest details.

"Well," said | to Feccles, " this suits me dote
the ground. I'm trying to forget what you satzbut
my brain, because it isn't good for a young raeine
puffed up with intellectual vanity. But | ceirty am
the luckiest man in the world."

M. Hector Laroche gave us a delightful hoeljrig
of some of his past exploits in the war. He asis
modest as he was brave ; but for all that, exdcc
see well enough what amazing astuteness he had
brought to the service of our country in heahof
peril. We could imagine him making rings rouhd
lumbering minds of the Huns with their slow petic
processes.

The only drawback to the evening was that we
couldn't get him to take any snow. And you know
what that means-you feel the man's somehowfout
the party. He excused himself by saying that th
regulations forbade it. He agreed with us thags
rotten red-tape, but " of course, they're righa

way, there are quite a lot of chaps that wotkimow
how to use it, might get a bit above themsebres
give something away-you know how it is."

So we left him quietly smoking, and went bézk

our own little cubby and had the most glorioight,
whispering imaginary intrigues which somehontle
stronger wing to the real rapture of our |oW&e

neither of us slept. We simply sailed throulggh t
darkness to find the dawn caressing the crfeRBosilippo
and the first glint of sunrise signalling etstgreetings
to the blue waters of the Bay of Naples.

When the train stopped, there was Hector Lleoc
at the door, ordering everybody about in flugadtan.
We had the best suite in the best hotel, anduggage



arrived not ten minutes later than we did, arehkfast
was a perfect poem, and we had a box for tleesopnd
our passages booked for the following day fapi
where a suite was reserved for us at the Qaligle
saw the Museum in the morning and automobilgd o
to Pompeii in the afternoon, and yet M. Larobhd
managed everything for us so miraculously et
even this very full day left us perfectly freshurmuring
through half-closed lips the magic sentence

" Dolce far niente."

The majority of people seem to stumble throtii
world without any conception of the possibd#iof
enjoyment. It is, of course, a matter of terapsent.

But even the few who can appreciate the laggua
of Shelley, Keats and Swinbume, look on those
conceptions as Utopian.

Most people acquiesce in the idea that thdygid
exaltation of Prometheus Unbound, for example,
an imaginary feeling. | suppose, in fact, e
wouldn't get much result by giving heroin andane,
however cunningly mixed, to the average maru Yo
can't get out of a thing what isn't there.

In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, amgdant
of whatever nature operates by destroying tearpp
the inhibitions of education.

The ordinary drunken man loses the veneer of
civilisation. But if you get the right man, the
administration of a drug is quite likely to gupss his mental
faculties, with the result that his geniusasfsee.

Coleridge is a case in point. When he happémed

get the right quantity of laudanum in him, meamed

Kubla Khan, one of the supreme treasures of the
language.

And why is it incomplete ? Because a man ddilem
Porlock on business and called him back tanbrsnal
self, so that he forgot all but a few linedlué poem.
Similarly, we have Herbert Spencer taking maph
very day of his life, decade after decade. dlith
morphia, he would simply have been a querulous
invalid, preoccupied with bodily pain. With fte

was the genius whose philosophy summarised the
thought of the nineteenth century.

But Lou and | were born with a feeling for rance



and adventure. The ecstasy of first love weesadly
enough to take us out of ourselves to a ceestient.
The action of the drugs intensified and spaiiaed
these possibilities.

The atmosphere of Capri, and the genius oflEsc
for preventing any interference with our plaasu
made our first fortnight on the island an uriegdrance
of unearthly beauty.

He never allowed us a chance to be boredyeand
he never intruded. He took all the respongiédioff
our hands, he arranged excursions to Anadayitie
Villa of Tiberius and to the various grottosi¢e or
twice he suggested a wild night in Naples, aed
revelled in the peculiar haunts of vice withievhthat
city abounds.

Nothing shocked us, nothing surprised us. ¥ver
incident of life was the striking of a separatde in
the course of an indescribable symphony.

He introduced us to the queerest people, dusve
into the most mysterious quarters. But evenghi
that happened wove itself intoxicatingly inte t
tapestry of love.

We went out on absurd adventures. Even when
they were disappointing from the ordinary stawidt,
the disappointment itself seemed to add piguémc
the joke.

One couldn't help being grateful to the manhis
protecting care. We went into plenty of placé®re
the innocent tourist is considered fair garaed his
idiomatic Italian invariably deterred the wotdd
sportsman. Even at the hotel, he fought theagan
over the weekly bill, and compelled him to guca
much lower figure than his dreams had indicated

Of course, most of his time was occupied \kegkping
watch on the man he was trailing; and he keptany
amused with the account of his progress.

" | shall never be grateful enough to you,bfing
this off as | think | shall,” he said. " It Wide the
turning point in my official career. | don't na telling
you they've treated me rather shabbily at haboat
one or two things I've done. But if | bag thisd,
they can hardly say no to anything | may ask."



At the same time, it was clear that he togieauine
friendly interest in his love-birds, as he edlus. He
had had a disappointment himself, he said,itamad
put him off the business personally, but he glad
to say it hadn't soured his nature, and he todal
pleasure in seeing people so ideally happyes w
were.

The only thing, he said, that made him aglittheasy
and discontented was that he hadn't got inhtouc
with the people who ran the Gatto Fritto, whicds
an extremely exciting and dangerous kind ohnig
club which indulged in pleasures of so esotaikind
that Do other place in Europe had anythingoimgare
with it.

CHAPTER IX
THE GATTO FRITTO

It was about the end of the third week, | oisr
from Lou's Diary (I had lost all count of timayself),
that he came in one day with a smile of sulilenph
in his eyes.

" I've got on to the ropes," he said, " bthihk |
ought in fairness to wam you that the Gattttd-is
a pretty hot place. | wouldn't mind taking yasilong
as you go in disguise and have a gun in youkeip
but | really can't take it on my conscienchéve
Lady Pendragon along."”

| was so full up with cocaine | hardly knewath

he was saying. It was the easiest way out tbassent
and watch the clouds fighting each other tohgdd

of the sun.

| was betting on that big white elephant o th
horizon. There were two black cobras and alpurp
hippopotamus against him ; but | couldn't hbkg.
With those magnificent tusks he ought to be abl
settle their business, and only to look atiégs you
could see the old sun hadn't got a dog's chance
can't see why people haven't the sense tostdep
when a fight of this kind is in progress. Whdiltie
referee for, anyway ?



It was extremely annoying of Lou to protesthat
passionate shrill voice of hers that she wasgytm
the Gatto Fritto, and if she didn't she'd take
keeping cats herself, and fry them, and makeahe
them !

| don't know how long she went on. It was pettly
gorgeous to hear her. | knew what it meantgsst
soon as we could get rid of that swine Feccles.

Hang it all, one doesn't want another man i
honeymoon !

So there was Feccles turning to me in a dntng,
helpless protest, imploring me to put my footvd
about it.

So | said, " Feccles, old top, you're the triggrt. |
always liked you at school; and | shall newwgét what
you've done for me these last thirty or for&ass or
whatever it is we've been in Capri, and Lloyeb&e
can trust you to nip that blighter you're gftehy
shouldn't I trust you to see us through thrsdt

the Gatto Fritto ? "

Lou clapped her hands, screaming with merritmen
but Feccles said:-

" Now, that's all right. But this is a veryigeis
business. You're not going about it in the triggirit.
We've got to go about it very quietly and sbper
and then open up when the word comes Oveoghe t

We pretended to pull ourselves together taggehim,
but | couldn't blind my eyes to the fact thatds

likely to lose my money, because the white ledeyh

had turned into a quite ordinary Zebu or Brahma
cow, or at the best a two-humped or Bactriammddary,
in any case, an animal entirely unfitted byunato
carry the money of a cautious backer.

Agitated by this circumstance, | was hardlyin
condition to realise the nature of the prop®&ad
before the meeting by Worshipful Brother Fesgcle
Acting Deputy Grand Secretary General.

But roughly they were to this effect : That we
were to lock up all our money and jewellerycept a
little small change, as an act of precautionl, Beccles
would arrive in due course, with disguisesrfa and



Lou as Neapolitan fisherfolk, and we were teeta
nothing but a revolver apiece and a little $rolahnge,
and we were to slip off the terrace of the hatter
dark without any one seeing, and there would be
motor-boat across to Sorrento ; and there wbald
an automobile, so we could get into Naplesaua
one o'clock in the morning, and then we wergado
a certain drinking place, the Fauno Ebbrio, asd
soon as the coast was clear he would pick wndp
take us along to the Gatto Fritto, and we wdaunldw
for the first time what life was really like.

Well, | call that a perfectly straight, decesegnsible
programme. It's the duty of every Englishman to
learn as much of foreign affairs as he canouth
interfering with his business. That sort of Yuedge will
always come in useful in case of another Euanpe
War. It was knowing that sort of thing that had
Feccles where he was in the Secret Servicerubed
confident of those mysterious intelligenceg thatch
over the welfare of our beloved country.

Thank you, that will conclude the evening'teeiainment.

| will say this for Feccles. He always undecost
instinctively when he wasn't wanted. So immesdya
the arrangements were made, he excused himself
hastily, because he had to go down to the Miliare
his victim was staying, and fix a dictaphoné¢ha
room where he was going to have dinner.

So | had Lou all to myself until he came wtitie
disguises the next day in the afternoon. Anés$n't
going to waste a minute.

| admit | was pretty sick about the way thateh
cloud let me down. I'd have gone after they siltd
sun myself if | hadn't been a married man.

However, there we were alone, alone for eveu,
and | in Capri, it was all much too good tothee |
Sunlight and moonlight and starlight! They were
all in her eyes. And she handed out the cooaitte
such a provocative gesture | | knew what it veas
be insane. | could understand perfectly wely wie
silly fools that aren't insane are afraid ohigensane.
I'd been that way myself when | didn't know deyter.

This rotten little race of men measures theavoy
its own standard. It is lost in the vastnesthef



Universe, and is consequently afraid of evengh
that doesn't happen to fit its own limits.

Lou and | had discarded the miserable meagires
mankind. That sort of thing is all right forltas

and men of science ; but we had sprung in eag |

to be conterminous with the Universe. We were a
incommensurable as the ratio of a circle tdidgneter.
We were as imaginary and unreal from their pofn
view as the square root of minus one.

We didn't ask humanity to judge us. It wasmim

a case of mistaken identity to regard us ahéskess
bipeds at all. We may have looked like humandse
to their eyes ; in fact, they sent in bills d@hohgs as
if we had been human beings.

But | refuse to be responsible for the missatie
the inferior animals. | humour them to somesakt
in their delusions, because they're lunaticsarght
to be humoured. But it's a long way between tha
and admitting that their hallucinations havg basis
in fact.

I had been in their silly world of sense aliml
years or so ago, when | was Peter Pendragon.

But why recall the painful past ? Of courseg o
doesn't come to one's full strength in a mintlitke
the case of an eagle. What is it as long amithe
egg ? Nothing but an egg with possibilitiesdAn
the first day it's hatched you don't expetd itly to
Neptune and back. Certainly not !

But every day, in every way, it gets betted an
better. And if | was ever tempted to flop arthember
my base origin as a forked radish, why alléaed was
a kiss from Lou, or a sniff of cocaine to put track in
Paradise.

| can't tell you about those next twenty-foours.
Suffice it to say that all world's records wereken
and broken again. And we were simply pantikg li
two hungry wolves when Feccles turned up with t
disguises and the guns!

He repeated those instructions, and addedvone
of almost paternal counsel in a very confidanti
tone.



"You'll excuse me, | know; I'm not suggesting

a moment you're not perfectly capable of takiage
of yourself, but you haven't been in thesesaetfore,
and you must never forget the quick, violempers
of these Southern Italians. It's like one @fsth sudden
gusts that the fishermen are so afraid ofoésoh't
mean anything in particular; but it's oftenyugl|
enough at the moment, and what you have ts do i
to keep out of any kind of a row. There mayalet
of drunken ruffians in the Fauno Ebbrio. Sianthe
door ; and if anybody starts scrapping, slipcquietly
and walk up and down till it's over. You domdnt

to get mixed up with a fuss."

| could see the wisdom of his remarks, alttgun

the other hand, | was personally spoiling fdight.

The one fly in the apothecary's ointment oflitbeeymoon,
though | didn't notice it, was that something

in me missed the excitement of the daily gangpWith
death to which the war had accustomed me.

The slightest reminder of the wilder passians-
couple of boatmen quarrelling, or even a taymetesting
about some trifle, sent the blood to my head.

| only wanted a legitimate excuse for killindgeav
hundred people.

But nature is wise and kind, and | was alwalyle

to take it out of Lou. The passions of murdsd a

love are inseparably connected in our anceAtty.
civilisation has done is to teach us to pretiendealise
them.

The programme went off without the slightasthn
Our room opened on to a terrace in deep shaélbw.
this time of year there was hardly any onénmhotel,
of course. A little flight of steps at the sioethe
terrace took us under an arch of twisted vingsthe
barely more than mule-path that does duty faaal
in Capri.

No one took any notice of us. There were only
strolling lovers, parties of peasants singiaghey
walked to the guitar, and two or three tiregha
fishermen strolling home from the wine-shop.

We found the motor-boat at the quay, and dpgéd

in delight. It seemed hardly a minute later wine
found ourselves in Sorrento couched in a hogédster.
Without a word spoken, we were off at top speed



The beauty of the drive is notorious; and yet

"We were the first that ever burst
Into that silent sea."

The world had been created afresh for oursake
It was an ever-changing phantasmagoria of raptu
sounds and sights and scents ; and it all st@me
mere ornamentation for our love, the settinglie
jewel of our sparkling passion.

Even the last few miles into Naples, wherertresl

runs through tedious commercialised suburlmk tm

a new aspect. The houses were a mere irregkyine.
Somehow they suggested the jagged contousobi@ of
Debussy.

But all this, exquisite as it was, grippingitasas,
was in a way superficial. At the bottom of txarts
there seethed and surged a white hot volcakis df
molten, of infernal, metal.

We did not know what hideous, what monstrous
abominations were in store for us at the Ghatiio.

| have set down how the action of the drugs ha
partially stripped off the recent layers of noagn It
had achieved a parallel result much more effity

on the moral plane. The toil of countless gatiens

of evolution had been undone in a month. Wk sti
preserved, to a certain extent, the conventdns
decency; but we knew that we did so only frqre-bke
cunning.

We had reverted to the gorilla. No action iofence
and lust but seemed a necessary outlet foeengies !

We said nothing to each other about this.asw
in fact, deeper and darker than could be cosddy
articulate speech.

Man differs from the lower animals indeedsffiof
all, in this matter of language. The use ofjlaage
compels one to measure one's thoughts. Thdtys
the great philosophers and mystics, who arérdpa
with ideas that cannot be expressed in suohster
are constantly compelled to use negative asgst
or to rebuke the mind by formulating their tigbts
in a series of contradictory statements. Th#te
explanation of the Athanasian Creed. Its clause



puzzle the plain man.
One must oneself be divine to comprehend din

The converse proposition is equally true. The
passions of the pit find outlet only in bestiaises.

The automobile stopped at the end of the diittg
street where the Fauno Ebbrio lurks. The moéorm
pointed to the zig-zag streak of light thatiess from
it, and cast a sinister gleam on the oppos#i. w

A bold, black-haired, short-skirted girl whgaudy
shawl and huge gold ear-rings was standingerdoor.
What with the long journey and the drugs ariekot
things, we were a little drunk-just enoughealise
that it was part of our policy to pretend togbkttle
more drunk than we were.

We let our heads roll from side to side assteggered
to the door. We sat down at a little table aallied

for drink. They served us one of those fodidta
imitations of liqueurs that taste like hair-\as

But instead of nauseating us, it exalted wes; w
enjoyed it as part of the game. Dressed asclags
Neapolitans, we threw ourselves heatrtily i t
part.

We threw the fiery filth down our throats &g i
had been Courvoisier '65. The drink took effatus
with surprising alacrity. It seemed to let ledbose
swarming caravans of driver ants that eat thay
through the jungle of life like a splash offgulric
acid flung in a woman's face.

There was no clock in the den, and of coursénad

left our watches at home. We got a little inngatt

We couldn't remember whether Feccles had or had
not told us how long he was likely to be. Tirech

the room was stifling. The lowest vagabondblaples
crowded the place. Some were jabbering likesape
some singing drunkenly to themselves; some slessly
caressing; some sunk in bestial stupor.

Among the last was a burly brute who somehow
fascinated our attention.

We thought ourselves quite safe in speakingjisim
and for all I know we were talking at the tdpoar



voices. Lou maintained that this particular nas
English himself.

He was apparently asleep; but presently belif
his head from the table, stretched his greasaand
called for a drink, in Italian.

He drained his glass at a gulp, and then came
suddenly over to our table and addressed us in
English.

We could tell at once from his accent thatrttan
had originally been more or less of a gentlenban
his face and his tone told their own story.riiest
have been going downhill for many years-reached
the bottom long ago, and found it the easikstepto
live.

He was aggressively friendly in a brutal waryd
warned us that our disguises might be a saafrce
danger; any one could see through them, and the
fact of our having adopted them might arouge th
quick suspicion of the Neapolitan mind.

He called for drinks, and toasted King and @ou
with a sort of surly pride in his origin. Hemanded
me of Kipling's broken-down Englishman.

" Don't you be afraid," he said to Lou. " I mio
let you come to any harm. A little peach lilauy?
No blooming feir! "

| resented the remark with almost insane sitgn
To hell with the fellow!

He noticed it at once, and leered with a tderi
chuckle.

" All right, mister," he said. " No offence am,"
and he threw an arm round Lou's neck, and raade
movement to kiss her.

| was on my feet in a second, and swung mhtrig
to his jaw. It knocked him off the bench, amdl&y
flat.

In a moment the uproar began. All my old figgt
instincts flashed to the surface. | realisexantly
that we were in for the very row that Fecclad h
so wisely warned us to avoid.



The whole crowd-men and women-were on their
feet. They were rushing at us like stampedaigje

| whipped out my revolver. The wave surged back
as a breaker does when it hits a rock.

"Guard my back!" I cried to Lou.

She hardly needed telling. The spirit of thuet
Englishwoman in a crisis was aflame in her.

Fixing the crowd with my eyes and my barret, w
edged our way to the door. One man took u@ssgl
to throw; but the Padrone had slipped out from
behind the bar, and knocked his arm down.

The glass smashed to the floor. The attaakson
degenerated into a volley of oaths and shridkes.
found ourselves in the fresh air-and also emalms
of half a dozen police who had run up from bextlls
of the street.

Two of them strode into the wine-shop. Theoapr
ceased as if by magic.

And then we found that we were under arres. W
were being questioned in voluble, excited dtali
Neither Lou nor | understood a word that wad &a
uUs.

The sergeant came out of the dive. He seemed a
intelligent man. He understood at once thatwsee
English.

"Inglese ? " he asked. " Inglese ? " anddifidy
echoed " Inglese, Signore Inglese," as if tedtled
the whole matter.

English people on the Continent have an itinghat
the mere fact of their nationality permits thendo
anything soever. And there is a great dealutht
in this, after all, because the inhabitantEwfope
have a settled conviction that we are all hagasl
lunatics. So we are allowed to act in all softevays
which they would not tolerate for a momentiy a
supposedly rational person.

In the present instance, | have little dotlat.tif
we had been dressed as ourselves, we shoutd hav
been politely conducted to our hotel or pub iah



automobile, without any more fuss, perhaps) théew
perfunctory questions intended to impress érgeant's
men with his importance.

But as it was, he shook his head doubtfully.

" Arme vietate," he said solemnly, pointinghe
revolvers which were still in our hands.

| tried to explain the affair in broken ItaliaLou
did what was really a much more sensible tiing
taking the affair as a stupendous joke, andgyoif
into shrieks of hysterical laughter.

But as for me, my blood was up. | wasn't gdimg

stand any nonsense from these damned Italians.
Despite the Roman blood that is legitimately th
supreme pride of our oldest families, we alwsysmehow
instinctively think of the Italian as a nigger.

We don't call them " dagos " and " wops, trees do
in the United States, with the invariable egitbf
"dirty " ; but we have the same feeling.

| began to take the high hand with the sergean
and that, of course, was quite sufficient tm tilne
balance against us.

We found ourselves pinioned. He said in a very
short tone that we should have to go to the B@sario.

I had two conflicting impulses. One to shdu t
dogs down and get away ; the other to wisle, dik
lost child, that Feccles would turn up anduggebut
of the mess.

Unfortunately for either, | had been very dapa
disarmed, and there was no sign of Feccles.

We were marched to the police station andwhrimto
separate rooms.

| cannot hope to depict the boiling rage wikept
me awake all night. | resented ill-temperetily t
attempts of the other men to be sympathetlank
they recognised instinctively that | had gdbitrouble
through no fault of my own, and were anxioushow
kindness in their own rough way to the stranger

The worst of the whole business was that treel/



searched us and removed our stand-by, the dear
little gold-topped bottle ! | might have got sgjf
into a mood to laugh the whole thing off, ad ba
often happened before ; and | realised foffitse
time the dreadful sinking of heart that conresf
privation.

It was only a hint of the horror so far. | hertbugh
of the stuff in me to carry me through for & Biut,
even as things were, it was bad enough.

| had a feeling of utter helplessness. | began
repent having repulsed the advances of myello
prisoners. | approached them and explained that
was a " Signor Inglese " with " molto danaroahd if
any one could oblige me with a sniff of cocaia® |
explained by gesture, | should be practicatbteful.

| was understood immediately. They laughed
sympathetically with perfect comprehensionhaf t
case. But as it happened, nobody had managed to
smuggle anything in. There was nothing forut b

to wait for the morning. | lay down on a benahd
found myself the prey of increasingly acutéatron.

The hours passed like the procession of Baequo
heirs before the eyes of Macbeth ; and a Vioicee
kept saying, " Macbeth hath murdered sleep,ddtc
shall sleep no more ! "

| had an appallingly disquieting sensatioheing
tracked down by some invisible foe. | was se&éh
a perfectly unreasonable irritation againstcies; as
if it were his fault, and not my own, that | sviaa this
mess.

Strangely enough, you may think, | never gave
thought to Lou. It mattered nothing to me wieeth

she were suffering or not. My own personal pblggjical
sensations occupied the whole of my mind.

| was taken before the Commissario as sodeas
arrived. They seemed to recognise that the wase
important.

Lou was already in the office. The Commissario
spoke no English, and no interpreter was imatedi
available. She looked absolutely wretched.

There had been no conveniences for toilet,iimnd



the daylight the disguise was a ridiculous esdy.

Her hair was tousled and dirty; her complexion
was sallow, mottled with touches of unwholesoptk
Her eyes were bleared and bloodshot. Dark purpl
rims were round them.

| was extremely angry with her for her unpregassing
appearance. It then occurred to me for thetfirse

that perhaps | myself was not looking like Brence

of Wales on Derby Day.

The commissary was a short, bull-necked imfdial,
evidently sprung from the ranks of the people.
possessed a correspondingly exaggerated sehse o
official importance.

He spoke almost without courtesy, and appeiared
resent our incapacity to understand his languag

As for myself, the fighting spirit had gonet @i

me completely. All | could do was to give oanmes
in the tone of voice of a schoolboy who hasbee
summoned by the head master, and to appetiddor
"Consule, Inglese."

The commissary's clerk seemed excited when he
heard who we were, and spoke to his superiarrapid
undertone. We were asked to write our names.

| thought this was getting out of it rathecedy.
| felt sure that the " Sir " would do the trj@nd the
"V-C., K.B.E." could hardly fail to impress.

I'm not a bit of a snob ; but | really wasdyfar
once to be of some sort of importance.

The clerk ran out of the room with the papés.
came back in a moment, beaming all over, afidctca
the attention of the commissary to one of tloemmg
newspapers, running his finger along the lingh
suppressed excitement.

My spirits rose. Evidently some social parggra
had identified us.

The commissary changed his manner at once. His
new tone was not exactly sympathetic and ftigriaut
| put that down to the man's plebeian origin.



He said something about " Consule," and had us
conducted to an outer room. The clerk indicaled
we were to wait there-no doubt, for the arriefal
the consul.

It was not more than half an hour; but it sedm

an eternity. Lou and | had nothing to say tohea
other. What we felt was a blind ache to getyafsam
these wretched people, to get back to the Glalig

to have a bath and a meal; and above all,9e ear
nerves with a good stiff dose of heroin andwa hearty
sniffs of cocaine.

CHAPTER X
THE BUBBLE BURSTS

We felt that our troubles were over when h tal
bronzed Englishman in flannels and a Panamateaad
into the room.

We sprang instinctively to our feet, but heko

no notice beyond looking at us out of the ¢ihis
eye, and twisting his mouth into a curiousdittom-
promise between a smile and a query.

The clerk bowed him at once into an inner room
We waited and waited. | couldn't understanallat
what they could have been talking about indHer
so long.

But at last the soldier at the door beckonethu

The vice-consul was sitting on a sofa in thekigeound.
With his head on one side, he shot a keen fijaxdce
out of his languid eyes, and bit his thumbpaiisistently,
as if in a state of extreme nervous perplexity.

| was swept by a feeling of complete humibati It
was a transitory feverish flush ; and it le# more
exhausted than ever.

The commissario swung his chair around to our
saviour, and said something which evidently myea
"Please open fire."



" I'm the vice-consul here," he said. " | ureflend
that you claim to be Sir Peter and Lady Penalndg

" That's who we are," | replied, with a pitiattempt
at jauntiness.

"You'll excuse me, I'm sure," he said, " gay
that-to the eyes of the average Italian offigiau
don't precisely look the part. Have you yousgports?"

The mere presence of an English gentlemarahad
good effect in pulling me together.

| said, with more confidence than before, that
courier had arranged to take us to see sortteeof
shows in Naples that the ordinary tourist knows
nothing about, and in order to avoid any pdssib
annoyance, he had advised us to adopt thisidisg
-and so on for the rest of the story.

The vice-consul smiled-indulgently, as | thbtg

" | admit we have some experience," he saidlglo
" of young people like yourselves getting inious
kinds of trouble. One can't expect every onlentmw
all the tricks ; and besides, if | understaodectly,
you're on your honeymoon."

| admitted the fact with a somewhat embarmsse
smile. It occurred to me that honeymoon couples
were traditionally objects of not unkindly rdile
from people in a less blessed condition.

"Quite so," replied the vice-consul. " I'm raot
married man myself ; but no doubt it is veryigiaful.
How do you like it in Norway?"

"Norway ? " | said, completely flabbergasted.

"Yes," he said. " How do you like Norway; the
climate, the lax, the people, the fiords, tleegrs ?

There was some huge mistake somewhere.
"Norway ? " | said, with a rising inflection.
| was on the brink of hysteria.

"I've never been to the place in my life. Ahid's
anything like Naples, | don'twanttogo ! "



This is a rather more serious matter than you
seem to suppose,” returned the consul, " Ifrgou
not in Norway, where are you ? "

"Why, I'm here, confound it," | retorted with
another weak flush of anger.

" Since when, may | ask ? " he replied.

Well, he rather had me there. | didn't knowho
long I'd been away from England. | couldn'tdav
told him the day or the month on a bet.

Lou helped me out.

" We left Paris three weeks ago to-morrowg sh
said positively enough, though the tone ofugece
was weak and weary, with a sub-current ofatian
and distress. | hardly recognised the rich, tares
that had flooded my heart when she chanted that
superb litany in the " Smoking Dog."

" We spent a couple of days here," she satthea
Museo-Palace Hotel. Since then, we've beenngtay
at the Caligula at Capri; and our clothes, massports,
our money, and everything are there."

| couldn't help being pleased by the way inclwvh

she rose to the crisis ; her practical goodsgher
memory of those details that are so importaiusiness,
though the male temperament regards them as a
necessary nuisance.

These are the things that one needs in atiaiffi
muddle.

"You don't know any ltalian at all ? " askée
consul.

" Only a few words," she admitted, " though, o
course, Sir Peter's knowledge of French anchLat
help him to make sense out of the newspapers."

" Well," said the consul, rising languidlyas it
happens, that's just the point at issue.”

"1 know the big words," | said. " It's therpeles
that bother one.”

" Perhaps then it will save trouble,” said toasul,



if | offer you a free translation of this pgraph in
this morning's paper.”

He reached across, took it from the commiesari
and began a fluent even phrasing.

" England is always in the van when it contes t
romance and adventure. The famous ace, Sir Pete
Pendragon, V.C., K.B.E., who recently startleddon
by his sudden marriage with the leading sodieyuty,
Miss Louise Laleham, is not spending his honaym
in any of the conventional ways, as might bgeeted
from the gentleman's bold and adventurous chera
He has taken his bride for a season's guidelesbing
on the Jostedal Brae, the largest glacier indg."

| could see that the commissario was drilhiades
in my soul with his eyes. As for myself, | watssolutely
stupefied by the pointless falsehood of theagaph.

" But, good God ! " | exclaimed. This is all
absolute tosh."

" Excuse me," said the consul, a little grimly
have not finished the paragraph. "

"1 beg your pardon, sir," | answered curtly.

" Taking advantage of these facts," he continue

to read, " and of a slight facial resemblarc8it

Peter and Lady Pendragon, two well-known irdgomal
crooks have assumed their personalities, and

are wandering around Naples and its vicinitiyeve
several tradesmen have already been victimised.

He dropped the paper, put his hands behind his
back, and stared me square in the eyes.

| could not meet his glance. The accusatios s
absurd, so horrible, so unexpected ! | felt thalt
was written on every line of my face.

| stammered out some weakly, violent objuiati
Lou kept her head better than I.

" But please, this is absurd," she protest&knd
for our courier. He has known Sir Peter sineevias
a boy at school. The whole thing is shamefdl an
abominable. | don't see why such things amnet."

The consul seemed in doubt as to what to éo. H



played with his watch-chain nervously.

| had sunk into a chair-I noticed they hadn't
offered us chairs when we came in-and the whole
scene vanished from my mind. | was aware dfingt
but a passionate craving for drugs. | wanteanth
physically as | had never wanted anything inliiey
before. | wanted them mentally, too. They, drel
only, would clear my mind of its confusion, asttbw
me a way out of this rotten mess. | wanted them
most of all morally. | lacked the spirit to sthup
under this sudden burst of drum fire.

But Lou stuck to it gamely. She was on hertlaet
though | could see that she was almost fairftiog
the stress of the various circumstances.

" Send for our courier, Hector Laroche," shsisted.
The consul shrugged his shoulders. " But where
ishe?"

" Why," she said, " he must be looking foralls
over the town. 'When he got to the Fauno Ebbrio
and found we weren't there, and heard what had
happened, he must have been very anxious akdut

"In fact, | don't see why he isn't here noggid
the consul. " He must have known that you were
arrested."

" Perhaps something's happened to him," stgges
Lou. " But that would really be too curiousa@rxidence.”

" Well, these things do happen,” admitteddbesul.
He seemed somehow more at his ease with inér, a
better disposed, than when he was talking toHee
magnetic beauty and her evident aristocracydcou
not help but have their effect.

| found myself admiring her immensely, in quat
new way. It had never occurred to me that siudc
rise to a situation with such superb aplomb.

" Won't you sit down ? " said the consulMi Bure
you must be very tired,"

He put a chair for her, and went back to best ®n
the sofa.

" It's a little awkward, you see," he went bih.



don't, as a matter of fact, believe all | reathe
papers. And there are several very curioustpoin
about the situation which you don't seem toysegself.
And | don't mind admitting that your failure to

see them makes a very favourable impression."

He paused and bit his lip, and pulled at leiskn

" It's very difficult," he continued at lastThe

facts of the case, on the surface, are undigniay.
You are found in disguise in one of the wotatps in
Naples, and you have actually arms in your band
which is strengst verboten, as they say in Gegm
On the other hand, you give an account of yaitirs
which makes you out to be such utter foolgpif will
forgive the frankness of the expression, thepéeaks
volumes for your innocence, and there's no tlabbut
your being British-" he smiled amiably, " anthink

I must do what | can for you. Excuse me whilalk
to my friend here."

Lou turned on me with a triumphant smile; one
of her old proud smiles, except that it wasmg,uso
to speak, out of the heart of unspeakable agony

Meanwhile, the commissario was gesticulating a
shouting at the consul, who replied with equalbility
but an apparently unsurmountable languor.

Then the conversation stopped suddenly shb#.
two men rose to their feet.

" I've arranged it with my friend here on thessis

of his experience of the bold, bad, Britishristu
You will come with me to the consulate under th
protection of two of his men," he smiled saticadly,
" for fear you should get into any further tioker You
can have your things back except the guns, wduie
forbidden."

How little he knew what a surge of joy wentoiingh
us at that last remark !

" 1 will send one of my clerks with you to Ggphe
said, " and you will get your passports and ayoand
whatever you need, and come back to me atamde
put the position on a more regular footing."

We got our things from the sergeant, and made
excuses for a momentary disappearance.



By George, how we did want it !

Five minutes later we were almost ourselvesmag
We saw the whole thing as an enormous lark, and
communicated our high spirits to our companion.
He attributed them, no doubt, to our prospetts
getting out of the scrape.

Lou rattled on all the way about life in Lomgo
and | told the story-bar the snow part-of dopement.
He thawed out completely. Our confidence hagsared him.

We shook hands amid all-round genial laughter
when we left under the guidance of a very bessHike
Italian, who spoke English well.

We caught the boat to Capri with plenty ofeito
spare, and regaled the consul's clerk witeatis of
amusing anecdotes. He was very pleased tebtetr
on such a friendly footing.

We went up to the Piazza in the Funicular with
almost the sensation of soaring. It had begeva
of a mess; but five minutes more would se¢ @na
end. And, despite my exaltation, | registered a
vow that | would never do anything so foolish
again.

Of course, it was evident what had happened to
Feccles. He had somehow failed to learn ofaotest,
and was waiting at the hotel with impatientiabx
for our return.

At the same time, it was rather ridiculoushat
costume in broad daylight to have to ask thégpo
for one's key.

| could not at all understand his look of geeu
surprise. That wasn't simply a question oftest

| felt it in my bones. And there was the mamage
bowing and scraping like a monkey. He seemed to
have lost his self-possession. The torreniivords
of welcome ran over a very rough bed.

| couldn't really grasp what he was sayingafor
moment, brut there was no mistaking the impbrt
his final phrase.

" I'm so delighted that you've changed younani



Sir Peter, but | felt sure you could never lhedeave
Capri so soon. Our beautiful Capri ! "

What the deuce was the fellow talking about?
Change my mind ? What | wanted to do was tmgba
my clothes !

The consul's clerk made a few rapid explanatio
in Italian, and it almost hit me in the eyeatatch the
manager's face as he lifted his eyes and saxwih
obvious detectives in the doorway.

"1 don't understand," he said with suddenetyx
"I don't understand this at all," and he bubktieund
to his desk.

"Where's our courier ? " called out Lou.'s for
him to explain everything."

The manager became violently solemn.
" Your Ladyship is undoubtedly right," he beo&ut.

But the conventional words did not concealftod
that his mental attitude was that of a man Wwae
suddenly fallen through a trap-door into aareiull
of something spiky.

" There's some mistake here," he went ont" Le
me see. "

He called to the girl at the desk in Itali&te
fished about in a drawer and produced a tetegra

He handed it over to me. It was addressed to
Laroche.

" Urgent bisnes oblige live for Roma nightyPa
bill packup join me Museo Palace Hotel Napl&nme
to cach miday train. Pendragon.”

The words were mostly mis-spelt; but the megni
was clear enough. Some one must be playingaipal
joke. Probably that paragraph in the paper peats

of the same idea. So | supposed Laroche wiein
hotel in Naples wondering why we didn't turn up

" But where's our luggage ? " cried Lou.
"Why," said the manager, " your Ladyship'sroer
paid the bill as usual. The servants helpedtbim



pack your luggage, and he just managed to ¢h&ch
morning boat.”

" But what time was this ? " cried Lou, andrsted
the telegram closely.

It must have been received within a few misute
of our leaving the hotel.

The girl handed over another telegram adddesse
to the manager.

" Sir Petre add Lady Pendragom espress theetse
at having so leve so sudenl and mill alwayshae
warmest remebrances of the hapy times theyahad
the Caligula and hop so riture at the earpestsibile
opportunity. Courier till attend to businesaikst"

It suddenly dawned on my mind that there was o
scrap of fact imbedded in this fantastic faorabhe
courier had attended to business details witbficiency
worthy of the best traditions of the profession

The thing seemed to sink into Lou's mind kke
person seeing his way through a chess probtem.
face was absolutely white with cold and concet
rage.

" He must have watched us in Paris," she said.

If He must have known that we had spent theeyion
we were going to put into his swindle, and magédis
mind that his best course was to get the j@nehnd
the rest of the cash.

She sat down suddenly, collapsed; and begaryto
It developed into violent hysterics, which beeaso
alarming that the manager sent for the nea@gor.

A knot of servants and one or two guests had
gathered in the atrium of the hotel. The owtsid
porter had become the man of the moment.

" If Why, certainly,” he announced triumphariti
broken English. If Mr. Laroche, he went off¢flmorning
on the seven o'clock boat. | tink you nevecleat

him."

The events of the last few hours had got nvendo
to my second wind, so to speak. | turned tocthresul's
clerk ; and | spoke. But my voice seemed to€om



not so much from me as from the animal insige m
the original Pendragon, if you know what | mean
the creature with blind instincts and an autiietna
apparatus of thought.

"You see how it is," | heard myself sayingnd'
passports, no cash, no clothes-nothing ! "

| was speaking of myself in the third persbine
whole process of human life and action hadstdp
automatically as far as the hotel was concerikd
knot of babbling gossipers, was like a swarm of
mosquitoes.

The consul's clerk had taken in the situatiearly
enough ; but | could see that the detectivesbdeome
highly suspicious. They were itching to armas on
the spot.

The clerk argued with them garrulously for an
interminable time. The manager seemed the most
uncomfortable man in Capri. He protested djent
to heaven-there being nobody on earth to ligien
him.

The situation was set going again by the reapmce
of Lou on the arm of a chambermaid, followed oy
doctor, who wore the air of a man who has anoee
met the King of Terrors in open combat, anddkeal
the stuffing out of him.

Lou was exceedingly shaky, paling and flustigg
turns. | hated her. It was she who had gotnte i
all this mess.

" Well," said the clerk, " we must simply gadk

to the consulate and explain what has happened.
Don't be distressed, Lady Pendragon,” he 8dilere
can be no doubt at all that this man will begi# in

a very few hours, and you'll have all your gsn
back."

Of course | had sense enough to know thaitdrétd
believe a word of what he was saying. The pimve
" Set a thief to catch a thief," doesn't agplytaly.

If a thief were worth stealing, that would bether
story.

There was no boat back to Naples that nigherd
was nothing to do but to wait till the mornifithe



manager was extremely sympathetic. He got meso
clothes, if not exactly what we were accustoroed

at least better than the horrible things weeweearing.
He ordered a special dinner with lots of chagmea
and served it in the best suite but one irthese.

His instinctive Italian tact told him not taifpus
in the rooms we had had before.

He looked in from time to time with a cheergrad

to see how we were, and to assure us thatraglbig
arrangements had been made to catch Mr. Laroche
Feccles.

We managed to get pretty drunk in the coufse o
the evening; but there was no exhilaration. The
shock had been too great, the disillusion tsgussting.
Above all, there was the complete absence att wh
had, after all, been the mainspring of ourdivaur
love for each other.

That was gone, as if it had been packed in our
luggage. The only approach to sympathetic comamu
between us was when Lou, practical to the lasyght
out our pitifully small supply of heroin andazone.

" That's all we've got,” she whispered in asigu
of soul, " till God knows when."

We were frightfully afraid, into the bargaof,its

being taken from us. We were gnawed by fiercaety
as to the issue of our affair with the polidée were
even doubtful whether the consul wouldn't tagainst
us and scout our story as a string of obvialsehoods.

The morning was chill. We were shaking with th
reaction. Our sleep had been heavy, yet brakeoh,
haunted by abominable dreams.

We could not even stay on deck. It was tod,col
and the sea was choppy. We went down in thencab
and shivered, and were sea-sick.

When we reached the consulate we were physical
wrecks. One bit of luck, however, was waitiog @is.
Our luggage had been found in a hotel at Storen
Everything saleable had, of course, been rethbye
the ingenious Mr. Feccles, including our supgfly
dope.



But at least we had our passports, and sootleed
to wear ; and the finding of the luggage ielitsof
course, confirmed our story.

The consul was extremely kind, and returnettt wi

us himself to the commissario, who dismissedarsally
enough, obviously confirmed in his convictibw it

all English people were mad, and that we itigalar
ought to travel, if travel we must, in a bassie.

It took three days to telegraph money fromI&nd.
It was utterly humiliating to walk about Napl&¥e
felt that we were being pointed at as the cawlief
in a very low-class type of film.

We borrowed enough money to get on with, and,
of course, we had only one use for it. We slage
our room in a little hotel unfrequented by Esig)
and crawled out by night to try to buy drugs.

That in itself is a sordid epic of adventunel a
misadventure. The lowest class of so-calledgwas
our constant companion. Weary in spirit, wegded
ourselves from one dirty doubtful street totheo ;
held long whispered conferences with the scgeen
type of humanity, and as often as not boughbua
harmless powders at an exorbitant price, aadah
the risk of blackmail and other things possiblyrse.

But the need of the stuff drove us relentlessl.
We ultimately found an honest dealer, and ganall
supply of the genuine stuff. But even then wan'd
seem to pick up. Even large doses did hardigemo
than restore us to our normal, by which | meam,
pre-drug selves. We were like Europe aftemtbe

The worst and the best we could do was torneco
utterly disgusted with ourselves, each othampliis,
and life in general.

The spirit of adventure was dead-as deadeas th
spirit of love. We had just enough moral coerag
after a very good lunch at Gambrinus, to mgkewr
minds to get out of the entire beastly atmosphe

Our love had become a mutual clinging, likat tbf
two drowning people. We shook hands on thendefi
oath to get back to England, and get back akqu
as we could.



| believe | might have fallen down even onttha
But once again Lou pulled me through. We gt in
a veittura and took our tickets then and there.

We were going back to London with our tail$wmeen
our legs, but we were going back to London !

BOOK I

INFERNO

CHAPTER |
SHORT COMMONS

August 17.
We are at the Savoy. Cockie has gone to see hi
lawyer. He is looking awfully bad, poor boy. Fels
the disgrace of having been taken in by thatles.
But how was he to know ?

It was all really my fault. | ought to havedhan
instinct about it.

| feel rotten myself. London is frightfully ho
much hotter than it was in Italy. | want to gad
live at Barley Grange. No, | don't ; what | wan
to get back to where we were. There's frightful
little H. left. There's plenty of C. ; only omeants
SO much.

| wonder if this is the right stuff. The eftasn't
what it used to be. At first everything wentfast.
It doesn't any more.

It makes one's mind very full; drags out te¢ads;
but it doesn't make one think and talk andnattt
that glorious sense of speed. | think the trsitthat
we've got tired out.

Suppose | suggest to Cockie that we knockoofa
week and get our physical strength back antl sta



fresh.

I may as well telephone Gretel and arrangeafor
really big supply. If we're going to live at By
Grange, we'll have to be cocaine hogs andnayhig
stock. There wouldn't be any chance of geitiigwn
there ; and besides one must take precautions.

Bother August ! Of course Gretel's out of temn
Switzerland, the butler said. They don't knolew
she'll be back. | wonder when Parliament meets.

Cockie came back for lunch with a very longefa
Mr. Wolfe gave him a good talking-to about mpne
Well, that's perfectly right. We had been gading
pace.

Cockie wanted to take me out and buy me some
jewellery to replace what was stolen; but | \dott
let him, except a new watch and a wedding ring.

I've got a horrid feeling about that. It'gyfrfully
unlucky to lose your wedding ring. | feel ashié new
one didn't belong to me at all.

We had a long talk about Gretel being away. We
tried one or two places, but they wouldn't girgeany.
| wish Cockie had taken out his diploma.

The papers are disgusting. It's the silly seas
right enough. Every time one picks one up,diser
something about cocaine. That old fool Platinis
the war-path. He wants to " arouse public apini
to a sense of the appalling danger which tereathe
manhood and womanhood of England."

One paper had a long speech of his reportédlin
He says it's the plot of the Germans to geh evi¢h
us.

Of course, I'm only a woman and all that ; ibut
sounds to me rather funny.

We went to tea with Mabel Black. Every one was
talking about drugs. Every one seemed to waerht
yet Lord Landsend had just come back from Gagma
and he said you could buy it quite easily thbr
nobody seemed to want to.

Then is the whole German people in a silenspoacy



to destroy us ? | never took much stock in
all those stories about the infernal cunninghef
Hun.

We heard a lot about the underground traffic,
though, and | think we ought to be able toigptetty
easily. . ..

| don't know what's the matter with us both. |
made us a bit better to meet the old crowd,vemd
thought we'd celebrate.

It didn't come off.

We had a wonderful dinner ; and then a haeribl
thing happened, the most horrible thing in ifey |
Cockie wanted to go to a show! You might haie h
me on the head with a poker. | don't attragt any
more; and | love him so much'!

He went to the box office to see about tickatsl
while he was gone-this was the really horrthiag-
| found | was simply telling myself " | loverhiso
much."

Love is dead. And yet that's not true. | deelo
him with all my heart and soul; and yet, sonvehlo
can't. | want to be able to love until | getkaOh,
what's the good of talking about it !

I know I love him, and yet | know | can't loaay
one.

| took a whole lot of cocaine. It dulled whdglt.
| was able to fancy | loved him.

We went to the show. It was awfully stupiavds
thinking all the time how | wanted to love, amolw

| wanted dope, and how | wanted to stop dopha
the dope might do me some good.

| couldn't really feel. It was a dull, blindrsse of
discomfort. | was awfully nervous, too. | fak if

| were somehow caught in atrap ; asif | hatl g
into the wrong house by mistake and couldrt'ogée
again. | didn't know what might be behind hthge
doors ; and | was quite alone. Cockie was tHare
he couldn't do a thing to help me. | couldalt to
him. The link between us was broken.



And yet apart from all the fear | had for myse
there was an even deeper fear on his accobateT
is something in me that loves him, somethingpee
than life ; but it won't talk to me.

| sat through the show like being in a nightea

| was clinging desperately to him; and he didn’
seem to understand me and my need. We were
strangers.

| think he was feeling rather good. He talked
charming, light, familiar way; but every smilas
an insult, every caress was a stab.

We got back to the Savoy, utterly worn out and
wretched. We kept on taking H. and C. all night
we couldn't sleep, we talked about the drugsak
just a long argument about how to take them. We
felt we were somehow doing it wrong.

| had been so proud of his medical knowledge,
yet it didn't seem to throw any light.

It seems that in the medical books, they sppéak
what they call " Drug virginity." The thing was
get it back ; and according to the books tHg on
way to do it is to take nothing for a long time

He said it was really just the same as angroth
appetite. If you have a big lunch you can'testp
to be hungry at tea-time.

But then, what is one to do in the meanwhile ?

August 18
We lay in bed very late. | didn't seem to nmigs
sleep ; but | was too weak to get out of bed.

We had to buck ourselves up in the usual \aag,
manage to get downstairs for lunch.

London is quite empty and terribly dull. Wetme
Mabel Black by accident walking in Bond Street.
She is looking frightfully ill. | can see shepks too
hard. Of course, the trouble with her is shenha
got a man. She has a lot of men round her. She
could marry any day she liked.

We talked about it a bit. She hasn't got thergy,
she said, and the idea of men disgusts her.



She wears the most wonderful boots. She In&sva
pair almost every day, and hardly ever putsstrae
pair on twice. | think she's a little bit crazy *

London seems different somehow. | used to be
interested in every funny little detail. | waotget
back to myself. Drugs help me to get almostehe
but there is always one little corner to tunad éhey
never take one round. . . .

August 19
We got back from Bond Street bored and stepefi
We went off unexpectedly to sleep; and whemnwwke
it was this morning. | can't understand whgrgl
sleep like that doesn't refresh one. We're both
absolutely fagged.

Cockie said a meal would put us right, andames
down for breakfast in bed. But when it came, we
couldn't either of us eat it.

| remember what Haide' said about the spiritua

life. We were being prepared to take our plages

the new order of Humanity. It's perfectly righat

one should have to undergo a certain amoudiscbmfort.
You couldn't expect anything else. It's natuveay. . . .

We picked ourselves up with five or six goés o
heroin. It's no use taking cocaine unless gdieeling
pretty good already. . . .

The supply is really awfully small. Confouridst
silly holiday habit. It really isn't fair of @tel to
let us down like this.

We went to the cafe’ Wisteria. Somebody iniczal
us to somebody that said he could get all heteca

But now there was a new nuisance. The police
find it troublesome and dangerous to attenth¢o
crime wave. Besides they're too busy enforcing
regulations. England'’s altogether differentsithe
war. You never know where you are. Nobody takes
any interest in politics in the way they usedand
nobody bothers any more about the big ideas.

| was taught about Magna Charta and the bert
of the individual, and freedom slowly broadendown



from precedent to precedent, and so on andrfo. f

All sorts of stupid interference with the riglof the
citizen gets passed under our noses withoukmmonving
what it is. For all I know, it may be a crinewear

a green hat with a pink dress.

Well, it would be a crime ; but | don't thirtls
the business of the police.

| read in a paper the other day that a conemibff
people in Philadelphia had decided that a shkirst
be not less than seven and a half inches fnem t
ground-or not more. | don't know which and |
don't know why. Anyhow, the net result is ttiee
price of cocaine has gone up from a pound axc®to
anything you like to pay. So of course everybod
wants it whether they want it or not, and ardgpbut
a member of parliament would know that if ydfeo
a man twenty or thirty times what a thing isrthio

in itself, he'll go to a lot of trouble to maieu want
to buyit. ...

Well, we found this man was a fraud. He tiied
sell us packets of snow in the dark. He treegrevent
Cockie examining the stuff by pretending tcalfraid
of the police.

But as it happened, Cockie's long suit wasrosizy.
He was the wrong man to try to sell powderecko
to at a guinea a sniff. He told the man hetdeia
have Beecham's Pills.

What | love about Cockie is the witty way laéks.
But somehow or other, the flashes don't cokee li
they did-not so often, | mean. Besides whi&h, h
seems to be making his jokes to himself.

Most of the time, | don't get what he means. H
talks to himself a great deal, for anotherghinget
a feeling of absolute repulsion.

| don't know why it is. The least thing irtiés me
absurdly. | think it's because every incidengn

the things that are pleasant, distracts my rfriowh
the one thing that matters-how to get a supply

go down to Kent and lay off for a bit and havesally
good time like we used to last month. | am dove
would come back if we did, and love's the ahing
that counts in this world or the next.



| feel that it's only round the comer; but &s3ris
as good as a mile. It makes it somehow worgeto
so near and yet so far. . . .

A very funny thing has just struck me. There's
something in one's mind that prevents one filanking
of the thing one wants to.

It was perfectly silly of us to be hunting ral
London for dope and getting mixed up with dewot
crowd like we did in Naples. It never strucktilis
to-night that all we had to do was to go rotm&ing
Lamus. He would give us all we needed at tlopgr
price.

Funny, too, it was Cockie that thought of that
know he hates the man, though he never said so
except in an outburst which | knew didn't mean
anything. . . .

We went to the studio in a taxi. Curse théJuc
he was out ! There was a girl there, a taih toman
with a white face like a wedge. We gave seveirak;
but she didn't rise, and wretched as we weeedidn't
want to spoil the market by telling her outtigh

Lamus would be there in the morning, she said.
We said we'd be there at eleven o'clock.

We drove back. We had a rotten night econamisi
We didn't dare tell each other what we readlyréd:
that somehow he might let us down. . . .

| can't sleep. Cockie is lying awake with éyes
wide open, staring at the ceiling. He doedir'es
muscle. It maddens me that he takes no interest
me. But after all, | take no interest in hinanh

as restless as the wandering Jew. At the siamee t
| can't settle down to anything. | keep onldaling
this stuff in my diary. It relieves me somehtmw
write what | feel.

What is so utterly damnable is that | undemdta
what | am doing. This complaining rambling
rubbish is the substitute which has taken thegoof
love.

What have | done to forfeit love ? | feel fishad



died and got forgotten in some beastly placereh
there was nothing but hunger and thirst. Nagthin
means anything any more except dope, and dope
itself doesn't really mean anything vital.

August 20
| am so tired, so tired, so tired | . ..

My premonition was right about Lamus. There
was a very unpleasant scene. We were bothtfinigh
wretched when we got there. (I can't get mydsan
and feet warm, and there's something wrong migh
writing).

Peter Pan thought it best to remind him iocular
way about his remark that we were to come when
needed him, and then introduced the subjeataft
we needed.

But he took the words brutally out of our
mouths.

" You needn't tell me what you need," he said.
" The lack is only too obvious."

He said it in a non-conunittal way so that we
couldn't take offence; but we knew instinctvhe
meant brains.

However, Peter stuck to his guns, like the gam
little devil he is. That's why | love him.

" Oh, yes, heroin," said Lamus; " cocaine. We
regret exceedingly to be out of it for the motie

The brute seemed unconscious of our distkéss.
gave an imitation of an apologetic shop-walker.

"But let me show you our latest lines on
morphine.”

Cockie and | looked at each other wanly. Mamph
would no doubt be better than nothing. And thien
you please, the beast pulled a review withua lbbver
out of a revolving bookcase and read alouchg lo
poem. His intonation was so dramatic, he gave s
vivid a picture that we sat spell-bound. Itreed as

if he had long pincers twisted in our entragisd were
wrenching at them. He gave me the verses when
he had finished.



"You ought to paste these," he said, "in your
Magical Diary."

So I have. | hardly know why. There's a sért o
pleasure in torturing oneself. Is that it ?

Thirst !

Not the thirst of the throat

Though that be the wildest and worst
Of physical pangs-that smote

Alone to the heart of Christ,

Wringing the one wild cry

"I thirst I " from His agony,

While the soldiers drank and diced:
Not the thirst benign

That calls the worker to wine;

Not the bodily thirst

(Though that be frenzy accurst)
When the mouth is full of sand,

And the eyes are gummed up, and the ears
Trick the soul till it hears

Water, water at hand,

When a man will dig his nails

In his breast, and drink the blood
Already that clots and stales

Ere his tongue can tip its flood,

When the sun is a living devil
Vomiting vats of euvil,

And the moon and the night but mock
The wretch on his barren rock,

And the dome of heaven high-arched
Like his mouth is and and parched,
And the caves of his heart high-spanned
Are choked with alkali sand !

Not this ! but a thirst uncharted
Body and soul alike

Traitors turned black-hearted,
Seeking a space to strike

In a victim already attuned

To one vast chord of wound
Every separate bone

Cold, an incarnate groan
Distilled from the icy sperm

Of Hell's implacable worm;

Every drop of the river
Of blood aflame and a-quiver



With poison secret and sour-
With a sudden twitch at the last
Like certain jagged daggers.
(With bloodshot eyes dull-glassed
The screaming Malay staggers
Through his village aghast).

So blood wrenches its pain
Sardonic through heart and brain.
Every separate nerve

Awake and alert, on a curve
Whose asymptote's name is never
In a hyperbolic " for ever ! "

A bitten and burning snake
Striking its venom within it,

As if it might serve to slake

The pain for the tithe of a minute.

Awake, for ever awake !

Awake as one never is

While sleep is a possible end,
Awake in the void, the abyss

Whose thirst is an echo of this

That martyrs, world without end,
(World without end, Amen!)

The man that falters and yields

For the proverb's month and an hour
To the lure of the snow-starred fields
Where the opium poppy's aflower.

Only the prick of a needle
Charged from a wizard well !

Is this sufficient to wheedle

A soul from heaven to hell ?
Was man's spirit weaned

From fear of its ghosts and gods
To fawn at the feet of a fiend ?
Is it such terrible odds,--

The heir of ages of wonder,
The crown of earth for an hour,
The master of tide and thunder
Against the juice of a flower ?
Ay | in the roar and the rattle
Of all the armies of sin,

This is the only battle

He never was known to win.

Slave to the thirst-not thirst
As here it is weakly written,
Not thirst in the brain black-bitten,



In the soul more sorely smitten !
One dare not think of the worst !
Beyond the raging and raving

Hell of the physical craving

Lies, in the brain benumbed,

At the end of time and space,

An abyss, unmeasured, unplumbed-
The haunt of a face !

She it is, she, that found me

In the morphia honeymoon;

With silk and steel she bound me,
In her poisonous milk she drowned me,
Even now her arms surround me,
Stifling me into the swoon

That still-but oh, how rarely !-
Comes at the thrust of the needle,
Steadily stares and squarely,

Nor needs to fondle and wheedle
Her slave agasp for a kiss,

Hers whose horror is his

That knows that viper womb,
Speckled and barred with black
On its rusty amber scales,

Is his tomb-

The straining, groaning, rack

On which he wails-he wails !

Her cranial dome is vaulted,

Her mad Mongolian eyes

Aslant with the ecstasies

Of things immune, exalted

Far beyond stars and skies,

Slits of amber and jet-

Her snout for the quarry set
Fleshy and heavy and gross,
Bestial, broken across,

And below it her mouth that drips
Blood from the lips

That hide the fangs of a snake,
Drips on venomous udders
Mountainous flanks that fret,

And the spirit sickens and shudders
At the hint of a worse thing yet.

Olya ! the golden bait

Barbed with infinite pain,

Fatal, fanatical mate

Of a poisoned body and brain !
Olya, the name that leers

Its lecherous longing and knavery,



Whispers in crazing ears
The secret spell of her slavery.

Horror indeed intense,

Seduction ever intenser,

Swinging the smoke of sense
From the bowl of a smouldering censer!
Behind me, behind and above,
She stands, that mirror of love.
Her fingers are supple-jointed ;
Her nails are polished and pointed,
And tipped with spurs of gold:

With them she rowels the brain.
Her lust is critical, cold ;

And her Chinese cheeks are pale,
As she daintily picks, profane

With her octopus lips, and the teeth
jagged and black beneath,
Pulp and blood from a nail.

One swift prick was enough

In days gone by to invoke her

She was incarnate love

In the hours when | first awoke her.
Little by little | found

The truth of her, stripped of clothing,
Bitter beyond all bound,

Leprous beyond all loathing.

Black, the plague of the pit,

Her pustules visibly fester,
Cancerous kisses that bit

As the asp caressed her.

Dragon of lure and dread,
Tiger of fury and lust,

The quick in chains to the dead,
The slime alive in the dust,
Brazen shame like a flame,

An orgy of pregnant pollution
With hate beyond aim or name-
Orgasm, death, dissolution !
Know you now why her eyes
So fearfully glaze, beholding
Terrors and infamies

Like filthy flowers unfolding ?
Laughter widowed of ease,
Agony barred from sadness,
Death defeated of peace,

Is she not madness ?



She waits for me, lazily leering,

As moon goes murdering moon;
The moon of her triumph is nearing;
She will have me wholly soon.

Who have missed the morphia craving,
Cry scorn if | call you brothers,

Curl lip at my maniac raving,

Fools, seven times beguiled,

You have not known her ? Well !
There was never a need she smiled
To harry you into hell

Morphia is but one

Spark of its secular fire.

She is the single sun-

Type of all desire !

All that you would, you are-

And that is the crown of a craving.
You are slaves of the wormwood star.
Analysed, reason is raving.

Feeling, examined, is Pain.

What heaven were to hope for a doubt bf it
Life is anguish, insane;

And death is-not a way out of it

" Olya," too, reminds me of myself. | have arbid
wish to be an impossible monster of cruelty and
wickedness.

Lamus had told me that long ago, He said & wa
the phantasm which summed up my longing toevert
to type." La mostalgie de la boue.

Cockie lost all his dignity. He pleaded fostjwne
sniff. We weren't really very bad, but the dgdon
of the thirst in that horrible poem had maddéaed
thirsty.

" My dear man," said Lamus very brutally.mI'
not a dope peddler. You've come to the wrormgpsh

Cockie's head was drooping, and his eyes glassy.
But the need of dope drove him desperatelgyto t
every dodge.

"Hang it all,” he said with a little flash spirit.
You encouraged us to go on,"



" Certainly," admitted Lamus, " and now, I'm
encouraging you to stop.”

" | thought you believed in do what you likeu're
always saying it."

"1 beg your pardon,” came the sharp retdr. -
never said anything of the kind. | said, 'Doaivthou
wilt,' and | say it again. But that's a horéeuite

a different colour.”

" But we need the stuff," pleaded Peter. "we'
got to have it. Why did you induce us to take"i

"Why," he laughed subtly, "it's my will to wian
you to do your will."

"Yes, and | want the stuff.”

" Acute psychologist as you are, Sir Peteu, yave
failed to grasp my meaning. | fear | expresseatfy
badly. "

Cockie was boiling inwardly, yet he was so kvead
faint that he was like a lamb. | myself woukivk
killed Lamus if | had had the means. | feltttha
was deliberately torturing us for his own emnt.

"Oh, | see," said Cockie, " | forgot what yaere.
What's your figure ? "

The point blank insult did not even make himils.
He turned to the tall girl who was at the deskrecting
proofs.

" Note the characteristic reaction," he saitiér,

as if we had been a couple of rabbits that &g w
vivisecting. " They don't understand my poiftview.
They misquote my words, after hearing them etiere
we have met. They misinterpret four words of on
syllable, 'Do what thou wilt." Finally realigjrtheir

lack of comprehension, they assume at oncd that
must be one of the filthiest scoundrels unhdrige

He turned back to Cockie with a little bow of
apology.

" Do try to get some idea of what I'm sayingg"
said very earnestly.



| was bursting with hatred, brimming with sicspn,
aghast with contempt. Yet he forced me to el
sincerity. | crushed down the realisation withous
anger.

"l encourage you to take drugs," he went on,
" exactly as | encourage you to fly. Drugsmido
be every man's master. "

'Is it such terrible odds-

The heir of ages of wonder,
The crown of earth for an hour,
The master of tide and thunder
Against the juice of a flower ?
Ay | in the roar and the rattle
Of all the armies of sin,

This is the only battle

He never was known to win.'

You children are the flower of the new genenati

You have got to fear nothing. You have gotdaquer
everything. You have got to learn to make use o

drugs as your ancestors learnt to make usghahing.

You have got to stop at the word of command, an

go on at the word of command according to cirstances."

He paused. The dire need of the drug keptrPete
alert. He followed the argument with intensevaty.

" Quite," he agreed, " and just at the momitret,
word of command is 'go on."

The face of King Lamus flowered into a smife o
intense amusement; and the girl at the deséksho
her thin body as if she were being deliciouslkled.

Intuition told me why. They had heard the angat
before.

" Very cleverly put, Sir Peter. It would loalkell
in a broad frame, very plain, of dark mahogawer
the mantelpiece, perhaps.”

For some reason or other, the conversation was
pulling us together. Though we had had no doge,
both felt very much better. Cockie fired hig bi
gun.

" It's the essence of your teaching, surely, A
Lamus, that every man should be absolute master



his own destiny."

" Well, well," admitted the Teacher with araggerated
sigh, " | expected to be beaten in argument.

| always am. But I, too, am the master of mine.

'If Power asks Why, then is Power weaknessyeas
read in the Book of the Law; and it's not mgtaey

to give you any drugs this morning."”

" But you're interfering with my Will," protesd
Cockie, almost vivaciously.

" It would take too long to explain," returned
Lamus, " why I think that remark unfair. But to
guote the Book of the Law once more, 'Enough of
Because, be he damned for a dog.' Insteanhdet
tell you a story. "

We tactfully expressed eagerness to hear it.

" The greatest mountaineer of his generatisn,
you know, was the late Oscar Eckenstein."”

He went through a rather complicated gesturteq
incomprehensible; but it vaguely suggested¢o m
some ceremonial reverence connected with death.

"1 had the great good fortune to be adoptethts
man; he taught me how to climb; in particutaow

to glissade. He made me start down the slape fr
all kinds of complicated positions ; head faisd so
on; and | had to let myself slide without atpeimg

to save myself until he gave the word, and thead
to recover myself and finish, either sittingstanding,
as he chose, to swerve or to stop ; while heieul
five. And he gave me progressively dangeroesa@ses.
Of course, this sounds all rather obvious,dsua
matter of fact, he was the only man who hadhkea
and who taught to glissade in this thorough.ivay

" The acquired power, however, stood me ity ver
good stead on many occasions. To save an hayr m
sometimes mean to save one's life, and we quultye
down dangerous slopes where (for example) dghtm
find oneself on a patch of ice when going ghlspeed
if one were not certain of being able to stopm
instant when the peril were perceived. We could
descend perhaps three thousand feet in tentesinu
where people without that training would haael h

to go down step by step on the rope, and psrfamd



themselves benighted in a hurricane in consezpiée

" But the best of it was this: | was in commani

a Himalayan expedition some years ago ; and the
coolies were afraid to traverse a snow slopiehvh
overhung a terrific cliff. | called on themwatch me,
flung myself on the snow head first, swept ddike
a sack of oats, and sprang to my feet on theedge
of the precipice. "

" There was a great gasp of awed amazemeid whi
| walked up to the men. They followed me actbes
mauvis Pas without a moment's hesitation. They
probably thought it was magic or something. No
matter what. But at least they felt sure thait

could come to no harm by following a man soiobsly
under the protection of the mountain gods."

Cockie had gone deathly white. He understoild w
absolute clarity the point of the anecdote féte

his manhood shamed that he was in the powiiof
blind black craving. He didn't really believet
Lamus was telling the truth. He thought the man
had risked his life to get those coolies acrtisseemed
impossible that a man could possess such absolu
power and confidence. In other words, he judged
King Larnus by himself. He knew himself noti®

a first-rate air-man. He had flattered himgedt he
had dared so many dangers. It cut him like gpwh
that Lamus should despise what people calhéneic
attitude ; that he looked upon taking unneagssa
risks as mere animal folly. To be ready to tedem,
yes. " | do not set my life at a pin's fee."

Larnus had no admiration for the cornered rat.
His ideal was to make himself completely masfer
every possible circumstance.

Cockie tried to say something two or threessm
but the words wouldn't come. King Lamus went to
him and took his hand.

" Drugs are the slope in front of us," he saiand
I'm wily old Eckenstein, and you're ambitiousipg
Lamus. And | say 'stop I' and when you show me
that you can stop, when you have picked yotirsel
together and are standing on the slope lauglilhg
show you how to go on.”

We knew at the back of our minds that the man



was inexorable. We hated him as the weak always
hate the strong, and we had to respect andradmi
him, detesting him all the more for the fact.

CHAPTER I
INDIAN SUMMER

We went out gritting our teeth with Mingledyea
and dejection. We walked on aimlessly in sieenc
A taxi offered itself. We climbed into it list$sly and
drove back here. We threw ourselves on our.beds
The idea of lunch was disgusting. We were teakv
and too annoyed to do anything. We could ngttr
ourselves to speak; we should have quarrdlled.
fell into a state of sleepless agony. Our \sihe
studio had burnt itself into my mind. | imagihtéhe
flesh of my soul sizzling beneath the white bi@nding
iron of Lamus's Will.

| reached out my hands for this diary. It has
relieved me to write it down in all this detail

| found myself on fire with passionate detaration

to fight H. and C. to a finish; and my handsevieed
behind my back, my feet were fettered by arclaid
ball. I wouldn't be made to stop by that be¥atd

get it despite him. We wouldn't be treated tkédren ;
we'd get as much as we wanted and we'd taitk it
the time, if it killed us.

The conflict in myself raged all the afternoon
Cockie had gone to sleep. He snored and groaned
He was like one's idea of a convict. He hasimétved
for two days. My own nails were black. | fditcky
and clammy all over. | hadn't dressed mysdiad
thrown my clothes on carelessly.

Cockie woke about dinner-time. We couldn't go
down as we were. We were suddenly stung by the
realisation that we were making durselves causps
in the hotel. We had a horrible fear of beiogrid

out. They might do something. It was all thaseo
that we didn't quite know what. And we felttspless,
almost too weak to move a finger.



Oh, couldn't we find some anywhere I . . .

My God ! what a bit of luck. What a fool | am.

There was one packet of H. in the pocket oftrayelling
dress. We crawled towards each other and slitared
After the long abstention, the effect was mitaas.

Cockie picked himself up almost fiercely. The
desperate anguish of our necessity drove hisavift
resolute action. He sent for the barber andvidiéer.
We had the maid pack our things. We paid tHe bi
and left our heavy trunks in the hotel, exglagrnthat
we had been called away suddenly on business. W
put our dressing cases into a taxi and sdiliston,
main line."

Cockie stopped the man at Cambridge Circus.
" Look here," he said in an eager whisper, "Wweat
some rooms in Soho. Some French or Italianegplac

The man was equal to the problem. He found us
a dirty dark little room on the ground floor@reek
Street. The landlady was some kind of Southrerne
with a dash of black blood. Her face told et tshe
was exactly the kind of woman we wanted.

We paid the taxi. Cockie was very restless. He
wanted to get the man to do what we wanted. He
was itching all over, but he was afraid. Wedsat/in
on the bed, and began to make plans.

August 21
| don't remember anything. | must have gorie of
suddenly to sleep as | was. Cockie is out. . .

He has been going round town all night ; tubs
and that. He got two sniffs from Mabel Bladbut
she was shy herself. He and Dick Wickham went
down to Limehouse. No luck | They nearly got
into a row with some sailors. . . .

Madame Bellini has brought breakfast. Horrible
beastly food. We must eat some ; I'm so weak. .

She came in to clear it away and do the rdom.
got her talking about her life. She has beed#rgland
nearly thirty years, | worked round to the reting
subject. She doesn't know much about it. Sim&gh
she can help. One of the women lodgers inj&tts.



asked could we pay. It's really rather comighE
thousand a year and one of the most beautifusés
near London. And here we are in this filthyénbking
asked "can we pay!" by a hag that never saw a
sovereign in her life unless she stole it freome
drunken client.

Cockie seems to have lost his sense. He fieahe
fifty-pound note in her face. It was becausevias
angry at her attitude. She rather shut up eEishe
thinks we're police spies or she's made uprtied
to rob us.

The sight of the cash knocked her out of tirlte
destroyed her sense of proportion. It put eflideas
of straight dealing out of her mind. Her manner
changed. She went off.

Pete told me to go and see the dope girl rhysel
It's the first time he ever spoke to me likatthll
sexual feeling is dead between us. We've toegork
up the old passion. It was artificial, horriplepulsive ;
a degradation and a blasphemy. Why is it ? The
snow intensified love beyond every possibilltgt

I love him more than ever. He's my boy. | thivk
must be ill. I wish | weren't so tired. I'm dobking
after him properly, and | can't think about tuiyg
except getting H. 1 don't seem to mind so much
about C. | never liked C. much. It made me glizz
and ill.

We have no amusements now. We get through the
day in a dark, dreary dream. | can't fix my chan
anything. The more | want H. the less | am able
think and act as | should to get anything élsanted.

Cockie went out slamming the door. It swungrop
again.

| couldn't go to the woman like this. I've tien
this to try to keep from crying.

But | am crying, only the tears won't come.

I'm snivelling like a woman | once saw when |
visited the hospital.

| haven't got a handkerchief.

| can't bring myself to wash in that dirty ckad



basin. We've brought no soap. The towel's doile
and torn. | must have some H. . ..

I've just been to see Lillie Fitzroy. How caen

give her money ? Her hair is gray, crudely dyed
She has wrinkles and rotten teeth. She waedn b
of course. | shook her roughly to wake hee last
every feeling for others, and people see i, iaspoils
my own game. | must pretend to have the kinsines
and gentleness which | used to have so mucithwh
used to make people think me an amiable fool.

Some one told me once that adjectives spoiha
in literature, and you can certainly cut owttone.

She's a good sort, all the same, poor flabdyhing.
She only takes M., and only gets that in sotuteady
to inject. She saw | was all in, and gave nlese in
the thigh. It doesn't touch the spot like Hit ib

stops the worst of the suffering. She neves gpgttill
tea-time. | left her a fiver. She promisedée svhat
she could do that night with the man who getfsri
her.

She got very affectionate in a sentimentalthady
style, told me the story of her life, and so fom ever
it seemed. Of course, | had to pretend to terested
to keep her in good humour. Everything mighietel
on that.

But it was awful to have to let her kiss meawh
went away. | wonder if | should get like thiak i
went on with dope.

What absolute nonsense ! For all | know, iyma
have prevented her going faster still. She rmase
had a beastly rotten life. The way she clawdtat
five quid was the clue to her troubles ; thad her
ignorance of everything but the nastiest kihdice
and the meanest kind of crime.

The morphine has certainly done me a worlgoafd.
| am quite myself. | feel it by the way | amitirg
this entry. | have a quiet impersonal poinviefv.

| have got back my sense of proportion. | ¢ankt

of things consecutively and | feel physicallych
stronger, but I've got very sleepy again. . . .

Joy ! Cockie has just come in full of good sew
He looks fine-as fine as he feels. He had g$am



from a pedlar he met in the Wisteria. It's ity
straight stuff. Pulled him round in a seconkere
are two of them in it ; the man with the dope ¢he
sentry. They talk business in the lavatory, i&nd
another man comes in, the pedlar disappears. In
case of real danger, he gets rid of his sainpeflash
beyond any possibility of being traced. Theslss
trifling ; they can buy the stuff at a few dimigs an
ounce and sell it for | don't know how manyeésits
weight in gold.

We shall have a great night to-night !

August 22
A hellish night !

Cockie kept his date with the pedlar, gotgennds'
worth of H. and fifteen of C., and the H. wahing
at all and the C., so adulterated that we tbekwhole
lot and it was hardly worth talking about.

What filthy mean beasts people are !.

How can men take advantage of the bitter neéds
others ? It was the same in the war with tlditeers.
It's always been the same.

| am writing this in a Turkish bath. | coultdn’

stand that loathsome house any more. It has don
me lots of good. The massage has calmed mgserv
| slept for a long while, and a cup of tea r@asved

me.

| tried to read a paper, but every line opbes
wound. They seem to have gone mad about dope. .

| suppose it's really quite natural. | rementog
father telling me once that the inequality afalth
and all the trickery of commerce arose fronfiaidl
restriction.

Last night's swindle was made possible by the
great philanthropist jabez Platt. His Diabdlibape
Act has created the traffic which he was tryiog
suppress. It didn't exist before except inrbiten
imagination. . . .

| get such sudden spells of utter wearinespeD
would put me right. Nothing else has any effect
Everything that happens makes me want a sniff ;



and every sniff makes something happen. Oné can
get away from the cage, but the complexity rsake
me . .. there, | can't think what | started4g.

My mind stops suddenly. It's like dropping aig
bag. You stop to pick it up and the thingsalever
the place and it always seems as if sometherg w
missing. One can never remember what it isthoit
feeling of annoyance is acute. It's mixed ughwai
vague fear. I've often forgotten things befareery
one does all the time, but it doesn't bother. on

But now, every time that | remember that I've
forgotten something, | wonder whether it's HCo
or mixing the two that is messing up my mind.

My mind keeps on running back to that American
nigger we met in Naples. He said snow madelpeop
" flighty and sceptical.” It was such a quegoression.
By sceptical he meant suspicious, | think. Aowh
I've got that way. Flighty-I can't keep my miowl
things like | could, except, of course, the tmag.
And even that is confused. It's not a cleaujind.

It's an ache and a fear and a pain-and aeinggpture.
And | am suspicious of everybody | see.

| wonder if they think I'm taking it, and ey can
do something horrid. I'm always on the look-faut
people to play me some dirty trick, but thattia
delusion at all. I've seen more meanness aadhery
since the night | met Cockie than | knew in tbst

of my life.

We seem to have got into a bad set somehod. An
yet, my oldest friends-1 can't trust them likaid.
They're all alike. | wonder if that's a delusi® How
can | tell ? They do act funnily. I'm unsettlétbw
can one be sure of anything ? One can't. The mo
one thinks of it, the more one sees it mustde

Look how Feccles let us down. For all | knakaere
may be some motive at the back of even a reatly
woman like Gretel-or Mabel Black. I'm really
suspicious of myself. | think that's it.

I must go home. I hope to God Cockie's founmie
somewhere !

| met Mabel Black coming out of the Burlington
Arcade. She looked fine, all over smiles, ay\sort,
white skirt and a new pair of patent leathestbo



almost up to her knees. She must find thenhtiudjy
hot. She rushed me into a tea place, awfullgrsm
with rose-shaded lights reflected up to a loleiéing
the combination made a most marvellous purple.

We got an alcove shut off by canary-colouredains
and a set of the loveliest cushions | ever Samo

big basket chairs and a low table. They haeentbst
delightful tea in egg-shell china and Dolly anigttes
with rose leaves.

Mabel talked a hundred miles a minute. She has
struck the biggest kind of oil-a romantic bdysxty-five.
He had bought her a riding crop with a carved

ivory handle ; the head of a race horse withyru

eyes and a gold collar.

| asked her laughingly if it was to keep himorder.
But what she was really keen on was H. Shegload
a whole bottle and gave me quite a lot in aretape.

The first go, oh, what joy ! And then-how sige
we all are ! The minute | had it in my bag-iy m
blood-my mind began to work freely. The irriitaf
stupefaction passed off like waking from a tigare
-a nightmare of suffocation-and it came to niida w
the force of a blow that the effect was not tluthe
H. at all, or hardly at all. When we got it agm
Naples, it didn't do us much good.

Why was | translated into heaven this aftem®@o
Why had | found my wings ?

The answer came as quick as the question. It's
he atmosphere of Mabel and the relief of myryor
With that came a rational fear of the drugskexd
her if she hadn't had any troubles from taking

"You can't sleep without it," she said, bat as
if it mattered much, " and it rather gets oe'smerves
now and then."

She bad to rush off to meet her beau for dinne
went back to our dirty little den, brimming oweith
joy. | found Cockie sprawling on the bed in thepth
of dejection. He did not move when | came in. |
ran to him and covered him with kisses. Hisseyere
heavy and swollen and his nose was running.

I gave him my handkerchief and pulled him up.



His clothes were all rumpled and of course &entt
shaved. | couldn't resist the temptation ositez

my darling. My love had come back in floodingled
with the pain of feeling that he did not respoh
hugged the pain to my heart. My blood beat kéth
the joy of power. | held him in my hand. Oneéntia
act, and he was mine. | hadn't the strengénjoy
myself to the full. Pity and tenderness broubkt
tears to my eyes. | shook out a dose of thievchite
wizardry.

He sniffed it up with stupid lethargy like am

who has lost hope of life, yet still takes medicine as
a routine. He came up gradually, but was hardly
himself till after the third dose.

| took one, too, to keep him company, not bsea
I needed it. | sent him out to get shaved and b
clean linen.

| take a curious delight in writing this diaty
know now why it is and it has rather startlee. m
It's just that chance phrase of King Lamusotuly
magical diary."

| have flirted a lot with Lamus, but it was stly
swank. | dislike the man in many ways.

By Jove, | know why that is, too. It's because
feel that he despises me intellectually, armhbse |
respect him. Despite my dislike, | am eagestiow
him that | am not such a rotter after all.

One of his fads is to make his pupils keegé¢he
magical diaries. | feel that I've gone in for a
competition; that | have to produce somethirggen
interesting than,anything they do, whoever they

Here comes Peter Pan. He hasn't grown old afte
all. . ..

We had a gorgeous feed at the dear old cafg K
Lamus came up to our table but he only sa&laviiords.

" Soyou got it, | see."
Cockie gave him one back.

" | hate to injure your reputation as a prdpM.
Lamus, but it isn't stopping when you havettps



I've got it, as you say, and now, with yourdkin
permission, I'm going to show you that we dap3$

Lamus changed his manner like a flash. Higemoptuous
smile became like sunrise in spring.

" That's talking," he said. " I'm glad youyet

the idea. Don't think I'm trying to put you olffut

if you should find it more difficult than yomiagine,
don't be too proud to come to me ! | reallykaow
some fairly good tips."

| was glad that Peter took it in good partinge
in good form, he realised, | suppose, thatas a
serious business. We might strike a snag.

August 23
The night has been a miracle !

We went on taking H. pretty steadily. | thithie
C. spoils it. Our love bloomed afresh as Was a
new creation. We were lapsed in boundless bliss

" Awake, for ever awake!
Awake as one never is

While sleep is a possible end,
Awake in the void, the abyss."

But not in the unutterable anguish of whicé th
poet was writing. It is a formless calm. Butdd
We had never loved like this before. We hadleldf
love with the grossness of the body.

The body is an instrument of infinite pleasure

but excitement and desire sully its sublimtie

were conscious of every nerve to the tinidatrfent ;
and for this one must be ineffably aloof frorovement.

H. makes one want to scratch, and scratcling i
infinite pleasure. But that is only a relicasfimal
appetite.

After a little while, one is able to enjoy tfezling

that makes one want to scratch in itself. &ns
impersonal bliss perfectly indescribable ardkstribably
perfect.

| cannot measure the majesty of my consci@sne
but | can indicate the change in the whole atiar
of my consciousness.



| am writing this in the mood of the recordiaggel.

I am living in eternity, and temporal things/ba
become tedious and stupid symbols. My words are
veils of my truth. But | experience quite défn
delight in this diary.

King Lamus is always at the root of my braiie
is Jupiter and | have sprung from his thoudWitnerva,
Goddess of Wisdom !

The most tremendous events of life are unworth
trifles. The sublimity of my conceptions swe@psvard
from nowhere to nowhere. Behind my articulate
anthem is a stainless silence.

| am not writing for any reason, not evenroyself
to read ; the action is automatic.

I am the first-born child of King Lamus withiou
a mother. | am the emanation of his essence.

I lay all night without moving a muscle. Theanness
of my husband completed the magnetic field of
our intimacy. Act, word, and thought were egual
abolished. The elements of my consciousneseatid
represent me at all. They were sparks struckarh
our Selves. Those Selves were one Self which wa
whole. Any positive expression of it was of essity
partial, incomplete, inadequate. The Starsraperfection
of Night ; but at least these thoughts are
immeasurably faster and clearer than anythimayve
thought all my life.

If | were ever to wake up-it seems impossibb

| ever should-this entry will probably be quite
un-intelligible to me. It is not written withé purpose
of being intelligible or any other purpose. Titdea

of having a purpose at all is beneath contes.
the sort of thing a human being would have.

How can a supreme being inhabiting eternityeha

a purpose ? The absolute, the all, cannot &)drayv
then could it wish to change ? It acts in adaoce

with its nature ; but all such action is withedfect.

It is essentially illusion ; and the deeper enéers

into one's self the less one is influencedumphsllusions.

As the night went on, | found myself less taxb
disturbed by my own exquisite emotions. | feitself



dissolving deliciously into absence of intetrap to
the serenity of my soul. . . .

| think writing this has reminded me of whatsed
to think was reality. It was time to go out drale
lunch. The luxurious lethargy seems insuperable

It isn't hunger ; it's habit. Some instindre
obscure and obscene recollection of the lurkinge
drives one to get up and go out. The dodgddarg
this is to take three or four rather smallfsnith quick
succession. C. would be much better, but wetiav
got any.

September 1
What ages and ages have passed ! These filthy
lodgings have been Eden without the snake |i@es
have been Innocence; no toil, no thought. Vdendit
even eat, except the little food the woman ghaun.

We scared her, by the way. She can't or vgmt't
us any H. or C. The morphine girl has disappear

I'm not sure and it doesn't matter, but | kiime
landlady-1 can never remember the woman's name,
she reminds me of those dreadful days in Naplels
us that she stole some things from a shop amd t@
jail. It was a great nuisance, because | haditany
clothes on and call on Mabel. Luckily, she waand
had a whole lot of it.

We must have been increasing the dose vety fas
but | can't be sure, because we don't keeg trbit

or of the days either. Counting things is sspileable.
One feels so degraded. Surely that's the dififes
between spirit and matter. It's bestial to bertaed.

Cockie agrees with me about this. He thinks I'
writing rather wonderful things. But as soonaes
come down to ordinary affairs, we quarrel laé time.
We snap about nothing at all. The reason idesi

Having to talk destroys the symphony of silenc
It's hateful to be interrupted ; and it intgrisione
to be asked to pass a cigarette.

| wasn't going to be bothered to go out agson,
made Mabel give me all she could spare. Sheiged
to get some more and send it round next Sunday.



We're not very well, either of us. It mustthes
dark, dirty room and the bad atmosphere; aad th
street noises get on my nerves.

We could go to Barley Grange, but it's too muc
trouble. Besides, it might break the spell of o
happiness. We're both a little afraid about.tha

It happened once before, and we don't watake
any chances. It wants a lot of clever steettnkeep
the course. For instance, we took too muchrogplet
and made ourselves sick. It took three or fmurs
to get back, and that was absolute hell. Mythsa
a little fretful at times. It's certainly gre&teter
Pan having medical knowledge. He went out aotd g
some strychnine and put me right.

Champagne helps H. quite a lot. You mustirtkdr
it off. The thing to do is to sip it very slowvlit
helps one to move one's hands.

We sent out a boy and got in three dozen small
bottles.

September 5
The world is a pig. It keeps on putting itseo
where it isn't wanted. We are overdrawn atoiduek.
Cockie had to write to Mr. Wolfe.
"It ought to be stopped," he cried, " it amtauto
brawling in church !'"
A flash of the old Peter Pan !

September 8
The woman says it's Tuesday, and we're running

awfully short. Why can't people keep their pregs ?
I'm sure Mabel said Sunday.

CHAPTER Il
THE GRINDING OF THE BRAKES

September



Peter and | have had a long, nasty quarrdl] an

had to pull his hair for him. It broke one oy mails.
I've let them go very long. | don't know whewds

manicured last.

For some reason, they're dry and brittle. $imu
have them done. I'd send the boy out, but Itdie
the idea of a strange girl coming here. Onesnev
knows what may go wrong. It doesn't really exatt
either. The body is merely a nuisance, andiitsh

" So blood wrenches its pain
Sardonic through heart and brain."

| am beginning to hate that horrible poenhatints
me. | don't know why | should remember it likeo.

Have | been reading it, | wonder ? Or perhiaps

is the incredible access of intellectual powhich heroin
gives that has improved my memory. Anyhow,ftdct

is that odd bits of it come swimming into mynailike
goldfish darting in and out among streaming\sesl.

Oh, yes, my quarrel with Cockie. He said wesinit
risk being absolutely short of the suit ; amdust go
and get a new supply from Mabel before we taarc
out. | can't help seeing that Cockie is degatiney
morally. He ought to be ashamed of himself. He
ought to have made proper arrangements fogudae
supply instead of relying on me.

He lies there all the time perfectly uselé$s.

hasn't washed or shaved in a month, and be «now
perfectly well that | detest dirt and untidise®ne

of the things that attracted me most about\wwas

his being so spruce and well-groomed and dtsrt.
has changed altogether, since we came to Lordon
feel there is some bad influence at work on.him

This place is full of vermin. | found what haden
annoying me. | think | shall bob my hair. I'mfally
proud of its length, but one must be practical.

I am lying down for a bit. It was a frightfalisance
getting ready to go out. Cockie nagged andéduull
all the time.

I'm stiff all over, and it seems such wastémok to
wash and dress, besides, the irritation ofritearuption,
and my clothes are impossible. I've been shegipi



them. | wish we'd brought some trunks from the
Savoy. No, | don't, it would have been a lotrotible,
and interfered with our heroin honeymoon.

It's best the way it is. | wish | had Jacquelhere
all the same. | need a maid, and she could pane
out and got things. But we both felt that ang at
all would be a pill. The old woman doesn't lesths,
thank goodness. I'm sure she still thinks waies.
Bother, what's this ? . . .

Damn ! It's a letter from Basil !

(Note. The original of this letter was degtd.
It is now printed from the carbon copy ie files
of Mr. King Lamus. Ed.)

Dear Unlimitted Lou, -Do what thou wiltadh
be the whole of the Law. You will, | am surerdive
me for boring you with a letter; but you knowat a
crank | am, and it is my mania just now to ecll
information about the psychology of people vahe trying to
advance spiritually in the way we spoke aboluervyou
so charmingly dawned on my studio the othermnimgy.

" Do you find, in particular, that there isyadtifficulty
in calling a halt ? If so, is it not perhaps&ese you
hear on all sides-especially from people gigiterant
of the subject, such as journalists, doctotsEarrots
-that it is in fact impossible to do so ? Oticse, |
don't doubt that you immediately killed anyIsuc
‘pernicious suggestion' by a counter-suggetased
on my positive statement, from experience, pleaiple
of strong character and high intelligence loerself
and Sir Peter-to whom please give my most ebrdi
Greetings !-were perfectly well able to usesthéhings
in moderation as one does soap. "

" But, apart from this, do you find that thie lof
a 'Heroine' makes you abnormally 'suggestible ?

" As you know, | object to the methods of Caured
Baudouin. They ask us deliberately to abandea f
will and clear mentality for the semi-hypnosiate of
the medival peasant ; to return like 'the sloat t
was washed to her wallowing in the mire' froimiaei
we have been extricated by evolution.”

" Now, doesn't waltzing with the Hero's Briole
making Snow Men tend to put you into a statenofd



which is too dreamy to resist the action of atrgnuous
idea which is presented to it strongly enouglgo
dead to feeling to wish to resist, or so exdddhat it

is liable to be carried away by its admirationany
fascinatingly forceful personality ? "

"1 should be so glad to have your views asth
points ; and, of course, your personal confiramaof
my theory that people like you and Sir Peter use
these substances with benefit to yourselveso#mets,
without danger of becoming slaves. | have &din
myself and many others to stop at Will ; butmgv
additional affidavit to this effect is of greatlue to

me in my present campaign to destroy the colyard
superstition that manhood and womanhood aegpaiae
of the right and proper use of anything whatewe
nature. We have tamed the wild lightning,

after all ; shall we run away from a packepofvder ? "

Love is the law, love under will.

With my kind regards to Sir Peter,
Yours ever,
" BASIL KING LAMUS."

Satirical, sneering stupidity-or is he a devdarnate,
as Gretel told us he was ? Does he gloat ?

| loathe the beast-and | thought-once-well.enev
mind! Peter took the letter. Anything, anythiog
distract the mind from its boredom! Yet we hate
the energy to do anything: we take whateveresm
to us, and clutch at it feebly. " It's truegic Cockie,
to my amazement, " and we've got to be abtelto
him we've won." There was a long quarrel-asethe
is over every incident of any sort. That isunat,
with this eternal insomnia and sleeping atvwheng
time. | hated Peter (and K.L.) the more becaduse
knew all the time he was right. If K.L. is a\Dleit's
up to us to get the last laugh. | tore the theetter
into shreds. Peter has gone out-1 hope he tras g
to kill him. I want to be thrilled-just once me

if I had to be hanged for it myself.

Our watches have run down. It doesn't maitter.
can call on Mabel any time | like. | may as gzl
now. I'll drink a small bottle and go along...

It is night. Cockie has not returned. just whe
needed him most ! I'm frightened of myself. I'm



stark staring sober. | went to the glass te taly

hat off . I didn't know who | was. There is fh@sh
on my face. My complexion's entirely gone. Mairh
is lustreless and dry, and it's coming outandfuls.
I think | must be ill. I've a good mind to sefod

a doctor. But | daren't. It has been a frightfu
shock !

I must pull myself together and write it up.

It was about five o'clock when | got to MoBiteet.
If Mabel wasn't in, | could waft.

A strange man answered the door. It annoyed me
| felt frightened. Why had she changed Carthtrig)
| felt faint. Had something told me ?

It embarrassed me to ask " Is Mrs. Black amnd&®
The man answered as if he had been asked the
time.

" Mrs. Black is dead."

Something inside me screamed. " But | must see
her, " | cried insanely, feeling the ground sutdenly
from under my feet.

" I'm afraid it's impossible, madame," he sanis-
understanding me altogether. " She was bumrsteyday
morning. "

So that was why she hadn't sent the stustddod

as if | was in a trance. | heard him explainimgchanically.
| did not take in what he was saying. It was

like a record being made on a gramophone.

" She was only ill two days," the man saidhe
doctors called it septic pneumonia.”

| suppose | thanked him, and went away autizadt.
| found myself at home without knowing how

| got here. Something told me that the reakeanf

her death was heroin, though, as a matterobf $eptic
pneumonia can happen to any one at any moment.
I've known two or three people go off like that

As my Uncle John used to say, conscience makes
cowards of us all.

King Lamus was always saying that as longres o



has any emotion about any thing, love or feanything
else, one can't observe things correctly. $hat'

why a doctor won't attend his own family, anchh

see coldly and clearly like a drowning man thaen-ever
the idea of H. comes into my mind, | begin to

think hysterically and come to the most idiatnclusions;
and heroin has twined itself about my life

so closely that everything is connected witbnié

way or another.

My mind is obsessed by the thought of the drug
Sometimes it's a weird ecstasy, sometimesadtire
misgiving.

Not thirst in the brain black-bitten

In the soul more sorely smitten |
One dare not think of the worst |
Beyond the raging and raving

Hell of the physical craving,

Lies, in the brain benumbed,

At the end of time and space,

An abyss, unmeasured, unplumbed-
The haunt of a face

September 12
Peter came in just as | had finished writimg t
account. He seemed much more cheerful, anarins
were full of books.

" There," he said, throwing them on the betthat
will refresh my memory, in case we have anulte
in stopping. I'll show Mr. King Lamus what iteans
to be a Pendragon.”

| told him about Mabel. And now a strange thin
happened. Instead of being depressed, we ¢eitrant
of mysterious excitement, rippling at firstethraging
and roaring in every nerve. It was as if theaidf

her death exhilarated us. He took me in hissgon
the first time in-is it weeks or months ? Hat h
breath coiled like a snake about my ear, antietth
my hair like an electric machine. With a strang
ghastly intensity his voice, trembling with pes,
strummed the intoxicating words:-

" Olya ! the golden bait

Barbed with infinite pain,

Fatal, fanatical mate

Of a poisoned body and brain |



Olya, the name that leers

Its lecherous longing and knavery,
Whispers in crazing ears

The secret spell of her slavery."

The room swam before my eyes. We were wreathed
in spirals of dark blue smoke bursting witmtson
flashes.

He gripped me with epileptic fury, and swung m
round in a sort of savage dance. | had antiatui
that he was seeing the same vision as | wass@us
were dissolved into one; a giant ghost thaetped
us.

| hissed the next lines through my teeth,ifegel
myself a fire-breathing dragon.

Horror indeed intense,

Seduction ever intenser,

Swinging the smoke of sense

From the bowl of a smouldering censer !

We were out of breath. My boy sat on the eafge
the bed. | crept up behind him. | shook outhay
all over his face, and dug my nails into higlgc

We were living the heroin life, the life ofethvorld

of the soul. We had identified ourselves witha t
people of the poem. He was the poet, wreathtéd w
poppies, with poisonous poppies that corrupied
blood, and | was the phantom of his deliriune t
hideous vampire that obsessed him.

Little drops of blood oozed from his scalp ahatted
to black under my greedy nails. He spoke thé ne
lines as if under some cruel compulsion. Thedso
were wrenched from him by some overwhelming
necessity. His tone was colourless, as if theate
anguish had eaten up his soul. And all thisxggo
and repulsion exercised a foul fascination stiered
a paroxysm of pleasure such as pleasure fiadlf
never been able to give him. And | was Olyaak
his love, his wife, world without end, the deamehose
supreme delight was to destroy him.

" Behind me, behind and above,
She stands, that mirror of love.
Her fingers are subtle-jointed



Her nafls are polished and pointed,
And tipped with spurs of gold:

With them she rowels the brain.
Her lust is critical, cold ;

And her Chinese cheeks are pale,
As she daintily picks, profane

With her octopus lips, and the teeth
jagged and black beneath,

Pulp and blood from a nail."

| jerked his head back, and fastened my moanth
his. | sucked his breath into my lungs. | warie
choke him ; but there was time enough for that.
would torture him a few years longer first.

| leapt away from him. He panted heavily. When
he got his breath back, he glared at me hgrmilth
the pin-point pupils of his sightless eyes.

He began with romantic sadness, changing to
demoniac glee.

" She was incarnate love

In the hours when | first awoke her.
Little by little | found

The truth of her, stripped of clothing,
Bitter beyond all bound,

Leprous beyond all loathing."

We shouted with delight, and fell into a fithyysterical
laughter. We came out of it completely exhadiste
| must have slept for a while.

When | woke he was sitting at the table urider
yellow gas jet, reading the books he had baught

Somehow, the past had been washed out of es. W
found ourselves intent on the idea of stoppirigand
the books didn't help very much. They weretenit
in a very positive way. The writers quarrel@dong
themselves like a Peace Conference.

But they all agreed on two points : that iswa
beyond the bounds of human possibility to brefhk
the habit by one's own efforts. At the besg, libpe
was pitifully poor. The only chance was a "eliin
a place of restraint. And they all gave very details
of the horrors and dangers of the process phiysician,
they said, must steel his heart against evenyam
feeling, and refuse inexorably the petitionshef



patient. Yet he must always be ready with Jiighge,
in case of a sudden collapse threateningthtfi

There were three principal methods of curdtiGg
the drug off at once, and trust to the pasesutviving ;
then there was a long tedious method of dirhings
the daily dose. It was a matter of months. Dyiri

the whole of the time, the agony of the pat@nitinues
in a diluted form. It was the choice between
plunging into boiling oil and being splashedhit
every day for an indefinite period. Then thenaes

an intermediate method in which the daily antoun
was reduced by a series of jerks. As Peter sagl
was to be sentenced to be flogged at irregutarvals
without knowing exactly when. One would be tigi

in a state of agonising apprehension which doul
probably be more morally painful than in eitoér

the other ways.

In all cases alike there was no hint of aog tr
comprehension of the actual situation. Thers m@
attempt to remove the original causes of thmtha
and they all admitted that the cure was onypterary,
and that the rule was relapse.

There was also a horribly disquieting impressi
that the patient could not trust the honestthef
doctor. Some of them openly advocated attempts
to deceive the patient by injecting plain wa@thers
had a system of giving other drugs in conjwictiith
the permitted dose, with the deliberate intanof
making the patient so ill that he would rathear

the tortures of abstention than those devigehid
doctor.

| felt too, that if | went to one of those péss, |
should never know what trick might be playedos
next. They were cruel, clumsy traps set by ignb
and heartless charlatans. | began to understand
intensity of jealousy with which the regularygftian
regards the patent-medicine vender and thestomi
scientist.

They were witch-doctors with a licence fronvgmment
to torture and kill at extravagant prices. They

guarded their prerogatives with such ferocégduse
they were aware of their own ignorance andnmoetence;
and if their victims found them out their

swindle would be swept away. They were always
trying to extend their tyranny. They were alway



wanting new laws to compel everybody, sick etlw

to be bound to the vivisection table, and hevae
essential organ of the body cut out. And theyew
brazen enough to give the reason. They didwlerstand
what use it was ! And everybody must be

injected with all sorts of disgusting serumd &accines
ostensibly to protect them against some diseaseh
there was no reason whatever to suppose they we
likely to get. . ..

The last three days have been too dreadfis. Th
is the first time | have felt like writing, aryet | have
been itching insanely to put down that hidepusl
luxurious scene when our love broke out likeabscess.
All the old fantastic features were there. Thay
assumed a diabolical disguise; but my mindideeen
in abeyance. We shut the medical books with a
shudder, and slung them out of the window th&o
street. A little crowd gathered; they were pidhup,
and the passers-by began talking about whatavas
be done. We realised the rashness of our fdge.
last thing was to attract attention ! We pulled

the frowsy old curtains across, and put out the
light.

The reaction of our reading was terrific. We
Venomously contrasted the calm confidence ofgKi
Lamus with the croaking clamour of the " auities."

Cockie summed up the situation with a quoratio
"Quoth the Raven, 'Nevermore "

Our thoughts splashed to and fro like an asgey

in a cave. These three days have been a fltugdive
emotion. We are resolved to stop taking H.d trere
the memory of Lamus's letter was like a ropd bg a
trustworthy leader for a novice on some cruntpbrag.

If we could only have relied on that ! But eoninds
were shaken by panic.

Those cursed medical cowards! Those pompous
prophets of evil ! Every time we came backhe t
resolution to stop, they pulled us off the rock

" It's beyond human power."

But they -know which side their bread's bter
it's their game to discourage their dupes.



But they had over-played their hand. They had
painted their picture in too crude colours. yrhe
revolted us.

Again, the effect of Mabel's death, and tret that
our supplies were so short, combined to drvento
the determination to stop at whatever cost.

We struggled savagely hour by hour. There were
moments when the abstinence itself purged wshbgr
pain of the capacity to suffer. Our. minds beta
wander. We were whirled on the wings of woeasr
the flaming skies of anguish.

| remember Peter standing at the table, tatlt
sense of actuality. He cried in a shrill, cedtk/oice

" Her cranial dome is vaulted,
Her mad Mongolian eyes
Aslant with the ecstasies

Of things immune, exalted
Far beyond stars and skies,
Slits of amber and jet-"

| heard him across abysses of aching inaAity.

thrill of Satanic triumph tingled in my souha
composed a symphony from its screams. | leapt
with lust to recognise myself in the repulsplentasm
pictured by the poet.

" Her snout for the quarry set
Fleshy and heavy and gross,
Bestial, broken across,

And below it her mouth that drips
Blood from the lips

That hide the fangs of the snake,
Drips on venomous udders '
Mountainous flanks that fret,

And the spirit sickens and shudders
At the hint of a worse thing yet."

We had, on the other side, some spasms ofrvesak
a ghastly sensation of the sinking of the s(irs

the same unescapable dread that seizes oneomben
is in a lift which starts down too quickly, when one
swoops too suddenly in a 'plane. Waves of weskn
washed over us as if we were corpses cast tipeby
sea from a shipwreck. A shipwreck of our souls.



And in these hideous hours of helplessnesginited
down the dark and sluggish river of inertia éoes
the stagnant and stinking morass of insanity.

We were obsessed by the certainty that wedcoul
never pull through. We said nothing at firste Were
sunk in a solemn stupor. When it found voickast,
it was to whimper the surrender. The Unconddio
Surrender of our integrity and our honour !

We eked out our small allowance of H. witheks
of strychnine to ward off the complete collap$all
our physical faculties, and we picked ourselyes bit
on the moral plane by means of champagne.

In these moments of abdication we talked agife
whispers, plans for getting supplies. We haith lod
of us a certain shame in admitting to eachratiet
we were renegades. We felt that in future weukh
never be able to indulge frankly and joyousynae
had hitherto done. We should become furtive and
cunning; we should conceal from each other wieat
were doing, although it was obvious to us both.

| slipped out this afternoon on tiptoe, thimdi
Peter was asleep, but he turned like a stastiatte
just as | made for the door.

" Where are you going, Lou ? "

His voice was both piteous and harsh. | had no
thought of inventing a pretext; but a lie skopeady-
made from my tongue.

"1 am going to Basil, to see if he can't gme
something to help us out."

| knew he didn't believe me, and | knew hendid
care where | went or what | did. He was notckled
at my lying to him-the first time | had everrgoso.

| took a taxi round to the studio. My lie waelf
truth. 1 was going to ask him to help in theecu
but my real object was to induce him, no mattew,
to give me at least one dose. | didn't care hgot
it.  would try pretending illness. | would aggd to
our old relations, and | would look about slidysee
if I couldn't find some and steal it. And | didmean
to let Peter know.



On the top of everything else was the torafre
shame. | had always been proud of my pride. A
subtle serenity made my brain swim when | gt i
the street. It delighted me to be alone-to rgote
rid of Peter. | felt him as a restraining irghce, and
| had shaken him off. | despised myself forihgv
loved him. | wanted to go to the devil my owayw

| found Basil in, and alone. What luck ! That
hateful tall thin girl was out of the way.

Basil received me with his usual greetingstiing
me to the quick like an insult. What right Haal

to reproach me ? And why should " Do what thou
wilt " sound like a reproach ?

As a rule he added something to the phrase. He
slid into ordinary conversation with a kindsafuous
grace. There was always something feline abiooit
He reminded me of a beautiful, terrible tigenang

his way through thick jungle.

But to-day, he stopped short with dour dedisio

It was as if he had fired a shot, and was wgito see
the effect. But he motioned me silently into aspal
arm-chair, lit a cigarette for me and put toimv
mouth, switched in the electric kettle for taad sat
on the corner of his big square table swindjirsgeg.
His eyes were absolutely motionless ; yettltfeht
they were devouring my body and soul inch lmhin

| wriggled on my chair as | used to do at sdhlwhen
| didn't feel sure whether | had been foundiout
something or not.

| tried to cover my confusion by starting ghli
conversation ; but | soon gave it up. He wasita
no notice of my remarks. To him they were synpl
one of my symptoms.

| realised with frightful certitude that myaois were
impossible. | couldn't fool this man, | couldolay
on his passions, | couldn't steal in his presen

Despite myself, my lie had become the truth. |
could only do what I said | was coming to do ask
him to help me out. No, not even that. | hatgui
rid of Peter after all.

With King Lamus, | found | couldn't think of



myself. | had to think of Peter. | was absdlute
sincere when | said with a break in my voic€dtkie's
in an awful mess."

I had it in my mind to add, " Can't you do ssm
thing to help him ? " and then | changed it Won't
you ? " and then | couldn't say it at all. Eknit
was wasting words. | knew that he could anavbeld.

He came over and sat on the arm of my chad, a
took down my hair, and began playing with tketp.
The action was as absolutely natural and inmoas
a kitten playing with a skein of wool.

It stabbed my vanity to the heart for a secand
realise that he could do a thing like that withmixing
it up with sexual ideas. Yet it was that veupeariority
to human instincts that made me trust him.

" Sir Peter's not here," he said lightly aivttky,

| knew that it had pleased him that | had not
mentioned my own troubles.

" But it's you, my dear girl, that | see in nmzard's

spy-glass, on a lee shore with your mastsaiedoy
the board, and the Union Jack upside downdlyin
from a stump, and your wireless hero tapping ou
S.0.S."

He dropped my hair and lighted his pipe. Then
began to play with it again.

" And some on boards, and some on broken piece
of the ship, they all came safe to land.”

One's familiarity with the New Testament ma&es
guotation somehow significant, however littteeanay
believe in the truth of the book.

| felt that his voice was the voice of a preph
felt myself already saved.

" You take some of this,"” he went on, bringang
white tablet from a little cedar cabinet, anoigiglass
of cold water. " Throw your head back, andiget
well down, and drink all this right off. Herg another
to take home to your husband, and don't faiget
water. It will calm you down; your nerves hale
gone west. I've got some people coming heee in



few minutes. But this will help you through the
night, and I'm coming round in the morning ¢é& sou.
What's the address ? "

| told him. My face blazed with the disgrage.

house where the top social note was a fiftb-natisician
in a jazz-band, and the bottom where we daové i

a name.

He jotted it down as if it had been the Riat |
could feel in my over-sensitive state the detgn
his mind. It was as if he had soiled his pencil

The tablet made me feel better ; but | thimk t

the atmosphere of the man did more than itsesbia
the work. | felt nearly normal when | got upgo.

| didn't want his friends to see me. | knew ozl
what | was looking like.

He stopped me at the door.

" You haven't any of that stuff, | take it A&
said.

And | felt an inexpressible sense of relieis tbne
implied that he had taken charge of us.

"No," | said, " we used up the last grain sdime
ago."

"1 won't ask you to remember when," he raplie

I know too well how muddled one gets. And desi
when one starts this experiment, the clock dibes
tell one much, as you know."

My self-respect came back to me with a rush. H
insisted on our regarding ourselves as piongfessience
and humanity. We were making an experiment; we
were risking life and reason for the sake ohkirad.

Of course, it wasn't true. And yet, who cdhthe

real root of one's motives ? If he chose testribat
we were doing what the leaders of thought teways
done, how could I contradict him ?

A buoyant billow of bliss bounded in my brain.
might not be true; but, by God, we'd make ineo
true.



| suppose a light leapt in my eyes, and embbie
to read my thought.

Respice finem ! judge the end;
The man, and not the child, my friend !

he quoted gaily.

And then, to my absolute blank amazementpbk t
me back into the studio, got a bottle of hefoam the
cedar cabinet and shook out a small quantitypan

scrap of paper. He twisted it up, and put itnynhand.

" Don't be surprised,” he laughed, " your faadks
me that it's all right. You hadn't got thatkaaf a
dying duck in a thunderstorm which shows tlat'se
wholly enslaved. As Sir Peter very cleverlymed
out the other day, you can't stop unless yogbte
something to stop with. You're keeping your inag
diary, of course."

" Oh, yes," | cried gladly, | knew how impantehe
thought the record was.

He shook his head comically.

" Oh, no, Miss Unlimited Lou, not what | callmagical
diary. You ought to be ashamed of yourselfrfor
knowing the hours, minutes, and seconds simedast
dose. Nous allons changer tout cela. You demttais if
you like, and when you like. | merely put it tgoyou

as a sort of sporting proposition that you $th@eee how
long you can manage to keep off it. But | tryst

to make a note of the exact time when you aeoit

a sniff, and I trust you to tell me the tru@et it

out of your mind once for all that | disappraxeyour
taking it. It's entirely your business, not miBut

it's every one's business to be true to himsaeid

you must regard me as a mere conveniencegdan ol
hand at the game whose experience may be dbuse
you in training for the fight."

| hurried home a different woman. | didn't wém
save myself. | felt myself as a suit of armmade
for the purpose of protecting Peter. My intggwas
important not for my own sake but for his.

Peter is out, so | have written this up. Hanpsised
he will be. . ..



| wonder why he is so long, and where he g

It is very uncomfortable, waiting, with nothiig do.

| should like a dose. The tablet has not made m
sleepy; it seems to have calmed me. It hasttie
edge off that hateful restlessness. | can ibearfar
as that goes, if only | had something to dat@ my
mind off things. My mind keeps prowling arouthe
little packet of paper in my bag. | turn a teand
comers; but it is always waiting behind alkloém.
There is something terrifying about the fayatif the
stuff. It seems to want to convince you thatuseless
to try to escape. One's thoughts always reclots

of other subjects which we don't think of asedsing.
Why should we have this idea in connection widipe
and be unable to do anything to throw it of/RAat's
the difference ?

CHAPTER IV
BELOW THE BRUTES

Septembey 13
| wonder how | have lived through this. Patame
in last night just after | had closed my didriad
never seen him like it before ; his eyes welé dut
of his head, bloodshot and furious. He musthav
been drinking like a madman. He was tremblinigy w
rage. He came straight up to me, and hit méelaitely
in the face.

" That'll teach you," he shouted, and calleglan
foul name.

| couldn't answer. | was too hurt, not by lthaw,
but by the surprise. | had pictured it so dfely.

He staggered back into the middle of the r@omh
pointed to the blood that was running down axet
The edge of his ring had cut the corner of iyg. e
The sight sent him into fits of hysterical latey.

The only feeling in my mind was that he was |l
that it was my duty to nurse him. | tried totgahe
door to get help. He thought | was escapind, an
flung me back right across the room on to tbe, b



howling with rage.

"You can get away with it at once," he saidut
that's enough. You wait right here, and seethndre
Mr. Bloody King Lamus will come to fetch youoBb't
fret ; | expect he will. He likes dirt, thetfiy beast ! "

| burst out crying. The contrast between the t

men was too shocking. And | belonged to thisaming
swearing bully with his insane jealousy andd@eseless
brutality |

| would rather have swept out Basil's studiothe
rest of my life than be Lady Pendragon.

What masters of irony the gods are ! | hachbee
swimming in a glowing flood of glory; | had bee
almost delirious to think | was the wife of @min
whose veins ran the blood of England's gre&iast
of him whose glamour had gilded the centurigh w
romance; to think that I might hold such rolyairship
under my heart. What radiant rapture !

And Peter himself had shown himself worthynisf
ancestry. Had not he too beaten back the heathe
and saved England ?

So this was the end of my dream ! This bragvlin
ruffian was my man !

| sat stupefied while his incoherent insulistéred

my brain ; but my indignation was not for mysel

| had deserved all | was getting ; but whahtigad

this foul-mouthed coward to take in his moute hame
of a man like King Lamus ?

My silence seemed to exasperate him moreithan
| had taken up the quarrel. He swayed and swile
blind ferocity. He didn't seem to know whensds.

It was getting dark. He groped his way rourel th

room looking for me; but he passed me twiceleef
he found me. The third time he stumbled upraiai
me, gripped me by the shoulder, and begarrite@st

| sat as if | were paralysed. | could not eseream.
Again and again he swore and struck me savagely
yet so weakly that | could not feel the bloBssides,

| was dulled to all possible pain. Presentlycbkapsed,
and rolled over on the bed. | thought for a reatn

he was dead, and then he was seized by a séries



spasms; his muscles twisted and twitched; &mnslb
clawed at the air ; he began to mutter rapaahgt
unintelligibly. | was horribly frightened.

| got up and lit the gas. The poor boy's faes
white as death ; but small, dark crimson flsshernt
on the cheek-bones.

| sat at the table for some time and thouight.
didn't dare send for a doctor. He might knowatvh
was the matter and take him away from me ; take
him to one of those torture-traps, and he'cenget
out.

| knew what he wanted, of course; a littledner
would bring him round all right. | told him Bld some.
| had to tell him several times before he ustierd.

When he did, the mere thought helped to redton
but there remained an ort of rage, and hertwdo
give it him, with a greedy snarl. If | had wedtto
keep it from him, | shouldn't have let him knotad it.

| brought him the stuff, sitting down by hides

and lifting his head with one hand while | gavi®
him on the back of the other. My heart sank bk
stone in deep water. The old familiar attitutthe,

old familiar act !-and yet how different in eygoint!

The convulsive movements stopped immediately.
He sat up almost at once on one elbow. The sigly
of distress was that he still breathed heawillyhis
anger, too, had disappeared. He seemed tikedh |
convalescent, but as tractable as a child.rrked
faintly. 1 don't know if he had any conscioussi@r
memory of what had passed. He talked as itthad
been no quarrel at all. The colour came badkdo
face, the light to his eyes.

" One more go like that, Lou," he said, " dide
all right.”

| wasn't at all sure what King Lamus would &éav
said; but it was my own responsibility, andutdn't
refuse him.

He went off to sleep very soon after. In therning

| found out what had happened to him. He hahbe
round to some of the men he used to know irhdspital
to get them to give him some H., but they hadir'ed



to do it. They were suffering from a sensenstiit
about the new law, the Diabolical Dope Act. f¥he
had undergone a long and expensive traininghadd
diplomas which made them responsible for thethe
of the community; and now they weren't allowed
prescribe for their own patients. It was ndtersough
that they should be indignant.

The fourth man to whom Peter had gone told the
same story, but had been very cordial. He thbug
he'd help things by standing Peter a dinnerfiflimay
him up with alcohol, with the idea that thatwieh
help him to support the lack of the other stanti

It seems that | had to pay for the prescription

No, Lou, you're a naughty girl. You mustn't be

bitter like that. It's your fault for gettingn into

a world where ignorance and folly are in consta
competition for the premiership of the mindsio#
educated classes. The commonest ploughman would
have had more horse-sense than that doctor.

| gave Peter the tablet with plenty of watéew he
began to get restless. It soothed him a gresit ¢
wished | had one for myself. | felt my irritéity
returning ; but | didn't break out becauseitldn't
be long till Basil came round. | looked forwaad
his coming as to a certain end to all our tfesb. . .

What actually happened was quite different. |
hardly know how to write it down. The shame and
the disappointment are blasting. | feel thatdbors
of hope have been slammed in my face. | cagimea
the grinding of the key as it turns in the lpttie
screech of the rusty bolt as it is driven home.

The moment Basil appeared, Peter's insareizeol
up. He poured out a stream of insults, and sextu
Basil to his face of trying to get me away.

If Basil had only known how eagerly | wouldviea
gone ! A man in sexual mania is not fit to aams
with human beings. | never realised before wynen
despise men in their hearts so deeply. We otspen
who have mastered their passions, if only becave
are ourselves uftimately nothing but those ipass
We expect a man to show himself superior. it wi
not do to kill passion, like Klingsor ; the $&ss man
is even lower than " the wounded king," Amferta
the victim of his virility. The true hero is B#al,



who feels the temptations. " A man of like pass
with ourselves.” The more acutely alive heoifowve,
the greater are his possibilities. But he nnefstse

to surrender to his passions; he must make them
serve him. " Diemen ! Diemen !'"

Who would kill a horse because he was affaid t
ride him ? It is better to mount, and dareldhge
to bolt.

After the man is thrown, we pick him up andsau
him, but we don't adore him. Most men are tha.
But what every woman is looking for is the nveith
the most spirited horse and the most compleisteny
of him. That's most symbolic in The Garden daiA,
where the monk who cannot ride takes a stadian
into the desert, determined to fight the thingy to a
finish.

Basil was not moved by the savage spite afrPet
He refused to be provoked. Whenever he goaaah
to put a word in, he simply asserted the pupaishis
visit. He did not even take the trouble to démgy
main accusation.

It tired Peter to dash himself so uselesshire) the
cliff of Basil's contempt. | don't mean thatvas
contempt, either, but his calm kindness wasddo
be felt as contempt because Peter couldn'tkmewing
how well he deserved disdain. He was awarbef t
fact that his abuse became weaker and empitier w
every outburst. He simply pulled himself togeth
with a last effort of animosity toward the ficewho
could have saved us, and ordered him out ofitluse.
He made himself more ridiculous by posing as an
outraged husband.

Lofty morality is the last refuge when oneléee
oneself to be hopelessly in the wrong.

It was the first time | had ever known Petiayp
the hypocrite. His professions of propriety ver
simply the measure of his indignity.

There was nothing for Basil to do but to getd?
pretended to have scored a triumph. It would no
have deceived anybody, but-if there had been a
chance-he cut away the pulpit from under his ow
feet when he swung back into the room and spp
with genuine feeling:-



" God damn it, what a fool | am! Why didn'twyo
tip me the wink ? We ought to have played ubito
and got some heroin out of him. . . ."

This morning has taken everything out of me. |
don't care about saving myself. | know | caaite
Peter. Why must a woman always have a man for
her motive ? All | want is H. Both Cockie andded
it hellishly.

"Look here, Lou," he said with a cunning grin,
such as I'd never seen before, quite out gbikgewith
his character. " You doll yourself up and tng t
doctors. A man told me last night that thereeve
some who would give you a prescription if yaido
them enough. A tener ought to do the trick."

He pulled some dirty crumpled notes out of his
trousers' pocket.

" Here you are. For God's sake, don't be long.

| was as keen as he was. All the will to dtag been
washed out of me when Basil went. My self-respe
was annihilated.

Yet | think it was reluctance to go that kep
hanging about on the pretence of attendingyto m
toilet.

Peter watched me with approval. There wadefila
gleam in his eye, and | loved it. We were bielgraded
through and through. We had reached the
foul straw of the sty. There was something wand
comfortable about snuggling up to depravity. We
had realised the ideal of our perversion. . ..

| went to my own doctor. Peter had put meaup t
symptoms; but he wasn't taking any. He talksaba
change of climate and diet and the mixturegdaien
three times a day. | saw at once it was no dgyod
the way he jumped when | mentioned heroin.first

All I could do was to get out of the old feotoom
without losing face. . . .

| didn't know what to do next. | felt like Mus
What's-his-name in The Wrong Box when he had to
have a false death certificate, and wantegenal



doctor."

It annoyed me that it was daylight, and | didn

know where to go. Suddenly, out of nowhererghe
came the name and address of the man who l@ethe
Billy Coleridge out of her scrape. It was adomay

off, and | was horribly tired. | was hungry,thhe
thought of lunch made me sick. | felt that deop

were looking at me strangely. Was it the sgar b

my eye ?

| bought a thick veil. The girl looked surpk |
thought. | suppose it was rather funny in Seytier,
and might attract still more attention ; bugatve
me a sense of protection, and it was a veryypveil
-cream lace with embroidered zig-zags.

| took a taxi to the doctor's. Doctor Colliitsyas,
61 or 71 Fairelange Street, Lambeth.

| found him at home; a horrid, snuffy old maith
shabby clothes; a dingy grimy office as untidy
himself.

He seemed disappointed at my story. It wasn't
his line, he said, and he didn't want to gt trouble.
On the other hand, he was frightened of me usaf
what | knew about Billy. He promised to do what
he could; but under the new law, he couldn'tdoe
than prescribe ten doses of an eighth of axgpiece.
Four or five sniffs, the whole thing | And hewdn't
dare to repeat it in less than a week.

However, it was better than nothing. He tolkel m
where to get it made up.

| found a cloak-room where | could put the kets
into one, and started.

The relief was immense. | went on, dose aftese.
Cockie could get his own. | should tell himalch
drawn blanks. | felt I could eat again, and bathe
light food and a couple of whiskies and sodas.

| felt so good that | drove straight back tee€k
Street, and poured out a mournful tale of failut
was delicious to deceive that brute after belack
me.

It was keen pleasure to see him in such pin ;



imitate his symptoms with minute mimicry; to ako

at his misery. He was angry all the same, [t h
blows gave me infinite pleasure. They weresyrabols
of my triumph.

" Here, you get out of this," he said, " amsh'dl
come back without it. | know where you caniget
Andrew McCall is the man's name. | know him to
the bottom of his rotten soul."”

He gave me the address.

It was a magnificent house near Sloane Sqtitee.
had married a rich old woman, and lived onfdie
of the land.

I had met him once myself in society. He was a
self-made Scot, and thought evening dressgeeiri
in Paradise.

Peter sent me off with a sly snigger. Thers wa
some insane idea at the back of his mind. Widigt
didlcare?...

Dr. McCall was a man of fifty or so, very well
preserved and very well dressed, with a gaedienhis
buttonhole. He recognised me at once, and drew
by the hand into a comfortable arm-chair. Hgape
to chatter about our previous meeting ; abloait t
duchess of this and the countess of that.

| wasn't listening, | was watching. His tautit
him that | wasn't interested. He stopped albyupt

" Well, well, excuse me for running on likesh
about old times. The point is, what can | doyku
to-day, Miss Laleham ? "

| instantly saw my advantage. | shook my head
laughingly.

" Oh, no," I said, " it's not Miss Laleham."
He begged my pardon profusely for the mistake.

" Can it be possible ? Two such beautifulsgad
much alike ? "

"No," | smiled back, " it's not as bad astha
was Miss Laleham, but now | am Lady Pendragon.”



" Dear, dear," he said, " where can | havenlite
Quite out of the world, quite out of the wolld

" Oh, I'm not quite such an important perssen a
that, and | only married Sir Peter in July."

" Ah, that accounts for it," said the doctbrve
been away all the summer in the heather with th
Marchioness of Eigg. Quite out of the worlditgqu
out of the world. Well, I'm sure you're verypipg,
my dear Lady Pendragon.”

He always mentioned a title with a noise bke
child sucking a stick of barley sugar.

| saw at once the way to appeal to him.

"Well, of course, you know," | said, "in regall
smart circles one has to offer heroin and coxé
people. It's only a passing fashion, of coulose,
while it's on, one's really out of it if oneesm't do
the right thing."

McCall got out of the chair at his desk, anevdup
a little tapestried stool close to mine.

" | see, | see," he muttered confidentialking my
hand and beginning to stroke it gently, " bot know,
it's very hard to get."

"It is for us poor outsiders," | lamentedut
not for you."

He rolled back my sleeve, and moved his hgnd u
and down inside of my forearm. | resented the
familiarity acutely. The snobbishness of thexnma
reminded me that he was the son of a smalllseger
in a lowland village-a fact which | shouldnavue
thought of for a second but for his own unctiou
insistence on Debrett.

He got up and went to a little wall safe behiny
back. I could hear him open and shut it. Herretd
and leant over the back of my chair, stretclunghis
left arm so that | could see what was in hischa

It was a sealed ten-gramme bottle labelle@rokh
Hydrochlorid," with the quantity and the maker’'
name. The sight of it drove me almost insart@ wi
desire



Within a yard of my face was the symbol ofterg.
Cockie, Basil, the law, my own physical pangs:-
they were all in my power from the moment rmggrs
closed over the bottle.

| put out my hand; but the beroin had disapgea
in the manner of a conjuring trick.

McCall leant his weight on the back of my cltaaid
tilted it slightly. His ugly shrewd false faesas within
a foot of mine.

Will you' really let me have that ? " | faléek.
Sir Peter's very rich. We can afford to pay the
price, whatever it is."

He gave a funny little laugh. | shrank frone thng
wolf-like mouth hanging over me greedily opesith
its bared two white rows of sharp, long fangs.

| was nauseated by the stale whisky in hiatbre

He understood immediately; let my chair baxk t
its normal position, and went back to his deé.
sat there and watched me eagerly like a makirgga
game. As if inadvertently, he took out the leotéind
played with it aimlessly.

In his smooth varnished voice he began tanell
what he called the romance of his life. Thstfirme
he saw me he had fallen passionately in loik mie;
but he was a married man, and his sense ofuiono
prevented his yielding to his passion. He lodd,
course, no love for his wife, who didn't undensl him
at all. He had married her out of pity ; but &l
that he was bound by his sense of right fegkngl
above all by realising that to give rein to passion,
God-given though it was, would mean social foin
me, for the woman he loved.

He went on to talk about affinities and sowdtes
and love at first sight. He reproached himfalif
having told me the truth, even now, but it ba¢n
too strong for him. The irony of fate ! Thegia
absurdity of social restrictions !

At the same time, he would feel a certainestecr
pleasure if he knew that I, on my part, had $@aething
of the same feeling for him. And all the time,



he went on playing with the heroin. Once orctvi
he nearly dropped it in his nervous emotion.

It made me jump to think of the danger to that
precious powder. But there was clearly only timeg
to be done to get it : to fall in with the dédlow's
humour.

I let my head fall on my breast and lookediat
sideways out of the corners of my eyes.

"You can't expect a young girl to confessrgtreng
she has felt," | whispered with a deep sigkspecially
when she has had to kill it out of her heardoes

no good to talk of these things," | went ohotught
really not to have come. But how could | gutbsd
you, a great doctor like you, had taken anyceabf

a silly kid like me ? "

He jumped to his feet excitedly.

" No, no," | said sadly, with a gesture whiohade
him sit down again, very uneasily. " | shou&lar
have come. It was absolutely weakness on nty par
The heroin was only my excuse. Oh, don't make m
feel so ashamed. But | simply must tell youttih.
The real motive was that-1 wanted to see yaawN
let's talk about something else. Will you let have
that heroin, and how much will it cost ? "

" One doesn't charge one's friends for sughtsl

services," he answered loftily. " The only dburb

my mind is whether it's right for me to let yoave
it."

He took it out again and read the label. Hedo
the bottle between his palms.

" It's terribly dangerous stuff,” he continuesty
seriously. " I'm not at all sure if | should jostified
in giving it to you."

What absolute rubbish and waste of time, dbigal
comedy | Every one in London knew McCall's hpbb
for intrigues with ladies of title. He had imted the
silly story of love at first sight on the spafrthe
moment. It was just a gambit.

And as for me, | loathed the sight of the nearg
he knew it. And he knew, too, that | wanted tha



heroin desperately badly. The real nature ef th
transaction was as plain as a prison plum-pugddi

But | suppose it does amuse one in a sortayf w
to ape various affected attitudes. He knew itinat
modesty and confusion and blushes were puken |
so much paint on the cheeks of a Piccadillyestr
walker. It didn't even hurt his vanity to knowat
| thought him an offensive old ogre. He hadttiiag
| wanted, | had the thing he wanted, and ha'did
care if | drugged myself to death to-morrowg\pded
| had paid his price to-day.

The callous cynicism on both sides had onelgoo
effect from the moral point of view. It prevedtme
wasting my time in trying to cheat him.

He went on with his gambit. He explained timat
marriage made a great difference. With reasenab
caution, for which we had every facility, thevas not
the slightest risk of scandal.

Only one thing stuck in my conscience, andyfdu

the corrosive attack of the heroin-hunger. AKang
Lamus had gone this morning, Peter and | hadrglled
bitterly. | had given up Basil, | had given up

all idea of living a decent life, | had embrddke
monster in whose arms | was struggling, gortd wi
my eyes wide open into his dungeon, devotecethys
to drugs, and why ? | was Sir Peter's wife. I0ss

of my virtue, independence, self-respect, vdemanded
by my loyalty to him. And already that loyalty
demanded disloyalty of another kind.

It was a filthy paradox. Peter had sent mgl¢t€all
with perfect foresight. | knew well enough wihat
expected of me, and | gloried in my infamy-part
for its own sake, but partly, unless | am lytognyself,
because my degradation proved my devotionrto hi

I no longer heard what McCall was saying, but
saw that he had taken a little pocket-knife amid
the string of the bottle. He had levered oetdbrk,
and dipped the knife into the powder. He measur
out a dose with a queer cunning questioningesmi
in his eyes.

My breath was coming quickly and shallowly. |
gave a hurried little nod. | seemed to hearatiys
saying, " A little bit more." At least, he adbi®



the heap.

" A little mild stimulant is indicated," heigiawith
an imitation of his bedside manner. He was knge
in front of my chair, and held up his hand l&keriest
making an offering to his goddess.

The next thing | remember is that | was wagkin
feverishly, almost running, up Sloane Streéid a
feeling of being pursued. Was it true, that Gleeek
fable of the Furies ? What had | done ? Whdt ha
| done ?

My fingers worked spasmodically on the little
amber-tinted bottle of poison. | wanted to @efy from
every one and everything. | didn't know wheveak
going. | hated Peter from the depths of my sbul
would have given anything in the world-excedy t
heroin-to be able never to see him again. But h
had the money, why shouldn't we enjoy our dbjec
ruin as we had enjoyed our romance ? Why ndlbwa
in the moist, warm mire ?

CHAPTER V
TOWARDS MADNESS

| found | was attracting attention in the strby

my nervous behaviour. | shuddered at the sifht
policeman. Suppose | were arrested, and thay to
it away from me ?

And then | remembered how silly | was. Maisie
Jacobs had a flat in Park Mansions. | knevwstald
stand for anything, and keep her mouth shut.

She was in, thank goodness. | don't know what
tale | told her. | don't know why | was stugdough
to trouble my head to invent one. She's ageadl
sport, Maisie, and doesn't care what you dores
as you don't interfere with her.

She had some white silk, and we sewed up the H
in little packets, and stitched them in theufloes of
my dress. | kept about half, and put it in &h o



envelope she had. That was to make my peabe wit
Peter. But | needed two or three good goefespot.

| had a fit of hysterical crying and tremblirg

must have fainted for a bit. | found myselftbe sofa
with Maisie kneeling by me and holding a glaks
champagne to my lips.

She didn't ask any questions. It wasn't heirass
if my story was all lies.

| felt a bit better after a while. She begamailk
about King Lamus. She had fallen for him thstfi
time she met him, about a year ago, and hadnbec
an enthusiastic pupil. She could do what dteslli
she was free, plenty of money of her own, ne ton
interfere.

In a way, | hated her for her independenceak
really envy of her freedom.

| felt that Basil was the only man that magter

and | had missed my chance with him through not
being worthy. | had ended by losing him altbget,
and the irony of it was terrible, for | hadtidgm
through loyalty to Peter at the very moment mhe
thoroughly loathed and despised him.

Yet | knew that Basil would admire and love me
for that very loyalty itself. It was the firgting that

| had ever had to show him. My only asset haden
me bankrupt for ever !

Maisie had been talking quietly while | wagiing
these things. | slid out of my concentratioméar
her voice once more. She was in the middlenof a
explanation of her relations with Basil.

" He claims to be utterly selfish," vibrateer tense
tones, " because he includes every individuais
idea of himself. He can't feel free as longhaese are
slaves about. Of course, there are some padpise
nature it is to be slaves ; they must be teftdrve.
But there are lots of us who are kings andtdar@w
it ; who suffer from the delusion that they btigp bow
to public opinion, all sorts of alien dominatide
spends his life fighting to emancipate peoplthis
false subjection, because they are parts o$élimHe
has no ideas about morality. His sense of hgnou
even, means nothing to him as such. It is sirtipt



he happened to be born a gentleman. 'If | \aeteg,’
he said to me once, 'l should bark. If | wereowl,

| should hoot. There's nothing in either whlgood
or bad in itself. The only question is, whathe
natural gesture ?' He thinks it his missiothi
world to establish this Law of Thelema."

She saw my puzzled look.

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw,'
she quoted merrily. " You must have heard those
words before ! "

| admitted it. We laughed together over oigrfd's
eccentricity.

" He says that to every one he meets," shizaeaal,
not only to influence them, but to remind hatiis

of his mission and prevent himself wastingthmee on
anything else. He's not a fanatic ; and inyier

that | have known him, I've certainly got onmao
with my music than | ever did in any five yebefore.
He proved to me-or, rather, showed me how ¢ogr
to my own satisfaction-that my true Will wash®e

a singer. We began by going through all thésfat
my life from my race and parentage to my pesaton
qualities, such as my ear and my voice being
physiologically superior to that of the averagesician, and
my circumstances enabling me to devote myseifedy
to training myself to develop my powers to best
advantage. Even things like my guardian being a
great composer ! He won't admit that was amdaot.”

" He claims that the coincidence of so mamgunstances
affords evidence of design ; and as so many of

these are beyond the control of any humanligégice,

it leads one to suppose that there is someithdl

at work somewhere beyond our limitations ofsgen

who has made me a singer instead of a milliner.

" Oh, yes, Maisie," | interrupted, " but tisatie

old argument that the design of the Universees

the existence of God ; and people have stoppbkeving
in God chiefly because the design was shown

to be incompatible with a consistent charatter.

" Oh, certainly," she admitted without a qualm
"The evidence goes to show that there are many
different gods, each with his own aim and hiso
method. Whether their conflicting ambitions demn



reconciled (as seems necessary from a philosaiph
point of view) is practically beyond the scageour
present means of research. Basil implored nhiéono
bother my head about any such theories. Helgimp
laughed in my face and called me his favouniggtin-
gale. 'Thou wast not born for death, immorted,b
he chuckled, 'but neither wast thou born te tak
course of Neo-Platonism.' His whole point igttbne
mustn't leave the rails. If | had convinced gifys
that | was a singer, would | kindly refrainino
meddling with other affairs ? "

"1 know," | putin, " as the captain said whbe
first officer interrupted him, - What | wanbin you,
Mr. Mate, is silence, and precious damneceliif
that!"'"

Again we found ourselves laughing together. It
was really very extraordinary the way in whiatking
to Basil or his pupils exhilarated the minthehan

to see why he was so distrusted and dislikedpf
always pretend to want to be lifted out of tisehaes,
but in reality they're terribly afraid of anytly
happening to them. And Basil always strikethat
root of one's spiritual oak. He wants one t@beself,
and the price of that is to abandon the faleas that
one has of oneself. People like the sham teat¢hat
soothe them with narcotic platitudes. They drea
having to face reality in any form. That is tleal
reason for persecuting prophets.

Of course, | was full of H., but Maisie haddrane
forget all about it for a moment.

"Who's that thin girl that's always there?" |
asked her.

It was an automatic spurt of jealousy.

" Oh, Lala," said Maisie, " she's rather ardea
She's a queer girl, one of the queerest evassr
something, | fancy. He's trained her for trst three
years. He met her, | don't know how, and asiexd
to pose for him. She told me once how stadlesl
was at the reason he gave. 'Did you write gsatm,’
he asked her, " | can tell all my bones, tloek and
stare upon me ? ™ You know the girl hasn'tagot
ounce of flesh on her body. She's perfectlythga
she's just a freak of nature. And while he cked her
he asked her to suggest a title for the pictiant



me as a dead soul,' she answered. He caughéup
phrase with fiery enthusiasm, and began to work
an enormous screen, a triptych with the strsinge
beasts and birds and faces, all arranged tbupdo
her as the central figure. She is standing thakiéh

a disproportionately large head grinning detielst
The body is almost a skeleton covered with mjsde
skin. It made a perfectly grisly sensation.onder
you haven't seen it."

As a matter of fact, | had seen a photogrdph o

in some newspaper, and now | remembered ttiat Bi
Waldorf had pointed her out, roaring with lategh

as the Queen of the Dead Souls. Basil hadtkatd
London was full of dead souls.

" It's nothing to do with that story of Gogol'

said Maisie. " Basil thinks-and it's only tolagtly
true-that most of the people we see walkingugbo
and eating and drinking and dancing, are restdd-
'dead in trespasses and sins,' as my old uselé to
say-in the sin of not knowing themselves t&Ghas,
True and Living Gods Most High--"

| sighed with sadness. |, too, was a deadaodl|

| had given up the Lord of Resurrection thatrmitg
out of loyalty to another dead soul. And-thmea
afternoon ! Faugh! what a charnel-house Life is
How chill and damp and poisonous is the ailnHo
the walls sweat the agony of the damned!

" And look at Lala now! " Maisie went on. " He
had to put her through the most frightful oldea

for she was very dead indeed-but she got totiner
end of the tunnel all right. She's a Great Sbeler
there was one in the world, and he has raisednortal
into immortality. Her corruptibility has put on
incorruption-and she radiates light and lifd &wve,
leaping through the years in utter liberty-"

" But what does she do now ? " | asked withuk
pain at my heart.

"Why, her True Will, of course came back the
flaming answer. " She knows that she cameiso th
planet to bear witness to the Law of Thelemlen
own person, and to help her Titan in his ta’sk !

Maisie was really stupefying. Every one kndnest
she was in love with Basil from the first, andand



always will be. How was it that she could spetk
another woman who loved him without jealousyd,a
as things were, without envy ? It was truehpps,
after all, that he had some huge hypnotic ppesed
held them helpless, filed away like so manielst
But Maisie was bubbling over with energy ang jo
it was absurd to think of her as vampiriseda agtim.
| asked her about it point-blank.

" My dear Lou,"” she laughed, " don't be to iy
gaga | My Will is to sing, and Lala's is to a¢lim in
his work-why should we clash ? Why should there
be any ill-feeling ? She's helping me by hejgim
to help me; and I'm helping her by showing that
Law has helped me, and can help others. Wregre t
best friends in the world, | and Lala; how abahy-
thing else be possible ? "

Well, of course, she was herself doing a notsty
impossible feat. The point of view of Basil dmd
crowd is simply upside down to all ordinary pkn
At the same time, one can't deny that the tésul
amazingly invigorating to contemplate. | cogladte
understand his idea of developing mankind witat
is practically a new species, with new facalti@nd
the old fears, superstitions, and follies dided for
ever.

| couldn't stand it another second. Maisie giaen
him-and herself-up, and yet she possessed both
herself and him : | had clung to him and to atfys

and | had lost both-Lost, lost for ever ! | gqtto

go home ; and before | reached the streetisezh

with desolate disgust and despair the degreeyof
degradation, of my damnation ; and | huggegeiegely
my hideous perverse pride in my own frightful

fate, and rejoiced as the horrible hunger g&yom made
itself known once more, gnawing at my entrdils.
licked my lips at the thought that | was on way to
the man whom my love had done so much to dgstro
and myself with him.

To begin with, no more of this diary why shebul

| put myself out for King Lamus ? " Every ste@
treads is smeared with blood," as Gretel oaa# s
Yes, in some infernal way he had made me orinésof
victims. " All right-you shall get enough magic
diary to let you know that I'm out of your abes-

I'll put down just those things which will tglbu how

| hate you-how | have outwitted you-and youllsha



read them when my Dead Soul has got a Dead Body
to match it."

september 14
| expected Peter would be in ; impatient towkn
if I'd wangled McCall. Instead, he turned ugeaf
twelve, full of champagne and-SNOW !

My aunt, what a lucky day !

He was boiling with passion, grabbed me like a
hawk.

"Well, old girl," he shouted, "what luck with
McCall ? "

| produced my package.
" Hurrah, all our troubles are over !"

We opened our last three half-bottles of f@z
celebrate the occasion, and he gave me songe cok
And | thought | didn't like it ! It's the finestuff there
is. A sniff to the right and a sniff to thetlahd a big
heap right on my tongue; and that wasn't all.

" | tell you what's been wrong," he said ie th
morning. " Who the hell could expect to be tigh

a place like this ? I've got right on to thpes. We
need never run short any more. We'll go down to
Barley Grange and have another honeymoon. &ou'r
my honeysuckle, and I'm your bee."

He went and flung open the door and shouted fo
the woman to pack our things while we wenttout
breakfast, and have the bill ready.

" What infernal fools we are," he cried aswent
sailing down the street to the Wisteria wheya gan
get real French coffee and real Englil bacon.

We looked at ourselves in the long mirror. We
could see how ill we had been, but all that was
gone.

Decision and self-confidence had come bac#t; an
love had come back with them. | could feel love
mingling its turbulent torrent with my bloodkd the
junction of the Rhone and the Arve in Geneva.



We walked into a shop and bought a car on the
spot, and took it away then and there. There ovee
at the Grange, but we wanted a racer.

We drove back to Greek Street in a flood digthé.
It was a bright, fresh autumn morning; evenythi
had recovered its tone. Winter could never come
There was no night except as a backgrounchéor t
moon and the stars, and to furnish the sceofeoyr
heavenly hell.

September 17
The Grange is certainly the finest house ewiorld.
There is only one drawback. We didn't wantezall
County society is all right in its way ; bugjers don't
hunt in packs, especially on the honeymoonw&o
had to send the word around that the precastaie
of my health made it impossible for us to reeei
Rather an obvious lie, motoring the way we were
The 'plane had come back from Deal, but we'tlidn
do any flying.

Cockie gave various reasons; but they wereamwncing.
We roared with laughter at their absurdity.

The truth was that he was nervous.

It didn't make us ashamed. After what he had
done, he could rest on his oars. It was onfhypierary,
of course. We'd made ourselves rottenly ithiat
gaga place in Greek Street. We couldn't exjoegét
back to the top of our form in a week.

Besides, we didn't want that kind of excitemmen
We had enough in other ways. We found we could
see things. That ass, Basil, was always talalmt
the danger of magic, and precaution, and stient
methods and all that bunk. We were seeing more
spirits and demons every day than he ever saeni
years. They are nothing to be afraid of. | $tiou
like to see the old Boy himself. I'd-

Sefitember 18
We found a book in the library one rainy aftawn.
It told us how to make the Devil appear.

Cockie's grandfather was great on that siifére's
a room in the north tower where he did his tstun



We went up after dinner. Everything had besfn |
more or less the way it was. Uncle Mortimererev
troubled to alter anything.

There was a legend about this room too. Fer on
thing, grandfather was a friend of Bulwer Lyt
We found a first edition of A Strange Storytlwan
inscription.

Lytton had taken him for the model of Sir Rhil
Derval, the white magician who gets murderedtdn
said so in this copy.

It was all very weird and exciting. The roorasw

full of the strangest objects. There was aetglginted
with mysterious designs and characters andya hu
cross-hilted sword ; two silver crescents safgal by

two copper spheres and a third for the pomiirtes.

blade was two-edged, engraved with Arabic onesthing.

Cockie began to swing it about. We thouglaHks
of light came from the point, and there wasiazing,
crackling sound.

" Take this," said Cockie, " there's sometrdegilish
rum about it."

| took it out of his hand. Of course, it wagyomy
fancy; but it seemed to weigh nothing at alkl &
gave a most curious thrill in one's hand amal. ar

Then there was a golden cup with rubies rated
brim. And always more inscriptions.

And there was a little wand of ebony with asted
flame at the top ; three tongues, gold, silaed some
metal we'd never seen before.

And there were rows and rows of old books, tigos
Latin, Greek, and Hebrew.

There was a big alabaster statue of Gandsha, t
elephant god.

" This is the place," | said, " to get holdtbé
devil."

" That's all right," said Cockie, " but whdttcat a
little she-devil for me ? "



" Oh," I said, " if I'm not satisfactory, youbetter
give me a week's salary in lieu of notice."”

We laughed like mad.

Something in the room made our heads swim. We
began kissing and wrestling.

It's all very well to laugh at magic, but afée!
certain ideas do belong to certain things ; youlcan
get an idea going, if you're reminded of itebglace
like this. . ..

(Lady Pendyagon's Diary is interrupted mote
written on some later occasion in the haitivg of
Mr. Basil King Lamus. Ed.)

Lou means all right, bless her! She makeshimdt

of Anatole France-La Rotisserie de la ReineaBgde
-old Coignard has been warned by the Rosicnuctd

to Pronounce the word Agla, and the momentdss do,
a wheel comes off his carriage, with the rethdt he gets
murdered by Moses.

Then, again, all the Rosicrucian's Predicticome

true ; and he himself goes up in aflame like $alamander
he has been invoking. He looks upon his ownldas

the crown of his career-the climax towards e has
been working.

Anatole France is, in fact, compelled to wateif the
Rosicrucian theories were correct, althouglchisscious
self is busily exposing the absurdity of magic.

It looks as if the artist's true self were vioced of

the actuality of magic, and insisted on expresgself
despite every effort of the sceptical intellecturn the
whole thing into ridicule. There are numerotizeo
examples in literature of the same conflicizetn the
genius and the mind which is its imperfect medi For
instance-at the other end of the scale-Mr. W. S
Maugham, in " The Magician," does his malignant
utmost to make the " villain " objectionableevery way,
an object of contempt, and a failure. Yet ia very
moment when his enemies succeed in murdermgahd
destroying his life's work, they are obligedatimit that
he has " Accomplished the Great Work "-of dreat
Living Beings ! " Every man and every womamis
star."-B. K. L.



| don't like that room. | said nothing abautiol
Peter ; but the old man was there walking alsut
large as life. You have to be specially pregdcesee
these things.

Cockie was never spiritually minded.

September 18
An alarm of burglars last night. We roused the
house-but no traces could be found. The sesvant
here are frightfully stupid. They irritate mikthe
time.

One can't sleep in this house. It'stoo ol T

wood cracks all the time. just as one is onvirge of
sleep some noise makes one more wide-awake than
ever.

| can't bear the idea of being touched. My s&i
very sensitive. It's part of the spiritualisiogmy
life, | suppose.

I'm glad, though, that the new honeymoon didn’
last more than three or four days.

It is irritating to one's vanity. But thatnserely
a memory. How can vanity co-exist with the ispa
life ?

| saw the Spirit of heroin to-day when | weptto
the magic room. It is tremendously tall andhthvith
tattered rags fluttering round it, and thesa tato
little birds that fly off it, that come and law in
one's skin!

| just feel the prick of the beak, and thedig-
appears. They were messengers from the othal.wo
There is a little nest of them in my liveridtvery
curious to hear them chirping when they wantifo

| don't know what they'll do so far away froheir
mother.

It is horrible not being able to sleep. That,
must be a preparation for the new life.

| wandered up all alone to the magic room, satd
with my hands on the table opposite the old nrging
to get him to talk.



His lips move, but | can't hear what he says.

| was disturbed, of course. | always am belisturbed.
| am so tired. Why won't they let me alone ?

This time it was a shot. The magic room hasdaws
all around it.

| went to see who could have fired. It wasyver
bright moonlight ; but | could see nothing.

Then there came another flash and reportnt we
round to the side it came from, and watched.al
by the lake. | watched a long time. Then a ching
figure hidden among the reeds sprang up, guna
to its shoulder and fired twice in rapid susies.
Then it screamed, and ran to the house throaivey
its gun. | wonder what it could be.

September 20
| have found a manuscript in grandfather'siroo
that tells you how to invoke the Devil. It nedd/o
people, and | don't feel sure about Peter.

He can't see into the spiritual world at @h the
contrary, he is getting a little queer in tlead, and
imagines he sees things which don't existlaHals
constantly scratching himself.

He behaved very strangely at dinner. | think t
butler noticed it.

At midnight we went up to the old man's rooma a
began to go through the ritual. A lot of it seesilly,
but the climax is fine.

You keep on saying, over and over

"lo Pan Pan! lo Pan Pan! Ai Pan Pan !

lo Pan Pan! lo Pan Pan! Pan Pan Pan!
Aegipan, Aegipan, Aegipan, Aegipan, Aegipan,
Aegipan, lo Pan Pan!"

You go on till something comes. We used twackl
robes that we found hanging up there.

They were lovely silk robes with hoods.

You take candles in both hands and dance while



make the incantations.

We got frightfully excited. It was as if aatige
force had got hold of us. It seemed to leadlus
round the house and then into the grounds.

We were shouting at the top of our voices.

Once or twice we saw a servant putting oubsen
through a chink of a door. It would always bets
with a little squeal, and we could hear keysing
and bolts being pushed.

We wanted to roar with laughter, but we had to
keep on with the invocation. The book said yaustn't
stop it while you were outside the magic roomthe
Devil could get you.

The strange thing is that | don't remembedlat
what happened. Did the Devil come or not ?

| don't even remember getting back to the magi
room. | must have gone to sleep, for I've wolipn
frightfully hungry.

Cockie's awake too. He's kneeling at the windo
with a shot gun. He aimed it two or three timag
didn't fire. He came back to me after putting gun
in a comer.

He said, " It's no good. They're too spry. dhé/
chance to get them is at night.”

He was hungry too. We rang for some food. Nigbo
answered the bell.

We rang again and again.

Then Peter got angry and went to see whatwwasg.
" There isn't a soul in the place ! "

It's perfectly incomprehensible. What coulddna
happened to them all ?

Peter says it's the Germans. Part of a plpéetse-
cute him for what he did in the war. But | ddghink
so at all.

It says in a book that you have to get rie@zéry
one if you're going to start the spiritual life



| expect my spiritual guide put it into theinds

to go, but I'm very doubtful about Cockie. Hedt
ready for any high development. Men are always
revoltingly gross.

Think how they are even about love. | must say
this for Cockie, he's all right about that. Meay
flower of purity-a perfect knight !

Yet we went through a period of a very evihiccter.
No doubt we had to be purged of all our bakaments.

There is a great sympathy between us at tiames,
it is not soiled by any animality.

The only thing is I'm not sure whether it Habeen
too great a strain for his mind-the procesguification.

He certainly has some very queer ideas. Somasti

I catch him looking at me with some deep susepic
in his eyes. His mind is harping on the Germans
He broke out just now into a denunciation oét8r
Webster as a German spy, and rambled on fram th
to say something that | couldn't properly ustkand.
But the gist of it was apparently that as Griesel
introduced us more or less, | was being usetbtbim
some harm.

Of course ideas like this come to one wherisone
hungry, and all this sprang up owing to the t@ysus
disappearance of the servants.

There was nothing for it but for Peter to gdite
inn and have food sent in. But | had the dewaln
job to get him to do it. His character lacksidmsn.

| made him take two or three sniffs of snowafl
put him right, and now he's gone off to the inn

I'm very glad to be alone. | always felt thesevants
were spying. The house is delightfully quiet.

As | write there are two beautiful people loakover
my shoulder. They have been sent to watch meer

and guide me, and prepare me for the greaingest

which is in store for me.

Here comes Peter with the waiter and a tray. |
must hide this book. The secrets of the spairilife



must be kept from the profane.

It's all right. Peter is my soul-mate aftdr @e
couldn't eat much. It's only natural; all bappetites
have to be killed out before one is ready t@go
Peter ate very little himself; and then he said

" 1 know why we couldn't get the Devil to come
the other night. It was having those servahtsia

| remember now that grandfather only had two in
the house, and he used to send them away when
he had anything big on. Let's see what we can d
to-night."

That was delightful. That was his old self.

We thought it would be a good plan to coke up
pretty hard before starting.

CHAPTER VI
COLD TURKEY

Seplember 23
| Don't remember what happened. | know why.
Basil told me long ago that the mind only keptint
of material things. So these spiritual evenés a
recorded in a higher kind of mind of which we aot
conscious until we get accustomed to spirili€eal
So all I can put down is that we had a complete
success.

The Deuvil, of course, needs a human interpretes
is to communicate with this world, and so hakto
possession of Peter. He has been preparingtBete
represent him. He will make Peter pope, and ta
be in the Vatican disguised, to help him bee&es
can't do without me.

My own spiritual guide is named Keletiel. Sba
wonderful being, wears peacock blues and gresimes
has white wings like a swan, and carries afsbfea
many-coloured flowers. She has long, loosekola
curling hair down to her waist. There is a goldand
round her forehead, studded with sapphires gt
name on it. | can always tell her by this.

There has to be a token, because she chaages h



size so much. Sometimes she is a tiny thingupdo
my knee, and sometimes she is two or threestese
high as the North Tower.

Peter and | are covered with blood. We cante ou

of the circle before the Devil had gone, andgtrtched
us all to pieces. Luckily we got back beforekiied

us, but we lost consciousness and woke upa lon
while later. That's why we can't remember what
happened.

| have some idea that | had a terrible quavre
Peter, but | can't remember any details.

| think he does, though, but he won't tell me.

I don't know why he should act like that. Tdmdy
thing | can think is that Gretel Webster mayéaome
down to see him perhaps in her astral body pand
him against me somehow. . . .

He was lying on the sofa in his pyjamas. | tedn
to be kissed, and went over to him with sonzEacte.
But he didn't move. He looked at me with wigeo
eyes. There was some dreadful fear in themhand
said,-

" Black, the plague of the pit,
Her pustules visibly fester."

Of course, | knew he didn't mean it, but | wast.
| gave him the cocaine.

It roused him. He sat up and then he heldyne b
the shoulders and looked straight at my facksad

" Dragon of lure and dread,
Tiger of fury and lust,

The quick in chains to the dead,
The slime alive in the dust,
Brazen shame like a flame

An orgy of pregnant pollution
With hate beyond aim or name-
Orgasm, death, dissolution! "

And then he began shrieking, and ran out®f th
house down to the lake and dived right in. ttam

a few strokes and then came out and walkedlglopv
to the house.



| found some towels in the linen chest. | whsid
of his catching a chill, so | rubbed him halicoaer.
He seemed to have forgotten everything. He was
quite nice and normal but just a little scared.

| can't make out what's the matter with hire. H
acts as if he had learnt some terrible sechattwhe
had to keep from me. He always seems afraipbioig
spied on or overheard.

| went up to the magic room to-night. Peteswa
sitting in the old man's chair writing in a koo
couldn't understand it at first. | had comaigjint

up, and he was fast asleep downstairs! Thecourfse,
the whole mystery became clear.

While he's asleep, his astral double comesnap
does magic. | knew it was very dangerous ttudis
any one's astral double, so | tiptoed out efrtiom ;
but the double followed me noiselessly. Evanet

I looked over my shoulder he was there, thdugh
was very quick at dodging back round the coaner
into a doorway. . . .

Peter has been very preoccupied for some time.
He writes out telegrams on forms, and therstdam
up ; and then he seems to think that isn't, serfe
picks the pieces up and burns them. | asked him
about it ; but he would say nothing, and gayve

angry.

| think | know what it is, though. | found heset

of paper which he had forgotten to destroytizite
to the War Office, warning them against German
plots, and telling some things that have hapgden
down here. | could hardly read it ; his handwg

is absolutely gaga.

He talks a great deal to himself. | overhesanhe
of it. He thinks there may be a German spye t
War Office and is afraid to trust the postelegraph.

He kept on saying, " I'm at my wits' end." fihe
he went off into muttering about the plots agahim.

| am sure | could help him out if he would pirust
me. | wonder if it's all delusion on his pate
certainly has some funny ideas.



For one thing, he pretends to see spirituales)
which is impossible, because he is not pureigho
Besides, the things he says he sees are &blecand
disgusting.

But he says nothing at all now, any more. He
begins to speak to me and checks himself. . . .

It is very dark to-night. Rain is falling. lRethas
gone down to the lake with his gun.

| have taken this book from its hiding placam
horribly frightened.

I had no appetite at lunch, and Peter woulshtt

He burst out in a hysterical appeal to me, nel@d me
of our love, and said he couldn't believe isad a
sham. Why had | gone into the plot to drive tbam
death ? He doesn't eat, because he thinksdlki$
poisoned; and when he saw that | wasn't eating,
convinced him that | was in the plot against hi

| tried to tell him this was all nonsenseoldthim
that | was not in any plot against him. It didiet
his mind at ease. | had to tell him my greatese
that | am the woman clothed with the sun inBloek
of Revelations, and that he must protect me.

| proved to him that this was the only explaoa

The reason why he couldn't live with me as mgidand
was that my angel had told me that | was gting
bring the Messiah into the world.

We went into a heated argument. | don't remegmb
what happened ; but as usual, it turned into a
quarrel.

One must be concentrated on the spiritual $ibe
the slightest interruption from the senseg'sfonly
the wind in the trees, is a terribly irritatittgng.

" Satan is the prince of the power of the'dirsays in
the Bible, so he sends these noises in the disturb
my mind.

How can | give birth to the Messiah if | antno
caught up into the Seventh Heaven, and unconsci
of material things ?

The world, the flesh, and the Devil. One ireth



and three in one. This evil trinity must be ledieed.
It knows that ; and that's why it tries to mtgt me
either by means of Peter or the pains of thdypor
the sights and sounds of nature.

Nature is under a curse because of sex, atiidsso
world is in the power of the Evil One. But | amosen
to redeem it, and the Holy Spirit overshadovesand
sends angels to guard me. That is how we daifri
the servants.

Peter suddenly attacked me. He got me down,
and put his knee on my chest, and tried togtea
me. But the angel smote him suddenly, andigll h
muscles relaxed and he rolled over.

His eyes were wide open, but | could only thee
whites. That is a sign that he is possessdtdy
Devil, and that the angels are protecting me.

He has fired two or three times, and now |lsee
coming up from the lake. | must hide this boakd
then I will go to the garage, and hide till therning.

Keletiel tells me that this is the criticaght. |

will get into the big car under the sheet. He
won't look for me there, and the angels willdoethe
watch. . ..

It came out all right. | slept on the seattd car.

| had a dreadful nightmare, and woke sweatihg a
over. Then | went to sleep again. | was with si
angels who carried me through the air to aglalich
I mustn't describe. It is a great and wonderfystery.

It is awful and miraculously wonderful to et
woman clothed with the sun. The sublimity of it
would have frightened me only a few weeks &go.
have been gently and wisely prepared for mjteada
position.

This vision initiated me into the most maroak
secrets.

When | woke Keletiel came and told me that the
crisis was over. | was shivering with cold, ameht
into the house for some heroin. That's the tmhg
that keeps one warm however hot the weather is.
This is because what keeps the body warm isutste
of animal life, and when one has got to thgetahere



one becomes wholly spiritual, the body becoowdd
like a corpse. . ..

A dreadful thing has happened. We have used up
all the heroin, and there is hardly any cocaine
remembered what | had sewn away in my whitekfro
and went to get it. It was on the floor in anay of

the drawing-room.

It was all shrunk and rumpled and dirty, andas
still quite wet. | suppose | must have gonergyl
walk in the rain, though | don't remember amgh
about it.

All the heroin was washed away. There wasn't a
grain left. Peter came in and found me cryttg.
understood at once what had happened. All ide sa
was :-

" You'll have to go back to McCall."

| couldn't even be angry. Men are too groasiynal
to understand. How could I do such a thingirgge
who | was ?

He wanted some H. badly; finding it gone, made
him want it insanely.

He took one of the packets and began to chew i
" Thank God," he said, " it's quite bitter. Tée
must be a lot in the dress."

| was shivering and faint. | got another packe
and put it in my mouth. He went wild and clwdh
me by the hair, and forced open my jaws with hi
fingerandthumb. | struggled and kicked andtstied;
but he was too strong. He got it out and pirt is
own mouth. Then he hit me in the face as lIsat.
went flat and limp, and began to howl. He pttkg
the dress and the packets, and started toagmght
at his ankles desperately; but he kicked hifriss,
and went out of the room with the dress.

| was too weak and hurt to go after him, aryd m
nose was bleeding.

But | had got some H., and | remembered wivad.
This was all part of the ordeal. At any momient

might manifest my glory, and he would fall doain
my feet and worship me. After all, he has a eaful



destiny himself ; like St. Joseph-or else ppshae
may be the Dragon that will try to destroy mel a
the Messiah.

In my position the actual H. isn't really nesary

any more than food is. The spiritual idea i$icient.
That | suppose is the lesson | had to leanadibeen
relying on the stuff itself. It says in the Bl Angels
came and ministered unto him." My angels will
bring me the manna that cometh down from heaven

| am perfectly happy. It is sublime not todependent
any more on earthly things. Keletiel came and

told me to go and prophesy to Peter, so | ke
away the diary. | must think of a new placergve
time, else Peter will find out where | keepoit the

old man may be hunting around in his astralybod
and take it away. | have been very careful what
wrote ; but he might discover some of the dsaad
ruin everything.

There's another trouble. | can only remember
spiritual things clearly. The material worldfégling
out. It would be disaster if | forgot whereidl lit.

Basil would never forgive me.

I will hide it in the chimney, then | can alyglook
up where I putiit. . . .

What is dreadful is the length of time. With d#
C. or both, there is never a dull moment ; auih
them the hours, the very minutes, drag. Iffscdit
to read or write. My eyes won't focus propefiey
have been open to the spiritual world, theytcse
anything else. It's hard, too, to control taadhs.

| can't form the letters properly.

This waiting is hellish. Waiting for somethitay
happen! | can think of nothing but H. Everythin
in the body is wrong. It aches intolerably. Ee
single dose would put everything right.

It makes me forget who | am, and the wonderful
work to be done. | have become quite blinchio t
spiritual world. Keletiel never comes. | mustity
wait, wait for the Holy Spirit; but that's a mery so
far, far off !

There are times when | almost doubt it, yet my



faith is the only thing that prevents my goingane.
| can't endure without H.

The sympathy of suffering has brought Petese.
We lie about and look at each other ; but wetca
touch, the skin is too painful. We are bothless
as it is impossible to describe. It irritatesta see
each other like this, and we can't do anythiwe
constantly get up with the idea of doing sonmgth
but we sit down again immediately. Then wetcan'
sit, we have to lie down. But lying down doésest
us; it irritates us more, so we get up agaid, €0 on
for ever. One can't smoke a cigarette ; aWerdr
three puffs it drops from one's fingers. Th&on
respite | have is this diary. It relieves mewvtte of
my sufferings; and besides, it is importanttfe
spiritual life. Basil must have the record ¢ad.

| can't remember dates, though. | don't eveank
what year it is. The leaves in the park tellitme
autumn, and the nights are getting longer. fight

is better than the day ; there is less taaiteitWe

don't sleep, of course, we fall into a torgasil told
me about it once. He called it the dark nighthe soul.
One has to go through it on the way to the Gregt.

The light of day is torture. Every sense isretrument
of the most devilish pain. There is no fleshoon bones.

This perpetual craving for H ! Our minds ateerly
empty of everything else. Rushing into the vandhe
tumbling the words of that abominable poem:-

" A bitten and burning snake
Striking its venom within it,

As if it might serve to slake

The pain for the tithe of a minute."

It is like vitriol being thrown in one's facé/e have
no expression of our own. We cannot think. The
need is filled by these words. . . .

The impact of light itself is a bodily pain.

" When the sun is a living devil
Vomiting vats of euvil,

And the moon and the night but mock
The wretch on his barren rock,

And the dome of heaven high-arched
Like his mouth is and and parched,



And the caves of his heart high-spanned
Are choked with alkali sand ! "

We are living on water. It seems for the momen
to quench the thirst, at least part of it. Peteervous
state is very alarming. | feel sure he hassiehs.

He got up and staggered to the mantelpiece and
leant against it with his arms stretched owt.dred
in a hoarse, dry voice

" Thirst !

Not the thirst of the throat,

Though that be the wildest and worst
Of physical pangs that smote

Alone to the heart of Christ,

Wringing the one wild cry

I thirst' from His agony,

While the soldiers drank and diced."

He thought he was Jesus on the Cross instead o
Dragon, as he really is. It makes me very nasvo
about him.

When he had finished reciting, his strengithdsunly
failed him, and he collapsed. The clatter ef th
fire-irons was the most hideous noise thatd ézer
heard. . ..

When | can summon up enough strength to write
in my diary, the pain leaves me. | see thatetlaee
two people here. I, myself, am the Woman cldthe
with the Sun, writing down my experiences. The
other is Lou Pendragon, an animal dying in ggon
from thirst.

| said the last word aloud, and Peter caugiy.i
He crawled away from the grate towards me dgngpk
out

" Not the thirst benign

That calls the worker to wine;

Not the bodily thirst

(Though that be frenzy accurst)

When the mouth is full of sand,

And the eyes are gummed up, and the ears
Trick the soul till it hears

Water, water at hand,

When a man will dig his nails

In his breast, and drink the blood



Already that clots and stales
Ere his tongue can tip its flood."

His mind had gone back to infancy. He thought
that | was his mother, and came to me to beatur

But when he came near, he recognised me amdext
away again, hurriedly, like a wounded animyiliy
to escape from the hunter. . . .

Most of the time, when we have energy to #dl&ll,
we discuss how to get more H. and C. The Cbkas
finished long ago. It's no good without the\We
could go to Germany and get it ; or even todam
but something keeps us from decision.

[, of course, know what it is. It is necesstnyme
to undergo these torments that | may be pudrifie
completely from the flesh.

But Peter doesn't understand at all. He blames
bitterly. We go over the whole thing again again.
Every incident since we met is taken in turmnhes
cause of our misery.

Sometimes his brutal lust revives in his midd.

thinks | am a vampire sent from Hell to desthay;

and he gloats over the idea. | cannot makeumderstand
that | am the woman clothed with the sun.

When he gets those ideas, they arouse sirhibaights

in me. But they are only thoughts.

| am afraid of him. He might shoot me in a nfiad
He has got a target pistol, a very old one \utiy,
thin bullets, and carries it about all the tirkie

never mentions the Germans now. He talks adout
gang of hypnotists that have got hold of himg aut
evil thoughts in his mind. He says that if loelld
shoot one of them it would break the spell.télks
me not to look at him as | do ; but | have ¢odm

the watch lest he should attack me.

Then he mixes up my hypnotic gaze with iddas o
passion. He keeps on repeating:-

" Steadily stares and squarely,
Nor needs to fondle and wheedle
Her slave agasp for a kiss,

Hers whose horror is his

That knows that viper womb,



Speckled and barred with black
On its rusty amber scales,

Is his tomb-

The straining, groaning rack
On which he wails-he wails! "

He takes an acute delight in the intensitiisf
suffering. He is wildly proud to think that has
been singled out to undergo more atrocious ¢otm
than had ever been conceived of before.

He sees me as the principal instrument ofdhere,
and loves me with perverse diabolical lusttfat
reason, yet the whole thing is a delusion enplait,
or else it is a necessary consequence of hisgihg
into the Dragon.

It is only natural that there should be steang
incidents in a case of that sort, especially asver
happened before. It is wonderful and terribl&é
unique. But, of course, he is not really uniquée
way that | am. . ..

We have lighted a huge fire in the billiarebne. We
sleep there so far as we sleep at all. Wehgotvaiter
to bring down blankets and quilts from the loean,
and he leaves the food on the table.

But fires are no good. The cold comes frondies
us. We sit in front of the blaze, roasting bands
and faces; but it makes no difference. We shive

We try to sing like soldiers round a camp,flvat
the only words that come are the appropriagson
That poem has obsessed us. It fills our saullke
exclusion of everything else except the thirst.

" Every separate bone
Cold, an incarnate groan
Distilled from the icy sperm
Of Hell's implacable worm."

We repeated them over and over. . ..

| don't know how one thing ever turns into tueo.
We are living in an eternity of damnation.dlta
mystery how we ever get from the fire to thaezor
the two big Chesterfields. Every action is pasate
agony rising to a climax which never comes.réhe
is no possibility of accomplishment or of peace



" Every separate nerve

Awake and alert, on a curve
Whose asymptote's name is 'never
In a hyperbolic 'for ever I'" "

| don't know what some of the words mean. But
there is a fascination about them. They giee th
idea of something without limit. Death has baeo
impossible, because death is definite. Notlcegy
really ever happen. | am in a perpetual sthfsmm.
Everything is equally anguish. | suppose oatest
changes into another to prevent the edge heken
off the suffering. It would be incredibly blfs$if one
could experience something new, however abdoiena
The man that wrote that poem has left out mgthi
Everything that comes into my mind is no mdrant
an echo of his groans.

" Body and soul alike
Traitors turned black-hearted,
Seeking a place to strike

In a victim already attuned
To one vast chord of wound."

The rhythm of the poem, apart from the words,
suggests this moto Perbetuo vibration. Yetnirwous
irritability tends to exhaust itself as sudhisiso
unendurable ; the only escape seems to besitounld
transform it into action. The poison filtersabgh

into the blood. I am itching to do somethingrite
and insane.

" Every drop of the river

Of blood aflame and a-quiver
With poison secret and sour-
With a sudden twitch at the last
Like certain jagged daggers."

When Peter crosses the room, | see him

" With blood-shot eyes dull-glassed

The screaming Malay staggers

Through his village aghast.”
It is natural and inevitable that he shoulddeun
me. | wish he were not so weak. Anything to g&nd
all.

The medical books said that if one didn'taliright



from abstention, the craving would slowly wear

off. | think Peter is already a little strongBut |

am so young to die ! He complains constantlyesmin
under his skin. He says he could bear that tHau
idea of being driven mad by the hypnotists tgen
than any man can be expected to stand. . . .

| felt 1 should scream if | went on a momeariger;
and by scream | don't mean just an ordinargeasur

I mean that | should scream and scream andrscre
and never stop.

The wind is howling like that. The summer kiged
suddenly-without a warning, and the world iseaening
in agony. It is only the echo of the waffing fo

my own lost soul. The angels never come to ave. n
Have | forfeited my position ? | am consciodis o
nothing but this tearing, stabbing, gnawingpéhis
restless raging trembling of the body, thisigrant
groping of a mad surgeon in the open woundyf m
Soul.

| am so bitter, bitter cold. Yet | can't stahd

room. Peter is lying helplessly on the coucl. H
follows me about with his eyes. He seems taflesd
that he will be caught out in something. ke lit

was when we had dope. Though we knew we were
taking it, offering it to each other openlyt yehenever
we took it ourselves, we were afraid lest ttieep
should know.

| think he has something that he wants to hide
away, and is trying to get me out of the roanthat
| shan't know where he has put it.

Well, I don't care, I'm not interested in prsvate
affairs. I'll go out and give him a chancd.Hite

this book in the magic room, if | have strentgtlget
there. The old man might be able to give meesom
elixir. I wouldn't mind if it killed my body;fimy
spirit were free | could fulfil my destiny. . .

Just as | closed the book | heard an answstiong

It must have been the door, for the old mandoase

in. He has a marvellous light in his eyes, hadadiates
rainbow colours throughout the world. | undenst

that my ordeal is over. He stands smiling aoicits
downwards. | think he wants me to go back & th
billiard-room. Perhaps there is some one waitar

me ; some one to take me away to fulfil my ithgst



| know now what it was that | thought was atsbo
a door closing. It was really both of thesegsiin

a mystical sense; for | know now who the olchnsg
and that he is the father of the Messiah. . . .

CHAPTER VII
THE FINAL PLUNGE

Sunday
The church bells tell me the day. | have been
through another terrible ordeal. | don't knaawh
long ago since | came down from the north towéee
noise was really a shot. | found Peter on kber f
with the pistol by his side, and blood pourirgm a
wound in his breast.

| understood immediately what | had to do. It
was impossible to send for a doctor. The sdavfda
the suicide would make life impossible eveegfand
he would immediately discover that it was due t
dope. The burden must be on my own shoulders. |
must nurse my boy back to life.

| remember that | had been too weak to walkrdo
from the north tower. | climbed to the baludea
and gasped, and slid myself, sitting, from stegtep.
| was almost blind, too. My eyes seemed untible
focus on anything.

But the moment | saw what had happened, my
strength came back to me, at least, not mygthe
but the strength of nature. It flowed througd m
like the wind blowing through a flimsy ragged
curtain.

The cartridges were very old, and the powdestm
have lost its strength ; for the bullet turredhis
breast bone and ran round the ribs. It was$yraal
trifling wound ; but he was so weak that he imig
have died from loss of blood. | got some waded
washed the wounds, and bound them up as best |
could. When the waiter came, | sent him forpgrro
things from the chemist, and some invalid fdeak.
the first time | was glad of the war. My Rede€s



training made all the difference.

There was a little fever, due to his intensakness,
and occasionally he had delirium. The obsession
the poem still enthralled him. While | was drieg
the wounds he said feebly and dreamily:-

" She it is, she, that found me

In the morphia honeymoon,;

With silk and steel she bound me

In her poisonous milk she drowned me,
Even now her arms surround me."

"Yes," | said, " but it's your wife who lovgeu
and is going to nurse you through this troubatej
we're going to live happy ever afterwards.”

He smiled very faintly and sweetly and dozéd.a .

Wednesday
| count the days now. We are having an Indian
summer. Nature is lovely. | go out for littlalks
when Peter is asleep.

Friday
There have been no complications, or | shbalke
had to get a doctor in at whatever risk. Whaihles
me is that as he gets stronger, the delusibns o
persecution have begun to return. | know now Heeply
| was myself obsessed by ideas of grandeurhand
my need to be a mother determined their form.

But is it a delusion that | should be thinking
constantly of Basil ? | seem to hear him sayira |
was cured from the moment that | forgot myself
altogether in the absorption of my love ford?etthe
work of bringing him back to life.

And now that | have ceased to look at mysaif a
feel for myself, | have become able to see dnu feel
for him with absolute clearness. There is het t
slightest possibility of error.

All the time he has been able to realise ditht

he was slipping down the dark slope to insarhity
has mixed it all up with the idea of me. He bagun
to identify me with the phantom of murderousdmess
which he recognised as destroying him. A lobk o
trouble comes into his face every now and theamd



he begins to repeat plaintively in a puzzlett®avith
his eyes fixed on mine:-

" Know you now why her eyes
So fearfully glaze, beholding
Terrors and infamies

Like filthy flowers unfolding ?
Laughter widowed of ease,
Agony barred from sadness,
Death defeated of peace,

Is she not madness ? "

Over and over again he said it, and over amal again
| told him the answer. | had indeed been agrefisation
of the seductress, of the destroying angel.itthad
been a nightmare. | had awakened, and he nuadtea

But he saw not me any more, but his ideal xpieg
me congealed into my form. No matter what ¢disai
his fixed idea became constantly stronger aphysical
strength came back.

" She waits for me, lazily leering,
As moon goes murdering moon;
The moon of her triumph is nearing;
She will have me wholly soon."

The rhythm of the poem was still in my owndudo

but it seemed to have worked itself out intotaer
channel. | had forgotten the acute personaliahgof
the earlier part of the poem. | could not ek@member
the lines any more. | was wholly occupied bg ldst two
paragraphs where the subject changes so syddenl

| began to realise what my governess usedlto ¢
Weltschmertz; the universal sorrow wherein &a&ion
groaneth and travaileth until now."

| understood Basil's wish that we should utader
the fearful experiment which had brought usuoh
extremity. My insanity had been the result gf m
selfish vanity. | was not singled out for aque
destiny. The realisation of my own sufferinglhed
me to understand that every one else was iaahne
boat. | could see even the false note of tmeeropt
of the poet for those who had not experiengsaWwn
sublimity of horror.

" And you, you puritan others,



Who have missed the morphia. craving,
Cry scorn if | call you brothers,

Curl lip at my maniac raving,

Fools, seven times beguiled,

You have not known her ? Well!

There was never a need she smiled

To harry you into hell 1 "

The pride of Satan, in the deepness of dawmati
has a fall when he realises that others asesame
calamity-without having been at such pervemag
to get there. He only attains the truth whet&eomes
wholly impersonal, in the final paragraph.

" Morphia, is but one

Spark of its secular fire.

She is the single sun-

Type of all desire !

All that you would you are-

And that is the crown of a craving.
You are slaves of the wormwood star.
Analysed, reason is raving.

Feeling, examined, is pain.

What heaven were to hope for a doubt bf it
Life is anguish, insane ;

And death is-not a way out of it "

| saw that all feeling, however it might setam
casual scrutiny, must be of the nature of gagcause
it implied duality and imperfection; and thhet
nature of thought of whatever kind, must ultieha
be insanity, because it expresses the relatietvgeen
things, and never the things in themselves.

It became evident that the sorrow of the Ursge
was caused by the desire of manifestation tlaaid
death could not do more than suppress one ébrm
existence in favour of another. Of course,ithigasse
is complete. There seems to be no solutiohef t
problem. It is a vicious circle.

At the same time, by acquiescence in actydhiy
insane insistence on one's individual anguasdbated.
Sympathy with universal suffering brings onmia
certain sombre serenity. It does not show asitay

of escape, if such there be, but at least kendhe idea
of escape thinkable. As long as one is tryonget

out of the burning theatre for one's own sé#ke,

panic makes concerted action impossible. " ¥ver
man for himself and the devil take the hindniast



not the kind of order that is likely to securetory.
It does not even ensure the safety of any one
man.

How quickly I had recovered my own well-being
when | was forced to forget about it !

Peter is still desperately striving to savadelf.

" He that loveth his life shall lose it." | nudedicate
my miraculously restored faculties to his sttua
Only | don't see how to set to work.

If only Basil were here. He would know. He has
worked out the technique. All I can do is tedand
labour blindly. After all, there must have beargels
looking after me in some sense which | dorétgmd
to understand. Why should they not be even more
vigilant on his behalf ?

| am only a foolish flapper not worth throwingo
the waste-paper basket. He is a splendid m#mawi
glorious past and endless possibilities forfthere.

It won't do to let him go under; and they mkrsbw that.
| won't trouble my silly head about it, I'&p on loving and trusitng.

October 26

| have forgotten about my diary all this timienave been too busy

with Peter. My memory is frightfully bad. od't seem able to fix

things at all. Peter got stronger all the tinke is practically quite

well now, and took me out and taught me to spbeasants this morning.

It was terribly exciting. | actually got ormay very first day. | got a man and
wife and their daughter to come in and do ®rao we're really very
comfortable, in a countrified way. | couldmdve any one while Peter was
raving.

The waiter from the inn is a Swiss. He kaptrhouth shut; and |
saw to it thtat he had no reason to regreptiiey.

What | can't remember is how Peter began tbeger: mentrally,

I mean. 1 ought to have kep this diary propdrknow but as he
improved, he took up more and more of my tiame] then | had to

do so many things to have things ready for Wimen he was able to get up.

And now, | can't think how it came about; bbelieve the first sign
of improvement was the peom dropped out. Hmbéo talk naturally
about ordinary affairs. He was terribly weaklall, and it had scared him.
He was like an ordinary convalescent, | supsiges of returning interests
in the affairs of life. | had ceased to be/akol. | was just his nurse.



Part of the time he had forgotten who | whle was back in the
base hospital; the time they winged him.

Our honeymoon and its sequel is mostly blottetd | can't say
how much he knows. He says things sometimeshwhake me
think it's quite a lot.

And then again, other thing which make meklia doesn't even
remember that | am his wife. This morning, iftstance, he said :
"I must go to London to see about a settlerienmaking in case
| ever get married.”

And then, not half and hour afterwards, henrefd to an incident of
our life in Capri. | am careful not to contietchim or alarm him about
the state of his mind, but it's very diffictdstknow what to do. There
are so many things | forget myself.

"How did we get down here? " Then again, "Véhs Alice?"
The name keeps on popping up, and yet | dootvkany one at
the intimately or importantly with that name.

| had forgotten this diary-1 found it by acert and immediately
began to read it through to refresh my memory.

Most of the handwriting is unreadable. | dadzand puzzled

before | could make out the words. And theremwhgot the words,

they were so senseless. | can't believe thiisd happened to me.

Some of it came back slowly; curiously, theraportant things came first.

| was amazsed to find that Mabel Black wagdddawrote
her a letter only yesterday. Poor old girl !

The part, too about Dr. McCall. | could swegaite honestly
that never happened. And yet it must have;l found scraps of
the dress in the cushions of the blue Chestdréihewed to a pulp......

October 27
We have been shooting again; but it was cotldamp. We
were neither of us interested and we were tearywto walk.
Peter said nothing; but all the time | can femlv disgusted he is.
We're so rottenly let down. This afternooncked up the article
of Sieveking's. He is talking about he sewsatif walking after a flight.

"One has and infinitely distressing sensatibbeing clamped
down to the ground-manacled by the very gréadds! "

We have been lving so long at such a terbiéit; life is intolerable
on any other terms.



| don't feel any phyical need of drugs any enoDn the
contrary, | feel a delightful bodily buoyancayteving got free.
It's an extraordiany thing, too, how normal efgpe has returned.
We've been eating five meals a day, one feddiadorty instead
of Wordsworth's fourty feeding like one. WelHzeen starving
ourselves for months, and we had to make up.forhe most
delicious sensation of all si the re-birth eblthy human love.
Spring coming back to the earth!

But | doesn't satisty, even so. The interbaisveen one's
emotions are appallingly long. [ think druggensity the high
lights for one thing; but for another, and treally more important,
they fit up the interstices of shadow.

It's hard, to imagine, in the ordinary waygctone off one's
honeymoon back into regular life. | often wentiow a poet
feels when he isn't absorbed in the ecstagyspifration. That
may be why so many of them go off the deep gredinterstices
bore them.

I may as well face the facts. We've had tpnmearrow
escape. We've got out of the mess more by mid

than by good judgment. But if it weren't fbat, I'm not
sure what we shouldn't be inclined to take lagothange.
Of course, as things, it's quite out of thesgioa. It may not
be the least of our luck that lesson was serseat it was.

October 30
The fact is, we're too young. We don't thirfithe
obvious thing. Of course we're bored stiff dovere
with the leaves all fallen, and the mist steggnip from
the lake and swamping the house like a gaskatta
We ought to be in London, and do the theatred,look
up the few of the old crowd. | ought reallystee Maisie
Jacobs and tell her how grateful | am.

Funny, | can't think what | have to be gratefoout.
But luckily it's in the diary.

Peter has got more silent and morose every day
like the weather. He seems to have somethingon
mind. | wish he'd tell me what it is.

He brightened up at dinner. " Let's go to town
to-morrow, Lou," he said. " We'll just take dma
bags. We needn't be away more than two or three
days. What we need is a few decent meals in a
restaurant, and take in a show or two, andgperiget
a bunch down here to liven us up a bit. Thd<ir
are pretty good this year after all.”



October 31
It only struck us when we got into the trahatt
we couldn't possibly go to the Savoy with natloes.
Peter thought it would be a joke to go rounthi
place of ours in Greek Street.

It certainly will be amusing to look at it frothe
new point of view. He will take the bags onrthe
while | get one or two nice people together. dght
to give a little dinner to celebrate.

Here's London at last. I'll lock this up in my
dressing case. . ..

Later-1 can pocket the creature's insolendbet
price. It must have been on my mind. The first
address | gave to the chauffeur was McCalks. H
looked shocked when | was announced.

" My dear Lady Pendragon," he almost shouted a
me very fast. " | know you'll forgive me. I'mghtfully
busy this afternoon."

(There wasn't a soul in his waiting-room.)

" If you'll allow me, I think this is what yowant,
and | hope you will come and see me again soon.
Always at your service, dear Lady Pendragon.”

While he was talking he half emptied a tenrgree
bottle into a piece of paper, twisted it ugelék grocer,
thrust it almost rudely into my hand, and bowsel
out volubly and effusively into the street.

| went faint all over. The taxi was still tieed
called him, and drove to Mme. Daubignac's.r'do
know why, but | felt that | needed a treatmémtas
trembling all over. It was worse when | wentfor
| could see that she was as shocked as McCall.

Then | got in front of a glass. How is it tha@ll
the times I've looked at myself in these mortitres
never seen what they see in a second ?

Good God! it's too awful to talk about. My éac

is drawn and haggard and pale and wrinkledghin
be sixty. Well, what do | care? I've had three
beautiful sniffs !



Madame dolled me up as well as she could.aéllye
I looked much better, and I felt superb.

Peter was out when | got to Greek Streetl; so
opened my dressing case and wrote this uphada
few more sniffs. The only trouble before wansly
our own foolishness. We didn't take ordinarggautions.
This time we're going to watch out. . . .

Peter is back, furious. His pedlar has beanhad.
So | came to the rescue.

" We'll go out to dinner and make a nighttdf i

We've arranged for a regular supply; but tbkidh
thing is that the stuff doesn't work any matée
get the insomnia and those things all right vioel
can't get any fun out of it. We've tried alitsoof
dodges. It's no good. Being with it simply dutthe
pain of being without. That's the best | cay sa
What are we to do ?

(There are three more entries in this diary;
but they are illegible, quite beyond conjeet
The only words decipherable are " sleepdrne
the beginning of the first the name " Basil
the second; and the word poison " in thedthi
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a real place. It and its customs and membaeti, the
surrounding scenery, are accurately described.
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of the " True Will " of any person. Those irgsted
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CHAPTER |
KING LAMUS INTERVENES

It is only three months ago ; but it seemigediiine.

My memory is now very good, and | remember more
details of the past every day. | am writingthccount
of the past three months, partly because mtyfbesd
tells me that it will strengthen it if | exesei it by
putting down what has occurred in sequence. yand
know, even a month ago, | couldn't have redalle
anything at all with regard to certain periods.

My friend tells me that memory fails me infpar

because nature mercifully wishes to hide franthings
which are painful. The spider-web of protectiosgetfulness
is woven over the mouth of the cave which

conceals the raw head and bloody bones of afortunes.

"But the greatest men," says King Lamus, " are
those that refuse to be treated like squattimtgiren,
who insist on facing reality in every form, ate@r off
ruthlessly the bandages from their own wounds."

But | have to think very hard to write dowreth
incidents of the dinner at the Wisteria whem lamd
I had made up our minds to end our lives.

| had got some prussic acid from the chenmistse
than a week before. It took us that time to enag
our minds to get up and to acquire Dutch coeirag
enough to take the plunge.

Some instinct prevented us dropping out o$texice
in a place like those lodgings in Greek Strégten all
one's moral sense is gone, there remains @ rastinct
in men and women of good blood which tells them
like Macbeth and Brutus, to die positively arud
negatively.

| believe it was this alone that dragged u$ram



the dirty bed from which we had not moved faeks,
sunk in a state which was neither sleep noringak

It was by a gigantic effort that | got up gnd some
clothes on, and went out and got shaved. Nothurt
excitement and the idea of death enabled rde it
| found the same thing in the war; and so dtd bf
men.

It seems as if the soul is tired of the bahyg welcomes
the chance to be done with it once and forBalt. it
wants to offer itself gallantly in a flight archarge.

It objects to dying in a ditch passively. | aore that
nothing less would have got us up from thatifbe
stupor.

We had some champagne before starting, amd the
tottered giddily over the unfamiliar streetbefe was
something faintly attractive about the bustle o
humanity. There was a momentary regret about
leaving it. Yet we had already left it so losg,long
ago, in every intelligible sense of the worde ¥hould,
| suppose, have been classed as human beings by
statisticians, but surely by nobody else. Widato
never return to their midst. And even in thelshiof
our wretchedness, we felt a repulsion of copteior
the ruck of humanity which made us content idew
the gap between them and ourselves. Why preserv
the outward semblance of these futile inse&igéh
their happiness disgusted us; it was so stypidl
shallow.

We could see that the people of the Wistegeaew
shocked at our appearance. The maitre d'hottldul
over and made some sympathetic remarks about ou
not having been there for a long time. | toiah that

we had both been very ill; and then Lou puinm
hollow voice :-

" We shall be better to-night.”

Her intonation was so sinister that the mamosk
jumped. | was afraid for the moment that ev@ng
would be spoilt, but | saved the situation bgne silly
joking remark. However, | could see that he wery
uncomfortable and glad to get away from outetab

We had ordered a wonderful dinner; but, ofrseu
we couldn't eat anything. The mockery of haalig
those expensive dishes brought, one afterttier,0



and taken away again untouched, was irritading
first, and then it began to be amusing. | vague
remember something in history about funeradtiea
It seemed singularly appropriate to start viresuch
conditions.

Yes, we were participating in some weird ceyayn
such as delighted the ancient Egyptians. Theght
even came to my mind that we had already died,
this was our mocking welcome to Hades, theriite
of dishes of which we were unable to partaked Aet,
between us and the unknown was the act of ithgnk
the contents of the little bottle in my waisitpocket.

It was nearly an hour and a half since wedwde
heroin, and already the loathsome fumes okalisin
were suffocating us. We had as much as ourelsodi
could tolerate. We didn't want any more activel
It would do us no good to take more, but nahae
already begun her process of eliminating tHeqro

In the body, morphine and heroin become oxdlis
and it is the resulting poisons, not the dringsnselves,
that are responsible for the appalling effetiais
the body begins to give off these productsuglothe
secretions ; therefore the nose begins to therg
are prolonged foul sweats ; there is a smellataste
which cannot be called unpleasant even, itordy be
called abominable in the proper sense of tloatlw
that which is repugnant to man. It is so detastas
to be unendurable. One might get relief by leg
one's teeth or by having a Turkish bath, betehergy
to do such things is lacking.

But if you take a fresh dose of the drug utspa
temporary stop to the efforts of nature to elsue it.
That is why it is such a vicious circle ; ahdge
premonitory symptoms of abstinence are metwady t
foetor of the foul breath of the dragon whaorishis
way to crunch you.

If you make up your mind to endure the disipgst
symptoms, the demon soon proceeds to moreuserio
measures.

Lou has explained in her diary more or lesatwh
these are. But even with the help of the poee,
cannot give any idea of what it is like. Foample,
the question of cold. The reader thinks at ayfdae
cold of winter. If he has travelled a littlecahas some



imagination, he may think of the chill spelisfever.
But neither of these give much idea of the reati the
cold produced by abstinence.

Our poet, whoever he is (his name is not gimen

the magazine) certainly succeeds in conveyrgd
reader the truth, that is, provided his readerady
knows it. | can't imagine how it would strikeyaone
who had not experienced it. For he conveysrtganing,
S0 to speak, in spite of the words. This bussre
expression is very curious.

How could one describe, say, a love affa@ fmerson
who had never had one or imagined one ? Altesgon
does is to wake up in the reader the impresdiohis
own experience which are otherwise dormant. And
he will interpret what is said or written onlyterms
of that experience.

Lamus said the other day that he had given up
trying to communicate the results of his reskas to
people. They couldn't even be trusted to reatisy
of one syllable, though they might have takenlest
degrees in Humane Letters at Oxford. For exampl
he would write, " Do what thou wilt " to sometyo
and would be attacked by return of post forimgv
written " Do as thou wilt."

Every one interprets everything in terms &f tnvn
experience. If you say anything which doestooth
a precisely similar spot in another man's hriag
either misunderstands you, or doesn't undedstan
at all.

| am therefore extremely depressed by thegattin
under which King Lamus has put me to write this
section, with the avowed object of instructthg world
in the methods of overcoming the craving fargs.

He admits frankly that he feels it quite ussl&é do
it himself, for the very reason that he is bo@mal a
man. He even distrusts me, on the ground thaials
had so much influence on my life and thought.

" Even a mediocrity like yourself, Sir Petdng

said to me the other day, " dull as you aranoabe
trusted in my neighbourhood. Your brain uncomssly
soaks up the highly charged particles of myosiphere.
And before you know where you are, insteadxpfessing
yourself-what little self you have to expresaty



will be repeating, in a debased currency, tbeds of
wisdom that from time to time have dropped from
my refined lips."

There was a time when | should have resented a
remark like that. If I don't do so now, it isbeécause
I've lost my manhood, it isn't because | femhs
gratitude to the man who pulled me througte;rémason
is that | have learned what he means whenlke ta
like that. He has completely killed out in higtfghe
idea of himself. He takes no credit for his wedious
gualities, and has even got over kicking hirfnfeel

his weaknesses. And so he says the most sehimgs
in the language of absurdity and irony. And whe
talks in a serious strain, his language mesebentuates
the prodigious sense of humour which, as he bagself,
saves him from going insane with horror atrtfess
into which humanity has got itself. just as B@man
Empire began to break down when it became usae
when it was so large that no individual mindildo
grasp the problems which it postulated, soap-the
spread of vulgar education and the developmoent
facilities for transport have got ahead of plossibilities
of the best minds. The increase of knowledgefticced
the thinker to specialise, with the result ttmetre is
nobody capable to deal with civilisation aslzle.

We are playing a game of chess in which nolazaty
see more than two or three squares at oncesaitd
has become impossible to form a coherent plan.

King Lamus is trying to train a number of sxdéel

people to act as a sort of brain for the warlds

present state of cerebral collapse. He is tegdhem

to co-ordinate the facts in a higher synthédie
suggestion is that of his old teacher, ProhijéVaudsley,
with whom he studied insanity. Herbert Spencer,

too, had a similar idea. But King Lamus is filngt

to endeavour to make a practical effort to edybo

this conception in a practical way.

| seem to have wandered a long way from a@wall
dinner party; but my mind is still unable to
concentrate as it should. Heroin and cocaimdlen
one to attain a high degree of concentratitifically,
and this has to be paid for by a long periockattion
in which one cannot fix one's mind on a subgdll.

| am very much better than | was, but | getatigmt
at times. It is so tedious to build oneseliomp
biological lines, especially when one knowd tha



single dose of heroin or even morphine would#ena
one instantly the equal of the greatest mindbe
world.

We had decided to take the prussic acid ircoffee.

| do not think we were afraid of death ; lifachbecome
such an infinitely boring alternation betweepesiod

of stimulation which failed to stimulate andd#pression
which hardly even depressed.

There was no object in going on. It was simpuy
worth while. On the other hand, there was tager
hesitation about stopping because of the eféaytiired.
We felt that even to die required energy. Vikgtto
supply this with Dutch courage, and we evercsaded
in producing a sort of hilarity. We never hachament's
doubt about carrying out our programme.

The waiter brought two Peches Melba ; andeas h
retired we found that King Lamus, was standibgur
table.

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw,"
came his calm voice.

A sudden flush of hostility suffused my face.

" We've been doing it," | answered with a sdrt
surly anger, " and | suppose the great psygstio
can see what's come of it."

He shook his head very sadly; and sat dowhowit
being invited on the chair opposite to us.

" I'm afraid not," he said. " I'll explain whia

mean on a more convenient occasion. | cancee y
want to get rid of me ; but | know you won'tuse

to help a man out when he's in trouble like |

am."

Lou was all sympathy and tenderness at omak; a
even in the state in which | was, | was awdra f@eble
movement of hate both towards her and him. The
fact is that the man's mere presence acteghawerful
stimulant.

" It's only a trifle," he said, with a curiosmile,

" just a little literary difficulty in which find myself.

| was hoping you might remember my giving you a
poem to read a little while ago."



His tone was airy and supercilious ; but hetrée
was an under-current of earnestness in hiswslach
compelled the attention.

Lou nodded easily enough ; but | could seeitha

her heart, no less than in mine, an arrow lratls,
charged with acid venom. The reference recalied
dreadful days at Barley Grange ; and even thtéoBiless
Pit of Nothingness into which we had sincedfiall
seemed less outrageous than the lake of fioeigfn
which we had passed.

The poem rang through my brain, snatcheseof th
anthem of the damned.

His elbows were upon the table, his head batvweas
hands; he watched us intently for a few moments

" | want to quote that poem in something I'mitivvg,"

he explained, " and can you tell me the lae bf
it?"

Lou answered mechanically, as if he had prease
button :-

" Death is not a way out of it ! "

" Thank you," he said. " It's a great helprte
that you should have been able to remember."

Something in his tone caught my imaginationdly.
His eyes burnt through me. | began to wondesthdr
there were any truth in what was said about the
diabolical powers of the man.

Could he have divined the reason for our cgnin
the cafe' ? | had the absolute certainty tedtriew
all about it, though it was humanly impossithiat he
should.

" A very strange theory, that about death,aiel.

"I wonder if there's anything in it. It wouldally

be too easy if we could get out of our troulireso
simple a fashion. It has always seemed to @ th
nothing can ever be destroyed. The problentigeof
are really put together ingeniously in ordebédfle
one, like a chess problem. We can't untie bkreat

in a closed piece of string without the aidhef fourth
dimension; but we can disentangle the compéxit



caused by dipping the string in water-and ghaigs,"
he added, with an almost malicious gravityigmtbne.

| knew what he meant.

" It might very well be," he continued, " thahen

we fail to solve the puzzles of life, they remwaith us.
We have to do them sooner or later ; and inseeasonable
to suppose that the problems of life oughteo b
solved during life, while we have to our hatiuks
apparatus in which they arose. We might firat Hfter
death the problems were unaltered, but thavere
impotent to deal with them. Did you ever meet

any one that had been indiscreet about takingsd?
Presumably not. Well, take my word for it, thos
people get into a state which is in many wagry Vike
death. And the tragic thing about the situatson

this ; that they started taking the drugs bseau

life, in one way or another, was one too mamyltiem.
And what is the result ? The drugs have nohén
least relieved the monotony of life or whatetresir
trouble was, and yet they have got into a statg

like that of death, in which they are impotenstruggle.
No, we must conquer life by living it to thdlfiand
then we can go to meet death with a certaistige
We can face that adventure as we've facedtliegn"

The personality of the man radiated energg Th
momentary contact with his mind had destroyed t
current of thought which had been obsessing.our
Yet it was a fearful pang to be torn away fri@
fixed idea which had imposed itself as the ssagy
conclusion of a course of thought and acticemading
over so long a period.

| can imagine a man reprieved at the foot sd¢affold
experiencing an acute annoyance at being weghch
away from the logical outcome of his tendencies

" Cowards die many times before their death."
And those who have decided whether with thdir w
or against it, to put an end to their lives stmesent
interference. As Schopenhauer says, the wdi¢o

is inherent in all of us, as much as the wallive.

| remember a lot of fellows in the trenchegisg
that they dreaded being sent to the base ;wioeyd
rather have it over than take a temporary tespi
Life had ceased to be precious. They had become
accustomed to face death, and had acquirear afe



life of just the same quality as the fear cditiethat
they had had at first. Life had become the omkm
the uncertain, the dreadful.

A hot, fierce wave of annoyance went through m
like a flush of fever.

"Damn the fellow,” | muttered, "why must he
always butt in like this ? "

And then | noticed that Lou had taken théelitt
bottle from my waistcoat pocket, and handed it
King Lamus.

" | believe you're right, Basil," she saidBut if
you take that bottle away from us, the respmlitsi
lies with YOU."

" Is that calculated to frighten me ? " hevegred
smiling, and rose to his feet. He dropped tbitldo
to the ground, and stamped his heel delibgrateit.

" Now," he said, " let's get down to businéss,
resuming his seat.

The fumes of the acid enveloped the table.

" Hydrocyanic acid,” he remarked, " is an éberd
pick-me-up when absorbed into the system i thi
diluted form, but to take it in large dosesis
indiscretion."

There is no doubt that the man had a tendency
what in a woman is called nagging. He consyantl
used the word " indiscretion " as if it werav@apon.

We both winced.

"You accept me," he went on, " as respondiale
getting you out of this mess ? "

There was nothing else to do. It went agdimest
grain. However, | blurted out something abaoeihg
grateful.

" You needn't talk that nonsense," he retorted
severely. " It's my business to help peopldadheir
wills. The gratitude is on my side. | want yiou
understand from the beginning that you areihglp
me to justify my existence by allowing me towloat



| can to straighten out this tangle. But myditons
are that you give me a fair chance by doingtwha
say. "

He did not even wait for acquiescence.

"You are a bit excited nervously," he went on
"Depression is only another form of exciteméint.
means a variation from normal tone. So when you
have had your coffee, | will join you in a cupe will
go around to my studio and try what some o$ého
tablets will do. Then, where are you living ? "

We told him we had gone back to our old place
Greek Street.

"Hardly a salubrious neighbourhood," he reradrk
| think we ought to celebrate the occasion lakimg

a night of it in my studio, and to-morrow margiwe
must see about getting you some decent rooms."

| remembered that our supply of heroin wa&iaek
Street.

"You know, Lamus," | stammered, " I'm ashamed
to admit it, but we really can't get on withéutWe
tried-in fact, once we got clean away-but waldn't
possibly go through that again.”

" Nothing to be ashamed of, my dear man,"rretd
our physician. " You can't get on without egtin
That's no reason for stopping. All | ask yowtois
to do it sensibly."

" Then you won't cut us off ? " put in Lou.

" Certainly not, why should | ? You take asamu

as you want, and when you want, and how you.wan
That's no business of mine. My business igtoave
the want. You say you cured yourselves, but you
didn't. You only cut off the drug; the want raimed.
And as soon as the opportunity for startingraga
arrived, you started again. Perhaps, in fami, made
the opportunity.”

The man was really uncanny. | must confepstit
me off, being hit every time like that when asn't
expecting it. But Lou took it in quite a diféart way.
She was glad to be so thoroughly understood. Sh
clapped her hands. | was amazed. It was tbe fir



time in months that | had ever seen her mage th
slightest movement that wasn't absolutely reargs

" You're quite right,” she said. " We saidhing

to each other about it, and | hadn't the séght
conscious intention of doing what | did. Bug¢ ttnoment
| got to London | drove to the place where ¢wnl
could get heroin. And when | got back, | fouhdt
Peter had been out trying to find the man wao h
sold him the cocaine before. | assure you gnta
deliberate."

" That's exactly the trouble," retorted Lamus.

" It leads you by the nose, and prevents youmgl
your will. I remember once when | was making
experiments with it myself, how | would go auth
the intention of keeping away from the stuffdaly,
and how, without my knowing it, | took advantagf
all sorts of little incidents that cropped opget back
to the studio some hours before | had intentled.
found myself out at once, of course, havingrieaome
of the tricks of the mind. And | sat and waidmeyself
finding excuses for starting in. One gets o
absolutely morbid state, in which everythingtth
happens has some bearing on the question| ISmal
shall I not take it?'; and one gets so pleagsdd
oneself for saying ' no' so often that onemyted to
reward oneself by saying 'yes' just once. | can
promise you a very interesting time watchingryo
minds and spotting all the little dodges. Theaq)
thing | want you to remember is that you havéearn
to take pleasure in what is really the mosaglgable
thing in the world-introspection. You have ¢ot

find amusement in observing the details ofdiseomfort
of being without the drug. And | don't want

you to overdo it, either. When the discomfatdmes
SO acute that you can't enjoy it properly, tizethe
time to take a small dose and notice the edfdct
hope, by the way, you've been a good littleagd
kept that magical diary."

Lou was astonishingly pleased to be ableyo sa
it"Yes."

" Some of it's done very fully," she said,ut you
know there were days and weeks when | couldn't
think, | couldn't move. Life was a perpetualiggle
to get back to " she hesitated for a word, thed
ended with a pained little laugh, " oh, to ahgne."



King Lamus nodded gravely. We had finished our
coffee.

" Now " said he, " to business," and led tfayw
to the door.

| stayed behind for a moment to pay the bitlere
was still a faint smell of bitter almond in the. It
reminded me of how the dinner might have ended,
and | trembled all over like a man in an ague

fit.

What was happening in me? Had | suddenlyrfalle
in love with life, or had | simply become awarfethe
fear of death ?

When we reached the fresh air, | knew it vines t
former. Lamus had made me feel. The effechef t
drug had been to kill all feeling in me. My iaipe to
kill myself had not been so wholly negativd aad
thought. It was a positive craving for whatipposed
to be the aneasthesia of death. The paineohhd
been too much to endure, and the influenceiing K
Lamus had been to brace me to meet life fatac
whatever it might have in store, and conquer it

| did not fear death any more than | had dane
the old days, flying over the lines. | didnineh dying
at all ; but | wanted to die fighting.

Lou was talking quite briskly to King Lamus on

the steps of the restaurant while the comnmissie
called a taxi. And | realised too that | lovsst, that
she was worth fighting to recover, that | hae a
cad to drag her down with me. | understood my
jealousy of King Lamus. His colossal strengten

his callousness about women, attracted them. Th
man himself had made me sit up and match myself
against him.

| wasn't going to have Lou see me constantly a
disadvantage.

We drove around to the studio.

The atmosphere invigorated us. | got an dwgtire
new point of view about Lala. Before, she haesed
to me little more than part of the furnitureit bonight
she was the resident spirit of the place. She
informed it, gave it a meaning. The intimacywmeen



her and her master was not in any way pers&ina.
was the medium by which his thoughts becamegpéible.

The fantastic appointments of the studio vpeogections
in terms of material substances of his mind
Mterpreted through her consciousness. | had an
uncanny feeling that if it were not for herpigiLamus
would be invisible.

In his mind, there was no difference betwemn a
two things, but through her mediation he wds &t
pretend that there was.

The studio was divided into several parts tigragyements
of curtains. There was a perpetual soft noise o
laughter, singing, and dancing ; interruptely dy
periods of intense silence which was somehowemo
significant than the sound. The firelight thrdaubtful
shadow pictures upon the glass roof ; and fiiome

to time figures moved with intimate softnes®tigh

the dark corners and out into the courtyarcksgh
swathed and muffled forms possessed an uncanny
quality of unreality.

The studio was full of subtle incense. No senalas
visible; it was as if the atmosphere had someheen
impregnated with it.

Our little party fell very silent. He had givéou

and myself some tablets which had the effesilehcing
the nervous restlessness which had begunze asi
after even so short an abstinence from heroin.

" | want you to hang on a little," explainear dnost.
"The sting of abstinence will make the indulgen
worth while. You have noticed, | am sure, tinat
vast majority of doses fail to produce any i
active effect.”

It was quite true. We had been cursing thg dou

its failure to reproduce the original sensaiove

had tried to overcome the difficulty by incriasthe
guantity. But a time had come when we were imenu
to its action ; horridly aware of its abseneghout
obtaining any satisfaction from its presence.

" That stuff | have given you," Lamus explaine
"dilutes your symptoms, and enables you to some
extent to bear the discomfort. | want you keta
advantage of the fact to watch your discomdgrif



it were somebody else. When you find that yau ¢
enjoy this instead of blindly rushing to heréan
relief, you will already have gone a long waythe
direction of acquiring mental control."

Several times during the night Lala intervened
vigorously in such a way that it was impossioleus
not to give her our attention. We found ou¢tahat
this was part of the plan, that we were beiagcived
for symptoms of acute disquietude, and thatngker
these appeared, she interfered to preventwellidg
on the subject.

| was astonished to find it about four o'clackhe
morning, when King Lamus said:-

" I've just been thinking that we should althe
better for a little heroin,"” and proceeded amdh it
around.

The effect was extraordinary. | was awarerof a
infinite sense of relief ; but it was evanegcércould
only have been a few instants before | sarkant
dreamless slumber.

CHAPTER I
FIRST AID

When | woke, the winter sun was already high.
streamed upon my face through the glass skytifjh
the studio. The sensation of waking was itaelf
revelation. For months past | had been nedinake
nor asleep ; simply passing from the statereéigr to
one of less unconsciousness. But this wasinaitef
act.

King Lamus had gone out, and Lala had only jus
returned, for she was taking off her furs a®ke.

| had been covered with blankets. She came and
took them off, and told me it was time to gal get
my things from Greek Street and take them ¢o th
new rooms which she had engaged for us thatinmpr

Lou, it seemed, was already there; and haehfal
asleep again, said Lala, only a few minutesteethe
left.



| could not help feeling a dislike for the wiay
which everything was being managed for me. $tmu
have shown something of this in my manner. Lala
after bundling me into the automobile whichabh
driven to Barley Grange on that first tremerglaight,
began to turn the conversation so as to answer
unspoken resentment.

She made a pleasant little excuse for notiofjeme
the steering-wheel. | knew too well that | anit

have driven that car a hundred yards throuafficr

| had abdicated my manhood. | must resign niysel
to be driven where any one was willing to take |
might count myself lucky if | had fallen inteasonably
good hands.

At Greek Street we met with a surprise. Itegrpd

that a few minutes before our arrival, a ladg gentleman
had called and were very anxious to see mey The
would come back in half an hour. | couldn't gimee

who on earth it could be, and the matter slipjpem

my mind. | was hot and eager to get out ofdisgusting
atmosphere of those rooms. | wouldn't let

Lala come in ; but | found that | wasn't strarpugh

to pack my stuff. The smell of the den was foeyond

all belief.

Lou has not described a hundredth part otitirk
abominations which had become habitual.

In fact, | was overcome by the foetor. | had n
strength left. | sunk helplessly into a chamgd began
to look feebly about me for the heroin to buo& up.

I must have gone off into a sort of swoonr;Ifo
don't know how it happened, but the fresh, eatd
was blowing on my face. Our things had beerk@ac
as if by magic, and had been taken out to tbem
The bill had been paid.

As | set foot in the car, | heard the landlagiting
what she should do if the lady and gentlemaneca
back. | gave the address of my new rooms. As |
stumbled into the seat the clear incisive tarfdsala
rang across.

" You'd better tell them that Sir Peter'sffam well.
he will probably not be able to see any ong Week."

| sat limply, shaken by the vibrations of tze.



| was an empty vessel ; but | felt that, asgetout
of the twisted network of streets, and the euatbile
bounded forward, | was escaping from some mafler
labyrinth.

| found Lou at the new rooms. She was sitiimg

big lounge chair holding tight to the arms. Iere

told the same tale as my own. We felt that a& ¢tome
through a great illness by a miracle. It strogk as
dreadfully unfair that instead of being gemtlysed
back to health, a demand was to be made uptor us
the exercise of the utmost moral and physicahgth
and courage.

It was impossible for either of us to put fothe
slightest effort without the help of the driigseemed
logically impossible that we should be ablstiap
drugs by our own efforts ; and we knew only el
from experience that we had got to a state e/been
a few moments delay in taking a dose mightltesu
complete collapse and death.

" | shall leave you children alone for an htaget
settled in, and then we might drive down andeha
lunch in the country, don't you think ? Butcolurse
you'll be needing heroin all the time, and tic® that
you have a plentiful supply, so there's nothmgrorry
about there. It's not taking the drug that dbes
harm, it's the not knowing what you take. $odught
you a couple of charts marked off into houssd what
| want you to do is to promise to make a cingbe
proper space every time you take it."

The condition was easy enough. What we had bee
dreading, in spite of what Lamus had said, thas
forcible suppression which we had experiended a
Barley Grange, and which had brought us to such
extremities.

But Lala's last remark removed all our appnsians.
The matter was left entirely in our own hanalé.

we were asked was to keep a record of what &re w
doing.

| couldn't see how the fact of putting a thdayvn
could make any difference to the act itself.

At that moment King Lamus came in, and kept us
amused for half an hour with a perfectly absiaty
of some trifling adventure that had happenéehirto



that morning. But despite his vivacity and ithierest
which he excited, | found my hands instinctyvgbing
to the little wooden box in which | kept my bar.

| took a dose. Lamus immediately broke off his
remarks.

" Go on," | said feebly. " | didn't mean tderrupt.”

" That's all right,” said Lamus. " I'm only itrag
for you to put it down."

Lala had pinned my chart to the wall. | looletd
my watch, and went over and scrawled a crofisein
proper section.

As | returned, | noticed that Lamus was watghi
with a smile of singular amusement. | know now
that it was due to his recognising the natdin@y
annoyance.

He finished his story in a few words, and thsked
me point-blank how the cure was going.

| said | didn't see how | could even begité¢ocured,
and pointed out the nature of the deadlock.

" Well," he said, " you aren't making any albnce
for something that the doctors all talk abowud a
forget nine-tenths of the time, which is yet tinly
thing that saves them from being found outas t
ignorant meddlers they are. Do you know that th
post-mortems on people who die in New York ltadp
show that about fifty per cent, of the caseseHzeen
wrongly diagnosed ? No, Sir Peter, while yod &n
are wasting our time discussing our troublestd's
one thing working for us, never stops day ghhi
and that is Vis medicatyix nalurx."

Lala nodded emphatically.

" Didn't you notice that even in the Red-Cr@ss
she said to Lou. " The cases that got well vleose
that were left alone. All the surgeons did wagepair,
as well as possible, the interference with reataused
by the wound. Anything beyond that was a mistak

"We'll be back in about an hour," said Lamus,
" and take you to lunch at Hindhead. Have you a
pocket-knife, by the way ? "



"Why, yes," | said with surprise. " Why ?

" Otherwise | would have left you mine. Youyna
need one to sharpen your pencil."

Lou and | fell to talking as soon as they wgoee.
We were already better in this respect, thahaak
begun to take an interest in ourselves oncenwe
resorted once or twice to heroin during theeabse of
our friend; and we made a kind of little famjibke
of keeping each other up to the mark in thetenatf
recording the facts.

| discovered what had amused King Lamus on the
first occasion. | was conscious of a distifzde of
annoyance at having to get up and make a tittdss.
It had never occurred to me to break my wotteré
was a fascination in watching the record.

The drive was a revelation. It was like comg
of a charnel house into the fresh air. A keald gvind
beat against our faces, almost blinding us.

It was not until we reached the inn that waeebered
that we had come out without any heroin.

Lamus was immediately all sympathy when hedear
of our plight. He offered to go out and get som
immediately; but Lala protested that she wasgly

of hunger, and she was sure that lunch wouwdtbre
our strength just as well, and King Lamus cayddbut
immediately we were finished eating.

We agreed. We could hardly do anything else. A

a matter of fact, the fresh air had excitedsrboth a
very keen appetite. The meal did us a lot @fdjo

and at its conclusion our host slipped out terdatiously
and returned in ten minutes with a little paakfgpowder.

It struck me as very extraordinary that heustho

have been able to procure it at so remote@pldthout
a prescription. But Lou's eyes were fixed an kiith

an expression of delighted curiosity. | feltlasugh
somehow or other she had divined the secret.

She seemed intensely amused at my perplexity,
stroked my hair in her most patronising manner.

"You poor brainless creature," she seemdxto
saying with her finger-tips.



Well, we all had heroin with our second cupoffee,
and my spirits rose immediately.

Lamus produced two little note books whichhiad
bought in the village, so that we might recowl doses
while we were out and copy them on our chathsmw
we got back.

We drove back to London, and had tea on the wa
in a cottage where the people seemed to know ou
friends very well. It was kept by a little aldan and
his wife who had the air of being family retais. The
cottage stood well away from the road in grauoflits
own. Two mighty yew trees stood one on eitlde s
of the gate. Lala told us that the place betohip the
Order of which King Lamus was the head, and hlea
occasionally sent people down here for ceipaits of
his training which could only be carried ouswlitude
and silence.

A great longing came upon me to experience the
subtle peace which indwelt this simple hatoiati

For some reason or other | felt a natural digiation

to take the dose of heroin which was offerethéo It
seemed out of keeping with the spirit of the@undings.
| took it and enjoyed it ; but the act was neubal,

and the effect in some obscure fashion unsatisfy.

We drove back to town, and had dinner in my ne
apartment, where they had an excellent resthura
service.

| found that during the day | had had fiftesgriffs
of heroin. Lou had only had eleven. The reactio
my mind was this: If she can get on with elewehy
shouldn't I ? though | hadn't sufficient logaccarry
on the argument to the people, millions of theino
hadn't had any at all, and seemed to be tlyivin

We were both pretty tired. just as Lamus aathL
rose to leave | took a final sniff.

" What did you do that for ? " he said, if ydon't
mind my asking."

Well, | think it was to go to sleep

" But this morning you told me you took itwake
up, " he retorted.



That was true, and it annoyed me ; especially
Lou, instead of being sympathetic, gave onleeof
absurd little laughs. She actually seemedke &a
perverse pleasure in seeing me caught ousiamdity.

But Lamus took the matter very seriously.

" Well," he said, " it certainly is extraorairy stuff
if it does two precisely opposite things at Wik of
the taker."

He spoke sarcastically. He refrained fromingll

me what he told me long afterwards, that thzaegntly
contradictory properties that | was ascribiog tvere
really there, that it can be used by the exjpeproduce
a number of effects, some of which seem at sight
mutually exclusive.

" Well, look here, Sir Peter,” went on Lamu¥.ou
can't have it both ways. You really ought tckenap
your mind as to the purpose of taking a dose."

| replied rather piteously that we had foumd long
ago that we couldn't sleep without it. Mabeddd
had told us that.

" And the result of that delusion,” returneshius

" is that she's dead. | think your experienag lbeen
influenced by her foolish remark. You have told
yourself that the delightful result, in thestinstance,
was to keep you lying awake all night in aestait
suspended animation, with a most fascinatiogy ff
fancies filling your brain.”

| had to admit the truth of what he said.

" Heroin," he explained, " is a modificatioh o
morphine, and morphine is the most active ef th
principles of opium. Now surely you rememberaivh
Wilkie Collins says in The Moonstone about opiand
its preparations, that they have a stimulagifigct
followed by a sedative effect. Heroin is muctren
positive in its action than opium ; and thesm@ble
thing to do, as it seems to me, would be talyead
with it pretty hard in the morning and keep rgmif
going by that means, but to leave it entirébna for
some hours before you go to bed, so that thatse
effect may send you nicely to sleep at the eraime.
| know the objection to that. The abuse ofdhgg



has left you full of nervous irritability. Threason

why you want heroin at night is to deaden yeliirs

to that. When you take it in the morning atier
night's rest, you are giving it to a more @sléealthy
person refreshed by sleep ; it is able to dateuyou
because your sleep has given you some resefvesce
on which it can work. When you take it at nigfgu
are administering it to a sick person, which igery
different thing. However, what you should dads
replace it at night by these tablets, with@mwarm
drink of whisky or rum and water, and you Miitid
yourself asleep before you know it. Then inrtt@ning,
you awake much fresher than usual, and tharheuit
have something more to catch hold of. The texul
this will be that you will find quite a smalugntity

do you as much good as a big one did last waek,
more.

Well, all that seemed pretty sensible to me.tdbk
his advice. We did not go to sleep at onceltirfy
thoughts too varied. They wandered from oneghi
to another without reasonable sequence. Teemmad
to be gaps of unconsciousness between twmkets
thoughts ; but eventually the irritation sulesidand

| knew no more till the morning.

We woke very late, completely exhausted. But a
Lamus had prophesied, the heroin took hold idiately;
the first two doses made us lively, and wit third

we were out of bed and having a bath for trst fime
in-I'm ashamed to say how long.

Lou fell into a rage at the condition of ounderwear,
and of our outer clothes, too, for the matfehat.

It was all soiled and dirty and stained. We mus
literally have stunk. And with the realisatiohthis
came an acute feeling of disgrace that we shioave
been going about with Lamus and Lala in such a
condition. If they had said anything aboubius,

we might have worked up an artificial indigiati
about it. But that they should have said na@hin
was absolutely damnable.

We could not tolerate the idea of ourselvasd A
yet, only forty-eight hours before, nothing teatd
at all.

Lou, in a state of almost insane excitemeak w
calling up Barley Grange on long distance. The
house-keeper was to send up something to \Wwatntorning.



While she shouted the order, | suddenly rectalk
that Lamus and Lala were coming in after lunch
the clothes couldn't possibly reach us tikathree
o'clock. The best thing to do was to have some
dressing-gowns sent up from Piccadilly.

They sent people round with a selection aepaad
what with that and sending out for some tdtétgs,
and having in the hairdresser, we made oursdaidy
presentable by half-past one.

That morning gave me the impression of a vailide
turn or a farce. We had to dodge about from one
room to another according as male or femalelang
ministered unto us.

The excitement kept our minds off heroin very
successfully; but it obtruded itself constartyour
notice none the less by insistent physicacktta

Of course, we warded them off at once by takiitable
doses. | cannot say that there was any reahdtmn.
For one thing, taking the stuff by the nosey gan't

tell exactly how much you are getting, and adydeal
of what you take is wasted.

But the whole atmosphere had changed. We had
been taking it till now in a steady, regularmar. It
had become a continuous performance. But this
morning each patch of craving and each dose wer
definite incidents. The homogeneity of the vieel
been broken up into sections. The dull monotahny
the drug had developed dramatic qualities. \Weew
reminded of our early experiences with it. Vel h
to a certain extent, recovered what addicts'chalug
virginity." That alone was sufficient to fillsuwith a
keen sense of exhilaration. We had regained the
possibility of hope.

On the other hand, we were brought very skarpl
up against ourselves by the efforts of thednasser
and the haberdasher. The smart new dressingggow
contrasted so strikingly with the deadly illaes our
appearance !

However, we could see the daylight afar affj ave
sat down to lunch with a certain pleasure. @npetites
had not returned, of course, and we ate valy bf the
light and exquisite food we had ordered. Bueast
the idea of food did not disgust us, as hachbee long
the case.



Lamus came in in time to join us at coffeaviis
easy to see that he was pleased at the resfat s
obtained. Lala was not with him. Instead, he ha
brought Maisie Jacobs.

| found myself wondering acutely whether theees
any serious reason for the change. | had gibteto
state where | suspected the man's slighteisinact
having some occult significance, especiallhagave
no explanation. Decidedly his manners were not
calculated to reassure the unwary. It was &asy
understand why his name had become the focuws fo
host of ridiculous inventions.

After all, it is not pleasant to feel onesalthe
presence of an intelligence capable of out-reaning
one's own at every point without even taking th
trouble to do so. The way he took everything fo
granted was in itself annoying.

He strolled over to the charts, and stoodysihgp
them for a long time while he puffed at a cigaren
the cigar was offensive. It was the kind that
millionaires have specially made for themselesnus
smoked no other kind; and yet he was a compahat
poor man.

Of course, the explanation was perfectly semple
really understood and really appreciated gobadco,
and preferred to indulge in cigars dispropordiely.

It was the man's own business what he smaedl;
yet he had managed to get himself an absolbtedy
name in London on that one trait alone. Pefgite
that it was monstrous for him to dine on a wntt
chop and a piece of Stilton, and then pullabaigar
that cost half as much again as his dinner.

He studied our charts as if they had been raads
he was trying to work out his overland routanir
Bokhara to Khatmandu !

Ultimately he said, " There seems a very lgag
here-fifteen hours-9 to 12, that's right, gt "

He turned to Maisie for confirmation. He wsas,
he said, quite unable to trust himself to clalizu

Maisie entered into the spirit of the abswyrdihd



counted it solemnly out on her fingers.

The tone of his voice had been mournful, dssf
plans had been seriously disconcerted. That was
another trick of his that put people off. IltsMaou's
sparkling eyes that told me what he meant.

And then | was brought up with a tremendousckh
to realise what it meant to me. | went to thart
myself with excited curiosity, quite as if Ichaever
seen it before.

It did not need a mathematician to put theasion
into English. The crosses for the last thiiky/fours
were crowded into a few spaces, leaving largptg
gaps. In other words, the indulgence had become
irregular. | stared at the chart as if it hagfb a ghost.

Lamus turned his head and looked down at nee ov
his shoulder with a queer grin. Then he uttéhed
extraordinary word: " Kriegspiel."

| was completely taken aback. What in the name
of thunder was the man talking about ? And then
slowly dawned upon me that there was an analogy
between the chart and the distribution of tbefs in
the war. It was obvious as soon as the idealstine.

As long as the armies were evenly distribatiedg
the line, it was a matter of trench warfaree&@r
victories and defeats were impossible in thenesof
things. But once the troops were massed atgoin
vantage, aggregated in huge mobile units,dabe
possible to destroy them on the large scale.

When a British square is broken, the anniioitabf

its defenders does not come from any diminutiatne
fighting power of the individual soldiers; itslitary
value is not sensibly diminished by the losghef

few men at the point of attack. It has becoroethiess
because their regular arrangement has beewrthro
into disorder.

" At the Battle of Waterloo," said King Lamus,
turning from the wall and going back to hisfeef

" Napoleon sent forward the Old Guard. A fewutes
later he cried, 'They are mixed,' and droveaspair
from the field. He did not have to wait to $kem
destroyed."



Lou's breath was coming in great gasps. Stle ha
understood the essence of our friend's tactics.

We looked abominably ill ; we were actuallyfeting
at the moment from the craving, and embarrakged
the presence of Maisie Jacobs. We did not vearatke
it in front of her. And yet we knew that we hadn
the victory. It might be a matter of weeks arnths;
we didn't even care. We were content to havetenad
the principle of the thing. It would be easyattack
those clusters of crosses, and eliminate thiten by
little.

King Lamus asked Maisie to sing. Luckily theras

a baby grand in the room. He sat down and b&gan
accompany her. | found myself enthralled byohatg
the man's mind work. It taught me somethingstamtly.

This last act, for example. We couldn't go asit
we were, and the singing would be an altereativ
distraction. At the same time, he wanted Masie
back turned so that we could take our heroin.

We wanted it very badly indeed; and yet-so
strange is nature!-we were just as ashameak®o t
it secretly as a moment before we had beeaki®it
openly.

The thought hit me between the eyes.

It has already been mentioned that Lou anath b
had the impulse to conceal the act from ealsrot
even while we were taking it openly togethee W
wanted to pretend that we were taking less tnan
were. The use of drugs develops every morlid ki
in the mind.

Meanwhile, Maisie was singing in her rich gaitb
voice an English translation of one of Verl&naost
exquisite lyrics: " With muted strings."

"Calm in the twilight of the lofty boughs
Pierce we our love with silence as we drowse"

"Melt we our souls, hearts, senses in thigshr
Vague languor of arbutus and of pine ! "

"Half-close your eyes, your arms upon youikte
Banish for ever every interest !"



"The cradling breeze shall woo us, soft andedy
Ruffling the waves of velvet at your feet."

"When solemn night of swart oaks shall prevail
Voice our despair, musical nightingale !'"

The exquisite images, so subtle and yet sorets,
filled my mind with memories of all my boyhosd'
dreams. They reminded me of the possibilitidewe
and peace. All this was familiar to me, fammiiiathe
most intense and alluring form. That was wlatire
had to offer ; this pure and ecstatic raptuas the
birthright of mankind. But I, instead of beiogntent
with it as it was, had sought an artificial &#ise and
bartered the reality of heaven for it. In natweven
melancholy is subtly enthralling. | thoughtkats'
ode to her, and even of James Thomson's " dietdia
that transcends all wit," whom he adored, amd o
whose altar lay his bleeding heart. Well might
Verlaine say:-" Voice our despair, musical nighale! "

But in our chemical substitute for naturairailus,
our despair could be sung by no nightingaleul@o
even the carrion buzzard give any idea of ther$e
and horrible discord of our disenchantment & Th
shreds of our souls were torn by filthy fisheke, and
their shrieks were outside the gamut of meneiynan
anguish.

Was it still possible to return ? Had we fadd
for ever our inheritance " for a mess of beaspottage
than ever Esau guzzled ? "

Lamus had been watching us intently while Néais
sang. Lou's eyes were full of tears. They @nrd

her thin, worn face. She made no effort to vifpam
away. | do not know whether she felt them. ktero
dulls all physical sensation, leaving only thui
intolerable craving, the acrid irritation, tcebk in upon
the formless stupor which represents the haifjht
well-being.

But | had no inclination to weep; mine was the
bitter black remorse of Judas. | had sold mgtera
my True Will, for thirty pieces of poisonouspper,
smeared with the slime of quicksilver. Andladiad
bought was a field of blood in which | mightnga
myself and-all my bowels gushed out.

King Lamus rose from the piano with a heaghsi



" Forgive me for nagging,” he said slowly,utb

you spoilt your enjoyment of the song by beaspamed
to put yourself in the proper condition to aolsy
taking the heroin that you need. How often must
tell you that there is nothing to be ashameduwod
everything to be proud of ? You know yoursktt
you are running a greater risk than you evemdien
you flew over the Boche lines. | don't want you
swank about it, of course ; but you certairin'tl
want to act like a schoolboy puffing his ficsgjarette
behind a hedge. For God's sake, man, can'sgeu
that half the danger of this business lieh&gecrecy
and duplicity which go with it ?"

" Suppose we made all the fuss about eatiaig th
we do about drinking and loving, can't you st
evils would immediately arise ? Remember tloalfo
restrictions during the war."

" By Jove, | never thought of that," | said,a
hundred half-forgotten incidents bounced ingp m
mind. There were all sorts of stratagems fatgilog
the regulations, on the part of people whd t
ordinary way were plain straightforward law-dihg
citizens.

" Of course, we must have restrictions aboue |
and drink and drugs. It is quite obvious howgHtfully
people would abuse their liberty if they hadl it

" I'm sorry to have to disagree," said Lamiusnd

as you know, I've got into endless trouble rod sort
or another for holding the views | do. But &fnaid

| do honestly think that most of the troublpsrsy
directly from the unnatural conditions set wyyitle
attempts to regulate the business. And in a@sec
the state of mind brought about by them isawriful
indirectly to the sense of moral responsibitltst |
am really not sure whether it would not be wisethe
long run to do away with the Blue laws andltiezie
laws altogether. Legislative interference with
habits of the people produces the sneak, thetlsp
fanatic, and the artful dodger. Take finan&windling
has become a fine art, and is practised ogantjc
scale in ways which would have been impossilhien
there were no laws intended to protect theiptibl

It was a very strange view to take. | coulddha
believe that Lamus was serious; and yet iséigin



to me that the modern criminal millionaire veeually
assisted by the complexity of the Company ldtis.
impossible for the plain man to understand thgm
that an unscrupulous man armed with expert kedye
is much more likely to get the better of hisvany
fellows than in the old days when his actiwtieere
confined to thimble-rigging and pulling favoes.

" Oh, Basil," put in Maisie, " do tell our émds what
you were saying the other day about the Soath S
Islands."

Lamus laughed merrily.
" Good for you, kid, very much to the poifit !

" I've wandered a good deal through queerspart
of the world, as you know, and in some of tholsees
there are still taboos about eating and hurdimd)
fishing-all sorts of things which we in Englatadke
quite simply, in consequence of which they giee
trouble.

" But where a man has to think of a thouséuialys
before he has his dinner: what he eats, anditwwas
killed, and who cooked it, and so on for eved aver,
he gets no chance to develop his mind in nmoportant
ways. Taboo is responsible for the low mental aoral
development of the peoples whom it afflicts renthan
anything else. An appetite should be satishieitie
simplest and easiest way. Once you begin t@ywor
about the right and wrong of it, you disturk thind
unnaturally, and begin to think awry in all tsoof

ways that have apparently nothing to do with it

" Think of the Queen of Spain who was beinagdged
by her horse, and lost her life because oatisence
of the official appointed by etiquette to askisr to
dismount!"

We all laughed ; the girls frankly, but | wiam
ill-defined, uncomfortable feeling that Lamuasagetting
on to dangerous ground.

" What is modern fiction ? " he asked, " from
Hardy and Dostoevski to the purveyors of gaebag
to servant girls, but an account of the congpians
set up by the exaggerated importance attacped b
themselves or their neighbours to the sexuadtiges
of two or more bimanous monkeys.



" Most sexual troubles and offences so-caied|d
do very little harm if nobody attached any intpace
to what was or was not going on."

Of course, there is an answer to this typargbment
but I don't know what it is. | felt very uneasie

was laying his axe to the root of the treeiwilisation.
That was evident.

Lou must have caught my thought. She quoted
sarcastically :-

" O woodman, spare that tree,
Touch not a single bough,

In youth it sheltered me

And I'll protect it n-yow"

Since the war, women are taking a very peculia
attitude. |1 didn't like the tone of the conadrsn. |
instinctively looked to Maisie Jacobs for sugpo

The Jewish tradition, which is, after all, the
foundation of the so-called Christian poinvadw, could
surely be trusted. But Maisie merely retortethwome
verses from Heine which showed that she wasegnt
on the enemy's side.

Lamus noticed my annoyance, and hastily chcinge
the conversation.

" I'm afraid the only thing you can do," hédsto

me, " is to chain yourself to Buckingham Paland
then go on hunger-strike, until they give yaurpission
to vote more early and often than ever, afteictv

you won't care to go to the polls at all. Thanother
example of the same old story. However littkewant
a thing, we howl if we discover that we caet i ;

and the moment we've got it the whole busickesps
out of sight.

"You'll find it's the same with your drugsolY've
practically hypnotised yourself into thinkingwycan't

do without them. It's not a real need, as yoovk

It's a false and perverse appetite ; and as 8syou

get out of the way of thinking that it's vitall

important, you'll begin to forget how much ydepend on
it."

Well, of course, | could see the sense of tlhad |



was glad to see how gay and light-hearted Lamli h
become under the influence of the idea.

Maisie called Lamus away to the piano to singther
song.

" | love you because you're as crazy as |,

Because all the shadows and lights of the sky
Of existence are centred in you;

The cross-jagged lightning, the roar of typhoon

Are as good as the slumber of time as we swoon
With the sun half asleep in the blue.

You're a dream, you're a mystery, empress kave,s
You're like life, the inscrutable beat of itave,
You are always the all-unexpected!
When you've promised yourself, then you push me
away;
When you scorn me, you suddenly kindle and; slay
You hate truth as the lies She rejected !

I love you because you are gallant and proud,
(Your soul is a sun and your body a cloud)

And you leap from my arms when | woo you;
Because you love earth and its worms, you sares
The stars and the seas, and you mock my distres

While the sorrows of others thrill throughuyb

| love you because my life's lost in yourrggi

You bum for me all the night long, and onisge
Me, jest at your tears-and allot mine !

Because you elude me, a wave of the lake,

Because you are danger and poison, my shake,
Because you are mine, and are not mine ! "

Just as she had finished, Elsie arrived frarey
Grange with our trunks. Maisie and Lamus sh&j/t
would leave us to unpack, and went off.

She and Lala dropped in from time to timehia t
course of the next five days to take us motpror
to dinner, or the theatre, or to parties.

| thought they made rather a point of keegmifighe
subject which was the real reason of theitwisi



CHAPTER Il
THE VOICE OF VIRTUE

Basil had gone out of town; but he turned opre
fifth day at eleven o'clock in the morning, dr&lcame
in his most serious professional manner. Adteery
brief greeting, he went straight to the chard
inspected them attentively.

Lou and I both felt very uncomfortable. Heinet
it at once.

" You've still got heroin on the brain, | selee
remarked severely. " You insist on considering
yourselves as naughty children instead of asqars of
humanity undertaking a desperate adventurthéor
good of the race.”

| began a sort of apology ; | don't quite knfow
what.

" Nonsense," he interrupted. " | know perfgctl

well why you're ashamed of yourself. You've Indcht
you call a relapse. After getting down to figex and
seven doses, you've suddenly gone back. Yesterd
| see, Lou had fourteen and you sixteen-maaa th
you were taking ever since you have been mlace.
You think that's a bad sign. | don't.”

" To begin with, you've been honest with yelvss;
and that's the thing that matters most. THemit
good sign again that the daily variation isaage as it
is. I'd much rather see " two eighteen " thanght
eight " in spite of the four extra doses. Ahdttfor
exactly the same reason as applies to theyhourl
distribution."

" It's the same with drink. The man who goes o
the bust occasionally is very much easier toaga
than the steady soaker. Every child in the #our
Standard knows that. | believe it's writtergoiden
letters round the chancel in Westminster Abliiey.
it isn't, it ought to be. "

" Now don't worry. And above all things, dogét

a fit of repentance and take too little to-dayl
tomorrow. If you do, you'll have another relapk
know it sounds as though | were contradictingeif.



Make the most of it, | don't care. I'm goingiiit
again in the following elegant manner. "

" | want you to get the whole subject of harout

of your mind; and that is the reason why Ishsio
strongly on your keeping a record of every tyoa
take it. It's a psychological paradox thatlleet way
to forget about a thing is to make a memorandtiin”
" Now, good-bye, and come to dinner to-nighha
studio. Perhaps you'll feel like dancing."”

He went off with an airy wave of the hand.

When we came back from the dance the porter to
us that a lady and gentleman had called tasee
They hadn't left their names. They would cghia

in the morning.

It struck me as curious ; but | gave the nnaite
enough thought. The fact is that | was in rathbad
temper. | had used a good deal of heroin aff@m
during the last few days, and it had certamdy cost
me anything to cut off the cocaine. Morphind an
heroin give one a physical craving; but thd ptil
cocaine is principally moral and when one Igrtg H.
one doesn't care such a lot about taking it.

But that night, raw as it was, | almost magemy
mind to drive back and try to get a little snfowa
change.

We were getting over the heroin, the firsgstaf
diminution, without too much suffering. But the
was something exceedingly tedious about thega®

We had had a very pleasant evening; but Idioul

help comparing it with the same sort of thing i
honeymoon days. The sparkle had gone out afliampagne
of life.

It was our fault of course, for trying to outtw
nature. But at the same time, one couldn't shats
eyes to the lacts, and | knew Lamus would Heade
no hesitation in giving us a little snow, feglithe way
| was.

| don't know why | felt such a disinclinatiem go
back and ask him. It'may have been the inst@ct
dislike of bothering him; and besides, it wakher



humiliating to have to admit. There was al¢taae
of sturdy British feeling that the thing to das to
stick it out and trust a night's rest to topemy nerves.

Lamus had advised us to take Turkish bath®if
felt unduly depressed. We had found them vegful.

We had got down to three goes a day two days
running, chiefly by following his advice to &lone of
the white tablets instead of the heroin whenéve
craving became irresistible. He made ratheviatp
of that, by the way.

It was a bad thing, he said, to yield to strdfs
wasn't nearly so harmful to take the heroinnvbee
didn't feel so badly in need of it.

Even after all this time | hadn't quite gottorthe
peculiarities of the man's mind. | had neverched
the stage where | could be sure what he caydext.

One day we were talking about Lou's Chinese
appearance ; and he said quite seriously thatust
have some Chinese blood in him or was the agiration
of a Chinese philosopher. Ko Yuen, | think hels

the name was. He said that he owed it to hisfigan
reason to explain categorically why his thosdtad
such an Asiatic cast.

They certainly had. From our point of viewvias
simply perversity. And yet, as a rule, it sedrteework
out all right in the end. But it gives one anpia the
neck to try to follow the way his mind worksné

he takes a Satanic pleasure in taking holdhefsomost
obviously reasonable ideas and putting up iasef
paradoxes which bewilder one with their stramegs,
yet to which there seems to be no answer.

Yet in spite of all this subtlety he had a doight

British doggedness ; the most perverse trane@asoning
would suddenly pull out into a bulldog kindazfnclusion
that would leave one wondering whether he had
been really thinking at all on the lines hetgneled.

The upshot in my own case was to keep me tipeto
mark. So | went to bed, meaning to get up eamly go
to the Turker in the morning. But as it hapkvee
both slept late. By the time we were dressedver
getting hungry for lunch.



| was annoyed at this. | had wanted to gebbut

the house and change my ideas as complet@lyssible.
The Hot Room is an excellent place for the paep
While I'm there, | find | can't think of anytig at all

but the immediate effects of the temperature.

| was annoyed, too, to find Lou comparatively
cheerful. | decided | would go out after altldrave
lunch in the Cooling Room, when the porterezllip
to ask if we could see a lady and gentleman.

These people had begun to obsess me. | dechande
their names. There was a pause as if a discussre
taking place at the other end of the wire ; teh

he announced that it was Mrs. Webster anceadri

Why the mystery ? | didn't want to see her.aiVh
did she want with me ? | had taken a stronlikeis
to the woman. | had come to blame her for pgttis
on to the drug business. It was so much etser
blaming myself.

However, we couldn't exactly refuse to see s@r
| told the porter to show them up.

" So it was you," we both said in a breathvas
advanced to meet each other. We were refetoing
the night of the suicide dinner at the Wistefia |
was going out of the room | had thought | reusgd
her; but I had supposed she was out of Lon8be.
had been a couple of months before ; but mymin
had gotten into such a state that it never weduo
me that she might have come back.

That's the sort of thing that heroin doesre.®ne
gets an idea about something, and it's too nrocible
to change it.

She, on her side, had only half recognised amsl
goodness knows she needed no excuse for that.

" We heard you were in London," she beganbigju
in a tone which somehow rang false, " and ofrs®e |
couldn't rest till I had come and welcomed woul

Lou in person. We heard you were in a littlage!

in Greek Street from one of the crowd ; but had
gone the very morning | called, and they tadd/au
were ill and couldn't see any one for a weak. HElly
Bray and Lady Rhoda came in last night and geg'd
seen you at a dance. So | wouldn't waste ateinu



coming to see you."

She rattled off all this as if she was in @lemt hurry,
punctuating her remarks by kissing Lou extravuly.

| could see that Lou resented the woman evamre m
than | did, but she naturally took care nastiow it.

Hanging fatuously on the outskirts of the grovas

no less a person than the famous philanthrojasiez
Platt. But he, too, had changed since we had se

him at the tilne of our marriage. Then he hadrbthe
very type of a smug, prosperous, contented Kdaa

a placid patriarch with an air of disinteresbeshevolence
and unassuming sanctity. If ever a man wagat®

with himself and the world, it was Mr. JabeatPbn

the occasion of our first meeting.

But to-day, he was a very different individuadeed.
He seemed to have shrunk. His black clothes had
fitted him like the skin of a well-condition@drpoise.
Now they hung loosely like a toad's. He resemibl
that animal in several other respects. Thelgiltad
somehow gone out of him. There was a hungmytetu
look in his eyes. Of course, | could see intyamhat
was the matter with him ; he had been takingihe

" Dear me," thought I, for my dislike for thesature
was instinctive, " how are the mighty falleh !

Excuse a digression. There is a great deal of
discussion about various pleasures-whetherdhey
natural or unnatural. Lamus has since toldmaé t
the true test of the perversity of a pleassnhat it
occupies a disproportionate amount of the atien

According to him, we have no right to decideland
that it is an unnatural pleasure to eat sawdust

A man might be constituted so that he likeditd

as long as his peculiarity doesn't damageterfere
with other people, there's no reason why heilsimd
be left alone.

But if it is the man's fixed belief that savstieating
is essential to human happiness ; if he atigdbalmost
everything that happens either to the effettating it
or not eating it ; if he imagines that mostle people
he meets are also sawdust-eaters, and aboviehall
thinks that the salvation of the world depeedsrely
upon making laws to compel people to eat satydus



whether they like it or not, then it is fairgay that

his mind is unbalanced on the subject ; ant] theher,
the practice itself, however innocent it mapeqr, is
in that particular case perverse. Sanity cemgnsthe
proper equilibrium of ideas in general. Thathis

only sense in which it is true that geniusdarected
with insanity.

The conviction of Michael Angelo that his work
was the most important thing in the Renaissavase
not quite sane, even although in a way timejinstgied
his belief.

That is what is wrong with the majority of eatationists
and anti-vaccinationists and vegetarians and
anarchists and the " irascible race of seergéneral,
that they over-play their hands. However ritijigty

are in their belief, and in thinking that béli@portant,
they are wrong in forgetting the equal or geeat
importance of other things. The really impottan
things in the world are the huge silent inekbtedhings.

" What are the wild waves saying ? "-thaté
of the tides is gradually slowing down the le'art
rate of rotation. And that was what was wronthw
me. | had a tendency to see heroin everywhere.

That was not what was wrong with Mr. Jabez
Platt !

Gretel Webster was a mistress of the socig) get
all her skill in small talk could not camoufiathe
artificial character of the visit. She sawétrself, and
took advantage of the fact to ask Lou to tadeim
her bedroom and " talk clothes and leave dear S
Peter and Mr. Platt to get better acquainteti wi
each other."

But the process did not promise to be rapehiD
Sir Peter and Mr. Platt seemed to have nottarsay
to each other ; dear Sir Peter did his besffty
cigars, cigarettes, and various drinks to velithe
tension, but Mr. Platt's Roman virtue did netrpit
him to indulge in such things.

Mr. Platt, however, was so sensible of thepitalty
of dear Sir Peter that he felt obliged to asardSir
Peter's opinion of-and he suddenly whippeda te
gramme bottle of cocaine out of his coat-taithet.



"We believe," he said, " that this is a pautarly

pure sample. There is strong scientific rededrelieve,"
he explained, and the atmosphere of the ppgsitively
radiated from him, " that it is not the drusgif but

the impurities so often associated with it Byetess
manufacture that are responsible for the dapler
effects occasionally observed in persons wke ia
whether for legitimate or other reasons."

To say that | sat stupefied is a gross undtstent
of the case. My astonishment prevented me resing
for a moment that my heart was bounding anpliheg
within me at the sight of the drug.

" | should really value your opinion as a coisseur,"
continued Platt.

There was something tremulous in his voicef ks
were keeping hold on himself by some incredédffert
of will.

| positively stammered.

"Why, Mr. Platt,” | said, " | thought you weeso
anxious to stop the use of the drug altogetrtéought
it was you who were chiefly responsible fortpg
through the Diabolical Dope Act."

"lgnorance, pure ignorance, my clear Sir Rebey
cried. " We live and learn, we live and leddsed in
moderation, we find it to be positively wholese. A
stimulant no doubt, you will say. And all stitaots
may undoubtedly be dangerous. But I'm aframppee
will have them, and surely the wisest courde see
that what they have is as little deleterioup@ssible."

While he spoke he kept on nervously jerking th
bottle in my direction as if afraid to putmtd my
hands outright. And then | realised how verglpa
| wanted it.

" Well, certainly, Mr. Platt,” | replied, emteg into
the spirit of the thing, " | shall be only tgtad to give
you my opinion for what it may be worth."

| could not conceal the feverish eagernesis witich

| shook out a dose. My pretence at sniffindhvait
critical air was ludicrously feeble. A childudd have
seen that | was shaken, body and soul, byetherish
lust to get it into my system after so longadstinence.



Time had purged my system of the poison.untb
the house " empty and swept and garnishechd ; a
seven devils entered into me instead of thetejeone.
My malaise passed like a cloud swept by thedviiom
the face of the sun. | became physically bubgan

| had not been for months. | was filled wittpstb
self-confidence. My hesitation vanished. | gldyhe
game with all the sublime intoxication of reeced
divinity.

" I must admit that it seems to me excellent,”
pronounced with lofty calm, though my blood was
singing in my ear.

| handed back the bottle.

" Keep it, | beg of you, my dear Sir Peterg@tested
Platt enthusiastically. "One never knows when a
little household medicine may not come in hahdy

Something set me off into roars of internallater.
| couldn't see the joke, but it was the biggelst in
the world.

" It's really awfully kind of you, my dear MPlatt,"
| said with unction, feeling that | was cast floe star
part in some stupendous comedy.

" The obligation is entirely on my side," retad
my guest. " You have no idea how your kind appf
has set my mind at ease."

| took another sniff. | was fainting away irdo
inexpressible ecstasy. | re-corked the botik put
it in my pocket, thanking Platt profusely.

" | can't imagine your mind being ill at eddeyent
on with a note of irony, which was however,@dbtely
genial. | was friends with every one in the ldot If
there was ever a man with a conscience voalfefice
toward God and man, that man is surely Jabaiz. Pl

" Ah, conscience, conscience," he sighed.U Yo
have no idea, Sir Peter, how it has tormentedm
late. The moral responsibility, the appallingrad
responsibility."

" Whatever it is," | answered, " you are ceita
the man to shoulder it."



" Well," he said, " | think | may say witholbasting
that | trust | have never tried to shirk it. \f@approval
has absolved me of the last shred of hesitatiomst
explain, my dear Sir Peter, that | have alwagsn a
poor man. The service of humanity demands many
sacrifices from its devotees, and | assuretlgatiin that
bottle there lies not only, as | now feel asslithe
salvation of mankind from one of its direst gars,

but an enormous fortune."

He leant forward and tapped my knee with aisfinger.

" An enormous fortune," he repeated in awee$o
And then lowering his voice still further, " &mgh,
more than enough, for both of us."

"Why, how do | come in ? " | asked in surpris
while a little thrill of avarice tickled my hdastrings.

| reflected that what with one thing or aresth
had made a disagreeably large hole in my dapita
Only two mornings ago | had had a rather itint
letter from Mr. Wolfe on the subject. It woddit
me perfectly well to make an enormous fortune.

He drew his chair closer to mine, and begaalio

in a quiet, persuasive voice. " It's this wany, dear
Sir Peter, The workings of Providence are iadee
strange. just before the passing of my Acad h
invested what little fortune | possessed inghechase
of a Cocaine Factory in Switzerland, with theention
of putting an end to its nefarious activitis®w here
is an instance of what | can only refer to wetkierent
gratitude as the Moving of the Divine Fingen the
one hand, my chemical manager informed meef th
marvellous scientific discovery which | haveealdy
mentioned-I am sure you feel no ill effectanfiravhat
you have taken ? " His voice took on a tongrake
concern, almost paternal.

Not much | countered cheerfully, it's splendid
| can do with another sniff right now ! | sudtéhe
action to the words, like Hamlet's ideal mummer

"Won't you be persuaded ? " | queried malisly.

" Ah, no, | thank you, dear Sir Peter ! Yoamarks
have raised me to the highest pinnacle of hmeggs."



| took a fourth dose, just for luck.

" Well, on the other hand, | discovered tiiaanks
to the very Act which | had so arduously lalsalito
put upon the Statute Book, that little bottle/ours
which costs me less than five shillings to nfaoture,
and was sold retail for a matter of fifteenlisigs, can
now be sold-discreetly, you understand-in thestV
End for almost anything one cares to ask-teanty,
even fifty pounds to the right customer. Eh RatV
do you say to that ? " He laughed gleefullwHy,
ill-natured people might say | had put throtigé

Act for the very purpose of making a bull marie
my produce ! "

And you save humanity from its follies andes
at the same stroke!" The cocaine had cleared my
mind-it was like one of those transparent golde
sunsets after a thunderstorm in the Mediteaane
| revelled in the ingenuity of Mr. Platt's peslings.
| gloated with devilish intensity upon the jetcarrying
out so magnificent a scheme beneath so complete
camouflage. It was the vision of Satan disglise an
angel of light.

" Yes, indeed, the whole affair is eminenttgtgying

from every point of view," answered Platt. "J¢e

in all my life have | been permitted to seehwstich
luminous clarity the designs of providentialileg-kindness."

" Alas | my dear Mr. Platt," | replied gloomjlas

the stage directions seemed to indicate, " barary
young and ignorant man, and | am unable aeptes
to see any part for me in the design. My memaval
of your product-" | took it out and treated ral§s

to a long, languishing kiss--yes, kiss, theraa other
word for it | My long-lost love, home to my heance
more !

Platt in his turn assumed an air of Stygiatameholy.
" My dear Sir Peter," he pursued, with a hesigh,

" you can easily understand that, huge as miyrie,
thanks to the inscrutable ways of Destiny, ngw
time is necessary to realise it fully-and, bsiregular
and most unfortunate conjunction of circumsganc
not only time is required, but-Capital.”

" Unfortunate conjuncture of circumstancesl ? "
echoed dreamily-my mind was royally racinghe t
Circus of Infinity, a billion leagues from wleeanybody



sat.

" Unfortunate, that is, for me," correctedtRla
" no, no, | won't say that, since it is forttenéor my
friend-for you !"

"Forme?"

" For you, my dear Sir Peter ! | told Mrs. Vé&dy

of the state of the case-and she immediatggested
your name. She has come to the rescue splgndidl
herself, | need hardly tell you-took all theags she
could-but there is still a matter of three thaud
pounds to find. And remember, after insuringiagt
all risks, and so forth, we shall be payinthatvery
least four thousand per cent.”

| have never been any sort of a business rhah ;
a child of twelve could grasp the gigantic mataf the
proposition.

" | have brought the papers for your inspettimy
dear Sir Peter. You will see that the capgainly
£20,000 in shares of £1 fully paid up-and l@ffering
You £3000 at par."

" It's princely, my dear sir," | exclaimedYbu
overwhelm me. But-excuse me-I don't see why you
need the money at all, or why you don't selghares
through a broker.”

At this moment Lou popped into the room. It
annoyed me. Did | show it ? Her face went sntide
white as marble. She stood in the doorway ef th
bedroom for a moment, swaying; and then went
swiftly and softly through the room to the knadly.
The portiere swung to behind her-and | insyantl
forgot her existence, after vaguely suppodirag $he
had gone to get her furs to show to Gretelirnetg
to the bedroom by the other door so as noistoidh
us.

Platt was explaining the situation. " A most
unfortunate affair, Sir Peter ! | fear | am oweich
preoccupied with the welfare of my fellows-and
conseqguence neglect my own. | certainly waprsed,
when | went to my bank to see if | had enouginay
to purchase these chemical works, to find mgrixze
so large-1 am only too accustomed, alas !nid fi
that my impulsive charity has denuded my little



savings. But | only discovered last month tH2®00
of the amount did not belong to me at allwais part
of a fund of which | am trustee. | am not aléxhby
our foolish laws to invest trust funds in sseturities
as this Schneezugchemischerwerke of ours | anst
replace the ~3000 by the end of the monthher t
consequences may be really most disastrous.” He
broke off short, trembling with fear. He wag no
playing a part about this. He undoubtedly tedtt

it might be difficult to explain to an unsympatic
jury how a Trust Fund had lost its way to theeat

of wandering into the Trustee's private accouittiout
his suspecting it had behaved in so errati@amer.

"You are a man of the world, Sir Peter," leeldred,
almost blubbering, " and | feel sure you untied."

| am not altogether a man of the world, asadten
of fact ; but, whether helped by the cocainea |
really did think | understood fairly well whaad
happened.

" But why not go to the City ? " | repeatedhéy
ought to fight like wolves over such a pluntgédi doe
as the Schneezug ! "

"My dear Sir Peter!" He raised his hands in
horrified surprise. " Surely, surely you realtbat it
may take years and years to educate the puablic
appreciate the difference between our Pure iBeca
a wholesome household tonic, and the Impureaibec
which is a Deadly and Deleterious Habit-forming
Drug ! | felt | could approach you, because goel a
man of the world, and a connoisseur, and-tfydrk
with you-because | took a liking for you thesfitime

| saw you, so handsome and splendid with yeaubful
young bride ! But what, oh what, would peog s

if it became known that Jabez Platt had theoritg

of the shares in a Cocaine Factory? My dear Sir
Peter, we are in England, remember ! "

| wasn't deceived by any of the nauseatingbugn
of the scoundrel, but it was evident that igppsal
was a genuine good thing.

The Schneezugchemischewerke had been payihg we
enough in the ordinary way when he bought them.

| determined to sell the necessary securiiestake
over the shares. My state of mind was exceéging



complex. My reasons for the purchase were resein
various but mutually exclusive. For one thitige
Satanistic idea of working evil for its own sakfor
another, the schoolboy delight in doing thingghe
sly; then there was the simple and straighthodwy
money lust. Again, my hatred of hypocrisy hachéd
into a fascination. | wanted to enjoy a taste
subtle and refined a vice.

On the top of this there was a motive whidilye
encroached on the category of insanity. Orotiee
side | was exuberantly delighted to find myself
possession of boundless supplies of cocaingh®
other | was enraged with mankind for havingeimed
the substance that had ruined my life, andriteto
take my revenge on it by poisoning as many |geop
as | could.

These ideas were tossed about in my mindoikees
of meat in boiling soup. The fumes intoxicatee. |
shook Platt's hand and promised to go downyttamk
at once and make the necessary arrangements.

| swelled with the delirious pride of the gre@an of
affairs who sees the golden opportunity andggat.
More crazily still, | enjoyed the sensationbeing the
generous benefactor to a brother man in mishoe-

Platt pulled out his watch. " We could drivanh

at once and have our lunch in the city. Blegssoul,”
he interrupted himself, " | shall never forgivgself
for being so rude. | had quite forgotten Lagyn@agon
and Mrs. Webster."

" Oh, they'll be delighted," | tittered. " Tyik

have a horrible lunch on cream buns and wadsscr

and mince pies and champagne and go shopgemgvafds
like good little millionairesses."

" Yes, indeed,"” said Platt heartily and qgjmuinely,
they're that all right. As for us, we'll lunah
Sweeting's on oysters and stout and drinkeo th
prosperity of Parliamentary Institutions."

I laughed at the little joke, like a madmand a
shouted wildly:-

Come in, girls, and hear the news. We'rgailhg
to be elected to the Diamond Dog-collar Club."



Gretel appeared in the doorway. She was wgarin
worried look which was perfectly incomprehethesib

"Where is Lou ? " she said at once, herlstwite
off pitch with agitation.

"Isn't she with you ? " | snapped back idialiy.

A sudden spasm of alarm set me shivering. What
the devil could have happened ?

Platt was more upset than any of us, of coutse
had pulled off a delicate and dangerous in&igand
at the moment of success he saw that his péeninv
some incomprehensible danger. His mind's spgsgl
showed him a bird's-eye view of the Old Bail€lge
fact that there was no tangible reason fomalanly
intensified the feeling of uneasiness.

" She must be hiding for a joke," said Grated
hard, cold voice, mastering her anxiety bylubiate
violence.

We hunted over the apartment. There was no sig
of her ; and her fur coat and cap were misEioig the
hall. I turned to Mrs. Webster.

" What happened ? " | asked curtly.

The woman had resumed her mask. She threw a
defiant glance at Platt, whose eyes shot amens
guestion.

" | can't understand it at all," she said $low She
seemed very uneasy all the time she was ibédeoom.
| thought she was missing her dope. If | had
had any on me, I'd have given her a big joltrbner
Esel ! I'll never go out without it again sagpas |
live. | forget what excuse she made. | thougivas
just camouflage to go and get her heroin."

Silence fell between us. Platt was afraidatp what
he wanted to say. | was honestly puzzled. mbhelent
had destroyed the effect of the cocaine | hadrt.
(It's extraordinary how easy it is to break spell).

| went to the Tantalus and poured out threedies,
dropping a pinch of snow into mine to make sfre
getting back to where | was.

Mrs. Webster had recovered her equipoise.



" We're really very foolish children,” she dagaily,
as she sipped her brandy, " making all this alsout
nothing at all. There are a thousand and oasores
why she may have taken it into her head towgo o
Why, of course-it's awfully hot in here, shelpably
thought she'd take a turn in the fresh air. #awy,
you don't have to bother about me. You boys had
better get down to the city and do your busnél
wait here for her until she turns up, and spaek
hard for frightening us all like this."

Platt and | put on our hats and coats. We yueste
shaking hands with Gretel, telling her to orderself
a good lunch from downstairs, when we heard the
latch-key put into the lock.

" There she is,"” cried Gretel gaily. " Whables
we have been!"

The door opened; but it was not Lou who came i
It was Maisie Jacobs, and her face was stairsan
She gave two quick formal bows to the otherskt
my hand, and said in a deep, tense voice :-

"You must come with -me at once, Sir Petad\.
Pendragon needs you."

| went white. Once again | had been broughkba
from a complex chaos of conflicting emotionghe

bed-rock truth which had been buried so elalebra
and so often.

The deepest thing in myself was my love for my
wife. | resented the realisation, and yet lldowot
bring myself to admit it. | asked, stupidly e :

" Is anything wrong ? " as if Maisie's faae sty
nothing of her appearance, were not sufficjprarantee
of the seriousness of the situation.

" Come with me," she repeated.

Gretel had been watching the dialogue likata c

She flashed forked lightning at Platt, thinkthgt his
fears might betray him into saying somethimgvocably
stupid.

" Of course, there's only one thing to be dbske
said hurriedly, summing the psychology of theagion



in a brilliant synthesis. " You must go at onaéh
Miss Jacobs, Sir Peter. | needn't say howhigrri
anxious | feel ; but | hope there is nothinglire
wrong. I'll look in late this afternoon with MPlatt
for news; and if everything is all right-1 woallow
myself to think that it can be otherwise-we caake
an appointment for the morning over our busines
affairs. Don't let's lose any time."

| shook hands hastily and slipped my hand into
Maisie's arm. She ran downstairs with me, legwtine
others to wait for the lift.

CHAPTER IV
OUT OF HARM'S WAY

Lamus's motor was at the door. Maisie sprang t
the wheel and drove off without saying a ward.
shivered at her side, filled with inexplicalgiealms.
The exaltation of the cocaine had completeiyrte.
It seemed to increase my nervousness; and yet |
resorted to it again and again during the sthave.

When we got to the studio, Lala was sittingissal
at the desk, but Lamus was walking up and dihen
room with his hands behind his back; his headdul
in thought so deep that he seemed not to notice
arrival. Lou had not removed her furs. She was
standing like a statue in the middle of thennod he
only sign of life was that her face continudllyshed
from white to red and back again. Her eyes were
closed. For some reason or other she reminaéedfm
a criminal awaiting sentence.

Lamus stopped short in his stride and shookifia
with me.

" Take your things off, and sit down, Sir Rgtbe
said brusquely. His manner was completely cbfiie
from anything I'd ever seen in him. He turnachg
and flung himself into a chair, searched ingoskets
for an old black pipe, filled it and lit it. Heeemed the
prey of a peculiar agitation. That again wasriy
unlike him. He cleared his throat and got ugphw

an entire change of behaviour. He offered neeain
his millionaire cigars and motioned to Lalaget me
a drink.



" This is the latest fashion in the studi@ldsLala
gaily. She was obviously trying to relieve thasion.
" Basil invented it last night. We call it KubKhan
No. 2. As you see, it's half gin and half Cdlvs, with
half a teaspoonful of cremede menthe and atoaarity
drops of laudanum. You filter it through cradkee.
It's really the most refreshing thing | know."

| accepted the luxuries automatically, bubdildn't
help fidgeting. | wanted to get down to busges
| could feel that something urgent was on hand.
didn't like the way Lou was acting. She stayed
absolutely still and silent, it was uncanny.

Lamus had taken three matches to light his pipd

it kept on going out between almost every puff.
By-and-by he threw it angrily on the carpet #igtted a
cigar. There was a club fender round the gidtesie
was sitting on it swinging her legs impatienilye all
seemed to be waiting for something to happehitan
was as if nobody knew where to begin.

" Tell him, Lou," said Lamus suddenly.

She started as if he had struck her. Thenwhed
and faced me. For the first time in my lifeehlised
how tall she was.

" Cockie," she said, " I've come to the crossds."
She made a movement of swallowing, tried t@go
and failed.

King Lamus sat up in his chair. He had conghjet
recovered himself ; and was watching the sedétie
impersonal, professional interest. Lala berrdis
chair, and whispered long and earnestly irehis He
nodded.

Again he cleared his throat, and then begapéak
in a strained voice.

" | think the simplest way in the long rurfas
Lady Pendragon to tell Sir Peter, as she hraady
told us, exactly what has happened, as if stre \m
the witness-box."

Lou began to twist herself about uneasily.

" I'm fed up,” she burst out at last.



" The witness will kindly control herself,"mearked
Lamus, judicially.

The callousness of his tone restored Lou rexety
to herself, but to herself as she might havenb®efore
| ever knew her.

" When those people arrived this afternoohg' s
said quite calmly, " | saw at once that theyevep to
some game. | knew why Gretel wanted to get ute o
of the room, and | tackled her about it poilatriik.

She told me the truth, | think, as nearly agaan

of that sort can ever get to it. Something albotying
shares in a chemical works ? "

" Yes, certainly," | returned, and | couldIfdee

hostility creeping into my voice. "And why ndt

It's a wonderful Investment and the chance yflifa
financially, and | don't see why women havedge

their noses into men's business which theytdon’
understand and never will. Between you, you iteaye made
me miss my chance. Confound you ! If | knew rehe

to find Platt, I'd go around and sign the cacitthis

moment. As it is, | can go down to the bank and

arrange to get the money."

| pulled out my watch.

"] can't even have my lunch, | suppose,"” hinan,
working myself up deliberately into a fury.

Lou walked a few steps away and then turnett ba
and faced me.

" Accept my apologies, Sir Peter,"” she saidcy,
deliberate tones. " | have no right whatevanterfere
with your plans. After all, they don't concene any
more."

| rose to my feet and flung away the half-seubk
cigar into the fireplace.

" What do you mean by that ? " | said pasdielga

| had something else in mind to say, but athsludden
my whole being seemed to falter. | sat downkiyea

in the chair, gasping for breath. Through mi-klaut
eyes | could see Lou take an impulsive ste@tds/

me ; and then, controlling herself, she recbds a

man might who had approached what he thought wa



a beautifully marked piece of fallen timber and
recognised it for a rattlesnake.

The pulse of my brain was beating feebly dod/ly;
but she went on with pitiless passion, and $wep
away with the tempestuous rush of her contempt.

"1 made an excuse, and came to see what @ag ¢
on. | found you had utterly forgotten the fattsu
were sniffing cocaine, not as an experiment pegause
of any physical need, but as a vice pure amglsi.
You were already insane with it. | might hateosl
that, for | loved you. But that you should ptan
become the partner of that murderous villaithwis
hypocritical piety, that was another matterafTh
was a matter of honour. | don't know how lorsgdod
there. | lived a lifetime in a second, and ldeaip

my mind once for all to be done with such dirt.
slipped out and came here. I'm half insane thgse
this moment with craving for H. ; but | worgike it
till I've seen this thing through. The paimay body
helps me to bear up against the mortal angafish
my soul. Oh, | know it's heroics and hystegost
can call me what you like-what you say doesmint
any more. But | want to live ; and | have asBedgil
to take me away as once he promised to dobefare
| met you. He has promised to cure me, andd himn
to that. He has promised to take me away, dowdil
him to that. You can get a divorce. You'd lrette
For | never want to look upon your face again.”

The other three people in the room did nosteiar
me. | had to brace myself to meet Lou's attdblere
was absolute silence except for the sound o$mif§ing.
| became my own master again, and broke oatant
fit of yelling laughter.

" So that's the game, is it ? " | answerddstt
"You are selling me out to buy a third sharé¢hat
cad!"

| stopped to try to think of some viler ins;lt

but my brain refused to work. It merely prontpiee
to abuse of the type usually associated witlydszs.
| spluttered out a torrent of foul languageit bfelt
even at the time that | was not doing mysedfiae.

My remarks were received with complete indifece.
even Lou merely shrugged her shoulders, arkkelbo
at Lamus as much as to say, " You see | wés.tig



Lamus slowly shook his head. As a matter of,fa

| could hardly see. My eyesight was disturbedame
peculiar way which frightened me, and my héagan
to protest. | took out the cocaine once moemy
astonishment, Lamus bounded from his chair and
took the bottle from my hands. | wanted to et
and kill him ; but a deathly faintness seizesl ithe
room swam. Lamus returned to his chair, anetonc
again silence fell on the studio.

I think | must have lost consciousness forhaav

for | do not remember who put an ice-cold toveeind
my head or how it came about that the freemiogsture
dripped down my spine.

| came to myself with a heavily heaved sigheiy
one was in the same position as before, exbapt.ou
had taken off her furs and curled herself uphen
settee.

" If you feel well enough, Sir Peter," saidnas,
" you may as well hear the end of the story."

Lou suddenly choked with sobs and buried leadh
in the cushions. Lamus gave a gesture which Lal
apparently understood. She came forward aratisto
in front of me with her hands behind her bak& A
child repeating a lesson.

" Sir Peter," she said in a gentle voice, 5iBa
explained to Lady Pendragon that she was takvery
wrong view of the matter. He told her that when
people are getting over drug-habits they wiatdd
to say and do things entirely foreign to tlediaracters.
We all know how abundantly you have shown your
courage and your sense of honour. We know your
race, and we know your exploits. What happeted
the interview with Mr. Platt didn't count. Yewere
a sick man. That was all. Maisie suggestedshat
should go round and fetch you ; and thank heave
she got there in time ! "

Lou twisted herself round, and turned savagely
King Lamus.

"1 hold you to your promise," she cried viutly.
"1 hold you to your promise.”

" That, once more," he said calmly, " is siynpl



because you are a sick woman as much as redk a
man."

" So it's honourable to break your word tock s
woman, is it ? " she flashed back like a tigres

A curious smile curled his lips.

" Well, what does Sir Peter say ? " he askitd av
kind of lazy humour.

| suddenly became acutely conscious of what a
ridiculous figure | was cutting, sitting thdiee a sick
monkey with a towel round my head. | tore ft-@ind
dashed it to the ground.

Lala came forward immediately and picked it up

felt the action as an insult. | was being edads a
person who is a nuisance making a mess in anathn's
studio. The effect was to induce a surly mood.

" What | say doesn't seem to matter,” | ansder

gruffly. " But since you ask, | say this. Taker and
keep her and let me hear no more of her. Ahshly
thank you."

My own voice made me wince. Could it reallylbe
who was indulging in this vulgar repartee ®dts an
extraordinary thing the way everything that peped
seemed to make my position less and less deghnif

The thought was interrupted by Lou's gleaming
tones.

" There Basil, he sets me free. | come towdbout
a stain. You can keep your promise without kirega
your faith."

She got up from the sofa and went acrosssto hi
chair. She threw herself at his feet, and lounier
face in his knees ; while her long arms reaaled
and groped for his face to stroke it.

He patted her head affectionately.
"Yes," he said, " we're free, and I'll keep promise.
I'll cure you, and I'll take you away with nigut

will you let me make one condition ? "

She lifted her face to his. In spite of thegibal



wreckage of the last few months, love was #ble
transform her bodily. She was radiantly beautif

She only waited for him to take her in his ar@®ise
was trembling all over with ecstatic passion.

| gripped the arms of my chair in futile ragefore
my very face the only woman | had ever loved ha
disowned me, cast me off with contempt, and was
offering herself to another man with the sampulsive
ardour that she had once shown toward me. o, b
all the powers of hell, it was worse ! For thaooed
her rapturously; and he had made no effort.

" One condition ? " her voice rang high arehcl
through the studio. " I'm giving you myself, my
Lord and lover; body and soul to have and td.ho
What do conditions matter to me ? "

" Well," said King Lamus, " it's really onlysanall
condition ; and to prove that | keep my prorsjde
must keep them all round. You see, | promised t
cure Sir Peter, too, and so my condition i$ tiea
comes with us."

She sprang to her feet as if a cobra hadlstrac
Her long arms wrestled against the unresisting
The humiliation was unspeakable. Lamus put his
pipe away in his pocket, rose to his feet, stnetched
himself like some great lazy lion. He took hehis
arms and held her firmly, fixing his eyes upan
tortured face ; the long jagged scarlet motrgtched
to a tragic square through which the screanmsest
to come.

He shook her shoulders gently. Her rigid mescl
began to relax.

" It's a deal, then, little girl," he said.

Her mouth closed, and then curled itself enwmile
of exquisite happiness. The sombre fire of tlist
out of her eyes. They kindled with the lightusiderstanding.

He put his arm around her waist, and brought h
over to me, his right hand fastened under my-jit.
And he lifted me bodily out of my chair as & had
reached down like Hercules into the darkesttdepf
hell, and dragged forth a damned soul intditje
of heaven.



He put her hands in mine and closed his ovar ov
them.

"Whom God hath joined together," he said rswiky,
" let no man put asunder."

He turned on his heel and became a man okquic
decisive action.

"Maisie," he said, "you have the key. Go over

and have their things packed and leave thetimein
cloak room at Victoria. Lala, ‘phone for reseplaces
and a cabin for these good people on the hoatlon's
no place for us-too many philanthropists alsmaking
whom they may devour. Ring up Dupont and have
him send in dinner for five for seven o'clogke'll
catch the ten o'clock and be in Telepylus sabse
jeldi."

Maisie was already out of the studio and ladlthe
telephone before he had finished talking. Hadd
to us with the same affectation of hustle.

" Here, young people,” he said breezily. " You
nerves are all shot to pieces, and no wondéiteVN
tablets for two and a little H. to sweeten thémd
you've missed your lunch! That's too bad. We'll
have an old-fashioned high tea. | know thesetaething
to eat in the coal scuttle or somewhere, and La

can cook something while | make the butteregto
You sit down and talk and make your plans famdy-moon
number eight, or whichever it is. And don't

get in my way, because I'm going to be a versyb
man. In fact, it's rather lucky that I've agqdithe

habit of starting for three years' trips arotimel

world at three minutes notice."

It was half an hour before tea was ready. &od

| sat on the sofa, shaken and sore by whatage h
gone through. Morally, mentally, physically-were
both aching with the most cruel fatigue. And iy
waves surged vainly against the silent and irabte
rock of our sublime felicity. It did not findkpression.
We were far too weary. And yet we were aware in
some deepest part of. our consciousness, el fbr
the first time by the remorseless strippingadfall its
upper layers, that it existed. It always harstex

" before the beginning of years," and alwaysiMto
exist. It had nothing to do with conditionstiofie

and space. It was an ineffable union, in inyinof



our individualities.

| must not describe our journey to Telepyluamny
detail. If once the beauty of the place weseadvered,
it would soon be spoilt. There is no harm, hesvein
indicating what the place itself is like, espdyg as not
less than three thousand years ago it becamefon
the most famous places in the world. And onigsof
chief claims was that even then it was famauglife
ruins of forgotten civilisations. To-day, thartd of
man has left ephemeral scribbles all over tieatg
rock which dominates the city.

Approaching Telepylus from the west, we were
astounded when that mighty crag burst into \asw
the train rounded a corner. Like another Gthrat
stood out against a background of sky twelvedned
feet above the sea. It stretched out two graats
over the city like a crouching lion playing wits
prey which it was about to devour-as indeasl. it

The biggest morsel there is a magnificent exil
dating from the Normans. It stands on an enueen
below the edge of the overhung cliff, and béiméa
the town is spread like a fan. It is reduced to
insignificance by the cathedral as the catHasgay the
rock; and yet one's familiarity with the siZean
ordinary house makes one run up the scaleadsie
down it.

The town is witness to the stupendous sizbef
cathedral ; and as soon as one has realisehthedral,
it, in its turn, becomes a measure of the geandf

the rock.

We walked up from the station to the residewfce
King Lamus, high on the hillside above the netk
land which joins it to the rock. The cliffs teved
above us. They were torn into huge pinnacles an
gullies ; but above the terrific precipices eaild see
the remains of successive civilisations ; Greshples,
Roman walls, Saracen cisterns, Norman gateways,
and houses of all periods were perishing slawyhe
gaunt, parched crags.

It was very hard work for Lou and myself tovdb
the hill in the wretched condition of our hbalVe
had to sit down repeatedly on the huge bouldéish
lined the paths that wound among the welldifields
dotted with gnarled gray olives.



The air of the place was a sublime intoxiaatio

and yet its enchantment merely rubbed intosouts
the shame of our wretched physical conditioe. W
had to take several goes of heroin on the Wsgy.
didn't see why we couldn't have had a carrege

of the way. But it was part of King Lamus'smla

no doubt that we should be stung with the sadin
of our impotence in so divine a spot, wherergveice
of nature swelled the chorus that spurred yshtical
activity. Our invalidism had not seemed so ibyr
unnatural in London as it did in this consesdat
temple of beauty.

Lamus himself seemed invigorated to an extliaary
degree by his home-coming. He gambolled like a

young goat while we plodded gaspingly up tlopsl

And while we rested he told us the historyh@f monuments
that crumbled on the crags.

" This place will help you to correct your &&" he
said, " of what is permanent, so far as angtisn
permanent.”

We were indeed filled with a feeling of theility

of human effort as we contemplated the layérs o
civilisations, and looked down upon that lasthem
which was still flourishing, although the sigrfsdecay
were only too obvious. The modern town was not
even built with the idea of defying the cengsrilt
was essentially flimsy and ramshackle, ancethents
of the last few hours had given repeated evidemt
only of the state of social unrest which waslly at
any moment to lay the modern structure in rurns
of general lassitude and lack of energy orpéme of
everybody with whom we came into contact.

Our little party obviously represented undredrof
possibilities of doing good business. But ne saemed
to want to fulfil even that last of human anis:

the acquiring of the good will of prosperousvellers.

" Don't be down hearted," laughed Lamus. " ou
trouble is that you are looking for permaneimcthe
wrong place. Do you see those two men ? "

On the road below us were two goatherds, ovend
his flock up from the town after having beernked,
the other driving them down for that purpose.



Lamus quoted two lines of Greek poetry. | od
remember enough to be able to translate thaim, b
the words had an extraordinarily familiar rihgmus
translated.

"' The city Telepylus, where the shepherd whwves
his flock into the town salutes another whdnsing
them out, and the other returns his salute.ah m
that country could earn double wages if he dalal
without sleep, for they work much the same ighn
as they do by day.""

" That was written three thousand years agd,even
the name of the woman who wrote that poem.italbe
it is one of the most famous poems in the wasldbst.
But there are the shepherds saluting each takaay

as they did then. IIANTA PEI said Heracleitladl,
things flow." And everything that tries to egedhat

law, that relies on its strength, that becongd,

that endeavours to call a halt, is broken ughley
irresistible waves of time. We think steel styer

than water ; but we cannot build a ship tostass
action. Compare the soft-flowing winds with the
inflexible rock. We breath those winds into auwrgs
to-day-the air is as fresh as ever. But see those
temples and strongholds, nay, the very cragmselves,
have been worn down by the languorous caredgses
this invigorating breeze. That is one of thasans

why | came to live here, though one hardly semgpport
after one glance at the incomparable beautlyeof
place ; a beauty which varies every day ané&nev
tires. Look at the sunset every night. It i9gjdor

two hours of grand opera. It is almost stupejyo

sit on the terrace of the villa and watch the
ever-changing glories of night-fall. And nigtgelf | There
stands the Pole Star over the rock. As the hsont
move the Great Bear wheels about its stabnslplur,
and one's mind begins to work on a totallyeteéht
scale of time. Each revolution of the heavérmua

the Pole is like the second hand of one'stgpirivatch.”

We listened with enthralled attention. Theuiga

of the place beat hard upon our brains. It was
un-believable. Patches of cancer like Londah Raris
were cut ruthlessly out of our consciousness.Hat
come from the ephemeral pretentiousness @fscit

a land of eternal actuality. We were re-botto i

world whose every condition was on a totallffedent
scale to anything in our experience. A sensaraicence
pervaded us. It was as if we had awakened &om



nightmare; our sense of time and space had been
destroyed; but we knew that our old standafds o
reality had been delusions, Clocks and watcless
mechanical toys. In Telepylus, our time-keepas
the Nature of which we were part.

We walked on for another five minutes ; butiag
weakness overcame us. The scenery was blaited o
by the persistent ache for heroin. We satisted
craving, but the act now seemed abominableteThe
was no one to see us ; and yet we felt astififda
herself were offended by the presence of a musity.

" I'll go on to the Abbey," said Lamus. " YdWetter
take it easy. I'll tell them to get some reffireents
ready and send some one down to bring you dlong

He waved his hand and strode up the hill with
steady swinging step of the practised moungaine

Lou's hand crept into mine. We were alone with
nature. A new feeling had been born in us. Jérese
of personality had somehow faded out. | drew he
gently into my arms ; and we exchanged a ldsg k
such as we had never done before. We wereisghg
each other. We were parts of the picture, winageral
expression it was to kiss.

" Hadn't we better go on ? " said Lou aftertale,
releasing herself.

But at this moment we found ourselves confdnt

by a very extraordinary person indeed. It was a
fair-haired boy of five years old, bare-footaat dressed in
a short robe of rich blue with wide sleeves artbod;

the lining was of scarlet. He had a very sexiface,

and accosted us with a military salute --

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw,"
said the little fellow stoutly, and held ous linand.
" I've come to take you up to the Abbey."

Even Lou realised that it was quite impossible
pick up such an important little person and kisn.
We entered into the solemnity of the occasigh w
proper dignity, and got up and shook hands.

Then, running down behind him, came an even
smaller boy.



" Love law, love will," he said. It was obvisly a
point of politeness.

" They don't know what to say," explained ¢heer
boy in a lenient tone. " My name is Hermes,'shil
to Lou, " and this is my friend Dionysus."

We broke into a fit of uncontrollable laughwenich
Hermes evidently thought highly improper. But
Dionysus said to Lou, " I'll dive you a bidgi%

She caught up the astonishing brat, and retuinis
salute with interest. When she put him downgéree
each of us one of his hands while Hermes lechidy
up the hill in an extremely business-like maniaking
back from time to time to make sure that weensdl
right.

Dionysus seemed to think it his business teréain
us with an account of the various objects alireg
road.

" That's the nice man's house down theregsa,

" I'll take you to lunch with him if you promego
behave properly. And that's where the goat-woma
lives," he went on, apparently assured by axargntees
of proper conduct.

The solemnity of the elder boy and the rolhck
disposition of the other carried us from spasmspasm
of suppressed laughter.

" We seem to have walked straight into a feafg,"
said Lou.

" The Big Lion says that that's the only tkired of
tale," replied Hermes, evidently prepared tuarthe
subject at great length if necessary. But |igeuh
the truth of his statement without difficulty.

" That's the Abbey," he went on, as we turtihed
corner of the hillside. And a long, low, whiigilding
came into sight.

" But that isn't an Abbey," | protested. " Tha
villa."

" That's because you're looking with the wraingl
of eyes," objected Hermes. " | used to thirkkghme
myself before | was educated.”



" Do you think Mr. Lamus will be able to edtea
us ? " | asked, overpowered by a sense ofdheaality
of the situation.

" Oh, he isn't Mr. Lamus here," retorted Hesme
loftily. " Here he's the Big Lion, and of coarke
can train anybody that isn't too old or togogdul
was very stupid myself when [ first came hehs"
continued in an apologetic tone. " It was tmaing
point of my career."

The child was certainly not more than fivergea

old, and his conversation was absolutely inbtedThe
feeling grew that we had somehow strayed into a
enchanted country. At the same time the country
was enchanting.

Dionysus was all on fire to get us up to thxbgay,
and tugged at our arms.

" Now Di," said Hermes, " you know it's wrotay
pull at people like that. It's one of the ryldse
explained to Lou, " not to interfere with pe@plhe
Big Lion says that every one would get on iglht if
only he were left alone.”

He seemed to think the statement requiredaegpion.
" Cypris is reading Gibbon to us this weekd ahe
shows us how all the trouble came from peop#eadtting

with other people's business."

| shouted with laughter. "Gibbon?" | cried,
" What next, | wonder ? "

" Well, one must know Roman history," explaine
Hermes, in the tone of a head master addreasing
educational conference.

" And what did you read last week ? " said Lou
though she was rocking with laughter as much as
was.

" Shelley was being read to us," he correctétle
don't read ourselves."

" The Tenth don't dance," | quoted.

" Don't be an ass, Cockie," said Lou.



" Well, Hermes, but why don't you read ? "

" The Big Lion doesn't want us to learn," héels
" We have to learn to use our eyes, and reaghods
them.”

" But why ? " asked Lou, in surprise. " | don'
understand. | thought reading was the besttaay
get knowledge."

Dionysus put his foot down.
" Enough of Betause, be he damned for a dod.”

It wasn't physical fatigue this time. Theseazimg
children had made us forget all physical seosat
But when one is walking up-hill it is imposskb
laugh as we wanted to laugh. We sat down aastehp
of grass ablaze with flowers and rolled oved awer,
tearing up tufts of grass and biting them terceme
our emotions.

Dionysus evidently thought it was a game asgiin
to romp; but Hermes, though evidently eaggoito
in the fun, was held back by his sense of nesidlity.

" Where on earth did you learn such extra@gin
language ? " cried Lou at last, the tears mgaiown
her checks.

Hermes became more serious than ever.

" It's from the Book of the Law. Change not so
much as the style of a letter," he said.

We began quite seriously to wonder whethehack
not got into one of those fantastic waking disavith
which heroin had made us familiar. But this \&as
dream of a totally different quality. It hadtain of
wholesomeness and actuality running through its
incredible tissue of marvels.

At last we sat up and drew a long breath. Hsrm
hastened to assist Lou to her feet, and theract
natural as it was, coming from such an extriaaiy
quarter, set us off laughing again.

Dionysus was regarding us with big seriouseye



"You'll do," he suddenly decided; and began t
execute a little step-dance of his own.

But we could see that Hermes, with all his linvgness
to interfere with other people, was impatient ;

and we scrambled to our feet. This time, Laaktbis
hand, and left me to bring up the rear withriygus,
who poured forth an unending stream of prattle.
could not even hear it; the whole thing wasrtaech

for me.

We came out on to the terrace of the villang<
Lamus was standing in the open doorway. He had
changed his travelling clothes for a silkenerath the
brightest blue, with scarlet linings to the dand
sleeves like that of the boys. But on the kraas
golden embroidery was an Egyptian eye within an
equilateral triangle which was surrounded lsya-blaze
of rays.

Behind him stood two women in robes similar to
those of the boys. One was about twenty-fiverye
old, and the other nearer forty. Both had babbe
hair; the younger woman's of flaming chestths,
elder's a rich silvery gray.

" That's the Bid Lion," said Dionysus, " witithena
and Cypris. "

Hermes drew back and told us confidentiallitcow
you be the first to say 'Do what thou wilt'steow
you're more awake than they are.”

We nodded encouragingly, and carried out tbgnamme
with success.

" Love is the law, love under will," answerte
three people in the doorway. " Welcome to tliddy
of Thelema! "

In a moment, as by the breaking of a spedl, th
seriousness broke up. We were introduced warmly
to the women, and began jabbering as if wekimagvn
each other all our lives. Basil had taken the ¢gods
on his knees, and was listening happily to He'm
story of how he had acquitted himself of hisp@nsibility

A table had been brought out on to the tefrace
and we sat down to a meal. Athena put us in our
places, and then explained "that it was théocnst



the Abbey to eat in silence as soon," she Said,
we have said Will."

" What did she mean by saying Will ? " We had
heard of saying grace before meat, but it wiasig
while since either of us had said it. Howevkee,
little mystery was soon explained.

She knocked on the table with the handle Ddisian
dagger, its steel blade inlaid with silver. &hecked
three times, then five, then three times m8meme
significance was apparently attached to thezufpar
method. She then said

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw."
Dionysus showed signs of strong agitatiomds

his turn to answer, and he was terribly afidiébrgetting
his words in the presence of strangers. Heddalp

to Cypris pleadingly, and she whispered ingdar.

" What is dy will ? " with a sudden burst aindidence
and pride.

"It is my will to eat and drink," replied A¢ha
gravely.

" To what end ? " inquired Dionysus doubtfully

" That my body may be fortified thereby."

The brat looked about him uneasily, as ifahewer
had taken the wind out of his sails. Cyprispesl
his hand, and he brightened up again.

" To what end ? " he repeated boldly.

" That | may accomplish the Great Work," regli
Athena.

Dionysus seemed to have got on to his game. He
retorted without the slightest hesitation.

" Love is the law, under will."

" Love is the law, love under will," correct€@ypris
and the baby repeated it solemnly.

" Fall to," cried Athena cheerfully, and saina.



CHAPTER V
AT TELEPYLUS

Lunch consisted of fish of a kind that we inager
seen before; long, thin bodies with beaks $ikerd-
fish. We were very hungry ; but they would htasted
exquisite under any circumstances. The mediraoed
with cheese, honey, and medlars ; and endetbgsby
with real Turkish coffee ; not one cup but aayas
we wanted; and Benedictine.

We had drunk the rough, strong wine of thentigu
with the meal ; and to us it tasted as if il baen

the best red wine ever made. It had not bebmited

to any chemical process. There was a sorttalityi
inherent in it. It was primitive like all therangements
of the Abbey, but the freshness and naturaloess
everything made more than amends even to duvated
palates. We were apparently sitting down to

lunch with a choice selection of Olympian Desti

and the food seemed to be in keeping !

Besides that, we had no time to be criticat;
were overwhelmed by the beauty of our surroogsli

Far away to the west, a line of hills ran iowb the
sea, the farther peaks were over fifty mileaywet
in that translucent atmosphere of spring thegd
out sharply. We could even see in front ofrdrege
a small, dark line of crags which jutted outgba!
with them and about ten miles nearer. Thenee th
coast line swept towards us in a complex cofve
indescribable beauty and majesty. Telepylusdei
itself on a promontory, there was nothing tedbrthe
mighty stretch of sea between us and the distage
with its twin cones which overhang the printipiéy
of the country; the city from wbich we had &tdr
that morning.

To the left of the coast line, a range of tladb
mountains, fantastically shaped and coloureahed
thence to the very hillside on which we wet&rsl.

In front the ocean reached to the horizon. ligie
played upon its waves like some mysterious thelo
of Debussy's. It varied in hue from the modicdée



canary yellow and glaucous green through itdini
changing shades of peacockry to lilacs and geeples.
Ever-changing patches of colour wandered ataut
surface in kaleidoscopic fantasy.

A little to the right again, the limitless pmect of
water was cut off by a precipitous cliff crovaniey

the ruins of a church, and up again to thetyitje
sheer crag reared its perpendicular terranecskyline;
a jagged line of quaintly carven pinnacle. Beyo
these the slope suddenly eased off, and thbea®ck
took a final leap to its summit on which stdbd
remains of ancient Grecian temples.

With even greater suddenness the right haacigice
plunged clear into the sea. But on this sigeview
was closed in by groves of olive, cactus, aakl dhe
terrace before us was edged by a rock gardenewvh
flowered enormous geraniums, bushes of hugaedai
tall stems of purple iris, and a clump of retuise a
man's height that swayed like dancers to theicraf
the gentle breeze that streamed up from theeslof
the sea.

Below the terrace were mulberry, cherry, aople
tress in blossom, together with a number of yrasloured
trees whose names | did not know.

Between the house and the hill that overhting i
the south was a grassy garden shadowed byaatgig
tree of unfamiliar leaves, and behind this dttweo
Persian nuts, like cyclopean telegraph poliéedu
with dark green leaves which reminded one of a
guards-man's busby.

With the arrival of the coffee the rule ofesite was
broken. But Lamus had already left the tablinefa
explained that the theory of meals in the Abbeg
that they were deplorable interruptions to wankd
that " Will " was said before beginning to eabrder
to emphasise the fact that the only excusedting
was that it was necessary to keep one's bodgridition
to assist one in the performance of the Great
Work, whatever that might be in any particudase.
When any one had finished he or she got upnard
away without ceremony, the interruption beingro
Lamus now came out of the house in a flanniel sh
and buckskin riding breeches. He sat down &gl
to drink his coffee and Benedictine. He was lanmp
a thin, black cigar, so strong that its verpegrance



was alarming.

"1 hope you'll excuse me this afternoon,'shéel,

| have to go and inspect the other houses. Aduse
is the antechamber, so to speak, where weveecei
strangers. In the other houses, various coufses
training are carried on according to the Wiligheir
inhabitants. You will sleep here, of course] annsidering
the reason for which you have come-No,
Dionysus, this isn't the time to say 'He sfalldown
into the pit called Because, and there he gleaish
with the dogs of Reason'-I will sleep down hierre
the present instead of in my lonely little toynes |
usually do."

We noticed that Cypris and the boys had stippe
away quietly; but Athena sat engrossed in shgly
us " In the absence of Lala," he said, " Sistbena is
our chief psychologist. You will find her knosdge
very useful to you and your work. | will leaker to
talk things over with you for the next coupfehours.
But, of course, the first thing is to get yasted from
your journey."”

He got up and walked off round the cornerhaf t
house. We didn't feel that we needed rest, arew
much too interested by the atmosphere of theepl
It was not merely the curious customs that siéated
our imaginations; there was an indefinable sjphere
about the place and the people which left uslass.
The mixture of simplicity and elegance wastself
bizarre but still more so was the combinatibalzsolute
personal liberty with what was evidently in som
ways a rather severe discipline. The autonmagalarity
with which everything was done seemed to imply
an almost Prussian routine.

Lou saw the point at once, and with her ufaalkness
asked Sister Athena outright to explain it.

" Thank you for reminding me," said Sister éula.
"The Big Lion said you had better rest. Suppase
lie down in the studio. | know you don't wantgo

to sleep, but we can talk there just as wellasan
here. So you'd better make yourselves comfigrtab
while | explain our funny little ways."

The arrangements for repose were as pringisve
everything else. The studio was furnished \wahrow
mattresses on steel springs on the floor. Therg



covered with comfortable cushions. We threwselwes
down with a certain hesitation; but immediately
discovered that we were much more at homeithan
we had been at a higher elevation. It madedbm
seem larger, and the sensation of rest was imore
evidence. There was a sort of finality abouhfyeo
low, and it was certainly much more conventent
have our drinks and cigarettes on the floon thia a
table. We found out that we had always gonaiabo
the world with a subconscious fear of knockiniggs
over. | began to understand why a picnic ongtiass
gives such a sense of freedom. It was the absain
a worry which had annoyed us none the lessuseca
we had not been aware of it.

Sister Athena stretched herself out on a fgjdi
chair, also very low. It was no trouble for hepick
up her glass from the ground.

" About what you asked," she began, " it'Squly
true that we have vanadium steel disciplinthis
place; but we are made to think out everytliorg
ourselves and the regulations don't botheasispoon
as we see their object. "

In civilised life, so-called, at least two-+itté of

every one's time is wasted on things that doatter.
The idea of this place is to give every one the
maximum time for doing his own Will. Of coursg,
you come here with the fixed determinationgsent
everything that is different to what you arewstomed
to, you can work yourself up into a constarntation,
which is all the worse because there is notlong
interfere with your indulgence. When | cameehisvo
years ago, every detail was an annoyance and an
insult. But | came around gradually, througbisg
that everything had been thought out. Theselpeo
were enormously more efficient than | was, tigto
economising the time and trouble which | hadrbe
accustomed to waste on trifles. | could no niigytet
them than Dionysus could fight Jack Dempseréh
is absolutely nothing to do here in the wag@iusement
except walking and climbing and reading, aray/lg
Thelema ; and, of course, bathing in the summer
The housework occupies practically no timellat a
because of the simplification of life. Theren®mwvhere
to go and nothing to do. The result is thahveating
and everything else thrown in there is not muoncire
than an hour of our waking time which is oceapby
what one may call necessary work. Comparevtitht



London ! Mere dressing accounts for more tliet. t
These robes are decorative enough for a rayajlet
and yet they're absolutely practical for anyghbut
rock climbing. To dress or undress is a mattehirty
seconds. Even our climbing clothes-it's meeely
shirt and a pair of breeches, stockings andiseshoes
Instead of these sandals-and off we go."

Lou and | listened sleepily to this disquimiti We
were so interested that we simply had to keegka.
We each took a big sniff of heroin for the mse.
Sister Athena jumped up from her chair.

" That reminds me," she said, " | must get your
charts."

She went to a cabinet and produced two fovifes.
languidly marked our little crosses in the m@opection.

" Excuse the interruption,” she said, " bt th
Magical Record is always the first considenaiio the
Abbey."

The heroin woke me completely.

" | see the point, I think. All your rules argended
to reduce the part of life that has to be rymudes,
as much as possible."

" That's it," she nodded emphatically.

" But | say," said Lou, " it's all very webut |
don't know whatever I'm to do with myself. The
time must hang frightfully heavy on your harids.

" God forgive you," cried Athena. " One neheas
a minute one can call one's own!

We laughed outright.

"It's easy to see you're a pupil of King Lamu
You have acquired his talent for paradox iregyv
complete manner."

"1 know what you mean," she said, smilingf. "
you're a lazy person, this is the worst placthe
world for getting bored, and the lazier youedstine
to be the more bored you get. We had two people
last year, absolutely hopeless rotters. Thidgata
themselves writers, and imagined they were mgrk



if they retired solemnly after breakfast anddurced
half a page of piffle by lunch. But they didkrtow
the meaning of work; and the place nearly ditreen
insane. They were bored with the Abbey, anadtor
with each other, and were very insulted becawseybody
laughed at them. But they couldn't see the way
out, and wouldn't take it when it was showmithe

It made them physically ill, and they went avedy
last to every one's relief to an environmenéergtthey
could potter about indefinitely and pose asagre
geniuses. The Big Lion does more in a day thag
will ever do in their lives if they live intdé next
century. I'm sorry, too, as sorry as sorrylgan

They were delightful personally, when they wére
pinned to a cork by their fixed ideals of whag ought
to be doing. They had come one thousand noles t
be trained, and then wouldn't give us a cham¢eain
them. But they have good brains, and the staimp
this Abbey never wears off. They're better amser
for their stay here, and they'll be better asger still
as soon as they allow themselves to admit it !

"You don't encourage us much," said Lou in a
really alarmed tone. " | haven't got even thesolation
of these people. | can't fool myself that |am
Wunderkind. You probably know without my tedin
you that I've done nothing all my life but peott

And if I've nothing to potter about, | go ofito the
blackest boredom."

Sister Athena acquiesced.

" Yes, this place is kill or cure," she adeutt with

a laugh. " But I'm glad to say that it's cusemhost
people. The two | was telling you about onlyefa
because their vanity and selfishness was seragt
They interpreted everything wrong, and expetted
world to fall down and worship them for beingstrels.
And at every turn they found the Big Lion iretivay,
to bring them back to reality. But the truthstao
bitter medicine for them. If they had acceptes
facts, they could have altered the facts ;laacht

to do something worth while. But they preferted
cherish delusions of persecution. They persiliade
themselves that they were being crucified wimnery
were only having their faces washed. But thatpa
of self-esteem had been put on too thick vsayahey
went, and said how badly they'd been treatesll, W
they had asked for the treatment themselved jta
will do them some good yet when they see thregth



in perspective and discover that the aduladiotmeir
silly little clique of cranks in Soho is notatly so good
for their souls as the accurate abuse of theinds in
this Abbey."

" Yes, | see that all right," said Lou, " ankhow
Basil too well to make that kind of fool of nejs

But I'm still a little worried about this hodrefficiency
of yours. Whatever am | to do with myself ? Don
you understand that it was really boredom erdiead
of it that drove me to heroin to pass awaytitne ? "

" That's just it," said Athena very seriously;his

is all kinds of a place for driving a fellow doink.

And that's why the Big Lion insists on our gpthrough
the mill. But it takes us a very short time¢alise
that there is not enough heroin in the worltide

us over a single day in such a ghastly plazeyesquit.”
Here was another of Basil's paradoxes inviollking
order. But they came quite differently from thpes

of a steady-going serious-minded person ofkimd.
The personality of the Big Lion is his greataesset

in one way, but in another it handicaps hirgHtiully.
His cynical manner, his habitual irony, the ssion
he produces that he is making fun of one thalte
make one inclined to dismiss everything thasdues
as " mere paradox " without investigation. Lamu

is too clever by half ; but Sister Athena spokih
such simple earnestness and directness thaugh
she too had a sense of humour of her own, 'Baddas
were very much more effective when they hadeas
through the machinery of her mind than whely the
frothed fresh from his. | had always been madi to
distrust King Lamus. It was impossible to distr

this woman who trusted him, or to doubt tha wlas
right to trust him."

He never seemed able even to take himsetissyj,
perhaps because he was afraid of appearingqasnp
or a prig ; but she had taken him seriously gotd
the best out of him.

" Well, Sister Athena," said Lou, " if evenrbim's
no good, whatis ? "

" I'm afraid I'll have to treat you to anothmaradox,"
she said, lighting a cigarette. " I'm afraidttht first
sight you'll think there must be something vwgoit's
really such a revolutionary reversal of wharee



obvious. But I've been through it myself, ahd t
plain fact is this : finding ourselves herelwso much
more time on our hands than we ever had irioes,
we get desperate. In a big city, if we're boree
simply look around for some diversion, and ¢hare
plenty of them. But here, there's no alleviaiio the
possibility of it. We must either go under cdatply
or decide to swim. Here's another case where th
Big Lion, who must certainly be Satan himsetipnomises
time. One has to be very stupid not to discover
within forty-eight hours that there is no pasigly of
amusing oneself in any of the ordinary ways. In
London one could waste one's life before bnggi
one's mind to the point where Big Lion wantsSib
one finds oneself immediately up against tlog ttaat
one has got to find something to do. Well, weagd
ask Big Lion; and Big Lion says: 'Do what thou
wilt." ' But, yes," we say, 'what is that ?' téplies
rudely, 'Find out." We ask how to find out; drel
says, 'How do you know what is the good of @arcar ?'
Well, we think a bit ; and then we tell him tha

we find out the use of a motor-car by examining
looking at its various parts, comparing it @inem
with similar machines whose use we already know
such as the bullock wagon and the steam engiiee.
make up our minds that an automobile is contrl
in order to travel along the high road. 'Veopd,'
says Big Lion, 'go up top. Examine yourselfiyiyo
faculties and tendencies, the trend of yourdnamd
the aspirations of your soul. Allow me to agsyou
that you will find this investigation leaveswuery
little time to wonder what in the devil to dathv
yourself.' 'Thank you very much," we say," fuppose
our judgment is wrong, suppose that what weehav
decided is an automobile intended to go, i=ality

a coffin intended to contain a corpse?’ 'Qsité¢

says Big Lion, 'you have to test your judgnesrtd
you don't do that by asking the opinion of geapho
are probably more ignorant than yourself ; getiinto
the beastly thing and press the proper butod,if

it goes it's an automobile, and you've madenistake.
Didn't you read what it says in the Book of Lizev :

" Success is your proof ? " And allow me again
assure you that when you've got yourself gailogng
your True Will, you won't find you have any gno
get bored.""

She threw away her cigarette after lightingthar
from the butt. She seemed to be brooding, amich
deeper thoughts were passing through her rhizxa t



even those to which she was giving such aipression.

We watched her intently. The heroin had calmed
and intensified our thought, which was intepsel
stimulated by her explanation. We had no wish t
interrupt. We wished she could have gone dartgl
for ever.

Her self-absorption became still more marlédter

a very long pause she went on slowly talkimgit s
seemed, to herself more than to us and witlntieation
to giving form to her own idea, that of instiing us.

" | suppose that must be the idea," she said.

She had a curious mouth, with square-cutliikes

one sees in some old Egyptian statues, angsadtv
the corners in which lurked incalculable poisies

of self-expression. Her eyes were deep-setalm.

It was a square face with a very peculiar japressing
terrific determination. | have never seen afec
which courage was so strongly marked.

" Yes, | think | see it now. He forces onectone
to what | might call the point of death. Theolh
of life is reviewed in perspective, and its meg seized.
But instead of being snatched away to faceittieown,
as in the case of death, one has the oppoyrtand
the necessity to take up the old life from ploant at
which one left off, with a clear apprehensidnhe

past which determines the future. That is tieammg
of what he calls initiation. | understand 'THuast

no right but to do thy will.' That is why thé&lo
hierophants shut up the candidate in silende an
darkness. He had the choice between going mad o
knowing himself. And when he was brought ot in
light and life, restored to love and libertg Wwas in
very truth a Neophyte, a man new-born. Big Lion
puts us through it without our knowing whatshe'
doing. Though I've been through it myself,drt

know in this clear way what had really happeuetl

| tried to explain it to you."

The sense of being enchanted came over me agai
very strongly. | looked across at Lou, anduldo

see in her eyes that she felt the same. Bulvake
trembling with excitement and eagerness. Hesey
were fixed on the face of Sister Athena withialeing
ardour. She was looking forward to undergolmg t
terrific experience. My own mood was slightifferent.



Already my past life surged up before me irides

of pulsating pictures. | was revolted by theaherence
and fatuity of the past. The achievements atiwh

| was proudest had lost their savour becausg th
pointed to nowhere in particular. The words.eivis
Carroll came into my mind:-

" A wise fish never goes anywhere without gopse."
And quite inconsequentially my brain took up th
tune :-

" Will you, won't you, will you, won't you,
Won't you join the dance ? "

When | woke it was, | suppose, about midnight.
Rugs had been thrown over me where | lay. | was
quite warm, despite the breeze that came outir
the open door. It struck me as very strangeitha
should be open. The country was notoriouslgsted
with brigands.

King Lamus was sitting at his desk writingthg
light of a lamp. | watched him idly, feelingrye
comfortable and disinclined to move.

Presently | heard the deep booming of a bethée
far-off cathedral. It was twelve o'clock.

He immediately rose and went to the doorwayyrd
the steps and on to the moonlit terrace. Heddbe
north. In a deep solemn voice he recited wted w
apparently an invocation.

" Hail unto thee who art Ra in thy silencegrev
unto thee who art Kephra the beetle, that tieste
under the heavens in thy bark in the midnighirtof
the sun. Tahuti standeth in his splendoureaptiow,
and Ra-Hoor abideth at the helm. Hail unto tinee
the abodes of evening ! “

He accompanied the speech with a complicated
series of gestures. When he had finished lened
and noticed that | was awake.

" Well, did you have a good sleep ? " he saitly,
standing over my mattress.

" | never had a better one."

It would be impossible to give the detailsegén



one day at Telepylus. Life there has all tHméss of
the heroin life with none of its disillusiorisnust
simply select such incidents as bear direatlypor
Purgatorio.

| dropped off to sleep again after a short eith
Basil about indifferent affairs, and woke i timorning
very much refreshed, and yet overpowered by the
conviction that it was impossible to get upheifit
heroin.

But the bright spring sun, his rays fallingfeeshly
on the crags green-gray and dun opposite, &din
me that | had come to Telepylus to renew mytlyou
I held back my hand. Little by little, strengtame
back to me ; but as it did so the feeling dplessness
in the absence of heroin was replaced by thsgnce
of craving for it.

| dragged myself from the mattress and gotaatsly
to my feet. Lou was still sleeping, and she

looked so lovely in the pure pale light th#tefied into
the room that | took a firmer resolve to breékthe
habit that had destroyed our love. It was amly
sleep that she was beautiful at all in theserteonths.
Waking, the expression of tenseness and wretess,
the nervous twitching of her face and the desion
of her complexion by the inability of the livier throw
off the toxic effects of the drug, made hekiomt
only twice her age but ugly, with that ugline$vice
and illness which is so much more repulsive taay
merely asthetic errors of nature.

Lou, more than any girl | ever knew, depenfied

her beauty upon her spiritual state. The imfage

of an idea would transform her in a moment fddemus
to Echidna or the reverse.

It was deep spiritual satisfaction that madedo
lovely this morning. But even as | stood anokied,
the horrible restlessness of the heroin crawvigayly
drove me to take the stuff without my bodyitgl
me what it was doing. But | detected the movwame
in time.

| thought a brisk walk might help me to pds®tgh
the critical moment. just as | got out of tlwubke,
| was met by Sister Athena.

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw,"



she said.

It was the regular morning greeting at the é&bb
Accustomed as | was to the phrase, it stilktoe
rather aback.

" Good-morning," | said in a rather embarrdssay.

" The answer is 'Love is the law, love unddl,\W
she smiled. " We exchange this greeting so asake
sure that the sight of our friends doesn'rdcttus
from the Great Work. Now we can talk about velrat
we like. Oh, no, we can't, | must first inspgotir
yesterday's chart.”

| brought it out, and we sat down at the table
together. Of course, there was only the onsscro
She assumed a very severe look.

" This is extremely irregular, brother," slads
You haven't filled in column two."

| discovered later that it was part of theteysof
the Abbey to pretend to be very severe aboyt an
infraction of the rules, and then to show bsneo
pleasant remark that it wasn't meant in anfjee.
object was to fix in one's mind that the offenzas
really grave, so that the pretended scoldirtydia
the effect of the genuine article.

Not knowing this, | was surprised when shetiocmed

" That's all right, Cockie, we know you'ree@mn
chum."”

But her finger pointed sternly to column twto.
was headed " Reason for taking the dose."

Well, Dionysus had shown me the way out of,tha
so | turned impudently around and said:-

" Enough of Because, be he damned for a dog!"

The effect was electric. We both broke inttuat
of low musical laughter that seemed to me iuesite
harmony with the beauty of the April morning.

" The devil can quote scripture,” she retqrtetthat
business about Because refers to somethingelgnti
different. The point about this (she was vayais



now) is that we want you to know what is goargin
your own mind. We all do so many stupid things,
for bad reason or no reason at all. 'Forgieath
Father, they know not what they do' appliesit®@-tenths
of our actions. We get so much work done in

this Abbey because we have learnt to watchronds
and prevent ourselves wasting a moment on ishat
worthless, or cancelling out one course ofoachy
another, and so getting nowhere. In the casei®f
experiment of yours, in learning to masteragdso
powerful that hardly one man in ten thousaaads$

a dog's chance of coming out, it's especiatiyartant
because, as I'm afraid you will find out, | meas

I hope you will find out very soon, your brdias
developed certain morbid tendencies. You atdéi

to think crooked. Big Lion has told me alredmbyv
you got to the stage where you took one doséet&p
and another to wake up again, and where youdvou
try to conceal the amount you were taking fitbm
very person with whom you were taking it openly
Another point is that privation always upséis t
mental balance. A man who lacks food or money
finds very queer thoughts come into his mind| a
does things, not necessarily connected witmécessity,
obsessing though that be, which are entiretyobu
keeping with his character.”

| took a pencil, and wrote at once againsictioss
in column two " In order to make the most cft&i
Athena'’s illuminating discourse."

She laughed, merrily.

"You see, it's Adam and Eve all over again !
You're trying to shift the blame on to me. Bgt
way, | see your body is nervous at this momiént.
you don't want to take heroin, as you donde glou
wouldn't have let yourself get as shaky asamy
you'd better take a white tablet. It won't poti

to sleep, as you've had a night's rest, angdbe little
thing won't have anything to do but run aroyodr
solar plexus and stroke all your little pussy-gerves
the right way."

| took the advice and felt much better. Atttha
moment King Lamus appeared, and challengeeérSist
Athena to a set of Thelema. | brought Lou cand

we sat in the courtyard and watched them play.

Thelema is so called because of the variestrokes.



It is a sort of Fives played with an associafiootball,
but there are no side walls, only a low walihat back
over which, if the ball goes, it is out of plags also if
it strikes outside the vertical lines paintedtioe wall
or below a ledge about a foot from the grourite
ball may be struck with any part of the body@tg
as it is struck clean, and the game is bewrndéy

fast to watch.

After two games, the players were perspirimadgently.

The score was kept somewhat as in tennis,dult e

point had a monosyllabic name to economise.time

It also had a certain startling implicationdwihe

object of familiarising the mind with ideas whinormally excited.

The whole system of King Lamus was to enablapte to

take no notice, that is, no emotianal notiégnything soever

in life. A great deal of the fascination ofigs arisies from the
fuss that is made about them; the focusing@fittention upon
them. Absinthe, forbidden in France, Switzedlaand Italy, is

still sold freelly in England, and no one exmet and English
absinthe fiend. If any one took it into hisabeo start a newspaper
campaign against absinthe, it would becometdipdanger in very
short order.

King Lamus emancipated pople's minds by adgptie contrary
formula. He had all sorts of dogdges for cagtipplg people to
accept the most startling sights and sounds®emsnonplace.

The very children where confronted with the trtegifying ideas
while they were still too young to have acqdisettled phobias.

Hermes, at the age of five, was already aocustl to withness
surgical operationsa nd such things, to faeedingeers of drowning
and falling from cliffs, with the results thia¢ had completely lost his
fear of such things.

The intense activity and lightheartednessvefybody amazed us.

We were asked to jaoin in the game and oumipedence as a keen
source of annoyance. We were too enfeeblezlibyndulgence in
drugs to hold our own; and the result was $pire us with a passionate
determination to emancipate ourselves fronthiedom.

But the tribulations of the morning had ongghin. It was the
custom of the Abbey to celebrate the arrival@fv-comers by a
picnic at the top of the rock. From the Abbayath leads through
a patch of trees to a rough narrow track betvte® walls. At the
end of the an aqueduct across the road, amdUoot and | were too
nervious to walk along the narrow causeway. WAl to go around,
feeling more and more ashamed of ourselvesevigny incident.



On the other side, the hill reses steeplytougue of grass leads to

a gully wich is filled by the wall of the oldtg which crowened the
rock two thousand years or more ago, when trddvwvas less arid
and the population could depend on rainfaliead of having to cluster
in the neighbourhood of springs and streamgdawrater.

King Lamus made Hermes lead up the most astomgly
precipitous crags, wiiith little advice and assistance. But
his hand was allways within reach of the baytrsat if he
made a mistake and fell he could immediatelgdagght
without hurting himself.

But the child himself did not know how caréjuhe was
being watched and guarded. Basil treated hisvery
way as a responsible leader.

Their progress was necessarily slow; but as aurs.
Both Lou and | found it impossible to go mdnar twenty
paces or so without a rest. We had plentynod to watch
them, and it was amazing to see the workinp@imind of
Hermes as problem after problem presentedtisélim.

There were many occasions on which it woulkhzeen
easy for him to go around and obstacle, butdwer
attempted to do so. King lamus had alreadyantpd in

his miind the idea that the fuck of rock climdgpiconsisted in
attacking the most difficult passages.

The child would occasionally stop at the foba pitch,
and contemplate it as if it were a mathemapcablem.
Once or twice he decided that it was too

hard for him. On these occasions, King Lamusldio
go up first, calling out instructions to noke texact
places where he put his hands and feet ; amhwh
was the turn of Hermes to follow, as often ashe

did so on a slack rope. His leader's examplietdwaght
him how to negotiate the difficulty.

As for Dionysus, his methods were entirelyedint.
He had neither the intellectual power of thdeeboy
nor his prudence, and he climbed with a soteof-
pestuous genius.

At the top of the tongue, the goat track bends
suddenly to the right, under the wall, to anpevhere
there is a breach where one can crawl throegh v
comfortably. Here we rejoined the climbers.

" To-morrow," said Hermes, " | shall take yau
the Great Gully," with the air of a full-fleddelpine



guide.

Dionysus shook his little head. " | don't knddw
he tan det through the hole," he lamented.

King Lamus had taken off the rope and madi&at
a coil by winding it around his knee and foMe
plodded painfully over very rough ground to thp
of the rock. It was both exhilarating and desttening
to see the way the two boys scrambled fromdweul
to boulder.

At last we reached the top. The two brethréo w
had carried up the provisions in knapsacksdtahdy
begun to spread them out on a level patchadgr

CHAPTER VI
THE TRUE WILL

Lou and | were both utterly exhausted by timalg
and King Lamus reminded us that this was thefda
of the Abbey of Thelema at Telepylus, that g\@re
had to reach the top, step by step, througbwis
exertions. There was no question of soaring tim¢
air by alien aid; and in all probability comitaearth
with a bump.

We had found ourselves repeatedly out of breat
during the ascent, though it had only occupiede-
guarters of an hour, and we should certainlyene

have reached the top without recourse to heroin

But all the time we were lost in amazemerihat
behaviour of the boys ; their independencaer the
fearlessness, and their instinctive econonfpiaie.
We had no idea that it was possible for chiidséthat
age to achieve, even physically, what theydwate,
apparently without effort.

And as for their moral attitude, it was erltire
outside our experience. | said something ofstré;
and King Lamus retorted at once that it wasnhioeal
attitude which made possible the physical iatteint.

" You will find that out for yourself in thease of



your own experiment. It will do you very littgpod

to break off your present practice. When yogif¢o
tackle a subject, you must endure to the emd tlae
end never comes until you can say either ye®pr
indifferently, to physical considerations."

But for all that, both Lou and | were exaltadour
physical triumph over the rock, trifling asnas ; and
our situation on the summit reminded us of some
the sensations of flying. There was the sani@ctienent
from the affairs of the world, the same visions
of normal life in perspective ; the ruddy brovaofs
of the houses, the patches of tilled land dis&ant
hillsides with their fairy-like remoteness, tlewel
plain of the sea, the receding coast linethalte
things were so many witnesses of one gredi-trut
that only by climbing painfully to a spot beybn
human intervention, could one obtain a stablatpf
view from which to regard the Universe in duegortion.

At once we drew the moral analogy to our ptaisi
situation, and applied it to our immediate peotn.

Yet, in spite of what Lamus had said, we westhb
obsessed by the idea that we must stop talkdngrh

The next few days passed in strenuous efforts
reduce the number of the doses, and it wasttiegn
we began to discover the animal cunning oflmdies.
Do what we might, there was always a reason, an
imperative reason, for taking a dose at angmiv
moment.

Our minds, too, began to play us false. Wabu
ourselves arguing as to what a dose was. Addkes
became fewer, they became larger. Presently, we
arrived at the stage where what we considefad a
dose could not be conveniently taken at a sisglff.
And then, worst of all, it broke on me one dafen |
was struggling hard against the temptatiomtiuige,
that the period between doses, however probbitge
might be, were being regarded merely in thgttli

In other words, it was a negative thing.

Life consisted in taking heroin. The intervaétween
the doses did not count. It was like the adgtu
of the normal man with regard to sleep.

It suddenly dawned upon me that this painfatpss
of gradually learning to abstain, was not aaitrall
in any right sense of the word.



Basil was perfectly right. | must reverse émgire
process and reckon my life in positive ternmzafis
what he means by " Do what thou wilt." | wonder
what my true will is ? Is there really suchhang at
all? My mathematics tells me that there must be
However many forces there may be at work, @me c
always find their resultant.

But this was all terribly vague. The desirdake
heroin was clear-cut. It no longer produced any
particular effect to take it. Now that | wadtgey
down to two or three doses a day, at the nitcstemed
as though there were no particular object kmta
it, even as dulling the craving for it. | fouitd
increasingly difficult to fill column two.

King Lamus descended on me one morning, just
after | had taken a dose, and was raking m thoa

a reason for my action. | was alternately cingvthe
end of my pencil and making meaningless marks o
the paper. | told him my difficulty.

"Always glad to help,” he said airily; went to

a filing cabinet and produced a docket of typed
manuscripts. He put it in my hand. It was helade
" Reasons for taking it."

1. My cough is very bad this morning.
(Note : (a) Is cough really bad ?
(b) If so, is the body coughing &ase
it is sick or because it wants to
persuade you to give it some he®in

2. To buck me up.
3. | can't sleep without it.
4. | can't keep awake without it.

5. 1 must be at my best to do what | haveotdfd
| can only bring that off, | need never takagain.

6. | must show | am master of it-free to sdlye
"yes" or "no." And | must be perfectly sure by
saying " yes " at the moment. My refusal toeték

at the moment shows weakness. Therefore litake

7. In spite of the knowledge of the disadvgataof
the heroin life, | am really not sure whethasmn't



better than the other life. After all, | getm@ordinary
things out of heroin which | should never hgoe
otherwise.

8. It is dangerous to stop too suddenly.

9. I'd better take a small dose now rathem fha
it off till later ; because if | do so, it witlisturb my
sleep.

10. It is really very bad for the mind to mnstantly
preoccupied with the question of the drugs beétter
to take a small dose to rid myself of the obses

11. | am worried about the drug because ohoty
having any. If | were to take some, my mind \dou
clear up immediately, and | should be abléhtok
out good plans for stopping it.

12. The gods may be leading me to some newrexe
through taking it.

13. It is quite certainly a mistake puttingastoall
little discomforts as results of taking it. Ydikely,
nearly all of them are illusions ; the resteda the
unwise use of it. | am simply scaring mysetbin
saying " no."

14. It is bad form morally to say" no." | mumsit
be a coward about it.

15. There is no evidence at all that the nealste

use of heroin does not lengthen life. Chindamg
and English physicians agree, that opium sngpkin
within limits, is a practice conducive to longs.
Why should it not be the same with heroin rals
been observed actually that addicts seem tmbrine
to most diseases which afflict ordinary people.

16. | take it because of its being prohibited.
decline being treated like a silly schoolboyamwh'm
a responsible man.

(Note : Then don't behave like a sillysalboy.
Why let the stupidity of governments

drive you into taking the drug againstyou
will?-K. L.)

17. My friend likes me to take it with her.



18. My ability to take it shows my superiordyer
other people.

19. Most of us dig our graves with our teétbroin
has destroyed my appetite, therefore it is goodhe.

20. | have got into all sorts of messes witmen
in the past. Heroin has destroyed my interetem.

21. Heroin has removed my desire for liqubt. |
must choose, | really think heroin is the hette

22. Man has a right to spiritual ambition. e
evolved to what he is, through making dangerous
experiments. Heroin certainly helps me to obtai
new spiritual outlook on the world. | have mght

to assume that the ruin of bodily health isiiigus ;
and " whosoever will save his life shall logeébut
whoever loseth his life for My sake shall find

23. So-and-so has taken it for years, and is a
right.

24. So-and-so has taken it for years, antllis s
taking it, and he is the most remarkable mani®f
century.

25. I'm feeling so very, very rotten, and ayyeery
little would make me feel so very, very good.

26. We can't stop while we have it-the tempiat

is too strong. The best way is to finish it. YWfebably
won't be able to get any more, so we take drder
to stop taking it.

27. Claude Farrere's story of Rodolphe Hafner.
Suppose | take all this pains to stop drugsthad
get cancer or something right away, what a Febiall
feel!

" Help you at all? " asked Lamus.

Well, honestly, it did not. | had thought onibst

of those things for myself at one time or aeothand
| seemed to have got past them. It's a cutiving
that once you've written down a reason you wiighi
its value. You can't go on using the same reaso
indefinitely. That fact tends to prove that dikeged
reason is artificial and false, that it has@ibeen



invented on the spur of the moment by oneself t
excuse one's indulgences.

Basil saw my perplexity.

"The fact is," he said, "that you're takingsth
stuff as the majority of people go to churdls. &
meaningless habit."

| hated to put that down on my paper. It was
confessing that | was an automaton. But somegthi

in his eye compelled me. | wrote the word, bruke
out as | did so into a spasm of internal fuiry.
recollected a story from my hospital days, ofia@ who
had committed suicide when it was proved to that
he couldn't move his upper jaw.

Meanwhile Lamus was looking at my average. |
had got down to less than two doses daily.tBeit
rest of the twenty-four hours was spent in ivgifor
the time when | could indulge.

| knew that Lou was ahead of me. She had gone
what Basil called his third class. She wasngkine
dose a day ; but every day she was takinggt la
and later. She had about an hour of real cgaidn
get through, and Sister Athena or Sister Cypris
Sister some one would always intervene, ag if b
accident, and take some active steps to keeminel
off the subject during those critical minutes.

As soon as one had reached an interval of-fght
hours between doses, one entered class fowstapped
altogether unless some particular occasioredims
taking a dose.

| was very annoyed that Lou should have got on
faster than myself. Basil told me he thoughe¢éded
more active exercise, though already | had beégu
take some interest in the sports of the plabad

even got through a whole game of Thelema withou
having to sit down and gasp.

But there was still an obscure hankering after
drug life. It had been burnt into me that ndrma
interests were not worth while.

King Lamus had taken me out climbing sevenaés;
but while | experienced profound physical $atson,
| could not overcome the moral attitude whigh i



really, after all, expressed in Ecclesiastégnity,
vanity, all is vanity !"

My relations with Lou herself were poisonedtbg
same feeling. The improvement in our physieslltn,
and the intoxicating effect of the climate dhd
surroundings urged us to take part in the paigefa
nature. Yet against all such ideas we coulcheti
but hear the insistent voice of Haidee Lamoxireu
that the end of all these things is death. &tk
deliberately renounced existence as futile,thede
was no answer to her pleadings.

Besides this, my mind had eaten up its pabulum
| had literally nothing to think of except herpand

| discovered that heroin appealed to me behihd
veils, as being an escape from life.

A man who has once experienced the drugilsf
it difficult to put up with the inanity of norah existence.
He has become wise with the wisdom of despair.

The Big Lion and Sister Athena exhausted their
ingenuity in finding things with which | miglaiccupy
my weary aimless hours. But nothing seemeckto g
me out of the fixed idea that life was heroiithw
intervals that did not count.

For about a week King Lamus tried to get me ou

of my groove by giving me cocaine, and askirgtm
employ my time by writing an account of my aduges
from the time when | began to take it. The drug
stimulated me immensely; and | was quite enéstis
for the time. | wrote the story of my advensifeom

the night of my meeting Lou to our return togkamd
from Naples.

But when the episode was over, | found the old
despair of life as strong as ever. The wilive was
really dead in me.

But two evenings later King Lamus came to senok
a pipe with me on the terrace at sunset. Il
was the Paradiso record which | had writtestesi
Athena had typed it.

"My dear man," he said, " what | can't see/ly
you should be so blind about yourself. The nrean
of all this ought to be perfectly obvious. &fnaid
you haven't grasped the meaning of " Do whati th



wilt." Do you see how the application of theaLa
has helped you so far ? "

" Well, of course,” | said, " it's pretty ckeladidn't
come to this planet to drug myself into my gréefore
my powers have had a chance to ripen. I'veghbu

it necessary to keep off heroin in order taegnyself
a show. But I'm left flat. Life becomes morditais
every day, and the one way of escape is bényed
flaming swords."

" Exactly,"” he replied. " You've only discoeer

one thing that you don't will ; you have stilfind
the one thing that you do will. And yet there guite
a number of clues in this manuscript of yolurste
you say that your squad commander, who didn't
become that without some power of dealing \m#n,
told you that you were not a great flyer. Howaswt
exactly that you came to take up flying ? "

That simple question induced a very surprising
reaction. There was no reason why it shouldiypce
the intense irritation that it did.

Basil noticed it, rubbed his hands togetheefyllly,
and began to hum " Tipperary." His meaning was
evident. He had drawn a bow in a venture; &nd i
had pierced the King of Israel between thetgoof
his harness. He got up with alacrity, and waéht
with a wave of the hand.

" Think it over, dear boy," said he, " and tek
your sad story in the morning."

| was in a very disturbed state of mind. | tven
look for Lou, but she had gone for a walk witipris,
and when she came back, she wore an air obwisd
which | found insupportable. However, | told imey
story. To my disgust, she simply nodded asglhly
appreciative of some very obscure joke. Theas w
no getting any sense out of her. | went toibeal
thoroughly bad temper.

Almost immediately, the usual struggle begen,

to whether | should or should not take a dddsewin.
On this occasion, the controversy was shavad so
annoyed with myself that | took a speciallygkar
sniff, apparently less to soothe myself thaaritooy
somebody else indirectly. It was the first ditead

for a week. | had been supplying its place with



codeine.

Partly from this and partly from the psychobag
crisis, its effects were such as | had nevésrbe
experienced. | remained all night in a statevben
sleep and waking, unable to call for assistanoable
to control my thoughts ; and | was transponted a
totally unfamiliar world. | did not exist atlain any
ordinary sense of the word. | was a mathematica
expression in a complex scheme of geometry. My
equilibrium was maintained by innumerable other
forces in the same system, and what | callegetity
was in some mysterious way charged with a dbity
manipulating the other forces, and these evauzd
When | strove to grasp them, they disappedvigd.
functions seemed to be to simplify complex esprons,
and then to build up new complexes from thenelats
so isolated as to create simulacra of my owression
in other forms.

This process continued, repeating itself wighrious
intensity through endless aeons. | sufferedrtaterable
pang of losing my individuality altogether bgntusing
it, so to speak, with some of the expressibaslthad
formulated. The distress became so acute fiedt |

the necessity of getting Lou to assist me. IRauld

not discover her anywhere in the system.

And yet, there was something in the naturihef
curves themselves which | identified with Hewas

as if their ultimate form in some way dependpdn
her. She was concealed, so to speak, in thegsipn
of the ideas. She was implicit in their struetyand

as the worst of the excitement and the anxdebsided,
| found a curious consolation in the fact tbla¢ was
not an independent and conflicting unit in this
complicated chaos of machinery, but was, a®re, the
reason for its assuming its actual appearance i
preference to any other. And as the night veent

the enormous complexity of the vision co-ortixaa
itself. There was a sensation of whirling aisthg
communicated to the entire universe of my tiug

A sort of dizziness seized upon my spirit. #sas if

a wheel had been set in motion and graduadiseased
its pace so that one could no longer distirtythe
spokes. It became an indefinite whirr. Thidifeg
invaded my entire consciousness little bydjtdo that
it was reduced to an unchanging unity; butityun
composed of diverse forces in regular motidre T
monotony devoured consciousness so that myngaki



sleep merged into true sleep.

The strangest part of the whole experiencethats

| woke up an entirely new man. | found mysel§essed
in abstruse calculations, loosely knit together

it is true, but very intense, with regard toidea which
had not entered my mind for months. | was wagki

out in my mind a plan for constructing a hefitar,

the invention of which had occupied me deephew

| was out of a job. It had been driven comp{eteit

of my mind by my becoming heir to Uncle Mortirise
estate.

As | regained full wakefulness, | found myself
extremely puzzled by my surroundings. In fact,
could not remember who | was. The question selem
in some extraordinary way to lack meaning. The
more | regained consciousness of myself, ogéfdwgls,
and of the immediate past, the more these shing
became unreal. The true " | " was the mathemaati
and engineer working on the helicopter, andrtberval
had been an elaborate nightmare.

| threw it all off like a retriever coming oaf a

pond with a stick in his mouth, and bent myselny
work. | was disturbed by some person or persons
unknown kissing me on the back of my neck, and
putting a tray with my breakfast at my sidevds
aware of a vague subconscious annoyance that th
food was cold.

When the tom-tom sounded for the noonday Attlmra
| got up and stretched myself ; my brain was
completely fagged out. | joined the little paoin the
terrace at the salutation to the sun.

" Hail unto thee who art Ahathor in thy triuhipg,
even unto thee who art Ahathor in thy beauhat
travellest over the heavens in thy bark atnting:career
of the Sun. Tahuti standeth in his splendour at

the prow, and Ra-Hoor abideth at the helm. Hiiaib
thee from the abodes of morning ! *

One of the party made a very singular impoessn
me. There was something indefinably Mongolibaw
her face. The planes were flat ; the cheek-bbingh ;
the eyes oblique ; the nose wide, short, atad yi

the mouth a long, thin, rippling curve like adn
sunset. The eyes were tiny and green with agoigy
elfin expression. Her hair was curiously coless ;



it was very abundant ; she had wound greatsrope
about her head. It reminded me of the armatfire

a dynamo. It produced a weird effect-this mimgl

of the savage Mongol with the savage Norserype. t
Her strange hair fascinated me. It was thatal
flaxen hue-so fine. The face was extraordigaril
young and fresh, all radiant with smiles angshks.

" Peter, my boy," | said to myself, " you'dtee
get busy and finish that helicopter and makeeso
money, because that's the girl you're goingaory.-"

This conviction seized me with the force oéaelation ;
for the girl was mysteriously familiar. It seeth

as if | had seen her in a dream or somethkggthat.

| was very annoyed to find an arm familiarlyppked
through mine, while a voice said in my ear:-

" We may as well walk over to the refectory fo
lunch. You haven't answered my question abowt h
you came to take up flying."

"When vou asked me, | wasn't at all cleanin
mind, but the chain of causes is sufficienthyious
now. "

| had never taken kindly to medicine. Its uestfic
procedure, its arrogance, its snobbishnessitand
empiricism all combined to disgust me. | had@y
gone to the hospital because my father wasdoeitf
and wouldn't put up the money for anything else
wanted to be an engineer. | was keen as mustard
bicycles and automobiles. Even as a boy | lzablah
sort of workshop of my own. The greatest pleasi
my childhood had been the rare visits to myhads
father, who in his time had been a great inmeand
done an immense amount of work relative to the
mechanical perfection of railway travelling.

When the war broke out | had gone straighiéo
engineering shops; and | became a flying mtrera
against my will, on account of my weight and th
dearth of pilots.

| broke off in my enthusiastic harangue, beeau
King Lamus had stopped on the crest of theeridg
which divided the strangers' house at the Aldbay
the main buildings.

" The climb has put you out of breath,” helsai



" Take a sniff of this ; it will put you allght in a
second.”

| pushed the man's hand away impatiently,thad
little heap of powder fell to the ground.

" Oh, it's like that, is it ? " said Basil ghing.
| realised how rude | had been, and begapdtogise.

" That's all right," he said. " But, of courseu
aren't going to get out of it as easily as.thalu

don't give up eating mutton because you atertoch
one day and got indigestion. You'll find herpietty
useful when you know how to use it. Howevewyryo
gesture just now was automatic. It was evidehae
your unconscious or true will objects to yoakihg
heroin. So far so good for the negative sidé.tBe
guestion is, what does your true will actualignt you
to do in a positive way ? "

" Confound the fellow and his eternal metajntss
| thought.

"1 haven't the least idea," | answered shyarpl
"and what's more, I've no time to waste oa tucult
stuff of yours. Don't think I'm rude. I'm vegyateful
for all you've done for me."

Strangely enough, the memory of the last femntins
had just returned to my mind. Yet it was metaky
background of the burning flame of thought tfilbed
my consciousness.

Basil did not answer, and as we walked doven th
hill together | began to explain my ideas alibet

new helicopter. Almost without knowing it, wad
reached the door of the large house which thigesx
used for a refectory, and we sat down on tbeesseats
which lined its north-eastern wall, and gazedrdhe
marvellous prospect.

The refectory was set on a steep slope. Towengr

fell sharply away from below our feet. On thé,|

the great rock towered even more tremendobsly t
on the other side ; and on the right, the lailisve

the coast-line danced away into dim purpldrdnt
was a strange jagged headland crowned withtagtic
cluster of rocks, and beyond this the greatssesiched
away, in masses of greens and blues and vjiddets



where a number of volcanic islands slumbereaydi
on the horizon.

Basil annoyed me intensely by interpolatingaeks
about the beauty of the scenery. | couldninsie
interest him in the helicopter at all. Wasdlhg
talking such rubbish ?

" I'm too old to be snubbed, Sir Peter," (@5, |
was Sir Peter now! Of course | was.) he integd,
shaking me gently by the shoulder.

| had paused to clear up a point in my minouab
one of the gauges.

" And | must remind you that you are a gentdem
and that when you came to this Abbey the firistg
you did was to sign a pledge-form."

He repeated the words:-

"1 do solemnly declare that | accept the Latw
Thelema, that | will devote myself to discovey
True Will, and to do it."

" Yes, yes, of course," | said hurriedly.r Ihot
trying to get out of it ; but really, | am &t moment
most frightfully preoccupied with this idea aibdhe
helicopter.”

" Thank you, that will do," said King Lamusdgkly.
" The meeting will now adjourn.”

| felt a little irritation at his offhand maan but |
followed him in to lunch. He stood at the eridhz
table, facing Sister Athena at the other.

"There will be champagne,” he said, "for lunctday."

The remark was received with a hilarity which
seemed positively indecent, and altogetheobut
proportion to the good news announced. The evhol
Abbey seemed to have gone wild with delight.

Following the example of the Big Lion, evenyeo
pointed a forefinger downwards to the left, agyit
sharply across to the right. This gesture weagated
three times and accompanied by the words:-

" Evoe Ho ! Evoe Ho ! Evoe Ho !' "



They began to clap hands but checked the merem
before contact and only allowed the clash ke falace
on the third syllable of the great cry

A O

This was followed by very rapid clapping thteees
three, in silence.

| was entirely bewildered by this demonstnatio

but had no opportunity to make inquiries, fst&
Cypris immediately said " Will " with Hermesic

lunch began in the invariable silence, a s#esmmewhat
modified by the exuberant hilarity of the eatir
assembly.

The champagne would not account for it alle Th
unrestrained glee reminded me of my early aails
cocaine. However, | had something better tokthi

about. The question was how to reduce W to an
indefinitely small quantity in the formula

t*M
-1 .
S =V t(4-W)

t

Confound it, what was the use of making a aflle
silence at meals when everybody was breakiimg it
the spirit if not in the letter? | got hot aretl behind
the ears. Everybody from Big Lion with his tuerb
full of champagne to Dionysus with his liqueleiss
of the same was holding it out to me as ifking to
my health. | availed myself of the rule whictrmits
us to leave the table without ceremony. | waydd
back to the other house and work.

But a sudden thought struck me just as | gttide
the door. | sat down again on the stone sedlipped
out a note-book and began my calculationswirsg
way to a solution, jotted down my idea, andpgeal
the book to in triumph.

It was then that | became aware that Big hMi@s
putting a cigar in my mouth, and that everybads
crowding around me and shaking hands. Was this
another of the buffoon's stupid jokes ?



" To what end ? " said Big Lion, as he lighted cigar.
| had sunk back in the bench in a sort of lazymph.
Nothing bothered me now. | could see my way to
solve my problem.

"You must say 'attomplish great wort." " said
Dionysus, in a tone of dignified reproach.

" Confound the Great Work ! " | replied péilig
and then became sorry for myself.

| picked up my Pagan friend, took him on mgé&n
and began to stroke his head. He snuggled opeto
delightfully.

"You must excuse us," said Hermes very sshou
but we're all so glad.”

CHAPTER VII
LOVE UNDER WILL

| began to laugh despite myself.

" Well," | said, puffing at my cigar, " | deally

wish you'd let me know what this is all abddias

Lloyd George resigned ? "

" No," said Big Lion, " it's just you !"

" What about me ? " | retorted.

" Why, your success, of course," said Sistgor(s.

Something, of course, quite obvious to thers wa
hidden from my dull understanding.

| turned on Basil point-blank.

" What success ? " | said. " It's true | de sgy

way through a formula that's been bothering me.
But | don't see how you know about it. Do Hesme
and Dionysus comprise a knowledge of the dsfigal
calculus in their attainments ? "

" It's very simple,” said the Big Lion. " hvolves



a knowledge of nothing but the Law ; and thevLa
after all, is nothing but the plainest commense.
Do you remember my asking you before tiffin wha
was your true will ? "

"Yes," | said, " 1 do. And | told you themal
tell you again now, that | haven't the time¢hmk
about things like that."

" That fact,” he retorted, " was quite enotgh
assure me that you had discovered it."

" Look here," | said, " you're a good sort atid
that, but you are really a bit queer, and traftime
| don't know what you are driving at. Can't ymut
it in plain English ? "

" With all the pleasure in life," he returngast

look at the facts for a moment. Fact one Your
maternal grandfather is a mechanical geniust Fa
two : From your earliest childhood, subjectsho$
sort have exercised the strongest fascinatogdu.
Fact three : Whenever you get off those suject
you are unhappy, unsuccessful, and get intowsar
kinds of mess. Fact four: The moment the weegi
you your opportunity, you throw up medicine ayod
back to engineering. Fact five: You graduateatantly
from the bench to the pilot's seat, and your

squad commander himself sees that it's a dase 0
square peg in a round hole. Fact six : As ssothe
Armistice throws you on your beam ends, you get
busy again with the idea of the helicopter.tiRaven :
You are swept off your feet by coming into gdoe
and immediately go astray with drugs-clear emige
that you have missed your road. Fact eight sémn
as your mind is cleansed by the boredom ofpiyéles
of all its artificial ideas, it returns to itstural bent.
The idea of the helicopter comes back with suclish
that you let your breakfast get cold, you dantw
your wife when she brings it, and you can tdlout
nothing else. For the first time in your lifewr
self-consciousness is obliterated, You evert giaxplain
your ideas to me, though | know nothing whatefe
the subject. It doesn't require any particgkmius

to see that you have discovered your true witd
that accounts for the champagne and applause at
lunch.”

| scratched my head, still hardly comprehegdin
But one clause in the Big Lion's roar had d¢tnone



with appalling force. | looked round the cirde
faces.

" Yes, I've discovered my will, all right,'skid,

" 1 know now what I'm good for. | understandywh
| came to this silly planet. I'm an engineeut Bou
said 'my wife.' That doesn't fit in at all. Whas
she ?"

" Well, you know," returned Big Lion, with aig,

" you mustn't imagine me to be a cold storage
warehouse for other people's wives. If | migatard
a guess, however, your wife's discovered whabkvn
will is, and has gone off to do it."

" Oh, damnation,” said I. " Here, you knovgaly
| can't allow that sort of thing ! "

The Big Lion turned his sternest gaze upon me.

" Now, Sir Peter," he said incisively, " pyburself
together. You've only just discovered your omit,
and you naturally want to be let alone to déitd
yet, at the very first opportunity, you buttand

want to interfere with your own wife doing heket
me tell you point-blank that it's none of ydwsiness
what she chooses to do. Haven't you seen enough
harm come from people meddling with other pespl
business ? Why, hang it, man, your first dotydur
wife is to protect her."

" Another of your paradoxes,"” | growled.

As a matter of fact, | was torn between twdiates.
Lou had been an ideal companion in debaucheai} o
sorts. A woman like that was bound to be the of

a hard-working engineer. At the same time | was
madly in love with her, especially after seelmgy for
the first time that morning; and she belonged t

me.

It was only too clear to me what he meantdyyrgy
she had discovered her true will. She had shiban
plainly enough when she had begged him to hake
away. He had simply worked one of his devitistks
on me, and got rid of me, as he thought, biirgetne
absorbed in my helicopter.

| was to be the complacent husband, and athgw
wife to go off with another man right under myse,
while | was busy with my calculations. | was®



the mari complaisant, was | ?

Well, the fiend was ingenious, but he had waked
wrong for once. | got up and deliberately skgpim
in the face.

" Before breakfast," he said to Sister Athénae
shall require pistols for two and coffee foeoBut
while we are waiting for the fatal rendezvous”
added, turning to me with one of his inscrugadpins,

| must continue to keep my oath, As it happens
one of the brethren here is himself a mecharhat
little house on the headland (he pointed aspoé&e)
is fitted up as a fairly complete workshop. Wight
stroll down together and see you started. Thate
probably be a lot of things that you need whieh
haven't got and you can make a list of therd,vae!l
telegraph Lala to buy them in London and btimgm
down here. She is coming in three days' tinvall |
also ask her to stop in Paris for one of those iron
wreaths with enamelled flowers to put on my aekass
grave."

The man's nonchalance made me suddenly flyious
ashamed of myself. | had to spit out betweeresth
that he was an unutterable scoundrel.

" That's right, Sir Peter," retorted the Bigrh,

" reassure yourself, by all means. "The unspiglak
Lamus' is the classical expression, and iiggamary
to give a slight shudder ; but pcrhaps a gelikes
yourself is justified in inventing new termsaijuse."

| was disconcerted abominably by the attitafle
the audience, whose faces were fixed in broed,g
with the exception of Dionysus, who came straigp
to me and said:-

" Sonna mabitch,” and hit me in the eye.ydi
shoot my Bid Lion," he added, " I'll shoot ybu.

The entire company broke into screams of utmodable
laughter. Lamus rose with assumed indignation,
and observed ferociously --

" Is this your idea of doing your wills, yowasters ?
Did you come to this planet to turn the mosioses
subjects into mockery ? You ought all to be pveg,
considering that within twenty-four hours youlw



have to bury your beloved Big Lion or our estee
guest, who has endeared himself to all of ukiby
unconscious humour. Come along, Sir Peter,"rend
slipped his arm through mine. " We have no time
to waste with these footlers. As to UnlimiteoluL

(he began to sing) :-

"Has any one seen my Mary ?

Has any one seen my Jane ?

She went right out in her stocking feet
In the pelting pouring rain.

If any one sees my Mary,
He'll oblige me, | declare,
If he'll send her back in a packing case,
‘This side up, with care.""

We were already far down the slope, stridikg |
giants. From above came a confused chorusaeftsh
and laughter.

One has to be an athlete to run down-hill gr@rm
with Big Lion. He didn't seem to mind the cagtu

and when we came to a ditch, it had to be jumpe
And when the path took a little turn up-hile bsed

our momentum to take us over the crest like a
switch-back. It made me positively drunk. Pogbkalarm
was combined with physical exhilaration. | veageating
like a pig ; my sandals slipped on the hardgiass;

my bare legs were torn by brambles, gorse cantis.

| kept on slipping ; but he always turned ship
into a leap. We never checked our career @lipulled
up at the door of the house on the headland.

He let go of me suddenly. | flopped, and laynay
back panting for breath. He was absolutely cool
he had not turned a hair. He stood watchingumié
he pulled out his pipe, filled it and lit it.

" Never waste time on the way to work," heaslied,

in a tone which | can only describe as psew@smonious.
" Do you find yourself sufficiently recovered,"

he added in mock anxiety, " to resume the wairti

position which distinguishes the human spec@s

other mammals ? | believe the observation estdu

Vergil," he continued.

There was a twinkle in his eye which warnedthae
he had another surprise in store for me ; Ihegln



to realise that he took a school-boyish delighgulling
people's legs. He seemed to enjoy leading anpudting
one in a false position, and making a mystetyod

the most commonplace circumstances. It wasmdly
idiotic and extremely annoying; but at the sdime

one had to admit that the result of his metivad to
add a sort of spice to life.

| remembered a remark of Maisie Jacobs : "Neve
dull where Lamus is."

The events had been of an ordinary and infogumit
character, and yet he had given a value to eaeh
He made life taste like it does when one isgisieroin
and cocaine, yet he did it without actual exdgance.
| could understand how it was that he had higue
reputation for leading a fantastic life, and lyew

no one could put a finger on any particularlex@as
extraordinary in itself.

| picked myself slowly together, and, aftemmving
a few thorns from my bare legs, was sufficientiaster
of myself to say :-

" So this is the workshop ?"

" Once again, Sir Peter," replied Lamus, "ryou
intuition has proved itself infallible. And oa@gain
your incomparable gift of expression has coddhe
facts in a tersely epigrammatic form, whichusliCmsar
and Martial might despair of editing."

He opened the door of the house, repeatingltis
formula :-

" Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of thaw."

Till that moment | had found the phrase bysur
ridiculous, annoying, or tedious. It had conbglle
lost these attributes. The dry bones livedrilled
to the marrow as he uttered it. A soft, sweste,
strangely familiar, answered him out of thetyesn
room. Dim, for the blinding sunlight of the apair
was unable wholly to illuminate the interiorrtty
contracted pupils.

" Love is the law, love under will."

| thrilled again, this time with a combinatioh
surprise and exultation which was curiouslyntiigible.



Then | saw, in one corner of the room, behired t

array of benches and tables crowded with nekiglyosed
apparatus, a glimmering form. The back was

turned to us ; it was on the floor busily ocedpin
cleaning up.

" This is Sir Peter Pendragon,"” said Big Lidmho
is coming to take charge of the laboratory."

My eyes were still unaccustomed to the globut,

| could see the figure scramble to its feetiesy,

and advance to me, where | stood in the sliaialight
that came through the half-open doorway.

It was dressed in a knickerbocker suit of blisitk.
It wore sandals and black stockings.

| recognised Lou.

" Big Lion said you might want to begin wotkg
afternoon, Sir Peter," she said with dignitgp"l
have been trying to put the place in someafootder.”
| stood absolutely aghast. It was Lou, buba L

that | had never seen or known. | turned togkin
Lamus for an explanation, but he was not there.

A ripple of laughter ran over her face ; thelght
blazed in her magnetic eyes. | trembled with
indescribable emotion. Here was an undeciplherab
puzzle. Or was it by any chance the answer to a
puzzle-to all my puzzles-the puzzle of life ?

| could think of nothing to say but the maatle
and awkward banality.

"What are you doing here ? " | inquired.

" My will, of course," came the answer, and he
eyes twinkled in the sunshine as unfathornably
the sea itself.

" Thou hast no right but to do thy will," sheoted.
" Do that and no other shall say nay."

" Oh, yes," | retorted, with a trace of annoga.

I had still a feeling of reaction against theok of the
Law. | hated to submit to a formula, howevercimu
my good sense, confirmed by my experience,dinge
to surrender.



" But how did you find out what your will w&s
" How did you find out ? " she flashed back.

" Why," | stammered, " Big Lion showed me how
my heredity, my natural inclination, and théusion
of my crisis, all pointed to the same thing."

" You said it," she answered softly, and fiegtbther
qguotation. " The Law is for all.”

"Tell me about it," | said.

My stupefaction and my annoyance were melting
away. | began to perceive dimly that the BigrlLi
had worked out the whole situation in a magterl
fashion. He had done with his material-us, what
was doing with my material, the laws of meclani

" | discovered my will four days ago," shedsaery
seriously. " It was the night that you and Bign
climbed Deep Ghyll and took so long over Prefe's
Chimney, that you missed the champagne dinner.

"Yes, yes," | said impatiently, " and whatsng?

She put her hands behind her back and bent her
head. Her eyelids closed over her long slardyes,
and her red, snaky mouth began to work trensijyou

" While you were -asleep after tiffin," silaid, " Big
Lion took me up to the semicircular seat onltitie
above the Strangers' House, and put me throwygh
paces. He made me tell him all my early life an
especially the part just before | met you, whdrmought
I loved him. And he made me see that all | hae
was to try to please myself, and that | bakkaiMy
love for him was only that of a daughter for fagher.
I looked to him to lead me into life, but natgimeant
anything to me till the night | met you. At tha
moment | began to live. It was you, and nott@li®
beastly cocaine, that filled my soul with thaany

of Fuller's. | had chanted it often enough, ibbad
never touched the spot. That night | used geb
you. | had only lived that | might one day fipolu.
And all my life curled itself, from that momembund
you. | was ready to go to hell for you. | didl & hell
for you. | came out of hell for you. | stoppadting
heroin only because | had to fit myself to hgho to



do your will. That is my will. And when we fodn

out this morning what your will was, | came dotere
to get the place ready for you to do it. I'ningoto
keep this place in order for you and assista®best

I can in your work, just as | danced for yond avent
to McCall for you, in the days when you wermd! |
was blind too about your will, but | alwaysltsved
my instinct to do what you needed me for, ewben
we were poisoned and insane."

She spoke in low, calm tones, but she washtliem
like a leaf. | didn't know what to answer. Tgreatness
of her attitude abashed me. | felt with utmost
bitterness the shame of having wronged so rsiebdi
love, of having brought her into such infamy.

"My God ! " | said at last. " What we oweBay
Lion! "

She shook her head.

" No," she said, with a strange smile, " wetedped
him as much as he's helped us-helped him tosdo
will. The secret of his power is that he doesrist
for himself. His force flows through him unhered.
You have not been yourself till this morningemhyou
forgot yourself, forgot who you were, didn'tdm who
kissed you and brought you your breakfast.”

She looked up with a slow half-shamefacedesimiio
my eyes.

"And | lost you," said |, "after tiffin, wheh
remembered myself and forgot my work. And lad t
time you were here helping me to do my workdAn
| didn't understand.”

We stood awhile in silence. Both our heartsewe
seething with suppressed necessity to spealadt
a long, long while before | found a word ; asiden
it came, it was intense and calm and confident.

"1 love you."

Not all the concentration given by heroinftoe
exaltation of cocaine, could match that mome&he
words were old; but their meaning was marvelpu
new. There had never been any " | " before,nathe
thought " | " was I, there had never been aggu
before when | thought of Lou as an independeitg,



and had not realised that she was the necessary
complement of the human instrument which wasglo
"my" work. Nor had there been any love before,
while love meant nothing but the manifold stupi
things that people ordinarily mean by it. Loas,|
meant it now, was an affirmation of the inebla
unity between the two impersonal halves ofvtioek.

It was the physical embodiment of our spiritual
truth.

My wife did not answer. There was no need. Her
understanding was perfect. We united with theoascious e
cstasy of nature. Articulate human language
was an offence to our spiritual rapture. Oupan
destroyed our sense of separateness from therse
of which we were part ; the sun, the sky, t, she
earth, partook with us of that ineffable saczam
There was no discontinuity between that firmbeace
of our true marriage, and the occupation ofattiernoon
in taking stock of the effects of the laborgta@and
making notes of the things we should ask Lalaring
us from London. The sun sank behind the ridge,
far above us from the Refectory came the sarsoro
beat of the tom-tom which told us that the évgn
meal was readv. We shut up the house, and ran
laughing up tlie slopes. They no longer tired a
daunted us. Half-way to the house, we metithe t
Dionysus, full of importance. He had been degut
to remind us of dinner. Sister Athena (we laagyto
think) must have realised that our honeymoah ha
begun ; and-this time-it was no spasmodic akal
depending on the transitory excitement of agsr
stimulants, but on the fact of our true spaitmarriage,
in which we were essentially united to eacleotiot
for the sake of either, but to form one brideoge
bridegroom was the Work which could never beted
so long as we lived, and so could never leaggariness
and boredom. This honeymoon would blossom and
bear fruit perennially, season by season,thkeearth
our mother and the sun our father themselves, a
inexhaustible, frictionless enthusiasm. We weadakers
of the eternal sacrament ; whatever happened
was equally essential to the ritual. DeatHfitsade
no difference to anything; our calm continuous
candescence burst through the chains of ciramos,
and left us free for ever to do our wills, whiwere
one will, the will of Him that sent us.

The walk up to the Refectory was one long romp
with Dionysus. Oh, wise dear Sister Athena! Was



by chance that you chose that sturdy sunligipt o
lead us up the hill that night ? Did you susplkeat

our hearts would see in him a symbol of our @erene
and splendid hope ? We looked into each otkeges
as we held his hands on the last steep winukitlg
among the olives, and we did not speak. Buglactric
flame ran through his tiny body from one to thieer,
and we knew for the first time what huge happmlay
in ambush for our love.

The silence of dinner shone with silken lustire
lasted long-so long-each moment charged with
litanies of love.

When coffee came, Big Lion himself broke tpelk
"1 am going to the tower to sleep to-night jy®u
will be in charge of the Strangers' House Peiter |
The duties are simple; if any wanderer shosldaur
hospitality, it is for you to extend it on béfhaf the
Order."

We knew one wanderer who would come, and we
would make him welcome.

"A bright torch and a casement ope at Night
To let the warm Love in."

" But before you go across,, you will do welljoin
us, now that you have discovered your trueswii
the Vesper Ceremony of the Abbey, which weqrenf
every night in the Temple of my tower. Let @s b

going! "

We followed, hand in hand, along the smootbad,
curving path chat bordered the stream, cunyingl
bended to run along the crest of the ridgenabits
power might be used to turn various mill-wheé&lse
gathering shadows whispered subtle lyrics incaws ;
the scents of spring conveyed superb imaginatio
our senses ; the sunset squandered its lakttsoa
the sea, and the empurpled night began to st
blossom of starlight. Over the hill-top befare hung
the golden scimitar of the moon, and in thingtss
the faint heart-beat of the sea was heard,tbe i
organ in some enchanted cathedral were thrgbbin
under the fingers of Merlin, and transmuting th
monotonous sadness of existence into a pegeaéan
of inexpressible jubilance of triumph, the Teubn of
mankind celebrating its final victory over theathen
hordes of despair.



A turn in the path, and we came suddenly ugpon
cauldron-shaped depression in the hillsidehabottom
a silver streak of foam darted among huge leosld
piled bombastically along the bed of the valley
Opposite, jutting from the grassy slopes, tstoed
three stark needles of red rock, glowing stitlder

with some splash of crimson stolen from theettouse
of the sunset ; and above the highest of ttlee
sprang a sudden shaft of stone against thangkyl

A blind dome of marble rimmed with a balconytts
base crowned the tower, circular, with manivtadows
Gothic in design, but capped with fleurs-de:lgsd

this was set upon eight noble pillars joinedabghes
which carried out the idea of the windows darger
scale. When we reached the tower, by a sergenti
series of steps, megalithic stones laid ineorttountain
side, we saw that the floor of the vault was an
elaborate mosaic. At the four quarters were fou
thrones of stone, and in the centre a hexagutzal

of marble.

Four of the principals of the Abbey were attga
robed for the ceremony ; but they furnishedrbelves
with four weapons-a lance, a chalice, a swand, a
disk-from a pillar which had a door and a stase
which formed the only means of access to theeup
rooms.

Basil seated himself in one of the thronestesi
Athena in another; while a very old man witilaite
beard, and a young woman whom we had not et, se
took their places in the other two. Withoutnfadity
of any sort beyond a series of knocks, themery
began. The impression was overwhelming. Orotiee
hand, the vastness of the amphitheatre, thevstib
of the scene, and the utter naturalness afetebrants ;
on the other, the amazing distinction of thespr and
the sharp clarity and inevitability of the idea

| can only remember one or two clauses ofarexlo:
they ran thus:-

" And | believe in one Gnostic and Catholicu@th
of Light, Life, Love and Liberty, the Word ofhese
Law is THELEMA. "

" And | believe in the communion of Saints."

" And, forasmuch as meat and drink are traristhu



in us daily into spiritual substance, | belienehe
Miracle of the Mass."

" And | confess one Baptism of Wisdom, whereby
we accomplish the Miracle of Incarnation.”

" And | confess my life one, individual, ang®nal,
that was, and is, and is to come."

| have always told myself that | had not arkp
religious feeling, yet Basil once told me ttied text
" The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisal"
ought to be translated " The wonderment afdhees
of nature is the beginning of wisdom."

He claims that every one who is interestestience
is necessarily religious, and that those whspe it
and detest it are the real blasphemers.

But | have certainly always been put off by tlea
of ceremonial or ritual of any kind. There agdasil's
ideas are fantastically different to other de@p He
says; what about the forms and ceremonies insad
electric light plant ?

| gave a little jump when he made the remHrk.
was so destructive of all my ideas.

" Most ritual,” he agreed, " is vain observaynout

if there is such a thing as the so-called &itiforce

in man, it requires to be generated, colleatedfrolled,
and applied, by using the appropriate measares,
these form true ritual.”

And, in fact, the weird ceremony in progres$is
Titan tower produced a definite effect upon me,
unintelligible as it was to me for the mosttpan one
hand, and repellent as it was to my Protestatincts
on the other.

| could not help being struck by the firsttioé
collects.

" Lord visible and sensible, of whom this &a# but

a frozen spark turning about thee with annuadl a
diurnal motion, source of light, source of Jismurce of
liberty, let thy perpetual radiance heartemousontinual
labour and enjoyment ; so that as we are consta
partakers of thy bounty we may in our particaebit
give out light and life, sustenance and jothem that



revolve about us without diminution of subs&onc
effulgence for ever.”

The words were full of the deepest religioeslihg
and vibrated with a mysterious exultation, gatl
the most hardened materialist could not hayeobéd
to a single idea.

Again, after an invocation of the forces atthiand
reproduction, all rose to their feet and adskdsDeath
with sublime simplicity, masking nothing, evaginothing,
but facing the huge fact with serene dignitye T

gesture of standing to meet Death was noblyesgive.

" Term of all that liveth, whose name is ingable,
be favourable unto us in thine hour."

The service ended with an anthem which rdilesl
thunder among the hills and was re-echoed trem
wall of the great rock of Telepylus.

It was a very curious detail of life at theb®y, that
one act merged into the next insensibly. Theree

no abrupt changes. Life had been assimilaté¢adeto
principle of the turbine, as opposed to thesrberatory
engine. Every act was equally a sacrament. The
discontinuity and abruptness of ordinary liteltbeen
eliminated. A just proportion was consequeképt
between the various interests. It was this ashnas
anything else that had helped me to recoven tite
obsession of drugs. | had been kept back fro@neipation
by my reaction against the atmosphere, in géner
and my latent jealousy of Basil, in particulaou,

not having been troubled by either of thesd, $ial

out of her habit as insidiously, if | may uke tord,
as she had slid into it.

But the culminating joy of my heart was thengbeteness
of the solution of all my problems. There

was no possibility of a relapse, because thseaf my
downfall had been permanently removed. | could
understand perfectly how it was that Basil daake

a dose of heroin or cocaine, could indulgeashish,
ether, or opium as simply and usefully as ttignary
man can order a cup of strong black coffee wien
happens to want to work late at night. He hecbime
completely master of himself, because he hadezkto
oppose himself to the current of spiritual yaidwer of
which he was the vehicle. He had no fear acifeion
with regard to any of these drugs. He knew that



these two qualities were aspects of a singletien ;
that of emotion to ignorance: He could use taras
a fencing-master uses a rapier, as an expgnpuy
danger of wounding himself.

About a fortnight after our first visit to thewer, a
group of us was sitting on the terrace of thrargers'
House. It was bright moonlight, and the peasant
from the neighbouring cottages had come imjoye
the hospitality of the Abbey. Song and danceevire
full swing. Basil and | fell into a quiet chat.

" How long is it, by the way," he said, " sengou
last took a dose of anything ? "

" I'm not quite sure,” | answered, dreamilyteténg
Lou and Lala, who had arrived a week since with
apparatus | required for my experiments, ag the
waltzed together on the court. They were bathant,
It seemed as if the moon had endowed themveith
pure subtlety and splendour.

" | asked you," continued Big Lion, pullingabig
meerschaum and amber pipe of the Boer pattern,
which he reserved for late at night, " becdusant you
to take the fullest advantage of your situatiéou

have been tried in the crucible and come ot gold.
But it won't do for you to forget the privileggou have
won by your ordeal. Do you remember what itssay
the Book of the Law ?

" |1 am the Snake that giveth Knowledge anddel

and bright glory, and stir the hearts of methwirunkenness.
To worship me take wine and strange drugs

whereof | will tell my prophet, and be drunletbof !

They shall not harm ye at all." "

"Yes," | said slowly, " and | thought it & loiaring;
might tempt people to be foolhardy, don't yiounk 2"

" Of course," agreed Basil, " if you readatelessly,

and act on it rashly, with the blind faith ofeaatic ;

it might very well lead to trouble. But natusefull

of devices for eliminating anything that cannster

its environment. The words 'to worship me'alemportant.
The only excuse for using a drug of any

sort, whether it's quinine or Epsom-salt, iai$eist

nature to overcome some obstacle to her proper
functions. The danger of the so-called hahitriog

drugs is that they fool you into trying to dedipe



toil essential to spiritual and intellectual/dmpment.
But they are not simply man-traps. There isimgf

in nature which cannot be used for our benefit it is
up to us to use it wisely. Now, in the work yuave
been doing in the last week, heroin might hasiped
you to concentrate your mind, and cocaine g&rcyme
the effects of fatigue. And the reason yourditduse
them was that a burnt child dreads fire. We thad
same trouble with teaching Hermes and Dionysus
swim. They found themselves in danger of being
drowned and thought the best way was to avoidgy
near the water. But that didn't help them t® their
natural faculties to the best advantage, saderthem
face the sea again and again, until they dddiaiat
the best way to avoid drowning was to learn how
deal with oceans in every detail. It soundstpre
obvious when you put it like that, yet whileeey one
agrees with me about the swimming, | am howledn
on all sides when | apply the same principtethe use
of drugs."”

At this moment, Lala claimed me for a waltagda
Lou took Basil under her protection. After thence,
we all four sat down on the wall of the courtld took
up the thread of the conversation.

"You're quite right, of course, and | imagyw
expected to be shouted at.”

" No," laughed Lamus, " my love for humanity
makes me an incurably optimistic ass on alhquants.
| can't see the defects in my inamorata. | ekpeen
to be rational, courageous, and to applaudhtie,
though an elementary reading of history tetis,o
with appalling reiteration, how every pioneeastbeen
persecuted, whether it's Galileo, Harvey, Gaugur
Shelley ; there is a universal outcry againgt atempt
to destroy the superstitions which hamper eteio
the progress which helps the development ofdbe.
Why should | escape the excommunication of Drarw
or the ostracism of Swinburne ? As a mattdact,
| am consoled in my moments of weakness ancedsjpn
by the knowledge that | am so bitterly abused laated.
It proves to me that my work, whether mistaken
not, is at least worth while. But that's a dggion.

Let's get back to the words 'to worship meéyrh
mean that things like heroin and alcohol maypie
should be used for the purpose of worshipptima,
IS, entering into communion with, the ' Snakatt
giveth Knowledge and Delight and bright glasyiich



is the genius which lies 'in the core of evemlyr.'

And, 'Every man and every woman is a star.' The
taking of a drug should be a carefully thoughit and
purposeful religious act. Experience aloneteach
you the right conditions in which the act igitenate,
that is, when it assists you to do your willa billiard
player slams the balls around indiscriminatbl/soon
takes the edge off his game. But a golfer wdeld
very foolish to leave his mashie out of his bagause
at one time he got too fond of it and usedprioperly,
and lost important matches in consequence. Wibkv
regard to you and Lou, | can't see that sheahgs
particular occasion for using any of these dri&he
can do her will perfectly well without them,caher
natural spirituality enables her to keep intocaral
communion with her inmost self, as her magitaty
shows clearly enough. Even when she had paisone
herself to the point of insanity, her true insts
always asserted themselves at a crisis ;shat any
moment when you, the being whom it is her fiomct
to protect, was in danger. But there must lmasions
in your work when ‘'the little more and how muth
is' could be added to your energy by a judisidase
of cocaine, and enable you to overcome the tatae
forces of inertia, or when the effort of conication

is so severe that the mind insists on relievisgf by
distracting your thoughts from the object otiyo
calculations, a little heroin would calm thelamour
sufficiently long to enable you to get the thishone."

" Now, it's utterly wrong to force yourselfwoork from
a sense of duty. The more thoroughly you sutaee
analysing your mind, the more surely you becairle
to recognise the moment when a supreme effort i
likely to result in definite achievement. Naus

very quick to warn one when one makes an efor.
drug should act instantaneously and brillianti{hen

it fails to do so, you know that you shouldvdive

taken it, and you should then call a halt, andlyse
the circumstances of the failure. We learn nii@m our
failures than from our successes, and your cahgecord
will tell you by the end of the year so accahawvhat
precise circumstances indicate the proprietgsbrting
to any drug, that in your second year you rbest

a great fool if you make even half a dozen akiss.
But, as the Book of the Law says, 'Successis y
proof.' When you resort to such potent and demgs
expedients for increasing your natural powgosl, must
make sure that the end justifies the means'r¥au
scientific man ; stick to the methods of sceer&isdom



is justified of her children ; and | shall hegrised

if you do not discover within the next twelvenths
that your Great Experiment, despite the unrszegs
disasters which arose from your neglectinge¢hasrds,
'to worship me," has been the means of devetppour
highest qualities and putting you among th&t fir
thinkers of our generation."

The mandolin of Sister Cypris broke into gay
triumphant twitterings. It was like a musicahement
upon his summary of the situation. The moorksan
behind the hill, the peasants finished theimenaind
went off singing to their cottages ; Lou arfdund
ourselves alone under the stars. The breezether
murmur of the sea up the scented slopes. ghesli
in the town went out. The Pole Star stood alibee
summit of the rock. Our eyes were fixed oMie
could imagine the precession of the Equinoses a
identical with our own perpetual travellingdhgh
time.

Lou pressed my hand. | found myself repeaitieg
words of the creed.

"' | confess my life, one, individual, an@etal,
that was, and is, and is to come.""

Her voice murmured in my ear, " | believehe t
communion of Saints."

I made the discovery that | was after all af@undly
religious man. All my life | had been lookingrfa
creed which did not offend my moral or intetlesd
sense. And now | had come to understand theéemgyss
language of the people of the Abbey of Thelema.

" Be the Priest pure of body and soul ! "

The love of Lou had consecrated me to do nily wi
to accomplish the Great Work.

" Be the Priest fervent of body and soul ! "

The love of Lou not only kept me from the @mtnation
of ideas and desires alien to my essentialtfomc
in the universe, but inspired me to dynamidasys

| do not know how long we sat under the stars.
A deep eternal peace sat like a dove, a trgqrigue of
flame upon our souls, which were one soul f@re



Each of our lives was one, individual, and maé&rbut
each possessed its necessary and intimat®nelath
the other, and both with the whole universe.

was moreover aware that our terrific tragbdg
been necessary, after all, to our attainment.

" Except a corn of wheat fall into the growardd
die, it abideth alone. But if it die, it brinteforth
much fruit."

Every step in evolution is accompanied by sséd
catastrophe, as it seems when regarded aslatei
event, out of its context, as one may say.

How fearful had been the price which man haid p
for the conquest of the air ! How much greateist
be the indemnity demanded by inertia for thequeest
of the spirit | For we are of more value thaany
sparrows.

How blind we had been! Through what appalling

abysses of agony had we not been led in ohdé¢mie
might say that we had conquered the moral prabl
posed by the discoveries of organic chemistry.

" The master of tide and thinder against theej
of a flower ? "

We had given the lie to the poet.
" This is the only battle he never was knowmvin."

We no longer looked back with remorse on ollyf
We could see the events of the past year ispgetive,
and we saw that we had been led through thalggh
ghastliness. We had followed the devil throthgh
dance of death, but there could be no doubtim
minds that the power of evil was permitteddquurpose.
We obtained the ineffable assurance of theexie of

a spiritual energy that worked its wondroud il

ways too strange for the heart of man to uridedsuntil
the time should be ripe.

The pestilence of the past had immunised asag
its poison. The devil had defeated himself. Ned
attained a higher stage of evolution. And timder-
standing of the past filled us with absolutéhfan
the future.

The chaos of crumbled civilisations whose nmaents



were on the rock before us, had left that nack
marred. Our experience had fortified us. We had
reached one more pinnacle on the serrated tigge
rises from the first screes of self-consciogsrte a
summit so sublime that we did not even damréam
how far it soared above us. Our business wabr
from crag to crag, with caution and courage, aféer
day, life after life. Not ours to speculate abthe
goal of our Going. Enough for us to Go. We knew
our way, having found our will, and for the mea
had we not love ?

" Love is the law, love under will."

The words were neither on our lips nor in bearts.
They were implicit in every idea, and in evenpression.
We went from the court up the steps, through th
open glass doors, into the vaulted room wghiahtastic
frescoes that was the strangers' room of tHeeplof
Thelema ;and we laughed softly, as we thouruhit t
we should never more be strangers.



